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*****
It all started with a Halloween Party at Damien's house, when he decided to invite a number of friends over during his parent's absence. Damien is a friend of mine, usually pretty vague, but I must say that it was well planned. Neat little invitations went out several weeks beforehand, with a stipulation you were to wear a mask that hid your identity and to bring sufficient alcohol for at least two people. Costume parties do not normally interest me, but I decided to go anyway. I invested in a black and orange tiger mask that struck me as fierce and imposing at the same time, and was certainly sufficient to hide all of my features. Nobody could tell it was me, hiding underneath it.
I don't recall much of the early part of the evening, other than my initial surprise to find that there were only a dozen or so people there, and more girls than guys. The music was loud and the rooms dark, and the punch was laced with something strong to make it work quickly. The night swiftly degenerated into a small sea of sweating and inter-twined bodies, initially preoccupied with writhing on the dance floor to the throb of music, and later on writhing in a more primeval occupation.
I remember dancing with several girls, including two or three together at one stage, but as the night progressed I paired off with one who seemed intent on me. She was a little shorter than me and wore a blue mask designed like an eagle, the fierce expression complimented by the glitter of her eyes. It made it difficult to tell her age, yet alone who she was, but she had a trim body that certainly felt good and she knew how to move it. All I could see of her face was the sparkle of her eyes in the dim light and a soft sensuous pair of lips, with the occasional flash of small white teeth behind them. A wisp of auburn hair announced that she was a brunette, and the way she moved suggested she was ready for action.
We didn't talk much. The music was too loud and it wasn't that sort of party, anyway. The air gap between us diminished quickly and soon we were body to body, rubbing against each other, hands roaming where we liked. I could smell her, a mixture of perfume tinged with warm flesh, hot and sensual. The music seemed to recede into the background and other people in the room to retreat, so there was just her and me, moving against each other. She pushed her breasts and pelvis forward, unashamedly sexual. I responded, kissing her neck and cheek, tasting the delicious warmth of her mouth, pushing against her so we were almost fucking on the dance floor. Her lips were soft but I sensed she was a tentative kisser, waiting to learn.
I leaned close to her ear. "Are you ready?"
She stiffened for a moment in my arms, then nodded. I took her hand and led her through the hallway, up the stairs to the bedrooms. The first door was closed and I could hear activity behind it. The second bedroom was empty and I kicked the door shut behind us, propping a chair against the handle to prevent disturbance.
The light was off, but a street lamp threw a band of light into the room. She stood back from the door, quite still, looking at me. I moved quickly to her, one hand holding her head as I kissed her and the other moving down over her breasts, feeling their shape and texture through the thin material of her dress. She pushed her pelvis forwards and I felt the hardness of her mound grinding against my rigid cock.
I reached behind her head to remove the mask but she reacted violently, pulling back.
"No!" Her voice was husky and urgent.
"I need to see you!"
"No!" Just a single word, nothing more to say. She stepped back, hands fumbling at the zipper on her little black dress, opening it, stepping out. A whisper of dark material fell to the shadows on the floor. She kicked off her shoes and I realised she was much shorter than me, but her body was firm and beautifully proportioned. Her skin shone in the soft light like molten pewter, and I gazed at her breasts, not large but well defined, the nipples pushing against the lacy fabric of her bra. Her belly was flat, smooth flesh gliding downwards to a pair of small black panties that hugged a well-defined mound.
For a moment we stared at each other, and then she moved forward, reaching up to kiss. I fumbled with my buttons, shirt finally falling free, belt coming loose. I kicked off my jeans, hopping awkwardly from one foot to the other, still kissing. Her hands were on my shoulders, her face locked to mine. We fell onto the bed with me partly on top and I slid aside one cup of her bra and suckled her, feeling the nipple swell in my mouth and her hands holding my hair to guide me. My cock was bursting, straining against my jocks and pushing against her thigh.
She pushed me back and sat up, deftly removing the bra and tossing it to the floor. She leaned forward and lifted the elastic of my jocks so that my cock jumped out, freed from its constraint. For a moment she was still, looking down at it, and I could sense her uncertainty. Then she bent forward and took my shaft in her hand, squeezing it, looking intently at the long strand of pre-cum that was stringing from the bell end to my belly, glistening in the pale light like a spider's web. She crouched forward and her pink tongue tentatively licked at it, breaking the strand so that it clung to her lip for a moment before she sucked it in, pausing to savor the taste like a new experience. My cock strained upwards at her touch, and she engaged the tip of it against her lips and let it slide into her mouth.
At first she was uncertain, not understanding the sensitivities. She moved in jerks instead of long smooth strokes, and her pressure and cadence were all wrong. I guided her, my voice soft in the semi-darkness, teaching and mentoring. She was silent, listening, a quick learner and willing. My cock ached as it fucked her mouth, the head swollen bigger than ever before as it stretched her young lips. I could feel the ridges at the back of her throat as it glided deep into her, and then the softer part of her mouth as she drew back, letting her lips grip the head, nuzzling and lubricating. I could feel the feather light rasp of her tongue on the sensitive underside, and the firmer clasp of her lips as she tightened them over the head before allowing my length to slide into her throat again.
As she crouched over me, I moved my hand to cup one buttock, my fingers dipping forward into the dark shadow. I could sense the incredible heat of her and feel the slick wetness of her panties on my fingertips. I imagined the thin material stretched over her pussy, stained dark and wet with her discharge. I envisaged her juices oozing from her warm wet passage, thick and tart, trickling out through her labia, now swollen and fleshy with wanting. In the silence of the room I could hear her small grunts and whimpers of pleasure as my fingers rubbed against the sodden fabric of her pants and I could hear the occasional slurp of her mouth on me. I could smell her arousal: the warm scent of her cunt and the musk of a female in heat.
I pulled her hips around and she lifted one thigh over me, straddling my face, pushing her torso back and down so that her crotch was positioned over my face. As her mouth slid down my cock I pressed my tongue upwards, pushing aside the thin gusset so that I tasted her for the first time. The light was not strong enough for me to see her sex, but I could feel the downy softness of pubic hair against my face and the firm plasticity of her thighs against my cheeks. I pressed my face upwards and in a moment her juices soaked my face, running in rivers across my tongue.
My cock withdrew from her mouth with a soft plop, and rested on my belly. She pushed herself upright, thrusting her hips downwards so her cunt was rammed against my face. I lapped hungrily, hearing her soft moans and sighs, feeling the crisp softness of her pubic hair against my lips. My tongue was buried inside her, drilling upwards, her labia opening to allow me to penetrate her as deeply as I could, and she writhed and wriggled against me.
Her first orgasm came in a rush. I felt her thighs tense, gripping my face, and her back arched. She had one hand at the back of her head and the other was pressed against her mouth to stifle the squeal of pleasure that seemed to go on and on. I could feel her vagina sucking with hard rhythmic contractions against my face, pulling my tongue, and a flood of cum juice spurted into my mouth as if I had bitten down on a luscious piece of fresh fruit. For long moments she trembled in ecstasy, a thin high wail of pleasure breaking from her lips and her body writhing against my mouth, and then, gradually, she grew still and I could hear her ragged breath in the stillness of the room. I fancied I could feel the wild beating of her heart though the lustrous skin of her thighs clamped either side of my face.
After a moment she lifted herself clear and the bed creaked as she lay next to me. We were both silent for a moment, and then she spoke, her voice still tremulous with the intensity of her orgasm.
"Now, your turn. Fuck me. Fuck me all night."
"I will, I will." I whispered.
I climbed over her and she opened her legs, drawing her knees upward to allow me unfettered access to her sex. I positioned the head of my cock at the opening to her body, and then with infinite slowness I pressed forward. The sensations of that first penetration filled my brain: smoothness and pressure and incredible heat. I envisaged the lips of her cunt twitching at the first touch of the velvet head, then parting as the first inch or so entered her body. I imagined the exchange of our fluids, her juices bubbling around my cock head, and my pre-cum smearing over her vulva as I penetrated her. I heard her sigh and felt the bedsprings move as she shifted slightly to accommodate me.
I felt sudden pressure as the widest part of my cock-head demanded entry, then incredible tightness that stopped further progress, and I felt her go rigid under me. I stopped. She was panting a little, her hands fluttering at my back, her thighs drawn back and open as wide as she could. After a moment she lifted her legs over my back and I felt them lock together, and then she suddenly rolled her hips upwards, thrusting her pelvis sharply so that I broke through. I sank full length into the delicious heat of her tight body, and as my shaft impaled her, she cried out.
"Oh! Oh! Stop for a moment!"
I held my hips still, savouring the cloying grasp of the young pussy in which I was embedded. Not one millimeter of my cock was outside - it was all in.
For long moments we were both still, aside from the twitching of my cock inside her. I longed to withdraw and plunge, withdraw and plunge, to fuck this hot body beneath me, but somehow I held still. Presently she moved her hips, tentatively at first then with growing confidence as she adjusted to my length and width. I responded, drawing my cock out so that just the head was engaged, then pushing - a long delicious stroke into her, feeling her pelvis thrust back to accept me, so that I was completely buried, the root of my cock mashed against her mound.
I don't know how long I fucked her...perhaps twenty or thirty minutes. I wanted more than anything to stay inside her all night, but my senses were swamped by her gasps, her low squeals of pleasure, the intensity of how she held me, and the incredible tightness of her cunt with its velvet walls and clutching, rhythmic movements.
However much I wanted to continue, I knew I was lost. Deep inside me I felt my own pressure building, an unstoppable juggernaut that swirled upwards and outwards through my whole being like an explosion of colored light. In a single, white-hot moment where time stood still I released the first scalding jet of sperm into the young body wriggling beneath me. We cried out together as six or seven other jets followed, ribbons of sperm, rivers of it, filling the clutching cunt, splattering its walls with its heat, bathing her cervix and bursting outwards from where we joined, so that it was immediately churned to a white froth by the intensity of our movement.
After a long time she released the grip of her legs and I felt the grip of her cunt relax as I softened inside her. I slid off her and we lay side by side, breathing ragged gasps, sweat cooling on our skin. My heart was beating like a drum.
"God" She whispered. "God damn, that was...."
"...incredible." I finished the sentence.
She turned her face towards me, voice so soft that I could hardly hear the words. "I didn't know....I never knew it could be like that."
I reached over and touched her lips lightly with my fingertips, and I smoothed the wild tangle of her hair on the pillow. She lay still, watching me, her eyes shining behind the mask.
"What's your name?' I asked her.
She shook her head lightly, her voice soft. "No. We can't do this again. No names, no faces." Her voice was filled with regret.
I didn't ask why. I knew nothing of this girl, who she was, her hopes and dreams or where or how she lived. In a moment of clarity I understood that part of the magic of the night had been not knowing - meeting another kindred soul who wanted only to share a night of passion but nothing more. Every detail I found out about her, I thought, would add a layer of complexity to the relationship, to seek to complicate what was very simple. I understood that she didn't want that, and I thought I was content not to want it either.
I stroked her hair and by and by, we fell asleep.
I thought I heard her crying during the night, and I felt the touch of her hand on my face, but then I sank back into sleep and, when I woke, she had left. She had covered me with a bedspread and every trace of her was gone, except for the fragrance of her hair on the pillow. The morning light had taken away the anonymity of the night, and I felt alone. I wondered how I could have let her go without finding out her name, or looking at her face.
*****
The following Monday morning I sat at breakfast, munching cereal and flicking though a magazine I had found on the table. I had to leave for work in a few moments.
My mother shouted from the kitchen, "David, bring the dishes in before you go, please."
"Yes Mum."
"...and is your room tidy?"
I rolled my eyes at my little sister sitting opposite me, blond hair in disarray and still sleepy. She'd been away at the weekend and looked as if she had had a good time, too.
"Yes Mum."
"Is Beth there?"
"Yes Mum!"
My mother appeared with another bowl and a plate of toast. "Here you go, Beth."
I looked at her. Dad had died a few years before of a heart attack at the age of forty two, leaving her with a meager living so she had to work. I wondered why she didn't find another guy. She was still attractive and kept herself trim.
"Have to go, Mum," I said. She smiled and gave me a brief hug and a peck on the cheek.
"What time are you home tonight?"
"Usual. I'll give you a ring if it changes. See ya, Beth!"
Beth grunted. She had pinched my magazine and was reading the agony column. I wondered why she didn't have a stream of boyfriends bashing at the front door as she was very attractive, even first thing in the morning. Like me, she was a bit of a loner, although I had just started dating a girl called Susan a week before. It was too early to tell if it would develop into anything, though. I was suddenly struck with a picture of my mysterious friend over the weekend, head thrown back, knuckles pressed to her mouth to suppress a scream of ecstasy. I couldn't envisage Susan in that position.
I closed the door behind me and went to work.
And so life went on for the next few days, much as it had before that weekend. The only difference was that I thought about HER a lot. The little mannerisms I noticed in our brief acquaintance: the way she held her head on one side, as if asking a question; her sense of stillness; the way she pressed her hand to her mouth to silence her pleasure. That was all I knew of her, other than she had brown hair, wore a little black dress and plain shoes, owned a blue eagle mask and gave me the most stunning sex I had ever had. Each time I thought of her, the sense of loss grew greater. How can you feel you've lost something that you really never had? How can you fall in love with a dream?
On the Thursday after the weekend I phoned the host of the party to thank him.
"Damien....its David."
"Hi David. What gives?" He was always cheerful.
"Not much, mate. Just calling to thank you for the amazing party."
"Amazing is right" he grumbled. "Looked like a fucking brothel next day....knickers and condoms all over the house, beds wrecked. Looks like someone deflowered a chick in the main bedroom....still trying to wash the sheets clean before the oldies come home." He chuckled. "Was a great party though, wasn't it!"
I thought of HER, thrusting her pelvis forward and crying out. Had I used the main bedroom?
"Er, yes" I said. How lame. "Well, anyway, thanks a lot..."
"You're welcome."
"...and I wondered if you could do me a favor."
"Maybe." A note of caution in his voice.
I pressed on bravely. "I met a chick there I really liked." I said. "Could you give me a list of who you invited?"
There was a moment of silence, and then I listened to his reasons for not helping me. Confidentiality...the right to privacy. He asked me what she was wearing, what she looked like.
"The blue eagle mask. Brunette, shortish. Black dress."
I could hear his mind working. "Nah. Don't know her.", he said. "Might have been a gate crasher. We had a couple. Sorry mate. Perhaps next time."
The dialing tone was loud in my ear as the only way I could think to find her rang out.
*****
Friday evening, almost a week since the night. Beth and Mum were out somewhere, and I arrived home alone, thinking of her. I collected the mail at the front door, flicking through the usual collection of bills and junk mail. I had been hoping that somehow she had found out who I was, and there would be a little note asking if we could meet. There was little chance of that, I knew. The ache was there, bright and sharp in my gut. I longed to see her again, but part of me dreaded that if I did it would be a disappointment. She was a predator and she didn't need me.
I thought of the jobs that Mum had given me to do. She worked hard and we helped out, and it was my turn to do the laundry. I collected the basket and went into my room, picking up the week's collection of dirty clothes; then to Mum's room, where they were all neatly kept in a basket in the corner.
I moved down the corridor to Beth's room, scooting around, collecting socks, her work blouses, a couple of pairs of red knickers about the size of dental floss. Nothing else that I could see at first, but on impulse I bent to look under the bed and just behind the fold of the duvet I could see a bunched up scrap of black lace. It was a black bra and a pair of skimpy black knickers, and as I retrieved them I saw that they were concealing something else. Curious, I reached under the fold of material and pulled it out.
The room seemed to tilt, and I could hear a roaring in my ears.



It was a blue mask, fashioned like an eagle, with a brunette wig tucked inside it.
*****
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Beth came to me that night.
I was awakened by the click of the latch and the soft swish of the door being pushed open. For a moment she stood in the doorway, poised for flight on those long legs like a frightened gazelle, with that particular stillness that I had observed so many times. The light from the hallway spilled into the room like warm honey, so her hair was suffused like a golden halo and the shape of her body was thrown into stark relief under the thin transparent material of her gown. She stepped forward quickly and the room sank back into relative darkness as she shut the door. I felt the mattress compress as she climbed onto the bed, and she shuffled forward to peer into my face.
"Are you awake?" she whispered.
I sat up in alarm. "What are you doing here, Sis!! Mum will find out!"
"Shhh." I felt the soft touch of her fingers on my lips. "Mum is asleep. It's only us. I'm here for you."
I stared up at her. Strips of moonlight penetrated through the window blinds, throwing bars of bright silver across the bed, and I could see her, kneeling beside me with her legs folded in that graceful, double-jointed way that women have. I saw her arms move up, lifting the nightgown over her head and tossing it away with a whisper of fabric. The moonlight illuminated her right side, her skin shining like polished pewter and the breast in sharp relief, surprisingly large and with the nipple erect with desire. One side of her body was in darkness but I could see enough of her face to interpret her expression.
Her hands cupped my face and she leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine, her mouth opening and her tongue thrusting forward. I grasped her torso to balance her as she shifted her weight, and my cock hardened involuntarily as my hands acknowledged the warm plasticity of her flesh. She moaned into my mouth, speaking soft urgent words between the kisses.
"Ah, yes! Yes! I've wanted you David. God I've wanted you!"
My body was rigid. This wasn't the Beth I knew nor did her words reflect the relationship that we had all of our lives. Like a surfer who expected a five foot wave and suddenly found a Tsunami, I struggled to accept the enormity of the switch from kid sister to a desirable and available woman. A flood of conflicting emotions filled my mind. I knew that I had already fucked her but that had been an accident, with neither knowing the identity of the other. This was different, requiring a premeditated and deliberate crossing of the line. I would abandon family responsibility, and tear down social, legal and moral norms and I was lucid enough to understand that doing so would be to set me on a path where secrecy and shame would be my new companions.
But, God help me, I am a normal red-blooded male, and the temptation was strong. Nothing about this warm body in front of me matched the blueprint of the kid sister I had grown up with. I had never really noticed the change from a skinny frame to a body stacked with all the right equipment - or perhaps I had, but had shut it out. Either way, there was no doubt about her physical credentials...she was hot and she knew it, and she was offering every delectable inch of herself for me to use as I wanted.
She must have sensed my turmoil for she broke off and leaned back a little. Her eyes were dark pools in the moonlight and her voice was urgent.
"Do it again to me, David. You enjoyed it last time didn't you! It was good, wasn't it? I need you to do it again!"
She moved her hand down to my groin, groping under the sheet and seizing my cock, squeezing it, sensing the heat of my arousal. "Ah, yes! Fuck me with this! Fuck me like the last time!"
The grasp of her hand around my sex was the final catalyst. Like the crumbling walls of a dam my resolve shattered, sweeping aside logic and sense, abandoning reason. It was still my sister kneeling naked in my bed, but she was there for me, ready to be taken - and I was ready to take her. My brain was filled by her perfume and the smell of her body. I was transfixed by her marvelous symmetry, the black and silver sheen of her skin, by her thrusting breasts and the pressure of her thigh against me. In the silence of that infinitesimal moment of change I fancied that I could hear the bubbling liquid heat of her sex, aroused and open, waiting for me, calling to me.
I growled deep in my throat and sat up quickly, locking my lips against hers. One hand cupped her left breast, fingers dark against the silver whiteness, and the other held her at the small of her back, feeling her slender body arch up to receive me. Her nipple burned against my palm as I massaged it. She ripped aside the sheet and in a single movement straddled me, head bent back in raw pleasure as I kissed her neck and shoulders. She pushed me back against the pillows and spoke again, her mouth close to mine.
"Tell me you want me, David"
My voice was hoarse with desire "Oh God, Beth! What are you doing to me?"
"Tell me!"
"Yes, oh yes! I want you. I want to have you. I need to fuck you, to fill you up."
She shifted her legs, opening them, and I felt her hand grasp my hardness and engage it against the swollen lips of her sex. She hunkered down, and I felt myself break through the soft gateway of her labia and then the furnace of her body as I slid into her. She moaned softly, her head thrown back as she felt me penetrate, as she struggled to adjust to my girth. She growled softly.
"Ahhh! That's it! That's good. Slowly, slowly. Fuck me. Fuck your sister's pussy."
"I will, I will."
"Fill me up. I want you to come into me and fill me up."
"I will. I'll fuck you and fill you up. I'll spray into you Beth".
She leaned back a little and I felt her cunt contract, squeezing me. There was not enough light to see me entering her body, but I didn't need to. I imagined my thick shaft stretching open her vulva, the soft inner lips of her labia clasping at me, slick and wet, the wisps of her public hair glistening with our juices. I imagined the bulbous head of my cock penetrating upwards inside her body, stretching and invading far into her soft body. I thought it to be somewhere level with her navel as she crouched over me.
And then I was fully in and we held that position, each savouring the moment. For me, the feeling of my cock fully encased in a firm young cunt, with its rhythmic clutching and the trickle of juices at its opening. For her, the feeling of fullness and pressure, the spasms as my cock twitched inside her, the stretch of the purple head buried in her body.
She raised her body up, so slowly, and I felt the long slide out. I saw the moonlight glistening silver on my shaft as it appeared from the pool of dark shadow, until the bulging head was barely inside her, held only by the clutching labia. For a moment she held herself there, and then she sank back downwards. I groaned at the incredible warmth and pressure and wetness of penetration as her body swallowed me up again. We began to whisper to each other in the darkness as we fucked.
"Jesus, Beth! God Jesus that's good! I'm fucking you, I'm really fucking you"
"Ah yes! Ah, I feel it. I feel you deep inside me. I'm milking you with my cunt."
"Say that you like your brother's cock."
"I love my brother's cock inside me. I love to fuck my brother. I'm a dirty sister and I love it. We'll fuck forever."
"Tell me I'm the first."
"You're the first. You're the only one."
She leaned back, supporting herself with her arms, so that her head was right back, hair shining in a band of moonlight like a mane of silver, mouth open and eyes tightly shut. Her breasts were thrust forward and I buried my face into them, grasping a nipple in my lips and worrying it so that it hardened even more in my mouth. The shift in our positions caused me to rub against the front of her pussy, and she reacted by moaning softly, moving her hips in a circular motion. Her first orgasm enveloped her swiftly - her body bent backwards like a bow, every muscle stretched taut and a thin wail breaking from her lips. I felt a flood of moisture spurt around my balls, dribbling down to soak the sheets.
She stopped for a moment whilst her ragged breath slowed, and I could feel the muscular contractions of her vagina as the last of her orgasm passed. She resumed the circular motion, rotating her hips whilst thrusting forward and down with her pussy so that I was rhythmically swallowed and released. Her cunt made small slurping noises as it devoured me. There was light enough for me to see the sheen of sweat on her face, observe the soft curve of her lips and the small white teeth behind them. I flipped her sideways and rolled over her, my cock still embedded inside her. She raised her legs and locked them over the small of my back, and I pushed up on my arms so I could watch her face as we fucked.
"I love you, Beth."
She opened her eyes, cornflower blue in the daylight but dark pools now.
"I love you too. Fill me with your seed."
"I will. Inside you."
"Yes," she whispered. "Yes."
Like a gathering storm I felt it building, like a stream of living magna escaping towards the light, rushing through the shaft of my cock until in a single frozen moment of time it burst out of me, splattering the walls of her sex. She cried out in triumph as she felt it, reaching down to grasp my buttocks and hold them tight against her so that I was buried into her as deep as possible. She milked me with strong rhythmic contractions of her cunt whilst I pumped ribbons of cum into her writhing body, and I heard the shriek of her own orgasm as it consumed her.
As I stared down at her face she faded from underneath me, and I was alone in my dream.
*****
I woke early, feeling jaded and with a nagging headache behind one eye. The sun was streaming into my room and I could hear Mum downstairs. I remembered it was Saturday and that she played tennis in the morning so she would be heading off soon. I lifted the sheet and looked down at my body - it looked decidedly unfucked. I considered the dream, remembering every detail, and my cock grew hard at the memory. I tugged at it, but there was no enthusiasm there and I left it alone and gathered my troubled thoughts. Twice now I had been though an intense sexual experience with my sister, real or perceived, but I had yet to resolve my feelings. I needed to think.
I considered my discovery of the Eagle Mask, now pushed back under her bed exactly as I had found it. The shock of that discovery was still intense. The key question was whether she knew it was me that she had fucked...did she know I would be at that party? I racked my brains to figure whether she would have had any hint of who was going to it. She wasn't in the circle that Damian moved in and I doubted if he had invited her directly, and I didn't know of any mutual friends that they had. Try as I might, I could not remember discussing the party beforehand or giving any other hint of where it was. Her appearance there must therefore be a coincidence, in which case she didn't know I would be there as well. It was a chance meeting, I thought.
She was normally a reserved girl, with only a few boyfriends that I had known about and none of them seemed to be serious. She wasn't inclined to wild parties, or staying out late or taking risks - yet she had dressed provocatively and set out to have sex with a stranger in a one night stand, with all the risks that that entailed. Her behaviour wasn't in character and I was angry with her... but I was aware that the sexual predator that night had been me, prepared to fuck anybody without thinking of the consequences. I shook my head as I remembered my sperm pumping into her, and the rhythmic contractions of her pelvis as she sucked it into her body. What if she were pregnant? What would we tell Mum?
And what of the dream last night? It was as clear as if it had happened - the lustre of her skin and the pressure and tightness as I drove up into her, and her own sighs and spinning orgasm. Even the thought processes I had experienced were clear, especially the critical point where I had set aside any question of morals and accepted that I was going to willingly fuck my sister.
Finally, I tried to figure out what I was going to do about it. Up to a week ago I had been content with my life but now I was racked in doubt as to what Beth meant to me, and my own complicity in what had happened. I knew that things had changed for me - but the chances were that they had not for her. She probably didn't even know that it was me who had fucked her, and who now agonized over how to resolve the situation. Where once I had once thought nothing about her, I now watched with eyes that would surely betray me if she looked into their depths.
All this did nothing but hurt my head and so, after a while, I climbed wearily out of my bed and had a shower.
*****
I was reading the paper and eating a bowl of cornflakes when she bounced into the kitchen, with a cheery smile and a good morning. That was unusual.
"Mum gone?" she asked.
"Yep." I paused. "You're cheerful this morning."
"Mmmm. Had a good night last night, and a great day lined up for today." She sat down next to me and poured cereal into her bowl, splashing it liberally with milk.
"And what was so good about last night?"
She stopped pouring and looked at me. She had been growing her hair and it was tied back into a little pony-tail that shone in the morning sun. Her eyes were a vivid blue and her skin glowed with health and vitality. She tipped her head a little to the side and regarded me for a moment, her lips slightly apart. My heart skipped a beat. She was beautiful.
"Don't you remember? I told you that I was going out with the girls!"
The girls were her buddies Sam and Laura. "Ah, yes, I remember," I said. "Sorry, you did tell me. Where did you go?"
She acknowledged with a nod and resumed pouring milk onto her Cornies. "Just hung around at Laura's place. She's got a hot brother". Her eyes flicked across to my face, just briefly.
"He's only a kid!"
"Not that young. Anyway, he's already taken. I didn't go there to see him, though. We just had fun hanging out together."
"Do you think anyone thinks I'm a hot brother?"
She stopped in astonishment, the spoon half way to her mouth. "That's a leading question! What caused that? Feeling unloved are we?"
I shrugged. "Just exploring perspectives."
She regarded me for a moment, as if taking a fresh assessment of my assets. "I guess so. None of my friends are interested, but there must be someone around who figures you're cute." She smiled and then added "Although their Guide Dog might not like you."
"Thanks for the confidence booster."
"You're welcome. What's happening with Susan?"
Susan was a girl I had met at work. "Not much. Going out tonight, as it happens, but too early to tell."
Beth smiled again. "Be nice to her dog. Sounds like you need serious sex."
We were quiet for a moment, sunk in our own thoughts. I sought to resurrect the conversation.
"I didn't hear you come home."
"Nah" she mumbled, cramming a spoon of cereal into her mouth. "Although it wasn't late. I was back about midnight." She looked at me again, her eyes crinkling. "You were snoring your head off!"
I had no idea of the timeframe of my dream but that could have been the moment I was buried deep in her pussy, metaphorically speaking. More like grunts of lust than snoring.
"I don't snore! Besides, you wouldn't hear it through the door."
She laughed. "I could, it was like a chain saw. Right through the door and the walls."
She lost interest in the conversation and pulled a magazine over to read it. I used the opportunity to look at her face, but after a moment she became aware of my scrutiny and glanced up at me.
"What?"
She had a drop of milk on her chin. Without thinking I reached over and she tilted her face up to meet my touch. I rubbed my thumb over it, sliding up over her bottom lip, leaving my hand lingering there. For a moment her eyes were vulnerable and she sat still, her little face tilted up towards me and her expression soft. Then she pulled her face back sharply and I could see confusion and then anger in her eyes.
"What are you doing?!"
I shrugged, my heart beating fast. "You had milk on your face."
She stared at me, a faint blush staining her cheeks. Her voice turned hard. "Thanks" she said, "but keep your Goddamn hands to yourself."
I sighed. Her eyes, when they looked at me, were like chips of ice. At least I had confirmed what her side of the relationship was.
****
Susan was about as different from Beth as two girls could be. Where Beth's hair was the colour of pale wheat, Susan's was black, cut into a Cleopatra bob that delicately framed an oval face of pale, almost translucent skin. Her eyes were her best feature, large and toffee brown, inclined to laughter, I thought. She had a good mouth with soft lips that turned up at the edges, reinforcing the impression of good humour, and even white teeth. Whilst not a classic beauty - her face was too long and marred by a slightly crooked nose for that - she was attractive and, in this our first date, had shown herself to be very good company.
We were sitting in a small Italian restaurant. She had chosen a Polenta with Porcini that the florid waiter had delivered with a flourish that I thought disproportionate to the lumpy mound of mushrooms on her plate. I had chosen a Beef Braciole that was good but not great. I thought she was a vegetarian and I hoped she would excuse me for being a carnivore, but we were both enjoying a full bodied Chianti. She was talking about a colleague at work, her voice animated.
"And then he asked me out!" she rolled her eyes to highlight the undesirability of this, and she stabbed at the air with her fork. "So we went to the movies and he insisted on sitting in the back row, as if I was going to do anything with him...' she emphasizied the last word, "...and he kept putting his hand on my knee and I kept removing it."
I made a mental note not to put my hand on her knee unless invited.
"...and I kept pushing it off. Anyway.." the fork swayed about. "..he got the hump and sat there, and next thing I know he's picking his nose and mumbling to himself!"
"Unbelievable!" I murmured. "What did you do?"
"I waited until his finger was jammed into his nostril and then nudged his arm sharply. His finger went in up to the second knuckle and had a massive nose bleed and had to leave". She laughed, a good honest laugh that lit up her face. "The rest of the movie was much better without him."
I smiled. Her humour was infectious.
"Tell me about yourself, David. What do you do for pleasure?"
I had a powerful vision of Beth, her head thrown back and her face distorted with lust as I spurted into her. Telling Susan that I fucked my sister for pleasure was probably not what she wanted to hear.
"Music, Cars, Movies, Candlelit dinners, Holidays."
"Wow!' she was impressed. "Most blokes can only think of one." She regarded me for a moment. "Which one do you like the most?"
I smiled at her. "At the moment, candlelit dinner. You're great company, Susan."
She blushed a bit. "I chatter too much". She was silent for a moment, and then, as if the strain of that moment of abstention was too much, she launched into a story about the last candlelit dinner she had had, when her date fell asleep into his plate.



I laughed. "I promise I won't do that."
"I didn't think you would".
And so we chatted and the evening passed by, and when I dropped her off at her home she leaned up to me and kissed me lightly on the lips, lingering long enough for me to know there was promise of more, but short enough to be chaste on our first date.
"Thank you, David. That was a lovely night and I'd like to do it again some time, if you would."
A flash of stockinged thigh as she climbed out of my car, and her smile as she leaned down to wave at me through the window. I drove home with the scent of her perfume in my nostrils and the memory of her lips on my mouth. This really wasn't going to help my situation, or was it?
Breakfast the next morning. Beth in a summer frock, the blue trim setting off her eyes and the white a snowy contrast to her long golden legs.
"So how was Sulky Susan then?"
She'd never met Susan, but I let the barb pass. "Good fun, thank you Beth. We had a good night".
"Did you fuck her?"
This wasn't language that Beth normally used and I wondered what was going on. She stared up at me, defiantly. This was time to stop it. I leaned towards her.
"It's a pity that when God gave you your good looks, health and intelligence, he didn't see fit to give you any manners."
She sat back, a small smile curling her lips and an expression of triumph on her face. I walked from the room, leaving her there. I didn't want her to see the hurt in my eyes.
*****
Despite her attitude, or perhaps because of it, the next few weeks were purgatory. Susan had moved away for the summer vacation so the relationship was on hold, and Beth was there when I came home from work. She had not mentioned our last exchange, but our conversations were stilted. In our old life I wouldn't have cared, but I was obsessed with her. I found myself stealing glances when she wasn't looking, and my appetite suffered. Each waking moment was filled with her face, and at night I tossed and turned with desire before relieving myself into a handful of tissues - but it did nothing to fix the frustration. I was in lust, and I was filled with self-loathing - not only because I was lusting after my kid sister but because she treated me like shit, and I took it. I was drawn to her like a moth to a bright flame, fluttering endlessly in circles and destined only for immolation. I could not keep away from her, even though I knew that she was the one striking the matches.
One night she was curled on the sofa watching television and I moved silently into the room behind her. Her small neat head was slightly tilted as she looked at the screen, and her neck was exposed. She had pinned her pony tail back, and there were small whorls of fine blond hair at the nape of her neck, and I had an almost overwhelming desire to press my lips to them and smell the warm puppy odour of her skin and the clean sharp aroma of her hair. Through a gap in her blouse I could see one cup of a lacy white bra, and the swell of her breast filling it. I imagined her nipples, almost tasting their rubbery texture on my lips, and my cock stirred in my pants. I stood there for a minute or two, feeling the blood of arousal coursing through my veins. She had that effect. Then without turning around she suddenly spoke, her voice sharp.
"Are you going to stand there all night purving at me, or are you going to sit down?"
She had been watching my reflection in the glass of the TV screen. I left the room silently, like a peeping tom, the pain of longing sharp in my guts.
Over that time I became aware of a sexual overtone to her behaviour to me, but it was taunting rather than invitational. Some I might have imagined, like the way that she left her knickers for me to pick up on my laundry rounds. Before, they were scraps of lace scrunched into balls and tossed wherever they landed. Now I found them stretched out, the crutch invariably exposed, heavily stained with her juices. Once I found a Men's magazine left on the table where she knew I would find it, one page earmarked so that it would fall open. It was a story, complete with graphic photographs, of a brother and sister living together and how he lusted after her.
She took to walking around the house in loose tops and tight shorts, or, when Mum wasn't around, in a skimpy vest and knickers that showed her thrusting nipples and the swell of her mound. She flaunted her considerable assets and then, like a kid pulling the wings off a fly, she would dismantle my clumsy attempts to get close to her. I learned in those weeks she had a sharp mind and a sharp tongue, and she used them both on me.
Things were no better the following Saturday. The previous night I had dreamed of her again, together in a shady place by a river I didn't recognise. We were alone and she had pulled down my jeans and was bent over me, her lips stretched over the purple swollen head of my cock, her head bobbing gently up and down. She was keeling, facing my feet and the short dress she was wearing had ridden up so I could see a pair of small white panties and the press of her pussy against them. I pulled them aside and she shifted her legs apart a little to afford a view of her cunt, streaming wet, and the tight crinkled opening of her anus like a small, neat freckle set between the perfect globes of her ass. I reached up and, dipping my finger in her pussy, transferred her juices to her puckered opening, smearing it gently and applying a little pressure. Her sphincter opened and I perceived the pink flesh of her rectum as my finger entered it to the first knuckle, tight and cloying. She jolted at my touch, and the extra movement tripped me over the edge so that I spurted massively into her mouth. She swallowed hungrily and then turned towards me, her creamy lips smiling before her image faded away. Like every morning now, I woke up jaded and tired.
Mum was out playing tennis and Beth had been called into work, as the normal girl had not turned up. I knew that I was part of some sort of game, but I could not figure out what it was, or why. It was time I went on the front foot, so I walked down the corridor to her bedroom. I could hear the clock ticking in the hall like a metronome, and the house was silent.
Her room was the usual jumble, bedclothes thrown back, clothes and other bric-a-brac over the floor. On impulse I looked under the bed, but the Eagle Mask had gone. I moved to the bedside table and opened the drawers, shuffling through the contents - tissues, make up, trashy paperbacks. Nothing of interest there. I moved to the small bathroom, surprisingly clean and tidy, and opened the cabinet. Another collection of creams and cosmetics, cotton buds, sanitary pads. To one side was a box of prescription drugs and I pulled it out, looking at the label: 'Ortho Tri-Cyclen Lo'. I opened it and noticed that half of the pills had been used, each pill stored in a little pocket marked with the days of the week. Friday's had gone, but Saturday's was still there. So she was on the pill, and right up to date. I wondered how long she had been taking them and who she was fucking now.
The desk in the corner of her room was also surprisingly tidy. The computer was turned on, but when I moved the mouse it demanded a password.
The top drawer contained a rummage of bits and pieces, but my eyes fell on a small notebook with a pencil stowed in its spine. I drew it out, noting its position carefully so I could return it undisturbed. It was a diary, but many days were blank whilst others only contained terse notes in Beth's small, neat hand. I turned quickly to the date of the Halloween party, but she had written nothing on that date. As I flicked through the pages I noticed a column of writing inside the front cover, mostly crossed out but the bottom one was fresh.
I had no idea what that the words meant, but I knew a password list when I saw one and I set the book down and carefully typed in the final characters in the list on her keyboard. The screen in front of me opened to her desktop. I clicked on Safari and the standard Google page appeared, allowing me to scan through her Search History, but it showed nothing unusual - Facebook, Hotmail, Clothes Mail Order sites and so on. No porn, I noted.
A quick scan of the folders and I clicked on a file called 'Journal'. I hit paydirt.
Beth's journal was a diary - a loose collection of thoughts she had written down in a Word document, with a date denoting each time she had added to the file. Some entries were very brief, a few lines about a party she had been to, or something that she thought worth capturing; others were quite long entries running to half a page or more. There were seldom days in sequence: mostly there were sporadic gaps between them. I scrolled quickly to October, searching out to see if there was an entry for Halloween. There was, and it was long. My heart was beating fast as I settled back in her chair and read the entry:
'31 October 2009
Halloween! D. had an invitation to a party and I decided this was my chance. Laura knew the guy who threw it so Sam and me tagged along. He didn't mind as we all looked hot. Important that D didn't know its me so bought awesome disguise - Eagle mask so I looked like a hot chick! Turned up early so that I could see him when he arrives, he was wearing a Tiger face, but it was obvious who he was but looks hot, though. L wants to fuck him she's not his sister so that rules her out. He hadn't a clue it was me, just wanted to get his end away and he doesn't think of me like that. Fucked him in the spare room, not bad.
Laura and Sam both got rooted too. Sam is the only one left who hasn't done it yet so I reckon she's lost the bet....'
There was more but I had seen enough to turn my world upside down again. It felt as if the words I had read had burned an indelible image onto my retina. She knew it was me. She had deliberately set out to fuck me as part of some bizarre game that she and her two friends had devised, and there was no doubt in my mind what that game was. The words were damning: '...Sam got rooted too but is the only one left who hasn't done it yet.' The 'game' was incest - a two bit bet amongst a group of cheap sluts that each of them could fuck their brothers for fun, and then boast about it. Laura had a brother and Beth had described him as 'hot'. I had no doubt that Laura could entice him into her bed whenever she wanted. Beth had a brother too, and she had done the same to me.
For a long time I sat there, with ashes in my heart. Presently I stirred, closed the file, enacted the screensaver and carefully placed the small diary back in the top drawer. I walked to the door and surveyed the room with a critical eye, satisfied that nothing I had done or touched would be evident. I closed the door softly behind me, and walked heavily back to my room.
Just about the only positive in this whole twisted affair was that Beth didn't know that I knew she had been the anonymous lover. It was time to teach her a lesson she would never forget.
*****
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If you read what learned men have said about anger you will find a common thread: an urge for moderation. Mark Twain considered it to be an acid that can do more harm to the vessel in which it is stored than to anything on which it was poured. Albert Einstein observed that anger dwells only in the bosom of fools; whilst Colin Powell, whose very job was to deal in lethal force, advised 'Get Mad, then get over it.'
For me, anger was an eager friend. I embraced and nurtured it, for in its cleansing flame I found relief. It scoured my brain of notions of honour and my heart of the love that I thought had filled it. During the day I held it close, feeding it the chaff and straw of my sister's lies, until the flame shimmered and danced and reached out to warm the sinews of my body; and at night it was a beacon that showed me the way ahead, and I took comfort in its lonely light.
Initially my anger was a blunt weapon. I wanted to lash out, to destroy and obliterate anyone associated with the whole sorry affair - but as time passed I learned to control it, forging it in the anvil of my mind until it became like the burnished blade of a scalpel. I held it close to my heart and its image was sharp and clean and good.
I tried to maintain a balance. Time and again I dissected the events that led to the current point, and I analysed my role as dispassionately as I could. I was aware that some people would condemn me as a complicit partner: after all, it was I who had fucked her - but I had done so without premeditation and in innocence of knowing it was my sister, whilst she had not. I could forgive her in a heartbeat if she had seduced me for love; I could even forgive her if it had been for spontaneous lust, consummated and then regretted; but I could never forgive her for taking me simply to win a two-bit bet, and then to cast me aside with no more feeling than she might tread on a cockroach in the street.
The cold logic of my reasoning fuelled my anger even more, so that it snarled and growled like an animal in a cage waiting to be released.
And all the time I was watching and waiting for the right opportunity to unleash it.
*****
Beth wandered into the kitchen on a Saturday morning a couple of weeks later, whilst I was eating my breakfast. She was wearing a loose tank top and a little pair of white knickers and she was rubbing the sleep from her eyes.
"Morning Sis." I needed to maintain a degree of normality with Beth, for although I had not yet settled on a plan of action I knew that when the time came its success might depend on her thinking that all was well between us.
She turned her blue eyes onto me, yawning, and settled into the chair opposite without saying anything. I waited a few moments before speaking again.
"I'm moving out of home."
"What?!"
I turned over a page of the paper, not looking at her. "I'm moving out of home. Jim Bowers has offered me his flat whilst he is overseas and I've decided to take it."
"Oh, so it's not for long then."
"Maybe. He's backpacking Europe so I reckon six months at the least, and knowing Jim he'll find some rich chick in Monaco and end up staying there." I looked up at her. "Anyway, it's time I moved out - I can't live with Mum for the rest of my life."
Her lips assumed the well-known Beth pout. "What about me?"
I considered that that should be her motto, but kept the thought to myself. "What about you?"
She leaned forward so that I was treated to a view of most of her breasts, the nipples barely hidden by the neckline of her top. "That's what I said. You can't leave me here with Mum!"
"Why not? She's a good Mother."
"That's not what I meant. It's just that...well, it isn't fair for you to be heading off and I'll be left here to have all the work and no fun."
"There will be less work to do with me gone."
"No there won't. The house will be just the same size."
"Well, you move out too."
She misunderstood me. "You mean with you? Where's the flat?"
"No, I didn't mean that. I think it will do us both good to be apart and having you living in the flat with me won't achieve that. "
Her voice turned hard. "What the hell sort of statement is that! Are you saying its my fault you have to go? Is that why you're leaving?" Her eyes narrowed with malice "...or is it that you've moving slutty Susan in with you?"
I sighed. "Beth, I don't want to fight with you but you've just demonstrated why it wouldn't work. Do you know how many conversations we've had this year where you didn't get pissed off? Not one!" I leaned towards her. "There's no fun in our relationship any more. I don't know what I've done, or why you are so angry with me, but believe it or not I'm leaving because I'm twenty two years old and I want a life of my own, and...."
I was about to tell her that I couldn't spend another day in the same house as her, with her malicious eyes and sharp mouth, but an idea popped into my mind and I stopped abruptly. Not a plan yet, but just the first notions of how it might start to come together.
She was staring at me, her small face still angry. "And what?"
"I was going to say that I'd be happy to have you visit from time to time, if you like."
I could see her mind working on this new angle, figuring out what was in it for her. "Like, visit, as if for afternoon tea?"
"No - visit as in stay over for a night or two from time to time, if you want. There's a spare room and its close to your work."
"Oh. OK." Grudgingly. Not even the common courtesy of a thankyou. "When are you moving?" I could see her working on something already.
"Tomorrow."
*****
Slowly, slowly, I set down the foundations of my plan, and when I was satisfied with it I started to lay the bricks and mortar that would give it form and shape.
I started with the file that I had found on her computer, copying it to a thumb drive and then to my own computer so I could dissect it at my leisure. It made interesting reading: a journal of a double life that neither Mum nor I could possibly have guessed at. Each night, as I worked though it, more brush strokes were added to the picture that I was building of her life, and they were crude and rough and uneven. What we had taken to be a happy, carefree girl was far from that - shrouded in self-doubt, envious of others and uncertain of where she was going. She clung to the flotsam of her life which, in her case, were her two bosom buddies Lorna and Sam, and they dripped poison into her life until she turned to the bitter little rube that she was.
I knew these girls and I had written them off as frivolous bubble-heads, who knew the value of nothing and whose sole aim in life seemed to be to have a good time. Individually, they were like the thousand girls you would see on the sidewalks outside bars and clubs on a Saturday night, wobbling on high heels, nervously pulling down the hems of their short skirts, cigarettes dangling from their crimson lips as they surveyed the passing crowd with minds devoid of intelligent thought and eyes older than the faces that owned them. Lorna and Sam were a nothing but a couple of tarts who were on the hustling treadmill of an easy life, and they had sucked Beth into their lives and she was running alongside of them.
I dissected the thought processes that lay behind each of the sorry pages in her journal. In truth she really didn't give a fat rat's dick about anyone except her. She was seeped in selfishness - a self-serving spiral of contempt for anyone or anything that wasn't to her purpose. Most of us have some sort of balance in life, but Beth did not. It was the root cause of her problem, and it was the one I needed to tackle.
And as my plan took shape I started to buy the things I needed from a variety of stores: the local Mitre10 yielded the hardware I needed; a down-town sex shop supplied the more exotic requirements and a department store furnished the bedding. I also needed some simple electronic gadgets and the Tandy store in the Mall were able to assist. Finally, I consulted a trusted friend at my Pharmaceutical workplace without telling him why I needed the advice, and he proved very helpful.
My growing collection went into the third bedroom room of my flat which, unlike the rest of the place, was unfurnished apart from some boxes of Jim's junk. It was surprisingly large though, with a stained carpet, and hot water radiator on one wall and a single grimy window set high up on another. I put a small desk in the corner opposite from the radiator and I set up my computer on it with an anglepoise lamp. I went through the arrangements in my mind and I knew that I would be ready soon.
A week or so after I moved into the flat the phone rang.
"Hi David. It's Susan."
"Hey!" I was surprised at the sudden lift that the sound of her voice gave me. "You're back!"
"Yep. Got back on Sunday."
"How was it?"
"OK, I guess. You can only take so much sand and sea, and the oldies were there - sort of cramps your style, I guess." She paused for a moment, as if checking to see if her words might have given the wrong impression. "Well, you know what I mean...you have to watch yourself when they are around. Still, I've got a tan in places that you can only imagine."
"Imagine, or dream about?"
She chuckled. "Dream, I guess. Dreams are achievable if you follow them through, but imagination is only ever conceptual."
"I'll dream about it then. I rather think it will keep me awake, though."
"So don't sleep," she said. Haven't you got anything better to do?"
"Not right now, but I'm hoping."
" My, my. A man who is hoping and dreaming. Sounds like you're desperate."
"I am, I am."
She was quiet for a moment, to let that part of the conversation drift away. "Anyway, I wondered if you were up for another candlelit dinner, seeing as they are on your list. I could tell you all about my holiday."
"And all about your tan?"
"Maybe. Depends if you are good or bad. We'll need somewhere quiet, though, and I'm thinking that there's a new place on President Avenue that's supposed to be OK"
I thought quickly. I knew it. It was only a five minute walk from my new digs. "OK. I'll make a deal. Main meal in the restaurant, coffee and dessert at my place."
"Your place?" She thought I still lived with my Mum.
"Yeah. I've branched out since you left. New flat - well, new for me, anyway. Not much to write home about, but clean and handy. I'll try out my Crème Brule on you."
"It seems you are a man of many talents, David."
"Only where they count. Is that a deal?"
"Are you trying to lure me back to your den of inequity? That's bad behaviour."
"I thought that's what you wanted. How can you show me your all-over tan otherwise?"
She laughed. "I said I'll tell you about it, not show you. How about Friday?"
"Done deal. I'll make the booking and I'll pick you up at seven."
She looked good, wearing a simple white strapless dress that showed off her golden-brown skin. There was a single strand of pearls around her neck and her hair had been brushed until it shone blue-black in the evening sun. I walked around the car to open the door for her and she leaned up to kiss me on the lips, lingering there for a moment, her hand on my waist and her perfume filling my senses. I climbed in and started the engine.
"I've changed the booking," I said. "We are celebrating more than a Bistro can offer us."
She looked across at me, her brown eyes shining. "Oh? Celebrating what?"
"Take your pick. Your coming back. Our second date without a single argument. Your all-inclusive tan. Being special...."
"The second date bit sounds good. Where are we going?"
"Surprise."
I had been out to the restaurant the previous day and picked the table I wanted, in a secluded corner of the verandah with a view over the ocean. The blue Orchid I had chosen for her looked good on the crisp white tablecloth, and a bottle of Marlborough Region white wine was chilling beside our table. She settled into her seat and looked around.
"David," she whispered "this is lovely. It looks terribly expensive."
"The owner is in debt to me. I saved his sister from certain death in a plane crash."
She smiled. "No, really. Are you sure it's OK?"
"Sure I'm sure. This is a place that you can only enjoy if you share it with someone. I'm glad its you. " I reached over and squeezed her hand.
She regarded me for a moment. "You are really quite a nice person, despite what they say at work."
"What do they say at work?"
"That you are fat, lazy, sleazy, untrustworthy and unreliable. Apart from that, not much."
"I guess that's just what my friends say. What about the others?"
She laughed. "You don't want to know. It's about your fetish for tan-searching."
"It's probably all true then." I waited until the waiter filled our glasses. "Cheers. To friendship." We clinked glasses and settled down to our meal.
We never did get to the Crème Brulee, or the coffee and chocolates I had laid out on a tray in the kitchen. We were as hot as a pistols when we left the restaurant, and the twenty minute drive was enough to ferment our desire to fever pitch. We almost sprinted from the car to the bedroom, leaving a trail of discarded clothing from the front door onwards. The doona was flung into a corner of the room and she lay on her back on the bed, her skin dark against the white sheets, looking up at me. Her breasts were firm and she had a neat patch of black hair at her crotch, trimmed into an inverse triangle like an arrow head pointing to the prize. She shifted slightly under my gaze, one thigh moving sideways so I was rewarded by a glimpse of her puss, shielded by shadow. Struck by the eroticism of her pose, I stood watching her for a moment.
She propped herself up on one arm, taking off a gangster accent. "What are you looking at, Buster?"
I smiled. "You know me. I'm bad. It's the tan fetish." I let my eyes move over her, slowly, from head to foot. "It's all over, just like you said. Is it real or can I lick it off?"
"It's worth a try." She chuckled, a sexy, throaty sound. "No more dreaming, then. Come and taste it for yourself. Come and be bad on me."
I sat beside her, leaning over her body so that I could reach her mouth. One breast pressed against the underside of my arm and the nipple burned my skin like the touch of a cigarette. Her mouth tasted of wine and spices, her lips as soft as gossamer. She groaned under me as my tongue entered her mouth, her back arching and her free hand reaching up to the back of my head, holding me as we kissed.
I broke off. "Hold still."
I knelt over her, my lips moving downwards, kissing the soft skin just below her ear, my nose touching her hair that was spread over the pillow like a band of black satin; then moving down to her shoulder and into the soft hollow just above her clavicle, feeling her thrust her body up against my lips. She groaned, her voice soft.
"Jesus, that's good. Don't stop."
Down to her right breast, feeling the firm swell of her flesh rise up under my lips, the texture of her nipple in my mouth, my fingers caressing the other breast; then down, leaving a faint trail of moisture across the smooth flat belly, dipping briefly into her navel so that she giggled and pushed my head downwards to her mound, the feel of her hair crisp against my lips and the first scent of her puss - a warm, animal smell of arousal and desire. She opened her thighs, legs bent at the knees, and I leaned down, avoiding her clit for the moment, looking to taste and tease the lips of her cunt, sliding the tip of my tongue over them as soft as a sleeping breath, savouring the taste of her.
She writhed under me, thrusting her hips upwards so that my tongue slipped into her, pushing aside her labia. I felt a gush of moisture into my mouth as she opened, felt it tart against my palate. I stabbed downwards with my mouth, curling my tongue into a cylinder, penetrating the soft flesh. My senses were filled by her: the warm plasticity of her thighs against my cheeks, the mewing sounds of her pleasure, the feel of her hands fluttering at the back of my head, and her taste and smell.
I stood up quickly, rolling her over so that she was kneeling on the edge of the bed, her head and chest flat against the mattress and her butt pushed up and back. I placed my hands on her tight ass cheeks and pried them apart. Her puss opened like an exotic flower and I knelt on the floor and pressed my mouth to it, drinking her in, running the flat of my tongue in long, lapping strokes from her clitoris to the puckered ring of her anus, savouring her texture: from the slick softness of her cunt to the crinkled roughness of her rosebud. I could hear her cries of pleasure, feel her jerking and trembling as I worked at her, feel her puss fluttering and grasping as if to catch my lips and suck them into her body; hard, rhythmic contractions that accelerated swiftly, until, with a wail that just about shattered the windows, she came, bucking against me.
A jet of juice spurted out of her, squirting between my lips so that my mouth was filled with her essence, and as I lapped at her it dribbled out of my mouth and soaked my chin.
"Enough. Oh God, David. Enough. Stop." her voice was gusty with desire.
I pulled back and stood up. She was still on her knees, legs akimbo, her face pressed sideways onto the bed and her hands clenched, clutching at the sheet beneath her. The light from the bedside lamp illuminated her, so that I could see the sheen of sweat on her back and the darker stains of her juices sprinkled like raindrops on the sheet between her knees.
With a cry of desire I moved forward and pressed my cock against her opening, feeling her push back against me. As I watched, her cunt opened and I sank into her, her lips clutching at my shaft as I slid inwards. She was incredibly tight.
She groaned as she felt me. "God, David. Slowly. Take it slowly. Let me adjust'.
I realised that her cunt was still contracting with the power of her orgasm, and I stopped, feeling the rhythmic grasping as she accommodated me into her body, gradually diminishing as her insides adjusted to my size. In a little while she pushed back to take more, and I slid into her to the hilt, feeling the head of my cock squeezed deep inside her body. Not one millimetre of my shaft was visible. She had it all. Her hard little buttocks pushed against me and I could feel the crisp springiness of her pubic hair meshing with mine.
"Now, fuck me. Start slow. "
"I will, Susan. I'm deep inside you. Can you feel me? Tell me what you feel."
"Full. I feel full. Pull out...slowly." She clenched her puss as I did, so that it grasped at my length as I slid outwards, fighting to keep me in. As the head appeared I stopped.
She was gasping. "Now in. Just a little." I felt her fingers at her puss, feeling me as I entered her again and stopped, just the head buried inside her. Her fingers squeezed at my shaft.
"Slowly. Slowly. God that's good! That's thick." She pushed up on her arms, her head back so that her hair fell over her shoulders. I reached forward and grasped a handful, pulling her head back with it as I slid further into her.
"Ah yes. Yes! Now faster."
I looked over at the wardrobe in front of us. The door had swung open and we were reflected in the full length mirror. Susan on her hands and knees, watching me, her breasts bouncing each time I plunged into her, her head back, her mouth working.
"Ah, that's it! That's good! Fuck it deep! Spurt into me! Cream me!" Her fingers were busy at her clit.
My own voice, shaky with lust. "I will! I'll fill you up with my hot cream."
A roaring in my ears. Every fibre of my being was harnessed to the sole purpose of impregnating her. The tumultuous climb upwards, the moment of time frozen on the brink, trembling on the edge of an endless precipice when all is disconnected from your brain apart from the single burning rod buried deep inside her: and then the crashing wave of orgasm, the boiling jets of spunk spurting like long white ribbons, one after another, filling her grasping cunt and bathing her cervix as she shrieked and writhed underneath me, lost in her own climax.



We collapsed on the bed and lay together for a long time afterwards, not speaking. Then she stirred, her fingers gently smoothing my hair back from my forehead, turning toward me so that we could see each other.
Her eyes crinkled. "I suppose it is not a good time to tell you that I'm really a guy."
I reached down and ran my index finger over her sodden slit. "Good surgery. Anyway, I meant to tell you on our first date that I'm really into guys."
She laughed, a throaty, sexy chuckle. "That's no problem then." She stretched out languorously, her breasts riding up so that the nipples were vertical and I could see the outline of her ribs through the satin skin. "Fuck, that was good!"
"It sure was."
My heart was an empty vessel in my chest. I could never tell her that at the moment of my release it was Beth's slim form that I envisaged under me, her pony tail thrashing from side to side as she welcomed her brother's cock deep into her hungry young body.
*****
I saw a lot of Susan over the next few weeks. She didn't actually move in, but I gave her a key and she stayed over most weekends and the occasional weekday as well. We got on well: it wasn't just a physical attraction, but a shared interest in things. She was an easy conversationalist and our sense of humour was very similar. The sex was dynamite.
One Sunday we were lying in bed, bedclothes in disarray and sweat drying on our skins. I was on my back, looking up at a little rainbow of colour that the morning sun had thrown there as it was refracted though the window. She was on her side, one thigh resting over my lower body and her head on my chest. I could smell the sharp freshness of her hair. She spoke, her voice soft.
"David, who is Beth?"
"My sister."
"How come you've never mentioned her?"
I did a quick mental audit of all of the conversations we had ever had. It was true. I had never once mentioned Beth to Susan. I wondered what had triggered the question, and how she knew about her.
"Not much to mention, really. We don't get on very well."
She lifted her head and turned to face me. "You were talking in your sleep last night."
"Really? What did I say?"
"Quite a lot." Her head sank back onto my chest. "You were with Beth and were angry, I think. Shouting at her, telling her that she was a slut. Then you calmed down mumbled for a while, and then...."
The silence drew out.
"Then what?"
"You started talking to her....about being inside her, fucking her. How she was tight and good and you loved her." She pushed herself up so that she could see my face, and her eyes were liquid pools swimming in her face. "It was full-on. I tried to wake you but you wouldn't. It was like you were there with her." She paused for a moment, regarding me. "You were very intense and I wasn't with you. I felt like... a voyeur."
I forced a smile to my lips. "Wow! That's kinky. Did I enjoy it?"
"You seemed to be."
"Did I come?"
"Yes. No. It's not funny. You were crying out. It's almost as if it were real to you." She sank back down and her voice was muffled as she spoke again. "I know it was a dream, but it made me feel bad."
I touched her hair softly. "That's all it was, baby, just a dream. Only a dream."
"That's what I'm worried about" she said.
*****
Beth came to stay for a week over Easter. Susan was away again, so it suited my purpose as I didn't ever want the two to meet, and seven days should be sufficient to do what I wanted. She arrived on the doorstep wearing a short blue dress and lace up sandals, a baseball hat with her pony-tail fed through the back and her sunglasses perched on the top. I opened the door and she looked up at me.
"I'm here."
"So I see. Come in Beth."
She walked into the lounge and dropped her shoulder bag on the table, looking around the room. "Interesting house."
"Come on, I'll show you around." We walked though to the end bedroom which she would be having, its double bed pushed against the wall. I'd bought a brightly coloured bedspread which looked good in the afternoon sun slanting in through the double windows opposite, set off by a vase of daffodils on the bedside table. The room looked cosy and comfortable, but she said nothing.
We walked down the narrow corridor, and she peered into my bedroom as we passed. "Ah, The Cockpit. Has Susan moved in yet?"
"Does it look like she has?"
She shrugged. "Who knows?"
I stopped abruptly and turned on her. "Well, she hasn't. And if you don't like it here, feel free to move out."
Beth held up her hands, palms facing me. I could see her make an effort to collect herself. "Sorry. I'm out of order. I'll try to be nice." She looked up into my face and read the anger still there, so she reached up and touched me on the shoulder. "Really. I don't know why I said that. Thanks for inviting me."
I hadn't really invited her, but being here would serve my purpose. "OK, truce." I moved further down the corridor. "Here's the bathroom - we have to share as there's only one."
She nodded. "I'll keep my knickers on, then."
I tested her a bit. "Not on my account. I can be broad minded."
"Trust me," she said, "You're not that broad minded. I'll keep 'em on."
We moved on, and she paused at the door to the third bedroom. "What's in here?"
"Store room, I guess. Jim's got the key so I'm not sure what he's got in there - junk, most likely. Pity, as it means I've really only got two bedrooms." I fingered the key in my pocket. "What are your plans tonight? I've cooked a meal and there are a couple of good movies to watch."
"Lorna's picking me up in a few minutes. Girls' night out. I'll be back later."
"How much later?"
She shrugged, as if it had nothing to do with me. "When I feel like it. Don't worry, I won't rob you of the beauty sleep you need so badly. Leave me a key and I'll let myself in."
"No need. The door will be open." I had no intention of ever giving her a key.
A few minutes later she left. I walked to the front door and watched as she drove away with Lorna in her clapped out Daihatsu, its wheels sagging and the exhaust tied on with a piece of fencing wire. The gruesome-twosome heading into town and up to no good, I thought, and I figured some poor smuck was going to get a truckload of trouble tonight.
Back in the flat I checked through the arrangements I had made: all of the things I wanted were in place and I was ready. It all depended on her, now - she needed to be home tonight, drunk enough to help me in my plan but sober enough to do one final thing before I set it in motion.
It was about half past one when I heard the latch click and the sound of her footsteps in the hallway. She came into the lounge, weaving slightly, surprised to see me still up. She was disheveled, her lipstick smeared a little and she carried her shoes in her hand, the heel broken off one of them.
"Have a good evening?"
"Lorna's a fucking bitch." Her face was malevolent.
"Really. That's very eloquent, Beth, but tell me something I don't know."
She turned on me and I could see her trying to think of something suitably cutting, but the effort was too much. She sank back into the chair. "Fuck her! And fuck you, too!" She closed her eyes.
I went though to the kitchen and quickly heated up the milk I had ready and I tipped in the tablets I had obtained from the pharmacy. Together they contained about 15 milligrams of Docylamine Succinate, an anti-histomine agent with similar characteristics to a barbiturate. I knew its effect on her as I had offered her a similar tablet a year or two back when she was studying for her examinations and she could not sleep. On that occasion five milligrams had knocked her out for the night. This dose was three times that amount and I knew that it would have the desired effect but without danger. At worst she would wake with a hangover, dry mouth and perhaps an elevated pulse. With the alcohol she had drunk there was likely to be some disorientation as well, which would suit my purpose.
When I came back to the lounge she was still in the chair. I thought she might be asleep and I shook her.
"What!?"
"I've made you a drink, Beth. Take it. You'll feel like shit tomorrow if you don't."
She took it and drank, handing me the empty cup. "I'm going to sleep."
I helped her up she walked unsteadily down the hallway to her room. After a moment I heard the toilet flush and the sound of running water in the bathroom, and then her footsteps as she made her way to her room.
The clock tower two streets away was striking three o'clock as I moved down the corridor. Her door was ajar and the bedside light was still on, and she was lying across the bed on her back, fully dressed, snoring slightly. The room was filled with the sharp, acrid odour of vomit and I noticed that she had been sick on the bed; a little had stained the top of her dress. I wondered how much of the drug was still in her system and I leaned over her and shook her lightly. If she woke I'd pretend that I she had been having a nightmare and I was concerned for her.
"Beth, wake up." No response. Louder. "Beth. Beth. Wake up!"
She was out cold. Under her lids her eyes were slightly dilated, but her pulse was strong. I slipped my arms under her and picked her up, carrying her gently into the spare room where the mattress I had bought was on the floor next to the old radiator. I put her down carefully, slipped an athletic sweatband around her wrist and then fastened the handcuff over it, making sure that it was secure but not too tight. The other end was already around the radiator pipe where it emerged from the floorboard. She moaned and stirred briefly, but then settled back. Next to the bed I'd left the essentials she would need: a jug of water and a glass; some food, a piss-pot and a roll of toilet paper. The only illumination was from the small nightlight plugged into the wall socket, for I had covered the high window so that no light could penetrate from outside. Silence pervaded the room, with the thick old walls shielding any sounds from outside.
Satisfied, I locked her in the room and went to catch a few hours of sleep, for I knew that later today I was going to be busy and I would need my wits about me. As I lay in bed I reflected on the list of indictable offences I could now be charged with - kidnapping, perhaps; certainly unlawful imprisonment. For a moment I wondered why I didn't just let her go and never see her again, but I knew that would never resolve the nagging worm of desire buried somewhere deep inside my brain. Despite all that had occurred I wanted to roll the clock back to the first night I had fucked her, but this time without those silly masks. I wanted to hear her cry out my name as I pumped my sperm into her slim body. I wanted her to want me, but it had to be consensual - only then would she would be the one filled with longing and I would be the one in control. And after I had had my fill of her I would decide whether to cast her aside, or not.
The morning dawned dark and heavy, with an unseasonable chill to the air. Strong gusts of wind buffeted the house, the old roof trusses creaking and groaning in protest. A dark day for dark business, I thought, and I turned over and drifted back to sleep.
*****
I left Beth until past midday, but I knew she was there as I could hear her muffled shouts for help from the bedroom. They ceased abruptly as I turned the lock in the door and stood in the doorway for a moment. I had pulled a black balaclava over my head and a paramilitary jacket gave me additional bulk but I knew from that angle she could only see a silhouette framed by the door. I moved quickly to the desk and switched on the desk lamp, its powerful beam pointing directly at her.
She was sitting up, propped up against the wall and as the light struck her she shrank back, her free arm thrust up to cover her eyes. Her hair was disheveled and her face was pale.
"Hello?" a tentative query. "David? Is that you? You fucker! Let me go!" She lowered her arm but her eyes were screwed up tight against the glare of the light, dark smudges underneath them. "This isn't funny, you bastard! Let me go."
"Be quiet!" I cut across her like a whiplash, my voice guttural and harsh. "Your brother isn't here and I'm sick of your whining!"
She stopped, and I could see her trying to look past the glare of the light to see who was there. "Who are you? Let me go!"
"I don't think so, Elizabeth. You are worth far too much for that."
"What do you mean? Where is my brother? Who are you?"
I let the silence draw out for a moment. "I've told you all this. Are you listening this time? You are no longer near your home and soon will be traveling further."
She pulled back, her face filled with fear and panic. "That's not right. I'm staying with my brother.....I arrived yesterday....."
"No. We took you from his flat."
"She shook her head in denial "that can't be right. Where am I...let me go, you fuckers!"
"Shut up!" I moved quickly from behind the desk and she shrank back as far as she could as she observed the black figure moving towards her. I squatted down near her, just out of her reach and spoke more softly.
"You are no longer home, Elizabeth. Do you understand that? We took you and you are in a large city, ready for your trip. Everything has changed in your life, and you would be advised to accept that."
"No!" she was shaking her head, her face screwed up in horror. "No, No. I'm home... I'm with David..."
"David's dead!"
Her mouth opened and she wailed, a half human sound filled with terror and despair. "Nooooo...."
"He tried to be a hero." I dropped a square of photographic paper onto her lap. "Here's your dead hero."
She picked it up, turning it so that the light fell on it. She looked at it for an instant, observing the image of my head on a pillow with wide, staring eyes and blood black and thick as tar splattered around it. I'd spent an evening taking that shot and touching it up on the computer, but she wasn't to know that.
"Oh, God no. Not David." she clutched the image to her chest with her left arm and the chain of the handcuff rattled against the radiator as she rocked back and forth. A low wailing noise came from her mouth.
"We'll give you Morphine for your trip. It helps you sleep but unfortunately it is habit forming. Still, that's not my problem. I have a number of clients interested in western girls, and they don't seem to mind, although Heroin is their drug of choice."
"No, let me go. I'll give you what you want!"
I thrust my face towards her and laughed. "You have nothing that I want, you slut. Do you know how much you are worth to me? Do you like to fuck, Elizabeth? That's good, because you'll fuck a hundred men a day where you are going! Work out how much that is worth to me!"
I rose to my feet, turned off the light and walked out of the room, closing and locking the door, hearing her sobbing in the dim light of the room as she held my photograph to her breast.
Later that afternoon I came back to her. In the glare of the light I could see that she hadn't moved, although she had drunk some of the water. Her eyes were frightened but her little face was defiant. I began to dismantle her life, starting with her friends.
"You have no friends, Elizabeth."
"Yes I do"
"No. They use you in the same way that you use the people who loved you."
"No. Lorna is my friend."
I laughed harshly and she flinched at the sound. "Lorna thinks you are a tramp. It was Lorna who turned you in to us, who gave us the details of your sordid little life and told us where you would be. She's spending her money now, and tonight she'll be warm and safe in her bed, and you'll be here with me and the dead brother that you loved!"
"My Mother will find me."
"She thinks you've betrayed her too. You've written her a letter saying that you've sick of her clinging, fussy ways and you've moved out and she shouldn't follow you. She'll get that in a few days."
"No. Oh God, no."
"Why are you surprised, Elizabeth? Isn't it true that you've treated people like shit? Why should they care about you?"
She stared up at the light, frightened and alone, and said nothing more.
For four days I kept it up, taking her food and water and removing her waste, watching her defiance shrink a little each day. On the last morning I went into her, watching her asleep on the mattress, her face dirty and her little blue dress filthy and wrinkled.
The light woke her and she sat up, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. The silence stretched out, and then she spoke, her voice calm.
"I'm not what you think I am."
"And what is that?"
"A....a slut. You called me a slut. You think I like to...sleep around." Rising in pitch. "It's not true. I'm no use to you... I've only ever been with one guy. " She turned her face up towards the light, searching for me.
I laughed. "That would be David."
Her mouth dropped open and I could see the wind blow out of her, like a yacht suddenly becalmed on a lake. I went on. "We know all about you, Elizabeth. How you fucked him for a dare, your little tricks with Lorna and Sam. The games you play with people." I hardened my voice. "You don't give a shit about anyone but yourself, but the tables are turned. Now you'll fuck for everybody."
"No. No. It wasn't me. It was the others. I played their game, its true, but I never fucked anyone!"
"You fucked David."
She was silent for a moment. "I loved him."
"Ha! Loved him! You fucked him for a bet and then boasted about it, and then you treated him like shit! All you wanted was to have a good time with your two little whores."
"Oh no. No." She was crying, shaking her head from side to side, her thin body hunched over. Her voice rose to a scream "What do you want from me? Let me go!"
I waited until her screaming stopped, and she sat there sobbing, sucking in great breaths of air as she tried to breathe, to control herself.
"Tell me about your brother. How could you love him and do what you did?"
She wiped her nose on the back of her arm. "I've always loved him. He was everything I ever wanted, but he had no time for me. I was always his kid sister and he thought nothing of me."
"So you decided to fuck with him."
"It was Lorna's idea. She's a bitch. I was a virgin and I wanted David so much and she found out that he was going to a costume party." The words tumbled out of her, like pus out of an abscess. "I dressed up and he didn't know it was me, and we went together. He didn't know.....how could I tell him? He would never have spoken to me again."
"And you treated him like shit."
She turned on me. "Haven't you ever loved someone and couldn't have them?! I couldn't tell him!"
"But he already knew, Elizabeth."
"No, he didn't! I know he didn't! How could he know?"
I walked over towards her and flung the pages of her journal at her. She flinched back, the pages fluttering around her. "He read that, you bitch. Think on that when you think of him!"
I left her there again, sobbing by herself in the corner.
Twice more that day I went into that shabby little room and played the charade, listening to her growing despair, watching her body slump more and more as she spiraled downwards into a black pit of fear and misery.
She didn't have much more to say, other than to repeat that she loved me and to insist that she had built up a shell to protect herself from the anger and scorn that she perceived I would pour on her if I learned the truth. God knows if she was being honest; by then I was sick of the whole thing, and as I watched her slender shoulders shivering with fear I was overcome with a feeling of shame. Whatever she had done to me, she didn't deserve this and I resolved to end it.



*****
A few hours drive away, Susan was thinking of me. The promised rain had arrived, and it beat against the windows of her cabin. She resolved to come back early, to get into the car and drive home, and she would call on me in the morning. She smiled to herself in the darkness, thinking of how much she would surprise me with her news, and how much fun it would be to be together again, just the two of us.
*****
It was early on the Wednesday when I opened the door for the last time. She was asleep, a rumpled figure in a rumpled bed, her little face pressed against the pillow, pale and vulnerable. I left the light off and squatted by the mattress with a bowl of warm water and a flannel. I unfastened the handcuff off her wrist, and I moistened the flannel and gently wiped away the tracks of her tears on her face, across her brow where the sweat had stuck the corn-coloured hair to her head. She opened her eyes, rolling on her back, and she looked into my face.
I saw her pupils, initially dark and unfocussed in sleep, settle on me, and I watched them focus and dilate as recognition leaped into her face. She shrank back from me with a cry of fear, her hands up, fending me off.
"It's all right, Beth." I said. "It's all over. I'm here."
"David? David, is that you?"
"Yes, its me. I'm here for you." I reached down and pulled her up, and she flung her arms around me and hugged me.
"Where is he? Where is that man?"
"He's gone, Beth. Its just you and me."
"He told me you were dead! God Jesus, David, I thought you were dead."
I said nothing, feeling her body shake with her tears.
"It's alright, Beth. It's all over."
I slipped my arms under her and lifted her up, carrying her though to my room, her face buried in my chest, and I laid her on the crisp white sheet. I cut away her dress with scissors, and ran the flannel over her shoulders, washing the stale vomit and sweat off the smooth creamy skin. She lay back and watched my face.
"Where am I?"
"In my flat."
"How? How am I here?"
I laid my finger gently on her lips. "Shhh. Not now. It's all OK, Beth. Don't worry about anything, you are safe and I'm here with you. Let me wash you and then sleep for a while and I'll take you home."
I took the flannel and began to wash her down, starting with her neck and shoulders. I held up each arm, the warm soapy water caressing her skin, and then the long graceful fingers on each hand; I slid the flannel over her armpits and down across the creamy skin of her flanks, around each cup of the lacy white bra and then down across her flat belly, over her left thigh and the hard little muscles of her calf. I caressed her ankles and foot, and then back up the inside of her thigh, leaving her skin damp and shining; up, towards the tight little mound of her pussy, brushing the back of my hand briefly against the thin damp fabric of her panties, then down the other thigh - long strokes over her knee and down to her foot again.
I rolled her over gently, and she was soft and compliant. I washed her neck, watching the fine whorls of damp gold hair stick to her skin; over the flawless perfection of her back and down to the swell of her buttocks, snug in the white knickers. She shifted slightly to allow me access to the junction of her thighs and I moved the flannel gently over between them, then downwards.
I gently rolled her over and I touched her face lightly. "Sleep now, and then I'll take you home."
She said nothing, her eyes on my face, then she sat up and deftly unhooked her bra, allowing it to fall free, her eyes inviting me as she sank back to the bed.
Her breasts were full. I caressed them with the flannel, feeling their weight and texture, full and firm. Her nipples hardened. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic of her knickers and slid them down, raising her hips off the mattress to allow them to fall fee around her legs, and then off. I brushed the flannel over the junction of her thighs, each side of her vulva, seven or eight strokes, watching her sex swell with anticipation, the labia opening slightly like a succulent flower. She opened her legs and lifted her bottom off the bed to allow me complete access, and I moved the flannel downwards, over her cunt, then down over her perineum and to her anus, lingering there, my fingers acknowledging the tight little opening through the thin wet fabric. She groaned with desire, her eyes on my face.
I pulled away, looking down on her. As God was my witness, I had not planned this, but I could not resist her. "Do you want me to stay, Beth?"
"Oh God, yes," she whispered. "I've always wanted you."
I smiled down at her. "Wanted me, or wanted me to stay?"
She stared at me. "Both. Both. Stay with me now."
I moved over to the spare side of the bed and slid in next to her, snuggling up to her back, my arm over her. She turned towards me, reaching up to touch my face, her fingers light as a feather across my brow, down to my lips. I kissed them softly and she moved them to the back of my head and pulled me gently towards her. I could see her mouth, slightly open, lips pouting upwards in invitation and the flash of her small white teeth behind them, and then we were kissing, the warm touch of her breath on my cheek and her lips soft as gossamer. I slipped my tongue between them, and she moaned into my mouth, her body arching upwards.
"Come on," she said. "Come to me, Brother." Her hands plucked at me.
I pulled my shirt over my head, shucking off my jeans and then my jocks. My cock was bursting, the head tight and purple as it reared out. I stared down at her, my whole body suffused with lust and desire, thinking back over the struggle of the last few months. I had dreamed of this moment a hundred times but never once had imagined that it would happen, that she would lie naked in front of me with her eyes on my face, willing me to do whatever I wanted. I climbed onto the bed, straddling her and she lifted her knees up and apart so that I had complete access.
"Do it slowly", she said. "Slowly the first time."
Each of my senses was heightened: the taste of her mouth and the salt of her skin, the velvet touch of her flesh; the groans of desire as we prepared to couple, and the rich aroma of lust hanging heavily in the air; somehow they were magnified a hundredfold as they were transmitted to my brain. I felt as if I was spread on a rack of pleasure, every nerve ending stretched and alive and aware. And as I hesitated over her, ready to penetrate her slim body, it was as if a part of my mind had detached from me and was above the bed, and I looked down on us: she was spread-eagled, her face tilted up and her eyes shut, mouth open slightly and panting, hands clutching at my buttocks pulling me forward, her legs over my back to hold me. I could see myself too, the muscles in my legs and buttocks tensing, moving forward to lodge the end of my cock against her, then dipping a little, my head snapping back as the first inch penetrated her.
Her eyes flew open as she felt me enter, the mouth of her puss fluttering around my shaft, bubbling and sucking, distending to accommodate me, so that the labia were drawn in and her cunt looked tight and stretched as I slid into her. She gasped, her face up into the hollow of my shoulder, and a squeal of pleasure burst from her mouth as she felt the full length. Her mouth sought me out, and we kissed with frantic lips, her hands on the back of my head and her legs tightly wound around me to keep me in.
I watched as my cock withdrew, her pussy sucking at it, gripping the shaft as if to hold it in for as long as it could, until the distended purple head appeared out of her body with a soft slurping noise and we were joined only by a fine strand of silver lubricant. I watched as my hips moved forward again, as the head of my cock nudged against her, her lips sliding aside to welcome me, and tiny bubbles of juice bubbling around the shaft as it sank into her. I listened to the creak of the mattress springs, settling to a rhythm, and her cries of lust and passion as I fucked her in my bed, hearing her cry out my name.
"David, Christ God, David, Fuck me, Fuck your sister!"
At that moment a vivid flash of lightening filled the room, followed almost immediately by a crash of thunder, immense and awesome, and she cried out my name again, louder. It drowned out the sound of the front door latch opening, and the sound of Susan's footsteps as she entered the house, faltering as she heard unexpected voices in the darkened house when she only expected to find me. I was oblivious to her figure as it appeared in the bedroom doorway, drawn there by the noise of our lovemaking, her hands at her mouth in shock as she saw what was happening, and heard what we said.
"Come into me, David. Fuck your little sister and come into me!"
"I will, Beth, I will. I love you. I love fucking you."
From her vantage point she could see my buttocks thrusting at the writhing figure beneath me. See the full slide of my cock into Beth's open vagina and the glistening of our juices as we fucked. She could hear the slap of my balls as I plunged into my sister, and Beth's frantic cries as she reached up towards her orgasm. She watched as my back arched, heard my primeval cry as I buried myself deep and spurted into the wriggling girl beneath me, and she listened to my voice, gusty with desire, as I filled the hungry, gobbling little orifice beneath me.
"Yes, God, yes, Beth. I'm filling you! I'm filling you with my juice! Take it. Take it!"
Her ears rang with the cries of my sister in orgasm, heard her cunt sucking at me loudly as it felt the burning heat of my juice inside, saw her nails raking at my back and her voice shrill.
"I feel it, David. I feel you. Fill me up!"
She watched as the figures on the bed subsided, heard the gusty sighs of pleasure and the murmuring of voices sated. She turned quietly, tiptoeing across the corridor and through the lounge, carefully turning the latch on the front door and slipping through, closing it softly behind her and then turning away, out into the rain. She forgot in her haste that the present she had bought for me was on the sofa where she had left it.
The cold rain lashed at her body, soaking her so that it streamed in freezing rivulets over her skin, but it did nothing to cool the scolding tears that trickled down her face as she ran, nor the burning of her loins as she thought of what she had seen.
We slept, after our lovemaking, spooned together as lovers do. Beth slept the sleep of exhaustion, worn out after the trauma of the last few days, but her face was untroubled and sometimes a small smile curled the corners of her lips so that she looked like a young girl. I slept as if I had come home after a long journey, my arms around her like a prize possession.
It was past lunchtime when I woke, spiraling upwards from a restful sleep. I looked over and regarded Beth: she was still asleep, breathing lightly. The plum coloured bruises under her eyes had faded and she had colour in her cheeks. She looked beautiful in the diffused light entering through the rain splattered window. I gently disengaged myself from her and padded though to the kitchen to make a big plate of toast and two mugs of tea. She woke with the rattling of the tray and she smiled at me as I walked in, still naked.
"Well, that's a sight to gladden any girl's heart. Where's the frilly apron?"
"Don't push your luck, Buster." I set the tray down and sat next to her, running my finger lightly over her cheek. "How do you feel?"
"Good."
"We need to talk. I have to tell you what I've done."
She reached up and laid her fingers on my lips. "I think I know. I was here all the time, wasn't I?" She saw me nod, and she smiled at me. "We can talk later, when I'm ready. I don't want to do anything to lose this now."
"Right." I pulled back the covers and slipped into bed, feeling her warmth as she pushed back against me. My cock stiffened, and she wriggled as she felt the head lodge against her anus.
"Mmmm. Shame to waste that."
"Right" I said.
*****
Author's Note. That concludes this story - maybe I'll come back to it again as I've left a couple of hooks in there. Any ideas for future episodes would be welcome. Please also note that all characters in this story are imaginary and bear no resemblance to actual people, alive or dead. Further, I don't condone violence towards women, either mental or physical - I value them too much to even contemplate that sort of behaviour in real life. This is a work of fiction, and should be read only in that context. I hope that you have enjoyed it.
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David and I sat in bed, talking together. It had been a month or so since the event that finally brought us together and most of that time I had spent in his flat, sleeping in his bed. Actually, not much of that time was spent sleeping...we could not seem to get enough of each other, and this morning had been no exception. I could feel the slow trickle of his seminal fluid leaking from my vagina, and my mound was tender from the battering he had given it. Our love-making had filled me with a feeling of well-being, and I was looking forward to a lazy Sunday hanging out with him, the possibility of more activity in his big bed tonight.
The subject of previous lovers had come up.
"You first," I said to him.
"But I asked first!"
"I don't care. You are older and more experienced. You probably have a lot more to say."
"What makes you think I've had more lovers than you?" He pretended to be indignant.
"Well, excuse me. Didn't I - ah - first become aware of you at a costume party, when you were out to fuck anything wearing a skirt? That's pretty predatory behaviour, isn't it? I bet you did that most weekends." I ran my hands over the rail of the bedstead above my head. "I'm surprised that I can't feel any notches - but then again, if you'd done that the bed would have collapsed years ago."
He smiled at me, white teeth in a tanned face, a comma of dark hair falling over his forehead and his grey eyes crinkling in humour. My heart did a little backflip. How could I love him so much?
He held his hands up, palms outward in mock surrender. "OK, OK. I'll tell you about the first time I got laid."
I snuggled down, putting my arms around him. "The first? It's probably a very short story, then."
"Actually it isn't. I was fortunate to lose my cherry to an older and more experienced woman, who spent a while coaching me."
"Who was she?"
He hesitated. Promise you won't EVER tell a soul?"
"Promise."
"Cross your heart and hope to die?"
"Yep."
"Mrs. Morrison." He looked down at me to see my reaction.
I didn't disappoint him. "Holy crap! Not Vera Morrison, your teacher!"
"The same. She used to run coaching classes for those who weren't up to scratch in class. Mine was supposed to be science." He paused for a moment. "Anyway, she talked Mum into paying for the extra tuition and it was agreed that I'd go round to her place on Thursday evenings. I expected to find a group of us there, or at least two or three, but no one else arrived."
"The sly dog! So how did she get into your pants?"
"Not so fast - we are not talking about a one night stand here. I guess her first concern was to make sure that she could get what she wanted without me telling anyone - you know what boys are like, boasting to anyone who will listen about where they have put their dicks..."
I remembered my own experience. "Hmmm. Girls too. Worse, if anything."
"Yeah, well. The first lesson was pretty quiet, as far as the action went. More like an audition, I guess. She was wearing a dress that was pretty revealing - lots of cleavage, as I remember, and quite short, so that she was showing a lot of leg. She had great legs, too - long and tanned, and slim ankles...."
I held up one of my legs. "Like mine?"
"Yep. Well, not as nice," he added quickly.
"Good answer. Go on."
"She had her hair down. I'd never seen that before. In class she always had it up in a bun at the back of her head, and it made her look severe. Anyway, she'd let it down over her shoulders and it looked pretty neat - sort of softened her features. The glasses were gone, too - I guess she had on contacts, and she had a little make up on. I thought she looked hot."
He was quiet for a moment, remembering.
"She met me at the door and took me through to the study. There was a desk there with a computer on it, a couple of comfy chairs and a sofa and bookcases - usual stuff, I guess. The chairs had books piled on them, so we had to sit on the sofa. There was a tray on the table with tea on it. Anyway, we sat down and she started telling me how a lot of the problems in class were caused by distraction, and in particular, girls. She asked me if I had any particular girl friend."
"Wow, she didn't waste any time! What did you say?"
"I told her that I thought Renee Potter was pretty hot, but I wasn't going with her. She asked if I was seeing anyone else and I said no."
"Did you figure out what she was up to?"
"Not at that point - I thought she was just trying to break the ice. Anyway, she said that that was probably the cause of the problem with my studies - you know, healthy young male, no girl, build up of frustration, lack of concentration. She did it pretty well, I must say. It didn't sound like a lecture, and she knew how to move herself whilst she was talking, and she liked to touch - putting her hand on my arm, brushing against my leg. Mind you, I probably only heard one word in three. I was rapidly becoming more interested in her tits than what she was saying."
I laughed. "You're not serious!! She told you that girls were the cause of your bad studies?! How could you fall for that line of crap?"
"With tits like that she could have told me the moon was made of green cheese and I would have agreed with her. Anyway, what was I supposed to do - tell her she was a crock?"
"I guess. Go on then."
"She asked if I wanted a cup of tea, and then, before I could answer, she said something like 'Oh, how silly of me, I'm sure that you would prefer a beer.' I remember looking at her thinking WTF - a teacher offering me alcohol? She must have seen the expression on my face, 'cos she said that she knew that students drank and that was OK by her in their own homes. I remember she leaned quite close to me and said 'It's important that we get to know each other if I'm to help you, David. We might do a couple of things that are - um - a little unconventional. Does that bother you?'"
"So what happened?"
"I sort of stammered no, that anything she did was OK by me. She went out and came back with a tray with a couple of glasses on it. A beer for me and something for her - Gin and Tonic, I think. It was one of those foreign beers with a high alcohol content, as it turned out, although I didn't know at the time. Anyway, it sure helped to break the ice. We spent the rest of that session chatting, and then she looked at her watch and told me it was time. She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, and she said something along the lines of 'thanks, David. I'm sure we are going to get along fine. Don't tell anyone about my methods, will you? I feel that I know you a little better, but we have a while to go yet'."
"So that was it?"
"Well, apart from the second kiss. She was holding my face with her right hand as she kissed me the first time, and then she gently pulled me round so that my mouth was lined up with hers and she put her lips on mine. Her lips were pretty soft, and she slipped her tongue into my mouth."
"Wow! What did you do?"
"I was stunned. You can imagine my confusion: I had gone in there expecting to pore over dusty science text books and had instead been chatted up by an attractive woman, got a free beer and was on a promise. I guess I was also as nervous as hell - I had no idea if there was a Mr. Morrison around, or for that matter whether she was into some kind of entrapment. For all I knew she was a psycho or an axe murderer, or was on a mission to check on the will power of her students. Anyway, we kissed for a while and she said that she was really looking forward to seeing more of me next week."
"Neat innuendo. When did you figure out what she wanted?"
"I probably knew then, but I thought about the event a lot in the next few days, playing the tape over in my mind and dissecting it for tricks or traps. My big head was telling me the whole thing spelled trouble, but my little head was all for the adventure, and I guess he won. Anyway, I figured I'd play the game and see where it took me."
"Go on."
"Well, I turned up at her place on the next Thursday and rang the bell. She came to the door wearing the most stunning little red dress that barely covered her snatch and was cut so low that most of her tits were on display. She sure knew how to display her goodies. I must have stood there with my mouth open. I couldn't move - probably because all the blood I needed to walk and talk suddenly rushed to my dick." He smiled at the memory. "Talk about struck dumb! Up to that moment I had figured I was pretty good at holding a conversation with anyone, but there I was stood on the doorway with my mouth open like a landed fish. Anyway, she took me by the arm and led me though to the lounge, saying that we would be more comfortable there than in the study. The lights were off and she had lit candles, so the whole room was softly illuminated. She sat me down and without asking poured me a drink, and as she handed it to me I caught her sneaking a peek at the tent in my drawers. She smiled a bit, and then she sat next to me and asked I had given any thought to what we spoke about last time."
David paused, and looked at me. "Is this boring?"
"Hell no! I want to hear how you fucked her."
"Yes, well, I asked her what she meant and she said 'you know, David, about girls being a distraction. What do you think?' By now my brain had found a bit of spare blood that hadn't rushed further south and it started working again. I said that I wasn't sure about girls in general being a distraction, but I was certainly distracted by her."
I groaned. "Jesus, that's corny. How come she didn't throw you out with a line like that?"
"She was horny, I guess. You can put up with a lot if your bits are taking charge. Anyway, it did the trick. She leaned over me so that my whole horizon was filled by her tits, and she asked if I'd like to be distracted even more. Next thing I know she's got her tongue in my mouth again."
"And let me guess - you fought her off to preserve your virginity."
"Fuck no! My dick was harder than the Washington Monument, and felt about the same size. I wanted nothing more than to put it inside her." He was silent for a moment, recalling the details. "She was on the sofa next to me, leaning across my body so that she could kiss me. She brought her right hand up and put it on my cock, stroking the tip through my jeans. I had enough wit to reach behind her and unzip her dress, and her breasts fell out of the front, which was great."
"How so?"
"At that age I was into tits and I found it very arousing to have a pair of them fall out onto my chest. They were lovely - largish, but not droopy, and amazing nipples - like a couple of big pencil erasers. I could see they were almost as stiff as my cock. I took one in my hand and massaged it, rubbing my thumb over the nipple and she almost went wild. She scooted her butt along the sofa and sort of crawled over me, lifting her breasts to my face to give me unrestricted access to them, holding my head and guiding my mouth from one to the other: and all the time she was talking, telling me how good it felt to have her nipples sucked and how hot and hard they were. I reckon that she could have come off just doing that, but I had to move."
In my mind I could see the image of my David, lying across the sofa with this older woman on top of him, her breasts wet with his salvia, gleaming like ripe peaches in the candlelight; I could envisage the feeling of power she experienced as she started to lead him through his first sexual experience. I imagined her eager anticipation, the shortness of breath, the swelling of her labia and the moistness of her vulva. My own body reacted in response: my loins suffused with warmth, and I could feel my vagina start to twitch and pulse.
My voice was husky. "Why did you have to move? Tell me why. I want every detail."
"I wanted to get to more fundamental action," he said "apart from which my cock had now reached the proportions of the Eiffel Tower and she was lying across it, squishing it. Anyway, I put my hands under her butt and stood up with her in my arms. She wrapped her legs around my waist and whispered for me to take her to the bedroom. I practically ran there, with her mound pushing and bumping against my cock with each step that I took. She must have been pretty sure of herself as the bed was folded back and there was a soft light on next to it. She shucked out of her dress and I ripped off my clothes, and we sort of looked at each other for a few moments - she in just a pair of brief red panties and me in my jocks. Then I fell onto her, across the bed, and I was all over her like a rash. I just wanted to fuck her. That's all I could think of - to push my cock into her and fuck her until her eyes popped out."
I adjusted the picture in my mind. There were no details of the room, for I had never been there, but the image of the two figures on a bed was vivid: the older woman with her eyes closed and her back arched as David ran his hands over her, down across her belly, trying to pull off her knickers, trying to shed his jocks, his thick shaft distended and ready....
David continued. "She took charge then. Pushed me off so that I was on my back next to her and she straddled me, holding my arms down with a surprisingly strong grip. She said something like 'No, no, not like that, let me show you. Make it last.' She leaned over me and kissed me again, and I could feel her nipples rubbing against my chest. I was thrusting up with my hips, trying to impale her, but my cock just rubbed up over her without penetrating. She lifted herself off and knelt next to me, taking my shaft in her hand and talking to it like it had a life of its own. 'Naughty boy', she said. 'Naughty boy. You're too eager. Let's calm you down a little and then we can play.....' well, something like that. I wasn't paying too much attention, I can tell you."
I lifted the sheet to see whether David was being turned on as well, and was greeted by his cock, thick and angry. The foreskin had rolled back and there was a strand of pre-cum oozing out of the eye, dribbling across the taut purple skin and pooling on his belly. I knelt up next to him and took it in my hand, raising it up. "Did she do it like this?"
"Yeah - uh - she gripped it a bit harder, and then she bent over and put her mouth over it, slowly. I thought I'd died and gone to heaven. She sort of tightened her mouth so her lips were soft, but her mouth was tight as I entered it."
I bent over and placed the head of his cock against my lips, then moved my head down, feeling the pressure as I kept them tight for a moment before allowing them to relax a little, enough for the head of his cock to pop through and into my mouth.
His head snapped back. "Ah!! Fuck, yes!. Ah, yes, yes. Just like that. She was just like that. I watched her as I fucked her face. Watched my cock sink into her mouth, down until the head was jammed up against the back of her mouth."
Out of the corner of my eye I saw David lift his head, and I reenacted the scene for him, allowing his length to slide into my mouth, as far as I could take him, feeling the pressure of him against the back of my throat. I heard his voice, as if from a distance.
"She did that for a while, and then she slipped her thigh over me and pushed her butt back towards me, taking my cock out of her mouth just long enough to tell me to eat her."
I did the same, raising my thigh up, over his body, then scooting back along him so that he could reach my pussy with his mouth. Unlike her I didn't have any panties on and his semen from our earlier lovemaking was still inside me, oozing out in thin stream, but he didn't seem to mind. I felt his lips settle over my sex, and his story was punctuated by long moments of silence as he serviced me, and by his own gasps of pleasure as I deep throated him.
"Ah - God yes! It was just like this....ah.....I pulled aside her pants and lapped at her....ah God, Beth, that's good! Ugh!...she was wriggling against me, rubbing her pussy and ass against my face....Jesus, that's deep, don't stop! She...held open the cheeks of her ass with one hand so I could get into her deeper, right from her cunt to her ass hole..."
David's voice trailed off as we mimicked the action. I held myself open with one hand, feeling my pussy flutter and my rosebud crimp as his tongue rasped against them. I tried to focus on his cock, tried to keep steady, deep strokes into and out of my mouth, but it was difficult to concentrate. The only sound for a while was our moans as we devoured each other, brother and sister, his cock buried into my face and his tongue lapping at me, across my labia and my greedy, grasping little anus.
After a while he broke away from me, and his voice was gusty. "...I could feel myself spiraling up, and I knew that I would come. I told her, and she gripped the base and lifted herself off, pulling me up to my knees, and she shuffled around so that her mouth was open in front of me. She said 'play with yourself, David, play until you are on the brink, and then take your hand off and watch'."
I scooted up off him and he knelt up, so that his cock was level with my face. "Show me, David." I said. "Don't speak - just show me what you did to her."
He seized his rod and began to pump it. I opened my mouth and pursed my lips so that with each forward stroke the tip of his cock bumped against my lips. I could feel its heat, radiating like a furnace, and taste the salty wetness of his lubrication. His strokes grew faster and as I watched as his thighs tensed and his breathing grew ragged. His cock thickened and the head bulged as even more blood flowed into it. He began to speak again, his voice disjointed.
"She...talked.... told me....to...ah... take my hand away as I came. It was hard...I just wanted to spurt...but I did what she......Jesus! Here it comes...."
He took his hand off his cock and it bobbed free. I pushed my mouth under it as his sperm flowed out, not spurting, but in a stream, thick and viscous, gathering on my tongue in a little silver puddle. His eyes were closed, his features set in an expression almost of pain as he savoured the sensation of his juice flowing down his shaft and into my mouth; after a few moments he lifted his cock free of my tongue, shaking it to release the last few drops before sitting back on his haunches to watch what I did with it. I drew his sperm into my mouth, tasting its tart flavour and feeling it coat the inside of my cheeks, and I watched his eyes on me as I did so.
He regarded me for a moment as he caught his breath. "It was just like that. I managed to take my hand off my cock and the jism poured out of me into her mouth like a little river, just like then, with you. I could see it pooling inside her mouth, and she just looked at me. I didn't come - there was no climax, but it gave me some release. After a moment she pulled back and with her eyes on my face she swallowed it, just like you did Beth. God! I don't think I'd ever seen anything so erotic in my life. And then she looked up at me and said 'that will take a bit of the pressure off. Now we can have some fun'."
"What did she do?"
"She stripped off her knickers. I remember that there was a dark stain in the gusset where she had soaked it with her juices. She was sopping wet, silver streams of it on the inside of each thigh that glistened in the light; and then she straddled me, running her hands over me, murmuring how beautiful I was. She had a good body, too, her breasts firm and a flat stomach. After a moment she lifted herself up and positioned my cock with her hand, holding it at the entrance to her cunt."



In my mind's eye I envisaged her, poised over him, in control, working him. I imagined her acknowledging that delicious moment when she knew that she was going to be fucked, to have her body invaded by the rampant cock of the young man underneath her.
"Was she hairy down there?"
"Not really, although I would have fucked the abominable snowwoman at that moment. She'd trimmed it so that it was a neat brown triangle. Her lips were puffed out so that I could see my shaft as it penetrated her."
I pushed David back onto the bed and mounted him, and he held his cock vertically so I could engulf him. I gasped as he slid into me, and I rocked back and forth on him, feeling his full length embedded into my body. "Was it like this? What did she do then?"
He groaned as he slid into me. "Oh God, Beth, that's good! Just like when I fucked her...she must have been at it for an hour, moving her hips forward and back, or pulling herself up and then sinking down. She liked to watch the head as it appeared out of her, and then as it disappeared back up. She liked the circular movements, too. Sometimes she lay down and I could feel her cunt grasping at me as she worked her muscles, and then she'd sit up again. Each time I thought I was close she'd grip the base of my cock with her hands, and I'd settle down."
"Did she come?"
"Not at first. She had these little tremors from time to time, when she'd stop and her body would quiver, then she'd start again, moving, thrusting down on me.....ugh, God, that's fucking good!"
I found the situation almost unbearably erotic. His memories of fucking his teacher all those years ago were juxtaposed on our own actions, now, in his bed. I leaned forward and rested my hands on his chest, feeling the rubbery texture of muscle under my fingers and the warmth of his skin as he serviced me. I could feel the first stirrings of an orgasm, a tickle at the base of my belly, just above where his cock was burrowing into me. I listened to his words as he took his mind back.
"Finally, she lifted herself off me and lay on her back. I climbed on her and she opened her legs, bending her knees and lifting them so that she was totally exposed to me. I plunged into her, deep, deep strokes, feeling my balls slap against her, watching her face as I fucked her."
He rolled sideways so that I was under him, and he grunted as I lifted my own legs, bending my knees, feeling new pleasure as he penetrated me at a different angle. He started to pound into me and the room was filled with the sound of our fucking, and our gusty cries of pleasure. I stared up at him. "Tell....me...about...her....coming."
"She...ah! She...was moaning and shaking her head from side to side. Yeah, just like that....fuck that's good Beth! She was tight, like you, and I could hear our fucking." He paused to check the intensity of the noise. "Yeah. That's it! Ugh...fuck! ...slurping noises as we fucked. She...she asked me to fuck her harder, and she raked her nails over my back.... Jesus! Then she started to come. Her cunt tightened down on me and she screamed out, shouted my name, and I felt her juices bubble around my shaft and soak my balls."
He was pounding at me, and I thrust back, taking each long stroke fully into my body. I pictured the scene he had described: David's broad back and his thrusting buttocks; his teacher underneath him, pinned to the bed by his shaft, deep into her body. The bubble of body fluids; her cunt stretched, fluttering in her climax; her legs open, her head back, shouting, screaming in pleasure. I imagined David's back arching, envisaged the first thick jet of his sperm as it splashed into her, then the other spurts, long ropes of white cum deep into her. What was she thinking at that moment of time? Was she aware that it was virgin seed flooding her womb? Was she triumphant? Did she look forward to his furtive glances in class the next day, flushed and excited as he remembered this night? Or was she simply a woman being fucked, the roar of her climax filling her head, and the grasping rhythm of her cunt consuming her soul as it milked the cock inside it?
The images pushed me over the edge and my own orgasm consumed me, my vagina clasping him, massaging his cock with hard, rhythmic contractions. As if from a distance I heard my own scream of pleasure and once again I felt the warm flood of my brother's semen into my body as he pumped into me.
Afterwards we lay side by side, and the sweat dried on our skin. He twirled his fingers lightly in the damp curls at the base of my belly, and I reached up and touched his lips.
"Wow, David. That was pretty hot. How long did it go on for?"
"What, the affair?" He shook his head. "That was it. I really was a notch in her bedstead. She phoned my Mum the next day and explained that I wouldn't need any more tuition. I guess I moped around for a while and then I plucked up the courage to speak to her."
"What did you say?"
"I waited until there was no one else around at the end of the class, and then I went up to her and said that I was having some trouble understanding Boyles Law. I guess she wasn't expecting that, because she looked at me in surprise and said something like 'Boyles Law? What on earth is difficult about that?' I managed to keep a straight face and said that it was all about pressure and depth, wasn't it, and that I wondered if she could perhaps explain the relationship to me in a practical sense." He laughed. "She took it well. She smiled at me and said 'David, you have no problem with those variables. You just need a little more practice and you'll be perfect. Perhaps one of your fellow students will help out'."
"Was that it?"
"Yeah. I left the class at the end of that semester, but I wasn't too upset - I was smart enough to figure out that it would lead to trouble sooner or later. Anyway, the fact that she was taking tuition money off my Mum for me to fuck her didn't seem right....not quite a whore, but where sex and money are involved the distinction is a fine one."
"That's harsh, isn't it? She was giving you tuition, right?"
"Yeah, she was. You're right, I guess. Lots of people lose their cherry in a sweaty grope somewhere. I was lucky - it was in a comfortable bed with a caring woman who led me through it. I never felt bitter or angry with her." He smiled. "Anyway, the experience stood me in good stead with you."
"Piffle! I bet you fucked a hundred girls before you fucked me!"
"Not quite that many." He was silent for a moment, and I could hear the swish of cars on the road outside. "What about you, then? When did you lose it?"
I swung my legs over the bed and stood up, looking down on him. "Not now, Buster. If we have any more sex today I'll need surgery to fix my bits. I'll tell you in the morning."
He thought about where my story might take us in his big soft bed. "Promise?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said, "that's a promise."
*****
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The morning sun streamed through the high window, filling the bedroom with light. I set my book aside as David entered the room, carrying the breakfast tray.
"Ha! About time, too!"
He carefully set it down on the bedside table beside me, then glanced up at my face. "I don't do this for every girl who shares my bed, you know."
"Really? So what's the criterion?"
"Well, there's a few." He regarded me for a moment, then started ticking off each point on his fingers. "She must be beautiful, younger than me, have great tits, give me good head and...."
"And what?"
"...be my sister."
"I guess I qualify on all points, then."
"Not so fast. I need to check out the third criterion." He reached over and pulled down the sheet so that my breasts were exposed. I lay passive, not sure what he was up to. "Hmmm, they look good..." he said, and then gently hefted them in his hands "...and they feel good." He bent over and placed his lips over the right nipple, flicking it with his tongue before standing back "...and taste good, too! You pass."
"God, I can't believe I fell for that."
He laughed, scooting around the bed and jumping in beside me. "Another glorious day in paradise. What shall we do today? I know!!! Let's fuck all day long!"
"You would too, you pervert! Don't you ever tire of it?"
"With you, my cherub, I do not. Why would I? He started ticking off points on his fingers. "You're beautiful, younger than me, have great tits....."
I clutched the sheets up to my neck. "No you don't!"
He laughed again. "OK, OK, so I'm a pervert! I can't imagine why you think that though, just because I want to stay in bed and fuck my baby sister all day long."
"You're really bad."
"Yep, and it's fun, isn't it. Just think of all the guys who have ugly sisters, or, worse still, have beautiful sisters but don't fornicate with them." He shook his head in dismay. "What a waste!"
I passed over his tea and a plate of toast, and we sat munching for a while, each of us thinking our thoughts.
"You promised you'd tell me about your first time." He said after a while.
"Yeah, and I will."
"You promised in the morning. Well, its morning now. See that bright stuff - that's sunshine. It comes every morning."
"You must be related, then."
"Ha! Ha! Very funny! Well, what about it?"
I pushed the plate back onto the tray and drained my tea, then snuggled back down under the covers. "Alright. Promise you won't get horny, though."
He snuggled down next to me and put his arm over my belly. "I won't get horny if you don't."
"Well, that's OK then."
"So who was he?"
"What makes you think it was a he?"
His eyes opened wide. "You lost your virginity to a chick?! How does that work? There's - um - a physical requisite to losing it. You don't mean that she stuck a - "
"Don't be gross. I didn't say I would tell you about losing my virginity...you already know about that - I just said I'd tell you about the first time."
His eyes were bright. "Tell me about both."
I sighed. "You know about my cherry. I went to this Halloween Party last year and some guy picked me up and fucked the living daylights out of me -"
He knew I was talking about him, but he liked to play the game. "Was he handsome and witty and well hung?"
"Nah. He had a head like a robber's dog, was as boring as bat shit, and had a tiny weener."
He laughed. "I don't remember it being like that....as I recall, you were all over me like a rash, rubbing your tits and pussy in my face - you couldn't wait to get laid."
"Whatever. Perhaps I'll tell you the story from my perspective one day....after all, losing your virginity is a once-off event. I'm pretty glad I did it with you, but it wasn't a decision taken lightly. Anyway, do you want to hear about my first sexual experience or not?"
"Oh yes. Who was it with?"
I was silent for a moment, whilst I gathered my thoughts. There was bad blood between David and the main character involved, and the shadow of what had happened in his flat, in the room just along the corridor, still lingered between us. I knew that one day we would need to bring it out into the light and talk about it, but today was not the day. I didn't want to spoil anything. Would what I was about to tell him do any damage? On reflection, I thought not.
"It was, like, me and Lorna, and we were in her room with a couple of bottles of wine."
David looked at me with feigned amazement. "You crafty dog. I didn't know you were into Lorna!"
"Are you going to interrupt all the time, or are you going to listen?"
He compressed his lips and pretended to zip them up with his fingers, then spoiled the effect by speaking. "My lips are sealed."
"Evidently not very well. Anyway, we were pretty mellow and the subject got around to sex..."
"As if that's a surprise. I bet that's all chicks talk about."
"Actually it isn't...we talk about guys from time to time, but don't often get into the details of who's doing what to whom."
He shook his head in disbelief, but I pressed on. "Anyway, it doesn't matter....that's what we started talking about on this particular day. Lorna started by asking me if I'd ever had full on sex. It was a pretty easy question to answer."
"Which was?"
I punched David on the shoulder. "You fucker! You know I was a virgin when I went with you!"
He rubbed his shoulder. "Holy shit, Beth, take it easy! When I first went with you I didn't know it was you - so how could I know whether you were the virgin I was fucking, or whether the virgin I was fucking was someone else?"
I laughed at his convoluted logic. "Christ! Why do you have to make everything complicated? I was the virgin - well, until you'd done with me and then I wasn't. Now, for the last time, do you want me to continue?"
He grinned at me. "Yeah, go on."
"I said no, I hadn't had sex, and she sort of looked at me as if she couldn't believe it. It was obvious that she had done it, probably years ago....she had this foxy little smile on her face, like the pussy who'd had the cream, if you'll excuse the puns. Anyway, I asked her the name of the guy she had first fucked. She looked right into my eyes and said 'Jim Goodall'."
"So who was he?"
"Think about it. What's Lorna's surname?"
"Goodall, isn't it?" I watched his eyes grow wide as realisation dawned. "Fuck me! Her brother is called James!"
"Yep. James Goodall - also known as Jim - her brother. I was struck speechless. Remember this is before you and I became an item, and the notion of anyone having sex with their brother was like a bolt out of the blue. I'd met him, of course, but I'd never really taken much notice of him. He was older than her and always reading books or playing the computer in his room - a bit of a loner, really. Anyway, she sat there watching my mouth open and close a few times without saying anything, and then she said 'Well, you asked. Jim was a virgin just like you so I just....helped him out a bit. I enjoyed it too.' She was quiet for a while and then she looked at her watch and said 'and he's coming home soon....I might fuck him again', and she just looked at me, almost as if it was a dare."
"Was she hoping you'd join in or something?"
"I dunno. She didn't press the point. She just looked at me expectantly, and I gabbled something like 'oh I'd better leave then'. She was fiddling with a thread of cotton on one of the buttons on her dress, not looking at me....sort of tongue-tied, if you like. I'd never seen Lorn at a loss for words before, but I didn't know what to say either. I was excited by the thought of her going all the way with her brother, but I didn't know what to do."
"So what happened then?"
"We sort of sat there for a while, and then she looked at me and said 'Beth, would you do me a favor?'.....I could feel my heart beating in my chest like a drum....I thought she was going to ask if he could fuck me, or something, but she didn't. She just said 'I want you to watch'."
"Watch? Watch her do what?"
"I asked her that. She'd got her confidence back by then, and she replied as cool as a cucumber that it was a fantasy of hers to have sex whilst someone was watching. She asked if I would hide in the closet and watch her get it on with her brother. She was turned on by the thought that someone would be observing everything they did and could tell her later what they saw and what they thought about it."
"Holy shit! What did you say?"
"That I was hardly the right person to do that, as I'd never had a guy myself and probably won't know his dick from his elbow." I laughed. "I should have saved my breath. She told me that that was the whole point as I'd have a completely unbiased view....no point of comparison, so to speak. She was very persuasive."
"Weren't you nervous about being caught?" David asked.
"Yeah, but I was mighty turned on, too, and she knew it. She convinced me it was OK. She took me over to the closet, which was built into the wall on one side of the bed. It had about six doors to it with wooden louvers, and she showed me how I could scoot alongside inside it, and if the doors were left open a bit I would be able to see the action - looking downwards towards the foot of the bed from one end of the closet, and upwards towards the pillows from the other. She even pushed back some of the crap inside it so I could move easily without making a noise."
I was quiet for a moment, remembering my nervousness, but also the excitement at the base of my belly as I thought about what I was going to see. "Then she went out and came back with a video camera - one of those little ones, and she told me to use it so that she could watch it later. I was worried it would make a noise, but we tried it and it was virtually silent. It was all happening pretty quickly...I really didn't have much time to think about it because we heard the door slam downstairs. She looked at me and said 'Thanks, Beth. Do this for me' - and she slipped out of the room to get him."
"What were you thinking?"
"I was shitting myself! I cowed in the back of the wardrobe, hardly daring to breathe. The closet was dark and I knew he wouldn't be able to see anything unless he actually opened the doors. Even so, I felt exposed. I realised that I'd forgotten to ask when her parents were due back, and how the hell I was going to get out of the house. Anyway, it was too late, because I heard them pounding up the stairs. They were giggling and shrieking, and she burst into the room and fell onto the bed. A couple of the closet doors were slightly ajar and I could see her, but he was still out of sight, ripping his clothes off. I heard the clump of his boots as he threw them on the floor, and the rattle of his belt buckle, and then I heard the bedroom door close."
David shifted in the bed next to me, rolling over so that he was on his side, looking at my face. His voice was low and excited. "Go on!"
"I was down the end of the closet looking upwards towards the top of the bed. I could see Lorn pulling off her clothes, throwing them onto the floor in a frenzy, then she lay back and I could see her face looking towards him. He appeared into view and the first thing I could see was his cock at a range of about two feet. It was massive - not at all what I expected because he's quite a slender guy...like, it was out of proportion to him...."
"How did you know? You said that you hadn't seen any."
"Well..." I could feel myself coloring a bit "...I'd seen pictures of guys before, and a couple of movies..."
David laughed. "You'd been watching blue movies! Jesus! Mum and I used to think you were like, totally innocent."
"Well, compared to you I was. Anyway, he stopped next to the closet door I was peering through, and he was looking at her - holding his dick, pulling it lightly with his right hand around it, just below the head. It was as stiff as a stick. I could see its head, stretched purple....sort of angry looking, and glistening in the light, and I could see Lorn's face. Her eyes were fixed on it like a mongoose looking at a snake, watching him flex it."
"Show me how big it was." David demanded.
I held up my hands to demonstrate its length, and then circled my fingers to depict the thickness.
"Jesus!" David was impressed. "That's fucking huge!" He pulled back the sheet and looked at his own offering, lying tumescent across his thigh. "Makes mine look puny."
I touched his shoulder. "Trust me, you wouldn't want one like his. It might have been big, but it was really fucking ugly. It just didn't look right - almost like he'd had it grafted on. It was like one of those little wooden figures you can buy in the markets overseas, you know, a little skinny guy and this mammoth organ sticking out of him like a tree branch. Anyway, Lorn seemed pretty impressed. She slipped out of bed and knelt in front of him, right in front of where I was hiding. I couldn't see his face, but I could see her only a couple of feet in front of me. She took his cock in her hand and rubbed its head over her lips, smearing them with his juice, and then started lapping at it, her little pink tongue flicking over the purple head. I watched through the camera viewfinder as she tried to take it into her mouth. She had her left hand around the base of his cock, steadying it as she fed it into her face, and I could see her mouth stretching to fit around the head. And all the time she had her eyes on me, looking up at the cupboard where she knew I was."
I glanced down to David's cock beside me. It had grown hard, excited by the imagery I had created, and he began to stroke it. "Go on, go on," he urged.
"Jim had his hand on the back of her head, trying to push his prick into her face, but she was struggling to fit it in. She pulled her head back and rubbed her spit over it, and then put her lips around it again and he pushed forward. I was reminded of how pythons have to dislocate their jaw - you know, to swallow their prey if it is very big? I had this bizarre vision of Lorn dislocating hers so that this enormous tool could go down her throat, but she managed to get the head into her mouth without having to do that. I saw it pop in, and she grunted in satisfaction; then he pushed forward and a few inches slid in. Her cheeks were bulging and she closed her eyes, but it quickly reached the point where it wouldn't go in any further. I watched her adjust the angle of her head, trying to take more, then she pulled back and it disengaged from her mouth with a plopping noise. It was soaked in her saliva and threads of his pre-cum were looped up to her lips. She looked up at him and I could hear him give a little growl as he fed it back into her, grabbing her by the hair."
"Were you still filming?"
"Oh yeah. I'd zoomed in a little bit, so that the viewfinder was filled by her face as she struggled to swallow him."
"Fuck, that's hot!" David's hand moved over his cock, stroking it. I watched as his own pre-cum started to dribble out of him, smearing over his flat belly. "Were you getting turned on?"
"Shit, yeah. Why wouldn't I? He was fucking her face about two feet in front of me, and she was acting up for the camera, slurping around his cock, curling up her tongue and trying to poke it in the eye of his dick, then pulling back so that the I could see the strands of spit and juice." I paused, remembering the confusion of my thoughts, the burning heat between my thighs. "I wanted to play with myself but I needed my hands to work the camera."
"Tough choice."
"Yeah. I didn't want to miss anything, either. It was just as well, as she pulled back a bit and opened her mouth wide, and started to wank him. It was obvious what she was after. He picked up on it pretty quickly, and started stroking. I could hear him groaning and his fist moved faster. He didn't take long. I watched the head of his cock swell up even more, like a purple balloon, and then he spurted. A thick rope of white cum jumped out, right across her face, then six or seven others. He adjusted his aim so that most of it went into her mouth, and I saw it splashing over her teeth, and some splattered on her cheeks and dripped onto her chin. He was grunting, a sort of primeval noise like an animal as he hosed her, and she was looking right at me, her eyes open. She had a big gob of his sperm in her hair, and another in the corner of one eye and as I watched it trickled down her face. Then he pulled back... I guess so that he had a better view of what he had done, and all I could see in the viewfinder was her face, the light falling full onto her, her mouth still open and half full of her brother's cum. She swirled it around and then closed her lips and I saw her throat move as she swallowed it. His hand appeared into view and he started to scoop the sperm on her face down to her mouth, and she opened up to take that as well, slurping on his finger."
I broke off from the story, watching as my own brother played with his cock next to me. He looked pretty settled. "Don't you waste that, David."
"Right. I won't come yet, but I'm pretty horny."
"Me too. Do you want to me to fuck you, or continue with the story?"
"Can you do both?"
"I guess." I pulled aside the sheet and straddled him, lowering myself on his shaft, grunting as I felt him slide in. I was surprisingly wet. The image of Lorn and her brother had made us both ready, and I could feel our combined juices trickling where we were joined. We fucked in silence for a while, enjoying the tightness of my pussy as he slid into me, then I continued.
"Once they had cleaned up her face, Lorn pulled him over to the bed. I could see his body for the first time, quite skinny. His dick really did look like it had been transplanted from someone else....it was disproportionate - really thick, and the head on it was like an apple. Anyway, Lorn knelt on the edge of the bed, her bottom towards me a little bit. I could see everything in the camera viewfinder as she hunkered down, face against the covers, looking back at me. Her tits were swinging loose and the nipples were hard. She doesn't have much flesh on her so when she was bent over like that her pussy was pushed out and back, the mound really prominent, framed by the columns of her thighs. From that angle she was all cunt and not much ass, if you know what I mean. She'd shaved off all the hair so that her pussy lips were fully exposed, and they were rolled back and I could see the pink centre of her slit. Then she put her hands on her buttocks and drew them apart so that her cunt opened a bit, and I could also see her asshole, puckered up tight."
"Jesus, that's hot!" David murmured. He was thrusting up into me, long strokes. "Tell me what he was doing."
"He shuffled forwards and I could see his cock. He rubbed spit over the head and then engaged it against her pussy, moving it up and down a bit so that it was in the right spot before he pushed in. I zoomed in the camera so that her cunt filled the image, with his monster cock trying to get in. It.....it was like slow motion, with him thrusting forward and her holding herself open. The lips of her pussy were sort of being pushed in, so that her slit looked tighter, and it looked as if it wasn't going to fit."
I felt David's cock pulsing as he imagined the image. He knew that Lorn was quite a small girl with narrow hips and a small, neat butt. He could envisage her struggling to accommodate her brother's member, its gross thickness pushing at her entrance, trying to skewer into her slim body.



"Anyway, it seemed to be poised there for a long time....I guess it was only a few seconds. I was holding my breath with anticipation and I could feel my own pussy gripped up as if his cock was trying to violate me instead of her.....then suddenly, she opened up and he slid in about two thirds of its length. She was grasping the bedclothes with her hands, little tight fists of pain as he stretched her, and she wailed in anguish. She cried out for him to stop and he paused for a moment, but then started pushing again, impaling her. She was shaking her head from side to side, her hair whipping about, pushing back onto him, and moaning."
"After a few moments he was right in. She had to let go of her buttocks to brace herself, and I lost sight of her pussy. I could see him pressed up against her, but I couldn't actually see where they joined, as it was hidden behind the curve of her ass. I zoomed the camera back out to get an overall picture of them fucking.....her kneeling, face down on the covers, looking towards me. She was looking right at the lens...a mixture of pain and triumph on her face. Her butt was sticking up and her brother was half bent over her, holding onto her hair with one hand. Each time he thrust he pulled her back towards him, so that she had no option but to take his huge prick into her body. On the out-strokes his cock was almost completely revealed, thick and shining with her juices, and then he'd push it back in and she would grunt as it disappeared into her body. She looked like one of those people who swallow swords...you know, where the blade disappears into them and you wonder where the hell it was going. It was like that....Jim's prick looked far too big to fit through her vulva, and from where I was it looked as if it would skewer right through her and pin her to the mattress."
I paused to gather my thoughts and remember what had happened next. "Anyway, I decided to get a different angle. I moved down the closet, peeping through the louvers until I was right behind him. One of the doors was there and I could see his buttocks thrusting back and forth, but his body was covering her. I crouched down and from that angle I could almost see between his legs, but the closet door was in the way so I pushed it open a bit more. I remember it creaked a bit and I stopped pushing it, but he was oblivious to anything. I reckon I could have fired a cannon and he wouldn't have heard it."
"Could you see her pussy from that angle?" David was panting a bit, and his hands were on my tits as he fucked me, long strokes angled up into my body.
"Yeah. The camera had one of those extendable viewfinders so I was able to put it almost on the floor, angled up to look between his thighs. I adjusted the zoom so I could see his cock pushing into her. It was in shadow, but there was enough light to see it clearly. He grabbed her ass and pulled the cheeks open so it was all there for me to watch. She had adjusted to his size and he was thrusting hard, the full length gliding in, and then he'd pull back and I could see her pussy lips grasping his cock as if to try and hold him. She was talking all the time, probably for my benefit..."
"What was she saying?"
"....dirty stuff, like how she loved to fuck her brother, to feel his thick cock in her pussy....stuff like that. At one point she told him she'd like a cock in her ass and another in her pussy, and that must have got to him as he fucked her even harder."
"Did he try and fuck her in the ass?"
"Nah. It would have split her open. I reckon she would have been game, though, but she was enjoying what she was doing too much."
"He should have tried it. What was he saying?"
"Not much. Mostly fucking her in silence. She was making a lot of noise, though. He still had a fistful off her hair, pulling her back onto him as he thrust down. I could see the nape of her neck, really slim, and it reinforced the image of this little girl being ravaged by a monster. I could also see her pussy - it was really stretched, and there were streaks of their love-juice down the inside of her thighs, shining in the light. Then she she started to come. She was yelling out things like 'Fuck me, I'm coming! Fuck me hard! Fill up my tight cunt!'.....stuff like that."
I paused, remembering my own feelings as I watched Lorna being fucked on the bed. Her little face was screwed up in ecstasy, and she was transfixed to the bed by her brother's cock like a butterfly pinned in an entomologist's display. My voice was tight. "That tripped him over the edge too. The muscles in his buttocks and legs went really tight, and he thrust in as hard as he could, deeper than ever before. She shrieked...the head of his cock must have been engaged right up against her cervix. Then he spurted his seed into her, deep inside her, right into her womb. In the camera lens I could see the shaft of his cock pulsing as each jet of sperm shot down it, seven or eight times, like the pumping of blood through an artery. He was making that strange grunting noise."
"What was she doing?" David asked.
"She squealed when he buried himself in her.....the really deep stroke, but then she stopped moving. She kept quite still as he came....sort of mesmerized. It was like she switched off her body and her whole being was focused inwards, concentrating on absorbing the long jets of sperm splattering inside her."
David was quiet. His eyes were distant and I could see he was relating to the scene I had described. He envisaged Jim's brain responding to the stimuli of his sister, wriggling and twitching on his cock. He pictured her cunt clasping at him as she spasmed, whirling him up in a spiral of pleasure - up, up to the point of no return. He empathised with that trembling moment on the brink, poised on the edge of a frozen precipice where the whole universe was still for an infinitesimal moment of time, and he visualized Jim's release - the ribbons of scalding cum, hot and thick, splashing in waves deep into his sister's slim young body. He imagined her, acquiescent, immobilized by the thick shaft that impaled her, feeling the heat of his sperm as it pumped into her, running into every crevice and filling her until it spilled out around the base of his cock.
My voice was husky. "It was the hottest thing I've ever seen. As he continued to pump I could see it start to leak out around his shaft...he must have squirted in more than she could hold. I had one hand in my pants, frantically rubbing my pussy...I was biting my lips, trying not to cry out. His spurting seemed to go on for ever, but then he gradually slowed and eventually stopped. I could hear their ragged breathing and the creak of the bed as she moved her legs a little. He was still lodged inside her but strands of cum were starting to leak out, dripping onto the bedspread....and I could smell their coupling - the sharp aroma of their body fluids and the sweat on their skin."
I fell silent for a few moments, savouring the feel of David's rod pistoning into me as he envisaged the scene I had described. I knew that he didn't particularly like Lorna, but the vigor with which he fucked me was testimony to how turned on he was, thinking of her petite body pinned to the bed, her tight little cunt being filled with his juice. "Go....on..." he gasped.
"After a few moments Jim stepped back. I saw a big gob of his cum slide from Lorn's pussy as he pulled out, and trickle down her thigh. He stepped back again and I almost died of fright...I'd forgotten that I'd pushed the camera out through the closet door, and I thought he was going to tread on it. I pulled it back into the cupboard quickly and I crouched there in terror in case he had seen it. Then I heard Lorn tell him to get out. She was utterly dismissive. He went to touch her and she said something like 'You've done what I wanted, now fuck off,' and through the louvers I saw him slink away like a dog, picking up his clothes. He stopped at the door and I heard him say 'You're a cunt, Lorn. I might just tell Mum what you do.' She laughed and said 'No you won't Jim. You're the one doing the fucking...who do you think she'll believe? Besides, you enjoy it too much to spoil this game.' And then I heard the door close behind him."
"So what happened then?"
"She opened the closet door. I was crouched in the corner, my hand in my pants, and my fingers in my pussy. She looked at me and said 'Hmmm, I guess you enjoyed that. I thought you might'. She reached down and helped me out of the closet, over to the bed, and I saw that the inside of both of her thighs was shining with their juices. I fell back on the mattress, and she pulled down my skirt and threw it on the floor. I should have been embarrassed with her watching me frig myself, but I wasn't....I was so fucking horny!! My panties were soaked, a big wet patch, and she ran the back of her index finger up though the wet material, pushing it into my pussy so that my labia were splayed out, smeared against the translucent fabric. I was literally gasping with lust. I hooked my fingers in the sides of my knickers and pulled them down, feeling the suck of my cunt as the fabric pulled out of it, and then she knelt down on the bed and pushed her face against me and lapped at me. I could see where my juice was spread over her cheeks, and I could see a clot of her brother's cum where it had dried in her hair. I was like putty in her hands. She could have done absolutely anything to me at that moment."
"What did she do?"
"She ate me. She used her lips and her fingers and her tongue and she brought me to the edge half a dozen times. Each time she would pull away, just as I was on the brink. I was begging her to let me come, but she held back. Finally she climbed over me in the 69 position. I could see her pussy just above my face, still swollen from that huge cock and I could see the thin stream of his sperm leaking out."
David groaned, thrusting up hard into me. "Tell me!"
"I could feel my pussy pulsing against her mouth, and I put my face up into her crotch and licked her as hard as I could, long flat strokes of my tongue over her labia. My mouth was filled with the taste of Jim's sperm where he had impregnated her, and with her smell. I could feel their juices against my face where it had dribbled out of her body and down her thighs. I grabbed her ass cheeks and levered them open so I could get into her deeper. My whole body was awash with lust. I could feel her working on me, her tongue rolled up like a little cylinder, thrusting into me. She fluttered her lips against my clit at the same time, and I was spiraling up. I couldn't stop.... I was engulfed by waves of pleasure. I'd....never felt a come like that. My cunt was contracting really hard...I thought I'd pull her tongue out of her mouth with the force of my spasms. I could feel little spurts of love juice shoot out of my body with each contraction, soaking her face. It must have set her off, too, because she mashed her cunt against my face, thrusting down with her hips and I could feel her spurt against my lips, all musky, her juices mixed with her brother's seed to fill my mouth so I had to swallow it. We just rocked against each other, faces buried in each other's pussies. It seemed to last forever."
David growled, deep in his throat, and he flipped me over so that I was spread-eagled. I opened my legs wide and he thrust into me, hard, fast strokes. I watched his face as he reached up for his climax. I felt his back arch and I felt his final thrust, as deep as he could, heralding the first long jet of his sperm. As he came I lifted my legs over his back, and I milked him with rhythmic contractions, drawing his essence out of his body and into mine, my own climax engulfing me.
Afterwards, we lay quietly for a while, before he spoke.
"So how long did your affair with Lorna go on?"
"That was it. We spoke about it once...Sam was on the scene by then, and we started making those silly bets. One of them was that each of us should have sex with our brothers. Sam didn't know that Lorna was already doing it with Jim."
"Or that you were doing it with me."
"I wasn't....not then. I suppose Lorna opened my eyes, though. I'd always fancied you, but I assumed you were unobtainable. Anyway, watching her use her brother made me realise that anything was possible. It opened up a whole new dimension, where sex was right at the forefront. I just had to figure out a way to do it without putting you off....I think Taboos were stronger with you than with me."
I could see him thinking about it. "Yeah," he said at last. "I guess that's right, Sis." He put his head on the pillow next to me and he reached up and stroked the fine whorls of hair at the nape of my neck. He smiled at me. "You know, up to that Halloween party I had never thought of fucking my sister - now I don't think of much else."
"Well that's just fine with me," I said. "No regrets...right?" I watched him nod in agreement.
I persisted. "But what about Susan? You lost her because of me."
His grey eyes looked at me, open windows to his soul, and within his core I saw a flicker of lust yet to be fulfilled.
"I don't think we are done with Susan yet," he said. "Perhaps its time you met her..."
*****
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It was a couple of days after I had told David of my closet episode that he breached the subject of Susan with me. We were sitting in the lounge with a beer, watching a very forgettable movie.
"Are you into this movie, Beth?" he asked.
"No - not at all. Do you want to do something else?"
He clicked the remote and the picture rapidly shriveled to a little white dot in the centre of the screen and then disappeared. He regarded it for a moment. "That was, without doubt, the best part of the whole movie."
"No doubt about it.....now, what's on your mind?"
"I've been thinking about what to do about Susan."
"Not my problem, Buster. She was your lover, not mine." I reached over and touched him. "I'm happy with what I've got."
He looked at me for a moment. "I am too, Beth, but I don't like the way it finished between her and me."
"You mean her coming into the house and finding you buried in your little sister up to your balls? Why on earth would that put her off?"
"We don't know that's what happened."
"All of the evidence points towards it." I ticked off the relevant points on my fingers. "One, she's away for the very week you decide to kidnap me, but the weather gets really shitty...so she comes home early".
He was silent, so I continued. "Two, on the morning that she is due back the front door suddenly opens in the storm whilst we are engaged in horizontal physical training."
"It could have just blown open with the wind."
"It's got a deadlock on it....open with a key and shut with a key. Some clever fucking storm to put a key in the lock and turn it."
"Well....OK."
"Three, that same morning we find a mysterious present on the sofa that wasn't there before we went back to bed after breakfast. It has 'To David from Susan, Kiss, Kiss, Kiss,' written on it....that's a bit of a clue."
He nodded, and I went on. "Four, we find the spare key to the front door on the hall table; and five, she stops speaking to you and won't return any of your calls or messages from the very day that all of the above happened."
"But she was away."
"Not at first. Her Mum said that she came back from her holiday early and stayed around a week or so, then lit off to somewhere else. She said that Susan was very preoccupied. Well, unexpectedly seeing the love of your life vigorously fucking his sister would do that, wouldn't it?"
David shook his head. "We don't know that. What makes you think that she actually saw us doing it?"
"How can you think anything else? Let's work through the scenario....she lets herself in on the Wednesday after Easter with the key you gave her, full of joy and happiness at the prospect of seeing you again. She sets the key down on the table in the hall and walks down the corridor to the lounge, where she puts her present to you on the sofa. The sound of the storm drowns out her entrance. The house is quite dark, but she's surprised to hear noises...voices. Her curiosity is piqued. She steps out of the lounge and across the hallway, and is drawn to the bedroom like a moth to flame to see what's making all the noise. There we are, on the bed in front of her, engaged in you know what. She sees us, turns and runs out of the house, leaving her keys and the present and the door swinging in the wind."
"But we would have seen her at the bedroom door."
"No. Remember that was the morning when we really discovered each other for the first time. We were right into it, with my legs up by your ears and you tickling my tonsils...from the inside. Both of us had our backs to the door...you could have flown a 747 into the house and we wouldn't have noticed."
David was silent, thinking over what I had said. At length he nodded agreement. "But she can't have seen much. The lights were out."
I shrugged. "I'm not sure how much she could see or hear. We don't know how long she was there, but I imagine she at least saw enough to know you were shagging an unknown female in your bed. Whether she figured it was me is another matter....it would be useful to know, though, as you're going to have to deal with all of that if you ever want to talk to her again."
"Yeah. Let me think about that," he said.
*****
I turned in a bit early that night. I loved this big bed with its soft mattress and its old-fashioned bedstead and big fluffy doona. I'd changed the sheets that morning and they were crisp and white against my skin. The brass rails on the bed gleamed butter gold in the soft light from the lamp beside me, and its old fashioned shade cast interesting shadows into the corners of the high ceiling above my head.
I became aware that David had entered the room dressed in his jocks, carrying a camera attached to a tripod. I looked at him. "I know it's a stupid question, but what the fuck is that for, Spielberg?"
He smiled at me. "It's my idea to find out what Susan saw." He set the tripod down in the doorway and fiddled with the camera so that it was pointing down towards me.
"Susan is about five nine, which is the same height as this tripod," he explained. So she came into the room and looked at the bed, right?"
"Yeeesss...." I didn't like where this was going.
"Well, if we reenact what we were doing and then check out the video, it will give us an idea of what she could see." He grinned at me, overcome with his brilliance.
"No."
"No? What do you mean, no?"
"Well, we don't know how long she was there for, nor do we know how much light was in the room. The drapes were back but it was pretty dark from the storm. Aside from which - and I know that you are going to find this hard to believe - I actually don't fancy a bit tonight."
"Yeah, I figured that. Never mind, we can film the whole session with just dim lighting." He saw the expression on my face. "Well, we don't actually have to fuck....just reenact it." He pressed the record button on the camera and strode over to me, pulling aside the bedclothes. "Come on, Sis, it won't take long."
"Which part of 'No' is it that you didn't understand?"
"All of it. It won't take long and this is really important to me, OK? Just a re-enactment, right? I promise."
"Fat chance of that if I know anything about you." I couldn't help but smile at his earnestness. "Promise me, then - just a simulation."
"I promise."
"OK then." I moved reluctantly. "Where do you want me?"
"Where we were on that morning". He pulled the covers right back and I could feel his hands on my body, adjusting me, opening my legs. "Um, could you lose the nightie?"
"No way!"
"Go on, Beth. It will get in the way. You'll be safe, I promise!"
"That's highly unlikely." I slipped it over my head and it fluttered to the floor, a scrap of blue silk against the polished floorboards.
"Panties, too. The camera must see what she saw."
I slid them down over my legs and threw them on top of my nightie. I could feel his eyes on me, sliding over my body, caressing my breasts and thighs, lingering on my sex. My nipples hardened a little despite myself, and I hoped he hadn't noticed.
"God you're beautiful."
"You promised."
"Yeah...pity, though. Well, OK." I heard him shucking off his clothes and felt the mattress compress as he climbed onto it, kneeling down between my legs. "We only did it in the missionary position on that occasion, right?"
I laughed. "Nobody calls it that!"
"Well, you know what I mean."
"Yeah, well, I think so. It wasn't a quickie, but we were pretty horny so we didn't play around too much."
"OK, you were over here a bit more." He pushed his pillows out of the way, and shifted me over so that I was more central in the bed. "And your legs were open a bit more....I was between them, not outside them." I felt his hands on my calves, widening them, his fingers stroking and caressing as he moved them a little. I watched as he knelt between them, taking the weight on his arms, and then the touch of his cock nudging feather light against my labia.
"David! You promised!"
"Yeah. Don't get wound up about the axle. Its just simulation." He twisted around to see if we were lined up with the camera, and adjusted us a bit. "That looks right. OK. I won't go into you, but will rub it along your crack. OK?"
"No."
"Right. Glad you agree." He lifted his cock and rested it on my mound, and I could feel its warmth and rigidity. Between our bodies I could see the occasional flash of his scrotum. I envisaged his nuts nestling inside it, and imagined how much cum was stored in them, ready to be released. I tried to think of something else.
"Right. I was fucking you...." He started to thrust gently, soft hands against my flesh. I closed my eyes and thought about the laundry I had to do tomorrow; my job, cleaning toilets - anything to take my mind off the warmth of his member as it slid back and forth over my mound, and the tickle of his balls as they lightly touched my pussy each time he thrust forward.
"Now, what about the sound track? What were we saying?" he said.
I looked up at him. "Fuck that!"
"I don't think that's what we said....or was that an invitation? Interesting proposition, but I promised." He was silent and I listened to the rhythmic creak of the bed, a metronome for fucking. "I think I was telling you how much I loved you, about the tightness of your pussy and how good it felt to be inside you," he said at last. "Did I say anything about being your brother? That would have been a give away."
My mind sped back to the morning in question, the details etched in my brain as if it had only been yesterday. Me, on my back, my heart bursting with love, begging him to take me, wanting to feel him inside. His long sliding strokes up into my body, the tightness and pressure, my cunt clasping, our lips close to one another as we cried out. I remembered my words: 'David, Christ God, David, Fuck me, fuck your sister!' and his response, his voice gusty with desire 'Yes, God Yes, Beth, I'm filling you, I'm filling you with my juice! Take it, take it....'
And as I remembered I could feel my body take charge, my labia swelling open and my juices begin to flow, my hips responding to his thrusts. My hands came up and clasped his back, and I raised my legs and crossed them over his waist.
He shifted his hips and I felt his cock lodge against my opening, and then he pushed forward and slid his length completely into me in one smooth, fluid movement. My fluids bubbled around him, slick and wet, and the room was filled with the sound of our coupling, and of our voices and our sighs of pleasure. Over his back I could see the camera, its little red LED winking at me as it recorded what it saw. It was pointing between his legs, to the spot where his thick rod was penetrating me, looking at my cunt; it watched the rhythmic sawing of his buttocks, driving his shaft into me; it saw my legs over his back, ankles crossed, my hips angled up to allow him better access. It recorded the flow of our juices as they leaked out of me, trickling down my perineum, down over the crimped tightness of my anus to stain the crisp white sheet beneath me, and it heard the rhythmic creaking of the bed and our gusty cries of pleasure.
I imagined it to be Susan, standing there a few weeks ago as the thunder crashed around the house. What was she thinking at that moment? Was she in shock as she realised that David was fucking someone else? Did she understand that it was his sister underneath him, her hungry young cunt stretched open by the thickness of his shaft and her cries of pleasure shrill in her ears? Was she hurt by what she saw, or did her own loins flush with excitement as she watched the couple writhing on the bed before her?
I imagined what would have happened had she stayed, slipping off her clothes and moving silently beside us, running her fingers over David's back, his startled look and then acceptance of her. I envisaged her tongue probing at his shaft where it joined me, lapping at the juices that were splattered by our coupling, her own fingers busy inside her. I pictured her swinging her long brown legs over my face so I could eat her, frantically pushing my tongue into her body, feeling the crisp springiness of her hair on my chin, the spurting of her juices into my mouth and the crimping tightness of her anus as I penetrated it.
The vision burst in my brain like a shooting star and my climax engulfed me, higher than ever before. My cunt seized David's shaft in an iron grip, clamping down on the thick stem and milking its slippery length with violent contractions, and I felt the long jets of his seed that I milked out of him, spurting into me like hot lava. He thrust violently into me with each spurt, the bed crashing against the wall and my legs gripping his back tightly to draw him into me. I heard his voice calling out.
"Jesus God, Beth, I'm filling you! I'm filling my little sister with my juice!"
And my own shrill response "Yes David, oh yes, yes. God! I feel it. Fill me up with your juice! Fill up your dirty sister with your sperm!"
The creak of the bed gradually subsided and then there was only our ragged breathing, the feel of our sweat cooling on our skin, and the slow whirr of the camera as it recorded the trickle of his jism leaking out of me.
*****
"Well," said David. "If that's what she saw, then there's nothing she doesn't know."
He rewound the tape a little and pressed play. The angle of the camera had foreshortened the image, so that the parts of our bodies closest to the lens appeared disproportionately large. His broad buttocks and his kneeling thighs framed my genitals, in shadow but still clearly visible. The camera had captured everything: his pistoning shaft, the lips of my vulva stretched open, my hands fluttering on his back. I watched the muscles of his legs and back as they tensed, saw the powerful thrusts as he filled me. The speakers either side of the screen faithfully reproduced every sound: the crashing of the bed and the shrieks of passion and I heard my voice, almost unrecognizable as my own "....Fill up your little sister with your sperm!"
He pressed the stop button. "So what do we do about that?"
I shrugged. "You could send it to her."
He glanced at me in annoyance. "That's not very helpful."
"Well, it's an idea." I laughed. We could wrap it in a little present, with a note saying 'This was the entrée - you are invited to the main course'."
David looked at me with interest. "Well, that's an unexpected perspective. Do you want her in our bed?"
I was suddenly lost for words, and I had to think for a moment to choose what I had to say. "I don't know. When we were fucking last night I imagined that she joined us, you know, there, joining in. I was eating her out and I loved it....but that's just fantasy. I'm not sure it would be a good idea." He said nothing, and I continued. "Besides, the chemistry has to be right, even if we wanted it." I looked at him. "Let's not jump to any conclusions, David. This isn't about getting Susan into our bed, is it? I thought it was about you making your peace with her."
"Yeah....it is. But if it turned out that way, I wouldn't mind."
I flung a cushion at him. "I bet. You are a fucking pervert, Mr Wilson. Now, lets figure out how we can at least make contact with her."
*****
The bar wasn't exactly seedy, but it wasn't top notch either. The furniture was as worn as the clientele who were distributed on the stools around the bar. I sat in the corner furthest from the door and I could see the whole room. I watched as Susan came in and scanned who was there. She bought a drink and I expected her to take her usual seat but she surprised me by walking across the room and sitting at the table next to mine, carefully taking off her coat and shaking off the rain drops and undoing the scarf from around her head. Her glossy dark hair fell free and I could see that it was longer than David had described it to me. She was dressed smartly, and she had taken trouble with her make up.
We sat there for a minute or two, and once again I wondered what she was doing there. An attractive female on her own in a downtown bar would attract a lot of attention, but I knew from my previous observations that she had rejected them all. I couldn't figure what she wanted...she had made no attempt to meet anyone, and she didn't look at her watch the way one might if you were waiting for someone. She just came in, stayed for a couple of drinks and then left, and this was the fifth evening I had watched her.
I suddenly became aware that she was speaking to me, her voice soft. "I've seen you in here before."
"Yes."
"Are you waiting for someone?"
"Yes - maybe. I just don't know who it is yet."
She smiled. "Sounds like me". She looked at me for a moment. "Would you mind if I joined you?"
"Not at all." I watched as she stood up and moved to my table, with her long legs and short skirt. She leaned in towards me.
"I'm Susan."
She extended her hand and I took it, feeling the warmth in her fingers. "Elizabeth."
I wondered if she would recognize me, but it was doubtful. She'd only ever seen one part of my body and it sure as hell wasn't exposed right now. In a flash of wry humour I speculated on her reaction if I stripped off and flashed my pudenda at her....would she peer at it and then say 'Ah, yes, I know you.... David Wilson's sister!'"
She sat next to me. "So what sort of person are you hoping to meet?"
I was taken aback by her directness and she must have sensed it. "Oh, sorry....that sounds like a total come-on. My friends tell me I'm too direct." She smiled to rob her words of any offence. "You don't need to tell me if you don't want to."
I found myself attracted to her candour. "No, that's fine. I've not really thought about it, to tell you the truth....I'm hoping I'll know when I meet them. I've sat here for a week and rebuffed about thirty or forty guys who thought they were God's gift, or that I was on the game. Eventually they leave you alone. I guess they all think I'm a raving Lesbian." I laughed. "Perhaps I am."
She laughed with me. "Difficult to reach this stage in our lives without at least an inkling of that, I would have thought."
"Maybe not. I've a friend whose husband decided he was totally gay after fathering four children by her - she found him rogering his boy friend when she came home one day....what do you call it? In flagrante delicto, I think. Pretty difficult to explain that one away, anyway. It probably wasn't a tough call for her to make after that."
She ran her finger though the condensation ring on the table, making a little pattern. "I can relate to that."
"A man problem?"
"Yeah."
"Husband or boyfriend?"
She hesitated. "Boyfriend....well, I hoped it the relationship would go further." I could see her struggling, deciding whether to go on, but she was silent, looking down at the table.
"Well - " I raised my glass. "Maybe we do have something in common, Susan. Fuck 'em! Who needs them anyway?"
Her big brown eyes were on my face as we drank, and I could see her weighing me up.
*****
"Did she mention me?" David demanded.
I sighed. "David, I've been through it with you once already. She didn't mention you - at least not by name. She did imply that her boyfriend - that's you - was a total shit, though, and I have to agree with her."
"Really? Why do you say that?"
"Ho! This is 'I won't fuck you as its only going to be a simulation' shit head speaking. So what happened to your integrity?"



He laughed, totally unrepentant. "Integrity and pussy don't necessarily go well together, Beth. Besides, I didn't hear you complaining at the time." He paused. "So do you think Susan's turned gay, or something?"
I shrugged. "Do people suddenly turn gay? I doubt it.....not the majority, anyway. Maybe you did put her off men for life though, or perhaps she's just looking for a little adventure with a twist. Frankly, I'm not sure what she's looking for....certainly not any of the guys in that bar - I've watched her turn all of them away."
"So what's next?"
"She suggested we meet tomorrow evening in the same place. I got the impression she was assessing me - checking me out, if you like. I'm curious where this is going so I think I'll turn up."
He nodded in agreement. "Don't forget to tell me all the hot details."
*****
That second evening with Susan was enjoyable. She was a good conversationalist and in no time at all we were comfortable with each other. She didn't talk about her relationships at first, staying on relatively safe topics like our respective interests - movies, theatre, jobs and so on. I found that she had left her job - the one where David worked - and had secured a better paying one in another part of town. She had rented a small flat, bought a car and a new wardrobe.
"Sounds like a lifestyle change to me, Susan," I said, "so what caused all of that?"
She fiddled with a coaster on the table. "I had this guy - a relatively new experience. We'd only been going out a little while but I really liked him. Anyway, it didn't work out...he found someone else. I was down in the dumps for a while but he did me a favour really, as I was in a bit of a rut. I woke up one morning and thought 'Fuck it! Here I am, 22 years old and I've been doing the same thing for years'...so I changed my job. The extra money helped me with the other changes - you know, car, clothes..."
I had noticed her outfit when she walked in. She was dressed in a two piece linen suit, a soft beige colour, the jacket and skirt beautifully tailored. She wore a contrasting blouse the colour of burnt toffee that set off her eyes, and her shoes and handbag were perfectly matched. I figured she wouldn't have got much change out of seven hundred bucks for it. "Your suit is lovely."
"Thanks. It was a bit of an extravagance, but what the hell."
"So are you in a relationship now?"
She was silent for a moment, as if reluctant to talk. "No, not really. I really didn't want to go through the same thing again - "
She broke off as she spotted two guys heading towards us. "Uh uh. Incoming. Watch out. Do you want to stay and fight them off, or find somewhere else?"
"I'm sick of beating off male ego with a stick. Do you have somewhere?"
"Yeah, come on." She drained her glass and we moved out.
*****
Her flat was small but cosy - with a tiny kitchen, a small bathroom, sitting area and a single bedroom. She had spent a bit of time and money doing it up and it showed: fresh paint gleamed in the soft lighting, contrasting the bright colours on the various fabrics that I could see. I dropped my coat over the back of a chair and she hung it behind the door. "This is nice."
"My love nest.....well, nest anyway. Not much loving been done here. Do you want a drink?"
"I'm driving, so I'd better be careful. Just a small one."
We went though to the kitchen and I watched her fill two large glasses from a bottle.
"Jesus! Big small helping."
"You can sleep over if you like. The sofa turns into a bed...probably as hard as a rock, but a couple more drinks like that and you won't notice."
"I'll see how I go." I sipped at the wine. "Mmm. New Zealand Marlborough, isn't it?"
"Yeah. Cloudy Bay. My favourite." She kicked off her shoes and flopped on the sofa. "So what were we talking about?"
"I asked if you were in a relationship."
She moved her arm expansively around, indicating the room. "Well, as you can see, there's just me and my stuff. No smelly boots, shaving grouts in the sink, dirty jocks on the floor...."
"So are you?"
"No. I told you - I don't want the angst and pain."
"So what were you doing in the bar?"
She looked at me sharply. "You're very direct, aren't you? I could ask you the same thing."
"You could, yes." I considered my words carefully. "I'm looking for something different."
"Different?" She looked at me. "Different to what?"
"To what I've got. The guy I'm with is......possessive. I guess it's a male thing. I enjoy the sex but the relationship is strained."
"So you go and sit in a bar for God knows how long in the hope that something better comes along? That's implausible."
I smiled. "It does sound a bit off, doesn't it."
"And I noticed that you weren't interested in guys."
"Not the ones in a bar. I said I wanted something different. Look..." I set my glass down on the counter. "...I don't know what I want, right? I don't know where this is going or whether I want it or not. I do know that I'm ready to try something new, and I also know that I like you."
"You don't know anything about me."
She was wrong. I actually knew a great deal about her, right down to the little tricks she liked in her sex life, but I didn't think it was time to tell her that. "No, I don't - but I've enjoyed what I've seen so far. Don't be spooked by me, Susan. I'm not a threat. I can leave if you want."
She fiddled with a strand of hair above her ear, twisting it so that it stuck out at an odd angle. When she spoke her voice was low. "No, don't do that. Not yet." She lifted her face and met my gaze. "I'm....I'm a little vulnerable right now. I don't know what I want either, but I certainly don't want any more grief."
I reached up to her face, very slowly, watching her reaction as I touched her hair, smoothing down the errant tuft that she had been twisting, feeling its glossy sheen under my fingers. Her eyes were huge, pools of dark toffee like those of a gazelle startled by the hunter's light; and her mouth was closed, lips soft and pink. "I think we need each other, Susan," I whispered. "There's no need to be lonely any more."
As I stroked her hair I watched her face change: the pupils dilated as if she was suddenly seeing me for the first time - really seeing me - and a new awareness suffused their depths, lenses into the well of her soul. I realised that my fingertips were no longer smoothing her hair but were caressing the back of her head, moving down to the nape of her neck, acknowledging its warmth. She raised her hand and touched one slim finger to my temple, sliding it down lightly over the side of my face, across my cheek and down to my mouth, brushing feather light across my lips and halting there as if to silence any words that I might speak. My lips parted slightly and I tentatively touched the tip of my tongue against her fingertip, expecting rejection; but she watched me steadily with those soft brown eyes, calm and untroubled as I opened my mouth and allowed her finger to slide into me.
Her whole demeanour altered from passive to active - subtle little changes; she straightened a little, one knee moving out so that it brushed against my thigh as I stood in front of her, and she tilted her head a fraction. I could see a pulse at the base of her throat beating softly; I watched as her lips opened slightly, full and moist; and I felt her breath on my face as soft as a butterfly's kiss as she leaned forward, bending slightly, turning her head so that her lips fitted snugly over mine.
I don't know how long we stood there, kissing in her kitchen - it might have only been a few seconds, but it felt much longer. I'd never kissed a woman before. Her lips were incredibly soft - much softer than David's, and her tongue was softer too, gently exploring my lips and probing into my mouth. My senses were swamped by her: the taste of wine on her mouth, the fresh clean aroma of her hair; the spicy tang of her perfume and the press of her hand on my waist, clasping me gently, pulling me forward, and the warmth of her knee nestling against my thighs. I cupped her face with my free hand, acknowledging the lustre of her skin. She twisted around, breaking the contact of our lips as she tried to put her glass of wine on the counter behind her, and I heard it fall and the splash of its contents. She shrugged and moved onto me again, her lips more demanding, and her right hand as it came up behind me, into my hair.
I placed my hand on her right breast, my thumb stroking her nipple though her clothes, and she broke the kiss and looked down at it before she spoke.
"This is too quick, Elizabeth. I need time...."
"Why?"
"I don't know.....it's good. I like it...I like you. I just don't want to rush into anything. I need a bit more time."
Our kissing had really turned me on - I could feel the heat of my desire, the oozing of my juices into my pants, the material soaking, sopping wet. I wanted to go further with her, but I didn't want to spook her - she was so unsure of herself. I backed off.
"I understand, Susan. I'll be here when you decide."
She nodded in acquiescence and pressed her lips on mine again, butterfly soft kisses sweeter than honey.
*****
"So what happened tonight?" David demanded.
"Nothing much...a few drinks in a bar - "
"I'd hoped for something to happen a little quicker."
I felt my patience going. "What the hell did you expect, David? That she'd greet me with open arms and follow me back here like a well trained dog, to forgive you for rooting your sister? Get real! Hell, even she doesn't know what she wants, other than to avoid being fucked over again. She's spooked, David, and even if its possible to build a bridge it's going to take some time.... so get your mind above your waist for a change!"
He stared at me. "Keep your shirt on, Beth. Jesus! I just wanted to - "
"I know what you want, and if it happens, it happens. Just back off."
He held up his hands in conciliation, and we changed the subject.
*****
I heard nothing from Susan for almost a week and I was beginning to think that she had cut me loose, but then I received a brief SMS asking me to dinner on the Saturday. I turned up at her flat in a new outfit I had bought, clutching a bottle of her favourite wine and some flowers. She opened the door at my knock.
"Hi Elizabeth. Wow! You look great! Come in." She kissed me on the cheek.
"Do you like it?" I did a twirl and my skirt flared out in a blaze of colour, showing off my legs.
"I love it...must be the season for colour..." she indicated her own brightly coloured dress.
"...anyway, come in. I've made a cocktail to start off, if you'd like."
I put the wine down on the kitchen counter, remembering what we had done here only the week before...those first tentative steps to something more, perhaps. I looked around, noticing how tidy everything was, the candles casting soft light, the table set for two in the corner of the room.
"The flat looks lovely, Susan."
"Yeah, it scrubbed up well, hasn't it."
I watched her as she poured me a drink. She was wearing a plain white blouse and a pleated skirt in a bold red and purple print, and her hair was tied back in a pony tail that glistened blue-black. Her make up was skillfully done - a little blush, mascara, lipstick. Her skin glowed with health and vitality and her eyes were bright. I thought she looked good.
"Here you go, Elizabeth." She handed me a drink, and our fingers touched for a moment. She clinked her glass against mine. "To friendship".
The meal was beautiful, and I was touched by how much trouble she had gone to, and impressed by her frantic forays into the little kitchen to bring out a succession of delicious dishes when it was obvious that she was not a natural cook. By the end of it she was perspiring, with wisps of hair hanging down over her temples, but she was happy that all her work had turned out such a good result.
We left the debris of the meal on the table and the two empty wine bottles and moved to the lounge. She kicked off her shoes and flopped onto the sofa. "Enough formality. Make yourself comfortable."
I sat next to her, and broached the subject that we had avoided all through the meal. "I am comfortable Susan.....but are you?"
She glanced at me. "Yes....I think so. I'm sorry about last week...I hope that I didn't put you off."
I smiled at her. "I did check out my breath and armpits when I got home, in case it was me."
She was mortified. "No, no....it was nothing to do with you....it was me!" She fiddled with the ice in her drink, buying a little time before she responded. "I just felt, you know....it was moving too quickly. I wanted time to stand back and think about what I wanted."
"And did you?"
She smiled. "I thought about it....in fact I've thought about little else. I'm still not sure what I want, though."
"That's not surprising." I put my drink on the table and I took her hand. "What was it Confucius was supposed to have said? '...Wherever you go, go with all your heart'....well, something like that, anyway." I was silent for a while, feeling the warmth in her hand. "Perhaps it will be a little easier if I told you what I feel?"
She nodded, her eyes on my face, and I pressed on. "I've never had any sort of relationship with a woman, Susan....I've always considered myself straight, you know? I guess I was curious, though, which is why I was in the bar, looking, and it just happened to be you that caught my eye. Until I came here I wasn't sure though....you know.... whether a woman would turn me on...." I looked at her and I could feel my cheeks colouring. "Shit, this is difficult!"
She put her other hand over mine. "It is, isn't it? ....we don't need to talk about this now - "
"Yes, we do. There are unanswered questions that will get in the way if we don't." I took a deep breath. "I really enjoyed what we did last week. I walked out of here as hot as a pistol - you know.....I mean, I would have gone a lot further if you had wanted to. I've been sitting on the edge of my chair all week, hoping that you'd call back."
"Aren't you worried about it, though?"
"If you mean having a relationship with a woman, not really. If we are both comfortable with it then why not? It doesn't mean that we have totally changed our sexuality or anything dramatic like that....perhaps we are just enlarging the ones we have."
She nodded, and I went on. "If you are asking whether I'm worried about having a relationship with you in particular, though, that's a different issue - but it is always the question whenever you meet someone new. Yes, we might find that we are incompatible in a week or a month or perhaps even a year or two, and we might decide to split...but that's life, isn't it? If we worried too much about that we'd never get to know anyone."
She smiled. "You're right. I guess...if I hadn't wanted to see you again - um, to go further, you know, I wouldn't have invited you tonight. I'm...I'm just not very good at this....so what happens now?"
I released my hand from hers and touched her face. "Let's just see, shall we?"
For a moment we looked into each other's eyes, then I leaned in toward her and our mouths met. She had that same spicy taste, the sweetness of wine on her breath, and her lips were just as moist and soft as I remembered. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and I felt her hand at the back of my head, pulling me forward. We toppled sideways onto the sofa, her feet still on the floor so that her body was twisted underneath me; I held her face, pushing my own tongue into her mouth, exploring her taste and texture, breaking off to kiss the tip of her nose and the soft skin under her ears, and the smooth scented flesh of her neck. She lifted her legs off the floor so that we were crammed together onto the narrow sofa together, me half across her. Her right leg was bent at the knee and her skirt had ridden up; I put my hand on her thigh, acknowledging the firm plasticity of her flesh, sliding it upwards, feeling her roll over towards me and the press of her breasts against mine.
We kissed for a long time, tongues dancing, sometimes just the very tips flickering against each other, exquisitely sensitive, and sometimes letting their full slippery lengths extend against each other, writhing like mating eels, each sucking in the taste and texture of the other. Our hands began to roam; I had raised one thigh over her legs and I could feel her fingers dipping down towards its juncture, touching the elastic of my panties and brushing over the fabric covering my sex. Her skirt was pushed up and I rubbed against her mound with my left hand, the thin material moist under my fingers.
At length she pulled away, disentangling herself, rolling off the sofa to her feet and reaching down for my hand. "Come with me."
Her bedroom was dark aside from the square of light that was flung into the room from the open door. I undressed her, fumbling with the buttons on her blouse until she gently pushed aside my fingers and deftly undid them, pulling it off. I unzipped her skirt and she raised her hips to assist me as I pulled it down, over her butt and her long legs. Her underclothes were small and lacy; I unclipped the bra at the front between the swelling globes of her breasts and she shucked it off, allowing them to fall free. They were firm, capped by rose coloured nipples erect with her desire. I seized the thin straps of her knickers and slid them down her thighs, watching as her pussy clasped briefly at the wet material before releasing it. She had shaved, leaving only a neat triangle of black hair fashioned on her pudenda, pointing like an arrowhead to the prize beneath. I caught the scent of her sex, the musky tang of a healthy woman in full arousal.
I regarded her as she lay naked on the bed. Her skin was flawless, dark against the white bedspread so that I could see the outline of her body as if in silhouette but there was enough light to also see the details - the neat head with its curtain of hair spread like gossamer silk over the pillow; the creamy texture of her neck and shoulders; the swell of her breasts, fuller and heavier than mine with the dark nipples standing in arousal; the flat stomach, punctuated by the comma of her belly button, sweeping down to the shallow crease above each thigh, each leading to the valley of her sex with its triangle of dark hair and the pout of her labia below it, in deeper shadow. She watched me with trusting eyes as I shed my clothes and climbed beside her, kneeling, looking down at her face. I touched her brow softly, my fingers gentle as I trailed them down over her temples, across the warmth of her cheeks to her mouth, and I felt the heat of her breath and the gentle touch of her tongue as she flicked it lightly across my fingertips. I ran my nails lightly over her neck, down over the smooth texture of her shoulders and to the swell of her right breast, cupping its firmness, then swirling around the firm nub of her right nipple, dark and engorged with desire. I trailed my fingers over the flat muscle of her belly, down to the crisp mat of her pubic hair, then round, past her sex to the long flow of her thighs.
She reached up, pulling my head down to hers and her mouth opened for me, her tongue slithering between my lips, and I brought my fingers up the inside of her legs, then back up across her belly to cup her breast again, rubbing my thumb over her nipple. Her hands were in my hair, holding me, lifting me away slightly so that she could look at my face. She spoke softly.
"I've not been with a woman before, Elizabeth.....show me."
"I will, I will." Words punctuated with hot kisses, sizzling, the taste of her mouth and the slippery probing of her tongue as it mated with mine, the heat of her breasts against me as I leaned over her, nipples like hard pebbles. "I'll teach you all I know, Susan."



And in that moment I understood that she had shifted the mantle of power to me. She now lay before me, utterly acquiescent, to do with as I wished - to be teased and titillated at my whim; to be carried to heights of ecstasy or to ride down long dark valleys of pain when and how I decided. The sense of power popped and fizzed though me like a narcotic, crystallizing my thoughts so that time slowed, and I could feel the thud of my heart and feel the blood coursing through my veins like a living river. My consciousness seemed to detach itself from my body to hover above the bed, ready to orchestrate what was to happen between the two players I could see there, naked and ready - the dark haired one, hesitant and tremulous, and the slim blonde crouched over her, eyes bright with excitement and lust.
I stood quickly and gathered a few of the silk scarves that I had seen on her dresser, and I bound her to the bed, drawing the bonds firmly over her wrists, securing them with knots to the rails of the bedhead. I drew her legs up, tying her ankles to the same points so that she was bent in a 'U', her lower torso supported by a pillow, her sex completely exposed, glistening with expectation. Her eyes were filled with anticipation as she understood that she was now mine, and what that might mean. She tested the bonds but there was no give; she was helpless, the valleys and depths of her secret openings ready for me to use as I pleased.
Leaving her there I gathered what I needed: hot water and ice from the kitchen, cotton swabs and baby oil from the bathroom. I flung open the drawers of her bedside cabinet and found the vibrators and other toys and I took them out and laid them next to her, watching her eyes on me, hooded with desire. I broke open one of the boxes I had found, and a strand of large love-beads lay nestled in the wrapping. She saw what I was doing.
"I've never used those.....I'm not sure....."
I was silent as I bent over her. The flesh around her genitals was soft and pliable; I rested my fingertips gently on her pussy, delighting in the rubbery texture of her labia and the way they opened for me, slick and wet. I could feel the heat of her core radiating out of her sex like a furnace, and I penetrated her with one finger, just to the first knuckle, to feel the clasping tightness of her passage. She moaned and writhed against the bonds, so that my finger slipped deeper inside her. I withdrew it and brought it to my lips, licking it, tasting her juice, body-warm and eel-slippery on my tongue.
The love beads glistened with warmed oil like small shiny eggs and I laid the first against her anus, watching her crimp in anticipation, denying entry. I pressed the first bead hard against her, watching closely, observing the pressure of the shiny black plastic against the compression of her flesh, the long moment of rejection; and then her sphincter reluctantly opened and it slid into her, swallowed whole, and her flesh closed around it like a little red mouth. One by one, I pressed the remaining beads into her, each one tight, each one denied entry until the reluctant suck of her passage absorbed it. All five beads were inside her and I imagined them resting in her rectum like peas in a warm cloying pod, and I saw the thin black cord snaking out from the crimped ring of her anus, ready for me to retrieve them when I was ready.
She rocked her hips a little, the springs on the bed creaking as she tried to readjust. She looked at me from between her thighs, her voice husky. "God, that feels full."
"There's more to come."
"Give it to me...anything you want."
I selected the largest of the vibrators she had and I touched the bulbous tip against her vulva, allowing it to penetrate her a little. Her body convulsed as if I had touched her with a red hot poker, and words tumbled out of her. "Oh God, Elizabeth! Yes! Oh Yes! Fuck me with it!"
The dildo slid into her and I watched her pussy closely as it clutched at the intruder, stretching wide as it struggled to accommodate its breadth. The angle of her body made the penetration tight, the vibrator pushing against the narrow bridge of flesh between her vagina and her rectum, and I fancied I could feel the bumpy distortion caused by the love beads buried inside her. And then it was all the way in, only the base protruding, the entire length encased in her soft, perfumed body.
I ran my tongue over her openings, round the base of the thick vibrator, lapping at the oozing cream of her desire, thick and tart on my lips, coating my cheeks, and then down, teasing the thin black cord snaking into her ass, feeling her hole crimp each time the tip of my tongue touched it, hearing the hiss of her breath and her moans and sighs of pleasure. I could not tell you how long I was there, lapping at her, filling my senses with her perfume and my mouth with her juices - perhaps half an hour, or perhaps more. She was begging me for release, pleading for me to let her come, but each time the shaking of her body and the shrill moans of her pleasure heralded her climax I withdrew, and I watched her as she hovered on the brink and then slipped back, begging me for the unfulfilled release.
After a while I withdrew the vibrator, feeling the clinging suck of her flesh as it slid out, shiny with her juices. I laid it aside, and I undid the bonds securing her ankles and tied them to the foot of the bed so that she was spread-eagled. I washed her vulva with a hot flannel, as hot as my hands could hold, and her labia swelled thick and red with the heat. She cried out at the sensation, and then squealed as the first ice cube was pressed into her. I swung my leg over her body facing her feet, and shuffled my ass down toward her face - feeling the hungry rasp of her tongue on my cunt as she snuffled into me. We were locked in the 69 position, each of us in a feeding frenzy, pressing our mouths against the genitals before us, lapping at the hot cream that oozed out.
As I ate her I envisaged her and David when they were lovers, how his cock must have looked as it slid into her in the same brass bed that he and I now used for fucking. I imagined the gushing of his hot seed deep into her body, and the rhythmic contractions of her cunt as she milked him dry. As I lapped at her, I wondered what Susan would think if she knew that the pussy now mashed against her face had been filled by him only this morning. If she sucked me hard enough would she taste where he had spurted? Would she recognise the musky flavour of her ex-lover's sperm, and understand that it was his little sister that carried his seed, hot and dribbling to her mouth? In the heat of her passion would she care, or was that a taboo too deeply rooted in her brain to ever allow David's dream of getting us both in his bed?
My mind switched back to the present: the soft, wet press of her lips against my sex and the taste of her in my mouth as I burrowed into her pussy. I stretched aside her labia with my hands and I played with her clitoris, rubbing the soft flesh of my bottom lip against it, hearing her cry out with pleasure. Three more times I brought her to the edge of orgasm and three times I lifted my hungry mouth away as she was poised on the brink, the muscles in her body quivering under the strain, her torso pushed up from the bed.
She begged me for release and at last I consented, carrying her upwards in a swirling gale of pleasure, teasing with my lips and tongue and fingers until she was teetering on the brink: and then, like a seed caught in a whirlwind, she was swept into the void and she came.
As the first cries of her ecstasy burst from her mouth I seized the black cord snaking from her back passage and I pulled it outwards. I could feel the sucking resistance of her bowels as they fought to retain the beads buried within her; and then her anus bulged outward, stretching open like a portal and they appeared, each one dragged through the tightness of her sphincter just as the wave of her orgasm broke. She wailed, a high pitched keening noise that rattled off the windows, and a spurt of juice was expelled from her clenching vagina to splash against my lips and face and soak the bedspread beneath her writhing buttocks. The bed rocked and creaked as she fought against her bonds, every muscle in her body taut with the waves of ecstasy that surged through her; and I rode her, tossed about like a small boat in a storm until the tide of her passion was spent and she lay still, a sheen of sweat glistening on her golden body.
Afterwards I untied the scarves at her ankles and wrists, and I bathed her lightly with the flannel. Her eyes were on my face and I thought I could see love in their depths. When she spoke, her voice was soft.
"Stay with me tonight."
"Yes, yes, I will"
We crept under the covers together, cupped like lovers, her kisses soft and sweet as they shared the taste of her still on my mouth.
******
"So where were you last night?" David demanded. He was grumpy because he had gone to sleep on his own.
"With Susan."
"So what happened?"
"Not much. We had a few drinks at the pub but were being harassed by a few over-amorous guys, so we went back to her flat. I slept on the sofa as I'd had a few too many."
He lifted his head and peered at me. "You could have called me!"
"It was late - I didn't want to disturb you."
He grunted. "Any progress?"
"No, not really. We had a few drinks and watched a dull movie. She's a pretty private person. I don't think she will be an easy nut to crack."
"A wasted night, then."
I was silent. Why should I tell him what had really happened? His goal was only to entice Susan back to his bed, and he had neither consulted with me nor apparently cared what that might mean to our relationship. Circumstance had dealt a delicious irony, though, giving me a night that I would remember for the rest of my life. My senses quickened as I pictured her thrashing underneath me, and the shriek of her orgasm and the taste of her ejaculate in my mouth. I wasn't ready to give that up: there was far more pleasure to be drawn from her slim firm body, and there was no place for David to share any of it just yet. Perhaps one day - but not yet.
My thoughts were interrupted by the phone ringing, and he picked it up. "Hello?.....Yes, this is David."
He mouthed the word 'Susan' at me, and my heart sank. Had she worked out the web that I had spun around her? How could she have known? I could hear the buzz of words from the phone pressed to his ear but they were not loud enough for me to understand what she was saying. David listened for a few moments without replying, and then I heard a click as the line was broken and the burr of the dialing tone. His face was expressionless as he put the phone down.
"So what did she say?"
"She told me to listen and not to speak. She said that she was aware that I'd been trying to contact her and I was to stop. She said: 'I've found someone new, David, who won't shaft me like you did... she's worth ten of you' ...and then she said, in a spiteful voice: 'how does it feel to know that I'm fucking a chick now?' ...and she put down the phone." He turned to me. "Did you see any sign that she was in a relationship?"
"No."
He punched the wall with his fist, leaving a mark on it. "Fuck! What a bitch! She's met some two-bit whore and is licking her pussy just to get back at me."
I fought back the anger that consumed me. He obviously didn't know that I was that 'two bit whore', but I was still stunned by the injustice of his words and the selfishness of his ego. My voice was heavy with sarcasm. "Yeah... I'm sure you're right, David. Still, that's her business. Perhaps we should let the whole Susan thing cool off for a while?"
"Too right."
I put my arms around him and the second lie of the evening rolled easily off my tongue. "Now, I need to tell you that work has decided to send me on some training courses over the next few weeks, which means I'll be away from time to time....nothing huge - just the odd night and perhaps a few weekends here and there."
He looked at me without much interest. "Right."
His mind was clearly still on Susan, but unlike me, his thoughts were negative. I thought that my opportunities with her were just starting and I smiled to myself, imaging what we could do to each other when I was with her instead of him.
*****
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Susan lay next to me, her head resting on my shoulder. Her face was still flushed from our exertion, a sheen of sweat on her brow. I could still smell the heavy scent of sex lingering in the room, and taste the sweetness of her vaginal juice on my lips. My pussy felt swollen from her attention, first from her mouth and then from the vibrator she had used on me. I felt drowsy, my desire sated -- although I knew that in half an hour she would want more. Her sexual drive was much higher than mine.
After a moment she spoke softly.
"Beth?"
"Yes."
"Are you happy with our relationship?"
"Yes."
"Don't you ever feel you want more?"
I turned my head so that I could see her face. "What do you mean? Are you unhappy with me? Didn't I satisfy you?"
"No, no. It was great. It's just that I'm feeling -- I mean, I want....more."
"More sex?"
She hesitated, her eyes on my face. "Not more as in greater quantity. Just greater variety."
I regarded her. "I've tried just about everything I know on you, Susan. There's no orifice, crack or crevice on your body that I haven't licked, tickled, tasted or fucked. I don't know how to give you any more variety."
She reached up and touched my face gently. "Don't be angry. These last few months have been fantastic....you're fantastic". She hesitated, and I could see that she was choosing her words carefully. "I guess I'm a heterosexual at heart, though. You know... I miss having a guy in my bed." She smiled. "After a while plastic and rubber just doesn't feel the same, even if it is you using it on me."
"So what are you saying? Are you asking me to butt out?"
"No! Absolutely not! I'm just saying that I'd like to get a man over from time to time." She looked at me. "After all, you're still getting it on with your guy, aren't you -- in between our sessions, I mean."
"Yeah -- but..."
She laughed. "There you go, then. It's hardly fair if you are getting man sex outside of our relationship and I'm not. I just want to branch out a little. Perhaps -" she stopped, and I could see the beginnings of a faint blush on her cheeks.
"Perhaps what?"
"Nothing."
I persisted. "What were you going to say? Perhaps...."
She fiddled with a corner of a pillow that stuck up between us. "I was going to say perhaps -"
"Yes?"
"- you would consider joining in."
I stared at her. "A threesome?"
"Or four." She pushed herself up on her elbow so that she was looking into my face. "You could get your guy and I'll get mine, and the four of us could play all sorts of interesting games. What do you think?"
"I don't think my guy would be up for anything like that."
"Hmmm. He'd be the first man in history not to be interested in having two pussies in his bed, then. Still, if you say so." She smiled. "I guess a threesome isn't a bad option, though. How about that?"
"Susan, I don't just fuck anyone....I need to know the guy. There has to be chemistry -- you know, mutual attraction. The moment has to be right. I can't agree to this without knowing him." I paused, watching her face. "I didn't know you had anyone in the background -- who is he?"
"My last boyfriend...we were pretty hot before I caught him fucking out of watch, and I dumped him. I think he's done his time, though, so I'll look him up. I reckon you'd like him too. He's great in the sack, and he has the same temperament as you."
I stared at her without speaking. Her last boyfriend was my brother, David, and the girl he had been fucking when she caught him was me.
My world had just got a whole lot more complicated.
***********
I had to admit that Susan had a point, though -- there was something viscerally satisfying about having a thick cock stretching you open.
I was on my hands and knees on the bed, my hair flowing over the pillow, my hands clasping the sheet. My ass was pushed up, and I was waiting for him.
The mattress compressed as David climbed onto it, standing up, and he swung one leg over my back so that he straddled me. He placed his hands on my shoulders to support himself, and I felt the weight of his genitals briefly resting against the crack of my ass, thick and heavy.
David had fixed a large mirror to the wall next to the bed, and I could see us through the gap between my thighs. I looked at the reflection of the two figures on the bed: David's taut buttocks, smooth and muscular, his thighs tensed with the weight of his body as he crouched over me. I could see the tight, crinkled eye of his ass, and below it the sack of his scrotum and the outline of his balls in it. His thick shaft, engorged with blood, was bobbing as he sought to engage it inside me, the head distended and angry. I could see my own ass, smooth and pale against his darker skin, my thighs open and my swollen sex pushed back, ready to receive him. The lips of my cunt were parted slightly and glistened with moisture in the soft light.
He moved himself down a little to position himself, then he eased forward and I felt the bulbous head of his cock pressing against my sex. For a few seconds my vulva resisted entry, and then I stretched open and the head of his cock popped into me. I felt him pause as he savoured the tightness of that first penetration, delighting in the grip of my cunt as it struggled to accommodate his thickness. The lips of my pussy fluttered briefly around his shaft, then he pushed forward again, the muscles in his thighs and buttocks driving his rod deep into me. I felt the thickness of him fill my belly, and my body was suffused with the heat of him.
His mouth was close to my ear and I heard him grunt softly with satisfaction as he entered me.
"Jesus, Beth! That's good! That's really tight."
"You're fucking me, David. You're fucking your sister again. My cunt is really tight for you."
"God, yes. Tell me you like your brother's cock inside you."
"I love my big brother's cock. I can feel it deep inside me. Stretch me open...fill me up."
"I will, I will. I'll fill up your cunt with my prick."
Long, slow strokes, the weight of his body on my shoulders, pushing me into the mattress. His prick was like a steel rod, stretching me open, reaching far into me. As he withdrew I clutched at him with my pussy, clamping down on his shaft, squeezing it hard with my vaginal muscles so that he groaned with pleasure; and as he thrust in I rotated my hips, pushing my sex up and back to afford the maximum penetration. The sound of our fucking filled the room -- the rhythmic squeak of the mattress, the squelching of my cunt as he pistoned into me, and the sighs and gasps of our pleasure.
I looked at the reflection in the mirror and imagined the girl to be other than me. The image metamorphosed in my mind, and I could see Susan there with her long limbs, blue-black hair and dark skin. She was crouching, her thighs open and her buttocks elevated so that the swell of her sex was pushed back, her vulva distended by David's thick shaft embedded in her body. I could see the white cream of their coupling on the lips of her cunt, and the gleam of love-juice smeared over her inner thighs. Her eyes were closed, lips parted, an expression of lust and pain stamped on her face as he fucked her.
I thought of what I would do if Susan were there, the three of us fucking. I imagined scooping her pussy juice on my fingertips as he slid into her, then pressing them to my lips to taste the product of their coupling. I envisaged her frantic mouth on my vulva, her tongue jerking into me with each thrust of David's hips, my hands on her face to guide her. I thought of how he would spurt into her body, and how I would watch his thick cream trickling out of her, drizzling onto my face as I lay beneath her.
The image swelled in my brain, consuming me with lust. My body trembled with the strength of my impending climax, and the roar of a great wind filled my head, building rapidly, swirling me upwards like a leaf in a storm. For a single, frozen moment of time I teetered on the very edge of ecstasy, and then the force of my orgasm hit. As if from a far distance I heard myself shouting, screaming out, head back, my hands tearing at the sheets. My cunt clasped his shaft with an iron grip, milking him with powerful contractions, and I felt sudden spurt of juice from my pussy that soaked his balls and splattered over the sheets. My grasping cunt triggered his own orgasm, and I shrieked again as he thrust fully into me, the head of his cock butting against my cervix. He swelled inside me like a balloon filling with water, and then I felt the long jets of his hot sperm bathing my insides, felt his hands fluttering on my back, and heard the sound of his cry in my ears.
We stayed locked together for a while, catching our breath, feeling the sweat drying on our skin. His cock grew soft and slipped out of me, and I felt the slow trickle of his semen oozing out of my pussy. I flopped down next to him, putting my thigh across his body and turning so that I could watch his face.
He moved his hand up and smoothed my hair. "Wow! It just gets better and better, Beth."
"Just my natural pussy skills, I guess." I paused for a moment, gathering my thoughts. Now was a good time to tell him.
"I saw Susan yesterday." He knew that I knew her, but he didn't realize that we shared a bed.
He looked surprised. "I didn't know that you were still in touch with her. Did she have anything to say?"
"A few things, actually. One of them was that she's thinking of contacting you."
He pushed himself up on one elbow so that he could see me better. "Really? Why?"
"Something about you being out in the cold for long enough, and that it was time to call you. I imagine that she wants to reestablish the relationship. I thought it was rather presumptuous of her, actually."
"You did?
I nodded. "Yeah. She was pretty certain that you'd be sitting around waiting for her. She seemed to think that you'd come running as soon as she called."
"Too right I would!"
"Really, David? Last time she was in this house she caught you fucking another girl...me. It was the reason she left you, as I recall. How does she know that you're still not into that?"
"Perhaps it doesn't worry her too much any more. Perhaps she just wants sex."
He was closer to the truth than he knew, but I wasn't ready to tell him that. "Maybe. Would you fuck her?"
"In a heartbeat."
"Without me?
He started to nod, then saw my expression and changed his mind. "Ah. Well, I would have, but now you mention it..."
I could see the deception in his face. "You would, you bastard!"
He didn't answer, and I went on. "Do you remember the conversation we had a few months back? It was all about making your peace with Susan. It wasn't about screwing her again. I don't want you to sneak off and fuck her now. Do you understand?"
He looked at me. "Yeah."
"I'll find out if you do..."
"I know."
"...and I'll cut off your nuts."
He screwed up his face at the thought. "Right. I get it." He was quiet for a moment, probably thinking about his nuts and how much he needed them.
We looked at each other, each thinking our own thoughts. He was thinking of seeing her again, weighing up his chances of getting his end away.
I was thinking of how the hell I could survive the next few weeks without Susan finding out that I was David's sister, and without him knowing that I was her lover.
*****
A week went by before David announced progress. "She called me," he said.
"Who?"
"Susan. She called me, just like you said she would."
"And?"
"She wants to meet."
I sighed. "Trying to get information out of you is like drawing teeth, David. For fuck's sake, tell me what she said!"
"Yeah. Well, OK. She called me at the office, so I couldn't talk much. She sounded cheerful and she asked how I was, and then she suggested we meet. She said she'd let me know where and when. I got the impression that she was just sounding me out, to see if I was still interested."
"Did you mention me?"
"No. You told me not to -"
"Yeah, but it's important. She knows me as a drinking buddy, but she hasn't made the connection between you and me. If she figures out that I'm the little sister that you've been diddling, you won't see her for dust." Actually she knew me as her bedmate, but I couldn't tell him that.
"Right. I'll be careful."
"I mean really careful, David. Even if the three of us somehow end up in the same room together, you mustn't let on that its me."
He looked at me strangely. I could see the question on his lips, but he thought better of it. "Right," he said.
*****
I was expecting a call from Susan and it didn't take long to come. We met for a coffee at a corner café not far from her work. She was, as usual, dressed to kill -- a smart linen suit with matching bag and shoes. I was wearing jeans.
She waited until the waitress had departed and then raised the subject of our meeting. "I've called my guy and he's in." She was clearly excited.
"Whoa, slow down! Tell me again who your guy is, and what you are expecting."
"Sorry. His name is David and he's my ex. I called him and he's agreed to meet with me -"
I interrupted her. "I'm a little confused, Susan. Isn't this the guy that you caught in flagrante? Why are you still talking to him?"
She regarded me for a moment. "I never told you the story of what happened, did I? It might help you understand."
"OK."
"This is before you came on the scene, Elizabeth. David and I used to work in the same office, and well, we got together. I really liked him...you know, good looking, good job, great sense of humour. We could talk to each other -- I mean really talk...have fun, too. He was great in the sack as well."
"Sounds too good to be true. So what happened?"
"We'd been together for a few weeks, and I used to stay over at his place from time to time. He used to talk in his sleep sometimes. Most of it was rubbish, just mumbling, but one night he was quite lucid. He was talking about his sister, Beth, and how much he loved her. I had it out with him the next day, but he just laughed it off...said it was just a dream. I didn't think too much about it."
She stopped to sip at her coffee, her eyes like big brown pools in her face.
"Anyway, a month or so later I went on holiday up the coast. It poured with rain for the first four days so I decided to come home early... you know, to be with him. It was going to be a surprise." She laughed without humour. "Well, I was right about that, but it wasn't the surprise I had planned. I let myself into his flat with the key he had given me. I really didn't expect anyone to be there....I was going to leave a present on the table so that he would find it when he got back from work. Anyway, as soon as I got in I heard a noise, sort of groaning, like someone was hurt. I didn't know what it was at first, so I went to have a look." She smiled. "Silly, really -- it might have been an intruder. I just never thought." She was pensive for a while, before speaking again. "In some ways I wish it had been an intruder, rather than what I found."
"So what was it?"
"It was him and his sister, in bed together. They had left the bedroom door open, and I could see them. He was kneeling over her...you know, doing her. She was moaning, which is what I had heard. As I watched he came into her."
"Christ! What did you do?"
"I was mesmerized. Part of me was really turned on by what I saw and the other part was repelled. I could sort of understand him shagging another girl, but doing his sister - "
"Was she a willing partner?"
"She seemed to be. She was really enjoying it, from what I could see."
"You could see her?"
"Not much -- just her bits and pieces, if you know what I mean. I could hear her, though, and it sure didn't sound as if she was there against her will."
"So how do you know it was his sister?"
"As he came he yelled out her name -- Beth, and he said something about how much he loved fucking his sister. The coincidence was too great to be anything else than the truth."
I thought quickly. Up to now Susan had never said anything to me that indicated that she and David had been an item. I knew, of course, but she didn't know that. Now she had finally mentioned his name, it gave me an opportunity to be honest with her...to confess that I was his sister, and I was the girl he was fucking. I could pretend that I had never known that she was his girlfriend. I could try and set the record straight.
But in reality what could I say? '...God, Susan, that was me...I didn't know that you knew David....and the fact that you and I are also lovers is an amazing coincidence.' Why would she possibly accept my explanation? And even if she did, was she capable of understanding why I loved my brother in that way? I thought not.
And while I was thinking she looked up into my face, her head tilted slightly to one side, and she was smiling at me. Her whole body was suffused with happiness and excitement, her dark eyes shining, her face radiant. In a moment of perception I could see what would happen if I did tell her: how her happiness would give way to incomprehension, shock, disappointment and then anger and hurt. I could not bear the thought of extinguishing her joy, even if it meant I must lie again.
"So what did you do?" I asked.
She shook her head, as if in denial. "I was stunned at first...you know, you see something that was totally unexpected -- something so far off the planet that your mind just can't grasp it at first. I didn't even think he would be at home, yet alone shagging -- and certainly not his sister." She fiddled with the spoon in her cup. "I guess the first reaction was being pissed off that he'd found someone else the moment I was out of town, and then I realised that she was his sister and I was gob-smacked...but I found myself turned on, too, which really surprised me." She gave a little laugh. "It just goes to show that you never know how you'll react until it happens. I'd never seen anyone having sex before, and they were well into it. From where I stood I could see everything -- their most intimate parts, and where they were joined. I could hear their groans. I could even smell their fucking. My pussy was wet in an instant, and that confused me too."
"You could have joined in."
"I guess. They had no idea I was there, though." She stopped, and I could see her thinking about what might have happened if she had stayed. She laughed, but without humour. "Anyway, it was flight or fuck and I chose the former. I turned and ran out of the house. I often wonder how things would have worked out if I'd stayed." She made a gesture of dismissal. "As it turned out, he did me a favor. I got to change my job and my lifestyle...and I met you." She reached across and held my hand. The couple opposite us glanced over, and I detected a knowing smile.



"So why are you even thinking of contacting him? Find someone else."
She looked at me, chewing her bottom lip thoughtfully. "It's a fair question." She thought for a moment. "Before it happened I thought he was the one...you know, my knight in shining armor - marriage and kids and live happily ever after. I don't think that any more, that's for sure." She shrugged. "Despite what he did, he was actually good guy at heart. Who knows, maybe he really loved his sister. Anyway, I don't have aspirations of a long-term relationship with him any more, but I do want a fuck-buddy for you and me. I figured anyone who will shag his sister would be up for an orgy."
"Maybe she would be in for it too."
"I thought of that, but I wouldn't know her if I fell over her in the street." She shrugged again. "Who knows, perhaps one day we'll meet. Not for this though -- it just wouldn't work. For one thing it would give us three girls and one guy, which isn't a good balance."
We were quiet for a while, each of us thinking of how this thing could pan out. Eventually I broke the silence. "So what do you want of me?"
She squeezed my hand. "I've thought about this a lot. I don't want to lose you over this, so you must have the choice. You can come if you like."
I ignored the obvious pun. "I'll see, Susan. How do you want to do this?"
"I figured it would be best if two of us were into it, and then the other joins in. That way we don't have introductions and awkwardness. I thought I might ask him to come over to my place at a certain time and walk in to find you and me in bed. I figure he'd join in."
I thought about it. David didn't know that I was having a sexual affair with Susan, and the sight of me eating her out might be as big a surprise to him as her experience had been to her. I didn't want unpredictable reactions in any of this.
"I wouldn't be in control of anything there, Susan. I'd be naked and your guy would walk in fully clothed."
"So what would you suggest?"
"How about you and he get it on, and I'll join in if I feel comfortable with it?"
She nodded. "That would work. I'm sure I can get him into my bed."
I knew there was no doubt about that, but I kept that thought to myself. "I have two conditions, though."
"Shoot."
"Firstly, I need to be able to watch you for a while, without him knowing I'm there. I don't want to go in cold."
She nodded, and I went on. "Second, I have the right to choose whether to reveal myself or not. If I don't, he must never know I was there."
"I agree."
"All right. Tell me when and how this is going to happen."
She leaned over the table and told me, and it sounded like a plan.
***
I thought a great deal about what I was doing. I liked the sex life I had, sharing both David's bed and Susan's, with neither knowing about my relationship with the other. Why didn't I just let them get together for a fling, without me? Surely nothing would change?
But in my heart I knew that that wasn't true. Pillow talk is intimate, and sooner or later one or other of them would speak about me, and I could expect no sympathy from either if they found out that way. The only hope of controlling it was to be there, to use the threesome as a mask to hide that I had already slept with both of them before. Besides, I was turned on by the thought of having us all together, naked, and the combination of things that I could with the two bodies that I already knew so well.
At last the chosen day arrived, and I let myself into Susan's apartment. It was a grey blustery afternoon, with the rain driving almost horizontally on a cold south-easterly wind. She was meeting David at the local bar where they would have a couple of drinks before she brought him home. Her lounge room was warm and cosy, softly illuminated by lamps either side of the sofa, and the flickering flames of the fire. I checked out my hiding place, a little alcove towards the back of the room concealed with a curtain. If I peeped out I could see the room clearly, and I was excited by the idea that I would soon see them coupling on the floor, and I would have the choice to join them or not.
I guess I spent the hour in nervous anticipation....I really don't remember. I recall having a couple of stiff drinks, and then worrying about having to pee whilst I was hiding. I cleaned my teeth twice, and I spent some time adjusting the position of the lamps so that they would be clearly illuminated. And I waited, aware of the moisture in my panties, feeling the heaviness of my sex, swollen in anticipation.
At last I heard the garage door opening, and I scooted into my hiding place and drew the curtain closed. After a moment I heard them coming up the stairs, and then the sound of Susan tossing her car keys on the table beside the door. She was laughing at something, and then I heard her speak.
"Why don't you fix us a couple of drinks, David, whilst I get changed. There's wine and beer in the fridge."
I heard her footsteps move down the hall, and I heard the refrigerator door open, and then the clink of glasses as he poured the drinks. After a moment he appeared in my view and he stood in the lounge, looking around. Although I knew it was unlikely that he would see me I had a nervous moment as his gaze swept around the room.
At length he spoke. "This is a really nice pad, Susan."
Her voice floated from down the hall. "Thanks. It's not very big....not much better than a bed-sitter, really, but it suits me and the price was right."
"I can see why you love it." He moved to the fire and warmed himself. I could see that he was nervous, but after a moment he spoke again.
"So how long have you been here?"
Susan appeared, dressed in a blue and white frock. I guessed she had chosen it because it was loose fitting. Her breasts pushed against the material and I could see she had no bra on. "About ten months. I bought it not long after...." her voice tailed off as she realised what she had been about to say.
He smiled at her. "After we split?"
"Yes." She moved towards him and took the glass of wine he had poured. "But I don't want to talk about that." She clinked glasses. "Cheers....to old times and new opportunities."
"I'll drink to that." He took a swig of his drink, looking at her face. "Do you want to talk about what happened?"
"No. Not now. I'm ready to move forward."
"Me too." He put his glass on the mantelpiece and moved towards her. "Thank you for calling me."
She didn't reply. I watched as she reached up and touched his face, brushing aside the comma of hair that fell on his forehead. Her mouth was slightly open, face tilted upwards, and she leaned in towards him. He bent down and kissed her, softly at first, and her free hand came up behind his head to hold him, her fingers in his hair. He had one hand behind her head and the other reached up and cupped one breast, his thumb stroking the material over her nipple.
After a moment she broke free, and put her glass next to his. She smiled up at him. "It's been a long time, David. Let's do this slowly."
"We will." He leaned forward and cupped her face in his hands, pressing his mouth to her forehead, then the tip of her nose. His lips moved over her face, soft butterfly kisses on her eyes and cheeks, then down to her mouth, open and ready. Her body arched a little, her breasts pressing against the material of his shirt, and he moved one hand to her ass to pull her hips in towards him. I heard her groan with desire.
He pulled at the material of her dress and it rode up over her buttocks, revealing small white panties. His fingers slid over the thin material, dipping down to the crack of her ass, one finger sliding down as far as he could reach, then moving round to cup her, restricted by her position. She shifted one leg, lifting it, looping her calf over his leg so that she was more open to him, and I could see his fingertips dipping down to the juncture of her thighs.
For a few moments they stood there, mouths joined, her dress pushed up and his fingers working at her, and then she gently pushed him back and she undid the buttons on his shirt, one by one, pulling them open, sliding his shirt over his shoulders and allowing it to fall away. She rested her fingers against the hard rubbery muscle of his chest and then she leaned forward, the tip of her tongue teasing first one nipple and then the other, while her fingers worked at the buckle of his belt, pulling it free, opening the fabric of his jeans and slipping her hand inside.
From my hiding place I could imagine her fingers touching the material of his jocks, assessing the size of his erection. She would be tracing his length with the tips of her fingers, starting with his balls, feeling their heat; then sliding her nails upwards, along the full length of him, finally reaching the bulbous tip, the material of his pants already damp from his arousal. I could feel my own desire rising, feel the swelling of my labia. For a moment I closed my eyes and I moved my hand downwards, slipping my fingers over the outside of my panties, pushing down over my pussy, feeling the slick damp material and the heat radiating from inside me.
I opened my eyes again and watched the figures before me. She had stood back a little, and David was pulling off his jeans, kicking them aside, sliding off his jocks. His cock bobbed out, thick and hard, and she quickly knelt in front of him in one fluid movement, so that it was level with her mouth. She shuffled around slightly so as to afford me a better view, and I watched as he engaged the tip against her lips and began to push.
She did not open her mouth fully, so that there was some resistance to his entry. I could see her lips being compressed, and her head was forced back a little with the pressure -- but then he popped into her and she grunted as her mouth was suddenly filled. I could see that only the head was inside her, but as I watched he thrust forward again and the remaining inches slid in, until her face was pressed tightly into his groin. For her to take the full length into her mouth I knew that the head must be wedged tightly, almost pushing down her throat.
For a moment they were still -- she on her knees, dress rumpled, pushed up over her hips so that I could see her panties. Her hands were on his thighs and her face was pushed hard against him, the whole of his length inside her. He was above her, stark naked, his hands on her head, holding her, his body arched, head back and eyes closed with the pleasure of his penetration. I watched as he drew his hips back, observing his shaft as it gradually appeared, glistening with her spit, sliding outwards with her lips gripping it. I saw the rim of his glans appear, then the swollen bulbous head sliding out past her lips, popping out of her, bobbing free. I could see a strand of lubrication stringing from her to him, glistening silver in the light from the fire, and she lapped at it with the tip of her tongue, laughing up at him. And then she sought out his shaft again and he slid into her mouth, her lips stretching open with the thickness of him.
He began to fuck her face with long, slow strokes, in and out, and she fell into the rhythm. Her head moved in sequence, face tilting up slightly on the in-strokes to engage the head of his cock at the very back of her throat; then her lips clamping down on him as he withdrew, to keep him inside. His eyes were fastened on her face, watching her mouth and the thick shaft that was gliding into it, and he was grunting with pleasure. I had heard the same sound when he fucked me, and I knew that it usually heralded his climax. I thought it was too early for that.
Susan must have sensed it, for she pulled away, her eyes on his face as his cock popped free. She rose to her feet and slipped her dress over her head, flinging it into a corner of the room, her skin painted in the flickering light of the fire. David stared at her -- he had not seen her body recently, and he had forgotten what it was like. Her skin was a golden brown, smooth and unblemished, and her breasts were full and firm, the nipples thick and aroused. In the light from the lamp I could see a patch of wetness at her crotch, staining the thin material. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic of her panties and slid them down before stepping out of them, and she stood in front of him for a moment, enjoying his gaze on her body. After a moment she sank back to the floor, rolling on her back and smiling up at him in invitation.
With a cry of desire he flung himself down, kneeling between her legs. He plunged his head between her thighs and his head moved swiftly to her sex. I saw her glance towards my hiding place and she lifted one leg and rested it on his back so that my view was not obstructed. I could clearly see his mouth on her cunt, lapping at her with long, wet strokes. She was arching her back, her buttocks lifting off the floor as he worked at her, his tongue curling downwards over the crinkled bud of her ass, then upwards to flatten her labia, the tip delving into her briefly before moving up to tease the tiny seed of her clitoris. She was moaning now, her head back, eyes closed, her hands in his hair, guiding and restraining him. I noticed how she was thrusting her hips up each time his tongue touched her asshole; how she held his head to keep him there for a moment, savouring the touch of his mouth on her most sensitive opening. How many times had my own mouth played there, probing the crinkled orifice, feeling the tightness of her sphincter as I teased it open with the tip of my tongue?
I knew both of these bodies intimately -- every crevice and opening. I had tasted the juices that dribbled and oozed and spurted from them; I had entered them with my fingers and tongue, trembled under their touch, and I had shared their moments of soaring ecstasy. And now they were both there, together, ready for me to take, and I was overcome with lust. I thrust my fingers into my pussy, feeling the heat and the dribbling moisture through the soaking material of my pants. With feverish fingers I tore at the buttons of my blouse with my other hand, releasing my breasts, rubbing them and lifting one to my mouth so I could tease the stiff nipple with my tongue. My eyes were transfixed by the couple in front of me. I saw the way that her labia opened, the thick lips pushed back against her mound as he lapped at her; and I could see her juices glistening on his face. I could hear the slurping of his mouth on her sex and the soft sighs and moans of her pleasure; and I could smell their arousal -- the sweet musk of her swollen vulva and the sharp tang of his sweat.
I could wait no longer. With fumbling hands I undid my skirt, pulling it free, sliding my blouse off, pulling away my bra. I ripped off my panties, still watching as David plunged his tongue into her, hearing her moans; and I allowed my fingers to push into my cunt to feel the slick, swollen lips and the clasping wetness.
With an unsteady hand I pushed aside the curtain and still clutching at my sex, I moved swiftly across the room, five or six steps only, reaching out to touch David on the back, gasping with desire, desperate to join in.
He started at my touch, his face lifting up to look at me and for a moment I could see astonishment in his eyes, and then guilt; but he registered my nakedness, saw my fingers busy at my pussy and my hooded expression of lust. He lifted his face up to me and I bent down and kissed him, plunging my tongue into his mouth, tasting the warm salty flavour of Susan's love-juice and feeling the oily slickness of her on his lips.
And as I stood there Susan reached up, grasping my hand, pulling me down. I squatted over her and lowered my groin to her mouth, gasping as she nuzzled my labia with her lips and penetrated me with her tongue. I was sopping, soaking wet, my body shaking with excitement and desire. God, I was horny! I watched as David bent back to her sex, his face slick with her love-juice and his eyes on my face as he ate her; and it tripped me over the edge. I felt my first orgasm building deep in my gut, expanding outwards rapidly, filling my brain with pressure and light. I pressed my knuckles to my mouth, back arched, eyes closed as the radiance burst in my brain like a super nova, and I heard myself screaming -- a thin wail of exquisite pain. My thighs clenched tightly around Susan's face; and I felt my cunt contract in a spasm, forcing a thin stream of ejaculate over her lips and into her greedy, gobbling mouth.
It triggered Susan's own orgasm, her body arching upwards sharply so that only her shoulders and her heels were on the floor. She lifted me up, mashing her face deeper into my sex so that her wail of pleasure was muffled. Her vagina was pushed hard against David's mouth and he rode her, his lips and tongue busy, his hands on her thighs to hold her still as he sucked at her cunt. For a long moment she was arched like that, every muscle quivering with the force of her climax -- and then she subsided, turning her head to draw in a great gasp of air, and I lifted myself off her to give her room to breathe.
David sat back, his eyes bright with excitement. I could see him looking at Susan and then at me, both of us prostrated by our climaxes.
"Fuck, that was hot!" he smiled at me I could see he was about to make some comment that would shatter the fragile lie of our relationship.
I leaned forward and pushed him onto his back. "Don't say anything.....not now. We can talk later."
He rolled onto his back and I straddled him, reaching down to guide his cock into me, sighing as I sank down onto it and felt its heat reach up towards my belly. David groaned as the tight clasp of my cunt squeezed his shaft, and as I began to move.
I'd never really thought about group sex before. With a single partner, you know where they are and what is about to happen. You can anticipate the rasp of a tongue, the thrust of a cock, the sudden spurt of semen. But with three bodies, it isn't so clear.
My eyes were closed, my mind focused on the slide of David's cock in and out of my body, the grip of his hands on my waist, the crackle of the fire and the soft sounds of his fucking. Suddenly there was another presence as Susan stood in front of me, her crutch level with my face, her hands holding my head, gently pulling and directing. I felt the crisp springiness of her pubic hair against my nose and the squeeze of her labia against my lips, soaking, sopping wet. I breathed in her odour, hot and aroused, and tasted her essence, eel-slippery on my mouth. I thought that it wasn't all her juice...some of it was mine, ejected from my cunt by the force of my climax and mixed with hers to give a potent brew. I knew that David was watching too, mesmerized by the sight of his sister fucking him, taking his shaft up inside her slender body whilst her little pink tongue lapped at the open cunt in front of her.
I suppose the other difference was that there was now a third party to think of. Where I might have been happy to surrender myself towards another orgasm, now I had Susan to think of. I was keenly aware that David only had so much sperm in his body and that it was right to share it, to draw it out of him only when we were both ready. There was tacit understanding that the next climaxes would be orchestrated, so that we could all reach the top together.
I don't know how long we were there. At one stage I had to go to the bathroom and I returned to find her on her knees, David kneeling behind her, fucking her in long, slow strokes. I knelt next to her, holding hands, and he alternated between us, sliding himself into one body and then the other, the juices of all three of us mingling.
As the last of the daylight faded, I found myself on my back, with Susan crouching over me on her hands and knees, her mouth at my vagina, licking and probing. David knelt behind her, his knees either side of my face, his cock plunging into her from behind. I could see the bruised lips of her cunt stretching with each thrust, see her mound swelling as he filled her. By lifting my head I could press my mouth to where they were joined, and the fresh cream of their coupling coated my lips and dribbled over my chin. I cupped her ass, pulling the cheeks open, reaching round to rub my finger over her rosebud, slick with juice from our fucking. My fingertip slipped into her, and I felt the crimp of her sphincter and felt her jerk in response. She lifted her head from my crotch for a moment to groan in pleasure.



And as I watched, David withdrew from her pussy. I moved my hand and he engaged the head of his prick at her asshole, and I watched closely as he prepared to fuck her there. She was already half open, but it still took a while for him to enter. She cried out in surprise at his size, her anus stretched by his glans, and he stopped moving to allow her to adjust. I could see her sphincter was tightly gripping the rim of his cockhead, but after a moment she relaxed and he sank full length into her body, until his balls were tight against her.
There really wasn't room for me to push my face there, so I rested my head underneath them and watched his cock sawing in and out of her butt. Neither of them had mentioned ass fucking before, and I thought that this was virgin territory for them. Susan was grunting with each thrust and her fingers appeared above my face to play with her clit. Each time David pushed into her she rocked forward and the lips of her cunt opened a little, forced open by the thickness of his shaft in the narrow cloying passage of her rectum. From time to time he pulled out, his cock bobbing free, and I saw that she was gaping open; and then he would place the great purple head at her anus again, and slide it up into her.
My fingers were in my own pussy again, frantically frigging it as I watched my brother ream her. His natural lubricant was gathering at the rim, a light froth of cream and bubbles, and she was moaning loudly, her fingers flying over her clitoris. She dipped her face into my crotch and lapped at me, and I pushed my hips up to allow her better access. We were fucking in unison, all three of us, spiraling upwards, reaching for a mutual climax....all it would take was one, final trigger, and we would be there.
The tightness of Susan's ass was too much for David, and with a sudden cry of anguish he came into her. I watched as he thrust deeply, burying himself completely so as to impregnate her as deeply as he could. I saw the base of his cock swell briefly, and then heard his cry as he pumped the first jet of his cream into her. His shaft pulsed as other jets followed, and his balls seemed to contract upwards, twitching with every spurt. He shouted as each jet entered her, crying out almost in pain.
I imagined the hot ribbons of sperm bursting from his cock, coating her bowels, filling the narrow, cloying confines of her rectum a few inches above my face. The image tripped me over the edge and my own orgasm engulfed me, my cunt squeezing tight, back arching upwards, stars of bright coloured lights filling my brain. I heard my own voice screaming, shouting out in ecstasy, and then I heard Susan's cries as she too came, driven over the edge by the heat of David's sperm as it entered her, by the sheer fucking eroticism of what was happening. Her cunt contracted and a fine spray of her juices burst from between her labia, coating my face, falling into my mouth.
For a minute or two we stayed locked together, and then with a sigh of pleasure David withdrew. He stood up and looked down on us, his cock bobbing, still hard. Susan pushed herself up with her arms, her buttocks moving down towards my face as she sat upright, and a gob of warm cum fell from her ass onto my breasts. I scooped a little on my fingers and flicked it back at her. David laughed.
"Nice shot, Sis....you almost got her in the mouth."
Susan glanced down at me, smiling, and then the realisation of what he had said dawned in her face. The smile froze on her lips and an expression of sharp awareness replaced it. She turned to David and her voice was without emotion.
"So she's your sister, then."
He did not speak, but we could both see the trapped expression in his eyes. I answered for him.
"That's right Susan. It's a long story, but don't let it spoil the night."
She turned on me, her face set. I braced myself, waiting for the anger and the recrimination, for the hurt and the tears. I reached up my hand to touch her, to take away the pain...to say that it was all my fault and it changed nothing - but I could not. I could only wait, listening to the clock on the mantelpiece ticking, so slowly, measuring the long seconds, marching towards the moment that everything I wanted would fall apart.
Suddenly she reached down and took my hand, pulling me up, smiling into my face. "Fuck it," she said. "It doesn't matter. Let's get a drink and then go to the bedroom. I've got this idea....."
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Amy
This is a short story that gets down to the nitty-gritties relatively quickly, unlike my other stories that spend a bit of time developing characters and relationships. From that perspective it's not a story as one might expect, with a beginning and middle and an end. There are no details of those involved, nor much background on how they got to where they are. It's just a snapshot of a day in the lives of two siblings who are into each other.
It contains graphic descriptions of incest between Amy and her older brother, Jason. If you are offended by consensual brother-sister sex, don't bother to read it -- please move on to something more suited to your taste.
All characters are over the age of 18.
*****
My sister Amy wandered into the bathroom, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. I was shaving at the sink, dressed only in my jocks, and I watched her in the mirror as she slipped in though the door and padded over to the toilet.
She hitched up her nightie and sat, and in a moment I heard the tinkle of her pee in the bowl.
I smiled. "No knickers, then?"
"What? - oh, that. I couldn't find them after you ripped them off last night. They're probably in shreds somewhere." She yawned and rubbed the sleep from her eyes.
I remembered every detail of the night. How I had slipped into her room, the moonlight throwing a silver square of light over her bed, painting her skin in bright pewter as she lifted the bedclothes for me to move in beside her. The smell of her hair in the semi-darkness; the softness of her lips, the touch of her hands as they guided and pleasured me; her gasp as I entered her and the incredible heat of her body, so wet and tight. I remembered the hours of gratification, of muffled moans and stifled screams; of pumping sperm, thick and hot as custard, until we lay spent in each other's arms with the tangled sheets reeking of our sweat and our juices.
I remembered how we clung to one another one last time before we slept, and then the jangle of the alarm and the unwelcome thought of work in the cold and dark of morning.
She was smiling at me. "A penny for your thoughts."
"I was thinking of what we did last night. We've moved forward quickly."
She nodded, her eyes shining. "That's right. A few days ago we were just brother and sister... I can't believe how much we've fucked each other since then." She paused a moment, her head on the side, contemplating. "You're a complete bastard, you know. I thought my world was settled...now you've turned it upside down."
"It wasn't me who kept wiggling their little tush in my face every morning at breakfast."
"No -- but you're the one who took it to the next stage." She shivered as she thought of that first time, and how things had all changed so quickly. In truth it had been simmering for a long time, but when it happened it happened fast: those first sizzling kisses, the frantic tearing of clothes... the wonder of our naked flesh pressing against each other. I'd been as hard as I had ever been before, desperate to fuck her...and she'd been so compliant, gasping with desire, head thrown back as I entered her. I had a powerful memory of her lying on the table amongst the wreckage of breakfast, her nightie up by her waist and the cutlery on the table rattling with every thrust.
It was a compelling vision, and I felt my cock stiffening. "It's your fault for turning me on so much."
She laughed, and looked pointedly at my crotch. "It seems that I still do."
I had pushed out the front of my jocks in tent-like proportions. I laughed. "Oops. Sorry."
"Don't be. It's good to see that he's still got energy." She tore off a piece of toilet paper and deftly wiped her pussy, grimacing as she did so. "Ouch. I think you've battered it half to death." She lifted the fold of material in her lap and peered down. I caught a glimpse of the fine golden hair surrounding her cleft and a brief flash of her moist, swollen lips, and then her head obscured my view as she bent down to examine herself. I felt another surge of desire and my cock grew harder, threatening to burst out of the front of my pants.
She slipped one hand between her thighs, and I could imagine it moving over her pussy, fingers cool and dry, lightly touching the hot wet entrance to her body, slipping aside the lips to probe inside herself.
She turned her face up towards me, feigning anger. "It's fucked! You've broken my pussy!"
I turned and stood in front of her. A mane of tousled golden hair swept down over her shoulders and her grey eyes were wide and clear, setting off the perfect oval of her face. Her lips were pursed in concentration, moist and pink, slightly apart and with the gleam of white teeth behind them. I could see the push of her breasts against her nightie, the curve of her waist and the long, smooth columns of her legs. I thought she was stunningly beautiful.
Her gaze shifted to my crotch. "He doesn't seem to be very contrite."
"I guess not. He likes what he can see."
She laughed. "Well, if he can see me and I can't see him, that's hardly fair."
She lifted her hand, her fingers brushing over my jocks, sliding over the protuberance underneath. She deftly inserted her fingers through the fly and drew me out, looking intently at the thick shaft. I was painfully swollen, the skin stretched taut and shiny, and my foreskin had rolled back so that the head was fully exposed, red and angry. She moved her hand so that she could cradle my balls and for a moment my rod lay along her forearm, almost as thick as her wrist. I closed my eyes and groaned at the heat of her touch.
She seized my prick and drew me towards her, bending forward slightly so that she could take me into her mouth. I watched as her lips slid over the head and I popped into her, and I growled at the furnace heat of her mouth. She slithered her lips along the shaft until I could feel the narrow confines of her throat pressing against the glans.
She drew back, and I slid out, the skin shining with her saliva. She looked up at me. "I can taste myself on him."
"I'm not surprised. You creamed me pretty well. I think we were almost washed out of bed when you came the last time."
She shook her head. "Not me, buster. It was you. I thought my pussy was going to burst, you pumped so much into me." She bent forward again, lifting my shaft so that she could lick the sensitive underside, the tip of her little pink tongue flicking against the skin like a kitten lapping at a bowl of cream. A drop of lubricant appeared at the eye and I watched as she deftly licked it off, a thin strand of silver connecting us for a moment.
She sat up again and looked at my cock, her small white hand gripping the shaft. "Looks like there is lots of life in the old dog yet." She laughed again. "He deserves doggy style as a reward."
"I'll be late for work."
She pouted. "Wrong answer. Remember that Mum and Dad get back today, so let me ask you again - would you rather stay and fuck your little sister all day long, or go to boring old work and miss out altogether?"
"I thought your pussy was broken."
"Not that broken." She released me and in one deft movement slid her nightie up over her head, tossing it into a corner in a whisper of silk. She sat back on the toilet, opening her legs slightly and thrusting her chest forward so that her breasts stood proud. "Its not like you won't have a good excuse. Your boss will completely understand if you tell him you had to stay at home and fuck me."
She was right. My boss had been lusting after her for as long as I could remember, but I didn't think I could tell him that. He might not understand the whole incest thing.
She took my silence for hesitation, and pouted again. "You're not really worried about being late, are you?" She looked up at me again, smiling at a sudden thought. "Remember the old proverb - a cock in the bush is worth ten in the hand!"
"Do you mean a chick in a bed is worth ten in the hand?"
She laughed. "That's exactly what I meant."
I pulled her to her feet and she pressed herself against me, her breasts against my chest, the nipples burning like hot pebbles. Her head was level with my shoulders and I bent down and pressed my face into her hair, breathing in, smelling the crisp clean smell -- apples and cinnamon and....sex. I ran my hands down her body, over the curve of her hips and down to her tight little butt, cupping it, each cheek filling one hand, firm and pliant.
She raised one foot off the floor and I lifted her up, feeling her arms come around my neck to steady herself, her thighs hooking around my waist and her ankles locked behind my back. She turned her face upwards and pressed her mouth to mine. Her lips were soft, tongue invading me, the scent and taste of our sex lingering on her mouth.
She broke away, her lips close to my ear. "Mmmmm. Sugar and spice. Christ, you turn me on, Jason. Put it inside me."
I reached down between us and hefted my cock up a little, fingers feeling for her, finding her wetness, fumbling to find the opening. My cock head pressed against her flesh, hard, finding resistance, being forced back. I heard the hiss of her breath against my cheek.
"Christ, take it easy. Remember I'm a battered girl."
"Sorry."
"And you're at the wrong entrance."
"Oops, silly me."
"That really didn't sound sincere. My pussy is the next one along." She reached down and I felt her adjust me so that the head of my cock was engaged against her vulva. "Now, gently. I'm still swollen after last night."
She was right. I felt the head of my cock pop into her, tight and hot. She pressed one hand against my shoulder, pushing herself up a little to reduce my penetration. "Fuck! Wait. Let me adjust....Jesus, that's big!" She was tense, her thighs gripping me tightly, and she was holding herself up so that I was only just inside her. We were still for a few moments, and I could feel my cock throbbing, pulsing, the head trapped inside her and the shaft outside. I wanted to thrust it in, to impale her so that I was far up inside her belly, but I held off.
She gradually relaxed and sagged downwards, and I felt myself slide into her, slowly, inch by inch. I imagined her vulva being stretched, the lips pushed aside, the slippery shaft of my cock forcing its way into her. I envisaged the purple head sliding in, levering the swollen walls of her vagina apart, still dripping with sperm from our lovemaking last night. I could feel the ring of her vulva gripping at me like a hot steel band, and I could hear the hiss of her breath against my shoulder as I violated her bruised body. At last I felt the grind of her mound against me and I knew that I was fully embedded inside her. She gripped my head with her hands and leaned back a little so that the angle of my cock shifted, the shaft pressing more tightly against the front of her cunt.
"Ah, Jason, that's good. Slowly....slowly. Don't move yet...let me adjust a bit more."
"Jesus, Amy, you're tight."
"Tight and sore. I think you fucked me half to death last night."
"I'll fuck you more. I'll fuck you to death."
She giggled. "Ha!....you can just see it in the headlines: 'Sister fucked to death by lecherous brother.'"
"Stabbed repeatedly by his monster prick."
"Drowned in gallons of his sperm." Her smile faded and she frowned in concentration, her mind focused on her pussy and what was happening to it. She started to move a little, bobbing up and down tentatively. I picked up the rhythm and assisted her, lifting and lowering her with my arms so that my cock began to slide in and out. She groaned. "Ahhh, that's good. He's right up inside me. He's doing well."
My hands were on her buttocks, and I moved them so that the fingers were engaged in the crack of her ass, drawing her buttocks apart to fully expose her. My fingertips pressed against the lips of her vulva where I entered her, feeling her slipperiness, pressing against the shaft of my cock as it slid in and out. I moved one finger back a little and lightly touched the rough crinkled opening of her ass.
She shook her head. "Ah-ah. Out of bounds, remember."
"It's a shame to waste it."
"Perhaps one day. You've got a mountain of pussy fucking to do before we get to other options."
"Right. It's a great pussy, too."
"The best." She began to rotate her hips a little to illustrate the point, and with each downstroke she tightened her vaginal muscles to grip me tighter.
I groaned. "Ah, yes. Fuck that's good! You have a talented cunt."
"A stunt cunt, you might say."
"Yes, yes."
"Doing tricks for you." She thought about that for a moment, then corrected herself. "I don't mean that kind of trick."
"That's good....I'd hate to pay. Hold still for a moment." I backed out of the bathroom, her legs clutched tightly around me, her arms around my neck, and I carried her down the corridor, my cock still embedded inside her. I went to turn into her bedroom.
"No." Her mouth was close to my ear, whispering urgently. "Let's use Mum's bed."
"What....why?"
"Because it would be really bad -- you know...brother and sister fuck in mother's bed, in the very place where she puts her pussy every night....the one that we both came out of. It's a neat circle."
I was learning a lot about my sister that I hadn't even dreamed of a week ago -- that she had a wicked mind and a brazen sexuality, for example...a delicious combination. And she was right - it would be really bad to fuck in our parent's bed....to close the sexual loop, as it were. It would magnify the whole taboo thing.
I nodded and kept walking further down the corridor. She leaned back as I carried her so that she could see where we were joined, and how my shaft moved in her with each step. She laughed.
"We don't need to use the old in-and-out routine....we can just walk around like this."
"Around the block, perhaps. We could do the grocery shopping at the same time."
"And buy the vegetables. Cucumbers and Bananas."
I kicked open our parents' bedroom door and she looked over her shoulder as we entered, observing our reflection in the full-length mirror opposite the door. She snickered. "Hmmm. Looks like you already bought a cucumber."
I laughed. "A prize winner. I see you bought a couple of great melons, too."
The image I could see reflected was erotic. She was clinging to me, her hair swirling around her shoulders, the skin of her back flawless. I could see my hands under her buttocks, the curve of her ass, her thighs wound around my hips. She levered herself upwards and the base of my cock became visible, half of it buried inside her, my hands either side of the stretched opening.
We stood in front of the mirror for a few moments, fucking, watching the way I appeared and disappeared, then I moved to the bed and lowered her onto the rich red counterpane. She flipped over and scooted back so that she was kneeling directly in front of me, her ass up, sex open and wet, pushed back so that she was ready to receive me. I shuffled forward a little and placed the head of my cock against it, holding myself still for a moment before easing forward. I watched as her loins swallowed me, her labia easing aside and the head of my cock disappearing into her body. There were little bubbles of juice where we were joined, and I heard her expel her breath in a hiss and I slid into her.
She grunted with satisfaction. "Christ, Jason, you're big. Jesus, that feels full."
"It's you, Amy. You do that to me. Ugh! How good is that!"
I was buried inside her, as deep as I could go, the cushion of her buttocks pressed hard against my hips. I was struck by how slender she was -- her waist was so narrow I felt I could encompass it with my two outstretched hands, and her butt was small and tight. My cock looked thick in comparison, a fat intruder that almost looked too big to fit through her narrow pelvic girdle -- but in reality it fitted just fine, gliding into her until my balls were rammed up against her, the head buried right up inside her delicious little body.
I pulled out again until only the very tip of my member was inside her. The shaft was covered in her juices, thick and oily, shining in the light. I held myself still for a moment, savoring the image, then eased forward until the head of my cock disappeared inside her again. I watched how the shaft displaced the lips of her pussy outwards, and the flesh around her vulva was distended by the girth of the intruder as I entered her. I was reminded of an old blue movie I had once seen of a girl being fucked by a donkey, and how her perineum had bulged outwards with the pressure of its prick inside her.
Amy turned her head on the bedspread, peering backward and up so that she could see me. "What are you doing? Fuck me properly...put it right in."
"You should see what I can see. It's fucking hot."
"Get a mirror. Mum's got a hand mirror in her bathroom."
I pulled free and padded through to the ensuite bathroom, picking up the ornate hand mirror and bringing it back to the bed. Amy seized it and held it between her knees, angled up so that she could see the juncture of her thighs. I shuffled forwards again and penetrated her again with the tip of my cock, holding it there so that she could see how her labia were pushed aside, then I slid forward and my shaft sank into her body.
She moaned at the depth of my penetration and the visual image that she was watching. "Shit, that's hot! Pull out, pull out!"
I complied. My shaft disengaged from her body, bobbing free. Below it I could see Amy's face in the mirror, her eyes hooded with lust as she witnessed her own violation. She lifted her free hand off the bed and started to play with her pussy.
"Now fuck it again. Let me see you stretch it open."
I entered her again and she groaned at the sensation, excited by the visual image of her sex being violated. I could feel the flutter of her labia as her fingers played with her clitoris. The room was filled with the rich sound of our fucking, the wet slurp of our genitals moving together, the slap of my thighs against her buttocks, the creak of the bedsprings and our sighs and moans of pleasure.
And as I fucked her the prism of my consciousness shifted, slowing down time and heightening my awareness. It was if we had become a single entity, fused together by the thick shaft embedded within her. The whole length of my cock seemed hyper sensitized, my brain registering the pressure and movement of every millimeter as it moved within her. I was keenly aware of its length, of its position inside her -- the feel of her vulva clasping at my rim, compared to the deeper sucking pressure of her vagina as I burrowed down towards her cervix. I could sense the beat of her heart and the coursing of her blood through her arteries, and I could hear the laboring of her breath. Through our connection I could feel her growing excitement, share the seed of the orgasm germinating in her brain, expanding exponentially, reaching for the light.
She came quickly, a little squeak of gratification as it first struck her, then a series of deep primeval moans as if she was in mortal pain. She arched her back, and under my hands I could feel the muscles and sinews in her body tense, quivering like bowstrings in the storm of her pleasure. I felt the grasp of her cunt as it seized me, gripping and massaging my cock as it pulsed and twitched in orgasm, and a spurt of love juice was squeezed out of her to dribble over my balls and splatter on the mirror underneath us, distorting the reflection of her face like a wax image held to a flame.
Gradually, her tremors subsided and her body relaxed. I stopped moving, savoring the feel of her cunt as it twitched around me. Then she was still, and I could see a sheen of sweat shining on the polished alabaster of her back.



At length she pushed herself up so that she was kneeling, my cock still embedded in her. "Jesus, Jason, that was good. Now your turn."
I withdrew and she moved over to the head of the bed, pulling back the covers and lying on her back. Her eyes were sparkling, and she smiled up at me.
"Come and fuck your sister. I want to feel your sperm inside me again."
"I will, I will."
She raised her legs up, bending her knees, so that her genitalia were completely exposed. The lips of her cunt were wet and splayed open, swollen from our lovemaking, and there were streaks of wet over her thighs. I could see love-juice trickling over her perineum, filling the indentation of her anus, glistening silver in the light.
With a cry of lust I buried my face in her crotch, plunging my tongue into her. I rubbed my face over her cunt, feeling the oily slipperiness of her juice on my lips and cheeks, tasting its salty essence. I felt her hands in my hair, holding me, guiding my lips, and I heard her gasping as a fresh wave of pleasure engulfed her.
"Ah, ah! Gently, my love. Gently!"
Long, wet strokes with my tongue grooved into the rosebud of her anus, lapping out her love juice, delighting at the rough texture of her opening and the way it crimped against my mouth. Long, flat strokes across her perineum, drawing upwards to the soft, fleshy portal of her pussy -- steaming hot and soaking wet; then upwards again, nuzzling the nub of her clitoris, feeling her body twitch and jerk with the sensation, feeling the clutch of her hands in my hair and hearing her grunt of protest. I tasted her cream thick on my tongue, and felt it dripping wet on my lips and face.
She was holding my head, slowing me. "Jesus, Jason. Gently. That's fucking sensitive."
Lifting my chin, using my bottom lip on her clit, so much softer than my tongue, so that she growled in pleasure. I felt the languorous roll of her hips as I ate her, and the press of her vulva against my face so that my chin was pushed tighter against her cunt. I felt the juices streaming out of her, soaking my face and dripping onto the sheet underneath. I savored her salty flavor, fresh and tart, tainted with the musky tang of my own sperm from last night. It was seeping from her inner depths and I wondered how much more was still there, buried inside her body.
She was pulling at me, drawing me up. "Enough, Jason. I want you inside me."
I moved forward and covered her. She was bent almost double, her thighs folded up under my belly, calves under my chest. In one powerful thrust I was completely inside her, the head and the shaft and the thick root buried into her firm young body. Only my balls remained outside, pushed up against her anus, harboring their load of semen ready to spurt into her. I yearned to go deeper still, to break through her cervix and enter her womb so that I could spray my seed into her most secret and fertile depths.
I fucked her hard, slamming my cock into her: hard, fast strokes driving in the full length from the swollen bulbous head to the thick, creaming root. I was spurred on by her cries of pleasure, by the rake of her nails on my back and the nip of her sharp little teeth on my shoulder. Lost in a wave of lust I ravished her, my little sister - my own flesh and blood, born of the same womb and raised alongside me as a child. And as I fucked her I remembered when I first became aware of her sexually, as she blossomed from awkward adolescence to stunning adulthood. I remembered the long nights that I had laid in bed stroking my cock, imaging what pleasure could be drawn from her body - aware that she was forbidden fruit, dreaming that some day I could have her.
She was helpless underneath me, held captive by my arms, the weight of my body and the thick shaft that transfixed her to the bed. I fucked her with long, fast strokes so that our juices were churned to a white froth that bubbled at the entrance to her cunt and splattered over my swinging balls. My senses were swamped by the sound and feel of her compliance -- by the roll of her hips, drawing my cock deeper inside her; by the pressure of her mound against my belly as she pushed her loins upwards to meet each thrust; by the clasp of her arms, gripping me tight; and by her moans of pleasure and the fluttering of her hands on my back.
I was filled by a primeval urge that expelled every rational thought from my brain. I needed to ravage and subjugate her as a hunter might seek to dominate its prey, to ensure her total surrender. Her body became a vessel to be filled with my hot, living sperm, and it had to be deep inside her, close to the steaming centre of her body so that it might germinate into a new life. I thrust harder, hearing her shrieks, desperate to penetrate deeper. In my mind's eye I could envisage the head of my cock swollen like a balloon, engaging the narrow neck of her vagina so that it was tight against her cervix, ready to spurt its essence into the moist, fertile field of her womb.
My climax burst upon me and I spurted massively into the wriggling girl beneath me. The intensity of my cum shut down my senses -- the room receded, darkness filled with a myriad of bright, flashing lights; every muscle tensed, harnessed together to eject the long, searing ribbons of my seed. Above my own shouts of passion I heard her voice, as if from a great distance, screaming out my name, and I felt her nails clawing at my back leaving long bloody scratches. I felt the clasping contractions of her cunt as it milked me, drawing my jism into her body, sucking at the head of my cock as it jerked and spewed and spurted inside her.
For a long time afterwards we didn't move. She was still folded under me, her feet on my shoulders and her loins tilted upwards so that the inundation of my sperm bathed the very top of her vaginal tract. I wondered if she was on the pill, or whether at this very moment we were creating a new life inside her. I was filled with a sense of wonder.
At length I pressed my lips to her temple, to a swirl of fine, damp curls, and to the nape of her neck, damp with our exertion. I heard her voice soft in my ear, tremulous with love and joy and hopelessness.
"I love you Jason."
"I love you too, Amy."
"What are we to do?"
"Nothing. This is our secret. Nobody can ever find out, but you'll be mine forever."
And at that moment we heard the front door open and the sound of our parents' voices as they entered the hallway, not far from where we lay entwined in their bed.
*****
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Chelsea Rising
This story is a little longer than the others I have written so far, as it spends a little time building up the background. If you enjoy it, please don't forget to leave a brief comment at the end. All characters are fictitious and all are over the age of 18.
*
My parents are not stinking rich, but we have enough to get by. This includes a week at a seaside resort every year, usually the same one. This suits the family as we can all pursue our individual interests - especially my parents who like to go to the nearest big town and do cultural stuff which they can't do out in the country where we normally live.
For the last few years since we have managed to get a three bedroom chalet at the local tourist park. Mum and Dad have the double room and my twin sister Chelsea and I each get a single. My elder brother William isn't with us any more, so there's just the four of us. We pretty much spend the week doing our own thing - for me, usually scuba diving or surfing during the day, and hanging out in town in the evening in the hope of getting laid. I have to say that my success rate is patchy, though. Some guys have the gift and others don't.
Chelsea usually spends her time lying on the beach or shopping. She doesn't seem to have much interest in guys, which is surprising, as she has a knockout figure. She's OK in the looks department too, thankfully taking after Mum. She's a natural blonde...sort of dark honey coloured hair that is cut like Cleopatra used to wear hers - you know, a fringe across her brow and hanging straight down either side of her face, just curling inwards a bit at the nape of her neck. She's got grey eyes that you could lose yourself in, and a pair of lips that look like they were made for everything that gives a guy pleasure. When she's in a good mood, which is most of the time, she's a really fun person to be around. When she's not, watch out! She's got a sharp mind and a sharp mouth and can cut you to pieces before you've even figured out that she's pissed off. She's quite a private person, though, happy to spend an evening reading a book rather than go out on the town. She's a thinker, too - sometimes she'll just sit for hours lost in thought, which suits her job as a teacher.
My parents are in their late 50's and pretty liberal, despite being academics at heart. They pretty much leave us alone provided that we let them know where we are going and what time to expect us back. Most of the holidays they are away, looking at museums and doing theatre shows two hours up the road.
Anyway, this year the routine had to change. Because of work commitments we had to go a month earlier than usual, and our usual beach chalet was out for maintenance. We had to settle for a two-bedroom model, which meant that Mum and Dad were OK, but Chelsea and I had to share a room and it was pretty cramped. It had a double bed that looked more like a one-and-a-half bed to me, and a single fold-up pushed against one wall.
"Not much space." I observed as we walked into the room. That was the understatement of the year. The remaining floor area was rather less than the two beds that occupied it.
"Not much privacy, either" Chelsea looked at me. "I guess we might see a bit more of each other than we do at home." She flung herself on the bigger bed and bounced on the mattress. "Still, the bed's OK."
I took my mind off the sight of her breasts bouncing inside her blouse. "Not so fast. What makes you think that you're getting the bigger bed?"
"I'm a girl. I get first choice."
I lay on the single bed and twisted my head around so that I could see her. "There's a little problem here, Chelsea." I wiggled my feet that were sticking out a good 6 inches past the end of the bed. "This bed would fit you - but it sure as hell doesn't work for me."
"That's your problem for being so tall." She laughed. "How about we cut off your head? That way you'd fit without any problem and lose ten pounds of ugly fat."
"Very funny." I paused, waiting for her to volunteer to switch beds but she was quiet. "Well, how about it?"
She looked at my feet hanging off the bed. "What's in it for me?"
"I'll be nice to you for the whole week."
"Not enough. How about three IOUs?" These were credits that could be cashed in for jobs or good turns. If I agreed she could ask me to do stuff for her that I wouldn't otherwise do, like her turn at the washing up, or a drive into town late at night.
"OK. Nothing unreasonable, though."
We swapped over and she lay down on the little bed. "Actually, it's not too bad. Mattress is a bit thin, but I'll manage." She smiled at me. "You got suckered in. I would have given it to you for nothing."
"And I might renege on my IOUs." I looked at her, lying on the bed only three or four feet away, and I wondered how we would cope with being that close for the next seven nights. "Come on, let's go and see if anything's changed around here since last year."
*****
We soon found that quite a lot had changed because we were a month ahead of the holiday season. Lots of places were still closed, and the town was half empty. We had a couple of drinks in the local bar and headed back to the chalet. By the time we arrived a chill wind had set in and there was a smell of rain in the air.
That night I turned in a little earlier than Chelsea and was in bed by the time she entered the room. She turned off the light but there was sufficient illumination from a nearby street light for me to see her clearly. She leaned over the bed and peered into my face to see if I had my eyes open. "Are you awake?"
"No."
"I thought so. I'm going to change into my nightie. No peeping!"
"Right."
I'd never thought of my sister sexually, but I had often thought that she had a great body and I enjoyed looking at it. I pretended to shut my eyes but I watched her as she unbuttoned her top and shucked off her jeans. She stood beside her bed wearing only a bra and a skimpy pair of knickers. I watched her moving, bending over to put her clothes on the bedside chair, then brushing out her hair, her movements graceful. At length she put down the brush and then looked over at my bed to see if I was looking; then, satisfied that I was not, she pulled her nightie over her head and then slipped off her underclothes from underneath it. She padded over to the window, opening it a little, and for a moment the material of her nightgown was translucent and I could see the juncture of her thighs and the swell of her mound silhouetted against the frame of light entering the room.
She slipped back to her bed and I heard the creak of her bedsprings, and her sigh of pleasure as she relaxed. After a moment she spoke.
"Ben?"
"Yes?"
"Thanks for tonight."
"It was pretty quiet, but you're welcome."
"It's funny sharing a room with you again....it takes me back to when I was little."
"Yeah. That was a long time ago."
"I used to be frightened of the dark. I liked having you there."
"I know. You're not frightened by it now, are you?"
"Not really." She was silent for a while, and then she added, shyly, "but I still like having you here."
"I like it too, Chelsea. Goodnight."
"'Night"
I thought about what I had said, and I realised that it was true - I did like having her nearby. I imagined her in that little bed just a few feet away, squished in, warm and cosy. I thought about what I had seen as she undressed for bed, how trim she was; the swell of her breasts, and the white of her panties against her smooth dark skin. I looked across the room and I could see them lying on the floor, a pale blur against the dark carpet. I imagined they would still be warm from her body and fragrant with the smell of her skin. It was a disquieting thought, and it lingered in my brain as I dropped off to sleep.
I woke suddenly in the night. It was pitch black, and the wind had risen. It was whistling around the little cottage, rattling the shutters, and the window above me had come off the latch. I slipped out of bed and secured the window, glancing outside, but there was nothing to see. I moved across the room to check on Chelsea but there was no sound from her bed and she was covered over. As I turned away my feet touched a scrap of material on the floor and I remembered what it was.
I picked them up and took them back to my bed, and secure in the darkness I pressed the scrap of lacy fabric to my face. There was a fragrance, faint but unmistakable, of her perfume, of the body talc that I'd seen in the bathroom, and of.....her pussy. The aroma of a woman, rich and aromatic. I breathed it in, feeling like a thief, imagining what was inside her panties when she was wearing them - the swell of her buttocks, her tight slit; the soft, golden hair, the moist lips. I had seen how petite her body was, and I could imagine how tight she would be. I reached down and began to stroke myself, thinking of how she would feel.
And then with a start of guilt I realised what I was doing. She was my sister for God's sake! I thrust her panties under my pillow and took my hand away from my cock, forcing myself to think of other things, listening to the wind, planning what tomorrow would bring. At length I drifted off to sleep again, but it was disturbed by dreams of how she had looked and the unforgettable scent of her body.
The sound of the rain on the metal roof woke me for the second time, a relentless, drumming roar that filled the room. I realised that the temperature had dropped, and there was a damp chill to the air. A flash of lightening suddenly illuminated the room, throwing everything into stark relief for an instant. It was followed almost immediately by a crash of thunder, like the tearing of a huge calico sheet in the air above us, awesome in its power. I could actually feel its intensity, my body vibrating in sympathy, diaphragm contracting, driving the air from my lungs. I lay in bed, gasping, my senses dulled by its volume - and suddenly Chelsea was with me. She flung back the bedclothes and wrapped herself around me, trembling with fear, clasping me tight, her face pressed into the hollow of my shoulder. I reached over and pulled the covers back over us, and I stroked her hair.
"It's alright, Chelsea. It's only a thunderstorm. We're safe. We're OK."
Her arms were around me, pulling me into her in desperation. She was trembling with fear, whimpering with each crash of thunder. I stroked her head and the nape of her neck, whispering quietly as the storm raged over us, until the interval between the lightening and the thunder drew out, and its violence subsided.
She gradually relaxed and warmth returned to her body. At length she spoke, her voice muffled. "Were you awake, Ben?"
"Yeah. The storm woke me up just before you joined me."
"Sorry about that. I didn't know what the hell it was. I thought the house was blowing up. Jesus, I was scared!"
"It was pretty loud."
She was quiet, listening to the storm as it moved away. "Will it come back, do you think?"
"Maybe."
" Could I stay here a while?"
"Of course. Roll over."
She rolled over so that her back was to me, and I spooned against her, my arm over her body, reaching for and holding her hand. Her buttocks were pushed back, hard against me, my knees bent so that I followed the contours of her body. My face was lodged against the nape of her neck and I could smell her - the crisp essence of her hair, the fragrance of her perfume and the warm tang of her skin. My cock stirred and I pulled my hips back so that she would not feel me.
She mumbled in protest and pushed back, following me, her buttocks pushing against me lightly so that they rested against my erection. I felt her go still, but she didn't say anything.
I was embarrassed, but it didn't stop me being aroused by her warmth and the smell and feel of her body against me. She was so beautiful. I thought about how she had looked yesterday when I was with her, her blonde hair swishing around her face, skin shining with health and vitality and her mouth laughing, pink lips and white teeth, eyes crinkling as she looked up in to my face. I thought of the way she moved, long and lithe, and how she put her head on one side when she was thinking.
I remembered how the material of her nightie had pressed against her breasts, her nipples pushing outwards in sharp relief; and the smooth sweep of her legs, perfectly shaped, the skin gleaming softly in the moonlight. I re-lived that tantalizing moment last night when she had crossed the window and I could see the curve of her waist through the translucent fabric of her gown, and the delicious shadows at the juncture of her thighs. I felt my heart twist with the intensity of my feeling. She was amazing...perfect, and now she was in my bed, her body so hot against me, her lips and her breasts and her pussy only inches from my fingers. If she would let me I could touch any part of her simply by stretching out my arm. How could I not be aroused?
But I knew in my heart that I could never have her, and that she would be repelled if she even suspected what I was thinking. So I lay in bed as horny as a toad and held her to me, willing myself not to move. After a while I heard her soft, even breathing and not long after that I drifted off to sleep.
***
When I opened my eyes the sun was streaming in through the grimy little window and Chelsea was looking at me. I had rolled onto my side during the night and she was pressed against me, face to face, one arm on my waist and the warmth of her body close.
She saw that I was awake. "Morning."
She was looking directly at me with a steady gaze, and her eyes were the colour of a lake just before sunrise. I smiled at her and brought my hand to her face, my fingers gently brushing aside the curtain of her hair where it had fallen forward a little over one eye. I moved my fingers downwards, tracking lightly across one cheek, tracing the lovely line of her mouth, the angle of her jaw and then down over the soft white skin of her neck to where the little whorls of golden hair began at the nape of her neck. After a moment I moved down, my fingers barely in contact with her skin, down to the hollow at the base of her neck; then further, to where the soft swell of her left breast started. She reached up and covered my hand and held me, my hand trapped between hers and the gossamer silk of her nightie. I could feel the heat of her, radiating outwards.
After a moment she lifted my hand away from her body but she kept hold of it, her fingers twining with mine. We were quiet for a time, each savouring this unexpected intimacy between us.
After a while I spoke quietly. "You OK?"
"Yeah, I think so. " She hesitated. "I'm sorry about last night. I must have startled you."
"Don't worry about it."
"I don't normally jump into a guy's bed that quickly."
"Glad to hear it. I don't mind, really." I smiled at her. "Just out of interest, how long does it normally take you to jump into a guy's bed?"
She laughed, her eyes crinkling up. "Depends on the incentive."
"I guess you've had lots of guys, then."
"Probably not as many has you have had girls." She changed the subject. "I must say that your bed is more comfortable than mine. That mattress is like a sheet of cardboard."
"I'd be happy to share mine with you."
She looked at me in surprise. "Really? Aren't you....uncomfortable? Me being your sister, I mean."
"No. I like having you here."
"That's a nice thing to say, Ben. It really wouldn't be right for us to share a bed, though, would it?"
"Why not? It's not like we're doing anything - well, apart from holding hands that is."
She released me as if she had been holding a hot skillet. "That's my point...it might lead to something." She looked at me, coyly. "I think that being together like this makes us forget who we are. It would be easy to forget."
She was watching me with those cool grey eyes and I found myself flushing, thinking of my monumental hard-on pressed up against her in the night. I'd been hoping that she hadn't noticed, but clearly she had.
"I'm sorry - it's just that..."
"What?". She was smiling now and I knew that she was teasing, but it didn't help my confusion at having to explain to my sister why she had given me a raging hard-on.
"Well, you know...it's just that -"
She stopped my words with gentle fingers against my lips. "There's no need to say anything," she said. "I know. And that's why."
I nodded, looking at her without saying anything.
"OK, then," she said. "Since we can't be in here together, you should get out and make me a cup of tea."
And so I did.
*****
Up until then we'd always been content to go off and do our own thing, but our new found intimacy seemed to change things. That morning we went snorkeling together, marveling at the myriad of colours on the coral reef, delighting in the warm caress of the water and the warmth of the sun on our backs. She wore a little red bikini and her body was sleek as she dived down to the sandy bottom to fetch a shell or a bright piece of coral. She would bring it to me, her mouth laughing and her eyes shining with delight. She would put her hand on my shoulder or arm as we trod water, and we were both conscious of the contact; and then she would drop the little offering, watching it spiral down to the sea bed before she turned away to find something else.
Afterwards we lay on our towels in a secluded little cove just off the main beach, drying ourselves in the sun. She was on her back with her eyes closed against the glare, and I watched her surreptitiously from under my eyelashes, looking at the swell of her breasts under her bikini and the way her nipples pushed up against the fabric. Her skin was golden brown, dusted with sand and salt, and her stomach was flat, leading down to the brief triangle of her bikini bottoms that were stretched tight over her mound. I thought I could see a faint crease in the material where it revealed the contours of her body, and the material there was darker than its surrounds, suggesting that she was damp. I felt a tightness in my belly as I imagined her sex hidden under the fabric like an exotic flower, its petals opening in the warmth of the sun and a drop of nectar oozing from its rich pink centre. I wondered how she would taste, and whether she would be as tight as I imagined. My cock stirred, moving rapidly at the imagery.
She must have sensed my scrutiny.
"What?"
"Nothing."
"You were giving me the eye."
"If you mean I was looking at you, then I plead guilty." I let my eyes linger on her for a few moments longer, and I could feel my heart beating. I didn't want this conversation to stop, but I was not sure what to say. I finally found some words, my voice a little breathless. "You are worth looking at, Chelsea."
She rolled over and regarded me. "Really?"
I moved my hand quickly over my groin so that she wouldn't see that I was hard, nodding whilst I tried to gather my thoughts. "R-really. That swimming costume is a knockout."
She smiled. "So you're a fashion guru now. It must be a really great design...its got you sort of....excited again."
"I...um. It wasn't you. I just ....get like that sometimes." I could not meet her gaze.
"Really? That's twice you've got like that when I'm near you. I was getting the idea it was because of me. What a pity." She was silent for a while and I was aware of her eyes on my face, waiting for me to say something, then she reached over and touched me gently on my arm. Her touch was electric. "Ben. I'm only teasing. It's OK...I get like that too, sometimes."
I couldn't meet her gaze. "Really? I didn't know that girls could."
"You know what I mean." She tugged at my arm gently. "If I caused it, I'm flattered. Don't be embarrassed. Let me see."



I moved my hand away reluctantly, exposing the shape of my erection pushing against the fabric of my swimmers. The head of my cock was straining upwards against the elastic, trying to break free. I could sense her eyes on it and I waited for her rejection, her shrill words telling me to stop being disgusting. The silence stretched out, long seconds measured by the frantic beat of my heart. Finally I could stand it no longer and I turned my head and looked at her.
She was staring at my groin, a slight look of surprise on her face, and I could detect the faint flush of colour in her cheeks.
"Wow. Did I really do that?"
I nodded, saying nothing, watching her eyes as they looked at the evidence of my excitement. There was no revulsion there...just interest. The tip of her tongue moistened her lips and I realised with surprise that she was nervous. She struggled for words, trying to be lighthearted.
"So it wasn't just my costume, then."
I shook my head, watching her face. She dragged her eyes off my groin and looked at me, and I saw her expression change as she read what my eyes were telling her.
"Ben....this is what I was talking about this morning. I don't -"
I leaned over and put my mouth on hers, gently, cutting off the denial of her words, feeling the incredible softness of her lips under mine. I could taste the tang of salt and the flavour of her mouth and I could feel the butterfly flutter of her breath as it left her body in a woosh of surprise. For a moment I could feel the muscles in her arms tense as she went to push me off, and then the resistance went out of her, and I felt her lips open a little and she tilted her face to meet mine. That first kiss was probably only for a few seconds, but my senses were seduced by her taste and smell, and time seemed to slow down. I could hear a roaring in my ears and I felt her hand come up behind me and hold my head, fingers in my hair. Her mouth opened a little and the tip of her tongue ventured out and brushed against my lips.
At length I pulled away and looked down at her face and her eyes were on mine. "You kiss with your eyes open," I said softly.
She smiled, her eyes crinkling. "So do you."
I brushed her lips with mine again, little butterfly kisses as sweet as warm honey. "You OK with this?"
She shook her head. "No. Not at all. We shouldn't be -"
I put my mouth over hers again, feeling her respond, her body rolling over towards me so that I could feel the press of her breasts against my chest. Her arms came up around my neck and her mouth opened like a flower, her lips crushing against mine. I moved my hand between us, slipping it under the fabric of her top and cupping one breast, feeling the firmness of her flesh and the nipple like a hot pebble against my fingers. She moaned into my mouth and leaned harder into me, one thigh moving forward to push against my crotch. I moved my hand to her left buttock and dipped my fingers downwards, brushing them lightly over the thin strip of material between her legs.
She pulled her face away. "Ben, we can't - people will see."
I looked around. We were alone, shielded by a low outcrop of rock on one side and the curve of a sand dune on the other. "No one can see us here, Chelsea."
She pulled my head down, her lips closing over mine, her tongue thrusting into my mouth, and she rolled a little more towards me, one leg lifting up, hooking over my waist to give my fingers better access. I pulled aside the thin gusset of her pants and my fingers dipped under it, feeling her heat, touching her. She was slippery, the lips of her sex open, and I slipped one finger into her.
Her body convulsed and she moaned deep into my mouth. She was grinding herself against me, my fingers trapped inside her, and I could feel the hard little nub of her clitoris against the ball of my thumb.
She pulled her mouth away from mine and her voice was gusty with desire. "God, Ben. Stop. No! Oh God, stop -"
And then suddenly she was coming, her back arching, head thrown back and eyes tightly closed, a guttural moan of pleasure bursting from her lips as she spasmed. I could feel her pussy clenching around my fingers, gripping me tightly as it contracted, and a flood of moisture spurted over my hand.
My cock was bursting, pushing out above the elastic of my shorts, desperate to be inside her. I jerked the material of her costume down, feeling it slide a few inches down her thighs and I rolled on top of her, pulling my own trunks aside so that my member bobbed free. For a few seconds I could feel the air on its exposed head and then the satin touch of her skin as it engaged against the wet, open lips of her pussy, ready to be thrust into her hot and willing body.
With a convulsive heave she pushed me off, and I fell sideways onto the sand. She rolled away, her hands scrabbling with her pants to pull them back up.
"No, Ben, no. No. Stop." Her voice was frantic.
I rolled towards her to try and kiss her again and she pushed me back, harder, and sat up, one hand holding the top of her bikini where my groping had dislodged the strap. She looked at me, gasping for breath, then she spoke.
"Jesus, Ben. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have let you do that. But you can't -"
"Christ, Chelsea! You wanted it. It felt right."
"We can't -"
"But I feel something....different. You know...we're not the same as we were." I looked up at her. "I need you, Chelsea."
She spoke quickly, her voice like shards of glass. "Need, or want? Either way, you shouldn't - not in that way. It has to be both of us." She stood up and deftly fastened the strap to her bra. "Both of us," she repeated, emphasizing the words. "And if that isn't true it doesn't matter what you feel. Remember that."
She glared at me, her little face set hard, but something in my expression must have touched her and she relented a little, her words softer. "Ben - you don't want to know me that way...I've been - things happened that you don't know about. Don't go there."
And before I could respond she turned and walked away. Her shoulders were straight and her head was held high, and although I watched her until she disappeared from sight, she never looked back.
*******
When I think back on that time I often wonder why I didn't just shrug my shoulders and get on with the holiday without giving her further thought - after all, it wasn't that I was in love with her or anything. How could I be? Sure, she was button cute - but I knew that there would be a dozen other girls on holiday there who were just as attractive, and no doubt some would be happy to go a lot further than she had. It certainly would have been the smart thing for me to do, but I could not. I was mesmerized by her, intrigued the mystery of what had happened, and drawn by the magic she was weaving.
Whatever magic it was, she had it in spades. The warmer weather meant that each day she would be dressed in something skimpy - her little red bikini, or perhaps a pair of cut-off shorts and a tank top. The sun burnished her skin a rich mahogany brown and bleached her hair to the colour of ripe wheat, and she looked wonderful. But it wasn't just the way she looked - it was her. It was her presence, the way that she lit up the room when she walked in. It was the way she smiled, the sound of her laughter and the way that she held her head to one side when she was listening, as if you were the only person in the world. It was the deep crystal well of those inscrutable grey eyes that radiated her soul - hints of love and laughter and moments of inexplicable vulnerability.
And so I was hooked, and I followed her around like a love-sick pooch. After the beach episode I thought that she would be cool towards me, but she was not. She sought my company to the exclusion of everyone else, and she retained that impulsive happiness that made her such good fun to be with. Every day we swam and lay on the beach, wondered though the little shops in the town together, sipped coffee in the cafés, drank beer in the pubs and ate together in the restaurants. A casual observer might have mistaken us for two lovers, except that there was no intimacy. She had established an unspoken set of rules that took me a while to figure out: for example, touching her briefly to draw her attention to something was apparently acceptable, but holding hands was most definitely not. If I tested the boundaries she didn't rebuff me, but she would simply stop whatever it was that she was doing, look at me with mild reproach until I ceased, and then continue as if nothing at all had happened.
And so I lived those four duplicitous days, playing the game because the alternative was not to spend time with her, and I could not bear the thought of that. I enjoyed our time together, but like a man on death row I was aware that each day gone brought me closer to the end of the holiday, when we would almost certainly return to the way that we were before. On the one hand I was happy to share every waking moment with her, but at the same time I longed for more.
In my mind the time on the beach when she rejected me became the defining moment of the change between us, and I re-lived it a hundred times. I yearned to have that chance again, to do things differently, so that we could still be together that way...and then with a slide of despair I realised that it wasn't anything to do with me, or what I had done - it was because I was her brother and she couldn't move past that.
The hardest time was in our cottage, just before sleep. Each night she would wait until I had turned in, and then in the darkness of the room I would hear her creep into her little bed in the corner. Although I know she was uncomfortable she never complained - and she certainly made no effort to join me. I would lie in bed listening to the creaking of her bedsprings as she struggled to get comfortable, and then, after a while, the sound of her soft breathing as she slept; and I would ache for her until I finally fall into an exhausted sleep in the still, silent hours of the night.
On the fourth night I waited until she had climbed into bed and I called her in the darkness.
"Chelsea?"
"Yes."
"You can move over here if you want."
"You know I can't."
"I won't try anything."
She was silent for a while and I wondered if she had heard me. "Its not just you, Ben. It's me, too." Her words were soft. "Don't you think - "
I waited, the silence drawing out, and eventually she spoke again, her voice stronger. "Don't think that I don't want to, Ben. It would be so easy, but we both know what might happen."
"We wouldn't let it."
"Don't be silly. You took it to the brink last time, and I don't think we could stop it again - and then we could never go back. It would always be between us. Better that we live with the promise of what might have been, than with regret about what did."
"But -"
The springs of her bed squeaked loudly as she sat up, and I sensed that she was leaning forward, speaking intently into the dark in a fierce whisper. "No! Mum and Dad are right next door? Can you imagine what it would do to them if they heard us fucking? And what about you and me - it would forever change the way that we felt about each other. Is that what you want?"
"There must be others like us. This must happen all the time."
Her voice turned scornful. "Oh, yes, Ben! How many brothers and sisters do you know who are screwing each other? One? Ten? I'll tell you how many - none! And if there are any, they are hiding it, like we would have to. Hiding it like dogs slinking in the night! I know how-"
She stopped suddenly, and the silence stretched out, and then she continued, her voice more gentle. "I want you too, Ben. I wanted you on the beach and I want you now. But it just can't happen that way."
Her words skewered my heart like a hot blade. I thought it had been hard when I was the only one pursuing a hopeless dream, but the revelation that she still wanted me was infinitely harder.
"I just want to hold you, Chelsea. I love you."
"Don't, " she whispered, "please don't." The springs in her bed protested as she turned to face the wall, and I was left with thoughts that were even blacker than our dark, stuffy little room.
*****
When I woke up Chelsea had already gone, her bedclothes flung back, her mattress cold to my touch. The weather changed during the night, bringing a spiteful little wind that promised rain.
Mum was fussing over breakfast. "Chelsea said she was going into town" she said, in answer to my question. "I don't know what she'll find to do there at this time in the morning," She rattled the cutlery with a disapproving expression. "I must say, she seemed a bit out of sorts." A thought occurred to her. "You haven't upset her, have you Ben? You two seemed to be getting on so well."
"No Mum. We're fine. I heard her being sick this morning, though...and yesterday, come to think of it..." I let my voice tail off, the hook dangling.
She looked at me in horror. "You don't think -"
"Maybe. Perhaps it was that Greek guy." Chelsea had brought a guy home a few weeks ago who the entire family had taken an instant dislike to as he was wearing more perfume than she was. "I reckon he'd marry her, though, Mum, so you don't have to worry." I looked at her, trying to keep a straight face but couldn't hold it and I laughed at her expression.
She looked at me reproachfully. "That's not funny, Ben. You had me worried for a moment." She sighed. "I do wish she'd find someone to settle down with."
"She's only young, Mum. She needs to have some fun first."
She looked at me, clearly unconvinced. "She's is quite old enough to settle down. When I was that age -"
"- you had lived a full and rich life and were ready to settle down. Chelsea's different, Mum. She's an independent girl and she's doing OK. Let her alone."
"Well, you stay close to her Ben. I don't want her getting pregnant."
I was struck by the irony of her words. If she hadn't stopped me on the beach the other day she might well have been pregnant right now, but I suspected that Mum might not want to hear that. "Chelsea's pretty switched on, Mum, I don't think she needs me as a chaperone - but I will keep an eye on her."
"Good." She picked up my plate and moved to the kitchenette, still talking. "Your father and I are going into the city today. There's an exhibition on at the National Gallery that we're keen to see. You are welcome to come with us, if you'd like to."
"No thanks. You two go and have some fun. Are you driving?"
"We'll catch the ten-thirty train, if you wouldn't mind driving us to the station."
"No problem."
"We expect to be back by six thirty. Do you fancy eating out tonight?"
"Chelsea and I were thinking of doing that anyway. I'll ring you and let you know once I've had a chance to speak to her."
She nodded, and wondered off to her room to get herself ready.
I dropped the parents off at the station and drove into town, parking on the main street. The temperature had dropped even further and it had started to rain, a steady drizzle falling from a dark sky. I cruised the cafes that we used but couldn't find Chelsea, so I dropped into the Video Ezy store and chose a couple of DVDs to watch, then I headed back to the cottage. I was worried about her.
She was huddled on the little verandah to the cottage. Sheets of water were pouring over the eaves and there was little shelter for her. She was soaking wet and shivering in the cold wind. I unlocked the door and she moved into the lounge, looking pale and tired.
I put my hand on her forehead but she was not hot. "Where have you been, Chelsea? I was worried about you."
"Just walking...thinking." She gave a little smile. "I was worried about me, too." She looked around. "Where are Mum and Dad?"
I moved into the kitchen and flicked on the kettle. "They've gone into the city to see an art exhibition. Back around six. You look exhausted. Why don't you slip into bed and have a kip? I don't think you're going to miss much today."
She nodded. "I didn't sleep much last night. Is that tea you're making?"
"Absolutely. Do you want anything to eat?"
She shook her head. "No thanks, just a cuppa. I'll just dry off first. I won't be long."
"I'll bring it through to the bedroom."
She was snug in my bed when I went through with the tray, lying on her side looking at the rain streams on the window. The room was filled with the sound of water drumming on the metal roof.
"I hope you don't mind if I borrow your bed...I don't think my back could stand another minute in mine."
I smiled and shook my head. "Here's your tea." I sat down on the edge of the mattress and smoothed back her damp hair with my fingers. "I was worried about you," I repeated. "How do you feel?"
She shrugged. "Just tired - and a little confused."
"Anything you want to tell me about? I can help, you know."
"I doubt it." She smiled to rob her words of any offence. "You're the problem in this one, Ben, not the solution."
"I don't mean to be a problem."
"I know." She reached up and held my fingers. "Would you mind very much if we don't talk about it now - I'm...really not sure I've resolved anything - you know how it is when things just go round and round in your mind and you get nowhere?"
"I guess. I'm here if you want me."
She looked at me, her eyes huge in her face. "I know that. What time is it?"
I glanced at my watch. "Nearly twelve."
"Could you wake me at two, please, if I'm not up by then?"
"Sure. Don't forget your tea." I touched her lightly on the side of her face and walked out of the bedroom, closing the door softly behind me.
*****
At two o'clock I slipped quietly into her room. Despite the sound of the rain she was asleep, lying on her left side with one hand near her face. The dark rings had faded from beneath her eyes and she was breathing lightly, her lips slightly parted. I sat and watched her for a while and then I moved around to the other side of the bed and quickly shed my jeans and top, before sliding in beside her.
She stirred slightly as I spooned up against her, but she did not wake up. I carefully put my arm over her and held her close, hearing her murmuring softly in contentment, aware of her pushing back gently against me so that we were moulded together. One of my hands rested lightly against the warm skin of her throat, and I could feel the pulse of her heartbeat under my fingertips and I could smell the warm puppy aroma of her skin against mine.
I don't know how long we lay together like that, spooned together in the warmth of my bed, her asleep and me listening to the roar of the rain against the metal roof above our heads. The room was quite dark, with only a small square of grey diffused light stealing in through the rain-splattered window. The noise and the darkness conspired to shut out the rest of the world, so that my horizon shrank to only the confines of that room and the bed in it, and the girl in my arms. And as I lay there the uncertainty and problems of the past few days lifted, and I knew for certain that I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with her.
Chelsea stirred in my arms, and I could sense her rising consciousness as she emerged from sleep. Although I could not see her face I knew that she had opened her eyes and that she was awake. At length she spoke.
"What time is it?"
"About three."
"What are you doing?"
"I'm lying here with you."
"Why?"
"Because it's my bed, and I was cold."
She digested this information, and then after a few moments rolled over on her right side so that she was facing me. Her hair fell like a curtain across her face and I gently pushed it aside, tucking it behind her ear, my fingers light on her face. She regarded me with her grey eyes, still unfocussed from sleep.



"You could have taken a blanket to the sofa." Her voice was soft.
"Yes, I could. But then I wouldn't have been with you."
She smiled to acknowledge the compliment. "Are we alone?"
"Absolutely."
"When are Mum and Dad due back?"
"They're staying in the city tonight. Apparently there's local flooding at Princetown and the trains aren't getting through."
"So it's just us here tonight."
"Yes. Does that worry you?"
She shook her head slightly. "No, not really." She hesitated and I could see that she was choosing her words carefully. She put her hand on my shoulder, her fingers warm against my skin, as if touching me was a way to soften what she was going to say "I've not been very fair to you over the last few days, have I?"
"I wouldn't say that."
"No - hear me out, Ben." She paused again, then pressed on. "I've done a lot of thinking since last night - about you....about us. It was...difficult - you know, trying to adjust my feelings to you. You've always been there and sometimes we got on and sometimes we didn't, and it wasn't a big deal really. But our relationship has changed and I had to reassess -"
I interrupted. "So what happened, Chelsea?"
She stared at me, the chain of her thought broken, then she shrugged slightly. "Here we are in bed together with not much on, and you're asking me what's changed! It's not how brothers and sisters usually act, Ben." She lifted her hand and absent-mindedly brushed back the comma of hair on my forehead, smoothing it away from my eyes, her hand lingering. "That's not all of it though. Something happened to me before and I thought it was finished, but it's not. I'm not sure I'm ready to deal with it." She was looking into my face and her eyes were huge. "Shit! This is difficult!" she closed her eyes and I could see her making an effort to think. "I guess what I'm trying to say -"
"- sometimes you don't need to say anything," I whispered, and I leaned forward and put my mouth over hers.
Her lips were just as soft as I remembered and she still tasted of peppermint and spice. Our first kisses were gentle, our mouths barely touching - soft as gossamer and honey sweet. I probed gently with my tongue and she responded with hers, their tips touching, each exploring the other. She groaned into my mouth and I felt her hand come up to the back of my head, gently pulling me forward, her fingers in my hair. She rolled slightly so that she was more on her back than her side and I followed her, kissing harder, lips working against each other and our tongues touching, sliding hot and slippery, entering and withdrawing.
She arched her back and her breasts pressed against my chest, the nipples hot and erect, and she raised one leg and hooked her calf over my waist, pulling my body in tighter. My cock was pressed against her belly, as hard as it had ever been. She broke off the kiss so that she could speak.
"Ben - we can't...."
I rolled on top of her, taking the weight with my elbows and knees, and she was rigid underneath me. For a moment I thought she would push me off as she had at the beach, but then she relaxed under me, and her mouth was at mine again, tongue slithering into me as slippery as an eel. I felt her back arch upwards, her groin grinding against mine; her hands were on my shoulders her fingers gripped me tightly, and her legs opened so that my rod pressed against the crease of her pussy. She moaned at its touch and she lifted her hips upward so that her mound was grinding against me, her pelvis moving forward and back so that she could feel its length rubbing against her.
I rolled off and pulled aside the covers, flinging them off the bed. She lay on her back, her eyes hooded, watching me as I slid off my jocks. My cock bobbed free, massively hard, the foreskin back so that the head was fully exposed, the skin stretched purple and angry. She was staring as if mesmerized by it, and she reached forward to grasp me, her hand white and slender against the thickness of its shaft and her fingers cool against its burning heat.
I looked down at her, committing the picture to memory so that I could draw upon it in the future. The grey light of the afternoon was refracted through the wet glass of the little window, leaching away colour and form so that the image before me was almost monochrome - white and grey and black. Her skin appeared dappled with the shadow of rivulets of rain on the windowpane so that it looked as if her body had been painted, and her contours were cloaked in shadow, hiding their mysterious depths. Her eyes glittered in the dim light, and she released her grip on me and then thrust her hips upwards so that she could slide the tiny white panties down and off. For a moment the deep 'V' of her sex was exposed before it was shrouded in shadow again.
Her voice was soft against the roar of the rain on the metal roof. "Don't put it into me, Ben," she said, and she lay back, waiting for me to do whatever else I wanted.
I knelt between her legs, pressing my face to the juncture of her thighs and she rolled her hips upwards, lifting her legs and holding them with her hands so that she was fully exposed to me. The lips of her vulva were swollen with her excitement and I could see the warm, living flesh of her insides, pink and moist. She was sopping, soaking wet, silver juices smeared on the inside of each thigh, and a small rivulet of her lubricant had escaped from her sex and was dribbling over her perineum and oiling the tight, crinkled eye of her anus.
I placed my mouth over her sex, encircling its entirety, gently sucking on her labia whilst I penetrated her with my tongue. My senses were suffused by her essence - the warm, oily juices of her cunt seeping into my mouth; the pungent aroma of her arousal; the guttural moans of her pleasure, and the languorous roll of her hips to project her vulva upwards and out, so that I could reach further into her body with my tongue. She twitched under my mouth, and I felt her hands holding my head, pressing it hard against her whilst she undulated her pelvis against my face, smearing her juices over my nose and chin. I could hear her voice, hoarse with excitement as I ate her, tremulous as she reached up for her first orgasm.
"God, Ben! Eat me...Christ that's good! Eat me deep! Taste my juices!" and her hips rolled with each word, carrying me as if on a storm-tossed sea of passion.
Her first orgasm arrived quickly, just as it had on the beach. Her fingers fluttered at the back of my head like trapped birds, and she drew her legs up even further, opening them to their full extent so that I had complete access to her sex. Her body tensed, every muscle quivering as she reached upwards to the light. For a few long seconds she trembled on the brink, a high-pitched moan of impending pleasure drawn from her throat - and then with a shriek of ecstasy she came. Her cunt contracted violently and a squirt of warm fluid spurted into my mouth, dribbling around my lips and splattering the sheets below us. She dropped her thighs so that they were either side of my head and she gripped me tightly, my face mashed against her grasping, greedy cunt. I could feel spasms racking her body, and her vagina contracted under my mouth, fluttering and clasping at my lips as if trying to suck me into her body.
At length the contractions ceased and she gradually relaxed, releasing me so that I could break free and draw in a great gasp of air. I slid up the bed and lay next to her, and we lay silent for a few moments listening to the relentless drumming of the rain above our heads.
"Jesus, I needed that," she said, after a while. She looked down at my cock, still massively hard, and she reached out and touched it. "It's funny, really. Until this week I'd sort of thought your dick would be as I remembered it when we used to take baths together as tiny kids. It was like a little worm, as I recall."
"Thanks a lot."
She smiled. "It's a lot different now." She moved her hand rhythmically so that my foreskin slid back and forth over the glans. "Does that hurt?"
"No...no, it feels good. Ah... God, that's nice."
She laughed. "It doesn't take much to keep you guys happy, does it? Wow...look at that - "
A bead of juice oozed out of the eye, glistening like a teardrop, and as she pulled the foreskin back it began to trickle over the stretched, purple skin of my glans. She moved her hand up and gently captured it with her thumb, then transferred it to her mouth, her eyes closed as she savoured the taste and texture.
She smacked her lips in exaggerated pantomime. "Hmmm....its sort of....oily. Perhaps I should try a little more -" she rolled to her knees and leaned over me, her legs folded, her face moving down to the head of my cock. As she bent forward her hair swung over her face and she brushed it back, tucking it behind one ear so there was no obstruction to what she was doing.
I watched as she gently placed the swollen glans at her lips, pausing there for a moment while she adjusted the grip of her hand to just below the head. A dribble of spit escaped from her mouth, oozing over the head of my cock so that it gleamed wetly; and then she gently lowered her face, keeping her lips taut to prevent entry, allowing the pressure to build for a few moments until I was pressed hard against her unyielding lips - and then she relaxed a little and the head of my cock popped into her mouth.
I guess I'd never given much thought as to how my sister was in bed, but it was clear that Chelsea knew how to eat cock. She held my shaft lightly with one hand, just a finger and thumb near the base so that she could control the direction and angle as it entered her mouth, using pressure and cadence to give me pleasure. To begin with she only worked at the head, holding it in her mouth by clamping her lips over the shaft just below the glans, her head remaining motionless as her tongue worked on me. She used the tip of her tongue to drill into the eye, drawing out the strands of lubricant I released; then reverted to a soft, undulating motion, flicking her tongue against the frenulum, curving it slightly around the contours of my cockhead to maximize my pleasure. Sometimes she sucked, drawing the insides of her cheeks together so they rubbed against me, her head bobbing gently to increase the sensation. And all the time she watched me, her grey eyes steady on my face, using my expression and the sound of my pleasure to judge how she should move.
As the sensations built she began to take me deeper into her throat, her lips sliding down the shaft, slick and shiny from her spit. As I slid into her I could feel the tight, narrow confines of her throat pressing against me until every millimetre of the shaft was embedded into her; and then she would bring her head up, tilting it slightly so that the glans rubbed against the warm, soft inside of her cheeks as it emerged, her tongue fluttering against it and the pressure of her lips increasing until they locked around the rim.
I could feel the inexorable rise of my cum, the pressure building in my guts in a long low spiral that threatened to engulf me. She sensed it and drew me out, playing me like an instrument, squeezing the base of the shaft to control me, slowing the languorous lapping of her tongue so that the pleasure built more slowly. Sometimes she would stop, allowing the shining purple head of my cock to slip from her mouth: and she would smile at me, her lips glistening with my juices and her slender white hand around the shaft wet with spit and discharge. And then, when the tsunami of my impending orgasm retreated, she would bend to her task again.
Towards the end I was begging her for release, my voice desperate, my hands on her head to try and hurry her on. And finally she relented, moving her head faster, long deep strokes into the very back of her throat, her spit running freely down the shaft, her mouth pursed so that my glans was rubbing against the exquisitely soft inside of her lips and cheeks as it journeyed into her. My consciousness narrowed, my whole being focused only on my cock and the slender young girl whose mouth I was fucking. My orgasm built rapidly, roaring through my body like a tornado, plucking me up like a mote of dust to sweep me higher and higher, tumbling upwards to the very brink of the stratosphere where the air was thin so that I had to gasp for breath. For timeless seconds I trembled on the brink of an abyss, spirals of white starlight bursting in my brain, my cock swelling impossibly harder inside her mouth like an overinflated tyre until it seemed that it might burst; and I felt the semen in my heavy, swollen balls growl and sizzle like boiling lava, until the dam burst and it raced up the shaft towards her hungry, waiting mouth.
With a mortal cry of anguish I came. An impossibly long jet of boiling hot jism erupted out of me to spray against the back of her throat. My hands were on her head, holding her tightly, and my cock jolted and pulsed and twitched inside her mouth as I pumped. It seemed to go on and on, long ribbons of hot milky seed drawn from my aching balls, racing along the thick shaft to burst out of me, each one drawing a primeval groan of pleasure as it splattered deep into her throat.
And in my trembling ecstasy I saw my sister's face, her eyes calm and steady as she weathered the storm of my cum. She had tightened the grip of her mouth a little so that the boiling ribbons of my seed were trapped inside her; and then, as I watched, she loosened the seal of her lips to allow it to escape, thick white strands bubbling and dribbling over her lips, streaming down the shaft of my cock, drooling over her hand and wrist to finally pool on my heaving belly in sliver puddles of living juice.
At length the whirlwind subsided, and I released my grip on her head. She sat up and smiled into my face, her lips wet with my discharge. A thick cord of my cum hung from her chin, bobbing there for a moment before dropping onto her breast, looping around one nipple. She released my shaft and brought her hand to her mouth, her little pink tongue lapping at the sperm caught between her fingers, drawing it greedily into her mouth where it congealed, thick and white and glistening.
In the gathering darkness of that little room we lay in each other's arms facing one another, feeling the slow drip of sweat and juices; kissing lightly, each savoring taste of the other, hearing our quiet murmurs of contentment. I was struck by the improbability of the whole thing - this was my sister lying naked in my arms, a crust of my sperm on her face and her soaking wet pussy pressed against me.
I thought about when she was growing up, her skinny frame and braces on her teeth, pubescent breasts against her school blouses, awkward and self-conscious. And then, in just a few short months, she changed - her body filled out and curves appeared, and the front of her dresses were suddenly full, and sometimes you could see the press of her nipples against the material, hard and dark. I'd changed too, going from total indifference to what she said or did, to wanting to see her - sneaking peeks when she was not looking, fingering the filmy thin underwear that started appearing in the bathroom, ogling down the front of her dress when she bent over. It was all part of growing up, I thought. I'd never dreamed that we would lie naked together, my sperm drying on her lips and my cock pressed against her vulva.
She raised one thigh, looping the calf over my waist, pulling me in towards her so that my shaft was pressed harder against the soft, golden curls of her pudenda. I slid my hand over her leg, dipping down to the soft, wet entrance to her body. I touched her lightly, my fingers brushing over the swollen lips of her sex, gathering some of the moisture that still oozed out of her body, then smearing it lightly over the crinkled portal of her anus. It twitched as I touched it, the sphincter tightening momentarily then relaxing, nibbling at my fingertips like a little mouth. I moved back to her vulva, dipping into her with two fingers. She moaned in pleasure, her eyes shut and her bottom lip held between her little white teeth, and her hand grasped my shoulder tightly as she writhed under my touch.
I thought she was ready - that there was no impediment to my mounting her and plunging my thick, swollen cock into her willing body. I started to move, but she opened her eyes and looked into my face.
"Ben - no, please. Don't go any further."
"I need to be inside you."
"I know. I'm sorry. I just - can't."
"I don't understand. You want it as much as me."
She lifted her hand from my shoulder and touched my face. "Yes, I do, but -" she sighed. "I owe you an explanation, I know. Can we stop for a while? If I don't go and have a pee I'll wet the bed." She leaned forward and kissed me, her lips soft on mine, and then she pushed herself up, and smiled down at me. "Don't look so miserable. This isn't a brush off, Ben - but we need to talk."
"OK." I looked down at my cock. It was still massively hard, with a strand of silver lubricant dribbling out of it. "He'll be pretty disappointed though."
She reached over and ran her fingers over it, grasping the shaft tightly before releasing it. "He'll be fine - I'm sure we can find something to keep him happy." She swung her legs over the bed and stood up. "I'm going for a shower," she said. "Can you find something to eat? I haven't had anything since last night and I'm starving."
The meal was simple - a fluffy cheese omelet and salad, and some left over fried rice from yesterday's Chinese takeaway. I found a tablecloth and a couple of candles, and a bottle of red wine and I tidied up the room whilst she was in the bathroom.
She appeared in the kitchen, wearing her dressing gown and her hair still damp from the shower. "Wow, this looks good Ben." She watched me cooking, turning the omelet and then lifting it from the pan. "I hadn't realised how hungry I was."
"Can you light the candles and pour us a drink? It'll be ready in a few minutes."
She obliged and I watched her move about the room, small and neat, her face scrubbed of make up so that she looked younger. "Do you want a drink?"
I nodded, and she poured me a glass, the heavy red swirling up in the glass as she splashed a liberal helping. I busied myself finishing off the omelets, folding them onto the plates, garnishing them with a little parsley I had found, and I brought them over to the table, turning off the kitchen light so that we were illuminated only in soft candlelight and the flicker of the gas fire in the corner of the room.
She looked at her plate. "This is lovely, Ben. So how come you don't do it at home?"
"I only cook for really special people."
"Does that mean I haven't been special enough?" Her eyes were mischievous.
"Absolutely. But you are now."
"Perhaps not for long -" she was pensive for a moment, and then shook herself out of it and raised her glass, her voice brightening. "Here's to you, Ben. Thank you for the meal and thank you for understanding."
"Here's to us, Chelsea." We touched glasses.
We chatted about this and that whilst we ate, demolishing the main course and then some ice cream and tinned fruit I found in the cupboard. The level in the wine bottle dropped and the candle burned lower; and she became expansive, her voice a little louder and her eyes brighter. She had been telling me a story about how she met some girl when we were last here who turned out to be a total loser, when suddenly she stopped and looked at me.
"Ben, how well did you know Will?"
The question caught me by surprise. "What? Oh - well, pretty well, I suppose. As much as one knows anything about a brother."
"Did you knock about together as kids?"



"Not really. He was much older than us, remember - well, nine years. That's a lot when you are growing up. I wasn't even at high school by the time he had started work. It was more a case of him tolerating me, I guess."
She was silent for a few moments, fiddling with the stem of her wine glass. "Is there any more wine?"
"No - there's some Port -"
She nodded. "Can you get me one?"
I rummaged in the cupboard and found the bottle, and I poured a shot each. She sipped at it, staring at the amber liquid in her glass.
"Did he ever hit you?"
"Yeah - I suppose. Siblings always fight....I probably deserved it, anyway. What's this about, Chelsea?"
"Have you ever wondered why he left home so suddenly? Why he never keeps in touch?" Her eyes flickered to mine and then slid away guiltily, back down to her glass.
A sense of foreboding came over me, the portent of bad news. "Not really."
She didn't speak for a minute or two and I waited, giving her time to draw her thoughts together, watching her as she fiddled nervously, her little face set.
"Tell me you won't hate me, Ben," she said, softly. "I don't think I could bear it."
I reached over and squeezed her arm. "There's nothing that you can say or do to change how I feel about you."
She looked at my face for a moment her eyes searching mine, and then she nodded two or three times. "I think you mean that." She suddenly lifted her glass and drained it, and then stood up. "Let's go and sit down on a comfortable chair." She moved into the little sitting room and curled up at one end of the old leather sofa, patting patted the seat next to her, waiting until I was settled.
"Will was very different from you and me - I guess because he was the oldest. Have you ever noticed that he and Dad didn't get on? And how she doesn't ever speak of her previous life before she met Dad? Can you think of two more different people?" she watched me shake my head. "Sometimes I wonder if he was his father's son. Will didn't speak of his childhood either - not once. I think it must have been difficult for him...not like ours." She laughed nervously. "Wow - it sounds like I'm making excuses for him - but I'm not. It does explain why he was like he was, though -"
I interrupted. "How was he?"
"Moody, introspective, sometimes violent - but also capable of great warmth and charm. I was very close to him, and towards the end became obsessed by him." She laughed, but it was ugly, without humour. "God - what did I know. I was only a kid. I started flirting with him in that last year he was here, thinking I was ever-so sophisticated...little things at first, like wearing short skirts when I knew he would be around, bending over when no one else was looking so he could see my pants or my cleavage. I thought it was harmless, a bit of fun. I even thought I was helping him...he had that air of sadness, like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders, and I figured I'd be the one to bring him out of it."
She shifted her legs trying to get comfortable, and was silent for a few moments thinking back to whatever had happened. Her voice was quiet and I had to strain to hear as she continued. "He didn't respond. Not once. Sure, he'd talk to me, just like anyone else in the family, but as far as my advances were concerned it was as if I was invisible. I felt...rejected. The more he ignored me, the more I became infatuated by the thought that I could make him care - Heaven knows what I expected...he was my brother for God's sake."
I reached over and put my hand on her arm, and she grasped my hand, her fingers cold. "One night I got back to the house - Mum and Dad had a University meeting and you were out doing something or other. The house was quiet. I went upstairs and as I passed by his room I looked in. He was there, lying on his bed, just staring at the ceiling. I went in and stood next to him. I'd been playing tennis and I was wearing a white blouse and a short skirt with little white knickers on underneath. I went right up to the bed and I stood there, with my legs slightly apart so that he could see under my skirt from where he lay, and I asked him what he was doing."
She shuddered, living the memory. "He didn't reply at first, then he turned his head and looked at me, and he said 'Thinking of you, Chelsea,' and he held up a pair of my pants that he'd been holding in his hands. The crotch was folded outwards and I could see a streak of silver on it. 'You did this, didn't you,' he said, 'your hot little cunt, thinking of me.' I just stood there, trying to get over the shock of his words and the way he had said them. There was no passion in his voice - it was flat, without expression, and his face was utterly without emotion. And whilst I stood there, he suddenly reached out and grabbed my arm and he pulled me down onto the bed."
I interrupted her. "Chelsea, you don't have to tell me -"
She looked at me, her eyes like pools in her face and her voice was husky with emotion. "I need to, Ben. I've never told a living soul before." She paused for a moment to collect herself, and then went on, her voice stronger.
"I guess I was surprised at first, and then I remember a feeling of triumph...you know, he'd finally taken notice of me. I fell across him as he pulled me down, but I wriggled up the bed so that I was lying next to him, and I put my hand on his chest, leaning forward to kiss him. He wasn't interested in that, though. He only wanted one thing. He put his hands under my pants, trying to get them off, trying to push his fingers into me."
"Did he hurt you?" my voice was outraged.
She shook her head. "Not at first. Don't get me wrong....it wasn't rape. I wanted him, but it was all too sudden. Up to then it had been a bit of fun for me, you know, trying to get him interested - and then suddenly his fingers were in my pants. There was no foreplay; he didn't even speak. It went from nothing to everything."
I imagined the scene that she was describing - the cold, silent house, the two of them in his bedroom - together, on his bed, desperately moving in silence - he trying to get into her pants and she squirming, confused, wanting to find some tenderness but only finding lust, trying to make the best of what was happening.
"Did you do it?"
She nodded. "I even helped him. I undid my blouse and I slipped off my skirt and pants. He unzipped his jeans and he rolled on top of me. I asked him to be gentle, to spend a little time on me first, but he ignored me. He just thrust into me. I screamed ...I'd never had anyone....you know, he was the first. I wasn't ready and it felt like he was splitting me open. He didn't care...he just pounded into me, as hard as he could, and all the time his eyes were on my face, watching my expression as he fucked me." She shivered. "It was awful. I'd expected something much better - you know, some sort of romance - a bit of tenderness. It wasn't too much to ask for your first time, but he didn't even speak. And then he came, spurting into me. I was burning inside... really hurting, but I could still feel him pumping into me and I could feel how much there was."
She broke off and there was silence in the room for a few moments. She had her eyes closed, thinking about that evening, and then she continued, her voice flat. "After he came he rolled off me and got to his feet. I was on my back, my legs still open and blood on my thighs and his sperm was trickling out of me. He looked down at me and said 'get dressed, you slut' and he flung my clothes at me. And then he walked into the bathroom and shut the door. I was crying. I felt....so abused - betrayed, I suppose. He was my brother, and although I shouldn't have wanted him so much he could have shown me a little respect, at least."
I squeezed her hand. "Did he ever say sorry?"
She shook her head and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. "He never spoke of it again - in fact he treated me with disgust after that, but I'd sometimes catch him looking at me with a weird expression on his face. A few weeks afterwards I found I was pregnant and I told him. He laughed at me - said that it wasn't his, and that I'd have a hard time working out whose it was."
My heart went out to her. She'd had to deal with this alone. "Chelsea - I'm so sorry. How could I have missed it? I was there....it must have happened right under my nose! Why didn't you tell me - I could have helped -"
She shook her head again. "How could I tell anyone? It was my fault - I'd been the one trying to seduce him - my own brother. You would have hated me."
"So what happened to -"
"To the baby? I miscarried before I was big enough for people to notice. It happened at school - I pretended it was period pain, and they didn't know enough to tell the difference." She was crying, the tears trickling down her face and dripping off her chin, and her voice was husky with emotion. "It's amazing how strong you can be when you need to - and how stupid. You know, I still loved him, but he was so unpredictable. One day he bailed me up in the hallway, pressing me up against the wall and he put his fingers in my pants. He told me that he was having friends over and he wanted me to be there - to be nice to them. I figured he wanted me to fuck them. I told him that if he or his friends touched me I'd go to the police. Not long after that he had his car accident." She shuddered. "I've often wondered if it really was an accident. I guess we'll never know."
I held her hand tightly. "Chelsea - whatever happened, it wasn't your fault. None of it was your fault."
She nodded but said nothing, staring at the fire. I could see that her mind was filled with thoughts of what might have been, and then she shook herself lightly and wiped her eyes again.
"So that brings us to today - different time, different brother - but you can understand why I was so reluctant to go with you. I must be a sucker for punishment."
"It's not the same. I'm not the same as him."
"No, you're not, Ben. I know that. But he was my brother and so are you. They say that you revisit the sins that you commit."
"Would you go with me if I wasn't your brother?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
She looked down at her hand, still holding mine. "Because you turn me on - and you care."
"I don't just care about you, Chelsea - it's much more than that. I've thought about this a lot over the last week. I want to be with you all the time. I think you're great company to be with - we have fun, and we laugh a lot and we really enjoy each other....and yes I'm turned on by you as well, but it isn't just about sex - its about being together." I looked at her shyly. "I think I'm trying to say I love you, which is a whole lot more than Will ever did."
"You're still my brother and I've been burned -"
"So what? I'm so different to him. If Will had been like me you'd still be together - but he was a loser. I'm different, Chelsea - don't throw away what we have just because of him."
"What if people find out? We'd be outcasts."
"Only if we flaunt it. People hide their sex lives all the time. We haven't gone around bragging who we slept with - and we wouldn't brag about sleeping with each other, either." I held her hand, tightly. "Chelsea, what we did this afternoon was fantastic...its as intimate as two people can get. That step has already been taken - from now on we are only talking about variations."
She smiled at me. "I bet you've got some ideas on that, too."
I laughed, relieved to see her smile. "You bet."
She reached up and touched my face. "I have too, Ben." She paused for a moment, and then reached a decision. "I used to think that there was something weird about me because I fancied my brother...I used to dream about having him inside me - about the wrongness of it. Christ, it turned me on! I even imagined what having his baby would be like...a nephew and a son, rolled into one. It got me into a world of trouble." She looked at me. "Now here I am again, playing with fire - I really didn't learn much, did I?" She held out her hand. "Why don't we go to the bedroom and compare ideas?"
*****
There's something viscerally satisfying about knowing you are about to fuck someone for the first time. We drew out the suspense by tidying up first - clearing the table and washing up the few dishes, working closely in the kitchen, making small talk. The air was charged with sexual tension, both of knowing that soon we would be in bed together with the whole night ahead of us to explore each other. I guess the fact that she was my sister made it even more exciting. She was right - it was taboo, and the thought of penetrating her was utterly intoxicating. I imagined my sperm pumping into her like hot custard, flooding into her womb; the possibility of her seed and mine coming together, deep inside her body, creating a new life that would redefine family relationships - a dark secret born of lust that would mark our family's line for ever.
At length the chores were all done, and she turned to me. "Give me a minute, Ben, then come in. Don't say anything."
She had turned on the bedside light so that I could see her stretched out in my bed, the sheen of her hair shining on the pillow and her eyes shining as they watched me shrug off my dressing gown. I lifted the sheet and slid in beside her, turning on my side so that we were facing each other, feeling the warmth and pliability of her naked body next to me.
For a long time we just touched, brushing our fingertips over each other, our mouths together, lips nibbling, tongues probing. I drew my fingers down the long, satin sweep of her back to the cleft in her buttocks; across the curve of her hips and the flat plain of her belly; then up to the swollen plasticity of her breast, capped by the rubbery nub of her nipple. She groaned into my mouth and I could feel her pelvis thrusting forward.
My cock was rock hard, wedged between us, and she rolled back a little to gain access to it, her hand closing over the shaft to grasp its thickness. She milked it gently by squeezing and relaxing, her thumb smearing the long strands of pre-cum over the swollen bell-end.
"Christ, that's hard."
"All your own work, Chelsea."
"It would be a shame to waste all that effort."
"Yeah - but what can we do about it?"
She chuckled. "Let me show you. "
She released my cock and deftly rolled on top of me, straddling my hips, her body slim and graceful, her breasts surprisingly large for her slight frame. She levered herself up a little, her pussy poised over my cock, slender fingers reaching down to grasp me, guiding me to the soft, wet entrance to her body - and then, with excruciating slowness, she lowered herself onto my swollen rod.
I watched with hooded eyes as I penetrated her. The bulbous head of my cock crowned into her, nudging aside the wet, swollen wet lips of her pussy. For an instant my progress was impeded by the tightness of her channel and her descent stopped, small bubbles of displaced juice frothing where we were joined. I could feel the sucking clasp of her cunt, the cloying viscosity of her flesh struggling to accommodate me: and then she yielded, her vagina stretching to allow the long, glistening shaft to slide into her like a sword into a velvet sheath, until I was buried deep inside her. She had an expression almost of pain on her face, her shoulders hunched, hands on my chest to steady herself, and she expelled a long hiss of air as her body took me in.
"Jesus, that's deep. Don't move....oh, God, that's good!"
She was still for a moment, and then she clenched her pelvic muscles and released them, the rest of her body still.
"Can you feel that?"
"Yes."
"What about this?" She rocked her hips back and forth so that my shaft was squeezed in a tight, rhythmic movement.
"Oh, yes. Christ, that's good - you're so tight-"
She interrupted. "What about this?" She flexed her thighs, raising herself upwards so that the glistening rod of my cock appeared, sliding out of her smoothly until only the swollen head was engaged inside her. She held herself there, balanced on the tip of my cock, and she clenched her pussy so that her vulva squeezed itself around the rim. I reached up and held her arms, hearing myself groan at the sensation. I was desperate to thrust upwards, to bury myself back into her warm, wet heat, but what she was doing was exquisite and I willed myself to keep still.
"Jesus, Chelsea -"
She smiled at me, and sank back down onto my shaft, hunkering down so that her hips moved back a little as I slid into her, until the stem of my cock rubbed against the front of her cunt.
"Is that good?"
"You have no idea -"
She smiled, her teeth white against the darkness of her skin, and she began to move up and down, her hair swishing rhythmically around her face and her head bent forward so that she could see my cock sliding into her as she fucked it. She controlled the depth, using the muscles of her thighs and the angle of her body to orchestrate it, riding up until only the very tip of my cock was inside her; and she held me there, working the muscles of her vagina to grip me, the lips of her cunt fluttering around the head and a thin stream of her lubricant squeezed out so that it dribbled down the shaft; and then with a grunt of satisfaction she sank slowly downwards, rotating her hips so that I swiveled back into her, her vulva stretching to accommodate the thicker root and our juices creaming to a froth that dripped and splattered over my balls.
I could hear the squeak of the mattress springs and the soft sighs and moans of our pleasure. She had lifted her head and her eyes were closed as she savoured the sensation of our union. Her breasts bounced gently, the nipples hard like brown berries, and her hair swished around her face as she fucked me. The bedside light illuminated one side of her body more than the other, her skin gleaming softly, shadows shifting as she moved up and down. Her face was perfect in its symmetry, her lips slightly apart, her small, neat head set on the long, graceful column of her neck. I thought she was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.
Suddenly she bent forward, her face close to mine, her words cutting through the sound of our coupling. "What does it feel like, Ben, to fuck your sister? Tell me."
"It's good, Chelsea. You are so tight -"
"No, no. Tell me why fucking your sister turns you on."
I stared at her. "Because you are forbidden...because I've wanted you for years, since I watched you change....your tits... the way you moved - your pussy. I wanted you and I couldn't have you -" I was gasping, the words disjointed. "I wanted you, but I couldn't...Jesus! Now I'm inside you...fucking....ugh!! Fucking you, Chelsea. My cock in my sister's tight cunt...you're loving it, squeezing me, milking me -"
Her voice was thick with passion. "Tell me what you want."
"I want you to want me....to fuck whenever we like. I want to spurt into you -"
"Yes, yes!" Her voice was excited, husky. "Tell me about cumming into me."
"I want to pump into you - to fill you up. I'll spurt hot cream into you, Chelsea - into your tight little cervix, into your womb."
She leaned back, her arms on the mattress behind her so that she was angled back, my cock spearing into her at a different angle as he writhed up and down on me. "Oh, God, yes! Spurt into my womb, find my seed, fill me up!" and her head went back, her back arched, and she came.
How I didn't come as well I don't know. She cried out, a long scream of ecstasy, and she thrust down hard, driving my cock deeply into her. I felt the walls of her cunt contract around me, clasping the whole length, seizing it in a velvet grip that rippled and undulated with the force of her orgasm. The power of her contractions forced residual air and juice out of her pussy so that her labia fluttered and vibrated at the base of my shaft, and my balls were soaked in a sudden discharge that dribbled down to soak the sheet under us.



She must have sensed I was close, because she lifted herself off me as soon as she had finished. She swiveling around in the bed, kneeling at the edge of the mattress, thrusting her tight little butt upwards, legs akimbo, her breasts pressed against the sheet and her face turned towards me, mouth twisted in lust.
"Fuck me again, Ben! Fuck me doggie!" and she wriggled her hips invitingly.
I scooted around the bed and positioned myself between her legs. She was close to the bedside light so that her cunt was fully illuminated - shining wet with her juices, the thick lips of her labia folded back and the narrow portal of her pussy slightly open, a small oval eye that beckoned me. The cheeks of her ass were firm and beautifully shaped, and I held them apart as I entered her so that I could watch her cunt being stretched apart again.
I fucked her in long, slippery strokes, the thick shaft of my cock spearing into her, the slap of her buttocks against my thighs loud in the small room. I fucked her deeply, standing on tiptoe so that I was angled down, thrusting through her pelvic girdle, nudging the cone of her cervix so that she moaned with pain and pleasure. I fucked her with a single-minded purpose, listening to her cries of encouragement, wanting only to flood her with my hot seed, to impregnate her slim, wriggling body in an act of total subjugation.
I felt the rising tide of my orgasm take control of my brain, shutting down every other sensor so that there was only my cock and the hot, clasping cunt in which it was sheathed. My shaft seemed to swell and the head bulged inside her, and the spiral of my pleasure accelerated exponentially, whisking me upwards until I was teetering on the edge of a frozen precipice, every neuron in my body screaming for release. And then the white lights burst inside my brain and I came, lunging deep into her with such force that she screamed in pain.
My hands were fastened on her hips, pulling her tightly to me, our bodies locked together like dogs fucking. The head of my cock was lodged against her cervical orifice so that I emptied directly into her uterus: six or seven long, hot jets, each one splattering across the fertile plain of her womb. I gasped for breath, my back arched, muscles quivering at the pinnacle of ecstasy, my cock throbbing and pulsating as it pumped. I heard her screaming in turn, her second orgasm triggered by the heat of my seed, her cunt milking me frantically as she trembled and shook beneath me.
At length the hurricane of our passion subsided and for a moment there was only the sound of our laboured breathing and the creak of the bedsprings as she shifted under me. I went to withdraw, but she gripped me hard with the muscles of her cunt, and her voice was soft and compelling. "Stay in me Ben. Don't move yet."
And so I waited with my rod still embedded inside her, feeling the sweat drying on my skin until my cock gradually softened and I slipped out of her.
*****
She lay in my arms, her head on my shoulder. The rain had started again although it was much lighter than before, the drumming on the roof barely audible.
"What are we to do, Chelsea? Tomorrow's the last day here and then its home."
"What would you like to do, Ben?"
"To be with you, like this, for the rest of our lives."
She thought for a moment, then pushed herself up so that she could see my face. "Let's worry about how we do that later," she suggested. "We have the rest of tonight first." She slid aside the sheet, and leaned over me, her sharp little teeth nippling at my nipple, teasing it out, and her hand slithered down to cup my balls lightly. I felt my cock stir again at the thought of those parts of her body I had yet to explore.
She slid down the bed and her mouth closed over me again, the prelude to so much more to come.
Author's note. I hope that you enjoyed this story...stay tuned for further episodes. I'd be grateful if you could leave feedback - just a couple of words to say if you liked it or not, and what you'd like to read about in future stories.
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Chelsea was still asleep when I awoke. A shaft of sunlight crept into the room from a chink in the curtains, falling on her hair as she slept - a glorious butter yellow shot through with iridescent strands of spun gold. She was breathing lightly, her lips slightly apart so that I could see the white of her teeth, and she had pushed the covers down so that one breast was exposed, the skin a lighter creamy colour against the darker tan of her arms and shoulders. Her face was relaxed in sleep and she looked young and vulnerable.
I lay for a while, not wanting to move - content to stay there as long as I could, just to look at her. This time yesterday she had been just my sister: a person with whom I had grown up. The blood that flowed in her veins was mine, and her DNA was stamped with the same genetic blueprint as my own. We had shared a childhood: fought and played, squabbled and forgiven, laughed and cried. We had grown up together, moving from innocence to awareness, adolescence to adulthood. We had rejoiced at each other's achievements and suffered their failures, and we supported each other in the way that siblings do - two separate souls joined only by the common bond of family.
Now, in just a few hours, all that had changed. She was my sister and my lover and she was asleep beside me, naked, her lips swollen from my kisses and my seed inside her body. I watched her softly breathing, and I realised that nothing could ever be the same again.
After a while she stirred, stretching her limbs as she emerged from sleep, and her eyes opened, a soft grey like the early morning sun on open water.
I reached over and touched her face softly, brushing an errant strand of hair from her eyes.
"Good morning."
She smiled. "'morning. What time is it?"
"Nearly eight. Did you sleep well?"
She thought about it, stretching her arms again and then snuggling back down into the bed, still smiling at me. "Not really. Some pervert wanted to fuck me all night."
"That's disgraceful."
"Four times!"
"Amazing. He must have great stamina."
"Every time I tried to sleep he was there."
"It was probably your fault."
She laughed. "Me! How do you figure that? I just lay there and thought of King and Country."
"You must have wriggled a bit and showed your tits."
She looked down at them. "So its their fault."
"Accessories to the fact only. There's a feline mastermind in the bed."
"You're not talking about my pussy, are you?"
"Absolutely."
"I think it's drowned."
I laughed. "Drowned?"
She held open the sheet and looked down at herself. "Well, drowned internally. I'm pretty full."
"Well, that's an amazing coincidence - I'm empty."
"Really?"
I looked at her. She was still holding the sheet open and I could see the fine golden hairs on her pudenda and the crease of her vulva below it. My cock stirred. "Well... perhaps not that empty -"
She lifted the sheet higher so that she could see me harden, my cock stretching and filling, the foreskin rolling back. "You're insatiable."
I reached over and cupped her breast, my thumb rolling over her nipple, feeling it swell in sympathy with my cock. "And you are irresistible."
"I'll be irresponsible if I don't go to the loo." She reached down and wrapped her fingers around me, squeezing the shaft. "Tell him to hold that pose," she said. "I'll be back."
She hurried back and snuggled down beside me. "Are you ready?"
"Absolutely. Fully recharged. Another quart cumming up."
She groaned at the pun. "I'm not sure I can find room for it." She rolled onto her side, facing away from me and she drew her knees up to her chest. "But let's give it a go. Put it in me."
I spooned up behind her and nudged the head of my cock against her, feeling initial resistance as I pushed: then the soft warm surrender as her vulva opened and I sank into her body.
She groaned, her back arching a little as I filled her. "Oh....Jesus, that's good."
"Better than last night?"
"As good as last night. It's all good." She reached behind her and grasped my hip, arresting my thrusts. "Keep still for a moment."
I stopped moving, my cock deep inside her. She worked her vaginal muscles, a rhythmic grip that squeezed and released my shaft. "Can you feel that?"
"Some."
"I'll work on it. One day I'll milk you dry without you moving."
"How long will that take?"
"About a month."
I chuckled. "I think we'd starve."
She began to move her torso, sliding back and forward on me, and I picked up the rhythm so that my shaft was sliding into her smoothly, her labia clasping at me as we fucked. I pulled the sheet down so I could watch.
"What are you doing?"
"Looking. I like to see myself going in."
"Nice. Tell me what you see."
I grasped her buttock and lifted it slightly to fully expose her where we were joined. My shaft glistened as it slid in and out of her, shining with her juices. "I can see your pussy being fucked."
"Tell me."
I pulled back so that the head of my cock appeared, just the tip engaged inside her. "I can see my cock - its just inside you....your lips are touching it, covering the end -"
"Is it wet?"
"Yeah. Not so much that it is trickling out of you, but there's enough." I pushed in a little. "Can you feel that? The head is inside. Your lips have closed over it, just under the rim, gripping me." I pushed slowly, describing how the shaft slid into her until the thick stem was up against her vulva, her perineum bulging out slightly to accommodate me. "When I push into you your anus moves."
"How?"
"It's forced out and back a little, like there's something inside you pushing it."
"There is....touch me there."
I gathered some of her juice on the ball of my thumb and held it lightly over the crinkled opening. I could feel it moving as I pumped into her, nibbling and sucking at me like a little mouth. I applied pressure and my thumb slid into her. She crimped tightly, her sphincter squeezing tightly like a rubber band, holding me embedded in her bowels.
She groaned. "Ooh, that's good....just hold it there... God, I'm full of you. Ugh! Fuck me faster now...can you come like this?"
"Yes."
"Do it. I want to feel you spurt into me."
And so I did. She was curled in a little ball, hunched over so I could see the outline of her spine under the glossy brown skin, the curve of her waist flowing through to the sensuous swell of her buttocks. She was making little whimpering noises as I fucked her, the glossy mane of hair swaying a little with each stroke. I released my thumb from her ass and held her buttocks apart with my hand, watching as I pistoned into her with long glorious strokes. She was much wetter now and our friction had produced a light creamy froth that bubbled a little with each thrust, and I could see the crimped opening of her ass, pouting a little from its violation, pulsing as I pushed into her.
The tight spiral of my orgasm rushed upon me, spinning in my brain, shutting out everything except the clasp of her cunt on my shaft. She sensed that I was close and clamped her vaginal muscles to increase the friction and she undulated her hips, drawing me into her deeper, sucking at me like a pump until, with a hoarse cry of pain I erupted into her again. My seed burst from the end of my cock and splattered into her body, spraying the wet walls of her cunt, dribbling and dripping inside her. She moaned as she felt its warmth, her voice filled with wonder at the sensation.
"Christ, Ben! I can feel it, inside me. It's boiling...so hot," and she milked me, murmuring softly as she gyrated her hips, her hungry cunt gripping me in a smooth, muscular action as it vacuumed the steaming sperm out of my jerking, pulsating balls.
Afterwards we lay on our backs, side by side, the sweat cooling our skin. At length I pushed myself up and looked down at her. Her vulva was still open and I could see a trickle of my cum at its entrance, thick and white.
"I can see myself tricking out of you."
She laughed. "I guess I really am full." She raised her legs, knees bent upwards towards her breasts, and she supported her back with her arms so that her torso was angled. "How's that?"
"As cream pies go, it's a good one."
She laughed again and a gob of my sperm was ejected, trickling over her. She released her arms and sank back to the bed. "You prick! Don't make me laugh - get me a tissue." I watched as she mopped up the mess, and she looked at the soaking tissue. "What a waste."
"Plenty more where that came from."
She turned her eyes on me and looked. She said nothing, but for the first time I read regret in her expression.
"What?"
She shook her head. "Ben - you know we can't do this at home."
"Well, not all the time -"
"No. Not at home. Mum will find out sooner or later and it will destroy her."
"We can go out - find places. Motels -"
"I don't want this to be sleezy. I don't want to sneak around living a lie every day."
"I know, Chelsea. But we'll work it out."
She looked at me again. That same expression...the laughter gone, a tinge of sadness. "Perhaps," she said softly. "We'll see. Whatever happens, remember that I want you."
She'd said 'want' not 'need', but it was a start.
*****
And so we settled into a routine, back at home, back at work. It was difficult with Mum and Dad around, as they worked flexible hours and most of the time one or other of them was at home. Chelsea was desperately worried about them finding out.
"It's not just the risk if we have sex," she said to me one morning, in the few minutes we had alone before we headed off to work. "It's the whole body language thing, Ben. I'm sure Mum knows something is happening between us."
"In what way?"
She shrugged. "I'm not sure. You know what she's like - really slow to pick up on some things and razor sharp on others. I guess its intuition. She asked me the other day how come I was getting on so well with you after years of squabbling."
"What did you say?"
"That we'd realised during the holiday that we had more in common than not, and enjoyed each other's company." She smiled. "I didn't tell her how much we enjoy each other."
"And what did she say?"
"It was really odd. She said 'Ben's a nice boy but don't spend too much time with him...find a man to settle down with'...something like that, anyway. Perhaps she's figured out you're a pervert rather than a real man."
I laughed. "She's more concerned about you being flighty. During the holiday she said pretty much the same thing to me...that you needed to settle down with a nice young man. I stirred her up a little by telling her I'd heard you throwing up every morning and you were probably pregnant to that Greek guy."
"You didn't!!"
"I did - it really had her going for a while but I couldn't keep a straight face and she twigged. She told me off, and then said that I should keep an eye on you so that you didn't get preggers."
Chelsea shook her head. "Poor Mum! I guess she didn't know that I'm far more likely to get knocked up by you than by anyone else."
I gave her a hard look. "Anyone else? Are you -"
She cut me off. "Don't start that, Ben - jealousy doesn't suit you." Her voice softened. "You're pretty safe....for some reason I really like you....hey, come on." She squeezed my arm. "I'm not seeing anyone else Ben."
"OK."
She continued to look at me, her grey eyes steady. "Alright. How did we get onto that subject anyway? Look, I just wanted to say that we have to be really careful, Ben. Even a meaningful look between us can give away much more than we can afford."
"Alright."
"I mean it. No mooning around me, no loving glances, no footsies under the dining room table."
"What can we do?"
"Act like a brother and sister." She saw the expression on my face and sighed. "Ben, there will be a few opportunities, I'm sure. Just don't spoil everything in being too hasty." She glanced at her watch. "Anyway, I've gotta go. See you tonight." She leaned forward and kissed me, her lips soft and lingering. "Be good."
I watched as she picked up her car keys and walked out, so trim and smart in her business suit. I knew she was right, but it didn't stop the longing.
*****
She played the game so much better than I, setting a rigid set of rules that had me wondering if she really had gone off me. Whenever there were others around she would treat me as she had for most of our lives - with the disdainful tolerance of a sibling. I tried a few times to touch her surreptitiously under the table, or perhaps brush up against her when she was in the kitchen, but she just moved away.
Even if no one else was in the house she was circumspect. I might win a few kisses but as soon as I tried anything more she would stop me, and she would explain again as if to a small child. "Ben, we can't do this - they might come home at any moment."
"They might not, though."
"Better to be safe than sorry."
"How about we go upstairs, then? We could hear them...it would give us time to -"
"No! Once we start they could arrive with a Brass Band and we wouldn't notice."
"But I want you."
She reached up and touched my face. "I want you too, Ben. Just be patient. There will be times -."
"But when -"
"When I say. Now go and have a cold shower," and she would turn away, and I'd be left angry and frustrated.
Three weeks after the holidays I'd just about given up - or at least I would have done if I hadn't loved her so much. Even our brief time together was spent arguing about why she was so careful, and why she wouldn't relax a little. It came to a head one Friday.
It had been a difficult day at work and I was tired, and I came home to find Chelsea in the kitchen alone.
"Hey!" I went to give her a kiss but she twisted her head so that my lips pressed on her cheek and then she turned to walk away. I grasped her arm. "Wow...that sent a message. Do you want to try that again?"
"Not now, Ben."
"Well, now seems like a good time, Chelsea. We are on our own, and I'm not trying to drag you off to bed here. How about a decent kiss?" I pulled her towards me.
"I said no!" She snatched her arm away and glared at me, her little face set and angry.
I could feel my temper rising. "Why not?! Why aren't you interested any more?"
"Because I don't feel like it! Because I'm sick of you trying to get me to do things I don't want!"
My anger spilled out, white hot, driven by the weeks of frustration. "It's always what you want, Chelsea - what about what I want!? What is it with you? Why won't you -"
She laughed, a bitter sound without humour. "It doesn't matter what I want. It's all about you! You only think of one thing, and you can't seem to get it in your head that we can't do it here!"
"You weren't so particular on holiday!"
"That was on holiday, and it wasn't an invitation to try it on all the time!" She leaned in towards me, her eyes like steel chips. "I told you it would be different at home...which bit of that didn't you understand?"
"The bit where you turned into a cock teaser!"
She stepped back, pale with anger. "You bastard!"
"Well, you are. It's been three weeks, Chelsea, and now you can't even bring yourself to kiss me. What the fuck's going on!?"
"Nothing!! Can't you understand that either?! There's nothing going on and nothing willgo on at home. Why does it have to be a dick thing?"
"It's not! It's about showing each other that we still care! You've built a fucking brick wall between us -"
Her voice dropped. "I'm not doing this, Ben. Not now - not ever!" She turned and stomped away, her little figure stiff with anger, stopping at the door for a final shot. "Get this in your brain - you don't own me!" She slammed the door behind her and I heard her footsteps running upstairs.
I'm not a heavy drinker but I went out that night, meeting up with a couple of friends from work to sink some beers at the local pub. I wasn't good company though, and they moved on to leave me to drink alone. I sat at the bar, nursing a Scotch, remembering what it had been like when we were together, me inside her, her body painted by the rain-swept luminescence from the little window above our bed and her eyes soft with love. I remembered her words on the last morning, when she had said that she would always want me, and I tried to reconcile them with the anger in her face tonight. Like a forlorn lover I played the scene over and over in my mind, trying to figure where things had gone wrong and what I could have done to prevent it. The anger had long since gone and I was racked with self-pity and a sense of injustice.
In the early hours of the morning I gave up and walked through the empty streets. It was raining - a light drizzle falling silently, painting the road silver in the circle of light from every street lamp, and I was soaking wet and stone-cold sober by the time I reached home. The house was quiet and I crept into my room to slip off my clothes and dry off before climbing into bed. I knew that sleep would be difficult.
There was a little tap on the door, so quiet that I thought I had imagined it, and then I heard the creak of the door and her soft voice, whispering. "Ben."
I sat up. "Here."
She moved silently across the room, a fleeting shadow, and I felt her bump against the bed as she reached me. "Where are you? I can't see."
"Wait, I'll put on the light -"
"No! No, don't." She felt along the bed and found me, and raised the bedclothes to slip in. "Christ, you're freezing."
"I've only just got in."
"I know. I've been waiting." She wrapped her arms around me, her face close to mine so that I could hear her voice, a low whisper. "I can't stay long but I couldn't sleep. I had to speak to you again. Are you OK?"
"I guess."
"I mean, are you drunk?"
I laughed softly. "No, I'm not. I wanted to be, but even that didn't work. A shitty day all round."
"Ben - I came to say I'm sorry. I didn't mean what I said."
"So why did -"
She put her fingers on my lips. "Wait. Let me finish. I had a bad day and I was tired, Ben. - we shouldn't argue on days like that."
"We shouldn't argue at all."
"Right....Ben, I didn't mean what I said about never doing this."
"So what did you mean? I'm pretty confused, Chelsea."
She pressed her lips against my neck. "Me too. I...want you so much, Ben, but I'm frightened of what will happen. I shouldn't be here now - I'm terrified about them finding out about us. I can't do... anything in that environment, and you kept pushing -"
"I love you. I need you, like before -"
Her whisper was urgent. "I do too! Just like before - but not here. This isn't like that."
"I can't wait for ever, Chelsea. I need you."
She was quiet. I could feel her warmth through her nightdress, pressed up alongside of me and I could smell the fragrance of her hair close to my face.
"Chelsea?"
"Yep. I hear you." She was quiet for a while, then she spoke, so softly I could hardly hear her. "Suppose we go away for a weekend? Just you and me. We could go to a place where no one would find us."



I felt my heart leap. "Sure. When?"
"Next weekend - no, that's Mum's birthday. The weekend after."
"Promise?"
She nuzzled against me. "I promise. I'll make the booking. You need to find an excuse to be out of town and I'll find one too. We'll take your car - it's better than mine." She giggled. "It's much smaller, but we won't be taking much."
"Just us and some energy pills."
"That's right."
"Can you leave right after work?"
I felt her head move, nodding. I reached up and brushed my hand over her hair, the strands glossy under my fingers. "We'll come back late on Sunday."
"Two nights and two days together!"
"That's a lot of screwing."
She sighed. "Is that all guys think about?"
"It's what I'm thinking about now."
She reached down, her hand sliding over my belly heading south. "You've got no clothes on!"
"I wondered if you'd notice."
Her exploring fingers found my cock. "So what's this?"
"Your lifelong friend."
She grasped it, her fingers gripping the shaft, and she gently rubbed her thumb over the head, smearing my moisture over the glans. "He's happy to see me, I think.
"He'd be happier to feel you."
I could feel her shake her head. "I can't Ben - they're just down the hall. We'd wake them."
"We can be really quiet."
"No. I couldn't concentrate - I want it to be fun, not sneaky."
"Sneaky is really good fun, sometimes. Didn't you ever fuck where you could be caught?"
"Have you?"
"Oh, yes. I shagged Linda Barlow in the office storeroom once".
She giggled. "That sounds like a story for another night." She gave my cock a final squeeze and let go. "I'm going now, Ben. We have a date in a couple of weeks - and just because it looks like I'm ignoring you between now and then doesn't mean that I really am."
"Won't you stay?"
"You know I can't." She stood up and pulled the covers back over me, then leaned down and kissed me, her lips soft and wet. "Sleep well." I heard the whisper of her nightie swishing as she left the room, and the click of the latch as the door closed behind her, and I settled down in my bed happier than I had been for weeks.
*****
To say that I couldn't wait for Friday week to come around would be an understatement. Each day passed with agonizing slowness. The hours at work were interminable - but they were nothing on the time spent at home in the evening, when we would pretend that we were just a brother and sister.
The nights were the worst, when I lay in bed remembering what she had felt like. My brain was filled with images of us making love; me sinking into her, penetrating deep inside her slim body and her back arching to accept me, mouth open in an "O" of pleasure. I recollected how she had looked beneath me - her legs open and her knees slightly bent to better take me in. I remembered the swell of her breasts, creamy white, her nipples hot and swollen, and how her hair spread over the pillow, a cascade of gold. Most of all I remembered her eyes, shining up at me as we made love.
Alone in the darkness I was filled with the agony of yearning, the pain so real it was like a vice around my chest. My hand would steal downwards to grip my cock, imagining it was inside her...moving it slowly to prolong the pleasure, trying to replicate the clutch of her pussy...stroking, stroking - and then, alone in the still hours of the night, I would spurt hot jets of seed over my belly, calling out her name into the cold and silent room before fading into a troubled sleep.
At last the Friday came around and I watched her leaving for work carrying a small holdall, kissing Mum goodbye and explaining how she had a girls' weekend planned in the city. I waited a few minutes until I heard her drive away, and then I turned to Mum.
"I'm off too, Mum. I'll see you Sunday night."
She lifted her face up for a kiss. "Tell me again where you are going?"
"I have a workshop for the advertising project that we are tendering for."
"Is it in the city as well?" She reached up to brush some fluff off my jacket.
"No, Mum. It's at a hotel in Maryville. You can get me on the mobile."
She looked up at me. "You know I love you, don't you?"
I looked at her in surprise. "Of course."
"Then be careful what you do."
I opened my mouth to respond, but she was regarding me with such a strange expression that the words dried on my lips. It was as if she was looking right into me, stripping away the fabric of my life until only The Lie remained, pulsating like a malignant stain on the surface of my soul.
I knew that nothing we had done or said could possibly have given us away - but I stood like a deer in the searchlight of her eyes, and there was nothing I could say. I turned away and walked from the room to live the lie that my mother suspected: to rendezvous with my sister and to fornicate with her as many times as I could.
*****
I collected Chelsea after work, waiting in the car park for her, my heart beating fast with anticipation. She came out of the door wearing jeans and a cut-away top, long-legged and smiling, tanned and beautiful. She climbed into the seat and leaned over to give me a chaste kiss on the cheek.
"That's for anyone who's watching," she said. "I'm saving the real ones for later."
I waited until she was strapped in and gunned the engine, scooting out of the gates with a squeal of tyres and the exhilarating rush of acceleration, heading westwards towards the little hotel she had booked. The top was down and the slipstream caught her hair, whipping it around her face in a golden cloud and she laughed with the joy of it.
"How long 'till we get there?"
I consulted the GPS. "Ninety minutes exactly."
"Any problems?"
"Not really." I contemplated for a moment whether I should tell her and then decided I should. "Mum said a strange thing to me this morning, though. She said 'be careful what you do'."
Chelsea looked at me quizzically. "I don't see the point."
"She didn't say 'be careful', or 'drive carefully'.....she said 'be careful what you do'. It just struck me as odd - as if she knew that I was going to do something that was bad."
"Do you think she knows?"
I shrugged. "How could she?"
"Then there's probably nothing to worry about." She reached over and took my hand. "Nothing is going to spoil this weekend, Ben. It will be perfect."
"You are perfect."
She laughed. "Is that what you want - a perfect little goody two-shoes?"
"Since you mention it, not really."
"So what would you like?" Her eyes twinkled mischievously.
"A bad girl."
"How bad?"
I looked at her. "A really, really bad girl."
She leaned over and put her hand on my knee, running her fingers back along my thigh, over the crutch of my jeans, stopping there, pressing lightly with the tips of her fingers. "I can be bad," she said sweetly, "...but I'm your sister."
I picked up on the cue. "That's exactly what I want - a bad, bad sister."
"And what are you going to do to your bad sister?"
"Uh - let me think about it. Um...I know - I'll fuck her!"
"Oh my, that sounds interesting. What with?"
"I'll find something."
She laughed. "I think I've already found it." She pressed her hand over my crutch, feeling the heat from my rising cock.
I looked at her. "Do you want to pull in somewhere?"
"Not really, I'd rather get there sooner."
"Then you'll have to stop what you're doing."
She took her hand away and laughed again. "Why, Mr Rogers, I thought you were enjoying that."
"I was, until my prick got bent double." I adjusted myself, wriggling in the seat and trying to release the logjam. "Ah, that's better...now, feel free!"
She took my hand instead. "Best not, Ben....I don't want to waste what you've got." She paused for a moment. "Are we nearly there yet?"
I looked at the GPS again. "Eighty seven minutes."
"It's funny how time goes so slowly when you really want something."
"Tell me about it." I smiled ruefully. "When you told me then days ago that we could go away on a weekend I figured the time would pass quickly. It seems about a month ago."
"For me too."
I glanced at her. "Can I ask you something?"
She nodded.
"Do you think of me, you know, at night...before you go to sleep?"
"Every night. I think of what we did on holiday and I can't believe that we were that naughty." She glanced at me. "Is it terribly wrong, what we did?"
I shook my head in denial. "Have I hurt you at all?"
"No, of course not."
"Have we hurt anyone else?"
"Not that we know of."
"Then how can it be wrong? I've never felt this way about anyone, Chelsea. I lie in my bed every night and I ache for you -"
She giggled, "I lie in bed every night and I cum for you."
Her words invoked a sudden image - Chelsea in her bedroom, her fingers at her cunt, her muscles tensing as she spiraled up towards her orgasm...and her brain filled with the vision of me pumping into her. Perhaps she had been doing it at the very same time that I had, both of us busy, only a dozen yards and a hundred miles apart...each aching for the other, fucking by proxy.
She was looking at me, her gaze open and steady. I squeezed her hand. "Me too, Chelsea," I said, "and in...eighty four minutes we can do it again."
*****
We arrived just after dark, negotiating the long, tree-lined driveway and then round a final bend to the covered area outside Reception. I killed the engine and turned to her.
"What name did you book us under?"
She smiled. "Rogers - that's who we are."
"Right."
"Can we eat first, Ben? I'm pretty hungry and the anticipation is always better if you prolong it."
"Sure. I've been waiting for weeks so a bit more won't kill me. You'll only get New Zealand foreplay, though."
She looked mystified. "New Zealand foreplay? What's that?"
"I tell you to brace yourself."
She laughed. "This whole drive has been foreplay. You'll hear me squish when I get out of the car."
We checked in, showered and were in the restaurant within half an hour. It was lovely: secluded tables next to the garden, set with crisp white tablecloths and lit by candles. I poured two glasses of wine and I held her hand as we sipped it. There were other couples around, but they were like us - lost in themselves.
"You look beautiful tonight, Chelsea."
She smiled shyly. "Get on with you! I look the same as I did half an hour ago."
"No you don't." It was true. She had brushed her hair until it gleamed, and she had changed into a simple white dress that accentuated the glossy sheen of her skin and the fine bone structure of her shoulders. I could see the unfettered press of her breasts against it, the hint of shadow where her nipples darkened the fabric, and the gold necklace accentuated the graceful sweep of her neck. My heart twisted in my chest - she was so perfect, so beautiful, and she was mine.
"I love you."
She reached over and took my arm, squeezing it in response. "I do too." Her eyes were soft, glinting in the candlelight. "We are very lucky, aren't we?"
"I guess."
She shook my arm slightly. "No, we are. We're young, healthy and we have each other."
"Only sometimes. I want you all the time."
"Isn't sometimes enough?" She looked around. "This is lovely, Ben. Going away like this gives us real time together - a beautiful restaurant, and a big bed only a few minutes away - and two days of pleasure which will be so much better because we've had to wait for it. That's better than a humdrum life of routine, isn't it?"
"We still have to sneak around. I thought you said that you didn't want that."
"I did - but it actually adds spice to it, don't you think? You know, the whole thing about making plans together, packing in secret, the rendezvous at work." She leaned forward, her eyes sparkling. "The girls at work saw my suitcase and kept asking what I was up to and they were intrigued by my secrecy. I guess they thought I was sneaking off with some guy - maybe a married man. Can you imagine what they would think if they knew it was my brother?"
"They'd probably think it was purely platonic - you know, brother and sister going off to study earthworms or catch butterflies or something."
"And instead we'll be....well, you know."
"What?"
She shook her head a little, suddenly embarrassed. "You know -"
I persisted with my teasing. "Digging? Driving?"
She looked around to see if anyone was listening, and leaned forward conspiratorially, her lips forming the word. "...we'll be fucking."
I smiled at her. She was right - this way did add spice to the whole affair. I looked around at the shadowy figures sitting at other tables and wondered how many of them were here under similar circumstances - married men with their secretaries, wives with their lovers, perhaps even fathers and daughters or brothers and sisters, like us. And they were all here for one purpose only - to have an illicit liaison - or, to put it in Chelsea's words, to fuck each other. I imagined what would be happening in the rooms around us tonight and I thought we were in good company.
We finished our meal and had coffee and liqueur in the lounge, excited by what was about to happen but also a little frightened. Last time we had made love it had been a spontaneous event, the result of holiday madness, and there was still the chance to walk away from that. This time it would be premeditated - we were here because we had deliberately planned it. We had plotted together and lied together, and would be utterly complicit in our guilt. Once we went to bed there was absolutely no going back, and the weight of that knowledge subdued us both so that we spoke little, content just to touch and look at each other.
The bed linen had been folded back and the wood fire was crackling in the grate so that the cabin was intimate and inviting, painted in the flickering light of the flames. I took Chelsea in my arms, holding her, smelling the clean fresh scent of her hair and feeling the warm plasticity of her curves pressed against me.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" I whispered.
"God, yes, Ben. More than anything."
We undressed each other slowly, sliding each article of clothing off, delighting in the silken warmth of the other's skin and the little goosebumps of their excitement, hearing their sighs of anticipation, watching the erectile swell of their flesh. I pressed my lips to hers, tasting the sweetness of the liqueur she had drunk and the intoxicating flavour of her mouth, holding her tight little buttocks, one in each hand, pulling her against me with the thick rod of my cock between us, pressed against her belly.
At length she broke free and she took my hand and led me to the bed, climbing onto it, lying on her back, knees bent and her legs open so that she was fully exposed to me, and she smiled. "Eat me, Ben," she said softly, "I promised myself that you'd do that, and then you can do anything that you want to me."
She had shaved her pussy so that her mound was smooth, her labia a little more prominent than I remembered. They were swollen with excitement and slightly open, glistening with her moisture in the flickering light so her pussy looked like an exotic flower, the petals folded back and the warm wet centre ready to be harvested. I pressed my mouth to her, feeling her labia compress a little under my lips, soft and wet and fragrant, and she groaned and thrust her hips upwards, her hands holding my head and guiding me, her words soft in the silence of the room. "Ah...God, that's good. So good. Don't stop, Ben. Eat me up."
My tongue was inside her again, tasting the sharp essence of her arousal as it leaked from her, feeling the oily wetness of her juices over my mouth and chin. She gyrated her hips, pressing herself up against me, forcing my head down with her hands, my face mashed against her. Suddenly she came, her first fast orgasm - a sudden rush of pleasure, hips straining upwards, thighs quivering. I heard the long, agonized groan of her ecstasy and tasted the spurt of juices that were ejected from her cunt into my mouth, tart and wholesome, and I felt her hands fluttering in my hair as she was swept away on a wave of pleasure.
I flipped her over, bringing her to her knees, pushing her head down and lifting her torso so that she was kneeling on the edge of the bed, her ass projected upwards and her legs slightly open. This was my favourite position and I savored the view for a moment, knowing that I would soon be sawing into her slim golden body. Her buttocks were tight and the gap between them was accentuated, her cunt projected outwards and the lips wet and open so that I could see the pink flesh of her insides. The tight, crinkled portal of her anus nestled above it, shrouded in shadow, another entrance to her body open to me, and my cock hardened even more at the thought of choosing which I would spurt into.
The head of my cock looked huge, swollen and purple, glistening with the pre-cum that I had leaked. I rested it against her pussy, watching with hooded eyes as the tip engaged, twitching at the touch of her labia. I pushed forward slowly and the head entered, her lips sliding aside, the ring of her vulva resisting briefly before surrendering and closing over the thickness of the glans. I paused, feeling the clutch of her cunt as she squeezed around me. I could imagine her vulva locked around the rim of my cock, gripping it like a hose clamp, imprisoning the head inside her while the shaft remained outside. She groaned at the intrusion, her hands grasping the sheet, and she pushed back with her hips to accelerate the penetration.
In the long mirror on the wardrobe I could see it all: my sister kneeling on the bed, her breasts pressed against the mattress and her hair spilling over the sheet, her body angled up, legs splayed in an attitude of complete surrender. I stood behind her, my thick member spearing into her, slanting down to penetrate her body through her clutching, grasping vulva and into the pelvic cavity of her body. My cock looked massively swollen, almost grotesque against her slim flesh, sliding into her, splitting her open so that she moaned and wriggled around me.
At last it was fully inside and I paused to savor the moment. This was my sister, my own flesh and blood, and I was fucking her in a hotel bedroom. It was her cunt that was gripping me, welcoming me into her body, oozing juices that bubbled around my shaft. It was her moans and sighs of pleasure that I could hear, the soft whimpers of contentment as she felt me inside, stretching her open. She reached back and held open her buttocks, her fingers slim against the firm flesh, and I pressed forward more, the last few millimetres of my cock entering her.
Her voice was breathless and gusty. "Jesus, Ben! God, that's good....hold it there....let me feel it right up inside."
I held still, visualizing the long shaft embedded inside her, the walls of her cunt clutching at it and the head buried deep, close to the cone of her cervix.
"Now, come out, slowly....slowly."
I withdrew and my shaft appeared, shining with her juices, her vulva clutching like a mouth, a ring of flesh stretched around me. It was struggling to hold me inside her, gripping the shaft as I slid out, sliding over the rim and grasping at the bulbous purple flesh of the glans until I bobbed free. A few drops of moisture dribbled out, splattering over the bedspread.
With a cry of lust I dropped to my knees and thrust my face against her, plunging my tongue into her, lapping at the juices, gathering them on my tongue, sucking the lips into my mouth. My nose was pressed against her anus and the soft perfumed flesh of her buttocks rubbed against my cheeks. I lapped at her like a dog, rasping my tongue over her labia, long strokes now - the tip teasing her clitoris, then furrowing over her cunt, flicking over the tightness of her perineum and delving into the valley of her ass. Her body jerked and twitched, and I could feel the tips of her fingers against my face as she prised herself open to allow me deeper access. I flickered my tongue over her anus, feeling the crinkled texture of the opening, twitching and pulsating under my tongue until, like the tip of an arrow, I penetrated her there, the sphincter opening like a little mouth to draw me in.



Through the red haze of my lust I could hear her moaning, hear her voice begging me to fuck her again. I stood up and thrust my cock into her, burying myself into in a single plunge, the head forcing her vagina open and levering aside the clenching walls of her cunt to penetrate her deeply. She shrieked in pleasure, thrusting back against me to accentuate the strokes, her back undulating and her hips rotating so that I corkscrewed into her, pinning her down to the bed like a javelin plunging into the earth. Her cunt juice was whipped to a froth where we joined, creaming us both, flecks of it splattering over her thighs and my balls.
I fucked her hard - long, slippery strokes down into her willing body. I fucked her with all the frustration of the last month, each stroke a testament to the silent hours where I had played with myself, imagining this moment where I could feel the clinging suck of her flesh around my shaft and hear the groans and sighs of her pleasure. I fucked her to possess her, to defy the taboos of society, to forever bind her to me in a secret bond that only she and I would know; and I fucked her because I loved her, and this was the ultimate culmination of that love....to possess her, to become one flesh - hers and mine, brother and sister, lovers together.
The pitch of her cries changed, becoming more shrill, and her back arched as she came. A spurt of her juice sprayed from around my shaft and she shrieked, her hands gripping the sheet. Her orgasm triggered my own, and I seized her hips and buried myself as deeply as I could into her writhing body. For a single moment of eternity time stood still, the spiral of my pleasure building rapidly until it seemed as if my brain would burst - and then my sperm erupted from the swollen head of my cock, sizzling hot as it hosed into her, thick and white like clotted cream, splattering against the trembling walls of her cunt. She ground against me, still coming herself, her vagina sucking at me like a greedy, gobbling mouth to draw my seed into her, down into the secret depths of her body and into the fertile field of her womb.
Gradually the storm of our lust passed, and our cries of pleasure were stilled. I withdrew, my shaft bobbing free, and she rolled onto the bed with a sigh of contentment. I climbed next to her and we held each other silently, each of us washed by the tidal wave of passion, each of us a part of the other.
We made love twice more before we slept - long, slow love, my shaft embedded in her as we lay side by side, or me on top, riding her gently, feeling the clasp of her body and the acceptance of her flesh. Twice more I spurted into her, soft orgasms in the quiet of the night, my seed entering her to lie inside her body.
And then we slept, our arms around each other, each of us looking forward to the new day.
******
Ninety miles away, my mother also slept, a fitful and restless sleep plagued with doubt and fears for her children. And as she tossed and turned a segment of the anterior communicating artery in her brain began to bulge as high-pressure blood encountered a blockage. At first it was a minor swelling - a tiny white protrusion on the artery, like a bulge on a bicycle's inner tube, pressing against the surrounding tissue. Like a hole in a dam wall the flow accelerated, the blood building, pressure increasing. The swelling grew rapidly at its weakest point, the elastic wall of the artery stretching rapidly, the tissue bulging and distending until it could stretch no more - and then it ruptured.
She woke in the darkness, almost immobilised by the pain - a blinding, gripping headache unlike any that she had ever known, tearing into the back of her head with such intensity that she felt her skull would shatter. She stumbled to her feet, swaying, feeling her way to the bathroom where she sank down on the cool tile floor overcome by nausea. The pain was a blinding sheet of agony, spreading rapidly down her neck - a paralyzing, debilitating agony that consumed her mind and robbed her of rational thought. She tried to cry out but could not - and so she lay alone in her anguish until, in a little while, her consciousness slipped away and she embraced the comforting blanket of darkness that enfolded her.
Chelsea's Story
The strident ringing of my mobile phone penetrated my sleep, relentless and shrill until I fumbled on the bedside table and answered it. The clock showed it was 4:53.
"Hello?" My voice was slurred, thick with fatigue.
"Chelsea, it's Dad."
"Hello?"
"Can you hear me?"
I fought to clear my mind. "Yes, yes. What is it, Dad? What's happened -"
"It's your mother."
I felt the cold clutch of fear grip me. "What's happened? Is she alright?"
"She's had a stroke...they're trying to stabilise her." I could hear the catch in his voice, his calm a thin veneer over his tears.
"Where is she?"
"She's here, in the hospital. Where are you?"
"Maryville."
"Is Ben with you?"
"Yes." I said it without thinking, my mind numbed with the awful news.
"You must both come home....it's not looking...she's not good."
"Of course. We'll leave now."
"Drive carefully."
We checked out and were in the car within fifteen minutes, traveling fast on the empty roads, holding hands. Ben spoke quietly.
"You know, its now that you realise how much they've done for you."
I nodded. "She'll be alright, won't she?"
He hesitated. "We don't know very much, Chelsea, but a stroke is a pretty savage thing to have...we should be prepared for the worst."
"Do you think it was us that caused it?"
He turned to me, his voice astonished. "Good God, what a thing to say! Why on earth do you think it is our fault?"
"She's always been in good health...and you said that she suspected us, and then the minute we go away together it happened. Perhaps God is punishing us for what we did."
He gripped my arm. "Listen to me. It is not our fault and God is not punishing us. She had high blood pressure and something let go in her brain. That's all there is to it. Do you understand that?"
"Yes."
He stared. "Promise you won't think that again."
I nodded. "Alright."
"And promise we'll have another weekend together as soon as we can."
"I promise."
"All right. Now try and sleep a little - it's going to be a long, hard day."
We drew up at the hospital a little after dawn, a grey sky streaked with gold. The night staff were just coming off shift and a nurse directed us to the intensive care ward. Dad was there, sitting numbly in a chair with his head in his hands and the three of us hugged, drawing strength from each other. He told us of how he had woken and realised that she wasn't beside him, and how he had found her curled up on the floor unconscious.
"They're working on her now," he said, "they say it's too early to tell."
We waited, sitting in a line in the corridor, watching the clock on the wall opposite. At last the neurologist appeared, still dressed in her scrubs.
"Mr Rogers?"
"Yes?"
"Are these your children?"
"Yes."
"Very well. She took us into an office and shut the door. "Your wife has suffered a subarachnoid hemorrhage...do you know what that is?"
"A stroke?"
She nodded. "That's right." She seized a pen and drew rapidly on the whiteboard, crude and angry strokes that showed what had happened. "The scan shows significant bleeding under the arachnoid membrane in her brain, suggesting that the artery ruptured a while before you found her. We have done what we can to control the bleeding, but the extent of damage to the brain tissue is not clear."
"How is she?"
"She is in an induced coma, but would be unconscious anyway. It is too early to test her vital signs."
"What area of her brain is affected?"
"Speech, balance, eyesight primarily - and memory." She shrugged. "The bleed was very extensive, so it's difficult to say." Her voice softened. "Mr Rogers, the prognosis in cases like this is generally not good. You should prepare yourself for the worst."
Dad looked at her. "No. I'll prepare myself for the very best outcome."
She smiled at him. "Well, we'll all work towards that." She glanced at her watch. "I'm so sorry, I have to go. Do you have any questions?"
There were a million questions but none that she could answer, and so she left and we discussed our strategy - to have someone by Mum's side 24 hours a day, taking shifts. Dad stayed first. He turned to me as I prepared to leave.
"Chelsea - would you mind giving me a minute."
"Of course." I watched Ben walk from the room, terrified of what my father was going to say. He was close to me, his face only a few inches from mine, and he knew that we had been together. I wondered if he could smell the aroma of our fucking on my skin or the scent of his son's semen as it leaked from my vagina.
He waited until the door was closed, and he turned to me. "Chelsea, you should know that William is on his way."
I was stunned. "Will? I thought he was overseas....after the accident - well, you know, he left so suddenly, and there's been nothing -"
He shrugged. "William choose to stay away for reasons of his own - but he was your mother's son and she would have wanted him here."
"When is he arriving?"
"He just said he would be here when he could." He put his hand on my shoulder. "I'm not sure what happened between you, but I know that something did. Could I ask you to bury the hatchet with him at this difficult time?"
I nodded, and he smiled at me. "Thank you. God willing, we can all get through this together - and perhaps it will even make us stronger." He turned away, his shoulders slumped with the burden of what had happened.
I told Ben as we walked back to the car, and he reacted as I expected. "That bastard! I'm not having him in the house, after what he did to you! I'll speak to Dad. He can't -"
"Ben, the last thing Dad needs is for us to fight. Let it be - it'll only be for a few days, I'm sure."
He grunted. "What about you, Chelsea? How do you feel about having him here?"
I thought about it for a few moments. "Nothing, really. What he did was a few years ago now, and remember that I was as much to blame as him." I squeezed his hand. "I've moved on, Ben, and I'm sure he has too. Let it go - we are all here to help Mum now."
"I don't want him alone with you."
"He won't be."
He held on to my arm. "I mean that, Chelsea. Promise me you won't be alone with Will."
I nodded. "I promise."
But even as I said it, I knew that it was a promise that I could not keep. There were too many questions between William and I that had yet to be answered, and time had only emphasized them. In some ways I dreaded seeing him again, and yet there was still that fatal attraction - knowing that he was so vulnerable, particularly now that the only member of the family who had truly loved him was close to death. Perhaps I could put the demons to sleep and we could both move on. Perhaps.
*****
Will arrived and we settled into a routine of sorts. He didn't say much to us, preferring to keep himself to himself, doing his stint at the hospital and then retiring to his bedroom. Mum's condition didn't change much, although she was breathing on her own now and they had reduced the drugs that induced the coma. During our shifts each of us would sit by her bed, watching the flickering lights of the monitors and listening to the beat of her heart, talking to her about anything we could.
On the occasions that I saw William he was civil enough. He was still of slender build, with a long face and thin, bloodless lips that had drooped over the last few years to give a permanent expression of distaste. The irises of his eyes were dark, almost black, so that from even a short distance you could not distinguish them from the pupils, and the overall effect was striking. They didn't reflect his emotions like other peoples' eyes - they were expressionless, dead and black, like those of a shark. Although he wasn't tall, he had a presence about him - a sinister aura that suggested brooding introspectivity and a deep reservoir of hidden anger. I noticed that people treated him with deference, although they never smiled at him. He just wasn't that kind of person.
It was a joyless time, and I think it affected all of us in different ways. Dad spent most of the time at the hospital. He would sit by Mum's bed for hours, holding her hand and talking to her softly about all of the things that they had done together. He seemed to have aged ten years, his hair more white than grey and his figure shrunken, desiccated, as if someone had put him in a drier for a week or two and then popped him in a jar on the shelf. I was as worried about him as I was about Mum - at least she had good care around her, but he wouldn't listen to any advice and although I tried to cook him decent meals, most of the time his plate was untouched.
And so it went on. Mum made gradual improvement, although it was dreadfully slow and the doctors were still non-committal. She could hear what we said at least, although she could not respond. Each day I would drag myself home from the hospital and do the chores around the house before writing up my journal and falling into an exhausted sleep. Ben wasn't much better and we really didn't have any time together, although we would touch hands when we could, or perhaps have a brief hug when nobody was around.
And then, on the thirteenth day, it all came crashing down.
Dad was at the hospital and Ben was at work, trying to hold things together. I came in from the shopping, carrying the bags through to the kitchen, stacking the groceries in the pantry and making a cup of tea. I glanced at my watch. It was just after four - time for a half hour rest before I made supper.
I climbed wearily upstairs and pushed open the door to my bedroom and stopped dead. William was there, standing next to my bed fully clothed. The drawer in the bedside cabinet was open, the lock broken, and he held my open diary in his hands. He looked up at me with his empty, black eyes, and his voice was a sibilant whisper, full of malice.
"Well, well, little sister, who's been a naughty girl, then?"
I stopped, rooted to the spot, my heart hammering in my chest. I suppose I felt outrage more than anger, but my voice was shrill. "What the fuck are you doing in my room - and who said you could read my diary?"
He smiled lazily. "I did. What are you going to do about it?"
I looked at him, weighing up my options. I had no wish to touch him so I struggled to be calm. "Nothing. Put it back, please, William, It's mine."
"In a moment. Let's just talk about some of this stuff" His thick fingers flicked through the pages. "Ah, here we are...all about you and little Benny. What does it say?" He read out the words. "At last, at last! B. and I are together - glorious, wonderful time with M&D away. How can I want someone that much? " He laughed. "B for Benny. B for Bloody little shit! B for Bastard!" He giggled at his eloquence. "Looks like it runs in the family, Chelsea. Wasn't I good enough for you - did you have to diddle your twin brother as well?"
I crossed the room in three strikes, reaching out to snatch it out of his hands, to rake his face with my nails and to tear out his eyes. I lunged forward but he sidestepped and brushed me aside. As I went past him he struck me once, a short blow to the side of the head that rattled my teeth and flung me sideways across the bed. I lay there, stunned, my vision blurred and the metallic taste of blood in my mouth.
He bent over me and seized my hair, pulling me up so I was half upright and twisted towards him, and he thrust his face close to me, his voice low and savage. "Now, now. I'm not finished. Do you want another one or are you going to be good?" He waited for a moment and then he released me and I fell back on the mattress. "Now, where was I? Ah - yes!" He read from the page. "Well, we did it! Four times, and I don't feel bad about it. Not on the pill, either. Could I be pregnant? I hope so!"" He looked down at me and shook his head "Four times! I didn't know the little faggot had it in him." His fingers flicked the pages. "What about this, little sister, dated two weeks ago. 'Secret rendezvous with B in Maryville. Lovely hotel, beautiful meal and great sex..." He peered at the page. "It's got three little ticks on the page, Chelsea - does that mean what I think it does?"
I struggled to talk, my voice thick with the swelling where I had bitten my tongue. "You've got it all wrong, William. "B" is Bruce - he's a guy at work and we -" I saw the blow coming this time and tried to dodge it, but he struck me across the face, open handed, knocking me sideways against the bedhead.
"Fuck, you, Chelsea! Do you think I'm stupid? I've seen how you two look at each other, all lovey-dovey and touching when you think no one is looking. You make me sick!" He looked down at me with disgust. "Well, are you carrying his little bastard?"
I looked up at him, my eyes pleading.
"Nothing to say? Does that mean yes?" He laughed. "Well, well, I'm to be an uncle am I? An uncle to an inbred moron, most like." He looked at me. "What am I to do with you, Chelsea?"
"Let me go, William. Walk away and we can forget -"
"Walk away!? I don't think so!" He waved my diary and laughed. "Not with this little beauty in my hand. Did you know that fucking your brother is an indictable offence in this country, punishable by imprisonment?" He laughed again. "Four to six years, last I heard. Now, you wouldn't want that, would you? And before you went to prison we could share your little secret with your school pupils, too - can you imagine the questions they would ask? Their innocent little faces shining up at you in the class: 'Please Miss, is it true you've been humping your brother?'" He giggled at the thought, flecks of spittle flying from his lips. "And what about when I tell our dear parents...it might even kill the old bitch, what with the shame of it all, and that supercilious prick -"
I stared up at him in horror. "You wouldn't tell them, would you? Please..."
"- who thinks he's fit to call himself my father would never be able to front up to his precious University again." He giggled again, a high pitch sound. "Ah, yes, that would be fun...I could send it to the Rector, a nice little letter asking if he knew that his precious Professor of Economics was sticking his own daughter in the ass."
"William, I'm not! I never -"
"Who cares, Chelsea? If you've fucked both brothers why not Daddy, too? Who'd believe a little tramp like you?"
I shook my head, tears rolling down my cheeks. "Don't, please don't. You'd kill him."
"Yes, it probably would - eventually... what a nice ending that would be! And what about your precious Benny? He'd lose his job, of course, and would be sent to prison....they'd soon work out he was a faggot. He'd be fucked ten times a day." He stopped suddenly, reaching down to seize my hair again, twisting my head so that I was looking at him. "Hey! Look at me when I'm speaking to you, cunt!"
I stared up at him. "William, please. Oh, God, please don't. I'll do anything. Give me the book, please."
He laughed again. "Anything? Too fucking right, you'll do anything! How about we start right now!" He flung the diary into the open drawer and ripped off his belt, strapping it over my forearms before I could move, pulling it tight so that it cut into my flesh. "Time to share a little with me, sister, and tomorrow we can think of other games to play!"
He reached under my skirt and seized my knickers, ripping them downwards, and he plunged his fingers into my pussy, thick and dry. He giggled as I screamed, and he pushed them in harder, watching me with his dead black eyes as I struggled, and his voice was thick with excitement. "I thought you liked sibling cock, Chelsea! Don't you want me? Is Benny better than me?" He stared down at me. "I could take you right now, but I think I want you to beg for it. Be nice to me, sister...ask me what I want and be nice, and I might consider being a little bit nice to you."



His fingers squirmed inside me and his breath was in my face. I couldn't speak, and he grunted with anger.
"Listen, you bitch! It's really simple. You do what I want and I won't tell the parents about you and Benny playing hide the sausage....now that's not very hard to understand, is it?" He laughed again, that high-pitched giggle. "Or would you prefer that I just fuck you anyway. Do you like it rough - how about up the ass?"
I shook my head, struggling to speak, my voice a whisper choked with sobs. "No, no. I'll do what you want, William. Give me the book."
He twisted his fingers inside me, grinding them down so that the pain intensified. "Not in a million years, Chelsea. You be nice and I'll be nice, but I keep the book. Now, you lie still while I have a little fun, do you hear?" he pulled his fingers out of me and unzipped himself, dropping his pants and thrusting his genitals forward. "Do you remember this?" he laughed. "Your old friend, Chelsea. It's been in some interesting places since you last had it, and I'll do some interesting things to you with it."
I stared up at him. His cock was distended, bobbing to and fro in front of me. The foreskin was fully back and his helmet was shiny, the ridge above its rim purple and red. I could see thick blue veins along the shaft, like dead earthworms wriggling over the bulging grey skin, and it was bent like an old scimitar. His scrotum was huge, a wrinkled sack swinging between his legs, covered with coarse black hair.
He put his hand on his cock and began to stroke it, slowly at first and then with gathering speed until it was moving rapidly along the shaft, and his foreskin made little sucking noises as it was driven back and forth over the glans. His eyes were on my face, still and empty, and he spoke to me, his voice becoming disjointed as the pleasure consumed him.
"I had you picked as a whore all the time, Chelsea, when you were... waving your little tush at me....ah! Nice pussy, though...nice...and...tight. This one is for me and then - ugh - I'll wet the baby's head....drown the little bastard! Ugh! Fuck, that's good! Look at it, you bitch! Fucking open your mouth when I come! Jesus, that's good..." his fist was flying up and down the shaft, and as I watched the knob swelled even more. "Fuck, it's close! Ugh, Hot juice for you, bitch. Here it comes....ugh...here it comes...aaragh -"
With a gutteral cry of pleasure he spurted, aiming his rod at my face, reaching forward with his other hand to seize my head so that I could not wriggle free. A thick jet of his sperm leapt from the angry eye of his cock and splattered over my face, pooling in my left eye and clustering in my hair. He grunted again, gathering himself for another spurt, hissing at me through his clenched teeth. "Open your mouth!"
I opened my mouth and a second jet splattered over me, then a third and fourth, thick and slimy - splattering over my lips and drooling into my throat. His head was back, the cords in his neck tensed, protruding like girders, and then, as the height of his ecstasy consumed him, he closed his eyes. It was the moment I had been waiting for.
I drew my legs back sharply, bending my knees and rolling my hips up towards the bedboard, twisting so that I was aligned with him, and then I jack-knifed, driving my legs forward with all my strength. My shoes smashed into him, crushing his genitals like a dry pretzel, driving him backwards. He tripped over his pants and fell heavily, and the house shook with the impact. I wriggled off the bed, my arms still bound, and in two steps I was beside him. He was curled in a fetal position, his hands grasping his genitals and a high pitched squeal burst from his lips like a piece of stone drawn over a slate.
I should have left it then, but a black rage seized me. I drew my foot back and I kicked him, again and again, feeling the solid thumps as I connected with his body and he shrieked, trying to protect himself, still clutching his ruined genitals. I was shouting, screaming at him, and he lay writhing beneath me as I lashed out. I was driven by all the rage and humiliation that had bottled up over the years, and for the fear and pain he had just subjected me to. My anger and disgust coalesced into a burning, white hot anger, a craving to utterly destroy the crawling, broken animal at my feet.
And so I kicked him until the blood flew from his face in scarlet drops like crimson confetti, and he groaned and writhed beneath me. I lifted my leg to stomp on his head, but a strong pair of hands seized me, pulling me away and Ben was there, holding me, and I was safe.
*****
The pilot banked the little aircraft over the beach and we saw where we would be staying. The huts were set under the canopy of trees behind the beach, their new thatch gleaming in the sun and the lagoon stretched out in front of them, blue and green and turquoise, with the white fringe of the reef marking the hue of the deep water beyond.
He set down gently on the edge of the dirt strip and we bounced along the runway until we came to a standstill a dozen yards from the little passenger apron. He retarded the mixture lever and the engine coughed to a stop, only the ticking of cooling metal and the shrill whistle of the cicadas disturbing the sudden tranquility. The pilot climbed down and helped us to the ground, his hand on my waist to guide me.
"The caretaker will be here in a moment," he said. "She'll take you through the routine, but it's pretty simple - you're on your own unless you call me up - otherwise I'll be here to collect you a week on Saturday." He regarded me with open admiration, his hand still resting on me. "Is there anything more I can do for you guys?"
"No thanks, mate." I got the impression Ben didn't like him.
"Oh - alright. I'll be off then. Have fun."
Louise showed us around, smiling at our enthusiasm, her teeth white against her dark chocolate-coloured skin. She showed us the hut and went through the emergency procedure and then withdrew, promising to come back once a day to check that all was well. Then, suddenly, we were alone, the first time for weeks.
Ben was standing next to me, looking down at my face, and he lifted his hand and touched me gently. "Well, here we are then." He smiled. "Are you happy we came?"
I nodded. His eyes were soft, still concerned, even though it had been a couple of weeks since Mum had lost her struggle to live. I suddenly felt a great well of tenderness towards him, and I pulled him to me and hugged him, my arms around his chest, feeling the hot burn of tears in my eyes.
He stroked my hair and murmured softly. "It's alright, Chelsea, it's OK." He lifted my head and I felt his fingers lightly on my skin, brushing away the tears, smiling down at me. I wondered how he could be so cheerful. The weight of what had happened since we were last together in Maryville was still such a burden, a tangle of sadness and tragedy, pain and loss. It was if my mind was adrift in a black jungle of thorns and I longed to be free from their spiky clutch.
"Do you feel up to a walk?" he asked. "We could check out our island home for the next two weeks."
I nodded. "Give me a moment and I'll change."
We strolled down the beach and plunged into the sea, and afterward we walked along the crescent of golden sand, holding hands and talking, the salt water drying on our skin.
"Do you think Dad will be alright?" Ben asked. He'd been worried about leaving him.
"He'll be fine, Ben. Mary will look after him." Mary was the nurse we had found who would pop into his flat every day to ensure that he was well. "He's tough, you know, he'll get over it." We walked on for a while. "The best thing we did for him was to sell the house."
He nodded. "I'm not sure about location of his new place, though."
I was surprised. "What do you mean? It's perfect."
He laughed. "It's next to that retirement village. I saw them - the old biddies looking over the fence, lust in their eyes. There was one in particular, a right old floozy with blue rinse and furry slippers - I bet she'll be over the fence in no time."
"At least he'll die happy."
We walked to the far end of the beach and sat on the rocks on the headland, looking back over the lagoon. I could see our hut, almost hidden amongst the trees. Ben put his arm around me. "You OK?"
"It's lovely isn't it? Coming here was one of your better ideas." I looked across the shining water to the far shore. "I think this is just what we needed - not just me, I mean both of us. The last few months were pretty full-on." I thought back, remembering the day when William had almost raped me. "I wonder where William is - no where like this, I bet."
"Who cares?"
"I do, Ben....what was it they say: 'There is no revenge so complete as forgiveness?' We came out of that so much better than him because we did forgive." I glanced at him, gathering my thoughts. "Besides, he condemns himself - there's no joy in his life, you know. He'll be bitter and angry for the rest of his life, because that's how he is, and he'll die a lonely old man. Isn't that punishment enough?"
"He's lucky he's not in goal."
"Well, if he doesn't change he probably will be one day, but letting him go was one of the better things that we did. It saved a lot of explaining in the courts and it certainly saved Mum and Dad from further anguish. He was a bully, Ben, and bullies always scuttle away when they lose their power. Without the diary he's no threat to us."
Ben nodded. "Can I ask you something, Chelsea?"
"Shoot."
"He kept ranting about you being pregnant, and how it was a mortal sin....as if he would know!" He looked at me shyly. "Were you? Pregnant, I mean." He hurried on. "You don't have to tell me if you don't want to."
I'd never spoken to him about it, and I felt the pain lance through me again. "Yes I was, Ben - five weeks. I miscarried that night." I remembered how the cramps had started, how I had ridden the waves of pain alone in my room, and then the emptiness and despair of loss. I shivered. "They say that history repeats itself, and it sure did. My first baby was his, and the second one was yours, and I lost them both - an eye for an eye."
He reached over and held my hand. "There'll be others, Chelsea."
"Maybe." I gazed out over the lagoon and suddenly I was sick of the whole thing. I grasped his arm. " "You know, we could spend the whole two weeks looking back and feeling sorry for ourselves, but I don't want to do that. The past is past and it's time to let it go. Let's not talk about it any more, Ben." I stood up and pulled him to his feet. "Let's go and make love - it's been too long."
It was cool and inviting inside the hut and we stripped off, standing in the centre of the room to look at each other. His body was pale, the skin almost a translucent marble from all the hours spent in the hospital, and it was dusted with salt where the sea had dried on his skin. He was massively excited, his cock rearing up towards me thick and angry, and he had an expression of desperate longing on his face.
I fell to my knees and took him into my mouth. I could feel my lips stretching as he thrust into me, the silken texture of his knob against my tongue and the taste of the sea on his shaft, mixed with his own flavour. His hands were on my head, holding me as he thrust back and forth, and I rode him with my mouth, turning my head to alter the angle of his rod as it slid into me.
His voice was breathless, gusty with the weight of his passion. "Jesus, Chelsea, that's good - you've no idea how that feels....take me in deep....ugh, so deep."
I looked up at him, my eyes on his face as he fucked my mouth. His cock was leaking pre-cum, thick and oily, and it was trickling down my throat so I was forced to swallow. He was watching me, reveling in the sight of his prick disappearing into my mouth and he grunted lightly with each thrust, each one a little louder as he reached up towards his orgasm. And then he stopped suddenly, his cock throbbing in my mouth, and he withdrew, holding my head whilst he pulled the long shaft out of me.
"I don't want to come like that, Chelsea," he said, "I want to be inside you."
We moved over to the bed and I climbed onto the soft mattress to lie on my back. My nipples were fully erect and my pussy was throbbing with desire, every nerve end screaming for him to enter me. I longed to feel the thick shaft sliding inside me, stretching me open, reaching up towards my belly - and then he was there, climbing over me, positioning himself. I could see him looking down at where we touched - enjoying the sight of his cock poised at the entrance to his sister's cunt, the shiny helmet nudging aside her thick, wet labia. I rolled my hips up, my legs open, and I felt him pop into me, my vulva gripping him around the thick rim of his prick, sucking at it to draw it deeper inside.
He groaned at the sensation, at the heat and the wetness and the grip - at the sheer fucking eroticism of it all: sliding into his sister, watching her loving it, seeing the lust on her face as she wriggled underneath him; begging for more, her cunt alive around his shaft.
The sight invigorated him and he fucked me with long, steady strokes, gliding through the opening of my body to reach far inside me, stretching the deepest parts of my cunt. He leaned forward and kissed me, his lips burning hot, his tongue writhing into my mouth like an eel, slippery and elusive. I was soaking, sopping wet - his balls were slapping against me, a wet soggy sound, and our fucking made a sucking noise that was loud in the room. I lifted my legs higher, rolling my hips so that I was almost folded underneath him. I could feel a trickle of juice sliding over my ass and dripping onto the sheet. I reached down and grasped my buttocks, pulling them open, touching the slick wet opening to my ass, sliding my finger in. My anus was moving with each of Ben's thrusts, the little opening grasping and clutching, sucking at me, nibbling at the tip of my finger. His balls beat against my hand, heavy and wet and suddenly I wanted him there, where no one had been before.
His voice was breathless. "Oh God, Chelsea, Christ, that's good."
"Ben, fuck me in the ass."
He drew out his cock and I seized it, aligning the head with my butt, and he pushed. The knob slipped into the hollow around my anus and nudged against the opening, pressing hard as he bore down on me until suddenly it popped into my body.
He was gasping, his face contorted with pleasure. "Fuck, Chelsea, that's tight!"
"God, Ben, you're big.....wait...wait, let me adjust."
He stopped moving, his cock head buried in my rectum. I could feel my ass pulsating, crimping around the thick invader, the sphincter burning. I was so stretched - my ring straining around him like a rubber band at breaking point. I felt he would split me open, but I gradually relaxed, my anus adjusting to his thickness, and he slid into me a little further. I was pinned underneath him, my movement restricted.
"I can't move much, Ben. Push gently now."
He shifted his hips forward and I felt his rod burrow deeper. He stopped when he felt the pressure, and I whispered instructions to him in a voice thick with passion.
"More, baby....slowly, though. Bear down."
He moved the angle of his cock and suddenly the resistance melted and he slid fully into me. I gasped with the sensation - I was full, bursting with his cock, feeling every millimetre buried inside me. My pudendum was pressing against his pelvic bone, my cunt mashed tight against him and I could feel his balls pressing against the crack in my buttocks.
"Now, slowly, slowly. Ah, yes, yes, fuck my ass."
He withdrew, a long, slippery retreat, pausing at the entrance so that only his head was inside me, and then he thrust forward, filling me again. The pain had gone now, and I was filled with wonder at my brother fucking me in this new way. Nobody had ever been there before - it was only for him...my virgin ass, stretched open by my nearest relative. I thrust my hand between us, my fingers finding my clit to work at it, dipping down into the hot, wet channel of my cunt.
"Ah, Ah, Ben - that's great. Fuck, that's good. Tell me what you can feel."
"It's so tight, Chelsea - tighter than your cunt."
"Is it good for you?"
"Yes, yes. I can feel the ridges of your ass when I push, and it's so tight -"
"It's yours, Ben. Nobody else has fucked it."
"I love it, Chelsea - your tight ass....I'm in your tight ass."
His cock was flying into me now, long, powerful strokes, driving up into my bowels, pressing against my fingers as they strummed against my clit. My puss was soaking, juice streaming out from it, trickling down to the thick shaft and lubricating it so that it glistened and gleamed as it moved. I could feel the start of my second cum - the pressure building, the stirring of another hurricane.
"Jesus, I'm going to cum, Ben -"
"Me too, Chelsea."
"Cum into me, Ben. Spurt into my ass - "
With a cry of anguish he came, thrusting forward to bury himself as deep as he could. His balls were pressed against me and I felt them twitching as they emptied, his cock pulsing as he pumped. I imagined the long, thick jets of his sperm racing along his shaft like molten lava, bursting from the swollen head to spew and splatter into the dark, cloying confines of my bowels. The vision tripped me over the edge and I came, a shriek of pleasure bursting from my lips, my cunt contracting violently and a froth of juice splattering against his belly. Waves of pleasure seized me, rocking my body so that I writhed underneath him, like two animals rutting in the hot, steamy confines of that little hut.
We lay there for a while, the sweat drying on my skin. Ben was still embedded in me and he withdrew and flopped down beside me.
"Wow." His voice was awed. "I never thought I'd be able to do that."
I touched his face, running the tip of my finger over the curl of his lips. "I wanted to give you something that nobody else had ever had, or will have again."
"It was amazing, Chelsea."
"It was bad though, wasn't it? To fuck your sister is one thing - to fuck her in the ass is really, really bad."
He smiled. "I told you before I wanted a bad, bad sister."
I rolled off the bed and stood up. "Well, you got one. I'm going for a shower Ben - join me. Oops..." I held my hand under my butt. "Oops....here it comes."
A stream of his come dribbled out, warm and watery from the heat of my body. I ran through to the bathroom and sat on the toilet, hearing it exit from me like a little waterfall. Ben came in and stood next to me and I looked up at him. "That's about a pint."
He laughed. "And that was just an appetizer." He gazed at my body, and his eyes softened. "Jesus, you're beautiful Chelsea."
I laughed wryly. "Oh yes, here I am, the latest Vogue model...windswept and covered in sweat and salt and cum, and sitting on the can to boot. You sure pick your moments, Ben."
"I think you are," he insisted. He reached down and helped me to my feet. "Come into the shower with me - I haven't finished with you yet."
We stood under the tepid water for a long time, soaping each other down, our fingers gliding over slippery skin to delve into the secret parts of our bodies. He was kissing me, his lips nibbling at the lopes of my ears and at the soft skin behind them, and his hands roamed over my breasts. He hefted them gently, rubbing the nipples so that they stood proud from the soap suds like little islands in a sea of foam.
"I love your breasts," he said. He bent his head to one of them and teased the nipple with his lips. "If I had tits I'd play with them all day long."
"You can have mine."



"What would you want in return?"
I grasped his cock. It was tumescent, thick and angry, swinging like an industrial hose. "How about this?"
"Fair trade." He thought about it for a moment. "I think we ought to try them out first though - you know, to make sure that it's a fair deal."
"Right." I turned off the water and we dried ourselves on a fluffy white towel. He scooped me up and carried me back to the bed. There was a large wet spot from our earlier efforts and he laid me gently on a fresh patch.
"Can you imagine what these sheets will look like in a fortnight?" he said.
I laughed. "Crispy biscuits."
He nodded. "We'll crack and crackle every time we roll over in bed." I felt his hands on my knees, opening them gently, and then he knelt between them, bending forwards, his head disappearing between my thighs. He kissed the insides of my legs, his lips warm and wet, moving over the soft satin skin towards my pussy. I could feel my juices flowing already and my labia swelled, folding back so that my pussy was open like a succulent flower ready to be plucked.
"God, you make me hot," I whispered. "I want you so much."
He didn't respond - his mouth moved slowly to the soft skin at the very top of my thigh, to the little hollow just below the swell of my pudenda. His tongue flickered there, teasing and titillating, drawing a fresh ooze of moisture from my cunt before moving over the crease of my perineum. I could feel the rasp of his beard on my thighs and the hot whisper of his breath against me.
I was groaning now, my voice husky with lust. "God, Ben. Don't tease - eat it....put your tongue into me - I'm so wet -"
His lips moved to my labia and nibbled at them. He drew them into his mouth, soft and wet, and he sucked lightly to draw the cream off them. His eyes were closed like a connoisseur tasting the finest liqueurs, and his hands were under my thighs, drawing them apart so that he could reach deeper. I sat up and watched him as his tongue flicked over me, dipping and delving to sip at the oozing nectar. He curled the tip to catch my juices, scooping them up, coating his tongue and lips in a silver sheen. I trembled under his touch, my body twitching each time he lapped at me, my torso lifting to press against his mouth. His face was wet now, his lips and chin shining with my juice and he burrowed into me.
"Ben, Ben! Stop now....don't - don't." I pulled at him. "Come into me. I want all of you inside me."
He rolled onto his back and I climbed onto him, holding his shaft vertically with my fingers, lowering myself onto the bulbous, swollen head. I liked it this way as I could see us fucking; watch as his member forced aside the lips of my cunt to burrow into me, to observe the long slow slide of his shaft into my body. He was massively excited again and I wondered how my cunt could accommodate him, but it did: the flesh sliding and stretching around his shaft until he was buried inside me and there was nothing outside left to see.
For a few seconds I sat astride him without moving, anchored to his body by the rod inside me; and then I began to undulate my hips in a gentle circular motion. The hot winds of lust that had seen us rutting on the bed a few minutes before had passed, at least for the moment, and I was suffused instead with a softer desire. Up to this moment it was always he who had fucked me, although I had been a willing participant. Now it was time for me to take him, to draw his essence into my body as I wanted, on my terms.
He began to move under me, and I spoke softly to him. "No Ben, lie still. Let me fuck you," and he settled back on the mattress to watch as I crouched above him.
It was as if our mother had fashioned each of us in her womb with the knowledge that one day we would fuck one another. The size and breadth of his cock and the angle that it sat from his body was perfect for the shape of my pussy. I rode him in long, slow strokes, lifting myself up on my thighs until he was barely inside me, my labia trembling on the thick, swollen tip of his prick - and then I sank down, slowly at first, exalting in the stretch of my flesh around him, the bubbling of my juices and the feeling of fullness each time he lanced up inside me. I rolled my hips forward, undulating on him, changing the angle of my body so that he rubbed against different parts of me. My cunt was streaming, my juices leaking around his shaft to dribble over his balls, and I could hear the little sucking noises of our fucking.
And as I rode him I suddenly thought of all that had happened over the last few months - my struggle to accept him, my doubts and fears, and then the dreadful business with Mum and my brother, and poor Dad - a husk of what he used to be. As my brother's cock speared into me the images sped through my mind, like a movie playing at top speed - a jumble of memories and emotions, juxtaposed one on another in a disjointed collage of chaos and pain.
And then, like an old fashioned film at the end of its reel, it ended, and I came out of the darkness and into the sun. It was as if all that had happened was harnessed in that thin strip of celluloid - memories to mourn in my own time, but no longer a source of sadness. The room brightened, light flooding in through the shutters, and my senses were heightened as if a dark filter had been lifted from my consciousness. I could feel my pussy clasping him, the gentle fluttering of my labia as they rasped over his shaft; the little ridges on his prick rubbing against my trembling flesh and the stretch of his glans as it thrust into me. Deep inside me I could feel the flow of my juices accelerate, oozing from the walls of my cunt to bathe his shaft, and I could sense the steady beat of his heart through the turgid flesh of his cock.
There was a roaring in my ears as if a great wind had seized me, sweeping me up into the firmament and blotting out the sun so that only the stars remained, burning brightly in my brain. My vulva contracted to grip him more tightly, and my cunt seemed to undulate along his shaft, drawing it deeper into my body. In the turmoil of tumbling sound and light I heard myself cry out, a long shriek of ecstasy, and I felt a splattering of juice against my thighs as I came.
With a guttural cry Ben spurted, his cock jolting and twitching as the sperm burst from his body to bathe my clenching cunt. I leaned forward and put my hands on the rubbery muscle of his chest and I milked him with powerful contractions of my loins, drawing his seed out of him like a vacuum, sucking it into the secret depths of my body, reveling in my power as I writhed on the twitching figure underneath me.
And after a long time the storm of our passion passed and we lay side by side, my head on his shoulder. The soft light of evening was stealing in through the shutters and the first sounds of the night could be heard.
He pressed his lips to my temple and kissed me gently, and I was content. It was as if all that had happened was a dream, and the only constant in my life was here, in this bed with me, and my soul was filled with peace.
*****
Author's note.
It's nice to have a happy ending sometimes, and you can be assured that Chelsea and Ben live a fulfilling and joyful life - although, like any couple, they will doubtless have their ups and downs - made harder by their secret, and the fact that William is still at large. Perhaps I'll write another chapter one day, particularly if I get enough feedback.
I'd be obliged if you take a moment to leave a comment.
Sister.
(c) November 2010. Not to be reproduced in whole or in part without the express permission of the author.
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CHELSEA RISING - Ch. 03
Monday 0700
Chelsea Rogers held the envelope in her slim fingers and glanced again at the handwriting on the front. It was a feminine hand - the neat characters marching across the paper, not at all like the academic scrawl her father would have used, but she knew that it was from him. She also knew that it was an invitation to his wedding.
She slipped her finger under the flap and tore open the envelope, her eyes scanning over the script on the card inside.
Mr James Rogers and Ms Melanie Phillips request the pleasure of the company of Ms Chelsea Rogers on the occasion of their marriage at the Church of St Joseph and Mary at 1600 on Saturday 23 November 2010, and afterwards at Seven Hills RSL, 15 Showground Road, Seven Hills...
Chelsea propped the invitation on the kitchen worktop and picked up her coffee, thinking about how much things had changed. It was almost exactly three years ago since her mother had died, lying in the hospital bed whilst her father held her hand, praying for her to get better. Chelsea liked to think that her mother was at peace as she finally gave up the struggle and reached out for the tranquility of death. Poor Dad. She remembered the grief he had worn like a shabby coat for so long - and guilt too, because he had not been able to protect her. He had virtually given up after that, and everyone had thought that he might not last long - but now, just three years later, he was marrying again - a testimony to the healing capacity of the human spirit.
She looked down at the invitation again, the heavy linen card and the flowing silver script. A message of celebration, of happiness and hope for his future. God knows, she thought, he deserves that, and she should be with him on his special day. The words burned into her brain. Request the pleasure of the company of Ms Chelsea Rogers... Every fibre in her being longed to go, to help make it a special day for him - but her heart quailed at the thought. How could her company be a pleasure, she reflected, when Ben will be there?
Benjamin Philip Rogers - her brother, her friend, her lover...and her nemesis. Ben, whom she had sworn she would never set eyes on again.
*****
Two hundred miles away the subject of her thoughts shuffled through that morning's mail, discarding the junk, setting aside the bills and picking out those of interest. The white linen envelope with its distinctive handwriting now lay on the top of the pile and he picked it up and deftly opened it with the silver letter -opener from his desk.
Mr James Rogers and Ms Melanie Phillips request the pleasure of the company of Mr Benjamin Rogers and partner....
He turned as Sophie came into the room, still in her nightie. Her blonde hair was in disarray and there was a sleep crease on the side of her face from the pillow.
"Hi Hon. Anything interesting?" Despite her age her voice was pitched like a little girl's, lacking the timbre of maturity. It was one of the things that had turned him on when they first met...a little girl's voice, to match the little girl look.
"Not much - bills, mostly, and an invitation to Dad's wedding next month."
She moved to his side and straddled him, climbing onto his lap with her back to the desk. The fabric of her nightgown settled higher, clinging to her hips, and he could see the swell of her mound pushing against the bikini panties, a wisp of hair peeping from the elastic line. He felt the warmth of her body radiating down through his tracksuit, and he could smell her - a warm, musky odour, a mixture of cinnamon and milk and warm puppy. She wriggled a little bit and the nightie shifted, pulling tighter over her pert breasts so that the nipples pressed against the sheer fabric.
"You gonna go, Ben?"
"Sure. You're invited too."
"Gee. That's nice." She took the card from his fingers and read it slowly, her lips forming the words. "Benjamin Rogers and partner." She looked down at him, a sudden thought in her mind. "I've got nothing to wear!"
"What about that brown dress with the white spots? You look sensational in that."
She regarded him with her big blue eyes. "That's last year's fashion, Hon. "It's different now." She ran the tip of her finger down the side of her face, the nail rasping against his unshaven skin, and she pouted down at him, her voice soft and wheedling. "Can I buy another outfit for the wedding, honey? Just a teeny -weeny one?"
"Sure." His heart sank - he'd learned from experience that Sophie's tastes were not cheap.
She squealed in excitement, wriggling on his lap, and leaned forward to kiss him on the mouth - her soft, moist lips lingering there.
Ben felt his body responding, a tightness in his chest and his cock thickening rapidly. She was irresistible - her little girl face and slender body promised an innocence that was in delicious contrast to the raw animal sexuality she unleashed on him whenever they made love. The face of an angel and the morals of an alley cat, he thought, a potent mixture. He reached up and rubbed her breasts through the thin fabric, feeling the nipples harden under his palms like hard pebbles, and she moaned into his mouth as she felt his cock pressing against her.
He leaned forward and lifted her, feeling her long legs wrap around him, her mouth still fastened to his as he carried her through to the bedroom. Her pudenda pressed against him, rubbing against the material of his shirt with each step, and her arms were around his neck. She broke free of his mouth and whispered to him as he carried her.
"Are you going to fuck me again, Ben? Take your little girl and fuck me until I bleed?" She arched her back and her hair swept forward, brushing over his face like a golden cloud, and he felt her nipples drilling into his chest like two little spears. "Fuck me until my eyes pop out?"
His voice was a low growl, husky with desire. "God yes, Sophie. I'll fuck you until you scream."
She giggled, and he felt one of her hands reach down and grasp the material of his jeans over the thick protuberance of his cock. She giggled again. "Oooh! Who's a naughty boy then!" She leaned closer into him and her voice thickened, oozing into his ear like warm honey. "Fuck me all day, Ben! I'm empty now...can you fill my tight little pussy?"
He reached the bed and flung her down onto the sheets still disheveled from last night's session. She scrabbled to her knees and her fingers went to his belt, working the buckle, opening his jeans and drawing him out, the shaft pink and engorged and the bell -end swollen and purple. She grasped the base of his cock in one hand, thick against her wrist, and she looked up at him with her baby blue eyes as she placed the glans against her lips and took him into her mouth.
Ben stared down at her. He would never tire of this, he thought - the juxtaposition of innocence and sluttishness. Her eyes were on his, watching the nuances of pleasure on his face to best judge how to satisfy him - adjusting the soft, slow strokes, drawing him into the back of her throat, turning her head slightly so the angle of penetration changed; tightening her lips to grip him better. She slipped her free hand into his fly and cupped his balls lightly, one finger easing behind them to gently massage his anus, and she smiled around his shaft as he moaned with pleasure. His hands went to her head and he held her, their eyes locked on each other as he thrust his hips back and forth, fucking her face, watching her lips glide over the thick wet shaft with just the right cadence. He wondered again where she had learned to fuck so well - she always knew just how to bring him to the edge and to hold him there, teetering on the brink of ecstasy whilst she played with him like a toy dog until he begged to spurt into her hot, tight little body. She always took the initiative, too, and he wondered which of her orifices she had chosen this morning to feel the blast of his cum.
He felt the first tingle of his impending climax - a pressure behind his eyes, taking root somewhere in the cortex of his brain. It spiraled rapidly, his muscles tensing in anticipation - but she sensed it and pulled free, staring up at him with those wide innocent eyes, her mouth still slightly open and her lips wet with his discharge.
She was gasping slightly, shaking her head. "No...not yet. I'm not ready yet."
"Then lie down - let me fuck you."
She shook her head again and slipped off her nightie and pants, flinging them aside in a whisper of silk. Her body was perfect, the skin golden in the soft light of the morning, smooth and taut, her breasts small but perfectly formed with the nipples stiff and dark. For a moment she looked up at him with a flare of triumph in her eyes, and then she spun around, crouching on the edge of the mattress with her face pressed against the rumpled sheets. Her buttocks were thrust upwards and she opened her thighs, her legs splayed so that she looked like a young animal with long, awkward limbs. He could see her sex, pushed back with the lips slightly open and inviting, its fringe of soft gold hair shining with moisture. She reached up and cupped each buttock, her fingers long and slender against the firm golden skin, and she drew them apart so that her vulva was thrust back even further and the tight, crinkled eye of her anus was open to his gaze.
She looked up at him with her big blue eyes and her voice was soft and girlish. "Fuck me deep, Ben."
His shafted skewered into her, pressing aside the lips of her pussy, sliding down through her pelvic girdle and into the deep warmth of her belly. She was spectacularly tight, the walls of her cunt rubbing against him throughout the penetration, squeezing against the shaft like a tight fist in a velvet glove until he was fully inside her, the root of his cock pressed up hard against the lips of her pussy. She moaned softly at the depth and rotated her hips gently, her anus pressed outwards and slightly open with the pressure of his penetration. He could see it was still weeping moisture, a legacy to the wad he had pumped into her last night. She is insatiable, he thought, a little fucking machine, and I'm inside her again. He began to thrust, reveling in her youth and the delicious warmth and wetness, watching the long slide of his shaft into her tight, writhing body and he heard her voice, gusty and breathless as the words spilled from her mouth.
"God, Ben, that's good! That's...good! Fuck this tight little cunt....oohh, fuck it deep...fill me, spurt into me!"
Her words coalesced in his brain, spurring him on so that he was pounding down into her, the mattress squeaking and protesting, her back arching to take the force of his thrusts. She was grunting now, a gusty explosion of sound each time he hammered down, and her hands fluttered on the bed to grasp the rumpled sheets in tight little fists of pain.
The whirlwind of his orgasm took root in Ben's mind, whirling upwards, racing towards a crescendo of white hot pleasure. His vision narrowed until he could only see the long greased piston of his shaft and the warm young cunt it was fucking, and he threw his head back to cry out in rapture as his burning seed trembled on the brink of bursting into her.
And in that quintessential moment she lunged away, breaking free, spinning on the bed and clutching his bobbing cock to hold it at her mouth, her hand small and white against the engorged shaft. She frantically rubbed her wet lips over the trembling head, her tongue snaking out to lap at its underside, tickling and teasing, drawing him out like a man on the rack. For long moments he teetered on the edge, the room a maelstrom of white noise and grainy, powdered light - and then the force of his orgasm burst upon him and he growled in exquisite agony as his seed raced along the twitching shaft and burst against her burning mouth.
The first jet struck her lips, rebounding with the force of his ejection, exploding into a shower of sparkling droplets like a handful of opals flung into the air. There was a pause and then his balls jerked upwards and a second jet followed, thicker than the first, splattering across her face to fill her eye sockets in puddles of jism as hot and thick as clotted cream. He was grunting, an animal sound drawn from deep within his body, and his eyes glittered as he watched the long, hot jets spraying over her face and drenching her cheeks: seven or eight of them, a seemingly endless stream that splattered and dribbled and bubbled over her face, pooling in every crevice and hanging in thick, slimy ropes from her chin.
She waited until his cock subsided and the last dribbles of his seed oozed over her lips, and then she released his shaft and sat back. He could see strands of his cum drooling into her mouth, and her teeth were coated with a clinging layer of it, dulling their white, shiny surface. With careful fingers she scooped his sperm off her face, shoveling it into her mouth, laughing all the while. It oozed and dripped into the cavity, painting her lips and tongue, pooling at the back of her throat. She licked the sticky mess off her fingers like a child licking a paddle pop, her little pink pointed tongue delving between her fingers to draw out the clots of his sperm, and then, with her baby blue eyes on his face, she swallowed it, murmuring with pleasure.
Ben watched, his heart hammering in his chest. She is a little fucking machine, he thought again, and we only have our lust to bind us together. Have I forsaken all that I had for this?
He turned away, his cock subsiding, and Sophie sank back onto the bed with her shiny wet lips smiling up at him in misunderstanding.
Monday Morning 1000
Sophie regarded herself in the bedroom mirror. She was wearing something she had bought last week, and she was pleased with the effect that it gave.
The mirror reflected the image of a stunning young woman dressed in the latest fashion - a crisp white blouse, tailored to hug her waist, and a linen skirt that clung to her hips, reaching down to just above her knees. Her legs were sheathed in sheer nylon stockings, the seam marching down the back of each calf, and she wore expensive Armani high heels in an exact matching shade of Navy blue. The jacket was pinched at the waist, with wide lapels with a small silver brooch that complimented the slim chain and pearl pendant around her neck, and her hair was up, piled on her head to give her additional height and to expose her small, neat ears and the long graceful sweep of her neck.
She fastened her pearl earrings and stood back to check herself with a critical eye. She looked good, she thought - high class, good enough to pass in the highest circles. It was amazing what a suit of clothes and a little bravado could do. She turned slightly, regarding her belly. There was no sign of the swelling yet - the thickening of the waist that she knew was coming. Another two months, she thought, and then I will be totally dependent on Ben, at least for a while.
Her mobile phone rang and she glanced at the number, remembering to put on the sophisticated voice. "Hello?"
"Are you running on time?"
She felt a punch of excitement at what was about to happen again. "Oh, yes, absolutely. I'll be there in half an hour."
"Right." The connection clicked and she smiled fondly as she returned the phone to her purse. This would be her sixth time with him, and she knew it would be memorable. She picked up her handbag and wandered through to the kitchen to find the car keys, her excitement at what was about to happen like a little tickle in her stomach. She laughed with the joy of it all - life was so easy, and she was at the centre of it all, her own keeper.
The house was set back from the road and she parked to the side, screened by the tall privet hedge. Sophie let herself in through the side door her heels tapping on the polished hardwood floor, and entered the lounge. This was his hideaway house, she knew, but it was opulent for all of that. It was furnished in the old style, with the Chesterfield suite sitting primly on the thick oatmeal coloured carpet, complemented by the thick velvet drapes and the rich timber hue of the coffee table and the polished sideboards. The full -length leadlight windows at the end of the room gave way to the patio, and then the long sweep of the lawn with the gazebo visible just beyond. Sophie regarded it with envious eyes. One day I will have something like this, if I am careful.
She put her car keys on the table and turned as she heard his footsteps. As usual, he was immaculate, dressed in a beautifully tailored suit of English broadcloth with a crisp white shirt and a blue tie. He smiled at her, his teeth very white against his dark skin.
"Sophie! You look beautiful, my dear. May I compliment you on the suit?"
"Thank you, Ramal. I took your advice."
He embraced her lightly, a trace of expensive aftershave on his skin. "So I see - an improvement, don't you think?"
"You were right, as always. Do you have much time today?"
He glanced at the slim gold Piaget on his wrist. "A little, only, I'm afraid. I have business in the city this afternoon - but enough to spend an hour or two with you. May I get you something?"
"Thank you, no."
"Then why don't we go upstairs? I have a small gift for you." He smiled again. "Nothing special, I assure you, but I hope you like it."
Sophie smiled as she followed him to the bedroom. Ramal's gifts were never small, at least in terms of their value. Some diamond earrings, perhaps, or a gold necklace. Another treasure to add to the growing collection in the safe deposit box - another step towards financial security.
He left three hours later, leaving her lying in the rumpled bed. His trust was one of the things she liked about him, but she also knew that he would be merciless if she crossed him. He was a gentleman in so many ways, she thought, but if you scratched the surface you there was steel underneath - a hard streak of ruthlessness and power that was like a narcotic to her.
Her body ached from his attention, and she could feel his semen leaking from her vagina and anus. There was blood on the sheets too, from the scratches she had inflicted on his back. She rolled over, picking up the slim pile of banknotes on the bedside table. Five hundred dollars in crisp $100 bills - not a bad paycheck, and there were three other appointments with similar men this week alone. She lay down and carefully put the crisp green notes over the fine, wet hair on her pudenda, and she looked at it and laughed at the thought of what her little money box was earning now.
The opulence of the room was so different from the shabby little bedsitter she had been brought up in, and her mind drifted back, thinking of the day that had changed her life.
The door opening, and her stuffy little room suddenly bright as her mother switched on the light.
She was stood at the door with a heavily bearded man dressed in an old reefer jacket and brown pants. He was large, his head barely clearing the doorjamb, and his protruding belly stretched the fabric of his shirt, forcing aside the lower buttons to reveal a strip of grey flesh under the stained material.



The harsh light cast deep shadows over his face so that he appeared almost demoniac, his eyes sunken into their sockets and crescents of darkness under each of his worn and rugged contours.
Her mother's voice, slurred with drink. "There she is."
The man turning his eyes on her, the irises and pupils indistinguishable like the black orbs of a hungry shark, and she heard his voice, like wet gravel.
"How much?"
"Two hundred."
He laughed. "I can get younger pussy for half the price."
"One fifty, then. She's a virgin."
"One hundred, to do what I like."
Her mother nodding, her eyes gleaming with greed. "Done."
His weight on her, squashing her down into the mattress, vile breath on her face and in her mouth. The sound of her own screams and his laughter as he pulled his trousers open, his fingers thick and rough on her virgin skin. The pain of penetration, like a bayonet being plunged into her vagina again and again, and the grunting and sweating of his copulation as she sobbed underneath him.
Her mother, laughing at her after he had gone, counting the money - so little for what she had lost. So very little for the broken trust and the burden of hatred that she would carry for the rest of her life.
Sophie looked down at the banknotes over her pussy, and her resolve to never be poor again burned like acid in her heart. She swung her legs out of bed and began to dress, the expensive silk panties as soft as gossamer as she drew them over the bruised and swollen lips of her vulva.
*****
Ben Rogers closed the door to his office and smiled at his secretary. He'd only been promoted recently and he was still getting used to the idea of having someone look after him.
"I'm taking an early mark, Michelle."
"Certainly, Mr Rogers."
"I'd like you to call me Ben."
She smiled. She was of the old school, and old habits died hard. "Right, Ben." They both knew that in the morning he would be Mr. Rogers again. It was a little game they both enjoyed.
"Why don't you take an early one too, Michelle? It's going to be a long day tomorrow."
"I will, Mr Rog - er, Ben. I just have these accounts to attend to."
"Right. Well, I'll see you in the morning."
She waved in farewell and he walked out, down the long corridor to the lifts. His company car was in the basement, a dark blue BMW, and he felt the familiar twist of pleasure as he approached it. Chelsea would have liked this, he thought, and immediately regretted it. She's gone, and I did it. Move on.
On impulse he turned left into National Circuit. He liked driving home this way, through the green belt - he thought that one day he might be able to afford a house here, perhaps when he was a Managing Director. Each one was different, but there was an appealing symmetry in the way that they were presented: the black wrought iron fences, the squat gatehouses and the neat gravel driveways dissecting the beautifully manicured lawns.
A large Mercedes was stopped in front of him and he pulled out to pass it. He could see that it had hit a small sedan that had been reversing into the street, and both drivers were talking at the side of the road. It was a minor thing, a broken tail -light only, and it wasn't worth him stopping. He accelerated away, his eyes on the road, thinking of Sophie waiting for him at home.
It wasn't until he was well passed them that he realised what he had seen - the car was Sophie's and she was on the sidewalk beside it gesticulating at the burly male driver, her little face angry. He pulled over and put the car in reverse, looking back. He could see her some distance away, her back to him as she leaned over the bonnet of the car to write on a scrap of paper. He could see the opulence of the neighbourhood and the incongruity of her little car, pushed up into the kerb, and he could see what she was wearing. In sudden insight he understood that there was far more happening here than he understood, and the realisation was like a boxer's blow to his belly.
Ben sat in his car looking back, his mind filled with questions, and then, after a little while, he drove away to find somewhere to think.
*****
Monday Evening
Chelsea regarded Rebecca Armitage across the dining room table. She was a pretty girl, a year or two younger than her, and she had proven to be a good housemate. She had needed someone to help pay the rent and she'd selected Bec from a bevy of applicants, some of whom had to be seen to be believed. They were talking about it now over the second bottle of wine.
"Well, for a start, he was dirty." Chelsea held her nose to illustrate her point. "I mean, really stinky. He had on a black tee shirt and ratty jeans and sandals, and he wanted to pay the rent with his music."
Bec was intrigued. "His music - what, sort of sing to you each day?"
"I guess. He had a guitar with him and he insisted on playing me a few bars to show his talent."
"So what was he like?"
"You know Mark Knopfler?"
"Sure."
"Well, he wasn't related. On a score of one to a hundred, where one is the highest, I would have given this guy four hundred."
"That bad, huh?"
Chelsea smiled at the memory. "Appalling - and I tried to tell him nicely, but he wouldn't have it. He insisted that he would make it big, and then, when I told him that I didn't need songs I needed money, he asked if he could pay in kind."
Bec smiled. "Sounds like an easy offer to refuse." She looked at Chelsea shyly. "So why did you choose me?"
Chelsea twirled the stem of her glass, watching the crimson fluid sparkle in the candlelight. "You were the first one who could string two words together, and you looked good." She thought for a second. "Shit, that didn't sound right...I meant, you know, you weren't a complete skank."
"Well, thanks!"
Chelsea waved her hand magnanimously. "You're welcome. I did worry about how long it would be before you wanted to bring someone else in, though."
"Really? What made you think that?"
"I figured that with your looks you'd have someone you were hooked up with - a guy, or perhaps a girlfriend."
Bec shook her head. "Just little ol' me." Her eyes were sad for an instant, and then she smiled. "Did you really think I was a lesbian?"
Chelsea shrugged. "Hell, how would I know? I didn't care either way - I just didn't want a third person tagging along."
"Why not? The house is big enough."
"Not really. We've only got the one bathroom and besides, three's a crowd."
Bec nodded, and took another drink from her glass. "Would you have accepted me if you really thought I was?"
Chelsea shrugged again. "It wouldn't worry me either way." She gave the girl a searching look. "Are you?"
Bec shook her head. "Not that I know of." She was silent for a while, sensing the mood of the conversation changing. "Perhaps I should be, for all the luck I've had with guys. I had someone....he was pretty special, too." She looked down into her glass. "He decided that he didn't want to settle down...not with me, anyway, although I hear it didn't take him long to find someone else."
"When was this?"
"Just before I met you....it was the reason I was looking to find somewhere to live."
"Are you over him yet?"
Bec looked towards the window, her eyes empty as if she hadn't really thought about it. She could still feel the pain of separation, like a blade cutting into her flesh. She thought the question had been direct, but she was not offended. Her eyes flickered back to Chelsea. "Not really. I keep thinking it was my fault, somehow - you know, maybe I didn't try hard enough." Chelsea could see she was upset. "It isn't logical, I know, but I can't help looking back and wondering if I could have done something different."
Chelsea leaned over and squeezed her arm. "Don't beat yourself up, Bec. I'm sure it wasn't your fault. I had a similar experience - you know, nice guy, settled down, all going well and then suddenly - wham! Out of the blue there's a little blonde on the scene with fuck -me eyes and nice tits. She wasn't after me, either."
"Did you try and keep him?"
"Not on your life. I told him to fuck off."
Bec smiled a little. "I wish I'd done that with Jeff. At least it would have been a clean break."
Chelsea stood up and started clearing the table. "It really didn't help. There isn't a day that goes by when I don't think about him and what we had. Don't get me wrong - I think he's a complete prick, but I miss what we had." She paused, thinking about her brother -they had been so completely certain that they would be lovers for the rest of their lives. How could it have gone wrong so quickly? Was it really all his fault, or was there something she could have done? She shook her head, as if answering her own question. Bec was right - you did feel guilty, right or wrong. She looked at the girl opposite, with her bright eyes and rosebud lips - it was hard to imagine anyone not finding her irresistible.
She picked up a plate and continued talking. "I know what you mean about feeling guilty, though. It sort of gets to you...you know, your confidence takes a hit, and you get lonely -" She stopped suddenly. Bec was hunched over the table and her shoulders started shaking with silent sobs. Chelsea put down the plate moved quickly to her side, resting her hand on her back. "Hey, kid, he's not worth crying over."
Bec stood up and flung her arms around her, burying her head in her shoulder, her body shaking. Chelsea could feel her tears soaking through the thin material of her blouse. She stroked her hair gently, feeling the glossy strands under her fingers, aware of the warmth of her body through her dress. She'd sensed a sadness when they first met, but she hadn't realised the extent of the girl's loneliness, and she felt her heart go out to her. She held her tight, waiting for the grief to pass.
"I'm sorry, Chelsea." Bec's voice was muffled.
"That's OK - we're friends, remember. That's what I'm here for."
Bec turned her head a little, still clutching her. "It hurts so much!"
"I know, honey."
"I was OK until you said you were lonely too...it just brought it all out."
"Why didn't you tell me you were hurting?"
Bec looked up at her. "I didn't know you...I didn't think you'd understand. You're so self assured....so much stronger than me."
Chelsea hugged her again, wrapping her arms around her. She could feel that her own tears were very close. "Not really, Bec. I think we are both broken souls at the moment." She held her a little longer, then disengaged, looking down into the girl's face. "But we have each other. Promise you'll let me know if you get really down."
Bec smiled. Her eyes were red and her nose was running a little. "Promise."
"I mean it. Any time, day or night. A problem shared...."
"I hear you, Chelsea."
"OK then." She found a scrunched up tissue in her pocket and gave it to the girl. "Wipe your nose. Are you up for a game of scrabble?"
"Sure....isn't that what old people play?"
Chelsea smiled at her. "It's what lonely people play, Bec," she said, "and I reckon we could be world champions."
She turned away to get the board, her mind full of how the girl's body had felt in her arms, and the cinnamon and apple smell of her hair. It isn't anything sexual, she told herself. It's just the comfort of having someone who understands.
*****
Ben Rogers set his glass down on the worn surface of the down town bar and gestured to the bartender. "Same again, thanks."
He looked around. There weren't many people in at this time - a solitary drunk in the corner nursing a Scotch, and a younger couple at one of the tables. He picked up his drink and swallowed half of it, feeling the warmth of the liquor burn his insides.
He thought again about what he had seen and tried to unravel the mystery, but all it did was make his head hurt. She was either going into the driveway of the house where the accident happened, or was coming out. But why? She'd never mentioned knowing anyone in that neighbourhood, and she didn't have any reason to call there, especially dressed like that. He shook his head. There was only one explanation - she was meeting someone. The question was who, and for what purpose. He tossed the remainder of his drink down his throat, flung a couple of notes on the counter and walked out. It would be interesting to see what she said when he got home.
Sophie was on the sofa reading a book, and she smiled up at looked him as he took off his coat. "Hi Hon."
He leaned over and kissed her on the lips. "Hi Gorgeous. What's for supper?"
She put the book down. "I popped down to the take -away - they do a great Pizza."
He sighed. They seemed to have take -away three or four times a week. "How was your day?"
"Busy. I went down to the shops to look for a dress for the wedding, but couldn't see much. I bumped into Linda and we had a nice long lunch. She's heading off to see her Mum next week."
"What else?"
"Not much, Hon. A bit of shopping - had my nails done -"
"And your hair?"
She frowned at him. "No. Why d'you ask?"
"I thought it looked a bit different - it looks really nice." It was too, but it was flowing over her shoulders, not piled up on her head like it had been when he saw her.
She smiled at the compliment. "And then I came home - I'm reading this really good book."
He sat on the arm of the sofa next to her, resting his hand on her shoulder. "Sounds like the kind of day I should have had," he said. He looked at her. "Don't you ever get bored, Sophie, spending so much time at home?"
"Nope. There's always lots to do."
"Don't you want to meet new people? There's groups you can join - they do all sorts of stuff."
"Like what, Hon?"
"Going out to places, doing crafts, learning stuff -"
She shook her head. "Not for me. I'm just happy here."
"I'm glad." He stood up. "I'll just go and change and then we'll eat." He turned and walked away, and then stopped. "Oh, I forgot. I noticed your car has a tail light broken. When did that happen?"
She shook her head. "I found it like that when I came out from lunch today...no note or anything. I asked the shopkeepers nearby, but nobody saw it happen. Will it be expensive?"
"Probably not. Can you write down the time and place you were parked, Sophie, just in case I need to make an insurance claim?"
"Sure Hon." She looked up at him, her blue eyes clear and guileless. "They could have left a note - I guess some people just aren't honest."
"Right," he said, "but they usually get what they deserve."
*****
Craig Howard looked just as you would expect a private detective to look, Ben thought. He was short and squat, with a rumpled coat and a hangdog expression - but behind the slim reading glasses his eyes were bright with intelligence and he came straight to the point.
"It should be a simple job, Mr Rogers. Most partners are pretty careless in situations like this - they think they've taken precautions but they're usually pretty thin." He stroked his chin. "Can I ask you a couple more questions?"
"Sure."
"You appreciate that my fees are the same, even if I find nothing?"
"Yes"
"And are you sure you want to know all the details if I do find something? Sometimes it can be very confronting."
"Absolutely."
"Do you want photographs?"
"Only if they show a third party."
"And aside from following her, you want to know who owns this house in O'Connor Circuit - er," he consulted his notes, " - number 28?"
"Right."
"Is that all?"
Ben smiled at him, but his eyes were cold. "I want you to use your discretion, Mr. Howard. If you think that there's anything else that I might find interesting, then I want you to follow it up - within the limit of the fees we have agreed."
"Very well. When do you want me to start?"
"Tomorrow. I leave for work at about eight, so from then."
"Thank you." He paused. "A delicate question, if I may. When is her period due?"
Ben was taken aback. "What? Why....oh, I see." He considered for a moment. "She's pregnant - five weeks, but it doesn't show at all."
The Detective nodded. "Very well. I'll have my report to you a week on Friday. Now, about the deposit..."
Ben reached into the drawer in his office and drew out the slim packet of banknotes. "There's a thousand."
"Thank you. I can see that we will work well together. Now, there's one more thing." He took off his glasses and polished them on the sleeve of his shirt. "You appreciate, I hope, that any incriminating material I provide cannot be used in a court of law - it would be the result of surveillance that has not been authorised by a Magistrate. It is, in effect, totally non -admissible."
Ben nodded. "I understand."
"Good. Is there anything more before I start?"
"No, thank you. My secretary will show you out."
*****
Exactly ten days later, the Detective was back in his office. He placed his briefcase on his lap and popped the locks to draw out a slim binder.
"Before I start, Mr. Rogers, can I ask if you noticed anything in your partner's behaviour during the week that was - ah - out of the ordinary?"
Ben shook his head. "Not really, but I didn't look hard....I didn't want to start worrying about things that might have a perfectly good explanation."
The detective nodded. "I understand." He paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts. "You will recall that I started my surveillance last Wednesday week, and concluded on Tuesday. Much of that time your partner was in the house, or engaged in activity that was innocuous - going shopping, and so forth." He opened the report and glanced down at its pages. "But over the week she also made a number of other visits that are not so easy to explain." He drew a sheet of paper from the file and handed it to Ben. "I've marked these visits in yellow highlighter."
Ben put the paper on the desk without looking at it. "Tell me about them."
"There were three, in particular. The first was on Wednesday. Your partner left the house in the morning and visited the hairdresser and the shopping mall. She purchased some items in one of the clothing stores and then returned home at about eleven am. She then left again shortly after midday, and I followed her to an address in Beachside, about twenty -five minutes from here. There was one vehicle already there when she arrived - a silver Porsche, registered to a Mr. John Sylvester."
"Who's he?"
"A local businessman - 42 years old, married three times, no kids. He owns a number of fashion stores and is doing very well. Lives in Royalla."
"Go on."
"Mr. Sylvester met her and they embraced before they shut the door. There was time for one photograph." He passed over an A4 print in black and white, showing a couple embracing in the doorway of a house. They were in shadow, but it was clear enough - Sophie on tiptoe, stretching upwards, her eyes closed and her head tilted to one side. Her lips were open, caught in the moment just before they kissed, her body leaning forward and her arms around his neck.
Ben placed it carefully on the desk in front of him. "How long was she there?"
"Just over two hours. They left in separate cars, her first. She drove to the Westfield bank in the high street, where she made a cash deposit of five hundred dollars to a checking account in the name of Sophia Delaney. The current balance of that account is just under two thousand dollars."
"Delaney is her middle name," Ben whispered. "Sophia Delaney McGraw."
The detective nodded. "It's quite a common practice to use the middle name." He consulted his notes for a moment. "There are three accounts in her name at that bank - the total combined value as of yesterday is just over seventy two thousand dollars." He passed another page to Ben. "Here are the account statements for the last two months - you can see the dates and amounts of each deposit, and the transfers between them."



Ben stared at him. "How did you get this information?"
"That is what I do, Mr. Rogers. You can see why it is inadmissible."
"Of course. Please go on."
"She made a similar call the following day, also in the afternoon, to an address in Sunnyvale. The house is rented to a Mr. Samuel Robards - 61 years old, married with grown up children. He's a merchant banker. The property is a flat in Jasmine Circuit. I took a photograph of her leaving the car - you can see why."
Ben stared at the glossy photographic image. The depth of field was very narrow, suggesting the use of a long telephoto lens, and the background was a blurred patchwork of light and shadow. It served to highlight the image of the girl, as sharp and clear as if he was standing next to her. She was dressed as a schoolgirl - a short plaid skirt, bobby socks and little black shoes, and a school tie with a loose knot at the neck of her white blouse. The shutter had frozen her in an instant of time - her pony tail bouncing free of her shoulders with the sun glinting off the shiny golden hair, and one foot poised in the air as she stepped forward. She was gazing at the building, her head tilted upwards and a small smile on her lips. Her face was alight with excitement and she looked very young and achingly beautiful.
Ben closed his eyes, remembering last weekend - the same little school uniform paraded for him, the press of her nipples against the blouse like sweet ripe cherries and the crease of her tight little buttocks peeping from under the skirt. He had taken her over the sofa, hearing her squeals as he fucked her, legs splayed out and her little silk knickers twisted around one ankle.
He felt the sharp pain of betrayal but he set the photograph down with the others without expression. "How long did she stay?"
"Just over two hours."
"I don't suppose he was giving her financial advice?"
The Detective smiled without humour. "I don't think so, Mr. Rogers." He consulted his notes again. "She left a few minutes before him, and made a similar trip to the bank." He leaned forward, indicating the bank statement. "Another deposit of five hundred."
Ben closed his eyes. It was much worse than he had thought. "And the final visit?"
"Last Monday to the house that you drove past - 28 O'Connor Avenue. It belongs to Mr. Ramal Hussein. He's 40 years old, married with one child and is a very successful middle -eastern businessman. You may have read about him from time to time - a buyer and seller, although there is talk of him being heavily involved with certain criminal elements - prostitution, drugs and the like. It's only hearsay, but the rumours have been persistent. He's certainly very wealthy." He paused, as if checking to see that Ben was paying attention. "She arrived before him and let herself in with a key, dressed in a very smart red business suit and carrying a small bag. He arrived shortly afterwards and they remained inside for nearly three hours. He left first and she followed about twenty minutes later, dressed in jeans and a tee shirt."
"Did she go to the bank?"
"Not at first. She called into Nightingale's in the High Street - you know, the women's fashion boutique, and she paid a large sum of money against an account. I could not ascertain the amount but it appeared to be in the order of a couple of thousand dollars. She then went to the bank and made a deposit of just over eight hundred."
"I see. Is there anything else?"
"She made a number of phone calls on her mobile phone during the time I observed her." He drew another sheet of paper from the file. "Here's a print out of her cell phone account with the numbers and their times and duration. I regret I did not have time to match the numbers to names, but you will see that there are some that appear quite frequently. If you call each one I'm sure you might get an impression of who they are." He paused. "I'd suggest you use a different name, and don't use a phone that leaves its number."
Ben nodded. "Anything more?"
The Detective passed a final piece of paper to him. "I ran an identity check on her, just to see if it threw up anything of interest. It was a convoluted trail, but I believe that her original name was Donatella Marcella Sassounion, born in Sydney in 1991 of a single mother, Maria. They lived in the poor side of town. Her mother had numerous convictions for prostitution and petty theft, although she never served time - probably having a young daughter saved her from goal. She died in 2005 from a beating inflicted by persons unknown." He looked at his hands. "Sophie left home just before then although it's not clear where she lived. She did well at school and has no prior police record." He looked up at Ben. "From what I can find out she had a very tough childhood, if that's any consolation."
"Thank you. Is that all?"
"Yes, but I can find out more about her if you wish."
Ben ignored the suggestion. "What do you think she was doing?"
The Detective regarded him, and for the first time his voice was sympathetic. "I believe she was selling something. There's no other explanation."
"You mean drugs, or something?"
"No. There was no merchandise. She was selling herself."
Ben nodded and closed his eyes for a moment. It was so easy to see, once you knew - her behaviour patterns fitted into everything he had learned in the last twenty minutes. He reached into the drawer of his desk and drew out another packet of banknotes. "You have been very thorough, Mr. Howard. Here is the balance of what I owe you. I believe that we can rely on each other for complete discretion?"
"There are no copies of any of the material that I have given you, and I don't ever talk about clients."
Ben held out his hand. "I wish your report had been other than what it was, but I appreciate your thoroughness and your sensitivity. Good day to you."
*****
Ben sat in his office with his head in his hands, his elbows resting on the soft leather surface of his desk and half a bottle of Johnny Walker Blue beside him. The staff had long since left and it was quiet in the room apart from the little sounds of the city - the occasional chime of the clock across the square, and the muted sound of traffic heading home on the freeway to the south.
He opened the top drawer of his desk and extracted Sophie's report, resting it on the blotter in front of him. Her name had been written on the front cover in neat capitals - Sophia Delaney McGraw and then, in smaller letters underneath 'aka Donatella Marcella Sassounion'. He wondered whether she had other names that he did not know about - other lives in different shades and hues, like coats of paint layered one upon the other, each of them skillfully concealed by the fine brushstrokes of the one above.
Ben sipped his whiskey, the smoky flavour as smooth as warm butter on his tongue, and he considered what was to be done. Surprisingly, he felt no anger. The slim report under his fingers was not a body blow but a way out, and he felt relief that he had found out now, rather than later when the tendrils of her entrapment would have been even tighter. He would deal with her tomorrow, and that would be the start of his life without her.
He thought of his sister Chelsea, images of their lives together racing through his brain in a kaleidoscope of time and colour - the skinny little blonde with a flat chest and braces who grew to stunning womanhood; their discovery of each other in the little holiday chalet, her eyes soft with love as he entered her hot, tight body. He remembered their time in the remote beach hideaway - long, lazy days together, filled with loving and laughter; and then the little flat they had rented above the dusty bookshop in the main street, where they lived as a couple for almost a year.
They thought it would never end, but it had. He had been sent to Europe for a few months on business, and the separation had put things in perspective. Living together in their home town had been a mistake - they knew too many people, and they had to work too hard at hiding their relationship. Their lives were shrouded in shame and secrecy, the spectre of disgrace their constant companion, hanging like the sword of Damocles above their heads. How could you live like that, being ashamed of the one you loved? The lies and deceit had eventually worn him down.
The chime of the town clock broke into his thoughts, and he stirred. The sound of the traffic on the freeway had diminished, and the night was still. It too late to look back with such regret, he thought - the bed had been made, and he must lie in it. He rose stiffly to his feet, aware that a chapter of his life was about to close and the pages beyond it were empty. He thought again of Chelsea, and wondered whether she might ever forgive him; perhaps he could talk to her at the wedding. He thought reconciliation unlikely, though - how could she ever take him back, when he had left her, just as his Sophie had betrayed him?
He drained the last of his Scotch, placed the report carefully in his briefcase and he left the office, closing the door softly behind him. Tomorrow was another day, and he had no idea what his world would be like beyond it.
*****
It was 11:58 on the bedside clock when the door to Chelsea's bedroom opened, and Bec slipped into the room. The light from the hallway illuminated her briefly, her nightdress translucent for a moment so that the outline of her body was visible under the thin material; and then she was beside the bed, leaning forward to peer into Chelsea's face.
"Are you awake?" she whispered.
"Yes. What is it?"
"I can't sleep. I keep thinking about him."
Chelsea smiled. She'd been expecting her, even though there had been no commitment. She pulled aside the bedclothes, shuffling her body over the bed to make room. "Come in, Bec."
The girl climbed in beside her. She was shivering, and Chelsea put her arms around her. "Hey, don't let him get to you."
Bec's voice was low, her words uncertain. "It's the same every night, Chelsea...you know - I'm alright during the day, when I'm busy, and then I get to think -"
Chelsea stroked her head gently. "Then think good things," she murmured.
"I - I don't have good things to think of."
"Sure you do. You're young, beautiful, have a good job and good friends and you'll soon meet someone who thinks you're the most special person in the world. Isn't all that good stuff to think of?"
Bec rolled onto her side, so that she was facing her. "I'm not like you," she said. "I don't make friends easily. It took ages before I found Jeff."
"He was your first, wasn't he?" It was too dark to see her, but she sensed the girl's nod. "Well, the first always takes the longest."
"You're just making that up!" There was a trace of laughter in her voice.
Chelsea laughed softly. "I'm not - promise! Cross my heart -". Her eyes were adjusting to the darkness and she could see Bec's head faintly against the white of the pillow. The girl's hair was silky under her fingers and she smoothed it gently, her fingertips brushing over her temple and the soft skin behind her ear. "I took ages to find the first guy, and then had three all within a year."
"Really?" Bec's voice was curious. "So how many boyfriends have you had?"
Chelsea chuckled. "Are you asking me how many men I've slept with, Bec?"
"I guess."
"That's a whole conversation. Enough to know that some are good and some are bad, though." She paused for a moment. "And nobody in the last year."
"Don't you miss having someone?"
Chelsea was silent for a moment, thinking about the question. Her anger at Ben had sustained her for a while, but now it was just a dull ache, every moment of the day. She wasn't ready for another relationship yet.
"Sometimes, Bec. Sometimes I just want to hold someone - you know, to share the day's problems ... and then I wake up in the morning and I'm glad I don't have all the complications of a relationship to worry about." She moved her fingers down, the tips sliding lightly over the nape of the girl's neck and the soft buttery skin of her shoulder, sensing its warmth and plasticity. "Being on your own is OK, sometimes - you don't have to answer to anybody but yourself."
"But it's lonely, too."
"Yes, sometimes it is, and there's nothing good in that." She laughed. "Now, missy - we have to go to work in the morning, so we'd better get some sleep!"
"Tomorrow's Saturday - are you working, then?"
Chelsea laughed. "No...I'd just forgotten which day of the week it was. I need to go to sleep now anyway."
Can I stay here?"
"Of course you can. Don't snore and don't pinch all the bedclothes." Chelsea patted her on the shoulder lightly, rolled over so that they were back -to -back and closed her eyes. For a while she lay quietly, luxuriating in the feeling of having someone in her bed. The girl was right - it had been lonely on her own. She liked Bec a lot, and to her surprise she found that she was looking forward to waking up with her in the morning. It's just the companionship, she told herself, nothing more. But the warm glow at the base of her stomach told a different story.
When she woke up the bedroom was suffused with grey light and she could hear the sound of rain on the metal roof and the gurgle of water in the drain outside the window. Bec was still asleep, her head on the pillow close to Chelsea. A swathe of hair had fallen forward over her face and she was breathing lightly, her lips slightly apart. She had pushed the covers back a little and one arm was flung outwards, the strap of her nightie displaced so that Chelsea could see the swell of one breast, the nipple peeping over the lace edging and her skin soft and creamy.
She felt a surge of tenderness towards the girl. Although she was only a couple of years younger than herself, she seemed so vulnerable - and yet she had an irrepressible spirit and a quiet sense of humour that Chelsea found appealing. She regarded Bec's face: seeing the delicate arcs of her eyebrows and the dark lashes closed lightly over her eyes. There was a sprinkling of freckles over her nose and her lips were full, soft and well shaped, turned up at the corners slightly to give a sense of fun. Her face was square, framed by the bob of her hair, and the firm chin gave her strength and determination. It was a face you could easily get used to each morning, she thought, and she smiled.
Bec's eyes opened, soft and unfocussed with sleep. For a moment there was confusion in them, and then she remembered where she was and she smiled at Chelsea in return. They lay for a moment looking at each other, each of them experiencing a growing awareness of the sudden intimacy of their situation. Chelsea lifted her arm and gently brushed aside the lock of hair on her forehead, her fingers lingering on the girl's skin. She could see the want in Bec's eyes - almost a look of desperation, a fear of rejection and the need for someone to hold her. She could hear the rain hammering on the roof above their heads, adding to their closeness, their bodies warm and secure in the cocoon of her bed.
On impulse she leaned forward and kissed the girl softly on the lips, her touch as light as a feather. She could feel their softness and warmth, taste the honeydew fragrance of her mouth. For a moment nothing happened, and then Bec opened her lips to open slightly, increasing the pressure, kissing her back. Chelsea felt the girl's arm encircle her, pulling her down against the warmth of her body, feeling the soft press of her breasts against her own and the hard nub of her nipples stiffening beneath her. She felt Bec's tongue brush into her mouth, small and slippery, easing between her lips and then retreating, and she was aware of the press of her thighs against her own.
She pulled away, looking down at her. Bec's eyes were bright and her lips open, and there was colour in her cheeks as she stared up at her.
"Are you OK with this?" Chelsea whispered.
Bec nodded. "God, yes!"
They kissed again, exploring the soft contours of each other's lips, their tongues touching and dancing against each other, slippery and warm. Chelsea could feel her heart hammering in her chest and the tight clutch of excitement building in her belly. Her senses were alive to everything that was happening: the softness of the body under her - yielding and fragrant, its soft curves and malleable flesh so different to the hard, angular muscle of the men she had known. The scent of her body, too, a trace of perfume from the night before - apple and cinnamon in her hair and the warm, milky smell of her skin; and her taste - a hint of sweet wine and honeydew melon on the enveloping softness of her lips. It was all so different to what she was used to - her senses were spinning, overcome by the deep well of pleasure that had suddenly opened before her, drawing her downwards in a spinning vortex of desire.
She could feel Bec's hands sliding over the material of her nightie, her fingers catching in the decorative lace and ribbon, and she broke away for a moment to strip it off and toss it aside. Her breasts were released, fuller and heavier than Bec's, and she could feel the girl's eyes on them and then the tentative touch of her fingers brushing over their fullness. Chelsea leaned forward a little to give her better access, and she watched as the girl's mouth closed over one nipple, her lips teasing it, sucking gently before releasing it again. In the pale, grey light Chelsea could see the shine of saliva on her skin, the nipple stiff and aroused, and she could see Bec looking up at her.
For a moment Chelsea hesitated, aware that she was on the edge of a precipice. She could stop now, pull back from the brink and they would laugh about it awkwardly later in the day, and life would go on; or she could pluck the soft, warm fruit of the body before her. She regarded the girl in her bed - the open lips and her hot, panting breath, her hair spread over the pillow in a shining curtain. Bec was waiting, aware of her uncertainty and its reason, and she had an expression of desperate longing on her face.
Chelsea smiled down at her. "Take off your nightie, Bec."
A flash of relief crossed the girl's face...or was it triumph? She pulled the nightie over her head, the scrap of blue silk fluttering free, and lay back. Chelsea pulled the bedclothes aside. Bec's body was quiescent, ready for her to take; the soft curves and firm flesh an open invitation. She crouched down and ran her tongue over her skin, down from the creamy swell of her breasts and over her midriff, dipping into the little hollow of her navel and then across the flat plain of her belly to where the thin elastic of her panties began. She heard the soft sigh of the girl's pleasure and felt the stretch of her body responding to her touch, arching up against her mouth.
She could feel Bec's hands reaching out, pulling at her thighs to bring her closer, and she swung herself over the girl, her knees either side of her shoulders and her buttocks towards her face. She could feel the trickle of her own juices, held back by the thin fabric of her briefs, and she wondered if the material was stained. Her awareness was heightened, each moment a bright sliver of light and sound under the microscope of her consciousness: the wild thudding of her heart beating in her chest and the pulsing of her blood through her arteries; the creak of the bedsprings as their bodies moved gently together, and the splatter of rain on the window beside the bed.
She lowered her torso, hunkering down to bring her hips closer to the girl's face, feeling Bec's breath on the inside of her thighs as light as a gossamer breeze, and she felt the girl's hands reach up to her thighs. For a moment Chelsea could feel the coolness of air on her heated flesh as Bec eased aside the gusset of her panties, and then there was the sudden touch of soft, wet lips on her vulva, and the slow slide of the girl's tongue over the opening to her body. Her back arched, pushing her mons harder against Bec's face, and she felt her vagina contract violently, releasing a little squeeze of warm juice. She rotated her hips gently, rubbing her labia over the girl's face, delighting in the press of her tongue upwards into her cunt.



Chelsea's voice was soft in the quiet of the room, husky with her desire. "Jesus, Bec....that's lovely.... exquisite." She pressed her torso down a fraction, wriggling against the lapping mouth. "Ah, yes, just there honey. Don't stop....ah, just there."
Bec's pussy was just below her face, sheathed in little blue panties. Chelsea could see her excitement - a translucent patch of wetness against the pale material and the dark shadow of her labia pressing against it. She leaned forward a little and hooked the panties aside, her fingers sliding lightly over her wet flesh. Chelsea could see her exposed vagina, the lips curled back like petals of a flower and a bead of opaque fluid gathered at the opening like the cream in a fresh eclair. The fine, silky hair around her labia was damp with desire, and the fragrance of the girl's excitement enveloped her as she dipped her head towards the juncture of her thighs.
Chelsea had often wondered what Ben had found so appealing about eating pussy, and now she understood. The vaginal lips were soft against her mouth and the girl's juices thick on her tongue, tasting of salt and musk....but it was so much more than that. She was poised at the very centre of another woman, at the core of her vulnerability and her strength, the point at which all life began. She knew how the girl who writhed underneath her was feeling, just as the tongue in her own pussy was reaching into her own soul. She could feel her orgasm building, the long climb upwards from the darkness, and she lapped faster - scooping out the cream with long flat strokes of her tongue, her lips and cheeks and face shining with her discharge as her senses finally coalesced into a single, united force, flinging her upwards towards the light.
Chelsea's orgasm burst in her brain like a super nova and she writhed in ecstasy, her mouth still on Bec's pussy. She could feel her cunt pulsing, expelling soft breaths of air and dribbles of moisture over the wriggling girl beneath her. It was enough to trigger Becs climax and she heard the girl shriek suddenly and felt her thighs clamp tightly on her head. They rode the waves of their lust, clinging together with their faces thrust against each others genitals, their mouths filled with their hot, splattering juices and their ears filled with shrill cries of passion.
*****
They lay together in bed, the covers pushed back and the cool air drying their skin. Chelsea's arm was around Bec, her hand resting lightly against the younger woman's shoulder, and she moved the tips of her fingers idly back and forth, lightly brushing against her skin.
"It's funny how things happen in ways that you could never envisage." She spoke quietly.
"Yes."
"Would you have picked that, Bec? You and I doing what we just did?"
"Not in a million years." She laughed. "I thought only lesbians did stuff like that."
"Or lonely people." Chelsea reached over and brushed the comma of dark hair back from Bec's eyes. "So how do you feel now?"
Bec raised her head to look at her. "How do you mean?"
"We need to talk about what just happened, Bec. What do you think?"
"I think I've gone to heaven."
Chelsea smiled. "No, really."
Bec pushed herself up on one elbow, her eyes steady as she looked at her friend. "I think that we both needed that, Chelsea....and I think that we have a lot in common, and we are good for each other." She smiled suddenly and touched her lovers lips with the tip of one finger. "Look at you, all serious and worried when you don't need to be. You're lying there thinking you don't want to hurt me and maybe it's better to cut loose now rather than later."
Chelsea regarded her, surprised by her perspicacity. "Sort of - well, the first bit anyway."
Bec smiled. "The hurting bit or the extracting bit?"
"The hurting bit." She paused, thinking carefully about what she was going to say. "I loved what we have just done, Bec, I really did. My toes are still curled up." She lifted her leg and scrunched up her toes in a parody of her orgasm. "See? ...and I'm comfortable with it as well, which is surprising, really, as neither of us has trodden that path before." She lowered her leg and stared up at the other girl. "But I'm not sure that it would satisfy me for the rest of my life, you know? I just don't want to get down the track and then find you were counting on something a bit more enduring."
"You won't."
"Are you so sure? It wasn't just sex, though, was it? There was a lot of feeling and tenderness there - well, for me at least."
Bec lay back down, her head on Chelsea's shoulder. "Me too. But I know the time will come when one of us will walk away, and that's fine."
They lay together in silence listening to the rain, content with the arrangement they had. And after a while, they made love again.
*****
"Where were you last night, Ben? I was worried about you!" It was after nine on the Saturday morning and she was still in her nightie, clearly not concerned enough to come looking for him earlier.
Ben looked up at her from the table, his eyes cold. "I was working late and I slept in the spare room. Sit down, Sophie."
She made a moue of displeasure. "Not now, Hon, I have to get ready."
"Sit down!"
She frowned at his tone but slid into the chair opposite him. "Will this take long?"
"Not much time at all." He regarded her. "Who is Ramal Hussein?"
She stared at him. "I don't know him."
"That's curious, Sophie, as he knows you - very well, in fact."
She shrugged. "What are you getting at, Ben?"
"How about John Sylvester and Samuel Robards?"
"These are businessmen....I borrowed money from them for my mother."
"That would be Maria Sassounion who died five years ago." He watched her face.
Her face was pale. "I'm still paying off the loan....it was for her hospital bills."
Ben's voice was quiet. "Don't lie to me, Donatella. I know it all - the names, the clients, the visits, the money. I know how many times you fucked them and what you got paid, and what you have in each of your bank accounts." His voice was bitter. "The only thing I don't know is why you bothered with me."
She sat quietly for a few moments, her head bowed so that the curtain of golden hair hid her face, and then she raised her head and looked at him. The little girl expression was gone, replaced by one of open malevolence. She stared at him, her eyes like ice chips.
"Because I needed a dull cunt to give me somewhere to work from."
He shrugged. "Do you think your words can hurt me now? It's over. Pack your things and get out."
"What about our baby?"
"Who knows whose baby it is, Sophie? Fuck off and have it somewhere else."
She laughed, a harsh barking noise without humour. "Do you think you can do that to me? The baby is yours. You have a responsibility -"
"Really? Tell that to the Family Court as we discuss your line of business -"
She leaned forward, her voice shrill. "Don't threaten me, you little prick! We will go to it together, and you can tell the Judge how you fucked your sister for two years." She saw her words strike home and she laughed. "Do you think you are the only one to do their homework? You and she were living together, rutting like rabid dogs in your secret little hideaway. How do you think the Judge will like that?"
He stared at her, mesmerized by the change. The little girl voice and baby talk was gone, replaced by a poisonous eloquence completely outside of his understanding of her. At last he found his voice. "You can't prove that."
Sophie bared her teeth, as if she would tear out his throat. "Do you think I am stupid!? I have copies of the emails you exchanged from America." She laughed again, low pitched and dripping with venom. "They make interesting reading, Ben - you really should have deleted them from the computer. You two were right into each other, weren't you, and when you couldn't fuck you liked to write about it!" She leaned back and moistened her lips, her voice changing again, almost conversational. "Can you imagine the shame, Ben, when you wake up and see it all in the newspapers?"
"Your name would be there too. The Taxation Office would be interested in your undeclared earnings, and the Police, too. Solicitation is an offence -"
"Who is soliciting, Ben? I just entertain some gentlemen in their homes." She shook her head. "The tax man would be pissed off, but I'd only get a fine. You have far more to lose than me. Think of the disgrace, Ben, the court hearings, the goal time. You'd lose your job and so would your sister." She smiled at him. "Chelsea, isn't it? Such a pretty name, too! And a teacher? How the tabloids would love that! A respected member of our society - responsible for the moral standards of our children....and all the time fucking her brother." She laughed again. "Incest is such a dirty word, especially for pillars of society like teachers. How do you think people would judge her?"
Ben was silent, staring at her. He realised he had completely misjudged this woman, and his initiative was gone.
She waited a moment, then smiled at him with cold eyes. "Nothing to say, Ben?" She stood up and smoothed down her dress and looked down on him, her voice pitiless. "I'm going shopping now but I'll keep on living here, thank you. Perhaps you should move....yes, I think that would be best. I won't have to play with your tiny little dick any more." She turned away, but then stopped and looked back. "Of course you'll pay the costs, won't you?" She regarded him a moment longer, and her voice strengthened. "Do we understand each other, Ben?"
He nodded, unable to speak, and she continued. "You were wrong about the baby too, Ben - it's yours. A little bastard to be sure, but he's your little bastard. I guess you'll be paying for years." She laughed. "Who knows, if it's a girl I might train her to follow in my footsteps...we all need security in our old age."
She turned and walked from the room. Ben heard the door click and he closed his eyes to try and shut out the nightmare.
*****
Detective Howard leaned over the table, the empty coffee cups between them. His voice was low, mindful of the other customers in the café.
"Do you know where she keeps this material?"
Ben shook his head. "No. She might not even have it...it could be a bluff."
The Detective shook his head. "I doubt it - not if it was on your computer....she must have looked at it to say what she said." He regarded Ben with frank eyes. "Is it that sensitive?"
"Absolutely. I simply can't risk it being leaked to anyone."
"Have you removed it from your computer now?"
"Yes."
"And you want me to - ah - borrow the hard copies back from Sophie?"
Ben was in no mood for the subtlety of his words. "I want you to take them from her."
The Detective shook his head again. "I don't think that is practicable." He leaned forward a little further. "Look - she's aware that this material is the only hold she has over you...she's unlikely to leave it lying around. It could be in a bank vault, a safety deposit box, with a friend or just stashed somewhere." He regarded Ben. "I could try, but it would be very expensive and with little chance of success."
"So there's nothing to be done."
"I didn't say that." He thought for a moment. "How far are you prepared to go to get it back?"
"Short of murder - as far as it takes."
The Detective smiled. "I don't think that will be necessary." He hitched his chair forward, so their heads were almost touching. "There is one way," he said quietly, "but it carries some risk."
"What is it?"
Ben listened carefully as the Detective spoke.
*****
Later that night Ben Rogers sat in his office. The drapes were drawn back, revealing a stunning panorama that included the distinctive arch of the Harbour Bridge, but his eyes were unseeing as he thought of what he was about to do. He had phoned Sophie earlier that day, pleading with her to resolve the situation, but she had laughed at him.
"A little nervous, are we, Ben? Well, you should be. I had another read of your letters today - my, my, what a naughty boy you were!" Her voice hardened. "And you thought you could judge my morality, you supercilious little prick! Well, don't ever forget who's calling the tune here!"
"Don't do this Sophie - each of us can walk away -"
She laughed again, a bitter angry sound in his ear. "And move me out of this nice apartment, Ben? I don't think so! Not until your daughter is old enough to earn her own living." She giggled. "You might want to do some business with her then, seeing as how you like to keep your dick in the family, so to speak."
"Sophie -"
"No! Listen to me, you whining fuck! I stay here, and you pay the rent - and whatever else I need. And if I hear any more from you I might just put the squeeze on Chelsea too."
He'd capitulated then, placing the handset in the receiver slowly, his heart heavy. He knew that she would never stop - that the demands would go on and on, and that it would be a constant shadow in his life.
He reached forward and picked up the phone and dialed a number, hearing the click of the router and then the soft burr of the ringing tone. It was answered on the third ring.
"Hello?"
"Mr Hussein - Mr Ramal Hussein?"
The voice was soft in his ear. "Who is this?"
"A friend."
"I don't know you."
"No sir, you don't, but I'm a friend anyway. I have a little information for you."
"In exchange for what?"
"Nothing. I want nothing from you."
There was a pause. Ben could imagine Hussein's conflict - the desire for information and his fear of a scam. "What is it?"
"You are acquainted with Sophia Delaney, I believe. Sometimes she calls herself Sophie McGraw, or perhaps Donatella Sassounioun -"
"Go on."
"She keeps a diary in which you feature in detail - both your private and business lives."
"She knows nothing of either."
"She knows a great deal about you and her other clients. She writes about each of you when you meet her - what you do together, what you say. She keeps a score -"
Hussein's voice cut him off. "Where is this diary?"
"She keeps it close."
"Have you read it?"
"Enough to know that you would not wish to have it revealed. It would be very damaging to you."
"If you have seen it then you are also a threat, if it is as you say."
Ben shook his head. "No sir, I am not. I have neither the desire nor the means to harm you."
"What is it you want me to do?"
"I believe that she will use this information one day - perhaps soon, perhaps in a few years." Ben paused. "But what action you take is your decision alone."
There was a long silence, and then Hussein spoke, his voice a sibilant whisper. "Very well - but if you think to harm me -"
Ben cut in. "I will not. You will not hear from me again."
The line went dead and Ben gently replaced the phone on its handset. He thought about what the Detective had said at their last meeting, leaning close to him, his voice quiet. 'They always keep a Diary, Ben, and it is always dynamite. Use the people that she has betrayed you with. Turn them onto her, and let them do the work.'
*****
Chelsea Rogers sat quietly in the west wing of the Church and watched the guests being ushered to their seats. She had arrived early so she could sit away from the main body of the church, so she could watch the ceremony and then slip away before the Reception. The Transept was narrow and poorly lit, its entrance partly obstructed by the massive pipes of the organ to one side of the Nave, and she felt sure that no one would see her there.
It was a beautiful Spring day, and the sun streamed through the high stained glass windows of the church, casting a dappled spectrum of light over the congregation. She could see the sunbeams cutting through the dust motes in the air, giving an ethereal feel to the scene; and she could hear the low hubbub of conversation above the solemn notes of an aria played by the ancient organist.
The stream of people entering the church gradually thinned and the murmur of voices died away. There was a hush over the congregation, and then the organist struck up the wedding march, the great pipes of the organ thundering in majesty and the music filling the whole church in a statement of celebration and joy. She could see her father near the altar in a new suit, his head turned to look at his bride approaching, and Chelsea watched as she walked towards him, slim and elegant, her face radiant with happiness.
A single figure slipped along the side of the church and stood at the corner of the Transept, six or seven rows in front of where she sat. He was obviously late and did not want to disturb the other guests, Chelsea thought - and then with a shock she recognised him, and her heart twisted in pain. It was Ben, and some quirk of fate had put them together in the same part of the church, although he was not aware of her yet.
For a while she regarded him. He was still slim, his body lean and hard beneath his clothes. He looked prosperous, too - the cut of his jacket was expensive, and gold links gleamed in the crisp white cuffs of his shirt. His hair was still thick, the chestnut colour unmarked with grey, but he looked older than when she had last seen him. She thought that his face was thinner and carrying lines of worry that had not been there before - but the brightness of his gaze was undiminished as he stared towards the altar, and a small smile of pride for his father lay upon his lips.
The wedding march ended with a flare of sound, the echoes reverberating around the church, and a hush settled over the crowd. Chelsea heard the Ministers voice welcoming the congregation, his words as timeless as the ceremony they had come to witness. We are here today to encourage, celebrate and support the covenant that James and Melanie now make, and to share in their joy as they pledge their love and commitment to each other...
The words resonated as she watched her brother. Their love and commitment to each another. She remembered their love, the sheer joy of being together, wrenched apart by doubt and uncertainty...but was it dead? She could see Ben smiling as he watched the union, his lips full and soft as she remembered them, laughter lines crinkling his eyes. She could hear the Minister's words, his voice solemn as addressed the congregation, the words ringing in her head like a bell '...He will look to you for comfort, for support, for love, for understanding, for encouragement, and for protection. You must never take him for granted, and always stand by him for good or ill'.
And in that moment Ben turned and looked at her, as if he had known she would be there all along. It was a look filled with regret for what had he had lost, and of love and longing and hope for forgiveness. She could sense the aura of sadness he wore like an invisible cloak, and the tension of his body in the set of his mouth and the grip of his hands. She observed the marvelous blue of his eyes as they looked into hers, his gaze steady. The sounds and colours of their surroundings leached away to nothing and the congregation faded so that there was only the two of them, their eyes locked together. For a long moment they stared at each other and he smiled slightly, a tentative invitation for forgiveness, and she found herself smiling back. And then the moment was past, and as the end of a solar eclipse brings back the light of day, so the colours and bustle of the day returned and he turned away to watch the ceremony.
They found a quiet corner at the reception and sat together, pushing aside the debris on the table to give some room. Chelsea regarded him for a moment.
"You look well, Ben."
He shrugged slightly. "I can't complain."



"So how have you been?"
"OK, I guess. I was promoted to Director."
"I heard. That's well done."
They sat awkwardly, the silence stretching out, and at length he spoke.
"I thought the ceremony went well."
"Yeah. Dad is so happy. Melanie looks such a nice person." She regarded him. "I don't want to talk about that, Ben. I want to talk about us."
"Right"
She looked into his face. "I nearly didn't come today because I thought you'd be here."
"I'm glad you did."
"I came for Dad only. You know I never wanted to see you again."
"I guess I deserved that."
She shook her head, angry for the first time. "You deserve a Frying Pan on the side of the head, Ben!" She waited until the flash of anger subsided. "What we had wasn't a game. It wasn't something you could put on and take off like a shirt each morning."
"I know that now."
She stared at him. "So what's given you this amazing wisdom all of a sudden? Don't tell me you're starting to think with your head instead of your dick!" She looked around. "And where's that schoolgirl you shacked up with - or have you walked out on her too?"
"She wasn't a schoolgirl."
"Well, she looked like one." Chelsea leaned forward, her eyes flashing. "What the fuck were you thinking Ben? Wasn't I good enough for you?"
He raised his eyes from the table and looked at her steadily. "I made a dreadful mistake, Chelsea. Haven't you ever made a mistake? Haven't you ever done something that you know you'll regret for the rest of your life?"
Chelsea stared at him, thinking of Rebecca lying in her bed each morning and what they did to each other. Every day they were together tied the knots of complication tighter, and she knew she would have to do something about it. Ben was right - people did make mistakes. The question was whether they learned from them. She remembered the Ministers words that morning ...always stand by him for good or ill. She felt her anger dissipating, replaced by a great weariness. Life was so fucking complicated.
Ben continued talking, his eyes on her face. "Don't you think that I think about it every day of my life, Chelsea?" He reached out and gripped her arm, his fingers warm on her skin. "I'd say sorry, but that wouldn't even begin do justice to how I think."
She wasn't going to let him off so lightly. "So where is Lolita?"
He released her arm and expelled his breath, leaning back in the chair. "If you mean Sophie, she's gone."
"And who pushed who?"
He shrugged. "Does it matter?" There was a shout of laughter from a nearby table and he waited for the noise to subside. "I know it sounds trite, but when I left it was never about her...she just happened along at the same time." He looked at Chelsea's expression, seeing the cynicism in her eyes. "It's true - I never left you for Sophie. It was all about us having to hide what we had for each other, and my fear of people finding out. I thought we could never be really together - you know, without always looking over our shoulders to see who was looking, and I couldn't handle it." His voice tailed off, aware of how inadequate it sounded. "I guess I was tired of being ashamed of loving you," he finished lamely.
Chelsea shook her head. "Was that all?" she said bitterly. "Didn't you ever think of talking to me about that?" She stopped, aware that people on the other table were looking at her, and she dropped her voice. "Look, Ben, what we do isn't anyone's business but our own. Sure there will always be a few busybodies who poke and pry, but that's not our concern. Don't you think that you and I could have lived together for the rest of our lives? Who was ever going to change that, other than you and Lolita?"
"The authorities, for one."
"Bollocks! We move to another town and set up together...we already have the same surname. Who's going to bother - I mean, really, Ben. Who's going to poke around and find out that we are related for God's sake? And even if they do, who's to know what goes on between us...we could just be sharing a place to live."
He smiled at her. "Does that mean we are back together?"
She turned her grey eyes on him, like chips of steel. "No it does not! I'll have to think about whether I even want to see you again - and I haven't ruled out the Frying Pan therapy, either."
He smiled. "Go for it...at least it will mean that I see you again."
"You wouldn't see anything for a week if I hit you with a skillet." She stood up and gathered her bag and gloves. "I'm out of here, Ben." Her voice softened. "You take care, do you hear?"
"Will I see you again?"
"I don't know," she said. "I'll have to think about it." She turned and walked away, and Ben watched her until she turned a corner and was lost from sight.
Epilogue
Ben took a final look around his apartment to make sure everything was perfect. He'd just finished an extensive refurbishment, scouring away the last traces of Sophie's taste in paint and furnishing, and he'd gone for concealed lighting and soft, pastel colours offset by bright prints and fabrics. The Christmas tree stood in the corner of the lounge, inexpertly draped with tinsel and coloured balls that reflected the twinkle of the candles that he had lit a few minutes ago.
He wiped his hands on the tea towel he was carrying, and smiled ruefully. He was as nervous as a kid on his first date, desperate for everything to go right. He thought about the days since the wedding - how he and Chelsea had met for coffee a couple of times, and then taken the first halting steps towards rebuilding their relationship. Actually it had been fun rediscovering her - he had forgotten the quick sense of humour and her vitality. It had been a slow process, though, and aside from a peck on the cheek and a quick hug there had been no intimacy. Tonight was a big step forward as she had agreed to come to his apartment for dinner.
The doorbell rang and he hurried to answer it. She was stood on the doorstep clutching a carrier bag, and she had a little Santa hat on her head tilted to one side.
He laughed. "Why, it's one of Santa's little elves!"
She patted her tummy. "No so little, unfortunately." She held up the bag. "But I come bearing gifts."
"Then you are welcome." He stood back. "Come in, Sis."
She walked into the room, looking around, handing him the bag. "This is lovely, Ben. It's yours, isn't it - I mean you're not renting."
"No, its mine - well, me and the bank. Can I show you around?"
"Absolutely." She followed him through the rooms, impressed by what he had done, noting the way he had blended colours and how neat everything was. They arrived back at the lounge and she turned to him. "It's beautiful, Ben. You've done so well."
He smiled at the compliment. "What would you like to drink?"
"Champagne, if you have it. We're celebrating tonight."
"Really? Celebrating what?"
"Lots of things, Ben - being together a month, being together at Christmas, your first dinner in your beautiful apartment..." She looked at him with bright eyes. "Oh, I forgot," and she leaned forward and kissed him lightly on the lips. "Thank you for inviting me tonight."
He had forgotten how soft her lips were, and he struggled to think of something to say. "You might not feel the same after you've tasted my cooking."
She waved her hand in dismissal. "Not a problem. I've been on my own for two weeks, and I could eat a scabby rat."
Ben poured her drink, watching her take it with her slender fingers, the skin of her arm burnished by the sun. "I don't have a scabby rat," he said, "would Rat au Van do?" He laughed. "Do you remember the Black Adder series? Baldrick's recipe?" He cleared his voice and did a passable imitation of the little soldier "...you take a rat, and run over it with a van..."
Chelsea laughed. "I think you needed a Brit sense of humour to get that."
Ben regarded her. "Why are you on your own? I thought you had a housemate - Rebecca, wasn't it?"
She shook her head. "She quit a couple of weeks ago - her ex boyfriend came back, asking her for another chance, so she went back to live with him."
"Were you sorry or pleased to see her go?"
"Pleased, I think....she was a lovely girl and we got on well, but it's nice to have the place to myself." Chelsea thought of their last night together - candlelight and an intimate meal, and afterwards their gymnastics in the big double bed. They had taken each other to new heights, each of them aware that a chapter of their lives was closing. She smiled: Bec had been right - they had been good for each other, and she thought they would both look back on their time with pleasure.
She became aware of him looking at her enquiringly. "I'm sorry, Ben, what did you say?"
He smiled. "I said dinner is ready."
"Right. Just give me a moment."
The dinner was an unqualified success, and Chelsea was touched by the time and trouble he had taken. She held up her glass of wine and looked across at him searchingly, and he smiled back.
"What?"
"I know it's a forbidden subject, but what happened to Lolita? Last I heard she was living here and next thing you're renovating."
Ben shrugged. "I don't know, Chelsea. I guess she decided to move on...she didn't tell me where she was going." He fiddled with the stem of his glass. "We didn't part on particularly good terms, you know - I'll tell you the story one day."
It was true - he didn't know what had happened. He had tried ringing the apartment a few times after speaking to Hussein but she didn't answer, so one day he had used his key to get in. Every single item of hers had gone, just as if she'd never been there - except for one. There was a manila envelope on the table with his name on it, and inside he'd found the print -outs of his letters. He remembered the post -it note stuck on the top page, and its message in an unknown hand: 'One good turn...'. That's all it said. One good turn deserves another. Her diary must have been as damaging as the Detective had said it would be, and that was the payback. He sometimes wondered what had happened to her, but that was dangerous ground. Best he forget.
He tuned back into what Chelsea was saying. '...I hadn't decided when I came around this evening whether I'd give it to you Ben, but I guess the time is right. Happy Christmas." She handed him a parcel wrapped in festive paper and lots of ribbon. "You have to open it now."
"Right." He tore open the paper and it fluttered free, and he looked at the book in his hands. "Um - thanks, Chelsea."
She laughed at his expression. "It's a shared experience diary, silly. Look -" She took it from his hands and opened it. "Couples fill in when they meet - you know, first impressions. There's a page for every first event - first meeting, first date, first time with the parents....you each fill it in with your thoughts." She looked at him shyly. "It's something you look back on when you've been together a long time.....it's to show that we've started again, Ben."
He smiled at her intensity. "Is there a page for when you first have sex?"
"There's a blank page on page twenty - I guess you could use it for that...but you have to work through the others first."
Ben took the book from her hands and examined it. "Thanks, Sis, it's a lovely thought." He leafed through it. "Wait a sec - you've filled it in!"
She laughed. "Well, we have been going out for a month, so we've done most of the things in it....I cheated a bit and filled out my impressions of tonight's dinner a couple of hours in advance. I knew it would be great."
"So what page are we up to?"
She looked at him with steady eyes. "Twenty."
He was in already in bed when she came out of the bathroom, and he watched her undress - the skirt and the white blouse first. He could see that her body had filled out a little, but it suited her - the curve of her hips was just a little more rounded to give a voluptuousness that hadn't been there before, but there was no spare fat on her frame. She deftly unfastened her bra and let it fall free, and he looked at her breasts, firm and full, the nipples already stiff with arousal. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic of her pants and slowly drew them down, and he watched her with hooded eyes. Her belly was firm and flat, and she had trimmed herself so that there was just a shadow of hair at the juncture of her thighs, pointing downwards to her crease like an arrow.
He leaned up on one elbow to look and she stood before him, relaxed in his gaze. The light from the ensuite spilled into the room illuminating one side of her, throwing the valleys of her body into shadow that shifted as she moved towards him. He could see a faint flush on her cheeks and her mouth was slightly open, her lips pouting and the flash of her little white teeth behind them, and her eyes were bright with desire.
She moved beside the bed and pulled back the bedclothes to stare down at him, hard and ready, his skin dark against the vivid white of the sheet and her voice was husky. "God, it seems ages, Ben."
"It is, Chelsea. It's been too long. Jesus, I want you!"
"You can have me, Ben. I'm yours."
She straddled him, her fingers reaching down to hold him upwards, adjusting slightly to engage him at the entrance to her body, and then she sank down, her hands on his chest and her hair swinging forward like a golden curtain. He gasped as he entered her, his thickness levering aside the tight, gripping walls of her vagina to slide upwards into the warmth of her belly. Her breasts were swinging forward, full and round, the nipples as hard as he had ever seen them and he cradled them in his hands and rubbed their tips with his fingers. They were heavy in his hands - the flesh firm and pliable, a creamy white against the darker, tanned skin of her torso.
For a long moment she was still, adjusting to the thick intruder inside her. Her labia were pressed hard against the root of his cock and he could feel the slow trickle of her juices seeping out between them. She began to move gently, her thighs flexing to lift her hips; he could feel the ridges of his cock rubbing against her as it withdrew and the sucking clasp of her cunt as it reluctantly released him. His rod gradually appeared, coated with her juices, one side shining in the light.
She stopped again, balanced above him with just the tip of his member embedded inside her body. For a long, tremulous moment she held herself there, their bodies only joined by the head of his cock, and then with a little cry she sank back down, grinding her hips as she swallowed him. His shaft slid into her like a greased piston, lancing up into her body to reach far inside, stretching her open again. She flung her head back and groaned at the invasion, her brain suffused with lust, her hips working at him, and she gripped him with her pussy, milking him with a powerful rhythmic grip that seemed to ripple and undulate along his length.
"Jesus, Ben, that's so fucking good!" She gazed down at him. "Tell me what you feel."
"I can feel myself deep inside you." He looked up at her, his blue eyes languorous with pleasure. "I'd forgotten what it was like to fuck my sister."
"Yes! God, yes! Tell me about it, Ben. Tell me about fucking your sister."
He stared up at her "I keep remembering you as a little girl - you and me, growing up together, with your flat chest and the little cleft between your legs...we used to take baths together...completely uninhibited. Who was it who told us that we could never touch?"
She closed her eyes, remembering the past but savouring the feel of the present. "No one, I guess. We just sort of knew." She smiled. "You didn't have much to touch anyway."
He nodded. "But we changed."
"Ahhh, yes I can feel that. What made you want me, Ben?"
"You did. I watched you grow up...your tits filling your blouse and the little lacy panties in the bathroom laundry basket. I'd take them into my room -"
She laughed. "But why me? Why didn't you fuck other girls?"
"I did...a few. But it was you, Chelsea. I thought you were so beautiful, but I knew that I couldn't have you." He grunted. "I never dreamt that you'd want me...that we could do this....it wasn't until the beach chalet."
"Tell me."
"The night of the storm - you left your panties on the floor and I took them -"
"Just like before."
Ben shook his head. "No, not just that. It a combination of things...the time was right. It was the scent of your pussy on your pants and the sight of your body through your nightie...and then you came into my bed. Jesus I wanted you."
She laughed again, wriggling down, gyrating her hips and gripping him with her muscles, milking him inside her. She felt him arch his back with pleasure, lifting her, his cock burrowing deeper. "Like you want me now?"
"God, yes. I wanted you, even though I knew it was wrong."
"How wrong, Ben? Tell me how wrong it is to fuck your sister."
"It's so bad, Chelsea." He thrust up into her, watching as her hair swayed back and forth, and the play of expressions on her face. She leaned forward again and he grasped her buttocks, holding them apart, dipping his fingers downwards to press against the slippery skin of his cock as it slid into her. He traced the ring of her vulva, feeling the thick grease of their lubricant slick against his fingertips, and he touched the delicate, folded skin of her anus, pressing into it lightly and hearing her groan with pleasure.
He whispered up to her. "You tell me, Chelsea - tell me why you like fucking your brother."
She was looking down at him, her eyes steady and clear. He could see the black portals of her pupils like windows into her soul and the gunmetal grey of her irises shot through with iridescent threads of gold.
"Because I love you." She smiled, realizing that it was the first time she had said that. It was true, though. She regarded his face, the comma of dark hair over his forehead and his eyes as blue as cornflowers in a field. He was like a little boy in so many ways, she thought - so vulnerable. She felt his thickness inside her and how it moved. Not so little, perhaps.
"I've always loved you, Ben...I used to see you take out other girls and I was so jealous."
"I never knew."
She nodded. "Cassandra Phillips used to tell me all about what you and she did together...I wanted to scratch her eyes out." She chuckled softly. "And now I have you, and she doesn't...you won't leave me again, will you?"
He remembered Cassie, a thin redhead in the last year of school, and how she had wriggled underneath him like a stick - nothing like the warm voluptuousness of the woman he was inside now. He reached up and grasped Chelsea's shoulders and pulled her sideways onto the sheets, rolling over her. She was underneath him now and he began thrusting in and out - long, languorous strokes, driving through her pelvic cavity into the depths of her body. The sound of their fucking filled the room: the wet suck of her grasping flesh, and the sighs and moans of their pleasure.
He could feel the first stirring of his climax and the thought of embedding his seed into his sister spurred him on. His pleasure built rapidly, spiraling upwards, seizing his consciousness. He could hear her gasping underneath him, groaning with each thrust, and he was aware of the press of her thighs around him. He envisaged his cock buried inside her, ready to spurt into her secret depths...into the very core of his sister: his own flesh and blood - raised of the same family, growing up together with their separate hopes and dreams...and how their lives had come together again in the little bed in the chalet.
The vision tripped him over the edge and he burst into her body, long hot ribbons of his sperm splattering against the trembling, clasping walls of her cunt. He heard her cry out, the feel of his hot seed driving her own climax. She writhed underneath him, her pussy grasping his shaft, milking it with hard contractions like a hungry mouth. He could feel the clasp of her flesh and he became one with it, their juices flowing together, their bodies fused. Their minds tumbled together through the footholds of space and time, rushing through labyrinthine tunnels of light and darkness and thundering sound until at last they emerged into the soft, golden light of day and he perceived her face beneath him once more, smiling up at him with her eyes filled with love.



He rolled off her and they embraced. "I'll never leave you again, Sis," he whispered, and it was true. How could he have ever thought he could do better than her?
"Then you can stay," she whispered back, and she reached up and took him in her arms.
*****
(c) HotSister Dec 2010. Not to be reproduced in whole or in part without the author's consent.
Author's footnote. Hope you enjoyed this. Please spend a second leaving your feedback....it might encourage me to do more.



        Chelsea Rising Ch. 04

        Chelsea has trouble with the extended family.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/chelsea-rising-ch-04

Title: Chelsea Rising Ch. 04

Author: Hot_Sister

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Chelsea has trouble with the extended family.

Tags: incest, brother sister sex, sister sex, non consensual sex, suspense, anal sex

Series: Chelsea Rising


By the author.
The success of my "Chelsea Rising" series has been measured by the number of comments I have had and by the scores I have received, and based on that I've written a fourth chapter, which I present for your enjoyment. I need to say a couple of things, though.
Firstly, this story contains descriptions of non-consensual sex. I don't condone such acts for a second, but it is a necessary part of the story and I hope that you will take it as such...and it turns out well in the end, at least from that person's perspective.
Secondly, all of the characters in this story, as for all of my work, are fictitious. They bear no resemblance to persons living or dead. Which brings me onto the third point: this is an act of fiction, so please don't abuse me if you think that someone might have acted in a different way, or that some aspect of the story is unrealistic. It is what it is!
Anyone who publishes stories on this site will tell you that we live for feedback. In my case, it decides whether or not I will continue to write, and what. If you like my work (or even if you don't), please leave a comment and a score...it really will make the difference between my moving on to other hobbies, or continuing to write what I hope are vibrant and enjoyable stories.
Finally, I hope that you enjoy this as much as I have enjoyed putting it together, which is to say, a lot!
HotSister. Jan11.
*******
PROLOGUE: JUNE 2008
"Mum! We're going to be late!"
Melanie Phillips regarded her son Dirk in the rear-view mirror and tried to console him. "He's coming now, honey. We've plenty of time." She tooted the car horn again, more impatiently, her eyes on the front door as if to will her husband out quicker. She glanced at her watch - five to ten. It was at least a thirty-minute drive, and then they had to find parking and walk to the audition room. It was cutting things very fine. She could feel the rising level of stress and she tooted again.
"Here he comes," Dirk said, a note of hysteria in his voice. "Can we get there on time, Mum? I can't be late."
Bruce Phillips hurried to the passenger side and slid into the seat. "Sorry, sorry....I had a client on the phone - a big job." He leaned over and looked at his son. "We'll be fine, Dirk, if we hurry."
Melanie revved the car and shot out of the driveway, turning left towards the town. Dirk had been working for this day for months, and she knew that the auditioning team were very strict on people who turned up late. She spun the steering wheel, negotiating her way around an SUV that was loitering, and accelerated hard. She thought that the coastal road was probably quicker and she entered the left hand lane, filtering at the green arrow and then accelerating out of town.
Bruce turned to her. "Take it easy, Mel. We've plenty of time."
She glanced at him, and her voice was hard. "No, we haven't Bruce. We've got to be there five minutes ago, but I don't suppose you thought of that while you were chatting on the phone."
"That's not fair, Mel. I told you it was important."
Her voice was scornful. "More important than your son's future?"
"As it happens, yes. It's bread and butter on the table."
"It could have waited a day or two!"
He looked at her angrily. "It couldn't. Peter wants the draft contract tomorrow."
Dirk sat in the back seat listening to his parents fighting, his own heart hammering in his chest. He could see their faces set in anger, and he heard the shrillness of their voices. He watched his mother turning to respond, her eyes on her husband and her lips pulled back in fury, and then a movement ahead drew his focus forward, out of the car to the narrow road ahead, and he saw the tractor turning, its heavy trailer slewing across the road into their path.
"Look out!" He screamed.
Dirk watched it all happen, as if in slow motion. His mother, turning her head back, seeing the obstruction and reacting. The squeal of tyres locking up on the road, the back of the car fishtailing, losing control; the farmer's face looking down, his mouth open in fear and dismay and the trailer's steel side filling the windscreen, so close he could see the dribbles of rust and the stains of ordure on the dark, pitted metal.
His brain registered the impact - not the crunch of metal he expected, but a single blow that reverberated in the morning air like a giant hammer on an anvil as the two ton car was suddenly halted. The horizon dipped as the back wheels reared up, and the cabin around him was instantly filled with dust and debris flung upwards with the deceleration. He felt the sudden crush of his seatbelt expelling the breath from his chest in an explosive whoosh! and he saw the airbag deploy, his mother cascading into it with her head lolling like a broken puppet. With horrified eyes he saw his father exit from the vehicle, plucked through the windscreen in an instant of time, his body bent and his limbs disjointed, the glass exploding around his head in a shower of glittering fragments like a bucketful of diamonds flung into the crisp morning air.
The vehicle fell back onto its wheels with a thump and there was the tinkle of falling debris and then the tick of cooling metal in the sudden silence. For a long time there was no other sound or movement and Dirk thought they must all be dead, and then he heard the shouts of the men running from the fields nearby.
Dirk stood by the grave as the coffin was lowered. He regarded his mother and elder sister Cielle, clinging together by the graveside, their faces grey and pinched and their eyes red from weeping. His younger sister Sarah was next to them, watching the leaves blowing around the grave with empty eyes - her lack of awareness a blessing for once. Behind them were other mourners - family and friends, the greys and blacks of their clothing reflected in the low winter sky, and beyond them the hearse that had brought his father on the final journey. He saw the priest, his white cassock stark against the raw earth as he leaned over the grave, his voice thin against the sigh of the wind. "We commit the body of our dearly departed son, Bruce Arthur Phillips, to be buried..."
The priest stooped to pick up earth from the grave, fingers stained by the heavy clay. Dirk could see a smear of it on his sleeve, as red as his father's blood as it dribbled and dripped from his shattered head. Dirk watched as he stretched forward and scattered it into the grave, each clod thudding against the coffin like the beat of a lonely drum, and he heard the dreadful finality of the priest's words. "Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust..."
He fastened his eyes on his mother as she stared down into the grave, and his heart was filled with hatred. He felt it rising in his consciousness as thick and bitter as bile, directed towards her lonely figure huddled before the open pit. You killed him, you bitch, he thought, as surely as if you put a gun to his head, and I will hate you for ever. A fanatical gleam flared in his yellow eyes for a moment, like a flame licking at a piece of kindling, and then the light went out of them and they turned flat and cold and empty.
The mourners turned away, singly or in groups, walking through the churchyard to the little car park beyond. For a long time Dirk stood alone, looking down into the grave and remembering all that he and his father had done. At length he sighed and turned away, and the wind swept around the churchyard unimpeded, plucking up the flowers and scattering them across the wet, raw earth of the open grave.
September 2010
The house was silent when Dirk slipped out of his bedroom and moved quietly down the corridor to Cielle's room. He turned the handle and the door opened silently and he moved quickly to the bed. He could see the faint outline of the window with the gleam of stars beyond, and the shape of her body under the bedclothes. He slipped out of his jocks and then moved forward and placed his hand firmly over her mouth.
Cielle awoke and the terror seized her again. She struggled briefly, knowing even in her sleep and confusion that it was no good, and after a moment she lay quiescent. His voice was low, oozing into her ear like warm oil. "Hello, little sister...you're not going to make any noise, are you?"
She shook her head, her heart hammering in her chest. He moved his hand and then the bedclothes lifted and she felt him sliding into bed. His fingers reached out of the darkness and she felt the tips touching her, like slithering roaches on her body, brushing over her temple then down over her lips - lingering there for a moment before sliding down the smooth skin of her neck to rest just above her larynx.
"I want to talk to you, Sis. Are you listening?"
"Yes." Her voice was a whisper.
"Put on the light. I want to see you."
Cielle reached across and switched on the bedside light, blinking in the sudden brightness. Dirk was looking at her, his strange yellow eyes almost luminescent in the light. "That's a good girl," he said smoothly. "Mother's going to talk to you tomorrow...she wants to know if you would like to go away for a while."
Cielle felt the leap of hope in her breast. Perhaps the nightmare could end after all. "How do you know?"
"She thought it clever to discuss it with the family first." He chuckled, an ugly little sound without humour. "She seems to think you're unhappy at the moment. Of course I agreed that it was such a good idea."
"Where does she want me to go?"
"It doesn't matter, Cielle - you're going to say no."
She shook her head slightly and her voice was desperate. "Dirk...please. I'd like to go...you can't keep me here for ever...I won't tell -"
He pressed his fingers downward sharply, his fingers digging painfully into the soft tissue under her chin. His voice was very calm. "You're not listening, Sis. I said you won't be going."
She cried out in pain, trying to pull his arm away to relieve the pressure, but he was too strong. After a moment he relaxed his grip, and his voice was a sibilant whisper. "You've not forgotten our little chats, have you, Sis? Would you like me to remind you?" She could sense his eyes on her face, those strange yellow orbs that had the power to prise open the lid to her soul. "You and I have such a good understanding, Cielle...would you like me to start one with little Sarah as well?" He giggled softly. "Think of it, Cielle - she's in her bed asleep. I could go there now, and I could do the same things to her that I do to you. Can you imagine that, Cielle - waking her up with my fingers in her body. She's a virgin, you know. Can you imagine her naked, her legs stretched open, with me -"
"Please, Dirk, don't."
"- playing with her. She'd be so confused. I might fuck her pussy first....God, she'd be so tight!! Can you imagine, Cielle, me stretching her open, all dry and tight, breaking her in? And then I'd turn her over and fuck her tight little ass -"
"Dirk, she doesn't know anything-"
He laughed. "Oh, I know, I know, she's on another planet!" His fingers moved upwards, touching her lips. "Her mind might be slow, Cielle, but her body's all there, isn't it? Have you seen her tits? I reckon she's got all the equipment, and she'd root like a truck...grunting and moaning, her legs around me." He laughed. "And it would be so easy...perhaps tomorrow - I could collect her from school, bring her home, tie her to the bed -"
Cielle thought of her sister asleep in her room down the corridor, her mind adrift in whatever ocean of time and space she occupied. She was so innocent, so trusting. She knew Dirk could do it, and she imagined Sarah tied to the bed, her eyes wild with pain and confusion as he rutted on top of her. She would never be able to cope with something like that - it would tear her fragile world to pieces. She felt her willpower shriveling, her instinct to protect her sister overcoming her own fear and revulsion.
"God, Dirk - please don't...I'm sorry. Please don't hurt Sarah. I'll do whatever you want."
He laughed again, his mouth touching the soft skin of her shoulder and his voice like wet slime. "Oh, I know you will, Cielle, starting right now."
He rolled on top of her, pushing her legs open so that he was nestled between her thighs. His member felt enormous, the skin hot and stretched to bursting point. His foreskin was fully back and the knob was exquisitely sensitive, as big as he had ever felt it. He pushed his hips forward a little and felt the tip brush against her. She was rigid, her body as stiff as girder underneath him, but he reached down and pulled the leg of her knickers aside and then pushed forward again. He felt his glans pressing against the lips of her cunt, the pressure forcing them aside until there was nowhere else to go but forward, and he felt the heat of her body as slid into her. The walls of her vagina pressed against him, struggling to accommodate the thick wedge of his prick, and her heard her cry out.
He thrust into her, back and forth, his cock sliding in and his own juices starting to lubricate the union. He felt her shift her hips, her torso lifting slightly to ease the angle of penetration, and her arms gripped his waist to try and restrain the depth of his strokes.
Dirk leaned forward, his face brushing against her hair and his voice was hoarse with arousal. "Ah, yes, Sis. Move with me. Can you feel your brother's cock inside you?"
He waited a moment but she didn't respond and he spoke again, his voice mocking while he continued to pump into her. "Isn't it good, Cielle? Feel how deep I am inside you! Tell me you love your brother's cock....tell me you love fucking him!"
"Yes...yes. I love it." Her voice was thin and unconvincing.
He laughed. "Liar! You hate it, don't you? You can feel me deep inside your body, and you hate it!" He leaned forward again, his mouth close to her face and his voice changed, hard and jagged like broken glass. "But you will learn to love it, Cielle, like any other whore...one day you'll beg me to fuck you, I promise!"
She shook her head and he laughed again, his loins thrusting savagely to plunge his cock deeper into her. She rode the storm of his lust, her hips starting to move with him despite herself, her pelvis thrusting up to meet him. She could feel the heat of his breath on her face and smell the hot musk of his excitement and she heard him speak again, his voice disjointed as he reached upwards for his climax.
"Jesus, Cielle....ah, that's tight! Ah, yes....fuck, yes! Here it comes...so hot, Cielle, hot and thick into your tight little pussy!"
She felt his body go rigid, his back arching. A flood of warmth entered her body and she felt the jerking of his cock as he squirted his seed into her. His hips shuddered spasmodically and he groaned briefly before lying still on top of her, his sweat damp on her skin and his rough, unshaven cheek pressed against hers.
At length he pushed himself off and he lay quietly for a few moments before speaking. "You call that fucking? I've had better shags from the school mattress!" He leaned over her, his face close to hers. "If you can't do better I'll try Sarah next time."
"I'm sorry, Dirk, I'm -"
"Frigid? Is that what you were going to say?" He laughed. "Perhaps you need more practice, little sister. I might come by more often!" He reached over and seized her nipple, pinching it between finger and thumb, laughing as she squirmed in pain. "And I might stimulate you a little more, you wooden bitch!" He released her and swung his legs out of bed. "Remember, not a word, Cielle, or -"
"I know, Dirk. I...I won't say anything."
"Too right." He picked up his pants and moved to the doorway before turning back. "Oh, by the way, Sis, you're on the pill, aren't you?" He regarded her, watching the guilty slide of her eyes. "I thought so. You'll stop that now, Cielle...I'd like to see you have a little bastard." He considered her silence for a moment. "What, nothing to say? Wouldn't you like a son and a nephew all in one?" He laughed at his eloquence. "Three months, Cielle. If you're not pregnant by then I'll fuck Sarah instead...she doesn't know about that stuff, and she'll have a wagonload of kids by me." He turned again and opened the door.
"Dirk"
He stopped. "What?"
"Why are you doing this to me? I've never hurt you."
He laughed again. "Don't you know, little sister? Well, I'll tell you!" He crossed the room in angry strides, leaning over the bed and seizing her by the throat, hooking his fingers into her flesh to lift her shoulders off the mattress. His voice was savage, dragged from the very depths of his soul, and his spittle flew into her face. "I hate her! I hate the fucking bitch! I hate everything she loves and I'll take it bit by bit, until she has nothing left...and then I'll destroy her!" He stared down at her for a few moments his eyes glinting in the faint light from the open door, and then he flung her back onto the pillow. She heard him panting and she cringed, waiting for a blow, but he stood back and his voice was more controlled. "And I'll destroy that old bastard she's going to marry and everything he loves, too!"
She saw his shadow move across the room and then he turned to her again, his voice calm. "And if you think this is bad, little sister, just wait a while. I'll fuck you to death and laugh when she weeps over your grave."
The door latch clicked shut behind him. Cielle lay back in her bed and her hand crept downward to her sex. Her brain was awash with conflicting emotions: fear, degradation, guilt and, although she hated it, gratification. Her vulva was swollen and she rested her fingers on it, cool on the hot flesh. She touched her clitoris and a wave of pleasure coursed through her body as she thought about what had just happened and how it would have looked: Dirk between her legs, his buttocks thrusting forward and back, and her slim white body underneath, moving with him. She felt her brother's sperm leaking from her vagina, slippery against her fingertips, and she remembered how she had clutched his buttocks to pull him in deeper, raising her hips to receive his seed. Her fingers rubbed against her flesh and her brain was suffused with lust and humiliation, lifting her upwards towards ecstasy.
Afterwards Cielle lay in her bed and wept, the hot tears of guilt and shame sliding down her cheeks. She stared upwards into the silent darkness, hoping for a miracle to make everything good again, but she knew it could never happen. She buried her face into the pillow to hide her words, her lips moving silently. I'm so sorry, Sarah. I'm so sorry. It's all my fault. I'll try harder to make him happy, just you see. He'll love me then and everything will be all right. You'll be safe then.
December 2010
Melanie Phillips walked down the aisle of the great church towards the altar. She could see Jim, her future husband, his face turned towards her, and she could see the smiling faces of her friends as she passed them to either side. She passed Chelsea, her new daughter in law, sitting alone in the west Transept; and she looked to the right, searching for her own children - Dirk, his strange yellow eyes on her face, unsmiling and alone. Cielle was further forward, her eyes downcast, and next to her was Sarah, her soft gaze resting on the great stained glass windows above the altar and a small smile upon her lips.
She reached Jim and held his hand, and the notes of the wedding march died away. The great hall of the church was briefly filled with the rustle and clatter of the congregation as they sat, and then the words of the priest filled the Nave as he joined them in marriage... you have pledged your faith each to the other in the presence of God and in this company... She felt the warmth and comfort of her new husband's grasp and she saw the calm strength in his eyes, and for the first time in two years she felt that there was someone to share her burden, who could help her cope with the turmoil of her life.



*
Dirk stood behind Chelsea as she showed them proudly around her apartment. This was the first time he had been close to her and he examined her with interest. She was wearing cut off shorts and a tank top, and her body was lean and trim, her skin burnished by the sun to a golden lustre. Her waist was slim under the little blue top, dipping smoothly to the swell of her hips, and he could see the curve of her firm little buttocks under the tight material of her shorts. Her blonde hair was drawn back in a ponytail, and could see the fine golden whorls of gold on the nape of her neck and on the soft white skin behind her ear. He leaned forward slightly and breathed in through his nose, savouring the subtle aroma of her perfume and the musky tang of a young healthy woman, and he felt his cock thicken in his pants.
She moved from the kitchen, past the central workbench, passing by the dining room table and into the lounge. Everything was neat and new in its right place, giving a sense of order. His eyes roamed over the worktops as he followed her, noting the calendar hung on the side of the cabinet and the keys dangling on little hooks below it, each with their own little labels. Everything he saw told him a little about his new sister, but he needed to know so much more if he was to dismantle her life.
He stopped and glanced around quickly. The girls were ahead of him, chatting. He reached up and palmed the key under the label 'spare', transferring it to his pocket as he hurried to catch up with them. Perhaps it would fit the front door. He turned to Chelsea, smiling down at her. "This is a lovely flat, Chelsea. How long have you lived here?"
"It's Ben's actually, Dirk - he's my brother. He's away at the moment, but we share. It helps him with the mortgage and it's convenient for me, too."
"Did you buy it together?"
She shook her head. "Oh no, he'd already bought it. It was pretty rough inside, so he got it at a good price. He's spent the last few months renovating it, and I moved in three weeks ago." She waved her hand at the kitchen. "That was a separate room, for example," she said, "but he opened it all up. It's nice, isn't it?"
"When does your brother get back?"
Chelsea smiled, noticing again the extraordinary colour of his eyes...a sort of smoky yellow, the irises shot through with flecks of gold and black - and watchful, like those of a leopard. "On Wednesday...a short trip only. He's just been appointed a Director to the Company though, so he comes and goes a fair bit."
Cielle spoke up. "He's done such a good job with the flat," she said. "I'd love something like this. Do they come on the market very often?"
Dirk turned his gaze on her, his pupils as black as chips of obsidian. "I thought you liked living at home, Sis."
Her eyes slid guiltily to his face. "I do, Dirk...it's just that - well, I can't live at home for ever."
"Of course you can, Cielle. Whatever would we do without you?" He forced a smile, aware that Chelsea was watching. "Perhaps we can buy a place together when the time comes."
She nodded, her head bobbing like a puppet's. "Yes, yes...I wasn't thinking about anytime soon, Dirk...you know, it's just a thought for the future." Her voice trailed off and she sat in misery, her head down.
Chelsea looked at Cielle. She had noticed the uneasy interplay between her and Dirk when they arrived - almost one of subservience and control. It was not a good relationship, she decided. She glanced again at the girl's belly, rounded with what may have been the first signs of pregnancy, and she wondered who the father was. Cielle hadn't mentioned anyone in her life, and Chelsea hadn't liked to ask, just in case she wasn't pregnant. She shifted her glance to Sarah, sitting alone on the sofa with a book on her lap, her fingers touching the glossy pages and her lips moving soundlessly. She'd not said a word since she arrived, but Chelsea could see from the way that she looked at Cielle with her soft empty eyes that she loved her sister. She seemed happy, but it was clear that she was quite severely disabled.
In a moment of insight Chelsea saw the three figures like actors in a theatre and she found herself being drawn into the play, like an improperly briefed performer who suddenly finds herself on a stage with no time to understand the plot or read the script. She shook her head - this was one weird family, but it was important to get on with them for her father's sake.
She turned to them brightly. "Now, can I get anyone a drink?"
*
It was just after 9 o'clock the next morning when Dirk tried the front door. He'd watched Chelsea drive away and he'd hurried upstairs, unsure if she had a cleaner who might interrupt him. The duplicate key he'd had cut slipped into the deadlock without difficulty, and he heard the click as the mechanism slid back. He slipped inside and closed the door behind him, alert for an alarm but finding none. As easy as that, he thought.
The flat was quiet, everything as neat and clean as a new pin. He replaced the spare key on the keyboard in the kitchen and then moved quickly to the bedroom she'd said was hers, his feet silent on the thick carpet. The bed was neatly made, the covers smoothed down so that not a single wrinkle marred the surface. He opened the bedside drawers but there was nothing in them, and he turned to the dressing table under the window, sliding open each drawer carefully. There were a few things inside - some candles in a box, spare pillowcases, an unopened packet of Tampons.
He moved quickly to the ensuite bathroom, noting the shining glass of the shower cubicle and the new bar of soap in the tray. The cabinet above the sink was almost empty - a few bottles of pills, some shampoo, a new tube of toothpaste and some ear wicks. The towels on the towel rack were dry. This is a guest suite, he thought, hardly ever used.
He slipped silently into the other bedroom, keeping clear of the windows that overlooked the street. The bed was made but there was a book on the bedside cabinet, open and face down. He lifted the pillow and pressed it to his face, smelling the faint aroma of her perfume...so, she slept here. The cabinet drawer was filled with her things - some pills, emery boards, a tube of fungal ointment and some contraceptive pills. At the back was a bag made of soft material and he drew it out and opened it, staring down at the vibrators inside.
He crossed to the other cabinet and opened it - a book on cars, a pair of glasses, aspirin. There was a sheaf of papers there too, held together with a clip, and he lifted them out and read the title: 'Proposed Rationalisation of the Marketing Department. A report by Benjamin Rogers, Director Marketing.' There were notes appended across the pages in blue ballpoint, and Dirk noticed the pen in the drawer.
He carefully replaced the material and checked the rest of the room. Her clothes were in the wardrobe hanging alongside of his, and the drawers of the sideboard were filled with her underclothes. He entered the bathroom, noting the damp towel and the wet shower, lifting the lid of the laundry basket. It was half full, her tank top and shorts on the top; he lifted them to find a wispy pair of panties and he carried them through to the bedroom and sat on the bed.
Dirk rested his hand on the pillow, imagining the soft skin of her face and the fragrant curtain of her hair resting against it. He could almost feel the warmth of her body retained in the weave of the fabric. This bed is where both of them sleep, he thought. He pressed her panties to his face and breathed in, his senses suddenly filled with her image - the slim body and the warm ripe lips. He could smell talcum powder and perfume and the faint aroma of her sex, and he imagined how the material in his fingers must have rubbed against her labia as she sat on the sofa in front of him the day before, and how it would have absorbed her essence.
He lifted the thin fabric from his face and turned it, and he pressed the tip of his tongue against the gusset. This is what her brother tastes when he fucks her in this bed he thought. He laughed into the fragrant material, the power of what he had found popping and fizzling in his brain like a narcotic. I have the power to destroy her now, he thought, but first I'll have a little fun.
*
Chelsea Rogers ran to the front door and flung her arms around her brother as he entered the room. He dropped his bag on the floor and hugged her, his face buried in the fragrant cloud of her hair.
"Wow, Chelsea - now that's a welcome!"
She broke free and looked up at him, her teeth very white against the golden lustre of her skin. "It seems ages since you went, Ben." She smiled shyly. "I've made supper, but I thought it might wait a little, if you like."
He laughed. "You must be a mind reader."
"Then come with me." She took his hand and led him through to the bedroom. The bed was turned down and a bottle of champagne and two glasses stood beside it. The room was lit by dozens of candles, and she had scattered rose petals over the sheets, crimson against the white linen.
He stopped at the door in surprise. "Chelsea, this is beautiful."
She held his arm, her face turned towards his. "You've no idea how much I missed you, Ben," she said, shyly.
He smiled. "I guess about as much as I missed you." He could see her eyes, soft with love, the pupils dilated and the irises a soft milky grey like the inside of a dove's wing. Her lips were open, inviting, and he bent down and kissed them, feeling her body arch in response and her arms slipping up around his neck. He grasped the hard little globes of her buttocks and lifted her, feeling her legs close around his hips and the press of her hair against his cheek as the angle of her face shifted. He could feel her breasts, too, pressing against his shirt, and he imagined the nipples rising against him, like little red cherries. Her tongue was slithering into his mouth, dancing against his, and he could taste the sweetness of her as he carried her to the bed.
In the air conditioning vent above the dressing table the camera that Dirk had put it there the day before peered down into the room. As Ben carried his sister to the bed it awoke, its lens adjusting to the light and the movement, and the images it captured flowed to its little silicon drive. It watched as Ben undressed his sister, his fingers busy on the buttons and zips, sliding each article of clothing off her body until she lay on the bed naked, staring up at him with hungry eyes. It saw him fling off his own clothes to stand before her, his phallus rearing up from his loins, the head fully exposed and glistening with his juice; and it heard her soft cry of desire as she crouched before him, her hands on his thighs as she took him into her mouth.
Ben could see her eyes on his, clear and steady, watching his expression as he slid in and out of her mouth. Her hair swung back and forth in a shining curtain and her breasts swayed slightly, the nipples as hard as granite pebbles. He could see how she changed the angle and pressure of her mouth as he fucked her, tilting her head back slightly to better accommodate the glans against the back of her throat, then gripping down slightly as he withdrew, her mouth forming a tight ring around the shaft as if her lips were trying to draw him back in. He placed his hands on her head and closed his eyes, savouring the delicious sensation of her tongue flicking against him, envisaging the soft press of her flesh against the bell-end. He thought about coming into her this way, picturing how his seed would gush into her mouth and how she would slacken her lips to allow it to dribble and ooze around his shaft to drip over her chin as she looked up at him.
Chelsea must have read it in his face. She withdrew his cock from her lips and smiled up at him. "No, Ben. Not this time. I need you inside me." She reclined on the mattress and opened her legs in invitation. "Come and fuck me, Ben."
He gripped her calves and rolled them upwards, rotating her hips so that she was almost folded double, her thighs parallel with the warm, pliant flesh of her body. Her sex was pushed upwards, opening like a piece of luscious fruit, the lips drawn back and the thick cream of her nectar shining in the soft light, and below it the tight crinkled portal of her anus. A few of the rose petals had stuck to her thighs, blood red against the golden lustre of her skin, and he brushed them away with his fingertips, acknowledging the warm plasticity of her flesh. He was as swollen as he had ever been, his cock rearing up thick and red and angry, and it bobbed as he climbed over her, like a hungry snake seeking its prey.
Ben engaged the head of his cock against her vulva and watched as he thrust down into the slim form of his sister below him. Her labia were nudged aside, and the glans displaced the juices gathered at the mouth of her pussy as it dipped into her body. He could see her cream transferred to his shaft as he slid into her, clinging to the turgid flesh as warm and thick as molten honey. The prolificacy of her cunt was something that always turned him on: he knew that within a few minutes her juices would completely coat his cock and his balls, creaming to a light froth with the friction of their flesh and trickling down over her anus to stain the sheets. Despite her wetness he could feel the tightness of her channel, his prick levering aside the walls of her vagina as it burrowed deeper, reaching into the warmth of her belly.
She was gasping underneath him, her hands gripping her thighs to hold them open. She could not move much in this position - all she could do was lie there and be impaled, helpless underneath him. She could feel the relentless slide of his rod, pressing open the soft, wet flesh of her insides, and she could feel the elastic stretch of her vulva as it struggled to accommodate him. The penetration seemed to go on forever, sliding deeper and deeper into her body, until at last she felt the press of his thighs against her buttocks as he bottomed out.
"Jesus, Ben," she whispered. "Wait...wait. Christ, you've got bigger!"
He groaned in bliss, reveling in the tight velvet grip of her vagina and the heat of her body. "No, Sis, you've got tighter."
For a long moment they were still, his full length was embedded inside her, the great purple head lodged against her cervix and his balls pressed hard against her anus. She was impaled by his shaft, transfixed by its length and girth. Her eyes were on his face, heavy-lidded with lust as she savoured her subjugation, and her hands fluttered like little sparrows against the hard muscles of his back.
And then he began a slow withdrawal, feeling the long slide of his flesh exiting from the warmth of her body, and the clinging suck of her vulva as it gripped him. He watched as his shaft appeared, slick with her juices, glistening in the soft golden light until only the very tip was held within her. For a moment he balanced there and then he felt her hands drawing him down, a mute plea to fill her again, and he complied.
The sound of their lovemaking filled the room: the groans and grunts of their pleasure, the rhythmic squeaking of the bed and the soft, sucking noise of their bodies joining and parting. Her ankles were up by her ears now, her body bent into a "U", and he was plunging downwards with each thrust, her body bouncing underneath him. Her vulva was soaking, sopping wet, rimmed with froth where he penetrated her. He varied the angle of his cock as he fucked her, rotating his hips so his rod pounded every corner of her cunt. He watched her face, the sheen of sweat on her brow, and the gleam of her teeth behind her open, pouting lips. She was turning her head from side to side, the prelude to her first orgasm, her muscles tensing as the spiral of her pleasure swept her upwards. She reached forward and grasped her brother's hips, directing his thrusts, spurring him on so that he fucked her deeper and harder as she reached for her climax, and her voice was gusty and disjointed.
"Fuck me, Ben, fuck your baby sister. Feel me around you....feel my tight cunt."
His own voice was strained as he laboured above her. "Fuck, Chelsea!! Fuck that's good! I love your tight cunt around me - sucking me in -"
"Christ, Ben....I'm cumming....its here, Ben....Fuck, its here - so hot -"
The camera recorded the thin, high wail of her ecstasy as she came, and it watched her hands fluttering on his back. It saw the muscles of Ben's back and legs tighten as he reached his own orgasm, his hips thrusting forward to bury his shaft deep into his sister, and it heard his primeval grunts as he unleashed jets of sperm deep into her body. It saw his balls pulsing, pumping their contents into the wriggling girl beneath him, and it observed how her cunt milked him, grasping at his shaft like a hungry mouth to draw out his seed.
At length Ben rolled off and lay on his back beside her. Chelsea cuddled up next to him, her lips close to his ear.
"Did anyone ever tell you you're a great fuck, Mr. Rogers?" she whispered.
"All the time."
She laughed. "What about girls? What do they say?"
"Who said anything about girls?"
"Ah, silly of me," she said. "I just assumed -"
"- that I like girls?" He propped himself up on one elbow and gazed down at her. "Whatever gave you that idea?"
"Just an observation." She smiled at him, her grey eyes sparkling. "It seems to me that whenever you see tits or pussy, you get horny...isn't that right?"
Ben looked at her lying next to him, the candlelight soft on her skin. Her hair was like a golden curtain on the pillow, and her lips were slightly open, her little white teeth gleaming behind them. He reached up and touched her mouth gently with his fingertips, watching as she dabbed at them with the tip of her little pink tongue before moving her head upwards to suck his forefinger into her mouth. It sank in like a miniature prick entering her body, into her warmth and wetness, and he felt his cock twitch in response. "Only your tits and pussy, Chelsea," he said.
She released his finger. "Oh, so I'm the only woman you'd fuck - is that right?"
He smiled. "Absolutely."
"Tell me why."
"Do you have seven or eight hours to spare?"
She laughed. "Tell me why. Tell me three things."
He sat up, still looking down at her. "Three things? How about this, and this, and....this?" He touched each nipple, and brushed his finger across her vulva to illustrate his point.
"No, no. Tell me why you'll only fuck me."
"Oh, right." He thought about it. "Um, well, there's....um....er....um"
Chelsea laughed and slapped him on the shoulder. "You beast! Tell me!"
Ben looked down at her again, and his expression softened. "Because I love you. Because you are beautiful, and because you are a truly magnificent fuck." He smiled. "Not necessarily in that order, of course."
"What about being your sister? Does that count for anything?"
He nodded. "I didn't realise until I almost lost you, Chelsea, but you're right. It's funny, isn't it - I worried about not being able to live with you because you are my sister, but it adds a whole new dimension to our love life."
"In what way?" She persisted.
"Because it's totally wrong," Ben said. "Because brothers and sisters are just not supposed to be so intimate with each other...they're supposed to squabble and gripe." He gazed down at her. "When I entered your body that first time it felt like the whole world had tilted over," he said, "and it still does." He reached down and placed his hand over her pussy, feeling the heat of her body radiating from the opening like a little oven. "That's my sperm in there...deep inside you, Chelsea...and that just blows my mind away. Can you imagine? Your eggs and my sperm, mixed together deep inside you, each carrying the same blueprint." He smiled. "Every part of you is already half of me, Chelsea, and I love it....I love you for it." He was silent for a while, thinking, and then he spoke again. "And I love the feeling I get when we meet people, too...their assumption that we are just a brother and sister out together - never realising what we do to each other every day."



She nodded, the candlelight catching highlights in her hair. "Me too, Ben. Do you remember last week, when we went to see Dad? You'd only fucked me an hour before, and I could feel you leaking out of me the whole time. I sat there during dinner and wondered what he would say if he knew his son's sperm was dribbling into my pants."
Ben laughed. "If I know Dad, his sperm was probably trickling out of Melanie at the same time." He regarded her for a moment. "You've got a delicious slutty streak in you, Chelsea...I love it."
She feigned indignation. "Just because I love the feeling of my brother's spunk in my pussy, you think I'm a slut?"
"Yep."
"Well, Mr. High-And-Mighty Rogers, how about this for sluttishness?" She reached down and scooped some of his sperm from her vulva, bringing it to her lips and sucking her fingers.
Ben looked at her shining wet lips and felt his cock harden. "Nice," he whispered. "That would be an eight on the slutto-meter."
Chelsea looked at him. "Well, what about this..." she rolled over and thrust her buttocks up, opening them with her hands so that her wet pussy was exposed.
"That's not very slutty."
She laughed, a low throaty chuckle. "It will be if you fuck me where I want you to."
Ben looked at her ass, and the tiny puckered hole nestling there. He remembered the last time he had slid his cock in there on the first day in the little beach chalet, and how tight it had been. He moved quickly so that he was kneeling behind her, and he moistened the thick red head of his knob with his spit before placing it against her anus and pressing forward. He watched her flesh distending, resisting his entry, and then there was sudden give and the head popped into her body. He heard her grunt with surprise.
"That's a ten," he said, as he sank deep into the searing heat of her bowels.
*
Dirk sat on the back step of his mother's house, idly hitting a broom stick he had found against the metal railings. He was uneasy about the situation he found himself in, and he was thinking what to do about it. His mother had moved in with her new husband, taking Sarah with her, and there was only himself and Cielle in the house now. Much to his surprise she had not made any effort to get away too - it was true that Jim only had one spare bedroom, but he knew that she could have gone if she had pressed the matter. He frowned as he thought about it - it was uncharacteristic, to say the least.
He remembered how he had gone to Cielle's room early last night, finding her reading in bed. She laid down the book and had actually smiled at him, holding the bedclothes aside to allow him to slide in beside her. That was uncharacteristic, too, and it left him feeling uneasy. He wanted fear and oppression, not warmth and cooperation, and he was suspicious about her motives.
As a result he'd been rougher than usual last night, and Cielle had cried out as he pounded his cock into her body. That made him feel better...the feeling of domination, of control and power, watching her bouncing underneath him, her little face strained as it stared up at him. And then he'd felt her legs wrap around his back and she moved with him, her hands on his shoulders as he fucked her. Her acquiescence drove him to greater ferocity, and he'd hammered into her, the mattress twanging and the bed posts thumping against the wall. His efforts at subjugation carried him to new heights and his climax had been spectacular - higher than any before, a tight spiral of pleasure that swept him upwards, soaring above the bed, looking down on himself as he writhed on top of his sister and spurted long, thick jets of searing cum into her slim body.
And in the white-hot heat of his orgasm he heard her shrieking too, and supposed at first it was pain at the way he was pounding into her, but then he'd felt the spurt of wetness around his balls and he realised in amazement that she'd come too. Dirk frowned as he thought about it. What the fuck was going on? She wasn't supposed to enjoy what he was doing. He sat and considered the consequences. If she took a liking to him, it would remove fear - the one weapon in his armoury. She might even think that Sarah deserved a piece of this pleasure pie, and that avenue of control would be removed as well.
He scowled as he thought about it, and then noticed his mother's cat walking towards him, intent on entering the house. It was cautious, moving carefully towards him before sitting a couple of feet away out of the range of his feet. It knew from past experience that he was likely to give it a spurious kick, and it was ready to flee.
Dirk laughed. He slowly drew the stick back, at the same time extending his left hand, fingers beckoning. "Here, Sooty." He clicked his fingers. "Here, kitty...come on."
It regarded him with its golden eyes, unmoving. He leaned forward, his wiggling his fingers to distract it. "Here, com'on, kitty." And then he struck, the stick whirring over his head and cracking down hard on the creature's skull with a sound like a baseball bat socking leather. Its limbs flew outwards with the impact and its head split open, and it sprawled in the dust, twitching.
Dirk prodded its corpse with the end of the stick and laughed again, suddenly feeling better. "Fucking useless piece of shit," he murmured. He regarded it for a while and then stood up and picked it up by the tail, and carried it carefully into the house. Perhaps the day hadn't been wasted, after all.
*
Jim Rogers folded his morning newspaper and regarded his new wife. They were sat on the terrace of his townhouse, enjoying breakfast in the morning sun. He could hear the muted sound of traffic on the freeway to the east, and somewhere close by a Kookaburra was rendering the morning with its raucous cry. He waited until it was finished, and then spoke.
"Mel, we need to talk about what's been happening to us."
She looked up from her magazine, and shrugged slightly. "What is there to talk about?"
"Well, it just seems to me that there's been a string of things in the last few weeks, and that it's becoming more than just a coincidence or misfortune." He looked at her to make sure that she was paying attention. "Let's go through them." He ticked off the points on his fingers as he spoke. "There's your car, the attempted use of your credit card, the internet accounts, and the computer virus." He held up his hands with his fingers extended. "That's four things, Mel, all in the sake of a few weeks."
"That's life in a modern city, Jim. It's full of people who've got nothing better to do."
He shook his head. "I thought that for the first couple of things, but its getting beyond a joke...it's almost as if someone is targeting us."
"That's absurd, Jim," she said. "Who would want to do that?"
"That's the question, I guess. I'm tempted to call the police."
"And tell them what? That you've got a suspicion that someone doesn't like us? That you're paranoid about misfortune?" She shook her head. "They've got more important things to worry about, Jim."
He sighed. "I know, I know. It's just that...well, I've got an uneasy feeling about this, honey. What if I'm right? What if someone out there is stalking us?"
She reached over and put her hand on his arm. "Then we'll deal with it when we know for sure we have a problem."
"It might be too late by then," he grumbled. "If I'm right this could get nasty quite quickly." He paused, thinking for a moment. "Look, I'd like you to keep your eyes open, Mel - I mean really open. Be alert to things...you know, people following you, unusual events, any more incidents - that sort of thing."
Mel smiled at his intensity. "All right, I will."
"And tell me if you see anything - or even if you suspect -"
"I promise." She patted her lips delicately with the table napkin and stood up. "I've got to go, honey. I'm dropping Sarah off at her -" she broke off as the door bell sounded. "Hmmm, that's a little early for someone to visit." She leaned over and kissed him. "I'll get that on the way out...its probably Janine from next door."
She picked up her car keys from the hall table and opened the front door. There was a parcel resting on the mat, about as big as a shoebox, and she picked it up and carried it back to the patio.
"This was on the doorstep, Jim," she said. "Were you expecting anything?"
He shook his head. "Nope."
She bent over it and cut the tape with a table knife, peeling back the paper and opening the lid. Jim saw her stagger and her face went deathly pale, and she sank back onto the chair with her fingers over her mouth. He leaned forward in alarm. "What is it, honey?"
She gestured weakly and he leaned over further to peer into the box. Her cat lay inside it, packed with newspaper so that it was lying on its back, its eyes glazed with dust and blood, and its lips sewn back into a snarl, the stitching crude and angry. It was wearing a pair of women's panties bunched around its hindquarters, and Jim could see the crutch was heavily stained with a crusty whiteness.
He recoiled in horror, staring down at it for a moment. There was a piece of paper wedged under the elastic and he picked it up by the corner, laying it on the table and opening it with a fork. He regarded the words on it, written in childish capitals, and he moved over and put his arms around his wife.
"What did it say?" she whispered.
He shook his head, and she leaned forward to read it:
'THIS IS THE FIRST OF YOUR PUSSIES I'M GONNA FUCK.'
She turned her face to her husband. "Who would do this to us, Jim," she whispered. "Who would do such an evil thing?"
He shook his head, gripping her hand. "I don't know, honey," he said, "but we'll find out."
*
Inspector Malone of the New South Wales Police Force regarded the couple sitting at his desk. He could see that they were upset, and he hoped that he would be able to help them - but his desk was piled with other work and this was a relatively minor matter in the grand order of things.
"Mrs. Rogers," he said, "do you know of anyone who would do this to you? Anyone who has shown animosity to you in recent months, or you've had an argument with?"
She shook her head. "I - I don't think so."
"Any quarrels in shops, or with tradesmen?"
"No."
"How about other incidents - arguments with neighbours, or perhaps over car parking or a minor traffic accident?" he persisted.
"Nothing that I can think of, Inspector."
He leaned back in his chair and thought for a moment. "Have there been any other incidents where you felt someone was trying to target you?"
She shifted in her chair and glanced at her husband. "There have been a few things in the last weeks," she said. "I didn't think much of them...you know, I thought perhaps that it was just the way things were, but now this has happened perhaps -"
"What were they?"
She looked at her husband again. "My car has been vandalized twice, once with a key on the paintwork and more recently someone threw paint over it." She paused. "We've also had someone try and use our credit card, and had to cancel it and get a new one, and our internet banking was compromised."
"In what way?"
"Someone was trying to access it and locked it out. We had to reactivate with a new password."
"Anything else?"
She shrugged slightly. "A computer virus...but we can't be sure that it was maliciously targeted at us."
He smiled. "They are all malicious, but I understand your point. Has anyone threatened you?"
"No."
"Do you feel safe?"
"I did until this arrived - " she gestured at the box containing the dead cat. "That makes it very personal."
He nodded. "I understand. It does tell us a lot about who might have done this, though."
"How?"
He steepled his fingers. "Well, the newspaper in which it was wrapped was a local paper several weeks old. That suggests the person lives locally and used an old paper they had in the house. There may well also be fingerprints on it." He stopped suddenly. "Do you buy the local paper, Mrs. Rogers?"
"Not any more. I used to, before we were married."
"I see. Well, the um - underclothes in the box might also give us information - I'll have the Lab look at them. I don't suppose you recognise them, do you?"
Melanie shook her head. "They're my size, Inspector, but I couldn't say if they were mine. They could be."
"How do you mean?"
"Well," she coloured slightly under his gaze, aware that the panties were very skimpy. "They're my style, if you understand."
He nodded. "Ah, yes...well. Perhaps there will be DNA samples on them. We'll also test the note and the wrapping for fingerprints, and I'll let you know what comes of that." He rose to his feet and held out his hand. "Please don't hesitate to ring me if you are concerned, or if other things happen, Mrs. Rogers." He turned to Jim. "Would you have a moment, Mr. Rogers? Perhaps I can talk to you alone?"
Jim nodded and waited until Mel had left the office. "What can I do for you?"
The Inspector regarded him for a moment. "We had a letter arrive this morning," he said carefully, "that directly concerns you. It was anonymous. We normally don't pay too much attention to these things, but in view of your wife's circumstances I'd like to discuss it with you."
"What did it say?"
The Inspector opened his desk drawer and drew out a piece of paper in a plastic sleeve. "Please tell me what you think."
Jim read the brief note. It was written in capital letters with a ball point pen and said:
'Dear Police,
I want you to know that Mr Jim Rogers of 18 Horseshoe Parade is a pervert. He's been fucking his daugter Chelsea for many years, since she was 8. He does terrible things to her and shes to frigtened to say.
I can't say who I am as he nows me.'
Jim looked up and saw the policeman's eyes on his. "This is disgusting and preposterous," he said.
"How many daughters do you have, Mr. Rogers?"
"Just one - Chelsea, but she is not at home. She has a flat in Cronulla."
"What address?" He jotted it down on the pad in front of him, and then laid the pen down.
"Is there any truth to this accusation, Mr. Rogers?"
"Absolutely not!"
"Would you have any objection to us speaking to your daughter?"
"None at all. I think it's important that you do, so we can put this ridiculous slander to bed."
Malone nodded, and pushed the note forward again. "Do you recognise this handwriting?"
Jim looked at it again. "No."
"There are similarities with the note with the cat."
"So the same person wrote both? Doesn't that tell you that this note is malicious?"
"We will see, Mr. Rogers." The Inspector looked hard at the older man. "You'll understand my concern - we get a surprising number of reports of ...um - molesting, and we do take them seriously....even in circumstances like this."
Jim regarded him with steady eyes. "I love my daughter, Inspector. I would never do anything to hurt her now, nor have I in the past. The whole notion is disgusting."
"Well, thank you for your time, Mr. Rogers. We'll have a talk with your daughter and I'll be in touch. At this time we regard this as a malicious prank."
After Jim had left, the Inspector picked up the phone. "Can you get me a number, please," he said. "Ms. Chelsea Rogers." He read out her address and then returned the phone gently to the cradle.
*
Chelsea opened the door to find a middle aged man in a worn grey suit standing on the doorstep. There was a younger woman behind him with thin lips and hard eyes. "Can I help you?" Chelsea said.
The man raised his hand and she could see he was holding an identity card. "Inspector Brian Malone and Constable Ashley of CID," he said brusquely. "Are you Chelsea Rogers?"
"Yes, I am. What is it? Has something happened to Ben?"
He looked at her for a moment. "No, Ms. Rogers, nothing's happened to anyone you know. I'm sorry if I worried you."
"Then what is it?"
He hesitated for a moment. "Would you mind if we came in, Ms. Rogers? I need to speak to you for a moment and it's probably not a matter to be discussed on the doorstep."
She fumbled with the lock on the screen door. "Yes, of course, I'm sorry. Please come in."
They sat awkwardly on the edge of the sofa and he refused a cup of tea. "Thank you, Ms. Rogers. I just -"
She smiled at him. "Why don't you call me Chelsea?"
"Oh, right, well... Constable Ashley and I are from the local CID region and we are investigating a letter that we've received at the Cronulla Police Station. It's a somewhat delicate subject and I hope that you won't be offended if I speak plainly."
"Try me."
The Inspector nodded. "Last week we received an anonymous letter suggesting that you had been involved in a long-term incestuous relationship. We are looking into the matter to see if there is any basis of truth to the accusation, or whether it is just a prank." He regarded her for a moment. "Quite often these reports are from people who have a grudge to bear, or have nothing better to do," he added, "but occasionally there is a grain of truth to them so we must always investigate the allegation."
Chelsea stared at him. The room seemed to have suddenly grown very still, and she was aware of the policewoman's eyes on her face. She forced herself to speak normally. "I don't understand," she said. "Just what is it that I'm being accused of?"
"Oh, no, Ms Rogers, nobody is accusing you of anything - rather, someone has suggested that you are the victim of incest."
"That's absurd."
"Is it? If you prefer I can leave the room and you can speak quietly to the Constable."
"Inspector, I think I would know if someone in the family was porking me without my consent."
The policeman blinked at the directness of her response. "This isn't a matter of consent, Ms. Rogers. Consensual incest is still a crime."
"Well, that's what I meant. Nobody in the family is bothering me."
"Have they ever done so?"
"No."
"Is there any reason why someone in the community should think that you have been the victim of incest?"
Chelsea thought quickly. "No, Inspector, there's no good reason why anyone should think that - but you know as well as I do that there are always ratbags who want to cause trouble, or think its clever to start vile rumours about people."
"Does your family have any particular enemies?"
"None."
"Any arguments or disputes that you are aware of?"
"No."
"So you have never been the subject of incest or any other form of sexual assault?"
She looked him in the eye. "No, I have not."
The Inspector got to his feet. "Well, that's all I need to ask you," he said. "Thank you for your time, Ms. Rogers...we'll see ourselves out, if you like."
Chelsea shut the door behind them and sank back onto the sofa, her mind in turmoil. She had been so confident that nobody would ever find out. She felt sick, not only because someone knew about her and Ben, but also because the police were now involved. She had felt the policewoman's eyes on her face as hard as shards of glass, and she felt as if her lies had been stripped open, like gutted fish on a fisherman's slab. After a time, she took her mobile phone out of her handbag and dialed Ben's number.
Malone started the patrol car and headed west, back towards the city. "What did you think of that?" he asked the woman beside him.
The constable glanced across at him. "She was lying."
"Yes," he said. "I rather think so too. It's funny how things turn out, isn't it...but it seems that Mr. James Rogers might have some explaining to do. It's such a shame, too, because she seems to be a nice girl."
*
Ben Rogers poured two whiskeys, his hand trembling slightly as the amber liquid splashed into the cut crystal glasses. He added a little ice and then took them to the sofa, handing one to Chelsea. She sipped it and a little colour returned to her cheeks.



"From what you have told me the police have nothing except some anonymous note," he said carefully, "and they are not sure what credibility to put on that."
She nodded, her eyes very big in the pale oval of her face.
"And unless they obtain further information, or proof, there is nothing they can do about it." Ben continued. "So the question for me is who told them about us, and what proof do they have?"
She smiled at him, a small upturning of her lips. "That's two questions, Ben."
He ignored the interruption. "Let's think about the first question then, Chelsea. Who would hate us enough to tell the police about it?"
Chelsea thought for a moment. "How about we each write a list of everyone we know, and then go through it and decide if any of them are suspects?"
Ben fetched a few of pages of paper and they bent over the dining room table, writing. He finished first and sat watching her write. Her face was screwed up in concentration, and she was chewing the end of the pencil, her grey eyes on some distant horizon as she thought. He could hear the clock ticking in the kitchen, and the occasional sound of a car in the street outside. He watched her hands, the long slender fingers grasping the pencil, her wrists slim. Her hair swung forward over her face as she bent forward to write, a golden curtain that hid the strong, square line of her jaw and the soft curve of her lips, and he felt his heart twist with love. No matter what came of this crisis, the thought, I will be by her side. I would rather die than be without her.
At last she set the pencil down and sat back. "That's all I can think of."
Ben looked at her list. "How come you know so many more people than me?" he asked.
She smiled at him. "Because I'm a much nicer person than you."
He laughed. "Right. How silly of me." He gathered up the pages. "How do you want to do this?"
"Let's just go through them and put a line through names we are sure wouldn't do this."
"OK." He picked up the pencil. "We need to be tough, though. If you have any inkling of doubt, even the tiniest one, then we keep them open." She nodded and he read though the names, his fingers busy as they drew a line though each one, until the light faded from the day and the job was done.
Chelsea leaned forward. "So how did we do?"
"There are four names still on the list."
She brightened. "That's not so many...we can deal with that."
"It could be someone we have forgotten, Chel."
She shook her head. "I bet we've got ninety percent of the people we know on that list, Ben. We can add others as we think of them."
"How about people we don't know? It could be a complete stranger."
"Don't be so bloody negative! Why in the hell would a perfect stranger pick our names from the twenty million others in this country?
"Just a thought." He smiled. "OK, you're right...it's someone we know, then. Our number one suspect is our dear half-brother, William. We know that he knows about us and we know that he hates us both." He looked up at her, but she said nothing. "Then there's our new sister-in-law, Cielle, and her brother Dirk, and there's Phil Saunders...who's he?"
"He's my boss. He's been trying to get into my pants for months, and he's a vindictive bastard. I wouldn't put it past him to try and get us to split from each other. Maybe he thinks that if I live on my own he's got a better chance of getting his end away."
"Would he know about us?"
"Not specifically, Ben, but he knows that you and I are close because I often use you as an excuse to get out of his sleazy invitations."
"OK." He thought for a moment. "Gut feel, Chel," he said. "Which one of them is it?"
"William."
He nodded. "I agree. What about the others?"
"Not Cielle," she said with certainty. "Dirk...no, I don't think so. He seemed very nice when I met him...although there's something heavy going down between him and his sister."
"Sex?"
She shook her head. "I'm not sure, Ben. She seemed to be treading on eggs around him...like she was terrified of upsetting him."
"OK." He thought for a moment, then changed tack suddenly. "If you wanted evidence that someone was diddling his sister, how would you get it?"
"I hate you using words like that."
"Sorry....but how do you think someone would get proof?"
Chelsea thought for a moment. "I'd use a Private Eye."
"Expensive, and it might not work...unless he could see into the house."
"So he'd plant a bug, or something."
Ben nodded. "Whereabouts in the house?"
"The bedroom, obviously. Maybe the lounge or bathroom as well."
Ben nodded again. "Maybe I'm being paranoid, Sis, but it might be worth a look just to see that someone hasn't."
Chelsea stared at him. "Ben, this is Australia, not some third world dictatorship. You've been watching too many spy movies."
Ben downed the last of his drink. "Yeah, I know - it seems silly, and it probably is, Chel. But spending half an hour looking around won't hurt, will it?" He got to his feet. "Come on. Now that the idea is in my head, I couldn't sleep tonight unless I checked it out."
They went into the bedroom. "What does it look like?" Chelsea asked.
Ben was on his hands and knees peering under the bed. "Shit, I don't know." His voice was muffled. "A little stud, I suppose, like a button or something. I don't think it would be in the bathroom because of the sound of the shower...I guess it would have to be close to the bed."
They went around the bed, feeling under the frame and around the bedside cabinets. Chelsea giggled and Ben looked up. "What's so funny?"
"I was just thinking that they don't need a bug to check us out. All they have to do is stand in the street and listen to me cumming."
Ben smiled. "That's right. They could hear you in New Zealand."
"So why are we bothering to do this?"
He looked at her with growing excitement. "You've got it, Chelsea! Don't you see? If there was a bug they would hear us making love, but they wouldn't know who was fucking who...it might be me and the maid, for all they knew."
"Are you fucking the maid?"
"You won't let me have one, Chel," he reminded her, "and if we did you'd probably choose one as ugly as sin. Seriously, though, if someone wanted proof of our relationship, they must know it's you and me doing it - not someone else. They must get a visual."
"A camera, you mean?"
He nodded. "If I wanted evidence, I'd want pictures - preferably video."
Chelsea laughed. "That's ridiculous, Ben! Are you saying someone's hidden a video camera in our bedroom?" She moved quickly over to the wardrobe and opened the door and spoke in a high sing-song voice. "Hello? Are you in there? Come out because you've been discovered!" She turned back to him and laughed again. "Get real, Ben, where in the hell would they put it?"
Ben looked around. The windows occupied one side of the room and the built-in wardrobes the other. There was only the wall opposite the bed, punctuated by the door into the bedroom. He regarded the heavy dressing table, the only furniture against it, and shrugged his shoulders. "Somewhere in there, perhaps."
She laughed again. "Not unless they brought a carpenter's shop with them...come on, Ben, we're wasting our time."
Ben's eyes fell on the air conditioning vent near the ceiling architrave. "How about up there?"
"Come on! I'm not wasting another second on this."
Ben looked up at the vent again. It was the only place that it could be, but he knew the stupidity of his argument. Still, it would only take a second. He turned to his sister. "I'll only be a minute, Chel."
She made a noise of dismissal and Ben turned back to his task, moving aside some of the bric-a-brac on top of the dresser to clamber onto its worn polished surface. He peered into the vent, but it was too dark to see anything inside it. He could see that it had been disturbed, though, with the plaster around its edges broken and smudges of dirt on the adjacent paintwork. He climbed down and fetched a screwdriver and with a growing sense of excitement he removed the two screws, carefully lifting away the grille, observing with a sense of disbelief the lens of the camera staring down into the room. His movement had triggered its mechanism, and he could see the lens's bezel turning as it attempted to focus on his face. He lifted it out carefully and carried it through to the lounge.
Chelsea stood beside him, her face pale as she contemplated what the camera meant. "Who would have done this, Ben? Is it the police?"
He shook his head. "I don't think so, Chel...they'd need special approval to set this up, and they wouldn't have come here asking questions if they had that." He attached a USB lead to his laptop as he spoke, and turned on the camera. "I figure that someone wants to finger us...you know, use it for blackmail."
"But who?"
"I'm hoping that this will tell us." He fiddled with the camera's controls and the laptop's screen lit up. For a moment it was blank, then a series of blips appeared, flashing rapidly for a few seconds before settling down. An image of the empty room appeared, the bed foreshortened by the high angle of the camera and partially obstructed by the metal bars of the grille immediately in front of the lens, but the field of vision was adequate. They could hear clattering, the noise of someone moving out of shot, and then a figure appeared with its face turned away, walking to the bedside cabinets.
"Ah," said Ben. "Here we go...who is this, do you think?"
Before Chelsea could answer the figure turned, lifting his eyes to the camera's gaze. The light from the window fell squarely on his face and Chelsea gasped as she recognised him. "It's Dirk!"
They watched as he stared up at the lens. The camera's saturation was turned down so that the colours in the room were muted and his face was pale, the yellow orbs of his eyes appearing almost white. He smiled up at the camera for a moment and then drew something out of his pocket, holding it to his face.
"What's that?" asked Ben.
Chelsea didn't answer. She was still deeply shocked by the sudden turn of events and by Dirk's invasion of their home. She held her fingers at her mouth, her heart pounding as she watched him close his eyes and breathe in, savouring the essence of the object, before he held it up to the camera's gaze.
"Oh, Christ, Ben," she whispered. "It's my panties. He's taken a pair of my panties."
*
On the other side of town Dirk Phillips lay on his bed and regarded the collage he had set up on the wall above his desk. It comprised photographs of all of those that interested him, and although it was not complete yet, he'd made a good start. To one side was a picture of his Dad, a full-face image that he'd found in an album in the study. Dirk had carefully drawn a black border around it, and placed it to one side of the main board in such a way as his father was looking at everyone else.
His mother was below him - there were lots of photographs of her to be found, but Dirk had chosen ones that were less flattering. There was one of her at a barbeque, her mouth open as she was eating, and another of her bending over beside the swimming pool, her midriff showing white and thick with middle age. Dirk had drawn a likeness of a rifle cross hairs over her head, and he had written a bold "Number 1" next to her image. A single photograph of her new husband that he had found in his mother's top drawer was next to her. Dirk hoped to find a few more and had left a space to attach them.
Below them were pictures of Cielle and Sarah, the latter in a white smock and her soft, empty eyes on the camera. It was not Dirk's favourite picture but it accentuated her virginity and he found that appealing, reminding him that it was there for him to take one day. He briefly imagined her underneath him, but he drew his mind away...it was a vision for the future, when the time was right. He regarded Cielle's photograph, taken only a day or two before. He had held the camera between her calves, pointing upwards, focused on her face. She was gazing at the lens with a mixture of trepidation and some other emotion...fear, perhaps? Closer to the lens was her pussy, made indistinct by the narrow depth of field, but not so blurred that he could not discern the product of their fucking - the shine of her juices and the thick cream of his discharge on the wet, pouting lips.
His attention was drawn to the final photograph, set to one side of the others. He swung his legs out of bed and walked over to the display, leaning close to it so that he could see the picture clearly. It was of Chelsea and must have been taken at college, he thought, perhaps five years ago, showing her face and shoulders against a blurred background of coloured canvas that accentuated the thick mane of her hair and the soft grey of her eyes. Her head was tilted very slightly to one side, and there was a mischievous glint in her expression that belied the sultry curve of her lips, full and glossy and slightly open. Her skin was flawless, a delicate peach colour, and the lines of her face were beautiful.
Dirk touched the image lightly with his fingertips, running them over the shiny photographic paper as if he could capture a little of her warmth and sensuality, and he leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers. He remembered the smell of her in the kitchen... cinnamon and perfume and the tinge of musk, and he recalled the delicious scent of her sex on the damp gusset of her pants when he had pressed them to his face in her bedroom. They were under his pillow now, all traces of her obliterated by the crust and odour of his semen, but he could still recall her aroma in his mind.
The thought of her cunt made his cock thicken quickly, pushing against his pants, and he felt a tight constriction in his balls. He stood back and released his fly, pulling out the thick column of his shaft and stroking it feverishly. A strand of pre-cum drooled from the end and he scooped it up with one finger and smeared it over her image, the oily liquid gleaming in the light as it lay upon the paper.
"Chelsea," he murmured. "You'll be so tight when I fuck you....as tight as a little virgin." His hand flew along the shaft and his foreskin rode back and forth, slipping easily over the glans and making small sucking noises as it did so. He imagined it to be inside her, her cunt stretched open by its thickness, bubbles of foam and juice seething around him and long strands of her juice slick and shiny on the inside of her thighs. He envisaged her face, staring up at him as she struggled against her bonds, and in his mind he heard the sound of her belly slapping against his. She was gazing up at him, her grey eyes fearful as he thrust savagely into her body, and she was moaning with pain and desire as her cunt clasped him, sucking him in deeply.
"Chelsea," he whispered again, "Chelsea. Fuck me like a train...fuck me like a whore. Take my cock into your body and suck it dry." He imagined looking down at her face, seeing the rim of dried cum around her lips and the salty tracks of her tears on her cheeks. There was cum in her hair too, and in the fine hairs of her eyelashes, and he could smell it on her skin from the countless times he had fucked her. He could hear the squelch of it in her cunt and feel it dribbling out of her anus to splatter against his thrusting balls. His cum and her brother's, no doubt, lodged inside her from where had Ben fucked her too.
His cock swelled in his hand, thicker and thicker, the waves of pressure building in his brain. His fist flew faster, imaging he was in her ass again, sliding upwards into her bowels with the grip of her battered sphincter around the base of his shaft. He thought he would blast into her rectum, filling her up, and that he would watch it drool and dribble out of her when he finally pulled free.
His orgasm burst upon him and a long jet of hot semen leapt from the eye of his cock. It struck her photograph, splattering over her face, running in rivulets over the glossy image. A second jet, thicker than the first, followed it almost immediately - the clots of his sperm sticking to her face. He grunted as he hosed the wall, his body racked in pleasure and his member jerking with each spurt until there was only the last few drops dribbling and drooling over the carpet from the end of his trembling cock.
Dirk released his prick and it sank downwards, utterly spent. He regarded her photograph, watching as his cum dribbled over the smooth, golden skin of her face. He touched it with his finger, rubbing it into her eyes and mouth, and his desire coalesced into a burning determination to fuck her, just as he had in his imagination; to inject his sperm into her living flesh as many times as he wanted, and to see the helplessness of subjugation in her eyes.
He touched his finger to his lips, the smell of his semen strong in his nostrils and the taste sharp in his mouth. He imagined it was her mouth full of his seed, and his lust to possess her filled his brain. "Soon, my little slutty sister," he whispered, as he licked his fingers clean. "Very soon now."
*
Dirk watched their car drive out of the underground car park and turn away from him, disappearing into the traffic at the far end of the street. He waited for a moment and then crossed the road and entered their complex.
The door opened smoothly and he walked into the flat, locking the door behind him. He knew he had several hours now, and he was in no hurry to retrieve the camera. He moved into the kitchen and made himself a cup of coffee, then strolled into the bedroom. The flat was silent, and his footsteps made no sound on the thick Axminster carpet. He could hear the muted sound of traffic on the freeway to the south, and the sound of the refrigerator purring in the kitchen.
He rummaged through the laundry basket, discarding the men's clothes and drawing out a pair of thin white panties. He could see the smears of her discharge on the gusset and he pressed them to his face, breathing in her essence. There was a bra there too, and he took it, fingering the cups and imagining the press of her breasts within them. He took his trophies back to the lounge and sat on the sofa, sipping his coffee and sniffing her pants, feeling the pressure of his cock as he imagined the slow drip of her juices into them. At length he tucked them in his pocket and then carefully washed up his coffee mug and put it away.
Dirk lifted the camera carefully from its hiding place and set it down on the dining room table. He had already set up his laptop and he plugged in the camera and started it, his mouth dry with anticipation. He sat back and watched the video, skimming forward over passages that did not interest him. He watched Chelsea undressing, the slide of her dress over her hips and the tight clutch of her knickers as she slid them off. Her breasts were fuller than he had imagined, the nipples dark and swollen, and he watched as she briefly massaged them, her face tilted upwards towards the camera and her eyes closed.
He scanned the camera forward again until Chelsea's image appeared again, setting out candles in the room. Her hair was loose, free of the usual ponytail, and it rolled languorously over her shoulders as she bent over the task of lighting the candles. The room darkened as she turned out the light, but the lens adjusted to the softer glow, the bed becoming an island in a sea of warmth and light. He watched as Ben appeared and as they stripped, her nipples hard and dark and his penis thick as he turned towards her.
Dirk released his shaft from his pants and rubbed it as he watched. The quality of the image was surprisingly good, and he could see the expression of lust in Chelsea's face as she took her brother's cock into her mouth, her cheeks expanding as the mushroom head slipped past her lips. Dirk watched her mouth sliding over her brother's shaft, the swing of her hair briefly obscuring the view with each thrust; and his fingers worked at his own shaft, gripping it and moving in time to the rhythm on the screen. He could feel the seeds of his orgasm building and he forced himself to slow down, watching the screen with hooded eyes. Ben was crouching over his sister now, her body rolled upwards with him between her thighs, the angle acute so that he was almost fucking her vertically. Her buttocks were toward the camera, opened by the leverage of his hips so the tight, crinkled portal of her anus was exposed, and he could see the long, slow slide of Ben's cock into her twitching body.



Dirk's pre-cum trickled from the head of his prick as he stared at the couple on the screen. His fist flew up and down his shaft, churning his juices to a white froth, and his eyes were riveted on the images before him. He heard the cries of her orgasm and saw the frantic pumping of Ben's cock as he spurted, and he saw the dark stain of their lovemaking on the sheet below her hips. He imagined that it was his cock inside her, being gripped by the tightness of her cunt. He envisaged the spurt of her juices as she came, splattering over his balls and staining his thighs, and in his mind he could hear her shrieks of ecstasy ringing in his ears. His fist moved faster, driving him upwards towards his orgasm, watching as Ben bent over her again to thrust his cock into his sister's steaming bowels.
With a cry of anguish, Dirk spurted. His first jet splattered over the laptop, his sperm dripping over the image of the writhing couple, beads of pearl white illuminated by the backlit screen. He adjusted his aim and squirted over the table top, long streaks of his seed glistening in the sunlight, each one lying closer to the head of his pulsing cock until the final few dribbles fell onto the polished surface in front of him.
Dirk looked down at the mess he had made and laughed. His cock was softening now, and he put it away. He found some tissues and wiped down the laptop screen and then he carefully scooped his jism off the table and into a saucer. He carried it through to the bathroom and soaked the head of the pink toothbrush in it, rubbing the sticky clots between the bristles, and he laughed again to think that Chelsea would be taking him into her mouth.
He returned to the dining room and packed up his computer and carefully placed it in a carry bag, together with his camera. He wiped down the tabletop and then gazed around the room to check there were no signs of his intrusion. The saucer he had used remained on the workbench, and he walked into the kitchen to wash it.
The sound of the water in the sink covered up the scratch of Chelsea's key in the front lock, and the click as the door opened. The thick carpet covered her footsteps, so that she was only a few feet away from him when he shut off the tap. Her voice, when it came, was like a blow in his solar plexus that knocked the wind out of him with fear and surprise.
"Well, well, Dirk. Here to collect your grubby little camera, are you?"
Dirk whirled around, the saucer slipping from his grasp and smashing on the tiled kitchen floor. He gaped at her, his mouth open like a fish, and although he tried to speak no words came.
Chelsea was pale with anger, her eyes like glass shards. She advanced on him, leaning forward as she moved, and her voice was filled with her rage. "What the fuck have we ever done to you, you grubby little pervert? Did you think you could get away with it? Do you think that we wouldn't know what you were doing, you little shit!" She watched him fall back step by step, his head turning from side to side to find a way out, but she had cornered him and there was nowhere to go. "Do you think to threaten us, you worthless little prick?" she said, and her words filled his head like a dentist's drill. "What were you going to do, Dirk, blackmail us?"
His back touched the corner of the kitchen units and he stopped. She was in front of him now, her finger thrusting towards him, punctuating her words as they hammered into his ears. He stared at her, his heart pounding. His limbs felt helpless under the onslaught of her rage and hatred, and he knew that it was finished. His mind shut down the onslaught, the sound of her voice dimming so there was only her image, her face red and twisted in rage, and her mouth opening and closing as she advanced. And in that moment the image of her in wild orgasm entered Dirk's mind: her lips drawn back in the same way as they were now, and her mouth twisted in the same rictus - ecstasy and rage juxtaposed one upon the other so they were indistinguishable. His fear fell away and he saw her as he wanted to - an unprotected female ripe for plucking, caught in a maelstrom of sexual desire rather than anger.
Dirk straightened up, his body uncurling like a leopard. For a moment they stared at one another, their roles reversed. A small smile curled his lips and his eyes flared with the joy of a hunter at the kill, and Chelsea suddenly realised the danger she was in. She spun on her heels, her body fast and lithe, but he lunged forward and seized her by her hair, snatching her head back and encircling her throat with his arm.
"Well, well, little sister," he murmured. "Just as I was thinking about you."
She struggled, her shrill scream cut off suddenly by the crushing pressure of his arm, and her heels drummed on the floor as he lifted her by the throat. He dragged her backwards and she fought him, her arms flailing, her elbows striking him in the torso and her legs kicking. Her hands clawed up and scratched his face, raking the flesh around his eyes, and her body thrashed in his grip. She jackknifed off the workbench, their bodies spinning around in a dreadful parody of a dance and they crashed against the far wall of the kitchen, his head striking the sharp edge of the overhead cupboards. It burst open and several glass tumblers fell out, shattering on the floor. For a moment he relaxed his grip and she twisted free, flinging open the nearby drawer to find a weapon, seizing a rolling pin.
For a moment they regarded one another and then she flung herself forward, her weapon raised. Dirk snatched a knife off the magnetic rack behind him and held it low, the blade angled upwards, and Chelsea ran onto it. He felt the shock of it in his wrist, the slide of the steel into her body and the suck of her living flesh on the blade. For a moment they were pinned together, her weight resting against him and her face very close to his. Her body was rigid, her lips bared in a snarl of rage and hatred, and then the strength went out of her. He heard the clatter of the rolling pin falling, and she sagged against him, her arms reaching out to hold him and the blood draining from her face. Dirk released his grip on the knife and she slid down his body and slumped to the floor.
He stared down at her, his fear and anger evaporating. She was lying on her back and the handle of the knife protruded from her belly, moving back and forth with the labour of her breath. Her dress was stained crimson and she was very pale, her eyes pools of shock and pain in the white mask of her face. She raised her head for a moment and stared at the knife, and then sank back to the floor. Her hands fluttered at her side like birds, the fingers red from the growing pool of blood, thick and dark as treacle.
"Oh Dirk," she whispered. "What have you done?" She looked up at him, her gaze begging for help, but her strength and vitality were fading. She closed her eyes and her lips moved for a moment, and then she sighed softly and lay still. Dirk stared down at her, at the broken body and the white face and the snaking blood over the tiles and the broken glass. His mind flew back to the dust and the mud and the blood of that country lane, to the moment he had stood over the shattered body of his father and listened to his final words. "Dirk," he said, "What has she done?"
The fabric of reason tore like a fragile curtain in his mind and he turned and ran, bursting out of the door and clattering down the stairs. Ben was there, running towards him, and Dirk thrust him aside. He flung himself into the street, his mind a maelstrom of pain and fear and terror, and he was a little boy again, running from the bullies in the school, running for his life. He turned to look and he could see them chasing, their faces red and angry, and he screamed with fear and helplessness, and he ran into the road.
He never saw the car. It struck him squarely and lifted his body upwards, his limbs windmilling as he tumbled and his body bent backwards, for his back was already broken. He struck the road like a doll, and Dirk heard the thump of his impact like a side of beef dropped in a butcher's shop, and he saw him roll two or three times before he stopped. Ben reached him then and looked down. Dirk's limbs were splayed out and his head was twisted, and his yellow eyes were fixed on Ben's face. For a moment they were alive, flaring with the same fierce hatred that had hounded him to his death, and then the light left them and they turned flat and cold and empty, and his hair stirred idly in the morning breeze.
EPILOGUE
The old warehouse had been stripped out and converted to six apartments overlooking the Yarra River. The original framework had been retained with its massive hardwood supports that held the structure together, and a blend of fine timber and glass and steel had been skillfully interwoven between them to give secluded luxury with the solidarity of history.
Ben stood in the lounge on one of the upper units and regarded the view beyond the polished full-length windows. The river curved to the north towards Flemington racecourse, the site of the Melbourne Cup next week, reminding him that nearly a year had passed since he moved here. The river was busy, as always, with a procession of small boats and recreational craft plying its muddy waters, taking tourists back and forth through the suburbs of the city.
He heard a door close downstairs and turned as Cielle entered the room, carrying a shopping bag. She set the keys down on the polished table and embraced him lightly, her lips cool on his cheek.
Her voice was soft. "Hi Ben....everything all right?"
He nodded. "Sure is, Charlie." The family called her that, an abbreviation of her name in the phonetic alphabet - Charlie Lima, or CL, and he had taken to using it too. He watched as she opened the shopping bag, her eyes bright and her skin glowing with the lustre of health and youth. It had taken a long time but she was over the nightmare now, and could sleep through the night without waking in terror. She had tied her hair back with a bright piece of ribbon that matched the colourful top she was wearing, and she looked young and very beautiful.
"I heard from Sarah this morning," she said, glancing at him. "She's doing so well, Ben, at the special school. She's looking forward to coming to see us."
Ben smiled. He liked it when Sarah stayed. He liked to see how much she had moved on, progressing from the soft vacant vessel he had first met to a young girl full of life and hope. They had said she would never get past the mental age of eight, but here she was on the brink of a bright future. "When is she coming, Charlie?"
"At the end of the month. Mum says that she'll bring her down, but she can't stay. She's off to Thailand with Jim."
"And how are the two old lovebirds?"
She laughed. "Still in love. The police finally quit bothering him, and they seem to spend a lot of time traveling now."
"And how are you, Cielle?" he asked quietly, "I never seem to ask that question, although I often mean to...I mean, really, how are you doing?"
She stopped and looked at him. "I'm doing well, Ben...really I am. Moving to Melbourne has done wonders for me, and when I move into my flat next week I'll be just fine - honestly." She laughed. "Sometimes I think Dirk did me a favour, you know - if he hadn't done what he did I'd still be in Sydney, wondering what to do with my life. It's funny how something good can come from so much evil."
He nodded, recalling the funeral. There had been few tears as Dirk was lowered into the ground next to his father, and the healing process had been rapid for most of them, for that aspect at least. The fact that Cielle could even mention his name now was testament to the powers of healing.
Ben turned as the door to the study opened and a girl appeared, filling the room with a presence that not been there before, as if the lounge had suddenly been suffused with extra light and colour and warmth. He watched her slim figure moving towards him, with her clear grey eyes and the soft, smiling lips, and the familiar ponytail that shone in the morning sun. She was wearing a pair of faded jeans and a white top, and she looked beautiful.
Chelsea moved quickly to him and they embraced, her arms around his waist and her face pressed against his neck. "They're here, Ben," she said. "The adoption papers. We've been cleared!"
Ben hugged her. They had been trying for a while for a baby, but nothing had happened. He knew that Chelsea was worried about the genetics of their situation, and perhaps that had something to do with their lack of success. It had been fun practicing, though, in the big soft king size bed upstairs. Now the new identities that they had adopted had passed the test, and they would be able to adopt - a baby girl, perhaps, who could take them on the next wondrous chapter of their life together.
Cielle watched them from where she stood by the window. She could see Chelsea's face above Ben's shoulder, her lips pressed to his neck, her expression filled with joy and love at seeing him again - even though they had only been apart for an hour or two. Cielle felt a tightness in her chest as she always did when she saw them together, for their love was transparent, transcending the taboo of their relationship to be something pure and bright and good. They were the only couple she knew who could fill a whole room with their happiness just by being there, making everyone around them feel better too. She hoped that one day she might experience the same, but she doubted if she would - the chances of finding such a perfect unity were slim.
She remembered the past year: the dreadful trauma of Chelsea's wound and the paramedics that had saved her life. She recalled how Ben had stayed with her every minute of her fight for life, his face haggard and his body somehow shrinking with despair as she teetered on the edge of blackness before the long, slow recovery. It was in the hospital room, as she slowly regained her strength, that they had decided to move away, and the process of finding the new home and settling in had done more for her recovery than anything else could have done.
Ben looked down at the top of his sister's head and felt a great contentment. It was as if life up to that point had been a journey - some over smooth roads and some over rough, but leading only to this point of time. He pressed his face against her and smelled the crisp apple and cinnamon fragrance of her hair, and he knew peace.
*****
Please don't forget to leave some feedback...it really is the only reason that I write, so if you would like to see more of my work, then spend a moment to say so. Thanks, H-S.
(c) Copyright 2011. Hot_Sister. Not to be reproduced in whole or in part without the express permission of the author.
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I never meant to catch my sister naked. It was an accident, one of those moments when you are walking along, minding your own business, and then suddenly - wham! - it happens.
I had arrived home early and I put the car keys on the hall table and walked through to my bedroom. The house is 'L' shaped, and as I moved down the carpeted hallway I looked to my left, as you do, down the corridor. The bathroom door was open and she was stood at the sink, her back to the door, as naked as the day she came into the world.
Jenny is a tall girl, probably about five-ten and she's slim - good proportions, if you know what I mean. She was bent over the sink doing something with her hair and her legs were splayed out a little to get her down to the height she wanted without having to bend her knees. It was an arresting sight, I can tell you: long shapely legs, firm and well toned, and impossibly long - they just seemed to go on for ever, up and up, each thigh a model of perfection until they reached the neatest little ass I've ever seen. It was firm and round, each cup-cake buttock beautifully defined...just begging to be grasped - framed by the flare of her hips and the tight curve of her waist. The flesh of her back was as smooth as alabaster, a sort of creamy-white colour, marked only by the faint outline of where her bra-straps had been. Her head was down, hidden behind her shoulders, and the sound of running water drowned out my little gasp of surprise.
I stopped dead in my tracks, my eyes glued to the view. I guess my mouth dropped open too - in shock and surprise. Shock because one moment I'd been thinking about work and the next I had this vision in front of me, only a dozen paces away. Surprise because I'd lived in the same house as Jen for years and never realised just what she had hiding under the jeans and baggy sweaters she liked to wear. It was like finding you had a pile of money under the floor that you never knew you had.
I don't know how long I stood there, gawping at her. Long enough to pick up the little details: the thin gold chain around one shapely ankle: the dimples behind her knees; the smooth olive warmth of her skin, good enough to eat; the little curve under each buttock that defined their roundness, and the neat little crease above them where the crack of her bum began. Best of all though, was the sight of her little pussy peeping back at me from between the cheeks of her ass as she bent forwards. It was in shadow but I was close enough to see it clearly, hiding like a little furry animal in a cave with a few wisps of hair around it, as fine a spun gold - testimony to the fact that she was a genuine blonde.
She must have sensed my gaze, as I stood there staring at her. She stopped all movement and was still for a moment, listening, and then she pushed herself up and turned her head slowly, her eyes peering backwards through the little gap between the smooth skin of her waist and one her arms. For a moment she was motionless, her eyes on my face. I felt the hot flush of embarrassment staining my cheeks at being caught - but I just couldn't move: and then she stood up slowly and turned towards me - just standing there, front on. Her breasts were bigger than I had imagined, sitting firm and upright on her ribcage, the nipples thick and protruding. Her pussy hair was neatly trimmed back and the lips of her vulva were slightly open, revealing a gleam of pink wetness behind them; and her hair was wet, a dark blonde, lying around her face as she regarded me.
For a long time we stared at each other. Her eyes were grey and steady, neither embarrassed nor angry. She allowed them to roam over me - moving over my body slowly, resting on my crotch for a few moments before sliding back to my face. I could see a gleam of amusement in them, an awareness of the sudden impact she had made on me, and her mouth curled slightly in the faintest of a smile: her teeth so white behind the softness of her lips. I caught the sound of her chuckle: a throaty little laugh that promised almost as much as the sight of her body had - and then she leaned forward and quite slowly and deliberately closed the door, shutting out the best thing I'd seen in a decade.
*****
I was reading a book in the lounge and the words were a shapeless blur. My mind was filled with the vision I had just seen... the golden skin, the teardrop breasts and her little furry pussy - and the calm grey of her eyes as she watched me looking at it. Pink Wet. Slightly open. And all this time she had been living with me and I had never noticed. Ah, God, how can a day change so much?
I heard her footsteps on the tiles in the kitchen and she walked in. Her hair was still damp, but tied back in a little pony tail that lay across the vivid blue material of her blouse like a strip of gold bullion. I looked up at her guiltily.
"I'm...sorry, Jen. I - I didn't know you were there. I was surprised."
She stopped and looked down at me. "You sure took your time being surprised."
I was silent, not knowing what to say.
"Well, what have you got to say?"
"I've said I'm sorry."
She leaned forward a little. "Sorry for what, David, for catching me, or for standing there for half an hour perving when you did?"
I stared up at her. She was still looking at me, her eyes bright. "I wasn't perving."
She laughed. "Well, you sure gave a good impression of a perve." She turned her head on the side and fixed a glassy look on her face, poking her tongue out of the side of her mouth for a moment in an expression of imbecilic attention. "Just like that, David, for half an hour. I surprised you didn't drown in the drool that was sliding down your chin."
I laughed with her. "I wish it had been half an hour. Anyway, its your fault."
"Me? How's that?"
"Well, you looked - um, I mean, well - you were worth looking at. Now, if you'd been ugly I'd have moved right on along."
"So you're saying that you liked what you saw."
I looked her in the face. "Sure."
"How much?"
"What?"
"How much did you like what you saw?"
"I don't know what you mean."
She laughed again. "Sure you do...in fact, I saw how much you liked it... a lot, judging by the reaction. A huge amount."
I felt myself colouring again. "So why are you asking me, if you already know?"
"Just checking." She turned away but stopped by the door and looked at me again. "It was a perve, you know. Now you owe me." And before I could answer she had gone in a flurry of skirt, leaving a trace of her perfume and a disturbing memory of that long, golden body.
Over the next few weeks our relationship, if you could call it that, returned to normal. We both work so we were doing our own thing, only bumping into each other from time to time. Nothing in what she said or did gave a hint of what had happened and the busy tempo of our lives gradually pushed it to the background. At times I would dwell on what I had seen - mostly at night when I lay in bed and played the tape in my head again - but the clarity of the image gradually diminished. I never really connected it with going further, either: we were sister and brother, and siblings just didn't do that. It had been a pleasurable few moments of my life, and time had moved on.
I guess it would have died altogether, like a faded photograph that is finally thrown in the trash, had she not come by my room that day. It was stinking hot: one of those heavy, oppressive days when the air is as thick as a wet sponge. The usual thunderclouds had built up in the afternoon and hung in the western sky in towering castles of lead and pewter, but the rain that everyone begged for still had not come. You could almost feel the oppressive air crushing down on the town, robbing everyone of energy. All you wanted to do was to lie down.
I had left early and I stripped off and lay on my bed with my eyes shut listening to the occasional growl of thunder to the west and feeling the trickle of sweat on my skin. The house was quiet - no dogs barking, no shrilling cicadas - not even the swish of traffic on the freeway three blocks away. It was as if the world had stopped and I was the only survivor, lying in my bed in a stupor with my eyes shut, dreaming of air conditioning. I could hear the muffled tick of the old grandfather clock in the hallway and then the faint clunk of its mechanism as it reached the hour and prepared to chime: the crisp click of the gearing, lifting the hammer, drawing it back...and then the first chime, too loud to be through a closed door: and I opened my eyes and saw her.
Jen had opened the door and moved silently across the room to stand next to the bed. She was leaning forward slightly, her weight balanced on one foot as if ready to flee and she was dressed only in a sleeveless sports top and panties. I could see the gleam of perspiration on her skin and the hair at her temples was discoloured with sweat, darker than its normal shade of pale honey. Her breasts were full and round, pushing against the material of her top, and I could discern the outline of her nipples against the weave of the cloth and the dark shadow of her aureole around them. The thin fabric of her pants was stretched tightly over her mound, the filigree lace delicate against the golden tan of her skin. She held her head at a slight angle, looking down at my nakedness as if puzzled by what she saw, and there was an expression of guilt on her face, like that of a little girl reaching out to steal a cookie.
She must have known I was aware if her, but she didn't look at my face. She turned a little, almost sideways on so that I could see the swell of her ass filling the white lace panties, and the curtain of her hair dropped forward to hide her expression. She was very close to me. The film of sweat on her skin gleamed in the pale light from the window; and I could see the fine golden down on her arms and in the crack of her ass just above the elastic of her knickers. I could smell her, too: the fragrance of her perfume, overlaid with more powerful aromas: salt and sweat and the faint musk of excitement. She bent forward a little more as if to inspect me closer, and the elastic leg of her panties moved over the curve of her buttock to reveal a crescent of firm flesh - and beyond it the dark shadow of her crotch with the tight gusset of her pants snug between the golden thighs.
I visualized what was behind that strip of damp fabric: the plump lips that I had seen before, but now wet with the heat and perhaps open a little wider than before... and the tight little orifice behind it, crimped and snug between the fragrant cheeks of her ass. I imagined the dampness there - the press of her wet flesh against the material, the leak of her juices into the weave of the fabric, as sweet as fresh honey. My cock grew hard quickly, moving silently over my belly to stand proud, bobbing slightly as she watched. The head distended and swelled, purple against the pale skin of my belly, and a drop of clear lubricant dribbled from the tip like a pearl against the darker hue of arousal.
For a few moments more she watched it, her body quite motionless, and then she stretched out her hand and touched me with the tip of one finger, resting it gently against the heated flesh of my rod. I could feel the pressure of her fingertip against the base of my shaft; and then, ever so gently, she drew it slowly along my full length until it reached the very tip. My cock lurched in response and a fresh trickle of lubricant escaped from the end, oozing against the tip of her finger, stringing out in a fine thread of silver as she lifted her hand away. Almost without thinking she pressed it to her lips and the tip of her tongue dabbed the shiny wet pad, and then, as if suddenly realising what she had done, she turned away and almost ran to the door.
She stopped there and turned towards me. "Now we're quits, David," she said, but her voice was gusty and uncertain.
I said nothing. I didn't need to. She could read it in my face and I saw her confusion. She turned again and ran down the corridor towards the sanctuary of her room to shut out the lust in my eyes.
I suppose that was the moment I stopped thinking about her as my sister - I figured she had moved beyond the normal relationship when she stroked my cock and tasted my pre-cum. She was fair game now and it was clear to me that I wasn't the only one enjoying it, for I had seen the flash of her little white panties as she ran with a dark stain of her desire at the crutch.
I seized my cock and stroked it, imagining how she would straddle me and lower herself onto my straining rod. I knew how tight she would be how she would move, and I could feel the cloying heat of her cunt and the tight rhythmic undulation of her hips. I imagined how she would look as I stared up at her face: her mouth open, lips slack and wet and her hair moving languorously back and forth as we fucked; and I could feel the satin of her thighs either side of my hips and the press of her hands on my chest to steady herself. My hand gripped harder, flying along the shaft, feeling the inexorable spiral of pleasure until that one tremulous instant where I was balanced on the very edge of time: and then I spurted. A groan of intense pleasure burst from my lips and great streams of thick, steaming jism burst from the head, desperate to be inside my sister's body but finding only the skin of my belly on which to land.
And immediately afterwards, as I lay in my hot little room panting with the effort of my exertions, I thought I heard furtive footsteps back away from my still open door and then the soft click of a latch as she locked herself in her bedroom. I wondered if she had watched me spurting and known who was the subject of my lust.
I wondered if she would soon be doing what I had just done, and I ached to be with her.
*****
One morning when Mum was out I let myself silently into the bathroom, desperate to see her again. Jen was in the shower and the room was filled with steam, fragrant with the smell of soap and shampoo. I sat on the toilet and watched. I could see the pale blur of her body through the wet glass and hear her singing, and although I couldn't see much the thought of her wet naked body only a few feet away had a powerful effect on me. My cock stiffened in response.
There was a scrap of material lying on the mat and I stooped to pick it up, the material thin and filmy in my fingers: it was her panties, still warm from her body, and I turned them over in my hand and pressed the gusset to my face, remembering when they had been filled by her curves and hidden valleys...and how I had fantasized about her aroma trapped in the weave of the fabric. I breathed in and it was there, faint but unmistakable - the smell of my sister's pussy. The musk of her sex was captured in the threads of material just I had envisaged, and it filled my senses.
The shower shut off and I hurriedly stuffed them in my shirt pocket and I waited with my heart hammering in my chest. She had draped her towel over the top of the screen and I saw her hand appear and take it, the fingers slim and delicate, and then I heard her voice.
"Is that you, David?"
"Yes....how did you know?"
She laughed. "I felt the draft when you opened the door. Don't ever think of becoming a burglar." She paused, then in a more curious tone: "What are you doing?"
"Waiting to see you naked."
"You've been there five minutes...haven't you seen enough?"
"I couldn't see anything," I admitted. "The room was all steamed up."
She laughed again. "Yeah. I bet it wasn't the hot water that was causing it, either, you pervert. All that heavy breathing...not good for you, David. You'll hyperventilate and fall over." The shower door suddenly slid back and she stepped out, the towel wrapped around her. "So, her I am, big brother. You've seen me now - are you satisfied?" She was smiling, clearly delighted by the thought I had been cheated of my goal.
"That's not fair. You got to see me."
"That was payback - we were quits remember? This is blatant escalation, coming in here -" she suddenly broke off, her eyes narrowing on my chest. "What's that in your pocket?"
I glanced down. A fold of filmy material was poking out, the lace edging clearly visible. "Uh, where -"
"There." She darted forward and tried to snatch them out of my pocket but my hand beat her to it, squishing them against my chest. She struggled to unclasp my fingers but after a moment gave up.
"Give them to me, David."
"Nope."
"They're mine."
"I found them. Finders keepers."
"What are you going to do with them?" She was angry now.
"Oh, I don't know. Pin them on my wall...take them to work. Maybe I'll just sniff them -"
"That's disgusting!" She regarded me for a moment. "Give them back, David."
"Say please."
"No! Give them to me."
"Ah-ah. Be nice - say please."
She glowered at me. "Please."
"You'll have to do something for me."
"Like what?"
I pretended to think for a moment. "Oh, I don't know...wash my car or do all my ironing for a week...or you could drop the towel."
"You've seen it."
"Not this week. And I get to touch, like you did."
"No! No touching."
I regarded her. "Well, that's not fair, but OK. Just to look, then."
She stared at me a moment with anger still in her eyes, and then she sort of shrugged a little and stepped back, undoing the towel as she did. "Promise me you won't touch."
"I won't." My voice was scratchy with excitement.
"OK - well....there!" She dropped the towel and it pooled at her feet. She was enjoying her power over me.
For the second time in a month I saw my sister stark naked, but this time it was better. I was closer, for one thing - only two or three feet away - close enough to see everything. Not a wrinkle or sag marked her body - it was exquisite, fashioned by a craftsman in long, flowing curves, each complementing the other in perfect proportion. Her breasts were full and round, the flesh a pale milky colour - almost translucent under the glare of the bathroom light. I could see the fine web of veins under the skin, radiating outwards from the dusky pink of her aureole, and her nipples were erect - hard little nubs of flesh like soldiers at attention, betraying her excitement. She loved the attention, the acknowledgement of her beauty. She could have anybody but she wanted to show me.
My eyes roamed over her body like the touch of a lover, lingering on the curves and valleys, past the swell of her hips and sliding over the flat plain of her belly, still damp from the shower, to where her pussy waited. The last time I had seen it there was a little crown of hair above it, neatly trimmed to look like an arrow pointing downwards; now there was nothing. It was shaven clean, her cleft smooth and pink, the lips of her vulva neatly arranged either side. My eyes fastened on it, imagining in an instant how tight it would be and how the clasp of her thighs would feel as they drew me into her centre. She shifted under my gaze and the movement caused her labia to open a touch, the flesh inside her clean and pink and moist. I let out a little sigh.
"OK, buster," she said. "Now pick your tongue up off the floor and give me back my panties."
I pulled them from my pocket, my eyes still fixed on her pussy, and I flicked them to the far side of the room. They fell in a little pile of liquid silk against the closed door.
I looked up at her face. The anger had gone and her expression was inscrutable, but there was a gleam of amusement in her eyes together with other emotions...power, perhaps, and mischief, and also excitement. For a moment longer she stood in front of me, her eyes on mine: and then, quite deliberately, she turned her back on me and bent over to pick them up.



She didn't crouch down, either: she bent from the waist and her legs were apart a little so that her perfect ass was projected backwards, the cheeks opening slightly to reveal everything between them only a foot or two from my startled gaze. I saw the crinkled portal of her anus like a tiny closed eye winking at me, and just below it her cunt, moist from the shower and other juices. Her fingers closed over the scrap of material and she held her pose for a moment before she straightened and turned back to me.
"Remember that in your bed tonight, David," she said sweetly, "and weep that you'll never get to taste it." She opened the door and with a final flounce of her perfect ass she was gone, and I heard the sound of her laughter as she walked down the corridor.
When I turned back the covers to climb into bed that night I found her panties under the sheet with a little note in her neat, sloping handwriting. It said: 'Wet panties, wet dreams. Dry your tears on these.' They weren't as good as the real thing, but as a consolation present I could have done a lot worse.
***
Over the next few weeks the game that started so innocently became more intense. On the surface it was still innocuous - nothing more than sexual teasing, really: a contest to see if we could make the other uncomfortable without pushing them too far. Unspoken rules appeared: not to touch, primarily. I would have broken that rule in an instant, but Jen soon made it clear that any physical activity was off the list and after a couple of half-hearted attempts I complied. There was none of the play when Mum was around either, even if she was in another part of the house. This meant that for quite long periods of time we were models of behaviour towards each other - and then suddenly the coast would be clear and I might be treated to another flash of her pudenda; or another pair of worn panties would appear under my pillow with a little note dripping with innuendo.
For me, it became more than a game. The initial delight in seeing her naked soon wore off and I wanted more. I longed to be able to touch her, to feel the satin lustre of her skin trembling under my fingertips, to press my mouth against the soft curves of her breasts and to taste her - and then, when I had played my game, to feel the tight sucking wetness of her flesh as I penetrated her. Sister or not, I wanted to fuck her.
Even though I couldn't touch her intimately I tried to be with her whenever I could, even if it was only to be in the same room. I made sure there was casual contact as often as possible: my hand brushing against her hair as I walked past, my knee pressing against hers under the table. And when I couldn't touch her I watched instead, seeing things that I had never noticed before - like way she dressed: the colours and fabrics she liked, and the way she did her hair. I observed how she titled her head a little when she was concentrating, and how she caught her bottom lip between her little white teeth when she was lost in thought. I was captivated by her smile and consumed by the tumbling notes of her laughter, and each new discovery drew me deeper into her magic, until I was utterly transfixed. What had started as lust had grown to so much more.
My world narrowed - driven by a need to be with her, to make her notice, to be accepted by her: but the more I tried the more she kept her distance, even avoiding eye contact for the most part. Our little game stopped, each of us aware that it was so much more than what it had been but neither knowing how to deal with it. We became like two strangers living together, each struggling to achieve what we wanted - for me, the desire to become part of her life; for her...well, I wasn't sure.
It wasn't that she rejected me. Somehow she trod the fine line of still engaging me but at the same time drawing back, gradually revoking the licenses of the past few weeks. She knew how I felt about her, I think, and she responded with a brittle cheerfulness that denied any notion of avoidance; but sometimes when she thought I wasn't looking she would glance across at me, her expression serious, and I could sense the uncertainty and confusion and worry in her mind.
One day I was sitting on my bed, holding my head in my hands. I had just left Jen in the lounge and I ached for her. There was a tap on the door and she pushed her head in.
"Are you alright, David?" her voice was soft with concern.
I stared at her. How could she not feel the same as me? "Not really."
"Is it something I can help with?"
I laughed, a bitter sound without humour. "Oh yes. But you won't."
She regarded me for a few seconds and then she turned away without responding and closed the door softly behind her.
*****
"We need to talk, David." It was Saturday and we were at the breakfast table. Mum had just gone into the kitchen and Jen was leaning forward and whispering so that she wouldn't hear.
I nodded, my eyes on her face. She was wearing a crisp white blouse and her hair was tied back loosely so that it hung around the pale column of her neck in a curtain of iridescent gold. Her eyes were a soft misty grey: the colour of a dove's wing, and her lips were soft and pink. God, she looked good. How was it that I hadn't noticed these things before?
I sat awkwardly while Mum fussed around, until Jen finally managed to shoo her out to the shops. She came back into the kitchen without saying anything and she moved to the sink and started washing up, rattling them as if angry. The house was quiet and we didn't speak, and the tension grew until it was almost palpable. I stared at the top of the table, wondering what she was going to say if she ever got around to it.
"We can't go on like this, you know," she said suddenly, turning towards me.
"Like what, Jen?"
Her lips trembled a little. "Like - well, like we weren't brother and sister."
"I don't know what you mean. I haven't touched you - I haven't -"
"But you think it, David! I've seen you looking at me...I see what's in your eyes as plain as day." She brushed a strand of errant hair back from her forehead, leaving a smear of soapy water on her skin. "It's like living with a different person...there's this - thing, between us, you know...like an unspoken -" she struggled to find the words, and after a moment she shook her head. "I can't describe it. It's a barrier between us, you know? I just feel that you're on the edge, waiting all the time for a chance that will never happen. I don't want that, David. I want to go back to how we were."
I remained silent. How could she ever think that things would ever be the same again?
"Well, aren't you going to say anything?"
I smiled at her, my heart thumping. "What do you want me to say?"
"That it's not true! That I'm imaging it all, and everything between us is the same. Tell me that you don't care, David. Tell me -"
"But it is true, Jen. Everything you said - except for the bit about never happening."
She stopped in mid sentence, her mouth open. I stood up and moved towards her, watching her expression, seeing the wind go out of her. I lifted my hand and touched her cheek with the tip of one finger. "It is true," I repeated. "I do want you."
She made a sound of dismissal. "But I'm your sister."
"It doesn't matter. I still want you. Ever since you came into my room I can't stop thinking about you -"
"That was pay back for the bathroom thing," she interrupted. "Don't you remember? It was a joke."
"Not for me." I shook my head. "Since then I've opened my eyes and seen you for the first time, I think - the way you look and the way you dress." I cupped her face with my hand, my fingertips brushing the soft skin behind her ear. "And the things you do...the little habits and idiosyncrasies. You are perfect, Jen...of course I want you."
She made no effort to pull away. Her eyes were swimming pools of grey emotion, struggling to deal with what I had just said and finding no answer. I could feel the soft skin of her cheek rubbing against my hand and the strands of her hair brushing against the back of my fingers. "We can't, David," she said at last.
"Why not?"
"Because once we start we couldn't stop. It would consume us." She was staring at me, her voice almost pleading. "And it would hurt those who are closest to us."
"So you've thought about it, then."
She didn't reply, but the look in her eyes told me that she had. I suddenly realised that it wasn't me she was worried about. She wanted to play, but was worried about the consequences. My heart lurched a little - what had seemed to be impossible was suddenly attainable.
"You want it too," I said softly. "I can see it. You feel it too."
She gazed at me without replying and I saw her eyes change, the shadows of uncertainty replaced by something else - not longing or desire, exactly, but need. I watched her lips open slightly, soft and pink with the gleam of her little white teeth behind them and I could see a pulse at the base of her throat beating softly as she waited. It was as if she had suddenly given up and surrendered the initiative, and in that instant she looked young and vulnerable and incredibly beautiful.
I curled my fingers around her neck and drew her slowly towards me. For a moment she hesitated, pulling back against my hand, but then she relaxed and she turned her head a little so that her lips fitted over mine, and we kissed.
Her lips were incredibly soft, just as I had imagined they would be, and her tongue moved languorously inside my mouth. My senses were suddenly in overdrive, every neuron in my body aware of her and what she was doing: the pressure of her arms around me, the sweetness of her breath and the taste of her mouth. Her fingers were in my hair, the same ones that had traced a path along the length of my cock and had touched the warm ooze of my pre-cum. The length of her body was pressed against me and I rested my hands on her hips, feeling their warmth through the material of her dress, just as if there was nothing between us. My fingers were on the small of her back and I slid them down to her ass, cupping her buttocks, pulling her closer so that she was crushed against me. My cock was like a steel girder, pressing hard against her belly and I knew she could feel it. I heard her groan into my mouth and then she pulled her face away a little to talk.
"Jesus, David....don't. We shouldn't -" and then her lips were on mine again, pressing hard, her tongue into my mouth.
I remembered how her ass had looked when she bent over - the smooth ivory of her skin and the delicious divide between her buttocks and her anus nestling between then, so fresh and pink - and the moist slit of her vagina beyond. I curled my fingers around her cheeks, pressing the material in between them, my fingertips reaching in, reaching in. She was pressing her body against me and rubbing herself against the logjam in my pants, and her nipples drilled into my chest like heated pebbles.
Her dress had ridden up now and my fingers were touching her panties, pressing into her crack. She lifted one leg and hooked it over my hip and I could feel the heat and wetness there, the gusset slick under my touch, and my heart was pounding. I wanted this to go on forever, to keep touching her. She pressed her face into my shoulder, her hands gripping me tightly, and we clutched at each other in desperation in the quietness of the house, my fingers dipping under the strip of material - touching her there for the first time, slippery with her juices. Her sex was like a flower under my fingers, the labia folded back and the centre wet and open like ripe fruit. I pressed my fingers in, sliding into her body.
"Oh God..." her voice muffled, "Oh, yes."
She was standing on tiptoe now, her other leg curled around me and my fingers were inside her, feeling the juices bubbling at her cunt. So tight. I began to undo my belt with my free hand, fumbling with the clasp.
She shook her head, her voice muffled in my shirt. "No, David, no. Mum will be back soon. Not that, please. Just....do what you're doing." A tremor went through her body. "Ah! Just there, move your fingers...yes, like that, just like that."
She pressed into my shoulder again and the cascade of her hair was against my face, the strands glossy and perfumed. Her hands were clutching me, fluttering like little birds with the intensity of her pleasure, and an occasional groan escaped from her lips. My fingers eased in and out, her juices leaking from her slit and dripping over my hand and she was jerking a little and writhing as I penetrated her. So hot, so hot. She rubbed herself against me, my fingers jammed in her cunt and her mound pressed against my thigh, rubbing, frantic. So hot.
Her face tilting up now, eyes liquid. "I'm going to cum," she whispered, "Yes, David....ah, just there. Oooo, yes." Her hips pressed hard against me and my fingers were dipping, rubbing, pushing in and out. Exquisite, the heat and the smell of her body, quivering as she spiraled up, her head arching back, lips open.
I watched as she came for me: her eyes tightly shut and her face contorted as she rode the long breakers of pleasure. Her pussy was fluttering under my fingers in tight little contractions, creaming me, her labia pressed against my knuckles; her hands clasping, gripping me, clutching me tightly as she writhed in her ecstasy. She was whimpering and I heard my own voice, urging her on, telling her I loved her, telling her she was mine. My heart hammered in my chest and my cock was fit to burst inside my pants. It was so close to her clasping, oozing cunt. I wanted to be inside her.
For a long time we clutched each other frantically, her body twitching with the intensity of her cum and then the waves gradually subsided and she came back from the edge, spiraling down slowly. I eased my fingers out of her pussy, rubbing them lightly over her labia. So horny, so wet. I want to fuck her now, to bend her over and take her.
She turned her face toward me, her eyes shining, her teeth white and even as she smiled up at me and her voice was filled with awe. "Wow! How the hell did that happen?" I bent forward and kissed her open mouth, my tongue inside her. Her taste had changed, somehow, as if she had sex on her lips. She responded, her body still hot against mine.
And suddenly we heard the sound of keys in the front door and the squeak of the hinges as it opened. My mother's voice calling from the hallway as if she somehow knew she should make a sound to give us warning. "Yooo-hoo, I'm back!"
We leapt apart and I stumbled backwards, seeing Jen smooth her dress down and turn back to the sink with an expression of panic on her face. I grabbed the cornflake box and pretended to read it, my heart hammering and my cock still thick in my pants as she came in, her eyes wide with surprise.
"You still having breakfast, David? What a slow coach - haven't you done anything yet?"
She was right...I'd done nothing. A job unfinished and the chance gone.
***
Lying on her bed that night, breaking the rules because Mum was in her room at the other end of the house. Silent kisses, sweeter than honey. Whispers in the night.
"This is crazy, David. We can't do it, you know that don't you?"
I nodded, my mouth against the skin of her neck, fragrant with her scent.
"It's not that I don't want to," she continued. "We just can't."
"Mmmm". My most non-committal grunt. There was no way I was going to agree with what she was saying. My fingers were on her nightie, silky smooth, grasping the warm curve of her breast. I rolled a nipple in my fingers and it swelled like a ripe gooseberry.
"Are you listening to me?" She seized a handful of my hair and levered me up so she could look at me. Her eyes flashed in the dim light. "You're my brother. We can't...do it, d'you hear?"
I nodded again. She was exquisite, perfect...and nearly mine.
"Promise me," she persisted. Her voice was almost pleading. "Promise me you won't try."
"Alright." I hoped I sounded convincing.
She looked at me for a moment longer, but I must have satisfied her because she pulled me down to her face and her lips opened under mine. So soft...so perfect. I wanted this to last for ever. God, I needed her. The window drapes were back and she was lying on top of the bedclothes, her body bathed in moonlight: hills of silver and valleys of shadow. All that was between us was the scrap of her nightie and my boxers. I squeezed her breast again, the nipple drilling into my palm and she groaned into my mouth.
"Mmmmm. Oh, yes. Touch me more."
I released her breast and slid my hand over the silky material ... across the smooth skin of her belly and into the crease where it met one thigh, then down to their juncture. I was expecting panties but there were none: only her naked flesh. My fingers brushed over her labia and she jerked a little at my touch, groaning in her throat as they teased her vulva, dipping into her again.
Her mouth was pressed against my ear, whispering. "God, I'm so wet for you. You make me wet. Taste it."
I lifted my fingers from her pussy and pressed them between us, feeling her tongue brushing against mine as she licked with me. Her little pink tongue darting between my fingers, scooping the juice into her mouth, licking them clean. The taste of her cunt on my lips. Her breath against my cheek, panting with desire, so hot...my sister, so hot. How had it come to this? I wanted the night to go on forever.
She was mumbling between the kisses, her voice scratchy with lust. "Jesus, David...ah, yes! Touch me there, inside. Oooh, just there." Her body was completely open to me, trembling as my fingers dipped into her and my cock was like an iron bar against her thigh, harder than any time in my life. She moved her hand down to grip the shaft, slipping under the elastic of my shorts and encircling it, her fingers cool against the hot flesh and she groaned again, her words punctuated with hot little kisses on my mouth.
"We can't David...no, this is crazy....we can't do...it."
My mouth moving down to her neck, into the hollow there, the skin soft and fragrant against my lips, then down, across the rumpled material of her nightie, feeling the swell of her nipple pressing through the thin silk...then down further until the skin of her abdomen touched my lips. I was kneeling over her with my fingers still in her pussy, my tongue leaving a little silver trail of saliva on the smooth brown skin of her belly, down towards her liquid core. She released my cock and I saw her licking her fingers again, her lips shiny with my pre-cum, her little pink tongue lapping, lapping and her eyes luminescent in the moonlight. My little pussycat, purring as she licks the cream.
And then I was there, the tip of my tongue at her opening to dip into her essence. She groaned again - a sort of growl as I nuzzled her lips, and she opened her thighs to expose herself fully, one leg either side of my face whilst I knelt at the altar of her sex.
I was kneeling at my sister's cunt, lapping at her honeypot. The weeks of heartache and the long, lonely nights of dreaming had gone, and I was here in her room, eating her pussy. She was writhing under me and gasping, her hands gripping my head and stroke of my tongue drew a groan from her throat...purring, purring. Long, slow strokes with the flat of my tongue from her perineum to her clitoris, flattening the rubbery lips of her vulva and scooping the slippery juices into my greedy mouth.
My sister's nectar on my lips. Curling the tip of my tongue to dip into her to suck her essence into my mouth, my hands on her thighs to hold her against my face...my cheeks and lips soaking wet with her cream. She was amazing, perfect, and I if I played the game right she would be mine for the night.



And then she pushed me up and rolled to her knees, her eyes shining in the moonlight. "Now you," she whispered and she rolled on the bed, the mattress squeaking in protest, and she lay on her back with her head lolling over the side.
I stared at her, not getting it. "What do you want?" I asked. I didn't care. Anything would do as long as it involved putting my cock into her somewhere. It was throbbing, desperate to feel her warmth.
"Do my face." She smiled, her teeth white and her hair hanging down like a golden curtain. Her body spreadeagled on the covers, her hands by her sides and her legs open, long and delicious.
I scooted round the bed and stood over her, looking down. My cock was massively hard, bobbing in front of her lips and she giggled. She was trying to capture me with her mouth, moving her head from side to side as it swayed over her, tongue flicking out like a snake's. She giggled. "You look like the incredible stretching man from this angle."
"I am, I am." I laughed with her. "I can stretch my body into any imaginable form, Sis. How would you like a five foot cock?"
She giggled again. "I think I've got one here already." The head was bobbing against her lips but the angle was wrong and she could not capture it. She gave up and grabbed me with her hand, feeding the end into her mouth and tilting her head to clear her airway ready for my entry.
I slid into her until the bulbous head of my cock was trapped in the confines of her throat. I could hear her gagging and I pulled back, savouring the slippery withdrawal until just the head was in her mouth. I could see her between my legs: her tight little mouth clamped around the head of my cock whilst she sucked at me like a popsicle; and I watched the long slow slide into her again, feeling her teeth scraping lightly on the rod until it was buried in her face up to my nuts. She was grunting, the vibrations thrumming through my shaft, and I could feel the leak of my juices dribbling out of me, trickling down her throat.
She let my cock drop out of her mouth, long enough to talk before swallowing me again. "Eat me too, David," she said.
I seized her buttocks and rolled her hips towards me, her weight on her shoulders now and her mouth still full of my prick. My hands were either side of her cunt and I levered her apart, watching as her opening gaped wide, and I plunged my face into her. She was so wet: it was all over my lips and it smeared the insides of her legs, gleaming silver in the moonlight. I stabbed her with my tongue, the sharp essence of her arousal tart on my lips and I knew I had to have her: to fill her vacant, yearning body, to fuck her on this little narrow bed in the moonlit silence of the house.
I flung her legs back on the bed and lifted her shoulders, swiveling her on the covers and climbing over her, pushing her legs open so she was prostrate under me. She knew what was coming and she gazed at me with hungry eyes, all thoughts of denial gone.
For a few seconds we stared at each other, aware that we were on the brink of an irreversible chasm: and then I plunged forward, my cock sliding into her liquid heat in one long delicious thrust.
How can I describe that moment? It was as if we were made for each other. Her cunt devoured me, its warmth and wetness enveloping my shaft like a perfect glove. I could feel the clasp of her flesh around the bulbous head, the walls of her vagina moving reluctantly aside as I slid inexorably towards her belly. She was spectacularly tight, her vulva gripping my cock like a second mouth, squeezing my swollen flesh until I was fully immersed into her. Her face was close to mine, her nails digging into my back as she rode out the long slide of that first penetration. I heard the hiss of her breath in my ear as I bottomed out and then we were as one, stilled for a few moments as we both savoured the incredible feeling of fullness. She lifted her thighs and locked her feet over my back.
She was murmuring, crooning almost, her words like warm honey dripping into my ear.
"I wanted this, David, from the moment I saw you in your room. It's so wrong...I know it's wrong, but I don't care. Do anything you want." And then a few moments later, "Ah, that's good! So fucking good. Can you feel me, David? Tell me what it's like."
She began to undulate her torso back and forth, rocking her hips under me, my cock sawing into her. Each stroke broke the tight seal of our union and I could hear the sucking of our flesh, the soft sound of fucking filling the room. "Is that good?" she whispered again. "Tell me what you feel."
My own voice, groaning with the incredible pleasure of it all, my words thready and tremulous. "I'm deep inside you Jen, buried in you. I can feel your pussy sucking at me, sucking me in -"
"Yes, yes! I'm sucking your cock into me." She shifted her hands, clasping my hips, rocking me back and forth with her thrusts. "Push it deep...ah, yes. Fucking with my brother. Tell me how you'll use my tight little cunt."
"I'll fuck you forever, buried inside you."
Her breasts against my chest and her lips at mine, nibbling. I picked up the stroke, my own hips thrusting in time with her movements, my cock flying into her. Incredible. Beautiful. More than that, but there were no words to describe it. She was a goddess sheathed in gold, warm and pliable under me, and she was mine. Her body welcoming me into its secret depths and her long legs were wrapped around me. She was perfect in every way and I was fucking her.
Long, slow strokes, changing the angle to penetrate every corner of her cunt. Sometimes I stopped with just the head buried inside her, delighting in the grip of her vulva on the rim of my cock- and she would pause too, waiting for me to fill her again. Her pussy was twitching around me and her mouth opened under mine, our tongues entwined; and then she would reach down and seize my buttocks, guiding me forward in a long wet slide into her again, and she would give this little growl deep in her throat.
I could feel the seeds of my first orgasm, the tingling in my balls and the gathering whirlwind in my brain, and she sensed it, whispering to me as I pounded her. "Come into me, David," she said, "fill me up." She rolled her hips upward, shifting her legs higher to give me deeper access. "Fuck me deep...ah, yes. That's it! Fuck your sister's pussy and fill it up," and then that little growl again.
Deeper now, the head of my prick lodged far into her body, the head close to the hungry little mouth of her cervix. My balls banging against her ass, soaking, sopping wet, and all the time her whispering in my ear. "Spray into me, baby. Fill up my pussy...I'm ready - ah, yes, I feel it coming, David. I can feel it coming now."
And from the back of my brain the tsunami rushed into my consciousness, devouring every sensation except the feeling of that warm sinuous body moving underneath me and the tight clasp of her pussy around my shaft. I could feel an ocean of sperm bubbling in my balls, swirling and seething like boiling magma on the brink of eruption: and then the dam gates were opened and the first jet surged through my rod to burst inside her. I felt her spasm underneath me as the heat of my emission triggered her own orgasm, and her cunt contracted violently to suck at me like a hungry mouth, drawing the seed from me like a vacuum cleaner. I heard her cry out and she seized my buttocks, pulling me into her even deeper just as the first scalding jet splattered deep inside her body.
And in the confines of her little bed we clutched at each other as if drowning, our muffled cries of ecstasy filling the room. Our bodies were twined together, muscles straining, her face pressed into my neck and her legs locked around me. Her pussy was milking me with strong rhythmic contractions and my sperm pumped freely - long, searing ribbons of boiling jism splattering against the walls of her cunt, filling the nooks and crevices around her cervix and oozing back along my shaft to bubble around her fluttering lips. I could hear her crying, telling me that she loved me and that she always would - and my own voice responding, lost in wonder at the girl underneath me...my sister.
And at last the storm subsided and we lay still, the chill of the evening air cooling the sweat on our bodies. My cock was still embedded inside her and I could feel the product of our lovemaking leaking around it, dripping over my balls to stain the sheets beneath us. I pushed myself up and gazed at her face: at her shining eyes and smiling mouth, and I heard her voice soft in the silence of the room.
"Stay inside me, David," she said. "Stay and fuck me all night."
*****
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Falling For Jennifer. Ch 02
Prologue. August 2011
Jennifer Elizabeth Robertson stared out of the window, her grey eyes seemingly fixed on the far end of the garden where the tumbledown shed sagged against the fence, partially obscured by the tangle of brambles and hawthorn. Aside from herself the house had been empty for a year or so and it was quiet in the sunlit kitchen in which she stood, apart from the thin cries of children playing at the local school and the low grumble of earth moving equipment two streets down.
Her mind was on the envelope lying on the kitchen table behind her. She recalled the many addresses scribbled on its face as people redirected it, and wondered how it had ever reached her. She remembered the body blow in her chest when she recognized who it was from, and how she had carefully propped it up against the sugar bowl whilst she went about her chores, delaying the moment when she would open it because she wasn't sure if the growl of excitement in her belly was greater or less than the sense of dread of what it might say. Twice she had gone to fling it in the bin but on each occasion she had stopped, aware that not knowing what was inside would be infinitely worse than knowing.
She gave a little sigh and turned away from the window, her eyes scanning the little kitchen that seemed to be her world now. The morning dishes were already washed and put away and her laundry was out in the pale winter sunshine to dry. Her bed was made and the house dusted and there was really nothing to stop her from opening the letter and reading it, other than her own hesitation. She could hear the grandfather clock in the hallway ticking, ticking, reverberating though the old wooden floors and infiltrating her thoughts like a stentorian heartbeat pulsing in the silence of the house. With a sudden sense of dread she imagined it to be his heart and that each beat consumed a little of what was left, and if she waited too long it would wind down and stop - and she would never see him again.
It was the motivation Jen needed, and she sat down and picked up the envelope. It was thin and cheap and stained by the dust and dirt of its journey across the country, but the handwriting was clear and firm and confident. She turned it over in her hand and slipped a finger under the flap, tearing it open to retrieve the single sheet of paper, and she saw that it had only a few lines written upon it.
Hey Jen,
They say that blood is thicker than water, which may be why we battle our own with more energy and gusto than we would ever expend on strangers. Now time and distance have made me a stranger too, so perhaps the battle has moved on? I hope so.
Isn't it time now, my heart? Can't we at the very least be friends?
Call me.
David.
(dgriffiths9@hotmail.com)
Taped below the words was a scrap of material of faded blue. Jen touched the silken threads and the frayed lace edging with her fingertips and she remembered it even after all of these years, just as he had known she would.
In the little kitchen of her cramped and silent house she clasped the tattered fragment of her past and her mind whirled back to another time - of long sunny days of dreams and laughter when they were young and carefree, when they thought the good times would never end.
And she rested her head in her hands and she remembered.
November 2000
"I just don't know what's got into you two this morning!"
Jen could see that her mother was put out - not really angry, but clearly miffed by what she saw as odd behavior with no apparent reason. She liked her life to be ordered and when something happened without any explanation she was perplexed by it.
"I don't know what you mean, Mum." Jen tried hard not look at David, who was sitting opposite her at the little kitchen table. He was pulling a face that his mother couldn't see because she was behind him, and Jen was trying not to laugh but it didn't work. She felt her lips twitching and hurriedly turned the giggle into a cough.
"There you go again!" Katherine Griffith's eyes were icy blue. "You're possessed, the pair of you! If I didn't know better I'd say you were up to no good." She turned and stomped back to the sink before firing a final shot. "And when you and your brother have control of yourselves - if you ever do - then bring your dirty dishes and wash them up!"
Jen didn't care. It was as if she was on a high, soaring into the dizzy, rarefied air of elation where everything she perceived was crisp and clean and sharp. She could still taste David on her lips and under her dressing gown she could smell exactly what they had been up to - the musky odour of his semen blended with her own juices, drying on the satin skin of her thighs. She glanced at him. He had stopped clowning and was gazing at her, his blue eyes soft like a puppy's. She saw how his hair curled softly at the collar of his shirt and how the breadth of his chest filled it, and she remembered the rubbery feel of his muscles as she clasped him, crying out in the night at what he was doing to her. She felt her vulva open at the memory, releasing a little of what he had inserted there last night.
She shot him a warning glance as their mother turned again, her voice still shrill.
"And where were you this morning, David? Your work phoned at seven, looking for you to come in and when I knocked on your door you weren't there!"
"Er - it's Saturday. I went for a run this morning, Mum. Do you think they still want me?"
She shook her head in exasperation. "Don't bother! The manager said he'd call up someone else to come in. I thought you were trying to save a little money."
David nodded, his eyes on his sister. At seven that morning he'd still been in her bed, her naked and exhausted body curled around his. It was a good job his mother hadn't gone the extra ten paces and looked in Jen's room. He saw that she had had the same thought, her face paling at what might have happened had they been caught.
"Are you listening to me, young man?!"
"Er, yes, Mum. Yes, I am trying to save money, but I can't be everywhere at once. Sometimes there are more important things to do." He looked at his sister again, remembering the vigor of their lovemaking and he was seized by a need to be reckless. "I needed the exercise and I feel much better for having it," he said with a straight face. Jen was looking away, her expression stricken.
"Well, perhaps you could leave a note or something... I felt a fool having to tell him I didn't know where you were."
David imagined the sort of note he would have had to leave. 'Dear Mum. Please don't disturb me as I am fucking Jen in her room. Love, David.' The thought triggered another memory - his sister kneeling on the rumpled bed with her legs askew, the twin globes of her ass as pale as alabaster in the moonlight and the crevice between them in mysterious shadow as he thrust into her. He felt his cock harden and he looked across the table, wanting to hold her again. He couldn't imagine getting through the whole day without being inside her again.
"Well," his mother said. "I can't stop around here all day - I'm out with Gladys this morning." She dried her hands on a tea towel and regarded her children with glittering eyes. "Do you think you'd be able to do your chores this morning, or are you so daft as to be completely useless?" She undid her apron and hung it on the hook by the fridge. "I'll be back about twelve." She made it sound like a deadline.
The two sat looking at each other until the door slammed, and then Jen rose to her feet and practically ran the three steps to his chair. She straddled him, her hands on his face and her lips at his, laughing into his mouth, touching his hair.
"God I can't believe she didn't catch us! We are so stupid, David -" she could feel his hands sliding inside her gown, pushing it open to touch her breasts. Her nipples were hard already, like ripe gooseberries in his palms. "We have three whole hours -"
"I want you again, Jen." His mouth was on her neck, lips caressing the soft skin under her ears. "I can't get enough of you."
She leaned back, her arms around his neck to steady herself. Her gown was open and her thighs were either side of his. She could feel the coarse material of his jeans pressing against her sex, and she could feel the heat of wanting in her belly. "Well, here I am, David, so take me...where are you?"
He reached down and opened his zip, drawing himself out with difficulty. Jen stood up to give him a little room, watching as his cock appeared. It was rock hard, the glans thick and purple and angry. He held it upright and she moved forward and engaged herself on it, feeling the head pressing against the swollen lips of her pussy and she held herself there, poised above him.
"Are you sure you're up for this, Mister?" her eyes were twinkling with mischief and desire.
He groaned at the silken touch of her labia, but held still. "God, yes! Put it in."
"You won't die from lack of blood to the brain?"
"I'll die if you don't put it in."
"Let me check if you're ready." She reached down and seized the shaft, gripping it near the base between her forefinger and thumb. "Hmmm. Is that you, David, or did you drop a rolling pin in your lap?" She giggled and moved her fingers, rubbing the tip against herself, leaving a smear of silver on the purple flesh of his knob.
"Put it in...Put it in." He was panting.
"Tut, tut!! You boys are always in such a hurry." She eased forward and down, peering between her legs to watch the head slip inside her, and she drew her hand away. "Is that better?"
"Ah, yes! Now deeper!"
"Ah-ah. Not so fast. Let him play at the doorway for a while." She flexed her thighs, jiggling up and down a little so that just the head of his cock slipped in and out of her with soft slurping noises. "It's nice to play a little...don't you agree?"
"Yes...oh, God yes. Shit, that's good! You've no idea how good that feels, Jen." He put his hands around her waist, feeling the warmth of her body and the way she moved as she impaled herself on him. Both of them were looking down at the point of their union, watching how his glans appeared and disappeared. It was coated with the thick white discharge of their juices and the soft sucking sound of her flesh added to their pleasure.
Jen lowered herself further and grunted as his cock penetrated her more deeply, pushing aside the tender flesh of her vagina to reach up towards her belly. A sunbeam was streaming in through the little window, falling on them like a spotlight on an erotic act in a show. She could see motes of dust suspended in the air like specks of matter exploding from the intensity of her feelings for him. She observed the glints of red and copper in his hair, and the way his skin was burnished almost gold in its ethereal light. She rested her fingertips on his face, tracing the lines of pleasure and emotion, and she saw the warm curve of his mouth and the glint of his teeth behind the soft lips. A wave of almost unbearable emotion flooded through her.
"I love you." She said softly. "I love you so much."
David laughed. "You didn't say that a week ago." He leaned forward and pressed his mouth to her nipple, teasing it with his lips.
"I didn't love you a week ago."
He looked up at her face feigning surprise "Really? Shucks, you had me fooled. Every time I saw your pussy it was wringing wet."
"That didn't mean I loved you. I was just...horny."
"And now you love me," David said. He had closed his eyes, savoring the delicious slide of his cock into the tight warmth of his sister's body. He thought that he loved her too, but he didn't want to tell her so he tried to be lighthearted. "And I bet you say that to all the boys," he said.
Jen felt the sting of his words but they were drowned out by the intensity of their lovemaking. She hunkered down and rotated her hips a little as she engulfed him, delighting in the groan of satisfaction it drew from his lips.
"No," she whispered to herself. "No, I don't. It's only you."
*****
They both thought that that hot, passionate summer would last forever. Hot nights, lying in her bed playing, playing; sharing kisses like drizzled honey, the warmth and elasticity of her flesh and the rigid hardness of his... slotting together, crafted for one another. So much sperm, pumping, pumping, spraying into her body; and then the slow drip of their juices into the weave of the sheets, staining the linen so that Jen feared her mother would notice and took to washing them herself. The feeling of bruised flesh; the rash on her face from his unshaven chin. The long slow exhaustion of each day, buoyed by the certain knowledge of the illicit pleasure to be drawn from one other each night. Whispering, whispering, terrified of discovery but helpless to resist.
They were seized by a kind of madness and took incredible chances, barely waiting for the click of the door latch behind their mother before falling on each other. At first their bodies were the source of mystery but as time went by they gradually became familiar places - the hills and secret valleys intimately explored, sources of endless gratification. Each learned the ways of the other: where to touch and what to do to prolong the intensity, to hold back the pinnacle of their pleasure for a while longer to allow it to build like a monstrous tsunami until it came crashing down, sweeping them away in a torrent of almost unbearable ecstasy. She saw how his eyelids fluttered when he came, his hands like steel claws on her flesh as he struggled to contain the storm-surge of pleasure - and he saw how she held her bottom lip in her little white teeth to muffle the groans of her ecstasy as her body twitched underneath him.
And after their passion was sated they whispered together in the silence of the night, their minds coming together just as their bodies had done, fusing them into an entity that in their blindness they thought would last a lifetime.
A Saturday in Autumn, the leaves scattered over the garden, clumped together in windrows against the fence. A job to be done, shared together as they so often did now. David stood by the shed, watching her raking and laughing when the little gusts of wind scattered them again. She turned on him. "Don't just stand there, you useless article!" She was laughing too. "Get the bag and help me."
He stooped and she pushed the leaves into the bag but when she turned for more he tipped them over her in a rustling cascade of red and gold. She screamed and flung down the rake and seized handfuls to throw at him, her cheeks flushed with excitement and her eyes sparkling with fun as he flung them back. She managed to stuff some into his jumper and then run away giggling until he cornered her at the back of the shed and held a handful above her head.
"No don't, David!" she was shrieking, trying to fend him off.
"Surrender, then!"
"Never! We're quits!"
He dropped half of them on her head. "Surrender!"
She was trapped in the corner between the shed and the fence, hemmed in by his body and the constraint of his arms. His face was close to hers and she could see the deep indigo-blue of his eyes and the softness of his mouth, laughing with her. There were bits of leaves in the strands of his hair where she had crushed them against his head, and his lips were slightly apart as he caught his breath. Jen stopped struggling and gazed up at him, a surge of longing sweeping over her. She leaned forward in sudden passivity, her face tilted up.
"OK, OK. I surrender...take me. I'm your slave."
David placed his mouth over hers and his tongue snaked into her mouth. The fringe of her hair tickled his forehead and he could taste a hint of peppermint and coffee on her breath. Her arms came around him, holding tight and he could feel the press of her breasts against his chest and the thrust of her pelvis against his. He dropped the leaves and encircled her, one hand around her waist and the other on one of her soft, warm breasts. His heart was hammering. She was delicious - a warm, vibrant animal, and she was his. His cock reared up, painfully constrained in his pants and he felt it pressing against her pubis.
Jen leaned back against the rough timber wall of the shed and lifted one leg to twine it about his, opening herself a little, rotating her hips against his groin. Even through the layers of clothes she could feel his length pressing against her clitoris and her pussy opened like a flower.
"Oh God, David," she was moaning, whispering between the kisses, her lips crushing his. "We can't...not here. Someone will see us."
"There's no one here." He was fumbling with his belt, his mouth against her skin. "God, I need you!"
Jen felt the rasp of his buckle against her and then the clasp of his hands on her buttocks as he hoisted her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her back against the shed wall to support her. She looked furtively around, deciding that they were hidden from curious neighbours and from the main house. His fingers were scrabbling against the gusset of her panties to pull them clear and she reached down to help him, wrenching the material aside and locating the head of his cock against her opening before wrapping her arms around his neck. The turn of events had happened so quickly that she was still dry and his cock pressed hard against her without entering. Jen felt him trying to adjust it.
"No!" her voice was low and urgent. "Leave it! Let me take you in when its ready....keep still."
David nodded, his mouth barely touching hers. He brushed over her lips with the tip of his tongue, tasting her again, pushing them open a little. Her weight was pressing down on him, bending his rod as it struggled to enter her and he shifted his hands to allow his fingers to reach her sex. He could feel moisture on his fingertips as her body reacted to him, and he drew her vulva apart to ease his entry. The resistance suddenly melted and he sank into her deeply.
Jen arched her back as he entered her. She could feel the sill of the shed window pressing into the small of her back and she released his neck and grasped it with both hands, levering herself upwards a little. The angle of his penetration altered, pressing against her clitoris, and she writhed against him, sucking him in deeper and rotating her hips to rub against his pubic bone. She could feel the sun on her face and somewhere in an adjacent tree a bird was chirping, but apart from that the garden was silent and she bit down on her bottom lip to stop herself groaning in pleasure.
David grasped her buttocks tightly and began to thrust into his sister, matching the rhythm as she levered herself up and down on the windowsill. Her back was against the window, the material of her coat making small squeaking noises on the glass as she rose and fell; she was leaning forward with her face against his and her hair tickled his neck, and he could feel the tight suck of her cunt as it slid up and down on his shaft.
"Oh, Christ, David!" she was mumbling, almost, her voice disjointed and broken with pleasure. "Ah....yes, oh fuck...yes, baby. So good....do it! Do it faster!" His strokes were long and deep, levering aside the trembling walls of her cunt and her juices were flowing freely now and she wondered idly if it would stain the front of his pants. Her hands fluttered around his neck like trapped birds as the pleasure seized her and she moaned against his skin. "Ah, yes! Deeper...fuck, fuck - deeper, baby!"



David felt a building wave of lust as he fucked his sister. The suddenness of the circumstances urged him on: the feel of the air against his buttocks and the warmth of her cunt as it gripped him. He could hear the traffic on the freeway to the south and the song of the bird above him. His fingers touched her at the point of his penetration, sliding over the slippery oil of their union to press against his shaft as it pistoned into her. He began to hammer deeper, his hips thrusting sharply and her body thumped violently against the shed with the force of his strokes. Jen wrapped her hands around his head and clung to him, riding the storm. She imagined how her pussy would look in the open air beneath her, the lips of her vulva clinging to his turgid flesh each time he thrust forward, and how the long strands of his sperm would fall from her when they were done.
The vision tripped her over the edge and she came. A thin wail broke from her lips and she crushed his head with her arms, feeling the sudden warmth of his own climax as he emptied into her body. He fell against her, jerking spasmodically, only the wall of the shed holding them upright and the rough material of her coat muffled his cries of pleasure. For long moments they clung to each other as his cock pulsed and twitched inside her - and then the storm-surge faded and the light and colours of their surroundings gradually returned. She felt him withdraw and she released her thighs from his waist to stand up on trembling legs.
"Jesus, David. How the hell did that happen?" She smiled up at him, her eyes sparkling. "One minute you're raking and the next you're raping."
David laughed, his teeth white against the tan of his skin. "You have that effect on me, Sis." He turned his head on the side slightly and regarded her. "Now, if you'll turn around and bend over we can do the other side."
She shook her head. "Not on your life! I'm full....in fact, I'm overflowing" She reached down and pulled aside the gusset of her pants just in time to release a thin stream of his sperm. It fell onto the ground, splattering onto the crushed and trampled leaves at her feet - white and brown and gold, and she laughed. "Now we're both empty!"
Neither was aware of the blue eyes of their mother, watching from the kitchen of the house. Kath had come home and was unpacking the shopping when a movement at the end of the garden caught her eye, and she stopped to look. She thought at first that it was something trapped inside the shed but she gradually realised that it was someone behind the building, hidden from view except through the grimy little window just visible through its open door; and as she watched, the rhythm of the movement became more frenetic: the light alternately blocked and revealed, as if a blanket was flapping against the panes of glass. And then the obstruction was suddenly removed and she perceived Jennifer there, laughing at something and looking down at the ground.
In a sudden moment of clarity she understood without a shadow of doubt what her daughter had been doing and she swayed against the kitchen worktop to support herself, for her legs seemed to have lost their strength. Her heart was hammering in her chest and a heavy feeling of dread welled inside her. She knew she should turn away but she could not, and so she waited, watching for movement through the distant little panes of glass and hearing the clock in the hallway ticking, ticking, like a metronome measuring the last normal moments of her life. And in those long seconds the odd little things she had noticed about her children clicked together in her mind like finely machined parts of a puzzle and she knew, even before her son and daughter appeared before her horrified eyes, that all of the dreams and hopes she had had for them were gone.
With anguished eyes Kath watched them approaching the house. Jen's face was turned towards her brother, gazing at him. Her lips were open and her eyes sparkled and her face was flushed with the glow of a lover. Kath saw how their hands were entwined and how her son kissed his sister on the lips and how the girl responded. She tried to turn away but she could not and so she remained as the couple grew closer until, inevitably, her daughter looked up and perceived her mother's anguished face at the window and she stopped in her tracks.
For a long moment the two stared at each other. Kath saw the shock of understanding on her daughter's face and the sudden flood of shame and guilt in her eyes and she knew that somehow this had always been ordained - that her children would submit to the sins of their own flesh and that her life would always be one of disappointment at what could have been, but now was lost.
And in that moment the pain struck her: a crushing, monstrous storm that seized the left side of her body and twisted her over as she gasped and scrabbled at the tilting kitchen bench for support, before falling to her knees and sliding to the floor. She could not scream for the pain was too great and so she lay on the cold tiles and gasped, recognizing the signs, wanting to live but watching the cone of her vision as it dwindled and contracted to nothing. And in the darkness the sound of a great wind filled her head, stripping away her consciousness like a gale peeling away the cladding of an ancient house, and the comfort and security of her life was torn from her mind and flung aside in a tumult of noise and chaos.
And presently, the storm diminished and there was only a rustling sibilance of awareness, like the scrabbling of a rodent in the dark corners of her brain, and the thin and distant cries of her incestuous children as they ran to her twitching form.
*
"Will she live, Doctor?"
Jen held the white-coated sleeve of the cardiologist, and she peered into his face with concern. "I understand what you have told me - but what does it mean? Will she live?"
He sighed. Explaining the technicalities of what had happened to a person's heart was easy, just as a mechanic could tell you of damage to the engine of your car. He was comfortable with that - it was dispassionate, technical, dealing with facts and figures and percentages. Telling this girl that her mother would never function properly again was difficult, for it strayed into emotion. He sometimes thought of the irony of his position: being able to deal with the architecture of such a wondrous organ, but being unable to do justice to the emotions that were attributed to it - love and compassion and understanding.
He tried to choose his words carefully. "Your mother - Kath, isn't it? - well, as I've explained, she's suffered a myocardial infarcation...a heart attack. There is significant damage to the venticular chamber of her heart...there will be scarring and permanent loss of function." He could see that his words had not answered the girl's question, and he tried again. "It's difficult to be certain what the prognosis might be, but if she survives I think she must be prepared for quite a different lifestyle." His eyes glittered through the little glasses and he nodded as if satisfied by his explanation. "Yes, quite different. Now, I must go and see my other patients." He turned away and stroke briskly down the wide corridor with its blue painted doors and the bright florescent lights.
A nearby nurse heard the exchange and saw the look of helplessness on Jen's face as she stared after the physician. She came over and took her hand. "Look love," she said. "I'm not supposed to say anything but I've seen a lot of these. I'm off shift in a few minutes...do you want to have a coffee and I'll tell you what I think."
The coffee was awful but the canteen was warm and the press of people there was somehow better than the deserted corridors of the wards. Jen wrapped her hands around the cup as she listened to what the nurse was saying.
"It was a bad one...I saw the xrays and the scans....as bad as I've ever seen. I'm sorry." She touched Jen's sleeve to deliver a little comfort. "That's not to say she won't make it though."
"So when will we know?"
The nurse shrugged a little. "A few days. It's good that she got through the surgery, though. I'd say 48 hours, perhaps, and then another week or two in intensive care."
"Will she be normal?"
The woman regarded her. She knew she shouldn't be venturing such opinions but she had seen so many people worried because they didn't know what was happening. It was better to be told, even if it was only her view. "Look, I'm not a cardiologist, or a neurosurgeon, so don't be holding me to any of this - but I heard them say that there is no apparent damage to the brain from lack of oxygen. It's all about her heart." She regarded Jen with sympathetic eyes. "If she pulls through it will be physical changes...you know, perhaps she will need to get about in a wheelchair with an oxygen mask; taking it really easy. She won't be able to do anything physical, I'm afraid." She paused to sip at her coffee and tried to be positive. "But the body can do things to repair itself - given time. She might improve, or perhaps even get a transplant if the chance comes."
Jen nodded. "Did she say anything?"
The woman shook her head. She was attractive in a sort of common way, with dyed blonde hair and a direct gaze. "Not a word. What happened?"
"She collapsed in the kitchen."
"I see." She glanced at her watch. "Look, I have to go." She looked at Jen inquiringly. "Are you by yourself?"
"Yes."
"Do you have somewhere to stay? I - um, well, you could stay with me if you wanted. It's only a little place but it's nearby and I'm on my own...a bedsitter, really." Her eyes were on Jen's face and her expression made it clear what the invitation involved.
Jen shook her head. "No, no, thanks." She smiled and touched the woman's hand. "Really, that's very kind of you, but I'm not - I mean, I really don't need anything."
The nurse nodded. "I understand." She stood up and pulled her coat over her shoulders. "Well - good luck. With your Mum I mean."
Jen watched her as she walked away. She wondered if everyone was on the take, searching for gratification without regard for others, and it reminded her of her mother who was at death's door because of what she had done. The burden of guilt suddenly seemed overwhelming and for the first time since it had happened she held her head in her hands and wept.
January 2001
Father John Tobias should never have been a Priest, at least if you considered religion and ethics as desirable traits for a man of the cloth. In truth he had little of either but had decided early in life that some professions provided greater opportunity to pursue his ambitions than others did - and wearing a dog collar was the best of them all. He was smart enough to know that you had to work hard if you wanted to reap what you deserved, and so he went about the business of the church with due diligence, undertaking his duties with humility and professionalism and plucking the ripe fruit of vulnerable and lonely people. In the two years of being the local Priest he had already amassed a considerable nest egg from several elderly widows who valued his companionship, and was intimate with three younger women who valued what was under his cassock.
He had been summoned to the regional hospital to administer last rites at the request of a woman there and he hurried along the corridor of the hospital to get the job done. He was meeting one of his more uninhibited parishioners later that afternoon and did not want to be late for what promised to be some illicit and energetic sex.
He entered the hospital room, remembering to put on a suitably grave expression. The woman was propped up in the hospital bed and her face was pinched and grey.
"Good afternoon, my child." He spoke gently, his voice pitched at just the right level of sympathy and understanding. "And how are you today?"
Kathrine opened her eyes and regarded the figure before her. She understood that today was her last on this earth and she would be leaving it without regret. She could feel the thready little beat of her damaged heart and knew it would not last for much longer - but there was one last job to be done and the means to do it had just arrived.
"Hello Father."
He smiled. The old biddy really did look sick - perhaps this wouldn't take too long. "I understand you want me to administer the Last Rites, my child." He took her hand, looking into the troubled blue eyes. "Have you been accepted into the bosom of the Catholic Church, and have you taken of Communion recently?" He watched with relief as she nodded. "Very well." He gathered his accoutrements quickly and leaned over her to begin the sanctification in a low and clear voice. "O Holy Hosts Above, I call upon thee..."
Kath lay on the thin mattress and waited. She didn't much care about this but it was necessary to get the priest to her bedside, so she listened patiently until at last the words of the Benediction came from his lips. '...and thus I do commend thy Servant Katherine into the arms of our Lord on Earth, our Lord Jesus Christ, Preserver of all mercy and reality...' She felt his fingers tracing the crucifix onto the dry parchment of her skin, and then it was done and he went to turn away with a final murmur of comfort.
She reached up and plucked at his sleeve. "Wait! There is one more matter, Father, that I must tell you about."
For a moment she thought she saw a flash of anger in his eyes, but it was quickly snuffed out and replaced by an expression of sympathetic attention. He leaned close to her. "Yes, what is it, my child?"
"Well, Father. It's about my children. They need your guidance and care..." and she told him everything, whispering softly into his ear, not noticing how he turned his face aside to conceal his expression of avarice and glee as he heard her dying words.
*
Mary McGuire was a comely girl of 28 whose husband was a long distance truck driver. The employment suited them both, for it gave him the opportunity to visit the many boarding houses and brothels of the roads on which he traveled - which she knew all about; and it gave her the opportunity to entertain gentlemen in her bed - of which he knew nothing. It always amused Mary to think that when he came home his balls were usually empty of his sperm whilst her vagina was always full of someone else's.
She was crouching on the sofa in the lounge of her house, her breasts swinging pendulously as Father John Tobias humped her from behind. Little grunts of pleasure escaped from her lips, for he had a very large cock that bottomed out with each thrust. She loved the feeling of being mounted like some animal with the grip of his hands on her shoulders to ensure every millimetre of his shaft was stuffed into her willing body; and she delighted in the slap of his balls against the soft skin of her inner thighs. She had already come twice - the sheen of her juices was shining on her thighs and she could hear the wet suck of her cunt on the thick shaft sliding into it.
She reached back and seized his hips, pulling them back and forth in time to his thrusting. "Christ, Father, that's good! Fuck me harder!"
"You shouldn't take the Lord's name in vain, Mary. You'll be punished if you do."
She giggled. "I'm being punished now, Father, but perhaps you can think of more severe ways to make me repent."
"I'll smite you mightily with my staff."
"From the inside, Father. Deep into the well of my soul."
He laughed. Mary was always good fun and she knew how to fuck, too. He looked down at the point of their union, watching how his cock slid into her. Her anus was pressed out with each stroke and he decided that today might be the day he took her there, too. Perhaps he could adapt a biblical quote for that... 'Get thee in my behind, Satan,' - or maybe something witty about the labors of an Ass. He resolved to research it - perhaps he could even weave it into his Sunday sermon, when only he and Mary would understand the context. He laughed at the thought of all the other puritanical pricks in the congregation missing the delicious irony of it.
"What's so funny?"
"I was thinking of a confession I heard today."
"What was it?" Mary liked to hear what people had to say, although he generally didn't tell her who they were. She was an inveterate gossip.
"A woman who told me that her son and daughter were having it off. She wanted me to do something about it...for some reason it troubled her soul, although I can't imagine why. I thought it was rather a good use of available resources."
Mary twisted around so she could see his face. "You're not serious! What, here - in this town?"
John nodded without breaking his rhythm. "Sure. There's a fair bit of incest that goes on - but this one is unusual because it's consensual. She thinks that its been going on for a while...she noticed them mooning over each other, looking for excuses to be together. She even went into her daughter's room and inspected the sheets." He laughed. "Apparently they were as stiff as a board."
"That doesn't prove anything...she could just have a leaky pussy." She paused for a moment. "Mine leaks from time to time, especially after you've filled it."
"In which case your sheets would be stiff too, Mary. Besides, she caught them at it in the garden and that dispelled any doubts at all...apparently he was fucking her against the side of the shed."
"Really? I suppose that's why it's called a tool shed." She laughed at her little joke. "Who were they?"
"No one you know," he said carefully. "Anyway, they're orphans now. She died just after I left the hospital and the father's been gone for years."
Mary considered his words, and a silence settled in the room except for the squeaks of the ancient springs in the sofa and the soft wet slurp of their genitals. "So what will you do about it?" she asked eventually.
He thought about the question, savoring the slide of his shaft into her body as he did so. There was something very satisfying about fucking someone else's wife while you talked about consensual incest. He wondered if having your cock inside your sister would feel different to any other woman, and decided it would. Too bad he didn't have a sister to try it out on.
"Nothing," he said. "If they want to fuck their brains out, good on them! Still, you never know when it might be a useful bit of information." He didn't tell Mary that he intended to check the girl out - perhaps he could blackmail her to get a bit of pussy. He hoped that she was good looking and very young, and the thought of how tight her cunt would be spurred him on.
He crouched over Mary's back and thrust harder, hearing her squeal as she wriggled underneath him, feeling the head of his cock swelling even more - a sure sign that he was about to come. "Fuck, Mary!" his voice was breathless. "Oh, fuck - here it comes!"
A geyser of his semen leapt from the eye of his cock and its scalding heat triggered her own climax. Her body went rigid and her pussy spasmed around him, squeezing his shaft in powerful contractions. She screamed with the intensity of it, her shrill cries drowning out his guttural moans of pleasure as he hosed his seed into her, splattering it over the undulating walls of her cunt to seethe and bubble around the neck of her uterus.
At length his emission diminished and their limbs gradually grew still. Father John could feel his shaft twitching inside the woman and he closed his eyes and concentrated on the last vestiges of his pleasure until that stopped as well. He reached down and carefully disengaged his cock, leaning back to watch his spunk dribble out of her, and he laughed with delight.
"Will you look at that, Mary! Wow, there's gallons of it." He regarded the flow for a moment. "You know, that reminds me of that quote from the book of John, Chapter 10 I think it was: 'I came that you may have and enjoy life and have it in abundance, until it overflows' . He laughed again at his cleverness and then carefully wiped his dick on the wad of tissues she had thoughtfully provided, and his thoughts turned to the delicious possibilities of the girl.



*
"I was very sorry to hear of your mother's death, Miss Griffiths."
Jen gave the Priest a little smile. She had always felt uncomfortable around him, but he seemed sincere enough, and Lord knows, there was no one else to talk to as the only other two people had left.
Father Tobias's dark eyes were watching her and she felt compelled to reply. "That's kind of you to say, Father." She glanced around the room, at the plates of uneaten food and the empty chairs. "I'm surprised so few people accepted our invitation to the wake - there were so many at the funeral, I would have expected a few more."
"Ah, well, people are busy, Miss Griffiths." He rotated his head to look around the room, and she saw that his clerical collar was too big. She was reminded of a turtle rotating its scrawny neck through the carapace of its shell. "And where would your brother be?" he asked.
"He offered to take Mrs Williams home."
John Tobias smiled. He new that the old widow lived a good half hour away, which gave him plenty of time. He leaned forward to close the gap between himself and the girl. She was still wearing a black dress of mourning, but even that couldn't hide the luscious swell of her breasts or the firm voluptuousness of her body. She had a direct manner about her, too, and he knew instinctively that she would be good in bed. No wonder her brother was porking her.
"There is a little matter I need to discuss with you - ah, Jennifer."
"Certainly, Father. Perhaps you could help me to tidy up while you do." She lifted a plate of sandwiches and walked through to the kitchen, setting them on the table and moving to the sink to wash up.
He followed her, watching the curtain of her hair as it brushed against the creamy white skin of her neck. She had her back to him and he stood close enough to smell the fragrance of her perfume and to see the outline of her bra straps through the material of her dress. He could feel himself getting hard. "It's about your relationship with your brother," he said.
Jennifer stopped what she was doing and turned around slowly. He was very close but her back was to the sink and she could not move. She tried to keep her tone calm. "What do you mean, Father?"
"I mean that you are having carnal knowledge of one another."
The shock of his words was like a punch to the belly, and it robbed her of coherent words. She stood before him, mesmerized by his black eyes, like a snake before a charmer. She felt his hands reach up to grasp her shoulders and his words poured into her senses like a tide of warm molasses, so thick and cloying that she could not move.
"You see, your mother told me, Jennifer...what she saw, and what it meant. You and David, your brother. It killed her, you know." He saw her shake her head in denial, her face white and strained. "Yes, yes, it did. I was there." He gripped her shoulders more tightly. "It killed her, and it will turn everyone else against you too.
"But I didn't - we didn't..."
Father John laughed. "Oh, but you did! In the garden, in your bed..." he looked around the room. "Even in here, Jennifer, bent over the sink while he took you." He saw from her eyes that it was true. "She wrote it all down in a signed affidavit," he lied. "Do you want people to see it? Do you want everyone to know?"
She stared at him without speaking, shocked beyond words. "Do you realise what will happen to you if they do?" he said, "the headlines in the papers, destroying your life. Your friends laughing at you, shunning you, work colleagues whispering poison behind your back. You'll lose your job - there'll be nothing for you....and then the Police will come. It will mean shame and ruin, Jennifer. Is that what you want?"
She stared up at him, her eyes huge in her face, and she shook her head.
"I can help you. I can take that all away. Your life will still be the same." He could see the hope flare in her eyes, and he spoke earnestly, watching the play of expressions on her face. "You cannot keep on with your brother - you must look to another relationship. I can help you, Jennifer. I can teach you how to love another and we can keep this a secret, just you and me - but you must do anything I ask."
"I'll do anything."
He smiled. It was so easy. "Then come to the Rectory tomorrow after lunch. Just you, alone."
For a moment he thought she would refuse but then she nodded, a little bob of he head. Her eyes were on his face and he could see her lips trembling. He felt a surge of power at his control over her, and the thought that she would soon be his. His cock hardened rapidly as he imagined what he could do to her slim, golden body. He slid his hands over her shoulders, cupping her face, feeling the warm velvet of her skin under his fingertips. Her mouth was slightly open and her grey eyes were on his, mesmerized. He fancied he could feel her sexual energy crackling and buzzing through his fingers and the thought of possessing her swept away the last vestiges of his control. He seized her neck and pulled her close, thrusting his hips forward to rub his engorged member against her pubis, and he pressed his lips over hers.
For just a moment Jennifer was too surprised to act, then with an explosive grunt she flung him backwards with a powerful thrust of her arms. He stumbled back, crashing into the table, and he lost his balance and fell heavily on to the floor.
"You dirty little pervert!" Her voice was harsh, stabbing into his ears like shards of glass. "You dirty little prick! Do you think for one moment I'd go with you?!" In three steps she was beside him, leaning down towards his startled face. "Do you think you can offer me a relationship, you shit! All you want is to put your pious little prick in me!" She stepped back. "Get out! Get out of my house!"
Father John scrabbled to his feet and backed away, watching her. He smoothed down the rumbled material of his cassock and adjusted his collar where it had become dislodged. She was breathing heavily - he could see her breasts moving up and down and suddenly a wave of burning anger seized him at the thought of what he was being denied.
"You little cunt! Do you think you have any choice?" The measured tones of the Priest were gone and his voice was harsh and ugly. "Make sure you screw your brother tonight, you bitch, because it will be the last time! I'll make you an outcast and your poxy life will be a living hell!" His face was twisted in hatred and flecks of spittle flew from his mouth as the foul words poured out. "One day you'll crawl to me and beg for forgiveness, you slut!" He laughed, a high pitched giggle, and thrust his face forward towards her. "And I'll fling you back in the gutter with all the other whores I rejected!"
He turned and left the room, the door swinging behind him, and Jen sank down on one of the kitchen chairs. His words rang in her ears like the tolling of a funeral bell: 'It will mean shame and ruin, Jennifer', and although he was nothing but a sick little turd she knew that they were true. The long, frantic nights with David were no longer a secret, and she knew that if the Priest did nothing else he would make it his business to destroy her. And so she held her face in her hands and wept - bitter tears from the well of her soul for a mother lost and a reputation shattered, and for a brother's love that she knew in her heart could never be sustained.
In the morning Jen found the word "Whore" painted on the garage door, and the letter box vandalized, and she understood that it had started.
*****
David Montgomery Griffiths watched with hooded eyes as his latest date climbed over him. She was a small girl but perfectly proportioned, with a trim waist and firm round breasts capped by surprisingly big nipples. She was also very pretty but there was a hardness around her mouth and eyes that seemed out of place in one so young. He felt her little hand grasp his cock, engaging it against the warm wet lips of her vulva, and he saw the curtain of her hair swing down over her face as she bent forward to better see what she was doing.
She lowered her hips and grunted as the head of his cock popped into her, and she held the position for a few moments before removing her hand and gradually impaling herself onto his shaft. They both watched as it skewered into her body, and she gave another little grunt of satisfaction as his heat reached up into her belly.
"Ah, ah!" She wriggled a little bit to adjust to his size, then looked at him with her bright smiling eyes. "Why, Mr Griffiths - that's good! Were you planning to make a deposit tonight, Sir?"
David laughed at the little game she was playing. Sophie was a junior accountant in the finance department of his company and although he was far senior to her, he knew that she was unfazed by rank. They had been out for coffee once or twice and then a dinner date, and this was their first time in bed.
"A sizeable one, Miss Andrews. Can you handle that for me?"
"Of course, Mr Griffiths! I have just the right size deposit box for you." She looked into his face and giggled. "Actually, it feels a little too small."
She began to move gently, her thighs flexing to raise and lower her torso on his cock. She was right - it was deliciously tight, but he could see her cream beginning to coat his shaft as she moved, easing the friction between them. He loved girls that were prolific in their juices, and Sophie promised to have a great deal. He lifted his hands and fondled her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples until they swelled like ripe raspberries, and she tilted her head back and groaned at his touch.
"Ah, that's good."
"Tell me what you like, Sophie."
"I like what you're doing."
"Tell me what you feel, then."
She began to gyrate her hips whilst still raising and lowering herself. Each time she lifted his shaft was exposed, shiny with her juices, sliding out until only the purple glans was embedded in her. She had shaved her pussy and her lips were visible as they grasped the intruder - and she would hold herself there for a few moments before hunkering down to accept him into her body again.
"I can feel you right up inside me....sort of pressing against something...and then -" she lifted herself, gripping his shaft with her vaginal muscles as he withdrew "- I can feel you sliding out...the ridges - your cock head." She looked down again as his glans appeared. "Look, look, David - look at our juice." His bell-end was coated with her cream, and as they watched a dribble of it trickled over the swollen purple flesh. "I've always been wet, but you seem to bring the best out of me." She giggled at the double meaning.
"I love it." David reached forward and scooped some onto his fingertips and pressed it to his mouth. "Ummm. That's good."
Sophie laughed. "You like that, do you? Well, here's some more." She lifted herself off his cock and swung her torso forward to present her pussy to his face. David plunged his mouth over her vulva, his tongue wriggling between her lips to enter into her body. He could taste the sweetness of her juices, as thick and tart as yoghurt.
She was wriggling on his face, her eyes closed in pleasure. "Oh, yes! Ah, just like that. Fuck it with your mouth!" Her thighs were pressed against his cheeks, the flesh smooth and warm, and he could smell the animal musk of her arousal. She was moving against him, undulating her cunt over his face and he could feel her lips squashed against his and her juices coating his mouth and chin. He began to rub the soft inner flesh of his top lip against her clitoris whilst he thrust his tongue in and out, and she trembled against him.
"Oh, yes...Christ, don't stop! Ah, ah, yes David!"
She was like a river, her juice pouring over his chin...sweet cunt juice, nectar on his lips. She trembled against him, becoming frantic as she reached up for the first climax. "Ah, I'm coming, David. Fuck, fuck, oh yessssss -" and her pussy contracted violently in orgasm, ejecting a warm jet of fluid into his mouth as she ground herself against his face. His head was against the pillow with nowhere to go and for a moment he felt he was drowning in cunt, her lips and the warm wet discharge seeming to envelop his whole head; and then she fell free, her tight little buttocks resting on his chest and her eyes bright with lust.
"Fuck me, David," she whispered.
"I will, I will." He pushed her aside and scrabbled to his feet, lifting her on the mattress so she was kneeling before him. She thrust her bottom upwards and opened her thighs, pressing her face to the sheet. Her sex was pushed back and the lips were parted so he could see the succulent wet flesh of her insides. He could see the cream still inside her too, nestling between her lips like the cream in an eclair, and with a groan of lust he stooped down and lapped at her - long, flat strokes over her vulva to draw out her juices, thick as clotted cream his tongue, then onwards to her perineum and the tight, crinkled little bud of her anus. Lapping, lapping, hearing the snuffling sounds of his mouth on her cunt and the thin cries of her pleasure.
And then he was fucking her, pressing the great swollen head of his cock through the wet open lips of her cunt, sliding down through her pelvic girdle into her belly: long, thick strokes, hot and wet and delicious. Long, long strokes into her little body, watching her wriggling as he fucked her...watching her hands gripping the sheets, fluttering like dying birds as the incredible pleasure washed over her: fucking, fucking, sliding his burning knob deeper and deeper into her body until he felt the seeds of his own orgasm building, and he seized her hips and held her tight in that infinitesimal trembling moment of ecstasy whilst his sperm raced up the long shaft like hot magma from the centre of the earth.
Sophie rode his final strokes like a little boat in a storm, and she felt him suddenly stop and seize her hips. Her consciousness slowed, like a clock that is suddenly run at one tenth of the speed: she felt the bulbous head of his cock swelling like a balloon filling with water, and she imagined the cone of her cervix pressing against the end to block the seething tide of his sperm - and then she felt it burst inside her: the first scalding jet splattering deep in her body. Her pussy contracted violently, clasping David's shaft and milking it with hard, rhythmic contractions - sucking long jets of his seed from him. She heard him moaning, grunting as he ejaculated, and she felt his emissions filling her. She looked between her legs and perceived his balls jerking and twitching as they emptied, and she saw that she was indeed full and his sperm was leaking from her vulva to dribble and splatter over the rumpled sheets beneath her.
And after a million years their bodies stopped twitching and he withdrew his shaft, slick and shiny with their juices and he flopped down beside her. Sophie brushed the comma of hair back from his forehead and smiled at him. She wondered why he was still single, and why all of the girls from the bank who had shared his bed talked of him as a lonely, troubled guy who could not commit to more than a night or two of pleasure. She felt the warmth of his seed in her body and the tenderness of her sex where his pubic bone had battered it. She saw the little boy lost look in his eyes and she drew his head to her breasts and cradled him, awash with a post-coital tenderness. I'll be the one, she thought. I'll be the one who brings him back from whatever troubles his soul, and she brushed her fingers over his face like those of a lover.
David lay in the arms of this faceless girl and thought of his sister, just as he had on every day for the last ten years, and he thought his heart would burst with the pain of longing. Nothing had ever been the same since she had gone, and he knew that nothing would. The transient moments of pleasure like those of tonight were only pinpricks of light in a world of grey and black, and he knew that he must do more to find her. The letter he had sent had done nothing, and tomorrow he would try even harder to find her.
His mind spiraled back to the moment when it had all come tumbling down, and they had said goodbye for the last time in that God-forsaken little hovel they had called home.
*****
"I don't think I can go on, David. The Priest was right."
They were lying in their mother's bed - a move insisted by David as it was bigger than either of theirs, but she had never felt comfortable here and her lovemaking had lost its spontaneity because of it. It was difficult to be uninhibited when everything around you was seeped in her memory.
David was angry. "That little bastard! I ought to go to the Rectory and give him something to remember!"
Jen smiled a little at his words. "That's what he wanted me to do."
"I know. Fucking little pervert!"
"I hear that he's over at Mary McGuire's place a lot, when her hubby's not there."
"Really?" David pushed himself up on one elbow to look at her face with interest. "Where did you hear that?"
Jen shrugged. "Round and about. You know what this place is like - full of people with nothing better to do than gossip!" Her voice was bitter.
"I ought to phone the Bishop and tell him what his boy is getting up to."
"Then you would be no better than him."
David shrugged and sank back to the mattress. He had been touching Jen's breast and his fingers resumed that task, brushing lightly over the round creamy globe. He didn't expect to get anywhere, though - she seemed to be too tired to do it much anymore.
"How are things in the village, Jen?"
She shrugged. "No better. I go to the bank and the tellers close just as I get to the front of the queue. It's the same with the supermarket, too, and the woman at the Chemist told me the other day that she didn't want me in the shop any more because I was driving away the older customers." She laughed, a bitter mocking sound. "And I didn't tell you that they've changed my job, did I?"
David sat up again. "No. What's happened?"
"Mr Randall called me into the office. He suggested that I needed a change from the front desk and that he'd decided to give me a research position in the office at the back. I asked him why...he was so embarrassed. He eventually said that people were complaining about me...they were staying away from the shop." She glanced at him. "Not surprisingly, it's less money."
"Isn't that illegal? Discrimination, or something?"
"So who's going to care, David? If I tried to hire Sneddon he'd probably tell me to get fucked." Sneddon was the local lawyer, known for his colourful language outside of the courtroom. Her voice suddenly cracked. "I don't think there's a single person in this whole fucking village who would give me a moment of their time."
But she was mistaken. There were people in the village who were prepared to give her lots of their time - even if it was for all the wrong reasons.
*
There were four of them, and they were waiting for her. They'd been in the local pub since early afternoon and like everyone else had heard about the little tart in Willis Street who was fucking her brother, and who was a disgrace to the village. And so, fired up with alcohol and bravado they made a plan and they all laughed and agreed, for if they didn't teach her a lesson, who would? They knew that every Wednesday she attended the Pilates class in the village hall and would walk home by herself, cutting through the little park just by the graveyard, and so they waited in the shadows for her to arrive.
The gazebo was set back from the main pathway and surrounded by trees and they sprawled on its steps drinking from a bottle of Jim Beam and giggling, their nervousness a palpable thing. One of them was outside the hall with the mobile phone to warn them she was coming, and so they waited and they drank to sustain their bravado: for it was one thing to talk about it but another to do it. The things they needed were behind them on the cold concrete floor - the ropes and the knives and the pillow and the bucket, and there was nothing to do but wait and drink, and laugh at the thought of what was coming.



The mobile phone rang and the leader answered, nodding once before turning it off and warning the others. They set aside their bottles and put the flour sacks over their heads, and they moved into the bushes beside the path in the dappled shadows of yellow and black thrown by the single overhead lamp. The leader crouched at the front of the group, holding a hand up to restrain the others. They could see Jen now, walking quickly with her head down and her hands in her pockets and they could see their companion loitering some distance behind her. She approached quickly, almost silent in her running shoes, her face a pale blur under the hood of her coat. They could see the glint of her eyes as she walked into the pool of light, and they waited a few moments to allow her to pass and then they pounced.
Jen was a strong girl and she struggled, but there were four of them and there was no hope of escape. She tried to scream but they put tape over her mouth and they struck her on the side of the head to stun her, and she felt herself being lifted and carried and flung roughly to the floor of the gazebo. They tied her to one of the supporting columns, sitting up with her back to the rough stonework, and when she came to her senses they were stood over her.
The four figures were dappled and striped by the long black shadows thrown by the columns and ornate balustrade of the gazebo, and their tracksuits looked like military fatigues. Their bodies were elongated by the perspective of her low vantage point so they appeared massive, and the sacks on their heads with the black eyeholes roughly hacked through the dark, mottled cloth were terrifying. She shrank back, her eyes frantic with fear and her low moan of terror was muffled by the tape around her mouth.
"Cut off her clothes." The leader's voice was low and breathless at what was about to happen.
They seized their knives and slit the sleeves of her coat and the legs of her tracksuit, and
she felt their hands on her body, hard fingers as they pulled away the material. They cut the straps to her bra and the triangle of her little white knickers, ripping them aside so she was naked. She heard them laughing, high-pitched and nervous, charged with fear and excitement and power. The taller of them crouched in front of her and leaned forward. Jen could see the glint of eyes through the black holes in the hood.
"This is what we do to girls who fuck their brothers." The voice was low pitched and malevolent and Jen realised with a shock that it was a woman's.
Jen felt them seize her hair and she felt the sting of the blades on her scalp hacking away her locks, the clumps falling on her shoulders and pooling in her lap, shining gold in the thin light. She tried to keep still but pain and fear made her move, and the blades cut her head so the blood ran down over her face and into her eyes. She could smell the rank, stale odour of liquor and cigarettes and the musk of their excitement, and she could hear them whispering and laughing as they worked.
At length the leader stood up. "Bring the tar."
They brought the bucket and she could smell the smoking hot chemical stink of the bitumen, and she writhed in terror at what they were going to do. One of them dipped a brush into the bucket and lifted it above her head, and she screamed in pain as the hot liquid dribbled and splattered on to her naked skin.
"Wait!" The leader stooped forward, inspecting the spots of smoking black tar amidst the hacked golden tufts of Jen's hair, and she waved aside the brush. Even in her befuddled state she realised it was still too hot, and that it would kill her if they used it. She thrust her face close to Jen's and laughed, a bitter little sound without humour. "That's what you'll get next time, you whore," she said. "Leave town. Take your little fuck-boy somewhere else."
The black eye-holes regarded her for a moment longer, and then she nodded at two of the figures and they unzipped their pants and Jen saw the thick uncircumcised heads of their pricks. They stood over her and urinated, the streams of gold steaming slightly in the cold evening air, hosing over her head and shoulders. She could smell the ammoniac stink of their waste and its heat cooled rapidly, chilling her skin as it dripped and trickled into the nooks and crannies of her body.
With a wave of her hand the woman dismissed her companions, and like crabs scuttling away they gathered their things and melted into the darkness. She leaned over Jen once again. "Be glad it wasn't the men in charge, you bitch, or you'd have been fucked to death." Then she too was gone and Jen was left alone and sobbing in the darkness, abused and humiliated.
The young doctor sat by the bed and held Jen's hand. Like everyone else around he had heard the stories about her, but he was not inclined to make judgments based on rumour. He talked quietly to her, aware that the brother was listening too.
"There's no damage, really," he said. "We've removed the spots of tar and we've shaved your head, and your hair will grow back." He regarded her, noting the pallor of her skin and the indigo bruises of fear and fatigue under her eyes. "I've arranged for a counselor to visit in the morning, and I think the police will want an interview as well." He smiled, more to give a sense of normality than through anything else. "They wanted to speak to you tonight but I sent them away."
Jen's voice was low. "No police."
"You've been the victim of a savage and unprovoked attack, Jennifer. Had they used the tar you would certainly have died. You are entitled to the full protection of the law."
"No."
The doctor glanced at David, who shrugged slightly. "Very well. The pills you took help you to sleep and I'll stop by in the morning." He squeezed her hand. "If it's any consolation, Jennifer, I think what has happened to you is appalling, and I'd be happy to have you both as my neighbours any time."
David waited for the doctor to leave the room and he leaned over to kiss her. The light was behind him and his shadow fell across her face as he moved, and in her fear and confusion she thought it was the hooded figure again, come back to finish the job. She shrank from him, her eyes full of terror. "No," she whispered. "No, no, I won't...not ever again." And then she perceived it was David and she saw the pain in his eyes but she turned her head away and closed her eyes, and after a while the pills kicked in and she slept.
David sat by her bed and he thought about what had happened, and the terror she must have felt. He remembered the words of the Priest that she had told him: 'Your friends laughing at you, shunning you, work colleagues whispering poison behind your back. You'll lose your job - there'll be nothing for you....and then the Police will come. It will mean shame and ruin, Jennifer. Is that what you want?' He knew that she must move from the village and start again somewhere else, and in a moment of clarity he knew that she would never take him with her because as long as they were together it would start again. It was finished, and it was better that he end it cleanly.
The clock in the little village church was striking two when David rose stiffly to his feet, his mind made up. Jen was sleeping, the lines of fear and pain eased. Her lashes lay softly on her cheeks and her lips were slightly open and she looked young and beautiful and very vulnerable. He looked down at her, remembering all of the good times they had had together, and he thought his heart would break. He leaned down and kissed her softly on the cheek, and he tiptoed out of the room and shut the door softly behind him, and he went home to pack.
August 2011
David Griffiths was thirty years old and he felt like a kid on his first date. He was sitting at a street table of the little restaurant dressed in his best clothes, nursing a cappuccino. The flowers were on the chair beside him and the present was on the table, carefully wrapped in bright paper and garnished with strands of ribbon in what he thought were her favourite colours.
He glanced again at his watch, and for the fourth time that morning he unfolded the sheet of paper and read her email again.
David,
In your email you said that you've become a stranger, and I guess that's true. Eleven years is a long, long time and we don't even know where the other one lives.
Was it Tennessee Williams who said "I have always depended on the kindness of strangers?" I think it was. I feel I need some kindness now and I can't think of a better stranger to ask for it.
Would you meet me? There's a little bistro called 'Cream' in the mainstreet of a village called Royalla Marsh not far from here. I'm thinking 12 o'clock on Saturday, if you can make it for lunch. I'll be the one with the rose between my teeth.
Jen.
x

David had been dismayed to see there was no salutation before his name - just "David", but he thought the tone of the email was good and he was encouraged by the kiss at the end. He folded it carefully and put it in his pocket to be kept with the other little treasures of her memory, in case this didn't work out.
Jen watched him through the window of the little antique shop across the road. She could see he was older now, which wasn't surprising. His face had filled out and there were lines around his eyes and mouth that had not been there when she had last seen him in the hospital - but they added character to his face. She thought it had turned handsome, where before he had been pretty. There was no trace of grey in his hair, and she saw his body was lean and powerful, as if he had been working out in the years since they had parted. She watched him open a piece of paper and read it briefly and she guessed it was her email, and that he was checking the time and place again - probably for the umpteenth time today. She smiled to know that he was as nervous as she was.
She glanced into a mirror on one of the antique dressers in the shop. It was speckled and flyblown, but it was enough to check her make up. She saw an errant strand of hair and her hands fluttered to it, brushing it back into place, fiddling with her collar and smoothing down the coat - and then, with a final grimace of nervousness, she turned and walked through the open door and she crossed the street to where her brother sat.
David saw her when she was half way across the street and his heart leaped in his chest. He saw that she was older, her face rounder than he remembered. Her figure was fuller too, but there was no fat on her body: rather, there was a voluptuousness that she had lacked as a younger woman - deeper curves that were accentuated by the tailored suit she wore.
He rose to her feet and leaned forward to kiss her on the cheek, but she seized him and they embraced. Her hair was shorter than before, cut in a sort of bob, and he could smell the scent of apple and soap on her skin. After a moment they separated, and she sat down.
"I hardly recognised you without the rose," David said.
She was taken aback. "What? What rose?"
"In your email." He touched his pocket. "You said you'd be the one with the rose in your teeth."
"Ah, I remember now." She smiled. "I tried it but I was worried about the pricks - I mean, prickles." He could see a faint blush on her cheeks as she corrected herself. "God, that didn't sound right, did it." She laughed. "I can see that in the local rag: 'Local woman meets long lost brother with a prick in her mouth'."
David laughed with her, and was relieved that she hadn't lost any of the humour and spontaneity of her youth. Her grey eyes were laughing too, crinkled at the edges, and her teeth were white and even. He realised that she had turned into a beautiful woman.
"Tell me about yourself, Jen. What have you been doing since I last saw you?"
"Short version? Moved to Sydney. Found job, worked, met man. Married. Separated ten years ago - no kids. Hated city so moved to smaller place. Set up business and here I am." She didn't mention the years of loneliness, of broken relationships and an empty bed because none of the men she met had measured up to him. "What about you?"
"Moved to Melbourne. Worked. Never married as nobody would have me. Worked some more, wrote to long lost sister and here I am."
"Why wouldn't anyone have you?"
David shrugged. "Too grotchety, I guess...and they were always in competition with someone else." His eyes were on her face, inviting her to talk about it.
She put her hand on his arm. "Don't, David. Not yet. We can talk about that time somewhere else, but not here -" she broke off as the waitress brought them menus. "God, I'm famished. I plan to eat everything on the menu...what about you?"
He nodded and they scanned the fare, ordering starters and mains and a crisp white Sauvignon Blanc to go with the meal. The food was good and as the level in the bottle dropped they began to relax a little, finding the connection again, laughing at little things they had heard or read about. She ordered a dessert - a fig pudding drizzed in butterscotch sauce and she ate it whilst he sipped his coffee.
David watched her eat the last mouthful with obvious relish. "How come you're not the size of an elephant?" he asked.
She feigned amazement, looking down into her lap and smoothing her hands over her torso. "You mean I'm not?"
"Hardly. You look good."
"If I ate like that every meal I would be, but today's different. " She glanced around the other tables. "Looks like we're the last ones here...do you fancy a walk?"
"Yep. Where to?"
"Just a walk...around - you know. I want to talk about things."
"Right." He picked up the flowers and the present. "Don't forget these."
She took his arm and they walked down the main street of the town, past the little church and the park just beyond it. She was silent for a while and David did not press her, as he sensed that she was gathering her thoughts.
At last she turned to him. "Do you remember the last words I said to you at the hospital?"
"You said 'No, I won't. Not again' ...or something like that."
She nodded. "The doctor had just given me something so I guess over the years I wasn't too sure what I said, but I thought it might have been along those lines. You know I didn't mean it. Is it why you left without saying anything?"
"Partly. I figured you couldn't stay in the town - you'd have to move, and that you wouldn't want me because it would happen again wherever we were."
"But why didn't you say goodbye?"
"Because I loved you."
"That's like saying you rape to save virginity."
David shook his head. "Hardly. I left because I thought everything had happened because of me, and you had been the one to suffer because of it. If I hadn't seen you naked in the bathroom...if I hadn't done what I did, you wouldn't have been hurt. I knew you couldn't stay there, and I knew that if we stayed together it would happen all over again. I thought it was better to go, to spare you the pain of having to tell me to go."
Jen nodded. "I was angry with you for a long time, but I finally figured that out." She was quiet for a few minutes. "And how do you feel now?"
"I've thought about you every single day we have been apart."
She smiled. "Every day? That's a lot of days."
"Yep. Well, every day except for Thursdays and Sundays, when I had a couple of tarts visit me at home...and Mondays and Wednesdays when I stayed over at the nurse's accommodation block near me."
"So that left Tuesdays, Fridays and Saturdays to think of me?"
"Yeah. Except Friday was my fishing day, and on Saturdays I usually had a hangover." He laughed. "So Tuesdays I thought of you. That's still nearly 600 days."
"Wow. I'm really flattered. It didn't answer the question though, David. How do you feel about us now?"
" I was nervous about today, Jen - not at the thought of seeing you again, but at the thought that we might not be able to connect...you know, that time might have changed us both and we really would be strangers." He squeezed her arm. "But it wasn't like that. For me at least the connection is still there - it was as if those empty years had never happened." He paused for a moment, aware that her grey eyes were watching him with that peculiar intensity he remembered. "So, to answer your question - I feel good about us. I feel..." he struggled for words "...as if I've come home."
She stopped walking and regarded him, a long searching look, and then she reached a decision. "Speaking of home," she said, "here is mine. Would you come in for a few minutes, David? We could have another coffee, or something."
They were stood at the gate of a little cottage on the outskirts of the village. He looked at her in surprise. "You live here?"
"Yes. It's very modest, I'm afraid, and I'm only renting. I couldn't afford much."
He opened the gate and ushered her though. "Speaking of money, you probably don't know you have about half a million in a savings account I set up for you."
She stared at him. "Where the hell did that come from?"
"Mum's house. For some reason her will was made out to me, not to both of us. I guess she was a traditionalist at heart. I initially rented it, just to keep it going whilst I sorted things out...and a year or two later I got an unsolicited offer of a ridiculously low price." He glanced at her. "Like, it was such a ridiculous offer it made me wonder why anyone would even bother to ask. Anyway, I did a bit of research and found it was a property developer buying up big in the street...wanting to build new townhouses, trying to get a cheap deal. So I hung out until it was the very last second and got twice the market price." He laughed. " I couldn't find you to tell you, so I set up an account with your share in it and did a bit of investing. It's there when you want it, but you'll need to speak to the Trustee."
"But you did all the work, David. I shouldn't get all of that."
"It was the only thing of value Mum had - of course half of it is yours. I just got lucky with the price."
Jen opened the door to the house and they went in, through the narrow hallway and into the little kitchen. She opened the cupboard to fetch the cups, wondering why she had invited him in, not knowing how this would progress, or even if she should.
David sat on one of the kitchen chairs, and he looked around. "This is just like Mum's kitchen," he said, and he looked at his sister and longed to be back there with her - to capture all that they had lost, even if it was only for a day.
Jen turned towards him with the crockery in her hands. She hadn't made the connection with her mother's house, but he was right - it had the same outlook and furnishings and atmosphere. She saw that the sun was streaming in through the window to fall on the figure of her brother, and she perceived an expression of desperate longing on his face. Her mind tumbled back to another time, when David was sitting in that kitchen the morning after their first night together, and their mother had just left to go shopping. She remembered the motes of dust hovering in the sunlight and the glints of red and copper in his hair, and the way his skin was burnished to a marvelous gold in its light; and she recalled how she had run to him on long bare legs with her heart bursting with love.
And in that instant of time Jen realised that everything was the same and eleven long years of their lives had been wasted because neither of them had found the energy or courage to capture what they had lost. The emotional walls that she had carefully built crumbled in a second and she was swamped by an irrepressible need to hold him again, to be one with him.
She dropped the cups and they shattered on the floor as she ran to him, holding his face, pressing his lips to his startled mouth. She was seized by a wild recklessness - to abandon the safe and cloistered existence she had built and to live again, to laugh and to weep and to take her chances in the crazy tumbling circus of love; and if it happened to be with her brother then so be it, for the rest of her life was too short to waste a single moment more.



She straddled him, holding his face with her hands, raining kisses on his mouth, laughing at his shocked expression - and he was kissing her back, his arms around her, whispering in the silence of the house. "Oh, God, Jen! I've missed you," and she wrapped her arms around his head and cradled it to her breasts as she remembered this very instant so many years ago.
The bedroom was dim, the Venetian blinds already lowered against the bright afternoon sun, and the doona was big and fluffy. They undressed together, dropping their clothes where they stood and each of them regarded the other. David could see the voluptuousness he had guessed at earlier, the breasts bigger but still firm and upright on her rib cage, the nipples stiff with excitement. Her waist was trim, accentuated by the luscious swell of her hips and her belly was flat, leading to the crease between her thighs. She stood naked before him, unashamed, watching as he stripped off the last of his clothes.
Jen saw that he had filled out in the time they had been apart. His chest was broader, shaded with a light coating of hair and the muscles in his body were hard and well defined. His cock was massively erect, bobbing as he moved, and she could see a dribble of moisture at its tip. She had not had sex for years and thought she had learned to live without it, but she was suddenly seized by an uncontrollable wave of lust. She fell to her knees and grasped his rod, delighting in its length and hardness, and she placed the glans against her lips. Her fingers were white against the darker hue of his turgid flesh and were cool against its heat.
David watched as his sister knelt before him, sliding her lips over the stretched, purple skin, dipping her tongue into the slit to scoop out the silver strands of his lubrication. A narrow horizontal band of light from a gap in the blinds fell across her face, illuminating her eyes as she worked on his cock. He could see the gunmetal grey of her irises shot through with strands of bright gold, and they stared unblinkingly up at his face to better judge how she should give him pleasure. Her tongue was lapping at him now, flickering under the head of his cock, dabbing at the frenulum and then curling over the rounded tip to dip into the oozing eye - lapping, lapping, gobbling the strands of silver that hung between them. Her breasts were swinging slightly with the momentum of her movement, pale globes full and swollen, the nipples as stiff as he had ever remembered them, and he reached down to fondle them, warm and supple in his hands.
The change in his posture pushed his cock forward and it popped through the portal of Jen's lips with a soft wet sound. David felt the warm, wet pressure of her mouth as soft as a butterfly's wing as she engulfed the head. He felt his cock jerk slightly as he released more lubrication, and he imagined it oozing over her tongue. He released her breasts and held her head instead, sliding his hips back and forth to fuck her face, delighting in the incredible feeling of his sister's mouth as his shaft disappeared into her throat. He could hear her moaning with lust, the sensation transmitted through his cock like a little vibrator, and felt her hands gripping his buttocks to pull him back and forth to better service her. She released one hand and cupped his balls, weighing them in her hand and delighting in their size and the promise of what they contained, and her fingers wriggled behind them to press against the tight crinkled entrance of his ass.
David remembered the very first time he had had her, in her narrow little bed in their mother's house. He recalled the incredible sensation as his shaft slid into the warmth of her body, and how he had wanted that moment to last forever. He remembered thinking how beautiful she was, and how she could have had any other man - but she had chosen him. He looked down at her now, watching as she serviced his cock. Her eyes were on his face and filled with wonder at what was happening to her, and her hair moved as she rocked back and forth - and he saw that she was beautiful. Nothing in the years they had been apart had satisfied him, and he thought he had become a drifter - but now it was as if the long empty years had never been, and he was seized by the same desire to possess her as he had in that little bed so long ago.
He reached down and pulled her upright, placing his mouth on hers. He could taste the salty flavour of his discharge on her lips, and his senses were swamped by the incredible warmth and softness of her body pressing against his. His cock was rammed against her belly, oozing and leaking, and he imagined that it would soon be inside her - sliding into that exquisitely tight portal to ease aside the grasping, fluttering lips to reach up into her very core.
She broke free of his mouth, her voice soft and urgent. "Ah, David. I want you so much. Do whatever you want to me. Fuck me, fuck me hard. Fuck your baby sister." Her mouth was against his skin, her lips moving, her voice oozing into his ears to spur him on. "Do you remember the shed?" she whispered. "Fuck me like that again," and she lifted a leg and hooked it over his hip.
He reached down and seized her buttocks and lifted her, feeling the warmth of her thighs as she locked them around his waist. His cock was pressed against her and he adjusted it, sliding the head over the tight crease, pressing forward until it found the right spot and popped into her. She gasped at the sensation, her back arching slightly.
"Ah, yes, just there. Press into me there. Let me feel all of you."
The long, delicious slide of his shaft into his sister, so exquisite after all of these years. He could feel the pressure of her flesh squeezing him as he entered, an incredible tightness as the grasping, cloying flesh of her cunt gradually opened under his onslaught. He could feel Jen's arms around his neck and her face pressing into his shoulder, and he heard the long exhalation of her breath as he penetrated her, sliding inch by inch towards her belly. He pressed his fingers against her vulva, the tips bathed in the bubbles of their mingled juices until with a final groan he was buried fully inside her.
She leaned back in his grasp to better see his face. "Oh, God - that's deep, David. Wait...wait, let me adjust."
Jen's pussy was stretched tightly about his shaft and she clenched and released her vaginal muscles to alleviate the feeling of overbearing fullness. He could feel her sheath gripping and releasing him, and the delicious crimp of her vulva on the root of his cock, and he saw that her eyes were shining with desire and that her mouth was slightly open and her lips were soft and pink and wet.
"Fuck me now, David," she whispered. "Fuck my wet pussy."
She rocked on his hips and he moved with her, his pelvis moving back and forth and his rod easing in and out of her sex. At this angle the head of his cock was rubbing the upper surface of her cunt and the root was pressed against her clitoris. She was moaning, arching her spine with her hands on his shoulders to steady herself, and he leaned back to compensate for the shift of her weight. Her breasts were swaying, full and round, the nipples exquisitely hard and he could see a light sheen of sweat on her skin, shining in the dim light. His fingers were pressed against the point of entry, slick with their juices.
David eased her down into the clean white duvet of the bed and she reclined on her back. He seized her ankles and held her legs open, driving into her in long, delectable strokes. She was fully exposed to him now and he could see that she had shaved herself and the lips of her cunt were grasping at him as he slid back and forth. She held the covers of the bed in tight little fists, anchoring herself against his thrusts.
"Christ God, David, that's good! Ah, yes, fuck me. Fuck me deeply!"
And he heard his own voice, gusty with desire. "Yes, oh yes! I'll fill you with my cock. Christ, you're tight, Jen. Such a tight little cunt."
Her breasts had settled on her chest to lose their definition but he could see them wobbling and rocking as he thrust into her, and the nipples were hard and pink.
"I want to come into you, Jen. I want to fill you up."
And her voice in response, thready and broken with her lust. "Ah...Yes! Ugh, yes, yes. Come into me! Squirt into me, David! Fill up...ugh! Fill up your sister with your sperm!"
He could feel the stirrings of his first orgasm, the first inkling of a storm that would seize them both. He remembered the first time he had injected his seed into his sister, just a teenager then, and how she had milked him as he writhed on top of her. He watched her now as she moved under him, wondering if she would do the same. He could see the clenching of her hands on the douvet and the expression of intense pleasure on her face. She was panting, her mouth open and her lips trembling and her breasts were rocking back and forth. He could see the froth of juices at her pussy, creaming around his shaft as he slid into her, and he could hear the tight rhythmic sucking sounds of her cunt as it gripped and released him.
And like the rushing of a great wind David's climax enveloped him, sweeping him upwards in a trembling, tumbling turmoil of noise and light. He heard his voice shouting, shouting and her own cries in return as she joined him in the soaring heights of ecstasy. The long jets of his sperm burst from the head of his cock and entered deep into his sister's body, hot and viscous, splattering over the glistening membrane of her pussy to coat the trembling, twitching flesh. Her cunt was grasping him, milking him in tight, rhythmic contractions, each one drawing a ribbon of seething jism from his balls and he gripped her legs tightly, his face contorted with pleasure.
And in those searing moments of exquisite pleasure he perceived how their life could be, to share one another like this and to have love and companionship too - but he saw the spectre of disgrace and ruin was still there and always would be, for what they were doing challenged a deeply held taboo. The winds of his orgasm retreated and the colours and texture of the present returned, and he saw that her body was painted with horizontal strips of light stealing in from the shutters - bands of light and dark like the bars of a cage, and he perceived it to be a sign that they were destined to be separated for ever.
The afternoon was quiet and there was only the sound of their breathing, and the whispers of their words to one another.
"Nothing has changed, David. Nothing."
He felt his heart twist - understanding that her fear of public shame was still too big and that his premonition had been right, and that not even the moments of ecstasy they had just experienced were enough to change her mind.
"It is like we were never apart, David. How could we have wasted all those years?" she continued, "how could we have done that?"
His heart soared. "Not wasted," he said. "It was part of growing. It had to happen. We had to walk through the shadow to understand how important the light is." The bed creaked a little as he turned to look at her and his voice was shy and uncertain. "Would you come with me, Jen, back to Melbourne? There's a place there if you wanted."
She looked into his face. She could still feel the warmth of his seed inside her, contrasting with the curious sensation of emptiness that his withdrawal had left. She could not imagine not being by his side again. "Of course," she said.
"Are you worried that it might all happen again if you live with me?" He asked. "What about other people, Jen...you know, what they think."
Jen smiled and reached out to touch him, to take him inside her again.
"Fuck 'em," she said.
*****
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In my dream Amie was there, sleeping beside me with her hair spread on the pillow in a curtain of gold and her breath as light as a shadow. I gazed down at her naked body: her lips swollen by our kisses and her cheeks red from the press of my unshaven skin. The sheet was pulled aside and I could see her breasts, standing proud with the nipples stiff with desire, and the creamy texture of her skin gleamed in the candlelight.
She opened her eyes and I could see lumps of dried semen in their corners, and a crust of jism around her lips. Her eyes were like glass shards as she stared at me reproachfully, silently lifting the sheet to reveal the plain of her belly and the juncture of her thighs. Her legs were apart, shrouded in shadow but I could see the tight crease of her vulva - and then, as I watched, the lips suddenly gaped open and a river of sperm poured out, bubbling and splattering in its release: thick and glutinous, drenching her thighs and spreading over the sheet in a steaming pool to reach her knees. She opened her mouth to speak and a fountain burst from her lips, gushing over her chin like clotted cream to splatter over her breasts and gather in the crevices of her body. There was pints of it: a flood of jism that seemed to flow forever until her body was covered in it, clinging to her skin like white paste and streaming over the mattress to spill onto the floor.
And finally the flow diminished until only the last few dribbles hung from her chin in thick slimy cords and she regarded me with her wet, shiny lips.
"You did that to me, Jack," she said. "Last night, all of it." Her voice hardened. "You fucked your little sister, spraying into me when I told you not to. How do you feel about that?"
For a moment she stared at me and her glittering golden eyes speared into my soul like a scalpel - and then her image evaporated like a mirage in the heat of a desert, and I spiraled upwards from sleep to find my bed empty and my heart hammering in my chest.
And as I lay there I recalled the night before: the feel of her body and the clasp of her limbs as she drew me into her liquid depths. I had fucked her through the long hours of the night and into the early glow of dawn, her cunt as tight as a mouse's ass and her sighs and moans loud in my ears. I recalled the glorious details: my sperm spraying over her face, dribbling and drooling into her mouth; her legs over my shoulders and her eyes bright with lust as I ploughed into her, and the tight rhythmic contractions of her pussy as she sucked my seed into her body. I'd cum four or five times during the night, hosing into her body through one orifice or another...hardly the lake of sperm represented in my dream, but it had been enough to fill her. I recalled the silver smears on her thighs tinged pink by virgin blood, and I remembered my cream oozing out of her vulva to trickle over her perineum. The air in my room had been thick with the scent of our fucking, and even now I could taste it on my tongue and smell it on my skin.
In the cold light of day I lay in bed and my mind was racked with remorse. She was my baby sister - twelve years younger than me, and I had taken her virginity and rutted with her for my own pleasure. I thought of the rest of the family: Donna in exile in London for reasons unknown, and James...God knew where he was, or why he had left. Only Amie and I were left, and I knew what it would do to Mum if she ever found out about us.
And so I held my head in my hands, remembering what we had done and how much I had enjoyed it, and the guilt was as thick as tar in my heart. She was young and beautiful and I loved her, but I resolved never to fuck my little sister again.
*****
Mum shoveled another slice of ham onto my plate. "You're late this morning," she observed.
"I didn't sleep very well."
A look of concern appeared on her face and she put her hand on my forehead. "You're not coming down with anything are you, Jack?" she asked, "and Amelia's not appeared yet and that's not like her at all. Do you think the two of you have caught something?"
I could not meet her gaze. "I'm OK, Mum," I mumbled. She really didn't need to know what we might have caught: certainly a heavy dose of remorse for me - and for Amie, perhaps something worse...Anger? Rejection? Perhaps even something more permanent: I recalled her whispered words as we clung to each other...not inside me, Jack - I'm not safe. I wondered if the sperm I had so carelessly splashed inside her had taken root. How would I explain that?
Mum was still looking at me. "How did your evening with Amie go?" she asked casually.
I glanced at her to see if she suspected something, but her expression was guileless. "It was good," I said. "Nice. We talked for a while at the pub and then walked home together."
"I thought I heard you come in. Did you stay up?"
"A while. I was in bed by midnight." I didn't feel it was useful to tell her who I was in bed with.
She nodded and turned away. "Perhaps you'd take your sister a cup of tea when you've finished eating - it's not like her to -" she broke off as Amie came into the room. "Ah, you're up! How do you feel?"
I dragged my eyes to my sister's face, expecting the worst, but her eyes were bright and clear and she smiled at her mother.
"I'm good, Mum," she said. She leaned forward for a kiss on the cheek, and then moved towards me. Her hair was tied back with a strip of coloured ribbon and she was dressed in a crisp white blouse and a blue skirt, and she was radiant.
"Good morning, Jack." Her eyes slid over my face, a complicit little glance filled with meaning.
"Er - hi, Amie."
"Did you sleep well?" Her lips brushed against my cheek, and I could smell her perfume and the crisp cinnamon and apple fragrance of her hair.
"Not really."
She sat down opposite me and laughed. "Really? I did. You must have a guilty conscience, or something."
"Perhaps. Don't we all?"
"Not me, Jack...I slept like the dead. I really enjoyed last night though - we must do it again soon." She glanced at Mum, who was busy at the sink and she leaned forward and lowered her voice. "I mean really soon, Jack. Like today...I have a few ideas to try."
I nodded, relieved that she wasn't angry or hurt. I could tell her later it wasn't a good idea to do it again, that last night had been a few hours of madness because brothers and sisters don't normally fuck each other. It was a fast road to shame and ruin - better that I should try for Amanda Pascoe from the village pub than to let Amie into my bed again.
She was watching me, seeing the doubt on my face. "Well, don't let your enthusiasm run away with you," she murmured.
"Sorry. I - we need to talk."
She shook her head. "I don't want to talk Jack," she whispered. "I want to -" she glanced behind me to check Mum couldn't hear. "- to fuck." The word slid off her lips like a drop of honey. "Don't you want to roger me again, Jack? Didn't you enjoy last night?" She was regarding me openly, her eyes bright, and when I didn't answer she shook her head in exasperation. "Having second thoughts, are we?" she whispered. "Well, well, that's a surprise...I thought you'd be ready for a second course by now." She regarded me a moment longer and shook her head again. "You're right, we do need to talk. I'll be in the stables at ten - meet me there." It sounded more like a demand than a request, and we ate our breakfast in silence.
*
It was ten past ten by the time I arrived, and I climbed the wooden stairs to the upper level of the stables with some trepidation. I'd only been back home for a couple of days but I knew Amie well enough to know that she'd settle for nothing less than getting her own way. I could smell her perfume above the normal musty scent of dust and old leather and I knew that she would be waiting for me in the little office tucked away in the corner of the top floor.
She was examining the photographs tacked to the wall and she turned and looked at me when I came in. "You're late," she said flatly.
I shrugged. "I was helping Mum. What can I do for you, Amie?"
"I got the impression that you're having second thoughts about me, Jack. Tell me you're not. Tell me that everything's good."
I looked at her without responding and after a moment she nodded in understanding - a little bob of acknowledgement. She turned back to the photograph she'd been studying without saying anything. It was a family shot taken a dozen years ago of Mum and the kids - I was there, tall and skinny at 18, my hair stood on end like Kramer's. Donna was there too, grinning at the camera with the cheekiness of a 12 year old with her arm around Jim; and Amie was at the front. She would have been six then, as thin as a stick with a serious expression on her face, but somehow the camera had caught the strength of her personality to the extent that she dominated the photograph even though she was the smallest.
Amie touched the image with the tip of one finger. "Do you remember when Dad took this?"
"Not really."
"No, you wouldn't. It would have been just another day to you...but it wasn't to me." She bent down and regarded the image more closely. "Look at it, Jack. Tell me what you can see."
I moved closer, my eyes on the little square of photographic paper. The fragrance of her perfume filled my senses and I was very aware of her proximity. "What do you expect me to see?" I asked.
"Just look."
I regarded the image for a few moments and shrugged. "It's just a snapshot of the family."
"No. It's more than that. Look at me."
I examined the picture again. Amie was stood with her hands by her side and her face to the front, unsmiling. I shrugged again. "I don't see your point - you're just stood there."
"Next to you," she said softly. "I could have been next to the others, or with Mum - but I wasn't. I was always next to you." She waved her hand at the wall. "Look at any of the photographs, Jack. I loved you even then...I wanted to be with you all the time. Don't you remember?"
I nodded slowly, thinking back...little Amie, following me around like a shadow, and she was right about the pictures - in every one, she was next to me: smiling into my face, holding my hands or just pressing close. She had been so quiet that most of the time I didn't know she was there. I nodded. "I thought you were just curious - you know...following me because I was the only one who did stuff around the farm."
"You're wrong then. I followed you because wanted to be near you." She turned suddenly, her face close to mine. "Two years after that picture was taken you went away, and I thought I'd die. Can you imagine that? Eight years old and really not understanding why you'd gone or why you didn't take me." She shook her head. "I didn't even know how long you'd be gone, so for ages I waited every day at the gate, hoping you'd come back - but it took years." Her eyes were on my face - those amazing golden eyes, drawing me into her centre. "Ten years, Jack. That's a lifetime when you're only little."
"If you're trying to make me feel guilty it's not working. I had to go -"
"You're missing the point. I'm not putting you on a guilt trip...I want you to understand what happened last night was more than just a one night stand -"
I laughed. "Really? Are you saying that you've planned to be in my bed ever since you were little?"
"Christ - do you think I was some sort of Lolita?" She shook her head. "I was eight years old, Jack! It was nothing to do with getting you into bed - I was just a kid, but I had a crush on you, big time." She stared at me, pausing to read my expression before pressing on. "Actually it was more than a crush - I waited every day, hoping you'd come back, hoping you'd stay with me. That's a pretty heavy commitment for a kid."
"It was ten years ago, Amie...more than half your life." I reached forward and touched her gently, trying to lessen the impact of what I was going to say. "Things change - people change. You would have got on with your life just as I did."
She didn't reply but instead turned back to the photograph, her hair shining in the diffused, dusty light as she moved. I could see the strip of golden skin between her hair and the collar of her blouse, the same warm flesh that I had pressed my lips to as I fucked her in the long, silent hours of the night. For a few moments there was silence and then she spoke again, almost as if I'd said nothing.
"You're right, Jack - after a while I stopped going down to the gate. Jim and Donna were still here and life did go on - but I never forgot." She reached forward and placed her hand on the photograph, her fingers slim and graceful. "I had pictures like this, and Mum used to tell us how you were getting on - how rich and successful you were. Sometimes - not very often - we'd get a letter from you, or perhaps there would be something in a magazine and we'd all read it, and then the others would go and do something else but I'd think about you."
I could sense the emotion she was feeling from the way she was holding herself - the set of her shoulders and the rigidity of her body. I reached forward to touch her, but stopped just in time - I knew I'd be lost if I did that. For the first time since I'd come home I realised the depth of her vulnerability and how lonely she was. The hard shell that she had developed was nothing more than an act.
"So why are you telling me this?"
She turned back to look at me, her voice passionate. "When you came back I wasn't sure if I still felt the same way, but it didn't me take long to realise that I did. I wanted you then and I want you now, and there's nothing wrong with that. Why don't you want me?"
"I do, Amie. Last night was the best thing that's ever happened to me."
"So why aren't you interested?" she asked miserably. She was staring at me with her eyes like pools in her face and I could feel myself being drawn into their golden depths like a swimmer struggling in a rip.
"I am interested, Amie. I'd love to spend the rest of my life doing what we did last night, but it's wrong. We're brother and sister, and we can't -"
"Why not?" She seized my arm to emphasise her words. "Why the hell not, Jack? Who's going to complain?"
"Mum, for one. Can you imagine what it would do to her if she found out what we were doing? She's already lost Donna and Jim. You and I are all she has left."
Amie stared at me, her hand still on my sleeve. I could feel the warmth of her fingers though the material, sizzling hot against my skin. "Mum?" she said. The emphasis she put on the word was almost dismissive. "Oh, you don't have to worry about her, Jack. She's not part of this at all."
"How can you say that? She's our mother - she'd be devastated."
Amie released my arm and stood back. "Sit down." She gestured to the little cot in the corner of the room. "You need to know something."
"I'd rather stand."
"Don't be silly - I'm not going to rape you." She smiled slightly at the thought and then picked up the wooden chair and swung it around, sitting backwards on it in a fluid motion. "Sit."
She'd hinted at some dark secret last night but wouldn't elaborate, but it seemed I was about to hear what it was, and so I sat gingerly on the thin mattress, waiting for her to tell me. She was straddling the chair in front of me and her skirt was bunched to reveal her legs - long and smooth and golden. I remembered how they had gripped me during the night, clasped over my back as I buried myself in her soft centre, and I struggled to take my eyes off them.
"You remember I told you how Donna liked a little nooky?"
"Yes."
"Well, it was more than that, Jack. She was a raging nympho - she'd fuck anything wearing trousers, anywhere and any time - but her favourite was to bring guys back to the house every night and do them in the lounge."
"You told me. You liked to watch."
Amie nodded. "I'd hide in the little alcove just off the main room and watch as she did the deed. Donna was -" she pondered the word for a moment "- energetic."
"How old was she?"
"Twenty one or two, I guess. She was also pretty talented...but then she had a lot of experience." Amie smiled, remembering. "She always insisted that all their gear came off so they were stark naked...she liked to see herself being serviced."
"That would have been good for you, too."
"Oh yes. I'd crouch in my little hideaway and watch as she sucked and fucked every night - sometimes the same guy, sometimes a new one. I never knew that pricks came in such a variety of shapes and sizes." Amie's eyes were distant and I could see her remembering, her mind spinning back to those times. I imagined her crouching behind the curtain, her eyes bright and her fingers buried in her pussy. My eyes flicked down to her thighs, spread open by the back of the chair and her skirt bunched at her crotch - that same pussy now only a couple of feet in front of me, encased in her little silk knickers and oozing moisture from what we had done last night. My cock hardened rapidly at the thought.
"She'd teach them too, Jack - showing them what she liked best and how to make it last. She particularly liked positions where she could see herself being penetrated...she loved to watch her...cunt being stretched open." She turned her eyes to my face, watching to see what effect her words were having on me, the pupils black against the soft gold irises. I could see the sexual energy in her expression, the open invitation to share in her memories, to experience what she had seen as the words dripped like warm honey from her lips.
"I never counted the times I watched," she whispered. "Dozens, probably. Dozens of times, watching my sister fuck - watching their cocks pump into her, watching how she worked them: devoured them. She'd suck them dry and spit them out like orange pips." Amie laughed. "If they were any good, she'd keep them there for a second course, but mostly she'd tell them to leave and after they'd gone she'd lie on the sofa and play with herself. She kept a vibrator hidden behind the books in the cabinet, and she'd lie there and fuck herself with it: plunging it in and sucking the juices off it." Her tongue flicked over her lips leaving them moist and she dropped a hand from the back of the chair onto her lap, the fingers pressing against herself at the memory of what she had seen.
"One night I was watching...the guy had gone and she was pleasuring herself, her eyes closed and the vibrator buried in her snatch, her fingers touching it where it entered her body." Amie laughed softly. "Donna was into juices, y'know? She'd catch them on her fingers and scoop them into her mouth. She loved the taste." Her voice trailed off and there was silence in the little room for a few moments as she remembered. Her fingers were moving at her crutch, pressing and releasing, moving over the bunched fabric of her skirt and she closed her eyes for a moment, savouring the sensation. My cock was rock hard, twitching as my little sister played with herself, imaging Donna as she fucked and sucked on the sofa.
" Well, there she was," Amie continued. "The base of the dildo poking out of her body and the guy's sperm leaking around it. She was scooping it up in her fingers and licking them like a popsicle." Amie's hand vanished under her skirt, her wrist moving as she touched herself and her voice grew husky. "And then I saw a movement behind her, Jack...someone coming out of the shadows. It was Jim - he was in his jocks and a singlet, and his cock was sticking out against the material like a baseball bat and his eyes were on Donna." She let out a breath like a soft sigh. "God knows how long he'd been there, watching her - I was so engrossed that I hadn't seen him."



I kept silent, watching Amie as she remembered that night...clearly it had been a turning point but to what extent wasn't yet clear. She'd rucked the hem of her dress up around her waist and I could see her hand rummaging in her little powder blue pants, the knuckles pressing against the thin material as her fingers danced on her pussy. She'd closed her eyes and I regarded her: her face framed by her hair and her mouth slightly open and her lips soft and wet. She was wearing a little pendant on a thin gold chain and it dangled just above the first button of her blouse, resting lightly against the smooth golden skin just at the point where her breasts began to swell. She was so beautiful, and I knew she was mine for the taking if I wanted. I could feel my resolve wavering - my determination not to fuck her at odds with a sudden wave of lust - an almost irrepressible need to press my lips to the soft, warm flesh of her neck and to immerse myself in her. It would be so easy...but I forced myself to sit still, to ignore the soft wet sound of her fingers in her cunt and the scent of her arousal.
She was still silent and I prompted her gently. "So what happened, Amie?"
"What? Oh - yes. Well, he just stood there for a while, looking down at her. Donna had her eyes shut so she didn't realise he was there...at least, not at first. He was holding his cock, his fingers stroking the bell-end through his jocks, and his eyes were riveted on her body. I could hardly breathe, watching them - knowing that at any minute she'd open her eyes and see her brother...wondering what she'd do." Amie opened her eyes and looked at me. "I thought she'd be pissed off or embarrassed, Jack. I stood in that little alcove waiting for the explosion."
"So what did she do?"
Amie laughed. "She opened her eyes and saw him there and did absolutely nothing, Jack. She just kept going - her eyes on his face and her fingers scooping the goo from her pussy. I could hear the hum of the dildo inside her and the tick of the clock in the hallway, beating like a little drum as the seconds passed, and then she swiveled her hips around so she was sitting up and she reached up and touched him, running her fingers over the bulge in his pants. Jesus! I thought I'd cum there and then, watching my sister play with her brother's cock - and it just got better and better."
I imagined how Amie must have felt, watching from her secret hideway. Even at that age she must have known it was taboo. I could understand how Jim must have felt too - watching his sister offering herself ...I'd done the same with Amie last night. I wondered if he had felt guilty the next morning - or was he more pragmatic than me? I wondered if he had actually fucked her, or whether it had just been a mutual watching thing.
"Did he fuck her, Amie?"
She regarded me for a moment with bright eyes, ignoring my question. "She reached up and drew out his cock, Jack, and she leaned forward and took it in her mouth. Just the tip, to begin with. Her fingers were around the shaft and she worked her mouth over the glans, back and forth. I could see how tightly her lips were clamped over it...it must have been like fucking a virgin. For a few minutes he simply watched her, and then with a little cry he grabbed her head and shoved his cock right into her face...buried himself into her throat. He was fucking her mouth with long, fast strokes, holding her so she couldn't escape. I could see her struggling to take it, tilting her head back...it must have been half way down her throat. There was spit and froth running down her lips, dripping off her chin. Jim didn't care...he was grunting with each stroke, fucking her face...and then he came."
Amie paused for a moment, thinking back, remembering how it had happened. Her eyes flicked to my face and she continued. "He pushed it in as far as it would go and shouted he was cumming. Donna's cheeks sort of bulged out and I could see her throat bobbing as she tried to swallow." She giggled. "I thought she was going to choke - she pushed him back and was coughing up spit and lumps of cum...it was running over her chin and dribbling on her tits, shining in the light. I could see that she was upset, but he didn't care - he just laughed, and then he grabbed her legs and hoisted them up and plunged his cock into her."
So he had fucked her...on the sofa in the lounge, not far from where I'd spent the night with Amie. My mind reeled from the revelation...it wasn't just me and Amie, then - it ran in the family. Jim fucks Donna, Jack fucks Amie. So where did Mum fit into all of this? Amie had hinted that mother wasn't an issue for us, so she must have been involved too. With a sudden feeling of dread I understood that the story was far from over and by the end of this morning I'd have a completely different perspective about everyone I loved.
And what about me and Amie? I could see now why she wasn't concerned about the relationship we had...she figured we were doing nothing more than the others had done. How did I feel about that? I could see her regarding me, her eyes shining and her lips open. She was looking at me expectantly and I realised that she must have said something I'd missed.
"Did you hear me Jack?" she asked.
"Sorry, no. What did you say?"
"I wanted to know if you want me to continue...are you sure you want to hear this?"
"Tell me."
"Right." She gathered her thoughts for a moment. "He fucked her for about half an hour, Jack...right in front of me. Just about every way he could...and she loved it. She was holding him, pulling him in - begging him to do her more - harder, deeper. She was moving with him, writhing, drawing him in. There was none of the posing or the positioning that she did with the others...she was fucking because she loved it, taking him in deep. Every now and again she'd pull away and take him in her mouth, sucking the juices off, and then she'd put it in again and pump away." Amie's fingers were working at her own pussy again, sliding over the lips with soft sucking noises. I could smell her arousal, thick and tart in the small room. My cock was huge, pressing hard against my pants and I reached down and touched it. Amie noticed the movement and smiled.
"It gets to you, doesn't it?" she said. "And you haven't seen Donna for a while, have you? She looked pretty much like that -" she indicated the photograph with a nod of her head "- last time you saw her - but not now. She's beautiful."
"She was just a kid when I left."
"As was I, Jack. How times change - both fucked by our brothers. She wasn't like that when I watched her."
"Tell me what Jim did."
Amie closed her eyes, remembering, and she leaned over the chair towards me. "Everything, Jack. I think even Donna was impressed, and she'd fucked half the village by then - God knows where he'd learned, but he certainly gave it to her that night."
"Tell me."
"Wait." She stood up quickly and moved towards me, her eyes on my face. I knew what she wanted and I knew I should resist, but I simply couldn't. I just lay there and looked at her as she deftly undid my belt and opened my jeans. Her fingers dug though the fly of my jocks and lifted me out, as stiff as a stick, and she giggled softly as she hefted it in her little white hands.
"My, my, Jack," she whispered. "What have we here? She bent her head toward it. "Is this for me, or for Donna?" she asked. Her fingers gripped me and she squeezed the shaft with rhythmic contractions, watching as a bead of clear lubricant was squeezed out of its little eye.
What could I do? I realised that the whole notion of not touching Amie again had been stupid. How could I not, with her mysterious golden eyes and that luscious body ready to take me inside her again? She was gazing at me with the same expression that she had had when I fucked her the first time, and I felt my heart twist at her beauty.
She climbed on the cot and maneuvered herself above me, her dress rucked up around her waist and her little blue panties pressed against my thigh. Her hair swung forward in a golden curtain as she bent forward to peer down, one hand holding me and the other pulling aside her pants, rubbing me against the tight, wet lips of her pussy before she sank down. I watched the play of expressions on her face as my glans eased past her labia and slid into the warmth of her body. She held her position for a moment to prolong the intensity of that initial penetration before resuming her descent, watching with half closed eyes as my shaft slid into the smooth hairless cleft until it was completely swallowed. I could feel the heat of her body and the velvet grip of her cunt, squeezing me, and I saw the look of utter contentment on her face as she luxuriated in the sensation of fullness.
She looked at me and smiled. "You seem to have regained your interest, Jack."
I groaned at the sensation: the incredible heat and tightness of her body seized my senses. She'd taken me in deeply too: the head of my cock was buried, up towards her belly. "How could I not, Amie?" I whispered.
She worked me for a minute or two, easing up and down, her hands on my chest and her eyes on my face. The initial dryness was wearing off now as her juices began to flow and she settled into a steady rhythm, rising and falling, gripping me with her vulva with each downward stroke.
"Jim fucked Donna like this," she announced. "They'd taken their clothes off by then, and she bounced on him with her tits banging on her chest and his hands on her ass -"
She laughed. "I could see it all - his cock sliding into her and the other guy's juices seeping out around his balls and all over her twat." She grunted as she bottomed out on me. "He had his fingers on her ass - pressing into her. Do that to me, Jack -" she leaned forwards to give me better access. "Put your finger up my ass."
I gripped the warm globes of her buttocks, sliding my fingers under the gusset of her pants. There was a lot of moisture there already and her asshole was slick under my touch. I pressed a finger against her, feeling the sucking resistance before it sank into her up to the knuckle.
Amie grunted again. "Ah, ah, that's good! Have you ever fucked someone in the ass, Jack?"
I nodded, my eyes on her face.
"What was it like?"
"Tight."
"We'll do it sometime," she said. "I think I'd like that."
"Tell me about Donna - and Mum."
She nodded. "Donna came twice while Jim was fucking her," she said, "crying and moaning, shouting out his name. I thought the crockery on the dresser was going to shatter, she was that loud. Usually she was quiet but she let rip with Jim...I was worried Mum would hear and come down, but they didn't seem to care. After her second cum he swiveled her round and fucked her doggie right in front of me. She was kneeling down with her head on the carpet and her ass in the air and he was between her thighs, sliding into her with long, long strokes. I could hear his balls slapping against her ass and see the shaft shining as he slid in and out...Christ, it was hot! I'd got one hand jammed in my pussy and the other in my mouth to stop myself moaning out loud - not that they would have heard, the amount of noise they were making." Amie laughed softly and her thought process switched suddenly. "We fucked doggie last night, Jack, didn't we?" she asked. "Did you like it? Guys seem to like it that way."
"It's the best position."
"Really?" Amie peered down at me. "Why is that?"
I shrugged. "I guess because you can see yourself going in...the lips clasping you. And there's something about a chick on her knees."
She laughed. "I liked all the positions we tried, Jack. How about this one?" She began to swivel her hips as she moved on me, her cunt making sucking noises as the smooth seal of our fucking was broken.
"That's...pretty good."
Amie made a little moue of displeasure. "Only pretty good? How about this, then?" she leaned forward with her face against mine and she pumped herself on my cock. She'd clamped her vaginal muscles as tight as she could and I felt like I was fucking a velvet mangle.
"Christ, Amie...you have no idea how good that feels...fuck, that's good!"
"Jesus, you guys are easy to please." She laughed and pushed herself upright again, her hands on my chest as she rode me. Her skirt was around her waist and I could see the root of my cock embedded in her, her juices leaking out to stain the front of my jeans.
"So what happened, Amie?" I asked. "About Jim and Donna I mean."
"He spurted into her," she said simply. "Right in front of my eyes...the grandstand seat. She'd just cum for the second time and his balls were drenched in her juice as he fucked her. I could see the froth around his shaft, and I could hear him...telling her how tight she was, and how he loved diddling his sister. Her tits were swinging with every stroke and he grabbed them, cradling their weight and rubbing his thumbs over her nipples. And then he told her he was cumming."
"Did he cum into her?" I imagined he would...with his cock embedded in her, deep into the hot wetness of her cunt. It would have been hard to pull out.
"He sure did...for the last few strokes he started grunting, almost like he was in pain, and then he gave a final lunge and she shrieked. I could see his balls rammed against her, pulsing as he squirted into her. She was yelling out, telling him she could feel it...how hot it was and how much, and he was grunting with each spurt and holding her tits, squeezing them as he emptied into her. It was like they were welded together, Jack, with his dong speared up inside her and his juice splashing into her pussy." She laughed. "It must have been a lot because when he pulled out it dribbled out like a little river, puddling on the carpet. Donna bent down and licked it up, straight from the carpet, her tongue lapping like a cat with a bowl of cream."
In my mind I could see it - my brother and sister, rutting like dogs on the carpet. I could hear the animal grunts as he spurted, long ribbons of steaming sperm splattering into her, drenching her cervix and pooling like hot porridge deep inside her body. Amie must have been close enough to touch them - to smell the rank aroma of their fucking and the sharp smell of his sperm as it dribbled and splattered onto the carpet at her feet. And here I was embedded in her as she told me the story, my cock buried in her body just as Jim had been in Donna. The thought spurred me on, spinning me into a vortex of lust...Jim and Donna, fucking...just like we were. Sisters' cunts filled with their brothers' seed. In books this would only happen in a backwater hick town like Deliverance where the locals kept it in the family - but here we were in a little English village - a normal place with normal people...nothing ever happened here - or so I had thought. I remembered Amie telling me about another girl who had been run out of town because she was fucking her brother. Perhaps it was more common than I had thought.
My cock swelled as the images seized me and I reached up and grabbed her shoulders, straining upwards to get even deeper. Her tits jiggled under her blouse and her hips bounced on me, sucking me in, slurping and squishing as we fucked. Her eyes were on mine, deep pools of amber flecked with iridescent strands of gold and black and her mouth was open, lips slack and wet, and her voice was broken and gusty with pleasure. "Christ, Jack...that's - ugh! - good fucking. Can you cum, Jack? Can you...ugh...fill me up like Jim did?"
Her words rang in my ears as I shafted her...had she fucked Jim as well? Or was she drawing a parallel between us and Donna? I imagined Jim ploughing into Amie...her beautiful slim body under his, legs locked over his back and those luminous golden eyes flaring as she felt his seed spurting, spurting. My eyes fell on the photographs behind her: Amie on the fence in her bobby socks, waving goodbye as I drove away; Amie in the barn, watching me as I worked on the farm tractor, and Amie as a virginal teenager, with long coltish legs and budding breasts thrusting against her school blouse. It only seemed like yesterday - and now she was riding me with her tits banging on her chest and her mouth open... using her warm slippery cunt to fuck me, to draw my incestuous seed into her body. Her hands were clenched in fists of pleasure and her face was distorted with lust as she felt my shaft stretching her open.
The images of yesterday and today tumbled through my brain in a kaleidoscope of colour and with a hoarse cry I came. There wasn't the usual build up. It came in a rush - a single, explosive release, scalding hot as it burst though the eye of my cock to hose into her in an apparently endless stream. From far away I could hear her screaming as she came too, her cunt kneading me like a masseur's hands...squeezing, sucking the jism out of my body with tight rhythmic undulations. Her eyes were screwed tightly shut and she was shaking her head, her hair swirling around her face in a golden cloud. My back was arched, my cock jammed into her as far as I could, the head buried deep inside as I sprayed. Everything around as had stopped...it was just me and her, joined together as I emptied into her body in long seconds of exquisite ecstasy. Amie, my little Amie.
And then the spiral down, the return of awareness: of my sister smiling down at me, her hair plastered to her head and her body perched on me, still gripping my twitching cock. "Christ, Jack," she whispered. "Could it get any better than that?"
I stared up at her with my heart thudding in my chest, and I knew it could not.
***
We walked back to the house together, holding hands like lovers.
"So how long did the Donna and Jim thing go on for?" I asked her.
"About a year."
"That long!"
She nodded. "Donna pretty much gave up the village boys - she'd got someone a lot closer to take care of her needs...and Jim was up to it, too." She laughed. "If you were wondering why the cot bed we just used is bent in the middle, you can blame them." She looked up towards the house. "They were at it every day - sometimes more...in the stables, in the house - even outside, sometimes -"
"So how did they keep it a secret?"
She glanced at me. "I wondered when you'd ask that question...it gets to the heart of the whole thing, doesn't it - why Donna and Jim left, and what Mum did." She looked away, and I could see her thinking, wondering whether she should tell me. We walked for a little while in silence and then she suddenly stopped and turned toward me again.
"Mum knew, Jack. Not at first, but after a while."
"So what did she do?"
She hesitated for a moment. "Would you mind if I didn't tell you?"
I stared at her in surprise. "What!? Why on earth wouldn't you, Amie?! Apart from being a major event in the family it might tell me why you think Mum's not an issue for us."
She smiled at my outrage. "You're right," she said gently, "but it was an act which she bitterly regrets now...it tore the heart out of the family and she lives with its consequences every day." She shook her head. "It's not something I can prattle about idly, Jack, or put my spin on it. She needs to tell you, not me. One day, if she's ready." She squeezed my hand and started walking again.
"At least tell me why she's not an issue for us."
She strode a few more steps in silence before she answered, her voice low. "Because she told me she misses being able to watch them."
I stopped in my tracks as if I'd walked into a brick wall. "Mum was watching them?"
"Yes."
"For how long?"
She shrugged. "About a year, I guess. Until she did what she did."
"Christ! Did they know?"
"I don't think so."
"And she misses it?"



"Apparently. That's what she told me - at least, that's my interpretation of the conversation."
"Why would she tell you that?"
Amie sighed. "It was months after they'd gone, Jack. She told me because she was racked with guilt at what she had done to them. Because she was lonely and a bit drunk, and she knew that I knew what had been happening, and because I was the only one in the whole world she could tell."
I stood for a few moments, thinking. Jesus! Mum was a voyeur too - and on her own kids. Getting pleasure from watching them fuck each other. If Amie had told me black was white I'd have believed her - but not that.
"I can't believe it, Amie. Not Mum -"
She gripped my hand. "Why the hell not, Jack! A week ago would you have believed that you'd fuck me?"
"No, but -"
"So stop being judgmental. Donna and Jim crossed a line, and so have you and I. Why shouldn't she? Mum's got needs and urges just like any of us. Why not that one?"
"Did she join in?"
"How the hell would I know!" she answered angrily.
"You used to watch as well. Did you ever see her join in?"
"No."
"Did you watch together?"
"Christ! No - we didn't, Jack. Did you think it was like a squash court or something, with a viewing gallery -"
"No, but I'm trying to figure out if you worked together at this." A thought struck me. "Does she know about us?"
"What are you saying, Jack? That I set this up? That you and I screwed for her enjoyment?" She stared at me for a moment, seeing the doubt and suspicion in my eyes. She released my hand and stood back, her face white with anger. "Well, fuck you!"
"Amie -"
"No! I knew I shouldn't have told you. I should have guessed at your reaction, Jack. Well - get this in your thick head, if you can. No, I didn't set it up. No, Mum didn't watch us and yes, I did it because I love you...or I did, you bigoted prick!" She stared at me for a moment or two and then spun on her heel and stomped up the track towards the house, her back stiff with anger.
I stood and watched her go, my mind in a turmoil. I felt as if I'd just been run over by a truck...standing in the open road with a clear view of the way ahead one minute and smashed in the gutter the next... with everything I knew about my family scattered like broken garbage around me. I stood for a few minutes trying to get my thoughts in order, but I needed time to think so I turned back and headed to the little office in the stables.
I sat on the cot in the corner and tried to collect my thoughts. The only illumination in the room came from the little window in the opposite corner - a hard, diffused light distorted by the streaks of dirt and dust on the glass panes so the room was cast in a sort of dappled radiance that accentuated shadows, like an old photograph. A scrap of material was lying on the floor at my feet and I picked it up: Amie's panties. I remembered how she had stripped them off and used them to clean herself up before we left the room, and I pressed them to my face to breathe in the scent of her body juxtaposed with the pungent smell of my semen. Her and me: our most intimate odours mingled together in the fine weave of the material, just as we were now interwoven in life.
And so I sat in that little room, trying to make sense of what I'd learned and what it meant. Amie and me...so much more than just a quick fuck - and following in the footsteps of our siblings. I imagined Donna lying on this very bed with her legs around her brother and her pussy full of his cock...did it change anything? And what about Mum, hiding in the shadows...touching herself as she watched her children fucking? Dad had been long dead by then, and she was alone. Was voyeurism the extent of her sex life or had she actually joined in? And what did that mean to me - and to my relationship with Amie? What would the price of staying together be - to allow her to watch us? To let her to join in?
The questions piled up up in my brain like autumn leaves against a fence and there were no answers. And so after a while I stood up and clambered down the stairs, heading back towards the house. Just about the only thing I was sure of was that I loved Amie - but I didn't yet know the cost of keeping that love alive, or whether the price would be too high.
*****
Dinner was a dismal affair. Amie was disengaged and Mum was trying too hard to be cheerful. I tried my best to engage both of them, but images of each kept appearing in my mind: Amie in wild orgasm as I fucked her, and Mum crouching in the shadows with bright eyes, watching us. She looked so innocent - was she really into watching her kids? I realised that I knew nothing of her private life...why would I?
Amie excused herself after the meal and I did the washing up with Mum. As soon as we were alone she turned to me.
"Is everything all right between you and your sister?" she asked.
I smiled. "A brother and sister tiff, Mum. We'll be OK in the morning."
She nodded absently, her hands busy in the sink. "I'd hate for you not to get on, Jack. It's important to me that you like each other."
"We'll be fine."
She sighed. "You seemed to be doing so well - last night, and down at the stables this morning."
I wondered if she knew just how well we'd got on, but I let it pass. "Why don't you ask Donna to stay for a while, Mum?" I asked gently. "Just for a week or two. I know you don't see eye to eye but isn't it time to bury the hatchet? And Jim?"
"I've no idea where Jim is," she said. "And Donna - well...maybe one day."
"No. Tomorrow. Ring her in the morning. Use me as an excuse to invite her down."
She smiled. "It's not that simple, Jack...she'd refuse, and I don't want to handle another rejection."
"Won't she even visit to see me?"
"I doubt it - her husband's forbidden her to bring the baby, for one thing -"
I stared at her. "Baby? What baby?"
"Didn't you know?" she smiled. "You have a little nephew...he's two years old."
"Jesus, Mum! Wasn't anybody going to tell me?"
"You had your own life, Jack, in another country - and Donna's cut herself off from the family. She doesn't want anything to do with us."
"Why?"
"You'll have to ask her, son."
"I'm asking you."
She smiled sadly. "And I can't answer. You must speak to her, Jack." She pulled the plug out of the sink and stripped off her gloves. "By all means ring her tomorrow and invite her down - but don't be surprised if she doesn't want to talk to you. Now...can I get you a coffee?"
"No thanks, Mum. I think I'll just go up to my room and read."
She smiled. "Right. Don't forget to make up with Amie."
"I will."
"And in the morning I'd like you to move to the end bedroom in the new wing. It's a much nicer room, and I've been thinking of redecorating yours anyway."
"No problem. Good night Mum."
She leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead. "Good night, son."
*
Amie had gone off to do her chores by the time I was up, so I used the morning to prepare my old bedroom for painting and to move my stuff into the new one. Mum was right - the new room was much nicer. It was down the corridor from Amie and shared a little ensuite bathroom. It also had full length wall-to-wall mirrors on the wardrobes to one side of the room, and a bigger bed.
Amie came in for lunch dressed in her working gear. "I hear we are to be neighbours," she said.
"Pardon?"
"Your new room - next to mine," she explained. I was relieved to see her smile.
"Oh - yes. Mum wants to decorate the old one."
"She said that when she moved Donna into it three years ago. Still - it will be nice to have you close."
I touched her hand. "I'm sorry about what I said yesterday. I -"
"Forget it, Jack. I should have found another way to tell you that wasn't so confronting." She smiled and gripped my fingers. Would you like to go out for dinner tonight?"
"Are you asking me out on a date?"
"Sure. There's a nice little bistro in the village. Only if you want, though."
"I'd crawl there over broken glass to be with you."
She smiled. "Then that's a date....and could you help me this arvo?"
"Sure. What are we doing?"
"We're getting a new horse next week. I need to empty the tack room and make a new stable."
It was evident that the tack room hadn't been touched in years and had been used as a general storeroom for just about everything: old mowers, broken tools and the general bric-a-brac that collects over time. We spent the afternoon going through the piles of stuff and sorting it - rubbish to the skip behind the barn and the other items to the upstairs level. I resolved not to talk about any of the family issues, so we chatted about the farm and her university studies, and I told her more of what I had done in the States. The afternoon passed in a flash and by early evening it was done.
She stood back and scrutinized the work with a keen eye. "This is great, Jack. I never thought we'd get it done today."
"Just the hinges on the gate to fix. I'll do that tomorrow."
"Thank you." There was a smear of dirt down one cheek and a few strands of hair had escaped from her pony-tail, giving her a slightly disheveled look. She looked young and incredibly beautiful.
"Do I get a reward?" I rolled my eyes upwards, towards the office with its little bed.
She shook her head. "Later. I smell like a horse, and I've got dust in places where it shouldn't be."
"I'm really good at dusting."
She laughed. "I bet. I can just see you in a pinafore with a feather duster...or did you have some other implement in mind?"
"How much dust are we talking about?"
"Lots," she said. "In every orifice."
"Not a problem," I said.
*
The bistro was next to the village store, really not much more than a single room of a terraced house but the proprietor had done it out well and it was BYO, which kept the cost down. We sat in the table in the front window, and Amie told me about some of the other people in the room.
"That's Mrs Treleven, the post mistress," she said. "In the blue dress, near the door? She's the village gossip - she knows everything about everyone, and what she doesn't know she'll find out." She smiled and waved at the florid faced woman who regarded her with distaste. "When she finds out you're my brother she'll tell everyone, so we'd better behave. No holding hands or gazing into each other's eyes."
"So I suppose a fuck on the table is out?"
Amie smiled "Probably a little bit of a giveaway."
"French kissing?"
"Nope."
I reached under the table and touched her thigh. "How about a little grope, then?"
"That's just fine, Jack, until I have an orgasm about the time main course arrives. That might be a giveaway too."
"I'm getting the impression you don't like the village much."
She shrugged. "It's a small community, Jack, and I've chosen not to become too involved. That makes me a stuck-up outsider in their view." She smiled. "If there's any gossip to be had they'll put a negative spin on it, that's for sure."
"So how do you know them all?" I asked.
Amie shrugged. "I occasionally go into the shops and the pub. They're always here. Most would never have left the village in their whole lives." She turned her eyes on me and changed the subject. "Did you speak to Mum last night?"
"I did. She was very concerned that you and I should get on."
"I bet. That's part of the reason she's given you the room next to me."
"And the other part?"
"She wants to paint your old room." She smiled. "What else could it be?"
"She can see both our rooms from hers. Maybe she's keeping an eye on our sleeping habits."
"Don't get paranoid, Jack. That's what curtains are for."
I opened my mouth to answer, but thought better of it. I'd decided that afternoon that the only way to deal with the situation was to roll with it, and see what happened. There wasn't anything more to say at this point, and I didn't want to upset Amie again.
"Mum also told me that Donna had a baby."
She picked up her wine and twirled the glass, watching the amber liquid sparkle in the candlelight. "So I hear."
"Whose is it?"
She smiled. "Her husband's, of course."
"But the dates suggest otherwise. It could be Jim's."
Amie set the glass on the table. "Yes it could, Jack. It could also belong to any one of a dozen guys in the village - but there's no point in speculating." Her tone made it clear that she didn't want to talk about it, but I could see she knew more than she was letting on.
There were so many secrets in this family...like layers of paint on an old table, each hiding the crude brushstrokes of the one below. I wondered if one day somebody would research who had been up whom in the Harrison family: how Jim and Donna had become lovers, and Jack and Amie too; and how their mother loved to watch their children as they fornicated. We'd be judged harshly, no doubt - but they wouldn't ever have known Amie, with her mysterious golden eyes and smoldering sensuality. She was gazing at me and I could almost feel the sexual energy radiating from her, oozing from her skin like an aphrodisiac, drawing me in like a moth to a flame. I realised that I could no more resist her than I could stop breathing, and no price was too high to take what she offered.
The meal was hardly cordon bleu, but it was good and wholesome and afterwards we walked back along the same bridle path that had led me to Amie's bed. Was it only four days ago? There was no certainty then: I had wondered what might be in store for me on that night, but tonight was very different. Her arm was tucked under mine and even though we had already fucked twice there was that breathless excitement about us - knowing we were about to do it again...that nothing short of Armageddon would stop us from joining our bodies together. And this time it was pre-meditated - a deliberate act to seal our union and join together as lovers rather than simply to rut. After tonight we would never be able to pretend that we'd just got carried away in the heat of the moment.
Mum had turned down the sheets on my bed and left a bedside light on, and for a few moments we held each other, both aware of the consequences of what we were about to do. Her head was cradled into my shoulder and her face was pressed against my jacket. I could smell the crisp freshness of her hair and feel the warmth of her body through my clothes. My cock was already hard - just the knowledge of what was about to happen was enough. She felt it pressing against her belly and looked up at me, her eyes shining in the dim light.
"Is that for me?" she asked softly.
"You bet."
"Then I'll take it," she said simply. She broke from my embrace and dropped to her knees, her hands deftly unzipping me and drawing me out. My cock was as hard as it had ever been, the turgid flesh pulsing in her hand and the helmet fully exposed, a gleam of moisture at its eye. She bent her head to it, gently rubbing her lips over the tight purple flesh, her fingers small against the swollen shaft. She had positioned me carefully so she could see herself in the mirror: watching the image of the young girl crouching before her older brother, subjugating herself to his desires - his cock in her hand and her mouth touching it, drawing out a silver strand to string between them. Her lips were dry and she rubbed the bulbous head over the soft pink flesh, smearing his juices so they gleamed in the soft light, and she slipped his cockhead between them and took him in her mouth.
I tried to be still but the sensation was just too good so I held her head and began to thrust into her, watching her mouth stretch around me, watching the gleam of her spit on the shaft as I slid in and out. I remembered her story of Jim fucking Donna's face and how he jammed it deep in her throat and came, spurting gouts of his cum so deeply in her neck that she almost choked. Perhaps I would try that one day, but for now I wanted her lips and tongue on the head of my cock: her lips to nuzzle and tease it, gripping one moment and soft and loose the next - and her tongue to flicker over the purple flesh to tease the rim. My cock was pulsing, each twitch delivering a trickle of my juice to her mouth, eel-slippery as it oozed down her throat. God, it was good! She was working me, her eyes watching her reflection as she bobbed onto my shaft, drawing it out one moment to see the strands of pre-cum stringing from her shiny lips and then plunging it into her mouth the next, rubbing the soft insides of her cheeks against the frenulum and curling her tongue over the great swollen head.
I could have stood there for hours, letting her service my cock until it burst into her mouth like a fire hose - but I wanted to do so much else, and so after I while I drew her to her feet. Her lips were soft and wet and I kissed them, tasting myself on the shiny flesh, wincing as her sharp little teeth nibbled me. She helped pull off her clothes as we kissed: the blouse first and then the little lacy bra. Her breasts sprang free - firm and round, the nipples as hard as pebbles. She groaned as I pinched them, teasing them in my fingers to draw them out further, encompassing the firm roundness of each breast to acknowledge its shape and wondrous plasticity. Her fingers were at her skirt and she pulled it away, stepping out of it. In the mirror I could see she was only wearing her little white panties now - the delicate filigree lace hugging the delicious curves of her buttocks and clinging to her mons. The lips of her cunt were pressed against the fabric, each clearly defined, and I felt my cock twitch at the sight. She stepped back and slipped her fingers under the elastic, sliding them over the peachy flesh of her thighs and stepping out of them to stand before me naked. With trembling fingers I stripped off my clothes, tossing them aside until I was naked too; and for a few moments we stood and regarded each other.
I had eaten Amie on our first night but it had been rushed - but now there was time to fully enjoy myself as I knelt at the altar of my sister's cunt. The lips of her pussy were shiny and pink, drawn apart with her excitement and with a gleam of pearly juice between them. I touched her lightly with the tip of my tongue, lapping at the portal to her body, curling the tip between the fragrant lips to scoop her discharge into my mouth. The flesh of her thighs touched my cheeks like velvet and her hands were in my hair to guide me, and I could hear her moaning as my tongue delved into her secret passage. She pressed hard against me, releasing a flow of fluid that bubbled over my lips and chin like the juice of a luscious fruit, sweet and fragrant, smearing over the smooth golden flesh of her thighs and staining the sheets below her crutch.
I could smell her too: the essence of a young, healthy woman in full arousal, the aroma filling my mind and seizing my senses with the singular yearning to bury myself in her as deeply as I could, to be as one. Time ceased to have any meaning - there was only me and Amie, my tongue lapping at her cunt, shimmering over the trembling lips of her labia, delving into her steaming vulva and then spearing deeper to wriggle inside her as far as I could.
I could have eaten her all night, I think: taken the main course she was offering and swallowed her for dessert as well, but she could take no more. I became aware of her pulling at my head, lifting me and her voice was soft and insistent. "Jesus, Jack. Stop...stop. No more." Her cheeks were flushed and her lips pouting, swollen from where she had bitten them in her passion, and she regarded me with heavy-lidded eyes. "Fuck me now," she said. "Fuck me all night."
The initial penetration was exquisite: the nudge of her labia against my glans... the first touch of our swollen flesh. I eased forward lightly and the head of my cock entered her body, easing aside the lips to slide into her tight wet flesh. She rolled languorously beneath me, her hips arching to suck my shaft deeper, to open the channel for the maximum depth. Her face was against mine and I heard her growling deep in her throat as she felt herself stretched open.



"Ah, ah," she whispered, her lips pressed to my ear. "Ah, that's deep, Jack. Press deeper. Press into my cunt."
"I will, I will." My voice filled with wonder at the heat and tightness of her body. She clasped her legs over my back, changing the angle of my penetration so I speared even deeper. I could feel the grip of her vulva on the stem of my shaft, as tight as a rubber band, and my balls pressed hard against her ass.
"Hold it in me," she instructed. "Ah...that's good. Stay deep inside me."
How could I describe that moment? It wasn't just the exquisite sensation of being buried in a tight young pussy and feeling it pulse around my rigid cock, although that was incredible in itself: it was the whole act of possessing my sister - the act of fucking her in as a deliberate and premeditated act. I knew that whatever might lie ahead this would always be a milestone in our lives, to be remembered until the day we died. It was her acquiescence, too: her willingness to take me deep into her delicious little body and to use every skill she possessed to make it special.
And so I fucked her...each stroke a cycle of delicious pleasure. Holding just the tip of my prick at the mouth of her pussy whilst her labia fluttered around me and the juices oozed onto the sheets underneath...and then the long, slide into her body cavity, the walls of her cunt squeezing me as I burrowed towards her belly until I was buried deep inside her. I'd pause there for a moment, luxuriating in her tightness and then begin the long withdrawal - her flesh sucking at me as I drew back, sliding eel-slippery over her clinging wet flesh until the rim of my cock popped out of her in a little spray of her juices. She was sheathed in velvet: a warm, vibrating little animal that gasped and sighed as I fucked her; her kisses like molten honey and her arms and legs wound around me. She was grunting with each stroke: almost a purring sound, and from time to time she whispered in my ear with a voice gusty and broken with pleasure.
"Ah, Jack," she whispered. "Ah...ah, that's good. So fucking deep! I can feel...your balls on my ass....can you feel that? Can you feel me fucking you, Jack?" She squeezed her cunt around me and worked her torso back and forth rapidly, grunting with the sensation of my cock zipping into her like a sewing machine.
After a while she pushed me on my back and laid her head on my belly, looking down at my rod. The head bobbed before her eyes with strands of juice dribbling out to paint my skin and she took just the tip into her mouth, her lips nibbling feather-soft over the swollen purple flesh. Her hand cupped my balls, hefting them, and her fingers dipped behind them to touch my anus: and then she moved again, swiveling around to straddle me with her face towards my feet, lifting my cock and engaging it at her opening, grunting as she impaled herself on its turgid length. I was rewarded by a view of her ass bouncing on me, and the tight ring of her vulva stretched around my shaft. I could see her asshole too, clean and pink and tinged with juice, crimping as I fucked her.
My whole being was immersed in her: in the delicious sensation of her cunt swallowing and releasing me; in the way she rolled her hips to draw me in, and in the tightness of the channel in which I was buried. Her juices spewed and splattered over my balls and I grasped her hips to steady her, my loins arching up with each stroke to reach even further into her body. I could see her in the mirror to the side of the bed, her body slim and graceful and her tits bouncing on her ribcage with the force of our coupling. Donna would have watched herself in the same mirror, crouching over Jim as she serviced him...perhaps with Amie, too. I imagined the two sisters together and what they might have done. Amie was certainly capable of it, and from what I had heard, so was Donna. Perhaps one day I could have both of them here, kneeling on the bed next to one another with their pussies open and waiting, not knowing which I would enter next.
The jism churned in my balls like molten lava and I grasped Amie's hips tighter, grunting as I bucked underneath her. She knew I was close and she began to talk, urging me on, her words punctuated by her own gasps of pleasure as the spiral of her orgasm approached.
"Christ Jack...ugh. Ah, Christ that's good! Can you hear... ugh...us fucking? Ah, ah, that's good. Fuck this tight little pussy...spray into me, Jack...ugh! Can you do that?"
And my own voice, hoarse with pleasure as I ploughed into her. "God yes, Amie. Squeeze me...suck my jism into your cunt! Oh...oh, Christ, here it comes!"
I spurted massively into her, a sizzling jet of boiling seed. She felt it strike her insides and shrieked, tripping into her own climax: her back arched like a bow and her pussy spasmed around me, gripping me as tightly as a vice, her vagina undulating in powerful contractions that literally sucked the juice out of my twitching balls into the tight wet vacuum of her cunt. A jet of her own fluid squirted from her lips to soak my balls, splashing over my thighs and dribbling onto the clean white covers beneath us. The spinning vortex of our pleasure seemed to go on forever, engulfing us to the point where nothing else existed: only the need to impregnate her with the tide of my boiling seed.
And as we clung to each other my mother crouched before the big plasma screen in her room, her face suffused with lust as she watched us fucking. How could I have ever known that the smoke detector was fake, containing only a little camera to stream the pictures to her room? How could I ever have guessed that Amie knew, and had carefully posed and positioned us to get the very best pictures for Mum? And how could I have ever imagined that the next time I was out they would watch the tape together in her big double bed, their lips swollen with kisses and their pussies pressed tightly together? And would I have cared, even if I had known? I doubt it...the price was small for what she had given me.
My cock was still jammed inside her, the bulbous head pressed against the cone of her cervix and my sperm pooled around it. For a long time neither of us spoke, and then she slipped off and lay beside me, her body damp with sweat.
"That was amazing," she whispered.
"Incredible," I agreed.
"And we are going to do it again very soon...but slower this time."
I chuckled. My cock was pressed against her leg and was still hard, eager to explore other orifices, and the whole night was before us. "Absolutely, my love."
She leaned over and kissed me lightly on the lips, her hair tickling my neck. "We don't deserve this Jack. It's too much -" she stopped suddenly, her eyes on my face.
"What?"
"I was thinking of - Donna...what she had and what she lost. She's not happy, you know."
"So what can we do about it, Amie?" I thought I knew what was coming.
"I phoned her today. She's agreed to come down for a week - by herself. Is that alright?"
"Only if I am with you as well."
Amie sank down beside me again, and chuckled. "Of course, Jack." Her eyes flicked to the smoke detector above our heads. "I'm sure we'll all get on together...and it's an opportunity for Mum to see her again."
In a moment of insight I understood what she meant. "All of her?" I asked.
"Oh, yes," Amie whispered.
*****
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Jessica's Sister
I picked up the phone on the third ring. "David Marshall."
The voice on the other end was somewhat hesitant. "Hi David, it's Chloe." There was a pause, as if she was waiting for me to respond, but the name did not ring a bell and I was silent. She hurried on to explain. "You know, Jessica's sister -"
My mind spun back, placing her. Chloe...my wife's sister, whom I'd met once before only. Initial impressions: thin, unsmiling, unfriendly - and yet here she was talking to me. She must want something I thought, but I put enthusiasm into my voice.
"Chloe! Of course. I wasn't expecting to hear from you."
"No. Well, I've only just heard that you're in town - in fact I hear that you're flying out tomorrow and I wanted to ask a favour."
"Ask away."
"I wondered if you would have a spare seat for me."
I thought quickly. Jess must have told her that I was ferrying an aircraft back to the east coast and that I might have a spare seat. I was surprised that she was asking - it wasn't as if we were particularly close. I did have an empty seat though and maybe this would be an opportunity to mend bridges - or to find out why the hell she'd burned them in the first place.
Her voice interrupted my thoughts. "I'd be really grateful, David."
"How much luggage would you have?"
"As little as you wanted me to."
"You know it's a long and boring flight in a very small aircraft?"
"That's not a problem." She sounded almost defensive.
"We'll be stopping off one night on the way."
"I'm happy to pay my way."
"Very well. You need to be at Flight Facilities at the airport at five tomorrow morning - one small suitcase only. Wear warm clothes and bring something to wrap up in, and a packed lunch. Can I pick you up somewhere?"
"I'll manage, thanks."
"Don't be late - I won't be able to hang around."
Her voice was cool. "I won't be. See you then." The line clicked as the connection was broken.
I put the handset back on the cradle and thought about what had just happened. Chloe was the youngest of my wife's three sisters, and we'd only met once - at our wedding a couple of years ago. She'd been a bridesmaid and I remembered her as a mousey blonde with somewhat pinched features and a snooty air about her. She hadn't actually said that she didn't approve of me as a brother in law, but she certainly gave that impression - or perhaps it was just her superior attitude: either way, we hadn't hit it off at all. Still, this was an opportunity to get to know her a bit better and if we didn't like each other by the end of this trip it would at least be based on more than just first impressions.
So much for the solitude of flying, though. I really didn't need the company.
*****
She stood by the check-in counter at five the next morning, dressed in jeans and a blue blouse with a hooded windcheater. She had filled out a little since I last saw her, and she looked better for it - an oval symmetrical face with full, well shaped lips and a slightly upturned nose. Her eyes were blue, almost azure, and the hair that fell softly around her shoulders was the colour of ripe wheat with bronze highlights. An interesting package: not classically beautiful but definitely the sort of girl that caused men to look twice.
She didn't kiss me but instead took my hand in hers and gave it a small, formal shake.
I smiled. "Good to see you, Chloe. Do you have a warm coat or a blanket? It will get very cold up there."
She indicated a folded blanket on her bag and I nodded in approval. "Good. Are you ready?"
"Yes. What time do we leave?"
"As soon as we can. The flight plan's in and I've checked over the aircraft."
"How long to get home?"
I looked at her. "Tomorrow - about four pm if all goes well. I'll make a special landing to drop you off and then I'm going on to deliver the aircraft to its owner."
"I'm sorry if I put you out."
"No problem - you're family."
She looked as if I'd just said something unpleasant and I smiled.
"Have you been to the toilet? There's no facilities on board."
"Yes."
"Have you flown in a light aircraft before?"
"Not really."
"Do you want me to explain what's going on during the flying?"
She shrugged. "I guess."
"I'll take that as a yes, then." We walked over the apron towards the aircraft and I talked to her about it, what to look for, safety tips, checks. I stowed her baggage in the nose and did a final walk around.
She peered into the rear cabin, noting the large green container that filled it. "What's that?"
"Long range fuel tank. It transfers directly into the main tanks in each wing with an electric pump."
"It looks very heavy."
I nodded. "We'll be at max gross weight on take off. I had to take a little fuel out for you."
She grimaced. "Will that be a problem?"
"Nope, we have a big safety margin so I used up a bit of that." I looked at her. "Besides, you're so slim it was really only a couple of gallons." She didn't acknowledge the compliment, so I helped her into the small cockpit and strapped her in.
We lifted off just before dawn, the high intensity runway lights rotating away below us, their perspective suddenly changing as I lifted the aircraft nose. The wheels housed with a solid thunk and we were up and free, climbing into the dark sky with the lights of the city spread below. They slipped rapidly behind us and soon there was nothing to indicate any sign of habitation - we were alone, the two of us in a little cocoon suspended in a world of black with only the throb of the engines and the sibilant whisper of the slipstream over the canopy to keep us company.
As we passed through six thousand feet the first stirrings of dawn appeared on the horizon's rim: a band of gold and red, the sky above turning from black to dark indigo and the stars fading. The first rays of the sun speared above the horizon, lancing out into the firmament like golden fingers, reaching up to spill their light over the aircraft so that the paintwork gleamed red and orange and black and the propeller discs spun like fat gold coins either side of the cockpit. And then suddenly the sphere of the sun appeared, climbing rapidly over the horizon and the soft and sleepy colours of the dawn surrendered to the crisp, fresh light of another day.
We climbed through the transitioning colours of the sky -indigo giving way to the soft pastel pink and blue of dawn, hardening rapidly into a bright, cobalt blue that stretched for ever over the vast brown land below us. For a while it just belonged to the two of us - until at last we reached our cruising altitude and I leveled her off and adjusted the throttle and mixture settings and then engaged the autopilot before jotting down the time and other details. I glanced across at Chloe but she was looking straight ahead, apparently unmoved by nature's display.
"Did you enjoy that?"
"What?" Her voice sounded very close in the headphones.
"The sunrise. I never get tired of seeing it - you get a whole different perspective from up here."
"It was nice." She glanced at me, noting my hands weren't on the controls. "Shouldn't you be flying the 'plane?"
I laughed. "It's on autopilot."
"Oh - so your job really isn't that difficult." There was just a trace of scorn in her voice.
"It gets more difficult when something goes wrong."
"Like what?"
"Like anything that might cause this aircraft to stop flying."
"Are you trying to frighten me?"
I sighed. So this is how it was going to be. "No, I'm not." I looked at her again, but she remained staring ahead. "Look, Chloe - we've got about twelve hours together in this cockpit until we get to where we're going, so why don't we try to be pleasant to each other? It won't cost you anything and it'll sure make the time go a bit more quickly."
She glanced at me, a brief turn of the head before she looked away again. "I don't know what you mean." Her face was expressionless, staring through the perspex, but I could see from the set of her mouth and the way that she leaned forward that she was tense. I wondered why she was like this, but then shrugged. It was her problem, not mine.
We flew on through the morning, and Chloe sat by my side without speaking. Sometimes she closed her eyes, leaning against the window to try and find a few inches more room, but it was uncomfortable and she didn't sleep. At length she gave up and pushed her pillow behind her seat, and then opened her packed lunch.
She waved it in my direction. "Want a sandwich? It's - er, cheese and pickle."
I didn't really want one but perhaps it was a peace offering. "Thanks."
She handed it to me, her fingers long and slim. "'Scuse fingers."
"No worries." I regarded her. "Was that a wedding ring I saw on your finger?"
"Nah. I wear it just to keep the guys off." She held up her left hand to show me the thin gold band.
"I see. Do you have someone, though?"
She shook her head. "I had someone - Michael. I really thought he might be the one. He was an engineer - good looking, hard working...seemed a nice guy." Her voice turned bitter. "That was, until I told him I was pregnant. He couldn't get out of the house fast enough, and next I heard he'd gone up north to work in the mines. I never heard from him again."
"I'm sorry."
She laughed briefly. "And the irony was that I miscarried at ten weeks. We could still have been together - but I guess he did me a favour by letting me know what he was really like."
"You're young and pretty Chloe. You'll find someone."
"You're very kind." She stared out of the window for a while, watching the brown earth slowly moving below us. I thought she'd done talking, but she suddenly spoke again.
"The truth is that I really don't want to have another relationship - not yet, anyway. I'd rather just beat my head on a brick wall every night. It hurts less."
"I understand, believe me. But something will come along, probably just when you least expect it."
"Maybe. It won't be me looking for it though."
We sat in silence for a few minutes while I checked the fuel calculations and checked the navigation, but I liked hearing her voice and seeing her smile so I asked her how she got on with Jess.
"So-so," she said. "I really don't hear much from her."
"You know that she's very proud of you."
"Really?" She looked surprised. "Why?"
"I guess that she figures that anyone who survived childhood in her family without turning into a complete basket case deserves a medal." I glanced at her. "Sorry - I didn't mean that to be offensive -"
"That's OK. We all know that my family is feral."
"She understands what you've achieved - putting yourself through Uni, winning a good job in a legal firm - that's all pretty impressive considering you had no support." I glanced at her. "And if you don't mind me saying so, you scrub up all right too."
A little smile touched her lips. " 'Scrub up' - is that a compliment?"
"Absolutely."
She was silent for a while, lost in some thought, and then she spoke again. "You know, when you two got married I wanted to kill her."
I turned to her in surprise. "You don't mean that! Why on earth -"
"We didn't have much as kids. Dad would go on walkabout for weeks at a time and Mum was into the bottle, so most of the time all we had was what we found or borrowed -" she smiled at me without humour, "or stole. We lived in a rough neighbourhood and we survived by being streetwise. Ros and Debbie were the eldest and they tried to look after us when Mum was having a bender, but both were pregnant by sixteen." She turned to me suddenly, her eyes like pools in her face. "Look at Ros now - three kids by different fathers, no job, no prospects...and Deb isn't much better."
"Don't you have a brother too?"
She nodded. "Christ knows where he is. He stuck it out 'till he was eighteen and then took off."
"They all had choices too, Chloe." I said gently.
She continued as if I hadn't spoken. "I was the youngest - skinny as a rake and wearing third hand stuff, mostly. We were pretty rough round the edges, but somehow Jess wasn't. Whenever there was something good happened, which wasn't that often, she'd be the one to fall on her feet.... avoiding the deadshits in the neighbourhood, pulling the best school results, putting on airs and graces, getting a job!" She ran her hand over her face, and her voice took on a bitter tone. "She was like a bloody fairly princess sailing through life. I used to look at her and wonder what she did to deserve it, and why I couldn't be the same." She shivered, as if the memory was chilling her. "And then you came along and took her away to a new life."
"But isn't that your story too? You've a good job, nice clothes...I mean -"
"I know what you mean." She thought about it for a moment. "I guess, but I know what it's cost me - with Jess it just seemed to happen so effortlessly."
"Believe me, it wasn't."
"Wasn't what?"
"Effortless. She's struggled at times, too. More than you know."
She paused, catching her lower lip in her teeth in the little habit she had. "Maybe. She made it look easy, though...are you guys happy?"
"I guess." I didn't want to tell her what it was really like.
"Well, that was an answer filled with certainty and conviction! Are you happy or not?"
"As much as any married couple is with a big mortgage and two careers to manage."
"Are you going to have kids?"
I regarded her. "You don't hold back with directness, do you?"
"Well, are you?"
"Not today."
She shrugged and put the remaining sandwiches in the paper, folding it carefully before stuffing them in the little bag between her feet. I saw her looking out of the window at the biscuit brown landscape below, her eyes scanning for a landmark and finding none. She leaned back in her seat and I thought she might be dozing, but eventually she spoke.
"Where are we?"
"About a hundred miles east of Kalgoorlie."
"I need a wee."
"There's a pee-tube." I pointed to the tube clipped to the centre console, its hose snaking down to disappear under the seat. "It's not the easiest thing -"
She looked at it. "I can't use that!"
"Well, the nearest toilet is about three and a half hours away."
"Can't we land?"
I waved my hand at the broken landscape below. "Sure. Of course we can. Just pick me a spot where we can terminate in a fireball."
"There's no need to be sarcastic." I could feel her resentment. "So how does this thing work?"
"Unclip it, put the nozzle over your parts and go."
She released her seat belt and undid the belt to her jeans, sliding the zipper down before realising that I was watching her.
"Look the other way." Her voice was still resentful.
"I can't. I need to watch the engine instruments."
"Well, that's different to my instrument. Hold up a map or something, so you can't see."
I shook my head. "Nope, but I'll keep my eyes to the front, Chloe...it's not like I haven't seen one before though."
"You haven't seen mine, and you aren't going to." Out of the corner of my eye I could see her lifting her ass off the seat, struggling to pull her jeans over her hips. Eventually they slid down, bunching at the top of her thighs and I caught a glimpse of tiny blue panties and the soft white skin of her thighs. She unclipped the hose and fumbled with it, and I heard her gasp.
"You all right down there?"
"Very funny. The metal bit is freezing cold."
I shook my head theatrically. "God, yes. I should have told you. The temperature outside is -" I checked the OAT gauge "- minus eight."
She was still fumbling, the hose snaking between her legs, the panties pulled aside and the cup pressed against her. I glanced at her face. "Be careful that the metal cup doesn't freeze to you."
"Stop looking! Face the front!" Her face was pale.
"If it does I'll have to radio ahead. You'll need surgery."
"Stop it!"
"It'll be a sensation in Mt Dutton. I can see the headline in the local rag: 'Doctor performs five hour operation to cut visiting woman's vag-"
"You're a beast!"
"It will be the talk of the town for weeks. The offcuts would go in the mining museum."
"You're awful." Her shoulders were shaking. "I can't go if you make me laugh."
I was silent for a few seconds, wondering at her mercurial mood swings.
"How are you getting on?"
I saw her peering down. "Alright, I think, although I have no idea if it is going in the tube or not."
"Do you have a warm sensation around your ass?"
"No. It's freezing."
"Then you've probably got it right." I paused for a moment. "Do you need a hand?"
"No!"
"I'll keep my gloves on. It will be very impersonal."
"No, No! Stop it!" She was laughing. "I'm done now, anyway."
"Right." Out of the corner of my eye I saw her disengage the cup, pulling it away. There was a brief glimpse of crisp golden curls and then the thin material of her panties snapped back, and she moved her thigh to obscure my view as she went about tidying herself up.
"Do I need to do anything?"
"Like what?"
"Well..." she looked sheepish. "Like, flush it or something."
I shook my head. "Nope. What you did has been dumped overboard, and we're flying along the highway. Some poor guy on his bike has just been struck by what he thinks is hail. He'll be looking up, mouth open, wondering what's going on, never suspecting he's just got Chloe Davis's filtered breakfast coffee -"
"Enough!"
"He'll be reporting a UFO, no doubt, when he gets to the next Police Station."
She was laughing again, her teeth very white. "And the evidence will have melted and they'll think he's taking the piss out of them," she said.
"Yeah, never knowing that you were taking it out on him." I laughed with her, thinking how much better she looked when she was happy. "It's good to see you laugh, Chloe."
She regarded me. "What do you mean? I laugh a lot."
"Not so much around me."
"I've only met you a couple of times, David." She was silent for a moment. "I guess I gave the wrong impression. Do you think I'm a miserable bitch?"
"I never thought you were a bitch."
"So you think I'm miserable?"
I considered the question for a moment. "I think you are hard to get to know. We've been related by marriage for over two years but I don't know anything about you."
"What would you like to know?"
"Tell me about yourself."
And so she did, her voice soft against my ears as she talked about herself - her hopes and dreams and where she was going in her life and what she liked and didn't like. The sun moved overhead and sank lower in the west as we travelled against it, and the hard colours of the land below us softened to pastel browns and pale ochres. And as she spoke I became increasingly aware of her: the soft fragrance of her perfume and the long, expressive fingers of her hands, and the sound of her laughter in my earphones. And suddenly it was time to start our descent and I realised that the long flight on the first day really hadn't seemed that long at all with her next to me.
The touchdown was smooth and we taxied to the small apron to the north of the runway. Chloe looked out of the window at the barren landscape. "Tell me that this place is actually somewhere on earth," she said at length.
I laughed. "Welcome to Mt Dutton. It's right in the middle of nowhere, that's for sure...about half way between Adelaide and Alice Springs, although the name has also been given to a mountain on Mars."
She glanced at my face. "You're kidding, right?"
"Actually I'm not. There really is a mountain on Mars with the same name."



"Does anyone live here?"
"Sure - about 150 permanent folk. Believe it or not they rely on tourists for a living."
She laughed. "Tourists? Who the hell would want to come here?"
"Mostly grey nomads doing the Mt Dutton track to the Alice, anxious to see the Simpson desert, visit Lake Eyre and visit the outback. It's actually got a good reputation, Chloe. We'll be eating in the Florence's Roadhouse tonight."
"It sounds like a brothel."
"I don't think there's any working girls here. You have to bring your own."
She chuckled. "You couldn't afford me."
"Shucks. I thought that was part of the deal for giving you a lift."
"In your dreams, Marshall. Whatever would Jess say?"
I didn't reply, but as I retarded the mixture levers to kill the engines I knew that Jess wouldn't give a tinker's cuss if I slept with the whole town.
*
I was right about Mt Dutton - it was full of tourists and not all of them had brought caravans, either. We eventually managed to get one room with a double bed and a pull-out, but it had its own ensuite bathroom which was unusual for this part of the world. Chloe regarded our accommodation with a skeptical eye.
"I didn't realise we were sharing."
"Nor did I, Chloe. I hope you don't snore."
She shook her head at my heavy humour and dumped her bag on the double bed. "Just for that, you can have the little bed," she said, "and I get the first shower."
I shrugged. "OK. But you get to join me for dinner. There's a passable restaurant downstairs...they do a great roadkill mixed platter."
She wrinkled her nose. "Roadkill?"
"Yeah. Allegedly scraped off the road each morning after the night's traffic has killed it. Lizards, Emus, Snakes - the odd Wallaby and perhaps even a Buffalo. The gravel that comes with it is free."
"Really?"
"No. It's Woolworth's standard fare - brought in by refrigerated truck twice a week."
"Sounds great. I'll be ready in ten."
She was, too, and she looked good as we went down the wide, creaking staircase and found a table at the back of the patio. The waitress brought her a bottle of wine and a beer for me and we clinked glasses.
"I'm surprised you can drink if you are flying tomorrow," she said.
"One beer only. I lifted my glass in salute. "But don't let that stop you from having a good time."
"I will." She looked around. "This is...rustic."
"What did you expect from an outback town?"
"I don't know. I'd not really thought about it." She took a mouthful of her wine. "I imagined we'd be staying over in a bigger place - Adelaide, perhaps, and I'd have a five star hotel to sleep in."
"Is that what you'd like?"
"Not really. I've never been to a place like this - it's a bit of an adventure, you know?" Her eyes were on my face. "You get to meet interesting people this way."
"Is that a compliment?"
"If you like."
I laughed. "Kind of backhanded, wasn't it? You could have been talking about the whole town."
"I was, but right now you're part of it." She held my gaze. "Like I said, interesting people."
"Interesting isn't necessarily nice." I inclined my head slightly to indicate a woman on the table next to us. "Would you say she was interesting?"
Chloe regarded her for an instant, noting the thin disagreeable face and lank greasy hair. "Probably not."
"How about her companion?" He was grotesquely fat, with a resigned, hangdog expression in his little black button eyes.
"Nope."
"So who is, that you can see?"
"None of them," she said without looking.
"So it's just me?"
She smiled. "What's interesting is that I'm even here with you."
"Sorry?"
She took a sip of her drink and thought about her answer. "Frankly, I was surprised when you agreed to offer me a lift yesterday," she said evasively. "I thought you'd tell me to get lost." She paused for a moment, and then somewhat shyly she asked: "As a matter of interest, why did you agree? It's not like we were good friends or anything, and it was a lot to ask."
"It gave me an opportunity to get to know you a bit better - besides which there was no reason not to help you."
She looked at me with her head slightly on the side as if she was trying to decide to tell me something, and then she pushed aside a strand of errant hair from her forehead and smiled. "I'm beginning to think you are a much nicer person than me," she said softly.
"You're being too modest. I enjoyed your company today." I wondered what she had been thinking of telling me. "Why are you visiting the East?"
"Business."
"What kind of business?"
"The job interview kind."
"Really? That sounds very secretive. Would you like to tell me more?"
She shook her head. "It's nothing, David. I'm not even sure I want it."
"It's a long way to go for something you're not sure about."
"That's me - impulsive. I bet you didn't know that about me, either." Her eyes flickered to my face and she opened her mouth to say something more and then shut it again.
"What?" I asked.
"Nothing. I was going to say something and changed my mind."
"Tell me." I smiled at her. "Nobody will ever know, I promise. Things said in Mt Dutton stay in Mt Dutton."
She laughed lightly. "You just made that up." She held my gaze for a moment and then gave a little shrug. "I was going to ask if you meant what you said - about me being good company."
"Sure. I really enjoyed talking to you today - it made the time go quickly." I reached across and grasped her hand. "And I'm looking forward to tomorrow as well."
"Really?"
"Really. And we have tonight as well."
"Ah - tonight." She looked down at my hand. "Shared room, candlelit dinner and holding hands. Are you trying to seduce me, David Marshall?"
I released her fingers from mine. "I can see how it looks but I promise I'm not."
Chloe nodded. "Jess will be pleased." She took another sip of her drink and was silent for a while, twirling a little lock of hair with her fingers. "I spoke to her a couple of days ago, David," she said suddenly. " She seemed -" she hesitated, searching for the word " - tense. Is everything all right?"
"Of course." That was the understatement of the year. Our marriage had been perfect for the first year but she'd become increasingly bitter woman. But I wasn't going to tell her that. Chloe didn't need to know how her sister exercised her demons on me every night, her voice shrill and her accusations ever more absurd. Jess was a sick woman and it was my lot to stand beside her, to help her get better. In sickness and in health. How God must have chuckled when that clause was put into the marriage contract!
"What did she say to you, Chloe?"
She shrugged. "Not much. About family, mostly. How well everyone was doing, how much she missed us. When she heard I needed to travel east she suggested I call you."
I glanced at her sharply. "Did you phone her?" I asked.
"No." Chloe shook her head. "She called me."
I sat back and thought about it. Jess hated her family and I couldn't imagine her saying anything nice about them. In three years I'd never known her to call any of them. But now apparently she had - well, Chloe anyway - and had chatted her up and was nice, which wasn't like her at all. There was something going on here that I didn't understand.
"Did she ask you to do anything in particular?"
Her eyes slid to my face. "No. Not that I can remember."
I knew she was lying, but I didn't press it. I was enjoying the evening too much and it didn't really matter anyway. Jess was capable of anything, and Chloe probably felt like the meat in a sandwich. I broke off as the waitress appeared with our meals. "Ah - here we are. Wow! That looks good."
It did, too, and we tucked in. Chloe ate with relish, clearly enjoying the meal. The sun was setting and we could see the ochre colours of the desert turning purple and indigo as the day leached away. The candles on the tables were lit and in their gentle light I watched her as she talked, her face animated and her mouth laughing. She had piled her hair up on her head and her neck was long and graceful, the skin smooth and unblemished. In some respects she was very like Jessica: the same small, neat ears set on the side of her head and the same curve to her lips, but Chloe was far more animated than her sister and I found myself increasingly attracted to her.
We ordered another bottle of wine for her and it arrived just as the band struck up their first number. She set her glass down and looked at me. "Would you like to dance?"
"Sure, if you don't mind crushed feet."
She stood up and took my hand, her fingers warm in mine. To begin with we kept apart but the dance floor filled up rapidly and we were left wriggling in an increasingly small space until she put her arms around me and we moved together. She rested her head on my shoulder and swayed in time to the music, her body firm in my arms. The fragrance of her hair filled my senses and I was aware how tightly she was holding me, and I wondered again at her mood swings. This morning she could barely talk to me and now she was wrapped around me, her face pressed into my shirt and her body moulded to mine.
The first tune came to an end but she made no effort to disengage and so I held her tightly, waiting for the next. It was a lively little jig and the other couples hopped and jumped around us but she clung to me, swaying gently. Her breasts were pressed against my shirt and I could feel her thighs brushing against me as she moved her legs. My hands were on her back and I slid them down to her waist, feeling the curve of her body under my fingers and the sway of her hips as she moved. I felt my cock hardening and knew that she could probably feel it too, but the intimacy of that moment was right and I felt no shame.
Then that song ended too, and for a moment we stood on the dance floor holding each other. She turned her face to mine and I pressed my lips to hers, feeling their softness as her mouth opened, tasting her. I could feel her arms gripping me tightly and the press of her breasts against my chest, the nipples drilling into my shirt like hard little cherries. My mind was spinning - seduced by the softness of her mouth and the way she pressed her body to mine. I had been strong, but the last two years had been so difficult. Was it so wrong to long for the touch of a woman again? To lose myself in the soft depths of her body where I would find love and tenderness for a few hours instead of the bitter recriminations of my marriage?
I took her hand and led her out into the garden, to a secluded corner away from the lights of the hotel. The sky above us was a deep indigo shot through with a million stars and the moon was just beginning to rise, shrouded in a silver halo that suggested rain was coming. It painted her skin silver and her hair gleamed in its soft light. For a moment we stared into each other's eyes and then I leaned forward and embraced her, my arms around her body and my mouth against hers again. I could taste wine on her lips - and other flavours too - toothpaste and cinnamon; and her perfume filled my senses. She opened her mouth and her arms tightened around me. God, she felt good! My cock was like a log in my pants pressing against her thigh and she was pressing back against it, moving her body slightly. Her tongue was in my mouth, too, easing between my lips to touch the very tip of mine.
I moved my hands over the soft material of her dress, cupping her little tight buttocks and pulling her tighter as we ate each other, and then roaming upwards, over the curve of her hip to her breasts. Her nipples pressed against the fabric and I rolled them under my thumbs, feeling them swell with my touch, feeling her arch her back to thrust rhythmically against me in open invitation. Her eyes were on my face as I fondled her, and her breath panted slightly between her soft open lips. She was like putty in my hands, ready to do anything, and I slid my hand between us and cupped her sex. Even through the fabric of her dress I could feel the heat radiating from her body, and she groaned as my fingers dipped into the crease, and her voice was soft and gusty in my ear.
"Oh God, David...not here. Take me back upstairs."
She seized my hand and turned towards the hotel, leading me back to our room. My cock was like an iron bar and I could feel the excitement in my chest - that tightness you get when you know you are going to fuck a stranger for the first time. She dragged me past the table we had been at, through the crowd and the soft candlelight and the music and into the foyer where the big staircase was, into the bright light for the first time. And as she turned to climb the stairs I saw the expression on her face - not lust or excitement or anticipation but a sly little smile almost of triumph, as if she had proven something and had been right all along.
I guess I should have known. There were just too many unanswered questions: what was she really doing on the east coast, and what had she and Jess been speaking about before she called me to ask for a lift? What had Jess asked her to do, and why did she lie about it? And why was she being so accommodating when only this morning she could barely bring herself to speak to me? All of these thoughts flashed through my head in an instant, but I didn't care. Her hand was warm in mine and all I could think of was being inside her - to draw comfort from a woman's body again. We scurried down the corridor and fumbled with the key and then at last I drew her into the bedroom and shut the door.
She drew her dress over her head as soon as the door shut, flinging it aside and standing before me in her bra and a pair of little white panties. The only light in the room was from the neon sign from the bar on the other side of the street: red and blue, and in its light her skin looked dark and her eyes glittered slightly as they stared at me. God, she was beautiful! Her hair had come loose and tumbled around her face, framing its oval symmetry, brushing against her long, graceful neck. She wore a little necklace, too, with a pendant that hung at the crease of her cleavage to accentuate the swell of her breasts as they thrust against the thin filmy material of her bra. I could see the curve of her waist, the delicious swell of her hips and the little triangle of her pants, white against the skin of her belly and her thighs. Her face was tilted up towards me and she had an expression of desperate longing on it: her lips slightly open, the glitter of her little white teeth behind them.
For a moment we stared at each other, and then with a little cry she flung herself at me, her lips crushing against mine. Her skin was like warm velvet under my hands - not a single blemish to mar its warm plasticity, and she moaned into my mouth as we kissed. Christ, she felt good! I pulled off my shirt and undid the buckle of my trousers and she dragged them over my hips and I hopped on one foot and then the other as I kicked them off, laughing into her mouth as she kissed me. My cock was as stiff as a stick and her hand was cool as she pulled it towards her to rub the tip against her pants, smearing my juice over the silky material, dipping it down to delve into the soft crease between her thighs.
There was no foreplay: I could feel the heat of her pussy radiating out of her as she pulled aside the gusset of her pants and rubbed me against her. The angle was all wrong, so I seized her legs and lifted her, feeling her calves wrap around me, feeling her fingers align my shaft at her entrance and then release me. For a moment we were still: her body wrapped around mine and the head of my cock pressed against her vulva and her arms around my neck. Her head was back now, her eyes on my face as I penetrated her: breaking through the soft, wet barrier of her vulva in one long delicious thrust, feeling the lips fluttering around the shaft as I slid into her depths. Christ, she was tight! My cock was enveloped in her, buried to its root in a furnace of clasping, wet flesh that gripped and released me with a sort of pulsating vibrance. My hands were under her buttocks and I dipped my fingers to where we were joined, feeling the tight seal of her body stretched around my shaft like a living elastic band. The ring gripped me, held me tight inside her as she exercised her muscles, and she moaned again at the sensation.
I guess we stood like that for a minute or more - me standing there as still as a statute with my cock buried up into her belly whilst she milked me with her cunt. There was moisture now, seeping through the tight ring of her pussy over the tips of my fingers and I smeared it over the root of my shaft and then back over her flesh: the soft satin skin where her thighs curved under her buttocks and the little dip with the tight, crinkled portal of her anus. My finger rested there, feeling it twitch under its probing touch, and her lips broke free from mine as she whispered in that dark dusty room.
"Jesus, David!" a gusty little voice, racked with passion. "Ah, ah! Jesus, that's good. Fuck me....deep. Ah, yes, just like that!"
I began to thrust then, long, driving strokes that buried my turgid shaft into her tight little body. She rode me, her hands tight against my neck and her legs around my waist, and her lips close as she whispered dirty little words into my ear.
"Fuck, fuck! Fuck me deep...ah, just like that!"
And my own voice, whispering, whispering, gusty with lust as my fingers drew her buttocks aside to allow me to penetrate deeper. "I'm inside you, Chloe. Can you feel that? Can you feel me deep?"
"Christ, yes! Fucking my tight little pussy. Ah, yes...long, deep, strokes David. Fuck me deep."
I lay her on the bed, my cock breaking free to bob over her belly. For a moment she stared up at me with hungry, glinting eyes, and then she slid off her pants and scooted to the centre of the bed, waiting for me with her thighs open and the slick wet juice around her cunt shining in the light from the window. I could see the opening to her body, a dark gash in the pale flesh, its lips drawn back like a delicious exotic flower between the satin skin of her thighs. With a low moan of pleasure I buried my face between them, pressing my lips against the slick wet flesh to lap with frenzied strokes. She gasped at the sensation and drew her legs back and open, her little buttocks lifting to allow me better access, and her fingers grasped my hair like fluttering birds as I ate her.
I like women who are wet. I love the taste of the slippery, warm essence that seeps from them. Jess was as dry as a well but God, her sister made up for her. The juice oozed from her cunt like thick cream to smear over my face and coat my tongue as I lapped at her. It tasted of her body: that indefinable flavor of warm oil and salt and woman, tart and slippery on my lips. It dribbled over my chin and trickled down my throat as I lapped at her with long, smooth strokes, dipping my tongue into her crease to draw it out. She was writhing as I worked, her hands clutching my head and her thighs wriggling and twitching. My face was soaked in her: my cheeks wet against her skin - sliding eel slippery over the firm, warm flesh. I pulled back and saw how the cream dribbled from her like shining mother of pearl, trickling toward the tight little mouth of her anus: and I pressed my lips to her to draw the essence into my mouth. She was moaning, a high-pitched keening of pleasure as I serviced her until at last she could take no more and she pulled me up, her eyes on my dripping wet chin.
"No more, David. Jesus! No...no more. Fuck me again. Make me cum."
I climbed over her and she opened her legs wide, lifting her head to watch as the head of my cock touched her, pausing at the entrance to her body. Its tip was between the swollen pink lips, twitching slightly as it waited, glistening with our combined juices.



"Do it David. Slide it into me."
I thrust my hips down and forward, watching as the head eased aside her labia to burrow inside. My shaft followed - thick and swollen and angry, sliding like a greased piston into her crease and I groaned at the tight sucking grip of her cunt as it enveloped me.
"Ah, yes," she whispered. "God, yes! That's good fucking!" She reached up and placed her hands on my waist, holding me still. "Wait....wait. Let me work you."
She began that extraordinary rhythmic motion again, her pussy massaging my shaft like an electric milking machine. Fuck knows how she did it, but it was exquisite. I looked down at where we were joined but there was no movement: she wasn't thrusting - but her cunt was pulsating with tight rhythmic undulations, giving the sensation of drawing me in deeper although I was already buried up to my nuts. Her vulva gripped me as well, tight little contractions that squeezed me as she milked my shaft - and all the time she murmured in my ear with a voice hoarse with passion.
"Do you like that, David? Ah...ah, that's in deep. I can feel you in my belly - right up inside me. Do you like that?"
"Jesus, Chloe. Fuck yes - that's good! Far inside you."
"Yes, yes. Deep and wet. "
"So wet, Chloe. You're so wet." She was, too. I could feel the flood of her juice dripping on my balls as she worked at me.
"That's you, David," she whispered. "You do that to me." She stared up at me. "Do you like it wet?"
"Yes...yes. I love it. I love your juice."
"I'll give you more." She began little circular movements of her buttocks and my shaft slid back and forth, rubbing against her. I looked down and saw how her lips were dragged back and forth by my shaft and how her juice was frothing at the point of our union.
"Fuck me now, David. Move with me." Her hands drew me back and forth and I began to thrust, following her lead. Long, deep strokes into her body, feeling her moving with me, clutching at me as I fucked her.
"Ah, yes, yes! Harder now." Thrusting down, feeling the swell of her mound battering against me, hard, deep strokes.
"Faster, David. Ugh! Fuck me...use me. Use my cunt...fill me up."
The bed was bouncing under us, the mattress squeaking and the frame rattling. I fucked her hard, her legs over my back and her hands on my waist. She was squirming under me, her pussy swallowing every millimeter of my shaft as my balls battered against her ass. Her juice splattered over her buttocks as I hammered into her, frothing it to a white cream on our churning flesh and she was moaning - a long drawn out note almost of agony as her fingernails clawed at me, her lips apart as she spiraled towards her climax.
I watched her face as she raced towards the pinnacle - her mouth open, her breath panting as she jerked under me, each thrust hammering home, the head of my cock reaching for her centre. Spiralling upwards, her face contorting as the wave seized her: fingers fluttering on my back, her moaning quiet now as she drew the final few gasping breaths before the pleasure exploded in her brain. Teetering on the edge, a long moment of silence with her lips drawn back almost in a snarl of pain: and then at last the shriek of ecstasy - a long, quivering primeval cry as she was swept into the abyss. Her body trembled under me, her flesh twitching, and her cunt seized my rod in a grip of iron and milked it: hard, rhythmic contractions that drew me even deeper into her very centre - and there was a sudden burst of wetness around her vulva as she spurted and bubbled and dribbled over my swinging balls.
And I squirted too - thrust into my own orgasm by the writhing girl beneath me. Long, hot jets of sperm, splattering deep into her twitching body...hosing into her, a geyser of jism bursting from the eye of my cock to coat the twitching walls of her cunt. She cried out at the sensation and her hands seized my buttocks to draw me in tighter, to hold my seed deeper, and through the shattering waves of her pleasure she gasped and whispered against my ear.
"I can feel it, Ethan! Ah...ah, yes, it's so hot. Hot...inside me... you're filling me again. Yes, yes. So fucking deep!"
We seemed to writhe together for an eternity: her cunt twitching and quivering, sucking the juice out of me like a hungry, gobbling mouth: and me as rigid as a bar, thrusting forward to bury myself as deep as I could. And all the time I spurted, as if my balls knew that impregnating this delicious little body was a one-off and tomorrow I would be back to a barren, empty marriage where my only friend was my hand. My sperm filled her and bubbled back through the tight seal of her vulva to splatter over my balls and the fine golden hair on her mound - and still I came: the last drops oozing into the soaking, sperm splattered walls of her clasping pussy until at last we were done.
For a long time we lay still, our limbs entwined and the ooze of our juices the only movement. Her breath slowed and the sweat on her skin cooled, and at last she reached up and smoothed back the hair on my temples.  "Wow!" she whispered. "Who would have thought that would happen?"
I lifted myself and looked down. Her face was soft from our lovemaking, her eyes shining. Her hair was spread over the pillow in a golden curtain and she smiled up at me, and I felt my heart twist. This was what I had missed - not just the act of fucking: but the feeling afterwards too, when you lie together and feel your shared juices cooling, when you whisper words of love and your whole body is suffused with wellbeing.
I withdrew and lay beside her, and her hand gripped mine. "Thank you, David," she whispered, and her lips were soft on mine.
And long after she was asleep I lay awake listening to the sounds of the night and her gentle breathing, and I remembered every detail of what we had done. I wondered who Ethan was that she should cry out his name in the throes of her orgasm. I thought of Jess, too, alone at home with her mean thoughts and her bitter mouth, and I thought of Chloe and how we would part company tomorrow.
And in the lonely darkness I wondered if I would ever be truly happy again.
*****
Ernie Jackman had had a hard night. He'd spent the night at the local bar until he was thrown out at two in the morning, but not before acquiring a bottle of bourbon which he drank with his mates in the caravan together with an assortment of beers and other liquor found in various cupboards.
He woke to the clamour of the alarm and opened his eyes. The morning light struck him in the face like a hammer, spearing though his gummy eyes and lancing into his brain. He also caught a glimpse of his companion for the night, a local girl who had been most accommodating. She had grunted and wriggled underneath him in the early hours of the morning and Ernie had thought her beautiful: but a brief glimpse before he clamped his eyes tightly shut told him otherwise.
He lay for a few moments with his head pounding and his stomach heaving before finally managing to open an eye and stagger to the bathroom. He knew that if he lost his job it would be difficult to find other work, and refueling aircraft was not particularly taxing - on most days. He tried to shave, but somehow the blade didn't go where his hand moved and he cut himself twice. The rasp of the razor on his chin rang in his skull like a spanner on an oil drum and he finally gave up, pulled on his rumpled clothes and set off for the airfield in his rusted and ancient ute.
There were just two aircraft on the fuelling manifest that morning - a Beech Kingair and David Marshall's Seneca. Ernie parked the fuel bowser next to the Kingair and carefully filled the wing tanks with AVTUR, his head pounding and his stomach heaving at the smell of the Jet A-1 fuel. He fastened the filler caps and rewound the hose and drove to the second aircraft, thinking of last night. Ernie had no idea how the woman had got into his bed, but he'd seen her around town and knew she was married...not that that disturbed him, but he didn't need any trouble from an angry husband although he thought the guy should be grateful for getting a night off. He hoped she would be gone by the time he returned, allowing him to sleep off the worst headache he had ever known, and he wondered if she would take anything from the caravan before she left.
Ernie pulled up beside the second aircraft and squinted at the fuel order through heavy eyes: Piper Seneca VH-NSC - fill fuselage overload tank only. He checked the cabin door and found it open, and he opened the filler cap located on the top of the big green tank. There wasn't much room between it and the cabin roof but he managed to turn the hose nozzle on its side and he pumped fuel into the tank. On two occasions the nozzle slipped clear of the filler ring and he splashed a litre or two of AVTUR into the cabin, but finally the job was done and he replaced the cap and thankfully drove the bowser back to the compound. He could hear his bed calling him and not even the woman could stop him from catching up on the sleep his body so desperately needed.
David Marshall's aircraft sat on the tarmac behind him, ready for the long flight to the east coast. It's engines were designed to run on AVGAS and would operate perfectly on the fuel remaining in the wing tanks. It would be a different matter when Ernie's fuel reached them. Petrol engines just don't work on jet fuel.
**
She was quiet in the morning and wouldn't meet my eyes when I looked at her, and we drove out to the airport almost as strangers. By the time we got there the wind had backed and I could smell the rain coming. I told Chloe as we strapped in, my finger pointing to the synoptic chart faxed through that morning.
"It's a big front, Chloe. As big as I've seen."
She glanced at the image with its wavy lines and tight concentric circles. "So what does it mean?"
"By the time we get to the New South Wales border we'll be in rain and heavy cloud."
"Can we get through?"
"Sure. The cloud and visibility at our destination is above the minima and we have enough diversion fuel. It will be uncomfortable, though." I looked at her, noticing the pallor of her skin and the dark bruises under her eyes. "You look tired."
She shrugged slightly. "I didn't sleep well."
"We could stay here a day or two and wait it out, if you prefer."
"Is it safe to go on?"
I nodded. "The worst that can happen is we have to divert somewhere."
"Then let's go, David. I'm keen to get the journey over." She leaned back in her seat and closed her eyes. "I'll let you know if I feel sick, or anything."
I started up and taxied to the threshold and I tested the revs and magneto drop as normal. "Are you ready?"
She nodded and I lined up on the runway and opened the throttles, holding her straight as the speed built up. At 70 knots we rotated and climbed away smoothly, and I retracted the undercarriage and turned onto my outbound heading, scanning the engine instruments to ensure all was well. The two Lycomings were as steady as a rock and we leveled off at the designated cruising altitude and I engaged the autopilot.
"Next stop home," I said but she didn't reply and I concentrated on the flying. I could see the front ahead - a wall of dirty grey cloud that stretched across the horizon directly in our path. It grew closer and closer, towering above us like a monstrous barrier between the sunlight behind us and the dark menacing gloom ahead. Beside me Chloe watched, her face pale as the first tendrils of cloud whipped past the windscreen and the rain began to hammer on the perspex. And then suddenly we were enveloped, our horizon snatched away and the world filled with heavy grey vapour that robbed us of any references. The turbulence started immediately, the little aircraft shaking and bumping - more uncomfortable than alarming, but I could see Chloe was frightened.
"It's all right," I told her. "This is normal."
She gave me a weak little smile but her hands were tightly clasped together, the knuckles white. I knew I should talk to her but I couldn't - the autopilot wasn't coping very well and I had to fly manually, scanning the instruments to keep the wings level speed and track correct. I had to keep adjusting the power, too - there must have been strong updrafts as the aircraft wanted to climb, and as I throttled back we would suddenly sink rapidly and I'd have to put on more power. I was worried about the temperature, too. It was well below freezing and although all of the anti-icing aids were on I knew that we were growing ice on the fuselage. I could feel it in the way the aircraft behaved.
For a few moments I considered turning back, but the nearest airfield was still Mt Dutton and I knew Chloe didn't want to return there. I guess safety should have been my highest priority, but I wasn't too worried. I knew that once we were past the front of the weather things would settle down, and we might even be able to break out above the cloud.
And so we pressed on, through the malignant mass of sullen grey vapour. Ice formed on the leading edges of the wings and the boots threw it off, and I sweated in the cockpit with my eyes fastened on the instruments, hoping that it would all settle down. I'd lost the radios, too: perhaps the aerials were iced up, but the navigational instruments were working and the engines were just fine. The cloud just didn't let up, though, and I imagined us thrusting through it like a silver speck of metal cocooned in thousands of feet of turbulent grey air. It would have been nice to get weather updates but I couldn't, so we just flew onwards, hoping that the air ahead was warmer and clearer.
The main tanks were almost empty before I transferred fuel into them. Later I wondered why I'd done that, because it probably saved our lives: normally they would only have been about a third empty. I remember thinking that leaving the aft tank full would help the centre of gravity, but it was really only marginal. The truth was that I was so busy flying the aeroplane I forgot, and it wasn't until nearly three hours into the flight I remembered to turn on the transfer pump. I could hear it running, a high-pitched whine behind me as it squirted fuel into the main wing tanks, and I remember a feeling of relief because a pump failure would have had us looking for a place to land. That feeling was short lived.
We were still flying blind in a cocoon of dense grey cloud with the aircraft being tossed around, and I'd just tried the radio again when the port engine failed. It didn't stop dead - rather, it suddenly started to run rough with heavy black smoke spurting from the exhaust. I could feel the vibration in the cockpit and hear the backfiring, and as the power fell off the aircraft yawed to port. I throttled back and almost immediately the engine stopped so I closed the mixture and feathered the prop, holding her straight with the rudder and increasing power on the good engine. I knew it wouldn't hold us at altitude and I wondered if we would make it to the nearest airfield and whether I could get a distress call out. The altimeter started to unwind as we descended: the starboard engine was at maximum continuous power and we were still going down. I was aware of Chloe sitting next to me with her eyes like saucers as she realized that something was wrong, and I went to say something to her but at that moment the second engine coughed.
I knew at once it was fuel related - you don't get two good engines failing simultaneously unless there is a common factor, and I'd just pumped fuel from the aft tank. It must have been contaminated - but there was nothing I could do except try to keep the engine running for as long as I could and turn towards the nearest airfield. The engine was running really roughly - coughing and farting and missing every stroke. I could see the black smoke streaming behind us and thought for a heart stopping moment we were on fire, but it was just the exhaust. I eased the revs back a fraction but it just got worse and worse: the vibration was severe and I worried about structural damage, so I retarded the throttle and shut the engine down.
It was every pilot's worst nightmare - a double engine failure in thick cloud over unknown terrain. There was no way we could make the nearest diversion, so I turned into wind and let the aircraft glide, praying that we would break cloud before ground level. After hours of engine noise the silence was unnerving - there was only the sibilant whisper of air rushing over the canopy and the creak of the airframe buffeted by the turbulence. I put out a Mayday call and flicked the transponder code to emergency, and I held the aircraft steady at sixty knots with the flaps down, peering through the windscreen as the grey cotton-wool cloud flitted past, obscuring everything. Every second that past brought us closer to the ground and I knew if we were to stand any chance of survival I must pick a landing spot: or at least the most level piece of ground I could find - but there was only the cloying grey mist that robbed me of any vision - or of any sensation of movement, too. It was only the instruments that told me of our peril: the flickering airspeed and the steady unwinding of the altimeter, spelling out in dreadful silence just how little time we had left to live. We passed through two thousand feet, then one. The ground level here was a few hundred feet above sea level, so we were dangerously close to the surface. Eight hundred feet, then seven. I was aware of Chloe beside me, her face white with fear and her hands gripping the edge of the seat. Six hundred. It was quite dark now, the sun blotted out by thousands of feet of cloud above us. Five fifty - and then, just I thought we might fly into the ground without ever seeing it, we broke clear and for the first time since the engines stopped I could fly visually.
I'd been over that part of the world dozens of times and I knew what to expect: an empty, barren landscape with low rocky outcrops intersected with shallow gullies in long, parallel rows as if a giant had raked his fingernails over the crusted red earth of the land below. The chances of finding a smooth piece of ground were so small as to be impossible, and on the long descent I had imagined what the razor-edged rocks would do to the thin aluminum of the aircraft and the soft flesh of our bodies. I had seen a crash once and watched how they picked up the pieces of the pilot and put them in little bags not much bigger than my hand, and I feared we would be the same.
But for the first time that day our luck changed. The last wisps of cloud were snatched away and through the rain beaded windshield I could see a gully less than three hundred feet below and stretching for hundreds of yards ahead. It was probably only twenty or thirty feet deep and perhaps fifty or sixty wide, fringed by low scrub and sand blasted rocks polished by the wind, but it was full of water. I didn't even have to adjust our track: it was right ahead, its grey shiny surface gleaming slightly in the dull light. All I had to do was put us down...easing through the last few feet, landing tail first to absorb the initial impact and slow us down - holding her up, the control column hard back into my stomach and as heavy as a rock - feeling the last vestiges of control leaching away until we flopped down and skidded along the greasy grey surface. One flap was torn away almost at once and we slewed around, the water spraying over the canopy in a brown frothy torrent. Chloe was screaming beside me, her mouth open and her face contorted by fear - but we were in one piece and I could feel the motion slowing rapidly as the inertia was absorbed. The shaking and banging diminished and then there was a sudden shock as we struck something - not really hard, but enough to rattle our teeth. The airframe tilted sideways and for a moment I thought we would flip, but then the movement suddenly ceased and we were down.



We scrambled out and were able to jump ashore without even getting our feet wet as the starboard wing had fetched up against the edge of the gully, against a little beach of dirty grey sand. The aircraft was sinking but the water obviously wasn't deep and after a minute it settled with the tail and port wing tip submerged and the nose section poking upwards like an accusing finger. Chloe wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest. She was shivering with fear but she didn't cry - she just stood there, clinging to me tightly. I could feel the warmth of her breasts squashed against my chest and smell the honeysuckle perfume of her hair and it brought back all the memories of the night before: how she had tasted and the softness of her lips and how she had lied to me.
I held her for a while and then gently disengaged. She looked up at me with troubled eyes.
"Are we going to be all right, David?" she whispered. "Will someone find us here?"
I smiled down at her. "Sure they will."
"Nobody can find us in this weather."
I nodded. "That's right. They'll wait for it to clear, but they'll find us."
"Where will we shelter?"
I looked around. The little beach was only a dozen feet wide but it extended under the edge of the gully into a little cave. There was sand there too - not white, but dry and soft enough to sleep on. "Here is good. We have a few rations and a sleeping bag, and there's plenty of water. We'll be fine."
She looked across at the little cave and then turned back to me and a little smile crossed her lips as she struggled to bring humour into our situation. "I thought the accommodation last night was rough," she said, "but it just keeps getting worse. Are you doing this deliberately?"
"Sorry. The Hilton was fully booked."
"You sure know how not to impress a girl."
"Story of my life, really."
"And your flying sucks."
"I got us down in one piece."
She stopped smiling. "Yeah, that's right. Your flying doesn't suck at all. Your aeroplane does though."
"Don't blame her - blame the refueller at Mt Dutton."
She stared at me. "Is that what it was?"
"I guess. You don't have a double engine failure unless there's some common factor and I'd just transferred fuel from the ferry tank. I bet it was contaminated."
She shook her head. "We'll sue the bastard and retire rich."
"Maybe. We have to survive for a couple of days first. Let's get working."
We emptied the aircraft of anything useful and set up the camp. I always kept a little emergency kit in the nose locker so we were fine for a day or two - there was even old timber for a fire jammed between the rocks at the top of the gully from some long forgotten flood. By the time evening was falling the camp was finished and we were sat on logs around the fire set against the chill of the desert night. Chloe was a lot happier now she could see how we were going to survive. She looked up at the grey, darkening sky.
"How long do you think this weather is in for?"
"A day or two more."
"Will it rain?"
I shrugged. "I don't think so. There wasn't much rain in the cloud when we were flying."
She nodded and was silent for a few moments, staring into the fire. "I don't think I've ever been so frightened in my life."
"I'm sorry." I touched her arm. "I didn't have a lot of time to talk to you on the way down."
"You did well, David." She looked at me. "I had a look around when we were collecting the wood. There weren't any other places to put her down that I could see."
I nodded. The truth was that we'd been incredibly lucky. And now we were alone, safe and dry and with nobody else around. I wondered if that was lucky too, or whether the next day or two would turn out to be another disaster. I realized I still had my hand on my arm, and that she was looking at me.
"I wanted to tell you something," she said. "It's difficult -"
"Try me."
I could see she was struggling to find the words. "Last night - what we did -"
"Yes?"
"I'm not normally like that."
"Like what, Chloe?"
Even in the dim light I could see her colouring slightly. "Well, so - easy. I don't know what happened to make me do that."
"It took two of us."
"I know. But either one of us could have stopped it."
I shook my head. "I didn't want to stop it Chloe. It was the best thing that's happened to me for years."
"I don't want you to think it was an invitation for an ongoing relationship," she persisted.
"I don't. After we are rescued I'll probably never see you again...and I'll be the poorer for it."
She held my gaze for a moment then nodded, a little bob of the head. "Well then, let's think about supper."
We carefully shared the night's rations - a few biscuits and an apple and we ate them around the fire. She was quiet and I did my best to draw her out, to bring back the bright and vital girl she had been last night but she kept returning to the subject of Jess.
"Does she ever talk about me?" she asked.
I regarded her. "Truthfully - no. She never mentions you or anyone else in the family. She's just not into that, Chloe."
She nodded. "I know. Our family was totally fucked, but it's still a family. You can't just pretend they don't exist."
"She called you, didn't she? Perhaps she was reaching out."
"I don't think so."
"Really? You said she missed you all - that she was nice to you."
"Did I?" she smiled briefly. "Well, perhaps I was speaking relatively."
"You seemed pretty definite on that."
"That was yesterday!" Her voice suddenly took on a sharp edge. "Before you and me - before this -" she gestured at the wreckage of the aeroplane. "Before I knew we were going to starve to death in the desert."
"We won't starve to death." I grasped her arm. "Listen to me - we won't starve to death. We'll get out of here safely if we stick together."
"How do you know?! How can you say that, David!" I could see the fear back in her eyes. "I've flown over this desert and I've seen how fucking big it is. There's nothing here! We are a couple of specks and they could look for a year and never find us. We are going to -"
"So it's just you and me, then." I interrupted. "To look after each other and make sure we come through. And we need to trust each other."
She stared at me. "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"
"Just that, Chloe. We have to trust each other. No secrets, no lies. There's something you haven't told me. Something that doesn't make sense."
"I don't know what you mean," she muttered.
"I think you do. What are you really doing here?"
"Trying to survive."
"You know what I mean."
I could see her thinking, her little face twisted in a mixture of fear and guilt and her eyes averted, but she just sat there.
"Come on, Chloe, for fuck's sake!"
She looked at my slyly. "What doesn't make sense? Tell me."
"All right." I stopped and gathered my thoughts, watching her face. "A lot of what you said didn't add up."
"Like what?"
"Well - you 'phoning me out of the blue to ask for a lift, for a start. We hadn't spoken since the wedding - I clearly wasn't your favourite person and yet I get a call asking if you can spend a couple of days in close company."
She shrugged a little but said nothing, and I pressed on. "And when I asked why you were travelling I got some crap about a job interview - but you wouldn't tell me what for, or where, and I know all you've got in that little bag is jeans and tee shirts. Hardly interview clothes, Chloe. And the bit about Jess being nice about the family didn't add up, either. Or you staying with her - you never saw eye to eye."
"So what do you think is going on, David?"
I shook my head. "Christ, I don't know! Under normal circumstances I'd just move on, but things aren't normal. First there was last night...I thought there was a connection last night, Chloe, and it wasn't just with my dick. I'd like to think that sleeping together made us more than strangers. And hey, we've survived an accident that should have killed us...and now we're here, stuck in the desert with a day's food and the weather clamped in. The only people who can get us through is us, Chloe - you and me. And guess what - there's some sort of fucking conspiracy going on!"
She just sat and stared at me, her face pale and her eyes like saucers. I wanted to touch her, to hold her tight and explain everything would be all right. Tell her about the satellite beacon in my bag that would guarantee we would be found just as soon as I turned it on - but I also needed to know what the hell she was doing so I sat and waited.
When she spoke her voice was low. "It was Jess!" she said. "She told me to ask you for a lift."
"Why?"
"She said that you'd been cheating on her, and she wanted proof."
It was so ridiculous that I laughed. "So Jess expected me to shag someone in Mt Dutton with you there, and you to report back to her?" I laughed again. "You can't expect me to believe that. Even if I wanted to, you saw what the women there were like! That one I asked you about was probably Miss Dutton 2010 and even she'd been hit with the ugly stick."
Chloe shook her head. "No. She told me to talk to you, to find out if you had someone else."
"Bollocks! Even if I did I wouldn't have told you."
"I know. I told her that, and she said that I should be nice to you, to see if you would...sleep with me. I was to tell her if you did."
That got my attention. "Christ, Chloe!" She told you to give me sex to prove I was unfaithful?" I watched her nod, her face miserable. "So what does that make you, for fuck's sake!"
She started crying. "I - I didn't want to, David! I promise! She said she would tell on me if I didn't."
"Tell on you? You mean she is blackmailing you?"
She nodded, her face wet with tears. "She's been doing it for years."
"What - telling you to have sex with people?"
"No! No. Just to do things for her - to give her money, open bank accounts in the west - stuff like that."
"Christ!" I sat back and thought for a moment. I'd known Jess was bad, but I hadn't realised just how bad. And what about Chloe, fucking me just because her sister told her to? My stomach heaved at the thought of how easily I'd been taken, and how she'd fooled me into thinking that she enjoyed it.
"So everything that happened last night was just a part of this."
"No!" she stood up suddenly and ran to me, falling to her knees in the gritty grey sand and putting her arms around my legs. "No, that's not true! Last night was nothing to do with that!"
"How can you say that? Your sister tells you to fuck me, and you do., and then you carefully tell me tonight that you're not really like that at all. When were you going to report back to her?"
"No - I wasn't, David!" she stared up at me, her eyes swimming. "I thought I'd just see if you were interested and then stop, but I couldn't...it was - special. And you turned me on." She shook my legs. "You have to believe me! I didn't do that for Jess...I did it for me - because I wanted to."
"So what was all that crap about you not really being like that?"
"I'm not like that!" she wailed. "I don't go out and shag anything on two legs! I told you - I wanted to...be with you."
"And what will you tell Jess, Chloe?"
"Nothing! I'll tell her you didn't do anything!"
I looked down at her. The tears had washed tracks though the dust and grime on her face and her eyes were red with weeping. Her hair was a mess and her nose was running, and she was staring up at me with those huge eyes with such an expression of sadness that my anger was suddenly replaced by an overwhelming sense of pity. I knew what Jess was like: the scheming and the manipulation and the paranoia. If Chloe had told the truth then she was a victim, just like me, and I couldn't blame her for that. I reached down and drew her to her feet.
"It's all right, Chloe," I murmured. "It's OK. We'll work it out."
She clung to me, her voice muffled. "So you believe me?"
"Yes. It sounds just what Jess would do."
"I hate her! I hate her for what she did to us."
"She brought us together, Chloe. She did us a favour." I pulled back from her, watching her face. "And we have what we have but she'll always have nothing. Now - let's see if we can get some water to wash and think about what we can sleep on."
I washed first, crouching by the water's edge in my pants a little way down from the camp and running a cloth over my dusty skin. The water was cold but I felt much better afterwards and I set up the bed whilst she did the same. Chloe moved a little further away but I could see the pale blur of her body in the flickering firelight and I watched surreptitiously as she bathed: the cloth moving over her skin, sliding over her breasts and disappearing between her legs. She shampooed her hair and cleaned her teeth and came back to the camp wearing a long tee shirt that hung down halfway to her knees.
"God, that's better. I feel half human." She glanced at me shyly. "What?"
"Nothing. I was just thinking you looked good."
"I didn't have any clean jeans and I didn't want to put on a dirty pair." She did a little pirouette. "Do you think the other guests will mind?"
I smiled. "I'm sure they won't. It'll be cold a bit later on, though, when the fire goes down. You'll get frostbite on your vag-"
"I know, I know!" she laughed with me. "And what's with this preoccupation with the temperature of my sex, Mr Marshall?"
"You know what they say - 'Happiness is a warm pussy'."
"Isn't it 'happiness is a tight pussy'?"
"That too. Come and see what I've done." I took her hand and led her to beside the fire to where I'd made up a bed. "I had a swag and there was a tarp and a few other bits and pieces to use as blankets," I pointed out. "I've used the seat cushions as pillows too, but there wasn't enough for two separate beds. We'll have to share."
"I'm glad."
"Sit with me, Chloe. I need to tell you something."
We sat on the log and I told her about Jess - how quickly the marriage had soured and what it had been like for the last two years. She held my hand without interrupting.
"That's what she was like," she said when I'd finished. "All her life she's been the same."
I let out a sigh of relief. "Jesus, it's good to know that. I thought it was my fault...that she was suffering from depression or some sort of mental illness, and that I had to look after her."
"No, David. It's not your fault. So what will you do?"
"There's nothing to keep me in the east, Chloe. I'll move on. Jess can do what she wants."
"She'll take you to the cleaners."
I shrugged. "She's entitled to half. That's half of a fucking big mortgage and not much else." I looked at her. "What did she have over you, Chloe? What was it she was blackmailing you with?"
"I shouldn't tell you. It involves Ethan as well."
A coldness settled over me. Ethan - the name she had cried out in the heat of her orgasm. An unusual name.
"Who is he?" I asked casually.
"My brother." She laughed. "Mum used to like Ethan Hawke, so I guess he got his name from him."
"And you think Jess could blackmail him as well?"
She nodded. "If she could find him."
"So what did you both do that was so bad?"
Chloe regarded me for a few seconds. "She caught us shoplifting," she said at last.
I looked at her sharply, recalling the words she had used when she said his name...'I can feel it, Ethan! Ah, yes, it's so hot. Hot inside me... you're filling me again'. It didn't sound like a case of shoplifting to me. It sounded like a serial case of incest.
"Do you know where Ethan is, Chloe?" I asked.
She nodded, her eyes bright. "He's in Sydney, working in a garage. I've arranged to see him before I fly back to the west. I'll spend a few days with him."
"Have you seen him much since...the shoplifting?"
"Some. He hung around Perth for a while but there was no work. He came over here a few weeks ago and I haven't seen him since."
"Is he married?"
"Not really - well, he's living with a girl." She regarded me. "What's that got to do with it?"
"Nothing." Were Chloe and him still having an illicit affair? I imagined her visiting him in Sydney: the whispers and the secrets, the furtive groping when his girl wasn't there. I envisaged her slim body moving underneath him, the greedy grasping clutch of her pussy on her brother's shaft and how she would draw his incestuous seed into her body. No wonder she'd done what Jess wanted - Chloe would never want anyone else to know about that.
"Does Jess have any proof of what you did?" I asked.
She nodded. "She says she does and I wasn't prepared to take the chance...Ethan was much younger than me and I had to protect him."
"How long ago was this, Chloe?"
"A few years."
"Then I don't think you need worry any more." I told her gently. "We all did things like that. The police wouldn't be interested in petty theft by a couple of kids years ago."
She nodded. "I wish I'd known that. Ethan will be pleased."
I bet, I thought. Who wouldn't be pleased when your hot little sister comes to stay with the promise of so much more than just her company.
*
We lay in our makeshift bed in the little cave, not touching. Despite what she had said earlier there had been an invitation in her expression as she pulled the covers up, and God knows I wanted her too - but something held us both back. For me it was a need to think, to absorb all that I had learned and to figure out where I stood. For her - well, who could say? Perhaps she wanted me to make the first move to show that she wasn't easy, or perhaps she sensed my turmoil. Either way, we said goodnight to each other and then lay there wide awake, each aware of the other, thinking perhaps of how close we were and yet how far apart.
I guess I should have been disgusted by what I had found out, but the truth was it turned me on. It kept coming back to me, swirling in my head like a series of dirty little pictures: Chloe and her brother, fucking. She was moving gently on top and his hands were on her breasts, his thumbs playing with the fat pink nipples. She had her eyes closed and her head back and her hair was hanging over her shoulders, swaying slightly as she undulated over his twitching figure. I imagined her pussy working on her brother's cock: the extraordinary rippling grasp of her pelvic muscles milking him, drawing him deeper into her delicious little body until at last he burst inside her, spraying his incestuous seed into his sister's greedy cunt. My cock swelled at the image, harder than it had ever been, and I grasped it in my hand and worked it gently.
And I thought about me - my marriage to Jess was over, that much was clear. I was a free agent, to do as I wished. Did I want to take it further with Chloe? She was young and smart and pretty, but she was of the same blood as Jess. How would she turn out, once the gloss of a new relationship wore off and the bare bones of reality were exposed? What other secrets was she keeping? Was I interested in another relationship, or did I just want comfort?
The questions piled one upon the other and I had no answers: and flickering between them was the persistent image of Chloe and her brother: her thick juices clinging to his shaft, shining as he fucked her, dribbling over his swinging balls. I imagined her kneeling before him, her tight little ass elevated as he took her again. I thought how her face would be twisted with pleasure, her lips soft and wet as they whispered words of forbidden love - and I saw Jess crouching in the shadows watching them, her face a mask of malicious glee as she understood the power it gave her.
And I remembered last night: the amazing tightness of that first penetration and the incredible heat of her body as the head of my cock levered aside the slippery pink walls of her cunt to slide towards her belly. I recalled the way her juices had bathed me; and how she had worked her muscles, milking my shaft, drawing me upwards to where nothing else mattered - only the incredible feeling of being inside her, possessing her, desperate to impregnate her with my seed. And I remembered how I had spurted jets of scalding jism deep into her centre and how she had sucked it into her body, her eyes on mine as she drew my essence into her grasping cunt.



With a groan of lust I turned to her, my hands reaching out to draw her closer. My lips closed over hers and her mouth opened like a flower, her tongue slippery and her lips soft and wet. She was ready too, her mouth frantic and her eager hands grasping me, pulling me closer.
"God David, yes! I need you. I need you so much." Soft words, whispering into my mouth between the honeyed kisses; hot words, urging me on. "Ah, yes, yes! Take me, David. Do anything you want to me."
Her lips were on mine, urgent with desire, her tongue snaking into my mouth to writhe with mine, to move languorously inside my mouth touching and probing. Long delicious kisses as sweet and hot as molten treacle, her hands in my hair and her body pressed against mine.
Her hands moved quickly to my crutch, finding my swollen organ to encircle it with her dexterous little fingers. "Ah...so hard...so hard!" Her voice was scratchy with excitement. "Is that for me, David? Do you want it inside me again?"
"God yes, Chloe. It's yours. I want to fuck you again."
"You will, you will. Soon." She thrust aside the bedcovers and sat up, pulling her tee shirt over her head and flinging it aside. The firelight painted her body in dappled, flickering shadows of black and orange, her breasts full and firm and the nipples dark and erect in desire. "Eat me, first David", she whispered. "Do me, and I'll do you."
She slithered over me, kneeling either side of my chest to thrust her pelvis forward, watching as I dipped my face into her crutch. My tongue slid over her labia, pressing hard against her clitoris and I heard her sharp hiss of breath. "Ah! Gently, gently, my love. Ease the tip inside me. Stay away from my clit."
I could see her looking down at me, watching as I slithered my tongue over her pussy. The heavy swell of her breasts bounced above me, capped with stiff nipples and Chloe grasped them, her fingers working at her teats to draw them out further, pinching them lightly and lifting the firm globes to suckle the warm flesh. I could feel her vaginal juices starting to flow, a little trickle now but I knew there would be more.
"Hold my ass," she instructed. "Push your fingers down there." She grunted as she felt my hands grip her buttocks and my fingers slide between them. "Ah, yes, yes. That's good!" her voice was urgent. "Fuck, yes, that's good! Burrow deeper now - ah, yes, just like that. Down, down towards my ass. Not the clit." She lifted herself a little and rolled her hips forward to assist me, feeling my tongue slither over her perineum towards the little rosebud, the tip touching her there to press against the crinkled opening before sliding back up towards her pussy.
"Good, good. Again. Do it again."
I listened to what she wanted, learning quickly. My tongue was no longer burrowing but sliding flat over her labia then moving back to wriggle over her anus. I felt her shift her thighs to give more room and she crimped the sphincter spasmodically as my tongue moved over her, trying to capture it and suck it into her body.
"Wriggle it into me - ah, yes. Front and back, baby. Just a bit more. Smear my juice." Chloe's voice was thickening, a sort of husky rasp that gave away her growing lust. "Ah, ah, yes! Open me with your hands."
I prised her buttocks apart with my fingers to open the path to my tongue, and I began to lap more vigorously. I could feel the heat of her body radiating against my mouth, and the slippery feel of her juices being smeared over my face. She crimped her anus more frequently now and I imagined how it would look - a little mouth grasping at the sticky coating, gripping a little bit with each clench and drawing it inside her to lubricate the firm pink flesh of her rectum. I knew there would be small bubbles of froth in her pussy cream now, and that it would soon be trickling into my mouth.
"Up to my clit now - Jesus! Easy, easy! Use your lips first, then the tongue. Catch my juice." She began to gyrate her hips, rubbing herself against me, looking down at my face either side of her thighs. "Ah, yes. Just like that. Deeper now - deeper. Stick it into me...in my pussy, in my ass." She hunkered down, wriggling on my face, savoring the delicious slide of my mouth over her most sensitive parts. My face was wedged between the smooth columns of her thighs and her hands gripped my shoulders, rocking her back and forth over my lapping mouth. I could see her peering down at me, an expression of lust on her face as she moved towards her first climax.
"Open your mouth when I cum," she instructed. "Do you hear me? I want to see myself cum in your mouth." I nodded, my tongue inside her and she hunkered down and began to move purposefully towards her orgasm. Her pussy was open now, the lips gleaming with moisture and suffused to a dusky pink. Chloe placed the fingers of one hand there, the tips pressing against her clitoris, and she rubbed it briskly. I could feel the waves of pleasure rippling through her, a tight little spiral of intense gratification. The little cave was filled with the sounds of her pleasure: the wet sucking noises of her labia as her fingers worked between them and the soft whimpers from her throat as the helix of her pleasure expanded rapidly, whisking her upwards. I could feel her back arching and her thighs tensing, the muscles straining to lift her to that frozen point in time where nothing existed except her fingers burrowing into her pussy and the incredible bubble of pleasure expanding in her brain.
With a shriek of ecstasy Chloe erupted. She jerked her hips back and a jet of straw coloured fluid was ejected violently from her cunt into my waiting mouth. She was bending forward, watching it splatter over my teeth and into the cavern of my throat, and she could see me struggling to swallow it. A second jet followed, smaller but no less intense, striking my top lip to rebound over my face, drenching it with a shining coat of discharge that oozed and bubbled over my skin. Her body was rigid, locked over mine, her thighs squeezing my head whilst the incredible contractions of her pussy forced the fluid out of her. Twice more she squirted, the fluid dribbling over my lips and chin, running in little rivulets to the tight join between our flesh.
And at last the flow ceased and for a moment she was still, absorbing the long slide back towards reality. Her fingers eased out of her twitching cunt and she sat back on my chest. I could feel her juices cooling on my face, and see the gleam of it in the fine golden hairs on her pudenda.
For a moment she stared at me, her face still suffused with lust, and then she smiled. "Now you!" she said. She sprang to her feet and ran to the fire, falling to her knees beside it, looking back over her shoulder as I struggled to get up. She was crouching with her ass elevated and her shoulders down, her legs splayed slightly to expose her little honeypot. The firelight flickered on her skin to paint it orange and black and gold, hiding her sex in a valley of mysterious shadow. I could see her breasts pressed in the dirt and the whiteness of her teeth as she smiled. "Fuck me here, David," she called to me. "By the fire. Come and fuck your dirty little slut."
I knelt behind her, feeling the warmth of the dirt under my knees and I moved the head of my cock towards her sex. She wriggled in anticipation and twisted her head around to look at my face. "Tell me what you see," she demanded, "and tell me what you feel."
There were streaks of black on her thighs where the dust clung to her wet skin, and on her face where she had pressed it into the dirt. My cock was bursting, the head a deep purple - almost black in the flickering yellow light, and I drew her buttocks aside with my hands to better see.
"You're wet, Chloe. I can see the cream in your cunt." The firelight illuminated her, the lips swollen with a sliver of white cream between them, like the filling in a succulent éclair. I touched the bobbing black head against her. "It's oozing over me, baby. Smearing over my cock."
She turned her face forwards, pressing it back into the warm dusty earth. "Ah, I can feel it, David." She was silent for a moment, savouring the feathery touch of my glans against her. "Tell me what you're going to do," she said.
I eased my hips forward and the tip engaged between the plump wet lips. "I'm going to open you up, Chloe...just a bit. Spread you open. Are you ready?"
"Yes, yes. Put it in!"
The lips eased apart as I pushed. "Just a little...ah, there. Just inside you, Chloe." Can you feel that?"
"Oh yes." She crimped her pelvic muscles, squeezing me. "I can feel it going in. Push it more."
I held back. The shaft gleamed in the firelight, the head buried inside her. "Cream me first," I whispered. "Let me see your juice."
"I will, I will." I could feel her working her muscles, squeezing me, squeezing out her juice. Beads of silver appeared around the stretched flesh of my glans, painting it, oozing around the rim before dripping free in long silver strands.
"Put it deeper," she demanded. "I want it in my belly."
I leaned forward, watching the shaft disappeared. Holding the cheeks of her ass open, the eye of her ass crimping as my cock burrowed deeper and deeper into her trim little body. Her juice bubbled around me, a rim of silver as I slid inside. "It's going into you, Chloe," I whispered. "Fuck, fuck, that's tight...ah, yes. So deep inside." It was fully buried inside her now, the root pressed against her lips and my hair matted with hers.
"You're touching something inside me, David...right inside." She wriggled a little. "Can you go deeper?"
I drew back a little and lunged forward, the inertia squeezing a few extra millimetres into her, and my balls slapped on the firm wet flesh of her buttocks. She grunted. "That's it! Christ, that's deep! Do deep strokes now."
Fucking Chloe in the night. Sliding the full length of my turgid cock into her again and again, watching as she rolled back and forth in the dust with the inertia of my strokes. Her skin golden in the light, streaks of black from the shadows and the grime clinging to her skin where the sweat and love juices had squirted and dribbled. Thrusting down into her tight little body... feeling the clutch of her firm, wet flesh. Images in my brain: her gash in the dusky crevice of shadow: pink and wet, oozing her slippery slime onto my shaft as it slid back and forth. Little puffs of dust around her nose and mouth as she gasped and grunted, and her fingers tight against her buttocks, pulling them apart to draw me deeper still.
I could feel the sperm seething in my balls, growling to be released. Too early to cum...too early! I tried to think of other things, but the image of her brother came back to me: Ethan drilling his sister - sliding into the same pussy that now clung to me. He would have fucked her this way too, watching as his cock disappeared into her soaking wet snatch, hearing her little cries of pleasure as she gripped him. He would have tried to make it last longer too, but she would have worked him - just as she was with me...the rippling muscular undulations of her sex, milking him, pulling him deeper, drawing him into that undeniable spiral of pleasure until he could hold no longer and his jism burst inside his sister's grasping cunt.
The image tripped my own climax and I thrust forward violently, burying my shaft deep into the wriggling girl beneath me. A fountain of sperm sprayed deep into her, splashing against the cone of her cervix, spraying over the trembling walls of her cunt. She cried out, her face crushed in the dust and her hands fluttering on her buttocks, and her vulva spasmed around my thick, pulsing rod.
"I can feel it, David! It's hot...Jesus, it's hot! Spray it into me, baby! Fill me up!"
And my own voice, hoarse with pleasure as the storm racked my body. "Christ, Chloe! Ah, fuck...I'm spurting, baby! Suck it out of me...deep...inside! Aaagh! Fuck...fuck!"
We were welded together for what seemed an eternity: Chloe on her knees with her tits squashed in the dirt and her hands fluttering as she absorbed the flood of my jism - and me, rigid, back arched and head flung back, my cock pulsing as it delivered the long jets of my seed deep into her delicious little body.
And at last the final dribbles of sperm ceased and my pleasure subsided. My cock was still buried deep inside her, and we remained still for a few moments to catch our breath. A whisper of wind blew through the camp and the fire flared, casting a shadow onto the low embankment to one side: two figures, their shapes distorted and elongated, flickering in a parody of fucking as the flames rose and fell.
Chloe raised her head and turned to me. "Jesus, David!" she whispered. Her teeth were very white in the dusty mask of her face. "Jesus, that was good!"
I nodded, too spent to answer. My cock was still encased inside her and she rocked forward on her knees and it bobbed free, shining in the light. "Will you look at that!" She laughed. "No wonder I felt full." She scooted around and knelt before me to briefly press the shiny bell-end to her lips. God, she looked erotic! Her face was filthy and patches of dirt had stuck to her where she had sweated or leaked or squirted; and she smiled up at me with a strand of cum joining us, stringing from my cock to her lips. Her fingers looked small around the shaft but they gripped it tightly, moving slightly back and forth, and I could hear little sucking noises as my foreskin slid over the swollen red knob.
"You're still hard," she whispered. "Didn't you have enough, David? What can we do about that?" She stared up at me for a few moments and then bent forward and took me in her mouth.
I've had a few blow-jobs in my time, but none like that. Maybe it was because I'd only just cum and it took longer to build me up; or maybe it was the sight of Chloe as she groveled in the dust at my feet, her tits and her hair and her arms filthy and her face a mask of lust as she stuffed my swollen cock into her throat. Or maybe it was because the cloud that had shrouded us since we left Mt Dutton started to lift and a silver moon appeared, painting her skin molten pewter like a little nymph. Whatever the reason, I'll always remember it.
Chloe was grunting, her head bobbing back and forth and strands of spit oozed from her mouth to dribble over her breasts. Her fingers were around my ass, pulling me forward and back, setting the cadence as I fucked her face. On and on and on it went, my knob pleasured first by the narrow confines of her throat as she swallowed me, and then the soft lash of her tongue as it curled over the frenulum, flicking back and forth as my knob lay in the warm wet cavity of her mouth. She used every trick in the book - drawing me upwards in a relentless spiral of pleasure that reached higher and higher, her tongue and her lips and her fingers working on me, pressing and touching and sucking. All the time her eyes were on my face - those deep, blue guileless eyes filled with innocence so at odds with the gluttony of her mouth as it devoured me. Twice I raced towards an orgasm and twice she squeezed the shaft and held me still...waiting until the seething, bubbling sperm was quelled: and then she would start again, drawing me upwards to an higher plateau.
I have no notion of how long I stood there with her head bobbing in my groin and my hands in her hair - it seemed like hours. But at last I reached the pinnacle - that infinitesimal moment where you are balanced in the very edge of time, where every neuron in your body screams for release and the primeval urge to impregnate the wet, warm animal before you becomes undeniable. Chloe sensed it and held me in her mouth: the two of us locked together, joined by my turgid tube of hot, swollen flesh though which my seething sperm raced. It burst from the eye of my cock in a great sizzling jet, splattering over her palate and painting her teeth. She grunted and pulled back, grasping my rod and holding it before her, flinching as the second jet erupted to splatter over her skin. I think I cried out - a howl of ecstasy as my cock jerked for a third time - and again for a fourth and fifth, each jolt sending another ribbon streaking over her face.
I could hear Chloe urging me on, her voice hoarse with lust as she held my cock. "Yes!" she cried. "Cum for me, David. Paint me with your spunk!" Her lips trembled, shining in the bright moonlight, and a trickle of my sperm dribbled from between them to ooze over her chin. "More, David!" she pleaded, "give me more," and she held my shaft closer, her face turned towards me to capture the last few drops as they fell onto her cheeks.
I stepped back and regarded her: Chloe crouching before me in the dust, her nose and cheeks and lips striped by my sperm. Fat white drops clung to the dirt on her face like pearls scattered in a bed of ash, congealing in the cool evening air, and her breasts were splattered with gobs of it. She stared up at me with an expression almost of defiance and then she raised her fingers to smear the sticky mess over her skin, watching me with those cool blue eyes, watching me without saying a word.
Epilogue
"Goodbye, David, and thank you." She stood on tiptoe to kiss me, her hands light on my shoulders. I could feel the warmth of her skin and the fragrance of her perfume filled my senses.
"Goodbye, Chloe." The feel of her lips lingered on mine - soft and sensuous. She turned then and I watched her walk away, heels clicking crisply on the tiled floor of the airport concourse, her body neat and trim and her back straight. She'd put her hair up, piled in a golden crown that exposed the graceful column of her neck and the little blue pendant that matched the cornflower blue of her eyes.
I recalled the last couple of days: the beacon had worked and within a few hours a Skywest Fokker had circled us. The big Bell 412 picked us up at dusk and we'd spent the night at a nice hotel in Dubbo. Jess was there too, brought up from Sydney by Air Safety, and so there hadn't been much time to talk to Chloe - not on that day, nor the next when the accident investigators questioned us. The next morning I'd told Jess I was leaving and she'd gone within the hour, her lips thin and her mouth bitter. She would never change.
So now we were back in Sydney and suddenly Chloe was leaving and there was an aching void inside me as I watched her go.
"Chloe!" my voice stopped her, and she turned. "Will I see you again?"
"At the inquest."
"No - before then. Will - I mean, can I see you? I'd like to."
A shadow passed over her eyes - just a flicker that was gone almost the moment it appeared. "Would you really like to, David, after all that was said and done?"
I nodded, remembering the way she had writhed in the dust as I fucked her.
"Then I'd like to as well," she said simply. "Call me."
"When, Chloe?"
She smiled then, her face alight with anticipation. "After I've spent a little time with Ethan," she said.
******
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The Virgin Teacher
Lucy Bayliss, twenty six years old and a predatory lesbian, stood in the delicatessen section of the local supermarket and watched the girl as she pushed her shopping trolley down the aisle.
She was a stunner, that was for sure. Eighteen or nineteen, at a guess. About five foot eight, slim. Blond hair tied back in a pony tail to expose a long, graceful neck and a little oval face with perfect skin adorned with a pair of startlingly blue eyes, a little button nose and rosebud lips as sweet and innocent as a choir girl's. But it was the way she walked that attracted Lucy - a lithe, slinky movement that showed off her tight little body. It rolled her cupcake ass and thrust out her pert little breasts, promising a degree of sensuousness that to Lucy's expert eye promised a burning sensuousness in everything she did. She might look like an innocent schoolgirl, Lucy thought, but she walks like a streetwalker.
Lucy knew most of the youngsters in Therlmere but this was a new face, and its youth and virtuousness stopped her in her tracks. She followed her surreptitiously, watching her slim figure moving with its tight little buttocks and breasts like hard round apples under the pink tee shirt. She watched her stretch to the higher shelves, exposing her midriff with its firm flat belly and the delicious curve of her hips; and she watched with baited breath when the girl dropped her purse. She crouched to retrieve the coins, her little white panties exposed to Lucy's hungry gaze with the outline of her tender young pussy inside them, the dark shadow of its lips pressed against the thin fabric. Lucy knew then she must have her, and she followed her around the shop waiting for a chance.
The opportunity came at the check-out. She'd deliberately queued behind the girl and she watched as her goods were processed and the assistant presented her with the bill. 'That's sixty three dollars.'
The girl fumbled in her purse, spilling out the notes and rummaging through coins. She counted them in growing confusion until she finally raised her eyes to the assistant. 'I'm sorry, I don't have enough.'
The check out girl stared at her with bored eyes and shrugged. 'Credit card?'
'Um, no.'
'It's still sixty -three dollars then. Cash.'
'I'll...uh, I'll have to put some things back. Can I do that? Um, these things here -'
'Perhaps I can help.' Lucy moved forward quickly. 'It's a shame to put stuff back and it will hold up everyone. Let me help.' She proffered a twenty-dollar bill.
'Oh, no, I couldn't....no, thankyou. I'll just -'
Lucy pressed the twenty into the shop assistant's hand. 'Here,' she said. 'Take that. Charge this young lady the balance.'
The girl protested but Lucy insisted. 'It's nothing,' she said. 'Really. You can pay me back when you like.' She regarded the girl's face, seeing for the first time the little lines around her mouth and the gleam of awareness in her bright blue eyes. A little older than I first thought, but not by much. 'Are you from around here?'
'No - well, I mean yes.'
Lucy smiled. 'Is that a no or a yes?'
'I've just moved here - two days ago. I'm staying with my grandmother for the holidays...up in Claxton Street - the old green house.'
Lucy nodded. 'I know it. I go right past it on the way home. Let me give you a lift.'
'Oh no, there's no need.'
'I insist.' She smiled. 'I'm new too and I'd like to meet a friend.'
They loaded the bags into Lucy's little Golf and they chatted as she drove, taking the long way around to make the journey last.
'I'm Lucy, by the way. What's your name?'
'Jennifer - Jenny.' The girl looked out of the window. 'Is this the right way home?' she asked. 'I don't remember it.'
'I've brought you round the coast road. It's not much further and I thought I could show you a few places as you're new to the village.' She glanced at the girl. 'I'm assuming you haven't been here before?'
'No. Gran usually comes to us, but she's just had a hip replacement. Mum would have come with me but she's really busy at work so I said I'd help.'
'That's very kind of you. Not many young people would do that.'
The girl smiled. 'I don't mind. She's a wonderful old lady.' But I'd rather be at home, having fun.
'What about you, Jenny?' Lucy didn't want to hear about the old lady. She could smell the warm fragrance of the girl's body and she wanted to know more about her.
'Me? Well, I've just finished high school - I start at Uni next year. My Mum's on her own too, so I'm usually at home with her.' She laughed briefly. 'That tells you how boring I am.'
Lucy smiled. 'You can still have a good time, even in Thirlemere looking after your Gran.'
'Really?' the girl glanced out of the window. 'I'd have said this was the arsehole of the world...uh, I mean -' she turned to Lucy, her cheeks pink with rising embarrassment. 'Sorry. I guess it's your home...I didn't mean to be rude.'
'No problem. In winter it is the arsehole of the world. In summer it's delightful.' So she's a party girl. 'Do you have a boyfriend?'
The girl shook her head. 'No. I've had a couple, but no one at the moment.'
'I know exactly how you feel.'
Jenny didn't answer and they drove in silence for a few moments before Lucy spoke again. 'Would you like to come to dinner tonight?' She glanced at the girl, watching her open her mouth to refuse. 'No - wait. There's a few of us - single girls like you. About your age, or just a bit older. We all go to the local seafood restaurant on Saturdays...it's sort of a regular thing. Sometimes there's a couple of us and sometimes five or six. It's totally relaxed, Jenny, a few drinks and a few laughs, that's all. It's always a good night, and it won't be late.' She paused to judge the girl's reaction. 'I can't think of a quicker way for you to meet a few folk just like yourself,' she added.
'Well -'
'Thirlemere really will be an arsehole of a place if you don't get to meet a few people,' Lucy interrupted. She reached over and touched the girl's arm lightly. 'If money's a problem -'
'No - no, its not that. I just don't want to intrude.'
Lucy laughed. 'You won't be intruding, I promise. The girls will love you and it will be a great night - ah, here we are!' She drew up alongside the old green house. 'So it's settled, then. I'll pick you up at seven.'
She watched as the girl stepped out of the car and collected her bags and she drove away, humming to herself. She would make sure the others kept away tonight - there would only be herself and Jenny and all of her instincts told her she was in with a chance.
*
The dinner went well. Jenny hadn't even asked about the others not turning up, and from the start they'd hit it off, chatting together though the meal. The girl drank steadily and by the time dessert was served she was speaking freely. Lucy let her do most of the talking, content to sit back and admire the view.
Jenny was talking about her father. 'So what happened to him?' Lucy asked.
'He ran off with his secretary. She was about half his age - well, she looked it anyway.' Jenny took another sip of her wine. 'Apparently he'd been fuc - um, having it off with her for months and Mum didn't know. Bastard!'
'If your Mum looked anything like you then he's a stupid bastard.'
Jenny smiled at the compliment. 'We found out he'd been dipping his wick in other girls around town too. What a prick!'
'So what happened to him?'
The girl shook her head. 'He had to leave town in a hurry - apparently some of the local guys didn't take kindly to him porking their wives. He lost his job, too. Last I heard he was on the dole with an ugly baby and his girlfriend doing tricks to make ends meet.' Her eyes met Lucy's. 'Well, perhaps not - but that's what he deserved.'
'Is that why you're not too keen on blokes?'
Jenny regarded her new friend with surprise. 'Who said I wasn't?'
'No one. Just an impression you've given.'
The girl took another mouthful of wine and was silent for a few moments. 'He put me off men, that's for sure,' she said at length. 'And so did the first boy I had - all over me like a rash. I'll never be treated like that again. I'm going to pick my next guy really carefully, no matter how long it takes.' She smiled to herself. If only she knew.
'That's the problem with being pretty. You can be sure it's not your mind they're after.'
The girl nodded absently and held up her glass to the candle, watching the light diffused though the soft amber liquid. 'So have you got a guy?'
Lucy shook her head. She'd spent a lot of trouble on her appearance and she knew she looked good. 'Nope. A bit like you, really. I had a couple and got royally shafted, so to speak. That was three years ago - I've been alone ever since.' In fact she'd been a lesbian all her life and the thought of cock was repulsive.
'Bastards!' Jenny lifted the glass to her lips.
'Indeed. I can't say I've missed them.'
'So don't you get lonely?'
'Not at all. I've got my girlfriends - most of them are in the same situation.'
'Bastards,' Jenny repeated. She regarded Lucy with interest. 'Are you -'
Lucy nodded, her eyes on the girl's face. 'Not what you expected, I bet.'
'No. I thought you were all butch and wore sensible leather shoes.' The girl smiled. 'So you've been making a pass at me all night, and I didn't get it. Is that why the others aren't here?'
Lucy shook her head, surprised at the girl's perspicacity. 'We're not like guys. Not predatory, like them. I'm here because I like your company, Jenny,' she lied. 'Nothing more.'
'So why do you like it - girls, I mean.' The wine made her bold.
'Why not? They're softer, smell better, taste nicer and don't have the ego trips that most guys do. And because they have the same architecture they know how to please you.'
'But isn't it awkward? At least with a guy you know what he wants.'
Lucy smiled at her naivety. God she is lovely she thought, and so fucking innocent too. She felt the rising tide of excitement in the pit of her belly at the thought of seducing the girl, and at the thrill of the chase - like a spider waiting in the shadows, watching the juicy young fly flitting around the edge of its carefully laid web.
'If another woman wants you she'll let you know,' Lucy said. 'My first was my aunt - my Mum's younger sister. She was only eight years older than I was - about the same difference as you and me, I guess. I'd always thought of her as trendy...you know, much more fun than other adults. I had no idea she was gay although I don't think it would have changed things if I had...come to that, I had no idea I was gay either.' She laughed, remembering the night. 'I was staying over and she came into my room that night as I was reading. Next thing I know she was kissing me...I guess I'd put out some sort of message. Anyway, before I could say boo she was in bed, eating me.'
Jenny glanced around the room in alarm to see if anyone could hear, but the nearest table was too far away. 'Weren't you embarrassed?' she whispered.
'Shit no! What she was doing with her tongue was magic. She sure knew just where to put it, and how often and how hard. I'm not offending you, am I?'
The girl shook her head, her eyes wide at what she was hearing. 'And did you....do her, too? Is that how it works?'
'There's no rules, Jenny. You do whatever you're comfortable with. All she wanted that first night was to make me happy.' She regarded the girl, seeing the brightness of her gaze and the flush of colour in her cheeks, and her vulva crimped at the thought of having her tongue inside her. 'Pretty different from the way guys try to get across you, wouldn't you say?'
Jenny nodded vaguely. 'Did you go back?' she asked. 'With your aunt I mean.'
'Hell yes! We were an item for a couple of years until she found a more permanent arrangement.' In fact her aunt had broken it off when Lucy got too aggressive one night. 'Since then I've never looked back.' She studied the girl for a moment. 'I hope I haven't made you feel awkward.'
The girl shook her head. 'No...no, you haven't. There were girls at school who were rumoured to be...well, you know, um - that way inclined, but they kept to themselves. I've never really had the chance to talk to someone like you.' She regarded the older woman, careful to keep her expression neutral.
Lucy laughed softly and leaned forward. 'You can say the word, you know,' she said. 'Lesbian. You had lesbians at school.' She paused for a moment, watching the girl's face. 'I'm not surprised, Jenny. There are lots of us around, you know, probably far more than you think and for the most part we're normal, decent people just like you.'
'I didn't mean to be -'
'You weren't, trust me,' Lucy interrupted. She glanced around the restaurant. 'I bet there's probably three others in this very room,' she said.
Jenny was intrigued. 'How can you tell?'
'If they're attracted to you it's easy - there's the eye contact, the smile...the look, if you like. But even if they're not hunting you just sense it...it's like an aura, I guess'.
Jenny smiled at her. Well, you haven't picked my aura, she thought. So you're not as clever as you think. She liked the idea of appearing naïve and innocent, of watching the hunter become the hunted. 'What aura do you think I have?' she asked.
Lucy smiled. 'A lonely one.' She glanced at her watch. 'I promised you an early night, Jenny. Do you want dessert or coffee?'
'No thanks. I'd better get back.'
'Right. I'll drop you off home, then'
Jenny was quiet on the way home and Lucy let her think. She could see the girl's interest and sense her arousal, but she also knew that if she pushed too hard she'd frighten her away. They arrived outside the big house and Lucy killed the engine and turned to her.
'So did you enjoy tonight?'
'Yes, thank you. You've been very kind.'
'I enjoyed it too...perhaps we can do it again soon, if you like.' She regarded the girl's face, illuminated in the glowing lights of the instrument panel. It was turned towards her, the soft full lips slightly open and Lucy could see desire and nervousness in her expression. On impulse she leaned forward and kissed her lightly on the mouth, her lips lingering. For a moment she thought Jenny would pull away, but she didn't: her mouth was soft and Lucy could taste the sweetness of her breath and the faint bouquet of the wine she had drunk.
'Do you want me to go?' she whispered. The lips under hers were as soft as feather down and the perfume of her skin intoxicating. She felt Jenny shake her head and she reached up and cupped the girl's cheek, her fingers lightly touching the soft skin of her face and neck. She could feel the thready pulse of Jenny's carotid artery racing under her fingertips and smell the warm musk of her excitement. Lucy broke the kiss briefly. 'Come home with me,' she whispered.
'I can't...I have to be near my grandmother.'
A sudden image floated into Lucy's mind: the old woman alone in her bed whilst her granddaughter lay spread -eagled in a nearby room, her hands clutching the bedspread and her pale body twitching as Lucy ate her. She smiled to herself. This could be a really interesting night. 'Then let me come in. Let me stay with you.'
Jenny nodded nervously and Lucy felt a surge of triumph and excitement. I'll have her tonight, she thought. A little virgin, mine for the taking, and I'll teach her...show her what I want and how to give it. She'll be mine. Lucy bent her face forward again and allowed her tongue to penetrate her willing mouth, and the smell of the girl's excitement was as sweet as honey in her nostrils.
*
Jenny Phillips was nineteen years old but had the sexual experience of a woman twice her age.
She'd found out early that sex was a necessary part of her life, and she'd started young. Her first time was with a local boy a year older than her, a Friday night fumble in the back of his car fifty yards from her house: sweaty kisses tasting of cigarettes and stale beer and rough hands on her tender skin; the lancing pain of his penetration and almost immediately the flooding warmth of his semen splashed carelessly into her body. She went home with blood on her thighs and a burning resolve to try it again, preferably as soon as possible, to find out if sex was really that bad or whether she'd just been unlucky.
She rose late the next morning and went down to the kitchen, dressed in a tank top and cut away shorts. There was a note from her mother to say she'd gone into town and would be back after lunch, and her breakfast was in the oven. Jenny took the plate out to the verandah and sat at the little table looking over the back garden. The sun was well up and it promised to be a hot day. She could hear the barking of dogs and the buzz of lawn mowers, and the muted roar of traffic on the freeway to the south. She thought about last night and grimaced in distaste: there had been nothing good about it. She knew instinctively that wasn't right - there were slut girls in her class who went all the way just about every night, or so the stories went, and they seemed to be happy. She picked at her food, frowning with concentration as she thought about who she could do it with - not a boy, that was for sure: she needed someone with experience - someone who'd done it before, lots of times. Someone who had demonstrated credentials. Someone married.
Her thoughts were interrupted by a flash of movement from behind the wooden fence to her right. There were gaps where the timber had warped and as she looked the movement occurred again: a glimpse of dark hair and the gleam of an eye pressed against the fence. David. He'd moved in next door a couple of months ago with his wife and a new baby. She'd seen him a couple of times, gazing over the fence but she'd not paid much attention. He seemed old to her - twenty five at least, and anyway his wife hustled him away every time he stopped to look. Jenny looked up at the house to see where she was, but there was no sign of her. She stood up and walked over to the fence and bent suddenly to peer though the gap where his eye had been.
'Hi David.'
The eye retreated suddenly and his head appeared over the fence, a sheepish grin on his face.
'Um, hi....um...Jane.'
'Jenny.'
'Yeah...Jenny. Sorry... I'm not so good with names.' He regarded her with open admiration. 'But I never forget a face.'
'So what are you doing?'
'Just about to mow the lawn.'
'And let me guess - you were checking out my lawn to see if you could trim that too.'
Dave laughed at the double entendre, his teeth white in the sunbrowned face. 'Yeah, something like that.' He looked over her boldly, his eyes roaming over the tight little breasts and the delicious curves of her body. Man, she was something. 'I couldn't see it too well though,' he said. 'Does it?'
Jenny ignored the question. 'So where's your wife, Dave?' she asked. 'I don't think she likes you looking over the fence.'
'Pippa? She's gone to her mother's. She's sick.' He regarded her again, his eyes caressing her body. 'She won't be back 'till tomorrow at least. What are you doing, Jenny?'



She shrugged. 'Nothing. Just sitting there, wondering what to do.' She regarded him. Tall, good looking really - nice skin and good teeth, soft lips. She could see the longing in his eyes as he looked at her, and she experienced a sudden surge of power. He wants me, and I have control. So why not him? Why not now? The realisation caused a rush of heat to her groin, a sudden ache that demanded attention.
'Actually I was just thinking of last night,' she said.
His eyes flickered back to her face. 'Oh? So what happened last night?'
Jenny leaned forward, hunching her shoulders slightly to make sure he could see down her cleavage and her voice was low and throaty. 'I can't gossip over the fence, Dave, but I'd be happy to come over and tell you.'
He took her to the master bedroom, which surprised her. She looked around whilst he undressed. The room was tidy, the bedspread pure white and the pillows soft and fluffy with lace edges, and there were women's things on the dresser. The curtains were drawn back and she looked out towards the side of her house.
'You can see my room from here.'
He came up behind her and pressed his lips to the soft skin on the nape of her neck. 'I know. I see you sometimes, before you draw the blind.'
'Perhaps I shouldn't draw it, then.'
He laughed and nuzzled her neck. 'Pippa might not like that. Do you want to take off your clothes?'
Jenny nodded. She reached up and pulled off her top and slipped her shorts off, kicking them free and standing naked for a moment before she turned and faced him. His cock was fully erect and was bobbing slightly. His eyes roamed over her body and she could see the hunger in them and she saw a drop of silver liquid appear at the tip of his cock, oozing from the little hole at the front. She realised she knew nothing of what she was supposed to do.
'So here I am, Dave,' she said. 'Why don't you mow my lawn?'
He stepped forward and took her in his arms, his mouth closing over hers. His lips were soft and she could taste the flavour of coffee and peppermint, and she could smell his man -scent: soap and sweat and the musky aroma of arousal. He pressed his tongue into her mouth and she reached up and held his face, pulling him closer to grind his lips against hers. Christ! So different from last night. His breath was fresh and sweet and his body hard and muscled against hers. She became aware of the length of his organ pressed against her belly, so much longer and thicker than the one last night that she wondered if it would fit inside her. The knowledge triggered a sudden ooze of moisture at her sex, and she thrust her hips forward and rubbed herself against him. Jesus, I want him. I want him to fuck me all day and all night. I want his juices inside me.
He was nuzzling her neck now, and his voice was low. 'Have you done this before, Jenny?'
'Oh, yes.'
'Are you on the pill?'
She nodded absently, not caring. 'How do you want to do it?' he asked.
'Any way you want. Every way.'
David grunted and pressed his mouth to hers again, thrusting his tongue past her lips. Fuck, she was hot! He could feel her breasts pressed against his chest, the nipples as hard as heated pebbles, and he could smell her hair and the scent of her skin. She arched her back and pressed her mound against him, and he fancied he could feel the heat radiating out of her cunt. His cock was stretched like a log, longer and harder than he could ever remember, and the weight of his jism growled in his balls like magna in a volcano. Jesus, I need to be inside her! He broke free from her hungry mouth and his voice was hoarse with lust.
'Turn over, honey. Keel on the bed.'
Jenny turned and climbed onto the edge of the bed. She spread her knees apart a little and then turned and watched as he approached. His cock seemed huge: the head fully exposed, purple and angry. It looked as big as his fist. She peered between her legs, watching as he engaged it against the fat wet lips of her vulva. It will never fit in there.
'Are you ready, baby?'
'Yes...do it. Fuck me.'
'I will, I will.' He held her hips and pressed forward, grunting as the head of his cock was stopped by the narrow opening. 'Christ, you're tight!'
'Push.'
For a moment it seemed as if it would not go, but with a sudden rush the head disappeared inside her. Jenny could feel it sliding upwards towards her belly, almost as if she had pushed a tennis ball inside her. She watched the shaft follow, sliding smoothly into her channel to reinforce the feeling of fullness, of being stretched in a way she had never felt before. Her cunt felt violated but there was also the amazing sensation of being possessed, of utter helplessness as that great shaft impaled her, pinned her to the bed. She groaned with delight and wriggled backwards to assist, watching as the last few millimeters of his turgid rod disappeared into her body.
For a long moment they were still. Jenny could feel her insides stretching still, trying to accommodate the intruder. She clenched her vaginal muscles and heard him groan.
'Christ, Jenny - fuck, you're tight.'
'Tell me what you can feel,' she said. She clenched her muscles again.
'My cock...inside you.' His voice was broken and disjointed by the pleasure. 'Fucking right inside...you....ah, I can feel you milking me.' She felt his hands on her hips, pulling her. 'I can feel my balls pressed against you...almost inside...so fucking tight.' He began to withdraw, a long slow retreat. 'I can see my shaft, baby....coming out. Slippery. Your lips are clinging to it...trying to...hold me - ugh! Here's the head - still inside. Do you like the head inside you?'
'I love it. Fuck me with it,' Jenny said. She rested her forehead on the bed and concentrated on the sensation.
David shifted his hands to her buttocks, drawing them apart. He watched as the great purple head slipped back inside her, saw the lips of her cunt closing around the shaft like a tight wet mouth. Above it was the tiny pink opening to her ass, bulging a little as her body struggled to take the thickness of his organ. 'It's going back in, honey,' he said. 'Can you feel my cock stretching you?'
'I can feel it right inside,' she whispered. 'Go faster.'
David began to pump the girl with long, slippery strokes. He clasped her hips, riding her smoothly. He could see her cunt bulging each time he thrust forward and the reluctant clasp of her labia around his shaft as he withdrew. He pulled free and regarded her sex, watching the clean pink flesh gape for a few moments before closing. With a cry of lust he fell to his knees and thrust his face against it, pressing his tongue into her, sliding it forward in long, flat strokes to capture the cream dribbling from her body. He heard her whimpering and felt the trembling of her body as she rode out the long waves of pleasure. She was so fucking wet: a river, almost, and her flavour was a tart and tasty as a piece of exotic fruit. He lapped at her feverishly, long wet strokes from the front of her tight little furrow to the crinkled little rosebud, feeling it crimp each time his tongue touched it. His nose was buried in her and he could feel the flood of her juices on his cheeks and chin. Fuck, she was wet! Her tightness told him that she was inexperienced, and he reveled in being able to bury himself in such a new pussy. With each stroke of his tongue she moaned, a little mewling sound from somewhere deep in her chest, and her hands gripped the bedspread with tight little fists of pleasure.
'Ah, Jesus,' she groaned. 'Fuck me, Dave! Put your cock in me again.'
He flung her on the bed and mounted her, lifting the long golden legs up, up, knees by her ears. Her cunt was streaming, a thick translucent cream that bathed her vulva and trickled like a little river over her asshole. Fuck, he wanted her. So fucking hot.
Jenny cried out when he ploughed into her again. She had never felt anything so big inside her before: it seemed to fill her belly: a delicious fullness that made her realise how inadequate last night's sex had been. This was amazing: the smooth gliding strokes of the great gleaming piston into her body to reach every corner of her trembling cunt. Her head was jammed between two pillows and she could smell perfume on them - Pippa's perfume. She imagined David fucking her in this same bed, imagined his ass pumping, the shaft gleaming as it skewered her. That same thick cock was pumping her now, sliding so fucking deep into her body she could almost taste it in the back of her throat.
With a scream of ecstasy Jenny came. Her consciousness exploded in a million sparkling fragments, colours and lights flashing though swirling waves of pleasure. Every nerve ending in her body was on fire - every sensation magnified a thousand fold. She felt the delicious rub of his thick meat against her inner flesh and the fluttering spasm of her vagina around it, and the deep ache of her swollen nipples as they scoured his chest. His breath was rasping in her ears and she could feel his muscles tensing as he raced towards his own climax. Deep within her body she felt the great bulbous knob and she imagined the purple head bulging, turning a darker hue as it swelled impossibly bigger: then a moment of impossible stillness, in so deep that its eye was pressed hard against her cervix: waiting, waiting, buried in her most inner parts.
With a strangled cry David spurted into the gasping girl. A fountain of burning jism burst from the head of his cock and splattered inside her, spraying the tight cone of her cervix and filling the tight undulating tube of her vagina. He felt her writhing under him, heard her gasping for breath as her own climax endured. He felt the clasp of her cunt milking him, milking him, drawing out his spurts like the mouth of a hungry whore. His mind was filled by her: the tight plasticity of her little body under his and the warm smell of her juices; her cries of pain and pleasure; the pressure of her legs on his shoulders and the rake of her nails on his back. Christ, she was good! And still he spurted - ribbons of steaming seed spraying into her clasping pussy until at last the light returned and it was done, and she lay quiescent under him.
Jenny lay beside him, her fingers twisting a little knot of hair on his chest. She could feel the dull ache of his withdrawal and the sticky drip of his seed as it oozed out of her body, and she knew her life would never be the same. She could smell the musky odour of his semen, juxtaposed with the fragrance of his wife's perfume on the pillow under her head. She could feel the tenderness of her lips and the bruising of her pudenda, and she wanted more.
She turned to him and smiled. 'That was nice, Dave,' she said. 'How long before we can do it again?'
*****
The bedroom in the old house was full of dark shadows and the high ceilings were yellowed with age, but Lucy only had eyes for the youngster. She watched as the girl approached the bed nervously, one hand hiding her sex and the other over her breasts, and she smiled to reassure her as she slipped under the covers.
'I...I'm not sure what to do,' Jenny whispered. She smiled to herself. Keep the charade going. Let her think you're an innocent little virgin.
Lucy leaned over her. 'Nothing,' she said softly. 'Just lie back and enjoy it.' She brushed her lips lightly on her forehead, and then on the soft skin under her eyes. 'And tell me what you like,' she added. She put her lips over Jenny's mouth and kissed her, tasting peppermint and the hint of wine. Her hand stole up to the girl's breast and she caressed it lightly, her fingers grasping the thick nipple and rolling it lightly, feeling it swell under her touch. She felt the girl's tongue touch hers and she pushed hers against it, feeling the lips open to allow her deeper oral penetration. A wave of lust surged through her: an almost overwhelming urge to rip aside the bedclothes and bury her tongue into the girl's sex, but she suppressed it. Slowly she thought. Slowly. Don't frighten her off. Bring her on the journey with you. She kissed the satin skin of Jenny's neck and the little hollow of her shoulder and moved her mouth to the ripe gooseberry nipple, teasing it with her tongue and hearing the girl's sighs. Her skin had a particular fragrance - apple and cinnamon and a trace of salt, and she could detect the faint musk of her growing excitement, too. Slowly, Lucy. Raise her up.
Jenny lay on her back and let Lucy do as she wished. She was amused by the woman's presumption that she was inexperienced, but it suited her not to reveal the extent of her knowledge - not yet, anyway. She understood there had been a powerful sexual attraction from the moment they met, but she wasn't sure whether Lucy would be up for what she had in mind. She could feel the woman's tongue flicking across her nipple, eliciting little tingles and shocks that somehow found their way to her groin. She could feel the lips of her vulva thickening and the ooze of moisture there. Lucy's lips had been incredibly soft on hers: much softer than David's demanding kisses, and her subtle fragrance filled her senses. Jesus, I want it, she thought. Go down on me, Lucy. Plunge your tongue into my aching cunt. She arched her back slightly and sighed, and her hands found their way to Lucy's head, grasping the thick black hair, guiding her downwards to the aching void.
It was a night they'd both remember for a long time: the flickering shadows on the wall, the sighs and moans of pleasure as they serviced each other. Lucy did all the work, her tongue leaving a little trail of moisture as she licked her way down to the soft golden curls of the girl's pudenda. The aroma of her sex was stronger now - a musky, irresistible fragrance that drew her downwards like a bee to nectar. She gave the fat wet lips a little lick, feeling them twitch in response and hearing the girl's gentle gasp. The vulva opened like a dew -soaked flower and in the soft light Lucy could see the little button of the girl's clitoris and the delicate pink coral flesh of her insides. She placed her mouth over the wet opening and nuzzled it gently with her bottom lip and her tongue flickered back and forth like a snake, the tip curled upwards to catch the juice and scoop it into her mouth. Lucy could feel the fresh ooze on her chin and her senses were filled with the flavour of the girl's body: the slippery taste tart on her tongue and the rich aroma like a bouquet in her nostrils. She could feel the girl's hands guiding her, pulling her head forward and back and pressing it into the warm crevice, fluttering like little birds in her hair with the intensity of her pleasure.
Jenny's first orgasm came like an express train - fast and unstoppable. Lucy tried to stem the tide but she could not and so she rode the girl's pleasure, her ears filled with her muffled squeaks and her face buried in the tight, grasping clutch of her cunt. Her mouth was filled with Jenny's juices and she could feel it on her cheeks and her chin, slippery and aromatic. She plunged her tongue repeatedly into the quivering, clutching opening until the storm subsided, and at last she raised her head.
Jenny lay quiescent, her body gasping for breath. The sheets had been pulled aside and Lucy could see a light sheen of sweat on her golden skin.
'Christ!' the girl whispered. 'Christ, that was fan -bloody -tastic!' She raised her head and looked at her lover, still kneeling between her thighs. 'Fuck me!' she announced. 'If that's what girls do I'm a convert!'
Lucy laughed. 'We haven't even started yet,' she said. 'Let me show you -'
The girl looked up at her with bright, glittering eyes. 'No,' she said. 'It's my turn now. Let me do you.' She rolled quickly to her knees and pushed Lucy gently back to the bed. 'Roll over,' she instructed. 'On your back.'
Lucy obeyed, wondering what the girl had in mind. She really didn't expect too much, but if Jenny wanted to play a little, that was OK by her. She could always tell her what to do.
'Open your legs, Lucy.' Jenny's hands were warm on her skin, positioning her, pushing her limbs gently to adjust her posture. At length she sat back and regarded the woman. 'Don't move,' she said. 'I'll be back in a moment.'
Lucy lay on her back with her legs spread. The girl had pushed a pillow under her buttocks and her sex was fully exposed, the lips of her vulva felt swollen and heavy from her excitement, and she fancied she could feel the ooze of her juices trickling from the opening to her body. She felt a little vulnerable too, but was intrigued to find out what Jenny intended. She could hear the girl opening and closing drawers in the kitchen down the corridor and the beep of the microwave oven and finally the patter of her bare feet as she approached the bed.
'Do you trust me, Lucy?' she asked quietly.
'To do what?'
'To give you an experience you'll never forget.'
Lucy regarded her steadily. 'You've done this before, haven't you?
'A little. I promise you'll enjoy it. They all do.'
'If I ask you, will you stop?'
'Of course,' Jenny lied.
Lucy regarded her a moment longer, and then she nodded nervously. 'Very well, but stop if -'
'I will.' The girl leaned over her. 'I'm going to blindfold you.'
'I don't like -'
'Removing vision highlights the other senses. You'll love it, trust me.' She laid a silk scarf over the woman's eyes and tied it behind her head. 'There. That's not so bad is it? Lie still.'
Lucy felt the girl's hands on her legs, the fingers firm and confident as they gently opened them further before releasing their grip. She felt the whisper of something soft on her wrists - first one and then the other, and then the hint of breath blowing softly across her thighs and up towards her pudenda. She imagined the girl's mouth hovering above her pussy, her mouth pursed ready to be lowered over the fat wet lips, and her vulva crimped in anticipation. For long moments nothing happened and she strained her ears to detect any noises that might give her a clue. Her skin tingled and she could feel a fresh ooze of moisture from her sex. Jesus, the girl was right - denying me my sight gives so much more.
'What are you doing?' she demanded. 'Tell me.'
There was no response. Lucy lay still, every one of her senses quivering with anticipation waiting to hear or feel or perhaps even taste the next move. Somewhere far away a car horn sounded, and the muted sound of a church clock striking the hour. She thought she could feel the movement of air on her skin, but wasn't sure.
'Where are you Jenny,' she said at last. There was a slight quaver in her voice. 'Tell me - please.'
There was a soft scuffling noise to her left and she felt the mattress depress slightly, and suddenly both nipples were covered by something immensely cold. The unexpected shock took her breath away for a second, and then she cried out. Almost immediately there was pressure on both wrists, pulling her arms up and outwards, and she knew that the girl had secured them somehow. She tried to pull away but could not.
'Jenny - no! No ropes!'
The girl laughed softly to her left somewhere but said nothing. In her confusion Lucy felt first one ankle secured and then the other. The bonds were soft on her skin but when she tested them they were firm, holding her spread-eagled on the bed. Under the cold covering her nipples felt immensely hot and hard, and she realised every muscle in her body was taut with excitement and anticipation.
'You love it,' the girl whispered. It was hard to pin point where she was. 'You love this, don't you, Lucy. Tied up - helpless, hoping to feel or taste or hear whatever's coming next.' The mattress creaked softly and Lucy imagined the girl was leaning over her. 'But you don't know, Lucy, do you?' She laughed softly again. 'Would you like to know what your innocent little virgin teacher is doing? Would you like to know what's coming next?'



Lucy turned her head towards the girl's voice, tilting it back to try and see under the blindfold but it was too secure. 'Yes,' she whispered. 'Tell me.'
There was no response, but Lucy suddenly felt a sensation on her body as if warm treacle was being drizzled over her skin. It trickled between her breasts and down towards her neck, and it pooled into her belly button before oozing over her flanks. The juxtaposition of heat and cold was extraordinary and she cried out softly.
The mattress suddenly compressed either side of her head, and Lucy understood that the girl had straddled her although it was hard to know which way she was facing. She lay still and almost immediately felt hands on her skin, little brushstrokes with her fingertips as light as the touch of goosedown, spreading the liquid over her body, the touch extending downwards towards her belly. She's kneeling over me, facing my feet. Pussy somewhere above my face. I can smell her.
She breathed in deeply and the warm essence of the girl's sex filled her senses, together with the rich aroma of spices from the liquid on her skin. It's oil. Warm oil and hot pussy. She felt her skin tingling, goosebumps on her arms and her vulva twitched in excitement. What's next?
'You're beautiful, the girl said suddenly. Her voice was above her, soft and inviting. 'I'm looking at your pussy, Lucy. It's so wet...and the lips are open. It's so empty. Do you want something inside it?' Her fingers were brushing, touching - sliding over her slippery skin like gossamer, moving down towards her cunt. 'Do you want your little girl to touch you there? Do you want my fingers -'
'Yes, yes. Touch me. Push inside me.'
'I will, I will. But not yet.' The mattress moved again and the scent of the girl's arousal was suddenly stronger in her nostrils. 'Lick me first, Lucy.'
Lucy lifted her head from the bed and licked blindly upwards. She felt the tip of her tongue engage in the girl's sex and the flavour of Jenny's arousal suddenly exploded over her taste buds. She strained upwards, snuffling into the warm crevice above her, feeling her nose and mouth and chin bathed in a thick coating of the girl's excitement. She could feel Jenny's hands sliding over her body, slick and slippery with the oil, sliding down towards the juncture of her thighs and she imagined the girl's face gazing downwards at her hungry grasping cunt she rode on her tongue. God I want you! Eat me, Jenny! Put your face down and eat me, just as I'm eating you!
Lucy lost track of time as the game continued. Sometimes it was clear what the girl was doing and where she was, and then there would be long pauses whilst she withdrew and Lucy would lie on the rumpled sheets with every sense screaming out in anticipation. The girl knew how to play, she conceded - a touch here and a lick there, the clever use of heat and cold, friction and lubrication. The gossamer brush of silk over her twitching flesh, the touch of slippery lips or the drizzle of warm scented oil between the grasping lips of her sex. Her whole body seemed to be on fire - every nerve ending screaming to be touched or probed or licked. She writhed in her bonds, longing to be penetrated, to feel the slide of something - anything - deep into her body to fill the aching void. Twice the girl brought her to the very edge of ecstasy with the wriggling tip of her tongue and twice she withdrew, leaving Lucy writhing in frustration, begging her to continue, begging for release.
And now it was quiet. The girl had moved off the bed and Lucy could hear the soft whisper of her feet on the carpeted floor as she moved away from the bed.
'You thought I was an innocent little virgin,' she said suddenly. Her voice was soft, somewhere near the door.
'Yes.'
There was a soft chuckle and the sound of a drawer being opened and then shut. 'Shall I tell you about my first woman?'
'Do me first, Jenny. I need you inside me -'
'Soon.' Her voice was closer now. 'Her name was Pippa, and she was married to the guy next door. Pretty - dark hair, petite. I'd been fucking her husband for weeks.' Lucy felt the edge of the mattress compress at the edge of the bed, between her feet. 'She found out about us,' the girl continued, 'and she waited until he was out of town and called me - said that she would tell my mother unless I came around at the weekend.' Her voice was stronger now, somewhere close to her sex. Lucy imagined her kneeling on the bed between her outstretched thighs and her vulva twitched in anticipation.
'I thought she'd be pissed off with me, but when I went around she offered me a drink and said she only wanted to talk, to find out what he'd been doing.' She laughed softly. 'She knew more about it than me, though...it turned out he'd been telling her everything - what we did, how tight I was, how I loved to have him in my mouth -'
'Touch me, Jenny. I need you.'
'Soon, Lucy. She taught me what I'm about to do. I'll talk as I do it...tell you about her.' She paused for a moment and Lucy imagined the girl leaning forward, her mouth close to her open sex. She could feel her fleeting breath on the swollen lips and she strained upwards to try and capture her mouth.
'I hadn't realised how hot she was, Lucy, how lush her little body was...her tits, her tight little cunt. She took me by the hand and led me upstairs, to the room where I'd fucked her husband, and we flung off our clothes and lay on the bed. She showed me what she wanted, Lucy. She had all the stuff ready - the oil and the towels. She begged me to do it.'
'Tell me later, Jenny,' Lucy whispered. 'Do me now. Do whatever you want to me.'
'I will.' She leaned forward and poured a little more oil over Lucy's sex. It was glistening, the lips fat with desire and the pink flesh between them twitching with anticipation. She reached forward and gently inserted one finger into the woman's body. Lucy's breath hissed at the sudden intrusion and Jenny felt her vulva contract, squeezing her finger.
'Pippa wanted me to finger fuck her, like this -' she moved her hand back and forth, feeling the warm tissue caressing her finger, hearing the soft suck of her excited flesh. 'First one, then two fingers.' Jenny inserted a second finger into her. 'Then three.'
Lucy writhed in her bonds as the girl's fingers entered her. She could feel her vulva stretched around them, trying to grip the slippery intruders as they thrust back and forth, and still the girl spoke. 'She was moaning, Lucy, and her little snatch was grabbing at me, just like yours.' 'Put four in, Jenny,' she was saying. 'Put in four.' Lucy felt the fourth digit enter her and the feeling of fullness increased. She wanted to feel something deeper inside but knew she wasn't big enough to allow anything more.
'And then she told me to fold my thumb in to my palm, Lucy...like this. To fold it in so I could spear her...to put my whole fucking hand up her clout.' Lucy felt her vulva stretch even more as the girl pressed. 'Would you like that, Lucy? Would you like my whole hand to fuck you senseless?'
'Jesus...ah, fuck me. It's too tight...don't, don't.'
'I thought it was too small, too, Lucy. I never thought it would go in, but she was screaming at me, shouting that I should push. My knuckles were trapped.' Jenny pushed hard as she spoke and her hand slid in a little more. The knuckles were jammed against the tight ring of Lucy's flesh, impeding further movement. 'I thought I'd never get it in.'
Lucy was immersed in the eroticism of the whole thing - the picture of Jenny in her mind, her young schoolgirl face suffused in lust as she leaned over the petite body of her neighbour and tried to penetrate her. Those big blue eyes, as innocent as a choir girl, watching as she pressed her hand into another woman's body. She could feel the tight pressure of that same hand - the one that had been in other cunts, and suddenly she wanted it in hers too, to feel the living flesh enter her body more deeply than anyone had before. 'Twist, baby,' she moaned. 'Ah...twist and push.' Lucy grunted as the girl applied pressure. It felt as if her twat was splitting. 'Ah - gently, gently. Twist and push.' She levered her torso off the bed, trying to bear down on the girl's hand. 'What does it look like?' she demanded.
'I'm in to the knuckles, still,' the girl said. 'You're very tight. Does it hurt, Lucy? Is it ripping you apart? Pip liked the pain.'
Lucy shook her head. She liked a little pain as well...she loved the spiral of pressure building, building, and her cunt ring burning like it was going to split. She loved the sensation of the girl's hand pressing irresistibly forward, demanding entry to her most secret parts and she gasped at the inevitably of what was going to happen. She shifted her knees a little to open her thighs wider. 'Push harder,' she demanded.
Jenny pushed, but her hand remained jammed in Lucy's pussy. She could see the woman's vulva stretched as tight as a piano wire around her knuckles and she could see the beads of juice oozing from the gaps between her fingers.
'You're tighter than her,' she said. 'I can't get it in.'
'Do...what...you...did to her.' Lucy gasped.
Jenny withdrew her fingers a little, her face close to Lucy's buttocks. She could see the silver strands of the woman's essence dribbling between her fingers and how it fell to the sheets below. The rich aroma of her juices filled Jenny's nostrils. She held her fingers loosely for a moment and then jabbed them forward again sharply, twisting slightly as she did so.
'Ah - fuck!' Lucy exclaimed sharply. 'Jesus!'
Jenny's whole hand slid into Lucy's cunt in one slippery movement - her fingers, her knuckles, the heel of her palm. The elastic ring of flesh closed smoothly behind it so she could see only her wrist poking out from the prostrate body in front of her. She could feel the tight grip of Lucy's vulva and the softer spongy tissue of her vagina pressed against her knuckles.
'Ah!' she exclaimed. 'I'm in, Lucy...just like Pippa.' She regarded her wrist protruding from the warm cavern of Lucy's cunt.
'Fuck!' the woman was moaning. 'Ah, fuck, Jenny...wait...wait. Let me...adjust.'
Jenny knelt between the Lucy's thighs, her wrist protruding upwards. In the crevice below it she could see the woman's anus. It was bulging outwards from the pressure and she could see the clean pink flesh inside. She remembered what Pippa had asked her to do there, and she wondered if Lucy would like that. She began to move her arm gently, back and forth, the oil on her wrist lubricating her movement. She watched Lucy's rosebud expand and contract, opening and closing like a little eye winking at her.
'You love it,' she whispered. 'Don't you, Lucy?'
'Christ yes! I love you fucking me with your hand, Jenny. Move, move more...ah, yes! Just like that. Open and close your fist, if you can.' Lucy said. She hunkered down on the bed, savouring the sensation of the girl's arm inside her: the pressure and the pain and the amazing sensation of fullness - and of possession, too. She suddenly felt in control...Jenny could never escape whilst she had her hand trapped inside there. It was if she was the possessor, with the hungry maw of her cunt devouring the slim young body of her lover. She could feel the girl's fist expanding and contracting inside her, and the slippery slide of it thrusting back and forth.
'Touch my ass,' she demanded. 'Fuck me there, too.'
Jenny leaned closer and pressed the index finger of her other hand to the tight puckered opening. It was awkward using both hands, but she was driven by a burning desire to possess her there too. The sphincter was well lubricated by the oil and her forefinger slipped in without difficulty, the flesh gripping her knuckle as she pressed upwards. She heard the woman gasp with the new sensation and she wriggled her finger to see if she could feel it though the thin membrane between the two holes.
'I can feel it, Lucy,' she whispered. 'My hands inside you, touching.'
'Pump them...ah, yes! Back and forth, Jenny...fucking me...my ass...my pussy. Lick my pussy. Go on, lick my cunt.'
The girl obeyed, crouching forward to press her tongue to the point where her wrist protruded. She rocked her arm back and forth and lapped at the ring, scooping the juice into her mouth. She could hear Lucy moaning, the volume and pitch increasing as the spiral of her pleasure built rapidly. I'll let her come, she thought. This time I'll let her come. She remembered the afternoon with Pippa and how her wrists ached for days afterwards. She remembered too the tightness of the woman's anus and how it had gaped open as she withdrew her hand from there, and how the clean pink flesh had tasted as she inserted her tongue instead. I'm such a dirty little slut, and I love it. She remembered how Dave had come into the room and the long slide of his cock into her clasping pussy as he watched them writhing together. So much fucking...and there was more to be had with this woman too. Suddenly the time with her Gran didn't seem to be a chore any more. Lucy and me will fuck and suck the whole holidays, she thought. And then I'll go home to Pippa and Dave.
Lucy's whole torso rose off the bed as she strained upwards the last few seconds before her orgasm consumed her. She was squealing, a high pitched sound dragged from the very depths of her soul, and her head was thrashing from side to side. Jenny thrust another two fingers into her anus, pressing tight, and she plunged her hand even deeper into the woman's clasping cunt. She saw how even her wrist was devoured...it looked like her whole fucking arm was inside Lucy's body. Cum for me, baby. Cum for me.
With a scream of ecstasy Lucy came. A spray of juice burst from the tight ring of her vulva, splattering over the girl's arm. Jenny felt the contracting muscles seize her wrist in an iron grip. She tried to move but she was trapped and so she watched, seeing the woman's face twisted in a rictus of pleasure, her lips drawn back in a primeval snarl as she twitched and trembled around the living flesh embedded in her. She watched her juices squirting from the point of their union and pressed her mouth to them, lapping at the rich essence, tasting it sweet on her tongue and lips, swallowing it in little gulps. Jesus, she's wet. She heard Lucy's thin wails beating at her ears and wondered if her Gran would hear it too and what she would make of it, and she felt Lucy's body jerking, twitching beneath her. She was suffused by an overwhelming sense of power and she burrowed even deeper, her fist buried somewhere near the woman's belly and the taste of her essence rich and sharp on her lips.
And at last the storm subsided and Jenny withdrew her hand, watching the warm, clinging flesh release her, watching as the woman's vulva closed behind her wet, shining fingers. She released her bonds and they clung to each other in the darkness, touching and tasting and murmuring words of love to one another.
'Stay with me, Lucy,' the girl whispered. 'Stay tonight. There's more that Pippa showed me.'
The woman felt the ache inside her where she had been battered and stretched, and she understood her need to have more. She remembered how she had mistaken the girl for a virgin, and she smiled to herself in the darkness at the unexpected turn of events. My little virgin teacher. From virgin to tiger...I've found myself a little tiger, and I want her claws in me.
'I'll stay,' she whispered. 'You teach me, and I'll teach you.' She pressed her lips to the girls mouth, lapping the sharp essence of her own juices from her skin, and she grasped her firm round breast and rolled the nipple in her fingers.
'Tonight and for as long as you want' she said.
*****
Author's note: Fisting carries risk and should not be attempted unless you know what you are doing. It can result in permanent damage or injury.
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*****
THE EDUCATION OF REBECCA McFADDEN
I'll never forget how it all started.
We were sitting around the kitchen table in Mum's house. She'd gone to bed of course, and there was just Suzy and Rachel and me. The clock above the mantle showed two thirty and the bottles on the table were mostly empty, and Rachel was holding court like she always did.
'Of course size matters,' she said, 'and don't you ever believe anyone who says otherwise.'
I laughed, partly at her serious expression and partly because it was so like her to make statements like that. Black and white, that was Rachel. There were never any shades of grey in what she said or thought, particularly where sex was concerned. What a tosser!
'Don't you agree, Suzy?'
'What?' Suzy was the oldest of the three of us by eleven months and so Rachel always deferred questions to her, which was odd because she really didn't give a toss what either of us thought.
Rachel frowned at her sister's inattention. 'I said that size does matter,' she explained.
'Oh...well, I guess.' Suzy looked vague which was a sure sign that she didn't really know what she was talking about, but felt compelled to answer anyway. In fact she wasn't as experienced as Rachel, who, according to our calculations, had fucked more guys in the past year than the both of us had in the last five.
Rachel nodded, pleased with the support. 'I mean, it just stands to reason,' she continued. 'A guy with a little dick could be the most skillful lover in the world but it would still be like waving a noodle in the Blackpool tunnel.'
I regarded my twin with amusement. 'Just because your tunnel is like Blackpool's, don't think ours are like that.' I said. 'That's probably why you need big guys - all the elasticity in your pussy has gone.'
'Well, at least I use it,' she retorted. Her blue eyes fastened on mine. 'Are you actually doing anything with Tom? I mean, you've been going out with him for six months.'
'It's Tony, and what we do together is none of your business.'
'Ha! Tiny, more like!' Rachel laughed, a dry little sound of derision. 'I was looking at him the other day in the pool and I'm not even sure he has one. Not a whisper of a bulge or anything. If he does have a cock it would have to be the smallest in the universe.'
'Not all of us have the same basic needs as you.'
'Ah, so he does have a pin-dick! So tell us what it's like, Bec?' She wriggled her little finger at me. 'Is it like a little worm? Can you feel anything when you're doing it?'
'Don't be disgusting.'
'Is it like a toothpick?' she persisted.
'If you must know it's actually quite normal.'
'Really? Well normal is no good, Bec. You should try something bigger if you really want to be turned on. Like Jake's.' She held up her hands to demonstrate its length and thickness. 'He's got a dong like King Kong, and it's lovely. You should feel it when he pushes it up your -'
'Enough!' I could feel myself getting angry, which seemed to happen a lot with Rachel. For a twin we didn't seem to have much empathy, despite what the books said. 'Nobody wants to hear about it.'
'But you should,' she continued. 'Size and technique, Bec. Nothing like it, and you need coaching in both. If you like I'll tell you -'
'No!'
'- about the time he pushed it up my arse. Jesus! I thought I was going to split.'
'You did it up the bum?' Suzy's eyes went round with interest. 'I thought they only did that in porn flicks.'
Rachel laughed again. 'Christ, you two are hopeless.' She regarded us with pity for a few moments. 'Look, one day you're going to meet some guys and get married, and once the honeymoon's over he'll pork you once a week if you're lucky, and before long it might only be once a month. And when that happens you'll look back and wish you'd had a bit more when you were younger.' She turned her gaze on Suzy. 'So you've never done it Greek?'
'Um...no.'
Her eyes swiveled to me. 'And I don't suppose you have - not that you would have felt Tiny's little dick in there anyway.'
I shook my head, but despite myself I was interested. Rachel might be a bitch, but there was something compelling about her dirty stories.
She sighed. 'Would it do any good if I told you about it? I mean, will it make any difference?'
'It might,' said Suzy.
Rachel laughed. 'As if.' She closed her eyes for a moment, remembering, and then shook her head. 'Nah, that's a story for another day...but I'll tell you about the first time we did it properly. Shit, it was good!' She stopped and took a sip of her drink, glancing at us to make sure we were listening. 'I met him in a pub - he was with a few mates and I was with Vicky and Sue. I remember thinking he wasn't my type but there was thin pickings that night so by closing time I figured it was either him or ol' faithful again...' she glanced at our blank faces. 'You know, my vibrator? Old Faithful?' She laughed. 'Anyway, I guess I really wanted a good root so I figured he'd have to do.'
'What about the others?' Suzy asked.
'Vicky found some guy...I'm not sure about Sue.' She shrugged. 'I really didn't care - when there's not enough to go around it's every girl for herself.' She regarded us. 'Do you want to hear about it or not?'
'Sorry.'
'Yeah, well... I didn't want to take him home so we went into the park - you know, that little gazebo down by the lake -'
'Jesus! Couldn't you find anywhere better than that?' Suzy interjected.
Rachel regarded her scornfully. 'I always go there,' she said. 'It's nice and quiet and it avoids any complications with the guy knowing where you live.' She giggled. 'There's a little bench in it which is just the right height for doggie, which is great if the guy has beery breath.'
Suzy shook her head. 'You're a slut, Rach.'
'Yeah, and I love it,' Rachel laughed. 'You've got to seize the moment, you know? Get your gear off and get into it, that's my motto. There'll be a time for being a prissy little housewife one day, just like you are now.' She shook her head in mock pity. 'So where was I? Ah yes... so I knelt on the bench and he stood behind me, and next thing I felt him pressing the head of his cock against my pussy. It's dark there and I'd no idea what he had in his pants...up to that point it could have been a pin-dick like Tiny's, for all I knew.' Her eyes were on mine and I could see a gleam of amusement in them at my expense. 'But it didn't take me long to figure out this one was different...I mean, really different. I thought at first he'd got a dildo or something and was trying it out on me, but it wasn't cold and hard like that...it was...just right.' She laughed again and shook her head. 'Shit, what am I saying! It was fucking huge! I reckon his knob must have been as big as his fist.'
'Yeah, whatever,' I'd heard Rachel's stories about big knobs before.
'No, really,' she said. 'I mean, it was soooo big it wouldn't go in...I could feel him pressing forward and I knew it was in the right place, but it was jammed at the entrance. I could feel my pussy lips trying to stretch around him, but he was too thick.'
'I doubt it,' I murmured. 'This is Blackpool Tunnel Rach speaking, right?'
She shook her head. 'No. It was really, really tight. Like it wouldn't go in - at least to begin with. And he just stood there, pressing forward. I could feel the pressure...like this immovable fucking log trying to force its way into me, and I couldn't go anywhere because I was up against the back of the bench. So I just gritted my teeth and waited...and then suddenly I opened up and he popped into me.'
I leaned forward. 'Come on, Rachel. You're exaggerating, right? It can't have been that big.'
'It's true,' Rachel said. 'It really was the biggest I'd ever had...and I tell you what - you'll never want a little one again once you've had one of those drilling into you.'
Suzy laughed dismissively. 'So what's so good about being split in two? Sounds like a lot of grief to me.'
Rachel picked up a bottle and poured the last few drops into her glass with a petulant expression on her face. 'You just don't get it, do you?' she said. 'I'm wasting my fucking time here.' She drained her drink and stood up. 'Well I'm off to bed...and you two losers can sit up and compare how tiny your guys' dicks are, and I'll dream of being fucked by Jake again.' She turned and walked unsteadily to the door.
Suzy called out after her. 'So when did you find out it was a prosthetic cock, Rach?'
Rachel turned back and regarded us mockingly for a moment, and tried to flick her head in that little princess way she had, but it looked for all the world like she was agreeing with us. A moment later she was gone, and Suzy and I were left giggling in the kitchen.
****
When we were little my Mum used to dress Rachel and me alike. 'They're twins,' she'd tell people, and so we were - not exactly identical, but so much alike that people could hardly tell one from the other. She'd do our hair the same way and seat us together in the same pram, and we'd look like two little peas in a pod. She expected us to like each other, too, but that didn't happen. The truth was, we were different - and as we grew older those differences got bigger. She was the extrovert, where I tend to be shy and withdrawn; she was the party animal, where I was studious. She used people, and I didn't. And if I was really honest, I'd say that Rachel has a real mean streak in her that I don't.
Once we were bigger I tried to change my appearance so I didn't look like her. I styled my hair differently and I always wore clothes and make up unlike hers. For a while I even tried to speak differently but that was difficult so I guess I still sound like her, but it doesn't matter because we don't move in the same circles. I guess we wouldn't even talk much if it was just up to us, but Suzy is the glue that binds us together and so we still occasionally have these bizarre conversations mostly driven by Rachel's ego.
And the thing is, she gets under my skin. She has this knack of saying things about me that I know are true, and it really bothers me.
So I lay in my bed that night and I thought about the little barbs she had thrown my way, and it got to me. Tony really was a boring fart, and he really did have a little dick, too. He was about as interesting in the sack as a dressmaker's dummy, and I'd put up with it because it was easier than going out and finding someone else. And I knew that what she'd said about regretting a wasted youth was probably true too: I mean, if you don't have fun when you're young, when the hell will you ever do it?
I realised too that all of the guys I'd known were pretty much the same, and unless I did something different the chances were the next ones would be too. I just seemed to attract that sort of guy - you know, nice, and safe and...boring. The sort who you'd marry and fifty years later you'd look at them across the room with the old striped wallpaper and faded carpet, and wonder where the hell all the joy in your life had gone. Rachel, god damn her eyes, was right.
And as I drifted off to sleep the thought of Jake's huge cock seeped into my mind, and I imagined it was drilling into me, not her, and it was filling places that I didn't even know about. Part of me felt revolted by it, but the other part was excited...the thought of being possessed - of being held down by strong arms as that enormous dong rummaged my insides, reaching up towards my belly; pressing up inside me where no one had ever been before. I imagined Rachel was there too, laughing as I was being serviced, egging me on; and Suzy watched from the corner, her eyes like saucers as her fingers dipped into her crack. We both knew she'd be next.
In the darkness my fingers played frantically with my pussy, feeling the sticky juices oozing out of me as the spiral of my pleasure grew, expanding like a huge silver bubble in my brain until I thought it would consume me. Christ, it was good! And just as I could stand it no longer I tripped over the edge and came - my limbs twitching and a sudden spurt of moisture at my fingers as the bright coloured lights burst in my head. I could hear myself moaning and I couldn't stop... my mind full of that huge thick prick lancing into me, sliding up until it was completely swallowed by my cunt, and then it spurted gallons of thick cream as I writhed underneath it. Fuck!
And the next morning, when the feelings of unease normally disappear, they were still there - and the next day too. Rachel, my bitchy little sister, had really hit the nail on the head. Tony would have to go, and I'd get out more and try to meet other guys. It was time to change, to use my hot little pussy...to have fun, fuck it, and bugger the consequences. The trouble was, though, that if I wanted to break out of this rut I'd have to do something different - and I had no idea how to do that.
And then, as these things do, a sudden opportunity presented itself.
*****
Rachel has a job as a travel consultant. It sounds pretty grand, but really all she does is sit in dingy office and book other people's holidays...pretty shit, if you ask me. She'll come home and carry on about this island resort or that and how fucking marvellous it was, just like she'd been there. In truth she never had two bob to rub together so I figured the chances of her actually going to all these exotic places was just about zip.
And then one day she came home and told us that her company was sending her to Fiji for a few days, to check out a new resort there. I was happy for her, I really was, but then she blew it by spending the next three weeks lording it up like she was the fucking queen, about to embark on a Royal Tour of the south west Pacific. Holy crap! It's only Fiji, for God's sake.
Things were made worse by the fact that I'd got absolutely nowhere in finding a new guy. Tony had been given his marching orders and he'd slunk off like a bewildered kid, wondering what he'd done wrong. A stocktake of the office guys brought up zip - three accountants (as a principle avoid Accountants like the plague); the camp office boy whose underwear was probably frillier than mine, and the ugly boss who had been trying to get into my knickers for years. Even a couple of trips down to the pub had failed to find anyone more interesting than the local hicks who thought they were God's gift. I mean, how hard could it be to find someone to root?
The night before Rachel flew out she was in the kitchen talking again.
'I might bring you back a present Bec, if you're good' she said.
I figured it would be a wooden carving or perhaps a coconut shell cup, neither of which I wanted.
'Gee, thanks Rachel.'
'And when I get back I'll tell you all about sex on a tropical island.' She regarded me with her pale blue eyes. 'Have you given Tiny the flick yet?'
'As a matter of fact, I have.'
'Well, that's something. Have you found a new dick to play with?'
'Don't be crude.'
'Hmm, I guess that means no. Would you like me to bring a bloke back for you?'
'Bugger off.'
Rachel laughed. 'Your loss. I'm going to have a wonderful time, and you'll be here playing with yourself.' A sudden thought occurred to her. 'You're not to touch old Faithful, right? In fact, don't go into my room.'
'I'd only go into your room if I wanted the pox.'
'Yeah, well, I mean it. Don't touch any of my stuff.'
The ridiculous thing about the conversation was that Rachel didn't have anything that a self respecting girl would have wanted anyway - I mean, she didn't wear normal clothes and her make up was all the wrong colours. So I guess it was just me being ornery when I went into her room the following day. I just wanted to make a statement, right... to do something that she didn't want me to. I poked around her cupboard and looked in the bedside cabinet, and it was full of crap. The computer was still turned on and I had a look at that too, but aside from a few links to porn sites there was really nothing of interest there either.
And just as I was turning away I saw she'd left her email server open, and so I clicked on it and had a look. A new message from Jake. Shit, so he really was real! I flicked though the menu and read it. 'Hey babe, free tonight. Fancy a shag?'
Jake, with the apparently enormous dong. Jake, who clearly didn't know that little miss princess was away for a week. Jake, who wanted sex and nothing more. Jake, who the little bitch was constantly pushing in our faces. And suddenly an idea popped into my head which was so audacious that it took my breath away.
I sat on the chair and thought about it. I turned it over in my brain, looking at every angle, working out if it could be done, if I could get away with it. And the more I thought about it the more excited I got: it was daring, it was the new me; it would break me out of my rut and, best of all, it would put little miss pox arse in her place.
With trembling fingers I tapped out a response 'Sure. Usual place 8pm. Wet just thinking about it.'
The letters on the screen glowed at me, seeming to pulse slightly in time with my racing heart. I rested my cursor on the Send button. Fuck, did I really want to do this? What the hell was I going to do with the guy, anyway? Not shag him, that was for sure...I knew where he'd been, at least as far as Rachel was concerned, and I didn't fancy that rancid dick anywhere near me. But if I met up and pissed him off then he would think it was her, and that would be delicious. Fuck, her, the bitch.
I pressed the send button and watched as my message went, and then I took what I needed from her room and went out to change. It was going to be an interesting night.
***
Have you ever been to a fancy dress party and dressed as a slut? Felt the whisper of satin knickers on your skin, and the clasp of a cheap trashy dress on your body? It sort of gets to you, doesn't it... your nipples press against the cups of the little lacy bra and they get hard all by themselves, and your pussy gets sensitive, too. I could feel mine as I drove to the park - an unaccustomed warmth down there, a wetness that I usually only got with direct stimulation. I could feel the little lacy gusset of Rachel's pants pressing against me, the silky soft touch against my vulva and I could smell her cheap perfume in my nostrils; and when I looked in the mirror I saw her there. It was disturbing, really - all my adult life I'd tried not to look and act like her, and yet after an hour or two fixing my hair and practicing her pouty little expressions I was her. And not just the looks, either, for if the truth be known I was starting to think like her too.
I guess the Jim Beam might have helped. I could feel the warmth of it sloshing in my belly, and the dark eyes reflected in the rear view mirror were dilated with drink. I knew it was stupid but this was the new me - a girl out for her own gain and to hell with the rest of the world. I knew I wouldn't fuck Jake - it was just a game to piss off Rachel, but hell, it was fun. For just one night I was going to be an irresponsible, stupid, selfish little slut.



I left the car at the far end of the car park under the big gum trees and made my way down the path towards the lake. There were other cars there too and I glimpsed figures in them moving together, the steamed up windows obscuring blurred faces pressed one to another. There was a street light at the end of the car park and I passed underneath it, hearing my heels tapping on the concrete pathway, watching my shadow flitting across the adjacent hedge. I guess I could have turned around then but it never occurred to me: this was my night - my adventure. Tonight I would dance to a different tune that would not only prove I could do it, but bugger up my precious little sister too.
The gazebo was shrouded in shadow, a pale blur under the thin moonlight, and I crossed the grass silently towards it. The trees behind it were a dark mass and I heard them rustle in a breath of wind, a sort of soft sigh, and then my heels were clicking on the steps as I walked up to the little platform. The ornate balustrade around its circumference threw a criss-cross of pale shadows across the concrete floor and there were pools of darkness next to each of its pillars. I walked to the centre of the floor and stood there for a moment, wondering if I was early, sort of half hoping that he wouldn't turn up. And then the wind sighed in the trees again and for the first time I realised how vulnerable I was, and my confidence vanished in an instant.
I never heard him behind me. The first I knew that he was there was the clasp of his hands around my neck, gripping me hard. He dragged me to the little bench in the middle of the gazebo and pushed me over it, and he forced my legs open with his knees.
'I've been waiting for this.' His voice was low and gravelly. 'Ready, are you?'
'Wait! Wait, Jake. I'm not -'
He laughed, a low menacing sound. 'Wet enough?' he whispered, 'I can fix that.' His hands seized my dress and lifted it above my waist and a moment later his fingers were in my pants. I couldn't move. His body was pressed hard against me, crushing me against the bench, and one hand pushed my head down. I felt the other rummaging, his fingers thick and warm against my flesh - easing aside the lips of my pussy and pressing into me. My breasts were squashed against the top rail of the little seat and my legs were spread open, thighs apart. There was no leverage to move - I just couldn't, and so I whispered frantically at him in that dark, silent place, begging him to stop.
'Jake, this isn't what you think! Stop! I don't want to do it -'
But there was no stopping him. His fingers worked into me, pressing into the warm pink flesh of my insides - two or maybe three fingers. I felt the wetness seeping out of me despite myself, and I heard the wet sucking noises of my labia as he rummaged in and out.
'Jake! Listen to me! Stop!'
His fingers were suddenly withdrawn and his weight relinquished. For a moment I was stunned - I really hadn't expected him to stop. A sense of relief surged through me, a sense of returning control. We would talk and I would explain, and in a few moments I'd be back in the car, laughing at Rachel's expense.
But he hadn't stopped. As I started to straighten up he fell to his knees and pressed his mouth to my crack and I felt him lapping at me in long, deliberate strokes. He must have had a tongue like a lizard, and he hit the exact spot: I could feel the rasp of it flat against my pussy, pressing against my vulval lips and then the tip curling into me as he drew it back into his mouth. Christ, it was delicious!
And in an instant the strength went out of my legs and I slumped back over the bench again, thrusting out my bottom to allow him greater access. His fingers curled under each buttock and drew them apart, opening me up, his tongue dancing on my sex, lapping, lapping. I could hear the snuffling of his breath and feel it hot against my crack - no, in my crack. God, his face was fully there, his nose jammed up my arse and his tongue pressing into me, forcing aside the lips of my pussy to draw out my essence. Drinking me, drinking me, swallowing the juice that suddenly streamed from my cunt, lapping like a dog on heat, immersing himself in me.
In the silence of that little Gazebo I could hear the soft, wet squelching of my pussy lips against his face as I juiced up, and the little moans of my pleasure rose above the soft sighing of the wind in the trees around us. His fingers dipped further, opening me, stretching me, exposing every secret I had to his hungry mouth. His tongue lapping, lapping, long languorous strokes from the tip of my clit to the gaping little mouth of my anus, flicking over my most sensitive flesh like a little snake, spinning me up in a tight spiral of pleasure. Nobody has ever done this before. Not Tony, with his fumbling, clumsy ways and prissy little dabs of his tongue. Not anyone else. Nothing like this. Nothing like the animal hunger with which he ate me, and nothing like the trembling acceptance of my flesh. Waves of pleasure surged through me with each stroke of his tongue and my legs wobbled like so much jelly around his face. Jesus, Jake, don't stop! I gripped the top rail of the bench and rode the long waves of pleasure. Deeper, deeper! Pressing my cunt to his mouth, grinding down on him, lifting to tiptoe to direct his wriggling little tongue to my anus. Ah, ah, ah....just there! The tip pressing aside the tight crinkled opening, easing into that forbidden space. Jesus, fuck it was good!
I don't know how long we were like that...it could have been hours, for all I knew. I do remember lifting one leg and hooking my knee over the bench, and that ratcheted the pleasure up even more. He'd pressed his fingers forward now, dipping into my holes alternately... pussy, ass, tongue, fingers. A cyclic round of expanding sensations, opening me up, lifting me to a plateau of indescribable pleasure and holding me there with the flick of his tongue and the long slide of his thumb or his fingers into the searing heat of my body. My cream flowed out of me like a river from deep well of my cunt to lubricate his tongue and lips and mouth, dripping off his chin to land like drops of black confetti on the pale silver floor of the Gazebo. The moon had come out and I could see him through the bars of the bench, his face pressed up, twisted to gain better access, his eyes shut as he savoured all that I had to give. My love juice on his face, his lips, his cheeks. Fuck, fuck...don't stop, don't stop.
And suddenly his face was gone and I felt his fingers at my buttocks again, opening me, holding the quivering flesh of my buttocks aside, and then the heat and hardness of his cock against me. He's going to fuck me...Jake's monster cock - the one that had been in Rachel. The one I'd told myself I wouldn't have. But that was a thousand years ago and now I wanted it more than anything else. I couldn't live a single moment more without it. With a groan of lust I pushed my arse back and wriggled as he engaged the tip against me. No, not want..it was need. I needed it inside me... I longed to be fucked, to feel the hot swollen flesh of a cock drilling up into the tight wetness of my seething cunt. God, Jake, fuck me, fuck me hard.
And then, just for a moment, everything stopped. I guess he was regrouping, or catching his breath or something, and in that instant I glanced to one side and I saw our shadows on the Gazebo wall. The moon had come out and I could see us projected on the rough render like silhouettes in a silent movie: one figure prostrate, bent over the bench and the other poised above it. Me and Jake...fucking. I could see a sliver of silvery light between them and I could see the stem that joined the figures, thick and black and malignant, poised to be plunged deep. And in that moment I remembered Rachel's words '...it wouldn't go in. I could feel the pressure...like this immovable fucking log trying to force its way into me...'
I'd not believed her then, but in the instant that I thought of it Jake thrust his hips forward in a long, powerful movement that was never going to stop. My body rocked forward under his inertia and then the hard metal railings of the bench arrested me and there was nowhere to go. There was sudden pressure at my cunt as his knob sought to enter - a sort of dull ache, as if someone had suddenly pressed the heel of their hand hard against the sensitive flesh; a pressure that grew rapidly as I resisted him. I could hear myself whimpering and hear the groan of breath leave his mouth as he felt it too. For a second I stopped his progress, my crimping flesh struggling to accommodate him, and then, suddenly, I opened up and he slid into me.
It was like pushing a fucking rolling pin into my clout, I can tell you. I could almost feel my flesh creaking with the strain of opening up, feel my body recoil as the mushroom of his knob slid into me. I was gasping, gasping, begging him to stop, to give me time to adjust.
My voice breathless. 'Ah, Christ, Jake, wait...wait. Let me -'
His shaft stilled, the knob buried in the first inch or two of my twat. His hands on my waist, holding me, and his voice soft in my ear. 'Christ, that's good, baby, can you feel that? Jesus, Rachel, it's even tighter than last time -'
"Yes, yes...wait. Gently, baby.'
For a few moments we were still. My cunt was throbbing around him, gripping his turgid flesh in a vice. I could feel him twitching, the rod thrumming and vibrating with each twitch. The ring of my vulva stretched like a banjo string and I put my fingers there and touched where we were joined.
'Now...slowly, baby. Slowly. Go in. Nice and slow.'
The slide of his shaft, slippery against my fingertips. A feeling of warmth inside, of incredible fullness. Sliding deep, pushing aside the resistant walls of my trembling pussy, pressing against something vital - a dull ache, and then my fingers touched the wrinkled sack of his balls and I knew he was fully immersed. 'Ah,' I was whispering, my voice strained with wonder. 'Ah, ah....hold it there, Jake. Oh, shit, you're right inside.'
'Deep inside your tight little cunt.' His words strained, tight with lust. 'Tell me what you feel, Rachel.'
'Stretched....ah, fuck....stretched open. Touching something...inside. Deep inside me.'
'Am I thick?'
'Ah, yes. So fucking thick and long. Buried inside me.'
'Are you ready to be fucked?'
'God, yes! Fuck me...fuck me.'
He drew his hips back and I felt the long slippery withdrawal of his cock, a feeling of growing emptiness as my cunt emptied. It was as slippery as a polished truncheon as it slid out of me...inch by gleaming inch until at last, my vulva surrendered the final morsel and his great purple knob bobbed free. In the silvery light of the moon I could see my cunt gaping open like a surprised mouth with the gleam of juices at its lips; and then he pressed forward again and I swallowed him, my flesh rolling aside to take his turgid rod into my body again. I could hear myself groaning, strident in the quiet night and I could do nothing to stop it. He began to pump and I was being filled, ravished: fucked half to death, and it was exquisite. The long piston stroking, back and forth in and out; the frantic clasp of my vulva on the shining, wet shining rod of his cock; the soggy sound of our genitals and the harsh rasp of our breath. His hands half lifting me, raising me so I was balanced on the back of the bench with one leg hooked over. The metal edge pressing against my clit and the great shaft still sliding in and out and his fingers dipping now into my ass, drilling into that last sacred place where no one had ever been before.
And it went on and on, longer than I'd ever been screwed before...but then it wasn't just fucking: it was a whole experience - a total ravishing of every thing I had to offer, of plunging fingers and cock, of clasping cunt and crimping anus; of splattering, frothy juices as he rummaged deep inside my grasping body. For the first time in my life I was filled - I mean, really filled, being lifted on a spinning vortex of pleasure that nothing could stop: a bubble of pure ecstasy that grew slowly from the tight wet channel of my cunt, expanding exponentially though my body until it could no longer be denied. It raced like a super nova through tissue and tendons and twitching muscles until it exploded in my brain like a bomb. Jesus, God, it was good! I'd felt nothing like it before: a wave of pure pleasure that consumed me - that took the millions of cells in my body and shook them like little rag dolls in the awesome, churning power of a Tsunami.
And as I came I felt the sudden grip of his hands like steel clamps on my hips, and for a few infinitesimal moments I felt his cock swell inside me like the shaft of some great rabid dog. He was groaning, a harsh wrenching sound drawn from somewhere deep inside him, rising as the bubble of his own pleasure seized him and whisked him upwards until with a final cry he burst inside me. Jets of steaming jism splattering into my body...so fucking hot, like magma erupting in the deepest recess of my twitching cunt. I was aware of my voice, broken and gusty as I twitched in ecstasy, urging him on. 'Ah, fuck...fuck, Jake. I feel it...so fucking hot, Jake. Your sperm in my cunt...filling me. Go, baby, spray into me....fill me.'
'I will, I will. Jesus, Rachel. I'm filling you.' His mouth close to my ear as he leaned over me and his cock thrummed and jolted inside me, releasing ribbons of burning jism. 'Ah, Christ, Rachel. You're so fucking tight...take it, baby, take it all.'
'I will, I will.' My cunt sucking at him like a whore's mouth, drawing the seed out of his twitching balls. 'I've got it, baby. I've got it.'
And then, at last, it was over. He was slumped over me, his weight oppressive, and I could still feel his cock twitching inside. At length he withdrew and I staggered to my feet and regarded him for the first time in the thin, silvery moonlight.
What can you say to someone that you've never met before, that you know nothing about other than his cock is huge and he's just given you the most incredible orgasm? Do you thank them? Do you hug, or touch, or do you just walk away? Nothing I had ever done before prepared me for this and so I just stared at him and said nothing. I could feel his semen dripping from me, sliding down my thighs, soaking my knickers; and I could feel the tenderness of my labia where his pubic bone had battered me.
If you were to ask me what I was thinking at that moment it would be hard to say – confusion, mostly. I'd come her determined not to do what I'd just done, and now I needed time to think about it, to reconcile everything that had happened. It sounds prissy, I know, but remember that I'd never, ever done anything like this before. I could see his eyes glinting in the soft light as he regarded me. I knew what he'd be thinking - that I was a slut: the easiest fuck ever, and that made me cheap. I guess I expected him to leave, right then - to tuck his shrinking wet cock back in his pants and say 'Thanks, Babe,' or something else factious, and walk away, whistling. But he didn't...he just stood there and looked at me with an almost quizzical expression on his face until I felt compelled to speak.
'What?' I said.
'Nothing.'
'Then I'd better go.' I bent down, looking for my knickers that somehow, in the heat of the moment had got torn off. I needed time to think.
'Can I see you again?'
I didn't answer. The last thing I wanted was to discuss another date. I was almost traumatised by the intensity of what had happened. I could feel his seed cooling on my skin as it slid out of me, and I suddenly remembered that I wasn't on the pill. Jesus! Tony always wore a rubber. Fuck. I needed time to think.
'Rachel?'
'I don't know, Jake.' My hands were scrabbling around the bench, looking for the elusive scrap of silk. 'I need time -'
He reached forward and touched me. 'I'd really like to, Rachel. You're great.'
I gave up on finding my knickers and stood up, backing away from him. I had to get away, to be alone...to figure out how the hell this had happened and what I was going to do about it.
'I'm sorry, Jake. I have to go.' My voice babbling, close to tears. 'I can't...I mean, I just don't know.'
And I turned and ran and left him there, my mind full of him and me and what we'd done. The smell of our fucking was still in my nostrils and lingering memory of the shattering ecstasy of my orgasm and the searing heat of his jism as he filled me. God, what had I done?
'I'll call you,' he called after me. 'Tomorrow, Rachel. I'll call you.'
Tomorrow. That was another day, but first I had to get through the rest of this one.
*
In my dream Rachel was tied to a bed and Jake was crouched over her, watching as the tip of his cock teased aside the wet lips of her pussy.
He pressed forward and I cried out as he slid into her but they could not hear me, and so I watched as she swallowed him up. Her body was arching up to meet his thrusts, her eyes on his face as they fucked. Long, deep strokes. I could hear the wet sucking sounds of her cunt and her sighs and groans of pleasure, and the frenetic creak of the bedsprings as he pounded into her body. My fingers were in my pussy, desperate for his thickness, to feel the river of his cum frothing around my fingertips, but it was like a dry well. And when I looked down I saw my belly was huge, with the skin glossy and tight and the little blue veins like a spider's web under the translucent milky white skin; and I heard them laugh as they talked about me.
'Bec's up the duff,' Rachel said. 'Stupid little bitch.'
'Her cunt will be slack. Nobody will fuck her now.' Jake's voice was breathless as he hammered into her.
'She had her chance. I told her to have fun while she could. Now she's got a bellyful of arms and legs.'
'Yeah. Stupid bitch. Not like you, Rach.'
I thrust my fingers deeper into my pussy and played there, feeling the moisture appear, watching as she took him. Watching as his shaft appeared and disappeared, watching the tight ring of her vulva stretched around him. God, I needed him!
Jake pulled out and spurted over her, and I saw the long opal streaks of his seed as they appeared on her skin. Streams of it, splattering over the golden sun-tanned belly and pert little breasts, pooling in the pit of her belly button. Ah, God, it should have been me.
And as I watched they faded away, and I began to spiral up into the light of day.
*
'Bec! Wake up!'
I opened my eyes and the agony of my dream was snatched away. Suzy was sitting on my bed, her eyes on my face.
'Wake up!'
'I'm here.'
She lifted her hand from my shoulder and smiled. 'Jesus! I thought you were having a fit - moaning and crying out. What the hell were you dreaming about?'
'Nothing...just a nightmare.'
She laughed. 'Some nightmare. I reckon your whole hand is in your pussy.'
I glanced down. The sheets were pulled away and my fingers were curled under my panties, a dark stain at their crutch. 'And you were calling out to Rachel,' she said. 'What's the little gem done now?'
'Stole my guy.' I removed my fingers and stretched. 'And then rooted him while I watched.'
'Sounds like her. You know she's due back tomorrow?'
'Yeah. The end of our peace and quiet.'
Suzy stood up and looked down at me. 'Perhaps we take her too seriously - I mean, you didn't believe all that crap about that guy she shagged, did you? You know...whatshisname with the big dick?'
'Jake.' The name slipped out from my lips before I could stop it. Why wouldn't it? I'd been thinking of him almost non stop for the past six days. There must have been five messages on Rachel's emails begging me to meet him again. I was still thinking about it, and now my time was almost up. 'Who knows, Suzy. You can never tell with Rachel.'



'Well, I'm off to work. You OK?'
'Sure.'
'Be good, then.' She smiled and left the room and I sank back on the pillows, thinking. The dream had left me unsettled. I guess it made me feel that whatever I did I'd always be second fiddle to Rachel. That's just the way it was, and I knew, deep inside, there was nothing I could do about it, and perhaps that was why I'd fiddled and farted away the week and done nothing about what had happened. Typical me, I guess, finding it easier to do nothing.
But the dream filled me with resolve - there was still one more night, and if I didn't take the chance then that would be gone too, and I'd always regret it. And what was the worst that could happen? He'd fuck me? Too late. That I'd get pregnant? May be too late for that, too. That I'd not enjoy it? Fat chance. I remembered way I'd writhed under his cock and the spine shattering cum I'd had, and the subsequent feeling of euphoria that had lasted for days. Just one more time, Bec. Do it!
And so, God help me, I went into Rachel's room and I opened her email account and typed out a message, my fingers trembling with haste. Tonight. 8pm, same place. For a moment I regarded the characters on the screen, knowing that the chances were I'd live to regret it...but what the fuck. I pressed the send button and watched as my invitation was sent, knowing that this was my last chance and that when Rachel came back there'd be all hell to pay. There was no doubt in my mind she'd find out – Jake would mention how good it had been and it would take her a heartbeat to figure out what I'd done, and the vindictive little bitch would make my life hell. But now the decision had been made and I felt a sudden lifting of the spirit. All I had to do was to turn up and enjoy Jake one more time.
It never occurred to me that she already knew.
*
I'm not a computer freak. I know how to turn one on and I can figure out how to use it, but I just don't get the full extent of what you can do with them. If I'd thought about it I suppose I would have figured that Rachel could access her emails from Fiji but I would never, in a million years, have thought that she would. I guess I figured she'd be on her back for most of the week and sleeping off her hangovers for the rest, but I was wrong.
About the time I sent the last email Rachel was in her room. She opened her server and read the latest offering from Jake. It was all about how great she had been on Saturday, and how he hoped she would meet him again, and of course it took her a nanosecond to figure out that something odd was going on. And so she delved back a little bit and found the emails that I had sent in her name, and suddenly it was clear to her.
She would have sat back on the bed and thought about it for a moment, astonished by my duplicity. An image of me would have appeared in her mind in keeping with what she thought of me: prissy, fussy and dull, dressed in old fashioned clothes and fucked-up Elizabeth Taylor hairdo. She would have laughed at the sheer improbability of what I'd done and perhaps there might even have been a gleam of understanding. But underneath there would have been a burning anger that I could do such a thing; that I had been in her room when she explicitly told me not to, and that I had dared to pretend I was her.
But I would never have guessed what she did about it. For as I went back to my room, my mind filled with excitement about what the night would bring, my dear little sister tapped out a message to Jake that I would never see. A message that asked him to do something that would change my life for ever.
*
It was raining when I left home. I could feel the coarse rub of my raincoat against my naked skin, and my pussy tightened at the thought of how deliciously slutty that was. Little Bec McFadden, going out to fuck in a park wearing a raincoat and nothing else. And as I drove I remembered that Rachel would be back tomorrow and the game would be up and it caused me to think about what I'd like to do on this, my last night. It was the last wishes of a condemned woman, if you like. Part of me was still little timid Rebecca, who up to a week ago thought the missionary position was exciting: but the larger part was the new little slut who could do anything she wanted.
My head was filled with visions of what could happen...what would happen if I let it. I'd seen porn stars doing it on the internet and never, ever thought it could be me. But why not? If ever the time was right it was now, and I might never have the chance again. So you want to fuck me in the mouth Jake? No problem. Cum over my face? Be my guest. Up the arse then? God, yes!
And so I drove through the rain to the little car park and my pussy was dripping in anticipation. I parked the car and ran along the pathway, down past the little stream to the Gazebo, and I stood there with my heart hammering with excitement, listening to the sound of the rain and waiting for my lover to arrive.
The street lamp along the pathway had been fixed and I saw him as he passed under it, a dark figure with his hands in his pockets. From where I stood his image was foreshortened, his shoulders massive and his torso short and powerful. The material of his coat gleamed wetly in the diffused light and his face was hidden under his hood, a dark oval that bobbed and jerked as he walked towards me. It was a sinister image and a picture of the grim reaper suddenly popped into my mind: a dark figure in a shroud striding forwards to claim his prize. What did I know of him? Nothing. Not even his second name. He was a faceless, nameless guy who was there for only one purpose, and I suddenly realised that was part of the attraction...an almost total anonymity that would allow me to do anything I wanted and then walk away without judgment. And so I moved quietly to the back of the Gazebo and I opened the buttons of my coat to reveal my nakedness, and I waited for him to climb the stairs and take me.
I've thought about that moment a million times since then - whether I could have known what was to happen, whether I could have prevented it. But how could I have even guessed? How was I to know what Rachel had done?
And would it have changed anything, if I had known? Would I have run? And what difference would that have made? The chances are I would have been hunted down like a trapped animal in the park, and nothing would have changed. All I know is that it did happen, and it was a defining moment in my life.
But that was to be later, so when Jake stepped into the Gazebo nothing of that was in my mind. I watched as he took off his coat and dropped it onto the ground, and I saw him stoop over the little bench and place something on it. A moment later a match flared and the Gazebo was suffused with the soft light of a candle. It was a pool of intimacy in the wet darkness around us, and I moved forward quietly to stand at its periphery, waiting for him to be aware I was there, waiting for it to start.
He looked up and saw me, and he said nothing. I'd never seen his face before but in the soft light I could see it now - a good face, strong and handsome. I could see his hungry eyes on my body, sliding down from my face to my tits, and then over the creamy plain of my thighs to my pussy. I could feel my nipples as stiff as sticks in the cool evening air, and the glow of lust warmed my belly as his gaze roamed over me. God, I wanted him. My pussy was a river, wet and open, waiting for him, gasping to be filled.
He started to fumble with the buttons on his shirt and he tore them off, and then the belt on his jeans...sliding them off his legs, flinging them on the floor until he too was naked. And all the time his eyes were on mine, speaking volumes of lust and need and want. His chest was broad, tapering to a flat belly covered in a pelt of dark hair, and his cock reared from below it like a cobra, thick and massively erect, capped by a great purple knob that bobbed and nodded as he stood, waving slightly as if it was already seeking a place to enter.
For a moment longer we stared at one another and then with a cry I ran forward and fell to my knees before him. My hand closed over his shaft and I pressed it to my lips, rubbing it against them before opening my mouth and taking him in. There was a sudden tang of salt on my taste buds as he popped inside and then the slippery texture of his love juice oozing over my tongue...a little river of it streaming into me, bathing the insides of my cheeks as he slid into my face. My mouth was stretched around him and I felt the long tube of his cock rubbing against my lips as it slid in. I felt the knob lodge at the back of my throat and then my hands were around his shaft, gripping it, feeling the warm rubbery resilience of his flesh, kneading it to milk his juice. His fingers were in my hair, holding my head, pumping me back and forth to fuck his shaft. Dear God...how much juice! Filling my mouth so I had to gulp it down, feeling the hot slipperiness of it ease past my tonsils in slimy lumps to slide into my belly. Fuck, it was good! How come I'd never done it like this before? How had I ever missed the sheer fucking eroticism of having a cock filling your mouth, of slavering over a great trembling knob, knowing that soon it would be burrowing into the very core of my body?
In the soft yellow glow of the candle I could see his face, looking down at me as I serviced him...a mixture almost of pain and pleasure. I moved one hand to his balls and held them lightly, feeling them move in their sack as I bobbed back and forth. I could feel their weight and their energy and I imagined the load of jism inside them, bubbling like a cauldron as it waited for the opportunity to splatter into my cunt.
It was raining heavily now and the Gazebo was filled with the roar of falling water as it struck the roof above our heads and cascaded from the gutters. If anything it isolated us - just him and me in this little cocoon, strangers brought together just to fuck. The noise of water was almost deafening but I could still hear him groaning as his pleasure grew. His cock was even harder now and it slid back and forth into my mouth in short, rapid strokes. My jaw was aching but I didn't care...I was seized with the need to take him as deeply as I could. In and out, the knob battering the back of my throat and rubbing on the soft flesh of my cheeks. There was so much fluid there, too much to swallow and so it dribbled from my lips to hang in long slippery ropes before splattering over my breasts.
I thought he would cum then and I was ready for it, but he didn't. With a cry of lust he pulled back and for a moment he stared at me. His cock was bobbing, red and wet and angry and I went to touch it again but he shook his head.
'Fuck me, Rachel.' His voice was hoarse, barely audible above the roar of the falling rain. 'Sit on me. Swallow me up with your cunt.'
His clothes were scraps of darkness and he gathered them quickly and lay on them, staring up at me with desperate eyes. 'Come on. Fuck me...sit on me.'
I squatted over him and took his shaft in my hand. The great purple head was like a mushroom as I lodged against it, nuzzling into the crack while I lowered myself. We both watched in that yellow, flickering light as it entered my body: the moment of resistance as I held him outside and then the sudden release as my vulva opened to accept him. Jesus, it was tight! I could feel my cunt clasping him, gripping hard as he slid upward, and I groaned aloud with the delicious sensation of being utterly filled.
Looking back on it, I guess it was orchestrated. You know, Jake to be first...to put me in a position where the others could follow. Perhaps they'd done it before, or maybe they'd just agreed how it would be. In any case, I hadn't noticed them creeping up the stairs, waiting in the dark shadows for their moment. Jake pulled my face to his and my body rocked forward, and then the first of them moved. I felt the rough clasp of another set of hands drawing my buttocks apart, and almost immediately the caress of a tongue sliding in the crevice between them, wriggling and warm and wet. It touched the edge of the shaft buried inside me and then slid back, dipping over my twitching little rosebud, dwelling there for a moment before thrusting back again. The sensation was exquisite, and it was totally unexpected.
I tried to sit up, but Jake held me close and his lips were pressed against my ear. 'It's my brother, Rachel,' he said. And there's another. There are three big cocks to fuck you tonight.'
'Christ, Jake! No!'I tried to break free but he was too strong.
He laughed. 'But you asked for it, Rachel...and here we are, and me and my brothers are looking forward to it so much.'
And all the time that warm slippery mouth was on me, the little pointed tongue dipping into the secret little crease between my cheeks to tease the opening while Jake's cock slid back and forth inside me. Never, in all my years, had I felt anything so good, and I felt myself surrender to it. I looked up and there was the third figure stood back watching, his cock hard in his hand.
'You love it,' Jake whispered, 'don't you, Rachel.'
'Yes, God yes! I can feel his mouth on my arse.'
'And my cock inside you. How does that feel?'
'Tight. So fucking tight. Ah...Jesus, Jake. Fuck, that's good -'
'Three cocks then, Rachel. Isn't that what you wanted?' and before I could answer his lips crushed against me again and his tongue slid into the warm, slippery cavern of my mouth. I could feel the warmth of his brother's breath on my anus as he blew softly on the crimping little hole, alternating with the thrumming tip of his tongue. I guess I knew what it meant but I just didn't care. I'd passed the point of reason...I just wanted to be filled - to be fucked in every way I knew and a few more besides. In that little cocoon of roaring water and soft golden candlelight I wanted to be coated with hot steaming sperm, to smear it over my trembling body and taste it rank upon my lips. And if that meant more than one guy, so much the better.
And then Jake pushed me gently up and I saw the third brother had moved closer, standing astride with his prick bobbing near my mouth. He shuffled forward and I took it in my hand and fed it into my face, tasting it, feeling the lovely slippery hardness sliding into my throat. He was smaller than Jake and I found I could curl my tongue over him as he fucked my face.
It was about then I lost control. There was too much happening for me to keep track of it all. It was almost as if my body had suddenly been divided into zones, and my mind jumped from one to another to dwell on the delicious sensations of what was happening there. Jake's hardness thrusting upwards to my belly, my cunt ring burning as it stretched around his thickness; the cock at my lips, sliding back and forth, leaking into my mouth, and now the feel of a third prick pressing hard against my anus, an irrepressible force that could not be denied. I felt my sphincter expanding and a moment later the head popped into me, and I was full there too.
Never in my wildest dreams would I have thought this would happen to me, and yet here I was in that little oasis of warm flickering candlelight in the rain swept night - enjoying it...no, loving it. Loving the feeling of being totally possessed, of complete and utter fullness as those three cocks slid back and forth in every useful orifice I possessed. And I understood too the amazing power of that moment: to give or not to give, to accept them into the warm core of my body because I wanted it. To put them in my debt as they took their pleasure in my flesh, their minds filled with the thought of using me as a harbour for their seething sperm. And yet parallel with that was the knowledge that I was nothing more than a cheap whore, a degraded little slut kneeling on a dirty floor in a public place, giving myself for nothing as the three men whose names I did not even know fucked me for their own gratification.
And so I sweated and grunted and fucked, and my mind was filled with visions of lust and power and degradation, and the incredible sensation of my flesh being penetrated over and over and over again. My arsehole was burning and my cunt felt full enough to explode and I could hardly breathe for the swollen knob jammed in my mouth...but it was amazing. What girl ever gets to experience that?
Jake's hands were on my hips as I gyrated above him, and his cock was plunging into me in perfect timing with his brothers. All three shafts were entering and withdrawing in synchronicity now; I could feel my arse and cunt and throat bulging with their size as they entered me, a dull ache of bruised and stretched flesh as they battered my twitching body. It went on and on and on and I loved it; I could hear myself grunting, a hoarse primeval sound from somewhere deep in my throat and I thought I could hear the wet sucking noise of our fucking. On and on, until I thought that I would surely be fucked to death and they would find me in the morning stiff and cold and filled with seething sperm, and with a smile upon my lips.
And then, for the first time, Jake's tempo changed. His hands reached up and gripped my hips and he began to thrust harder. I was lifted with each thrust, bouncing like a little boat in a tempest, and I worked with him. I swivelled downwards with every thrust and clenched my cunt to squeeze him. I couldn't see his face but I knew he was close - I could feel it in the urgency of his movements and hear it in the hoarse rasping of his breath.
He called out to his brothers. 'I'm close, guys,' he said. 'Ah, fuck...it's cumming soon. Fuck her, ah, fuck her and cum with me.'
They were a team of champions, those guys. They must have done this before because they started to slam into me with renewed urgency. Their hands gripped me hard and I heard their laboured breathing as they went to me with renewed energy. My arsehole was battered and my throat was skewered, and all I could do was ride out the storm. And I guess I was urging them on, working with them as best I could. I wanted them to spray into me together, to feel and taste buckets of sperm filling every orifice of my body. I imagined how it would jet into me with such force and volume that it would somehow meet in the middle, a vortex of bubbling creamy jism impregnating every corner of my body. God, I needed it. And so I writhed and twisted and grunted as they fucked me, and I encouraged them with little cries of lust and excitement, and I waited with rising excitement as I felt them growing close.
Jake was first, but only by a second or two. His hands gripped my hips and he thrust upwards deeply, burying himself as far into my body as he could. I guess I'd got used to the size of his cock by then because I took it all - every fucking millimetre of it. I could feel the bell-end somewhere deep, pressed right up into the centre of my belly, and I felt the sudden flooding warmth of his cum as the first monstrous jet leapt from the end of his cock. And almost immediately the guy behind me unleashed his load too...I could feel his shaft jerking as he did, feel the scalding heat of his juice as it sprayed into my bowels. I thought I'd might have been desensitised by their battering but I swear I could feel it: the tingling impact of their jets on my twitching flesh and the flooding warmth as it filled me. They were crying out, gasping, holding themselves in as deeply as they could, and it seemed to go on and on and on.
And the incredible feeling of those two huge cocks jerking and spurting inside me triggered my own cum...I mean, why wouldn't it? Bright lights burst inside my brain and I heard myself shrieking as the waves of pleasure took me. My body was shaking, trembling like I was in a fever, and my cunt and arse seized the two twitching, jolting pricks in a grip of iron as I tumbled over the edge of ecstasy. It was mind blowing...amazing, a roller-coaster of crashing waves and shrieking wind and grasping, clutching, wet flesh. It was better than anything I'd ever had before, or even dreamed of having. I was gasping, my lungs desperate for air as my body thrummed about those two huge, squirting, jolting shafts inside me - and then the third guy spurted into my mouth.



It filled me in an instant - a flood of hot, salty liquid that stuck to my tongue and the roof of my mouth, and dribbled and drooled down the back of my throat. I could feel myself gagging, my gorge rising as I tried to deal with it and for a moment I really thought I'd choke - but somehow I held my breath and I took it like a champion, and my brain was suffused with the single thought that I was absolutely, totally full...that every orifice in my body had just been flooded with hot, steaming jism and I'd not spilt a single drop.
And after a million years we were still. I remember the feeling as the guy at my face pulled out and I swallowed what he'd given me, and then the curious empty feeling as the one behind me slipped out too. For a moment I felt the cool of the evening air on the gaping opening, and then my sphincter closed and it trapped what was in there, too. I stood up on shaky legs and I staggered to the little seat and sat down and I watched as the three of them pulled on their clothes. They were laughing...nervous little chuckles as they regarded me and realised what they'd done. I knew they'd talk about me afterwards, in the pub perhaps, recounting the story of the little whore who they'd fucked and how she'd taken everything they had to offer.
I didn't care. I was on a high, somewhere in the thin stratosphere of elation. I'd done it, and it was great, and nothing would ever be the same again. I watched in silence as they slipped away into the night and then I was left alone. And you know what? I wasn't ashamed or embarrassed. I sat there and thought about what I'd done, and there wasn't a single moment of regret. It seemed to me that I'd graduated from the boring little miss prissy in a perfect storm, and it had opened my eyes to what you could do if you just let the strings loosen enough. Never again would I regret what could have been; never again would I be backward in taking what I wanted.
I thought of Rachel, too. She'd shafted me, that was for sure. I remember smiling at my choice of words...shafted, metaphorically and in a way physically, too, by arranging tonight's little surprise. But the truth was she'd done me a huge favour. Never again would she be able to laugh at my inexperience or poke fun at my reluctance, and in the next few days she'd hear how well I'd done and it would eat her up.
And as I sat there the rain stopped and the moon appeared, bathing the park in pale celestial light. The puddles of water on the pathway gleamed like discs of bright silver and it reminded me of the pools of shining jism in my body, and I laughed. Little Rebecca McFadden had just been educated and would never, ever, be the same again.
And by and by I rose stiffly to my feet and I left that place, knowing that it wouldn't be long until I returned.
*****
© Copyright. Hot Sister. September 2012.
Not to be copied in whole or in part without the express permission of the author.



        The Beach House

        A project brings love to a brother and sister.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-beach-house-8

Title: The Beach House

Author: Hot_Sister

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A project brings love to a brother and sister.

Tags: brother sister incest, sister, brother sister sex, drama, lesbian sex, brother

Series: The Beach House


Author's Note
This is a work of fiction and any resemblance to people living or dead is entirely coincidental. All characters are over the age of 18.
The Beach House
It was mid afternoon when I turned towards home. I'd been out in the boat for an hour or two but the fish weren't biting and now I was on the way back, motoring slowly across the bay towards the little harbour hidden around the next headland.
I remember the day with extraordinary clarity, for reasons that will become obvious. I'd chugged out to Castle Rock and moored under its sombre shadow, dropping a line to try and lure one of the big groupers that I knew lived there... but today wasn't my lucky day. And so I'd wound in the lines and climbed ashore, scrambling up the steep slope to the very top where the view stretched almost as far as Torbess. A mild southerly change had come through bringing clear air and a thin layer of cloud that obscured the sun without diminishing the clarity and brilliance of the light, and I was glad I'd brought my camera for the scenery was spectacular. The sea was a curious slate blue with none of the sparkle that direct sunlight usually brings and it contrasted nicely with the dark obsidian of the rocky shoreline and the reds and golds of the trees on the opposite headland. The fields up towards Murphy's farm had been harvested and presented a patchwork of yellows and browns, each field a different shade separated by grey stone walls and the darker greens of the hedgerows. It was stunningly beautiful and I sat there for a while, just soaking it all in.
And now as I made my way back I was struck by the fact that there wasn't another living soul in sight. No other boats disturbed the tranquil surface of the bay and the little country lane that threaded its way up over the hill towards Thirlemere was empty of cars. It was as if I was the only living person in the world... a single soul under the cathedral of that pale slate sky with all the colour and detail of that astonishing landscape etched out just for me. And as I watched, a single beam of sunlight pierced the cloud and painted the headland to my left in a soft gold, and I caught a glimpse of the old Beach House hidden behind the trees that grew down to the water's edge.
We call it that, but it's really nothing more than a half wrecked cottage towards the end of Brinsley's Head, separated from the mainland by a narrow channel of turbulent water. It's on our land, but we seldom come here. Rumour had it that a wealthy local landowner built it not long after the turn of the last century to escape from his shrill wife and eight kids, and if that is true he couldn't have found a better spot. It's hidden by a little fold in the coast and obscured from casual view by the weathered trees that cover that part of the island... a perfect little hideaway. I'd not been there in years but the shaft of sunlight seemed to beckon me and on the spur of the moment I swung the tiller over and headed towards the little spur of rock that serves as a natural harbour. I had my camera with me and I wanted to capture a little of what I could see.
As I turned behind the spur I saw an old wooden boat there, its paintwork faded and the wood dark with age, but the painter that secured it was bright and the outboard motor on the transom was almost new. I cut the engine and coasted towards it, tying up alongside and hopping over to the rocky outcrop ashore. It was quiet: not a sound other than the lap of the little waves from the wake of my boat and the occasional cry of a seagull from the bluff. I considered calling out, but something restrained me and so I set off towards the cottage quietly, moving carefully over the rough path and peering ahead. The stone walls of the little ruin gradually grew closer, stained by salt and bird droppings, with the empty window holes gaping like missing teeth in a derelict's face.
The last time I'd seen the cottage it was uninhabitable as most of the roof had collapsed leaving the stone floor open to the weather. Someone had been here, though: one part of the roof had been patched and the windows at that end repaired - rough carpentry, to be sure, but enough to keep out the wind and rain. The door was secured, too, and the front step was clear of the debris that had cluttered it for so many years. It looked as if someone had decided to live here without our permission, and I resolved to find out who it was and what they thought they were doing.
The front door was shut and so I moved along the tumbledown fence overgrown with weeds and nettles to the back of the cottage, picking carefully through the shattered beams and blocks of stone scattered on the ground. The bushes were thicker here too, providing enough cover to allow me to approach the back wall undetected, and I stood for a moment listening. A low murmur came from within - too low to hear what was being said, but it was clear there was more than one person inside. For a moment I thought about leaving but my curiosity was aroused and so I stooped beside the shutters and peered inside.
A shaft of pale sunshine penetrated the room and illuminated a scene that I'll never forget. A naked woman was kneeling on the floor, her buttocks toward me. Her face was turned away but I could tell she was young by the shape of her body and the lustre of her skin: not a sag or a wrinkle marred its glossy perfection. Her elbows were on the floor and her breasts were hanging down - full and ripe, the dark nipples just touching the rug on which she knelt. Her ass was elevated, suspended by the delicious curve of her hips and the long, golden thighs were set apart. Her legs were askew like the awkward stance of a young foal: and between them her sex peeped out, gleaming in the soft light like a piece of luscious fruit - pink and moist and open, begging to be devoured.
All that took a second to register, and I was so astonished that I took a step back. It was like discovering a cache of gold bullion under your bed, something so completely unexpected that my mind recoiled and the breath caught in my chest. I remember standing there with my mind whirling, the image of her kneeling figure stamped on my brain like the vivid imprint of a strobe in a dark room. Part of me wanted to leave, to turn away and afford this mysterious young woman the privacy she had come to find, but the other was compelled to watch: to discover who was with her and to crouch in the shadows to see what she was doing.
And as I stood there I heard the voices again - a murmur of conversation, pitched low and full of longing and desire, and I stooped again to the chink in the shutters and watched. A second figure appeared in my view - another woman. She was petite, perhaps no more than five two, and was slender and blonde. Her hair curled around her ears to leave her long, graceful neck exposed. Her face was turned away, but I saw the curve of her waist and the swell of her little tight buttocks as she moved toward the figure crouching at her feet, and I heard the words between them.
'Hurry Baby! Do it!'
'I will, I will.'
The kneeling woman turned her face toward the approaching figure and her voice was husky with passion 'Stretch open my pussy. Fuck me with it.'
'I will. I'll open you wide.'
'Hurry. I need you inside me.'
The blonde crouched beside the kneeling woman close to the satin orbs of her buttocks and rested one hand on the small of her back. She drew the other between the woman's legs, her small fingers brushing over the glistening wet flesh, and I heard a low groan of pleasure.
'Ah...ah. Inside...ah, push inside.'
In the soft light I saw the blonde's fingers on the other's labia, her nail varnish a brief splash of vivid colour against the swollen pink flesh; and then they disappeared as she pressed her hand forward. I watched the woman's vulva stretch open to allow all four fingers to enter and I heard her low gasp of pleasure as her back arched with the delicious sensation of being filled.
'God, yes. Ah, yes...that's good! Deeper. Burrow deeper.'
The blond bent her head forward to closely observe as she applied more pressure. Her face was close to the woman's vulva, watching as her fingers slid into the warm oily flesh past the first knuckles. She teased her exposed thumb over the puckered anus and wriggled her hand. Little bubbles of juice oozed around her buried fingers and the kneeling woman groaned again.
'More, Baby.' She shifted her knees apart, exposing herself more. 'Go deeper.'
The girl withdrew her fingers a little and I watched her curl her thumb across her palm before she slid her hand forward again. The woman's vulva expanded around her knuckles, seizing the invading hand tightly to stop further progress. 'It won't go, Lucy,' the girl whispered.
'Push. Push hard.'
I watched with baited breath as she pushed, her fingers jammed in Lucy's sex. For a few moments nothing happened and I heard her grunting softly - and then the resistance suddenly melted and her whole hand sank into the woman's body. I could see her wrist encircled by the thick, wet lips of the woman's vulva and I heard her panting softly from arousal.
'I'm inside you, Luce,' she whispered. 'My whole hand is in your pussy.'
'Ah, God, yes. I feel it. Fuck, that's tight!'
'Do you want me to take it out?'
The woman shook her head, her body prostrate. 'No, no. Move your hand - ah! Gently. Fuck me gently.'
I watched as she began to flex her arm, moving it slowly inside the kneeling figure. The movement broke the tight seal around her wrist and a few strands of silver fluid escaped and trickled down her forearm. Above her wrist the puckered hole of Lucy's anus flexed too, giving glimpses of the firm pink flesh of her bowels.
'Harder now...go deeper.'
The blonde pushed again and her arm sank into the woman's body a little more. From where I stood Lucy's vulva seemed almost half way up her forearm and the girl rested her forehead on Lucy's buttocks, her eyes fastened on the flexing anus and the fleshy ring of her vulva only a few inches away.
'Now...fuck me. Fuck me deep.'
The blonde began to pump her arm forward and back. With each withdrawal her knuckles were revealed, wet and shining with the woman's juices, and then her hand slid back into the deep cavity eliciting a little grunt from the prostrate, wriggling figure. Every thrust forward seemed to bury her arm deeper.
I was pressed to the wall, my eye glued to the little chink in the shutters as I watched the action before me. The two women were joined together, one inside the other and both of them grunting and moaning. Long streaks of Lucy's juice dripped from her friend's arm to lie in glistening drops on the rumpled rug beneath her, and I could hear her sighs as she buried her arm inside Lucy's snatch and the soft wet slurping of her vulva as it stretched and slackened. God it was hot! My cock was like a log in my pants and my breath panted in my chest as I watched the two girls fucking, their pale bodies swaying in a bizarre choreographed dance. I remembered my camera and raised it to the window, watching the two through the viewfinder, zooming in to fill the image with the blonde girl's head. Her face was still obscured but I could see it in quarter profile: the curve of one cheek and a little button nose and the swell of her soft lips. Her mouth was close to Lucy and I watched as her tongue darted out, brushing against the cleft between the woman's trembling buttocks, dabbing against the soft white skin and then sliding down to flicker briefly over the tight, puckered ring of her anus.
With fumbling fingers I zoomed in further until the pale alabaster shape of Lucy's buttocks filled the screen: and the blonde's head too - left hand drawing aside the left buttock as she serviced her wriggling friend, her mouth busy. Her little pink tongue dabbing, dabbing against the brown puckered flesh - thrusting like a little pointed arrow, the tip teasing the twitching orifice, easing the tight ring of her sphincter until it expanded to accommodate this new assault. Bubbles of spit trickled down Lucy's crack to where they were joined, mixing with the strands of silver love juice streaming out of her body, churning to a soft wet froth at the rim of her cunt.
And as I watched Lucy reached the pinnacle. Her body tensed and her hands grasped the blanket, the knuckles white in a paroxysm of pleasure. For a moment she was rigid, every muscle in her body locked as she teetered on the edge of her ecstasy, her cunt bulging with he friend's fist and her asshole grasping and quivering like a little mouth around the invading tongue - and then with a scream of pleasure she came. A a sudden spray of juice burst from the quivering lips of her cunt to splatter over the blonde's arm in a fine silver mist, and her voice rose in a shriek of ecstasy.
'Ah, God, Baby, I'm coming, I'm coming! Aarrgh, fuck, fuck! Fuck me deeper...ah, Christ!' Her body writhing around the thick arm of her friend, her tits crushed against the rug and her head thrashing from side to side. "Oh, Jesus! Oh, fuck - yes, oh yes."
The blonde's hand was deeper than ever before, and her mouth slid over the quivering, twitching flesh. She was riding out the storm, listening to the cries and shrieks of her friend. From my vantage point it looked as if her whole arm was thrust inside the writhing woman and the strands of silver juice dripped and dribbled from her elbow. I'd never thought an orgasm could last that long - it just seemed to go on and on with her body jerking and the screams and moans bursting from her lips as she gyrated around the living flesh embedded deep inside her. And then at last it diminished and I watched as her body gradually relaxed and she was still.
For a long moment the two figures were frozen in that extraordinary pose. I could see the muscles in the blonde's arm moving, almost as if she were struggling to release herself, and I imagined that Lucy's vaginal muscles had seized her friend and they were irrevocably joined together. But at last the blonde withdrew, her body rotating slightly as she retrieved her arm. Lucy's vulva gripped her hand tightly still - almost as if it were clinging to it. I could see the ring bulging as the heel of the girl's hand reached it, and hear the wet suck of her flesh; and as she turned, her face was revealed to me for the first time.
In that moment I pressed the shutter and took the photographs that would change everything. I'd forgotten I'd set the camera to motor drive and instead of a single frame it took a string of them: the blonde's hand breaking free from her friend, the vulva still open and the last dribbles of her juice oozing free; the blonde girl's face turning towards the window, alerted by the sound of the camera; her image filling the viewfinder, her eyes wide with curiosity and her mouth open. A face of extraordinary beauty: framed by a curtain of ash blonde hair with grey wide-set eyes and a little button nose and soft, luscious lips.
A face that I knew so well.
My sister's face.
*
Afterwards I wondered how I hadn't recognised her. Sarah, my little sister. Nineteen years old and as pretty as a picture. I'd known her all my life and yet I hadn't comprehended that it was the back of her head in the viewfinder, and her voice whispering, whispering as she burrowed her whole fucking arm into her friend's body. But then again, why should I have? I'd not seen her face until the very end, and the last thing I'd imagined was that my baby sister was a lesbian. She'd had girlfriends, to be sure, but I'd thought they were just mates...and besides, she'd had boyfriends, too. So what did that make her? Bi? Sex crazy?
All this passed through my mind as I ran back to the boat and headed home. A jumble of images and thoughts - the juxtaposition of what I'd seen and what I now knew. Little Sarah, quiet and shy - virginal was a word that came to mind. Happier staying in her room to read a book than to go out on the town. Sarah, sweet as honey pie with seldom a bad word to say to anyone. How the hell did that equate to the Sarah I'd just seen with her arm in someone's cunt, scooping the spit and juice from the crinkled little anus with her little wriggling tongue and whispering words of lust as she fucked another woman? Christ! If someone had told me Mother Teresa was a hooker I would have believed it before I believed what I'd just seen.
And had she seen me? I remembered her face in the camera's lens, turning towards me as she heard the clash of the shutter's mirror and the whine of the drive. Grey eyes, seeking me out, holding my gaze for a single horrified moment before I staggered back from the window and ran. Had she followed me? Had she watched as I flung myself into the boat and fled? Had she recognised it? And why had I taken the photographs, anyway? It was bad enough spying on her, but to take pictures for fuck's sake!
It took me forty minutes to get back. I half expected to see her boat behind me, but the bay remained empty and at last I turned the final headland and entered the little harbour. I secured the painter and drove home, determined to delete the photographs and think no more about it. I guess I was embarrassed and ashamed - but I was aroused too, and that disturbed me. I'd never thought of Sarah in that way and the image of her pale, naked body as she bent over her friend had not only shown me what she had, but given me a whole new perspective on her sexuality as well. There was no doubt that it was her who had fixed up the Beach House, and for one purpose only. So how many times had she been up there, fucking? I wondered if it was always the same girl, too - or whether she'd taken others to lie on that same rug. Did they do to her what she'd done to Lucy, or was it more conventional? And was it only girls?
As I rounded the drive into the house I found myself wondering what it would be like to be with her, to lie next to that amazing body and touch it: to hear her soft voice urging me on, to feel her responding as my fingers moved over her skin - touching, touching. Dipping into the tight wet crease of her pussy. My prick swelled up again at the image, and that made me ashamed too -- God, she was my sister! But I couldn't help myself, and I went to my room with a cock like a logjam in my pants and the image of her body in my mind.
I plugged the camera into my computer waited for the images to load. It didn't take long. There were half a dozen - most of them grainy from the lack of light, but clear enough to see. Sarah, bent over the girl's back with her hand still buried inside the tight, stretched vagina; Sarah's arm coming free, shining wet. Sarah turning with an expression of surprise on her beautiful face and then a close up of the window-sill as I turned to run.
But it was the last one that was truly amazing, and I studied it closely. The background to the shabby little room was indistinct - a patchwork of grey and black shadow but that only served to highlight the two central figures. The kneeling woman had her hands on her buttocks to draw them apart, her fingers pressed hard against the warm plasticity of her flesh. She too had turned: but not towards the window as Sarah had: rather, she was looking back, gazing up at Sarah's face. Her soft, wet lips were slightly apart with a glimpse of her little white teeth behind them, and her dark hair tumbled around her face in disarray, damp with sweat and tangled in passion. But it was the expression in her eyes that was arresting - a mixture of pain and pleasure, which would be expected... but also one of triumph that left no doubt who the dominant partner was.
Sarah was behind her and to one side. She had turned her head and was regarding the lens with an expression of surprise on her face. One shoulder was towards the camera and her arm was stretched out, her hand buried in the woman's body. A single breast was visible in profile, creamy white and surprisingly large, capped with a nipple dark with the hue of arousal, and below it the soft curve of her hip and the satin columns of her thighs folded beneath her as she crouched. The camera had captured the instant that her knuckles emerged from her lover's vulva, and the smear of juices on her hand gleamed wetly in the light: and above it was the crinkled portal of Lucy's anus, still dribbling saliva and slightly open, as if Sarah's tongue had only just emerged.



I sat in my room and gazed at the photograph, transfixed by it. An extraordinary image, for sure. But it was more than just a dirty picture, for it had somehow captured the raw sensuality of that moment: you could almost smell the sharp aroma of Lucy's cunt and the softer perfume of Sarah; hear the sweetness of their breath as it panted though their soft, open lips and savor the pungent taste the juice scattered on the rug like drops of liquid glass. And it had transcended even that, for it revealed too the emotional bond between the two figures - the lust and a sense of desperation in Sarah's face, and a hint of contempt in the eyes of the other.
For the second time that day I found myself wondering if Sarah enjoyed fisting, too, and if so what her pussy would look like stretched around a lover's hand, and whether she tasted as good as she looked. The image was too powerful to ignore and I released my swollen cock from my pants and stroked it, imagining her beneath me, her breasts pressed against my chest and the fragrance of her skin and her hair as I fucked her. Yesterday she was only my sister and now she was the subject of lust. The spiral of my pleasure rose quickly, fuelled by the images of her pale body under mine, until with a little cry I released my cum in thick creamy ropes over my hand and shirt and pants. And, God help me, I imagined it was in her, my sister: painting her insides as she wriggled and gasped; filling her up as she squealed in wild orgasm underneath me.
And as my cum subsided I understood that it was just a fantasy -- that the chances of fucking her were smaller than a bee's dick; that the taboos were too strong and besides, her sexuality lay in other directions.
But I realised too that I was hooked, and that no matter what the risk I had to watch her again.
*****
'I need to speak to you, Michael.' Sarah's voice was soft and she plucked at my sleeve with nervous fingers.
It was a week since that afternoon and although I'd waited in anticipation she'd said nothing to me. If anything she'd avoided me, although I had to admit that we'd both been busy during the week.
'Sure, Sarah. What, now?'
She nodded and led me outside across the lawn to the little gazebo overlooking the sea. I could see Brinsley's Head in the distance and it reminded me yet again of what had happened. As if I needed reminding - it had filled my head every waking moment and I longed for the next opportunity to watch. The difficulty was finding out when she was going, and then arranging to be there before her. After the last experience she'd be doubly careful to be alone with her friend.
She sat down and patted the seat next to her. I saw that she'd put on a clean dress and a little make up, and her hair was pulled back in a pony tail that shone like spun gold in the sun.
'What can I do for you?'
She was silent for a moment, thinking, and then she turned to me. 'Do you remember the old cottage on Brinsley's?'
I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. This was it - the confrontation. The accusations of watching her, the anger and the tears to follow, and then the shame.
I dragged my eyes to her face. 'The old wrecked one?' I said, as casually as possible. 'There's not much left from what I remember.'
She nodded. 'I want to repair it.'
I regarded her with astonishment. This wasn't what I expected at all. This wasn't an accusation of voyeurism - it was a plea for help, and what was even more amazing was that she was asking me to collaborate on her secret hide-away -- the place she had found to take her lover where she thought it was safe. That made it a secret no longer, which meant that she'd have to find somewhere else - and the chance of watching her again had suddenly gone.
'What the hell for? It's derelict!' I guess my voice was harsh, reflecting my disappointment.
Sarah blinked at the intensity of my response. 'Well,' she said timidly. 'I just thought it would be nice to fix it up a bit. You know, so we could go over and sleep there -- us, or perhaps our friends. We could share it, you know -- you have your mates and I have mine -'
'But it's wrecked! No water, no electricity, no roof -"
She shook her head. 'I've done a bit of work already. Not much, but it showed me what could be done.' She rested her hand on my arm and I felt the warmth of her touch though my sleeve. 'I need your help though. I'm not talking about making it into a Taj Mahal...it would just be a rough sleep out...you know, with oil lamps and cooking on a fire. There's water in a stream up there -- we could put in a tank and rough plumbing, fix the roof and windows.' Her grey eyes were on my face. 'It would be fun, to sleep over.'
'If you start putting things in the house they'd be stolen.'
She nodded. 'I know. That's why we'd fix the doors and windows. There used to be a fence there too. We could repair that as well to stop people getting close and we could put signs up to keep people away.'
I stared at her, suddenly aware of what she was doing. Sarah wasn't really offering to share the cottage with me -- she was asking my help to make it secure. Safer for her and her friend to play, without fear of interruption. I realised too that it would put me in an ideal position because I'd have a key and I'd know where the peepholes were...hell, I could even build some in, if I wanted. Not only that, but I'd know when she was going to be there because we'd run a booking system. The prospect of spying on my sexy little sister suddenly seemed a lot closer.
'What about the folks? What did they say?'
Sarah shrugged. 'You know what they're like. Mum just said 'that's nice dear' and Dad agreed provided it didn't involve any work for him.' She laughed. 'I did get him to give me some money though.'
'Really? How much?'
'Two thousand. And I reckon he's good for more if he thinks we're doing a good job.'
I thought about it. Winter was coming up which was always quiet, and the thought of being close to Sarah for a few weeks to work together on the project was very attractive. And at the end of it I'd have the chance to watch her again - as many times as I wanted. The vision of her crouching on the floor of the cottage suddenly appeared in my mind: the warm plasticity of her body, lean and hard, and how her breasts had looked with their erect pink nipples. Those same breasts were peeping from her dress now, and I felt my cock twitch in my pants at the thought of seeing them naked.
'So do you have a plan?' I asked.
She nodded, her eyes bright. Her hand was still on my arm and I felt her fingers moving slightly. 'We need to take a bunch of stuff over -- timber and cement and tiles for the roof. You could get your mates -'
'No.'
She regarded me with surprise. 'Why not? We'd need help.'
'This is just you and me, Sarah. We do the work, we use the cottage. No one else. Nobody else will know.'
'Why, Michael?'
I shrugged. 'Because that's my terms. I don't want others to do this...it's a fantastic project and you and I can do it, and the less people who know the safer it will be when we're done.'
She nodded slowly. 'Would we be able do all the work though?'
I smiled. 'We'll head over there tomorrow and have a look, and I'll tell you then.'
*
It was strange going back, climbing up the path where I'd been only a week ago. That time I'd crept there like a thief but now I followed Sarah, watching the roll of her tight little buttocks in her stretch pants and listening as she talked.
We stopped in front of the structure and she pointed out what she'd done. I could see the rough patching she'd made on the windows and the door, and how she'd nailed an old tarp to the roofing timbers on the northern end. She took me inside and showed me the single room she'd cleared. The rug was nowhere to be seen.
'So what do you think?' she asked, when I'd seen it all.
'Technically, its not difficult. We take the old roof off and replace the trusses. The old anchor points to the walls are probably still OK and we'll use colorbond steel for the roof covering itself. I reckon a month for the roof once we've got the materials here...which is the hard part.'
'What about the rest?'
'New frames for all the windows and the door. We can fit stock windows once they're in which will save some time. Another month.'
'And then what? How long?'
'As long as you want, Sarah, depending on what you do. Plumbing, electrics, painting, fixing, cleaning. Perhaps even a new floor.' I laughed. 'Another month or another year. Just depends how flash you want it.'
She laughed with me, infected by my enthusiasm. 'So what's the hard part?'
'Getting the materials here. There's hundreds of kilos of stuff -- timber, metal, cement - '
'So how do we get them here?'
'Same way as we did, and we lug them up the hill by hand.'
'Christ!' Sarah looked doubtful for the first time. 'Can we do that?'
'Sure -- in small loads. But it will be hard work. Are you sure you want to do this? Once we start I won't let you quit.'
She turned and looked out over the bay, her face thoughtful. 'This is a special place,' she said at length. 'I realised that when I tried to fix it, but I couldn't do it myself. I needed help.' Her grey eyes moved to mine. 'I want it, Michael, more than anything. I won't quit.'
'And what's the deal when it's done?'
She regarded me. 'What do you mean?'
'Suppose we both want to use it at the same time?'
'We'll have a booking system. First come, first served. If there's a conflict then we'll work it out.'
'So you won't ever want to share it -- both here together?'
'Maybe -- but there'll be times when I want it for me and my friends too.' She smiled to rob her words of any offense. 'And we'll have plenty of time together in the next few months.'
I nodded. The prospect of watching her with her friends and also being with her was very appealing.
That night my dreams were full of Sarah, kneeling on the cold stone floor of the Beach House.
I enter the room on silent feet and stand behind her, and I see both her hands in the body of the woman lying before her, the fingers and wrists held tight together to slide into the tight greasy flesh of her vagina. Ah, Sarah, my dirty little sister! What are you doing?
The woman's eyes following me, watching as my cock rears cobra-headed from my thighs until it stands like a baseball bat, red and oozing. I can see my lust mirrored in the dark windows of her eyes as she understands what is to be done.
'Fuck her, Michael,' the woman whispers. 'Fuck your little sister,' and I see the ripple of her muscles and the sudden grip of her vulva on Sarah's forearms, clamping down like a steel vice to trap her, forcing her elbows to the floor. I hear my sister cry out like a trapped animal as she is held there.
With trembling hands I seize her hips and she whimpers at my touch, a little sound of fear and helplessness as she feels the bulbous shape of my knob pressing into her like a ripe Satsuma plum. The woman laughs, a low sound of malice and glee, and her voice is as jagged as a broken bottle.
'Fuck the little slut,' she whispers, and she holds the slender wrists in a grip of iron.
My shaft plunges into the depths of my sister's body though the narrow portal of her cunt, pressing aside the tight wet flesh to bury itself deep in her innards like a Samurai's sword. I hold apart her buttocks to watch, to see the ring of her vulva stretched as tight as piano wire around me, and I marvel at the heat and plasticity of her body.
'Fuck her,' the woman whispers, and she laughs a low, throaty sound as I began to pump.
Sunlight streams in through gaps in the roof to cast a dappled spectrum of light and dark over my sister's slender body. She rests her face in the woman's pudenda and her hair falls like a golden curtain across the sun-browned thighs and belly. I imagine her tongue flicking, flicking like a lizard into the steaming wet recess of Lucy's cunt, lapping at the ring of flesh gripping her, scooping the beads of silver and pearl juice into her hungry mouth: and all the time I fuck her -- long, glorious strokes into the tight harbour of her cunt, a rim of white at its lips and my shaft stiffer and longer than ever before.
'Fuck her,' the woman moans. 'Fill her hungry cunt with her brother's seed.'
And I bear my weight down on her, pumping down into the hungry maw through the narrow pelvic girdle, feeling the head of my cock battering her cervix and hearing her moans though the onslaught. So far inside her, so far inside. Ah! Ah! My dirty sister. My little cunt-eating slut. This is what you want, isn't it? Take what I have, Sarah! Enjoy what your brother can give you.
The tempest of my cum expanding in my brain, seizing control of every sense until there is nothing except the three of us. The woman's face on mine, smiling as she sees the rising storm, laughter on her lips and malice in her heart.
'Fill her,' she shrieks. 'Fill your little sister's belly!
My sperm bursting into you, Sarah, and your eyes are on mine, grey and wide and filled with fear as you feel my seed spurting in your belly. A geyser of steaming hot sperm spraying, spraying, filling you up -- dribbling from the lips of your cunt as I pump, drooling and splattering over the dusty stone floor to lie in shining puddles in the sunlight.
So much sperm for my little sister, so much sperm for a dirty little slut.
*
The next day I started planning, drawing up the lists and ordering the timber and the steel and the cement and figuring out how we'd get it there. Sarah had a final assignment to finish and so I didn't see much of her during the day but at night she'd ask how I was going and I'd show her the drawings and we'd talk briefly before she'd go upstairs. We didn't say much -- she seemed shy and reserved and my brain was filled with the images I'd seen. And after she'd gone I'd turn on the computer and stare at the pictures I'd taken, and I would stroke my rising cock and dare to dream. It was fantasy, of course, but it seemed to me that she was a lost soul and that I was in control-- and that somehow, if I played my cards right, anything was possible.
I guess my perception of Sarah had changed. She was beautiful and bright, to be sure, but now I knew that beneath the perfect smile and the impeccable manners she was a slut - after all, I'd seen it, hadn't I? Nice girls didn't put their arms in someone else's cunt and so she couldn't be a nice girl at all. She was a slut, plain and simple, and that made it just fine for me to think of as I liked. I looked forward to when the work was finished and I could sneak up to the cottage to watch her. Perhaps I'd get more photographs, too. Perhaps one day...
We started the work a week later. We took a metal shed to the island and assembled it in the back garden, hidden beneath the trees, and that saved us carting the tools and the generator back and forth. In the first week we pulled down the remains of the roof, stacking the slate and the old timber on the side and cleaning up the stonework to accept the anchor points for the roofing trusses. It was cold in the early morning but by lunch-time the sun reached us and we worked in jeans and tee shirts. This part of the work required both of us and so we were close, balanced on ladders together or on the rough stone walls, lifting and clearing and chipping. To begin with Sarah couldn't keep up and I could see she was suffering each morning, but after a couple of weeks the pain and stiffness past and her arms were burnished brown by the sun. She looked fit too: her waist even trimmer and her arms smoothly muscled under the satin gloss of her skin.
I watched her -- God, how I watched her! In the boat as she sat in the bow, her face alight with excitement and her enthusiasm for the day bubbling like a cauldron; and as she worked, her lithe body moving around me, lifting and carrying, bringing me things that I needed with a ready smile and a laugh. Her shyness seemed to diminish and she began to talk, and I watched her as she sat beside me during the breaks we took, listening to her talking and the way she moved her hands with her long slim fingers and her slender wrists, and the tilt of her head as she laughed at something I'd said; and then at night I'd steal up to my bedroom to look at the pictures of her, and I'd touch her naked image with my fingertips and try to relate the experiences of the day to the raw sexuality exposed in the grainy images that flickered on the computer's screen.
And as time went by I found it harder and harder to relate the two. She was bright and funny and smart, and a hard worker. She never complained nor gave up if she couldn't do a task I'd given her: and I found she was clever too. I taught her about building: the purlins and rafters and ridge caps and spans, and she learned quickly and thought on her feet so that she could soon do many things as well as me, and sometimes better. But more than that she had a generous spirit, not just with me but with everyone she spoke about, and it's hard not to like someone like that.
One morning we were sitting on the edge of the wall, eating our sandwiches and looking out over the bay. One leg was curled under the other and I let my eyes roam over her whilst she was looking away. Her breasts were perky under the singlet and I could see a few stray hairs peeping out from the leg of her cut-off shorts.
'You know,' she said, turning back to me suddenly. 'I never really thanked you for doing this.'
I hastily looked elsewhere, but not before she'd caught me looking. 'No you didn't,' I replied, 'but I'm sure I'll think of a way you can.'
She glanced down to see what I'd been looking at and a faint flush of embarrassment stained her cheeks. She moved her leg and adjusted herself without speaking, and the silence stretched empty for a minute or two.
'I'm sorry,' she said at length. 'I should have worn something...longer.'
I shook my head. 'No, you shouldn't. I - like what you have on. I like looking at you.'
'Really?' She laughed self-consciously and her hands moved briefly to her hair to touch and smooth it, as women do. 'I must look like a wreck.'
'No. You look lovely. I love the way you look.'
'Well -- thank you, Michael.' Her grey eyes were on my face.
'You're welcome.'
'I never really knew you, you know,' she said shyly. 'Do you feel the same?' She laughed nervously. 'I mean, you're my brother, but I didn't really know you. Somehow I feel that's changing now.'
'It's the same for me, Sarah.' It was, too. Over the past few weeks she'd gradually opened up, talking of things that we had never shared before -- what she thought of her friends and our parents, the struggles she'd had at school and even a bit about me. She had a quirky sense of humour and I found myself looking forward each day keen to being with her -- to see her slow smile and watch her trim young body working, her grey eyes serious as she did some task I'd given her. I'd grown to love her little idiosyncrasies too -- the way she brushed her forehead with the back of one hand to keep the hair from her eyes, and how her little pink tongue peeped from between her lips when she was concentrating.
'No matter where our lives take us I'll always think of these days,' I told her. 'I think they will be hard to beat.'
She glanced at me with soft eyes and put her hand in mine. She didn't say anything but for the first time I knew she felt the same...I could feel it in the warmth of her touch in this first intimacy between us. We sat in silence for a while, gazing out over the bay, watching the fishing boats heading out from Torbess and the smoke from the chimneys of cottages scattered along the foreshore.



'It's beautiful,' she said at last. 'Just like our cottage. Who will you bring here, when its finished, Michael?'
I thought about it. The truth was that the Beach House had come to mean something special -- its psyche irreversibly locked into the girl sitting beside me. When we'd started the project I'd thought she was a slut but now I realised I'd been wrong. It was difficult to reconcile what I'd seen with the person that I'd got to know, and I found myself wondering how her time with Lucy had happened. Perhaps it had been just that once -- some sort of aberration, a little experiment.
And in that moment I realised that my feelings for her had changed. I guess I'd built up a dream where she and I would live here together, shut away from the rest of the world -- just her and me. It was stupid, I know: first the sexual obsession and now something much deeper -- the need to be with her, to share more than just a few hours each day. It was an impossible dream, I knew, but I couldn't help myself even though she hadn't shown the slightest interest in me beyond a sibling friendship.
I felt her eyes on my face, waiting for my answer. 'I don't know, Sarah...I hadn't thought of it.' I said. I glanced at her, at those beautiful grey eyes. 'But I think it would be you.'
'Me? Surely you have other friends -- it will be...well, a quiet place. You'll not be disturbed here.' I could see she was picking her words, but the meaning was clear. You can bring your friends here to fuck, and I'll bring mine. If only she knew.
'I think it's a special place...you know, our place. Yours and mine.' I explained. 'We've made it special, Sarah, and we've put a bunch of memories into it.' I looked at her. She was still regarding me, the sun on her face and her lips soft and wet. Sarah -- my Sarah. How the hell had I never realised how amazing she was -- how beautiful and talented, how funny and hard working. If only she was mine! I had a sudden vision of her kneeling naked on the rough stone floor with the dark haired woman, and I found my scorn had transcended to jealousy.
'I think we should be very careful not to invite anyone who might threaten that,' I continued.
'Well, who's an old romantic!' She squeezed my hand. 'We'll keep it for special people, then. Now, we need to start again, lazybones.'
She went to release my hand and get up but I held her fingers to stop her going. 'Do you have anyone special, Sarah?'
Her eyes were suddenly watchful. 'Maybe,' she said carefully.
'Well -- do you or don't you?'
'Maybe. I'm just not sure if -' she broke off and shook her head, her eyes on my face. 'Why do you want to know?'
'Just asking. You've never told me.'
'Why should I, Michael?' she asked gently. 'Can't I have secrets too?' She released her fingers from mine and stood up, balancing on the wall and looking down at me. 'We've been close these last few weeks,' she said, 'and I love that. But we are each our own person too. I have my secrets and you have yours, and it's best we don't go there.'
She climbed down the ladder and I watched her go, picking through the rubble below to finish the task I'd set her. Her hair shone in the morning sun and she was beautiful, and I thought my heart would break.
*
Three weeks later we finished the roof and Sarah and I had a little celebration, just the two of us. Nothing much -- a bottle of champagne and some chicken and salad. She'd cleared a little area to the front of the house and she called me to join her. She was sitting on a rug with her legs folded underneath her in that amazing double-jointed way that women have, looking back at the cottage as I approached.
I sat down and she passed me a drink, lifting her glass to mine. 'To us,' she said simply. 'And what we've achieved.'
We sat and sipped our drinks and looked at the cottage. The new roof was pitched steeper than the old one and it had given it a completely new character. I saw that the shape and balance was right, and its colour too. What had been a derelict wreck was suddenly an inviting dwelling, even though the windows and doors weren't fitted yet. It would be amazing when it was done.
'So what's next' Sarah asked.
'Doors and windows, then repoint the mortar. Then we can start on the inside.'
'How long before it's finished, do you think?'
'If you continue to work like you have been, perhaps three months.' I didn't want this to end.
'Then we can really celebrate.'
I nodded. 'I've been thinking about that, Sarah. Why don't you and I be the first visitors? Just us -- no one else. We'll come over on the Friday and spend the weekend together, or longer, if you like.'
She nodded. 'Sounds great to me.'
'And we should work to a deadline now,' I continued. 'Aim to have it finished by your birthday.'
'Right.' She picked up a chicken leg and nibbled at it, her little white teeth tearing at the flesh. 'I need to speak to you about having a break, though. I'm going away for a few days.'
I stared at her, my heart sinking. I suddenly knew where she was going. 'Going away?'
She nodded, her eyes on my face. 'I need a break, Michael. I've got a...friend, and she's invited me to stay for a couple of days -- well, a week actually. It's only a week.'
'When?'
'Tomorrow.'
'But I was going to do the windows next week. I need you here to help with that.'
She shook her head. 'They can wait a few days, and I'll help when I get back. A few days won't matter.' She regarded me. 'I have to go.'
I remembered the dark haired woman and the way she moved, and I remembered Sarah's hand sliding into the secret cavity of her body. Lucy. I imagined them together again and what they would do to each other, their pale bodies entwined and their lips slick from eating each other. My Sarah. It should be with me, not her.
'Is she more important than me, then?' The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them, my voice harsh. 'Aren't I special too? I thought you cared about this -' I waved my hand at the cottage. 'And about me.'
Sarah stared at me in surprise. I could see a smear of grease on her lips from the chicken and it reinforced the image of her face painted with Lucy's juices. I could see the colour rising in her cheeks, too.
'Of course I care, Michael!' she said. 'I care about this and about you -- but I have to go.' She put her hand on my arm. 'Don't make it more difficult...I have to go,' she repeated.
'So what's so urgent?'
She shook her head. 'I can't tell you that. Believe me, Michael, I wouldn't go if I didn't have to.'
'You could have given me a little more notice.'
'She only called me last night.'
'So it's a woman!'
Sarah stared at me. 'What do you mean by that?'
'Nothing.'
'Yes you do. Tell me!'
I felt the anger leech out of me. 'Nothing...I meant nothing, Sarah.' I could see her eyes on my face. 'I just don't want to lose you, just as we were getting on so well.'
'You won't lose me,' she said. 'This isn't some sort of contest, right? I've just got to go and sort out a few things and then I'll be back.'
'Where will you be?'
She glared at me. 'I told you -- with her. Where she lives is none of your business.'
'It is whilst I'm running this project!'
Sarah laughed. She didn't get upset often but I could see a burning anger in her eyes. 'Fuck that!' she said. 'I don't mind you telling me what to do when were working, Michael, but you don't own me.' She leaned forward, her face close to mine. 'Get this, buster -- I'm heading off for a few days and you can't stop me. I'll help when I get back, if I feel like it. And I'll go away again if I feel like it. And stop being so damned possessive!' She tipped the rest of her drink on the ground and stood up, looking down at me. 'And I'm heading home right now so you'd better get moving if you don't want to be stuck here without the boat for a week!'
We headed back in silence, Sarah sitting in the bow with her back to me stiff with anger and disapproval. Her hair was blowing in the wind and I could see the glossy skin at the nape of her neck and the curve of her shoulder. I tried to speak to her but she remained staring out over the bay until we arrived at the little harbour when she skipped ashore and strutted off, leaving me to carry everything back home.
The next morning she was gone. I'd half expected her to leave a note or something, but there was nothing and so our argument stayed like a cancer between us, thick and dark and malignant. I moped around the house for a few days trying to keep busy, trying not to think of her and what she was doing. It was better during the day but in the long dark nights my mind was filled with her -- Sarah laughing, her teeth white in a sun-browned face and her eyes sparkling; Sarah smiling, pleased with something she'd just finished; and then Sarah in wild orgasm with her face screwed up in a rictus of pleasure and Lucy's tongue inside her. Perhaps they talked together afterwards, Sarah whispering about her besotted brother and how he wanted her, and they would laugh together at how stupid men were and they would turn to each other again with hungry eyes.
I couldn't get the thought out of my mind and I tossed and turned in my tangled sheets half out of my mind with jealousy. I went over our argument in my mind a million times, wishing I'd handled it better, wishing I'd somehow persuaded her to stay -- and then with a sudden slide of despair I'd realise that there was nothing I could have done to keep her, that she was her own person and that my dreams were nothing more than wild imaginings with no hope of ever coming true.
That night I dreamed of Sarah again.
I was on a rocky shore and the stones around me were black, shining wet under a malignant grey sky; and the sea was decked with a silver cloak of spume. And as I watched she appeared before me, walking on the water in a lustrous gown of shimmering white, and her hair streamed behind her like a golden banner in the spiteful little wind.
And behind her I beheld a tempest, tearing the water to a frothing inferno as wild as the mind of a madman, and I knew that she was in mortal danger.
'Sarah!' I screamed, and my voice was flung away like a speck of dirt into the darkening sky. 'Sarah, my love! To me! Come to me!'
But she could not hear me for she was deaf to all but one, and her eyes were blinded by the love of another. And as I screamed her name the water reached up and took her like a hungry shark, and there was only a single scream of terror and then nothing but the empty, churning sea on that desolate, windswept shore.
*
On the fifth day I went out to the Beach House. The good weather of the last few days had gone and a spiteful little wind swept over the bay, bending the trees on the foreshore and whipping up little whitecaps on the long easterly swell. It was well past noon by the time I arrived and I walked up the path to the house with none of the enthusiasm or interest I usually had. The house looked forlorn too, almost as if it understood it had been abandoned. Its empty window sockets stared at the troubled sea with a blind man's gaze and the wind had plucked at the leaves and litter of the foreshore and piled them against its old stained walls like flotsam on a beach.
It was quite dark inside and I reached up to the little shelf above the empty hearth to where Sarah had put candles and matches in case we were ever caught out. The shelf was empty, and so I found the flashlight in my toolbox and used that instead. I shone the beam around the room and saw the candles in little saucers on the floor and on the windowsill. Their wicks were blackened and they had wept pale translucent pools of wax onto the dusty stone, and beside them were empty wine glasses and a cigarette butt. Someone had been here. I stooped and picked up the butt and I saw the crimson smear of lipstick on it, and I knew. Sarah and Lucy. I imagined them stealing up to the cottage holding hands and their giggles and kisses and their soft whispers of love and seduction. In my mind's eye I saw them lying there on the little blanket, their pale naked bodies entwined and their mouths joined. It should have been me. The longing was palpable, a gut-wrenching desire to possess her -- to dare to dream that she would choose me rather than her. I imagined the expression she would have had in her clear grey eyes as she reached up to pull me down beside her, and the soft sigh of love and fulfillment as I penetrated the heat of her tight little body.
I don't know how long I stood there, my eyes on the clues of her betrayal. I recall trying to work out when she'd been there but there was no way to know. Perhaps they had been there every day: a pilgrimage to this quiet, secluded place where they could satisfy their basic urges without fear of discovery. And gradually the pain and disappointment was replaced by a growing sense of anger -- that she could prefer her whore over me, and that she should bring her to our special place in spite of the promise she had made.
At length I headed back to the boat and turned towards home, my sense of anger and outrage growing by the minute. God knows, I wasn't thinking straight. In truth Sarah was her own woman and she owed me nothing, but my disappointment and outrage coloured my reason and it somehow became her fault, and I was the victim.
The house was empty when I got home, and I dropped my things off in the garage and made my way to her room. The curtains were drawn and I turned on the table lamp and sat on the bed and looked around. The pillows were pink with frilly edges and on impulse I pressed my face to them, breathing deeply to detect her essence. It was there: the fragrance of her perfume and her hair and her skin, lingering like a distant memory in the weave of the fabric. Her nightie was there too and I pressed it to my face, imagining how it looked on her, imagining the plasticity of her body inside it with its warm curves and secret valleys, and my anger and sense of betrayal grew sharper in my mind.
The drawer to her desk was locked and I picked it with a paperclip and I lifted her journal out and opened it, my eyes flicking over the lines that filled every page with her neat, sloping writing. Thoughts of school, of her friends, of things she had done. Some of them were childish, girly thoughts, but there were insights too -- of hopes and dreams, of plans for the future and schemes to move herself forward. Her intellect and capacity for thought shone through and I found myself immersed in the daily business of her life and the vision for where she wanted it to go. There were no references to Lucy -- or any other sexual partner, for that matter. She mentioned names of other girls who 'were doing it' and how she didn't want to be like them, and she talked of who her closest friends were...but nothing about sex.
And then on a day in April Lucy came into her life. It was innocent enough to begin with -- she recounted how she'd seen her in a café and started chatting, how friendly she seemed. Almost immediately afterwards she'd gone to Torbess with her and the pages were suddenly filled with Lucy's name: how beautiful she was, and how clever, and how Sarah wished she could be like her.
And as I read the pages I began to understand her confusion and her anguish, and the picture of what had happened became clear, and I for the first time I knew what I was up against.
Twelve Months Earlier - Lucy
Lucille Carter-Bayliss, thirty five years old and a predatory lesbian, sat in the little café on the main street of Thruxton and waited. Her real name was Fran Bayliss, born to a working class couple in Basingstoke, and she found early in life that what you couldn't buy you took and what you didn't know you made up. She'd added Carter to her surname to give a sense of class and invested in a wardrobe of expensive clothes, and lies lay thick and easy upon her heart.
Despite her looks and her self assurance she probably wouldn't have got far but at eighteen she became the beneficiary of a generous endowment from an aunt and that, together with a cover job as a freelance writer for a gay women's magazine, gave her enough to successfully forage for new girls to share her bed. The old bedstead she used at home had dozens of notches carved in a discrete place, testament to her success: but there were always new conquests to be had, and Lucy was voracious.
For weeks she had been watching the high school girls coming out of school, noting who was collected by their parents and who made their own way home, narrowing her field down to five or six. Unsurprisingly they all looked similar -- young, of course, and mostly slim, with open faces of guileless innocence that she found highly provocative. She followed each one home, checking on their movements, watching who they met and the way they moved and spoke and acted; and by the middle of April she'd settled on two likely targets.
There was one in particular who interested her -- a fair haired girl of about eighteen who lived in Croxton Street and who walked home each day. Lucy had seen her meet her friends in the local café from time to time and so she sat there every day for a week, waiting for her chance.
It was a Thursday afternoon when she finally spotted the girl entering the café. It was a cold day and she saw the colour in the girl's cheeks and the brightness of her eyes. She'd pulled her hair back in a pony tail and Lucy observed the way she held her head and the long, graceful column of her neck. She wore no make up or jewelry, for that was against school rules, but her natural beauty shone through and Lucy felt a tightening of her gut as she regarded the girl. God, she's gorgeous, she thought. Let her be the one.
The girl sat down and fiddled with her phone for a few moments. Lucy watched her, delighting in her innocence and beauty. She saw how she held herself, erect and confident, and the sense of awareness she had of herself and what was happening around her. She watched the dexterity of the girl's long, slim fingers as they moved over the phone, her nails pale pink and polished and the gold wristwatch on her slender wrist, and she watched her face: the brightness of her grey eyes and the curve of her full, pink lips. It was evident that she was waiting for someone.
Lucy waited until the girl finished fiddling with her phone, and then she leaned forward and spoke to her.
'Excuse me...would you have the time, please?'
The girl glanced up. She had seen the woman waiting there, but hadn't taken much notice. 'Um, twenty past four.'
'Thank you.' She smiled at the girl. 'Were you waiting for someone?'
'Yes.'
'And they're late?'
'Not really. It's only Sharon, and she'll come when she's ready.'
Lucy nodded in understanding. 'Well, perhaps you could help me while you're waiting. You see, I'm new here and I'm looking for a real estate agent in the village. I was going to ask the café owner but you might be able to help.'
The girl shook her head. 'There isn't one here. You'd have to go to Torbess. They cover this area.' She regarded the woman with interest. 'Would you be looking to buy, or just rent?'
Lucy smiled again. 'Just rent, to begin with. I work in London usually, but I'm on assignment here, looking around.' She rose quickly and crossed to the girl's table, holding out her hand. 'Lucille Carter-Bayliss.'
The girl took her hand, her fingers warm in the other's grip. 'Sarah Ryan.'
Lucy sat in the vacant chair opposite Sarah. 'So I'd have to go to Torbess?'
Sarah shrugged. 'That's probably best. They have listings of all properties around here.'
'Would there be somewhere to stay here overnight? I really don't have time to drive anywhere tonight.'



'I guess you could try the local pub. I think they have rooms.'
'And where is that?'
'At the end of the street, on the right. You can't miss it.'
Lucy regarded her for a moment, wondering if she would frighten her off if she moved too quickly. The girl looked confident, though, with a self-assurance that was rare for one so young. She decided to take a chance. 'Do you have a few minutes to talk to me, Sarah? It won't take long and you might find it interesting.'
The girl glanced at her watch, then nodded. 'I need to be home by half five,' she said, 'but if Sharon turns up I'll have to go earlier.'
'Of course. Can I buy you a coffee, or something?' She watched the girl shake her head and thought again how beautiful she was. It wasn't just her looks -- there was something more: a directness of gaze that suggested she was comfortable in her own skin, that she could make decisions. Lucy thought she would not be subservient in a sexual liaison, and the notion pleased her. She liked aggressive partners.
'I mentioned I was here to look around, Sarah, which might seem a bit vague.' Eye contact was important so she leaned forward slightly, making sure the girl looked at her whilst she was speaking. 'I work for an agency -- I'm here to find girls who I think have the looks and the personality to be groomed for a modeling career.' She smiled and touched Sarah's arm. 'You might have what it takes.'
Sarah stared at her. 'You don't know anything about me,' she said. 'You've only been here a few minutes. How could you think that?'
'Why don't you call me Lucy,' the woman said smoothly. She regarded the girl for a moment. 'Sometimes a few minutes is all it takes,' Lucy explained. 'Sometimes -- not very often -- you see someone who just ticks all the right boxes.' Her fingers were still resting lightly on Sarah's arm and she could feel the warmth and texture of her skin. 'Look -- I'm not offering you anything. I'm just saying that my initial instinct is that you have the potential if you are interested in modeling as a career.'
'So what does that mean? What would I have to do?'
Lucy released the girl's arm reluctantly and sat back in her seat, thinking for a moment how to make her story sound convincing. 'Most young people think that modeling is just about the looks, Sarah, but it's not. Sure you have to be appealing -- but your character is just as important...you know, how well you deal with stress or with disappointment; whether you can fit into routines, how you get on with people.' She laughed lightly. 'Girls that tell you that modeling is glamorous are lying...most of it is waiting around for clients or on the sets for the shoot, or dealing with designers who think the sun shines out of their arses. I've spent whole days hanging around a set for jobs that lasted less than fifteen minutes.' She stopped and regarded the girl for a moment. 'Not everyone can do that,' she continued, 'so character is very important.'
'So what would I have to do?' Sarah asked again.
'Not much, really. I'd need to know a bit more about you so you'd have to spend a few hours with me.'
Sarah looked at her doubtfully. 'Would it be during school hours?'
'Oh no. I'd aim to make it as easy as I could. Evenings would be fine.'
'And how long would it take?'
Lucy smiled at her earnestness. 'A couple of evenings to begin with. Just you and me.' She noticed the girl's expression. 'On your turf, if you like,' she added hastily. 'Nothing tense, I promise you. Just spending time to get to know each other a little more.'
'Well...I don't know -'
Despite the girl's words Lucy could see she was interested. She placed her hand on the Sarah's arm again and squeezed it gently, her fingertips moving lightly on the glossy skin. 'Please,' she said. 'Not everyone gets this chance, Sarah. I think you'd regret it if you didn't even try. You can back out at any time...really, there's no obligation.'
'I'll have to speak to my parents.'
'Of course.' Lucy smiled. 'I could arrange to meet them, but only if they wanted to. The main thing is that you and I spend some time together.'
Sarah looked into Lucy's eyes and felt herself being drawn into their liquid brown depths. She was aware of the woman's touch but surprisingly, she was not offended. There was something about her that invoked trust, and she felt at ease. Surely a couple of evenings talking would not be a problem?
'All right,' she said. 'I'll ask Mum, but I'm sure she won't mind.'
Lucy smiled and squeezed her arm again. 'Good. I'm so pleased, Sarah. Shall I pick you up here at five tomorrow, then? Tell your Mum you'll be home by eleven.'
She saw the girl nod and she felt a sudden surge of triumph. Not much of what she had told the girl was true, but that didn't trouble her. She waited as Sarah left the café and watched her walking away, her long legs striding confidently and the pony tail swinging about her shoulders.
That went well, she thought. Now for the tricky bit.
*
That night Sarah thought about what had happened. She was a happy girl, content with her life and with the friends and the family she had. She'd never really thought too much about what the future might hold -- that was something you did after university. The idea of modeling had never occurred to her -- she simply hadn't associated herself with the glamorous stick insects that strutted on the catwalks in the glossy magazines she sometimes read. She walked to the mirror on the wardrobe door and regarded herself critically. My nose is not straight, she thought, and my breasts are too big: but other than that she was pleased with what she saw. Her eyes were her best feature: big and grey, fringed with thick lashes and full of light and expression.
Sarah was not a virgin. She'd lost her cherry at a party at a friend's house a couple of years earlier: a sordid fifteen minutes in a back bedroom with a boy whose name she could hardly remember, lying on the coats and jackets of other guests, frantic with haste in case someone came into the room to claim one. She'd spent the entire brief episode listening for footsteps outside, wondering whether they would be caught -- only vaguely aware of the initial pain of his penetration and of his sticky kisses and hot breath in her ear. He'd cum quickly and rolled off her, and she'd mopped up in the little upstairs bathroom and then rejoined the party.
She was smart enough to realise that sex could be so much better, and quickies and one-night stands were not for her. She realised too that the boys she knew were quite happy with head jobs instead, and it became her favoured way of dealing with them when sex was expected.
She regarded herself in the mirror and remembered last weekend. She'd knelt here, in this very spot, and taken her new boyfriend's cock into her mouth for the first time, working her lips around it and watching herself in the mirror. She remembered how her hair had swung back and forth with her movement, obscuring the image, and how she'd pulled back from him and looked up.
'Hold my hair,' she'd said. 'I want to watch.'
He'd gathered her hair up and held it, both of them looking at the reflection. She recalled his stance: legs slightly apart with his loins thrust forward, both hands on her head. To begin with he'd been content to stand still, letting her do the work, and she'd watched as her head bobbed back and forth. The reflection in the mirror had seemed disconnected: as if she was watching a pornographic actress as she pleasured a stud: the image of a blond girl with her long graceful neck and steady grey eyes -- so young and innocent, kneeling in supplication as her mouth was violated by the turgid flesh of the young man's shaft. She'd marveled at its length and rigidity, at the size of the great knob as it appeared from between her lips. She remembered how the shining silver trail of his love juice smeared against the purple hue of his arousal, and how it had gathered at the point of their union to ease the long slippery slide of his shaft back into her throat.
She'd used the mirror to learn: to watch his face to see what caused the most pleasure: loosening her mouth as she drew back to allow the soft wet inside of her lips to slither over his flesh until the thick purple knob popped free, his juice and her spit stringing between them in shining strands of gossamer silver; and tightening them as he slid forward, drawing in her cheeks to rub the soft inside of her mouth against his sensitive flesh. Her hands had looked small as they grasped the root of his cock, her fingers pale against the engorged meat, and her lips were stretched wide as her mouth touched them.
Sarah remembered how he'd started thrusting and how she'd kept still as he pistoned into her mouth. His hands were twisted in her hair, holding her, and his pendulous balls swung back and forth, bumping against her chin as he buried himself deep. His lubricant trickled over her tongue, coating the inside of her mouth and pooling in her throat until she was forced to swallow it in slippery lumps, and her spit dribbled from the seal of her lips around the shaft. He was gazing down at her, watching as he fucked her mouth with his eyes like shining pebbles and his mouth slack with pleasure, and he began to talk, the words broken and disjointed as his climax approached.
'Ah, fuck, Sarah...fuck, fuck,' he said. 'That's so good, baby...ugh! Can you see it? Watch...ah, watch me spurt...ah, fuck -- here it comes....ugh....here it comes, baby.'
With a convulsive thrust he buried himself deep into her face and Sarah watched in the mirror, seeing his shaft throb and pulse as he spurted. She felt the hot cream of his jism splatter into her mouth, rich and pungent as it bathed her taste buds. The sheer volume was surprising -- so much more than other boys, and instinctively she'd tilted her head forward to avoid choking, watching with hooded eyes as beads of pearl appeared at the corners of her mouth.
And then he was done and he withdrew his shaft, the great purple head popping free. She recalled how she'd loosened her lips to allow the strands of his sperm to fall free: watching as it dribbled over her chin to hang in shining, slippery threads. A seemingly endless stream, oozing from her mouth like clotted cream, falling from her face to coat her breasts and to loop over her swollen nipples like strands of exotic jewelry. She touched it with her fingers, feeling its warmth and its texture, smearing it over her skin so it gleamed silver in the pale evening light and she inhaled its pungent aroma, her brain suffused with lust at what she had done.
And later that night she'd played with herself, her fingers buried in the wet clasping flesh of her pussy as she remembered how he had fucked her mouth and how the hot jets of sperm had felt and tasted, and how it had looked as it oozed from between her shining wet lips.
*
Sarah turned away from the mirror and thought about the woman in the café. Lucy. Was she really talent spotting girls for modeling? It seemed too good to be true -- and yet it was happening. In a couple of hours she'd see her again and they would talk, and she would get to know the woman a little better too. She realised that she was looking forward to it, for nothing exciting happened in her little village and it was nice to think that someone so beautiful and sophisticated thought she was special. Lucy. A pretty name. She wondered if she was married, and whether she was still modeling, and whether she would be her friend even if it all came to nothing.
She opened the wardrobe door and she began to hum a little tune as her eyes moved over her dresses, looking for something special. Lucy, she thought. I can do it, Lucy. I can be beautiful and sophisticated and self assured too, but I need someone to show me. Someone like you. I'll learn, Lucy, if you'll teach me. I'll be your friend.
*
Lucy Carter-Bayliss watched Sarah as she stood outside the café. She saw her little red dress and her long golden legs, and how she had brushed her hair into a shining curtain that curled softly on her shoulders. She was struck again by her beauty: not just her face, but the way she held herself -- the set of her shoulders and the tilt of her head, and the lithe sensuousness of her body. She saw her matching red shoes and the gold lamé evening bag and the thin gold chain around her neck and she understood that this was the very best that the girl owned, and that she was wearing it for her. For a moment she experienced a surge of unexpected tenderness, but that was quickly replaced by the cold practicality of what had to be done. She opened the car door and called out.
'Sarah.'
The girl walked towards her, her heels clicking crisply on the pavement. 'Hi Lucy,' she said. Her voice was breathless, as if she had been running or perhaps because she was nervous. 'I expected you to be inside.'
'I thought we might go to Torbess instead, ' Lucy said. She watched as Sarah climbed in beside her, the flash of her golden thighs as the dress rode up her legs. 'There's a lovely little restaurant there, if you like. You haven't eaten, have you?'
'Uh, no. I thought we would have a sandwich or something.'
The woman smiled. 'Oh, I think we can do a little better than that. What time do you have to be home?'
The girl smiled. 'I told Mum eleven, like you said.'
'That's fine.' She waited until the girl had fastened her seat belt and then leaned over and kissed her softly on the cheek. 'Thank you for coming, Sarah. I'm sure you'll have a good time tonight. Now, are you all ready?'
Lucy watched the girl nod, and saw that she was nervous. She put the car into gear and moved off. 'I know you don't know me very well Sarah, but I think we can be friends,' she said. 'Would you like to know a bit about me so you can feel more at ease?'
'Sure.'
'Well, I live in London. I'm twenty-six and single -- I guess you could say I'm between relationships. I'm a professional model. I like cooking, dancing, photography and travel. I don't do drugs but I like good wine and the occasional shot. I think integrity and loyalty are the best of all values. I like shopping for clothes and music that has decent lyrics.' She paused for a moment. 'Oh, and I have a good sense of humour and people tell me I'm good at listening.' She laughed. 'And that's about it...my life in one paragraph.'
Sarah laughed with her. 'I'm sure there's more than that. Tell me how you got into the modeling business.'
Lucy explained as she drove, recounting her story about a photographer who had spotted her and how it had developed into a career. She remembered to include a few funny stories she had heard from a part time model once and was pleased when the girl laughed. Before they knew it she drew up outside the restaurant.
Sarah peered through the car window. 'Oh, wow! We're not going in there, are we?'
'That's what I had in mind.'
'But I know this place and it's really expensive! I can't afford -'
Lucy waved her hand dismissively. 'Don't worry about it. You're on company time now.'
Their table was in a secluded corner of the restaurant, tucked away from prying eyes. The Maître d' escorted them to their table and Lucy waited until the menus had been delivered. She scanned the wine list and turned to the girl. 'Will you have wine, Sarah, or would you prefer something else?'
'Just a glass of white wine, thank you.' Sarah didn't normally drink but she felt it would be childish to ask for a soft drink.
Lucy ordered the wine and then sat back and regarded the girl. She guessed that the family didn't have much money, or at least didn't go out much, and she understood that the surroundings might be a little uncomfortable for her. Perhaps she should have chosen a less expensive place - but she wanted to impress her.
Sarah regarded the softly lit room with its crisp white tablecloths and the fine Riedel glasses and the bright polished cutlery. 'This is very posh, Lucy,' she whispered and she laughed self-consciously. 'I had no idea we would be coming here. I would have worn something different.'
'You look stunning, Sarah. I don't think any other dress would have been better.'
'Do you really think so?'
'I know it.' She rested her hand on the girl's arm. 'You know, if you do become a model you'll be going to a lot of exclusive and expensive places. But underneath all the glitter and shine they're really no different. The only thing that makes them special is the prices.'
'And the people.' Sarah looked around. 'They're all rich and important, I'm sure.'
Lucy shrugged. 'Probably not. Most of them are only legends in their own minds.' She inclined her head at a table across the room. 'Tell me what you think about them.'
The girl regarded the couple for a moment. The man was in his mid forties, dressed in a heavy suit and with a swarthy complexion and thinning hair. He was leaning forward to engage the younger woman opposite him -- a slight girl with dark hair and thin arms.
'I'd say he was a stockbroker or something like that, with a younger wife.'
Lucy laughed. 'Maybe. More likely a manager of a local business. He's brought his secretary out for a night. He's worrying about how to how to hide the bill from his wife and whether he'll get his end away with her.'
Sarah regarded them with interest. 'You think so?'
'Sure. Most of the people here are frauds, I bet -- pretending to be something they are not, or richer than they are.' She realised her words described herself perfectly, and she smiled at the irony. 'You and I are probably the only normal people here.'
'You're not normal,' the girl said.
'Pardon?'
'I mean, you live such a glamorous life -- travelling, doing modeling, meeting people all the time. I'd love to be like that,' she said shyly. She looked down at Lucy's hand, still resting on her arm. 'And you make people feel welcome,' she added. 'You make them feel at ease, even if they are not as sophisticated as you.'
Lucy withdrew her hand. 'Sorry. I'm a sort of touchy feely person.'
'I don't mind at all,' Sarah said. 'Our family is like that, so I'm used to it.' She broke off as the waiter appeared and they both ordered their food.
'So tell me about yourself,' Lucy said when he had gone. 'Your family, what you do and what you'd like to do.'
The girl considered for a moment. 'My Dad's an engineer -- well, a consultant now. He gets work from time to time and heads off to wherever it is. Last time it was Dubai. Mum's a housewife -- she loves socializing though...you know, Bridge parties and Pilates classes twice a week, that sort of thing.'
'Do you have any brothers or sisters?'
Sarah nodded. 'One brother. Michael. He's two years older than me -- a carpenter.' She grimaced briefly. 'Dad thinks that blue collar trades are beneath our station. He wanted his son to be an engineer and is still disappointed, but it's an honest profession, I think, being able to make stuff with your hands.' She paused for a moment, thinking about her brother. 'He was really busy until the GFC,' she continued, 'but now he only gets work on and off, so he's living at home again.'
'Do you get on well together?'
'Sure, as much as any brothers and sisters do. I really don't know him.'
'And you live at home, too?'
'Oh yes. This is my last year at school, and then university if I do well enough. I'd like to study Veterinary Science.'
'What about a boyfriend?'
The girl grimaced briefly. 'No one special. The local boys are mostly farmer's lads which is great if you want to talk about sheep drenching or cattle bloat.'
Lucy laughed. 'Wouldn't that be interesting to a potential Vet?'
Sarah smiled and shook her head. 'Not when you're trying to socialise. I went out with one guy who spent the entire evening talking about parasitic worms.'



'Perhaps he was one.' Lucy said drily, 'or had one.' She could see that the girl was more comfortable now, talking about herself. 'What about girlfriends, then?' she asked casually.
'Oh, the usual gang -- you know, girls that I've been through my whole school life with. I have two best friends, though -- Sharon and Judith. We've been together since we were little.'
'And where are they now?'
'Sharon's doing her final year with me. You'd like her, Lucy -- she has this amazing ability to get on with anybody. She wants to be a flight test engineer.'
'What about Judith?'
'She dropped out last year,' Sarah said, 'but she lives down the road so I still get to see her.'
'So why did she drop out?'
The girl sighed. 'There was gossip about her having it off with another chick. These days you'd think that was all right, but she started being bullied and her Mum took her out of school.'
Lucy smiled sympathetically. 'How sad. Did it bother you?'
'What? Her being a lesbian?' She shook her head. 'Not really. I don't even know if it was true -- she never tried it on with me.'
'Would it have upset you if she had?'
Sarah regarded the older woman. 'I don't know,' she answered at length. 'Jude is very pretty -- she could have anyone she wanted, so I guess I'd have been flattered if she'd hit on me. I just never thought about it, to be honest.' She glanced around the room. 'Do you know where the loo is? I need to go.'
Lucy nodded towards the far corner of the room. 'Just over there.' She waited until the girl disappeared and after a furtive glance around the room she opened her purse and extracted a small bottle of clear liquid that she deftly poured into Sarah's glass. So far the evening was going well, she thought, but a little insurance wouldn't hurt.
Sarah reappeared and they chatted lightly, sipping their drinks. Lucy recharged their glasses.
'So are you happy living where you do?' she asked.
'I guess.' We've never really lived anywhere else, at least not since I was old enough to remember, so it's OK.'
'But not very exciting, I think.'
The girl smiled. 'No, not really, but I don't mind...I'm not really a party girl.'
The waiter appeared with their main course and Lucy waited until he had finished serving and moved away. They chatted throughout the meal and she watched as Sarah grew even more relaxed, her grey eyes dilated by the drug and her laughter a little louder and more frequent.
'Talking about lesbians,' Lucy said, 'I remember when I first started modeling. I was pretty naïve...first job out of school, never lived away from home. There was one of the girls who was a bit older than the rest of us and she befriended me -- you know, took me under her wing and showed me the ropes, made sure I was being looked after -- that sort of thing.' She laughed. 'I thought she was just being nice, but one day she invited me to her place for a few drinks after work. She said that a few of the girls would be there, but when I turned up there was just her and me. She'd set up the works: candlelit dinner, soft lighting, mood music.' She paused to eat a forkful of food and sip at her wine. 'Even then it took me a while before the penny dropped.'
Sarah giggled. 'So how did you figure it out?'
'When she came up behind me at the end of the meal and started kissing my neck.'
'Wow! I guess that would give it away. What did you do?'
'I figured I'd give it a go.'
'You didn't!'
Lucy shrugged. 'I was a bit younger then, and more adventurous. I saw it as an opportunity rather than a threat.'
'But surely...I mean, well, didn't you have to do things that, um - that you're not wired for? You know, well -'
'I didn't have to do anything, as it turned out. She did it all, and I have to say it was lovely.'
Sarah regarded her with some confusion. 'So does that mean -'
Lucy smiled. 'It doesn't mean anything, Sarah, other than I had an open mind about having a new experience. It made her happy and it gave me pleasure, and afterwards I understood a whole lot better why some girls prefer it.' She gripped the girl's hand, holding her fingers tightly. 'Some people think you have to be gay or straight and there's nothing in between, but life isn't like that. You don't have to be one or the other.'
'I don't know if I'd have the courage to do that,' the girl said. 'Suppose you found out half way through you hated it?'
'It's no different to making out with a guy -- if he does something that you don't like then you ask him to stop.' She squeezed Sarah's fingers, and looked directly into her eyes. 'My advice would be to try it some time, if you have the opportunity...and very soon.'
Sarah knew she had drunk more than she usually did but it seemed to have heightened her senses rather than dulled them. Her brain felt like a great diamond set in her skull, brightening the colours and images around her and bringing a sense of perception she'd never experienced before. She glanced down at the woman's hand in hers -- the frequent touching had seemed so innocent but she realised that Lucy was gripping her in a different way, somehow, as if they were...together. She glanced at the woman's face and saw the glittering brightness of her eyes, like those of a predator, and her words and the way she had said them rang in her ears: '...try it sometime, if you have the opportunity...and very soon'.
And suddenly it all made sense: the meeting in the café with Lucy dressed to kill and her conversation as smooth as buttered silk. The expensive restaurant, the wine and the flattery and the skillful way the conversation had been turned towards sex. Lucy's eyes were still on hers, drilling into her with a strange intensity and in a moment of absolute clarity Sarah understood that her instincts were right, and that she was being asked to do something that she had never, in all her years, contemplated before.
For a moment the audacity of the suggestion robbed her of speech. She could feel her pulse rising, the blood coursing through her body faster than before. The lights of the restaurant seemed to recede, somehow, and the noise and bustle of the people around them to leach away until there was only the two of them sitting together in a sudden awareness of intimacy like the crackle of static electricity flowing between them. Sarah's eyes focused on the woman's mouth: the delicious curve of her lips and the soft shade of her lipstick and she imagined pressing her own lips to it, tasting the sweetness of the wine she had drunk, probing with her tongue to draw the woman's essence into her own body. A sudden seep of moisture bloomed between her legs and she drew in her breath sharply at the unexpected surge of lust and longing that it brought.
'So you...um, you -' she stuttered.
Lucy smiled. 'Want you? Of course I do. You're delectable.'
'But I'm not -- I mean, I don't know how -'
'Then I'll teach you,' Lucy said softly, 'there is so much I can teach you.'
Lucy's room was close to the restaurant and they walked quickly, the older woman gripping Sarah's arm to steady her as she staggered slightly in the cool evening air. Sarah's mouth was dry and her heart was racing and her mind was in turmoil. She could feel her nipples pressing like hard pebbles against her bra and the soft wet warmth of her vulva in the wet constraint of her pants; she knew she should stop and take a deep breath and ask to go home but somehow her mind and her limbs were disconnected and she was powerless to resist. The clarity of her thought had gone like a wraith of mist in the morning sun, but she knew that every step took her closer to this extraordinary woman's bed and that nothing, nothing would ever be the same again.
The sheets on the bed were crisp and she lay naked upon them, her clothes scattered like confetti around the room. She stared up at Lucy as she undressed. The woman's breasts were larger than her own but they rested firm upon her ribcage and the nipples were erect with desire. Her eyes roamed over the tight curve of Lucy's waist and the flat white plain of her belly; and as the woman bent to strip away her panties she saw the perfect symmetry of her buttocks and the dark shadow of promise between them. Sarah's heart was beating fast -- not with fear but with nervousness and anticipation, and she could feel the seep of moisture trickling between her legs.
Lucy knelt between her open thighs and touched her gently, her fingertips brushing against her skin as lightly as a shadow. There was a small tattoo of a Chinese character below the girl's bikini line, and a stubble of pale golden hair over her mound where she had once shaved. The lips of her sex were swollen, the pale pink flesh puffy and moist, and Lucy could see the gleam of juice between them like the delicious wet flesh of an oyster. She brought her hands between the girl's legs and held them either side of her opening, drawing the lips apart to reveal the inner core of her sex, and she marveled at the tight symmetry of what she was about to take.
'You're beautiful, Sarah,' she whispered, as she bent her head forward, 'so beautiful.'
The touch of Lucy's tongue was like an electric shock, sizzling in its impact. Sarah felt her body jolt and tiny goosebumps of pleasure sprout on her arms. She arched her back and groaned, her fingers grasping the sheets either side of her body. 'Ah, ah...' she whispered. 'Ah, God -- just there...yes!'
Lucy penetrated the girl with the very tip of her tongue. Every girl she had eaten seemed to taste a little different and Lucy was delicious. She lapped at her briefly, curling her tongue to transfer more of Sarah's juices into her mouth where she could savor it as it oozed over her taste buds. Across the plain of the girl's belly and the jutting mounds of her breasts she watched her expression, each stroke drawing a grimace of pleasure and a low groan from her throat, and her heart was singing in her chest.
Another one, she thought. But she is so young and pretty. I can play with this one for years before I ever let her go.
With growing excitement she pressed her fingers into Sarah's body, watching with hooded eyes as the girl's sex juice oozed between her fingers and she smiled at the thought of what the coming hours would bring.
*
To begin with the entries in Sarah's diary were frequent, each entry filled with words about how beautiful Lucy was and how clever and how their time together was so wonderful. I sat at her desk and I read the words and I felt their emotion as keenly as if I had written them: words of hope and longing and expectation; words of sadness and despair when a meeting was cancelled. But within the scribbled entries there was a dark undertone that I would never have picked if I had not come to know her so well. It was as if her joy was brittle: driven not by love or even friendship, but by an obsession. It was as if Lucy held a fatal attraction that had drawn her into a web from which she could not escape, and within the scrawled lines was a sense almost of desperation. And as the months went by the meetings grew less frequent and her anxiety seemed more palpable, the entries scribbled in greater haste as she poured out her fear of rejection and her need to see Lucy again -- and then, when she did, a desperate calm returned for a few days until the cycle started again.
There were other entries too -- mostly about the Beach House and what we were doing to it. For the first time I was featured too: how I was helping her, and how much she enjoyed my company. Those entries had changed over the weeks we had worked together too, painting a picture of increasing comfort in my company and how she was coming to rely on my friendship. And so I read through the diary page by page, engrossed by the drama within it, hoping to discover the secret of her obsession but finding none; until at last I reached the final entry. It had been written the night before we argued, and it said a little about how we had finished the roof and the picnic we were to have the next day; and beneath it were three words scrawled like a scream: 'Lucy called. Tomorrow.'
I turned the page to see if she had said anything more -- perhaps about us and the angry words we had shared, but there was no entry for that day -- only an empty page that seemed to me to be as eloquent as a thousand words: a blank page, like the cold empty eyes of a lover who has forsaken you and moved on with nothing to say that could ease your aching heart.
And so I closed the book softly and placed it back in her desk and I went to my room in that dark, empty house and lay on my bed to think. Part of me yearned for her, understanding now that she was lost to a much greater force than I; but there was anger at her duplicity, too. How well she had hidden all of this from me as we worked together! In my mind I remembered how she smiled, her face turned toward me and her eyes crinkled in humour; and how she would sometimes reach out to touch me to say thank you or to share a moment of intimacy without words. I recalled the musical notes of her laughter and the way she screwed up her nose to express distaste, and the way the little pink tip of her tongue peeped from between her lips when she was concentrating. Nothing in any of those things had every given any hint to the dark turmoil in her life: it was as if she was two separate beings.
It was past eight o'clock when I heard my parents arrive home and by then there was nothing more to think about. Sarah was coming home tomorrow, and life would go on. I knew then that I could never have her in the way I wanted, and I knew that the best thing would be to put our project on hold and give us both some space; but the thought of not having her beside me was more than I could bear, and so in the end I resolved to do nothing. Perhaps one day she would be free of Lucy and her life might return to a balance -- but until then I would be there for her.
*
The next morning my mother was still at breakfast when I went downstairs, which was unusual. When Dad is away she likes to be at out and about early. I kissed her proffered cheek and she set aside her newspaper and smiled at me as I sat down.
'How are you, Michael?' she asked. 'We haven't seen much of you these last few weeks.'
'I'm good, Mum. Busy, though.'
'But not with work, I suppose.'
'There isn't much around.' I leaned over and helped myself to some fruit. 'But old man Murphy seems to think the Beresford Vale development might go ahead in the summer.'
'Would you be offered work then?'
'Sure. Murphy knows me and likes my work.'
My mother nodded. 'And what about Sarah?' she said carefully. 'We don't see much of her either.'
'She's good too. Been away for a week but I think she's back today.'
'That's right. The three o'clock train, I heard. Would you be able to collect her?'
I shook my head. 'Not really -- I'll be out at Brinsley's Head. The window frames have arrived and I wanted to see if I could fit them before Sarah came home. I guess I could leave my car at the station for her, if that helps.'
'I'm sure it would. Can you tell her?' She regarded me for a moment. 'Do you know where she's been, Michael?' she asked.
'Not really. With some friend, I heard.' I smiled at her. 'A woman, in case you're worried.'
'Yes, but it's all been a bit mysterious.'
'Really? Why?'
She sighed. 'Oh, I don't know -- it's just that, well, she must be a good friend to spend a week with, but she never says anything about her. She's very secretive.'
'Perhaps she's a really boring friend.'
'Well, even so -- I'd like to know more about where she is and who this person is.'
I thought about the diary upstairs and wondered how she would feel if she read it too. For a fleeting instant I was tempted to tell her the truth. To blurt it out in brutal little words that would damage the mother-daughter relationship for ever. Your beautiful daughter is a little slit-licker, Mum, and she's been with her lover for a week. What do you think about that? But I knew I wouldn't. That was for Sarah to tell her, if she ever could.
'Do you think she's happy, Michael?' my mother asked.
'Who?'
'Sarah. I worry that she's not happy. You've been with her on the island for a while now -- what do you think?'
'She looks happy to me.'
'I hope so...but there's something -'. She gazed at me for a moment, the words unsaid. A mother's intuition was seeing more than the rest of us had. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps Sarah really was unhappy, which would leave me --
'God!' she said suddenly. 'Is that the time? I'm meeting Judy at nine, so I'd better go.' She set her napkin on the table and stood up.
'Drive carefully, Mum,' I said. 'And don't worry about supper...I'll get a take-away.'
'Right. There's money on the sideboard...and be careful out on the bay today - there's some weather coming. Check the forecast before you go.' She pushed the paper towards me. 'Page 15.'
I laughed. Only Mum would remember what page a weather forecast was on. 'Go,' I said, 'or you'll be late. I'll check it.'
'Promise?'
'I promise.'
'All right. And keep an eye on Sarah. Be a big brother to her.' She bent to kiss me lightly on the cheek and a moment later I was alone.
*
It was lunchtime before I had loaded the window assemblies into the boat and another two before the last of them were safely inside the Beach House. The sky to the east was dark and I thought we might get rain later, but the sea was choppy rather than rough and the wind really carried no strength. I'd tried to call Sarah a few times but she didn't answer and so I sent her a message telling her about the car and that I'd be out at the Beach House and looked forward to seeing her later.
Once I'd carried the casements up the hill I couldn't resist fitting the two front ones. I wanted the cottage to look a little better than when Sarah had last seen it, I guess, and I knew that windows would give an immediate impression of progress. The stone around the apertures was as hard as granite and it took a while to drill anchor points with the diamond tipped bits, but at length it was done and I lifted the first frame into place and secured it. The fitting was perfect and I stood back to admire the work for a moment before turning to the second one.
I guess I lost track of time as I worked. I'd drilled the holes into the second window and secured the frame and I was busy sealing the gaps with caulking before I became aware of the noise. It was a sort of growling rumble, half like thunder and half like a train, and it grew louder as I worked until it drowned out even the noise of the little electric generator beside me. I looked to the south but there was nothing but the empty expanse of the bay, the water darker than it had been earlier and with little whitecaps sprinkled here and there - but nothing to betray the source of that roaring, grumbling sound. And so I set down my tools and walked down the path a little way to where there was an unobstructed view to see what it was.
The sky to the west was a bruised indigo, a sullen colour that somehow brought it closer to the earth as if God had squashed the two together, and the spit of water between the island and Brinsley's head was a seething mass of confused and broken waves as the tidal rip roared though the narrow gap. There was no direct sunlight but instead a strange luminosity pervaded the landscape accentuating the greens and yellows of the fields and hedgerows and painting them in stark relief against that dark, malicious sky. Apart from the water the scene was quite still, as it if was holding its breath before an onslaught: and then, as I watched, the trees on the far headland suddenly bent in unison as if seized by an invisible hand -- bent far over, almost at ninety degrees, their upper branches thrashing under the burden of a howling gale that seemed to have roared in from nowhere. And almost immediately the trees on the island reacted too, their upper branches suddenly flung over and the air around them filled with dust and branches and flying debris.



A moment later the storm cell was upon me. It sort of sucked the air upwards for an instant as if a vacuum had been applied to a glass jar and I felt my lungs empty and leaves and twigs suddenly sprang upwards from the ground before spinning away in tumbling specks of brown and black. In an instant I was enveloped in it too: the wind seized me and drove me off the path in stumbling, drunken steps and I was flung forward and would have fallen except for a nearby tree. I threw my arms around it and clung for dear life while the earth went mad around me -- a shrieking, thrumming cacophony of sound of wind and tortured timber and breaking branches. Chunks of wood and leaves and sticks whirled past me and I could hear the trunk of tree I was clinging to groaning and cracking as if its living fibres were being torn asunder. My face was pressed hard against the rough bark but the wind was behind me and at least I could see. Below me was the little natural harbour and beyond that the bay to the south, the water almost black as the cloud of dust and debris sucked the light out of the air. I could see my boat too, thrashing like a living thing as the wind seized it, the mooring lanyard slack in one moment and stretched tight in another: and as I watched it parted like a thread of cotton and the wind drove my boat like a child's toy against the rocks.
And beyond it something else caught my attention, too: a flash of colour further out to sea, perhaps a quarter mile beyond the harbour. It was there for just an instant: a bright glimpse of yellow against that black malevolent water and then the windstorm tore up the sea in between us and I lost sight of whatever it was. The wind and dust filled my eyes with tears and I wiped them away hurriedly, scanning the turbulent, twisting water to see what it had been but there was nothing but the beat of the wind on the frothing white water. And then for just a fleeting moment the curtain was torn aside and I saw it again: a small boat, its prow high in the water and a single figure huddled in the stern, hunched low over the tiller. There was the flash of a pale, white face and a glimpse of golden hair streaming behind it and I knew, without a shadow of doubt, that it was Sarah. And then the wind lashed the sea again and she was lost to sight in a maelstrom of driving, wild water.
With a cry of dismay I released the tree and bounded down the pathway to the water's edge. Christ knows what I intended, for my boat was half submerged and there was no way I could go out to her. The wind was behind me and it thrust me forward in giant, leaping steps that flung me finally against a pile of rocks at the water's edge. For a moment I lay huddled there, my body wracked with pain with the force of the impact, but I was driven by fear and so I scrambled over the little spit of rocks and wedged myself there, staring out to sea - desperate to catch a glimpse of her again. I was lower here and it was harder to see: the wind had picked up a spindrift of white spray that reduced visibility even further and I racked my eyes, wiping away the stinging salt and dust with trembling fingers, my heart thudding in my chest with terror.
For a full minute there was nothing. The wind thrummed and howled around me and I stared out, but there was nothing except a frenzy of white, roaring water: and then, just as I had given up hope the prow of her boat appeared not twenty yards offshore. It was high in the water, thrust upwards by the weight in the stern and the roaring wind, and it crabbed sideways against the buffeting of the confused, heaving sea as Sarah struggled to keep course. I could see her clearly now, one hand on the tiller and the other shielding her eyes against the spray, her face a white mask of terror. God knows what she was thinking -- she didn't even have a lifejacket on and was dressed only in jeans and a thin top that clung to her body like wet paint.
'Sarah!' I screamed, but the wind snatched my words away and flung them into the sky. 'Sarah! To me! Come to me.'
But she couldn't hear me, and I watched helplessly as the drama unfolded. She had the tiller far over to the right in an effort to steer the boat to the harbour mouth but the weight of the wind was turning the bow, forcing it away until the little craft was beam on to the waves. It began to roll then, a sickening, swinging motion that whipped it from side to side while she clung helplessly to the stern thwart, and I knew it was only a moment before it broached.
'Sarah!' I screamed again. She was only a dozen yards away but the boat was moving rapidly away, skidding sideways under the weight of the wind. 'Jump, Sarah, jump!'
She heard me then, and for a moment our eyes met and I saw a glimmer of hope leap into her face: and then the wind took the windward side and flipped the boat over as if it were a scrap of kindling. Sarah was flung clear and I heard her thin scream as she went, her arms wind-milling and her hair blowing in a streaming cloud about her head before she was snatched from my horrified gaze.
And in that instant I imagined her dead -- the pale limbs still and grey and her eyes glazed and staring, and I knew I couldn't live without her. I flung myself into the sea and struck out through the maelstrom, reaching the upturned boat in a few short strokes but there was no sign of her. I dived under the wreck and surfaced on the other side, gasping against the sting of the driven salt spray and I found her there, scrabbling with frantic hands to grasp the slick, slippery hull.
'Sarah!' I screamed, and she turned to me. 'Sarah!'
She released the boat and a second later she was there, clinging to me like a limpet. I could feel the cold flesh of her cheek pressed against mine and hear the rasping of her breath as she gasped into my ear. 'Oh, God, Michael...Jesus, God!' she said. 'Save me, save me.' Her arms were tight around me and I couldn't move, couldn't swim. 'Save me,' she said again.
'I will,' I screamed. 'Listen to me! Work with me. Let go, let go! Hold my shirt and swim with me.'
For a moment I thought she wouldn't, or couldn't, but then she nodded, bless her, and I felt her arms release me. She grasped my shirt and we trod water for a few moments to gather breath. I knew we could never make the harbour, for the waves were pushing us back, and so I struck out parallel to the shore, heading for a spot about fifty yards further on where I'd often seen flotsam gathered amongst the rocks.
To this day I don't know how we made it -- for every stroke we pushed forward the wind and waves seemed to carry us back two, but the current helped and we found a piece of wood to cling to and that helped. We kicked forward with our legs and eventually reached a relatively sheltered little cove of black pebbles where we lay like landed fish while the sea sucked at our legs and the wind howled overhead. She was curled against me, one leg hooked under my body and my face wedged in the curve of her shoulder, and we clung to each other as she sobbed with fear and relief.
It would have been so easy to lie there but I knew it wasn't over, and so I struggled to my feet and pulled her up and we staggered like drunks over the rocks, past the little harbour and then up the path to the cottage. I wondered if the roof would be gone but it was still intact and so we stumbled through the door and knelt on the rough stone facing each other, our arms wrapped around each other and our faces buried in each other's necks. The thick stone walls muffled the sound of the wind out and I heard the little noises she made; the sobs and whimpers, and I hugged her and whispered words of comfort into her ear.
'It's all right, Sarah. You're safe, my love. You're safe now.'
'I thought I was gone,' she whispered back, and her voice was broken and gusty. 'I thought I'd never see you again.'
'I'm here. We're together, we're safe.'
She pulled back and gazed into my face, her eyes still full of fear. She was shivering from cold and shock and I knew I had to warm her. 'What are we going to do?' she whispered.
I stood up and pulled her to her feet and we went into the little back room where the kitchen had been. There were logs and kindling already set out in the hearth and I bent down and lit the fire, watching for a moment in case the chimney didn't draw -- but it caught quickly within a minute or two the flames were crackling and flickering shadows jumped on the walls from the cheery orange glow. She leaned forward and warmed her hands over the flames.
'Wait here,' I said. 'I'll go to the shed and see what we can use tonight.'
One of the trees next to the shed had come down but I was able to squeeze through the tangle of branches to the door, still open from my earlier work. There wasn't much there -- tools, mostly, and building materials like cement and paint -- but I found a couple of old blankets that the generator had been wrapped in and some cardboard cartons. There was a first aid kit, too, and a little box with some food in it that Sarah had brought in case we ever got hungry. I took it all back to the kitchen. The wind was still blowing hard but nothing like before, and I wondered briefly what had caused such a catastrophic and brief savagery -- a microburst, perhaps.
Sarah was still crouching by the fire and I put a blanket on the floor next to her. 'Get out of your clothes,' I said. 'We can dry them by the fire. I'll wait in the other room.'
She nodded wordlessly and I left her there. It was very dark now and I realised that the generator had stopped working, but we didn't need it. There was plenty of wood for the fire and there were a couple of torches in my tool box. I stood for a moment looking out of one of the new windows, thinking about what had happened. The right side of my chest was starting to hurt and I lifted my wet shirt and peered at the skin, but it was too dark to see much. Through the salt splattered window I could see the twinkling of lights on the other side of the bay and I knew they would come looking for us in the morning, so I wasn't worried -- not about that. It was Sarah who concerned me: she'd been so close to drowning and I didn't like the look of the pallor of her skin or the dilated eyes. She was in shock, and I needed to watch her.
I turned back towards the kitchen without even thinking, and stopped dead in my tracks. Sarah was framed by the open door, standing before the fireplace with her back to me. She'd stripped off her wet blouse and bra and was peeling her jeans off. Her back was as smooth as alabaster, tapering from her shoulders to the narrow curve of her waist and her arms were smooth and well muscled. The fire painted her skin a golden orange, flickering as the flames leapt and danced, and there were pools of dark shadow in the secret crevices of her body. She still had her panties on: small and white, not much more than a gee string really, with the delicious curve of each buttock framed by the narrow strip of material disappearing between each cheek, and her legs were long and golden.
I knew I should turn away but I just couldn't, so I stood and stared at her, my heart suddenly racing in my chest and my mouth dry. She was so beautiful...so perfect -- a body sculptured in velvet, carved from ivory by a master craftsman. And while I stood there she hooked her thumbs either side of her panties and slid them down over the smooth golden skin of her thighs before dropping them into a little puddle of wet material on the floor. I remember staring at the little cleft where the swell of each perfect buttock started, and I regarded the exquisite shape of each cheek defined by the smooth curve of her hips. She bent down then to pick up the blanket and for a heart stopping moment her cheeks parted to reveal the cleft of her pussy with its soft wet lips and a wisp of golden hair that shone briefly in the firelight, and above it the tight crinkled orifice of her anus.
I must have made a little sound then: perhaps a gasp of breath or even the thudding of my heart, for she turned slightly and saw me. For a long moment we gazed at one another, her body still, balanced on one leg with the curve of her hip thrust outwards and the profile of her right breast exposed to my hungry gaze. It was exactly as I remembered it: a perfect globe of warm, living flesh capped by a nipple as rosy as a ripe strawberry -- and as I watched it stiffened, hardening in shape and texture to stand proud of the creamy flesh of her breast.
I tore my gaze away from her body and looked into her face, expecting anger or scorn or perhaps embarrassment, but there was none of those. Her mouth was open slightly, her lips soft and pink with the gleam of her teeth behind them, and her hair hung in a tangled mass around the slender column of her neck and I thought she was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. And still she didn't move: she simply looked at me, as still as a doe in the headlights of a car and in her eyes I saw a gathering awareness of what she read in my face.
For long moments our eyes were locked across that flickering, firelit little room: a wordless exchange as intimate as if we had whispered the deepest secrets of our souls to one another. I knew that in my eyes she had seen the secret of an impossible, aching love that filled my brimming heart until it might burst in my chest; of hope for something so hopeless it could never be, and dread that she might despise me for even thinking that way. And in her dark eyes I saw the sense of innocence lost; of a girl out of her depth, struggling with all her might to find her way back to the light and ashamed of what she had become.
And in those fleeting moments I understood how vulnerable she was. It was as if everything that she had been though had stripped away her confidence and left her naked and alone and in desperate need of comfort.
In a few steps I was with her and we clung to each other, her body against me and her mouth pressed to mine. I could taste the salt on her skin and smell it in her hair, and her lips were as soft as gossamer. God, how I wanted her! My cock reared up, pressing hard against my wet jeans and she felt it.
'Take off your things, Michael,' she whispered. 'Lay here beside me.'
We flung the cardboard on the floor and draped it with blankets and she lay down, staring up at me as I peeled off my clothes. There were shadows in her eyes still, but she smiled at me as I stood naked and she reached up and took my hand and pulled me down beside her.
'Tonight we are just you and me,' she said, and her voice was husky with passion. 'Friends, Michael, not siblings.' She touched my face, her fingertips tracing the line of my lips. 'Take me... just for tonight, and then never again,' and she put her mouth on mine and kissed me.
I'll never forget that night for as long as I live. She had been unobtainable and suddenly she was not, lying naked on the floor with her arms around me and her mouth on mine. The firelight flickered on her skin, painting it amber, and the dark shadows flickered and jumped in the corners of the room. She was sheathed in velvet and decked in gold, and she was mine.
She lay on the floor and I painted her body with kisses: onto the soft white skin below her ear in the hollows of her neck and across to the glorious mounds of her breasts. Her nipples were like ripe gooseberries in my mouth and I teased them with my lips, tugging on them until she giggled and pushed my head gently down. And so I moved to the flat plain of her belly, dipping my tongue into the little crescent of her naval and tasting the salt there; and then further again until my lips touched the soft gossamer hair at the little triangle between her thighs.
Her legs were closed and I drew them gently apart. Her sex was swollen with desire, the flesh a pale translucent pink and open like a rare exotic flower. Between the thick outer lips lay the inner sanctum, the flesh a darker hue and gleaming wetly in the flickering light, and at their apex a tiny seed lay like a glistening pearl in the soft wet bed of an oyster.
'Touch me, Michael' she whispered and I bent my head and brushed my tongue against the hot wet flesh, hearing the sharp intake of her breath and feeling her twitch as I touched her most sensitive spot. She tasted of sea salt and the oily flavour of arousal, and I lapped at her gently, little strokes of my tongue across the fleshy opening to her body; dipping down to scoop her juices into my mouth and then flattening to tease and tickle the hard little nub of her clit. She was delicious: a meal fit for a king, and so I ate her with all the skill I could muster - - lifting her long, golden legs up to her chest so her sex pushed outwards; clasping the warm plasticity of her buttocks and drawing them apart until she was totally open to me, the lips of her sex stretched open and an ooze of pearl-coloured juice between them like the cream in a delicious éclair.
For a moment I regarded the prize. My sister's cunt... the opening to her body, oozing wet and open - waiting for me to take it however I liked. To be sucked and fucked and filled as many times as I wanted; to take my seething sperm far into its mysterious depths somewhere beneath the warm satin skin of her flat little belly.
And so I ate her, wriggling my tongue into the warmth of her body, lapping, lapping, long langorous strokes from the tight crinkled little orifice between the pale crescents of her buttocks to the golden fuzz of her mound. Teasing her with my lips; scooping out her warm thick cream with the tip of my tongue so it lay like custard on my taste buds -- my sister's cream oozing from her body to paint my mouth and cheeks and chin, splattering like drops of confetti onto the blanket beneath us. My sister's cunt juice.
I could have stayed there all night but she stopped me with her hands on my head and her eyes on my face. 'Enough, enough,' she whispered. 'Put it into me,' and she pulled me gently upwards.
It isn't often you get to fuck your sister. I wanted to see it as well as feel it: to have the picture of that first time --to watch as the swollen head of my rigid cock pressing into her; to see the lips of her cunt opening to take me and the juice oozing around the shaft as I sank into her liquid depths. But I watched her face instead. She held my shaft against her with trembling fingers and I watched her expression as I sank into that beautiful golden body: the flare of her eyes as she felt the length of her brother's cock penetrating her. Wincing at the tightness of her cunt -- stretching, stretching, trying to take the turgid shaft pressing inexorably into her. The tightening of her lips and the gasp of wonder, and the softness of her eyes as I bottomed out and she gazed at me.
'You're inside me, Michael' she whispered. 'Oh God! You're right inside me.'
'Am I hurting you?'
She shook her head. 'No -- no. It's wonderful. I...I can feel you so deep.'
She crossed her legs over my back and her hands fluttered softly on my skin. 'Fuck me now,' she whispered. 'I want you to fuck me.'
The long withdrawal, slippery and tight, her cunt grasping at me like a frantic mouth, trying to keep me in. Ah, Jesus! Sarah, Sarah. The exquisite suck of her flesh until at last my knob broke free and rested for a moment on her trembling wet lips. The sense of loss in her eyes as she felt me leave the harbour of her body; the fluttering of her hands, grasping me, pulling me in - and then the delicious cloying grip of her cunt as I slid into her again -- the, clasping, amazing incredible feeling of fucking my little sister.
I pushed myself up and watched as I slid into her: watched the gleaming shaft as it appeared and disappeared, and in the little room I could hear the wet suck of her flesh above the crackle of the fire. 'Do you hear that, Sarah?' I whispered.



'Yes, yes -- the sound of fucking!'
'Tell me what you feel.'
She gathered her thoughts. 'I feel the ridge of your cock as you push in. It feels...tight. And I feel my toes curl when you're in deep.' She chuckled. 'You must be pushing against something connected to my toes.'
'I am, I am.' I slid into her again, rolling her hips upward to allow deeper penetration. My bulbous head was buried inside her, somewhere up behind her belly. 'Did your toes curl then?'
'Christ, yes.' She reached up and touched my face with the tips of her fingers, and her eyes gleamed soft in the flickering light. 'Cum into me, Michael, when you're ready. I want you to cum into me.'
'Are you safe?'
'I don't care. Cum into my body.'
But I wasn't ready to cum. I knew this might be the only time I ever made love to my sister and I wanted it to last. I suppose I wanted it to be special to her, too: perhaps to show that I was better than Lucy with her painted lips and greedy, grasping ways. And I wanted to watch her cum first -- to see the expression of agony and ecstasy on her face as she tumbled through time and space with me inside her.
And so I fucked her with all of my patience and skill: long, delicious strokes into her hot little body as she writhed under me: my balls bashing against the crack in her arse and the sound of wet slapping flesh loud in our ears. I licked her breasts and sucked her hard, swollen nipples and bit her neck lightly. I varied the length and timing of my strokes, teasing the nub of her clit with the slippery head of my cock and then burrowing it deep into her body. And then I turned her over and fucked her doggie, marveling how her vulva gripped me, reveling in the sight of my gleaming piston disappearing into that tight crevice, hearing her sighs and moans as she climbed the road towards her first orgasm. Three times she gasped that she was cumming and each time I held her still until the moment had passed, and each time she begged me for release.
The fourth time there was no holding her. She rested her head on the makeshift bed and her fingers went to her pussy, touching the point of our union, gathering the froth that rimmed her, the fingertips thrumming against her clit. 'I'm going to cum, Michael,' she whispered, and her voice was filled with wonder. 'Ah, fuck...fuck. Ah, that's good. Christ, it's coming.'
I drew her buttocks apart and my fingers brushed between them, touching the tight ring of her anus, smearing the silvery juice from her cunt over the crinkled flesh. 'Cum for me, baby', I whispered. 'Cum for your big brother.'
'Ah, yes...here it comes! Here it comes...ah, ah! Yes, oh God -' her voice was shrill and urgent, rising quickly as the blinding white hot wave reached up to seize her. I pressed my fingers into her ass and it sucked at me like a tiny mouth, the ring crimping my finger with a desperate grip as it slid into her bowels.
'Oh, God...oh yessssss-'
Her cunt seized me in a grip of iron and she writhed and bucked in the throes of her cum, grunting and moaning, her head thrashing from side to side and her moans filling the room. And in that moment I suddenly realised what I was doing...I mean, I knew it was Sarah, of course, and I knew she was my sister and that I was inside her, and I guess I'd sort of rationalised that somehow. But it was as if I had been in a dream and then I suddenly awoke and found it all to be true.
I really was inside Sarah.
Sarah, my little sister; the one I'd looked after as a kid. The little girl with pigtails I'd read stories to as she sat on my knee. Sarah, with the knobbly knees and braces, growing up shy and awkward. The one my mother had always told me to protect because she was a girl, and so special because she was my sister, and families always looked after each other. Sarah -- the amazing, beautiful, untouchable Sarah.
And now she was keeling on the floor with her legs askew and my cock was buried inside her - and her cunt was milking me, milking me, sucking at my rod like a mouth on a tit, trying to draw the juices out of my balls. Jesus! I really was fucking my sister, and she loved it, and I suddenly realised that it was the Beach House that had done this. I would never, never, have been able to do this anywhere else -- and yet here I was buried up to my nuts in her, feeling the clasping suck of her tight little cunt on my swollen prick and knowing that soon I would spray my seed deep into her.
And the image swept me up like a leaf in a storm and my orgasm burst upon me. With a strangled cry I unleashed the first searing jet of my sperm to splatter against the undulating, throbbing walls of her cunt -- drenching them in my pearly fluid, painting her insides with my seed. A second spurt followed, and then a third -- sizzling, boiling jets of my jism spraying into my little sister's body...filling her nooks and crannies and bathing her cervix, filling her up, filling her up.
Sarah cried out in wonder. 'Christ, Michael -- I feel it! Jesus...oh, my God!' I felt her hands gripped me, held my rod, her fingertips pressed at the point of where we were joined. Touched me where I went into her to explore the ring of her cunt, so slippery with the ooze of her juice and my sperm; and she squeezed me rhythmically to coax the last few drops into her grasping sex.
And at last we were done, and I slid free from her. She lay on her side and I joined her, our arms around each other and she touched my face with her fingers. 'Thank you, Michael,' she whispered. 'You'll never know how much I needed that.'
A sudden gust of wind rattled the roof and she glanced up at the new rafters above our head. 'Will we get out of her tomorrow, do you think?'
'I'm sure we will. If I can't salvage one of the boats then they'll come looking for us anyway.'
'So we have until morning?'
'Yes.'
'Can you make love again, soon?'
'Yes.'
'Then do it. Tonight is ours. Tomorrow -' A shadow crossed her face. 'Tomorrow, well -'
I put my fingers on her lips to still the words. I didn't want to hear about tomorrow, to hear her say we would never do this again. And so I smoothed her hair and brushed my fingers over her skin and I kissed her. And in a little while, I entered the glorious temple of her body again.
*
She was quiet in the boat on the way home. She sat in the bow and her face was pale and there were indigo bruises under her eyes. If I'd joked about it I would have said she was pale because I'd pumped four loads of sperm into her -- each time hearing her crying out my name, feeling her arms clasping me. The last time she'd whispered words of love too, but then we'd slept a fitful sleep and in the morning she'd been distant.
I moved forward and sat next to her and put my arm around her shoulders. She turned to me with a wan smile.
'This blanket smells of oil,' she said.
'And other things.' I could see the white stains on it, and in a sudden flashback I remembered my seed oozing from her vulva to lie like drops of pearl on the rough grey fabric.
'I never thought -' she glanced behind her but the old fisherman who had picked us up was too far away to hear. 'I mean, I didn't think that you and me -'
'And are you sorry now?'
'Sorry?' She shook her head. 'No. But what we did makes things so much harder for me, Michael. I need time to think.' She was silent for a few moments and then she glanced at me. 'I'm not on the pill, you know.'
'Christ! But you asked me to -'
'I know. I needed to feel you...you know. It made me feel like a woman again. I can't tell you why.' She reached out and touched me. It'll be all right, I'm sure. It's not my fertile time.'
'And if you are?'
'Then I'll love it, Michael. All the more because it is yours too.'
I regarded her. Jesus! A baby! I wondered how it would feel having a son or daughter by my sister and, bizarrely, whether it would change anything between her and Lucy if she did have one. Perhaps Lucy would be put off by the idea that Sarah had had sex with a man. I was grasping at straws.
'And what about us, Sarah?' I asked. 'What about you and me, now?'
'Us?' Her eyes swept over the bay, towards the island behind us. 'We still have the Beach House. It's a special place, I think. When we are home we are brother and sister...but there -- well, nothing can touch us.'
'Will you still help me with it?' I asked 'I'd like to finish it.'
A small smile crossed her lips. 'God yes,' she said. 'That's our special place, isn't it? We need to finish it.'
'And will you and me be the first to use it, when it's done? Just you and me, together?'
'Oh, yes,' she whispered, 'no matter what happens that will be a really special night, I promise,' and she laid her hand on my arm and turned to look forward again, to the future.
***
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See Emily Play
Peter James Symonds, known universally as PJ to his friends and family, watched intently as his kneeling girlfriend performed fellatio on his erect cock. She had an amazing technique he'd never experienced before which involved clamping her lips around his shaft just below the glans and then flicking her tongue back and forth over the sensitive tip until he was begging for release. Last night had been the first experience of her oral skills and he was looking forward to a second installment, and judging by her enthusiasm it promised to be every bit as good as the first.
His phone on the coffee table lit up but he ignored it. Suzy's lips felt like a band around his shaft and her tongue lapped around him, soft one moment and rough the next. He saw two beads of juice appear at the corners of her mouth and he wondered idly if it was his fluid or hers.
She grasped his rod with one slender hand and disengaged her mouth. 'Who is it?'
PJ glanced at the phone. 'My sister.'
'Then answer it.' She opened her mouth and took him inside again.
He picked up the phone and accepted the call, watching as Suzy began to bob back and forth. This was a new variation: deeper strokes interspersed with bouts of frantic tongue activity and the occasional suck like a Dyson vacuum cleaner.
'Hi Em.'
'Hey, PJ. Just calling to see how you are.'
'Couldn't be better,' he said truthfully. His mother had asked the same question every day in the week since he'd moved out of home but never whilst he was getting head. Emily's timing was exquisite.
'So what are you doing?' she asked.
'Ah...uh – well, just – uh - chilling out...you know.' Suzy was watching his face as he spoke, her eyes laughing and her mouth busy. She pulled his prick free of her lips with a plop and chuckled softly at his expression before bending her head to take him again. He saw that her bright lipstick had smeared on his shaft with a darker ring about two thirds down, like a tidemark to show how deep she had taken him.
'That's cool,' Em persisted, 'can I bring anything round?'
'Uh, no...no. I don't think so.' His voice was a little breathless. Suzy was doing the tongue thing again and the little beads of juice escaping from her lips had turned into a sticky trickle. He could feel his cock jerking slightly as he unloaded small spurts of lubricant into her mouth.
'Right. So you're OK then?'
'Uh...sure, Em. I'm – ah, ah...fine.'
'Well that's good.' She paused for a moment, and despite the amazing feeling of Suzy's mouth on his cock, PJ knew she was about to ask for something. 'So don't forget I'm coming to stay tomorrow,' she said. 'Could you pick me up?'
'Yeah, sure.' His voice sounded strained even to his ears, but it wasn't surprising. Suzy's fingers had burrowed under the elastic of his jocks and her finger was teasing his anus.
'Well, that's good then,' his sister said. 'Hey, why don't you ring me when you're a little less...distracted, and we'll agree a time.'
PJ dropped the phone on the cushions beside him and concentrated on what Suzy was doing. She was using her tongue like a little dart, dabbing his imprisoned glans with a little flicking motion right on the sensitive part. The sensation was exquisite, and his shaft swelled a little more in response. He grasped her head lightly between his hands and began to jerk his hips slightly. 'Fuck, Suzy,' he whispered. 'Ah, fuck...that's good! Ah, yes...just there.'
Her eyes had been closed in concentration but she opened them and looked at him. He noticed her pupils were dilated, almost as if she was high, and the irises around them were chocolate brown threaded with strands of gold. Her lips were clamped hard around his shaft and he saw the tidemark had moved close to his balls. This was one talented girl.
'I'm going to cum,' he breathed. The spiral of pleasure was building in his brain like a bubble in the black depths of the ocean, expanding rapidly as it rose up towards the hard white light. 'Ah, Christ! Here it comes baby!' His sperm surged along the shaft towards her waiting mouth.
Suzy removed his cock at the last moment and held it at her face, her fingers slim and white against the darker hue of his flesh. She smiled at his distorted face as the first jet burst from the eye and splattered across her cheek, followed by others over her hair and eyes and nose. His seed was as thick as custard and startlingly white, and it flew like scattered pearls into the glossy mane of her hair and streaked in creamy lines across the satin skin of her face.
At last it was done. The last few dribbles oozed from the end of his cock and Suzy gently wiped them away with the ball of her thumb. She smiled up at him and PJ smiled back, his heart still racing from the pleasure of his orgasm. When he first met her he had thought how young and innocent she looked, with her sweet little face framed by a fringe of coal black hair that hung in soft waves either side of her cheeks, and her almond eyes and cupid-bow lips. She had proven to be a voracious lover though, and he realised that part of her attraction was the juxtaposition of virtuosity and sluttishness. She had the appearance of a novice Nun and the sexual appetite of a whore, and the seed that now painted her innocent little face and hung in glistening cords from her chin reinforced that contrast.
'So what did your sister want?' she asked as she wiped his cum from her eyes.
PJ sat back in the sofa, watching her. His cock was still erect, such was the force of her sexuality. 'She just wanted to remind me she's coming over to stay next week.'
'Really? I hope she's broad minded, then.' Suzy obviously had no intention of stopping their antics around the little apartment.
PJ tried to picture Emily doing what Suzy had just done, but the concept defeated him. His sister was good looking but he had no notion of her sexual preferences: she just hadn't ever talked about them. In fact, he couldn't even remember her bringing boys home, so he imagined she was still a virgin and would either be offended by overt sexuality or embarrassed by it. Later he was to remember how wrong he had been.
'She's not like that,' he said, but without conviction. 'We'll just have to confine ourselves to the bedroom.'
'When's she coming over?' Suzy asked.
'Tomorrow. For a few days.'
'Then lets make the most of today.' She rose smoothly to her feet and deftly unclasped the fasteners to her little dress. It fell in a puddle of black cotton at her feet and PJ saw that she was naked beneath it, her body slim and white. She scrambled onto the sofa and straddled him, her round breasts pressed against his shirt and her mouth close to his. He could feel her thick nipples touching his chest and the fine hairs of her cunt brushing his erect cock as soft and light as feather down, and then her mouth was on his.
And as his cock slid into her wet little snatch, all thoughts of his sister were forgotten.
*
Emily Jane Symonds was the second of three children born into the family. PJ was older by just one year, and Rachel, the youngest, had followed a year later.
Em, as she was universally called, was a quiet girl who was blessed with good looks but inherent shyness. People often thought her arrogant because she tended to avoid them, but in truth she was a kind girl who just preferred to keep to herself. She had been good at school and was performing well at university too, but her mother worried about how quiet she was and used every opportunity to get her to meet people.
Her sexual experience was as slender as her confidence. Her virginity had lasted until the high school Prom which was much later than most of her peers; she finally surrendered it in the front bench seat of an old Ford with the cracked red leather rubbing against her bare buttocks and her left knee jammed under the steering wheel. Perhaps her reluctance to explore further was because it was such an unfulfilling experience: the penis concerned had been of very modest size, and although it was sufficient to rupture her hymen its owner was quite unable to bring any degree of satisfaction during the short and sad event. The guy involved said he'd put on a condom but it was too dark to see and she was too inexperienced to know the difference. She missed her next period and the pregnancy test showed positive, and for two months she hid her secret, wondering how she would ever be able to tell her parents, until a spontaneous miscarriage released her from that burden. She had vowed never to engage in casual sex ever again, and had kept her promise.
That was not to say that Em was not curious about the sexual act, nor frigid. She discovered porn early and enjoyed watching it, and was well versed in who did what to whom. During her long sessions she invariably brought herself to several satisfying orgasms with her fingers and other devices, which was sufficient to satisfy her urges. And so her sex life, whilst active, was almost completely solo and to her mind that was just fine.
Em lay on her bed and thought about the phone call she had just made. PJ was normally chatty but today it was obvious he didn't want to talk; she had heard his breathlessness and she thought there was another person there, betrayed by a soft chuckle and the occasional sound of wet slurping. Her imagination quickly filled in the dots: PJ was being serviced during her call and since his mouth had been at the phone it was probably someone else's doing all the work on him.
So PJ was fucking! In her mind she imagined what that might look like – his toned body naked and his cock thick and hard. She had seen it once as he emerged from the shower and had been impressed, even by porn movie standards. She'd liked the look of his body too – not an ounce of fat and the trace of a six-pack. He'd seen her looking and smiled at her as he shut the door, so he wasn't too bashful either. All in all Em considered her brother pretty hot, so it wasn't difficult to lie with her fingers in her pussy and imagine him being serviced by the unknown woman.
The thought of her brother being sucked off made her horny and she quickly undid the buckle of her belt and pulled down her cut off shorts. The front patch of her dark red gee string was already discoloured by her pussy juice: a dark patch about the size of a dollar coin, and when she pushed her fingers under the material she could feel her vulva was slick and wet. Her fingers slid easily over the warm greasy flesh with small sucking noises, and the level of her pleasure spiraled upwards quickly, fuelled by the image of her brother's face as he reached up towards his climax. She wondered if he had spurted into her mouth or whether his sperm had splashed over her body, and she imagined watching as it jerked and sprayed. The thought brought her quickly to a climax and the muscles in her legs and back tightened so that she was arched like a bow as she came. A thin squeal broke through her lips and a gush of moisture bloomed under her fingers.
And afterwards she lay on her bed and wondered what it would be like to spend the next few days under the same roof as him, and whether the mystery woman would be around to spoil their time together. And, in a deep corner of her mind, she wondered what he would be like in bed.
**
'So when did you say your sister is coming to stay?' Suzy asked.
'Sunday. The oldies are going away and they didn't want Em or Rachel in the house.' He chuckled. 'I can't say I blame them –if they stayed there wouldn't be a brick standing by the time they came back.'
'So Em's trouble, then?'
'Oh no.' PJ got on very well with his sister and he understood her better than his parents did. 'It's Rachel who's the trouble maker – Em is as good as gold.'
'So how come you got lumbered with her, PJ? It's not like there's a lot of room in this place. Where are you going to put her?'
'Mum asked if she could stay here and I agreed,' PJ said simply. 'She'll be fine, honest Suz. She can sleep on a mattress on the study – easy peasey. She's that short I could put her in a wardrobe and she'd fit.' He regarded the naked girl next to him. 'You'll like her. She's got an irrepressible spirit and a good sense of humour, and she doesn't take herself too seriously. She also relaxes a bit when she's with me, which is good for her confidence.'
Suzy considered the odd notion that you could get on with your siblings. She had two sisters and two brothers, three of whom she would not have pissed on if they were on fire; but she was prepared to accept Em would be different. Her main concern was how it would affect her in the next few days – she liked PJ and liked the freedom of being able to do what they wanted in his little flat. Having his sister around was likely to cramp her style. 'So what about me?' she asked.
'You?' PJ looked at her in surprise. 'What about you?'
'Will you still want me around here? The flat is so small...I imagine you don't want your sister listening -'
'I don't care about that,' PJ said emphatically. 'This is my house and Em's got to put up with it. If she doesn't like it she can leave.' He considered the girl next to him. 'Aside from that, she might learn a little.'
Suzy laughed. She knew she didn't hold back when she was cumming, and she didn't care much. She was pleased by the thought that the next few days weren't going to change anything...so they'd have to use the bedroom all the time but that was OK, and it would give some welcome variety when his sister left and they could use the rest of the flat to fuck around in. Suzy had some interesting ideas for the bathroom and the laundry, but she was happy to wait.
'So when are you picking her up?' she asked.
'Lunchtime. I'll drop her off here and then I've got swimming training at the aquatic centre. I should be home about five if you want to come around then.'
No, Suzy thought. I'll come around a bit earlier and see what your little sister is all about.
*
Em was waiting on the steps to the house when PJ pulled up in his car. The sun was out and the sky was blue and it was warm, and she wore a simple dress of buttercup yellow that barely covered her butt. Her heart gave a little twist at seeing him again and she threw her arms around his neck.
'Hey, PJ!' she was smiling up at his face and he saw the sparkle of sunlight in her clear blue eyes and his belly did a little flip. He and Em had always been close and he had missed her cheerful little face.
'Hey, Em! Is Mum at home?'
'Yep. In the kitchen.' She hooked her arm through his and they walked into the house together. 'She's hoping you'll stay for lunch.'
'I can't,' he said. 'I'm doing training at two and I have to make sure the pool is set up right. Are you OK to leave in about ten?'
'Sure. I don't have much to take.' She looked up at his face and laughed again at the thought that he was going to be around for the next five days.
PJ kissed his mother on the cheek and sat at the kitchen table for a slice of her walnut cake. She fussed around him, telling him all the things that mothers do when their children are going to be left alone, including all the dire warnings.
'Remember that Emily can't hold her alcohol,' she said. 'Don't let her drink too much.'
PJ glanced at his sister with a twinkle in his eye. He knew that Em didn't drink much anyway. 'So how much is too much, Mum?'
'Enough to be silly, so that's one drink.'
'Right. No booze. And what about boyfriends?' he asked. 'Is she allowed to see any?'
'Not after ten.'
'OK. Curfew at ten.' He ticked off an imaginary list on his fingers. 'And what about -'
Em coughed loudly. 'Hello! Does anyone know I'm listening to this? I'm over eighteen now...I can legally drink, drive, vote, have sex and go to prison, and nothing you two can do can change that.'
'None of which are good for you, girl,' her mother said. She turned to PJ. 'And don't let her drive your car...she's put mine in the repair shop for a month.'
'Not my fault,' Em said. 'Dad moved the gatepost and I didn't see it.'
Janice Symonds shook her head. 'That gatepost has been there for the last hundred years, Emily. It was your bad driving that did it.'
Em decided to keep quiet. She'd been texting at the time of the accident but she didn't feel it would be useful to explain that...besides, she knew where her mother hid the keys. She could always borrow it if she needed wheels.
PJ ate the last morsel of cake and brushed the crumbs off his shirt. 'Well, we'd better be off, Em.' He turned to his mother. 'And you have a wonderful holiday, y'hear? And don't worry!'
'As if,' his mother said as they embraced. 'I know that she'll get up to something, so all I ask is that you minimise the damage.'
They set off back to PJ's flat. Em was in the front passenger seat with her feet on the dashboard and he was having difficulty keeping his eyes on the road. He'd tried not to think of his sister that way, but it was difficult not to.
'So what's this new girl like?' she asked.
'How do you know I've got a new girl?'
'Ah, well, I thought I heard someone on the phone yesterday.' She smiled at him, her teeth very white. 'I'm right, aren't I? You've found someone special?'
PJ shook his head. 'I don't know if I'd call her special. It's a bit early to say.'
'But you're getting heaps from her.' A statement rather than a question.
'That's none of your business, Miss Perv.'
Em laughed. 'It sounded like it on the phone yesterday. You were grunting and she was slurping. Besides, if I'm in the room next door I need to know whether to bring ear plugs or not.' She contemplated the road for a few moments. 'Is she coming around while I'm there?' she asked. 'I want to meet her.'
'Sure. You'll get to see her tonight...Suzy. Her name is Suzy.'
'That's a hooker's name,' Em said. 'She's a hooker, isn't she, which explains how you found her so quickly. How can you afford a hooker?'
'She's not a hooker. ...she works in the local Real Estate Agent. I met her when I was applying for a loan.' His eyes roamed over his sister's legs again, lingering over their shape and texture. The hem of her little yellow dress was rucked around her lap and he fancied he could see her little white panties peeping out. Not for the first time he realised that his sister was an extremely sexy girl.
'Well, there you go then,' Em said triumphantly. 'She's from LJ Hooker! She is a hooker then.'
PJ laughed. 'Well, I guess you're right. You can tell her that when you meet. Suzy gives as good as she gets, though, so if you tell her she's a call girl you can stand by for a mouthful.' He pulled up outside the house. 'I'm going to head off right now, so let yourself in. You're sleeping on the floor in the study.' He handed her a set of keys. 'I'll be back around five and we'll have take-away tonight, my shout. After today we take turns cooking...I can't afford to eat out every night.'
'Thanks, Bro.' She unclipped her seat belt and leaned over, her lips soft on his cheek. 'We'll have fun, eh?'



'Sure. Don't forget your bag.' He watched while she hoisted her bag out and shut the door, and he left her standing on the front doorstep.
It took Emily about four seconds to unpack: she simply upended her bag by the side of the bed. Her chores done she looked around the little room: a computer desk and chair, a table lamp on the floor next to the single mattress and a cupboard in the corner were the only furniture. The window was small and overlooked what appeared to be a neighbour's bedroom and she made a mental note to watch it from time to time to see who was living there and what they did.
The flat was tiny: a bathroom and toilet opposite her room, a small laundry with a washing machine and drier, and a kitchen, lounge and the other bedroom. She could see he had expended effort to make it homely – there were pictures on the walls and potted plants on the window sills, and it was clean and tidy. She opened the sliding door to the little balcony and looked out to the south: the street was directly below and a park opposite, giving a pleasant outlook, but there was nothing else of interest so she turned her attention to PJ's bedroom.
It was much larger than hers with a queen sized bed dominating most of the floor. She saw at once a woman had been here: there was a lipstick and a jar of face cream on a bedside table and a lingering fragrance of perfume on the nearby pillow. She slid open the bedside drawers, touching nothing but seeing everything, and checked the wardrobe where her brother's clothes hung, but there was nothing of interest.
Em sat on the edge of the bed and thought about what she'd found, and what she hadn't found. The girlfriend came around often enough to care about the appearance of the flat, for she had left flowers in the lounge and candles either side of the bed; but there were none of her clothes in the closet so she hadn't moved in. There were no condoms in the drawers either, so she was probably on the pill; and no nightie so she slept naked - or perhaps she didn't sleep...perhaps this was only a bed for fucking. She imagined them rutting on the cream coloured bedspread, their bodies illuminated by the flickering candles and their moans of satisfaction echoing from the four walls. Her room was less than three paces away, separated only by a thin internal wall, and she wondered how she would cope.
Em rose to her feet, smoothed down the covers and closed the bedroom door. She'd been looking forward to reconnecting with her brother, and now it seemed there was now another person in his life. She wondered what Suzy looked like and whether he was serious about her, and with a sudden slide of disappointment realised that it didn't matter. If the choice was between hanging out with her or fucking his bimbo it was no contest. It looked like it was going to be a long few days.
*
Em was watching an old movie when the door opened. She looked up, expecting to see her brother but the face that appeared was that of a dark haired woman.
She set her car keys on the nearby table and held out her hand. 'You must be Emily,' she said. I've heard a lot about you.'
'And you must be Suzy. I've heard you, too...uh, I mean, I've heard about you.'
Suzy smiled at the little faux pas but said nothing about it. She held out a decorative gift bag. 'I've bought you a little welcome present,' she explained. 'It's difficult buying something for someone you don't know, so I hope you like it.'
Em took the proffered gift in some confusion. She hadn't expected this and didn't have anything to give her in return. 'I – well, thank you. I'm afraid I don't have -'
'No need.' Suzy smiled at the girl. PJ's sister was much smaller than she had imagined: perhaps only five four or five, but was very attractive. She could see what PJ had meant about her shyness though – even in the first seconds of meeting her Suzy sensed her solitude, but she also had an open, honest face.
'Look – don't open it now,' she said. 'I just dropped in to say hi. PJ won't be home for an hour or two so why don't we go and have a drink?'
'Sure.' Em nodded. 'I'll get my bag.'
They sat in the beer garden of the local bar, drinking wine. At first the conversation was a little stilted but the drinks and the warm evening sunshine soon worked, and they spoke more freely.
'So how long have you two been an item?' Em asked shyly.
'A week or so. PJ dropped into the office to ask about something...I was on the front desk and we sort of hit it off, and so here I am. He's turned out to be everything I like, so far.'
Em smiled. 'I guess it is difficult when you first meet someone. I've known PJ all my life and apart from his weird cross dressing habit he's a good guy.'
'Cross dressing?' Suzy looked startled.
'Sure. You mean to say you haven't noticed?'
'I -' Suzy glanced at Em's face, and realised she was joking. 'I have,' she said. 'In fact he borrows my clothes all the time.' She regarded the younger girl: it was clear she had a quirky sense of humour. 'So have you checked out the flat?' she asked, and smiled at Em's sudden confusion. 'Hey, it's no big deal - I would have done the same. It's just a way of finding out a bit about someone before meeting them. Did you look?'
'Sure – it took all of two minutes.'
'Yeah, it's not big, is it? So what did you find out about me?'
Em knew that if their roles were reversed Suzy would have checked out the clues as well, and she was finding it easy to speak to her anyway. 'That you haven't moved in yet, you sleep on the left side of the bed, you like to keep a tidy house, you're on the pill and you like adventurous sex.'
'Wow!' Suzy was impressed. 'Well, you got all that right, but how did you figure out the last bit? There's no chandeliers to swing from and I'm sure we hid the bondage kit.'
'I heard you on the phone yesterday...you weren't speaking much because you had your mouth full.'
Suzy laughed. 'He wasn't going to answer the phone, but I asked him to. I like stuff like that - you know, trying to shock people a bit. You weren't offended, were you?'
'Not at all. Actually, it sort of turned me on.'
'Well, that's good.' Suzy sat back in her chair. 'You know, I'll admit I was worried when I heard you were coming to stay – I imagined a spoiled thin lipped little bitch who would cramp our style for the next two weeks, but you're not like that at all.'
'You hardly know me. I could take after my mother.'
'Does she have thin lips, then?'
Em laughed 'Not especially, but she's – well, shall we say...protective of her children. You must have noticed how often she rings PJ? Twice a day at least and three on Sundays, worrying about what he eats and how he's coping and whether he's getting enough sleep. If she knew you were around she'd have you to dinner in a heartbeat so she could check you out. If she heard you giving her precious little boy head she'd take out a contract on you.'
'Thanks for the warning.' Suzy drained the last of her drink. 'You want another?'
'Sure.' Em watched in silence while her glass was filled, and she looked around. 'This is nice, here. Why don't you ring PJ and ask him to meet us?'
'I thought it would be good to get to know each other first. So do you have a guy?'
'Sure.' Em lied. 'He's away at the moment in Europe, so I haven't seen him for a while.'
'Tell me about him.'
'Not much to tell. About six foot, well built, dark brown hair – good body -'
'Sounds just like your brother.'
Em realised that Suzy was right: she had been describing PJ without any conscious effort to do so. She felt herself blushing and wondered if the other woman had noticed. 'Well, I guess he is, a bit,' she said. 'That's a coincidence, isn't it?'
'Sure,' Suzy agreed. 'So how long has he been gone for?'
'Uh – a week or two.'
Suzy nodded. She was reasonably certain that Em wasn't sexually active, which probably meant that she didn't have a guy at all. Her shyness hid a lot of things but it couldn't hide the vibes that women have when they are getting it regularly. Something to do with endorphins, she'd heard. She wondered if Em was actually gay and felt a twinge of excitement at the thought. Having little Emily Symonds sitting on your face with her hour-glass figure and tight little butt was definitely an interesting thought.
'So what's he like in bed?' Suzy asked.
Emily met her eyes. She could see that the woman didn't believe her, but was too caught up in the lie to wriggle out of it. 'Uh – pretty good. Not that I have a lot to compare him with, you know.' She gave a little self-conscious giggle. 'What about you?'
'Me? Well, I'm doing OK, thank you. PJ is above average...although he could be a bit more adventurous. Still, I guess most guys are like that, aren't they? You know, happy to poke it in and wriggle it around a bit, when there's soooo much more to do.' Em could see she was warming to the subject. 'The best lovers I ever had were women. They really know which buttons to press...singly and together.' Lucy was silent for a few moments, her mind on Toni Petersen and Katrina Roland and their talented little tongues. 'Have you ever -?'
'Oh, no! Uh, not yet.'
'You should try it sometime,' Suzy said. 'It doesn't mean you're a Les or anything – it's just something different.'
'Does PJ know – uh, you know, that you're um, bi?' Em asked. She could see the dark ring of Suzy's irises, almost black in the dappled shade of the garden, and for a moment she was reminded of the expressionless orbs of a shark circling its prey.
Suzy smiled into the girls face. 'Oh, I wouldn't say I'm bi,' she said. 'I just like the variety from time to time. And no, PJ doesn't know...yet. I'm hoping to introduce him to a friend of mine when the time comes, but I'm just not sure yet if he's ready. He's sort of into me at the moment, if you'll excuse the pun.' She laughed. 'Anyway, enough about that! You must think I'm dreadful, talking about sex with your brother.'
'No, no, not at all,' Em denied. It was true, too, she wasn't the least bit shocked or put out. Suzy seemed so much more sophisticated and worldly than her and yet was probably only a year or two older. She suddenly realised there was so much out there she hadn't done, and she hadn't even known she was missing it. 'I like listening to you.'
'You're very kind,' Suzy said. 'Now, let's talk about something else – have you left school yet?'
They spent the next hour chatting about work and hobbies and movies, and then walked home together, each thinking of the other. Emily found herself wishing she could be just like Suzy, full of excitement and adventure and brimming with confidence; and Suzy imagined taking her new friend to bed and what she would do to her delicious little body though a long, long night of pleasure.
*
That night Em lay in bed and listened to her brother making love.
It started with a low murmur of voices but it was obvious what they were doing. Em strained to hear the whispered sounds and her imagination filled in the periods of silence: Suzy naked, her body smooth and tanned and her firm breasts with those amazing thick nipples she had seen thrusting against her dress. Perhaps she was lying on her side with one leg hooked over PJs waist and their faces pressed together.
'Ah, ah, that's nice.' Em could hear Suzy's higher pitched voice more clearly now. 'Put it in,' she whispered and there was a soft giggle followed by a groan.
Em heard the mattress protest as they moved. She pictured her brother's cock sliding into Suzy's body, slick and shiny with her juices, and she heard the rhythmic squeaking of the bedsprings as he began to thrust. Maybe he was on top now, with her long legs wrapped around him...or were they doing something different? Perhaps she was kneeling to take him from behind, or perhaps she was on top, riding the thick root of his shaft. The images of their coupling flashed through her mind like a porno flick and Em felt her own juices start to flow, and her fingers crept down to the tight crease of her pussy.
The squeaking became more frenetic and she heard Suzy whispering again. 'Easy, easy,' she said. 'Ah, yes. Just there...slowly, slowly...ah, that's right,' and she gave a tremulous little groan. 'That's just right, PJ....it's deep....I can feel it right up inside me,' and then another sigh.
Em buried her fingers in her pussy and began to frig in earnest. The thought of her brother fucking Suzy not five paces from her was a far bigger turn on than any movie she had watched, and her level of excitement spiraled quickly. She spread her legs wide and thrust her finger back and forth into her wet canal in cadence with the squeaking springs, and imagined it was a cock. She envisaged it sliding into her body, and how her tight little vulva would grip the shining shaft as the head reached up towards her belly; and she heard the rhythmic squishing of her pussy adding to the orchestra of noises coming from next door. Every sound they made was clear now: the words and sighs and groans, and the soft slap of wet flesh upon wet flesh. It was almost as if they wanted her to hear – to be drawn into a sort of virtual threesome where only a thin wall and three short paces separated them, and so Em lay on her mattress and listened with a racing heart, and her legs were stretched open and her pussy soaking wet.
Twice the rising tide of her orgasm swept into her brain and twice she held it back, her hands clear of her pussy and her breath gasping in her lungs: and then the squeaking bedsprings fuelled her lust and her fingers crept back to the moist entrance to her body, and she groaned at the thought of the delicious images flashing through her mind.
At last she heard the whispered command. 'Cum into me.' It was Suzy's voice, full of need. 'I want you to cum into me.'
'I will, I will.' PJ's reply was hoarse. There was a period of silence save only for the bedsprings, faster now as he reached towards his climax, and then a low moan and his voice again, tight with passion. 'It's close...Suzy...uh, its cumming...it's cumming... I can't stop it – ah, ah. Fuck!'
The rhythmic squeaking stopped abruptly and Em heard shuddering gasps as her brother emptied his twitching balls into the girl. She pictured his seed splashing into Suzy's channel, thick and white and creamy; and she imagined the expression on her face as she absorbed it, her limbs straining to vacuum every drop of her lover's sperm into her body. The image was enough to trigger her own orgasm and the sound of a rushing wind filled her head and a sudden spurt of moisture soaked her fingers. Through the grainy half vision and tumbling wind of shadow and light she heard her own voice crying out, shrill and uncontrolled, on and on and on as the pleasure seized her, and the sounds echoed in the empty little room in which she writhed.
And afterwards, as the sweat was cooling on her body, she heard the soft laughs from next door and the murmuring of lovers sated, and she wished she were just like them.
*
Em woke to the sound of the door opening and she opened her eyes to see Suzy crouching on the floor beside the mattress.
'I hope we didn't disturb you too much last night,' she said, and there was laughter in her eyes.
Em shook her head. 'Uh, well, no.'
Suzy smiled. 'That's good.' She regarded the girl for a few moments. The sheet was pulled up to her chin but she could see the outline of her body beneath it with its hills and valleys and warm curves. In the morning sun her eyes were very blue, and within them was an expression of loneliness.
'I'm working this morning,' she continued. 'But I wondered if we could catch up for lunch...just the two of us. Would you like that?'
'Oh, yes please.'
'Right. The same place as yesterday, then...say at twelve thirty?'
'I'll be there.'
Suzy examined her for a second longer, and then she bent forward and pressed her lips to Em's. For a moment the younger girl was too surprised to do anything: she simply lay there with her eyes open; and then she felt how soft Suzy's lips were and in a sudden rush she understood that this was not a simple goodbye kiss but a sensual one, and her mouth opened in supplication. She reached up and put her arms around Suzy's neck and her senses were swamped by the softness of her skin and the perfume of her hair, and her heart started racing.
For a long moment their lips were joined, and then Suzy stood back. She looked down at Em and smiled. 'I'll see you later,' she said, and with a soft chuckle she turned away and was gone.
*
Suzanne Amelia Jennings was born in 1990 in a small country town in central New South Wales. Her father was the national sales manager for a big agricultural products firm, a job which took him away for long periods of time and gave him the opportunity to meet other women on the road, a fact that didn't escape his long suffering wife. Any affection in the marriage quickly dried up, but the children were raised in a loving environment due entirely to their mother.
Suzy left home after school to find work in the city and soon found a lifestyle she had never dreamed of in the sleepy little town she left behind. She found shared accommodation with two older girls who quickly introduced her to alcohol, parties and sex, in that order – an infinitely satisfying arrangement because they shared everything, including boyfriends and themselves, sometimes singly and sometimes together. For the first two weeks Suzy lived in a state of constant amazement, but she quickly discovered a penchant for enjoying herself both in and out of bed, and by the time the first month was over she wondered how she had ever survived in her previous life. There was a constant supply of young energetic men who sought no commitment and, on the odd occasions the supply dried up or she got bored there was always her two flatmates, Toni and Katrina, ready to lift up the sheets and give access to their warm and perfumed bodies.
Sex with other women was not her preference, although she always enjoyed the experience when either one or both of her friends invited her to bed. She much preferred men, however, and therefore didn't solicit other girls: so she found it surprising that she was turned on so much by Em. What was it about her that made her so attractive?
Suzy pondered the question as she drove to work and decided it was a combination of factors rather than just one. Em's body was petite but was as beautifully proportioned as if it has been fashioned by a sculptor. Suzy had studied her ass pressing against the little yellow dress and not even the obvious panty-line could hide the smooth perfection of those tight little cheeks. She thought about what lay between them, and how young and tight it would be, and she found herself licking her lips in anticipation.
But it was more than just a nice ass: Em's waist was trim and her breasts small and firm, with enormous nipples that threatened to poke holes in the fabric of her dress; and her neck was...well, amazing. Suzy was into long necks and Em's was both long and slender and set upon perfect shoulders with an incredible bone structure. And if that wasn't enough, Suzy thought, there was her face: as sweet and innocent as a baby rabbit's. The expression in those guileless blue eyes promised innocence and virtuosity that was quite in contrast to the orgasmic groans she had heard coming from her room last night.
All in all, Suzy thought that although Em looked as innocent as a nun she was probably an accomplished little performer in bed - and she had never been with a woman. Her pulse quickened at the thought of teaching the girl new tricks and what they could do together; and whether PJ could be involved. The thought of being with a brother and sister in her bed was something quite new to her, and a sudden bloom of moisture at her crutch told her how exciting that would be.



And so she hurried into the office, anxious to get the morning over so she could begin.
*
'So how long are you staying with PJ?' Suzy asked. The remains of the meal lay before them together with an empty bottle of wine.
Em's eyes were bright with alcohol. 'Uh, another four days,' she said. 'If he can put up with me that long.'
'You seem to get along pretty well,' Suzy observed. She lifted the new bottle from the ice bucket and poured a liberal helping into the girl's glass. 'Better than most brothers and sisters.'
'Oh yes, we do. He's always been great.'
'So what's the problem with staying with him?'
Em picked up her glass and studied her new friend over the rim. Suzy was wearing a cream linen jacket and matching slacks offset by a crisp blue blouse, which she supposed was her corporate uniform. Either way, it looked stunning with her pale skin and dark hair. 'Well, nothing really,' she said 'It's just...well – I think I might be a little bit in the way – you know.'
Suzy smiled. 'If you're thinking that PJ and me resent you being there, don't. I know that he likes having you stay, even if he's really busy at work.' She regarded the girl and decided she had drunk enough to loosen her inhibitions. 'About last night -'
'I didn't mean to listen but it was hard not to, really... the flat is so small.'
'So what did you think?'
'Pardon?'
Suzy leaned forward, her eyes on Em's face. 'I mean, it must be difficult hearing your brother...fucking.' She let the word hang for a moment. 'So what did you think when you heard us? Where you embarrassed? Were you disgusted? What did you feel?'
Em remembered how her fingers had felt rummaging in her pussy and the growing tornado of pleasure that spiraled upwards to finally burst into most intense orgasm she had ever had, and the memory brought a sudden warmth to her belly. 'No,' she said, 'I wasn't any of those. I was...well, I felt excluded – you know, the two's company, three's a crowd thing.'
'That's a pretty old fashioned saying. There's nothing wrong with three being company.'
'I guess.' Em remembered the many porn flicks she had watched with threesomes: two girls and a guy or perhaps two guys and a girl. She liked watching them...liked the thought of having more than two hands touching you, of being penetrated by more than one thing at a time. 'I've never thought of that.'
'Or done it?' Suzy asked softly.
'No.' Em gave an embarrassed little chuckle. 'There's lots of things I haven't done.'
'So why don't you do some of them?'
'I...I'm frightened I might not like it, but by then it will be too late.'
Suzy sat back in her chair. 'You know, Em, I was just like you when I came to Sydney...young, and right out of the fleshpots of Candobalin. Do you know Candobalin?'
'No.'
'It's a little town west of Sydney...about six hours drive. The most exciting thing in town is the local museum, and that's shut five days a week.' She closed her eyes, remembering. 'Most of the local guys are farmers, or farmer's sons. Good, strapping lads...good for haymaking, if you know what I mean, but in those parts a fuck is as good as a promise to marry, and I was never cut out to be a farmer's wife.' She laughed briefly at the thought of being tied to the land for the rest of her life. 'And there is no other work there, so I came to Sydney as soon as I could...and do you know what I found?'
Em shook her head. 'No. What?'
'I found a life.' Suzy laughed briefly. 'It was like...well, doing eighteen years on one planet developing all the right equipment and then suddenly being dropped onto another planet to use it. It was exciting, I can tell you, but I needed a bit of help - which was where Toni came in.'
'So who was he?'
'She. Toni with an 'i'. She was my flatmate, together with a girl called Katrina. They were both Uni students, living on a pittance but full of life and fun, and they took the cunt of the country girl and showed her how to use it.'
Em blinked at the language. 'So they were the ones who taught you – um, well, you know...'
'Yep. I was like you, Em...I thought Lesbians were all square-jawed middle aged women who wore sensible shoes and parted their hair down the middle. In fact we had one just like that in the bank in Candobalin...nice lady but she'd been in the sun so much her skin was like leather. It would have been like licking emery paper.' She paused and Em could see her mind going back to the early days when she was young, standing in the bank and laughing at the thought that women did that to each other. 'But Toni and Kat weren't like that,' she continued 'they were...well, just like you and me. Smart, young, pretty...and into guys, too, but when there wasn't one around they enjoyed each other...or me.'
Em had a sudden vision of Suzy lying on her back with her legs open and another girl eating her out, and she remembered the softness of her lips when she kissed her that morning. She felt the warmth in her tummy extend to her pussy, a dull ache that demanded attention. 'But weren't you – well, you know...embarrassed?' she asked. 'I mean, you might not have been wired for that stuff. What if you didn't like it?'
Suzy laughed. 'All it took was one kiss. It's much softer than when a guy does it, you know, and it promised that the rest of the action would be softer too – not that I mind a bit of hard sex, but I wanted to try something different.'
'And was it? Different, I mean.'
'Shit yeah! They laid me down and worked on me for an hour or so. I reckon I came about a gallon that day...little old me who'd never squirted before was suddenly gushing like a geyser. I never do that when a guy is doing me.' She regarded Em with bright eyes. 'On a scale of one to ten it was a twenty.'
Em met her eyes. The image that Suzy had painted was clear in her mind, and it turned her on. She could feel her heart beating fast and her pussy was drooling into her pants. 'So why do you still do it with guys if it's so good?' she asked.
'Because I like them, too.' Suzy explained. 'I'm not a hard core lesbian, but doing it with a chick is different. I like variety and sometimes a girl is exactly what you need.' She leaned forward over the table, her face close to Em's and lowered her voice. 'You'll know what I mean when you meet the one,' she whispered. 'You'll be sitting together talking or sharing a drink and you won't be able to take your eyes off her. You'll sense the heat in your belly and your pussy will be like a little furnace and you'll hardly be able to wait to get her home and get into her pants. And trust me, you'll know that she's ready too.' She sat back and looked at the younger girl and her eyes were bold. 'So here we are, Emily. What are you going to do? Give it a go, or walk away and spend the rest of your life wondering what you missed?'
Em sat and gazed at her. Her pussy was like a furnace, hot and dribbling into her pants. She wanted Suzy with a fierce longing but she didn't know what to say, and was frightened of doing something that she would regret later. But Suzy was right...life was too short to be frightened and there would never be a better chance than this.
'That kiss,' she whispered, and her voice was barely audible. 'The one this morning.'
'Yes?'
'I – well, I really liked it. It was like you said – you know, soft. I think -'
'I liked it too, Em,' Suzy said. She leaned forward and grasped the younger woman's arm and the skin was as smooth as warm satin under her touch. 'So do you want another one?' she asked, softly.
Em nodded, her eyes on the table.
'Well, let's go back to the flat.' She squeezed the girl's arm and let go. 'And we can do whatever you want, Em, and if you don't like it I'll stop.'
'What about PJ?' the girl whispered. 'Won't he be back soon?'
Suzy shook her head. 'He's in the city today,' she smiled. 'Not back till late. It's just you and me, kid.'
Em would always remember that walk back to the flat. Her heart was racing in her chest: boom, boom, boom, and the blood coursed through her arteries in wondrous synchronicity. It brought a clarity of awareness that seemed almost supernatural: Suzy's hand in hers, the skin damp with eagerness; the tremor of excitement in her voice, and the desperate grip of her fingers as if fearful that she would change her mind and flee. I'm going to do it, Em thought. I'm going to have another woman. I'm going to suck her tits and eat her pussy and lick up her cum, and she'll do the same to me. Part of her was crying out to stop, to take a deep breath and think about what she was doing, but the larger part was trembling with excitement. Her sex was slick with juices, seeping into her pants at the thought of what was to come, and although she was fearful she understood she could no more walk away than end her own life right there in the gutter of that quiet and empty street.
It was cool in the flat. Suzy released her fingers and smiled. 'I need to go to the loo,' she whispered. 'Why don't you get yourself ready?'
Em stood in the doorway of PJ's bedroom and surveyed the bed. She remembered the sounds she had heard coming from this room only a few hours ago: the squeak of the bedsprings and her brother's gasps as he plunged his rampant cock into Suzy's tight little pussy: and now it was to be her pussy, too, to play with as she wished. She wondered if her brother's sperm was still inside it, and whether she would taste it when her tongue was buried inside and the thought brought a punch of excitement to her belly. PJ and Em - brother and sister, fucking the same girl.
Em kicked off her sandals and undid the buttons of her dress with fumbling fingers, stepping out of it as it fluttered to the floor in a puddle of forget-me-not blue. Her breasts were bare and she cupped them briefly to lightly pinch the nibbles and then Suzy was there, treading the carpet on silent feet, and her fingers touched the little silk pants and curled under the firm cheeks to caress them lightly.
'You're beautiful,' Suzy whispered. 'So beautiful, Em.'
'And you are too.' Em turned and lifted her face to the older woman, and their lips met. The contact was like a jolt of electricity through her body and she felt her pussy spasm to release more juice into her panties. God, I'm like a river. I must be soaked.
Suzy lifted her lips from her lover's mouth and led her to the bed. 'Lie down,' she instructed. 'Close your eyes.' She watched as the younger girl stretched out and quickly shed her clothes before straddling Em's little body with her own. 'Keep your eyes shut,' she murmured and kissed her again.
Without sight Em's other senses were on overload: she heard the soft rustle of Suzy's dress falling to the floor and felt the mattress compressing, and then the electric touch of Suzy's lips pressing to her own, and the slippery hardness of her tongue. Her mouth opened like a flower and she tasted the wine they had been drinking and the scent of Suzy's skin was sandalwood and jasmine.
Em groaned softly into her lover's mouth and reached up to grasp her body. 'Be still,' Suzy instructed. She moved her face to nibble the girl's earlobe and the skin of her neck, her lips moving over the firm flesh as lightly as a shadow. There was trace of salt on her skin and the pungent bitterness of perfume where Em had dabbed it below her ears, and she heard the girl's breath rasping in her throat. Beneath the glossy skin she could feel the pitter-patter of the girl's heart, racing with excitement, and she could smell her excitement too: the warm musk of a young woman aroused.
She loves it, she thought, and I'm her first. Her lips moved over the heaving chest to the small breasts and their amazing nipples, and she latched onto one and teased it with her tongue. It was thick and rubbery and Suzy sucked it, feeling it stretch into her mouth and hearing Em's little sounds of pleasure.
'Jesus, Suzy,' the girl whispered. 'Ah, ah...O God, that's good!' She grasped her lover's head and held it to her breast and her back arched. 'Fuck, ah fuck...ugh, suck it, that's right,' and she gave a sigh of contentment.
Suzy let go of the nipple and watched as it sprang free from her lips, thick with excitement and coated in a sheen of saliva. She pressed her mouth to Em's flat little belly and slid her lips towards the elastic of the tiny white panties. The scent of the girl's arousal was much stronger now, a sort of oily odour that coated the back of her throat and seduced her senses, drawing her tongue towards its source like a magnet. She pressed her lips to the wet material and dabbed her tongue against it to force the fabric between the lips, and was rewarded by a loud moan.
Em's voice was gusty and broken. 'Ah...ah,' she whispered. 'That's it! Push it in....push it in!' Her fingers fluttered in Suzy's hair like broken birds and the flat plain of her belly contracted with the delicious sensation.
Suzy pulled aside the gusset of Em's pants and regarded her pussy. It was swollen, the outer lips fat and pink and bathed in a sheen of silver juice. She could see into the girl's body, the flesh a delicate pink with a lustre like mother-of-pearl. A trickle of translucent juice dribbled from between the inner lips and hung like a semi precious stone at their threshold, and she dipped her face to capture it before leaning back to savour its oily texture. The taste spurred a sudden surge of lust and she bent again and inserted her tongue between the fat wet lips and scooped more juice into her mouth.
Em's head thrashed from side to side and a low moan burst from her lips. She had watched girls doing it on the porn sites but nothing had prepared her for the waves of raw pleasure surging through her body. She grasped her knees and lifted them to better expose herself and her torso rotated to thrust her quivering cunt harder against Suzy's mouth. The movement squeezed out more juice and for a moment Suzy thought the girl was squirting, but this cream was thicker than cum juice. It smeared over her chin and cheeks and it was fresh and delicious.
Suzy held the girl's thighs and bent to her task with gusto. She laid the flat of her tongue against the tiny crimped anus and drew it upwards over the bridge between the two holes and then over the fat, weeping lips, the tip pressing against the girl's clitoris with each stroke. She remembered the things that Toni and Kat did: how their little pointed tongues ploughed into her own furrow, and she curled her tongue to do the same. It scooped out Em's cream and channeled it into her mouth where it gathered as thick as custard before dribbling down her throat. She's so wet, Suzy thought. Wetter than Toni and Kat. Wetter even than me. She wondered if the girl would squirt and her cunt contracted at the thought.
Em was in heaven. Each long stroke of Suzy's tongue raised her arousal one level, like a ratchet lifting a vast plain of unimaginable pleasure into the sky, clicking higher and higher. Her heart was racing, racing, thudding in her chest and her little body jolted and thrashed under the relentless onslaught of Suzy's mouth. Up and up, impossibly higher. She could feel how Suzy's tongue curled into her wet, twitching flesh, and her anus crimping as if it were trying to capture the slippery intruder. Up and up she climbed, into the blue-grey stratosphere where the air was thin; up and up, her breath rasping in her lungs and the light fading into a grainy darkness shot through with bright pinpricks of swirling pleasure... and then she was there - balanced on a pinnacle in a black void where everything had stopped except for the frantic beating of her heart and the lapping, lapping tongue sliding over her cunt.
The crashing release of her orgasm surged through Em's body and she shrieked with the intensity of it. Her pussy contracted violently and a jet of fluid was forced from her body to splatter against Suzy's restless lips. Wave after wave followed, like surf breaking on the black rocks of a reef - a creaming, swirling maelstrom of pleasure that shook her body as if it were a doll, and her limbs jerked and shuddered like those of an epileptic. She could hear someone wailing in the background - a thin scream as if they were in pain, and part of her knew it was her voice, but she could not stop. She was aware of gripping Suzy's head, too, mashing it hard against her thrumming cunt as if to force her nose and mouth and lips inside her body: and still it went on, a churning, irrepressible force of such magnitude that she thought her heart might explode.
And at last the storm subsided and the crashing waves grew still and calm. Em opened her eyes and found the world was still there, just as it had been before: her brother's room and the bed and the dresser – and Suzy too, smiling from between the open thighs with her face smeared in her juice. She crawled up the bed to lie beside the girl, and touched her lips.
'Sounded like a good one, Em,' Suzy whispered, and she leaned forward and kissed her. 'Now, when you're ready we'll start with lesson two.'
*
PJ pushed opened the door to the flat, his keys in his mouth and his hands full of shopping. Suzy was sitting on the lounge sofa and she looked up as he entered.
'Hey,' she greeted him. 'How was your day?'
'Good, I guess.' He set the bags down on the kitchen bench. 'Well, as much as any trip to the city is good.' He regarded her. 'I didn't expect you until later.'
Suzy shrugged. 'Em needed a bit of help finding her way around town and I took some time off work.'
'That was kind.' He leaned forward and kissed her. 'Where is she?'
'In the bathroom.'
'It's nice to see you guys getting on. I told you you'd like her.'
Suzy smiled up at him. Yesterday she would have agreed that she liked Em, but now ...well, she wasn't sure if it was an adequate word. After a couple of lessons the girl had proven to be the most adept little licker she'd ever experienced. She recalled the seemingly unending stream of mind shattering orgasms they had given each other and her toes curled at the thought. 'Like' just wasn't the right word.
'She's a great kid,' she replied. 'I'll be sorry when she goes.'
'Me too. I feel bad I haven't been able to spend more time with her.'
'There's still time,' Suzy said. She glanced down the corridor to check the bathroom door was still closed. 'She's very attractive. How come she doesn't have a guy yet?'
PJ shrugged. 'Dunno, really. She went out with a guy a couple of times and then seemed to go right off the whole idea. She seems happy to spend her time at home, mostly.' He strolled into the kitchen. 'Do you want a beer?'
'Sure – thanks.' Suzy watched as he fetched two bottles and flopped down beside her. 'I guess there's time. How old is she, anyway?
'Nineteen last April.'
Suzy was surprised. Em certainly didn't look that old, but the small stature and baby face gave an impression of extreme youth. 'Is she gay, do you think?' she asked.
'Nah. I've not noticed any particular girlfriends. I think she's just shy.'
'She doesn't seem shy with me. Do you think she's hot?'
PJ took a swig from the bottle and laughed. 'Christ, Suzy! What sort of question is that? She's my sister!'
'Well you're a guy and I just wondered if you find her attractive, that's all.'
'Sure. If I wasn't her bro and didn't have you, I'd want her.'
'Good answer.' Suzy rolled over the sofa and cuddled up against him. 'So you fancy your sister...that's really naughty,' she murmured. 'You'll have to tell me all about it.'
PJ knew her well enough to know there was a game involved. 'So what do I get in return?' he asked. He put the bottle to his lips and drank another mouthful. 'What's in it for me?'



Suzy laughed, a throaty little chuckle. The afternoon's sex had been great but there was always room for more. She hoisted one leg over PJ's lap and rubbed his groin with it, and was rewarded almost at once by a growing hardness. 'You tell me everything you'd like to do to innocent little Em,' she purred, 'and I'll tell you what my big brother did to me, when Mum was out.'
PJ put his hand on her thigh, the fingers curling downwards towards her ass. He could feel its delightful shape and texture and he remembered how his cock had looked last night, framed between the two cheeks as he sawed in and out of her pussy. The image caused his rod to stiffen more quickly 'Tell me now,' he demanded.
'Uh uh. She'll be out in a minute...I'll tell you later.' Her fingers touched his cheek, the nails rasping on his stubble, and she laughed again. 'And you can tell me every little detail about how you'd fuck the delicious little Emily Symonds.'
*
The evening was not a success. Em had showered and changed into her best dress, and although she tried to be cheerful it was obvious to everyone she was in a brittle mood. She sat close to Suzy and touched her when she could, and her frequent glances were full of meaning.
PJ mentioned it when Em was out of the room. 'So what's going on with sis?' he asked. 'If I didn't know better I'd say she'd taken a shine to you.'
Suzy shrugged. 'Beats me.'
'So you've no idea at all?'
She turned her eyes on him. 'No. What do you expect me to say?'
'Shit, I don't know. I've never seen her like this. Yesterday she was fine and tonight she's mooning over you like a love struck teenager. I thought perhaps you might have...well, you know, like – made out, or something.' PJ didn't know of Suzy's appetite for girls.
Suzy regarded him, surprised at his perspicacity. 'We had a chat today. She sees what we've got and she hasn't. I think she wants to borrow my dream...you know, be able to live away from home, have a job with regular money and a relationship with a good guy. It's a girlie crush thing, that's all.'
He nodded, pleased that his observation had been right. 'So what brought that on?'
'She's at that age, I guess. She'll be right.'
'Well I hope she doesn't get jealous when she hears us again tonight,' he said. 'When you tell me about what your brother did to you.'
Suzy dropped her voice. 'And you tell me about what you'd do to her. Have a good look at her before we go to bed, PJ, and get your imagination fired up.'
'I've had a look...she's right here, with us.'
'No. You're looking at her like a brother...I mean a real close look, like you were in a bar eyeing her up. Like you haven't been laid for a year and she walks in and all you can think about is getting into her pants. I mean -' she broke off as the toilet door opened and hurriedly changed the subject. 'So are you at work all day tomorrow?'
'Yep. It's really busy, but I'm hoping next week will be quieter.'
'Sure.' Suzy looked up as Em entered the room. Her eyes were red and she looked tired. 'You OK, Em?'
'Not really. I've got a headache. Would you mind if I went to lie down? I'll help with the dishes tomorrow.'
'Sure, honey. Is there anything I can do?'
Em shook her head, but her eyes told Suzy there was plenty she could do, if only PJ wasn't there.
*
Em lay in her bed and listened to the action next door. She'd tried to put the pillow on her head but it was no use...they were going at it hammer and tongs and her heart burned with jealousy. She imagined the slim thighs straddling her brother's face, just as they had straddled hers, and she remembered the exquisite taste of her juices as they dribbled and spurted from her cunt. Those same juices were being smeared over his face now, and he was sliding into that slippery little channel where her own fingers had been earlier that day. It just wasn't fair.
Em was not given to jealousy and it was not an emotion she enjoyed. She loved her brother and understood that he was the innocent party; and she thought she loved Suzy, too – certainly she loved what she did to her. But she couldn't help it: she wanted Suzy with a longing so sharp that it felt like a knife sliding under her ribs.
It should be me, she thought. I should be there, not him. How can she do that to me? Her pain came in waves like the breakers that sweep across the Southern Ocean, pushing aside reason and logic like drifting flotsam in the whirlpool of her mind. I need her. I want her. I can't live without her. And with the pain there was anger that Suzy would forsake her: she doesn't like me...she thinks she's better than me; and self pity, too, at the cruelty of what had been done to her... I'm no good. I've never been any good.
And then she remembered the look on Suzy's face as her first orgasm burst like a supernova in her brain, and how her limbs had twitched and trembled and the look of love she had given Emily as she kissed her mouth. And her spirits soared at the thought that Suzy did love her, and what they had together was good and clean and pure: and then she heard the whispering and the squeak of the bedsprings and her hopes were dashed, and the ugly cycle of her thoughts rolled through the ocean of her mind - pain and anger and self pity...pain and anger and self pity - until she could bear it no more and she rose from her bed on silent feet.
PJ's bedroom was open and she saw them through the narrow gap between door and jamb: her brother on his back and Suzy riding him. She was moving languorously, a sort of rolling motion back and forth, and her body shone like burnished bronze in the soft yellow light.
'What would you do to her?' Suzy murmured, and her eyes shone like a cat's as she looked down at her lover. 'Tell me everything.'
'I'd fuck her,' PJ said, and his voice was hoarse with excitement. 'Over the chair...kneeling. Her little ass thrust back and her legs apart.'
'Yes, yes,' Suzy's voice was excited. 'And would you eat her first? Tell me what you taste.'
'She's wet,' PJ said. 'So fucking wet, Suzy. Like a river.' He grunted softly and the room was silent for a moment except for the rhythm of the springs. 'I'm on my knees, Suzy, and my face is in her crack...pressed right into her crack. She's holding her cheeks open...those little cheeks, and they're tight...so fucking tight. I'm licking her. Long, long strokes, Suzy.' He grunted again, an explosive little sound of pleasure. 'Ah! Fuck, that's good! I can taste her...cunt, taste her ass. It's on my tongue and I'm licking her.'
Em crouched down on the floor, her face pressed to the gap. Above the sound of the mattress and the whispered words she could hear the soft wet slurp of her brother's cock entering and leaving Suzy's pussy, and she heard the woman's soft words.
'When did you first want her, PJ?'
'I've always wanted her, Suzy. Ever since she grew up. I watched her change and I wanted her and she never knew.'
'And now you have her. Tell me.'
PJ groaned again. 'Her juice is on my face, Suzy. Can you see it?'
'I can, I can.'
'Taste it. Lick it off.'
Suzy bent forward and ran her tongue over his lips. 'It's good, PJ,' she whispered, 'I can taste her too.'
'It's all over my face,' PJ whispered. 'She's like a river.' He lapsed into silence, staring upwards as Suzy worked him, her hips rotating and her breasts swinging back and forth. Her nipples were stiff and he reached up and grasped them, his thumbs pressing each of the hard nubs of flesh. 'Her tits are small,' he whispered, 'much smaller than yours, but I love them. Tight little titties.'
'But her nipples are big.' Suzy laughed softly. 'They're fucking huge. Have you seen them?'
'Yes...oh, yes. I'd love to suck them....' He released one breast and his hand moved quickly to her cunt to scoop her cream onto his fingers, and he smeared it on his lips. 'Ah, how juicy she is!' he said. 'Dripping on my face and my lips and in my mouth as I lick her. I'm licking her, Suzy, can you see? Long, long strokes from her cunt to her ass, tasting her juice...tasting her ass.'
PJ's words resonated in Em's ears like a bell, and her imagination flared at the thought. She imagined standing close to this mystery woman, watching as her brother took her. She saw him draw aside the cheeks of her tight little bottom to reveal the tiny, puckered hole between them...and she saw his tongue there, probing, probing... violating her, pressing against the tight crinkled flesh just as Suzy had done to her. She pictured his spit in its crevices and wrinkles, shining soft in the silver light, and she heard his breath rasping with excitement.
Em gasped at the imaginary image and pressed her face closer to the door. Suzy had placed her hands on PJ's chest and was leaning forward, her body rising and falling as she fucked herself on his shaft. Em could see it at the juncture of her thighs, slick and silver with her juices, and she could hear the soft slap of her buttocks against his naked flesh. The jealousy and self pity she had felt was gone, replaced instead by a burning, irrepressible lust.
'Are you going to fuck her, PJ?' Suzy asked, and her voice was suddenly louder. She fastened her dark eyes on the crack between the door frame and the jamb. 'Will you fuck your little sister now?'
The words struck Em like a blow in the gut and in an instant the face of the mystery woman changed to hers...crouching on the chair with her brother's tongue at her ass and the smell of their juices thick and cloying in her nostrils. Her anus clenched at the image and she felt a dribble of moisture ooze from between her pussy lips to trickle down her thigh.
'God yes, I'll root her!' PJ's voice was harsh. 'I'll bend Em over and fuck her from the back -'
'But she wants to watch,' Suzy interrupted, 'she wants to see her brother's face as he takes her.'
'On the bed, then' he whispered, 'on her back, with me on top. Little Emily staring at me with her hands on my back and her legs wide open... she can see her brother's cock sliding in.' He grunted softly, his hips pistoning against the soft cushion of Suzy's buttocks. 'She's so tight! And she's whispering, Suzy, telling me she loves it and she's always wanted it...moaning as I fuck her.' He growled softly and the tempo of his thrusts increased.
Em sank to the floor, her face still pressed to the crack and her ears burning from the words and the images they invoked. Her fingers were in her cunt and she thrust them back and forth in time to the cadence of the bedsprings, and she imagined it was her being fucked – held down by Suzy as her brother entered her. She could almost feel the slipperiness of his shaft as it reached up towards her belly, and the sound of labored breathing was hers.
'You're going to cum into her, PJ,' Suzy said. She was bouncing up and down, her tits bobbing and her face distorted with pleasure. 'You're going to cum into your little sister.'
'I will, I will.' PJ reached up and seized her wobbling breasts and he squeezed them. 'Ah, fuck yes...here it comes, babe....fuck, fuck – its coming.' His face screwed up and his back arched, lifting Suzy upwards. She stopped pumping and watched his face with glittering eyes as he reached towards his climax and she heard his strangled words taut with pleasure.
'Ah..ah. Jesus, Em...fuck it's coming, it's coming...'
'Yes,' Suzy whispered, and her voice was an exact match of Em's young tone. 'Cum into me, PJ. Fill your little sister's tiny little pussy with your seed.'
PJ seized Suzy's hips and emptied himself into her with a hoarse cry. Em could see his muscles straining: his legs and arms like steel cables quivering under the intense pleasure, and she saw Suzy eyes glaze as she felt the hot seed squirt into her body. 'Em!' he cried, and his voice was a strangled cry. 'Ah, fuck, Em, I'm cumming into you.'
The sight was enough to trigger Em's orgasm. She clamped one hand over her mouth whilst the other frantically frigged the soft, wet lips of her cunt, and the waves of ecstasy crashed over her like a tsunami. She rested her forehead on the door frame and rode it out, her body trembling and her vision shot through with sparkling strobes of red and green and white. And in her fevered mind she could feel the long jets of sperm splattering into her ... his sperm, bubbling hot like liquid magna erupting into the centre of her body; and she perceived her brother's face watching her, his eyes glinting and his mouth twisted in ecstasy.
And after a long time the waves of pleasure diminished and she slumped by the door for a few moments, her heart racing. It was silent in the room before her and she peeped through the gap once more. She could see her brother's chest heaving and his hands still grasped Suzy's hips but the storm of his cum had passed and he was still. But it was Suzy's face that arrested her, for it was turned towards the crack in the door through which she peered and her eyes were bright with awareness. She stared into Em's eyes for a few moments and then turned away with a complicit little smile, as if she had known she was there all along.
**
'You were watching.' Suzy's voice was low, in deference to the crowded tables nearby. She waited for a response but Em was studying her lap.
'I didn't mind, really I didn't,' Suzy continued, 'you've seen everything I've got and I don't suppose you saw much of him.' She surveyed the top of Emily's head. 'Don't be shy, Em – you know me well enough to know that I didn't mind...in fact, it turned me on. You really shouldn't be embarrassed -'
'It wasn't what I saw.' Em's voice was barely audible. 'It's what I heard.'
Suzy nodded. She'd expected this to be an issue and was prepared. 'Don't take it to heart, Em,' she said softly...it was just, well, fantasy talk. I'm sorry if you were offended.'
'You don't understand.'
'Believe me, I do. A brother talking about...well, what he talked about can be pretty confronting -'
Em shook her head. 'No. You still don't get it Suzy. I wasn't embarrassed by it...I was turned on. And I could see him. I could see what he was doing to you and I could hear what he wanted to do to me and I was...well – shit, it was hot. She raised her eyes and looked Suzy in the face. 'I lied about having a guy...there isn't one, and now I'm thinking about...well, my brother. So what does that make me, Suzy? I can't believe I'd be into that stuff, you know? Into -' she glanced around to check no one was listening '- into incest stuff.'
Suzy sat back in her chair and regarded the girl. Part of her was surprised – she really had expected a different reaction – but then again part of her wasn't. She remembered how quickly Emily had learned the little tricks the day before. The girl was a sex bomb just waiting to go off, and it seemed the idea of brother fantasy was not only acceptable, but welcome. She just needed a bit of help.
'You're worried you're a deviant.'
'Well – yes. That stuff – brother stuff – well, it's just not right...but it turned me on, Suzy. I liked the idea of PJ...stuffing his thing into me. Isn't that really weird?'
Suzy smiled at the girl's earnestness. 'Well, firstly I'd say that it was just fantasy talk Em –there's a long way between talking about it and doing it.' She reached across and touched the girl's hand, a gesture of support and understanding. 'Haven't you ever had fantasies before? Thought about fucking someone you know, or perhaps even someone you read about or saw on a movie or TV?'
'Yes, but never with my brother. That's a million miles different.'
'I thought that about my brother too, Em,' Suzy said. She stopped and looked around. 'I need to tell you something about me, something that might help you understand – but I can't do it here. It's too crowded. Perhaps we could -'
'Go home?' Em smiled. 'I was hoping you'd say that. Can you spare the time?'
'Sure. It's really quiet in the office and Georgie will cover for me.' She picked up her drink and downed it. 'Drink up, kid, and pin your ears back. I'll tell you as we walk.'
For years afterwards Em could recall every word Suzy said and the tone and inflection of her voice as they walked back to the flat.
'I was the fifth of six kids, Em,' she said. 'My Dad was on the road most of the time and my Mum did all the work – all the washing, ironing, cleaning and cooking and looking after us. We never really wanted for anything, you know, but money was tight and so we made do...you know, we shared clothes and toys and although we fought we looked after each other, too. The house only had three bedrooms, so there wasn't a lot of privacy. Mum had one room with Dad, when he was there, and we kids shared the other two. Louise and Kathy, the twins, were the oldest so they had the little room, and my two brothers and Anna and me had the other. She and I shared a bed until we were about fourteen.' She smiled at the memory. I often wonder if that's where I got used to sleeping with girls.'
'But you were only kids,' Em said. 'Kids do that. I can vaguely remember sharing the bathtub with PJ...we must have been four or five. It was no big deal, although I remember him laughing at me once because I didn't have a willie.'
Suzy laughed. 'He seems pretty happy haven't got one now.' She took Em's hand, and held it as they walked. 'Anna died when I was fourteen. She was allergic to nuts and they think some kid gave her some at school. She had a massive anaphylaxic reaction and the teacher panicked and forgot to use the adrenalin they kept in the office. By the time they got to it she had gone.'
'I'm so sorry Suzy.'
The woman shrugged. 'Life's pretty fragile, you know. She was alive and well one moment and the next we were putting her in the ground. I learned another lesson that day – to live your life as if it was about to end.' She squeezed Emily's hand. 'Not long after Anna died Louise and Kathy got scholarships and moved out so I was promoted to the little room, on my own because I was the only girl left at home. Sam and Daniel shared next door, which worked pretty well except I couldn't sleep at night.' She laughed. 'Can you imagine? All of my life I'd wanted a room to myself and when I did I couldn't handle it. I missed having the others around.'
'So what happened?' Em thought she knew where the story was going.
'Dan used to creep into my room. He was less than a year older than me and we'd always been close. We'd snuggle up and he'd tell me stories and I'd be happy. We never did anything although I sometimes felt his cock pressing against me when we were cuddling, and sometimes I'd wake up and the bed would be rocking.' She laughed. 'I guess Mum must have known he was sharing my bed because of his stains on the sheets, but she never said anything. She was always too tired.' Suzy stopped talking and they walked in silence for a while and Em could see her thinking back to those days.
'Dan used to look after me,' she said at last. 'He'd be very protective, y'know? At school and afterwards. If anyone bothered me he'd take care of it and after a while all the other guys stayed away because they knew if you tried anything with Dan's sister you'd get your head punched in. It was great to begin with, but then I got older and I wanted to date and nobody would go near me.' Suzy laughed again. 'It was bizarre...I wasn't bad looking or anything and guys would look at me, but socially I might just as well have been a leper.'
'But now -'
Suzy nodded. 'Yeah, I know. I'm making up for lost time. If Dan were here there'd be blood on the streets I reckon. Good job he's not.' She glanced sideways at Em. 'He was – is – very controlling. He might even have a go at you if he knew what we did.'



'And Toni and Katrina and God knows how many others.' Em was laughing.
'Yeah, well, a girl's got to do who she's got to do,' Suzy replied. 'Anyway, there I was, as horny as a stoat on heat and none of the guys I knew would touch me with a fifty foot pole and I was getting pretty pissed off. I'd told Dan to back off a couple of times but he just kept saying the guys weren't good enough. After a while it got to my self-confidence...you know, I figured that if I was worth anything then guys would fight for me but they didn't so it must have been me who was worthless. And then we had the Prom night. I'd saved all my money to buy a nice dress and I washed and showered and trimmed my vag and put on my very best underwear. Mark Reynolds from the senior class guys had asked to partner me and I was pretty excited. All the girls liked him because he was smart and he drove a beautiful old FJ Holden that him and his Dad had restored.' She laughed softly. 'He loved that car more than anything, which proved to be my downfall.'
'How come?' Em asked. She felt the warmth of Suzy's hand in her own and sensed that wherever this story was going it would help her, one way or the other.
'Dan found out about Mark asking me to the Prom and went to see him. Told him if he didn't want to see his car with pickaxe holes in every panel he'd better phone me and cancel.' She shook her head. 'I got the call the night of the dance, and there I was with my dreams in tatters and my new dress hanging in the wardrobe with nowhere to go.'
'So did you go?' Em asked. She remembered her own prom night and how excited she'd been, and she recalled what had happened afterwards. She thought that if she could have her time again she would have stayed at home too, but it was easy to look back and wish.
'Shit, no. Dan offered to take me but I told him to shove it where the sun didn't shine. Can you imagine what everyone would have thought if I'd turned up with my brother as my partner? It made me realise how fucking controlling he'd become...like a shadow over everything I did. I told him I was leaving in the morning and would never speak to him again, and then I went to bed and cried for a couple of hours.' Suzy broke off as they turned the final corner before the house. 'Ah, here we are!
Em squeezed her hand. 'Don't stop. I want to know what happened.'
'Sure.' They entered the flat and Suzy put the keys on the dresser. 'Fancy a drink?' she asked.
'Yep. Is there any wine?'
Suzy poured two glasses, watching as Em settled on the sofa. A ray of afternoon sunlight lay in a bright strip across her face and Suzy was struck by the symmetry of her features. She's like a beautiful little kitten, she thought. So eager to play and share whatever scraps of life you give her. She remembered her words to PJ about Em wanting to share her dream, even if it was only for a while. It was just like the words to a song she remembered. How did it go?
Emily tries but misunderstands, ah ooh
She's often inclined to borrow somebody's dreams till tomorrow...
Well, that was fine, Suzy thought. Perhaps she could help Em build her own dream. A sudden flush of excitement surged through her mind at the journey she would take the girl on, and the unimaginable pleasure it would bring to all involved.
She carried the glasses into the lounge and handed one to her before sitting down. 'So where was I?'
'In your bed, crying.'
'Yeah, right. I was feeling sorry for myself. The anger had gone and I was back to thinking I wasn't good enough for anyone...you know, I somehow figured that Dan was right, and he'd saved me from total embarrassment.' She laughed, a dry little self-effacing sound. 'How fucked up was that?! Anyway, the next thing the door opens and in he comes, creeping up to my bed.' She glanced at Em's face. 'I've never told anyone this – not even PJ, although I came close to it last night. It was five years ago, Em. Five long, fucking years and yet the memory is as clear as if it were only five minutes.'
'Tell me,' Em whispered. There was a heat in her belly. She knew what was coming and was desperate to hear it. 'It will be our secret.'
And so Suzy told her.
*
Her brother's voice in the darkness. 'Are you awake, Suz?'
'Yes.'
'I came to see if you were all right.' Suzy could hardly see Dan but his voice was close to the bed. 'Can I come in?'
She pulled the bedclothes aside and he slithered in, his skin warm against hers. 'Mum's gone out,' he said. 'With Mary, I think.'
'And Jim?'
'Out partying somewhere.'
So they were alone in the house. 'What time is it?' she asked.
'Just after eleven. Look, I'm sorry about the dance. I just can't bear the thought of you -'
Suzy put her arm around him and pressed her face to the hollow in his neck. 'I know.' Her voice was muffled. 'I know, Dan. But you can't treat me like that.' She could smell the alcohol on his breath. Dan tended to be remorseful when he had been drinking.
'I know' he sounded miserable. 'And I know why you're angry...but those things you said to me. I've been so worried -'
'I am angry Dan. You just can't keep doing this.'
'I was trying to look after you, Suz.' He turned to face her and he reached out and touched her face, his fingertips sliding over her skin as lightly as a shadow. 'I love you,' he said and his words were timid, whispered into the darkness as if fearful of rejection.
'I know, Dan. I love you too but -'
'No,' he said. There was a catch in his voice she'd never heard before. 'I mean, I really love you Suz...more than just a brother. I've tried to let you go but I can't...I just can't bear the thought of you being with others. I...can't.' His voice was whispering, entreating her, the words pouring out like a torrent from a breached dam. She'd never heard him like this before.
'I want you to myself. I know it's not right, Suz...I've tried, I really have.' His voice lapsed into silence, waiting for an answer, for reassurance, but she was silent. 'Do you hate me for it?' he said at last, his voice pleading, begging for her to speak. 'Don't leave – I couldn't bear the thought of you not being here.'
Suzy lay and listened to his stumbling words, and a fierce joy flared in her eyes. It was as if a ray of sunlight had suddenly pierced the dark shadow of oppression. In an instant she understood that she could be in control, not him, but she had to cement her power now, before the alcohol and remorse wore off and he was back to his usual self. A feeling of euphoria fizzled in her brain and her loins were suffused in warmth at the thought of what she would do.
'You've been pretty mean to me,' she said, and her voice was strong and confident. 'I meant what I said – I'm going.'
'I'm sorry,' he whispered. 'I'll make it up to you somehow -'
'You have nothing I want.'
'I'll do anything.' He was almost in tears. 'Honest, Suz. I'll be different tomorrow. I'll make it up to you.'
'No,' she said. 'Make it up to me now.'
'How?' Dan was confused.
She pressed her body against him. 'How do you think?'
'Jez, Suzy! You're my sister! I can't -'
'I was going to let Mark Reynolds fuck me tonight,' she said, 'until you spoiled it. Now you can do it.'
'Suzy -'
'Do it, or I'll be gone in the morning.' She slipped her hands under his jocks, her fingers moving swiftly to his cock. He was already hard and her fingers circled the hot straining flesh. 'And we'll do it the way I want, Dan.'
He groaned at her touch, his prick swelling harder. 'Jez,' he said again. 'Ah, fuck, Suz. That's...ah, good.'
Suzy released him. 'Get out of bed and take off your jocks,' she said, 'and pull the curtain back.' She watched as he did, and her nightie followed in a whisper of satin.
'Pull the bedclothes back – that's right...now eat me.'
The street lamp cast pale squares of light on the wall by her bed and she watched him crouch between the pale alabaster of her opened thighs. Her flesh twitched at the sensation of his tongue probing into her opening. 'Slowly,' she said. 'Just your lips, first.' She lay back on the pillow and closed her eyes to concentrate on the delicious sensation, and she felt her juices begin to ooze.
'Now the tongue,' and he obeyed, lapping at the opening and probing into her body. The level of her pleasure ratcheted up and she grasped his head to better direct him. She could hear the wet snuffle as he ate her and the odour of warm arousal filled her nostrils.
'Touch my ass,' she whispered. 'With your tongue. Lick it.'
Dan hesitated for an instant, then curled his tongue downwards as she ordered. The tip flickered against her rosebud and it twitched under the unexpected pleasure. 'Ah, yes!' she murmured, 'now wriggle it in....ah, yes, like that....just like that.'
He was tentative at first but grew more confident, his tongue lapping, lapping, sliding over her wet flesh in bold strokes, teasing the tight elastic ring of her anus and dipping into the soft wet flesh of her cunt. He lifted her thighs for better access and she rode the long waves of pleasure with small squeaks and groans, clutching his head to mash his face into her groin. In the yellow light she could see his eyes glinting as he gazed up at her, and his face shone with her juice. At last she could bear it no more and she pulled his face away.
'Lie on your back,' she demanded. 'Here, next to me. And don't move.'
Dan did as she said. His cock lay like a log on his belly and she clambered over him and lifted it upright with her fingers. She felt his hips move and pushed him down. 'Still! Don't move, I said. Now, let me do it.'
In the dim light she saw the skin had rolled back and the head was suffused with blood, a darker hue than her own flesh. It looked very big against the narrow opening to her body and for a moment her resolve weakened, but it was too late to go back. Her body was burning, longing to be violated, and she engaged the tip into her wet furrow. 'Keep still,' she whispered again. Dan was watching her face as she balanced on the tip of his cock, and he saw her catch her lip in her little white teeth as she braced herself for what was to come.
Suzy gradually lowered herself on her brother's cock. She felt the resistance like a dull ache pressing against her vulva and she checked her movement, pausing for a few moments to let the discomfort fade before starting again. The bulbous head pressed hard against her unyielding flesh and the pressure built rapidly, the ache transcending into sharp discomfort as the tip sought entry. She felt it could go no further and stopped, her eyes closed and her mouth open....God, it felt big! The pressure was relentless, the narrow channel simply too small to take the intruder; his shaft was bending under the strain despite its hardness and her vision was shot through with pinpricks of light.
And then, suddenly, her hymen ruptured. Suzy felt pain lance through her cunt as bright as the slash of a surgeon's scalpel, and she squealed as Dan's cock burst through the tattered obstruction and buried itself in her twitching body. She squealed again and lifted herself a little, looking down at the half hidden shaft and riding the long waves of pain as they washed through her. A trickle of blood oozed from between her pussy lips, as black as ink in the dim yellow light, and the breath hissed between her teeth.
'Ah, fuck, fuck,' she whispered. 'God, that hurt!' Her hands pressed against his chest, checking the depth of his penetration. 'Wait...just wait a bit.'
In the silent little room she waited, poised over her brother with his cock half buried inside her twitching flesh. Dan stared up at her without speaking, his eyes glinting in the light. Her cunt was incredibly tight, like a band of steel gripping his shaft, and the dribble of blood and juices was cool against his belly. He grasped his sister's waist and his cock twitched inside her.
At last the pain subsided and Suzy tentatively lowered herself a little more. She felt him penetrate further, the bulbous head pressing aside her tight reluctant flesh, but it was pleasurable and she grunted softly and lowered herself a little more. Gradually, bit by bit, he slid inside her until at last she was sitting on his thighs and he was fully immersed in her tight, clasping tunnel. Dan began to thrust upwards gently.
'No!' she whispered. 'Keep still!' Suzy could feel the bulbous head pressing against something vital somewhere deep inside. She began to undulate gently, tentative little movements of her body, and the pain gave way to soft waves of pleasure.
'You're fucking your sister,' she whispered. 'Your cock is inside your sister, Dan. That's soooo bad.'
'I know,' he said. 'I didn't mean to -'
'But you are.' Suzy moved her hips in a gentle rhythm – back and forth, up and down. It was so slippery...tight and slippery and wet. She could feel the ridges in her pussy rubbing, rubbing, and the warmth of his shaft was deep inside. 'Nobody must ever know,' she said.
'Nobody must ever know,' he repeated. 'I won't tell, Suz, honest.'
'And I won't either Dan,' she purred. 'As long as you are good.'
Her brother stared up at his sister. Her generous breasts were swaying with the rhythm of her body and the nipples were stiff. He glanced down at the point of their union, watching his shaft sliding up into her tight little snatch. The dark patch of virgin blood had mixed with her juices and was a pale diffused pink, smeared over his skin. He suddenly understood the terrible power she had over him, and he groaned softly in despair. 'I will, I will,' he murmured, and his hands fluttered on her waist as she moved.
'You'll fuck me again,' Suzy said. 'When I want. And I'll see who I like, when I like.'
'Yes.' He could see there was no other way.
She smiled at him. 'Then there's nothing to worry about, Dan. Enjoy yourself.' She flexed her thighs and rose up his shaft until only the very tip was inside her, balancing, watching as a dribble of translucent fluid escaped from the lips and drooled down the shaft. She laughed at the sight and sank downwards to engulf him again, and she moaned at the delicious sensation of being filled. This was so much better than her fingers.
'Touch my ass,' she said, and Dan's fingers curled around her buttocks, the tips probing. Suzy leaned forward to give him access and she moaned again as one joint penetrated the tight rubbery ring. 'That's right,' she said. 'Now fuck it with your finger.'
The street lamp threw their shadows against the wall and Suzy watched the moving figures – coal black, undulating in erotic choreography – the girl's hair swaying and her breasts capped by thick nipples and her belly rippling as she worked the stiff cock buried inside her. Each clamp of her vaginal muscles drew a soft groan of pleasure from the dark figure beneath her, and the feeling of power surged through her again. He's mine now. He'll always be mine. On and on and on, drawing him upwards, waiting for the clasp of his hands and his hissing breath to tell her he was close before she settled back and waited. On and on, the juices dribbling from her cunt like a river until his thighs were soaked and the sheets wet; on and on, until it was time.
'I'm ready now, Dan,' she whispered. 'You can move now. Cum into me. Fill me up.'
Dan thrust upwards with long, deep strokes, punching up into his sister's body. Her breasts jiggled and her head was thrust back, and his fingers gripped her waist like claws. He could hear the wet slap of her buttocks and the squelch of her cunt, and the room was filled with the odour of fucking. A series of guttural moans escaped from her throat – almost like the groans of an animal, and they spurred Dan onwards.
With a final cry he buried his shaft inside his sister as deeply as he could and let fly. A geyser of sperm erupted from the head of his cock to splatter inside her. Suzy seized his head and cradled it to her breast. The sound of his orgasm triggered her own and she tripped over the edge suddenly, her back arching as the surge of raw pleasure took her. She could feel her cunt contacting in a series of tight little spasms, drawing out his sperm like a vacuum cleaner, and she shrieked with the intensity of it. He is helpless she thought. A twitching, moaning shell there only to service me, and I have the power. The knowledge multiplied her pleasure and she writhed in ecstasy, her cunt sucking, sucking, drawing the thick, bubbling cream from his balls deep into her body.
At last it was done and she released him, watching as he flopped back on the bed. For a long moment she stared down at him before climbing off in a fluid movement. 'You can go now, Dan,' she said. 'And remember...we have a secret now.'
He crept to the door and opened it, and Suzy called to him again.
'I'm not on the pill, Dan,'
Dan stared at her with an expression of horror, his mouth moving without any sound. She laughed softly. 'Don't you like the idea of knocking up your little sister, then? Wouldn't you like to be a Dad?' Her voiced hardened. 'You can go now, Dan, and I'll let you know.'
Suzy watched as he slipped from the room like a beaten dog and she sank down onto the mattress. A dribble of sperm oozed from the swollen pink lips of her cunt to drip onto the sheets and she stared at it for a moment before gathering it on her finger and putting it in her mouth. The pungent taste of her brother's seed filled her senses, and she laughed softly at the thought of what she had done, and what she would do next.
**
'You think I was too hard on him, don't you?' Suzy could see the disapproval in Em's eyes.
The girl shrugged. 'Maybe.'
'No, I wasn't. You don't know just how controlling he'd been...I was almost a hostage in the last couple of years. I had to do something to break that cycle.' She smiled. 'But the truth is, Em, that I'd wanted him ever since the early days when we shared a bed as kids. I'd have had him anyway, one way or another, so it worked out well.'
'Did you get pregnant?' Em remembered her own experience – one night and she'd been up the duff.
'Oh no. I was due the next day anyway, so the chances were pretty small. I think some of the bleeding was the start of my period but he wasn't to know that. It was all a bluff.' She laughed. 'I kept him waiting a month before I told him it was clear, just to keep him on his toes. You should have seen his face! He'd have done anything for me...in fact he did, several times.'
'Do you still sleep with him?'
Suzy shook her head. 'We did it for a few weeks and then I moved to the city. By then we'd stopped the whole 'who controls who' thing and just went at it because it felt so fucking good.' She paused, thinking about the times they'd had and the secret pleasure they'd brought each other. 'He's married now with a baby, but I think he'd still like to do it. Sometimes he gives me hints and I guess if the circumstances were right I would, but his wife is lovely and I won't do that to her.' She regarded Em. 'The point is, I had sex with my brother and it was fucking amazing, and we're both healthy and happy and better for the experience. It doesn't have the stigma that it used to.'
'Try telling that to my Mum. I can just see her face if I told her I'd shagged PJ.' Em's voice was matter of fact, but her belly gave a little twist at even thinking the words. Sex with PJ and Suzy, together, in the big bed next door. Jesus, that would be something!
'She's the older generation,' Suzy said. 'Ever since marriage was legitimized sex with siblings has been taboo, mostly because the fear of giving birth to offspring with genetic birth defects. I could spout a whole bunch of statistics about that misconception, but I won't. With modern birth control the issue goes away anyway.'



Em smiled. 'It's still taboo, Suzy, and illegal too.'
'And that's the point, honey. Sex with your brother is like no other sex you'll ever have. Trust me.' She could see Em was excited by her words and by the possibility of having PJ. 'Did you like my story?'
Em nodded without speaking. Her eyes were bright and there was the now familiar warmth in the base of her belly.
'So don't think you're weird or anything, Em' Suzy continued. 'It happens, believe me. It happened to me and it could happen to you, if you wanted. You're both young and good looking, so why shouldn't you be attracted?' She leaned forward and gave the girl a little kiss, her lips lingering for a moment. 'The issue is whether I'm prepared to share you.'
'Really?'
'No, not really.' Suzy breathed. Her face was close to Em's, their lips almost touching, and she could feel the electricity building. 'I think it would be amazing, the three of us together.' Her mouth touched Em's again, a little butterfly kiss. 'He wants you, little Emily. More than you know, so think about it and let me know if you want to play.'
'I will,' Em said. It was an interesting thought but at that moment her pussy was drowning. 'But right now I want you.'
'You've got me,' Suzy said, and their mouths met once again.
*
That night Em studied her brother.
She still had the post coital after-glow from that afternoon, when a series of mind blowing orgasms had left her clutching Suzy and gasping for breath. She was sated and content, and was able to study her brother objectively. He was sat on the sofa next to Suzy watching a movie, unaware of her scrutiny.
Why am I attracted to him? She thought. He was handsome, that was for sure. She saw the high cheekbones and chiseled nose and the curving, laughing mouth with its full lips. It was a strong face, the image reinforced by the dark eyes that were filled with intelligence and awareness. She saw how the collar of his shirt brushed the dark shining curls of his hair and how the rubbery muscles of his chest filled it. She saw him smile at something in the movie and his teeth were straight and white, and his eyes crinkled to give his face an open, pleasant look. He's gorgeous.
But it was more that that. PJ had always had a restless energy, but he directed it to help others. She remembered sitting next to him struggling with homework, and how he helped: his capable hands touching and directing, and his voice soft and patient. He was a listener, too, and was genuinely interested in what she said and what she did. She thought that all of his life he'd been kind to her and that she loved him because of it.
And she remembered what he had said and done the night before: the sight of the slippery length of his cock sliding into Suzy's wet pussy and his whispered words as he described what he'd like to do to her...his little sister. Words that she never thought she would hear, and which had left her crouching on the floor with her hands in her pussy and her heart pounding in her chest. How could she not have known that he fancied her? But then, perhaps she had known but assumed it was the way of siblings and nothing could ever come of it.
Something in the intensity of her gaze alerted PJ and he glanced across at her, smiling, pleased to see her there. His dark eyes regarded her for a moment and she saw within them more than just a welcome...it was there – the unmistakable look of wanting. She smiled back and breathed a kiss and her heart gave a little jump as she remembered Suzy's words: he wants you...more than you'll ever know; and she remembered too how she had lost Anna, her sister, and her resolve to live every day as if it were her last. Perhaps she should, too.
And so Emily Jane Symonds went to bed with her brother's image in her brain and her pussy wet with the thought of what they could do to each other. Her mind was torn between wanting him and the fear of where it might take them, but finally, in the quiet moments before sleep, she reached her decision.
*
'I want him, Suzy.'
'I thought you might.'
'But it must be soon, and you must be there too.'
Suzy chuckled. 'I wouldn't miss it for the world, honey.' She was silent for a moment, thinking. 'What day to you go home?'
'Friday, probably after lunch.'
'Right. Can you stay until Saturday? That's one extra night. Friday night's a good night to do this, but we need the whole night.'
'Sure. I'll need to let Mum know.'
Suzy regarded her. 'There's a couple of ways we can play this, Em. We could try and disguise who you are. He'd figure it out eventually but by then it would be too late. Or we could just put you there and see what happens.'
Em considered. It was almost surreal, talking about how they could get her brother to fuck her. 'I want him to know it's me,' she said at last. 'I want to see his face as he does it, and I want him to see mine.'
'Right. Well, just leave it to me, honey. Can you be at the flat at six?'
'Sure.'
'All right then. Anything else?'
Em nodded. She could feel a gnawing worm of nervousness in her gut and wondered how she would feel when the time came. Perhaps she wouldn't even be able to go through it. The thought made her feel sick, and she told Suzy.
'Don't worry, kid,' Suzy said, and her voice was bright and confident. 'It's just stage fright. Just follow the plan and you'll be fine.'
'But what if -'
'No ifs, Em. Not ever. Life's too short for that shit.' She paused a minute to let that sink in, and when she continued her voice was softer. 'This is an adventure, Em, an opportunity. For the whole of your life you will never, ever, forget Friday night... and for all the right reasons. When you are old and grey and the grave is close you'll still remember it and be glad. Trust me.'
'I'll try.'
'All right.' Suzy paused, a heartbeat only. 'Oh, and Em?'
'Yes?'
'Why don't you watch again tonight? I'll get PJ talking about you again.'
'I will,' Em said, and she felt the familiar warmth of anticipation in the base of her belly.
*
Emily Symonds had had long hair ever since she was a little girl. It was a deep chestnut colour with highlights of red and it hung down to her waist in a glorious shining curtain, although she usually wore it in a pony tail. People commented on her hair: it was her signature trademark, and she spent time and money caring for it but it was so old fashioned.
And now it lay on the floor of the hairdressing salon in discarded clumps, and the reflection that stared back at her in the mirror sported a bob that curled around her face to just below her ears. It was a startling change and Em regarded it critically.
'What do you think?' she asked the stylist.
'I love it. You look younger.'
Em agreed. She did look younger, by about two or three years. She thought if she put on a little uniform and bobby socks she could pass in any school as a fifth-grader without even trying. Little Emily Symonds, nineteen years old and going on sixteen.
She paid the bill and after making a few other purchases she walked to the bus station. There was another half hour before it left and so she bought a coffee and sat on her own, thinking about what she'd seen and heard she squatted by their bedroom door last night. Suzy had left it open a little wider and Em had a good view of her kneeling on the edge of the mattress with her bottom thrust over the edge of the bed whilst PJ buried his face between those tight little cheeks and ate her. Judging by the noises Suzy made he'd done a good job, too, and then he'd stood up and fucked her for half an hour or so and Em had watched the long, glistening shaft sliding back and forth and heard in exquisite detail how he'd like to roger his little sister and just how he'd go about it.
At one stage he'd turned and looked towards the door, his face still glistening with girlie cream, but he'd seen nothing and quickly turned back to continue his task. Suzy had splayed her knees and thrust her bottom upwards to give Em a better view, and she could see everything: the curve of her buttocks, each as firm and round as an orange, and her mound set between them. The angle of her vision made Suzy's vulva appear disproportionally large, like a hungry mouth devouring her brother's cock, and the outer lips were furled back against the fine wet public hair and suffused a deep pink, contrasting nicely to the paler pink of the shaft lodged between them. Em remembered how her fingers felt in her own pussy, and how she'd drawn out the exquisite feeling until they all reached a pinnacle together.
And in a few hours she would be there, kneeling in supplication to take...whatever. Would it be Suzy's tongue, gliding over the wet greasy flesh of her cunt, or would it be her brother's shaft, plunging into her body like a loaded gun? She'd seen how much he spurted last night: jets of thick white jism bursting from the bell-end of his cock to splatter against Suzy's tight little rosebud where it lay glistening like the cream squeezed from an éclair. Would he have as much for her? Was he sitting in the office making more, right now, unaware that it would be for his sister? The thought triggered a more distant memory, when she discovered she was pregnant after the Graduation Ball. She remembered the dreadful shock of seeing the test results, and the agony of trying to decide when to tell her parents. She was on the pill now, but the possibility of conceiving still worried her. Perhaps it would be better not to let him anywhere near her pussy. Perhaps it would be better just to walk away and pretend that none of this ever happened.
Em's train of thought was broken by the sound of the bus drawing into the bay and she gathered her belongings and walked to the embarkation point. As she settled in her seat she realised that the simple act of boarding had committed her. She would go through with it, whatever happened that night.
*
'Christ, Em! I would never have recognised you!' Suzy was genuinely astonished.
Emily patted her hair self-consciously. 'The stylist said it made me look younger.'
'It sure does! It's a pity we don't have a little schoolgirl outfit,' Suzy said. 'Perhaps next time.' She regarded the girl, her eyes lingering on her lithe little body. 'I thought you wanted PJ to recognise you.'
'Oh, I'm sure he will.'
Suzy smiled. 'He's just a guy, honey, and he'll have two wet little pussies to look at. I doubt he'll look at your face. You might have to tell him who you are.'
'He'll know.' Em sounded more confident than she felt.
'Right. Well, are you ready?'
'I want a drink,' Em said, 'and I want someone to get me in the mood. I'm terrified of what I've let myself in for.'
'That's what I'm here for, honey.' She took Em's hand and they headed for the bedroom.
*
Em glanced at the bedside clock, its illuminated red numbers told her it was 1820. Less than an hour to go. The fragrance of scented oil filled the room and she closed her eyes and focused on the delicious sensation of Suzy's fingers sliding over her slippery skin....shoulders, spine, buttocks, thighs...pausing briefly just above the back of her knees before moving upwards to the juncture of her open thighs, where they probed lightly before resuming their journey. Her pussy was throbbing in time with the strokes and as Suzy's fingers touched her rosebud it clenched, like a fish's mouth snapping at passing bait. So far she'd avoided playing with it, but Em was still hoping.
'That's lovely,' she murmured. 'Tell me what you'd like PJ to do to me.'
She sensed the woman's shrug rather than saw it. 'There's no plan, Em,' she said. 'You just do what comes along.'
'I don't know if I can fuck him, Suzy...you know...in the pussy. I'm so worried about getting pregnant.'
'You set whatever rules you like, kid. There's plenty of other places he can play.' Em felt Suzy's hands on her hips, urging her to roll over and she complied. She saw their reflection in the big mirror Suzy had bought that day: the older woman kneeling in the centre of the mattress and a young girl next to her that she hardly recognised as herself. Suzy's breasts were slick with the oil she'd been using and they shone in the candlelight, her nipples stiff. She set aside the little jar and picked up another and Em watched as she tipped a little fluid into her belly button. It was cold and she giggled.
'What's that?'
'Cointreau. It feels good and tastes nice.' Suzy bent forward over the girl and dipped her tongue into the little pool of slippery liqueur before moving her face towards Em's pussy. The sensation caused her to moan softly and she closed her eyes again to concentrate on the touch of Suzy's tongue. It moved lightly over the freshly shaved mound before dipping into her vulva, the tip barely brushing the wet folds.
'I want to taste you, Suzy,' she whispered.
'Soon, honey.' Em felt more liquid on her skin, drizzling over her pussy and trickling down to her ass and the air was suddenly filled with the scent of oranges. Suzy's tongue was lapping at her, dipping into her furrow with bolder strokes, and her body twitched with each lick. She gripped the sheet in tight little fists of pleasure.
'I remember when Toni first did this to me,' Suzy said. She was talking between the strokes of her tongue. 'She had the bottle of Cointreau in bed and was trying to fill me up with it.' She giggled softly. 'Did you know you can't just pour fluid into a pussy?'
'Uh, no...I -'
Suzy laughed again and dabbed her tongue between the fat wet lips of the girl's sex, the tip teasing her clitoris. 'We tried it, but it doesn't work. You have to bend right over and push the neck of the bottle in, and let it fill up that way.' She broke off to lick some more and Em could hear the soft snuffling of her mouth and the waves of pleasure washed through her. 'I reckon she managed to get half a bottle inside me,' she continued, 'and then she and Anna took turns to suck it out. It was lovely.'
Em imagined the oily fluid dribbling out of her and the squeals and giggles of the two girls as they lapped at her cunt, like little kittens at a bowl of cream. Liqueur and pussy juice. The image was intoxicating.
'Let me eat you, Suzy,' she said again. 'Please.'
'Sure honey. It's time now, anyway.' She slithered to the centre of the bed and lay on her back across it, her head towards the doorway. 'Now climb on top.'
Em straddled the older woman and regarded her pussy. She could see tiny beads of juice caught in the strands of her pubic hair, like drops of morning dew on a cobweb, and she leaned forward and captured them on her tongue, savoring the delicious flavour for a moment before lapping deeper into her slit. Suzy's cream seemed a little thicker today and Em felt it clinging to her lips and the inside of her mouth, and when she pulled away fine strands of silver connected them. A wave of lust surged through her and she bent forward and began to eat the quivering cunt in earnest, her body writhing as Suzy did the same to her.
Their sighs and moans and the soft wet slurping of their tongues masked the sound of the front door opening and the crisp click of PJ's keys as he put them on the dresser. He regarded the empty room and his first thought was that Suzy was late; and then he heard a groan from the bedroom and imagined she was hurt, somehow. He threw his coat on the back of a chair and hurried forward to help her, pushing the bedroom door open before stopping at the threshold as if poleaxed.
'Jesus!' his voice was a strangled croak. 'What...the...fuck!'
Suzy swiveled her eyes to the door. 'Hi honey. We've been waiting for you. Why don't you join us?' She turned back and PJ watched as she ran her tongue into the swollen furrow of the girl above her. He could smell the odour of oranges and scented oil and wet cunt, and his cock stiffened quickly. 'I told you I had a surprise, didn't I? Suzy's voice was muffled.
'Fuck, yeah! I thought it was tickets to the movies...not this.' He tore off his shirt and unbuckled his belt, his eyes on the two pale globes of Em's ass. 'So who's she?'
'A friend,' Suzy lifted her face from Em's crack and laughed. 'She doesn't like to talk with her mouth full, but she's been looking forward all week to getting to know you better.'
PJ kicked off his pants and shucked off his jocks. His cock was jutting out and he grasped it, feeling its rigidity. 'So where shall I start?' he asked.
Suzy dropped her head over the edge of the mattress and opened her mouth, and PJ laughed. He shuffled forward and engaged the head of his cock at her lips before pushing forward, and his shaft slid into her mouth. The angle of penetration gave unimpeded access and he felt the bell-end touch the very back of her throat and he began to pump gently, watching his balls swinging against her nose and eyes. 'Ah,' he said. 'Fuck, that's good.'
Em's bottom was right in front of him and he reached down and grasped her cheeks to fondle them, delighted by their shape and texture. His eyes were not yet accustomed to the candlelight and the view between them was shrouded in shadow. He felt Suzy's hand pull his cock from her mouth, her fingers curled around the shaft.
'Lick her, PJ,' Suzy whispered, 'just like I did.'
PJ leaned forward but the angle was wrong and he grasped the girl's hips and lifted them. She straightened her legs and suddenly her butt was there, right in front of his face. A spectacular little butt...perfect in every sense. He grasped a cheek in each hand and drew the cheeks apart and was rewarded by the sight of her pussy still slick and wet with Suzy's spit, and the crinkled portal of her anus above it.
'Jesus!' PJ's voice was filled with awe. 'She's amazing...perfect!' He bent forward and touched the girl with his tongue, the tip sliding between the slippery little flaps. She tasted of oranges and the warm oiliness of an aroused woman and he curled his tongue to engage in her furrow, flicking it back and forth just inside the lips. The flesh was as firm and ripe as a peach and he felt her twitching with the sensation and a low moan broke from her mouth.
PJ lapped at the girl for a few moments, delighting in the flavour of her body. Each stroke of his tongue elicited another groan and he dipped his face deeper into the crack between the little perfumed pillows of flesh. His hands were curled under each buttock to lift and draw them apart, and he saw how the tension of his fingers had opened her anus slightly. The flesh inside was a delicate shade of pink and he pressed his tongue into it, delighting in the textural contrast between the rougher ring of her sphincter and the smooth slipperiness of her bowels. She groaned again and the muscle crimped under his mouth before opening again with a slight sucking noise. Dear God! One moment I'm in the lounge expecting my supper and the next I'm here with my cock in Suzy's mouth and my tongue in some delicious little tart. The eroticism was intoxicating and he moaned aloud and buried his face deeper into the crack, his tongue lapping like a dog's. Who is she?
Em closed her eyes and quivered under the onslaught. Her mouth was still at Suzy's pussy but her mind was filled by a single thought: my brother's tongue is in my ass. She could feel it alternately curling as he plunged it into her bowels then the flatter, wetter strokes as he dragged it over her twitching anus. His hands were like steel bands on her bum, clutching the cheeks to hold her steady for his restless mouth, and his breath was hot on her skin. God help me, my brother's tongue is in me, and I love it. She lifted her face and looked in the mirror, watching as he ate her. PJ's eyes were closed and he had an expression of ecstasy on his face.



Em could feel her juices flowing like a river and her sex felt swollen to the point of bursting, like a sun-ripened pomegranate poised to split its glossy skin. I need him, she thought. I need to feel his hard cock sliding up into my belly. I need to watch it pressing into me. She opened her mouth to tell him but shut it again, terrified of what he might say when he discovered the truth. He still doesn't know it's me. She groaned in frustration and closed her eyes again to ride the long waves of pleasure, her muscles clenching and twitching as he ate her.
Suzy was having difficulty breathing as PJ's cock was rammed deep into her throat and his strokes were irregular. She tried to see what he was doing to Em but his balls were in the way, so she grasped the shaft and pulled it clear of her mouth.
'Why don't you fuck her, PJ?' she asked. 'Fuck her now, so I can see.'
'I will, I will,' his voice was wet. 'Soon. I just want to -'
'No...do it now.' Suzy was anxious to initiate the deed. She lifted his cock upwards, pointing the bulbous head toward the juncture of Em's thighs. 'She wants it now, PJ. Fuck her and let me watch. We can play more later....there's so much more to do.' She saw him relax his grip on Em's bottom and watched as the girl squatted lower, and she saw her little hand snake between their bodies to grasp her brother's cock.
Suzy let go of the shaft and watched with hooded eyes as Em positioned his prick against her little vulva. The swollen purple head looked massive and for a moment Suzy imagined the girl would surely split if he tried to push it in. The image of her struggling to take him caused a surge of lust, and she reached up and placed her fingers next to Em's 'Ah, yes, that's it!' she whispered. 'Put it in, honey. Push it in.'
Slowly, slowly, PJ penetrated his sister. There was pressure at first as she was very tight: the tip of his cock disappeared and then the movement ceased, as if he was gathering strength. Suzy could see her cunt lips compressing around him, the flesh almost bending inwards as he pushed. She heard Em whimper and saw her fingers grasping, trying to readjust the shaft, and she saw bubbles of juice oozing around the head as she struggled. The girl was gasping, little squeaks of discomfort as the relentless pressure built – and suddenly her pussy opened and he speared into her in a slippery rush.
'Christ!' Em's voice was strained. 'Jesus! That's fucking huge!'
There was a strained moment of silence. 'Em?' he said. 'Holy shit! Is that you?'
Em looked into the mirror without replying. She could see her brother stood behind her, his face turned to the mirror's reflection. His hands were on her hips and his loins pressed against her buttocks, and his face was white with shock.
'Fuck, Em! Jesus...I didn't know!' The hands fluttered on her back.
'Shhhh,' she said. His face was like a book: astonishment and shame and lust, each emotion painted like a flickering slide show. She could feel his cock buried inside her and she squeezed it with her vaginal muscles, as if to lock them together, and a feeling of euphoria surged through her. All of their lives PJ had been the one to take the lead, but now it was her turn.
'Shhhh,' Em repeated, 'just fuck me, PJ.' She reached back and clasped his thighs with her hands, pulling him forward and back to emphasise the point. Between her thighs she could see Suzy, staring up at their union, and beyond that her brother's balls swinging slightly as he began to thrust. She saw his eyes on her buttocks, and she felt his hands move from her hips to grasp them.
'I can feel you inside me, Bro,' she whispered, and his cock twitched at her words. 'Right inside your little sister...do you like it?'
'I...uh...I can't believe it, Em.' She could tell he was still shell-shocked, but it didn't stop the steady thrusting.
'You said you wanted me, PJ...I heard you. Well, here I am!'
PJ looked down at where they were joined. His shaft was sliding between the most perfect set of buns he had ever seen, each one just big enough to fill his hand. His sister's buns. He'd long regarded Em's ass as the standard by which all others should be judged, but that was based on the occasional glimpse of it in her swimmers. Now he was holding it, caressing the downy, firm flesh, watching as he slid his cock between their perfect curves. His cock...burrowing into his sister... fucking little Emily - and Christ, she was as tight as he had always imagined. She was moving under him, groaning with the sensation of his rod sawing back and forth, and when she spoke again her words were breathless.
'Talk to me, PJ...uh. Tell me what you feel.'
'I can feel you wrapped around me, Em. I'm sawing in and out...I can't believe its you.'
Em exercised her muscles again. 'Is it tight?'
'Fuck yes!'
'Tell me what you see.'
PJ rested his eyes on her butt cheeks again. He thought that if he never got to look at anything else ever again this would sustain him. 'I'm holding the cheeks of your ass open, Em. I can see everything.'
'Tell me.'
'Your pussy. It's wrapped around me...sucking at me. I can see the lips clutching my cock as I go in.'
'What else?'
'I can see your anus.'
The one you've just had your tongue in?'
'Yes.' Just hearing her say it was a powerful aphrodisiac. He looked down at the object of their discussion, watching the way it moved as his cock sawed back and forth into her slender body, and he remembered its texture on his mouth. She seemed to have enjoyed it too, so perhaps he could do more to that elastic little opening. 'Yes,' he repeated.
Em laughed. 'I bet you didn't think you'd ever get to do that.'
'No, I didn't,' PJ said. 'I never thought I'd be doing this, either.' He grasped her hips and buried himself into her, their flesh meeting with a slap. 'Or this -' his fingers found her nipples, stiff with arousal.
'Whatever would Mum say,' Em continued. 'I mean, if she saw us now.'
PJ considered the question but his brain couldn't comprehend the awful consequences of their mother finding out her kids were fucking. 'I guess she wouldn't be pleased.'
Em smiled at the understatement. 'I want you to fuck me at home when she's there....um, with you of course, Suzy.' She peered down between her legs. 'You're quiet. What are you doing?'
'Watching,' Suzy said. PJ's cock was about six inches above her face, sliding back and forth into his sister's slot. Em's cunt lips were bathed in silver juice and were moving, slithering back and forth on the shiny piston lodged between them. She could see a drop of liquid forming at their apex and she positioned her mouth below it, waiting to catch it on her tongue. Despite her experience she'd never watched a pussy being shafted before and the knowledge that it was brother and sister fired her lust. She lifted her head and caught the droplet on her lips, savouring the oily taste with her tongue. Somewhere above her she could hear the chorus of low moans as the two siblings fucked, and she sank back to the mattress to wait.
PJ's brain was spinning, his mind full of the amazing circumstance. I'm fucking Em. There hadn't been any build up to allow him to get used to the idea...one moment he was in the lounge thinking of his dinner and the next he had his tongue in his sister's ass. I'm fucking Em. Her hips were moving sinuously under his hands as if to capture every inch of his shaft and her cunt was spectacularly tight. He could see the ridges of her spine under the glossy skin of her back and her hair swinging over the nape of her neck as she moved. Each time he drew back the ridge of his cock appeared for an instant before her vulva closed over it, crimping the rim in a tight embrace, and a ring of fluid oozed from the point of their union. Fuck, she was tight! He could feel the seeds of his orgasm suddenly sprout somewhere in his brain, racing through his body in a tingling wave of anticipation. He tried to slow his strokes but she moved relentlessly to draw him upward.
'I...uh, it's coming, Em,' he said, and his voice was breathless and uneven. 'Ah...slow down...slow down. I'm not ready...it's too early -'
But she didn't. A powerful feeling of euphoria surged through her: the knowledge that she, little Emily Symonds, was in control. She felt her brother's hands gripping her hips to try and quell their pumping, and she heard the gasps of his breath. Her cunt was filled by him, sucking at him, drawing him in, and she worked harder to bring him on. For the first time in her life she felt the desperate need to be filled with hot, living cream, and she could not stop.
'I want you to cum into me, PJ,' she whispered. 'Fill up your little sister's cunt with your seed. Spray into me.' She began to rotate her hips whilst bearing down on the rigid shaft and was rewarded by the fluttering of his fingers on her skin. He was so deep, so deep. The end of his cock was battering something inside her, a dull ache of pain and ecstasy, and she heard the sucking noise of their coupling rising above her whispered words. 'Cum into me, PJ' she demanded. 'Spurt into me.'
PJ abandoned his attempt to hold back and he plunged back and forth into his little sister with vigour. His thighs made soft smacking noises against the soft pillow of her buttocks and he could hear the wet sucking of their genitals as they coupled together. He had a desperate need to bury himself as deeply as he could, to plant his seed far into her writhing body, and he leaned forward and grasped her shoulders to pull himself deeper. His vision tunneled until there was only her slender form below him, and he felt a great wind filling his head.
With a hoarse cry he thrust his cock forward and spurted into the wriggling girl below him. In his mind's eye he could see the head buried far into her willing flesh, pressed against her cervix as it exploded. He heard her whimpering, whimpering, her body motionless apart from the rhythmic clasp of her sex milking him, milking him: drawing the seed from his aching, twitching balls. On and on, jet after jet splattering in the tight narrow confines of her body, filling the narrow spaces between his cock and her cunt... seeping into her womb and oozing back to her vulva to bubble and froth at the point of their union. And then at last it was done and he rested his head on her back and closed his eyes.
For a minute or two no one moved. PJ could still feel her flesh twitching around him as if to draw the last few drops into her aching cunt, and then she turned her head to look back at him, her eyes shining and her lips smiling. He stared back at her, at the face he knew so well, and realised that nothing would ever be the same again. I've fucked my baby sister.
Em drew a shuddering breath at the intensity of her pleasure. She had not cum but the feeling of her brother emptying inside her was astonishing.
'Take it out PJ' she said at last. 'Let Suzy have her fun.'
PJ drew back his hips, watching as his cock appeared. The head was a deep purple coated with smears of cream, and as it bobbed free there was Suzy's face below him with bright eyes as she stared up at Em's cunt. Her face was splattered with drops of juice and her lips were drawn back in a rictus of pleasure.
She opened her mouth and caught the first drop of PJ's sperm as it fell from Em's drooling pussy. It was followed almost immediately by a thin stream that dribbled and splattered into her throat, dulling the shiny white of her teeth and coating her lips: and then a thicker discharge, stringing in a slimy cord that curled onto her waiting tongue like a glistening opal. She grunted in pleasure and lifted her head to lap the last few threads from Em's vulva before sinking back to the mattress.
'Come here, honey,' she said, 'I've got something for you.'
PJ watched them kiss. He saw how their lips touched briefly and how Suzy's tongue entered his sister's mouth, and he saw the whiteness of his cream passing between them. Em sucked briefly at her lover's mouth and then broke away to look at him. Her lipstick was smeared and a dribble of his sperm leaked from the corner of her mouth, and he could see patches of moisture on her thighs.
She regarded him briefly and then swallowed with an obvious motion, and she smiled up at him.
'It's Suzy's turn now, she said, 'and then me again. Do you think you'd be up for that?'
PJ had cum quicker than he wanted but the excitement had got to him. His cock was still massively hard though, and he knew he could go for hours now the initial pressure was past. He regarded the two girls kneeling before him, their lips wet with his sperm and their bodies shining in the light, and he knew the only impediment to absolute pleasure was the limit of their imagination. He remembered how tight Em's little ring had been on his tongue, and the tricks that Suzy had hinted at in the past but never shown him, and his belly twisted at the thought of the pleasure still to come.
'Of course I am, Sis,' he said, and he bent his mouth to Suzy's cunt.
*
The sun was shining when Em awoke, and she lay for a while in the quiet, empty flat thinking of the night. Her pussy was aching and she drew aside the sheet and examined it: regarding the dribble of moisture still seeping from her vulva. Her cheeks felt sore too, from the stubble on PJ's face and her lips were swollen with kissing, but apart from that she felt well...no – better than well. She thought about Suzy, and how only three days ago she felt she couldn't live without her – and now, well, that urge had passed. Em knew she wouldn't mind. Suzy was a survivor and was always looking to the next horizon.
And what of PJ...her brother and now her lover. How did she feel about him? Love? Not yet, perhaps, but certainly a deep attachment beyond any which she had felt before, and they had always been close. Need? Certainly. Her heart ached to see him again, and to continue what they had done last night. She thought it was more than lust, though, for here was someone she liked and trusted, whose body and what he did with it turned her on like no other. She wanted him again...and again, and was prepared to give him anything to hold him. But what did he feel? Was he like her, or was he filled with shame?
At length she rose and padded through to the little kitchen on bare feet. The morning sun cast long shadows over the work top and she saw a piece of paper on it, weighed down with a spoon, and she read the few words upon it.
We need to talk, Sis, and more if you want. Can I call you tonight?
Beneath it he had drawn a heart and fashioned his and her initials within it, and below he had signed his name with a flourish and added several kisses.
Em sank onto a chair and considered the words. She had expected him to feel remorse, perhaps, but it was clear that he did not. He wanted to see her again to do more, and in their parent's house too, so he must have remembered what she said.
For a while she sat in the sun thinking, suffused with a sense of deep contentment. And by and by she rose to her feet and hurried to get ready, to go home and put clean sheets on her bed and prepare the lies she would tell her mother in preparation for another night of fucking with her brother.
***
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Finding Rachel. Chapter 1
'And another thing!' Rebecca Armitage's voice cut through the hubbub of conversation like a paring knife though the soft, wrinkled flesh of a scrotum. 'You have a tiny, weeny dick!'
An instant hush settled over the room and I gaped at her, completely lost for words.
Bec looked around the bar and smiled. It was not a nice smile, by any means: rather, it was a malicious, mean-spirited, below-the-belt smirk that never touched her eyes.
'It's like a fucking little worm,' she explained to the listening crowd. Her voice was getting louder, reaching through the open doors into the street. 'Small and useless,' she shrilled, 'and....' she drew in a breath and I could see her mind racing to capture the right adjective. I braced myself.
'...miniscule!' she said triumphantly.
Now, there was a time not long ago when I would have seriously questioned whether Bec would even know a word like 'miniscule'. There's no doubt about the quality of her physical attributes, but it's fair to say her intellect isn't up to the same standard. It isn't just my assessment either - the general feeling amongst everyone who has fucked her, and there are many, is that the mass of each of her tits is at least twice that of her brain - and she is only a 34 C cup on a good day. But hey, she was clearly on a roll and you could have heard a pin drop. I could see everyone feasting their eyes on this feisty little blond who was happy to share her view on my noodle.
'It's a pathetic, shriveled, microscopic ugly little worm!' she screeched, 'and I never want to pick my teeth with it again!' And with that she turned on one shapely heel and stormed out of the room.
You know the old adage - if you throw enough shit some of it will stick? Well, she'd just flung a complete fucking sewage works at me and I was covered in piles of ordure. Jesus! I looked around the room and was met with a sea of gleeful faces, and my heart sank. I knew that tomorrow some smartarse would christen me Tiny Tony or Wormy Wilson and the name would stick, and the story of Bec trumpeting my tiny, weeny little tool to the world would grace dinner tables and be the butt of jokes at my expense for years to come.
The bar was silent and I saw they were all looking at me. God, if only I was clever with words. I needed someone to defuse the situation, to turn the tables on pox-arse Bec - but I just didn't have that gift and so I waited for some knight in shining armour to defend me.
The silence stretched out. I could hear the grandfather clock in the hall ticking.
'I say,' said Phil, who was standing next to me. He was my best mate and I knew I could count on him. 'That was a bit unkind -'
A sense of overwhelming gratitude surged though me. 'Thanks Phil,' I murmured.
'- to worms,' he finished.
The room erupted in laughter and I shrank back from him. Fuck! Tiny Tony it would be then, and I wouldn't have minded if not for one stark fact.
My cock really was tiny.
*
As I stood there I reflected on the short story of my member. It was small - three inches or so, and that was when it was really angry. And there was nothing I could do about it. The bottom drawer in my cupboard was full of stuff that absolutely, positively guaranteed a longer dick: creams and lotions, pumps and weights and suction gizmos and stretchy bands. Over the years I'd tried everything but all it had done was empty my bank balance and give me a sore - and still small - prick.
I'd sought advice, too, and they'd all said the same thing - not to worry about it. In different ways, of course, like my G.P. 'It's still functional, Teeny - er, Tony,' he'd said. I'd stolen a surreptitious look at his crutch and seen the outline of an elephant's trunk in his pants. Condescending bastard. Or my shrink: he'd steepled his fingers and stared at the ceiling. 'It's not the size of your pecker, but how you use it' he'd said, with all the sincerity of an undertaker explaining he could bring a body back to life (I'd reflected later on the irony of seeing a shrink about a small appendage). And then the young female doctor in the sexual health clinic with the sexy overbite and big nipples: 'It's not the meat, it's the motion,' she'd breathed in a little-girl voice. I'd hoped she'd show me how, but apparently she had much bigger things on her mind.
The worst was from my sister, though - a spontaneous comment as she saw me coming out of the bathroom one day when I thought the house was empty. 'Oh, Tony,' she'd shrilled. 'What a beautifullittle willie!' I'd scurried to my room, red-faced and humiliated, thinking that although my member might be compact, her twat was probably the size of the channel tunnel.
There was nothing to be gained by staying in the bar so I slunk out and started walking home, hoping that Bec was under a car somewhere and wondering where my sex might come from, now that she was gone. She might have been a first class bitch but her pussy was exceptional, and it wasn't like I had a lot of other options. Perhaps I could find a midget somewhere who would be happy with the size of my equipment.
There's an old junk shop in Morris Street not far from where I live and I often stop and look in the window. Passers by might think I'm interested in the bric-a-brac that fills its window: old books and pots and vases and bits of allegedly antique brass that probably come from Taiwan - but frankly, that shit leaves me cold.
No. The reason I stop to peer in through the grimy window is because there's a little brunette who works there. She's lovely: a shade over five six, I reckon, with a face as sweet as a baby rabbit, tits like honeydew melons and a shapely little arse that is just begging to be licked all over, preferably drizzled in golden syrup. She can be seen in the shop window from time to time - apparently rearranging the crap there - and she invariably wears a pussy-pelmet skirt...you know, one of those micro things made out of half a handkerchief that barely covers the hairs on her minge. And the thing is, she doesn't seem to mind that most of the male neighbourhood stand with their dribbling lips stuck to the glass, ogling her spectacular derriere and the pubes peeping from the elastic of her little white panties. I don't know what she gets paid, but it isn't enough - half the sales must be to guys buying shit they don't want, just to get a closer look at her.
The window-dressing thing doesn't happen often, though, so I wasn't expecting too much as I rounded the corner just down from the shop but - fuck me! - there she was, bending down setting up a box of crappy old vases in the corner of the window...and the street was empty. She was mine to ogle, all by myself. And so I hurried over and pretended to study a pile of old books in the window with my eyes swiveled sideways so I could see up her skirt. It was even shorter than the others and her panties had been pulled up so tight I could see the complete outline of her pussy: the dark lips pressing against the fabric and the material folded in between, jammed in her crack and translucent with her juice. She hadn't shaved recently, and little wisps of dark silky hair curled around the elastic in contrast to the white creamy flesh of the top of her tights. Fuck! And her legs were perfect, too: slim and shapely with the glossy flesh as firm as a ripe peach, leading up to that arresting little crack and the spectacular globes of her tight little butt either side of it.
The pretense of studying the books was forgotten. I mean, if you had the choice to examine a tattered copy of Ripley's Believe it or Not or a delicious little snatch not two feet away in a pair of microscopic knickers clearly not up to the job, which would you choose? No contest! And so I stood there with my tongue hanging out and my dick like a paddle pop stick in my pants, gazing at syrup-arse's delicious little cheeks with lust on my mind. I could almost smell her: the lovely, warm odour of a healthy young woman, and my mouth watered at the thought of how she might taste.
Christ knows how long I stood there with my tongue pressed against the window, but all too soon she stood up and the object of my desire disappeared under the hem of her little black skirt. She turned and saw me with my nose pressed to the saliva-stained glass and her face lit up in a smile you could have powered a thousand homes with. I mean, I'm not much to look at but that smile was just as if George Clooney was standing there with his dick out: a genuine, thousand-watt welcome that I just couldn't resist.
So I found my feet taking me into the shop...into that den of dust and debris and musty old books, not to buy anything but because I just had to see her close up. To gaze into those clear blue eyes and look upon face - or, better still, to peer down the top of her blouse at her magnificent melons. Who knows, I thought, as I stumbled in over the step, I might even get a head job. There was more chance of Pluto colliding with the Earth, but hey, I'm an optimist.
And fifteen minutes later I lurched out into the street twenty quid poorer and in love. Fuck! Rachel Pudney (as I discovered her name to be) was really something! She'd treated me like I was the only guy in the world. She'd ignored my stuttering and my stumbling and the drool on my chin. She'd touched my arm (which I now wasn't going to wash for a week), and smiled into my face and asked who I was and what I liked, and then sold me some piece of junk that I didn't need and didn't want other than she'd been the last one to touch it. It was worth twenty quid just for that.
I watched as she wrapped my purchase in tissue paper, her fingers dexterous and slim and her alluring breasts heaving with every breath into her lovely body. 'You come back soon, Tony,' she'd breathed in her soft west country lilt that made my little member crank up another millimetre. 'And tell me all about it.'
'About what?' I'd asked, perplexed.
She'd handed me the change with a knowing little smile, her eyes taking apart my soul as if she could see right through me. 'You'll see,' she said, and she laughed a few tinkling notes as sweet as honey as I lurched from the shop in a daze, clutching my purchase.
*
I live with my parents and sister in a house in Mort Street, which is well named as it must be the most fucking dead-end place in the entire universe - but it's free and Mum does my cooking and washing, so I can't complain. My old folks have one end of the house and I share the other with Cassie, my sister, who is two years older than me. Cassie has a steady boyfriend and she likes to sneak him into her room when she thinks no one else is home.
I've set up a webcam in a shoebox on the top of her wardrobe, and I watch as he fucks seven bells of shit out of her on her bed, the floor, the carpet and, on one memorable occasion, balanced on top of the dressing table so he could watch his dick going in an out in the mirror. Despite the fact that Cassie is getting it regularly she is a complete pain in the left nut so we try not to have much to do with each other.
I hurried home and shut myself in the bathroom, thinking of Rachel Pudney's fine round tits and tight little snatch, and in no time my little soldier was stood to attention. I dragged him out into the light of day and stroked him, thinking of how good she would feel and which of her delicious little orifices I'd do first. God damn, she was hot! I imagined how tight she would be and how my cock would look as it pumped in and out, and how she would grunt and groan under me as I fucked her. Holy shit, it was good!
In no time at all I felt the familiar urge and I shuffled my feet forward to the edge of the third tile and pointed Percy at the mirror while my orgasm built in my brain, spinning upwards in a tight little spiral of pleasure until, with a groan, I spurted. A jet of jism sizzled upwards and splattered on the mirror about a foot above my head - Bingo! A new record! A few others followed, gradually trailing down the glass until the final dribbles splattered on the floor next to my feet. No doubt about it, Rachel Pudney had won this round - better than Mila Kunis, whom I tossed over a lot, and even Charlize, by a good head's width.
As I contemplated the milky product of my balls dribbling over the glass there was a furious hammering on the door and a female voice boomed through the keyhole. 'Tony! Are you in there!? Let me in!'
'Fuck, Cassie! I'm busy!'
'I'm busting! Let me in.'
'Go to the other loo.'
'It's busy! Jesus, Tony, I'm going to pee myself. Let me in, please!' She hammered on the door again, the timber creaking with the force of her blows. She's a strong girl, my sister.
'Christ...OK, OK.' I fumbled Percy back into my pants and unlocked the door.
'Jesus, Cass- ' but she darted past me and was already crouching on the bog with her pants around her ankles, so I shut the door and went back to my room before remembering that my sperm was still splattered over the mirror. Shit, shit. Now she'd have something else to hold over me.
The parcel Rachel had wrapped was on my bed and I picked it up and sniffed it carefully, hoping it would retain a trace of her perfume. Bec used a similar product - two pound fifty from Boots - but somehow it didn't seem as alluring on her as it did on the devine Ms Pudney. Anyway, there was no trace of it so I tore open the paper to remind myself what she had sold me.
It was an old fashioned oil lamp, I think - you know, one shaped like a gravy boat with the wick poking out of the lid. The metal was dark with age and the spout was blocked by what appeared to be cement. The lid was similarly fastened with some sort of silicon (which inexplicably made me think of Rachel again), and the whole thing was tarnished and dirty.
I remembered her enthusiasm as she pressed it into my hands. 'Look at this, Tony,' she'd warbled. 'A genuine antique!'
'But I don't collect antiques.' I protested.
'Of course you do, silly! It's just that you haven't started yet!' She regarded me with eyes as big and blue as wedgewood saucers. 'Don't you want to start?' Her smile lit up the room. 'I'd be here whenever you wanted help! I could come round to your place and help catalogue them.'
She probably said the same thing to every guy who bought something, but it didn't matter. I was captivated by the vision of her being here, on my bed, observing my meagre collection of antique artifacts and making little grunting noises as I explored the tightness of her tube.
'Um, how much?'
'For you, twenty.'
'You mean twenty pence?'
'Twenty pounds, silly!' She glanced at the back of the shop to ensure we were alone and her voice dropped. 'You won't regret it, I promise.'
'But I -'
Rachel put her hand on my arm. 'Please, Tony! I haven't sold a thing all day. Just for me? Please?'
If she'd offered me a plastic statue of Adolf Hitler at that moment I'd have bought it, so I paid my twenty quid - and here it was. A ratty, battered, fugly, expensive jug: my very first antique. I picked it up and turned it over and examined the bottom. There were words etched there, probably some sort of hallmark, and I rubbed the warm metal to remove the grime and held it up to the light to read the fine print.
Made in China.
And at that moment it happened. The jug shook violently in my hand and became instantly hot to the touch. I dropped it like a hot potato and stared with eyes like Rachel's tits (round and bulging) as it bounced on the floor and came to rest on its side. The lid was flung off violently to strike the skirting board with a dull clang, and a spume of grey dust shot out from the open top like someone had just stamped on a vacuum cleaner bag. But it wasn't dust - it was a cloud of...something, whirling and spinning in a little spiral of granular particles that turned blue and then silver and shimmered and teased the eyes, forming one shape and then another before finally coalescing into...the shape of a man.
For a few moments there was silence in the room as we observed each other, and then I reacted with customary finesse.
'Fuck!' I shouted.
'Is that a command, master?' His dark eyes regarded me without blinking.
'Holy shit!'
'What about that?' He smiled, his teeth a dazzling white in the dark skin of his face. 'Is that a command? I need a command.'
'Who - the - fuck -are - you?'
'Me? Oh, sorry.' He did one of those ornate bows, you know, where you sort of wave your arm around at the same time as bending forward at the waist and bobbing your head.' Let me introduce myself,' he said, 'Ali Akbar Khan the -' he closed his eyes for a moment, as if counting, '- twenty third.'
I stood there like a landed fish, my mouth opening and closing with no sounds.
'And you are?' he asked quietly.
'Um - T-T-Tony Wilson.'
He smiled again. In time I was to grow to hate that smile for its utter insincerity, but for the moment at least it reassured me that he wasn't inclined to violence. 'T-T-Tony Wilson,' he repeated. 'Well, T-T-Tony, you look surprised to see me.'
'Fuck yes!' I tried to gather my thoughts. These two word conversations weren't useful. 'Where in hell's name did you come from, and what the fuck are you doing in my room?' I asked. Better.
'I was in there,' he said, and touched the gravy jug with the toe of his shoe, ' and I'm here because that's where the lamp was when I got out.'
I studied him for a moment. He was a big guy - I mean, probably six-six and broad across the chest. The diameter of the jug's top was about an inch I guess, so that didn't compute. Not only that, but if you've just been reconstituted from a bunch of dust particles you'd expect to look like a hobo but this guy was smart...I mean, we're talking a thousand guinea suit here, with a crisp white shirt and an Armani tie, and shoes like polished glass. His face was long and lean and sort of olive in complexion, but it was freshly shaved and I could smell a pint or so of eau de cologne even from where I stood. I figured the jug didn't have a bathroom inside so he was clearly bullshitting.
'Yeah? I asked. 'Well, if that's true then I'm Jessica Alba - how about you piss off out of the house before I call the fuzz?'
'Is that a command?'
'Fuck! What is it with this command thing? Well, if it makes you so frickin' happy then y-'
'Stop!' He held up his hand. 'I'm sure you know the routine, Tony. A genie pops out of the bottle and offers three commands to his rescuer. Well, that's me and you. You've got three, my friend, so don't waste them.'
My lip curled. 'Why don't you just get back in the jug, you loony.'
'Is that -'
'No, it's not a fucking command! It's a little test to show me that I'm right - that you're speaking out of your arse...and if you can't get back into that -' I gestured at the little jug, '- then you're a certified nut and I need to call the cops.'



The dark figure considered for a moment. 'Very well. I don't normally do this, but if you don't believe me then I'll show you.' He crossed his arms and closed his eyes and sort of screwed up his face, a bit like I do if I'm trying to squeeze one out to piss off Cassie. But instead of blowing off he sort of collapsed inwards as if he was being sucked off by a Black Hole, and before my very eyes he was reduced to particles of dust again that swirled briefly in a little cloud before rocketing back into the jug.
'Fuck' I said again, perhaps with even more conviction.
Looking back at that moment I should have said something clever but I just stood there with my mouth open and stared at the jug. I could hear tinny clanking noises from inside it, and a bright light suddenly speared from the top to illuminate my titty pictures on the wall. And then there was the puff of dust again and the shimmering, dancing cloud of particles that finally re-ordered themselves into Ackbow, or whatever his frigging name was.
'Jesus!'
'Well, no,' he said modestly, and shot the cuffs of his expensive white shirt. 'Just me.' He regarded my face with dark eyes. 'Now do you believe me?'
I backed up until my legs contacted the chair in the corner and sat down, my mind spinning. A fucking Genie! Something that every kid has read stories about, but hardly the stuff of reality. Perhaps Cassie had tried to poison me and this was a side effect. Perhaps my constant wanking had weakened my brain. Perhaps -
'Well?' he prompted.
I gathered my wits. There was only one way to test this, and that was to play along with his game. I nodded, my eyes on his face. 'Yes, I do. I don't get it Ackburg, but I'll go along with it for a while. Why me, though?'
He laughed, his teeth like small bar fridges against his dark complexion. 'Ali...just Ali. Ackbar is my family name - well, part of it. You wouldn't want to know the rest. It sounds like Meercats fuc- um, mating. Do you mind if I sit down?'
I waved a weak invitation and he sat on the edge of my bed with a distasteful glance at the stained grey sheets. 'Why you?' he repeated, 'because you had the lamp. You rubbed it, and I came.'
I was very familiar with that concept so it sort of rang my bell, so to speak. His mention of coming also reminded me the jism on the bathroom mirror that Cassie was probably examining right about now. Perhaps he could fix that.
'So what's the deal, um, Ali?' I asked.
'I'm bound to offer you three wishes.'
'And when they are done?'
'I'll ask you to move my lamp somewhere and I will take my leave.'
'Right.' I thought about it. The guy was clearly certifiable but he was clever, I'd give him that. Still, what did I have to lose?
'I'd like the biggest dick in the world.' I said firmly.
He looked at me for a moment. 'Is that your first command?'
'Yes.'
'Let me see it. I need to understand the challenge.'
'Pardon?'
'I need to see your current...assets. Just a quick look.'
Well, talking to the guy was one thing but showing him my equipment was another. Perhaps he batted for the other side, or something. On the other hand, I was keen to have it done.
'You won't move from the bed?' I asked cautiously.
'No.' A little smile crossed his lips. 'I promise.'
'Right.' I stood up and dropped my pants and watched his eyes widen a little.
'Ah! Well. You want a bigger one.'
'Yes.'
'The biggest in the world.'
'Yep.'
'Are you sure you don't want a different wish? Something easier, perhaps, like - well - like bringing the dinosaurs back from extinction or getting Ms Theron to give you head?'
I covered myself up. 'Fuck you, Ali.'
'Sorry.' He laughed lightly. 'I haven't had much opportunity to make jokes with someone in a long time. Really, you're not that small and I can fix it.'
'Right.' My curiosity was piqued. 'So you've seen smaller?'
'Most assuredly. On many, many occasions. You see many strange things if you wonder through space and time. I have certainly seen diminutive appendages. On small children, pigmies, circus frea -' he stopped suddenly as he saw my expression. 'Never mind, Tony Wilson. Um - does it work?'
'It's just Tony,' I said wearily, 'and yes, it does work.'
He nodded. 'Very well. There's really nothing to worry about...we'll just expand things a bit. How big did you say?'
'The biggest in the world.'
'Are you sure?'
I thought about it. All of my life I'd been tiny and now, if this lunatic was capable of doing what he said, I could change that. I'd be the object of desire. I could work in the Porn Industry. Women would flock to me, desperate to try me out, to see if I would fit into their wet, horny little pussies. In a few short years Tony Wilson would be remembered, no, revered for his enormous cock. I stood at the brink of fame and fortune and endless fucking beyond my wildest dreams.
For a moment I hesitated. What if it hurt? What if the guy was a homicidal maniac and I ended up with something even smaller? What if it got big but it wouldn't work? My mind quavered. I opened my mouth to say no, I wasn't sure - but then a little saying my Mum kept quoting popped into my head. For all sad words of tongue and pen, the saddest are these: 'It might have been.'
'Yes,' I responded.
Ali bobbed his head. 'It is done,' he said quietly.
I pulled aside my pants and peered downwards. Percy was nestled like a little worm.
'It hasn't changed! You haven't done it.'
He shrugged. 'It will,' he said, 'when you use it next time. It is like - how you say - Jack's Beanstalk. It must be watered before it can sprout to a giant size stalk.'
'Well then, I'll just stick it under the shower -'
'No, no. I mean watered with the juices of a woman.'
I didn't remember Jack's beanstalk being doused in pussy juice in any of the stories I'd read as a kid, but anything involving girly cream sounded good so I let it pass.
'Now the others,' Ali continued. 'Tell me the other two commands and release me.'
For the first time a little sense crept into my head. Why rush? Tomorrow I'd fuck Rebecca Armitage half to death to teach her a lesson, and then I'd think about the other commands. 'Later,' I said. 'Perhaps tomorrow.'
He turned his eyes on me. 'That is not the deal, Tony. I demand you tell me the other two and release me.'
'Really? Well, Ali Ackbar the twenty third, go and suck my rosy red cock! And before you ask, no, that's not a command. You owe me two, buddy, and there isn't a statute of limitations on the deal so I'll let you know when I'm ready.'
For a moment a blaze of anger flared in the dark eyes but I was already turning away, so I didn't see it. And because my head was filled with visions of fucking Bec, I didn't give a moment's thought to the utter stupidity of pissing off a Genie who can do things to your dick just by looking at it.
***
She picked it up on the third ring. 'Jules Pipe and Tool Works, Bec speaking.' Her voice-at-work voice. I'd laughed when I first heard her say it, thinking that Jules must be quite a guy to have his secretary boast about him like that, but then I figured he was probably a sad old fart who didn't realise what his company name sounded like.
'Bec! It's Tony Wilson. I -'
Her voice changed, the timbre shifting to become sly. 'Tiny! Well, I didn't think I'd be hearing from you again!' She laughed, a cruel little sound of derision rather than humour. 'So do you want me to come to another bar with you?'
My balls contracted slightly at the thought. 'Well, no, um - actually, Bec, I'm calling you about that. You see, you were right. The fact that I was born like that and have no control over the size of my dick is no excuse. I understand your anger, Bec - someone of your, um - appetite deserves -'
'Appetite!' she hissed. The volume of her voice had dropped but the venom count was off the clock. 'Are you saying I'm a slut?!'
'No, no, Bec! I promise! No, I didn't mean that. I meant - er, that someone as beautiful as you deserves the very best! I - um, I failed that test, Bec, and I deserved your scorn. But I've fixed it. I think you'll be impressed - no, astounded at the change, and I'd like to show you -'
'You've fixed your dick?' she said. The pitch of her voice had returned to normal, so I guess my flattery had worked. I imagined her at her desk, her voice low and her eyes on her bosses door in case he came out and found her talking about cocks in company time. And not stop cocks, either.
'You've fixed your dick?' she repeated and this time there was incredulity in her tone.
'That's right. It's - um - huge. I know you'll be impressed.'
There was a long pause on the end of the line and I could hear the hiss of static. And then she laughed - a shrill cackle as cruel as a surgeon's scalpel.
'Well, Tony, that I have to see!' she chortled. 'Fixed your dick indeed! That's a good one! Well, Titanic Tony, bring it around to my place tonight, why don't you. And bring your balls in a barrow behind you.' She laughed at her stunning wit. 'Shall we say, um, seven o'clock? My folks will be out for ten minutes or so, but that will be plenty of time for you,' and there was a click as the phone was put down.
*
Bec lives about twenty minutes from my place and as I pedaled there on my pushbike I must admit I was apprehensive. Close inspection of Percy revealed no change, and all I had was the word a guy who lived in a gravy boat. Still, the worst that could happen was she'd get shrill again, but there was an even chance of getting a bit and I figured those odds were good.
I propped my bike up against a tree in the front garden and walked up the pathway. There was no car in the carport, which was a good sign - I knew from experience that parents away invariably meant that Bec was open to suggestions.
Just as I raised my hand to rap on the door there was a low call from the bushes to the right. 'Pssst! Tony!'
I turned and peered into the darkness to see Bec's face peering around the side of the house.
'Over here!' she smiled as I walked over. 'My sister's home,' she explained. 'You haven't met Samantha, have you?'
'I don't think so.'
'Lucky you.' She took my hand and literally led me down the garden path, through the side gate to the gazebo in the back garden. 'She's a frigging nightmare,' she whispered, 'like, you know, her idea of a good time is to watch The Sound of Music six times in a row, and she thinks her pussy is for pissing through. She's really fucking cramping my lifestyle.'
I digested this bit of information. Sam Armitage sounded as much fun as a floater in a swimming pool, but at least it meant Bec was pissed off at someone other than me. We reached the gazebo and she sat down in the love seat and looked at me. I could see her eyes shining in the dim garden lights. 'So, where's this great big dick?' she asked.
'Well...um, before I show you I need to explain.'
She laughed and sat back. 'So, explain, lover boy.'
Bec might not be the brightest spark on the planet but I knew the Genie bit wouldn't work, so I launched into my alternative story. 'I - well, I've been undergoing this hormone treatment, right - you know, for people with my...problem. It's experimental...a medical breakthrough. They've just got certification for human trials and I got selected with six others.'
She screwed up her face. 'Human trials? So what did they test it on before?'
'Rabbits.'
'And did it work?'
'Sure. They were rigged like donkeys by the time they finished.'
She nodded sagely, as if rabbits with enormous dongs were an acceptable concept. 'So let's see, Tony.'
'Well, there's just one problem.'
'Ah! She leaned forward. 'So here it comes, right. It didn't work on you.'
'Well, no - I mean, I don't know. It only works when the person has sex.'
'So you still have a little dick?'
'For the moment.'
'And you want sex with me to see if it gets bigger?' she grasped the concept quickly.
'Yes. And it will, Bec - I'm sure. And we are talking huge.'
There was a long silence. I could see her regarding me, her face expressionless. The silence dragged on and I could see that it hadn't worked.
'Tony.' Her voice was level.
'Yes Bec.'
'That's the most ridiculous fucking story I've ever heard.'
'It's true. Those rabbits were really rigged.'
She looked at me like I was an idiot. 'Do you know what I was doing before you came around?'
'Er - no.'
'I was in my room tying to stay out of sight of Sam. I was watching porn.'
'I'm very happy for you. That's my favourite -'
'Shut up,' she said wearily. 'So I was watching this guy with a dick like a truncheon. There was close ups of it...like, it filled the whole computer screen - a beautiful, thick, meaty cock.' Her voice was wistful. 'And there was this chick lowering herself on it and it was sliding ever so slowly into her, stretching it open...it was lovely. And I was on my bed as horny as a nun, thinking of what it would be like to have that jammed up my clout. And then you arrive, with your little dick and some crappy story -'
'You could find out, Bec. I will be like that guy.'
'You'd better be right, Tony. If I find out that you've done this to trick me I'll publish pictures of your little worm all over the internet with your name tattooed on it. It's a good job you've got a short name.'
'So you'll do it?'
'Sure. I need a root, even if it's a bad one.' She stood up. 'We'll do it here. We can't go inside in case prissy little Sam dies of a heart attack at the thought anyone fucking in the house.' She lifted her top and slipped it off in a single fluid movement followed by her skirt, and a moment later she was kneeling on the love seat with her thighs slightly apart. 'So what's keeping you?' she asked.
I have to tell you that Bec Armitage has a great body. She might be generous in handing it around, but it is still fucking gorgeous and as I ripped off my clothes I spent a few moments admiring it. My eyes were accustomed to the light by then and I could see the cheeks of her bum shining in the ambient light. Each one was a study in perfection - perhaps not quite as trim as Rachel Pudney's, but still awesome. A little dimple marked the point where each buttock swelled out, round and creamy and smooth, curving gracefully round to the little crease at the top of each thigh before dipping to the cleft between them. It was shrouded in shadow but there was enough light to see the lips of her sex peeping out like a little harbour in a sea of perfumed flesh, and the darker puckered opening above it like a one-eyed sentinel guarding her treasure.
Bec shifted a little. 'Come on, Tony. I need -'
But I was there. My little guy was up like a trooper and in one slick movement I plunged into her, hearing the soft wet slurp of her twat as she swallowed me. My hands were on her hips, reveling in the firmness of her flesh and the feel of her body around me.
'Ah...fuck! Ah, that's nice,' she murmured.
'Nice' is an unkind word when you're having sex, but I was used to it. I began to pump, slowly. My size means I can't withdraw much, but the feeling was still intense and her sighs gave me encouragement that even though Percy wasn't any bigger, she was still enjoying it. 'How's that?' I asked.
'Ah - ah, that's good. That's really nice,' she said. 'You feel quite...normal, Tony.'
I glanced down and saw my cock sawing in and out of her pussy. There was no doubt about it, the shaft was bigger. It was gleaming in the light and I could see the lips of her pussy sort of dragging on it each time it moved. Last time I fucked her I had to wave it around to touch the sides, but now it felt snug.
'It does, doesn't it.'
'Ah - fuck, yes! Yes, that's good, Tony!' She grunted and thrust her bum out a bit more. 'Go faster!'
I seized her hips and plunged into her. The porn she'd been watching upstairs must have been good because she was spectacularly wet. It was oozing around the shaft and a sheen of it covered the tops of her thighs. My cock felt tighter still now and I examined it as I pumped, noting the girth and the thickness of the bulging veins on the shaft. I seemed to be standing a little further back, too, and I could feel the head touching something inside her.
Bec started moaning as I sawed into her. 'Ah, ah...Jesus, Tony!' Her voice was breathless. 'God, what are you doing to me?'
'It's getting bigger, Bec. I told you it would.'
'Fuck...yes. I feel it. Fuck! Ah, easy...go easy!'
But I couldn't go easy. I'd never had a root like this before and I hammered into her, reveling in the tight grip of her greasy, slippery flesh. And it wasn't just that it was tight...it was the length of my strokes, too - delicious, incredible, multiple inches of my shaft sliding inexorably in and out of her...the crimp of her vulva clasping me all the way in and all the way out. And my balls felt bigger too: they were swinging wildly with each thrust, bashing against the soft white flesh of her thighs with soft meaty thumps.
'Jesus!' she moaned. 'Ah, fuck, Tony. You're splitting me open.'
The tightness of her cunt was spectacular. It seized my shaft in an iron grip, rippling and crimping with every thrust. I could see the shaft now, huge and dark and as thick as my forearm, and I saw that only half was inside her. Her vulva was stretched as tight as a banjo string and beads of white froth glistened around our point of union, little flecks splattering over her buttocks.
She reached back and gripped my thighs, limiting the depth of my strokes, but it didn't matter. I could feel the head battering something deep in her body, bruising the tender flesh of her insides, and I could feel the beginning of my orgasm rising in my brain. I heard her moaning, begging me to stop, but I couldn't...it was glorious...so fucking tight! And so I ploughed into her with renewed vigour and her little whimpers and moans spurred me on, and the tempest of my cum churned in my balls until I could deny it no more.
With a final lunge I buried myself as deep as I could. Bec let out a shriek and her hands fluttered over my thighs to try and push me back, but I was skewered inside her and her pussy locked around me like a bitch clasping a dog. My balls contracted in a sudden spasm and a torrent of cum sped down the long, slippery shaft to burst inside her. It was incredible - not so much jets of jism, but spine shattering, mind blowing waves of it, like ocean rollers breaking on the reef of her cunt in a maelstrom of white, churning frothy sperm. She was moaning underneath me, her body still and her legs askew and her twat stretched tight around my great, pulsing shaft that throbbed and bucked and twitched as it unloaded into her. Ah, fuck, it was good!
And at last it was done, and for a moment I was unable to move. I could feel her twitching around me, her grip as tight as a rubber band. Her hands fluttered weakly, gesturing, begging me to withdraw, so I stepped back. For a moment it seemed locked inside her and then the great shaft slithered free and bobbed like a python between my legs, the head huge and red and glistening and long strands of cum drooling from its tip. And as I stood there a geyser of sperm spurted from her twat to splatter over the floor of the gazebo and to drench her thighs and the back of her legs.
'Wow!' I said. 'Shit, Bec! You didn't by any chance have any of that already inside you when I arrived?'
She turned her head and looked at me weakly. 'Fuck you, you bastard! You split me open, and then drowned me!' Her eyes fell on my cock, and her voice rose an octave. 'Holy crap, Tony! Jesus...look at that!'
My cock was still growing - not up, as in stiff, but out, like a great spare leg sprouting from between the two I already had. I could feel the penile flesh sort of popping and creaking, a bit like when you pull your knuckles to crack them, and it twitched and trembled as it grew. The shaft was thicker than my arm now, and the head was almost touching the ground. I stepped back in alarm but of course it was attached to me. The movement caused it to stir briefly, and the tip grazed the rough concrete floor.



Bec stood up on shaky legs and backed away until she was the other side of the Gazebo.
'Holy craaaap!' she said again. 'No wonder I'm split! Look! Look at the size of the fucking thing! Look at your nuts!'
But I didn't need to look, because I could already see my cock resting on the cold concrete floor and I could feel my nut sack pressing against the inside of my knees. The weight was becoming oppressive too, and I found myself leaning back to balance myself. For a moment I thought how lucky it was that I hadn't been in Bec when I reached this size - it really would have split her open, but then a wave of self-pity flooded through me. Christ! Fucking Ali Ackbar had screwed me! I'd never be able to have sex again, unless it was with an elephant, and that didn't turn me on at all.
From across the side of the Gazebo Bec began to laugh. 'Jesus, Tony! Look at you! It's like a tripod...the three legged man! Fuck me, you're a freak!'
The words cut even deeper than the pub thing. Some of the guys in that bar might have had little dicks too - there would have been camaraderie amongst us. But as I looked down at the monstrous growth between my legs I knew that nobody, not a single soul in the world, would have anything like this. I really was, as Bec had so eloquently put it - a freak.
*
Have you ever tried to ride a bike with a four foot dick? Probably not - but I can tell you it's fucking difficult. My shorts couldn't constrain it, of course, and it hung down to my ankle, flailing around and bumping against the pedal every time my foot went around. I was terrified it would get caught up in the chain or in the spokes of the wheels and so I tried to balance it on the handlebars but that didn't work, as it kept sliding off the slippery chrome. In the end I threaded it up my shirt and rested it on my shoulder, and I put one of my balls either side of the saddle and pedaled slowly home. By the time I got there my scrotum was rubbed and battered and I was feeling pretty angry.
I stormed upstairs toward my room. 'Ali!'
Suddenly Cassie appeared in the corridor in front of me. 'I need to speak to you, you little pervert!'
'Ah, not now, Cass.' I tried to dodge around her but she was having none of that.
'What was that on the bathroom mirror, you dirty little bugger!' she hissed.
'Uh - hair gel, Cassie. I put too much on and it flicked off. Sorry - should have wiped it off.' I did a quick David Beckham side-step and squeezed past her.
'No it wasn't. It was spunk, you disgusting oaf!' she spat after me. Her voice changed. 'And what's that on your shoulder?'
'Uh - nothing, Cass. Just a traffic cone I knocked off.'
I left her hissing in the corridor and shut the door of my room behind me. The light was out and Ali's little jug was still on the floor on its side. I picked it up and put it on the dresser.
'Ali! Come out here you little worm!'
There was a scuffling noise from the bottom of the jug.
'Come out here, you fuck! Come and see what you've done!' Was that my voice? It was shrill with anger and fear. He heard me, though, for the gush of dust suddenly sprouted from the lid and a moment later he was there, grinning like an idiot.
'Yes, master?'
'Fuck that, you bastard! Look what you've done!'
'I can't see. Put on the light.'
I switched on the light and lifted my cock out. The top few inches were still glistening with Bec's juice, but the rest was dry and cracked, the skin deeply wrinkled and fissured. The head lay on the carpet like a sleeping serpent, and my balls swelled obscenely from between my legs so I was forced to stand like a drunken rodeo rider.
'Ah!' he exclaimed. 'It worked, master.'
'Fuck the master bit, you shit! Look...look what you've done! You've ruined my cock!'
His dark eyes roamed over it, taking in the wrinkled skin and the dark patches of wet and dry. 'But I did exactly what you asked,' he said quietly. 'In fact, I was kinder.'
'Kinder! Kinder! So how do you figure that?!'
He steepled his fingers and smiled faintly. 'You asked for the biggest penis in the world. That would be Balaenoptera musculus,' he murmured, '- the Blue Whale. It's about ten feet long. I thought it might be too much to manage but I was bound to give what you commanded, so I furnished the penis of the genus Loxodonta instead - a small specimen, I might add.' He glanced at my organ. 'Probably only four foot six, I would say. A big one can run to six.'
'Fuck! Fuck!' I found myself hopping up and down in agitation. 'Fuck, Ali! I meant the biggest human penis in the world, not a fucking loxodontia's, whatever the fuck that is!'
'An African elephant,' he informed me, 'and you should have been more careful in what you asked for. It is your fault, not mine.'
'Crap! You would have known!' I could hear my voice cracking, close to tears. 'Nobody wants a dick like this, not even a frigging elephant!'
Ali spread his hands in supplication. 'You got what you asked for, my friend, so there is nothing I can do. Now, if you've finished I have work to do.' He went to turn away.
I did my foot hopping a bit more. 'No! No! Do not go! I command you not to go -'
He stopped and his face went pale. 'Is that really a command? If it is you will have me by your side for ever.'
'No! Fuck - no! I want you to fix this. Fix it! That's a frigging command!'
His eyes narrowed. 'Fix it? What do you mean?'
'I mean I want a twelve-inch human penis instead of this...this fucker!' I tried to wave the monstrous organ at him but it didn't even twitch.
Ali folded his arms. 'Be very careful, master. Be very specific. What is it that you command?'
For the first time since leaving Bec's a glimmer of hope flared in my brain, and so I struggled to think clearly. 'I want a twelve inch human penis to replace the one I've got - and a pair of balls to match. The whole package must be proportional, of the right colour and dimensions, and in good working order. And I want it now.'
A sulky expression crossed his face. 'That is two commands.'
'No, no. It is one. I can't have the...pussy juice thing again, Ali. No woman would let me near her with this.' A pleading tone entered my voice. 'Please, Ali, for pity's sake. And then after the third wish I'll release you and take your lamp wherever you want.'
There was a long silence. 'Very well,' he said at last. 'I will do it. But you must tell me the third wish now, and then we are done.'
I racked my brains for a moment, and then a vision of Rachel Pudney popped into my mind. Rachel...the beautiful, graceful, kind Rachel, of the glorious arse and rosy round tits. I realised that she was out of my class, but I wanted to fuck her.
'I want Rachel Pudney to desire me.'
'Who?'
'Rachel Pudney...she works at the antique shop in Morris Street.'
'I see.' He said. 'You know I cannot just command that.'
'Why?'
'Because I know the Rachel you mean and I like her. She deserves so much better than you. Besides, there may be many other women in the world called Rachel Pudney, and you may get the wrong one - or all of them.'
'If they all look like the shop Rachel I don't care, and I don't care if you know her either. It's a command, Ali.'
Ali shook his head. 'You are a very shallow person, Tony Wilson.' He rested his piercing black eyes on mine. 'Some of them may be old and very ugly. Is that what you want?'
He had a point. 'So what do you suggest?'
'I will give you the power. The first person you look at will become infatuated by you.'
'Not person, Ali - woman. I'm a heterosexual, remember, not some shirt lifter. I don't want some random guy chasing me round a supermarket trying to show me his loin of pork.'
Ali could not help but laugh. 'Well spotted, Tony. All right - the first woman you look at will be infatuated by you.'
'But I might just see one crossing the street. Some old hag, and if I look at her she'll want sex.'
'Right.' He thought about it for a moment. 'The first woman who looks into your eyes, and you look into hers, will be yours.'
'Just the one woman?'
He nodded.
'And it will be forever?'
'Yes.'
I thought for a moment. I wasn't a one-woman guy and the thought of a lifetime commitment, even to someone as beautiful as Rachel, was about as welcome as a dose of pox. Suddenly a much better idea popped into my head. 'Could you make it for a short duration only, Ali? Like, any chick I make eye contact with gets hooked, but it only for a day?'
He stared at me with his dark eyes. 'And what happens then?'
'I find another one to fu -, I mean, love.'
'I see.' He rubbed the side of his nose pensively. 'You know that you will hurt people this way?'
'They'll get over it.' I smiled my disarming smile at him. 'In fact, I'll be doing them a favour. Nobody really wants to be tied to me for life.'
Ali didn't reply but I could see he didn't like my idea, but then he was born in the sixth fucking century or something when commitment was the norm.
'Well?' I prompted, 'can you do that?'
'If you wish.' His voice was sulky.
I laughed. 'Then that is the third command. Any woman I make eye contact with will be infatuated by me, until I want it to stop.'
'Are you sure you want me to do this?'
'Yes.'
Ali nodded in acquiescence. 'Very well. It is done. Stay away from Rachel.'
'And the 12-inch cock?'
'Yes. It is happening as we speak.'
And it was. A rustling sibilance filled the room, rather like the noise of a sheet of cellophane being screwed up, and as I watched the monstrous organ shriveled and drew back towards my body, the skin becoming smoother and lighter. I could feel my balls lifting too, drawing tighter. After a moment it was done.
'And now I will take my leave,' said Ali. His eyes were cold. 'Take me back to the shop - Rachel's shop, tomorrow, Tony.'
'I will. I think I'll go and gaze at Rachel there anyway.' I watched him scowl as he discombobulated and vanished into the jug, and I laughed. The movement caused my new cock to shake and I marveled at its thickness and length and the way the head hung like a ripe apple on the thick branch of a tree.
And at that moment the door burst open and Cassie appeared, her face crimson with anger. 'Listen, Tony! I've just found that...that camera in my room! You dirty little -' her eyes fell on my cock and her mouth dropped open in surprise. 'Christ! What's that?'
I hurriedly averted my gaze so as not to make eye contact. 'That's me, Cass. That's the new me. What do you think?'
And for once in my life I had the pleasure of seeing her struck speechless.
*
For longer than I can ever remember I have been barely in control of my life. I would lie in my bed each morning and think about the day ahead and a feeling of helplessness would fill my head, because I knew that nothing I did would actually change whatever it was that was going to happen. My life was ordained to be one of disorganization and chaos.
But the next morning was different. I opened my eyes and the very first thing I did was draw the sheet aside and look at my cock. It was my new constant - a rock (or perhaps a log) on which I could depend. It lay supine between my thighs, its length and thickness in perfect proportion, and the head that crowned it was like the head of a sleeping snake. I observed its colour and texture, and I stroked it gently until it reared up cobra-headed and as stiff as a stick. I stroked it harder, my fist flying up and down the full length and my brain suffused with waves of pleasure at the sensation. The foreskin had rolled back and the head was swollen and suffused to a dark purple, and the eye gaped at me like the hole in a barrel of a .45 Colt.
And as I stroked I imagined some of the girls I would fuck in the next few months: Rachel Pudney naked, her breasts swaying as she bobbed up and down on its length. Jessie Phillips, with her generous mouth and small, firm tits. Susan Crawford, the tight arsed bitch in my final year of school who had nothing good to say but who had the most perfect rack I'd ever seen. Kelly Mason, the cheer leader with the mons enormous...Judith Collins of the amazing green eyes...Rube Connelly, of the...well, hell, I couldn't remember, other than she was soooo fuckable. Ah, so much pussy! I'd been a helpless window shopper in those days - a fly on the wall, watching them all with dreams so much bigger than the sad reality of my life. And now I was on the brink of something new - something so amazing that I could hardly dare to dream.
My hand moved swiftly up and down and my mind flitted from one girl to another. I could see Rachel's body swallowing me, the shaft sliding in to disappear somewhere behind her belly. I could hear the little gasps of surprise and pleasure that Kelly would make as I stretched her. I knew, somehow, that Jude Collins would want it doggie, her shimmering eyes fixed on a nearby mirror to watch the length of my cock as it disappeared into her snatch. I guess the knowledge that I really would fuck them soon made the visions real - I could almost smell the oily fragrance of their cunts and hear the sucking noises they made as I rummaged inside them, and I could almost hear the soft words of encouragement each would whisper as they begged me to service then, to do whatever I wanted to their soft, perfumed flesh.
All too soon there was the familiar growling in my balls and the specks of light filled my vision like white noise as the intensity of my orgasm built in my brain. Ah, Rachel, Rachel my love! Fuck, fuck, you are as tight as a mouse's twat! My fingers grasped the end of my knob and I squeezed rhythmically, imagining it was her pelvic muscles milking me that it was her face staring down at me with desperate longing as her body waited for the storm of my cum to fill her.
When the moment came it was like my brain had just exploded in my head from sheer fucking ecstasy...God, it was good! I writhed in pleasure: waves of it surging through me as my organ twitched and jolted in my hand like a high pressure hose, squirting jet after jet of burning jism into the air. Each spurt flew like a flock of migrating swallows high above my head to strike the wall, higher than I had ever cum before, and I felt a fine rain of spunk fall upon me as it splattered against the paintwork to rebound in millions of tiny droplets.
And in my mind's eye Julie my high school teacher was there, her face painted with the product of my balls - laughing as my sperm dribbled and drooled over her cheeks and into the sockets of her eyes and the cavity of her mouth. Her white teeth were dulled by a clinging layer of it, and her tongue was coated with creamy rivulets that dripped to the back of her throat. There were ribbons of my jism in the glossy black strands of her hair too, and across the creamy white skin of her neck, and she laughed as she realised how much there was. Ah! Julie Smith! The subject of so many of my wet dreams but so far beyond my reach. Not any more. Perhaps I'd call around when her hubby was out and make eye contact with her, and she'd crouch naked on the floor with her cunt in my face, begging me to fuck her.
And then it was done. The final few dribbles oozed from the head like gleaming strips of pearl on the shiny purple skin. I released my cock and I watched as it settled on my belly like a sleeping snake, and for a moment I wondered in whose snatch it would be when it next spurted.
The answer came to me as I drifted off to sleep. Anyone's I wanted.
*
The bell on the shop door tinkled lightly as I entered, and I looked quickly around to see if Rachel was there, but there was no sign of her. I set Ali's lamp down on a table strewn with other brass ornaments and I patted it once briefly with a silent whisper of thanks before moving away.
'Hello?' A female voice floated from somewhere at the back of the shop. 'Sorry - won't be a moment.'
'Right. Take your time.'
There was a clattering and banging from the storeroom for a few moments and then silence. The light in shop was subdued but it was enough to see the tables with piles of books and the shelves piled with odd bits crockery and other trash. It was dirty, too: the walls were stained and musty and there were cobwebs in the high rafters above my head. I wondered how Rachel could spend each day cooped up in such a depressing place.
And then it all changed when she stepped into the room. It was as if a brilliant luminescence had entered that dark and gloomy place, illuminating not just the dusty shelves and shabby walls but everything else around it. She walked across the floor in a little blue dress and matching shoes and a crisp white blouse, and it was as if someone had turned on a spotlight powered by her beauty and the strength of her personality.
She moved with the lithe grace of a panther - a sort of slinky, sinuous glide across the floor that made you look to see how the hell she did it. Her hair was tied up with a white ribbon, and it shone like polished anthracite in the dusty sunlight that streamed from the grimy skylight above her. Her face was more oval than I remembered, and her eyes were like chips of sapphire. She held an old vase in one hand and her other was raised towards me in greeting.
My mouth dropped open and I watched with a racing heart as she moved towards me. 'Can I help you, Tony?' she said.
'Er, um...Rachel,' I croaked.
She smiled, and the sun seemed to fade in comparison. 'Tony! How lovely to see you! Can I help you at all?'
Inexplicably, I glanced quickly at her hands. You can tell a lot about someone by looking at their hands, like if they work too hard, or are dirty, or if they smoke or if they are married. Rachel's were slim and graceful, the nails a pearlescent pink and her fingers unadorned by rings . My eyes flicked back to her face. There were little lines around her eyes and around the soft pink lips, but overall the package was as beautiful as I remembered. I wondered what her mother looked like to produce such an extraordinary daughter. Would Ali's gift only work with one woman at a time, I wondered, or could I have her and the mother together? I could feel King Kong stirring a little in my pants at the thought.
'Ah, well - yes,' I said, at last. I reached up and took off my sunnies '- I just dropped by to say hi.'
'Well, it's lovely to see you, too, she replied. 'How are you going with that jug I sold you?'
'Fine,' I said, and I looked into her face.
Did I say that she had blue eyes? Well, they were astonishing...and as they looked into mine a shadow seemed to flitter over them like a cloud passing briefly over the sun: a moment where the brilliant reflectiveness of those clear windows was turned off to reveal what was behind them, to bare her very soul. And in that instant I was filled with a sudden wave of absolute, unbridled, unparalleled love that possessed me, sweeping aside the petty little worries of my life, filling me with an emotion of such power that I knew, without a shadow of doubt, that she was the only reason for my existence and I would do anything that she asked.
And I could see she felt the same about me. It was as if someone had suddenly stamped the words 'I love Tony Wilson' on her forehead, and she stood there with her lips slightly apart and we gazed at each other as if struck dumb, and nothing, nothing else in the world seemed to matter any more.
I reached up and cupped her face in my hand and she closed her eyes. The warmth of her skin was like a furnace, radiating through my skin to enter my veins and arteries, surging like neat adrenalin to reach my racing heart. And as we stood there it was as if time slowed to a crawl, and the colour and shape and form of things around me took on a crystal clarity, and I could perceive things that had been invisible to me before.



She dropped the vase with a crash and it shattered on the hard wooden floor. I could see the motes of dust flung upward from the impact and pieces of china flying across the room in slow motion: jagged shards of blue and white and red, spinning, spinning like my racing heart. I could see her eyes gazing into mine, filled with the same compelling emotion as me - to be united as one, to copulate as quickly as we could. Her hands fluttered to my face and she leaned forward and kissed me, her lips soft on mine and her breath as sweet as honey.
'Ah, Tony,' she whispered. 'God, I need you.'
I took her hand and she led me to the back room, and as we walked I realised that Ali had somehow doubled up on the deal...she was supposed to become infatuated with me, not both of us with each other. I wondered idly what other little tricks he had pulled, or whether the second effect would work on both of us too, so tomorrow we would be destined to completely forget one another. The thought brought a sharp stab of pain before I realised what we felt was far beyond that: nothing could ever draw us apart, not even the dodgy magic of some fucked-up conjurer living in a pot.
In the little back room she stripped naked before me just as if we had been lovers for ever and I saw she had been fashioned by an artist. Every part of her body was exquisite: the shape of her head, small and neat and balanced on a neck as long and graceful as a gazelle; the bone structure of her shoulders; the swell of her breasts, each one a perfect sphere capped by nipples as thick and ripe as raspberries; the smooth plain of her belly and the long sweep of her thighs and the little triangle between them crowned by hair as fine as spun flax. She stood with one leg slightly bent and she watched as I tore off my clothes, and I went to her.
She sank onto the sofa and held me with her hands, the fingers small and white on the dark engorged flesh of my shaft. It was harder than I had ever seen it, a great pulsing rod with a bead of silver oozing from the tip and she dabbed at it with the tip of her little pink tongue, lapping like a kitten at a bowl of cream. The juice smeared over her lips and she smiled up at me - a single heart-wrenching moment before bending forward and taking me into her mouth.
I watched as I entered her for the first time: the soft pink lips parting, her mouth opening in a wide 'O' to stretch around me...the feeling of tightness as she struggled to take me in and the movement of her fingers on the shaft like fluttering birds. And then the head crowned into her and I felt the wet warmth of her mouth, and she looked up at me with those great blue eyes crinkling into a smile as I slid into her face. Little strokes at first, the head of my cock rubbing against her tongue and the soft inside of her cheeks: little strokes, with her hair swinging loosely about her face. And all the time her eyes on mine, watching the play of expressions on my face, and she tightened her lips about me and her hand crept up to cup my swinging balls. It was fucking divine.
'Rachel, Rachel,' I whispered, and my voice was husky with a depth of passion I'd never felt before. 'Where the fuck have you been all my life?'
She pulled back and my cockhead popped free, stringing long strands of silver juice between us. 'Here,' she whispered. 'I've been here, Tony...waiting for you,' and she bent forward and took me in her mouth again.
I don't know where that girl learned to give head, but she was a fucking expert. She held me with her perfect little hands and she lapped at me like it was an ice cream cone, her tongue as soft as velvet one moment and then as rough as a cat's, rubbing against the underside, drawing my gobs of lubricant into her mouth. And then she'd pop it back into her mouth and I would be bathed in her heat, groaning as she loosened and tightened her lips. Fuck! Fuck! She was a goddess! Twice I felt the boiling tide of my cum seethe in my balls and twice she held me tight, her fingers gripping the stem of my cock, and she waited for the urge to go away before she started again.
But it wasn't just what she was doing to me: it was her. It was having the mouth of the most beautiful, talented, wonderful girl on my cock - and she was mine. In one glorious nanosecond I'd changed from a slob to a guy in love, and I realised what I'd been missing all this time... and the best part was that I knew that the best part was still to come.
At last she released me, and my cock bobbed free. 'Do me,' she whispered, and she leaned back and lifted her beautiful legs off the floor so her sex was thrust upwards like an exotic flower.
I fell to my knees and pressed my mouth to her sex, my lips sliding over the slick wet flesh. God, she was dripping! The juice filled my mouth, clean and fresh and fragrant, slightly salty and with the consistency of warm oil, and my tongue dipped deeper, slithering into the twitching pink flesh. She was writhing, her fingers in my hair to guide me and her voice filled the little room with savage intensity.
'Ah, fuck, Tony! Fuck, that's good. Ah - just there...just there. Use your tongue - there! Lap at me! Suck my juices!'
Her cunt pulsed under my mouth as I licked, and its cream oozed over my chin to drip like confetti onto the dusty floor. I needed to immerse myself in her...to fill my belly with the delicious taste of her sex. My tongue lapped at her, scooping her juices into my mouth as fast as I could. I grasped her buttocks, delighting in firm warmth of her flesh, and I drew the perfect globes apart so I could reach further.
And then she was tugging at me, trying to lift me up and her words were urgent. 'Stop, stop,' she begged. 'I want you inside me, Tony.'
In all my life I don't think I'd ever had a girl say that – it's usually me doing the pleading. I lifted my face from her pussy and I shuffled forward, my dong waving like a magic wand, and I placed he head at the entrance to her body and pushed.
We watched together as I penetrated her. We saw the swollen wet labia ease aside, little bubbles of juice oozing from between them, and we saw how my cock head pressed against them. She was tighter than any girl I had fucked before and for a moment I thought she could not take me - but then the resistance melted and my knob slid between the fat wet lips and disappeared into her glorious body. Christ, she was tight! I could feel her sheath pulsing around me, as if the tremulous flesh was adjusting to the size of my cock, and a dribble of silver cream was displaced from her tunnel to ooze around my shaft.
She laughed a little self consciously. 'I've always been wet,' she said. 'You don't mind do you?'
'I love it. I love the feel of you.'
Her eyes were on my face. 'Then fuck me,' she whispered. 'But don't cum into me, Tony...I'm not safe.'
I pressed again, watching as my rod slid deeper. The lips of her pussy were dragged forward with the movement, clinging to my turgid meat as it drilled inexorably towards her belly. Her eyes were on it too, bright with desire as she observed herself being skewered, and I heard the low growl of pleasure in her throat as her pussy was stretched. She reached forward and seized my hips, gripping me to control the speed of penetration and I felt the hot sucking grip of her cunt as I burrowed ever deeper. On and on, inch by inch like a great gleaming piston sliding into the cylinder of some well oiled machine. If I live until a hundred I'll never forget those moments: her blue eyes on my face, their liquid depths suffused by a desperate need to be filled - to feel the full length of my cock inside her, to be fucked half to death. Her fingers holding me, guiding as I slid ever deeper; the warm animal odour of our coupling in my nostrils and the sound of her little sighs and whimpers in my ears. And then at last I bottomed out with the head of my prick butting something deep inside, and I stopped.
A third of my cock was still visible and she gripped it, her fingers wrapped around the rigid flesh. Gently, gently, she pulled it forward and I watched pain and pleasure play across her face as she took me further into her body. Shit, it was so fucking erotic! This girl I hardly knew, this exquisite creature lying sprawled on the sofa with my shaft buried inside her, struggling to take me in further, willing me deeper. I imagined my cockhead pressed against her cervix, nudging the entrance.
For a few moments we were still. Her cunt was pulsing around me, gripping it with muscular contractions and I saw beads of cream oozing from the tight vulvar ring. She scooped some on her fingertips and raised it to my lips and I sucked the drops into my mouth to savour the slippery fragrance of her juice.
'Fuck me, Tony,' she whispered again. 'Do anything you want to me.'
I drew back slowly, watching my cock appear from within her: the shaft shiny with her juice and the lips of her pussy clinging, clinging. Sliding out until only the very tip was engaged: watching how it twitched as I dribbled lubricant into her cunt - and then the delicious sensation of filling her again - the cloying grip of her flesh as I pressed forward. Her legs were up now, wrapped around me, and her breasts wobbled as I started to pump. Long, long strokes, sliding back and forth into her body whilst she grunted and moaned under me. On and on, her flesh warm and pliable and her body responsive to mine. Hearing the clock behind me chiming the hour and then the half - and all the while fucking this amazing creature: my shaft sawing into her and the cream at her cunt frothing, a rim of white around the plunging shaft, and my cock tingling with the hot sucking grip of her body.
And as I fucked her I suddenly remembered the deal Ali had made and that she would forget me in the morning, and a wave of despair surged through me. The thought that I would lose her was too terrible to contemplate, and yet I knew it would happen unless I could convince him to undo the spell. But how could I do it? I had used my three wishes and he hated me because my behaviour did not meet his noble expectations. He was so old fashioned and honourable...and then an idea took root in my brain. A crazy idea, but it was all I could think of; and if it worked I knew that Ali's sense of honour would make him relent and the spell would be undone, and we would be together always.
I could see the spiral of her pleasure building - her hands fluttering like sparrows on my skin and the glazed look in her eyes, almost of desperation. Her head moved from side to side, the cloud of her hair disheveled, and there was a sheen of sweat on her skin. 'I feel it, Tony,' she whispered, and there was wonder in her voice. 'Ah, Christ...I'm cumming! I'm cumming!
The full force of her orgasm hit and she wailed, a high keening note as her body twitched and jolted. A gush of liquid soaked my balls and upper thighs and the sound of our fucking took on a wet squishy sound. I could feel my own cum churning in my balls and the sight of her shaking and moaning accelerated it: I was seized by a desperate, primeval urge to fill her with my seed, as far into her body as I could possibly manage, and so I held her hips and with a final cry plunged as deeply as I could. God knows where it went, but the final few inches were swallowed by her greedy, grasping cunt and a moment later I came.
Anyone who's spurted their jism into a quivering wet pussy knows its divine...I guess that's why fucking is such a popular pastime and that's why there are seven billion people in the world - but filling Rachel was something else again. It wasn't just the tightness of her body or the way her pussy was clutching me, nor even the improbability of what had suddenly happened between us. It was the sheer fucking intensity of my feelings for her - a desperate need to be with her, to immerse myself in this amazing, beautiful girl. I watched her face as my cock exploded: the widening of her eyes as she felt the long, sizzling jets of sperm spraying into her body; the moment of shock on her lovely face as she realised I had not pulled out; and then the instinctive grasp of her hands to hold me in, to accept my sperm deep into her body. I could feel her cunt milking me: a delicious, rhythmic pulsing that drew the seed from my aching balls in long, withering jets, and my ears were filled with the sound of her voice in that dusty, sunlit little room – cries of fulfillment as my cock jolted and twitched and my juice hosed into her, until at last it was done.
For a long time we were still. I was slumped over her, my face pressed to her breasts and she stroked my hair gently as my cock softened. I could have stayed there all day, but she disengaged gently, pushing me off and rising up, mopping her streaming pussy with a little pair of white panties.
'You came into me,' she said. 'I'm not on the pill.'
I envisaged how deep I had been when I spurted – so far inside, pressing against her cervix, splattering the trembling walls of her cunt to flood the fertile plain of her body. Even as we spoke my seed was moving inside her, swimming to where the eggs were waiting.
And in my mind I could see Ali's face as I asked him to change the spell to let us always be together. 'But a deal is a deal, Tony,' he would say, his wet fleshy lips twisted in a grimace. 'I cannot change what is done.'
'But if she forgets me she'll get bigger and bigger Ali, and never suspect she's pregnant because she won't remember doing anything. Can you imagine the shock when she finally finds out there's a child inside her? Can you imagine her confusion and worry?' I would peer into his face to elicit pity into those empty black eyes. 'She'll think she's some sort of freak, Ali – either that or she was drugged or gang raped. It's the sort of thing that drives people to kill themselves...you wouldn't want her death on your conscience, would you?'
And he would relent because he too loved Rachel. It was a gamble that I had to take.
'Hello?! Are you listening to me?' her voice brought me back.
'Yes, yes. I'm sorry, Rachel,' I said 'I couldn't help it.' I touched her face to feel the wondrous softness of her skin. 'I love you.'
For a few moments she stared at me, her blue eyes steady and level, and then she smiled. 'Ah, well,' she said, 'its done. What will happen will happen.' Her arms reached up and pulled me to her and we lay together on the little sofa. I listened to her soft breath and the beating of her heart, and I was filled with love.
'Suppose I'm pregnant?' she asked, at length. 'Would that worry you?'
I pushed myself up and looked into her face. 'It would be the most wonderful thing in the world,' I said truthfully.
'I think so too,' she murmured, and she kissed me.
And after a while I fucked her again, there in that little dusty sunlit room, and it was even better than the first time.
*
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Megan's Brother
Megan Jane Symonds was twelve years old when the police knocked on the door. For the rest of her life she would remember the faces of the two detectives as clearly as if they were standing next to her. She would remember their voices, too, and the exact words they had exchanged as she stood on the doorstep.
'Miss Symonds?'
'Yes?'
'This is Detective Sergeant White and I'm Detective Inspector Lomax. May we speak to your father?'
'Um -- I think he's still at work.'
'I see. Is your mother here?'
'Yes, she's inside.' Meg was flustered. She'd never thought the police would be at their door.
'Can we come in?'
She led them through the long hallway adorned with paintings --lavish works by Margaret Olley and George Gittoes and Josh Bowes, each set in its own illuminated alcove to better capture the rich harvest of their colour and texture. The thick oatmeal coloured carpet muted their footsteps so they arrived at the Drawing Room unannounced. Her mother was seated by the tall French windows gazing out over the expanse of lawn, and she glanced up as they entered.
'Mum, it's the police,' Meg said. 'They want to speak to Dad.'
Olivia Symonds smiled. 'Thank you, Meg,' and she turned to the nearest Detective. 'May I help you?'
'Are you Olivia Margaret Symonds?'
'I am.'
'Married to George Montgomery Symonds?'
'Yes.'
'Then I must inform you I have a warrant for his arrest.'
Meg remembered the shock of his words but her mother's face remained impassive. 'On what charge?'
Detective White studied her for a moment. 'It's a matter of some sensitivity, Mrs. Symonds.' He glanced at Meg who was standing to one side. 'Perhaps we might talk alone for a moment?'
'No,' Olivia said. 'We have no secrets in this family - Megan can stay.' She crossed her arms. 'Now, what is this about?'
'The charge against your husband is embezzlement and fraud.'
'That's ridiculous.'
'That is not for us to decide, Mrs. Symonds. Do you know where your husband is?'
'He's gone to pick up his new car.'
'In Sydney?'
'Yes.'
'I see.' The Detective smiled briefly, as a spider might when it sees a fly becoming entangled in its web. She saw him look around the room, observing the rich opulence of its furnishings. 'Does he change his car often?'
'About once a -' Olivia stopped suddenly, aware of the implication of her words. 'Look,' she said. 'I think you should leave. I will ask my husband to call you when he arrives, when we have spoken to our solicitor.'
The Detective stood his ground. 'There is another matter, Mrs. Symonds.' He glanced at Meg again. 'The warrant also bears the charge of bigamy.'
Meg saw her mother stagger under the words, but she recovered quickly. 'That's preposterous. How could he have the time -'
'I am not here to offer an opinion, Mrs. Symonds, I am here to execute the warrant.'
Olivia stared at him, her face pale. 'I see. Well, he's not back yet. Perhaps you could return later, once I've had a chance to sort this out.'
'We would prefer to wait.'
Afterwards, Meg remembered every detail of that dreadful evening: how the two Detectives perched uneasily on the edges of their chairs whilst her mother sat silently on the sofa opposite them; at last the sound of her father's car, and the way her mother asked her to tell him he had guests waiting. She recalled the expression on his face as they read him his rights and she remembered the metallic snick of the cufflinks being fastened and the set of her mother's shoulders as he was led away.
Olivia Symonds did not come down the stairs to the waiting car, but Meg did. It was dark by then and she stayed close to her father, hoping that he would say something -- perhaps to tell her it wasn't true and that it was all a dreadful mistake, but he was silent. And so she watched him put in the car and driven away, and she went back inside to comfort her mother with little understanding of just how much their lives were about to change.
Six Years Later
Doctor Elizabeth Roberts smiled as the woman entered her surgery and rose to greet her.
'Olivia! It's been a long time. How are you?'
'I'm good, thanks Doctor.'
'Please, take a seat.' She waited until her patient settled in the comfy chair opposite her desk and then sat down herself. 'Now, what can I do for you?'
Olivia closed her eyes briefly. She could hear the clock on the wall behind her ticking and the muted sound of traffic from the busy street outside the tall glass windows, but otherwise the room was quiet. She felt it had been a lifetime since she had been able to sit quietly for a moment, and she did not want to relinquish the sensation.
'Olivia?' the doctor prompted.
'What? Oh, yes...sorry.' She smiled slightly. 'It's just I don't often get to sit and relax. What did you say?'
'I asked what I could do for you.'
'Nothing, Doctor. Really, I'm fine. I came to talk about Meghan.'
'Your daughter?'
'Yes.'
'And what's the problem with Meg?'
'Well...I -- um, I think she is becoming increasingly isolated.'
'In what way?'
'Well, I mean she has no friends. She trusts nobody except David, her brother. I'm worried she will never have any sort of meaningful relationship. She is lonely, I think, and I don't know where it will lead to.'
'Has she always been like this?'
Olivia sighed. She knew her answer would open the old wounds and it always seemed to invoke the same response from people: expressions of regret tinged by a gleam of salacious judgment in their eyes. 'No,' she replied. 'It started when my husband was convicted of fraud and bigamy.'
Liz remembered the case. The story of George Symond's two wives and his life of deceit and duplicity had been rich pickings for the gutter press, and she didn't need a medical degree to know that everyone involved would have suffered some kind of damage.
'Tell me what happened,' she asked gently.
Slowly at first, and then with increasing confidence, the older woman told of the shock of hearing the charge all those years ago and how she had been utterly convinced of his innocence; and how that conviction had been gradually eaten away by the weight of evidence until her whole marriage seemed a shallow vessel founded only on a bed of lies. She told of the feeling of helplessness and the relentless pursuit of the press and the lurid stories of her and the children, and of the bullying and abuse they had received at school.
'Meg and David were both popular,' she whispered. 'I mean, they had lots of friends -- but within a few days Meg's friends in particular had turned against her. Not one of them was prepared to stand beside her.' Olivia's voice was bitter. 'And then the money ran out and we had to move, and things just seemed to get worse and worse.' She shook her head. 'Within a few months Meg started to say she'd never trust anyone again.'
'Why wasn't David affected?'
Olivia shrugged. 'He's older than Meg, and he's always been pragmatic. And I think his friends, being males, were probably more accepting of what George had done.' Her mouth twisted. 'It would seem that men can understand what he did...perhaps even accept or condone it. I'm not saying that David wasn't affected, but he just seemed to handle it better. In fact he took over running the house, as much as a teenage boy could.'
'So is Meg still at school? She'd be what -- seventeen now?'
'Eighteen. She was eighteen last week.' Olivia shook her head. 'She left school two years ago even though she is very bright. She could have done so well, but she left even before Higher School Certificate. She moped around for a while and then found little jobs to do -- you know, working in MacDonald's, waiting on tables.' It was about then that she started making up stories.'
'Stories?' the doctor prompted.
'I'd started seeing someone -- a man called Bob Miller. He worked in the office and he had been very supportive all through the time when things were tough...anyway, we started going out and I took him home a few times. Meg was very hostile -- she just couldn't accept that he wasn't going to do the same as her father.' She sighed. 'I'd hoped that she would come round: you know, gradually come to see that he was a kind and decent man who cared for us, but she didn't. Things seemed to go from bad to worse until she finally drove him away two years ago.'
'How would a sixteen year old do that?'
Olivia was silent for a few moments, remembering the evening it had all gone bad. 'We were in the lounge and Meg confronted us...she said that Bob had tried to touch her in the kitchen and if he ever tried to do it again she'd cut off his penis with a carving knife.' She smiled faintly. 'I've always taught her to speak her mind.'
'I see. Do you think there was any substance to her accusation?'
'Oh no. Bob was a decent man...he was devastated by what she said. He stopped seeing me after that...said it was better if he stayed away.'
'And what was Meg's relationship with you after it happened?'
Olivia shrugged. 'She's never confided in me again. Not ever. She goes to David if she wants to talk about anything.'
The doctor nodded. She could see the picture now: of a girl distrustful of men except for her brother. 'So what is Meg doing now?'
'What do you mean?'
'Is she still at home? Is she working?'
'Yes, she's still living at home and so is David. He's in his first year in medicine, so he's really busy. Meg has just started as an apprentice hairdresser.'
'Does she have anyone special? A boyfriend, perhaps?'
'Nobody. She told me once that David is the only guy she'll ever trust.' Olivia opened her purse and extracted a photograph, and she leaned over the desk to show the doctor. 'She's a pretty girl, don't you think?'
Liz took the proffered print. It was in black and white and was heavily creased from handling. She studied the oval face for a moment, observing the bright intelligence in the wide set eyes and the symmetry of her features. The girl's hair was tied back and her head was tilted slightly, as if she was questioning the photographer, and she was smiling. There was no doubt that she had developed into a young woman of exceptional beauty.
'She certainly is,' Liz agreed. 'With looks like that I imagine she is always being asked out?'
Olivia shrugged. 'I guess. I've never seen her go out on a date, though, and she doesn't tell me about her personal life. '
'And what about David? Does he date?'
'He has girlfriends, but none that I would call long lasting...you know, casual friendships. But recently he's been seeing more and more of one in particular...Susan. I think if it develops into something Meg would be devastated.'
'And what about you, Olivia? Have you had any close relationships after Bob?'
The older woman sighed. 'I've decided I can't keep on being alone just because she disapproves, so...well, yes, I've recently started seeing someone again...a man. Meg is older now, but she still finds it very difficult to accept.'
The Doctor nodded. 'I see. I don't imagine she gets on with him.'
'Oh no. She refuses to have anything to do with him. She says she doesn't trust him and I'll end up being hurt again, and she makes a point of being out of the house whenever he's around.' She stared down into her lap. 'I'm terrified she'll accuse him of sexual assault too, and -- well, it's made her even more dependent on David, if anything, and I'm worried...' her voice trailed off.
'Worried about what?' the doctor prompted gently.
Olivia looked up into the Doctor's eyes. 'Look, it's not like they have done anything,' she said, 'you know -- like, inappropriate. They are good kids, but Meg -- well, she's never been out with a boy and there's only David. Her life just...well, it seems to revolve around him. She seems almost obsessed by him. And, well, if he... when he finds someone else she'll be left with nothing at all.'
Liz Roberts thought for a moment. She recalled again the savagery of the press reports, and she understood how a young and impressionable girl would have felt her world had been ripped apart. Her life of friends and privilege and luxury had been torn from her grasp and she had been left with deep-seated mistrust of everything she had believed to be secure. And she only had her brother because even her mother had drifted away.
'Olivia, I really need to see Meg,' she said. 'Do you think she would agree to that?'
'No, I don't.' She shook her head. 'If I ask her she will think I've been meddling.'
'You should see if you can convince her.'
Olivia considered for a moment. 'All right.'
'Could you let me know how you go?'
'Very well.' Olivia regarded the Doctor. 'Do you think there is a serious problem?'
'I think it is worth a look. In the meantime David must do nothing to make her feel rejected. That's really important.' Liz Roberts rose and offered her hand. 'And don't worry,' she finished.
'That's like telling me not to breathe.'
'I know. But we'll work though this Olivia, I promise.'
But as she left the Doctor's office, Olivia was blissfully unaware that the one thing she had been warned about was happening that very moment in her home.
*
It had been a hot, sultry afternoon and business was so slow that her boss decided to shut up the shop early. Meg stopped off at the corner store for an ice cream and ate it slowly as she walked home.
The first clue that someone was home was the unlocked front door. She pushed it open quietly, worried there may be intruders but the downstairs rooms in the little house were silent. She climbed the stairs on soft footsteps, her senses on full alert, and she moved down the corridor to check her mother's room and David's. Both were quiet.
But as she began to relax, she heard a soft sound from further down the corridor -- a shuffling noise like the sound of a chair being moved, followed by the murmur of muted voices. She stood for a moment listening, poised for flight, her heart hammering in her chest. It was evident the sounds came from her own bedroom and she imagined intruders were going through her meagre belongings. For a long time she listened but she heard no further sounds, and so she drew up the courage to creep softly down the corridor. She could see her bedroom door was ajar and from behind it she heard the sound of a soft giggle, followed by a low groan.
With a racing heart Meg stopped outside and peered in. Her view was restricted by a narrow gap between door and jamb, but she perceived Susan Clarke kneeling naked on her bed. Her head was pressed against the mattress and she was looking back at a figure behind her, and her voice was gusty with passion.
'Ah, ah! David,' she said. 'Ah -- God, yes -- there...right there.'
Meg shifted her stance to afford a view of what was happening behind the kneeling girl and she saw her brother on the floor, his hands gripping her buttocks and his face buried between them. His eyes were closed and Meg could hear the wet sounds of his mouth as it worked between the globes of white flesh.
'Deeper, David! Push deeper,' the girl whispered. She wriggled her hips and her breasts wobbled in sympathy. 'Oh, God, yes! Just there! Fuck...fuck...just there!' she turned her head and stared at him, and Meg could see the brightness of her eyes. 'Push it in...eat me inside.'
Meg staggered back as if she had received a heavy blow to her gut. She'd known about Susan of course, but had thought she was just a passing trend like his other girlfriends. A surge of white hot anger swept through her - a burning, incandescent rage that her brother should forsake her for this whining slag with her thin voice and white pendulous breasts, and that he should choose to fuck on her bed. She could feel her heart racing, the beats thudding in her ears like the rhythm of an executioner's drum, and she heard the girl's words as she writhed on the bed before her.
'Jesus God David! Ah -- no more, no more. Put it in now. Fuck me now!' She rolled onto her back and spread her legs and Meg saw the opening between them, pink and wet and raw.
David Symonds scrambled to his feet and climbed over her. Meg saw her brother's cock as he positioned it at the entrance to the girl's weeping gash, and her stomach churned with rage. She lifted her hand to throw open the door but the sound of the girl's voice arrested her.
'Fuck me in your sister's bed!' she demanded. 'Fuck me, David...cum into me. Spurt into me!' Her hands fluttered on his back like trapped birds, and her voice was hoarse with passion.
Meg crouched down and pressed her face to the gap in the door, and she watched with hooded eyes. The reference to her bed intrigued her. Why were they using it, when David had one of his own just a few yards down the corridor? Was it some kind of sexual fetish, or was there another reason? Her anger subsided quickly to be replaced by a sudden warmth in the base of her belly. She could see the girl's legs crossed over David's back and the taut cheeks of his buttocks as he positioned himself. She saw his bulbous head engaging between the thick wet lips, and she heard the girl's tremulous words as she felt its silken touch.
'Yes, David...ah, yes! Push it in!'
David's buttocks clenched as he drove forward and Meg saw his cock disappear into the gaping maw. Beads of moisture oozed from around the shaft, and she heard his groan of pleasure.
Meg knew all about sex. She'd engaged in petting from time to time but hadn't enjoyed it as she didn't particularly like the boys who'd done it, nor did she trust them. She'd watched porn too, but with a clinical interest rather than sexual as the performances always seemed staged to her. Now she was seeing a real performance not a dozen feet in front of her eyes, and it had a raw sensuality that affected her deeply. She could hear their sighs and the wet slap of their flesh and see the cream rimming their point of union. She could even smell the sharp tang of their sexual juices, rich and thick in the back of her throat. She pressed her own fingers to the junction of her thighs and she hunkered down with her eye at the door.
'Ah, ah,' the girl was groaning. 'Ah, God yes, that's good! That's sooo good, David.' She reached down and seized her brother's buttocks, pulling him in deeper. Meg could see the tight encircling ring of her vulva stretched around him, bulging with each thrust, and she watched as their coupling became more frenetic. Her fingers churned at her own sex, pressing hard, circling the exquisitely sensitive nub down there. She had never seen David's cock this way before and was mesmerized by its size and the way it fitted into the void before it.
'Jesus....Jesus, I'm cumming! Ah, fuck -- here it comes!' Susan moaned. Her voice rose to a shriek and she arched her back, her hands fluttering over his back as he thrust deeply. Meg saw her cunt clench tightly around her brother, and she heard his tremulous cries as his own orgasm swept upon him like a Tsunami. 'Me too, Susan...ah, ah, here it comes,' he cried. 'Fuck, fuck, you're tight...I'm cumming into you...I'm cumming...aaarrgh!' His thrusts were suddenly arrested and Meg saw his balls pulsing as he unloaded into the wriggling girl beneath him. She twitched spasmodically as his seed filled her, her fingers gripping him to hold his body close.
For long moments afterwards they were still. David was murmuring something quietly, but Meg could not hear his words. At length the girl uncrossed her legs and David withdrew from her, his shaft shiny with their juices. He climbed off her supine body and sat on the side of the bed, gazing down at her without expression. Between her open thighs Meg could see his sperm dribbling from her vagina, startlingly white against the suffused pink of her gaping lips, and she saw drops of it fall onto the bedspread like pearls on the crimson surface.



'You'd better go,' he said at last.
'Don't you want seconds?' the girl said. She reached up and stroked his thigh, her fingers moving languorously over his skin. 'I've got another place for you to try -'
'No. She'll be home soon.' He glanced down at her, noticing the ooze between her legs. 'And you'd better wipe that up. I don't want her to know.'
Susan pushed herself up and peered down at her sex. The movement caused more of David's seed to seep out of her body, and she watched as it dribbled onto the rumpled cover beneath her. 'That's a little souvenir for your sister,' she said and she giggled briefly, an empty frivolous sound. 'She won't know what it is anyway, she's so dumb.'
'Don't talk about Meg like that,' David said sharply.
Susan laughed. 'Oooo! Sensitive about your little sister, are we?' she said. 'So why did you want to do it in her room if she's so wonderful?'
'My bed's broken. It was either this one or Mum's.'
'Well, let's use your mother's next time. I'll let you shag me in the bum on her pillow.'
David stood up abruptly. 'Don't be filthy.' He reached down and pulled her arm. 'Now, get out before Meg gets home. I told you, I don't want her to know.'
An expression of malice spread over Susan's face. 'Your bed isn't broken, is it?' she said. 'You just wanted to get your rocks off thinking about fucking your precious little sister.'
'I told you not to talk like that,' David replied angrily. 'Now get out.'
Susan pushed herself up, her breasts swinging pendulously. 'Don't worry, I'm going.' She bent down and stepped into her dress, sliding it up over her body and fastening it with the zipper. She raked her fingers through her tangled hair and bent to pick up her handbag. 'Well, good luck with fucking Meg,' she said nastily. 'You know she's as dry as a Nun, don't you?'
'Get out.'
Susan opened her mouth to respond, but Meg dared not stay a moment longer to listen. She turned and ran softly along the corridor and down the stairs, remembering to miss the squeaky step two from the bottom. She opened the front door and then shut it again loudly, as if she had just arrived home. Her mind was reeling with what she had seen and heard, but she greeted Susan with a bright smile as she came down the stairs.
'Hey, Susan.'
'Hey, Meg.' She walked towards the door, her face like thunder. 'You know, your brother is a real asshole sometimes.'
'Really? What's he done?'
'He -- well, it's a long story.' The girl opened the door. 'But tell from me to fuck off, will you?' Her eyes lingered on Meg for a moment. 'And tell him he's a fucking pervert.'
'I will,' Meg said sweetly. 'It's funny, though, that's exactly what he said about you.'
Susan opened her mouth to respond but shut it again without speaking. She glared at Meg before spinning on her heel and slamming the door.
Meg waited downstairs until David arrived. He was wearing jeans and a tee shirt and his feet were bare. 'So what was Susan doing upstairs?' she asked shortly.
David seemed unaware of her anger. 'She wanted to use the bathroom.'
'I see.' Meg had never known David to lie before and she didn't like it. It confirmed in her mind that having other girls was bad for him. 'She looked upset.'
'You know Susan. She's always upset about something.'
'She told me to tell you to fuck off, and that you're a pervert.' Meg watched his face closely.
'Really?'
'Why does she think you're a pervert?'
'Beats me.' David smiled at his sister. 'Maybe she is jealous of you, Sis.'
'Jealous of me?'
'Sure.' David walked into the kitchen and she followed him, watching as he opened the fridge. He took out a carton of milk and drank from it, leaving a little white moustache on his top lip, and he wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. His eyes softened as he regarded her and he smiled. 'She thinks I'm soft on you,' he explained.
Meg examined her brother. She looked at him just about every day but perhaps she'd taken him for granted: a comfortable constant in the house. He'd always been of slender build but she saw how he'd bulked out: his arms were smoothly muscled and his chest filled his shirt. His eyes were startlingly blue and the hair that curled around his ears was dark blonde shot through with streaks of gold, and his smile was amazing. Her anger towards him was suddenly torn by an awareness that he really was so much better than any other of the insipid boys she knew.
She realised David was staring at her, waiting for an answer. 'And are you?' she said, 'soft on me, I mean.' Her heart was thudding in her chest.
'Always.' He smiled at her, his eyes in contact with hers for a few moments. He was struck again how different she was to Susan, not just physically but in temperament too. Susan was large boned and inclined to plumpness, and was often moody. Meg, on the other hand, was much smaller but her body was in perfect proportion, each part fitting together like those of an exquisite china doll. He allowed his eyes to roam over her briefly, taking in the trim waist and pert breasts and the delicate bone structure of her shoulders and neck. She was generally good tempered, too, which is why they got on so well together.
'Hey,' he said. 'Mum told me she'd be late tonight...she had an appointment in town or something. Do you fancy a pizza? It'd be my shout. We could go down to Giovanni's and eat it there, and have a beer.'
Meg nodded. She hadn't forgiven him but it would an opportunity to talk, which didn't seem to happen much any more.
'Sure.'
'Great.' He closed the fridge. 'I'll grab a shower, and we could head off then, if you're ready.'
*
The little Italian Bistro was busy, as always, but they found a table in the corner and waited for their meal. Meg surveyed the crowd to see if there was anybody there she knew. A few of the local girls were sitting nearby and she suddenly wondered if her brother had slept with any of them as well. There was so much about him that she didn't know.
She decided to take the direct approach. 'So why are you seeing Susan?' she asked.
'What do you mean?'
'I mean she's already married.'
'She's separated, Meg, and she doesn't expect any commitment.'
'She's a skank,' Meg said, 'and she's not separated, she just likes sleeping around.'
David shrugged. 'I wouldn't know. She seems OK to me.' He nodded towards the table of girls opposite. 'So which of those would be better?'
Meg examined the girls. They were younger than her, each with different features and colouring but she perceived there was marked similarity in the way they dressed and the accessories they carried, as if they were all from the same tribe. An adjective popped into her mind to describe them. Vapid. That was what she had thought of Susan, and now she saw it applied to these girls as well. Vapid - a good word to describe how insipid, dull and intellectually empty they were. She glanced at David, who was examining them with open interest, and she experienced a surge of anger that he should even look at them.
'None of them,' she said sharply. 'They're nothing but a bunch of little tarts.'
David laughed. 'Wow! Tell me what you really think.'
Meg leaned forward and her words were crisp. 'You want to know what I think? Well, I'll tell you. I think they don't have one whole brain between them. I think they are out to get as much pleasure as they can in the shortest possible time, and they don't care with whom or how. I think they are shallow and worthless.' Her voice was bitter.
The smile slipped from David's face and he reached across the table and grasped her arm. 'Hey, I'm only asking, Meg. So what's got into you this evening?'
'I already told you - you can do better.'
David shrugged. 'Well I'm sorry you don't approve, Sis. You don't like Susan and you don't seem to like any other girls -- so who would you have me with?'
But before Meg could reply the meal arrived and the rest of the evening was spent in idle chatter.
*
That night Meg lay in her bed and thought about David.
She had always thought him good and kind and honest, but what she had seen today had shaken that belief. Before climbing into bed she had changed the sheets and the bedspread to remove any trace of Susan Clarke, but somehow she could still smell the rank odour of her sex and hear her cries of pleasure as David spurted inside her; and she remembered too the lies that slipped from his lips afterwards, like poisoned honey.
She and David had supported each other when the family fell from a life of riches and easy indulgence to harder times, and it had forged a relationship beyond that of normal siblings. Meg had waited for the love and support and unity that carried them through those dark days to blossom as life moved on, but it had not. She could see now that her transition to womanhood had become a silent barrier that had stunted their relationship, and that in not seeing it before she had been complicit in their gradual drift apart. Perhaps she had taken it for granted...perhaps, if she had been ugly instead of beautiful, it would have been different. In any case it was evident that the early bonds that bound them together were not enough for David any more. She had watched his face as he took Susan Clarke and tonight she had seen his hungry eyes roaming over the painted faces of the nearby girls, lingering on their young faces and breasts and thighs. She could see him imagining how they would look as he fucked them: their limbs twitching and their features twisted in pleasure, and how it would feel as he splashed his sperm deep into their wriggling bodies. He is slipping away, she thought, and I will lose him. The question was, could she live with that?
In the silence of the night she understood she could never do without him. He was a rock in her life, someone to cling to when the storm clouds gathered, and he was so much better than anyone other person she had ever met. She remembered how he looked as he drank from the carton of milk, and the way he had wiped his mouth on the back of his hand, his lips soft and warm. She saw again the way he smiled, and she remembered his words... 'I'm soft on you, Meg', and his eyes told her that he was not lying: he did love her, but not the way she wanted. Perhaps he took her for granted too, but what could she do about it?
And then she remembered his question in the café: 'so who would you have me with, Meg?' It was a demand framed in frustration and she hadn't answered it, but now in the silence of her room she did so and her words echoed softly in the darkness. 'Me, David. You could have me'.
And in the quiet moments before sleep she thought about what she would do to keep him, and how she might do it.
*
'What are you doing over Christmas, David?' Meg regarded him over a bowl of cereal. She was still in her pajamas, in deference to it being a Sunday and because she knew she looked good in the skimpy baby-doll outfit.
'I've signed up for a stint with the Army Reserve, but that's only until the 20th. After that, not much.'
Meg pouted. It was the first she'd heard about the Army thing and she was put out. 'Army Reserve? So what's that all about?'
'They take you away for two weeks and teach you a bunch of stuff and give you money. Sounds like fun so I've signed up.'
Meg did a quick calculation. She'd been saving a little bit from each pay and had enough for a beachside cottage rental for a few days but not over the expensive Christmas week.
'How much money do they give you?' she asked, deviously.
David's eyes strayed to his sister's body again, just as they had ever since she flounced into the room. He could see her breasts pressed against the fabric of her pajama top that was, as far as he could tell, struggling to keep them in. He'd never thought of Meg as having big boobs but they sure looked adequate this morning. The lack of a bra suggested there wouldn't be knickers either, and he found himself wondering if the gusset of her little pajama shorts was wedged between her lips, and how wet -
'Hello...earth calling David,' she called. 'Is there anybody there?'
'Um -- about eight hundred a week, tax free.'
'I see.' She fastened her brown eyes on him. 'Well, have I got a deal for you.'
'Why aren't I surprised?'
'No, no, you'll really like this deal, I promise,' she said earnestly. 'It involves a good time for you.'
David's eyes fell to her breasts again. 'Really? How good?'
Meg saw the direction of his gaze and laughed. 'Well, perhaps not that good, but good enough.' She paused for a moment, waiting for his eyes to move from her chest. 'How would you like to spend a few days in a beach cottage after you come back from your Army thing?'
'Who with?'
'Me, silly! Just you and me, sharing a house -- we could go swimming and surfing and do stuff. It would be fun.'
'We already share a house, Meg.'
'This would be different...we wouldn't be working and Mum wouldn't be there. We'd be able to talk again, to have fun.'
David knew what she meant. Since he started his medical degree there seemed to be so little time together, and he missed the camaraderie they once had. He knew she didn't have any friends close enough to go to the beach with and he couldn't remember when she had last had a holiday. Probably before Dad was put away, and that seemed a lifetime ago. Besides, he could do far worse than spending a few days looking at Meg in a swimming costume.
'So who's paying?' he asked.
'I've got a bit put away,' she said, 'enough for three or four days but not the higher rent over the Christmas period. If you can make up the difference I can book it.'
'Okay.'
'Really?'
'Sure.'
Meg leapt to her feet and scooted round the table to jump onto his lap. 'You're a champ!' She clung to him with her arms around his neck, her body warm though the thin material of her pajamas, and she pressed her lips to his neck. 'Thanks.'
'It'll be fun,' he said. He could feel the cheeks of her bum on his leg, straddling his thigh like two oranges in a bag, and her hair smelled of apple and cinnamon. He struggled to keep his mind on the subject. 'In fact, I'll pay for the food and grog as well.'
She cupped his face with her hands and looked into his eyes. 'Thanks, Stud.'
'You're welcome. Now, get off.' David was uncomfortably aware that his cock was rapidly coming to attention and it was only a matter of time before she felt it too.
'Really? Don't you like me sitting here?'
'I love it, Meg, but you've not got much on and I'm only human.' He moved his hands to her hips to lift her off, but the delicious warmth of her curves under his fingers only made things worse.
'Ah, sorry,' she said. 'I'm getting off...ah, here we go -' she wriggled on his lap in an exaggerated movement, her buns brushing back and forth on his leg and her mound grinding against him. 'Oops, sorry -- ah, almost lost my balance...there...right, I'm off.' She stood lightly on her feet and glanced down at his lap, her eyes shining with laughter. 'Oh my! I see what you mean. Wow, did I do that?'
'You and that little nightie. Make sure you leave it at home when we go on holidays. It's trouble.'
Meg smiled at him. 'Sure, if that's what you really want. You need to think what the alternative might be, though.'
David did, and it was a disturbing thought.
***
It was a five hour drive to the cottage and they talked most of the way. David told her of his Army adventures. He'd come home on the last day in his field cams and she had immediately christened him 'Soldier.'
'So where did you live?' Meg asked.
'In barracks for the first few days and then in tents in the field.'
'Just guys?'
He glanced at her. 'Nope. There were some girls there too. Army has a gender neutral policy.'
'You sound like an advertising brochure.' Meg lowered the pitch of her voice and gave a passible impersonation of him. 'Army has a gender neutral policy!' She laughed. 'A gender neutral policy!...hmmm, let me think what the fuck that means -- ah, I know, they de-sex you when you join up.'
David laughed with her. 'Hardly, although it might have been good idea for some of the guys there. They spent more time trying to get into the girls' pants than they did working.'
'Really? And what about you?
'Left them alone. I have a principle of avoiding any woman who carries a gun.'
'Good thought. I'm going to buy Susan a six-shooter for Christmas.'
David chuckled. 'You're really worried about her, aren't you?'
'Me? Nah, never give her a thought.'
'That's not true. That's about the twentieth comment you've made about her. What do you think is going on between her and me, Sis? This isn't a lifetime commitment thing you know.'
'I just want the best for you, Soldier, and she's not even close.'
'Right.' David didn't want to talk about Susan. He was here, with Meg, and they had a whole week together and he was looking forward to it, and Susan's pussy would still be available when he got home. He thought life didn't get much better.
The road wound down the escarpment, passing through a patch of dense forest where the sun was filtered by the canopy above, the light flickering green and gold as the car twisted through a series of hairpin bends; and then suddenly they were out onto the coastal plain and the country opened up to lush fields with neat white fences and farm cottages scattered here and there. David thought even the air felt different, somehow: warmer and thicker, as if it was caressing you, and he felt his senses quicken.
They followed the coastal road and eventually arrived at the small village where the cottage was, pulling up outside the general store where the key was kept. It was cool inside, and they approached the counter.
'I'm here to pick up the key to the cottage,' David asked the shopkeeper. He glanced at the paperwork in his hand. 'Um -- No 57 Beachview.' He put his license and booking confirmation on the counter.
The man nodded, and picked a key off a nearby rack. His eyes flickered over David and then settled on Meg, stood beside him. She was wearing a white shirt and shorts and the man thought she was by far the best looking girl he had seen that week.
'The cottage is a bit rough,' he said, 'but you should be right. Let me know if you need anything.'
'Sure.'
The man waved his arm in the general direction of the road. 'Turn left at the end, last house on the right. It's the one on its own, like. You can't miss it.'
'Thanks.' David picked up the key. 'So what's there to do around here?'
'Not much. Fish, swim, and -' his eyes rested on Meg again, and he thought that if he was with her he would never have asked that question '- stay in bed,' he said.
They walked around the cottage. The man was right, it was rough but then the rent had been less than all the others. It had boasted two bedrooms but one of them was so small they thought it was a cupboard. It was clean, though, and the verandah did have a view of the sea. They stood in the lounge, looking though the big double doors to the ocean.
The afternoon sun was streaming in through the half open shutters to one side of the room and David saw how each band of light highlighted a different part of his sister: the small neat head with its mane of wheat-coloured hair and dark eyes and soft, pink lips; the tight tee shirt stretched over her breasts and the creamy band of her midriff, peeping from under her shirt. One leg was thrust slightly forward of the other and at their juncture he could see a deep crease in the white cotton shorts she was wearing, highlighting the lustre of her skin below them. His eyes slid back to her face to find she was watching him quietly with a small smile upon her lips, and there was an expression in her eyes he had never seen before.



He felt his stomach lurch at her beauty. I try, he thought to himself. I try so hard not to think of her that way. The image of what he did to Susan flashed into his mind and he remembered how, when he closed his eyes, he imagined it was Meg. The thought triggered a familiar twist of guilt, and when he tried to speak he found his mouth as dry as dust.
'Come on, Sis,' he managed at last. 'Let's go and find the beach.'
'Sure. Give me a minute to change.'
David went into the little bedroom and pulled on his bathing suit. By the time he finished Meg was already there, standing by the verandah door in the smallest bikini he had ever seen. It was bright red, what there was of it, and it was secured by little strings either side of her hips and at the centre of her back: in fact, as far as he could see from the rear view it was only string.
'Wow!' he said. 'Holy crap, Meg! Tell me that there's more in the front of that costume than there is at the back.'
She turned and smiled at him, and he saw there were three little panels of material each one smaller than his hand: just enough to keep her decent but not enough to leave much to the imagination. David wondered how it would look when it was wet.
'What do you think?' she asked. She did a little pirouette, her arms above her head. The movement caused her breasts to sway and for a moment he thought they would pop free. He looked at her face with an effort.
'Sensational. Does that material shrink, by any chance?'
Meg laughed. 'I guess we'll find out soon. What about the colour?' She placed a hand under each boob and hefted them forward slightly, as if presenting them for his inspection.
'Stunning.' David recalled an art teacher once telling him what each colour represented. Red was for danger, determination and love and he wondered if Meg knew it or whether she just liked the shade. 'It's amazing against your tan,' he said. It was too. She had a naturally olive skin and the juxtaposition of red and golden brown looked sensational.
Meg laughed. 'I thought you'd like it. I bought it just for you. Now...are you ready?'
They walked down to the beach and swam out into the surf, laughing with pleasure at the caress of the water on their bodies. A spit of rocks jutted out into the bay a little further to the north and they saw how it influenced the wave pattern. 'Over there,' he said. 'We'll pick up the waves earlier and they'll take you though to the beach.'
The water was deeper here and soon Meg was swimming beside him, unable to touch the bottom. 'It's not fair,' she complained. 'You're taller than me and you can go out further.' She held onto his shoulder. 'Tow me out, Soldier, and we can catch the waves together.'
'Right.' He waded out until he could just stand, enjoying the slippery feel of her skin against his, and they caught the first wave together. It carried them across the little bay and dumped them on the beach close to one another, and Meg wallowed in the white frothy spume and laughed up at him, her eyes shining with happiness and excitement. 'Again,' she demanded, and she ran and jumped on his back. He grasped her legs and plunged into the surf, conscious of the warmth of her groin pressing against him and the reaction it was causing, swimming out with her to do it all over again until they were exhausted.
She took his hand and they walked back to the cottage and David saw the glances that couples on the beach gave them: looks of envy from the guys and smiles from older couples who took them to be young and in love.
'How about seafood tonight?' he asked her. 'There's a little Bistro in the next town around the Bay.'
Their table was on a wooden deck overlooking a little creek fringed by golden sand and they talked and ate prawns and lobster and buttered scallops with their fingers, washed down with ice cold beer. Meg wore a simple white dress that showed off her skin and David couldn't help but steal glances when he thought she wasn't looking, not realizing that she was doing the same to him. He'd long ago accepted his sister was the best looking girl he knew but tonight she was glowing, and as the evening progressed he realised that feelings for her were changing, and it worried him. She's my little sister. I can't think of her that way.
She excused herself and when she came back David watched her threading her way through the tables. It wasn't just her looks, he thought: it's the way she carries herself. It's her smile and the amazing ability she had to make him feel special. He thought that she had suddenly blossomed right in front of his eyes.
She reached the table and sank into her chair opposite him, and he could not take his eyes off her.
'What?' she asked.
'I was thinking you looked happy. I haven't seen you like this in a while.'
Meg reached across the table and grasped his hand. 'I am happy,' she said. 'I feel...relaxed. It's difficult to do that at home, what with work and -- well, you know.' She squeezed his fingers. 'And I'm happy you're here with me, Soldier. We don't seem to have connected over the last year or two, and I've missed it.'
He nodded, knowing what she meant. 'I guess life just gets in the way.'
'Then we must make sure it doesn't.'
'Yeah.' They lapsed into silence, their fingers still entwined, and David looked out over the crescent of sand to the little village beyond. There were bright lights there and the sound of laughter and music from a waterside bar.
'Do you want a drink down there?' he asked.
She glanced at where he was looking. The music sounded good but she didn't want to break the mood. 'Maybe tomorrow. Let's go back to the cottage and have a few drinks on the verandah.'
He mixed a jug of Margarita and they sat close to one another and drank, their comfy chairs pulled together. Meg was curled up with her legs under her, and the liquor and the darkness broke down barriers and they began to talk more freely.
'So what's the story with Chris Miller?' he asked. Meg had mentioned that she was thinking of going out with him, which worried David.
'Oh, him! He wants my body, and he doesn't care where or how,' she giggled. 'He told me last week that anything nestling between my perfect little cheeks is a friend of his and he wants to get to know it a whole lot better.'
'Maybe he just wants a kiss.'
'I don't think he meant those cheeks, Soldier.'
'Ah, right.' He'd known that of course, but somehow hadn't thought his kid sister would contemplate anything involving anal. 'Well, I have to agree with him.'
'Really? You want a piece of my ass as well?'
'Any sane guy would,' David said. He had dreamed of it often enough but the conversation was making him feel unaccountably uncomfortable. He thought that Chris Miller was probably the biggest scumbag he'd ever met, and the thought of his cock inside Meg was enough to turn his stomach. 'But you shouldn't give it to Chris Miller,' he continued, 'in fact I don't think you should give him anything.'
'Why not? Look, I know he's a -' she broke off, searching for a word. 'What's the male equivalent of a slut?'
'Beats me. A stud, maybe. That tells you something of the male psyche.'
'A stud. Well, maybe he is, and maybe that's all I'm looking for, Soldier. At least I'd know where I stand with him.'
David shook his head. 'You really don't want to pick Chris Miller. He's -- well, he's just a sleazebag.'
'Huh! You're a fine one to talk! Slutty Susan isn't exactly a paragon of virtue, and if one of those tarts in the restaurant the other night had offered you a piece of her tight little tush I'm damn sure you wouldn't have knocked her back either.'
'I keep telling you I'm not an item with Susan,' David said. 'She's just -- well, just a fill-in.'
'Suppose it was me you were screwing, Soldier...would you think I was just a fill-in too, until some better piece came along?'
'That's not a fair question. You're my sister, so we couldn't -'
'I'm not asking whether we should or not,' Meg said deviously. 'I'm asking you to imagine you are in my pants and whether you'd screw around if you were.'
Meg's words evoked a sudden image of his sister crouching on the same chair she was sitting on now, with her little white dress rucked up over her waist and her panties twisted around one ankle. She was looking back over her shoulder as he ploughed into her, and the expression on her face was one of carnal lust. He felt his cock harden rapidly at the thought.
'Well?' Meg demanded.
'I could never cheat on you,' he answered softly. In his mind he could see his shaft poised at the entrance to her body, and hear her soft moan as he pressed it slowly into her for the first time. His longing was palpable. 'I don't know how anyone could.'
'And would you still screw Susan if you had me?'
'Hell, no.'
'And what about those other little skanks in the restaurant?'
He shook his head. 'Never.'
Well, there you are then.' Meg said.
David regarded his sister. She seldom said or did anything without purpose and generally she made herself crystal clear, but this conversation was to the far right of being weird. 'What the hell does that mean?' he demanded.
'What?'
'What does 'well there you are then' mean?'
She spread her hands in an expression of innocence. 'It means that there's at least one guy in the world who could have a little integrity.' Her eyes flicked to his lap. 'What did you think it meant?' she asked, and he could her laughter in her words.
'Hell, I don't know,' he said. He rested his eyes on her face for a moment, his expression troubled. 'So have you -'
'Fucked Chris yet?' she laughed, a short sharp sound devoid of humour. 'No, I haven't...not with him, not with anyone. Here I am, eighteen years two months and twenty-one days old and I'm untouched. Sad, isn't it? The oldest virgin on the East Coast.' She paused, and David could she wasn't done talking about it. 'You know, I've always figured my cherry was worth hanging onto for the right guy, but maybe that's just dumb thinking. At this rate I'll still have it at fifty and that would be really sad. That's why I'm thinking of Chris.' She leaned forward and filled her glass from the pitcher. 'You know, Dad's got a lot to answer for.'
'You can't blame him for still being a virgin!'
Meg shook her head. 'He was faithless, Soldier. He used Mum and that other poor woman and when he was caught he wasn't even sorry.'
'Not all guys are like Dad.'
'Yeah, right! Just about every guy I've met thinks constantly of pussy, which in my book puts them in the slut league. Going with any one of them is setting myself up for failure.'
David shook his head. There was a huge difference between a young guy out for a bit of skirt and someone who had deliberately married two women at the same time, but clearly Meg couldn't see that. He reached over and squeezed her arm. 'There are guys around you can trust, Meg,' he said, 'and you'll find one, I promise.'
She stared into the candle for a few moments without responding. 'I don't think there are, David, she said at last. 'Not that I've ever seen, anyway.' Her eyes slid to his. 'Apart from you that is, and you've got slutty Susan.'
David shook his head. 'I told you, she's just a fill-in. I don't -'
'I know, you told me,' she interrupted. 'So who would you have...I mean, if you could pick your ideal woman, who would it be?'
David leaned back in his chair. 'Christ, I don't know.'
'You must have thought about it, Soldier...you know, when you're doing it. If Susan's not the one then you must think about who you'd really like to be with.'
'I guess. We all fantasise about that.'
'So who would it be?'
'I don't know, Meg.'
'Oh, come on! You never imagine you're with someone else? Someone you've seen in the street or even an imaginary girl?'
David shrugged. 'I guess.'
'So what does she look like?'
Like you David thought, but he couldn't tell her that. He shrugged. 'Just a chick...someone hot.'
'Right.' She lapsed into silence and David waited, uncomfortable with the direction their conversation had taken. He knew what the next question would be and he waited for her pluck up the courage to ask. 'So what does this hot chick look like?' she said, at length.
'Short -- about five six. Grey eyes. Blonde hair, down to her bum. Smallish tits, but not too small. Amazing, thick nipples. Oval face and nice eyes. Soft pink lips... a figure like Jennifer Hawkins, and a really, really, neat little tush.'
Meg was silent. She could feel the alcohol swimming in her head but she wasn't too far gone to recognise that the description fitted her. 'And is it always the same girl?' she asked. Her heart was suddenly beating quicker.
'Pretty much.' David laughed, a short dismissive sound. 'Shows how much imagination I've got, doesn't it?' He was silent for a moment, very much aware of her proximity and the electricity that was building between them.
'And do you know her, or is she imaginary?'
David was silent for a few moments. This was dangerous ground, he knew. 'She's like someone I know,' he said carefully.
'Well, if you ever get the chance to have her, don't waste it,' Meg offered.
'I won't,' he said. 'If I ever find her she'll be the one.' For a moment he was tempted to tell her that she was the fantasy girl and always had been, and that his heart was beating so fast in his chest that it might explode; but he knew he couldn't. Meg was flirting with him simply because she could, and because she trusted him not to take it too seriously. He imagined the look in her eyes if he did try it on... the expression of disappointment and disgust, the realisation that he was nothing more than his father's son - a user of women and destroyer of trust. Better to keep a barrier between them and stay friends, than to venture too far into intimacy and risk destroying it all forever.
The thought sobered him and he glanced at his watch. 'Wow...past midnight. It's been a long day, Sis...a great day. Thanks.' He drained his drink and stood up. 'I might hit the sack.'
Meg uncurled herself from the chair and stood in front of him. 'It has been a fabulous day, David, thank you,' she said. On impulse she flung her arms around his neck and pulled him down towards her face. He could feel her hair tickling his chin and her nose against his neck, and the little butterfly kisses she was giving him working up towards his ear. 'That's for today,' she breathed, 'and this is to take your mind off your imaginary chick.' She stood on tiptoe and pressed her lips to his. They were incredibly soft and tasted of salt and tequila, and they lingered on his for a few moments before she broke free, and he heard her throaty chuckle as she ran to her room.
*
David was still asleep when she bounced into his room. 'Wake up, sleepy!' she called. 'Half the day is gone and I want you.' She seized a pillow and hit him with it, her breasts jiggling with the inertia.
'Ah...shit, Meg! I was asleep! What the fuck are you doing?'
'I need someone to go swimming with. Get up!' She raised the pillow again and waved it back and forth in a threatening gesture.
'Jesus!' David opened his eyes with difficulty and was immediately rewarded by a view of his sister's swaying breasts, barely contained by the triangles of the little red bikini. 'Jesus!' he said again, with more feeling.
Meg saw where his eyes were looking. 'Stop looking at my tits and get up, you pervert.'
David sniggered, his eyes still on her chest. 'Make me.'
'Right!' She jumped on the bed and straddled him, her fingers digging into the soft skin under his ears. 'Get up! Get up!'
'Ow, shit! Fuck! What have I done to deserve you?' David reached up and grasped her wrists and pulled them away from his face, imprisoning her. 'Ha! Now what are you going to do?'
Meg shrieked and began to bounce up and down on his chest. 'I'll squash you into submission.'
David laughed with her. 'How does that work, midget?' he asked. He began to punctuate his words with theatrical grunts as his sister's weight landed on his chest. 'You -- ugh - might just be able to - ugh -- squash a flea, shrimp, if you really -- ugh - try hard.' He tried to hold her still, but she continued to jiggle and he laughed again at the glorious sight of her breasts bobbing up and down. 'Don't -- ugh -- drop one of those on me or I really will be -- ugh - crushed.'
'You're a beast!' Meg squealed. 'Let me go!'
'Only if you stop.'
'Never! If you get up now I'll let you live.'
David decided he didn't want her to stop. She really wasn't heavy and he was enjoying the sight. The bikini top was in danger of structural failure and aside from that, her crotch was bobbing up and down only a few inches from his face. He could see the fabric stretched over her mound and a few wisps of golden hair peeping from under one edge. He saw that the skin on the inside of her upper thighs was of a pale cream colour, much lighter than the rest of her skin, and he imagined how soft it would feel on his lips. His cock hardened rapidly under the sheet.
'Is that your best, Symonds?' he goaded her. 'Is that all you've got?'
She flexed her thigh muscles and began to bounce higher, struggling to release her hands. 'You ain't seen nothing yet!' she grunted, 'take that!' and with exquisite timing she pushed back and landed on his groin.
David released her hands with an explosive grunt of pain. 'Fuck!' he said. 'Shit, shit, that hurt! Get off!' He pushed her aside and cupped his organ with both hands. 'Holy crap, Meg...you've squashed the old guy.'
'He must be flea-sized then.' She studied his face. 'So do you give up?'
'I'm a cripple,' he wheezed. 'My dick feels like a Spoonbill's beak.'
Meg laughed at the image. 'I guess that's a win for me then.'
'I'll never be able to do it again,' he moaned.
'Sure you will. You'll make some lady Spoonbill very happy.' She laughed at her wit and stood next to the bed looking down at him. 'So do you want anything to eat before we go?'
'Get out of my sight, woman! I need to check out what you've done.'
Meg snickered. 'Will this just be a visual inspection or are you going for a full-power trail?' she asked. 'Perhaps I can bring you a rubber glove and a bucket...well, a thimble, anyway.'
'Very funny! I might never be able to perform again.'
Meg was unrepentant. 'Ah -- well, Susan will be sad...well, until she finds some other poor sap, anyway. Would you like me to check it out?'
'Get out!'
She flounced through the door and David lay for a few moments, recalling the sight of his kid sister's little mound bouncing up and down a few inches from his mouth. She was having fun and that was great to see, but it was clear she had no idea what effect she was having on him.
He grasped his cock and stroked it quickly, imagining how she would have tasted if he'd pulled the bikini bottom aside and buried his face there, imagining how wet she would be. The image was sufficient to bring him to orgasm quickly and he spurted onto the sheets in five or six long jets, his fingers gripping the knob firmly and his pleasure peaking briefly before spiraling downwards.
The sexual release brought back a sense of realism and he swung his legs out of bed and pulled on his swimming costume with a sigh, wondering how he would get through the rest of their holiday together without doing anything silly to spoil her happiness.
*
Meg was on the verandah, rubbing suntan oil on her body and she looked up brightly. 'Ah, there you are, Soldier! Could you rub some oil onto my back?' she held out the bottle.
'Sure. Turn around.'
He squirted a line of oil across her back and rubbed it over the smooth golden skin. 'And my neck,' she directed. His fingers slipped easily over her flesh, circling her slim neck, grasping it lightly before moving downwards again. She'd tucked her tresses under a baseball cap and he could see the fine whorls of gold hair on her neck glistening with the oil.



'And down to my butt,' she said. He squirted more on his fingers and applied it to her back, feeling the ridges of her spine under the glossy skin; moving smoothly sideways to smear the oil over the delicious curves of her waist; and then down, down, further still until at last he reached the little dimple peeping above the string that held her bikini on. He withdrew his hand and stood back.
'There you go. All done.'
'Around my butt, Soldier' she demanded. 'Those strings won't protect me from the sun.'
'I'm pretty sure you could reach it yourself, Sis.'
'Don't be such a prude,' she pouted. 'You're going to be a doctor one day and you'll see women's buns every day. Just do it, Soldier, and then I'll do you.' She leaned forward to present her bottom to him.
David squeezed a line of oil over one cheek and carefully palmed it. It was so small that it didn't fill his hand, and his fingers curled around it and dipped to the top of her thighs. He could feel his cock stiffening again at the delicious feel of her flesh. This had only ever been the stuff of his dreams, and now he was doing it.
'Great,' she breathed, 'that's it...all around. Nice, nice. Now the other one.' She leaned forward and he was rewarded by a view of her bikini covered mound peeping from between her thighs. He grasped the second cheek and rubbed it, his heart pounding.
'Hey, use some oil,' she laughed. 'You're not paying attention.'
'Ah, right. Sorry,' he squirted some into his hand and grasped her, his palm rotating over the perfect orb. The tips of his fingers slid into the crevice between her cheeks and brushed against the red material of her bikini bottom, and she giggled.
'Keep doing that, Soldier, and we'll never get into the ocean.' She lapsed into silence, enjoying the sensation of his touch, conscious that it had changed from a rub to a caress. A warmth suffused her lower body and she could feel the seep of moisture at her crotch but he suddenly withdrew his fingers and she was left feeling unfulfilled.
'Right...there you go.' David's voice was a little hoarse. He handed her the bottle of lotion. 'Just my shoulders, Sis.'
'Really? Your costume might get dragged off in the surf and your butt get burned. I can help -'
'Just the shoulders.'
'Right.' Her hands slipped easily over his skin, drifting down over his back to the elastic of his shorts. 'Are you sure -'
'I'm sure.' He chuckled softly. 'In any case, I'm not sure the old fella wants you anywhere near him after this morning.'
'Aw, that's not fair,' she pouted. 'I can be really nice to him if he wants.'
The tide was higher than the day before and they took the little body boards and swam out to the spit together, treading water whilst they waited for the right wave.
'This one,' she shouted. Her face was alight with excitement and David thought she'd never looked more beautiful.
'No, no, wait,' he said. 'There's a bigger one three or four back.'
The right wave came, big and blue with a rim of creamy white and they kicked frantically in front of it until it flung them forward in a froth of roaring water hissing under the boards. The surf battered their bodies, bouncing them over the backwash of earlier waves and David heard Meg shrieking with pleasure. He raced her beside him, her body lean and brown and splashed with flying water. The wave dropped them off near the beach, its power spent, and they laughed with the pleasure of it.
'Again!' Meg shouted, and she struggled to her feet, clutching the board. Her breasts had broken free of their constraint and they jiggled as she ran.
'Meg!' he shouted, 'your bikini -'
'I know,' she said, and she plunged into the surf, ducking under a big wave that was breaking over them. She emerged the other side and laughed. 'I guess it wasn't up to the job.' She deftly undid the flimsy top. 'Can you keep this for me?'
'Sure.' David took the scrap of red material and stuffed it in his pocket, and they swam out together.
'Now!' Meg screamed and they caught another wave. This one was stronger and it deposited them at the water's edge, the sand grating on the boards as they grounded. They wallowed in the shallow water for a few moments and David couldn't help peeping. Her nipples were thick and swollen and surrounded by disks of darker flesh, but somehow it seemed right that she was topless and he leaned over and helped her up, and they ran into the surf together. At last they were done, and they lay in the little waves at the water's edge together, talking.
'Have you done boobs for your medical studies yet?' Meg asked.
He laughed. 'We don't 'do' boobs. We study anatomy.'
'That's what I meant. Have you studied them anatomically, then?'
'A bit. It's...well, more of an extra-curricular activity at the moment.'
'So how are mine?' she thrust her chest forward and her breasts rose out of the surf, wet and shining. The nipples were hard, although David couldn't tell if it was arousal or the effect of the water.
'Hell, Meg, I don't know! We study books in the first year. I don't go around examining patient's tits.'
'But you'd have an opinion, wouldn't you?'
David laughed. 'OK then, since you asked. Anatomically, they present as normal breasts. Shape colour and texture appear to be in the normal range. There is minimal if any droop and they are symmetrical. From a first casual examination there are no deformities or lumps -'
Meg stared at him. 'Wow! That sounds like a page from a medical text. I meant do you like them?'
'No you didn't.'
'Well, do you?'
'They are sensational,' he said truthfully.
'Better than Susan's?'
'You have no idea how much better.'
Meg had a very good idea. She remembered how Susan's tits had swung pendulously as he sawed into her, the nipples almost brushing the sheet below her kneeling body.
'What about my nipples?' she asked mischievously.
'Jesus, Meg! I'm your brother! What sort of question is that to ask?'
'You're a medical student, Soldier. Who else can I confide in?'
'They are amazing.' They were, too, as thick and ripe as raspberries, each one perched on a perfect sphere. 'The best I've ever seen,' he added, candidly.
Meg smiled, happy with the compliment. 'What time is it?' she asked, at length.
'Don't know. Does it matter?'
She sighed. 'I guess not...I just don't want to waste a single moment of this.'
'So what do you want to do now?'
She considered for a moment. 'Let's go and find an ice cream shop. Give me my bikini top.' She took the scrap of red from his fingers and deftly threaded it over her shoulders, hefting each fat little breast into its cup. David found himself staring at them, comparing their perfect shape and texture to Susan's pendulous tits. There really was no comparison.
They bought rum and macadamia nut cones and ate them on the way back to the cottage, her little pink tongue flicking sensuously over the knob of ice cream. It was hot in the sun and it dribbled over her fingers and dripped onto her chest, lying like drops of pearl on her flesh. David laughed at her.
'If you were any kind of gentleman you'd lick it off,' she said.
'Your technique is wrong,' he explained. 'You have to take the knob in your mouth and sort of suck on it before it dribbles. Look, like this -' and he demonstrated with his own ice cream.
Meg watched him with round eyes. 'Wow! You're a natural,' she smirked. 'Are you sure you're batting for the right side?'
David ignored her. 'This is about you, Shrimp. This is the voice of experience helping out. Try it.'
Meg opened her mouth and slid it over the creamy knob, her lips soft and wet. Her eyes were on his face and she hammed up the action by bobbing her head back and forth a few times before she sucked noisily and withdrew the cone, smooth and drip free. 'How's that?' she laughed.
'Perfect. Use that technique and you'll never have messy drips again.'
'Can't think why I never thought of that. I'll practice it at every opportunity.'
David smiled at the innuendo but didn't respond and they walked in silence for a few minutes until they reached the cottage. 'I'll fix us a couple of drinks,' he said, and disappeared into the kitchen.
'Right. And I'll take a shower to freshen up.'
Meg stood in the shower, thinking about him. Her earlier feeling of exuberation had diminished, leaving her feeling flat. Nearly half of their holiday had gone and she felt no closer to achieving what she wanted, and time was running out. What the hell was the matter with him? It was clear he enjoyed her flirting but as soon as any sort of intimacy raised its head he bailed out. It was time to up the ante.
She shut off the water and dried herself on the fluffy towel and slipped on the loose fitting beach kaftan she had brought, with nothing underneath, and wondered through to the verandah. David was there with a pitcher of Daiquiris and he poured her one with a flourish. She saw his eyes slide over her body as he handed it to her and then look away.
'So what do you think?' she asked, doing a little pirouette. The sun was behind her and she wondered how much he could see.
'Nice...not much on underneath,' he muttered.
'Really? Silly me, I must have forgotten.' She took a sip of the drink. 'Wow! That's sensational! You've missed your vocation in life...now -- sit.' She gestured to the chaise lounge to one side. 'I need your advice.'
David sat on the edge of the chair, his eyes on her face. 'What?'
She curled up next to him. 'Later, Soldier! Enjoy the moment.' She took a mouthful of her drink and watched him follow suit. 'So what shall we do tonight?'
'I vote for a meal and dance at the bar we saw across the water.'
'Done.' Meg hoped they would find a better thing to do, but it was a start. 'I feel bad about you paying for all of this -' she waved the drink in his direction, 'and the food too. I'll make it up to you when I get my next pay cheque.'
'It's not a problem, really,' he smiled. 'Take it as a gift from the Government.'
'That's generous of it. So will you do more Army time, do you think?'
'Sure. I really enjoyed it...it was -' he thought for a moment. 'It was more about meeting new people, I guess -- you know, the camaraderie of being with folk who enjoy doing the same thing. I liked them.'
'Would they let me join up, do you think?'
David glanced at her in surprise. 'I guess so. There were girls in our intake, so I'm sure they would be interested. I didn't know you were thinking of that.'
'It would be nice to do more stuff together.'
David didn't reply. He held his cocktail glass up to the light and looked through it. 'Did you know,' he said suddenly, 'that Rum was named after the large drinking glasses it was consumed in?
'I didn't.'
'Yep. They were called Rummers in Holland. Big glasses with balls, not like these little gay ones.'
'That's fascinating.'
David ignored the sarcasm in her voice. 'And the drink itself had nicknames, too, like kill-devil and demon water. They say if you want to get pissed quickly then Rum is the way to do it.'
Meg hoped it was true. 'Amazing' she said. 'We should test the theory.'
'Probably need more than we've got, but let's try.' He downed the rest of his glass. 'Drink up then.'
It was mid afternoon when the alcohol ran out. David held the empty rum bottle to the light and peered into it. 'Not even a sniff left,' he observed. 'It's empty, vide, vuoto, not a drop. Fucked, in fact.'
Meg was leaning against him and she giggled. 'I thought when you were fucked you were full.'
'Not on this occasion.'
Meg laughed. She wrapped her arms around his chest and pressed herself to him. 'I'm so happy you're here.'
David rested one hand on her shoulder. A surge of tenderness toward her welled up in his soul and he brushed the hair lightly from her eyes. 'I wouldn't want to be anywhere else,' he said truthfully.
'So what are we going to do now?' her eyes were bright.
'Are we still going out tonight?'
'I guess.'
'Then I'm going to lie down...just a little nap.' He stood up and looked at his sister. The kaftan had slipped over one shoulder and he could see the fine bone structure of her neck and shoulders, and the swell of one breast under the filmy material. He glanced away with an effort. 'What about you?'
'A nap sounds good. I'll see you later.'
David lay down on his bed, thinking back over the day. Images of Meg filled his mind: her mound bobbing in front of his face as they wrestled; the feel of her butt cheeks in his hand, the flesh firm and flawless; the hint of her puckered little anus hiding peeping from behind the bikini gee-string, and the perfect roundness of her breasts shining wet and glorious in the sea, totally exposed to his hungry gaze. He recalled how she had stood on the verandah with the sun behind her to reveal the shadowy curves and valleys of her body, and he remembered the expression in her eyes as she saw him looking.
Taken in isolation each of these events had been a bit of fun, but taken together he could see they were a deliberate strategy. She wants me to see her naked. She wants me to touch her. She wants me.
He imagined her lying on her bed in the room next door, the kaftan drawn up and her legs open and her fingers dipping into the wet folds of her cunt, and his longing was palpable. I want her too, he thought. I want her more than anyone else I have ever known, but she is untouchable. She is my sister. His heart ached for her to come to this stuffy little room to be with him; and yet a more reasoned voice told him that it was foolish, and that in another two days the temptation would be gone and she would one day thank him for resisting.
Meg walked from the verandah to the toilet and squatted over the bowl. David was only ten feet away and she wondered what he was doing. Is he thinking of me? Does he want me? She was suddenly aware that her plan to entrap him had been based on hope rather than anything concrete. Even the Chris Miller conversation hadn't evoked the degree of jealousy she'd wanted, and her efforts to flirt seemed to be falling flat. She knew he found her attractive, but the brother-sister thing was a bigger barrier than she had thought. She looked down at herself, seeing how the lips of her vulva were swollen with desire. They've been like that all day. Why doesn't he want me?
She dried herself on a piece of paper and stood up. Only two more days remained, and then it was finished. Christmas was coming with all the turmoil and busyness that it brought, and then he would be gone again and she would be at work, and the chance would be lost. On impulse she tapped on his door and opened it without waiting. He was on his bed and his eyes were open and he watched as she climbed beside him and lay down.
'Meg -' he said.
'Shhhh. Just be still.' She spooned against him and put her arm over his waist and lay still. He could feel the warmth of her body and hear the softness of her breath, and he fancied he could hear the beating of her heart in synchronicity with his own, and his longing was like acid eating into his soul.
*
They found a little restaurant next to the pub that looked nice. It had tables set under a big mango tree festooned with lights and softer music more suited to their mood. Neither had spoken of that afternoon and David was relieved. He had left her asleep on his bed not long after she lay down and he had walked on the beach alone for an hour, thinking.
Meg was wearing a strapless dress in pale blue that somehow stayed up, and he had found a clean shirt and a pair of shorts.
'Ah, this is nice!' Meg enthused as she sat down. 'This is so much better than being at home, Soldier.'
David nodded. Despite his misgivings he wouldn't have been anywhere else at that moment. 'I wonder what Mum is up to.'
'Probably with her new guy,' Meg said. 'Did you know she's thinking of moving in with him?'
'Really?' David was surprised. 'I didn't know it had gone that far.'
Meg nodded. 'She mentioned it last week...I think she's trying to prepare me.' She popped a piece of bread roll in her mouth and waited for the waitress to open their wine. 'She asked me what we would do with the house lease if she moves out.'
'So what will we do?'
'Stay there,' she replied, 'where else would we live? And with Mum gone there would be more room and we could do it up a bit.' She smiled shyly. 'It would be nice living together, don't you think?... which is more than I can say about Mum and her guy.'
David took a mouthful of his drink. 'Why do you hate him so much?'
Meg shook her head. 'I don't hate him, Soldier...but I don't trust him. Not after the last guy.'
'Ah, yes' he said. 'What was his name?'
'Bob Miller, aka Shithead.' She fiddled with the stem of her wine glass, and David could see her thinking. 'You know about him, do you?' she asked at length.
'I remember when you marched in and told Mum you'd cut his dick off.' He laughed. 'It was one of the more memorable announcements you made.'
'Did Mum ever talk to you about it?'
'Only to tell me about twenty times he was innocent.'
Meg grunted. 'She always believed him over me...even though I was her daughter.' There was a trace of bitterness in her voice. 'He touched me up, David, right there in the next room to her.'
'You should have called me. I'd have killed the prick.'
'I guess it all happened so quickly. I was in the kitchen, bending over to get something out of the bottom drawer and he grabbed my hips from behind and rubbed his groin against me -- and when I stood up he cupped my tits and whispered something about being happy to help if I wanted a real man.' She smiled ruefully. 'It's not the sort of thing you imagine, Soldier. I was fifteen years old and it really happened, and she never believed me.'
'Mum had her own problems, Meg. She still does.'
The girl sighed. 'I know. And I know she worries about me -- about not dating and not trusting men, but I saw what Dad and Bob Shithead did to her.' She shook her head. 'It wasn't like she was a bad person, Soldier, and yet they both treated her like dirt. Why the hell would I ever want to put myself in that situation?'
David regarded his sister. She'd never really spoken much on the subject and he'd just assumed she was over it, but he could see now that she wasn't. He recalled her saying she'd never find a guy to trust, and how she'd described him: there's one guy in the world who could have a little integrity. It explained much about the way she'd behaved over the past few days and he suddenly understood the impact their father's actions had had on her, and the loneliness she must have endured.
'Anyway,' she continued, 'we didn't come here to talk about that.' She reached over and took David's hand. 'I've said it before, I know, but I wanted to thank you again for coming with me.'
'You're welcome, Meg. I wouldn't want to be anywhere else.'
Meg smiled, pleased at the compliment. She remembered there were only two nights left and she seized upon every little sign she was making progress. She looked around at the other tables, noticing how most people were young couples, like them.
'I wonder if any of them are brothers and sisters,' she asked.
'What? Oh -- I see.' He shrugged. 'I guess some might be.'
'I doubt it. We have a special relationship, don't you think?'
The waitress arrived before he could answer and they tucked into their meals. 'So how's the steak?' Meg asked.
'Sensational. You wouldn't think a little restaurant out of the way like this could produce such good food.'
'I'll cook like this when you come home after a hard day in surgery.'
David smiled. 'You can't cook, Meg,' he said gently, 'and how long do you think you and I are going to live together?'



'Forever, I hope.' She saw the expression on his face. 'Hey, I'm joking, right? Let's say until one of us finds the right girl or guy...but that might be a long time.' He didn't answer and she hurried on to a new subject. 'What do you think of my new dress?' she asked.
David glanced at her. Meg had placed her hands on her midriff and smoothed the material down, causing it to stretch. Even in the dim restaurant lighting he could see both breasts clearly outlined, with the nipples thrusting against the thin fabric. Her eyes were on his face and it was clear she knew what she was doing.
'It's lovely,' he said, wrenching his eyes away from the tantalising sight.
'I made it. The first dress I've ever made.'
David recalled the hours she had spent at the sewing machine on the little kitchen table, with scraps of blue silk seemingly cut in random disorder. He hadn't paid too much attention to what she was making but he remembered the colourful language when it went wrong, which seemed to be a lot.
'It really is lovely,' he said again with feeling. 'You can wear it to work.'
'No,' Meg said. 'I made it just for you. It's for when we are together. I want us to be together.'
David suddenly felt he was drowning. Every sentence she uttered seemed to be filled with innuendo or was heavy with brittle hints and he knew it must stop before both of them were hurt.
'Meg -' he started. 'You can't keep -'
The words dried on his lips as he saw her expression. Meg was looking at him, a long, steady gaze, knowing what he had been about to say and begging him with her eyes not to utter the words. It was as if the mask she'd been wearing had been suddenly been stripped away to reveal her true feelings: of loneliness and longing and a desire to be loved; of a sea of hopelessness at ever finding another soul she could trust with her heart, and a desperate fear that the one person who could offer that comfort was on the brink of denying it.
For a long moment they stared at each other in silence, each overwhelmingly aware of the other. Meg's heart was pounding, the blood fizzing through her veins and her senses heightened. The distant rumble of waves on the shore and the soft whisper of the wind through the nearby trees faded to nothing and there was only her and David, alone in a sudden vacuum of time and space. The little pool of light thrown by the candle became the extent of her universe, encompassing everything she needed: his face turned toward her, his eyes shining in the soft, flickering light; his skin burnished gold and his lips soft and slightly apart. In her heightened state she heard the whisper of his breath and the thudding of his heart, and she saw the sudden flare of understanding in his eyes as he finally comprehended the true extent of her pain and that he could no longer deny her.
'Meg -' he whispered. 'Oh, Meg, we shouldn't -'
She leaned forward and put her hand lightly on his lips to stem his words. 'I want you, Soldier,' she said softly. Her eyes were shining pools filled with emotion, and David felt himself being drawn into their liquid depths. 'You're worried that if you do anything to me I'll think you're like Dad, and I'll hate you.' She watched his face for a moment to see if he would deny it, but his lips were still and she nodded at his silent acceptance. 'And you're frightened that if we do anything we could never go back, that it would somehow ruin any feeling between us.' She moved her fingers from his lips to cup one cheek, her touch feather light on his warm flesh. 'But you're wrong,' she whispered. 'I've thought about this for months, David. You and I are different from other families. We've always had each other... loved each other. We have no one else. This day was always going to happen.'
'Meg -'
She leaned forward over the table and pressed her mouth to her brother's lips. They were soft and tasted of wine, and for a moment they were quiescent under hers: and then he responded, his mouth moving, his lips pressing harder. His resolve fled in an instant to be replaced by an overwhelming need to comfort her, to take away the uncertainty and pain no matter what the consequences. She felt his tongue touch hers, the tip probing gently between her lips and and felt his hand move to her face to cup the warmth of her cheek. A sudden wave of triumph surged through her, and she lifted her mouth from his.
'I need you David,' she whispered. 'I need you so much.'
David would remember that walk back to the cottage for the rest of his life. For the most part they were silent, each of them contemplating what the next few hours would bring. For him, it was the culmination of a dream -- a realisation that his delicious little sister would soon be his to take, to do with as he wished. He had struggled to deny her but had failed, and he was ready to move forward. With a thudding heart he imagined the texture of her flesh and the taste of her juice on his lips, and how it would feel as he finally entered the tight sanctuary of her body. He had had other women and each had brought anticipation in the moments before he fucked them, but this was different. This was Meg, his sister. They had grown together as children, laughed and fought and cried together; they had weathered the storms of life and grown stronger for it...and he had thought himself strong enough to resist but now he knew he could not, and he wondered if taking her would shatter the dream and bring irreversible regret.
Meg had seized his arm as if to prevent him bolting, and in her grip he could feel a sexual energy that grew with every step they took. She was talking, empty little words of no consequence, but her tone betrayed a breathless fear that the precious gift she was about to give might somehow prove inadequate, and that she would lose him still.
They turned into the driveway of the cottage, walking silently now except for the tread of their shoes on the soft powdered earth. The steps to the verandah loomed before them, shrouded in shadow cast by a quarter moon hanging low in the horizon: three short steps that would take them to a life forever changed. A little breeze had sprung up, and the dark trees beside the house nudged one another and whispered as they watched the drama below.
David and Meg stopped at the bottom step and for a moment they stared at each another. In the thin moonlight he could discern her eyes shining, and see the dark cupid's bow of her lips.
'Are you sure about this?' he whispered.
'God, yes!' For a moment more she met his gaze and then her face turned up and she lifted herself on tiptoe, and David bent to her mouth and kissed her. He had kissed her before but never like this: her lips were soft and opened to his like a flower, her tongue teasing his. He felt her arms come up around his neck as she drew herself to him. He brushed his hand over her shoulder for a moment or two then moved to the nape of her neck where the fine whorls of gold hair began, as fine as flax under his fingertips. His senses were filled by her proximity: the scent of her skin and the soft sounds of her contentment. He drew his hand down the length of her back and then up again, each finger touching her body as lightly as a shadow, and he felt the texture of her skin changing as her desire built.
'You've no idea how delicious that is,' she whispered. 'Do it more...yes, yes. Don't stop.' She reached back to deftly undo her dress and it fell in a scrap of blue against the sand, and as she bent to pick it up the cheeks of her tush appeared like two ripe peaches, pale and enticing in the darkness. David's eyes were drawn to their perfect symmetry and the mysterious valley between them, dipping downwards to the dark shadow at the juncture of her thighs. His fantasies of his sister were always thus: of the exquisite spheres of her butt - round and firm and creamy smooth, and of what nestled between them, and now it was open to his gaze.
Slowly, with infinite care, he reached forward and drew the tip of one finger from the nape of her neck downwards: long, long strokes, brushing the golden skin, feather light, feeling her twitch and tremble under his touch. He grasped the nape of her neck lightly as a dog might hold a bitch and imagined her kneeling before him, subservient in the moment before penetration. He heard her breath rasping as her pleasure spiraled and he released her, resuming the strokes down her back, over the curve of her waist to rest briefly on one delicious cheek. Her skin seemed to crackle with energy and her soft sighs and little movements told him that she was passive: and so he moved lower still, his hand turning to cup her buttock, squeezing the firm warm flesh. She pushed back into his grasp with little thrusting movements and he could feel the muscles in her bottom clenching, as if to capture his hand and hold it there.
'Mmmm,' she murmured. 'That's nice. Keep doing that.'
David's heart was hammering, his breath tight in his chest. He had dreamed of this moment for years but thought it could never happen; and yet here she was, stood naked and submissive in the pale light. His fingers grew bolder, brushing over each cheek and dipping into the cleft between them, tracking lightly downwards to where the curve of her bottom met the top of her thighs. He grasped one buttock and lifted it gently, his fingers moving downwards to encounter strands of hair as soft as gossamer and slick with her moisture, and he groaned with desire.
'Touch me, David,' she whispered. 'Touch me there.' She reached down with one hand and held herself open, allowing him better access. 'Just lightly...ah, ah, yes...just there.'
His fingers on her sex, resting as light as a shadow, sliding over the wet lips and dipping between them to gather her cream and smear it over the crisp golden curls. It was too dark to see so he relied on other senses: the slippery touch of her vulva; the soft sighs and whimpers and the way she moved against him. She pressed back against his hand, drawing him deeper between her lips: he could feel them dragging at him, a cloying grasp almost as if she was trying to suck his hand into her slim white body. He dipped deeper, one finger penetrating her to the knuckle. She was tighter than he had imagined: her flesh clasped at him and he could feel the rhythmic contractions of her muscles as she tried to draw him in.
Meg broke free from his grasp and ran lightly up the steps to the verandah. The sun chair was to one side and she knelt upon it and thrust her bottom upwards, her legs set apart. Her face pressed against the chair's fabric, turned toward him, and she watched as he approached.
'Eat me, David,' she invited. 'Before you fuck me.'
David knelt on the floor behind her. The angle of her hips and the splay of her legs had the effect of flattening her little cupcake buttocks so her mound was projected backwards. It filled the triangular gap at the apex of her thighs, the skin soft and white, and above it her secret opening was shrouded in shadow. David grasped each cheek and drew them apart, watching as the little rosebud appeared. It nestled in a hollow, surrounded by lustrous mother-of-pearl flesh, and it was clean and small and tight.
He leaned forward and pressed his face to her sex. Her pussy lips were open and his tongue slipped between them, lubricated by his saliva and the juice that oozed from within her. His mouth was instantly filled with her flavour: a mixture of musk and warm oil and a tang of salt, and his ears acknowledged her low groan of pleasure. He curled his tongue and licked slowly to capture her cream: to draw it out of her body, to savour its taste and texture. He could feel it thick upon his tongue and lips and teeth, and its delicious odour filled his senses. She was moaning with each stroke of his tongue, a soft keening noise, and her hands fluttered like wounded birds on the fabric of the chair.
'Ah...ah,' she whispered, and her voice was husky with passion. 'Ah, fuck, David...there...just there!' Her body moved languorously, twitching with each lap of his tongue, and she thrust her groin deeper into his face. She could feel her juices flowing, flowing, like a river pouring from her cunt into her brother's mouth, and between her legs she could see his chin dripping with her discharge and hear the wet snuffle of his tongue as it rummaged in her slot.
The spiral of her pleasure grew rapidly and her mind was suffused with lust. She wriggled her buttocks against his face, thrusting them back and forth in a circle and almost at once his tongue fluttered over her rosebud. God, Oh God....yes, yes! The sphincter moved under his touch, crimping and relaxing like a tiny mouth and she could feel her pussy clenching too, as if in sympathy. Her mind captured each amazing moment in a flickering collage of sensations: the cool evening air caressing her bottom and his breath hot upon her anus; his tongue teasing the tight rubbery ring and the grasp of his fingers on her flesh. She reached back with both hands and drew her buttocks further apart, opening herself completely. My brother's tongue is on my asshole. The thought was almost beyond comprehension and it ratcheted up her excitement: she thrust harder against his face and her ring surrendered under the onslaught, the tightness relaxing to allow the tip of his tongue to penetrate her. The knowledge he was inside her there was intoxicating...amazing, and her body reacted by releasing more juice.
David released her and stood up. He shed his clothes quickly, watching his sister as he did so. In the soft silver light he thought she resembled a delicate porcelain doll crouching submissively with its limbs set apart and slender fingers holding itself open, ready to receive him. His cock sprang free from the confines of his pants, harder than he could ever remember, the skin stretched tight and hot to his touch. He shuffled forward and laid it briefly on her back, the flesh darker than her pale white skin, and he saw how slender she was against its length and girth. He saw how the little cheeks of her bottom would be levered apart and how far it would reach inside her, and he remembered her words of yesterday: ...I'm eighteen years old and I'm untouched. How tight she would be! He looked down at the bulbous knob and envisaged it pressing into her tight little channel, forcing aside the clinging flesh that had never known another. I'm going to fuck my virgin sister. He lifted his shaft and stood back to engage against her, but Meg shook her head.
'No, not yet Soldier.' She turned and sat on the edge of the chair with her face level with his groin. 'I want to taste you first.'
Afterwards, David would remember little things about it: how her fingers looked so small and white against his engorged flesh; the way she rubbed the tip against her mouth, and the smear of silver over the soft, pink lips. Her eyes on his face, watching, watching, filled with lust as she grasped her brother's cock, and the way her mouth finally engulfed him. Her lips were stretched around him, gripping the rim tightly, and she fed the shaft into her throat with awkward fingers.
She pulled his cock free and looked up at him. 'Teach me,' she whispered. 'Show me what to do.'
David grasped her head with his hands and held her still, his cock bobbing against her face. 'I'll show you how,' he whispered. 'Put it against your lips.' He watched her fingers lifting, saw the tip touching her, and he pressed forward until it slid into her mouth, and he coached her with gentle words: when to tighten her lips and when to slacken them, and how to use her tongue and the inside of her cheeks. He pumped gently, watching his shaft sawing into her face, pulling free from time to time to let her relax. She learned quickly, her fingers guiding him as her head bobbed back and forth, and she took him deeper with each stroke until her lips touched the root of his cock. She pulled him free and laughed, and he saw streaks of spit and love juice splattered on her chin.
'I thought you were cumming,' she said. 'I had to keep swallowing.'
David laughed with her. 'I leak juice too,' he said. 'Look.' He grasped his rod and milked it briefly, and his sister's eyes widened as a gob of silver juice drooled from its eye. She leaned forward and captured it on her tongue, savouring its oily taste before smacking her lips in mock pantomime.
'My friends say they don't like the taste,' she said, 'but I love it.'
David laughed. 'Wait until you taste cum,' he said. 'That's completely different.'
Meg fed her brother's rod back into her face and worked on it, thinking what he had said. She was tempted to let him spurt into her mouth but she wasn't sure how long it would take, and she wanted to feel him inside her. A fresh gob of his lubricant oozed down her throat and she squeezed his shaft tighter and used her tongue to lap at the underside of his glans, observing the play of expressions on his face - pain and pleasure and raw unadulterated lust as he watched his sister sucking his cock. The sight ratcheted up her excitement and she pulled his shaft free of her mouth.
'Fuck me, Soldier,' she said. 'On my bed.'
David took her hand and led her to her bedroom, and she lay on the clean white cover and stared up at him with hungry eyes. He climbed over her and they kissed, each tasting the other, and she felt the tip of his cock touching her pussy lips. Now that the moment had come she was frightened, not by the thought of losing her virginity but that she might be a disappointment to him. She glanced at his face, wondering what he was thinking but she could only see excitement.
'I don't want to hurt you, Meg,' he whispered. ' Lift your legs over my back and tell me if it hurts.'
But there was no pain -- only a growing pressure as he eased his hips forward. She felt the great purple head lodged at her vulva and the tight reluctant flesh resisting its entry. The pressure built rapidly but he still could not enter and she felt him readjust the angle of his thrust, and she clutched his waist to steady herself. For a few moments more there was no movement and Meg wondered if the was too small: that she and her brother were destined never to be joined and that all her dreams would end in humiliation. And then, suddenly, the head of his cock crowned into her. The pressure was replaced almost at once a feeling of fullness, of being stretched, and she cried out in surprise.
David lifted himself on his arms and watched spellbound as his cock penetrated his sister. He saw the lips of her pussy swallow the head, sliding aside to accept it in a slippery, clasping embrace, and he saw a rim of white cream oozing around the shaft as he sank into her delicious little body. Her fingers fluttered briefly on his waist and she cried out softly -- not in pain, but in wonder. Her cunt gripped him as he sank further through the narrow pelvic girdle and he felt its astonishing heat radiating through his turgid flesh. She rolled her hips further upward to ease the long slide, and her breath hissed softly through her teeth. 'Ah, ah,' she murmured. 'Ah, Jesus, David! Fuck...oh, yes.' The initial resistance had melted away to be replaced by one of tightness, of warm molten friction as he slid deeper.
'You're inside me, David,' she whispered, and her voice was filled with wonder. 'You're right inside me.' She felt him start to withdraw. 'No, no. Stay in me. Stay still for a moment.' Her eyes moved to their reflection in the mirrored wardrobe doors to one side of the bed: her own image: one she had seen a thousand times before, but never like this. It's like I'm watching somebody else, she thought. Watching them fuck. She studied the reflection closely, seeing the angle of her body and relating it to what she could feel. His cock felt smoother than the vibrator she sometimes used and it was warm too; and there was a greater sense of fullness deep within her, as if his knob was stretching her inner flesh.



Meg began to oscillate her hips and he responded, moving in synchronicity. She envisaged her brother's knob sliding within her tube, the hot purple skin smeared with her cream. I'm doing it at last, she thought. I'm fucking. I'm fucking my brother, and I love it. She lifted her legs higher and the angle of David's penetration shifted, and she watched the reflection of his buttocks pumping back and forth. It triggered the memory of when she'd come home from school one day and caught her mum and Bob Miller on the sofa. His bottom had been pumping too, just as David's was now, and her mother's legs were waving like slender reeds as he plunged into her. Meg suddenly wondered whether Bob had been thinking about her as he fucked the older woman, and her resentment bubbled into uncharacteristic spite. What would you think if I told you about me and David when I get home, Mum? She imagined the look of horror on her mother's face as she heard her daughter's words: he fucked me, Mum, and I fucked him, and I'm not on the pill. You should have listened to me when I needed you, Mum.
But this wasn't about revenge: it was about two trusting souls in a hard world. The image of her mother's face faded and a wave of more immediate sensations flooded into Meg's brain: the heat of his cock as it slid into her, as slippery as an eel; his stumbling words as he tried to say how good it was -- how he'd longed for this moment but hadn't even dared to think of it, and the rubbery feel of his muscles under the desperate grasp of her hands. The taste of his juice was still in her mouth and she leaned up and kissed him, their tongues dancing together, and then she sank back to the pillow and rode out the long breakers of pleasure. On and on, each moment better than the last. On and on, her cunt leaking like a river as their juices oozed and dribbled. She could hear the soggy slap of his balls on her flesh as he plundered her; feel the wet suck of her cunt as he withdrew and the delicious stretch in her belly as he thrust. She rolled her hips under him, milking his shaft, trying to draw it deeper, and she heard their moans of delight as they finally built to the crescendo.
Afterwards Meg tried to recall all the feelings of their climax, but her senses were in overload. She recalled the rigidity of his body, the muscles hard and unyielding under her fingers, and the sounds he made as he tumbled into the precipice of his orgasm. She remembered too the sudden flooding warmth of his seed, and the incredible feeling of fullness: and then the spinning vortex of her own pleasure whisked her upwards like a mote of dust flung through footless halls of air - and there was nothing except a trembling whirlwind of ecstasy, and her high-pitched wail that ebbed and flowed in cadence with the clasping of her cunt as it milked her brother's shaft.
*
Sunlight stealing through the blinds to fall on Meg's face. Golden hair with glints of saffron spread in glorious disarray; soft lashes sleeping upon her cheeks and lips swollen from his kisses. An arm flung back; a perfect breast peeping from rumpled sheets, sheathed in porcelain and pink-tipped. Breath as light as a shadow as she dreams of the night before.
She stirs and the eyelids flutter once, twice, and eyes open to a new day: clear and blue and soft with sleep. She sees him watching, reads his face and she smiles and turns to him, her arms reaching out. It is early and the house is quiet and he feels her warmth and hears her heart beating, beating, so close to his own, and he thinks they are as one.
'I love you, Megan Symonds,' he whispers. A truth thought but never spoken. 'I love you.'
She holds him tighter. She thinks it has taken her whole life to reach this point and it is almost too late. Tomorrow they go home. Tomorrow is filled with doubt and uncertainty. Tomorrow they must lie to hide their love, lest people judge them.
She is filled with a burning need to spend every moment with her brother and to have him in every way. 'It's our last day' she whispers, 'and I want to stay here, with you...to do everything that you've ever wanted.'
Her words trigger an immediate image: Meg's little buttocks thrust upwards as she kneels, as firm and round as oranges, and the secret entrance between them, pink and tight and clean. He had dreamed of it so often. His sister's ass.
'We've done most things, Meg.' He wants to be sure she meant what she'd said.
Meg shakes her head. 'Not yet, David. I want everything.' She presses her mouth to his, her lips soft and wet. His hand lies on the curve of her hip, the flesh firm beneath his fingers and she feels him pulling her closer. His cock, quiescent after the night of pleasure, rears up cobra-headed to press against her thigh and her juices ooze in response. She recalls where his eyes had strayed the night before, and his barely hidden lust as he fondled those wondrous globes; and she remembers too the wet rasp of his tongue on that secret place, and the feeling as it breached the tiny ring to reach into her bowels.
A glow of anticipation flares in her belly and she grinds her hips against him. She knows that nothing else has ever penetrated her there: it is the final sanctuary of her virginity and she will give it to him gladly, to seal their complicity forever. And so she turns and kneels and waits to receive him.
*
David watched her crouch with her legs askew and her face pressed against the tousled sheets. He pressed her midriff down with gentle hands, observing the golden bands of sunlight falling across her flawless skin, and he saw how her posture had changed the shape of her bottom: the cheeks flattened and her sex thrust back. His cock was rigid, the skin stretched tight and the crimson head suffused with blood, and his excitement was palpable.
'Hold yourself open,' he whispered. 'Let me see.'
Meg clasped her buttocks and drew them apart to reveal her secret opening and David saw it clearly for the first time, nestling in a hollow between her buns like a tiny starfish. Its mouth was pursed and barely open and its folds of crinkled flesh spread out in perfect symmetry in ridges of pink and beige and umber. It was as he remembered - the gateway to her rectum, clean and small and tight, and he wondered how it would ever stretch to take his rampant cock.
'It's very small,' he observed. 'I don't know if -'
His sister laughed, a throaty chuckle. 'You're not that big, Soldier. It will fit.' She dabbed her fingers with spit and smeared it over the opening and David saw how the liquid clung to the fissures, shining in the morning light. 'Try me,' she invited.
David engaged the head of his cock into the hollow and pressed. The shaft seemed big against her tiny buttocks and although he leaned into her there was no movement. He withdrew and smeared his own spit over the knob and reengaged it.
'Press harder,' Meg's voice was strained. She drew her cheeks wider, the flesh white where her fingers gripped it, and she wriggled her bottom to try and ease its entry. 'Ah...wait, wait...now -- push, push.'
David grasped her hips and pulled, but the tightness of her tube resisted his efforts. He released her and stood back, observing the tiny hole. Bubbles of spit oozed from the centre, but it was still closed.
'Perhaps some cream,' he said. 'Do you have any?'
Meg anointed his cock with face cream and he placed the head against her once more, gripping her hips, pressing downwards. God, she was tight! He felt his rod bending and saw the knob had slid upwards, and he adjusted it back to her anus with one hand.
'Push,' she urged. 'God, David...ah, fuck! Ah, push, push!'
David thrust forward and the head of his cock suddenly popped into his sister's bottom. She shrieked once and her hands fluttered on her buttocks, and her voice was gusty and broken. 'Ah -- stop, Soldier, stop! Wait...ah, wait a moment. Let me...ugh...just wait!'
She moved her hands to the sheets and crouched lower, gasping at the pain. David could feel the ring thrumming around his shaft like a stretched rubber band, gripping the head in spasmodic contractions. The sensation triggered a little spurt of juice and he imagined it drooling into the dark confines of her body.
At length the fluttering diminished and her breathing slowed. He drew his fingers over her back to relax her further and she groaned softly, her hips undulating to admit him deeper. David watched as his rod gradually disappeared, sliding inch by inch into the tight, cloying orifice, and he heard her signs and moans as she opened to him. He feasted his eyes on the sight, committing it to memory: his sister's ass wrapped around his cock, the ring gripping him tightly; her buttocks twitching as she pressed back against him and her fingers grasping the sheet in tight little fists. He heard the hiss of her breath and her whispered words as he sank ever deeper.
'Jesus, Soldier...fuck, that feels huge!' She arched her back to ease its entry and her fingers scrabbled to her buttocks again to lever them apart as she tried to accommodate his thickness.
David slid the last few millimeters of his cock into his sister's body. The night before he had thought her pussy to be tight, but it was nothing compared to the constraining grip of her colon. It squeezed his shaft with a cloying embrace like a hand grasping him tightly, and he fancied he could feel it pulsing slightly as if her virgin flesh was creaking and stretching around the fat intruder.
'I'm in, Meg,' he said, and his voice was breathless with excitement. 'Right inside your ass.' He regarded her motionless body crouching under him. 'Are you all right? Does it still hurt?'
'No...not so much. It just feels really full.' She giggled. 'If you'd told me a week ago I'd be crouching here with my butt full of my brother's prick I'd have thought you crazy.'
'Me too.' He'd imagined it often enough, but the feeling was better than he could ever have thought. He felt another dribble of his lubricant ooze into her tube.
'Try moving it,' Meg said. 'Just slowly.'
David withdrew his shaft, watching as the ring of her anus clung to it, like a mouth pursed around a stick. At length the rim of his head appeared and he stopped moving, leaving it immersed in his sister.
'Take it right out,' she said, 'and tell me what you see.'
David withdrew and his cockhead slipped through the narrow orifice. For a moment the sphincter gaped open, the flesh inside her body a deep crimson, but it closed almost immediately. He saw a little of his lubricant had escaped to ooze over her perineum towards the lips of her pussy.
'So what does it look like?' Meg demanded.
'Lovely. I think I see why Chris Miller wants it.'
Meg laughed. 'I just made that up, Soldier. It's yours. Now tell me what you see.'
'I'll show you,' David said. He walked through to the bathroom and picked up the shaving mirror and handed it to her. 'Have a look in there as I fuck you.'
Meg placed the mirror between her legs and watched as her brother's cock slid into her butt. She'd seen anal on porn sites before but this time it was different -- it was her ass being violated, her ring that was being stretched. She saw the purple head engaging and felt pressure as he pushed - and then a sudden release and she watched as he popped into her body. There was no pain now, only a feeling of fullness that increased as he penetrated further, and an amazing warmth. She heard her brother's soft gasps of pleasure as he began to saw in and out of her bottom and the feeling of warmth increased, spreading through her belly and into her cunt.
'That's good,' Meg murmured. 'Ah, Jesus, David...that's lovely.' Her butt hole was relaxed now, still tight enough to grip the intruder but not rigid like before, and the pain had gone. Between her legs she could see his balls swinging, the sac wet with pussy juice as it brushed against it, and her ears were filled with soft sighs and groans of pleasure. She reached down and gripped his shaft to feel its heat and rigidity, and her fingers slid over the slippery skin as he pumped. So much meat inside me, she thought. Sliding up towards my belly, and I love it. She was awash with sensations -- the feel of his shaft as it rummaged into her bottom and the smack of his thighs against her buttocks.
A few drops of moisture fell on her wrist and she saw that her cunt was oozing juice and the lips were wet and swollen, and she plunged her fingers into the wet hole to feel the slide of his shaft through the thin membrane. David's cock was moving faster now, plunging into her in long, deep strokes, and hands grasped her hips and the room was filled with the wet slap of their flesh and low groans of pleasure. Her fingers fluttered over her clitoris and the first stirring of her climax took seed in her brain, fuelled by the eroticism of what she was doing and the raw, carnal pleasure it gave her. She sensed that David was close too, and wondered what he was thinking and how much sperm he had left over after last night to cream her. The image of his cock spurting into her bottom was enough to trigger her climax and she shrieked as the waves of pleasure took her.
David watched as Meg trashed and trembled under the grasp of his hands. His own climax was close, but he needed her to be still to do what he wanted and so he slowed his thrusts and listened to his sister cumming. Her anus was clasping at him, pulsing rhythmically in time with the contractions of her cunt, and he gritted his teeth to hold on. He could see her ring was open now, the ring relaxed and fully dilated, and his cock head slipped in and out unimpeded and the pleasure built in his brain like a dam filling with water.
The twitching of the pale slim body under him slowed at last and David withdrew his cock, watching with hooded eyes as the sphincter gaped at him. He seized his rod and pumped it frantically and the intensity of his pleasure built rapidly, spinning upwards until he was balanced on the very edge of a yawning chasm. The pale skin of his Meg's back lay quiescent before him, framed by the curve of her hips and the open cavern of her anus, and the image of what was about to happen tripped him over the edge.
David's sperm leaped from the eye of his cock to splatter over the crack between her perfect buns: six or seven ribbons that lay briefly on the satin skin before coalescing into a trickle that flowed towards the waiting orifice. It gathered speed and volume until it reached the very edge where it pooled for a second, starkly white against the dark flesh; and then it fell into her anal chasm in a slippery rush and vanished from sight.
Meg felt his warmth drool into her body, and she clenched her butthole to capture it. The movement forced out his seed like magna from a volcano, and it bubbled through the closing ring in a splattering froth that streaked the pale satin of her thighs and fell onto the mirror and surrounding sheets, and she laughed.
'Wow, Soldier,' she said. 'Didn't you do well!' She clenched her muscles again to expel more, her face peering between her legs to watch the flow. Her anus opened like a fish's mouth and David slid the head of his cock into her once more, delighting in the velvet grip of her bowels as she milked him.
And then, at last, they were done. He wiped his cock on a tissue and lay beside her, listening to the sound of her breathing.
'So what shall we do today?' he asked.
Meg thought about it for few moments. 'Nothing,' she said at last. She turned rolled over and faced him. 'It's our last day, Soldier. Let's stay in bed all day and see what happens.'
*
Meg sat close to her brother as they drove home. They had talked for a while: shy words at first of what had happened between them but as their minds touched they spoke of love and satisfaction and of their plans for the future.
And after a while the warmth of the car's engine and the sound of the wind and the road lulled Meg's senses and she slept, dreaming of the last two days and the feel of her brother's shaft inside her. And in her dreams she saw the pools of jism he had left in her body: smeared in the wrinkled folds of her cunt and in the dark recesses of her rectum, and coating her throat and tongue and teeth in a slippery film; and she dreamed too of being together with him in the weeks and months and years ahead, and she was content.
*****
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As we took the lift to the hospital car park I could see she was upset, and I guess I was too. I mean, who wouldn't be when they've just watched their father die, even one as unforgiving as him? She never said anything though - at least, not then. She walked beside me with her head held high and her mouth set in a firm line for all the world like she was feeling good - but her brown eyes were dulled with fatigue and when I put my arm around her I could feel the tension in her body. I squeezed her shoulder and she turned to me with a grateful little smile, and when she spoke her voice was husky with emotion.
'Let's go home, Michael. It's done now, and he'll never bother us again. Take me home.'
I nodded without speaking and we made our way to the car, watching as she slipped into the seat beside me and buckled her belt, sitting still and silent. I reversed out and headed slowly down the ramps to the exit and then we were out on the open road. In keeping with our sombre mood the sky to the west was leaden - a sullen grey that stretched from horizon to horizon obscuring the sun so that the light was heavy and diffused. Even though it was only two in the afternoon cars had their headlights on, and I could see the little cafes on the sidewalks were taking their chairs inside in preparation for the coming storm.
'Looks like rain' I said, unnecessarily.
Lisa stirred beside me. 'I guess.'
'I mean heavy rain.'
She leaned forward to look up through the windscreen and I saw a flash of pale satin skin above her collar before the thick mane of dark hair swung forward again to obscure it. The glimpse caused an unexpected twist of emotion in my gut - a sudden memory of that night.
Do you remember, Lisa? Six years ago when you and I were alone in the house, drinking Jim Beam and telling stories as the rain poured down? Remember the conversation we had? A brother and sister talking about our pathetic love lives, who we liked and who we didn't, and who we would fuck if we had a magic wand...drinking from the bottle and whispering our little stories about lost virginity and life and love and sex. By the time we'd done talking there were no secrets left: only the pouring rain and you and me, touching, touching, your lips as soft as gossamer and my fingers on your skin...
I forced the memory from my mind and focused on the road, thinking of the drive ahead. It had been a long time since I allowed myself to remember but I felt the same old pangs of longing. Some things you never forget.
'Do you think it will be a problem?' she asked.
I shrugged. We had eighty miles to go and the storm was ahead. Lisa lived in Eglington with her husband and I'd have preferred not to stay the night there.
'We'll see.' I turned on the radio. 'Let's hear what they have to say.'
But there was nothing about the weather on the radio and so we headed west toward the storm, the car silent as we each thought our own thoughts, watching as the sky turned from molten pewter to a sort of bruised indigo - heavy and sullen and oppressive. The streets of the outer suburbs were almost deserted now, just the odd person hurrying about with their collars turned up against the spiteful little wind that swirled the dust on the streets and flung leaves and scraps of rubbish into the air. Even the traffic seemed to have disappeared and we drove through empty streets, as if everyone knew that something bad was about to happen and had gone home to shut themselves away.
The rain started just after Dunmore in a sizzling curtain of grey and white that obscured the road and almost sucked the air out of your lungs. I slowed to a crawl, inching forward though the maelstrom with the headlights and the hazard flashers on, using the edge of the road as a guide. I was aware of Lisa beside me, tense and watchful, leaning forward to peer through the windscreen and I heard her voice thin against the drumming of the rain.
'Pull over, Michael,' she urged. 'We can't drive in this.'
But I couldn't stop. I knew this road and I remembered how it would soon dip into the valley beyond Dunmore, crossing swampy ground intersected by creeks and gullies before it climbed towards the escarpment. There were at least three bridges there - little ones not much higher than the fields on both sides and I thought that if the rain persisted they would soon be overcome. And so we pressed on into the storm, the wipers barely coping with the deluge and the roar of the water almost deafening, creeping forward for what seemed an eternity until we were down in the valley. There was water on the road there, running diagonally across the slick black bitumen and the flood indicators were leaning like drunken men so I couldn't tell how deep it was. I felt the car lurch sideways once or twice and for a heart-stopping moment I thought we were gone, but at last the angle of the road changed and we started to climb towards Thirlmere.
I could feel Lisa's relief as she sat beside me. 'We have to stop, Michael,' she said again. 'Stop in the next village.'
I nodded. There was another river twenty miles beyond and I wasn't going to risk it again. 'Right.' I glanced across at her. 'We'll try for a room in the pub,' I shouted. 'I don't think we'll make it to your home tonight...are you OK?'
She nodded, although her face was pale and her eyes huge. 'I think so. I'm just tired.'
I reached across and touched her arm, feeling the warmth of her skin through the material of her blouse, and I was rewarded by a thin smile. 'Hang in there, Sis. It won't be long and you can have a rest.'
It took us another forty minutes to reach Thirlmere, a pretty little place when the weather was nice, mainly given to tourism. There wasn't much to it through, and as I drew up outside the pub and saw how many cars were there I wondered if they would have any rooms left. I told Lisa to stay in the car and I dashed inside. The public bar was busy but I pushed my way forward and made eye contact with the publican. I'd spoken to him before once or twice and I could see he recognised me.
'I've got one room left,' he said in answer to my query. 'It's been a bit busy, like, with the rain.' I could see him appraising me, working out if I would be worth a bit more. 'It's the good room, mind,' he continued, 'got its own bathroom and all.'
'How much? If we stay and have a meal as well?'
'Sixty quid.' His eyes were on my face and he read my expression. The sign outside said fifty. 'With breakfast thrown in,' he added hastily, 'but dinner's extra.'
I nodded. It wasn't like we had a lot of choice and he knew that, and besides, I was tired too. The prospect of a hot meal and a decent sleep suddenly seemed wonderful. 'I'll take it,' I said, and I went out into the rain to get Lisa.
*
I hadn't even asked about the bedding arrangements, and the room turned out to have a double bed and a sagging sofa in the corner. I could see Lisa eyeing it as soon as we entered the room, and I cut short her question.
'It's all they had, Sis. I'll take the sofa.'
She walked over to it. 'Really? If you were a midget that might work.'
'Maybe they'll have a fold up bed then.'
'Whatever.' She moved over to the bed and sat down. 'Lord, I'm tired...I never knew watching someone dying could be so taxing.'
I let that one go. 'You haven't slept properly since yesterday morning. Why don't you have a rest now, and then we'll have dinner.'
'I'm not sure I want any.'
'You need to eat. Besides, I'd like to take my little sister out to dinner...it's been...how long?'
'A long time.' Her eyes were on my face, and I could see that she was uneasy. It had been years since we had been alone together - not since that time.
'So have a rest now, before we eat. We've got an hour or two.'
She smiled at me gratefully. 'I will, if you don't mind. What will you do?'
'Have a drink downstairs.'
'Could you wake me at six, then?'
I left her then and wondered downstairs to the bar. The crowd had thinned out, although it was still raining heavily, and I sat chatting to the barman as he poured me a Scotch.
'I've seen you here before, haven't I?' he asked. He was a heavy-set man with whiskers on his chops and a protruding belly, probably from tasting his wares too much.
'Yep. I live in Oystermead, but I come through here from time to time on my way to the city. You're well placed for a cup of coffee and a sandwich.'
He nodded. 'I thought I recognised you, although I haven't seen your wife before.'
I realised that he'd mistaken Lisa for my wife, which was understandable - we were about the same age, and she was wearing a wedding ring. We didn't look alike either: Lisa was dark like Dad, whilst I had our mother's fairer hair and grey eyes. I opened my mouth to correct him but realised that I liked the thought of being taken as a couple. She was upstairs in bed and I was down here, but later tonight we'd be sleeping in the same room, and I felt a glow of warmth at the thought. Let people think we were together, just for this one night.
'No, she doesn't come here often. Her job keeps her busy.'
He nodded again. 'She looked about all in when you arrived.'
'She's just tired. We've had a difficult few days in the city.'
'Right - well, look after her is my advice. She's a good looking girl if you don't mind me saying.' He set my drink down on the polished wooden counter. 'That'll be four pound ninety thanks.'
I waved away the change and he moved away to polish glasses. I sat sipping my drink, thinking about Lisa and what had happened. He was right, she was a good looking girl - good enough to make your mouth water. She'd been nothing special when we were growing up, but one summer I came home from boarding school and she suddenly wasn't the awkward clumsy kid with nobly knees and a flat chest anymore: she'd filled out and her dresses seemed to caress every curve, and the face that I'd thought plain was as pretty as a picture. She had these amazing brown eyes as soft as molten chocolate, bright with intelligence and filled with laughter and compassion - her best feature, really, aside from the shiny lustrous hair that framed a little oval face that was as sweet as a baby rabbit's. But it wasn't just her looks that were arresting: it was her aura - a sort of bubbly effervescence that drew you to her - the feeling that when you were with her life would be filled with fun and laughter.
Those summer weeks were probably the best time of my life. Each morning she'd appear from her room looking even more delicious than the day before with her long tanned legs and cut off shorts and those soft toffee eyes with their little flecks of gold that sort of drew you into her soul, and a voice as smooth as liquid butter. I found I was resenting time when she wasn't around, and I'd make sure I was there for every minute of her day. I started watching her surreptitiously, loving the way she moved and the things she did, wanting to be close to her - to smell the warm fragrance of her skin, and to hear her laughter. She seemed happy to be with me too, and so we shunned other company and hung out together all though the long sunny weeks of that vacation.
And then I started dreaming of her at night, alone in my stuffy little room. She'd be leaning over me and smiling down at my face, and her hands were either side of my head and her breasts were hanging down like two luscious melons cupped against the fabric of her blouse. In my dream I'd reach up and touch them, feeling their weight and warmth and the hardness of their nipples in my palms.
They were the happiest days of my life, I think, and in my ignorance I thought it would never change - but suddenly it did. I sat at that bar with my beer in front of me, and I remembered.
Mum and Dad had gone out to dinner and we'd come in from a day at the beach. She'd showered and was dressed in a blue dress, loose around her body, and her hair was a shining curtain around her shoulders.
'What are we going to do?' I asked.
She shrugged. 'I don't know. How about a game of cards?'
And so we sat on the sofa and played cards and the level in the Bourbon bottle dropped, and we spoke more freely and laughed just a bit louder at each other's jokes. She had her legs up on the sofa, long shapely legs sort of folded underneath her, with the dress rucked up in her lap. I could see the satin skin of her inner thighs, reaching upwards to a mysterious pool of shadow at their juncture. God, she was gorgeous! How would I ever find another girl like this?
'It's been a good summer, Lisa,' I said softly.
'Mmmm.'
'Being with you, I mean. You made it special.'
'Thanks. You too. Being with you was special too.'
There was a moment of silence and I regarded her, not wanting the thread of this conversation to end.
'If you could wave a magic wand, who would you like to be with now?' I asked.
'I'm with him already.'
'No, I mean someone else. Anyone at all.'
'Shit, I don't know. Um, Chris Hemsworth, maybe.'
'Really? Why him?'
'Because he's ...ah, cute.'
'How cute?'
Her eyes met mine across the table, the dark pupils dilated by drink and she giggled softly. 'Cute enough for me to give him a really good time.'
A vision of her moving on top of him entered my mind. Breasts full and heavy, swaying slightly as she lifted and fell, the nipples stiff and pink. Her bottom lip held between her teeth and her eyes closed as she savored the sensation of being filled. I wondered how many guys she'd been with and a sudden pang of jealously surged through me. My little sister, fucking other men. It didn't seem right.
'How about you?' she asked. 'Who would you like to be with, Mike?'
'The chick from Game of Thrones...you know, the one who plays Daenerys Targaryen? I'd like to meet her.'
'Why? What's so good about her?'
'She's stunning. Dark hair, gorgeous skin. Beautiful face, hair, eyes, lips. One of those girls that turns you on from the moment you see her...and nice tits, too.'
'Would you...fuck her?'
I laughed. 'In a heartbeat. 'Till her eyes popped out. What about you?'
'I doubt it. She doesn't sound my type.'
'No, I mean, who would you shag?' I regarded her for a moment. 'No, that's too easy. 'Who have you shagged?'
Lisa's eyes moved to my face. 'Wow,' she said. 'That's a leading question. How long have you got?'
'I'll tell you if you tell me,' I said. 'The first you ever had.'
'Michael, I'm not sure -'
'Go on. It'll be fun.'
For a few moments I thought she was going to refuse, but then she nodded. 'You first then.'
I sat back, thinking for a moment. How much detail should I tell her? Lisa wasn't prudish but I didn't want to turn her off.
'So?' she urged. 'Who was your first?'
'Phillipa Boswell. What about you?'
She laughed, a brief tinkling sound. 'Not so easy, buster! Tell me about it. Was she any good?'
'Well, you'd remember Pip?'
Lisa screwed her face up, thinking back. 'Red head...thin - nice smile. Grade 12?'
'That's the one. I found out afterwards she was working through all the guys in the class.'
'So she should have been good, right?'
'Apparently she went for quantity not quality. It was like rooting a dry well.'
Lisa laughed again, her eyes bright. 'So you like your women wet, Michael! What else was wrong with her?'
I thought back for a moment. 'She didn't move or make a sound,' I said. 'Not one. I was there doing all the grunting and groaning and she just lay there until I'd finished...and then she got up and said 'See you later', or something like that, and left with her knickers in her hand. I felt like...I was just another notch on the bedstead.'
'Poor baby.' Lisa reached out and touched my arm, her fingers warm on my skin. 'So you like noisy, wet, wriggling women.' She stared at me a moment, thinking back. 'Mine wasn't much better.'
'Who was he?'
'Actually, it was Jimmy Witts.'
'Jesus! Jimmy Witts!' I paused for a moment. 'Did you know he was Sarah Witts' half brother?'
'Half brother? What's that got to do with -'
'He was a half Witt.'
Lisa laughed at my joke. 'That's shit! Bet you didn't think he got into my pants, though.'
'Christ, no! Wasn't he that little guy with goofy teeth? What the hell caused you to hit on him?'
'I heard some of the girls saying how great he was in the sack. Apparently he had a big...thing, and knew how to use it. It was more peer pressure than anything else. Something to tell the other girls about.'
I stared at her, imagining her on her back with Jimmy Witts on top, her hands guiding him inside and her long, golden legs curled over his back and her cunt stretched around his thick, slippery shaft. The image excited me despite myself, and my cock stiffened in my pants.
'We were in the back of his car,' she continued, 'and the seat smelled of dust and old leather, and there were empty Maccas containers all over the floor. It hurt when he first went in, but he didn't seem to care. He wanted to...cum into me but I told him not to. I wasn't on the pill or anything so I told him to stop. I finished him by hand, eventually.'
'That doesn't sound like much fun.'
She smiled. 'I guess not, looking back. I didn't have much to compare it to.'
'And now?'
Lisa laughed. 'Now? Well, I do alright.'
'I bet you do.' I drained my drink and there was silence for a few moments. We'd never spoken about sex before and I realised that the whole atmosphere in the room had changed: a sort of tension, as if we'd crossed into new territory and neither knew where it would take us. I glanced at her and she met my eyes, her face flushed and her eyes bright.
'Do you like doing it?' I asked.
'Sure.'
'Why?'
Lisa shrugged. 'The same reason you do, I suppose - it feels good.' A sideways glance. 'Girls get horny too, you know.'
'I'm sure they do.'
'Especially me.' She paused a moment, thinking, trying to find the right words. 'But its more than that - it's about the power you have over guys, you know, whether you decide to fuck them or not and whether you'll let them ejaculate inside you... and then, when you do, there's sensation of being taken - of being possessed. You know, like... um, subjugated. The female being dominated by the male.' She shook her head. 'Sounds like conflicting views, I know - on the one hand being in control and then being possessed.'
'Really? I never thought I'd hear you say you like being a possession.'
'No, I didn't mean that I like being owned. I mean the whole sex thing. The woman can be as domineering as she likes but once the guy's inside her she's always the one who's being fucked. She's the one who's taking it, who has to accept his seed into her body.'
'And you like that?' I could feel my cock throbbing, pressing hard against my jeans.
'Yeah...yeah. God, why am I telling you this?' She glanced at me and I could see she was aroused, wanting to tell me but worried about what I'd think. Worried she was going too far.
'So you like it,' I said softly. 'Tell me why, Lisa, and I'll tell you about the time I fucked Sarah Calthorpe in the ass.'



I could see my words strike home. There was a flare of lust in her eyes at the thought of me sinking my cock into her friend's bowels, and her voice was husky and hesitant. 'I... I love the feeling of being taken,' she whispered. "Having someone inside me, doing what he wants, stabbing me, using me... squirting inside me -' she broke off suddenly, and gave a little self-conscious laugh. 'Christ - I'm getting horny just thinking about it.'
'Not as much as me.'
Her eyes flickered back to my crotch, lingering on the shape of my cock pressed against the denim. Her tongue flicked over her lips leaving them wet and shining.
'Have you ever done more than one person?' she asked.
'You mean at the same time - like a threesome?'
'Yeah.'
I shook my head. 'Only in my dreams. I'd imagine two tight little nubile chicks over me like a rash...bending over, taking turns. I'd like to -'
'I nearly did, once' she interrupted.
'What!? When -'
'A couple of months ago...when you were away. I met them at the pub - an Irish guy and his brother - Jesus, they were gorgeous! Just their accents made me want to bend over.' I could see she was thinking back, remembering. 'You know how it is when you just click with someone? Well, it was like that...a few laughs, a few jokes...just innocent stuff to begin with but then they started telling me how they shared things...shared everything, they said, and they made it clear that included women.'
'Christ, Lisa. I didn't know you were into that stuff.'
She smiled. 'As it turns out, I wasn't...but I don't mind telling you I was tempted.'
'Perhaps you should have done it then.' I could feel a tightness in my belly at the thought of my sister fucking two guys, and I felt my cock throbbing.
Lisa shrugged. 'Maybe. I'll never know. And maybe I'll regret it one day, when I'm married and wondering where the magic of my sex life went.' She laughed softly. 'I guess the moral of the story is that you should seize the chance because it may never come again.'
'So what would you have done if you'd gone with them?'
'Everything' she whispered. 'I would have used very orifice I had. There wasn't anything we couldn't have tried.' She closed her eyes, thinking about it and her fingers crept below the hem of her skirt.
'Tell me what the best bits would have been,' I said. My mouth was dry.
'The best bits?' She thought for a moment. 'I guess it would have been never knowing who was going to do what to you next...one moment there would be a cock inside my pussy and I would just getting used to it and then the other one would suddenly slide into me somewhere else and there'd be a whole new sensation.' She stopped suddenly and closed her eyes and her hand moved against herself, pressing up under her skirt, lifting the hem so I could see her little white panties. Her fingers were rubbing against them, moving rhythmically, and her breath hissed through her lips for a moment at the intensity of the sensation. 'I could have been a slut for the night,' she continued, and her voice was low and husky, filled with imaginings. 'Fucking two guys...and I didn't even know their names. Can you imagine how much fun I could have had?'
I envisaged Lisa's slim body, moving in slow motion as the two men took her. The glorious mane of hair swirling about her face and her breasts swinging rhythmically. Her mouth full of cock, slippery wet, dripping spit and love juice, and her body twitching as the other guy pumped into her. Her cunt stretched and her eyes suddenly wide as one of them took her in the ass.
'Jesus, I wish I'd been one of them.' My voice was thick with longing.
Lisa opened her eyes, the lids heavy and hooded, and I could see the flare of interest in them. 'What would you have done, Mike?' she whispered, 'If you'd been there? Tell me.'
'Joined in. I'd have joined in.' I watched her fingers pressing against her sex, lifting the gusset aside. A glimpse of dark curls in the shadow, gleaming wet; oozing, dripping. I could smell her, too - the sweet odour of her warm, aroused sex, thick in my nostrils. My cock was so hard I thought it would burst. God, she was beautiful! My beautiful little sister, talking to me about fucking. Playing with her tight little pussy right in front of me, with her eyes full of desire. All my dreams coming true.
'Would you, Michael?' she whispered. 'Would you have joined in?'
'God, yes. In a heartbeat.'
'Tell me,' she demanded. Her eyes were still on my face, the pupils dilated with booze and lust. 'Tell me how you would have fucked me.'
The picture in my brain shifted - her and me, just the two of us. Lisa on her knees, hair loose around her shoulders and the satin gloss of her skin shining in the flickering firelight as she looked over one shoulder. My delicious little sister with her knees apart and her buttocks thrust back, each cheek firm and clearly defined: perfect globes of warm, living flesh, framing the thick wet lips of her sex. My knob against them, rubbing, the tip burrowing between them to enter her tight little body. I imagined the rubbery grip of her vulva as I entered her. So fucking tight.
'Doggie,' I whispered. 'I'd fuck you doggie first...on your knees, bending over, taking me into your body. Christ, you'll be so tight! Fucking my sister.'
Lisa's breath hissed briefly at the image and her fingers rummaged deeper. I could hear the soft wet noise of her sex as she frigged herself, and her eyes on my crotch again to see the outline of my cock stretching the front of my jeans. I wondered if she noticed how I'd changed the tense. Not talking about what I would have done, but what I'd like to do.
'God yes...oh, yes, I'd like that, Mike,' she whispered. 'More... uh, tell me more. Touch your prick. Do it for me.'
I imagined my fingers easing aside the firm round globes of her ass, watching as my cock burrowed into her: the tight ring of her cunt stretched around me, oozing white cream as I fucked her. My knob huge and purple, disappearing up towards her belly. In my mind I touched the tight crinkled portal to her bowels and she twitched and moaned underneath me.
'I'm so fucking deep, Lisa. Can you feel me inside you? You're creaming me, and I've got my fingers in your ass. Fucking you...so deep. Jesus...you're so tight.' I reached down and unzipped myself, shucking open the belt and drawing out my shaft. A dribble of lubricant oozed from the tip, gleaming softly in the light, and I began to stroke it.
With a little cry Lisa flung herself at me, her lips pressing against mine. Her hands cupped my face and I could smell the delicious fragrance of cunt on her fingers. She thrust her tongue into my mouth and her teeth nibbled at my lips and she moaned into my mouth. My hands were on her waist, acknowledging the firmness of her flesh and the smooth curves of her hips, and I pulled her on top of me, feeling her weight, feeling how she moulded to me. Ah, Jesus God! My cock pressed against her mound, her body wriggling seductively, and then she lifted her mouth from mine and stared down at my face with her eyes dark with desire.
'So you would have fucked me, would you, big brother?' she whispered. 'Put your hard cock into your sister's pussy? Tut, tut! Nice brothers don't do that.' She shook her head and the curtain of glossy scented hair brushed over my face. 'Are you a nice brother, Michael, or can you be bad?' Her hips moved in a hard little circle, rubbing against me, pressing down on the logjam in my pants, and she giggled softly. 'Would you have fucked me?' she said. 'Would you?'
The last two words hung on her lips and I glanced at her sharply. Were they part of our fantasy talk or an invitation? Her eyes were on mine but they were inscrutable, the pupils dark as obsidian. For a few moments we stared at each other and then her fingers slid over my belly to grasp my shaft, and she moaned again in her throat - a little purring sound like a cat. 'So would you fuck me, Michael?' she asked again.
I pulled her head down and our mouths met again. Kisses as hot as coals - her lips burning, pressed hard against mine, her tongue playing, slippery and urgent, pressing into my mouth. She moaned again, deep in her throat. 'Ah, Jesus,' she whispered. 'Fuck, Michael...what are we doing?' and her mouth pressed against mine again before I could answer. My senses were full of her: the taste of her mouth and the way she moved against me, breasts pressed hard against my chest and her hips undulating in a parody of the act. God I needed her! The time for talking was done and so I reached up and pulled her dress over her head and her breasts sprang free, the tips thick and stiff, and they swung languorously as she moved. Her nipples were as hard as pebbles and I sucked them, one and then the other, nibbling at them like ripe raspberries in my mouth. Ah, Lisa, Lisa! Your tits in my mouth and your hand on my cock and your lips crushed against mine, and only the gossamer threads of your little white panties between my straining cock and your grasping little cunt! A wave of white hot desire surged through me, a desperate need to be inside her - to feel the cloying grasp of her pussy as it stretched around my shaft. God help me, I was going to fuck my sister.
But she wanted to play first. She suddenly slid back along the sofa and her hands seized me, lifting the shaft. Her hands so small and white against the swollen flesh. Fingers curled around me, grasping, squeezing. She watched with hooded eyes as a fresh dribble of juice oozed from the tip and she moaned at the sight, and as I watched she bent and took me into her mouth.
How many times have I remembered that moment? A million, perhaps? The indescribable feeling of her warm, wet lips engulfing my knob, gripping it as it popped into her mouth - and then the long glide upwards into the narrow confines of her throat. I'd made out with a few girls in my time but none even came close to the sheer fucking eroticism of watching my cock slip into my sister's face. I could see her lips stretched around me and the beads of spit and love juice oozing at their corners, and her Adam's Apple moving - gulping, almost, as she tried to take the full length. I remember staring down at her, trying to capture the little snapshots of what she was doing: how she turned her face slightly as my cock slid out so the soft inside of her cheek rubbed against me; the way her lips gripped the bulbous head for a moment before it bobbed free; how small her fingers looked, curled around the base; and how she flicked her tongue over the stretched, purple flesh before opening her mouth to engulf me again.
And all the time her calm brown eyes were on mine, watching, watching as I gasped and groaned at the exquisite sensation, a gleam of laughter in their toffee-coloured depths at the thought of how easily she'd taken control. I'm usually the bossy one but suddenly it all changed. I was putty in her hands - a complete puppet, twitching and groaning as her mouth and lips and little white teeth worked on me. I remember telling her how great it was, how much pleasure I was getting, and how I loved her...but she didn't answer. How could she, with her mouth full of my cock? In the soft light from the coffee table lamp she looked so beautiful, crouching over me with her hair around her face and her slim body rocking back and forth. I wanted to fuck her then, but I couldn't stop what she was doing for a single moment, and so she took me to where she wanted to go.
The need to cum started deep in my balls, a tingle at first, and then a tightening ache, spiraling upwards like the birth of a tsunami: like the ocean being sucked back off the beach to gather into a growing, uncontrollable force. I groaned at the sensation and my hands reached up to pluck at her head, and my voice was broken.
'Jesus, Lisa...ah, fuck! I'm close...God - stop! I'll cum into your mouth. Stop -'
But she didn't. Her tongue swirled around the head as it slid back and forth in her mouth, and her eyes were on mine, willing me to fill her, waiting for the storm. Her fingers tightened on the base of my rod, gripping hard, and the spiral of my pleasure grew, spinning upwards, seizing my mind and my senses until there was nothing else except my cock and the soft, wet warmth of her mouth sucking me into the back of her throat.
The heat and the tightness suddenly tripped me over the edge and I came. The soft subdued lighting in the room flared brightly, a searing white that illuminated every detail of her face, shot through with flashes of bright colour as my brain exploded in ecstasy. The first surge of cum burst into her mouth, a fountain of hot salty fluid spraying into her, coating the walls of her mouth, and I heard her cry out in surprise. She jerked my cock free and a second jet splattered over her face - a long streak of opal over the smooth golden skin of her cheek and the dark pool of one eye; and then a third, even stronger, streaking over her forehead to lie in sparkling creamy drops in her thick mane of hair. It seemed to go on and on, and I saw how she moved my shaft over her face and how the long ribbons drenched her mouth and cheeks and nose, gathering in long ropes on her chin, mixing with the dribble of jism leaking from her open lips.
And at last the storm ended and colour and form returned, and Lisa was silent, staring into the room with her mouth open, an expression of shock on her face. I could see traces of my sperm on her lips and tongue, and the shiny enamel of her teeth was dulled by it. Globs of cum were caught in her hair like glistening pearls, and a rope of jism hung from her chin like bizarre jewelry, spinning slowly, shining in the light. Jesus...the light! A hard, bright light that filled the room where before there had been only the soft glow of a table lamp; and Lisa was captured in its glare like a deer in the headlights of a hunters truck, her eyes shocked and staring and her mouth agape as she stared across the room towards the door.
And in that instant of awareness I heard the sudden gasp behind me and I knew, beyond any shadow of doubt, that it was them...my parents - our parents, home early; and that nothing, nothing in the whole world would ever make them understand what they had just seen. I knew, without even looking, what the expression on my mother's face would be - horror and disgust and loathing as she'd watched her daughter with her mouth stretched around her son on her sofa, in her house, and his rampant cock spraying and splattering long jets of scalding seed over her little girl's eager face.
And there was nothing I could do. Lisa leaped off me and ran from the room, her breasts bobbing and a strange keening sound coming from her mouth, and I just lay there, knowing that nothing would ever be the same again. I tried to sink into the sofa. I prayed to God to swallow me up into the earth, but of course He didn't, and I heard the heavy footsteps of my father as he strode towards me to throw me out - this interloper in his house, as yet unrecognized; and I watched as he realised who and was, and his world collapsed.
A sudden shout of laughter disturbed my thoughts and I looked over at the group sat near the window beyond the bar. Four younger people, eighteen or nineteen perhaps, their faces happy and shining. I doubted if they had ever been burdened with shame and disgrace as we had been - why should they have been? It had been six years since that day, but it had changed everything. Six years of exile from love and respect and, for me at least, six years of worrying about Lisa, hoping that she could forgive me for what I'd done.
I picked up my beer and sipped it, thinking about her lying asleep not far from where I sat. For the first time in six years we would spend the night together under one roof with no other family around. I thought of the double bed and how nice it would be to spoon up to her, to kiss the back of her neck and perhaps do more, but I knew the chances of that were zip. At least I'd be able to speak to her, which was more than had happened in the last six years. It wasn't that she'd avoided me or anything: she was just - well, distant, I suppose. As if she'd built this fucking great emotional wall between us that filtered out anything remotely intimate.
I wondered too about her husband, Chris. He seemed a nice enough guy, if you liked them vanilla with the personality of a doorknob. She'd met him a year or so after that night and it had been a whirlwind romance and a quick wedding. God knew if they were happy - she never said much about him and there didn't seem to be any magic in the union. I sometimes thought that she'd married him just to get away, to put another wall between the present and the past. Walls behind walls...there didn't seem much hope of ever getting close to her again.
And then the barman came over and gave me the phone, and it was Lisa telling me she was awake.
*****************
Hannah Rosenberg awoke to the front door slamming as her husband left for work. She often reminded him to be quiet but somehow he always forgot, and so every morning the bedroom reverberated and the pictures hung crooked on the walls until she dutifully straightened them before going downstairs.
Hannah lay in the warmth of her bed for a few minutes, thinking fondly of him. Her parents had moved to Eglington when she was just six, taking a vacant house in a leafy street not far from the centre of town. The house opposite was bigger than theirs with a large sign on the front gate: Benjamin J. Rosenberg, Plumber and Gasfitter and within a few weeks the Solomons and the Rosenbergs became firm friends because they were neighbours and of the same church, and each had a single child.
And so little Hannah Solomon had grown up with Gideon Rosenberg - a pale and rather shy boy three years her senior who was socially stunted by the cloying love of his over-protective mother to the point where he was devoid of any friends. The introduction of the dark-eyed little waif into his life was welcome, and they became inseparable to the point that everyone knew they were destined for one other.
Gideon qualified as a plumber not long after his 20th birthday and they were married soon afterwards. Ben Rosenberg's present was to make his son a partner in his business and to lend him the company van for their honeymoon and Ruth Rosenberg presented Hannah with a croqueted christening gown in a not-so-subtle hint of what she expected of the union; and after a flurry of hugs and tearful farewells the young couple disappeared for three days to a quiet holiday resort not far from where they lived.
Hannah smiled when she remembered the first night of their married life. She had been nervous, of course, but it quickly became evident that Gideon was equally so. The brief coupling that consumed their virginities was awkward, but had gradually improved so by the time they came home each wore a glow of sexual awareness. Now, just a year later, Gideon had developed to the point where he was aggressive in his bedroom activity and Hannah, who was naturally passive, was beginning to wonder where it would end.
But she was happy. Gideon was a hard worker and planned to do much with his life, and if the cost was long working hours and a little worry about his sexual appetite, wasn't it all worth it? The deposit for their first house was growing and they had talked about starting a family in the New Year, and Hannah had a part time job in the newsagent that paid enough for the groceries. Sometimes Gideon didn't get home until late and so she'd recently started studying in the evening with the hope of becoming a Pharmacist, and she knew with absolute certainty that their lives were on the right road and success and comfortable living would follow.



She climbed out of bed and slipped on her dressing gown and went downstairs to the little kitchen to prepare her breakfast: a bowl of light cereal and a coffee, and she carried them to the table where she would eat and watch the morning news. She saw Gideon's cell phone almost at once and realised that he would need it for his work; and so she picked it up and took it to the hallway ready for when he came back.
If the message had not come in at that moment, she would never have found out. She would have put the phone on the hall table and eaten her breakfast and gone upstairs to shower and change, smiling at his uncharacteristic forgetfulness; and by the time she came downstairs he would have collected it. But it chirped in her hand and the screen lit up and she could not help but look. A single message lay in the inbox:
Alone 2day. Can u help a lady in need?
The letters leapt out of the little glowing screen as if they were six foot tall and Hannah's heart lurched, as if someone had punched her in the gut. The phone told her the caller's name was Judy and the emoticon was a smiling face blowing kisses, and suddenly she knew her world would never be the same again.
She carried the phone to the kitchen and sat at the little table, her mind racing. Surely there was a simple explanation: it was a client who needed his professional help...a burst pipe or a leaking tap, perhaps. A woman just like her, waiting to get to work but with a disaster that needed a plumber to fix it. But the words were damning...alone today...alone today. No client would ever say that.
Hannah tried to quell the racing of her heart and think logically. She knew he would be back soon, running into the door in a flap to find his phone, his face red because he was now late for work. She accessed his address book and scrolled through it quickly, scanning the names. Many were people she knew or were businesses he used: JK Plumbing... Bunnings... Pipeworkz... Reece. But in the list were names she didn't know - women's names characterised by a single word: Cassie, Dora, Judy, June. Names of clients of a different kind, names that hinted of shame and betrayal; names that took her heart and wrung it until it bled drops of living blood in her heaving chest.
With trembling fingers Hannah returned to the original message and entered a reply. Sure. What did you have in mind today? An innocuous reply but enough to draw out more, if there was more to hear. She pressed the send button and waited.
The reply was all that she had feared, and with trembling hands she set the phone down and stared at the screen.
Everything, just like before. Kids gone by 9. I'll be upstairs naked. J xx
With a sinking heart Hannah typed another message, a collective one to the other girls in the address book: something that would tell her whether she should worry about them too - although, God knows, she had enough already. Her fingers hovered over the send button before pressing it.
Within an hour she knew beyond a shadow of doubt that her husband was a serial womanizer who had taken advantage of the lonely housewives available on his calls. She knew who he did and when, and she had a good idea of what he did to them too. And so she erased her messages and left the phone for him as she had found it, and she went to work and thought of what she might do to pay him back.
******
I expected Lisa to be up, but she didn't answer the tap on the door so I opened it quietly and stepped into the room. She was still in bed with her back to me and I stood for a moment looking at her. The room was dim: only the fading daylight from the little window illuminating it - a dull, grey light diffused by the rain streaking the window... but it was enough to see the spread of her hair against the white sheets and the shape of her body under the covers.
I crossed the room and sat on the far side of the bed, and she smiled at me: a small smile, but more than I'd seen in a while.
'Put the light on, if you like,' she said.
I clicked on the little bedside lamp and the room was illuminated in a soft glow, the shadows retreating to the corners of the room.
'You look cosy,' I said. 'Did you sleep?'
She nodded. 'Yes. I didn't expect to, but I dropped off straight away. How long have I been out?'
'A couple of hours.'
'God. I feel drugged. Better, though. I feel...better.'
'That's good.' I reached forward and brushed a comma of dark hair from her forehead. 'Do you feel up to a bite to eat?'
Lisa nodded. 'God, yes, I'm famished.'
'Good,' I repeated. 'I've made a booking for seven. 'Is that OK?'
'Sure.' She regarded me, her eyes calm. The dark bruises had faded from under her eyes and she looked more rested than any time over the last week. 'Is it still raining?' she asked at length.
'Yep. Pretty much non-stop. Not as heavy as before, but still full-on.'
'Do you think we'll get out of here tomorrow?'
'Only if it stops raining. There's a couple of creeks between here and your place that will take a while to go down. Are you in a hurry to get home?'
She shook her head. 'Not at all. I told work I'd be away for a week at least.'
'What about Chris? Won't he be expecting you?'
'Not really.' Her eyes slid away from mine. 'He's...away at the moment.'
'Really? Where?' I'd never known him to be away. Chris was the original Eglington Troll - born there, lived there, worked there and, I had no doubt, would die there. Even though there was two-thirds of fuck all in the place, even on a good day.
'With work. A work thing.' Lisa said. The tone of her voice suggested she didn't want to talk about it.
'Ah...well,' I glanced at my watch. 'We've got about an hour before dinner. I need to make a few calls, if you don't mind. If you want to use the bathroom first I could come back at - say, half past? Is that OK?'
She nodded. 'Sure.'
'Right.' On impulse I leaned forward and touched her face lightly. 'I'm glad you're feeling better, Lisa,' I said softly. 'I've been worried about you.' My fingers rested gently over her cheek and I could feel the glossy warmth of her skin.
For a moment there was a look of tenderness in her eyes but then her expression changed and she pulled away.
'I'm fine,' she said. 'You shouldn't worry.'
'Sometimes it's nice to have someone care.'
'Really?' she whispered. 'I guess I'd forgotten.'
*
The little dining room was crowded and noisy, but the young waitress showed us to a small table under the window in a relatively secluded corner of the room. She lit the candle and handed us a menu each. 'Do you want more drinks first?' she asked. 'I'll bring them and find out what's left on the menu.'
I ordered two more whiskeys and watched my sister as she settled herself and looked around the room. She'd put on a little black dress that hugged her curves and she'd spent time on her make up.
'You look good, Lisa.'
'Thank you,' she said. 'I wasn't expecting to socialise and only threw this dress in at the last moment. Does it look OK?'
'It's sensational.'
'You're just saying that because you're my brother.'
'Actually I'm not. You do look good, trust me. As a red blooded male I'm qualified to judge.'
Lisa nodded without responding but looked pleased. 'It's been a while since I went on a date,' she said at length.
'Is that what this is?'
'Well - no, but you know what I mean.'
'So doesn't your husband take you out?'
'Sure - but that's not a date either. Mostly it's to the local pub if we can't be bothered to cook at home. We don't dress up for that.'
'Doesn't he cook?'
She shook her head. 'I do everything in the house and he brings in the money.'
'But don't you work as well?'
'Yeah, but apparently that's not the same.' She shrugged. 'You get into a routine...it's not a big deal.' She looked around the room. 'Interesting crowd in here.'
'I noticed when I came in - half local, half rich kids.'
She smiled. 'And us. We don't fit either category.'
'No. A couple of outcasts. I...ah, here's the waitress. Have you chosen what you want?'
'A steak will do me. Medium - with salad.'
The girl brought our drinks and I watched as she carefully wrote our order down before scurrying away. I raised my glass to Lisa.
'Well, here's to us. To happier times.'
She sipped her Scotch and regarded me for a moment. 'Did you mean what you said?'
'About happier times? Absolutely.'
'No... about being outcasts.'
'We've been outcasts for six years, Lisa.'
Her eyes flickered over mine. 'I figured it was only me who thought that.'
'Really? We were both punished, you know, one way or the other. No doubt our dear parents thought it was character-building, but for me it just sucked.' I sipped my drink. 'You know, I've thought all these years that you blame me for what we did.'
Lisa stared at me. 'I've never blamed you for one moment,' she said simply 'I wanted it as much as you - perhaps even more.' She shook her head to emphasise the point. 'No, it wasn't you...it was them. The way they punished us... it was like having this constant shadow hanging over us...watching everything we did or said, where we went and who we met. I sometimes used to wonder how they did that - you know, it wasn't like we were kids anymore. I used to dream about telling them to fuck off and let us live our lives, but I never did.' She smiled ruefully. 'I guess parental authority is deep rooted.'
'But getting married must have helped.'
'I suppose.' She laughed. 'Do you remember the wedding? Mum wouldn't let me invite more than five people so she could watch us and even then she wouldn't leave me alone with you for one second. Even going down the aisle she followed us. She must have thought you were going to leap out of the congregation to jump my bones.'
I laughed with her. 'Dad watched me like a hawk too. I had that skinny girl with me - what was her name? Cindy? Cynthia? Whatever. I think he figured she was just a cover and I was secretly planning to drag you to into the transept for a quick blowjob or something. If it weren't so tragic it would have been funny. They were pretty sad people.'
Lisa took another sip of her drink. 'We should have done it, you know.'
'Done what?'
'A blow-job in the church. You did owe me one.'
The vision of Lisa's face with my cum dripping over it suddenly popped into my mind. I'd often wondered what would have happened if the parents hadn't come home...would it have stopped with my eating her out, or would it have gone even further? She'd been ready, that was for sure, and I had been too. And if we'd done it, how would it have changed our lives? Would we have lost those six years? Would we be apart or together?
Lisa's voice interrupted my thoughts. 'So what are you thinking?'
'I was wondering how our lives would have been different if they hadn't come home that night.'
She nodded. 'I sometimes wonder that too. I doubt I'd have married Chris, for a start.'
'Really?'
'I think so. I guess he was just an easy way to get the hell out of home, you know...so I took it. I was young and stupid then.'
'But you're happy now, aren't you?'
She caught the waitress's eye to order another round of drinks and waited until they arrived before she spoke again. 'I guess a better word would be to say I'm content. I know he's not the most exciting guy in the universe and we have our ups and downs but he's honest and hard working and I won't cheat on him.'
'I'm glad to hear that.' I wasn't, but it seemed a good thing to say.
'Are you? I got the impression you didn't care for him much.'
I shrugged. 'I don't mind him, but we really don't have much in common. And he took my little sister away.'
She laughed. 'Somebody was always going to do that. We couldn't have spent the rest of our lives together.'
'Maybe not. But we were pretty close, Sis. Do you remember how we used to do everything together? You and I were inseparable, and I've never found anybody to replace that. I sort of figured Chris filled that space for you, and I was jealous...I am jealous.'
Lisa sat back in her chair and regarded me. 'Well, well! I would never picked that, Mr. Roberts. You, jealous? I didn't think you had a jealous bone in your body!'
'Jealous is good. It means I care for you a lot...maybe more than anyone else.'
Her expression softened. 'That's a really sweet thing to say - and you're right, we haven't seen much of each other in the last few years but you shouldn't take that as meaning anything...it was just the way it was.' She lapsed into silence and I could see her thinking, wondering if she should say more, wondering if it was better left unsaid. 'You know we've never spoken of that night,' she continued suddenly, 'but I want you to know I've never forgotten it.'
'But do you regret it?' I asked softly.
Her eyes met mine, lingering for a moment while she thought about the answer. 'Never,' she said. 'At least, not insofar as what we did. I regret our parents treated us like shit for the next six years, and I regret a bunch of things that happened because of that...but I've never been sorry for doing it, not for one moment.'
'To be fair, it must have been a hell of a shock seeing us like that.'
Lisa shrugged. 'Maybe, but they took a sledgehammer to our lives and there was no need. They turned into truly miserable people whose only joy was to make our lives miserable too.' She took a mouthful of her drink and I could see her thinking, remembering. 'When Mum died I thought things might change, you know, but they didn't. Pa was just as bad...worse, maybe.' She shook her head. 'How did he do that, Mike? How could one miserable old bastard cast such a shadow on our lives?'
'Stuffed if I know. I ask the same question myself.'
'I'm glad he's gone!' she said. She stared at me almost defiantly as if she expected me to challenge her words, but I didn't and her voice changed. 'If only they could have seen that night for what it was,' she said. 'None of what happened would have been necessary.'
'So what was it, Lisa?'
She took another mouthful of whiskey whilst she considered the question. 'I was a pretty bad girl in those days you know, and I don't mind admitting it. I liked guys and I liked what they did to me. I could have filled a book with my escapades.' She giggled softly. 'In fact I did...I had a diary, full of interesting little stories. If they'd found that they would have had something to be pissed about. Maybe I'll show it to you one day, when we're old and grey.' She regarded me almost shyly. 'But with you - with you it was much more than that.' Her eyes flickered over mine, the irises like warm chocolate. 'I would have gone the whole way, you know. I couldn't wait to get you inside me.'
'You weren't bothered about me being your brother?'
'No more than you were bothered about me being your sister.' She smiled. 'The sibling thing was part of the excitement, you know. The thrill of doing the forbidden. It's like shagging your best friend's husband whilst you're on the phone to her talking about going shopping.' She looked at me, her eyes bright. 'But I guess if I was honest it was more than that. It was -' she broke off as the waitress appeared with our meals and we waited in silence whilst she served us.
'So you were saying?' I asked, after she'd gone.
Lisa picked up her fork and regarded the steak on her plate. 'You were special,' she said, simply. 'You were you. I can't say more than that.'
'So special that you ran off and got married and hardly spoke to me for four years?'
'It just happened, Mike. Don't take it personally.'
We ate for a while, each thinking of the past but afraid to talk about the future. Perhaps that had been the problem all along - that and the business of getting on with our lives without thinking too hard about where we were going. I glanced at her face: the firm line of her jaw and the soft curl of her lips and the dark pools of her eyes, and I realised again how beautiful she was.
'So what now?' I asked her.
'Now? Well, now our parents are dead and we'll inherit their house.' She giggled. 'Maybe we should excise the demons by going back to finish the job. It would be a fitting end to that part of our lives, don't you think? We could put a big sign on the window: 'Siblings fucking to unfuck their fucked lives.'
I laughed. 'That would impress the neighbours. So when do you want to do it?'
She gave me a sharp glance. 'Hey, I was joking, right? Don't take it as an invitation.'
'It's not a bad idea, though.'
'Really?' she held up her left hand and the candlelight winked off the gold band. 'Aren't you forgetting something?'
'You said you have your ups and downs.'
Lisa put her hand down. 'And I also said I wouldn't cheat on him, and I think sleeping with my brother would be inconsistent with that notion.'
'Sleep was the last thing I had in mind. Besides, sometimes you have to step outside a relationship to see what's good about it.'
Lisa laughed 'That's complete bollocks, and you know it. Nice try, though.'
'So what is next?'
'We get on with our lives and we see where they take us.' She reached over and grasped my arm. 'But I promise we'll be closer than in the past, Mike. I need a friend and God knows, so do you.'
A friend. Well, I suppose it was better than not being her friend, but at that moment it wasn't nearly enough. As I said, some things you never forget.
*
It was after midnight when we went to bed. We'd had a nice dessert and then gone to the bar where she'd drunk a few more whiskeys and talked a lot of stuff she wouldn't remember in the morning, and then we staggered up the stairs. Well, Lisa had staggered. I'd felt surprisingly clear headed, which is just as well as she was clearly not. I steered her into the room and sat her on the bed, and she'd just flopped backwards with her eyes closed.
I thought she'd passed out, but after a moment she started talking in a loud voice.
'You're a good guy, Mikey...a good guy.' The words were slurred, but they brought back sudden memories. She'd not called me Mikey for years.
'Shhhh, Lisa. People are trying to sleep.'
'Ah, shorry.' She giggled. 'I'm a bit pisshed.'
'I can see.'
'Fuck 'em, Mikey! Fuck our parents for what they did.' A stage whisper.
'Indeed.' I unzipped her boots and pulled them off. 'Roll over, Lisa, and let me take off your dress.'
She stared at me for a few moments, her pupils dilated by drink, but then shrugged and rolled on to her belly. I grasped the zip and slid it down, staring at the creamy smoothness of her back.
'You're a good guy,' she said again. Her voice was muffled. 'Not like...them.'
I rolled her onto her back and threaded her arms through the sleeves and pulled the dress clear, and she flopped back onto the mattress with her eyes closed. Her breasts were held in a little half cup bra, round and perfect, and the nipples peeped from the lacy edge like little ripe gooseberries.
'Are you going to fu..fuck me, Mikey?' she asked suddenly.
'Not tonight, honey.' Little white panties, stretched tight over her mound. A wisp of hair peeping from one side, and the hint of dark lips pressed against the fabric. I could feel my cock stiffening. She was so beautiful, even when she was hammered.
'I want...wanted to,' she said petulantly. 'I waited, and waited...' her voice trailed off and she closed her eyes, and I sat on the bed beside her and touched her hair, smoothing it back, feeling the glossy strands under my fingers. It would have been so easy to take her then...to move aside the gusset of those tight little knickers and press myself into her; to feel the molten clasp of her cunt as my cock slid in.



But I didn't. I kissed her lightly on the forehead and pulled back the bedclothes and rolled her into bed, and covered her up. She'd be a mess in the morning and I didn't want the hassle and besides, I wanted her to want me, and not take her when she was drunk.
And so I lay in that bed with my arm around her, listening to her breathing in the dark little room, and I pressed myself against her with only her little panties between us, and I wondered how I could be so close to her and yet so far away.
And after a little while I slept.
*****
Sixty miles away Christopher John Walker, shopkeeper, rugby player and husband to my sister, drained the last of his beer and regarded the young girl sitting opposite him.
He'd told Lisa he was away on business but the rain saved him the trouble for he knew the road would be blocked and she wouldn't get home; and so he'd gone to one of the local pubs, confident that nobody would know him and hoping that the night might bring something a little better than the hard-eyed divorcees he normally pulled. And it looked like his luck was in, for the girl he had found was clearly different.
She was a pretty little thing: a brunette with a bob of hair cut short around her neat little ears and a pixie face that smiled easily, even if her eyes did not. He'd seen her sitting a bar stool earlier in the evening and had struck up a conversation, and after a while she'd joined him at a table. They'd talked about the town and her job and what he was doing on the road but they were just words, for each of them understood that before the night was done he would take her upstairs.
Now the conversation had dried up and she sat and waited. This was the first time she'd done this and she was nervous, but she could see he was clean and well spoken and although she thought he might be married he would serve her purpose as well as any other.
He set down his glass and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 'So we could go upstairs if you wanted,' he said. 'I've booked a room.'
She nodded, her eyes on his face. She had wondered why he was in a pub when his home was so close, and realised that he was seeking women for gratification, just as her husband did every day. The knowledge that this man was a sexual predator made what she was going to do so much easier.
Chris took her hand and led her up the stairs, fumbling with the keys before opening the door. She glanced around quickly: a simple room with a double bed with a small table next to it, a dresser and a wardrobe unit. A door led off to one side, which she supposed was to an ensuite bathroom.
'Um - do you want another drink?' he asked. 'There's a mini bar.'
The girl nodded and set her handbag carefully on the bedside table, watching as he turned away to the bar fridge. She opened the bag quickly and pressed the button on the little camera to start it, moving it slightly to make sure it captured the room. The bag's rim was decorated with glass beads and the lens was virtually indistinguishable, and she knew its field of view would easily cover the bed. She stood back just as he turned towards her.
Chris handed her a glass. 'Uh...I forgot your name,' he said.
'Hannah.'
'Well, Hannah, here's to us...to tonight.'
She took the glass and raised it. 'Cheers.' The liquor was neat and she gasped slightly as it burned her throat before filling her belly with warmth. She set the empty glass down and turned to him.
'I'll turn out the light,' he said.
'No, no, leave it.' She lifted her face to his and kissed him, her lips soft. 'I want to see us.'
Chris watched her undress. She was much smaller than Lisa in every way, with tiny breasts and curves that were barely pronounced, and the little cupcake buttocks balanced above her thighs were firm and round and devoid of fat. With her short hair and slender figure she looked almost boyish but for the cleft between her legs. She had carefully shaved her pubic hair so her vulva was fully exposed, the labia so small that her sex resembled a slit rather than a fleshy opening. The juxtaposition of boyishness and pubescent girlhood stirred him and Chris felt his cock harden rapidly.
'How old are you, Hannah?' he asked.
'Nineteen last August.'
He nodded, her word good enough for him. 'You're beautiful.'
She watched as he shed his clothes and she lifted her face to kiss him. His hands held her gently and his lips were much softer than Gideon's. Despite her empty heart she felt her sex moisten in anticipation and she drew herself towards him, feeling the heat of his rigid cock as it pressed hard against her belly, and her nervousness vanished.
It was so much easier than she had imagined. She knew the video must capture as much detail as possible, so she was careful to position herself. She kneeled on the bed with her bottom angled toward the camera and watched his eyes roaming over the slightness of her body and the tiny roundness of each cheek. In her mind she could see what the camera saw: her slender form in passive surrender, legs apart to reveal the tight crevice between them and her face turned to capture the moment of penetration; the man's cock, bobbing and rampant, the tip engaging and his eyes watching, watching, as he pressed forward. She felt her tightness resisting and she pushed back, gasping as the bulbous head crowned into her, followed by the slippery rush of his shaft reaching up toward her womb. Her fingers crept back to hold her buttocks apart to better reveal the image: his rod embedded in her crack and her face smiling as she fucked this stranger in the shabby little room.
'You're tight,' he whispered. His fingers felt rough against her skin and she felt his eyes roaming over her. 'You're so fucking tight.'
His words stirred her and she twisted her face to look back at his. 'Tell me what you see,' she whispered, 'and what you want to do.'
'I see my cock inside you.'
'Yes! Tell me.'
'You're so small,' he said. 'It's...it's stretching you.'
'Pull it out and tell me what you see.'
Chris withdrew his shaft, watching as the glistening head emerged from the girl's body. Her vulva gaped wet and pink for a moment before the flesh crimped closed.
She remembered to talk like a slut. 'Am I wet for you?'
'You are. Wet and ready.' His cock at the entrance again, the shaft shining with her juice as it slid back inside, and he grunted at her tightness. 'Ah, Christ Hannah! Fuck, that's good! Is it good for you too?'
'I love it. I love fucking with you.'
The room was filled with the sound of their union: the wet slap of flesh as he pounded into the slender body and their gasps and groans of pleasure. Each thrust jerked her forward and the bed squeaked loudly so she pulled away and whirled around to kneel before him.
'Lift me,' she demanded. 'Fuck me standing.'
He scooped up her slender body, feeling her legs encircle his waist and her face press into the hollow of his neck. His cock was pressed against her sex and he adjusted it, gasping as it popped back into her warmth, and he cupped each buttock to raise and lower her onto his rampant shaft.
'Move towards the light,' she whispered. 'I want to see us in the mirror.'
He carried her to the bedside table and her sex filled the camera's image: it saw the light froth on the lips of her cunt and his thickness as he slid between them, and it captured his hands cupped around each tiny buttock, his fingers curled close to the point of their union. She gasped as one fingertip touched her anus, and she twisted her face to the camera.
'God, yes! Put your finger in my ass!'
Chris regarded their image in the mirror: the slender white figure in his arms with her legs wrapped around his waist. He slipped the tip of one finger into her rectum, the cloying warmth an additional stimulus, and he pressed his tongue into her mouth. He could see and feel her body accepting him threefold: his cock and his fingers and his tongue. She was so small that he wondered if each would somehow meet in the middle, and the notion that he could so completely possess her triggered the start of his orgasm.
'Jesus, Hannah...I'm going to cum,' he gasped. He felt her tighten her pussy in response and the rush of his semen accelerated.
'Do it,' she said. 'Cum into me. Let me suck your seed into my body.' She swiveled her hips and clasped her cunt tighter, feeling the muscles in his body tighten as he reached for the pinnacle. 'Ah...ah, yes, let it go, honey.'
With a hoarse cry, Chris spurted into the girl. The camera captured the throbbing of his cock and the fluttering of her pussy as it accepted the spattering ribbons of his seed, and it heard her tremulous words. 'That's it! Yes...God, yes! I can feel it...yes, yes...spurting thick inside me...ah, fuck, so deep inside.'
After a while the twitching bodies in front of its little glass eye grew still. It watched as the man's cock slipped free of her body and it saw the whiteness of his sperm dribbling from between the puffy wet lips. And later still it heard the snores of the man lost in slumber, and it saw Hannah's hand put the money into her bag before she picked it up and tiptoed from the room.
*
It was late when Gideon Rosenberg let himself into the house. He'd expected Hannah to be there but it was dark and he spent a few minutes searching for her before finding the envelope propped up on the hall table. He tore it open and saw it contained nothing except a small thumb drive.
The image on his computer flickered once or twice before his wife's face appeared. She was sat in the lounge room and she addressed the camera without smiling, and her words hammered into his skull like the blows of a tradesman's hammer. I know...about Judy and Cassie and Dora...about your fucking, about your betrayal, and this is what you get. The image shifted to a room, and he perceived Hannah there, drinking with a man, and he watched as she shed her clothes and went to him. He saw the thick cock sliding into his wife's body and he heard her cries of pleasure, and he watched her laughing face as she offered herself, and the pain and anger washed through his brain in waves. Hannah, little Hannah, fucking in a hotel room like a cheap whore: the one who was always there for him, the one who was his. He saw the man's organ, twitching as it unloaded into her slender body and he watched as the sperm oozed from his wife's slit, and he thought his heart would break.
The image of the room faded and Hannah's face appeared, her voice like jagged shards of glass. 'So you reap what you sew, Gideon,' she said. 'Trust works both ways, and if you can fuck around, so can I.' An expression of sadness flicked over her face for a moment, but then the scorn and anger returned. 'I've left you, Gideon,' she said. 'It's over. Don't ever try and speak to me again,' and the screen faded to black.
It only took a moment to check she had gone. The cupboards were bare and the drawers were empty and even the pictures of her on the dresser had disappeared. It was as if every trace of her life with him had been erased, and there were only the images on the little thumb drive to remind him of who she had been and what she had become.
For a long time he sat, lost in misery and regret, and then a sudden thought occurred to him. He replayed the video, watching with a beating heart, and he paused it at a particular point.
The frozen image of the man's face stared at him through the camera's lens, and Gideon felt a surge of hatred, for he knew him. It's Chris Walker. Chris Walker, who played rugby at his local club. Chris Walker, who had drunk beer with him and his mates and laughed at their jokes and sung their rugby songs. Chris Walker, with his face screwed up in pleasure as he fucked Hannah, his beautiful wife.
*****
I woke to find Lisa watching me with her molten brown eyes.
'Good morning, sleepyhead.'
She was bright and alert, and the shadows that had been under her eyes for the past week had disappeared. 'You surprise me,' I said. ' I thought you'd have the mother of all hangovers this morning.'
'Nope. Not even a hint of one. You, on the other hand, look like you were dragged through a hedge backwards.'
'It's sperm build up,' I replied, wondering if I could keep a straight face. 'If I don't have sex regularly it builds and builds until it eventually it fills my head and I get a headache.'
Lisa's eyes crinkled in amusement. 'Ha, ha! Then I'm guessing you have a constant headache.'
'I do, I do.'
'You must have blood build up too, judging by the woody that was poking in to my back half the night.' She moved her hand quickly to brush my groin, a fleeting touch before snatching her fingers back to her side of the bed. 'Jesus! That's some swelling there...so what are you going to do about it?'
The touch of my sister's fingers caused me to harden even more. 'A more sensible question would be what are you going to do about it.'
'Sounds like a personal problem. Nothing to do with me.'
'Actually, it's everything to do with you.'
Lisa laughed, a few musical notes that reminded me of the old days. 'Nice try, buster, but you're still my brother and the answer's still no.'
'I'll renounce brotherhood. I'm happy to be whoever you want me to be for the next hour or so.'
'Kind thought, but genetics are genetics and I'm still married.'
'Then renounce your vows - but do it quickly.' I regarded her expression. 'You're not convinced, are you?'
'Not a bit. Your problem, your solution.'
'So you'd have me relieve myself solo? That's pretty sad.'
'Not at all. I do it all the time. If you feel the need, go for your life.'
My hand slid to my cock and encircled it, enjoying its rigidity and warmth. 'I might just do that.' I regarded her. 'Aren't you going to get out of my bed to give me a bit of privacy?'
She shook her head. 'Actually it's my bed, and you're in it with no clothes on for reasons I don't quite understand. If you want privacy the bathroom is that way.'
'I can't walk - my ankles are full of spunk too.'
'Then your situation is clearly desperate, and there's not a second to be lost. You'll have to relieve yourself here.' Her eyes were still on my face, as bright as a Squirrel's, and I suddenly understood she was just as horny as me. 'Just pretend you're on your own.'
'You're going to watch? Isn't that contrary to your marriage vows?'
'Window shopping is fine, Mike. Sampling the goods is not.'
'Ah - right.' My hand was moving, sliding up and down the shaft under the bedclothes. The thought of my little sister watching me stroke myself was a powerful stimulant and I knew it wouldn't take long. But what was she going to do?
I found out a moment later when she seized the bedclothes and flung them back, her eyes seeking out the plum-coloured head of my cock four fingers' width from the grip of my hand, and the eye oozing a thin stream of lubricant over the hot purple flesh. For a moment her eyes widened and then her eyelids closed slightly to give the hooded expression I remembered so well, and the breath hissed from between her teeth.
'He's just like I remember,' she whispered.
'Hardly used since then. Are you sure -'
'I'm sure.' A moment's hesitation. 'Do it for me, Mike, and I'll do it for you,' she whispered, 'but no touching.' She wriggled across the bed and lay beside me, looking down at me as I played with myself. Her hair cascaded over my shoulder in a fragrant cloud and her free hand slid under the elastic of her panties, the wrist undulating slowly.
'Tell me what you're thinking,' she murmured.
'About you...about that night.'
'What about it? Tell me!'
'How you took me in your mouth and how your lips looked stretched around me. I've never forgotten...I never will. It excites me just to think about it.'
She was silent for a few moments and wondered if I'd misjudged what she wanted. I guess my mind was trying to catch up with the sudden turn of events, too: last night she'd made it clear that intimacy was unwelcome but suddenly she was enticing me to play with my cock while she watched. So what was going on? And did she really want me to tell her what I was thinking? Skillfully painted words whispered between two people was a heartbeat away from doing them, and I wondered how that would fit into the boundaries she had set.
'Did I do it right?' she whispered at length.
'It was perfect...perfect.' It had been too: the soft wetness of her mouth moving, moving, sliding back and forth on the shaft. Spit and love juice escaping from the corners to dribble over her chin and hang in slimy strands; the tightness of her throat as she took me in deep, and then the fluttering tongue as it lapped my glans. I remembered how slim her hand had looked as it gripped the hard, suffused flesh of my cock, and the brightness of her eyes as they watched my face.
'How would you have fucked me, Mike? Tell me what you would have done.' A green light to go ahead. Window shopping and explicit descriptions, then. My cock swelled even harder.
'Doggie,' I whispered, and my brain was filled with the image. My sister crouching, bending forward over the arm of a chair with her legs apart and the tight little cheeks of her butt thrust back. The light shining on the wet gash between those perfect thighs and her fingernails a delicate shade of pink as she drew her lips apart. 'I'd have fucked you doggie.'
'Tell me,' she demanded again, and her voice was breathless. I could hear the soft sound of her pussy as her fingers moved over it, and the image of how it might look caused a fresh dribble of juice to leak from the eye of my cock. My fist moved faster, the foreskin sliding back and forth to smear it over the hot, purple flesh.
'You're bent over the chair,' I whispered. 'The big one by the telly, and you're holding your cheeks apart. I'm behind you, Lisa, looking down at what you're showing me...your tight little pussy, the lips stretched wide and the flesh soft and wet and pink, and your little star above it. I crouch down and put my mouth over you, my tongue sliding, sliding, dipping into the hollow to flicker over it...then down to taste your cream.'
'God yes! Your tongue on my ass...on my pussy. Lap it...taste me.' Her fingers were moving quicker now, the fabric of her pants pulled aside so I could see the soft brown hairs peeping.
'I am, I am. You're like a river, Lisa, streaming juice into my mouth.' The image so real I can almost taste the flavour of her syrup on my lips.
'Fuck me now, Mike. Put your cock into me.' For a moment I thought it was an invitation but her fingers were still there, rummaging into her streaming crack. I closed my eyes and imagined.
'Are you on the pill, Lisa?'
'No, no. I've never done anything like this before.'
The image of her little rosebud fills my mind, small and clean and pink. 'Then I'll take you in the ass,' I whisper. 'Have you ever been fucked there before?'
'God, no!' her voice a silent cry of longing and I feel the thrum of her fingers under the elastic of her knickers, bringing her climax closer. My own cum is building somewhere in my brain, still in a dark corner but expanding as I paint the imagery.
'Your butt hole is wet from my spit, Lisa. I can see little bubbles of it in the wrinkles and a pool over its opening, and I hold the tip of my cock against it. Can you feel that?'
'Ah, yes,' she moans. 'Push it into me.'
'I am, I am. I can see you trying to resist me...it's so tight! But I'm leaning into you, the head of my cock pressed hard against your ring and I'm holding your hips and there's nowhere else to go but forward. And then, suddenly, your sphincter opens and I pop into you.' I glanced at her face. 'Look at my cockhead, Lisa...can you imagine how it feels inside your ass? Your ring clenched around it, throbbing as I stretch you? You're so fucking tight, Lisa...can you feel it?



Her eyes were transfixed on my cock, the lids heavy and hooded, and she watched as my fist flew back and forth along the shaft. I could see her imagining the plum coloured head embedded in her ass and the tight cloying grip of her bowels as they accepted it. 'God, yes!' she whispered, 'it's so tight...ah, Jesus, I'm being stabbed!'
'And do you want it deep?
'Right into me.'
'I'm sinking into you, Lisa, and I see your ring stretching. I'm fucking you in the ass.'
In my mind I see it, the shaft slick with spit and her flesh yielding as I slide slowly into the cloying confines of her rectum. Her asshole throbs as I lever it open, a rhythmic pulse as it opens around me, and soft whimpers escape her throat. I feel the heat of her body through my rod and the wet odour of aroused cunt fills my nostrils. And then, at last, the final inch slides through her trembling ring and I am fully immersed.
'You're right inside me,' Lisa murmurs, her imagination at one with mine. 'Wait, wait...ah, hold it there. Let me adjust.'
I envisage myself crouching over her, my loins still. My little sister, pinned by my shaft like a skewered fish, her virgin flesh creaking and popping as it struggles to accommodate the fat intruder. Long moments of stillness...two figures joined, locked together like a dog and bitch on heat. And then, slowly, the pressure eases as her ring relaxes and I imagine moving again, little tentative strokes with the head buried far into her bottom. She moves with me, her hips undulating in rhythm and her whimpers turn to soft sighs and moans of pleasure.
'Can you feel it, Lisa?' my voice is hoarse in the silence of our little bedroom. 'Can you feel the long strokes into your ass?'
'I can, I can. I love it, Michael. Cum into me. Fill my ass.'
My orgasm is closer now as my imagination and her words combine. My hand moving on my shaft, each stroke matching a thrust into her bowels. The bubble expanding in my brain as I envisage filling her with my cream.
'Do you want me to cum into you?' I whisper.
Her voice is scratchy with lust. 'Yes, yes. Fill my ass.'
'It's close, Lisa...ah, ah, so close!' The bubble expanding, growing so quickly now to fill my brain. The pinpricks of light invading my senses and my hand flying up and down. My cock is so fucking hard it feels like it will explode. I hear Lisa moaning beside me, a low keening sound as her fingers bring her closer to orgasm, and the knowledge that we will cum together trips me over the edge.
The first jet of sperm burst from my cock and streaked over my belly and chest, the drops like liquid opal on my twitching flesh. I felt my sister's body go rigid beside me as she reached her own summit and I heard her thin shriek as she came. My mind was consumed by her, imagining how it might have been to spurt into her ass. Envisaging her tiny ring locked around my shaft like a steel band, clutching me in desperation as I pump my sperm into the dark confines of her bowels. I hear her cries as she spasms around me, and I can't stop...on and on and on...long ribbons of seed splattering into her delicious little body...on and on until there is nothing left but the final few dribbles oozing into her twitching tube. I hear her soft whimpers as the tempest of her orgasm fades, and I feel her anus pulsing around my shaft as it draws the final drops into her body. We are still then, the breath rasping in our chests and the sweat cool upon our bodies, and I hold her tight, still buried in her ass, and I imagine my seed in her body, thick and white.
Lisa turned her face toward me and smiled. 'Wow!' she said softly. 'You really were full of sperm.' I glanced down at my belly and saw the streaks painting my skin. There were drops of my sperm in her hair, too, and a splash upon her cheek, and I thought she had never looked so beautiful.
And afterwards we lay together in that little bed as the juices dried upon our skin and we listened to the rain on the window, each of us thinking our thoughts. I wondered at what had just happened and whether it would change anything. I thought she might tell me she loved me, or at least that we could be lovers, but she said nothing and after a little while I heard the soft sound of her sleeping breath.
*
It was almost eleven when I awoke, and the bed beside me was empty. I pulled on my clothes and hurried downstairs but the lounge was empty and the dining room was being readied for lunch.
'I saw her go out,' the publican said, in answer to my question. 'About an hour ago. I asked if she wanted an umbrella but she didn't say anything. He ducked his head a little to look out of the window at the streaming rain. 'She'll be soaking wet,' he added unnecessarily.
I told him we wanted the room for another night and I headed into town in the car to find her. It's a small place, Thirlmere: a single street, really, with half a dozen shops and general store, and I found her nursing an empty coffee cup in the local café. She looked up as I entered but didn't say anything and I sat at the table and examined her.
'Christ, Lisa! You're soaking! What the hell are you doing?'
'There's no way to get home,' she said, her voice low. 'I need to get home.'
'Why? You said you weren't in a hurry.'
'I want to kill the bastard.'
'What? Who?'
'Chris. I need to get home to cut off his nuts.'
I guess the confusion showed on my face because she pushed her phone toward me. 'Open the attachment,' she said. Her eyes flickered to the other tables, to the people there. 'But keep the sound off.'
I pressed the SMS video link and after a few moments it opened: a hotel room, I guessed, with a girl kneeling on the bed whilst a figure thrust into her. Lisa took the phone from me and set it on the table between us and I watched the flickering image of the couple on the screen. 'She's with Chris,' she said.
'Are you sure?'
A nod of resignation. 'His face is clear.'
'And the girl?'
She shrugged. 'Who knows? Some schoolgirl, by the look of it.' Her eyes strayed to the writhing figures on the glowing screen. 'The bastard! '
'So it could just be a sick joke, Sis. Someone who wants to make trouble.'
She smiled at that, but her eyes were cold. 'Oh, someone wants to make trouble all right', she said. 'Her other half.' She picked up the phone and read the message in a low voice. Your husband and my wife in the local pub last night. Just thought you'd like to know.'
'How the hell did he get your number?'
Lisa shrugged. 'Does it matter?'
She was right, of course, but I was only trying to find a way to make her doubt it, to try and find an explanation that took away the anger and pain I could see in her eyes.
'I guess not. So what will you do?'
She rubbed the side of her face with her hand. 'Shit, I don't know,' she said at length. 'My first reaction was to get home and kill him, but another part of me says he's not even worth the trouble of a baseball bat to the head. Besides, if the husband knows who I am then he sure as hell knows who he is. I might get home and find the job done.'
'You should phone the police.'
'Why? The sneaky fuck deserves whatever he gets.' She lapsed into silence and I wondered if she was thinking of what we had done earlier that morning. No touching, she had said, and we hadn't really, but it had gone far beyond window shopping.
'Will you stay with him?'
'Would you, if it was your partner?'
'Not in a heartbeat.'
Lisa's fingers touched her phone and the image reappeared, flickering silently on the little glowing screen: the two figures joining and parting, moving together in silent eroticism. She regarded it for a few moments, her eyes empty. 'Whoever took this did a good job,' she said. 'They wanted me to see every detail. Look - he's bareback.' She leaned forward and her voice was low and savage. 'Fucking bareback, Mike! Look at him...in some sleazy hotel, screwing a little tart with no protection...and he would have fucked me later. Christ! I can't believe it!'
'I'm so sorry, Lisa. Really. You didn't deserve this.'
She sat back in her chair and regarded me. 'I thought when Dad died I'd finally be free...that the past would be forgotten and I could move on. But nothing changes, Mike. I married because of what happened and I'm still being punished for it.' Her mouth twisted in a grimace. 'You can almost see the old bastard in the grave, peering up at me and laughing. What was it he used to say? That I'd married above my station? I bet he would still think that, too, even though Chris has turned out to be a low life.'
I leaned forward and took her arm. 'That's bullshit, Lisa and you know it. You're much too smart to think that.'
'I don't know what to fucking think any more.'
Her face was pinched and she was shivering, although I think some of that was the reaction to what had happened. I stood up and helped her to her feet. 'Come on,' I said, 'we're going back to the room.'
She didn't resist and I led her to the car and we drove back in silence, and she went up to the room. She appeared downstairs a few minutes later, her hair still damp and looking pale and tired. I'd ordered a sandwich and she regarded it with distaste.
'I'm not hungry.'
'You need to eat. Try it anyway.'
'I need a drink.' She caught the bar tenders eye. 'A whiskey.'
We sat by the fire and the food and alcohol gradually brought a little colour into her cheeks, and she began to talk.
'A year ago I thought there might have been someone else,' she said. 'I had it out with him and he swore I was wrong...he convinced me that there was no one. For a while the nights away stopped, but they gradually came back. He told me it was work...you know, sales rep visits, trade seminars. Usually it was just one night, but sometimes it was a bit longer.' Her eyes were distant. 'I guess I now understand what he got up to, although I'll never know the full extent.'
'But you know enough.'
She nodded. 'Yes, I know enough.' Her voice turned bitter. 'Jesus, Mike! I tried...I really did. I gave up my social life and my friends and even you - all to live in that poxy little town, because I thought marriage was important.'
'Have you told him you know?'
'No. I want to see the look in his eyes when I show him the video.'
I nodded. Lisa was nothing if not up front, and although Chris Walker had been a complete dick I couldn't help feeling a twinge of pity for him when she confronted him. I'd seen her when she was in a killing mood and it wasn't pretty. He'd be lucky if his balls were still attached to his body when she'd finished.
'I'll find another place to live,' she said, 'somewhere away from Eglington.'
'You're welcome to stay with me.'
She glanced at me with bright eyes but didn't respond.
'So what about your job?' I asked.
Her mouth twisted. 'They can shove it up their ass. I hated it anyway.' She drained the last of her Scotch. 'Christ, I've drunk more with you in the last two days than the whole of last year...still, it fixed my headache.'
'So what are we going to do for the rest of the day?'
Lisa shrugged. 'I need to change into some dry clothes and I need to think - and you should check out the roads to see if we can get home.' She stood up. 'I'll see you upstairs.'
I sat for a while by the fire, thinking of what had happened, wondering if it would change anything. Last night she had looked me in the eyes and affirmed her loyalty to her husband...what were the words she used? 'He's honest and hard working, Mike, and I won't cheat on him.' Now, less than twenty-four hours later, his honesty was in ashes on the floor along with their marriage and I had splashed my sperm on my sister's face. Surely that changed everything?
My mind spun back six years, to the sight of her kneeling before me with her mouth around my cock. There'd been no doubt in my mind she would have fucked me that night, a certainty reinforced by her words at dinner last night: 'I would have gone the whole way, you know. I couldn't wait to get you inside me.' But did she feel the same way now? Was her marriage the only reason she had stayed away from me, or were there other forces at play I didn't know about? And how did I feel about it? Dreaming of fucking your delicious little sister senseless was one thing, but living with it afterwards was quite another. What would it mean if we did it?
I took a mouthful of my drink, savoring the smoky flavour of the liquor on my tongue as I considered. Tomorrow we would probably make it to her home, and Lisa would be caught up in the recriminations of a broken marriage - and I would be expected to move on to my place. When would we ever get the chance to be together again? The prospects seemed bleak.
And then I recalled something else she had said on that night, her eyes bright with lust as she explained why she liked fucking so much 'I... I love the feeling of being taken,' she'd whispered, and her voice was vibrant with passion. 'Having someone inside me, doing what he wants, stabbing me, using me... squirting inside me -'
At the time I'd been surprised she felt that way, but now the words rang in my head like a bell and the way ahead suddenly became clear. Lisa was upstairs and I was here, and opportunity was slipping away like desert sand through my fingers. If ever there was a time to be bold it was now.
And so I drained the last of my drink and set the glass on the counter, and I went upstairs to fornicate with my sister.
*
The room was empty but I could hear the shower running and her clothes were strewn on the floor: her jeans and top, dark from the rain, and a pair of panties lying in a scrap of white on the hard wooden floor. I picked them up and held them for a moment, feeling the warmth of her body retained in the weave of the fabric, pressing them to my face to capture her scent. It was there...faint but unmistakable - the odour of my sister's pussy, last breathed six years ago but never forgotten. I took the fragrant air into my lungs like an aphrodisiac whilst my free hand loosened my belt and tugged at the buttons of my shirt, pulling them free, frantic to be naked. Her essence filled my brain and my cock grew hard - ah, the scent of Lisa's cunt! That delicious little door to her body I had come so close to opening on that night, with its lips furled back and the flesh pink and wet and waiting to be filled. I had been close this morning, too, as I listened to the squish of her fingers playing with it. And now it was here again, only a dozen steps away through the bathroom door. Lisa's cunt...my sister's cunt - tight and compliant, waiting to be violated with my tongue and cock and, in time, with my seed. The thought of actually pumping my sperm into her wriggling body was a powerful aphrodisiac.
The bathroom was filled with steam but I could see her figure through the glass, faint and indistinct: the hint of a curve, the swell of a breast, the shadowed disk of an areola. Her wet hair was dark and I could see that too, framing the pale oval of her face as she lifted it to the streaming water; and I saw how her body was slim and perfect and fashioned for pleasure. Lisa, my Lisa! My hand was on the door, opening it, seeing her clearly for the first time with her face wet and her eyes wide, her mouth opening to protest. But she saw the need in my eyes and my determination too - to have and to hold her, to take what was offered all those years ago. And in her brown eyes I saw loneliness and pain and confusion of a life turned upside down, and a need for love and comfort; and I watch her swallow her words of protest and step back to give me room.
For a long time we just looked at one another, for there was no need to speak, and then I bent forward and put my lips on hers. She tasted of toothpaste and whiskey and her lips were soft, so soft, and her hands held my face as we kissed. My tongue pressed into her mouth, the tip probing, probing, dancing with hers, feeling the slickness of her mouth and the slippery hardness of her little white teeth, tasting her essence. Her body arched against me, her breasts pressing against my flesh - hard and soft and slippery all at once, the nipples stiffening into pink nubs, and my brain was filled by her. Lisa, so hot and wet and naked, with her tits pressing against me and her little sighs loud in my ears. Lisa, my delicious little sister, so ready to be taken.
She lifted her mouth from mine and her eyes were on my face. 'Jesus, Mike,' she whispered. 'What are you doing? We can't do this.'
'Of course we can,' I said. 'What is there to stop us?'
'You're my brother. Brothers don't -'
'This one does. This one has been waiting six years, and can't wait any longer.' I pressed my lips to hers again, delighting in the slippery feel of her wet skin under my fingers. Her nipples drilled into my chest like hard stones and her hands came up to draw me close. 'I asked you once if you were bad,' she breathed, 'and you are, you are.' Her lips found mine again, soft and wet, and her tongue slipped into my mouth.
A flickering collage of recollections: Lisa staring up at me, droplets of water on her skin and her mouth soft and wet, pouting, pressing against mine; fingers clasping, breath soft between her open lips. Fingers so light on my skin - touching, touching, moving downwards to grasp my hardness. Her body moving, crouching, water cascading on her head and shoulders. Looking up at me, her little face so perfect with its oval shape and button nose. A final glance so full of meaning from her honey-brown eyes, and then she bent forward and took me into her mouth.
If I live to be a hundred I'll never forget that moment. Chicks had given me head before, of course, and some of them had been great - but the sensation of sinking my turgid shaft into my sister's throat in that shabby hotel shower was beyond compare. I guess it was because I'd thought about it for so many years and had almost given up hope, or perhaps it was because she was the most exquisite girl I knew...or maybe it was the knowledge that before the afternoon was out I'd feel the tight sucking clasp of her cunt as I fucked her senseless.
Whatever the reason, I watched with hooded eyes as she opened her mouth and took me in: the bulbous head sliding between her soft wet lips and over her tongue, gliding to the narrow confines of her throat where the pink flesh of her palate captured the trembling head to hold it for a moment. Her fingers were grasping the stem, guiding it, holding me steady as she began to move back and forth...her lips tightening and loosening, her head turning slightly to vary the angle of my thrusts. The soft inside of her cheeks rubbed against the head and then the tighter, bony caress of her throat gripped me... and all the while her tongue slithered over the sensitive skin of my glans, the tip flicking like a snake's. Dab, dab, dab, pressing into the oozing hole in my cock one moment and lapping at the head the next. Dab dab dab. So wet and warm. Her spit and my juice combined in a slippery cocktail that filled her mouth and dribbled from her lips to string in slimy cords. So much juice... and I watched as she swallowed convulsively, the first of my body fluids to enter her body. Dear God, let there be more.
And then my hands were on her head, holding her, guiding the cadence of her movement. Dab, dab, dab. That flickering little tongue right on the most sensitive point of my cock...I felt it swelling even more, the head like a ripe Satsuma Plum ready to burst into her mouth and fill it with my sweetness. Christ, where did my little sister learn to do this? I opened my eyes to see her looking up at me, her eyes laughing as she understood her power. Her fingers and her mouth on her brother's prick...I was putty in her hands, and I felt the flood of my cum building in my balls.



'Jesus, Lisa.' My voice was harsh and strained as the sparkling fragments of light begin to fill my brain. 'Ah, fuck...I'm going to cum.'
She pulled her lips free with a soft plop and her fingers grasped the stem, pressing hard to quell the urge. My rod looked huge against the delicate china doll features of her face. 'Not yet,' she murmured, 'we have so much more to do.' She rose smoothly to her feet, still clutching me, leading me out of the streaming water, laughing as she led me by the cock. I would have followed her anywhere.
We dried each other on the fluffy white towels and I saw her nipples were hard, so hard, the puckered flesh like sweet ripe cherries, and the lips of her cunt were swollen and furled back to reveal the soft mother-of-pearly flesh inside. So small and neat...my sister's tight little pussy. I knelt before it like an altar, my eyes feasting on her: the exquisite columns of her thighs and the little triangle of soft, wispy hair. Her sex was weeping pale tears and I put my face to it to breathe in its essence, and the tangy salt-and-oil odour fills my senses.
'Eat me, Michael,' she whispered. Her hands were in my hair, pressing my face into the moist crevice. 'Lick me out.'
Her buttocks filled my hands like little cupcakes, the flesh so firm and pliable, and I pulled my face into the juncture of her thighs. My tongue flickered over her, drawing the sweet juices into my mouth and I heard her sighs as she trembled before me. God help me, I was eating my sister, lapping at her like a dog on heat, my tongue sliding into that warm wet slot to draw the cream into my mouth.
She grasped my head, her hips retreating. 'Ah, Jesus, Mike! Easy...take it easy,' and then she pulled me back and sighed as the tip of my tongue wriggled gently into her vulva. 'Yes...yes. That's it...ah, fuck...you've no idea how good that feels! That's it...gently,' and her fingers fluttered on my head like the beating wings of a sparrow.
A sudden memory of Lisa as a teenager, naked in the bathroom of our house standing still and silent with those calm toffee eyes regarding my confusion when I burst in by mistake. A searing, snapshot moment forever burned into my memory like the touch of a hot iron on naked flesh - the sight of her body with its warm curves and breasts like ripe peaches and the silky triangle of hair set between those slim thighs, shockingly dark against the pale perfection of her skin. The day my little sister had suddenly become desirable, the day I'd started to want her.
And now here I was with my face buried in that same little silky patch and my face smeared with her juice. My little sister, feeding her brother with her cunt and loving it. Her hands were in my hair, pressing me against her, guiding the pressure and cadence as she writhed against me. I saw our reflection in the fly-blown mirror: the girl young and slim and white and the man's face pressed between her thighs, his hands curled around the tight buttocks. Her head was back, the exquisite column of her neck stretched out and her mouth was open with pleasure, little mewing sounds stealing from her lips.
I don't know how long I crouched before her, my tongue lapping, lapping, scooping her cream into my throat where it lay as thick as custard before sliding down my throat. A minute, maybe? An hour? All I knew is that I could not get enough of her...could not imagine being anywhere else than kneeling at my sister's feet with my mouth pressed against her oozing sex. I could feel her body trembling...thrumming, almost, and the clutch of her hands grew ever more frenetic until at last she seized my head and pulled it away.
'Christ!' Her whisper was hoarse. 'Jesus, Mike...no - no more. I can't take it any more.' She gazed down at me with bright eyes and I could see the same look in them as I had seen six years earlier: a consuming lust, a need to be fucked...to desperate need to feel the thickness of a cock inside her and savour the fullness that it would bring: but there was more, too - the realisation that the games we had played before were over. It was her brother she was about to take, and in doing so she was to cross a bridge beyond anything she had done before.
She led me to the bed and climbed upon it, to lie on her back with frightened, bold eyes, and I stared down at her. The rain beat upon the little window and the pale, diffused light stole through the streaming glass to paint her skin in a dappled spectrum of blue and white that somehow emphasised her vulnerability: the pale, slim body and those enormous eyes fixed on mine - eyes filled with fear and yearning and lust; eyes that knew that nothing would ever be the same again but didn't care. Eyes that were soft with love.
For a few moments more we stared at one another and then she spoke, the words thin against the drumming rain.
'It's me, Mike,' she whispered. 'Your sister...your little sister. Are you going to fuck me?' Her eyes flickered over the rampant hardness of my cock.
'I am, I am.'
She growled a little then, a low sound in her throat. 'And will you cum into me?'
I reached forward and laid my hand on the tight roundness of her belly. 'I will...here. Into here.'
'And where else?'
'Wherever I can. Wherever you want.'
'Then do it.' She lifted her legs and wedged her thighs under her arms to bend her body in a tight 'U' shape, and I saw how her buttocks were flattened and her mound was thrust forward. Her pussy lips were open and inviting, the flesh between them a pale, translucent pink, and she stared down at them for a moment before her eyes met mine again in silent supplication. She was ready. Her body was there, folded ready to take me into it, and her eyes were begging me to start.
I climbed over her, aware of how small she looked underneath me, and she grasped my arms and smiled as I carefully positioned the head of my cock against her. The tip nudged the soft wet lips and twitched as I held it there, waiting.
'Are you ready?'
'Do it.'
I'd often dreamed of how I would enter her, if I ever had the chance. Mostly, it was about a single, powerful thrust that would bury my shaft deep into her quivering cunt in one, spine-shattering moment. I'd imagined the flare in her eyes as she felt the violation: the catch of her breath in a long hiss, the tensing of the muscles as the great bulbous head smashed its way to her core. But now, as she lay before me waiting to be impaled, I chose the slow way: the nuzzling of my glans against the soft, wet lips; the gentle pressure to ease it between them. The head swallowed and the ooze of her cream as I displaced it; and then the long, slow glide up into her tight little body until my balls were pressed against her ass and the tip of my cock was touching something deep inside her.
Ah, God! Six long years I'd waited for that moment and it was worth every second. I knew she wasn't a virgin, but her pussy was spectacularly tight and it grasped my shaft every inch of the way. A sucking, cloying grip that caused every nerve end in the head of my cock to tingle as it pressed its way upward. A dizzying, mind-shattering journey that was so much the better because the flesh surrounding me was my sister's, and because she was enjoying every moment as much as me.
Her eyes never left my face, and within their crystal depths I could see every emotion she was experiencing: pleasure, as the tight walls were levered apart by my shaft; trepidation because what we were doing was forbidden, and sheer unadulterated lust as she felt her brother's body entering her own. Her bottom lip was held in her little white teeth almost as if I were hurting her, but I knew I wasn't...even when my cock bottomed out and she lay there, impaled by its full length.
For a long time we were still, each of us enjoying the sensation of being pinned together, and then she began to move slowly under me, her hips rotating and her back arching, and I caught the rhythm. My shaft slid into her, back and forth, back and forth, shining and slippery like a piston. Her hands grasped my arms and she began to whisper as her body writhed underneath me.
'Fuck, Mike... that's good! Ah, yes, yes! That's so good.' She stared at me. 'Why have we waited so long?'
'I don't know honey. I've never stopped wanting you.'
'Nor me.' Her breath whistled through her lips in little panting sounds. 'Chris was no good, you know...not like this. Never like this. I used to...lie and think of what you and me almost did, wondering what it would have been like.'
'Me too.' It was true: everything about her was perfect - her face, her hair...the way she caught her lip in her little white teeth; the look in her eyes as she regarded me. 'I've had other girls, Lisa...a few, but none like you. None of them came close.'
She smiled then, her face radiant. 'There's nobody between us now. I want to fuck all afternoon, and again tomorrow.'
I couldn't argue with that and so we set to with a will, each so conscious of the other. She unhooked her legs and crossed them over my back and I plunged into her over and over and over again, hearing the soft wet slurp of our genitals, hearing her soft whispers and sighs, delighting in the slippery depth of her as I burrowed into her body. She arched her back and clung to me as I rode the long breakers of pleasure and her nipples drilled into my chest and she pressed her mouth to mine. I was immersed in her - Lisa, my little sister. She should have been doing things normal sisters do but was in my bed instead, gasping as I slid into her belly and sighing as I slid out...her hands clutching me and her hair pressed against my cheek. Twice she shuddered in orgasm, her fingers fluttering and her breath tremulous and I rode them out, feeling her cunt twitch and spasm around me: and then I'd start again and she'd squeak and groan and clasp me, calling my name, riding, riding, her back arching with each thrust and her pussy oozing and dribbling around my shaft.
She rolled onto her knees and I entered her from behind, watching with gasping breath as my cock slid between the fluttering wet lips. Her buns were like two tight little oranges, pale and enticing under my fingers, and her back arched sinuously as I stroked my length between them. My fingers levered apart the round globes and watched how her vulva clung to my turgid flesh: grasping...no - caressing it, the flesh slippery and silver, gaping pink and wet when I pulled free. The doorway to my sister, searching for me like a blind mouth until I nudged the head against her again and she swallowed me inside.
She was watching us in the mirror, her little face twisted with pleasure as my shaft sawed back and forth. Her back arched with each thrust as if to draw me deeper, and her breasts wobbled and a soft sigh escaped from her lips.
'Fuck me, Michael...God yes, just like that! Can you see it going in? Can you see yourself taking me?'
My eyes were fixed on the point of our union: the wet clinging flesh and the rim of white froth, and the little star-shaped opening just above her cunt. Clean and pink, moving slightly as my shaft lanced into her.
'Can you see my ass?' she demanded, as if she had read my mind. 'Touch me there.'
I wet a thumb and rested the tip against the tiny hole. The flesh was rougher than the satin smooth skin of her thighs, the ridges crinkled and tight under my touch, and the opening nibbled and sucked at me like a fish's mouth as she moved. The heat of her body radiated out of that little opening and I pressed gently, feeling the elastic resistance until at last the sphincter surrendered and my thumb slid in to the knuckle.
'Can you feel yourself inside me?' she whispered. 'Tell me what you feel.'
Through the narrow, tight walls of her flesh I could feel my thumb pressing against her vagina, rubbing against my shaft as I slid back and forth. 'I can feel my cock...moving in and out...rubbing.' I said. 'It's so far inside you, Lisa.'
She groaned again, that little fluttering noise in her throat like a cat purring. 'I know, I know,' she said. 'The head is...touching me inside. I want it deeper.' She hunkered down on the bed, thrusting her ass higher. 'Try that.'
I plunged down through the narrow pelvic girdle, the angle steeper, my balls slapping against the pale flesh of her buttocks as I fucked her. Each thrust almost vertical now, watching as her body jerked to absorb the impact, watching as her hands grasping the bedclothes in tight little fists. Each thrust drew a gasp from her...a sort of synchronous woosh of breath as if I was pumping air into that tight little channel and it somehow escaped from her lips, but of course I wasn't. Her pussy was as tight as a mouse's ass and every inch I stuffed into her was warm and slippery and tight, and I imagined how the head of my cock was buried deep into her wriggling, trembling torso. She came again then, her cunt spasming and her breaths changing to whimpers, and a fresh bloom of moisture oozed from her body to cream me as I pumped. God in heaven, it was exquisite! A beautiful, trembling girl cumming as I fucked her, whimpering with pleasure and oozing hot cream...and she was my sister. My little sister, writhing in delight as my shaft rummaged in her belly.
The thought tripped me over the edge and I felt the hot lava of my cum bubbling in my balls. I seized her hips and thrust deeper, barely conscious of the moans and the fluttering of her hands. All I could think of was impregnating her...pumping into that glorious, thrumming little body. My seed surged along the shaft and built rapidly at the head of my cock for a glorious moment, and my vision was filled with speckled bands of light as I trembled on the brink.
'I'm cumming, Lisa!' a gasp, a cry almost, my voice hoarse. 'Ah, Jesus...here it cums!'
She grasped the sheet and held still as I burst inside her. Long, searing ribbons of scalding cum jetting into her narrow channel like stormwater into a conduit, splashing and splattering into her trembling womb. Jet after jet: my balls pulsing and my cock throbbing as it unleashed its load... five, six...seven...long spurts, her hips motionless as she accepted my sperm and her throat making that little purring noise. Eight...the flow slowing but not the pleasure...still spinning in a dark, midnight sky studded with specks of ethereal light with nothing else except the incredible burning jets of my seed as they sprayed into her.
And then, at last, the final drops dribbled into her and we were still, like a picture frozen in a moment of time: Lisa kneeling on the bed, looking up at me with wide brown eyes and a little smile on her face and me: still embedded in her, the shaft twitching slightly. With infinite care I withdrew, watching as it finally bobbed free, seeing the wet pink flesh of her cunt close behind me. I'd expected to see my cream, perhaps, but I'd cum too far inside her for that.
We lay side by side, holding hands, each of us silent as the sweat of our lovemaking dried on our skins. At last she stirred.
'I'm not on the pill,' she said. 'Chris and me...well, you know - we'd decided to try for a baby, but then I got your call about Dad so we'd not done anything.' She glanced at me. 'It's probably too early for me to fall pregnant but I should have told you, before -'
I reached over and laid my hand on the flat little plain of her belly, my mind imagining the conception that might, even at that moment, be taking place under my fingertips. My sperm wriggling inside her, racing upwards to fertilise her eggs, not caring that the father was also the brother. How did I feel about that?
'I can't think of any greater gift you could give me,' I whispered.
She turned to me and her eyes were still and calm. 'I think it was supposed to happen, Mike. That time has just been waiting for this moment.'
And as she spoke the sun came out: a weak, watery light shining through the dark clouds that had been with us for so long, and through the little window a patch of blue appeared as the rain moved away.
'We can get on,' I said. 'Take you home to collect your things - then on to my house.' I glanced at her. 'You'll come and live with me, won't you?'
She smiled. 'Of course, but not yet, Michael. There's time for that. Let's spend a little more here, first.' And her arms came up and she kissed me.
***
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The dialing tone purred softly in my ear as I waited for someone to answer, praying it would be my sister. I didn't want to speak to anyone else.
'Hello?' The timbre of her voice was soft - a little girl's voice, even though she was nine years older than me.
'I fucked him, Donna. I fucked Jack.'
A pause. A few heartbeats only, and then I heard a little sigh as if somehow she had always known it would happen and was relieved the wait was over.
'When?' Donna's voice was soft, as if there was someone else in the house that she didn't want to hear.
'Last Friday. We went to the pub and he brought me back and we did it.'
'Was he your first?'
'Yep.'
'Was he good?'
I smiled at the question. My extended virginity had been the source of some amusement to her. At my age she'd been fucking for years and had probably forgotten that virgins didn't have much to compare anything with. But I knew what she really meant: tell me about it.
'He was big.'
Donna laughed softly. 'They all feel big the first time. Did you like it?'
'I loved it.'
For a moment there was silence, and I imagined her standing there with her eyes half shut in that particular way she had. Was she remembering her first time or was she picturing her baby sister, rutting in the night with her brother? It had been years since she'd seen him: could she picture what he was like?
'Tell me,' she whispered. 'Tell me everything.'
'He's gorgeous, Donna. He's - well, the years have changed him. His body is -' I struggled for the words. 'A man's. You know - hard...not like it was when he left home. And his skin is darker than mine, and those eyes -' I clutched the phone and struggled for the words to try and justify what I'd done. How could I explain how long I'd wanted Jack? That I'd loved him ever since she was little? Donna wouldn't understand that: she was a man-eater and the word love didn't feature in her vocabulary. No, leave emotion out of it. Just tell her the facts.
'He came on my face first,' I continued. 'I wanted him to...I wanted to see it in the mirror - to watch as he spurted...to feel it and taste it -'
'You love watching, don't you Amie?' Donna cut in.
For a moment I wondered if she knew that I used to watch her too, screwing in the bushes and the car and in our lounge room. Night after night with her knickers pulled aside and her legs waving in the air, grunting as one cock after another plunged into her. The village bike, fucking the farm boys and working hands, sending them home to their wives and girlfriends with empty balls. Donna must have known I was there, and probably enjoyed it all the more.
'God, yes!' I replied. 'I've watched a lot, whenever I could. I've seen it done so many times, Donna. But I'd never done it myself. It had to be the right one - not the locals.'
'So tell me,' my sister demanded.
'There was so much, that first time. I could see him in the mirror, standing over me, his cock twitching and jerking as it unloaded. Just like the others I'd seen...but this time it was different. This one was for me. This time I was the little tart in the mirror with my face turned upwards and my mouth wide open... it was me feeling the hot splashes on my cheeks and tasting it as it coated my tongue and oozed down my throat. And I could smell it, Donna - the raw odour of hot cum. I never knew it was -'
'And when he took you?' she interrupted, 'did it hurt?'
'A little. At first.' I remembered as he plunged into me: the sudden pain of my hymen tearing like the slice of a surgeon's knife, and then the dull ache inside as his knob pressed up towards my belly, stretching the reluctant flesh. He'd held it buried inside my body until the pain subsided, and then the first slow withdrawal, the shaft smeared with virgin blood. 'But I didn't care, Donna,' I continued. 'I - I wanted to give him everything, you know? I wanted to feel him cumming inside me...to immerse myself. I wanted to be bathed in it. I wanted him to be mine.'
'And did he? Cum into you, I mean.'
'God yes! We fucked all night, like animals...him going into me, over and over and over again, and when he came it was so deep I thought I could taste it. Pints of spunk pumping into me.' I laughed briefly, a throaty little sound. 'Afterwards it leaked out all night, dripping down the crack of my ass. The sheets were as stiff as boards the next morning with jism and cunt juice.'
Donna chuckled at the image. Her little virginal sister lying in a pool of hot cum. 'Well, little Amie,' she said at length. 'You did it. I envy you.' Her tone changed. 'You're on the pill, right?'
'No.'
'Christ! Are you on anything? Were you safe?'
'I - I didn't care, you know? I just wanted him. I couldn't stop -'
There was a long silence and I could hear only the hiss of the static. 'Well,' she said at last. 'That's - interesting. So do you care now?'
'I- I love him. I want his -'
'No! You don't want that. Amie. Trust me, you don't want that. Get yourself on the pill.'
'I can't take the pill, Donna.'
There was another silence and I could almost feel her thinking, working out what was to be done. 'I'm coming down,' she said suddenly.
'But -'
'No buts, Amie. I'll be there tomorrow. Try and stay out of his bed before then, but if you can't then make sure he doesn't cum in you again...at least, not in your pussy.' The line clicked abruptly and there was silence.
For a few moments I sat there with the phone in her hand, thinking. Donna hadn't been home since busting up with Mum years ago and yet she was suddenly prepared to come back to give me advice. What the hell was she going to do - tell him to wear a condom when we fucked? Or perhaps she had something more practical in mind, like lending a helping hand. I smiled at the thought...beautiful Donna, the black sheep of the family, her hands slim and dexterous as she rolled the rubber onto Jack's cock before sitting back to offer words of gentle advice as he took his little sister. The image was so ridiculous that I laughed. Donna was a man-eater, and one of her conquests had been our younger brother, Jim. I remembered the expression on her face as he sprayed his seed into her body. She'd had a baby before she was married and although nothing was said, everyone thought it was Jim's. A son and a nephew, all rolled into one.
But Donna wouldn't care if I was up the duff, so why was she so keen to come here? Normally that question could be answered by one word: men - but there were plenty in London prepared to fuck her senseless, so why come all the way to Devon to find more?
It didn't take much to figure it out. Donna had screwed Jim more than anyone else because he had the one thing the others didn't - he was her brother. Coupling with him was so much more exciting because it broke so many taboos. It was the ultimate power trip, the proof that she could take any man she wanted.
No, I thought, Donna wasn't coming down to help her at all - she was coming down to capture the thrill again, and as Jim had moved on it wasn't hard to figure who her target was. I remembered her words: 'I envy you. '
She was coming down for a piece of Jack, and I knew exactly which piece she had in mind.
***
That night Jack screwed me again.
We were in his king sized bed and he took me slowly, unlike the frantic coupling of our first encounters. He asked me to kneel above his face and he ate me, observing my bright little eyes as I watched the whole thing: the way my vulva changed as I became excited, the lips turning a dusky pink as they swelled; the sheen of moisture that bloomed between them, and the way my clitoris appeared at their juncture like a tiny seed grape. I saw how he teased the outer lips, his tongue brushing softly against them and the tip flicking back and forth over the moist flesh; and I watched as he moved to the centre, his tongue curling to reach inside my body. I was flowing freely, the cream oozing like syrup between my pussy lips, and I saw how it dribbled into his mouth and smeared over his cheeks and chin.
And then he mounted me and I lay beneath him, my legs over his calves. I groaned as he entered...the first silken touch of his knob against my flesh, feather light, feeling its way forward, and then the pressure as my tightness resisted. I felt the head was too big - that my smallness would never accept it, and I heard herself crying out...just as I had the first time he took me. I leaned forward and regarded the tip lodged between my lips, shrouded in pink flesh; my opening gripping him in a vice, resisting as he tried to enter; and I imagined my vulva struggling to stretch over his thick purple knob despite the bubbling of my cream as it was forced from my body with the pressure.
And then suddenly I gave way and he crowned into me. Christ, he was big! I felt my ring gripping him, quivering as tight as a garrote around the rim of his cock. And then the long shaft sliding, sliding; the pressure of his knob deep inside as if the flesh there was being expanded too. I lifted my legs to change the angle, my hips rotating up to meet his thrust. Ah, ah, take me, Jack. Fuck your little sister! I can't get enough of you. I want you deeper, deeper. I want to be possessed by you, to feel drowned.
At last I felt the squish of his pubic bone against mine and the press of his scrotum against my anus. He was right inside me... encased in my quivering little cunt. I felt the head pressing against something deep and I groaned with the fullness of him. Like a great meat log inside my body, my pussy twitching, twitching as it tried to adjust, the lips tight around his shaft. Take me, Jack, fuck me now. Let me suck the seed from your brimming balls. Splatter it into my belly.
The mirror to the right of the bed told the story: my brother, his body dark against the young girl under him and his buttocks clenching as he began to thrust back and forth. Her hair was spread on the pillow in a dark cloud and her face was pressed against his shoulder. She was rocking with him, her hips twisting up to receive each thrust, and her hands gripped his waist. The image of an older man having sex with a younger girl. No, so much more than that - an older brother fucking his little sister, feeling the illicit clasp of her cunt, groaning at her incredible tightness as his shaft rummaged back and forth into her incestuous, writhing body.
My thoughts were broken by his voice. 'I'm inside you again,' he whispered, and there was a note of wonder in his voice. 'Jesus Amie, I'm inside you.'
'I know, I know.'
'You're so tight. I love your tightness.'
His strokes were easier now as I adjusted to his size... long, slippery strokes, angled downwards through the narrow pelvic girdle, so deep into my body. The house was quiet around us, with only the little gasps and moans and the rhythmic squeaking of the bed to disturb the silence. My brother, fucking in this quiet house with my legs around his back and my hips lifting to receive his thrusts. How could I have ever known it would come to this? What on earth had caused me to take such a risky path?
And in that moment I understood the power that Donna valued so much. It fizzled in my brain like a drug, bringing startling clarity to every sense. I felt my pulse accelerate and the blood flowing though my veins quicker, as if having my brother inside me somehow made me live just that little bit faster. I love it, I thought to myself. I love the naughtiness of fucking my brother.
His thrusts were faster now and I knew he was close, but I wanted something else. I held his hips to stop him. 'No, Jack. Not yet. Let me come on top. Let me ride you.'
He pulled free and rolled on his back and I squatted with my pussy hovering over his prick. Jesus, he was big. It lay across his belly like a snake and I took it in my hand and engaged the tip against me. Just the tip, buried between the thick, wet lips. A thin dribble of my juices oozed out to smear over the swollen head, slippery and translucent, easing the way forward as I impaled myself on his shaft.
'Ah, Amie...Amie,' he whispered. 'That's exquisite...ah, Jesus -'
'I'm screwing you, Jack. It's my turn now.' I lifted myself slowly, seeing him appear again, the skin gleaming silver. 'Do you like your little sister fucking you?'
'Christ!... you have no idea.'
I looked down at his face. His eyes were glazed with pleasure and he was gasping as I raised and lowered myself on his shaft, and I laughed.
'Do you remember how I was trying to find out what made you tick in the pub the other night?' I watched him nod, his eyes on mine. 'Well -' I reached down and held the shaft of his cock. 'I've found it. This is the secret, right, Jack?' I moved my hand from side to side, stirring him like a spoon in a pot of warm honey. 'This is what it's all about, isn't it!'
He groaned again, a sort of contented purring noise, and I stirred him a little more. My cunt made wet slurping noises and I felt a fresh ooze of juice over my fingers. 'It's nothing more than this, is it Jack?' I asked again.
'Let me cum into you. I need to cum -'
'What, into your little sister?' I teased, 'tut, tut, that's really nasty.'
'I don't care. I need to -'
'I spoke to Donna today, Jack. I told her about us. Do you know what she said?'
Jack's eyes opened wide and he struggled to sit up. 'Christ, Amie...you shouldn't have done that.'
'Relax.' I pushed him back down and released his shaft so I could engulf the full length again to resume my pumping. 'Donna and I talk. I tell her things and she tells me.' I smiled. 'Did you know she's rooting half of Kensington now?'
'She can root the other half and die happy, for all I care.'
'Ah, but you should care, Jack. When I told her about us she got all excited. I guess she thinks having sex with brothers runs in the family. You know she was doing Jim, don't you?'
'You told me.'
'She's never forgotten that...I think it was something special to her, and now she wants a piece of you. Another notch in her bedstead.' I laughed. 'I'm surprised her bed's still standing - the legs must be like raddled toothpicks.'
'I don't want her. I want you.' He reached up and cupped my breasts to squeeze them lightly. I could feel the warmth of his palms pressing against the hard nipples. 'I only want you,' he repeated.
'Ah - well, that's the problem,' I said. 'You see, when Donna wants someone she has them. She's a beautiful woman, Jack, so how are you going to resist her? And she's a certainty, too - a one hundred percent chance. So aren't you tempted?'
He stared up at me. 'Jesus, Amie! You make it sound like I should. I thought that you and me - well, I thought that we -'
'Are doing this for love?' I laughed again, softly. 'Perhaps we are, Jack, but that won't stop Donna.'
'Well, she's not here, and even if she was I wouldn't touch her.' He released my breasts and his hands grasped my waist, rocking me back and forward on this cock. My clit was pressed against the shaft and I was silent for a few moments as I savored the sensation. I could see he was close to cumming.
'She's arriving tomorrow,' I told him. 'On the train.'
'Really?' He shook his head. 'I thought she was never going to set foot in this place again. You said -'
'I know what I said. Apparently she's changed her mind. She's going to give me some advice.'
I saw him digest the information. 'And how do you feel about that?' he asked.
I shrugged. 'She'll do what she does.'
'And you don't mind?'
I thought about it. She'd be in his bed faster than a speeding bullet and she'd squeeze him between her golden thighs like an orange to suck the juice out of him. But there wasn't anything subtle about my sister - after she was done she'd get on the train and leave. They'd be no expectation of anything more. Jack would have a good time and I - well, I love to watch.
'No, I don't mind.' In the back of my mind I wondered if that were true.
Jack stopped his thrusting for a few moments. 'You'd let me fuck her?'
'I don't think you'd have any choice. When Donna sets her sights on someone it's a foregone conclusion.'
He laughed. 'I think you underestimate me, Amie.' His hips began to thrust again and he reached up to fondle my tits. 'I'm sure she's got nothing that you haven't, and I'm happy with you.'
It was a nice thing to say, but it was naïve. It wasn't worth arguing over though, so I closed my eyes and rode the long waves of pleasure, and by and by I felt his cum splattering into my body again, and I wondered if there would soon be a little Jack filling my belly.
*****
I'd last seen Donna two years ago, which isn't long in the grand order of things, but even I had trouble recognising her. Jack, who hadn't seen her in a dozen, would have walked right past her.
She stood on the railway platform like the Queen of Sheba, dressed in an exquisite dress of the finest Italian silk that hugged her spectacular figure as if it had been painted on. It was a gun-barrel blue that exactly matched her eyes, and her shoes and handbag were just one shade lighter. On other women it might have looked plain, but on her it just seemed right. The glossy black hair was piled up on her head and fastened with a pin, and her eyes were as bright as a Magpie's.
'Amie,' she breathed. Her lips brushed my cheek and I detected a scent of sandalwood, subtle and alluring. She turned to the figure by my side. 'And you must be my big brother.' She reached up and put her arms around his neck and pulled him down to kiss his cheek, and I watched as her breasts pressed against him. Jack's body was rigid. They stood together for a few moments before she released him with a bright smile.
'It's been too many years, Jack. You'll need to tell me all about it.'
'About what?'
Donna laughed and took his arm as she turned towards the car park, leaving me to carry her bag. 'Everything, Jack. It's been - what - twelve years. You must have had lots of adventures in that time... I mean, look at you!' She looked up into his face. 'Amie told me you were handsome but she didn't say how much - I bet you broke hearts wherever you went!' She tightened her grip on his arm, drawing him closer. 'And what about the coming home? I'm quite sure that's been so exciting too...getting to know all about Amie. I can't wait to hear about it.'
'I - uh, well, there's really nothing to tell, Donna.'
'Oh phooey! You're just being modest, Jack - your life has been sooo much more exciting than mine!' Her lips formed a perfect 'O' as she articulated the word. I could see Jack looking at them as she spoke, as if mesmerized by their perfect shape and softness. Perhaps he was remembering what I'd told him Donna used to do with her lips, or perhaps the soft voice and the scent of her perfume was already drawing him into her spell. He moved beside her as she led him to the car, almost like a prisoner being led to the gallows. Poor Jack...he didn't understand she was already spinning the first silken threads of her web. He was like a fly with its feet caught, not yet realising its fate was sealed.



We threw Donna's bag in the back of the car and I offered the front seat to her but she slid in beside Jack, leaving me to drive like a chauffeur while she played her little game in the back.
'I'm sure you'll want to tell me when we get to know each other a bit better.' She breathed. Her hand was on his arm and I could see him in the rearview mirror, looking at her face.
'So how's your husband?' he asked pointedly. 'And the children. Two now, isn't it?'
'No, just the one. Little James.'
'I imagine he keeps you very busy. Hardly time to get out, I would think.'
Donna laughed, her teeth very white. 'The nanny looks after him mostly, Jack. I have plenty of time to do what I want.'
'And your husband?'
'He works hard. I don't see much of him.' She chuckled again, a throaty little sound. 'I suspect the nanny looks after him very well, too.'
'I see.' In the mirror I could see his eyes meeting hers for a moment. 'So how come it's taken you so long to come back here, Donna?'
She was silent for a moment. 'Ah, well, you know. A family quarrel. You were off having fun somewhere else, Jack, so you wouldn't understand. I heard you had family problems of your own.'
'I did. My wife was sleeping with half of my clients.'
'And that disturbed you?' She let surprise creep into her tone.
'I'm an old fashioned guy, Donna. Marriage means you don't fuck around - you know, for better and for worse, and all that stuff.'
'But you're not married now.'
'Technically, I am. Cindy and I never divorced.'
'I see. So with your enviable morals you must be celibate, then.' Donna's eyes flicked to my mine in the mirror and I could see laughter in them.
'Well -'
'I'm teasing you, Jack. When you get to know me you'll find I don't make judgments about people. I find they get in the way, you know?' She looked into his face, her eyes button-bright. 'But you've made a judgment about me and now I have to try and dispel it.'
Jack stared at her, realizing he'd lost the initiative. She had this knack of making you feel inferior. 'Anyway, let's not talk about that now' she said brightly. 'Look! There's Ma Curney's old barn! Do you remember that, Jack? You and Sarah Foggety used to make out in there.'
'How did you -'
Donna chuckled. 'We used to hide up in the hayloft and watch. She had humungous breasts, as I remember, and she used to grunt a lot. We used to stuff cloths in our mouths to stop laughing.'
Jack smiled ruefully. 'I never knew I had an audience.'
'I'm not surprised. You had a whole lot on your mind, especially when she sat on your face.'
'She was a big girl,' he agreed. A vision of abundant flesh and pendulous breasts filled his mind. Sarah had been nothing if not enthusiastic, and she'd been good teacher in her own way. 'So what happened to her?'
'The usual,' Donna said. 'Married a local guy. Last I heard they had five kids and he's in the pub every night drinking to try and forget her.' She glanced at him mischievously. 'And the eldest looks just like you.'
Jack opened his mouth to respond but at that moment I turned into our driveway and the opportunity was past.
*
'So where's mother?' Donna asked.
We were sat in the kitchen. I'd conducted a tour of the house and it was evident that the only occupants were the three of us.
'She had business in Bristol - um, came up at short notice.' I chewed my bottom lip, a habit my friends told me I did when I was uncomfortable. 'Uh, she asked me to say she's sorry she couldn't be here.'
Donna shrugged. I could see her mind going back, perhaps remembering the night all those years ago when it had all gone terribly wrong: the betrayal and the shame and the anger. Even I could recall the words between them: hard words, as brutal as shards of glass thrust into each other's faces. Words that left no option but to leave home. It had taken years for her to come back and I could see she had hoped they might talk, but Mum's absence told her that nothing had changed. A pity, but perhaps some things were beyond redemption.
'Tell her I'm sorry too.' She looked around the kitchen with its flagstone floor and old painted cupboards and her eyes strayed to the adjoining lounge, remembering how it had been. She got up and walked to the doorway, and I could see her remembering all the guys she'd shagged in there.
And while she stood thinking I recalled the night Jim had taken her - there, on the carpet in front of the fireplace. He had laughed as he thrust into her mouth for the first time, and I remembered the pulsing of his cock as he unloaded down her throat, almost choking her. He'd fucked her then and for the first time she was powerless to resist. So what was so different about him? Was it Jim the man, or was it simply that he was her brother and sibling sex was forbidden fruit?
Jack got up and moved behind her, as if drawn to the scene of her debauchery by some strange magnetic force. I could see her stir at the subtle fragrance of his skin: soap and leather and sweat; and beneath it, almost too faint to detect, the aroma of reluctant arousal. I'd sensed it as he sat beside me and I knew she would too, and she would work him like a marlin on a long line. The game was being played out right in front of my eyes: Donna and Jack, circling each other, each determined to win; and although it was early days yet I had no doubt of the outcome.
'I think I'll go to bed,' I said. 'It's been a long day.' I smiled at the two of them, wondering if they could see the shadows in my eyes.
'I'll come with you,' Jack said. 'I mean, I'll come up with you and go to my room.' He suddenly looked foolish. Donna knew we were fucking and there was no reason to try and hide it.
I stood up. 'There's no need, Jack, really. Stay and talk...you haven't seen each other in a long time, and probably won't again.' I smiled again. 'But don't do anything I wouldn't do.'
*
Jack sat at the kitchen table, looking at Donna: earlier in the evening she'd changed into a loose fitting smock that somehow managed to look stylish. Even the baggy shape accentuated the structure of her shoulders and the slim, creamy column of her neck. Her hair was tied in a pony tail and her face was scrubbed of make up, and not a mark or blemish stained the perfection of her skin. How old was she now? Twenty eight? She looked and sounded like a sixteen year old - no wonder men found her irresistible.
There was a moment of awkward silence, almost as if they were on a first date.
'Amie's a great kid,' Donna said, at length. There was subtle emphasis on the last word.
'Yes.'
'How old is she now? Eighteen?'
'Nineteen last August.'
'So she's nearly - what...twelve years younger than you.'
Jack nodded. 'That's right. And your point is?'
Donna took a sip of her drink and shrugged. 'Only that she's very young.'
'Amie can take care of herself, believe me. She's got a sharp mind and a sharp tongue, when she needs it.'
'Really? Did you know she's trying to get pregnant?'
Jack stared at her. 'No, I didn't.'
Donna smiled. 'Then you should. She's not on the pill or anything. She thinks having your baby would keep you together, somehow.'
Jack felt a sudden lurch of guilt. He recalled his little sister's words on the first night: not in me, Jack, I'm not safe. But he hadn't taken any notice and she'd never mentioned it again. He tried to remember how many times he'd spurted inside her...a lot over the last few days. Maybe she was in her fertile period. Maybe she was -
Donna's voice interrupted his thoughts. 'Did you discuss it with her?'
'Uh - no, no, we didn't talk.'
'Well, she is very young.' There was a trace of patronisation in her voice.
'What should I do?'
'Well, knowing Amie, once she's made her mind up you won't change it.' She touched the side of her face lightly as she considered the problem, the fingers long and slim. 'She says she can't take the pill. Is that right?'
'Search me.'
Donna shook her head in exasperation. 'So says the typical male. You know if she gets up the duff it will be your child as well as hers, right?'
'So what would you suggest?'
'Stop cumming inside her when she's fertile...do the withdrawal thing.'
Jack laughed. 'There's a billion Catholics in the world who will tell you that the withdrawal method doesn't work real well.'
'You're not a Catholic - so wear a condom.'
'I hate condoms.'
'Don't we all. Or you could do her somewhere else nice.'
'We've done the oral thing. It is nice, but no substitute.'
Donna smiled. 'I wasn't thinking of her mouth, Jack.'
Jack's eyes snapped to her face, surprised by the reference. He was old fashioned enough to think that anal sex was a deviation and he assumed Amie would feel the same. Donna met his gaze and for a moment they regarded at each other. He could feel himself losing the initiative again.
'Uh - I'm not sure she would do that,' he said at last.
Donna laughed. 'She hasn't lived, then. If it's done properly it's mind blowing...you should teach her.' She stared at him. 'You have done it, right? With other women?'
'Sure. My ex and I tried it once but she didn't like it.'
'Your technique must have been shit.'
Jack thought it was an unfortunate choice of words. He recalled the event clearly and was aware of some of the mistakes they had made to give such a messy and embarrassing outcome. He'd been keen to try it again, but after the initial attempt Cindy had refused to entertain the idea ever again. A pity, as she'd had a fantastic set of buns and the little rosebud nestling between them had been a constant source of attraction to him. The thought triggered an image of Amie's tight little cheeks and he felt his cock stir.
'Maybe.' Jack shrugged. 'It was a spur of the moment thing, and we didn't stop to read an instruction manual.'
Donna shook her head. The single lamp on the nearby coffee table illuminated one side of her face accentuating the perfect bone structure, and her lips were apart: full and soft and inviting. 'Well, that's probably it then,' she agreed. 'Backdoor sex isn't something you just do spontaneously, Jack. Not if you both want to enjoy it.' She leaned toward him with an intense expression on her face, and her eyes were bold. 'With something like that, it would be better to get someone to show you,' she said. The words were heavy with innuendo.
'Really? How do you think Amie would feel about that?'
'Amie loves watching, Jack. Trust me, she'll be there with her eyes glued to the action and her fingers in her pants, and she can learn too.' She saw the doubt in his eyes and smiled. 'Don't you think she wants this? Did you hear what she said when she walked away? Don't do anything I wouldn't do. Trust me, Jack, she'll do anything for you and, what's more, she'll love it, once someone shows her how. You'd be doing her a favour.'
'Amie's always been detached from the people she watches, Donna. She's never watched someone she loves fucking someone else.'
Donna laughed dismissively. 'You're so wrong, Jack! Just about everyone she's watched has been someone she loves: Mum and Dad and me, not to mention Jim. I used to see her hiding behind the curtain with her eyes like saucers, watching Jim and I at it. Brother and sister, rutting like dogs on the floor at her feet. It turned her on more than anything else she'd ever seen...I could hear the squelch of her fingers even above what we were doing.' She shook her head. 'She's into that, and you shouldn't imagine for a moment her feelings for you would change it.'
'But -'
'No, Jack - no but's. Trust me, this is a little present she'll love. You need to get close and personal with someone who knows what they're doing, let her watch and then enjoy years of backdoor sex with your baby sister.' She smiled. 'And I promise she'll never get pregnant that way.'
Jack nodded. It was clear that she was making an offer but he wanted to play the game. 'Do you have anyone in mind who can teach me?' he asked innocently.
Donna glanced at his face to see if he was serious, and she smiled. 'Ah, well, that's another question,' she said. 'There's a number of criteria, you see.'
'Such as?'
'Well, it should be a woman, I think.'
'I agree.'
'And she needs to be attractive. I don't imagine little Amie would want to watch a dog.'
'Right.'
'And the teacher needs to be an expert in using her tight little tush, who doesn't mind an audience, who'll keep her mouth shut afterwards and who won't expect any sort of ongoing commitment. Oh - and if your little sister does decide to join in, teacher shouldn't be offended by a threesome.'
'That's a tall order. I don't suppose I'll ever find a person like that.'
Suddenly Donna tired of the game. She'd made the offer and Jack was either too stupid or two uptight to take her up on it. 'Well that's a real pity,' she said. 'But think about it, big brother, and if you come up with a name let me know and I'll see what I can do.' She drained the last of her drink and set the glass on the table, and her eyes met his. 'And I'd suggest you don't tell Amie what we said here,' she advised. 'It's between us, right?' and with that she stood up and walked from the room without another word.
*
Of course, I didn't know anything of what they'd said. I'd waited in my room, expecting to hear the furtive tread of their footsteps along the corridor followed by the sound of fornication in his bed, but I didn't. Donna's light came on in the room across the courtyard and I perceived her looking through the window. It was too far to see her expression but the set of her shoulders was stiff and angry and for a few moments she stared into the darkness before turning away. So Jack had rejected her! Part of me was proud of him for resisting the temptation - but another part was disappointed...I'd told him she was irresistible and he'd proven me wrong. And if I was honest I guess I'd been curious, too, to find out how good she was compared to me.
A few minutes later there was a tap on the door and Jack appeared. He slipped into the room and we embraced before he held me at arms length to look into my face.
'God,' he said. 'It's good to see you Amie. I feel like I've just escaped from Medusa.'
I put down the book I'd been reading. 'I'm surprised you're still standing, Jack. Did she put the word on you?'
He sat on the bed. 'Sort of. She wants to show me ways to have fun with you without risk of pregnancy.'
'Really? But we've already done that. I swallowed it.'
'Right.'
'So what was she on about?'
He smiled. 'I guess that's what she meant, Amie.'
But I could see it wasn't that. They'd discussed something else and he didn't want to tell me. I sat next to him and thought for a moment and then it came to me. Anal. She wanted him to pop my little rosebud cherry, and she'd offered to show him how to do it. The notion that he needed tuition was so preposterous that I almost laughed, but of course it wasn't about that. It was about Donna getting Jack to fuck her, and this was simply an excuse.
'So what happens now?' I asked. 'With her, I mean.'
'She went to bed, so I guess that leaves you and me.' He leaned forward and his lips touched mine, soft and moist. I could feel myself responding, my pussy clenching and my heart beating a little faster. He reached up and put his arms around me, and we kissed.
His cock was as hard as a stick when he slid it into me. I could feel its warmth stretching upwards to my belly, and I lifted my legs to give him better access, my hips rolling upwards slightly and the angle of his thrusts changing. The friction of his cock rubbing against me changed too, the shaft no longer pressing on my clit but going deeper, touching something inside. I could feel his balls brushing against my rosebud, too: something I'd not paid much attention to before. Maybe it was the particular angle of his thrusts, or perhaps it was because Donna had sewn the seed in my mind. Whatever it was, the little crimping hole suddenly became the focus of my attention as his scrotum rubbed over it.
'Can you lift your legs further?' he whispered. 'I want to be deeper.' He watched as I rolled my legs back and tucked my arms over my thighs to wedge them. I've never been particularly flexible but it worked and he had absolute and complete access to me. His cock burrowed even deeper and I felt the bloom of moisture at my cunt in response.
'I'm in deep, Amie,' he whispered, and he seized my thighs and pushed them even further back. My torso rolled upwards and he sighed as his shaft slid into me another few millimetres. 'Can you see it?' he asked.
'Oh yes.' I watched as it withdrew, the shaft pink and shining with my juice and my pussy lips grasping, sliding over the greasy skin. At last the head appeared, the rim white with my cream and the head suffused a deep purple like a ripe plum. He held it there for a moment with the tip still lodged between my lips before pressing forward again. It disappeared inside my body, its heat and girth filling me as it reached deep inside, until at last he bottomed out with the root of his shaft barely visible. Once again I felt his balls pressing against my anus, and I crimped it spasmodically.
Jack laughed. 'I can feel that. It's like it's grasping at me.'
'Maybe it is.' I teased the idea in my mind...Jack's cock in my ass. Another virginity to offer - but what would it be like?
'Have you ever done it?' I asked. 'Up the back, I mean.'
'Once. With Cindy, not long before we split.'
'Was it good?'
'It didn't do anything for her, so she stopped the process.' He smiled ruefully. 'I think she'd already found a way to have fun without putting herself out for me.'
'But what about you? Did you like it?'
He nodded. 'She had a pretty cute little butt and I'd wanted to do it for a long time.'
'What about my butt?'
He laughed. 'Even better than hers. Perfect, in fact.'
'So you'd like to do it? To me, I mean.'
His eyes met mine. 'Only if you wanted to, Amie.'
I thought about it. Jack's cock wasn't the largest I'd ever seen, but it sure looked big compared to the little hole in question. I'd had difficulty even pushing a finger up there, and I didn't relish the thought of anything much larger. 'It must hurt,' I said. 'I mean, it's pretty tight, and you're - well, you know, um - bigger.'
'It stretches, but you need to do it right - especially to begin with.'
'And Donna wants to show you?'
'Apparently.'
A familiar warmth suffused my belly at the thought that I might be able to watch her, just like old times. 'Would you let her? If I asked you to?'
He stared at me. 'Why would you want to do that? I'm sure we could figure it out -'
'Because she's right, Jack - if we do it wrong it will spoil the moment.' I didn't tell him I wanted to watch: to observe the instant his head popped through the reluctant little opening to bury itself in her rectum. I wanted to see how deep he could go, and see Donna's expression as her big brother violated her bottom. I imagined how tight her ring would look stretched around his rod, and how I would feel knowing that the very next ass it entered would be mine. The thought made my cunt contract and he laughed.
'You're turned on by it, aren't you?' he said. 'I can feel you gripping me.' He pulled out suddenly and bent to observe my little rosebud, his face close to my most secret opening. 'You really want to try it, don't you?'
'Maybe - but not yet. Try it on Donna first.'
His eyes slid to my face and I saw him regarding me for a moment, reading my thoughts.
'You want to watch,' he said softly. 'That's what this is about. You want to see me fuck her in the ass.' He waited for me to respond and then nodded, my silence confirming his words. 'You've never seen it and the thought turns you on.' He bent forward suddenly and his tongue touched my anus, the tip flicking over the crinkled flesh. The sensation was so exquisite that I gasped.



'Do you like that, Amie?' he asked. The tongue flickered again, the tip teasing me, pressing against the twitching opening. 'Would you like me to fuck you there, little sister, after you've watched me do Donna?'
'Ah! God, Jack...yes...but not - ah...not yet. Fuck, that's good!'
His hands grasped my hips and he pressed his face closer, warming to the task. I could feel the whisper of his breath on my flesh and then his tongue again, fluttering over the tight ring as lightly as a shadow. My pussy spasmed at the sensation and I felt a dribble of juice escape from between its twitching lips, and I heard his words.
'I can see it Amie,' he whispered. 'Nestling between your cheeks.' He dabbed it briefly with his tongue and I groaned. 'It's pink and clean and -' he pressed his mouth to me again and I felt the tip enter me like a little arrow '- tight.' His hands were on my buttocks, holding them open. 'It's a feast, really,' he said. 'Two little windows to your body, Amie. Your pussy -' he paused to plunge his tongue into it, catching the dribble of cream flowing from me, '-and your anus.' His mouth closed over the tight opening and I felt his lips nibbling, nibbling, and the tip of his tongue press through the narrow opening.
I remember my body jerking with the sensation like an epileptic...I'd never realised how sensitive that tight little circle of flesh was, nor the sheer fucking eroticism of having my brother's tongue pushing through it. I could feel the sphincter twitching, like a little mouth, trying to suck him into the burning heat of my bowels, and my cunt flowed like a river as his lips and tongue fluttered over the crinkled flesh.
'Do you like that, Amie?' he asked, and his voice was scratchy with excitement. 'Do you like having your tight little booty hole licked and sucked by your big brother?'
'You have no idea, Jack. I...God, that's...so -'
Suddenly he pulled back. I could see his face looking up at me from between my opened thighs: my cream shining on his cheeks and lips. 'I'm going to fuck you now,' he said. 'But just imagine, Amie, what I'll be doing the next time.' And he plunged his cock into my pussy.
My cunt swallowed him - no, devoured him, and if I could have sucked his balls into my body as well I would have. He thrust up and down like a madman, his prick pounding into me like a jackhammer and the bulbous head of his rampant cock battering my cervix. I remember putting my legs on his shoulders and seizing his waist to ride out the storm; my body bent upwards, my pussy open and wet and vulnerable to his every thrust. The room was filled with the sound of our fucking: a wet, thumping rhythm interspersed by our moans and grunts. The bed was bashing against the wall and the mattress springs squeaked and rattled in protest and I was as helpless as a rag doll being shaken by a terrier. On and on and on it went: a wet, thumping, delicious coupling: my cunt and my brother's cock together, the flesh merging, rubbing, twitching; our cream mingling, churned to a white froth that bubbled at the lips of my opening as he plunged into me.
And my mind was filled with the image of Donna, her face contorted with pain and pleasure as he took her. I perceived his cock buried between the tight curves of her buttocks, held by the grip of her sphincter, and I saw how its purple head appeared and disappeared through the tight, grasping ring. I imagined stretching out my hand and touching him, feeling the burning heat of his rod as it lanced into that beautiful golden body.
And suddenly a great wind filled my head and I shrieked as the climax took me. My pussy was throbbing, clasping at the slippery intruder within it and my brain felt it would explode in my skull from the intensity of my ecstasy. Somewhere in the myriad of bursting stars I was aware that he, too, was crying out, and I felt the sudden warmth of his seed as he sprayed into me. My sex was clasping, clasping, milking the throbbing rod buried inside it and my hands grasped him tightly to hold him in deep as my body twitched and wriggled under him.
At last the storm-surge cleared and I perceived Jack above me, his face still contorted with pleasure; and to one side, in the soft light of the bedside lamp, I could see our reflection in the big wall mirror. My body was bent in a 'U' with my legs tucked under my arms and my hair spread over the pillow - and my brother was above me, his torso pressed against the cushion of my ass and his arms supporting his weight. I could see my fingers resting lightly on his back, slim and white against his darker flesh, and his buttocks twitching as he dribbled the last vestiges of his sperm into my soft and willing body. I imagined it inside me, coating the walls of my cunt in a milky curtain, dripping and drooling towards the entrance to my womb. Perhaps, in this instant, we were creating a new life. Perhaps -
'I love you, Amie.' His eyes were soft as they regarded me.
'I love you too, Jack.'
'We don't need her, you know. We have each other.'
'I know.' The sweat was cooling on my skin and the passion cooling with it, but it didn't stop the nagging image of my brother's cock penetrating my sister's tight little anal ring, and how much fun I would have watching.
*
'I saw you last night,' Donna said. She was sat at the breakfast table, munching on a piece of toast and even this early in the morning she looked like a Vogue model. She might be a slut but as sure as hell she was a classy one. 'You should draw the curtains, or do it in the dark.'
I shrugged. 'It all happened quickly, Donna. The last thing I was thinking of was getting up to close the drapes. You should keep your eyes to yourself.'
Donna laughed. 'So says the biggest voyeur I know.' She swallowed her mouthful of toast and took a swig of coffee. 'I see you're still practicing unsafe sex,' she said. 'Trust me, Amie, you don't want a kid by him.'
'So what can I do? I can't take the pill and he doesn't like condoms and we enjoy screwing.'
'Why can't you take the pill?'
'I have side effects: vomiting and nausea, mainly. They've tried different types but it seems I'm one of the rare people who just can't take them.'
'I see.' She regarded me with her black, fathomless eyes. I could tell she didn't believe me, but that wasn't my concern. 'Well, trust me Amie. You really don't want to get pregnant by Jack.'
'Why not? Just because he's my brother -'
'And that's the point Amie! He is your brother, and that means there are certain risks that just aren't worth it, trust me.'
I stared at her, suddenly understanding. Little James, her son, who none of us had ever seen. Not even a photograph - and she never spoke of him either. Was he Jim's child? Had she named him after his father, or was it just wishful thinking? Perhaps he really was her brother's son and there was something wrong with him. That would account for her concern, at any rate.
'Well, nothing's happened so far,' I said. 'Perhaps I'm not fertile - or he's not.'
Donna leaned forward. 'You just can't rely on that,' she said. 'It's not good enough.'
'So what can I do? Jack just isn't keen on - well, you know...external release.'
'You could stop fornicating with him.'
Her hypocrisy took my breath away for a second, and I laughed. 'That's rich coming from you, Donna. How many guys have you fucked? Five hundred? A thousand? You must have a very understanding husband. And what about Jim? I don't remember you holding back when that brother wanted to play hide the sausage with his big sister.'
Donna stared at me, her eyes burning with anger. She opened her mouth to respond and then shut it again with an effort. There was silence at the table for a few moments whilst she controlled her temper and when she spoke her voice was calm.
'Look, I didn't come here to fight with you, Amie. I just don't think you realise the risk, that's all. I'm here to help you...I want to help.'
'So what would you suggest?'
'I had a talk with Jack last night. I offered to help...to show him. I thought you wouldn't mind, being as you like to - well, observe.'
'And what little show did you offer to put on for my benefit?'
She hesitated. 'He didn't agree, so there's really no point in talking about it.'
'Perhaps I might agree.'
Donna peered into her cup to see how much coffee was left in it. 'I'm sure you would, but it really takes two of you, Amie. He's the one with hang-ups, so until he agrees there's nothing going to happen.' She set her cup down with a clatter. 'And then you'll get pregnant and ruin your life.'
I opened my mouth to tell her that her life was hardly ruined, but it wouldn't have served any purpose. Besides, I was trying to encourage her to have sex with Jack, not to get into an argument about semantics.
'I see. Well, I'll have a little chat with Jack and tell him to listen to my big sister.'
She smiled. 'Thank you. You understand that I'm doing this for you, right?'
I almost laughed out loud. If Donna thought getting Jack to poke me in the tush was the answer to all my problems she wasn't on this planet, and besides, she could give him half a dozen hints and we'd do just fine without the benefit of her body. But I already knew that she wanted Jack inside her and I knew why, so it wasn't worth fighting over. Besides, I really wanted to watch them.
'I do,' I said. 'Thank you.'
'You're welcome.'
'I do have one condition.'
She raised an eyebrow. 'Really?'
'Yep. If there's a demonstration involved, I want to be there.'
'I never thought you wouldn't be, little sister,' she said, 'and I really think it would be much better if you were right there in the room with us.'
'You don't mind? Some people are a little shy.'
Donna laughed. 'I'm not shy, Amie. It will be just like old times.'
'So you don't mind if I take pictures, too?'
Donna considered. 'You can't show my face.'
'I won't.'
'And I get to see them before you make any copies. I have editing rights.'
'Agreed.'
And so that was it. All I had to figure out was how to get Jack to agree.
*
In the event, it turned out much easier than I thought once he figured I wouldn't be pissed off with him.
'So when do you want me to do the deed?' he asked.
'You'd better speak to Donna.' I laughed. 'But she seems to be in a hurry, so make sure you're wearing clean undies when you ask.'
'And what will you do when I'm...well, you know, with her?'
'I'll be with you.'
'Really? Does she know?'
'Yep. She's happy for me to take photos, too.'
Jack stared at me. 'Photos? What the hell do you want photos for?'
'Because this is a tutorial and we may have to refer to them later.'
He laughed briefly. 'Yeah, like hell. You just want to perve on the pictures later.'
'No, I want us to perve on them, Jack. Wouldn't you like to cuddle up to me later and look at nice photos of you diddling your sister's ass? You never know where it might take us.'
He rubbed his hand over his face. 'Fuck, I don't know, Amie. I still can't get my head around this thing. I don't need this, honey. We don't need it. Let's forget the whole idea.'
'We've talked about this Jack. We've agreed, and you've said you'll do it.'
'But -'
I felt the anger rising in me. 'No buts, Jack! Most guys would give their left nut for an hour or two with Donna and you're being handed it on a plate! I need this, buster, and so does she, and it isn't exactly a chore for you, either. So quit moaning and get used to the idea!'
'What if I can't get it up?' he persisted. 'Suppose we get our gear off and all I can produce is a limp noodle? Have you thought of that?'
'If that happens, and I bet it won't, we'll worry about it then.'
'I won't cum into her then,' he said, 'I'll save that for you.' He had a stubborn expression on his face.
I almost laughed out loud, but stopped myself just in time. If that's what it took to ease his conscience then it was a small price, and besides, it would be interesting to see if he could actually restrain himself.
'All right, if that's what you want. Now, I have to go to the stables.'
I left him there, grumbling and bitching but I could see it was more about trying to impress me with notions of fidelity rather than any real complaint. Jack was nothing if not a realist and he knew I wanted it to happen, and he'd also figured that servicing Donna wasn't going to be much of a chore at all. He was, after all, just a guy, and free sex wasn't something you ever knocked back even if you weren't going to cum at the end.
*
'So how is this going to work?' Jack asked. The dinner plates were piled at the end of the table and the second bottle of wine had just given up its last few drops.
'I'll go upstairs first,' Donna said. Her eyes were bright but whether it was with alcohol or excitement it was hard to tell. She turned to me. 'You should come with me, Amie. I'll show you how to prepare.'
Jack nodded. 'I'll come up a bit later then.' He clutched his drink and laughed briefly as we stood up. 'Don't do anything I wouldn't do.'
We left him there staring into his glass and I followed Donna up the stairs and along the corridor to the end bedroom. The thick carpet blanketed our footsteps and we did not speak, which suited me for my mind was full of what was about to happen. I remember thinking how surreal it was, that it was something you might only read about in a fantasy and I had to remind myself this time it was real...that Donna really was about to bend over the bed and take her brother in her bottom, and I was there to capture it all in living colour. I watched her as she moved, with her trim little body and little cup-case buttocks as round as a pair of oranges in a bag, and I felt a breathless anticipation that heightened the senses like a narcotic flowing through my veins. The sounds and colours and scents around me seemed brighter and fresher, somehow, almost as if time had slowed a little bit. Suddenly I could hardly wait to get started.
Donna kicked off her shoes by the side of the bed and turned her dark eyes on me. 'The secret of backdoor sex is preparation,' she said. 'You can help me as soon as you get your camera set up.' She rummaged in her bag and extracted a package before walking though to the little ensuite.
By the time I'd joined her she was naked. Her little red dress and matching underwear lay on the white tiled floor like a puddle of blood, and she stood before me. Her body was fuller than I remembered: the curve between her ribcage and the swell of her buttocks accentuating the narrowness of her waist, and her skin was flawless - a creamy, café au lait sheen that glowed with health and vitality. For a moment I was transported back in time, crouching in the alcove watching this same body. Her breasts were perhaps a little lower now, and her hips a little broader - but its voluptuousness enhanced rather than detracted from her beauty.
'Have you ever used an enema kit, Amie?' she asked.
'I - well, no.'
She smiled. 'You should, you know. Just now and again - but especially if you're going to let him have your bottom.'
'I don't even know what it is, Donna.'
'It's like this.' She drew the item from her bag and showed me. 'It's simple, really. You fill this bag with warm water, insert this tube into your anus and turn on this little tap when you're ready.'
'And then what?'
'Let the water stay in you for as long as you can and then sit on the loo to get rid of it.' She laughed at my expression. 'Really, it's easy - look, I'll show you.'
I watched as she filled the bag with water and hooked it over the towel rail. 'You must get rid of the air in the tube,' she said, 'and make sure the water isn't too hot or too cold. Here - can you hold this?' She handed me the tube. 'I'll kneel here and I want you to insert it into me...this end, where the hard nozzle is. It's best if you moisten me first...just a bit, then hold my cheeks apart and press it in. Just go gently, right?'
I watched as she laid a towel on the floor and crouched on it, her bottom pushed up and her shoulders on the tiles. Touching my sister's tush wasn't what I'd envisaged, but the whole thing was getting to me. 'Wet it first,' she reminded me. Just a bit of spit, and then put the tip in first. And when you push it you need to be very careful.'
It was easy, really. I grasped the cheeks and levered them apart and there, nestling between them was her little rosebud, as clean and tight as a newborn baby's. It twitched when I drooled saliva on to it, and she giggled. 'Touch it, Amie,' she murmured, 'gently, with your finger. Make sure it's wet.'
I brushed the tip of my fingers against the crinkled hole and she grunted softly. 'That's it...ah, that's nice. Just rub it gently - ah, ah, that's it!'
Donna's hands crept up to her buttocks to hold them open to give me better access, and I moved my face closer to the delicious curve of her ass to see better. There were bubbles of spittle caught in the tight wrinkles of her anus and they gleamed under the bright lights as my fingers moved. She grunted softly again. 'Press,' she said, 'a little harder.'
I pushed gently, delighting in the slippery roughness of it, watching as the tiny opening resisted me. I was suddenly seized by the desire to break through the rubbery seal of that tight little circle and touch the flesh of her rectum and so I pressed harder, feeling the muscle repelling the pressure. Suddenly the sphincter surrendered and the tip of my forefinger slid into her body, and she groaned again.
'Ah, fuck! Gently... hold it.' The flesh gripped me firmly.
'Jesus, Donna. It's tight. How are you going to take him in there?'
'It - stretches.' She crimped her anus and I felt it sucking at my finger like a fish's mouth 'You just have to be patient. Push deeper.'
My finger slid in to the second knuckle, the flesh admitting me reluctantly. I was amazed how tight it was, and I told her.
'Yours will be the same,' she said. 'Tighter, probably, if you've never done it. You just have to take it easy until it stretches, and use some oil.' She laughed softly. 'Lots of oil, and you'll have no trouble taking him there.' She wriggled her bottom. 'Move your finger in and out.'
I obliged, watching as her anus gripped the knuckle. The sphincter was locked around it and despite what she'd said I couldn't imagine how Jack's cock was going to fit. It was going to be an interesting evening.
'He'll be here soon, Amie,' Donna said. 'Take it out now...put the tube in.'
My finger broke free with a slight sucking noise and I applied the nozzle to the tiny opening, watching as it penetrated through the little hole I'd opened. 'Deeper,' she whispered. 'That's it...gently, gently.' The nozzle disappeared and Donna grunted as she felt it sliding towards her belly. 'All right. Now, turn it on.'
I turned the little tap and watched the fluid flowing through the clear plastic pipe into her body. 'How much will it take?' I asked.
'This bag is only a litre,' she said. 'If you do a deep enema you can take a lot more, but it can get uncomfortable. This one is...nice, and we'll flush it through a couple of times.' She looked up at the bag. 'Is it working?'
'Not really. It seems to have stopped.'
Donna shifted her position slightly and the flow continued. 'Sometimes it does that, and you have to move a bit. Some people like to be on their side but I find it drains quicker if I'm kneeling.' She laughed lightly. 'And there's something about being on your knees with your bottom in the air - it's like, well, you're subservient, waiting to be fucked.' She was silent for a few moments whilst the water dribbled into her bowels, and then she spoke again. 'Some people think this preparation is a chore, Amie, but it's not. It's an important part of the game, and it feels good too. I'm wet already, and I haven't even touched myself.'



I knew what she meant. My pussy was wringing, a reaction to how her anus had felt under my fingertips and the grip of the sucking flesh as I pressed through that tight little ring to touch her insides. She'd called it game but I knew it really wasn't - not in a million years. Nothing was a game to Donna - there was a reason for everything she did and I was involved only because I was part of her plan, just as Jack was part of it.
The last few drops of water drained from the bag and I regarded her, crouched on her knees in that brightly lit bathroom with the tube in her ass and her tits pressed against the cold white tiles. Her eyes were on mine, the irises as dark as obsidian and indistinguishable from the pupils: they were as black and expressionless as the eyes of a great white shark circling its prey, and I was suddenly suffused with a sense of vulnerability. Like a mongoose mesmerized by a cobra I had allowed her into the house and I was about to allow her into my brother's bed, and I found myself wondering whether things would ever be the same once she had finished with us.
*
Jack was sitting in a chair in the bedroom when we came in, and he didn't look happy - in fact he looked a bit like a guy being led to the executioner's block. It didn't stop him staring at Donna, though. She'd slipped a gown over her body that was enough to cover her nakedness but not enough to mask the warm curves of her body underneath it.
'Jack,' she said brightly. 'What are you doing with all your clothes still on?'
'I don't think I can do this, Donna.'
She laughed, a little sound of amusement at the thought that anybody could find her resistible. 'Nonsense. It'll be fun.' She stopped in the middle of the room and did a little twirl, and the gown swirled upwards to give a tantalising glimpse of thigh. 'Besides, Amie's really looking forward to this, aren't you pet?'
She reached out and took Jack's hand and led him to the bed, and with practiced fingers she undid his belt and shucked off his pants and shirt. He lay across the mattress with just his jocks on and I could see the shape of his cock hardening underneath them. So much for reluctance. With a flick of her arms Donna shed the gown and she clambered over him naked, her skin gleaming golden in the soft bedside light.
She grasped her breasts, her fingers hefting them. 'Do you remember these, Jack?' she whispered. 'They were little bitty ones when you left us, when I was sixteen. What do you think of them now?' She saw his eyes on them, watching as her nipples stiffened. 'Do you like big tits Jack,' she whispered. 'Bigger than Amie's?' Touch them, Jack. I want you to touch them.'
Jack reached up and grasped her breasts, the skin of his hands dark against Donna's pale milky orbs. His fingers began to caress them and his thumbs kneaded her nipples, and she leaned back and shut her eyes and a soft groan of pleasure escaped from her throat. 'Ah, yes Jack! That's right...ah, that's good. Pinch them...pinch them - right, ah...again -' She leaned forward suddenly and put her mouth on his and I could see her tongue sliding between his lips, and she began to grind herself against his groin. His hands left her breasts and clasped her shoulders and she moaned softly against his mouth as his cock hardened underneath her.
'Good...that's good...I can feel you,' she whispered, and she kissed him again before pushing herself up to look into his face. 'You want me, Jack,' she said. 'I can tell. You've had little Amie and now you want me.' She gave a throaty chuckle. 'So how does it feel to know that by the end of the night you'll have fucked both your sisters?' She laughed, a soft melodious sound in the quiet of the bedroom. 'So many holes, Jack, and every one of them forbidden. How are you going to choose which ones you take...or will you have all of them?'
Jack stared up at her without answering, his eyes on her breasts. They were so much bigger than mine and her nipples were sticking out like organ stops, stiff and pink. His hands strayed back to them and he rolled the nubs of turgid flesh between his fingers, plucking at them rhythmically.
Donna threw her head back and groaned. 'Ah, fuck yes...that's it, that's it... milk me, Jack, milk your sister's tits.' She laughed again, that soft musical sound. 'I let Jim suckle me when I was pregnant, Jack...would you like that?' She leaned forward and thrust one breast at his face and I watched as he latched onto the nipple, sucking it while she murmured in his ears. 'I had so much milk and he loved it...him and the baby... sharing me. I'd watch it dribble from his lips. Would you like that, Jack? Drinking your sister's milk?'
Her words invoked an immediate image of Donna with Jim on one breast and his baby on another. Three people but four relationships: brother and father and son and nephew. I wondered if she thought about the complex mix of genes as she watched them taking their fill from her milk-filled tits, and whether she ever had regrets. I doubted it - Donna was all about looking for new opportunities, not regretting old ones. She was talking again and I tuned back in.
'Or would you like my other juices better?' she asked, and I watched as she shuffled forward to kneel over his face. Her pussy lips were thicker than mine and they were soaking wet, and she rubbed them over Jack's mouth. A long streak of silver smeared over his chin and lips before his tongue flickered out to capture the pink flesh.
'Ah, yes, Jack,' she was almost crooning. 'You love pussy juice, don't you? That's it, honey, lap it...lap it into your mouth.' She gripped the top of his head and gyrated her hips and I could hear the wet snuffling of his mouth as he ate her.
And as I watched it struck me that this was nothing like I'd expected. I'd thought it would be clinical, like a lesson: the insertion of his prick into her little rosebud and a few strokes to show me how to do it, and then a little tutorial as I took over. But here she was writhing on his face and she hadn't even started on his cock, and she hadn't even looked at me, the pupil, either. But then I guess I wasn't really surprised...she knew she'd only have the one time with him and was going to make the most of it.
So I picked up the camera and started taking pictures - little slices of time as their bodies came together. His face buried between her thighs with only his forehead visible; her thighs taut as she raised her hips and his face smeared with juice in the shadow of her crotch; strands of silver from her lips to his, and the expression on her face as watched her cream ooze into her brother's mouth. And the crisp click of the camera's shutter was superimposed on the sounds they made: the soft moans and the wet squelching, and I felt my own juices start to flow.
And then she was up, swiveling around to face his feet before lowering herself again, and the camera's eye saw the soft cushion of her buttocks and the shadowed crack between them, and his tongue reaching up to lap at her.
'Take his pants off Amie,' she said. 'Let's see what he's hiding under there.'
I put the camera on the bed and eased his jocks over his hips, watching as his cock sprang free, and Donna laughed briefly. 'So what do we have here, Jack? My, my, what a big boy you are!' She pulled the skin back to expose the velvet helmet, watching with bright eyes as a bead of silver appeared at the eye. It hung like a drop of crystal for a moment before dribbling over her fingers, and she laughed in delight before licking it off with her little pink tongue. 'It's so hard, too,' she crooned, 'are you sure you don't want to do this?'
But Jack was busy at the other end - too busy to talk now, and so I watched as she placed her perfect little mouth over the end of his cock and began to work it. Her eyes were on my face and I could see what she was thinking: You may be the young chick, Amie, but I haven't lost it...here I am with your brother's tongue in my cunt and his cock in my mouth, and boy, I'm going to have fun! I raised the camera and took a string of images: Donna's lips pursed over the tip, her lipstick a bright slash against the pale purple flesh; her mouth stretching as she took him in, the shaft half buried...sliding, sliding and then the look of triumph as she finally swallowed the whole length. Her mouth was pressed into the fine hair of his scrotum and not a single trace of his sex remained, and her eyes laughed up at me. This is how it's done, kid. Watch and learn.
I remembered her words: you can't show my face, but that had been a thousand years ago and now all bets were off. I zoomed in on those perfect lips, the camera's shutter clicking as it captured them wrapped around his turgid shaft. It saw how his slippery flesh appeared from her mouth, the shaft gleaming in the soft light; and it captured the silvery strands of spit and juice that still joined them as she broke free. Her little hand crept up to grasp his rod and she lapped at the great purple head, her little pink tongue flicking, flicking, like a young girl with a lollipop; and the camera saw how it captured his slime, slick and slippery in her mouth.
'Look, Amie,' she whispered, and she milked his cock with rhythmic movements of her hand. 'Look at the tip.'
An ooze of lubricant seeped from the end and dribbled over the tight purple skin of his helmet and she laughed before dipping her head to capture it on her tongue: a streak of sliver on the pale pink flesh. 'God was so clever to make all these juices, don't you think?' she said. Her hand worked at him for a few moments more and looked at me with button bright eyes as a fresh ooze appeared. 'Here, Amie. You have some.'
I leaned over and placed my lips over the tip of Jack's cock, sucking briefly to capture the juice before rolling it over my tongue. It was warm and oily, and I felt my vulva crimp at the taste.
Donna laughed up at my expression. 'Look at you,' she said. 'The virginal little girl in pigtails brought up so nicely by our dear mother. Little miss perfect, whose only vice was to watch...and now here you are with your big sister, sucking our brother's cock together. Do you like that?' She wriggled her hips briefly and I heard the wet snuffle of her cunt as it pressed on Jack's face. 'My pussy is like a river, Amie. Is yours wet too?' she leered up at me. 'I bet it is...I bet it's streaming into your knickers, little sister. Why don't you get your gear off and join us? We can fuck our brother together.'
But I didn't want to do that...not then, anyway. I wanted to watch from a distance, to see and hear and smell their fucking, to put my hand into my pants and tease myself as the action unfolded, to watch as their juices mingled and the sweat coated their bodies until -
'Ah,' Donna murmured, 'I see. You still want to watch. Well, sit back, kid, and watch this.' In one lithe movement she rolled off Jack and crouched beside him for a moment, looking down at his face, smiling at the slight of her juice smeared over his lips and cheeks. 'Well, Jack,' she laughed. 'It looks like you're having fun! Shall we have a little more, then?' She regarded him for a moment but when he didn't respond her eyes shifted to his cock, lying like a log on his belly. 'Let's find somewhere nice to put that, shall we?'
I watched as she clambered on him with her back to his face, one delicate bare foot balanced on each of his thighs so she squatted above his groin. 'You'll like this position Amie,' she said, and her eyes were on mine. 'But then again, you might be too heavy...its better if you are little, like me.' I saw a malicious flicker in her expression for a moment. 'Still, I guess you could try.' Her fingers grasped his shaft to place the tip between her legs and she wriggled slightly to engage it at her vulva before releasing him. 'Let's have a bit of vaginal fun, Jack,' she murmured, 'before you fuck my tight little tush.'
In all the times I'd watched Donna in the past I'd been a dozen feet away: enough to see most things but not close enough to see the detail. But now she was right in front of me...close enough to touch, close enough to smell. Close enough to see the lips of her cunt envelop my brother's cock, to watch spellbound as she gradually lowered herself...to see the tip pressing into her. I saw the bulge of her pubis as she swallowed him, marveled at the little bubbles of juice and air that were displaced as he slid into her golden body. I heard the hiss of her breath and his groan of his pleasure as her enveloping warmth. For the first time I noticed that she was completely shaven: not a single hair marred the perfect symmetry of her crack. There was nothing to obstruct my view and so I watched, spellbound, as Jack's shaft slid into Donna's pussy until, at last, the soft white flesh of her mound pressed against his pubic bone.
'You're in,' she whispered. 'You're right in me, Jack...fuck, that's nice!' She wriggled her hips briefly. 'I can feel you touching something inside me...can you feel that?'
'I can, I can.' His voice was strained. 'Christ, you're wet!'
She was still for a few moments, his cock buried inside her, and then she raised herself up and I saw the lips of her pussy grasping him as his shaft gradually appeared. It was smeared with her juice and shone softly in the light, and I saw too that his pubic hair was wet where she had dribbled over it. Her hands grasped his knees and her torso rotated slightly as she raised herself and I moved quickly to stand behind Jack's head to see what he could see, to capture it on film so we could watch later.
It was an arresting sight: her buttocks lifting, the angle changing as she rotated forward so each delicious little globe of lustrous flesh drew apart to reveal the tight puckered hole of her anus nestling between them, pink and sweet and clean and with a small loop of cord protruding from it; and beyond them the wet lips of her pussy, still clinging to his shaft. Up and up she went, sliding on his slippery rod until, at last, his frenulum appeared like the head of an arrow embedded in her body, and she stopped, balanced on the very tip.
'How does that look, Jack?' she whispered. 'Does your other little sister give you a show like that?'
Jack was mesmerized, watching as his cock twitched and trembled in her silken embrace. A bead of juice appeared from between her lips and slid slowly down its turgid length, and he groaned in lust.
'And can you see my asshole?' she continued. 'Can you imagine how tight that will be? It will be sooo tight, Jack, when you slide into it! It's yours, Jack, for tonight. Yours to play with...touch it now - ah, ah, that's right. Touch your sister's tight little hole.'
I'd switched to video now, and I watched in the viewfinder as my brother's hands reached forward to grasp her globes, his fingers splayed over the firm golden flesh and his thumbs dipping to ease them further apart. She leaned forward in response and the lens could see it all more clearly now: the puckered anal ring set back, the light falling on its ridges and contours and the thin cord protruding from its very centre, held firm by the sphincter. It looked unsullied...virginal almost, but I wondered how many other men had been there, staring with hooded eyes at the tight ring stretched around their pricks. I wondered too what turned Donna on - was it the physical pleasure of having her ass reamed or was it more about the power it gave her? Donna loved to be in control, and even the strongest man would turn to jelly as he sprayed his cream in to that dark, mysterious tunnel.
I glanced at Jack's face, watching his expression as he fucked his other sister. And what was going through his mind? Guilt? Lust? Desire? His cock was as hard as an iron bar and the fingers splayed on her ass cheeks gripped with a fervor that hinted at his excitement. Lust, then, that had swept away his earlier reluctance and replaced it with a burning desire to plunge again and again into the warm, wet body balanced above him: to fuck it with singular intensity before filling it with his sperm. But had he forgotten what we were here for? Did he remember that this was only learning time, and that it was me who he should lust after?
My thoughts were disturbed by a low groan from Jack and I saw that Donna was settling back on his cock, lowering herself slowly to prolong the pleasure. I watched as his glans disappeared, enveloped by the weeping gash in her body, and I saw how her juice oozed from the tight seal of her cunt to dribble down his shaft.
'It's good to fuck before doing anal,' Donna said. 'It sets the scene, as it were...gets the juices flowing, you know.' She laughed briefly and peered over her shoulder at the contorted face behind her. 'And it's fun, don't you agree Jack?'
'It's exquisite.' Jack's voice was low. 'I love it...uh...when you do that little twist.'
'This one?' Donna said, and she rotated her hips as she raised and lowered herself on his cock. 'You like that, do you?'
'Fuck yes!'
'Well there you go then.' Donna glanced at me. 'You might want to remember that, Amie...your brother likes it when you wriggle a bit and clamp your pussy muscles on his dick. Why aren't you taking photographs?'
'I uh - forgot.'
Donna laughed. 'I guess you're getting carried away with the visuals, huh? Well, never mind - there's lots to do yet.' She settled down into a steady rhythm, her body bobbing up and down on the slippery rod and her eyes closed. I could hear the slurp of her pussy as she worked it on Jack's shaft and the cloying odour of sex filled the room.
'So what did you think when you first fucked your little sister, Jack?' she asked suddenly.
'I uh - I loved it.'
'I bet you did,' she said drily. 'I imagine busting the cherry of a girl twelve years younger is pretty appealing, but I didn't mean that. You're a man of the world, Jack...married and all, and I'm sure you must have had a few women in your time...I saw some of them in the Society Magazines you were in from time to time. Beautiful women...glossy and sleek, like Panthers. The sort of women who could suck a guy's balls dry in ten minutes just by looking at them, if they set their mind to it. You must have had a hell of a lot of fun Jack, what with being so rich and famous and with all that adoring pussy around you.'
'I didn't -'
'Sure you did, Jack,' Donna interrupted. 'Hell, I would have done if I'd been a guy. Any red blooded male would. But then you come home broke and broken and find little Amelia Jane, your kid sister...as pretty as a picture but just a village girl at heart. So how did she stack up against those glossy panthers, Jack? Was it the sister thing that turned you on, or was is there some other amazing secret?'
Jack's eyes flicked to mine. 'Everything about Amie turns me on,' he said.
'Sure it does. Would you fuck her if she wasn't your sister?'
'In a heartbeat. I love her.'
Donna laughed briefly. 'You love her? And yet here you are, Jack, with your cock in another woman. So how does that work?'
I - uh, didn't want this Donna. It's only...because you're our sister -'
'So it is a sister thing!' she exclaimed. 'I get it. It's a dirty little secret, right? The thrill of possessing the forbidden, and the excitement of hiding it. I bet you love going into town with your kid sister and talking to folk, knowing what you've been up to. They'd be so pleased to see that nice Mrs Harrison has her son back again - and they'd look at you and think what a fine, handsome guy you've turned into and what a pretty little daughter she's got, never dreaming that she's standing there with your sperm dribbling into her skimpy little panties.'
Jack didn't reply, but I could see the image turned him on. His hands grasped Donna's hips tighter and he groaned as she bounced up and down on his cock. 'And soon you'll see your jism leaking out of your other sister, too,' she continued. 'I'll lie next to you and you'll see it dribbling from you know where, and little Amie will be taking pictures of it. That's so naughty, Jack!' She giggled as a sudden thought occurred to her. 'Hey, why don't you fuck her too, and we'll all go and have breakfast at Masie's café in the morning and you'll have both your little sisters leaking into their pants.'



'I might just do that.' Jack's voice was a low growl.
'Well, I guess we'd better move on then.' Donna lifted herself off his cock and knelt beside him. 'Time for some back door fun, big brother,' she said. 'And I'm going to teach you, right, so pin your ears back.' She glanced at me. 'And you'd better listen too, and get your camera ready.'
She waited whilst I scooted round the bed before continuing. 'There are three rules for ass fucking: first, keep everything clean; second, keep everything safe and third, keep everything lubed.' Her eyes turned to me. 'So you've seen the preparation, right? Don't try it without doing that, or you might get a messy surprise.'
I smiled, watching her expression as she warmed to the subject. This was a side of Donna I hadn't seen - the teacher. From the tone of her little girl voice she could have been talking about anything at all - baking a cake or fixing a car, for example, but true to form it was all about sex. I glanced at Jack and saw the irony wasn't lost on him, either, but he wasn't smiling. Why would he? In just a few minutes he was going to dip his wick in Donna's little tush with my blessing...and then, if he played his cards right, he might dip it in mine too. A lucky guy.
'You'll see pornos of girls sticking things up their bum,' Donna continued. 'Enormous dildos, fruit, bottles, vegetables, peoples' hands - just to name a few. I know a nurse who works in Emergency and she tells me that there's nothing they haven't seen jammed up someone's ass - usually stuck there, and quite often doing a lot of damage.' She eyed us up briefly as if checking to make sure we didn't find it funny. 'Just remember that its quite easy to tear the rectal membrane and trust me, you don't want that. So my advice is to stick to things that are smooth and of the right size and shape. Which brings me to the third rule: lube.'
She scuttled to the side of the bed and knelt down. 'Stand beside me, Jack...and you too, Amie...now, what can you see in my bum?'
I looked down at what nestled between my sister's tight little buns and saw the cord again, looping outwards from the tight portal of her sphincter. 'A piece of string, Donna.'
'Right - now, I want you to pull it Amie. You'll need a bit of pressure but try not to snatch it out.'
I reached forward and grasped the loop of string and pulled it tentatively, but whatever was on the other end was anchored firmly in her butt.
'Pull harder,' she said. 'That's right...nice and steady.'
I rested my hand on the smooth firm flesh of her buttock and pulled more firmly for a few moments.
'Pull!' she instructed. 'That's it...ah, yes.'
I pulled harder, and for the first time felt a little give in the string. Her anus began to bulge and the tiny hole through which the string threaded began to open slightly, although not enough to see what was inside.
'That's it! Pull...ease it out...uh...easy...easy.'
Donna's anus bulged further as the first object was tugged towards the light, the flesh of her sphincter progressively opening to reveal the shiny black surface of a ball lodged in her rectum, held tight by the wet suction of her flesh.
'Pull!' she said again.
I gripped the string tighter and pulled. I could see the first bead clearly now, embedded in the pink flesh with bubbles of juice escaping from around it. For a moment longer it resisted the pressure, and then it suddenly popped free, followed by a spurt of clear liquid.
'That's lube,' Donna explained. 'I squirt it in when I insert the beads...it keeps it nice and slippery.' She twisted her head around to peer up at her brother's face. 'Pull the others out, Jack - there's six of them, each bigger than the last. Let Amie film it.'
Jack seized the string and pulled, watching spellbound as the remaining beads popped from her anus, each one opening the sphincter a little wider. At last the final one popped free, bringing a gush of liquid that dribbled over her perineum and into the folds of her cunt, and her anus gaped open. The flesh inside was pink and gleaming with oil.
'Now put your dick in me, Jack,' Donna said. 'Gently...just the head first.'
My brother shuffled forward and rested the tip of his cock against her opening before easing his hips forward. I leaned closer, watching through the viewfinder as her anus stretched to accommodate his thickness, and I saw how it resisted entry for a few seconds until the head suddenly crowned into her body. Donna hissed softly. 'That's it...now wait...wait.' Her hands crept around to her buttocks to hold them open. 'Jesus...it feels big - really big. Keep still, Jack...just let me adjust.'
For a long moment the figures before me were motionless, joined by the column of flesh that sprouted from my brother's groin and ended in my sister's bottom. She was so petite that the shaft seemed disproportionally large, and I wondered how much of what was outside of her could fit inside.
'Put some more oil on it, Amie,' Donna instructed. 'It's on the dresser.'
I squirted a stream of lube onto Jack's shaft, marveling at its rigidity. His cock was hard when he was fucking me but it was nothing compared to the steel girder he'd embedded in Donna. 'That's it...that's good,' she whispered. 'I can feel myself relaxing...yes, yes. Here we go.'
If I live to be a hundred I'll never forget the sight of Jack's cock sliding into his sister's ass, nor the sounds they made as more and more of his meat disappeared into her cloying little tube. Jack's was a primal groan, raw and shuddering as he felt the tight clasp of her rectum gripping him, and Donna's was a hissing expiation of breath as he levered apart her tiny tube. Inch by inch the shiny rod slid past her grasping ring until, at last, his thighs pressed against hers and he stopped.
'It's in, Donna,' he growled. 'I'm right in your tight little tush.' He drew one finger up the crack between her buttocks to the middle of her back before resting there, touching lightly. 'I'm buried in you up to here...right inside. Can you feel it?'
'Yes, yes. God, it feels like you're prising me open.' He could see her hands clutching the covers in little fists of pain. 'It's always like this, to begin with, Jack. Pull out...slowly.'
I watched as Jack's cock withdrew, eel-slippery from the oil she'd pushed up there earlier. Inch by inch until at last the head appeared. Donna's anus gaped open behind him, pink and wet.
'Now put it back in...just the head.' She grunted as she felt her brother's cock re-enter her rectum. 'Hold it there...ah, yes - just like that...now, hold still.' She began to move, rocking forward and back on her knees. 'How does that feel?' she asked.
Jack placed his hands on her hips and his eyes were on his organ as it slipped back and forth into his sister's bottom. 'It's different,' he whispered. 'Tighter, I think...more constrictive.'
Donna laughed. 'It's not really designed for what you're doing to it,' she said. 'But I'm loosening up now...I can feel it. It's nice. You can go deeper now, if you like.'
Jack began to thrust, his eyes still on the point of their union. The thrusts became longer than before, gradually building until the full length of his cock was sliding back and forth into his sister. I watched, mesmerized, my pussy leaking like a waterfall into my pants. Donna was hunched over, her knees splayed open and her ass in the air as Jack fucked it, grunting softly each time he buried himself into her core, and his voice was broken and disjointed as waves of pleasure seized him.
'Jesus...ah, fuck...that's good! Uh...I'm so...uh, fucking deep...uh. Deep in your ass...'
Donna had been right - the tight little portal I had marveled at in the bathroom was fully relaxed, now. I saw how his cock broke free from her clinging flesh each time he withdrew; how it bobbed above her twitching ass, how the flesh gaped wide and pink. He plunged the swollen mushroom head back and her sphincter swallowed him easily with a wet sucking noise as the shaft buried itself inside her. The sight was electrifying: I could feel my pussy twitching, imagining how it would be when he did me. Would my little rosebud open like that, like a hungry mouth ready to be violated? Would my fingers creep to my cunt, like Donna's, to play in the wet warm folds as my brother fucked my ass?
'Uh, I'm ready, Donna,' he breathed. 'I can feel it coming.'
'Do it honey. Cum into my asshole. Fill me up.' Her fingers fluttered at her cunt and I thought she was close too.
Jack lifted his eyes off the delicious sight of Donna's bottom and slid to mine. He didn't say anything but I could read his expression: I know I said I wouldn't cum, but I can't help it. He didn't need my permission, of course, but the fact that he was thinking of me even though his cock was buried in Donna was nice. 'Do it, Jack,' I murmured. 'But let me see it.'
He nodded and his eyes turned back to the woman beneath him. I saw his hands grip her hips tighter, as if he expected her to fly off somewhere, and his thrusts became shallow and fast. Only the bulbous head was entering her now, plunging back and forth into the gaping pink flesh like a sewing machine, each thrust making a small sucking noise as her loosened sphincter was battered by his onslaught. Donna whimpered beneath him, her fingers working hard as she reached up towards her own climax.
And then, with a hoarse cry, Jack came. The first jet burst inside her colon but he pulled free and with fumbling fingers and held his cock above her anus, gasping as it unloaded what remained. Five, six - no, seven long ribbons splattered over her twitching flesh - some to vanish into the gaping maw whist the rest painted the shiny flesh around the edges before drooling into her body. The sensation was enough to trip Donna over the edge. Her back arched and a thin squeal burst from between her lips as waves of pleasure engulfed her, and the sperm in her bottom was squeezed to the surface as her gut contracted. I watched as it splattered free, startlingly white against the raw pink flesh, until her body relaxed and the remnants were sucked into her rectum again.
For a long time neither of them moved, almost as if they couldn't break the magic of that moment. And I was mesmerized too, watching how the final drops of Jack's juice dripped into her and how the sphincter rolled smoothly shut, crimping tight as if to guard its precious cargo. My breath had stalled in my chest, as if in so doing it could better hold the images I had just witnessed: Jack's cock jerking in his hand: his cream spurting, spurting to lie in glistening ribbons on her flesh; the way it coalesced into a milky pool, trembling on the brink before spilling into her body; and its steaming re-emergence like magma bubbling from a volcano.
And before I knew it my hand was in my pants, pressing into my cunt and my mind whirled with desperate desire. My fingers sank into wet, slippery flesh...God, I was sopping...my knickers like a wet rag and streaks of juice smeared over pale flesh of my thighs; and my clit was hot and throbbing and exquisitely sensitive. I touched it, feeling a jolt of pleasure surge through my body like an electric shock and I rubbed myself quickly to heighten the sensation. Ah, Jack, you naughty boy...fucking your sister. The images piled one on another like a flickering slideshow, each one lifting me to new heights of excitement...Jack, hammering into her anus; Jack, trembling on the brink of cumming, his eyes shut and his back arched like a bow; and Jack lost in wild orgasm, his seed jetting into the dark recesses of her bottom. And now he was standing before me like a conqueror with an expression of wolfish glee as he perceived Donna's body beneath him, spent and covered with sweat and sperm and still connected to his twitching cock by a string of silver juice.
And as I watched he turned his head to look at me, his eyes bold and full of meaning, and in their dark depths I could see him thinking. You next, babe. In your mouth and cunt, and in your ass. You next, my littlest sister.
*****
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Ellie Chapter 01
'Jesus, Jason! Get the fuck out!' Ellie's voice was shrill. 'Get out, get out!'
Jason gaped at his sister, his mouth opening and closing a few times like a startled goldfish. It had all happened so quickly she hadn't had time to cover her pussy and the image of its soft, wet lips were seared into his mind.
'Get out!' she screeched again, 'and shut the fucking door!'
Jason retreated rapidly and Ellie was left staring after him with her heart thudding. How dare he! It wasn't like their rooms were next to each other: his was down the hall and even the shared bathroom was two doors down. She thought the sneaky shit must have crept down the hallway and decided to bust in because he thought it would be funny... and anyway, what the fuck was he doing home at this time? He should have been at work learning to do his job, rather than creeping around the house, perving.
Ellie's mind turned towards what he would have seen: her naked breasts...legs wide apart...the vibrator...her face screwed up in pleasure. Jesus! Her anger gave way to humiliation, followed immediately by another, even more disturbing thought. How long had he been there? She hadn't heard the door open and it was only when she opened her eyes to watch herself that she'd seen him. A few seconds? A minute? She tried to remember how long she'd been at it, but time seemed to get lost when she played with herself. So how long had her eyes been shut? A minute at least...enough for him to been there, watching as she plunged the vibrator into her body, seeing the shine of her juices on its smooth glossy surface and hearing her little sighs and grunts of pleasure.
A wave of embarrassment surged through her again and she groaned aloud. Fuck, Fuck! Who would he tell? She imagined he would be texting his dodgy little friends at this very moment ...hey, guess what? Just caught El with a vibrator up her pussy lol. She knew some of his friends - horrible creatures who seemed to think of nothing but getting their ends away. Their simple little brains would think she was some sort of nympho...fair game for their sick jokes and probably worth a crack to see if they could get some. The more she thought about it the more her heart sank.
Her fingers idly manipulated the soft, wet lips of her pussy but her heart wasn't in it and she withdrew them with a sigh before slipping out of bed and pulling on her shorts and a tank top. She stood before the full-length mirror for a moment to check her hair, her fingers touching it briefly. The face that stared back at her was small and round...an elfin face, her mother said, graced by a pair of grey eyes that seemed too big, a little turned up nose and a pair of soft, full lips that seemed to smile a lot, although they weren't now. For a moment she stood on tiptoe - an unconscious reaction to her short height and slender build - and then she turned and moved to the door.
Jason's bedroom door was shut and Ellie hesitated for a moment. Her instinct was to burst in, just as he had done, but part of her acknowledged that her door had been ajar whilst his was shut - and besides, if she did that she would be no better than him; and so she knocked and waited, her heart beating in angry anticipation.
No sound came from behind the door. She knocked again, louder.
'Jason! I know you're in there!' Nothing. She rattled the handle angrily.
'Jason! I want to talk to you!'
'Uh...just a moment.' His voice was strained, and Ellie stood impatiently outside, wondering what he was doing. She raised her fist to bang on the door again but it was suddenly opened and he was there before her. He flinched and stepped back and for a moment the two regarded each other.
'I thought you were going to hit me,' he explained. There was sheepish expression on his face.
Ellie put down her fist. 'I should. You deserve it.' Her eyes searched his face. 'What the fuck were you doing bursting into my room like that?'
Jason studied his feet. 'Uh, nothing.'
'Crap! You don't come into my room for nothing! What were you doing?'
'I...um, well, I heard something.' His face was red. 'I came out of the bathroom and turned to go to my room, but I heard something...I thought we might have a burglar.' His eyes flickered to hers briefly before sliding away. 'I didn't know you were home, honest El.'
Ellie envisaged the sound he had heard: a moan, perhaps, or the soft hiss of her breath as the vibrator slid into her. His explanation was probably true, but it didn't solve her problem.
'I guess you saw me then?' she said. 'I mean...well, you know - um, doing it?' She watched as her brother nodded, his eyes still on the floor.
'So who are you going to tell?' she asked.
Jason's eyes flashed to her face. 'No one, Ellie - honest. I won't tell anyone. I wouldn't -'
'Not your friends?'
'Hell no!'
'Not our parents!'
'No.' He shook his head again. 'No one - I promise.'
Ellie studied him for a moment. 'If you do I'll make your life fucking miserable,' she threatened.
Jason nodded, his head bobbing up and down like a marionette. 'I know.'
'I mean it!'
'And I do, too,' he said. 'Really. I won't tell a soul.'
'All right.' She glanced around his room. The computer chair was pushed under the desk, so he hadn't been sat on it, and his phone was nowhere to be seen. So what had he been doing when she knocked? She looked at the rumpled bed and in a moment of insight imagined him lying on it, his hands busy as he remembered what he'd just seen. Her eyes flicked to his crotch to confirm her suspicions, and then to his face to see the guilt and confusion in his eyes.
'All right,'' she repeated. 'Just remember what I said.'
'I will...uh - I'm sorry, Ellie.' Jason watched as she turned away and he shut the door quietly behind her, and he lay back on his bed to think.
Jason Montgomery Paige was not a virgin. He'd lost that a few months ago to an accommodating girl called Mary, whose generosity in dispensing sexual favours was only exceed by the size of her humongous chest. He remembered fondling her breasts behind the sports pavilion one night, marveling at their weight and how they spilled into his hands like...well, like nothing he had ever known before. They swamped his senses - the flesh warm and resilient, soft and yet firm at the same time. Amazing mounds of quivering, beautiful perfumed perfection that somehow, just by touching them, forged an instant connection with his cock to make it longer and harder than he could ever remember.
There was clearly a similar connection between Mary's rubbery nipples and her pussy, too. He remembered how she had started moaning as soon as he touched them, whispering in a quivering voice that he made her wet: and when she hoisted up her skirt he saw in the dim light that it was true - she was oozing juice from the scarlet gash between the white, dimpled thighs. Amazing.
And so Jason had fucked her, delighting in the delicious grip of her cunt as she grunted and moaned underneath him. He'd only done it once and that was understood: for once a name had been carved on Mary's bedstead she always moved on to new prey. But it had been enough, for in the solitude of Jason's room the memory of her pussy had persisted for weeks - a lingering picture that fuelled the image of what he had done to that wet little opening between her bulging thighs.
Since then he'd had a couple of others, too. No one special - just girls he had picked up, who had drunk too much and needed a quick fuck to satisfy themselves. They had forgotten his name by the next day, just as he had forgotten theirs; but the feeling of their soft, perfumed bodies and the images of their pouting lips and twitching thighs lingered a little longer before they faded too. Looking back on it Jason thought each of them had been a pleasant experience, but he was left with a curiously empty feeling.
But now, in a single moment of time, his definition of excitement had been forever redefined. He had gone to his sister's room to confront an intruder, pushing the door open silently, his heart hammering and his feet poised to flee. And instead...well, there she was, stark bollocky naked on the bed with her face screwed up and her fingers at her crotch. He remembered the initial shock: the punch of embarrassment at catching her this way - and the immediate realisation that her eyes were tightly shut and she hadn't heard him, and that if he crept back she would never know.
But he couldn't. His feet were glued to the floor and he let his eyes roam over her. Ellie, his sister. Little Ellie, five foot two in her stockinged feet. Never seen naked before, at least not since she was a toddler, and now here she was, with every delicious curve and hill and valley displayed to his incredulous gaze. His head told him to turn away and run like a thief in the night, but he could no more do that than hack off his arm with a blunt axe.
And so he stood like a column of stone and his eyes drank her in - flashing, stark images like a strobe firing a dark room: her thighs open, knees raised; the slender curve of her calves and the glossy perfection of her skin. The delicate fingers, pink-tipped, gripping the stem of a dildo half buried inside her. He recalled with breath-taking clarity the contrast of colours - the glossy black rod, shining with moisture, and the pink the vaginal lips clinging to it. Pink and black - the colours of sin. He watched as it disappeared inside her, saw her back arch and the ecstasy on her face; heard the hiss of breath from her lungs. He saw her lashes thick and dark upon her cheeks and her bottom lip caught between her little white teeth, and he drank in the sight of her breasts - like apples, firm and round and perfect, capped by swollen nipples just begging to be sucked. And all the time her fingers moved, plunging the slippery shaft into that tight little gateway to her body.
And now there was embarrassment, yes, but only because she had caught him - but it was overwhelmed what he had seen. He played it back in his mind, like an artist dwelling on the exquisite detail of a priceless painting, further enriched by the memory of his other senses too - like her smell: the sweetness of her perfume and the odour of her cunt, subtle and irresistible; and the wet sounds of her vulva as she played. The memory invoked a surge of lust and he quickly unzipped himself and drew out his cock, stroking it vigorously as he remembered. Ellie...fuck, how had she got so hot? Her tits...the tight little body, moving sinuously as she serviced herself. Her fingers, long and slim as they grasped the dildo, and the wet, warm opening to her body gripping the shining black plastic.
And as he stroked his cock he imagined a different scenario: how she might have opened her eyes and smiled as she saw him. The whispered invitation to come closer, to stand beside her and watch as she played; the soft sounds of her cunt, the bubbling juices. The look in her eyes as she watched his face. He imagined her setting aside the dildo and grasping his cock with slippery fingers, pulling it towards her...the tip touching her wetness, poised at the entrance. He envisaged her face, staring up at him with an expression of desperate lust on her face. He imagined penetrating her...punching upwards into that tight, quivering little body.
With a soft groan Jason spurted: jets of hot jism splashing over his hand, and in his mind's eye he pictured it spraying into his sister, and he could see the flare in her eyes as she felt her brother's warmth infuse her.
*****
Ellie came down to breakfast a little late the next morning and Jason was sat at the table. His eyes slid away as she looked at him.
Her mother smiled. 'Morning, Ellie.'
'Hi Mum - so where are you going?'
'Your father asked me to join him at ten - he's making the opening speech on the new project and there will be a lunch afterwards.' She set a plate of bacon and eggs on the table and stood back. 'Are you in today?'
Ellie nodded. 'I guess. I have an assignment due in a couple of days so I figured I'd work on that. Jason will probably do what he usually does, which is nothing.' She waited for him to respond but he was uncharacteristically quiet. 'We'll clear up, Mum - is there anything else you need?'
'Not really.' Her mother undid her apron and hung it on the door. 'I'll be back about three. Be good.'
Jason spooned his cereal into his mouth whilst he looked everywhere except at his sister, and she ate her bacon and eggs. The silence stretched out to the point of discomfort.
'So how long were you watching?' Ellie asked at length.
His eyes slid to her face. 'I thought we weren't going to talk about it any more.'
'We aren't going to talk about it to other people - that doesn't mean we shouldn't. So how long?'
'Uh, well, only a few seconds.' His expression betrayed the lie.
'Bullshit. You were stood there perving. So how long?'
Jason set down his spoon with a clatter. 'Shit, I don't know El! I went into your room not knowing what to expect - certainly not you, but there you were there with -' he broke off, leaving the rest of the sentence unsaid: a dildo up your clout. He stared at his sister for a moment, an angry look almost as if he blamed her for what had happened, and then the shadows in his eyes shifted and she could see him remembering, picturing how the light had gleamed on the soft, wet folds of her cunt. 'It was a shock,' he said, 'and I just froze. You would have done the same if it had been the other way around.'
'I would have knocked on the door first.'
'Whatever,' Jason's voice was sullen. 'Look, I've said I'm sorry - I don't know what more I can do.'
Ellie realised the conversation had descended into something she hadn't intended. 'I'll figure something out,' she said lightly. 'Let's say - ten credits?' It was an old thing - if one of them pissed off the other they had to do something in return.
'Ten!' Jason said. Normally it was only two or three when he fucked up.
'Ten,' Ellie said firmly. 'And be happy it wasn't twenty.'
*****
'So why can't Dad do it?' Jason's voice was petulant.
'He's working.'
'He doesn't work on Saturdays.'
Suzy Paige shrugged. She was a handsome woman of forty five but sometimes she felt older, particularly when Jason was being difficult. 'He is today.'
'But I was going out with my mates,' Jason persisted.
'You can still do that, Jason, but I need you to help me for an hour or so. It's really not much to ask.' She glanced at her son. 'Ellie's coming, so it won't take long with three of us and I'll drop you off wherever you want afterwards.'
The thought that his sister would be with them cheered Jason up. It had been four days since they'd had the breakfast conversation and although they hadn't spoken much he found himself thinking of her a lot. 'So where are we going?' he asked.
'We pick it up from a house in Kingston and drop it off at Fairmont.'
Jason shrugged. Collecting second hand fridges wasn't the most exciting way to spend a Saturday morning, but at least Ellie would be there. He glanced at her, taking in the short black skirt and the yellow tank top. She'd brushed her hair until it gleamed and there was a touch of gloss on her lips. She was gorgeous, and he suddenly wanted to spend the whole day with her, not just an hour.
'Ok,' he said. 'Sorry. Of course I'll help.'
'All right.'
They set off an hour later, Ellie in the front with her mother and Jason in the back. The old Ford station wagon didn't have air con and it was already hot. He fastened his gaze on the back of his sister's head, watching as her hair stirred in the breeze from the open window. He felt he wanted to get to know her better, to get closer. To see if what had happened had changed the way she thought about him too, but he didn't know where to begin.
'So what are you doing later, El?' he asked.
She turned her head. 'Shopping.'
'Perhaps I could come with you - uh, you know, that is, if you don't mind.'
'I thought you were going out with your friends.'
'They'll be gone by the time we get back.'
Ellie regarded him for a moment. On Saturdays he usually looked scruffy but she saw he'd shaved and was wearing smart shorts and a clean shirt for a change. 'So you really want to go to the shops with me?' she asked.
'Sure. I need some ideas about - well, you know.' It was their mother's birthday in a fortnight.
Ellie was surprised he'd even remembered. Normally Jason's presents consisted of a promise to get them something that never eventuated. 'Sure,' she said. 'But I'm meeting Sassie at twelve, so you'll need to split by then.' Sassie was her new friend from work, a dark skinned girl whose real name was unpronounceable.
'I'm happy to stick around for lunch,' he said. 'I wouldn't mind meeting her.'
Ellie shook her head. 'Nah. We've got a date with a bunch of others - you know, a chick thing.' In fact it was just her and Sassie, but she had no intention of letting Jason or anyone else from the family intrude. Some things were better kept apart. 'So why do you want to meet her?' she asked.
Jason shrugged. 'Just being friendly.'
Ellie said nothing, but she thought it odd. In the past he'd shown no interest in her or her friends but now - well, now he was different all of a sudden. Perhaps he was still feeling guilty? The thought reminded her of when he'd caught her she groaned inwardly. It was something she'd rather forget.
*
There was a man waiting for them on the step and he took them into the garage. 'There it is,' he said, 'I've cleaned her up but I hope you're feeling strong. She's a heavy mother.'
'I - um didn't realise it was so big,' said Suzy. Is it going to fit in the car?'
The man examined the Ford with a weathered eye. 'I reckon - but it will be tight.'
He was right. The four of them stood back, breathing heavily. The fridge lay like a vast coffin in the back. Ellie looked at her mother. 'So where do we sit?'
'You'll have to both sit in the front.' She watched as her children squeezed in beside her before starting the engine and backing out. Ellie was on Jason's lap and she looked uncomfortable, but it was only a ten minute drive. After they'd delivered the fridge Suzy dropped them off at the shopping centre.
'Let's go and have a coffee,' Jason said. He led them to a nearby café and ordered two cappuccinos before sitting back and observing his sister. 'You're very quiet.'
'I'm still trying to get over what you did to me in the car.'
'What? I didn't do anything!'
'Yes you did, unless it was a loose spring in the car seat poking me in the fanny.' She pressed her finger to her cheek in a parody of someone in deep thought. 'Ah - let me think! Was it a spring? No - I don't think so, because you were sitting on the seat and I was sitting on you - so what else could it have been?'
Jason's face was red. 'I couldn't help it.'
'Really? You got a boner for your sister? You seriously need to think about that.'
'I wasn't thinking that you were my sister - I was just remem -' Jason stopped suddenly as his brain caught up with his mouth and Ellie could see colour deepening in his cheeks.
'Well, go on - what were you remembering?'



'Well, you know -' Jason looked uncomfortable.
'No I don't, Jason. Tell me what it was that you remember that gave you a boner at the precise moment I was sitting on your lap.'
'The other afternoon. When I saw you,' he said at length.
'Really? You promised you wouldn't mention that again.'
'No I didn't. I promised I wouldn't tell anyone, and I haven't. That doesn't stop me thinking about it.'
Ellie shook her head. 'So let me get this right. You got a boner because you were thinking about me naked.
'I guess.'
'Then my point remains, Jason. I'm your sister. You shouldn't be thinking like that.'
Jason looked trapped. 'I can't help it.' He looked her in the face. 'It was - well, I mean, you looked, like, really hot, and I'm a guy...how could I not think about it?'
'I don't think about you playing with yourself.'
'What makes you think I do?'
'You practically said as much yesterday - besides, I've read that every guy does.'
'Well, I don't.'
Ellie laughed. 'They say that those who deny it are liars.' She studied her brother's face for a moment. 'Let's not be coy, Jason. I know you were doing it after you saw me, and I get it, right? You saw your sister's pussy and it turned you on, however wrong that might be. But don't think that gives you the right to go any further.'
Jason stared at his sister. 'I'd never think that.'
'So poking your erection into my lap isn't going further?'
'That wasn't me - it was my dick.'
Ellie smiled. 'They're the same thing, Jason, and I haven't forgotten you owe me ten favours, either - although it should be twenty after today.' She drained the last of her coffee and picked up her handbag. 'Well, we'd better get started or I'll be late for Sassie. So what did you have in mind to buy Mum for her birthday?'
*****
Ellen Elizabeth Paige had kept her virginity until her eighteenth birthday. The fact that she'd lasted that long had been something of a miracle as she was a pretty girl and was not shy - but she had a strong sense of self-worth and heeded her mother's advice on sexual promiscuity, and so she'd managed to fend off a small army of high school hopefuls by judicious use of blow jobs and promises of fraternal violence if they tried too much.
The event finally happened two months after starting her first job. Henry Soames was a partner in the business and much older than her, and presented a degree of sophistication and affluence far above her experience. It had started with casual flirting, and then an occasional coffee and finally an expensive lunch in one of the better restaurants of the district. By dessert Ellie was head over heels in love and by coffee and liquors she had decided to sleep with him.
The motel he chose wasn't the best, but it was convenient. He parked his car carefully around the back and they used the side entrance to access reception. The middle-aged receptionist produced the keys before they reached the counter: she'd seen him before, of course, and knew what he wanted.
'That will be sixty pounds, Mr. Soames.' Her eyes were hard.
Ellie watched as he paid in cash, the small stack of wilted banknotes introducing a taint of sordidness into what she had thought would be a romantic event. He picked up the key without speaking and led her back along the corridor.
'How did she know your name?' Ellie asked.
'I do a little legal work for them,' he lied. 'You know, a bit of litigation, advice on liability and things like that. Not much - I'm surprised she remembered me.'
As a clerk she'd never seen the motel on any company bills, but she let it pass. They arrived at the room and she waited whilst he fumbled with the key, her heart beating in anticipation.
'Here we are' he said, and swung open the door. The room was simple: a double bed, a dressing table and a tall wardrobe in the corner. A sliding door to one side revealed a small ensuite. She took a few steps into the room and stopped, not really knowing what to do, and he saw her uncertainty. 'I'll draw the curtains and you can undress in the dark, if you want,' he whispered.
Ellie nodded, grateful that she had chosen someone who was kind and sensitive. She watched as he drew the heavy drapes and shed her outer clothes quickly in the gloom before slipping into bed with her undies on.
'You're not going to take those off?'
'I thought you might.'
'Ah, right.' He looked down at the girl for a few moments, her hair spread over the pillow. The top of her bra was peeping above the sheets and he saw it was small and lacy. His taste normally ran to bigger women but for some reason he was powerfully attracted to her petiteness. It was evident that she was inexperienced too, and he felt his prick harden rapidly at the thought of how she would feel compared to the larger, slacker girls he had had. He tore at his clothes and in a few moments was naked before her.
Ellie's eyes had grown accustomed to the gloom and she gasped slightly at the sight. She had seen cocks, for sure, but they were generally poking through clothing. This one seemed bigger, somehow - perhaps because she could see all of it. For a few moments they stared at one another, and then he climbed into bed beside her.
Thinking back, Ellie only remembered fleeting snapshots of the next thirty minutes for they were to be overshadowed by another, more traumatic event. She remembered his smell: a mixture of musk and tobacco; and the taste of wine on his mouth, and the touch of his lips on her breasts leaving a silvery sheen where he licked them: and she remembered the roughness of his hands as he touched her, almost as if he were a labourer rather than an office worker. She recalled too a feeling of detachment, almost as if she were watching and listening from a corner of the room: the sheets pulled back, the lacy undergarments gone. His skin a shade darker than hers, his fingers touching, touching. She saw how her nipples were stiff with desire and the gleam of wetness in her crack, and she heard the soft sighs and the sound of their kisses, wet and snuffling.
And she remembered the pressure when he started: a thrusting, irresistible force at her vulva that grew rapidly as she resisted. She recalled his eyes above her, staring down at her face with an expression of triumph; her hands clasping his arms and her whimpers as the pressure grew - and then, suddenly, there was lancing pain as sharp as a butcher's knife as he broke the fragile membrane at her sex.
Ellie squealed as he sank deeply into her body and her legs contracted, opening wide and waving like slender reeds above his back to try and relieve the pain. It came in waves like breakers on a reef and she seized his hips with desperate hands to arrest his thrust. For long moments they were frozen, her body rigid and her breath sawing in her throat, and then the pain gradually subsided and there was only a dull ache and a feeling of fullness and she released his hips.
He had meant to be gentle because it was her first time, but his resolve vanished as his cock slid back and forth. She was so small, like a china doll beneath him; her eyes wide and glinting in the dim light as she stared at the ceiling. The cunt that surrounded his rampant cock was tighter than any he had known: it gripped him like an iron fist, squeezing and kneading his shaft as he forced himself into her supine form. He could feel his foreskin stretched and the exposed head rubbing, rubbing, buried somewhere in the delicious little body spread-eagled beneath him. He could hear her breath too, panting as she weathered the storm and punctuated by little gasps and grunts. Her fingers clasped his back, the nails as sharp as daggers, and the pain spurred him on - thrusting, thrusting, ever deeper, until he felt he might split her asunder.
'Christ, you're tight,' he murmured. It was the first words he had uttered since they started.
She could not reply, for her brain was bursting with a myriad of conflicting sensations: the slippery rush of his cock, pumping back and forth; her cunt bursting with fullness, and his oppressive weight pressing her into the mattress. Her nostrils were filled with the pungent smell of their coupling and the sound of her whimpers filled the little room. Beneath her hands she could feel his muscles tensing and relaxing, and his unshaven cheek rubbed against hers.
She lifted her legs higher and the sensations changed: the angle of his thrusts stirring a different part of her sex, somehow a fraction better.
'You're so fucking tight,' he repeated, and it was true. Her sex grasped his cock like a velvet fist. 'I love it, Ellie. What about you?'
'I don't know,' she whispered. At least the sensation of pain had gone, and she felt herself moving with him, but there was none of the tenderness she had expected. Beneath her hands the tempo of his movements became faster, more frenetic, and she braced to meet every thrust and her moans grew louder. She grasped him harder, hearing his promises to fill her deeper; riding the storm of his lust as he plunged harder into her tiny, thrumming body with long, deep thrusts.
A red mist descended over his eyes and his senses were filled by tightness of her cunt and the feeling of his shaft embedded in it. 'I'm going to cum,' he gasped, 'ah...ah...its too quick.' The bubble was growing in his brain, expanding like a great silver balloon to swamp every other sensation. His cock seemed to swell, the head distending as his orgasm rushed down upon him until, in an infinitesimal moment of unbearable pleasure, he felt it would burst. 'Oh, Jesus, fuck - here it comes...'
And in the moment of his climax Ellie was seized by a sudden sense of wonder. Throughout that desperate, silent coupling he had been dominant - his cock an instrument to cleave her virginity and his strength and weight pinning her to the bed like a sparrow transfixed by an arrow. She had ridden the waves of his lust, tossed and plundered like a rag doll, powerless to do anything but endure - but suddenly it was he who was helpless - like a trembling, mewling child at his mother's breast. She worked her cunt like a hungry mouth to consume his strength in long, silky jets of translucent seed, and with a song in her heart she heard his little cries and groans of helpless pleasure as she took control. Five...six...seven tight contractions, until he collapsed above her, drained and empty.
For a long time they lay still and then his weight became oppressive and she pushed him off to lie spent beside her. There was sweat on her skin, both his and hers and Ellie felt it cool in the afternoon air; and she felt the oozing warmth and wetness at her crotch. She pushed herself up and saw a bright stain of virgin blood on the sheet beneath, and white drops of seed dribbled upon it, like pearls on a crimson cushion.
And in that instant the door burst open and the room was flooded with light. Ellie turned to gape at it and her eyes were assailed by a camera's flash - once, twice, three times. Her vision blinded, she was aware only of a shrouded figure behind the lens: and then the flash was gone and there was the shrill voice of a woman betrayed.
'You fuck, Henry! You dirty little shit!'
Beside her he cringed, his body spent and his mind reeling.
'So you're fucking little whores now! Look at her...the tramp! How old is she, Henry? Older than your daughter? I don't think so! Look at her, lying in your dirty bed with your filth dribbling out of her! Was she worth it, Henry? Was she worth what I'm going to do to you?'
Ellie pulled up the sheet to cover her nakedness and the relentless words battered her brain like a little boat in a sea of fury. 'Fuck you, Henry! And this little tart! I'll break you both and then you can screw her and all the others for the rest of your miserable life in the hovel you'll call home!'
And then she was gone. Through the open door Ellie saw the woman from reception, grinning at them, laughing, and then she was gone too and there was only the two of them, cringing and ashamed.
He dropped her at the office and she crept to the washroom to straighten her hair and repair the shattered look. Beneath her dress she felt his seed oozing into her pants, a reminder of her shame and humiliation, and she wiped it away with some tissues. She should have known he was married, that it was all too good to be true. She should have guessed he was a family man. In her mind she saw his daughter, tall and straight and trusting, just as she had been, and perhaps others, too: children who loved him, who had believed in him; and she imagined the hatred that they would feel for her - the little whore who had seduced her father.
The thought was too much and she rested her head in her hands and wept: not because of him or even for what had happened - but because she had been taken for a fool.
The following morning she was handed her notice and two weeks' pay in lieu. Nothing was ever said, but she knew that his job was secure and it was she who had paid the price of his betrayal. Men looked after their own, after all.
*****
Ellie stood in Jason's bedroom and considered what was to be done.
It had been two weeks since they had gone shopping and in the last few days she'd become increasingly suspicious about a new and nasty little habit her brother had developed: and now the proof was in her hand - a crumpled pair of her panties she'd found under his pillow.
She lifted the scrap of yellow satin to her nose and was instantly assailed by the pungent aroma of semen, and she snatched it away with an expression of disgust. She felt a wave of hot anger - first his voyeurism, then the incident in the car and now this. It would have to stop. She resolved to have it out with him immediately.
He was playing a video game in the lounge and she leaned close. 'In your room now!'
'I'm busy, El.'
'Into your room now, or I'll say what I have to say here!'
Jason glanced at his mother who was looking for a sewing pattern she had lost. He could see she hadn't noticed the little drama unfolding at the other end of the room, and he decided it was better if it stayed that way, whatever it was. He shuffled to his feet and followed his sister down the corridor, her shoulders stiff with anger and outrage.
'Sit!' she closed the door and regarded his face for a moment, using the time to try and suppress the burning rage that engulfed her.
Jason sat on the edge of his bed. He had developed a fair idea of what she was going to say and his heart was hammering in his chest.
'So is there something you want to tell me?' she demanded.
'Uh - no, El. Not that I can think of.'
'Really? You haven't been doing something that you shouldn't...like keeping things of mine?'
'I don't know what you mean.'
'Well let me tell you then,' she said. 'Every day I take off my dirty clothes and put them in the laundry basket and at weekends I pop them in the washing machine. And then I hang them on the line - seven pairs of knickers, seven bras and my blouses and socks.'
'You should get Mum to do your washing, like I do.'
Ellie gave him a withering look. 'You'd think that if you put seven pairs of panties in the basket you'd get seven pairs out, wouldn't you? But for the last two weeks there's been a pair missing.'
Jason shrugged. 'I really can't help you, El. Maybe you miscounted. '
'That's what I thought the first time, but when it happened again I got curious. Who would want to steal a pair of my panties? So I had a little look around, Jason, and guess what I found?'
Jason's heart sank. 'Uh - the dog ate them?'
'We don't have a dog, Jason, but we do have a panty thief. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the crumpled briefs. 'These are mine. How did they get under your pillow?'
Jason stared at her, lost for words. 'I - uh, well -' he managed at last.
'Is that the best you can say?'
'I guess...um, well, I'm sorry, El.'
'You seem to be sorry a lot, Jason, and it doesn't seem to make any difference to your behaviour.' She examined him for a moment. He had the same beaten expression as Henry Soames at the moment his wife had found him, and she felt the scorn rise in her like a tide. She had been a sexual toy once and had learned from the experience, and nothing that a man would do would place her in that position again. Swift and humiliating action was necessary.
'So here's what we are going to do,' she continued. 'Since you like wearing my panties I'll give you a pair, and later on when Mum and Dad are out you can put them on for me.'
'What?'
'You can put them on and parade around the house for me and I'll tell you how ridiculous you look.'
'But I don't wear them!' the words were out of his mouth before he could think, and Ellie seized upon them like a shark on a drowning man's leg.
'Really? Well, what do you do with them?'
'I, um, well, I just touch them.'
'Touch them? Touch them with what? Your hands? Your nose?' she was unrelenting. 'Or perhaps you touch them with something else?'
'I just hold them,' he muttered, 'that's all.'
Ellie's face brightened. 'Ah, well, that's easy then! You can just hold them for me later on, and I'll still tell you how ridiculous you look.' She glanced at her watch. 'Shall we say, four o'clock?'
'I won't do it,' he said sullenly. 'It's private.'
'What I was doing the other day was private too, Jason, but you didn't have any problem watching me. ' Her voice had a hard edge to it. 'I want you to see how stupid this all is - how stupid you are, doing this to me.'
'I won't do it.' His face was red.
'Well, let's go and tell Mum how you like sniffing my pants.' Ellie turned towards the door, still clutching the scrap of satin. She had a determined look on her face.
'No! Wait...' he looked like a deer trapped in a hunter's lights. 'All right - I'll do it - but you just watch me holding them, right?'
Ellie unfurled the panties in her hand and waved them like a little flag. The crusty stain he had left on the front was clearly visible and he knew she would have seen it too, and would know what it was. 'No,' she said sweetly, 'I'll watch you do exactly what you did to these,' and she turned on her heel and walked out of the door.
Jason sat on the bed and thought about what had just happened. He'd taken the panties of course, and slunk back to his room with them like a thief in the night; and he'd used them to remind him of Ellie on her bed. Afterwards he'd stuffed them under his pillow still damp from his semen, and never given a moment's thought to whether she would notice their absence - but now he was caught, and she apparently wanted to watch him doing it again. So what the hell was going on? Was this the start of something between them? He thought not: there was nothing in what she'd said or done to suggest that - it was more likely she was simply trying to shame him.
With a sigh he got to his feet. There were things to be done and he'd try and forget what she wanted. Maybe she'd change her mind before then.
*
Ellie tapped on his door at four o'clock precisely. He was on his bed reading and looked up as she entered.
'You're not really going to make me do this, are you?' he asked.
'Sure I am. Why wouldn't I?'
'Because it's really weird.'
Ellie fixed her brother with a glittering eye. 'In the last two weeks you've spied on me naked, prodded your cock in my lap and then tossed off into my pants. That's weird, little brother, and this little exercise is to show you how bizarre and ridiculous it all is.'
'Jesus, El! If you think this is going to -'
'I don't think, Jason, I know! So stop whining and get started, or get ready to explain to Mum what you've been up to.'
Jason set down the book and lay back in his bed. 'So how do you want me to do it?' he asked in a sulky voice.



His sister laughed. 'You're asking me how to play with your dick?'
'No. I'm asking you how you want me to do it in front of you.'
Ellie pulled the chair from under the computer desk and straddled it, her legs long and smooth and her dress rucked up around her crotch. 'It's easy,' she said. 'I sit here and watch - and you lie on the bed and do it.'
Jason looked at his sister with a sullen expression but he could see she was determined. He slowly undid his jeans and pulled them down around his buttocks to reveal a pair of black boxers. There was no trace of an erection under the thin fabric.
'I think it's dropped off,' she remarked.
He shook his head. 'I can't get excited like this...I feel like a piece of meat on a slab.'
'Well, now you know how I felt when you were watching me. Try harder.'
'I can't, El.'
'Maybe I'll tell all my friends that my brother can't get it up.'
'Guys can only do it if they're excited.'
'So get excited,' Ellie said. 'Think of something sexy.'
Jason thrust his hand under his boxers and massaged his cock for a few seconds. 'It's no good,' he announced. 'I can't do it.' He retrieved his hand and started to pull up his jeans.
'Ah, ah - not so fast. You don't get out of it that easy.' She looked at him for a few moments. 'Use the panties you stole.'
'I can't. You took them back.'
'Use these then.' She stood up and her hands vanished under her skirt to retrieve the pair she was wearing. They were small and white and Jason stared as they slithered down her thighs and onto the floor. He'd never had a pair that she'd just been wearing and his cock hardened rapidly at the thought they would still be warm from her pussy.
'Uh, sure,' he said. His mouth was suddenly dry. 'Pass them here.'
'Pull your pants down first.' There was a strange tone to Ellie's voice.
He pulled down his briefs and his cock sprang out, stiff and bobbing. Ellie stooped to pick them up and walked over to the bed. For a moment she stared down at him without speaking, and then she dropped them on his chest.
Jason pressed his sister's warm panties to his nose and the bouquet trapped within the thin fabric suddenly swamped his senses: a trace of acrid sweat and fragrant perfume, overshadowed by the subtle aroma of his her sex, rich and enticing. The odour was stronger than in the previous pair he had stolen and in a moment of insight he understood that it had betrayed her true emotions: not bored recrimination, as she had indicated, but heightened sexual arousal at what was about to happen.
In an instant his embarrassment was replaced by a warm glow of excitement, and he seized his cock with his right hand and began to pump it slowly. A shaft of afternoon sunlight painted the room in a soft hue and in its golden light he saw her leaning forward with an expression of intense interest on her face. Her lips were slightly apart, the tip of her little pink tongue peeping from between them, and a faint flush of colour stained her cheeks.
'I can smell you,' he whispered. 'On your pants...it's lovely.' His hand moved faster, pulling the foreskin back with each stroke so the swollen head of his cock was fully exposed. 'Do you like watching me?'
'Shhhh. Don't talk - just do it.' her voice was breathless.
Jason closed his eyes and remembered what she had looked like on the bed: slim and vital and perfect. He recalled the shape of her mouth as she worked at herself, her lips apart and the glint of her little white teeth just visible, and the dark fringe of her lashes upon her cheeks. Her knees had been bent, legs apart, and he remembered the shine of her juices on the dildo and the way her cunt lips had dragged at the shiny plastic as she plunged it back and forth.
She'd been outraged when she saw him, but in his fantasy he'd changed the story: envisaging how she'd opened her eyes and found him there, and the gleam of interest in her grey eyes as she read his expression of longing. How he'd walked across the room and stood above her, looking down as she slid the toy in and out, and all the time her eyes were on his face: defiant, hooded, bright with sexual awareness. Daring him to look but not touch, wanting him to want her. She'd pulled the vibrator clear and he'd seen the warm flesh of her inside, pink and clean and fresh with a light froth of cream upon the lips; and then she'd laughed and plunged it back inside and her mouth had opened in a silent 'O' of pleasure as she felt herself filled.
And now, in the silence of his room as his sister watched him, the fresh odour of her panties provided a new fantasy - how he might have touched her. He envisaged the hard rubbery feel of her nipples and the warm plasticity of her breasts. He imagined how he'd trailed his fingers over the flat plain of her belly to the gossamer tuft of hair nestled at the juncture of her thighs and how he'd touched her pussy, felt the oily slipperiness of her juices, slipped a finger inside her. He knew it would be tight - much tighter than Mary's had been, and in his mind he found it so. He could feel the warm sucking strength of her cunt as his fingers slid inside, feel the power of her muscles gripping him. And in his fantasy his cock was bursting in his pants and he unzipped and pulled it free, his hand stroking it, pulling it; and he saw the expression of raw lust on her face as she lay beneath him, waiting for his seed.
'Jesus, El - you want it, don't you?' he grunted, and in his vision she nodded, her mouth smiling up at him and her body still, waiting to be painted. He saw her mouth open and he pressed closer, pumping his cock with a frenzied fist as the rising tide of his cum rose like an hungry shark to engulf him.
With a hoarse cry Jason spurted, and in his mind the long jets struck his sister's face to lie in long translucent streaks across her cheeks and to jet between the soft pink lips. It coated her little white teeth in a clinging layer and it drooled into the cavern of her mouth in slimy strands to paint her tongue and dribble into her throat. And all the time her eyes were on his face: inscrutable, aware, wanting.
And as the last vestiges of his fantasy faded away Jason opened his eyes and looked at his sister across the room. She was staring at the pool of cum on his belly, startlingly white against his skin, and there was a flush of high colour in her cheeks. Neither spoke for a long moment, and then she dragged her eyes to his face. 'I - I have to go,' she said, and her voice was gusty and uncertain.
'El, wait -' he said, but she had gone, and there was only the crumpled panties in his hand and the fragrance of her perfume in the room to remind him that she had been there at all.
*****
Ellie went to bed early and tried to read her book but the image of Jason's cock kept stealing into her mind, as unwelcome as a fox in a chicken pen. She tried to force it from her mind but it would not go - it stuck there in exquisite detail: every throb, twitch and spurt in glorious technicolour. Perhaps more disturbing, though, was the knowledge she had enjoyed watching when she should have been disgusted, and she needed to understand why that should be so.
Jason's cock was the first she'd seen since her affair with Henry Soames a year before. That sorry event had convinced her that men were only after one thing: and the price was too high. The shame and disgrace had had a profound effect on her - principally, a deep distrust of men in general, and married men in particular. Since then she had abstained from any relationship at all.
But the affair had also awakened her: she had enjoyed the sex, even though it had been one sided, and she was smart enough to know that it could be so much better if she found the right person: someone who could offer what she wanted without or complication. But in the meantime she developed a whole range of techniques to satisfy herself, including the use of pornography, a range of toys and a vivid imagination. She had fun and it was safe, and so it was the perfect solution - and in time, Ellie Paige had become convinced that she really didn't need anything more.
And now that certainty was gone, blown away in a few shattering minutes, for she had found that watching Jason had been so much better than watching porn - for it was there: right in front of her, an amazing, thick, hard cock. She could see it in all its glory, hear the little sucking noises as his skin moved back and forth and smell the rank odour of his excitement. All of these had moved her in a way that she had never expected, and she suddenly realised that solo sex was like drinking alone: a lonely exercise that took you on a road to nowhere.
But the most shocking thing was that it was her brother's cock that aroused her - her brother's, for God's sake - and she had been the cause of his excitement. She remembered how it had reared up as she slid her panties off; and she heard again his whispered words: I can smell you, Ellie...its lovely. She recalled too the expression in his eyes as he inhaled her scent; and how she had watched, mesmerised, as he played out a fantasy in his head. What had he been thinking? Was it just an image of his sister with a vibrator in her cunt, or had there been more? Had he imagined touching her, tasting her...fucking her? Had he dreamed that she was complicit too, and that the searing jets of seed that splashed across his belly were deep inside her instead?
The notion that Jason wanted to fuck her was a potent thought, and Ellie's fingers crept to her pussy. Sex with her brother...hitherto undreamed, banned...forbidden; a taboo in every civilised society. She knew it was unacceptable. She knew it could never happen - and yet...the thought was intoxicating. And there was nothing wrong with fantasies, was there? It could not hurt to imagine...to play out a dream in your head. Nobody would ever know, and nobody would ever get hurt for it was only a game, wasn't it?
And so she gave in to the flickering pictures in her head: imagining how they would talk and touch and taste, and how the cock that she had watched that very afternoon would feel as it slid into her body, and how she would ride him until he spurted his incestuous seed into her greedy, grasping body.
And as she dreamed her fingers moved restlessly over the fat wet lips of her cunt and the waves of pleasure washed through her, she wondered if Jason was imagining it too, and she hoped that it was so.
*****
Jason was normally late for breakfast but Ellie found him in the kitchen munching on a piece of toast. His eyes flicked to her as soon as she entered the room and a small smile played around his lips.
'Good morning, Sis.'
'Hi Jason.' She wasn't sure what to make of his expression - he seemed...bolder, somehow.
'Did you sleep well?'
She shrugged. 'I guess.'
'I did too. Really well.'
Ellie switched on the kettle without replying and waited whilst it boiled. Clearly yesterday's events of hadn't intimidated him at all.
'Do you fancy doing anything today?' he asked.
'Like what?'
'Jeez - I don't know. Go to the shops, hang out.'
'I've got work this afternoon.' Ellie was doing casual work at the library.
'Well, what about taking in a movie tonight?'
She glanced at him sharply. 'Really?'
'Sure. There's that new Chris Evans movie...you know, um, Before we Go. '
Ellie laughed. 'That's a chick flick! Why the hell would you want to see that?'
'Because you like Chris Evans.'
'But you don't. So what's going on?'
He shrugged. 'Nothing. I just thought it would be nice to hang out with you, and I figured that's what you'd like to see. The other option is the new Terminator movie.'
She scrunched up her nose. 'I like the first choice better.'
'Great! It starts at seven, so we can have a pizza afterwards'
'I haven't agreed yet.'
'Come on, El - you'll enjoy it...and I'll pay.'
Ellie regarded him with astonishment. Jason never paid for anything he didn't have to, and yet here he was volunteering to put his hand in his pocket. It was clearly connected to what had happened between them, but she wasn't sure how. Perhaps it would be useful to find out.
She set down her coffee on the table and sat down. 'All right, but I'll pay my share. What time are we leaving?'
'Six thirty.' He swallowed the last bit of toast and stood up. 'I'll see you later then.'
Ellie nodded, observing his freshly washed jeans and a red shirt, unlike his usual scungy style, and she thought that he looked good. A sudden image of him on his bed stole into her mind, his cock as hard as a truncheon, and her eyes slid to his crotch to rest there for a moment before she dragged them back to his face.
'Uh - what car are we using?' she asked in some confusion. He had seen where she was looking and a blush of colour rose to her face.
'Mine or Mum's - whichever you prefer.'
'Last time I sat in yours I nearly caught something unpleasant. Let's use Mum's.'
He nodded and turned away, a small smile on his face, and she had the uneasy feeling that he knew exactly what she'd been thinking.
*
Jason settled into his seat and handed her a menu. 'So what did you think of the flick?'
'So - so. I've seen worse.'
'Me too.' His eyes scanned over the selection. 'I might have a meat lovers with extra pepperoni tonight. You're a meat lover, aren't you?'
Ellie chose to ignore the innuendo. 'Sure. That'll do me.'
'All right.' He caught the waitresses' attention and she came over and took their order, her cleavage peeping out from the top of her blouse.
'Put your tongue away, Jason,' she said as the girl left, 'she looks about twelve years old.'
'Nobody has tits like that at twelve.'
'I did, but I guess you didn't notice.'
'I did so. Mum caught me looking once and told me she'd send me to boarding school if I did it again.'
'Jesus! Really?'
'No. But she did remind me you were my sister. That's before you started wearing bras, so it was hard not to notice.'
Ellie laughed. 'Yeah. They sort of sprang up overnight didn't they? I wondered why she suddenly bought me a bra.' She took a sip of her drink. 'Did you really perve on me? I wish I'd noticed - it would have been worth so many favour points.'
Jason laughed with her. 'That would have been so unfair - I was only eleven El, and I hardly knew what tits were for. When I looked at yours it was just idle curiosity.'
'Yeah, I bet,' she appraised her brother. 'Which brings us to tonight. Why did you ask me out?'
'I told you - I figured it would be nice to spend a bit of time together.'
'You could tell me pigs might fly, Jason, and I wouldn't believe that either.'
He held up his hands in mock supplication. 'But you're having a nice time, right? And I am too. That's what brothers and sisters do.'
'It doesn't have anything to do with what happened in your room yesterday?' she asked suspiciously.
Jason put on a pained expression. 'How could you think that?'
'Because I know you.' She picked up a glass and fiddled with the stem, thinking. 'I suppose we should talk about it,' she said as the waitress appeared. The girl placed their order on the table and simpered at Jason before flouting away with a flourish of her skirts.
'She's definitely got the hots for you, Bro,' Ellie observed as she disappeared.
'Apparently she's only twelve.' He said dryly. He took a slice of pizza and transferred it to his plate. 'So what were you going to say?'
'What? Oh, that - yeah, I was going to say that we should talk about it - you know, clear the air a bit. I don't want you to get the wrong idea about what happened.'
'I'm listening.'
'Well, that's what I wanted to say - I don't want you to get the wrong idea.'
'I see.' Jason's eyes were on her face. 'And what would that be?'
'That there was anything remotely erotic about what happened. I was just -'
'But you did think that,' he interrupted. 'I saw you, El. You were as turned on as I was.'
'That's not true.'
'Sure it is. Your face was as red as a beetroot and you beat the 100 metre world sprinting record when I finished, although I'm not sure what the hurry was. Perhaps you had some business of your own to attend to -'
'Don't be absurd. I thought the whole thing was pretty boring, if you must know.'
'- and I could hear you squelching as you ran out. Admit it - your pussy was like a swamp.'
Ellie shook her head. 'Now you're being crude. The only one who was wet was you, Jason, and we both saw that. ' She remembered his sperm, pumping as thick as clotted cream across the pale skin of his belly.
Jason laughed. 'Hey, eat some pizza.' He watched her pick up a slice and bite into it. Even the way she ate was erotic, with those little white teeth tearing into the food and soft pink lips smeared with grease. He felt the sudden urge to lean forward and kiss them. 'Look - you can deny it all you like, Sis, but I know what I saw.'
Both were silent for a while, taking stock of what the other had said. 'Even if you are right,' she said at length, '- which you are not, it still means nothing.'
'Well that depends.'
'Depends on what?'
'On what happens next.'
Ellie stared at him. 'I told you that this would go no further. We both had a bit of fun, Jason, that's all.'
'So you did enjoy it. I knew you had.' He smiled at his sister. 'And I did too, Sis. Look, here's how I see it. Neither of us has a great love life - at least, mine isn't.' He smiled ruefully. 'Even I can see that Mary Ellis wasn't the finest in the land - and I figure your conquests haven't been too crash hot either. When was the last time you went out with a guy? A year...two years? I can't remember when you did.' He searched her eyes, waiting for a denial but there was none. 'So here we are, El, the two of us - deserving more but getting nothing, lonely and frustrated, wondering where in the hell all the fun in our lives went - and then - wham! we find it right under our noses.' He grasped her arm, the skin soft and warm under his touch. 'And its as hot as hell, El - even you would have to admit that. So what's the harm? We could just have a bit of fun and nobody gets hurt - not you, not me. And when it's time to stop we will.'
'So what did you have in mind?' She couldn't believe he was saying it...couldn't believe she was listening, and his touch burned like hot coals on her arm.
Jason shrugged. 'Just more of the same, you know? A bit of watching...perhaps some touching -'
'But no sex, right...like, you know -' she glanced around to ensure no one was in earshot. '- like full on...doing it?'
'No...no. I know that's too far. I'm just talking about -'
'You're talking about fooling around with your sister, Jason! Jesus, listen to yourself! Do you know what would happen if anyone found out?'
'But they won't,' he said earnestly, 'and anyway, isn't that what makes it so exciting?' he stopped and searched her face for a moment, reading her expression. 'Look - did you get turned on yesterday? - yes or no.'
'A bit.'
'It was more than a bit, El. I saw your face, I saw what you were thinking. So, was it more exciting than what you've been getting?'
Ellie thought about the question. The last time had been with Henry Soames - a sad and sordid little episode that had unlocked her sexuality and left it unsatisfied, like an open sore that needed scratching. And there'd been nothing since, other than a couple of dates that weren't even worth remembering. Jason was right, getting nothing was not a good option - what were the words he had used? Lonely and frustrated... which just about summed it up.
'Yes,' she whispered. 'Yes, it was better.'
'So what have we got to lose?'
'More than you can possibly imagine.'



Despite her words Jason saw that she was interested. 'Look,' he said, 'just look around you El, and tell me if you'd want anyone here.' He nodded his head at a group of three teenagers at a nearby table. 'What about them? I'm sure they'd like to dip their dirty little wicks in you and tell their mates about the little slut they made out with. Or him -' His eyes flicked to an older man with his family 'I'm sure he'd love to have a piece of you too, but I bet he wouldn't tell the little woman at home with the kids. Or what about that guy over there? Can you imagine sleeping with him? You'd need to boil yourself in disinfectant afterwards.' He smiled at his sister. 'They've all got baggage, just like anyone else you see. Isn't that right?'
Ellie looked at each the men he had indicated. Jason's point was exaggerated, she knew: if it were true nobody would ever hook up with anybody and the human race would expire. But perversely, because of Henry Soames he was right - even though he couldn't know why.
'Now look at me,' he continued. 'I'm a good bet, Sis, and you know that. You don't have to give me anything you don't want to. It will be safe, discreet and fun. So why not take the chance?'
She turned her eyes on her brother. He was leaning forward with an intense expression on his face, and she realised that although she had lived with him all her life she really hadn't looked at him before - not in this way, at least. She tried to imagine how she would feel if he wasn't family - would she be attracted? He was handsome, that was for sure, and although he could be irritating, annoying and sometimes a downright pain in the ass he was, essentially, honest and kind hearted. She thought that he loved her, too - not in the way that lovers might, but as a person, and that counted for a lot.
But would he be like the others? Did he just want to play and then discard her like a piece of trash?
'So why me?' she asked. 'You could have any girl you wanted.'
Jason laughed softly. 'My record is shit, El, maybe because I haven't found anyone who turned me on.' He licked his lips and for the first time she understood he was nervous. 'Until now, that is.'
'You think flattery will get you what you want?'
'No, no, I don't - but its true. I - uh, well, I think you are everything I've ever wanted.' He laughed softly. 'That sounds really corny I know, but it's true.'
Ellie regarded him for a long moment. For the last few nights she had laid in her bed and fantasised about the very things he was now suggesting - but there was a huge difference between thinking about it and doing it. It was crazy talk...stupid and reckless - but why not? Why not take a chance? He was a safe bet, just as he had said.
'I'll think about it,' she replied at last.
Jason nodded. 'Thank you.' He glanced at the few remaining slices of their dinner. 'Do you want any more?'
'I'm done.'
'Would you like to go somewhere else? I know a nice bar around the corner.'
She shook her head. 'Let's go home, Jason.'
They didn't speak on the way home, for both were thinking of what had been said. Jason marvelled that he had had the courage to say what he had, and wondered if she had been offended; and he thought that perhaps he could have said it better - but what was done was done. She was thinking about it, anyway, and he was content to let her do so in silence.
Ellie's mind was in turmoil. She had gone to the flicks with her same old brother and now, a few hours later, was sitting next to a new one who had boldly asked to share her bed. The thought excited and terrified her. All of the reasons she shouldn't do it filled her mind: fear of discovery, fear that it would go too far - fear that things would never, ever, be the same again. She thought that it was lunacy - that she should end it now, before they both got hurt: but the worm of desire in her heart craved for the excitement that he had promised.
Jason drove into the garage and turned off the ignition. They sat for a moment in the silence, listening to the ticking of the engine as it cooled. The car's headlights reflected off the garage wall to illuminate his face: filled with an expression of longing. She felt her heart swell suddenly, filled with an irrepressible need that could not be denied, and she turned her face to his and he leaned over and kissed her.
It was a kiss unlike any she had experienced before: soft and filled with tenderness. For a moment she sat stunned, and then his hand cupped her face and the tip of his tongue brushed hers, and in an instant she felt her insides melting. Little tingles of electricity seemed to flow through her body, as if long dormant nerve endings were suddenly awakening, and she felt her body arch in response as she opened her lips to accept him.
It seemed to go on forever, each moment better than the last. Her senses tingled as if he had magically awoken them: every touch and taste and sound somehow intensified a thousandfold: the creak of the seat as she moved, the soft whisper of his breath and the taste of his mouth; his fingers on her skin. She felt the pounding of her heart, like a drummer's beat - boom, boom, boom and a sudden bloom of moisture at the juncture of her thighs, seeping into her pants. In sudden desperation she grasped his head, her fingers in the strands of his hair, and she held him closer and felt as if her heart would burst.
At last he broke free. 'We'd better go in,' he gasped. His voice was ragged with emotion. 'They would have heard the car.'
'Yes, yes.' She was confused, dazed by what had happened. 'I - uh, I'll think about it, Bro...you know, what you said.' He said nothing but she could see him nod, a little movement that reflected the hope, a wish, in his dark eyes.
'I promise,' she whispered, 'I'll let you know.'
'I could come tonight. If you leave your door ajar I'll know.'
Ellie stepped from the car and looked back at him. 'No,' she said. 'No, no - it's too soon, Jason - I...I need time to think. I must think,' and she turned and ran, her mind reeling and filled with fear and exhilaration.
Jason climbed out of the car and locked the garage door, and walked slowly to the house. His mother was there and she looked up as he entered.
'Is everything alright, dear?'
'Sure Mum. We had a nice time.'
'It's just that Ellie - well, she seemed out of sorts,' she said. 'She just ran upstairs with hardly a word.'
'She's fine, Mum. She was complaining about a sore tummy earlier, so its probably just that.'
'Did you lock the car?'
'I did.' He smiled at his mother, noticing for the first time the little mannerisms she shared with her daughter: the way she held her hands, the way her eyes crinkled at the corners when she smiled. It was as if his awareness of Ellie had opened his eyes to other things, too.
'Will you be staying up?'
Jason glanced at his watch. 'I might do a bit of work in my room,' he said. 'Goodnight, Mum.' He bent to her face for a kiss.
'Good night, son.' She watched him walk to the door. 'Jason.'
'Yes?'
'Are you sure everything is good between you and Ellie?'
'I'm sure Mum,' he said, and he hoped that it was true
*
Ellie turned out the light and lay in the darkness of her room, thinking. She had done so since coming home, but somehow nothing had been resolved: the river of her thoughts poured through her head in a torrent of conflicting emotions. She remembered his words in the restaurant: You're everything I've ever wanted...I'm a safe bet... take a chance, and she recalled the taste of his mouth and the softness of his breath. She saw again the look in his eyes, like those of a lover; and she remembered the frantic beating of her heart when he kissed her.
Cold logic told her that what he wanted could only lead to ruin and despair and she should move on and forget; and then she felt his lips on hers and heard again his final whisper: if you leave your door ajar.. . and her heart sang out. I want him. I want to do this. Just a few more kisses, nothing more. She rose on silent feet to open the door but the little voice of reason called out again, telling her that the price was far too high; and so she sank back on the bed and the cycle of her thoughts rolled through her head in a cycle of indecision - don't do it, don't do it...but I want him, I need him.
Jason heard his parents climb the stairs and the click of their bedroom door, and he waited in the darkness of his room. He had tried to work but could not, for visions of his sister filled his mind. A week ago he could not have imagined thinking this way, but now it consumed him...she consumed him. He had tried to reason too, but the same answer came back every time: I want her. He glanced at the clock beside his bed and saw it was past eleven, and he waited still, his heart beating in the quiet of the night, waiting until the house was truly asleep.
At half past eleven he slipped from his room. The house was in darkness and he made his way slowly, his fingers on the wall as he crept down the corridor. A floorboard creaked under his foot and he stopped to listen, his heart beating fast, but there was no other sound and he edged forward again until he was at her door. He had promised himself to turn back if it was shut - for trust was a precious thing, but it was too dark to tell and so he pushed it gently with his hand, and with a leap of joy he felt it open.
Ellie was listening to the sounds of the house: branches on the window scratching in the night breeze; the click of the roof cooling and the soft call of a nightbird from the garden. She heard a creak of a floorboard and her heart soared, pounding, pounding; but then it was quiet and part of her was glad - and then she heard the creak of the hinges and saw a patch of pale grey at the door where before there had been black.
And then he was at her bed, his fingers reaching out to touch the curtain of her hair and her eyes and nose and mouth. He heard her breath, as gentle as a whisper in the wind, and beneath his fingers he imagined he could feel her heart beating like a trapped bird.
'I'm frightened, Jay,' she said softly, and he smiled at the old nickname she had used as a child when they played together. It brought back memories of how she'd climb into his bed and they'd whisper stories to one another until their mother scolded them to go to sleep. And now he was at her bed again but for a very different reason.
'Suppose they find us?' she asked.
'They're asleep, El.'
'But suppose they wake up?'
'They won't. There's no reason for them to come in here.'
He felt her nod in the darkness, but her body was tense. 'We need some rules, Jay. Touching only. You can't put anything into me - fingers...whatever. Just touching, right?' She obviously been thinking about it.
'Yes.'
'And if either one of us wants to stop at any time, the other must.'
'Yes.'
'I mean it. Say it.'
'If either wants to stop the other must.'
'And the touching only bit.'
'Only touching,' he said. Just saying the word was exciting.
'All right.' He felt the bedclothes lifting. 'Get in, you're cold.'
Jason slipped into bed beside his sister. It was too dark to see but his other senses were filled by her presence: the warmth of her body pressed against close, the smell of her skin and fragrance of perfume. He leaned forward and found her mouth and her lips opened under his, just as they had in the car. There was a hint of toothpaste on her breath and the scent of apple in her hair, and his cock hardened rapidly.
She felt it pressing against her and giggled softly in the darkness. 'Did I do that?'
'What?'
'That telephone pole I can feel.'
'You sure did.'
'Last time I saw that you'd been sniffing my pants. Have you been at it again?'
'Nope, but I will if you want me to.'
Ellie laughed, a low throaty chuckle. 'I'm not wearing any.'
Jason's cock twitched at the thought that it was only a few inches away from her bare pussy. He disengaged his hand from her shoulder and slid it down over her belly, heading south. She was wearing a night dress of some kind and the material felt slippery under his fingers.
'What are you doing?' Ellie whispered.
'Just checking.' He moved over the curve of her hip and down one delicious thigh to where the garment ended, but he could find no trace of any panty line.
'I told you.' There was laughter in her voice.
Jason reversed the movement and his hand tracked upwards, sliding under her nightie, moving slowly to the juncture of her thighs. She drew in her breath sharply as his fingertips touched her there. 'Ah...ah! Jesus, your fingers are cold!'
'Do you want me to stop?'
'Uh, no. I'll warm them up.'
She would too, he thought. He could feel the heat of her body radiating from under his fingers and he held them there for a few moments, his heart thudding, before sliding them gently over her mound. There were wisps of hair under his fingers, as fine and soft as gossamer, and a trace of dampness as he dipped towards her sex.
Ellie shifted slightly and the gap between her legs opened to allow him greater access. He pressed deeper until he could reach the lips of her pussy and was rewarded by a low groan.
'Ah, ah...yes, that's nice Jay - just there...just like that.'
'You're wet,' he observed. Her juice was on his fingertips, as slippery as oil.
Ellie didn't reply. She closed her eyes and rode the long waves of pleasure as his fingers moved lightly over the warm folds of her sex. This was nothing like Henry Soames with his soft white body and barren kisses - this was so much better. The smell and taste and touch of her brother was electric, like nothing else she had ever experienced
Jason moved his hand to grasp the roundness of one buttock. It filled his hand like an orange, round and firm and perfect. She lifted her thigh over his leg to open herself and he brushed his fingertips over the crinkled flesh of her anus and then the soft, wet lips of her vulva. She was so small: the gap between them was nothing, and he strummed between the two openings, smearing the juice from her cunt to her rosebud.
Ellie lifted her face from his and buried her face in his shoulder and her body twitched and trembled under his touch, and her voice was broken and disjointed. 'Fuck, Jason! Ah, yes...yes - do it! Just - yes, just - there...harder -'
He was guided by her gasps and the little broken words and movements of her body. He curled his fingers further, reaching round to the very juncture of her sex, his fingers almost parallel with the opening to her body. Heat was radiating from her vulva like a furnace, and its fat wet lips sucked at him like a grasping mouth as his fingertips danced on her clit. Her body was twitching with every touch and the cloying smell of her arousal assailed his nostrils.
'Push your fingers in,' she gasped. 'Ah, yes, yes...like that Jay.'
Jason pressed his middle finger into his sister's cunt. He could feel the sucking tightness of her flesh as it slid in, tight and resilient, and he began to move it back and forth. Her juices bathed his hand, oozing over his knuckles, and her groans grew louder. 'Fuck,' she moaned, 'ah, fuck, Jay. That's...lovely. Push it in...yes, yes.' She slipped her hand between their bodies and seized his cock, and she began to pump it in time with his fingers. 'Imagine it inside me,' she whispered. Her voice was close to his ear. 'It's right inside Jay, pressing up into me...do you like that?'
An image flared in Jason's mind: his sister lying beneath him, watching as he penetrated her for the first time. He envisaged the blaze in her eyes as the bulbous head of his cock crowned into her vulva and heard the hiss of her breath as his shaft levered apart the reluctant flesh to bury itself deeper. How tight would she be? He could barely get his finger inside, yet alone the thickness of his cock. The thought aroused him further and he felt a dribble of lubricant escape from his shaft to smear over her wrist. Her hand felt tiny against him and he imagined it curled small and white around his thickness, and how her mouth might look as she struggled to take him between those perfect pink lips. The image excited him further and he felt the first seeds of his orgasm growing in his brain.
'I'm going to cum, El,' he whispered. 'It's coming.'
'Do it on me,' she demanded. 'Kneel up, Jay...do it on me.' She flung back the bedclothes and hoisted up her nightie to lie naked before him. 'Sit up...yes, that's it.'
Jason scrambled to his knees in the darkness. His hand was on his rod, stroking it, feeling the growing storm building in his head. Her warmth was beneath him somewhere but it was too dark to see. 'Where are you?' he whispered.
Ellie reached out her hand and touched him: the feeling of his thigh, the curve of his hip. She discerned he was above her and to one side and she wriggled closer, moving one hand to grasp the root of his cock whilst the other stole to her sex. It was soaking, sopping wet and she plunged a finger between the lips and moved it in cadence with his pumping. 'I'm here, Jay,' she called softly. 'I'm naked. Cum on me...cum on your sister. Spray your juice over me.'
With a hoarse cry Jason exploded: five...six long, jets spraying into the darkness. Somewhere beneath him he could hear Ellie moaning too, a soft low wail as the splattering warmth of his seed triggered her own climax. She clutched his cock in an iron grip to point it like a hose...seven...eight...long ribbons, each more intense than the last, made more so because she was there, bathing in it, her face upturned and her body twitching as his seed rained down. In the darkness he could hear her whimpering and the creak of the mattress springs as she twitched under the deluge.
And then the waves of pleasure withdrew and there was only the low panting of their breath, and her whispered words: 'Jesus, Jason, you've drowned me!' and she fumbled in the darkness to find his hand. 'Here - feel it!'
She guided him to her body and he felt his sperm painted in long streaks on the warm, living flesh; across the little flat belly and the mounds of her delicious breasts. Her nipples were slippery with his juice and there was a little pool of cum at the juncture of her neck, thick and glutenous on his fingers, and slimy droplets lay on her cheeks and nose and chin like chips of liquid opal.
'I wish I could see you,' he whispered, and it was true. The vision of her little body painted in his seed would be a sight to remember. 'Can I, uh, turn on the light?'
'No! No...they might see it.' Ellie's fear had returned and cold reality was replacing arousal. She reached up and touched his face. 'You must go, Jay.'
'But I want to stay. I can - well, last longer the next time.'
'I know...but can you imagine what they would do if they found us? You naked in my bed and me covered in your cum?'
'But -'
'No!' Her voice was firm. 'Remember what you promised.'
'Can we do it again?' his voice was dull with disappointment, 'tomorrow?'
'I don't know' she said. 'We'll see.'
Jason leaned forward and found her mouth with his. He could smell the rank odour of his semen on her skin and taste its pungent flavour on her lips. 'All right, but I won't give up you know,' he whispered. 'Not ever,' and he rose from her bed on silent feet and was gone.
Ellie found a tissue in the bedside drawer and wiped herself as best she could, and then lay back to think. It was crazy to even think of ever doing this again. She remembered the bitter, angry words of Henry Soames' wife and the feeling of shame and degradation she had felt - and she knew it would be nothing compared to the humiliation if she and Jay were discovered. She imagined her mother's face as her world collapsed, and her father's fury. She saw her friends turn away in disgust and a life of shame and despair replace all that she had, and she was appalled at the stupidity of what she had done.



But she was aroused, too. She could feel her heart thudding, thudding, like the frantic beat of a drum. It was stupid, yes - but it was also the most exciting thing she had ever done in her life. She felt again the warmth of her brother's seed as it splattered like hot rain on her body, and the surge of lust that seized her: the irrepressible need to bathe in it, to gulp it down like clotted cream, to drown in it. The door that Henry Soames had unlocked but never opened had suddenly swung wide, and she loved what was on the other side. Jason was right: fooling around with your brother was amazing, and although she was walking a tightrope she could no more abandon it than saw off her hands with a blunt knife.
And so Ellen Elizabeth Paige drifted off to sleep in a state of excited trepidation, dreaming of how she would play the game and how much fun it would be.
(To be continued)
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'You look tired, Ellie. Are you feeling all right?' Susie Paige's voice was filled with concern as she rested her hand on her daughter's forehead.
'Yeah, I'm right Mum,' Ellie mumbled, 'I just didn't sleep too well.'
'How is your tummy?' She regarded her daughter with concern. 'Did I hear you get up in the night?'
'Uh - yes. I had to go to the loo a couple of times.'
'I thought it was you. I nearly got up to check but I figured you'd call me if you needed help. Are you sure you feel all right?'
'I'm fine, Mum.' Ellie wondered if she'd noticed her turn two shades paler at the thought of what her mother might have found. 'I'd better just go and -'
But Susie was in a mood to chat. 'It's nice to see you getting on with your brother a bit better,' she observed.
'I've always got on with Jay, Mum.'
'Well, you know - you went out with him last night...that's nice. You haven't done that for a while.'
'We are brother and sister. It's important to get on.' Ellie remembered how she'd found clumps of his sperm in her hair that morning. Some way to get on.
'Your Dad and I were talking about being a family just yesterday,' Suzie continued, 'and we thought we'd like to go off for a few days somewhere - just the four of us. What do you think?'
'What about work?'
'It would be over the August long weekend. We'd be back by Tuesday.'
'But that's only next week! You'd never find anywhere to stay.'
Her mother beamed at her. 'One of my friends booked a two bedroom cottage on the Norfolk Broads,' she said, 'but her mum's sick so they can't go.'
'So I'd be sharing a room with Jay?'
'Yes, but as you are getting on so well that won't be a problem will it?'
'But what about Dad...I mean, he's never around.' Ellie was reeling at the thought of being alone in a room with Jason all night. 'I'm surprised he can find the time.'
'He's promised,' her mother was beaming again. 'It's such a good opportunity, Ellie - God knows when we might all have the chance again.'
Ellie considered for a moment. The very first thing that had popped into her head when she woke was the memory of her brother's sperm raining down on her in the darkness. She'd lifted the bedclothes and peered down at her body, half expecting to see smears of it still on her skin, but it had all gone. The smell hadn't though - it filled her senses, rich and thick and and pervasive - the aroma of sex. She'd breathed it in and it brought back every emotion: the fear and guilt and the excitement of the forbidden.
'So what do you think, Ellie?' her mother asked again.
'Have you asked Jason?'
'I haven't seen him, but I'm sure he'd be interested.'
I'm sure too Ellie thought. We'll be sharing a room. The thought both terrified and thrilled her. Separate rooms provided a degree of control that sharing would remove, and she had no intention of allowing full-on sex. Still, it was an exciting thought.
'I'd love to come,' she said.
'Lovely. Look - why don't you speak to Jason? He'll be more likely to agree if you ask him.'
'I will.' She glanced at her watch. 'I've got to go, Mum.'
'All right, sweetheart.' Susie leaned forward and kissed her daughter on the forehead and for a moment Ellie wondered if her mother would somehow smell her son's jism on her skin, but she sat back and smiled. 'Let me know what Jason thinks.'
*
'That's fucking awesome!' Jason had been worried about what his sister might be feeling in the cold light of day, but the news that they would be sharing a room together was obviously to his liking.
'I thought you'd say something like that.' Ellie fiddled with her spoon. 'But we need to be careful.'
'Sure.' Jason would have agreed with anything she said.
'I mean it, Jay. They'll be right next door.'
'I get it.'
'We'll sleep in separate beds.' Her voice was firm.
'What?'
'We'll each sleep in our own beds - in case they come in.'
'So we can't - you know...well, do anything?'
'We'll see. Perhaps a little bit, but nothing full on.' She fixed him with a beady eye. 'Remember that this isn't a right, Jay. We'll only do it from time to time and then only if we both want to.'
'Right.' Jason thought she was looking amazing this morning. 'Shall I bring some condoms?'
'No you won't! There'll be none of that!'
Jason laughed. 'OK, OK...I was only joking.' He reached forward and touched her face. 'Honest, El. I know the rules and I'll stick to them.'
'All right. Do you wear pajamas in bed?'
'What? Oh, I see. No - I sleep naked, or with my jocks on.'
'Well bring something better to wear. Remember that we are a brother and sister sharing a room and they'll expect to see us behaving like we don't really want to.'
Jason nodded. She was right, of course, but that didn't stop the rush of excitement he felt. Three whole nights alone with her, sharing a room with his parent's consent! His eyes roamed over her body: the swell of her tits against her blouse, the trim curves of her waist and the roundness of her tight little tush. He'd felt what she had under her dress but couldn't wait to see it, to touch it, to taste it. Perhaps she'd relent a little bit. Perhaps she'd change her mind. 'All right,' he said, 'I'll pretend I hate it - but only if you let me lick your -'
'Stop!' Ellie laughed. 'Just stop, Jay...be nice.'
'I will, I will.' He was silent for a moment, thinking, and then he looked at her slyly. 'But only if I can come to your room tonight.'
'Well, you can't.'
'But I thought you liked what we did!'
'I did, Jay - but its too risky. Mum heard something and nearly out to see if I was OK. You'll have to wait until the weekend.'
He considered for a moment. 'What about we pretend to go to the movies and find somewhere else instead? We could play around a bit without worrying.'
'Like where, Jay? A motel?' Ellie remembered the last time - how she'd sneaked in the motel door, terrified someone would see them; Henry's thin white hands counting out the little pile of limp banknotes; the smell of stale tobacco on his skin and the shrill sound of the woman's voice. She would never do it again. Not ever. 'Don't even think of it.'
'I just want to be with you, El.'
'I know.' Her eyes softened. 'I want it too, but we have to be so careful.' She stood up and examined him for a few moments. 'The weekend is only a few days away, so be patient and don't do anything stupid.'
***
Those few days were a torture for Jason. It wouldn't have been so bad if she'd gone away, but there she was, looking more beautiful every day. She appeared at breakfast with bright eyes and a smiling face, wearing something amazing: a little blue sports top and shorts or a figure-hugging dress that clung to her curves like a coat of paint. She took to wearing a little make up, too: a touch of lip gloss to bring out their lush fullness and shadow to accentuate the shape of her eyes, and she moved with a lissome confidence that none of them had seen before.
'I think Ellie's in love,' her mother observed on the third day. She was in bed with her husband, who was reading an agendum paper in preparation for a meeting the next morning.
'Yes, dear,' he said without looking up. 'Absolutely.'
She nudged him with her elbow. 'You're not listening again, Don. What did I just say?'
'Er - something about Ellie.'
'I said I think she's in love.'
Don Paige sighed and set the papers down. He was used to Suzie's sudden announcements about her children, which were always unsubstantiated and usually inaccurate. Like the time she pronounced that Jason was taking drugs.
'What makes you think that?' he asked.
'Haven't you seen her? She's...' Suzy searched for the right word. 'Floating. She can't stop smiling.'
'Maybe she's just happy.'
Suzy shook her head. 'It's more than that. Something's happened.'
'Is she trying to get out of the weekend?' Don asked.
'No.'
'Has she asked if she can bring anyone along?'
'No, but -'
'Well, if she was in love she'd do one or the other, trust me.' He picked up his papers. 'Don't worry about it, hon.'
Suzie shook her head again. 'I'm not worried. She's obviously happy and that's good, but I'd like to know who it is.'
Don thought it was his daughter's business and she'd tell them when she was ready, but he knew from experience not to share his opinion. 'So why don't you ask her?' he said.
'Maybe I will.'
'Well, that's all right then.' He began reading again, the matter forgotten, and Suzy lay beside him, fretting. She knew it was too soon to ask but there was nothing to stop her watching her daughter's every move.
*
The cottage was small: an open plan kitchen and living area downstairs and two bedrooms and bathroom up the little creaking stairs. Their room was tucked under the eaves and sported two single beds separated by a bedside table. An old wooden wardrobe completed the furniture.
Ellie dropped her bag on the floor and peered out of the window. In the fading light she could see marshy fields to the west, which she supposed was the famous Broads, and a line of trees marking what appeared to be a small graveyard nearby. There wasn't a single person in sight. 'Christ,' she said. 'This isn't much.'
Jason sat on his bed and regarded her. 'What did you expect?'
'More than this.' She turned to him. 'What the hell are we going to do for three days? There isn't even a telly.'
Her brother laughed. 'I can think of something.'
'Yeah, I bet you can.' She crossed to the bed and sat down, eliciting protesting squeaks from the frame. 'I don't think there'll be any of that, Jason, we'd wake the dead.'
Jason grinned. 'You give up easily, don't you?'
'I'm just pointing out that the old folks are about three feet away on the other side of that wall and these beds were probably new about the time of Queen Victoria - so don't even think of it.'
Jason's face fell. 'We could buy a can of oil.'
'Really? Are you suggesting there's civilisation somewhere close?'
'I heard Mum say there's a Pub just down the road - apparently it's called The Rampant Horse. I'm sure there'll be shop around somewhere too.'
Ellie giggled. 'I didn't know you had a Pub named after you.'
'I'm usually compared to a donkey, but I can live with a horse analogy.'
'Whatever.' A vision of Jason's cock floated into her mind. It wasn't as big as a donkey's by any means, but from what she could remember it was comfortably large. 'I'm going downstairs', she said. 'Are you coming?'
*
The Rampant Horse was a typical English pub, small, noisy and vibrant. It was also very busy, but they managed to find a table in a cramped corner of the lounge bar.
Ellie watched her brother threading his way through the tables with a tray of drinks. There were two girls sat nearby and she saw one of them pluck at his sleeve as he went past and say something to him.
'So what did Lolita say?' Ellie asked as he sat down.
'Who?'
'The underage schoolgirl over there.'
Jason grinned. 'That's Cindy. She wanted to know if I'd like to sit with them.' He glanced across at the girl's table and smiled as she raised her glass to him. 'She doesn't look underage to me - in fact she looks just fine.'
'If you like them common.'
'Common? How do you figure that?'
'Her eyes are older than her face. She's been around, believe me.'
Jason looked at the girl. She was a bit younger than Ellie, perhaps 18 or 19 and was dressed in a pair of jeans and a bright red top. Her hair was tied with a red ribbon and she had nice eyes, but Ellie was right - the smile didn't touch them. She regarded him briefly and then whispered something to her companion before turning back and blowing him a little kiss.
'I don't think she's common.' he said. 'I think she just wants my body.'
'Try raising your eyes above her tits.'
'I did, and it's still a pretty neat package. I'd give her an eight.'
'Christ, you're generous.' Ellie stole a quick look at her parents but they were looking at the menu together. 'So what would you give me?' she asked coyly.
'That depends on what you give me. ' He pressed his leg against hers under the table and she could feel the heat of him. 'The more you give, the higher the score.'
'A kiss on the cheek.'
'One.'
'A kiss on all four cheeks.'
'Better.' He considered for a moment. 'Two.'
'How many for -' she pressed her mouth close to his ear '- a head job?'
Jason felt his stomach give a little lurch at the image of his gorgeous sister taking his cock in her mouth. 'Seven.'
'Bloody hell, you're a hard marker! I don't think I'll ever get a ten, then.'
'Sure you can - you just need to raise the offer a bit.'
Ellie laughed. 'Not even in your dreams, sunshine.' She studied the girl for a moment. 'So what would do to little miss Cindy over there if you had an hour of her time?'
'Me?' Jason turned his eyes on his sister. 'I'd fuck her in the arse.'
'Jesus, Jason!' Ellie was shocked. She glanced quickly at her parents to see if they had heard but they were talking together. 'Where the hell did that come from?'
'Well, you asked.' His eyes flicked back to the girl. 'She's got a great little tush, don't you think?'
His sister shrugged. 'Who knows - she's sitting on it. It's just that I never thought you'd be into that sort of thing.'
'What sort of thing?'
'You know - that backdoor stuff.' Just talking about it made her tummy squirm. 'Have you ever, um, done it?'
'No, but I'd like to. I bet she would too -'
A sudden image of her brother and Cindy flashed into Ellie's mind. She was crouching on a rug with her pants pulled aside and Jason was behind her, his cock buried in her rectum. She could see Cindy's anal ring stretched tight, just like girls in porno flicks, and it clutched at his shaft as he slid back and forth into her.
'- and I bet you'd like to watch me do it,' Jason murmured in her ear.
Ellie felt her face burning. She thought the whole idea of anal sex was deviant, somehow - something only porn stars did because they got paid for it. The thought of a normal person doing it had never occurred to her, and she felt her own rosebud crimp at the notion. How the hell could you ever fit something as big as a cock into it?
'That's disgusting,' she said.
Jason regarded her expression. 'Well you did ask.' His eyes scanned the room. 'So pick a guy and tell me what you'd like to do.'
'I'm still trying to get over the image of you and Cindy.' It was in her mind, despite herself. His buttocks smooth and firm, clenching and relaxing with every stroke, driving his shaft like a great slippery piston into the cloying embrace of the girl's bowels. She was whimpering as he fucked her, her fingers fluttering at her pussy and her breasts wobbling.
'You're turned on!' Jason said. He was watching her, reading the signs: the flush in her cheeks, the brightness of her eyes, and under the table, the warmth and pressure of her thigh against his.
'And you're a deviant.' Ellie struggled to compose herself. She was turned on, completely unexpectedly, and by something she'd never, ever, even thought about.
Jason laughed and opened his mouth to reply but his mother interrupted. 'So what are you two whispering about?'
'Nothing Mum.'
'It doesn't look like nothing. You're blushing like a bride, Ellie. Is your brother being rude?'
'Jason just made a remark about what he'd like to do to that girl over there - the one with the red ribbon.'
Suzy Paige swiveled her eyes like a gun barrel and regarded the girl for a moment. 'She looks like a tart,' she announced. 'You should stay away from girls like that, Jason.'
No, Jason thought. I shouldn't. She's not as pretty as El, but I reckon she wants me. A sudden thought occurred to him and he sipped his drink and turned it over in his mind, aware of his sister's leg still pressed against his and of the erection in his pants, as thick and long as a stick.
*
Jason was lying on his bed fully clothed when Ellie came out of the bathroom. She was wearing a long nightgown that covered her from neck to ankle, and she climbed into her bed and picked up her phone.
'Christ, El, what's that!?'
'What?'
'That thing you're wearing.'
'It's my nightie,' she said primly.
'Really? It looks like a Bedouin tent. I was hoping -'
Ellie set her phone down. 'Hoping for what?'
'Well, that I might get to see a bit of you.'
'If you want to see flesh, ask Cindy - I'm sure she'd oblige.' Her voice was frosty.
'Ah, so that's it.' He lay and looked at the ceiling for a while. El picked up her book and studied it, but he knew she wasn't reading.
'You must have fantasies about people you see,' he said at length.
'So fantasise with her.'
'You don't fantasise with someone - you fantasise about them.' He rolled towards his sister and studied her. 'You've got to admit there was something about her, and you liked what I said in the pub, didn't you - you know, about what I'd do to her... what we could do to her. It turned you on.'
'That was before she gave you that note. Now I think she's just a skank.'
Jason fished in his pocket and passed a creased beer coaster to his sister. 'It really wasn't a note, Sis.'
Ellie glanced at it. 'Well, what a surprise - it's her phone number. She isn't even original.'
'You're right. I'd much rather fantasise about you. '
'We can't have sex Jay,' her voice had dropped to a whisper. 'Especially that way. You're my brother.'
'I get that, and I'd be happy to settle for a bit less, but I'm getting a strong message you're not interested.'
'So what about the other night?'
'It was awesome,' he said simply. 'I can't stop thinking about it, El. None of the girls I've ever been with have come close to what we did for sheer fucking excitement. It's made me -' he struggled with the words 'it - uh - awakened me...you know - about what it could be like - about what it was like. I want more. As much as you can give me, and then more again. But all you've done since that night is put me off.'
Ellie looked at her brother. He was leaning up on one elbow and the light from the little bedside lamp illuminated the planes and angles of his face and she saw that it was perfect: the straight nose and the soft curve of his lips, and the curl of his hair over his collar. His eyes were on hers, soft grey and filled with emotion, and in a sudden moment of insight she saw the true extent of his feelings for her, and that the girl in the pub was simply a tool to make her jealous - and he would forget her in an instant if she, his sister, would only throw him a line to cling to.
She looked around the room, to the little beds side by side; to the door with no lock and the wall between them and their parents. Everything about it was small and potentially noisy: the creaking floor and the rattling beds. She could hear the murmur of her mother's voice and knew that she could hear them too, and that it would only take a moment of carelessness to ruin their lives forever. Nothing about fooling around in this room was safe, and yet she felt a surge of recklessness consume her.
'Take off your clothes,' she whispered. 'No, no, here - do it here.'
Jason stripped off his shirt and jeans and shucked them on the floor. His body was burnished in the soft light, his belly hard and flat and his chest broad. Beneath his jocks she could see the shape of his cock, tenting the fabric, and she watched with a beating heart as he slipped his fingers under the elastic and drew them down. His shaft bobbed free, thicker and longer than she remembered, and he stood before her unashamedly.



'Lie on your bed.'
Jason lay back on the squeaky mattress and watched his sister approaching. She had let her hair down and it hung in a glossy mane around her shoulders, and together with the long nightdress it gave her a curiously virtuous look, like a young girl of olden times. She stood next to the bed for a few moments, her eyes on his body, and then she leant forward and grasped his cock with her hand.
'Ah...fuck!' Jason said. 'Ellie, that's -'
'Shhhh...quietly! They're only next door.' Her fingers gripped him firmly, marveling at its rubbery hardness. A bead of clear fluid oozed from the tip and hung there for a moment before stringing downwards onto the warm flesh of his belly.
'I remember this when I was little,' she whispered, 'when we took baths together.' Her hand began to move, a slow rhythmic pumping. 'It never looked like this, though.'
'You never played with it like this.'
'I never did, did I?' In the soft bedside light she looked very young. 'And now I am. Who would have ever imagined that?'
Jason thought it was true. Two weeks ago this would have seemed impossible. She was his sister and they had never even spoken about sex - but now she was crouching over him in a little bedroom with their parents only five paces away, with her hand on his cock.
'I love its rubbery feel,' she said. 'It's sort of soft on the outside but really hard inside.' Her fingers moved higher up the shaft and she began to stroke it gently, watching as the foreskin slid back and forth over his knob. 'Tell me what you like,' she whispered, 'show me what to do.'
'Hold it a little higher...ah, that's it...yes. Now pump - slowly...slowly.' He closed his eyes briefly, enjoying the sensation, but opened them again to watch his sister. 'See how the foreskin slides back and forth?' he asked, 'don't pull it too far back - yes, yes. Just like that. Now, wet it a little.'
Ellie leaned over and released some spit from between her lips, watching as it drizzled over her brother's knob. It lay in a silver strand on the swollen purple flesh before being smeared by the movement of her hand.
'It's so hot,' she whispered, 'and it's getting thicker.'
Jason grunted softly. Her hand was gripping him just below the head and it felt amazing. He could feel the skin of his cock stretched as tight as a drum under her slim white fingers, harder than he could ever remember, and he watched as another bead of translucent fluid appeared at the end.
Ellie laughed softly. 'Look,' she said, 'it's like I'm milking it.' She gripped harder and moved her hand back and forth to draw more fluid from him before bending forward to give the head a quick lick. For a glorious instant Jason saw his juice streaked over his sister's tongue before she drew back. A thin strand of silver connected her lips to the head of his cock, and she laughed again.
'Let me see you, El' Jason said. 'Take off your nightie.'
Ellie considered for a moment. The door to their room could not be locked and their parents were only a few feet away. She would have only a few seconds to react if one of them chose to come in.
'I can't,' she whispered. 'What if -'
'They won't.'
'But if they do - there's no way to hide what we are doing.'
'I don't care. I want to see you.'
She stared at him for a few moments, torn between a desire to go further and fear of discovery. 'All right,' she said at last. 'But I need you to lie on the floor between the beds.'
Jason nodded. It would offer scant protection if their parents did open the door, but there was nowhere else to hide. He swiveled his hips over the edge of the mattress, his cock waving like a wand, and then lay on the wooden floor between the little beds.
Ellie stood over him for a moment before pulling the nightie over her head and dropping it to the floor. From his low vantage point he could see all of her: the long legs, slim and shapely; the tight crease at the juncture of her thighs; the curve of her waist and the swell of her breasts, each a perfect orb capped with a little pink nipple as small and sweet as a baby raspberry. His eyes returned to her pussy and he saw that it was like the rest of her: small and neat and perfectly symmetrical.
'You're beautiful,' he whispered. 'Turn around, Sis. Let me see.'
She turned slowly and he saw her butt was exactly as he had imagined it to be: each little cheek perfectly defined, smooth and firm and delicious. The tight crease between them hid the little rosebud but he pictured what it would be like: clean and pink and sweet: a little door to another hidden treasure. His cock twitched at the thought of entering it, if she should ever agree.
And then she was facing him again, standing still for a moment so his eyes could once again rest on her pussy, and he saw the delicate pink lips had drawn apart a little and there was a gleam of moisture between them, as if they were preparing to be violated by the rampant organ before them.
He stared at the little opening with hungry eyes and she saw what he was thinking.
'We can't, Jay. You know we can't.'
'Let me taste it then.'
Ellie nodded and stepped forward, treading carefully to straddle his waist, turning to face his feet before crouching, thrusting her bottom back toward her brother's face. He grasped the little cheeks and drew them apart, steadying her as she squatted further. His vision was filled by the crease between them: the tiny pink anus, small and crinkled, and the tight moist slit beyond it, fringed by hair as fine as spun flax. He could smell her too: the scent of jasmine and sandalwood juxtaposed over the warm animal odour of her arousal.
'Eat me Jay,' she whispered and lowered herself further, squatting low over his face. His breath was hot against her pussy and she felt its lips twitch in response.
Jason closed his eyes as his sister's tush descended upon his mouth. He felt the soft kiss of her pubic hair and a moment later the warm press of her flesh as she settled. She wriggled back and forward a little to align her vulva over his lips, and somewhere far above him he heard her voice, whispering urgently. 'Lick me, Jay - ah, yes, yes. Push your tongue in...lap it. Yes, yes...just like that. Fuck...fuck that's good.'
The sudden burst of flavour in his mouth reminded Jason of the very first time he had tasted a nectarine: the texture of the warm skin against his lips, fracturing as he bit into it, and the sudden spurt of juice into his throat, sweet and sticky and delicious. But this was so much better - the liquid richer, thicker, oozing into his mouth like the finest liqueur. He extended his tongue and pushed it into his sister, wriggling it to burrow into the tight wet channel, lapping to capture her essence - to breathe it in, to fill his senses. He could hear her little gasps and squeaks of pleasure as she squirmed on his face, her buttocks pressed hard against his cheeks and her cunt locked to his mouth, slippery and wet. He could not breathe - he was engulfed by her, drowning in her, his senses filled by the delicious odour and taste and texture of her sex. In his mind's eye he could see her slim body wriggling on his face, her face distorted in pleasure. She was twitching, twitching, each little jolt releasing drops of essence into his throat and beneath her he was dying, consumed by her cunt.
He seized her buttocks and lifted her, breathing again, lapping at her - great long strokes over the wet, trembling lips, dipping between them to scoop her cream and then on to tease the tiny orifice beyond. He delighted in the texture of the two openings: her vulva wet and soft like the flesh of a succulent fruit and her anus rougher, the ring crinkled and tight. The knowledge that he was lapping his sister's rosebud delighted him and he stabbed it with his tongue until at last it surrendered and he felt the tip enter that forbidden place.
Ellie was in ecstasy. Nothing she had ever experienced came close to the waves of pleasure that enveloped her. Every stroke of her brother's tongue drew a groan from somewhere deep inside, unbidden and uncontrolled. She had never envisaged such rapture, never imagined that it could be like this. Her pussy was a river, oozing and dribbling over his face, the lips fat and swollen, the flesh within them grasping at his restless touch. Her anus twitched and trembled, crimping with every stroke of his tongue. She felt him teasing it, testing its tightness, pressing against the tiny puckered door with his flickering, dart-like tip until at last it opened, and she felt it slip inside.
With a cry of lust Ellie bent forward and seized her brother's cock in one hand. It was massively swollen, bigger than she had ever seen it, and her tongue flicked over the head to capture the oily juice that leaked from its eye. Once, twice, she licked it, and then she opened her mouth and took him inside.
In silent desperation they writhed against each other: Ellie's slim body transfixed by the cock in her throat and the tongue in her bottom. She felt his shaft twitching, unleashing little spurts of lubricant into her face and she tasted it, warm and oily as it oozed into her throat. She clutched the base of his shaft with her hand and bobbed her head back and forth, her lips stretched around the head and her lips locked around him, and the movement caused his tongue to wriggle deeper into her body.
With an audible plop Ellie pulled his cock from her mouth. 'Oh God, Jason,' she whispered, 'ah, fuck, that's good!' She tried to say more but she could not speak, for the waves of pleasure engulfed her. She had never imagined her anus to be so sensitive, the sexual arousal it could give her so intense. The pleasure ratcheting up each time his tongue penetrated her bowels. Somewhere in the distance she could hear herself moaning, little explosive sounds that she could not control and so she seized his cock again and plunged it into her mouth to stifle the noise.
Jason felt his sister's body stiffen as she rushed towards her climax, and he clutched her thighs tightly and stuffed his tongue into her pussy, lapping it like a dog. His cock was buried in her mouth: he could feel the tight constraint of her throat rubbing the head with each downwards thrust of her head. The feeling was so intense that he could hold back no longer, and with a muffled cry he unloaded the first jet of his sperm into his sister's mouth.
He felt her jerk in surprise and almost immediately a burst of flavour entered his own mouth as she came too. They writhed against each other, twitching as successive waves of pleasure seized them: Jason's cock jolted again and a second jet blasted into Ellie's mouth - and then a third, and a fourth. Somewhere above him he could hear a gurgling sound as she struggled to contain the deluge of his sperm and he felt the explosive fluttering of her cunt as it spasmed on his face - tight little contractions that squeezed her juice between his lips in a thin stream.
And then the storm was past and their bodies gradually relaxed. Ellie sat up and gingerly lifted herself off her brother's face before squeezing beside him on the floor. They lay in silence for a few minutes, each lost for words. There was a clot of sperm on her chin and he watched as she wiped it off with her fingers.
'Are you alright?' he asked, at length.
She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.
'El?'
'Yes, yes...I'm OK.'
'Was it good?' Jason asked shyly. 'I mean, you know, was it good for you?'
'It was the best yet.' Ellie lapsed into silence for a few moments, remembering. 'I've done a few guys...you know, orally, but I've never let them cum in my mouth before. This time - well, I couldn't get enough of it.' She laughed self-consciously. 'I think we've just damned ourselves for eternity.'
Jason smoothed a comma of hair from her forehead. 'Don't think like that.'
'I'm right Jay. How many of our friends do what we've just done? And what would they think, if they knew? She shook her head. 'When we started this we set some rules but we've broken just about every one. If we keep going we'll be having sex with each other before long.'
Jason thought it couldn't happen soon enough, but he figured it was an opinion he shouldn't share. 'Would that be such a big step forward?' he asked. 'I mean, what we've just done has crossed all sorts of boundaries. Surely full-on sex wouldn't take it that much further?'
His sister shook her head. 'It would, Jay. It's a huge step. One day we'll be with other people...you know, married perhaps, with kids of our own, and we'll look back and say 'I fooled around with my brother for a while, and it was nice' - but that's very different to saying 'My brother and I fucked.' That's something you'll never be able to tell anybody about, not ever. It would be a secret that we would have to live with for our whole lives.'
'So we live with it.'
'That's easy to say now - but suppose people found out. Are you prepared to live with the consequences?'
'They would never know.'
'Secrets have a habit of emerging, sooner or later.' She reached over and touched his face gently, her fingers caressing his cheek. 'Even now it would only take a second for us to be discovered, Jay - I mean, look at us, lying naked on the floor. If Mum comes in we're busted for ever.'
'We could pretend you had a seizure and I had to lay you on the floor to help.'
Ellie laughed softly. 'Nice try, but how would you explain your sticky face?'
Jason touched his cheek, still wet with his sister's juice. It was a good question. 'Mouth to mouth?'
'Mouth to pussy, more like. Jesus! I was like a river...I've never been like that before. And you licking me like that. I never thought -' she lapsed into silence, thinking of the waves of pleasure that swept through her each time his tongue rasped over her anus. If Jay had chosen to fuck it at that moment she would have done it - she'd have done anything, and the thought terrified her.
'We'd better get up,' she said at last. 'If Mum -'
'Yeah, I know,' Jason said. 'If she comes in we're busted.' A sudden thought occurred to him. 'Look - suppose we took the mattresses of the beds and pushed them together on the floor, here in the middle. We can sleep together then.'
'And if she comes in how do we explain that?'
'Just tell her the beds were so noisy we couldn't sleep.' He seized the bedframe nearest to him and rocked it back and forth, eliciting a loud squeaking noise. 'I mean, who the hell could sleep in that?'
Ellie smiled. 'All right - but no sex.'
'Right.'
'I mean it - don't even try, or I'm out of here.'
'All right.' Jason hoped he sounded sincere.
****
Ellie lay awake for a long time in the darkness, listening to Jason's soft breathing. His arm was across her waist and it was heavy, but she didn't want to wake him and her mind was too busy to sleep.
Only a week ago she'd imagined her life would be just like other girls she knew - to get through school, to have fun and to play the field; and one day to find the right guy and settle down with him. She'd imagined Jason would have similar dreams but really hadn't thought about it...he was just there, and always had been, and although they were brother and sister they really had separate lives.
But that had changed with a speed and intensity that bewildered her. In the space of a few days their lives had collided in a way that neither one could have ever imagined. Jason had suddenly become so much more than a brother, and it tested everything she had believed in - and it worried the hell out of her.
She lay in the darkness and thought about why it frightened her so much. What they were doing was illegal, of course, but that didn't concern her at all. It was socially unacceptable too, and she was worried her parents would find out...but it was also exciting because forbidden loving was the best kind of loving and the risk was - well, fucking exhilarating. Not half an hour ago she had laid in this very spot and rubbed her cunt in her brother's face, and the knowledge that her mother was only a dozen paces away had added immeasurably to her pleasure. No, she wasn't frightened of that, either...so what was she so scared about?
The answer, of course, was a desperate fear of where this would take them. She was terrified that letting him go too far would take them both beyond the point of no return - and who knew what might happen after that? And yet...was the next step so different to what they had done? She remembered an interview with a sex worker she had read once, who made the point that oral sex was the most intimate thing you could ever do. What was it she had said? 'Vaginal sex gets you pretty close and personal - but it's nothing to oral sex. When you've got his cock down your throat it's primeval: you can taste him and smell him; feel every drop of body fluid that drips and oozes and spurts from him...and if you swallow his cum it becomes part of your whole body.'
Ellie thought the woman was right: sucking her brother's dick had been the most intimate thing she'd ever done. She'd taken it as deep as she could, jamming it in her throat with her lips around the base and her nose in his balls...loving the warm rigidity, delighting in the slippery ooze of his pre-cum leaking into her gullet. She could have eaten it all night but she was eager for him to spurt, to feel him splashing over her tongue and filling her mouth with his essence. And God, had he cum or what! It seemed to go on forever, like a fire-hose jerking and jolting in her mouth; and she had loved it.
And now she visualised his sperm inside her, lying in her belly in a milky puddle ready to be digested, to become part of her being. So deep inside...a real part of her, just as the woman had said. She could still taste its pungency and feel the swollen sensitivity of her lips where they had been battered by his shaft.
So would fucking him really be such a big step forward? She'd thought it would be, but was that really true? His cock had already violated her and his seed was seething in her guts. So how could taking him in the pussy be any worse? She was on the pill, so there wasn't any risk even if he did pump another load there.
The thought that she could have her belly and her pussy full of his sperm at the same time excited her, and she groaned softly as she touched herself. The ache of longing grew stronger, an overwhelming need to be filled, to be fucked, to be a slut just this once - until it overpowered all reason.
Ellie lifted aside her brother's arm and turned to face him. It was too dark to see his face but she could hear the soft sound of his breathing, and she discerned he was on his side. She reached down and grasped his soft cock and massaged it gently, wondering if she could make it hard without waking him. He grunted softly but was still and so she rolled to her knees and crouched between his legs, bending forward to take him in her mouth again, swirling her tongue over the head.
Jason's shaft grew rapidly and Ellie bobbed back and forth slowly, delighting as the rubbery hardness filled her mouth again. The pungent taste of his semen was gone, replaced instead by the oily essence of lubricant oozing into her mouth, and she sucked gently to gather it at the back of her throat before allowing it to slide down her throat. Her hand encircled the shaft to the bulbous head. She wondered how it would look in a mirror - her petiteness against his rigid hardness, her lips stretched wide to take him in. She wondered too how he could stay asleep and thought perhaps he wasn't - that he was pretending: lying still whilst she ate him, savouring the delicious feel of her mouth, afraid to interrupt her lest she stop. Was he hoping to cum again? Was the spiral of his climax already starting to build?



But she didn't want his sperm in her throat: she'd had that already, and so she released his cock with a soft plopping sound and shuffled forward to crouch over him, rolling him gently on his back and reaching to grasp the length of his shaft, to place its swollen head against the crevice into her body. Jesus! It felt big. Maybe she was too tight? She placed her hands either side of her pussy and pulled the lips apart, feeling him engage in the tiny orifice between them, and she grunted slowly as she gradually lowered her body.
Jason awoke to a feeling of intense pressure on his cock. He reached down to grasp it and found a pair of warm thighs straddling him, and he understood what was happening. A surge of fierce joy suffused him and he clasped his sister's waist.
'Christ, Ellie... Ah, Jesus! What are you doing?' His voice was a croak.
'It's tight, it's tight.' Her words were barely a murmur in the quietness of the room.
It was tight, Jason thought. He could feel his rod bending under her weight and he lifted her a little to relieve the pressure. 'Put some spit on it,' he whispered.
'I did, with my mouth.' There was mischief in her voice. 'Didn't you feel it?'
'Then put some more on.' He waited until he felt sudden wetness smeared on the tip and then the grasp of her fingers to align the shaft. She hunkered down and the pressure suddenly returned as the head pressed hard against her flesh for a few moments before breaking through the tight restriction with a sudden rush.
'Aaah, fuck!' she'd bent forward and her lips were close to his ear. 'Jesus, that's big! Wait...wait.'
Jason kept still. He could feel her cunt gripping him like a vice and the grip of her hands on his upper arms, and hair brushed against his face in a fragrant cloud. I'm inside Ellie he thought. My cock is inside my sister. A sudden picture of how it would look rushed into his brain: her slim body crouching, bottom poised and his bell-end embedded between the tight little lips of her labia. Her face would be screwed up in pain, her bottom lip held between her little white teeth, and she'd be holding her breath in that funny way she had when she was concentrating. The image was intoxicating and he lifted his hands to seize the cheeks of her bottom, fingers curling between them to touch the point of their union.
In the darkness he heard the hiss of her lungs as she finally breathed out, and he heard her soft whispered words. 'You're inside me, Jason, just the tip. Can you feel it?'
'I can...Jesus, Ellie - you're tight!'
'Do you want to go deeper?'
'All the way.'
'All right - let me...ah, just slowly, slowly.' He felt her bottom descending as she lowered herself, felt the heat envelop him. Her cunt was like a steel band and he fancied he could hear her flesh popping and creaking as he levered aside the satin walls.
'How's that?' she asked in the darkness. He was half way inside.
'Lovely...that's lovely.' His voice was breathless. 'You're so tight. I thought you'd - uh, you know - well, done this before.'
'Only once.' She'd arrested the movement and was balanced over him, half his cock motionless inside her. 'Just the once.'
Jason was astonished. He'd thought she'd have had sex far more. He opened his mouth to respond but she was talking again, a whispered gust of words. 'He wasn't as big as you,' she said. 'At least, I don't think so. It was my first time.' He could sense her remembering; hear the emotion in her voice. 'He - came quickly and that was it, really...not like now - nothing like this.'
She was silent for a few moments, her body still above his, and then in a sudden rush she lowered her body until the soft cushions of her buttocks rested on his thighs. In the darkness he heard the soft expiration of her breath, and then she was whispering again, her lips close to his ear. 'Fuck, Jason...ah, that's right in me! Can you feel it?' She clenched her abdominal muscles, squeezing his shaft inside her. 'Can you feel that?'
Jason nodded but realised she couldn't see him. 'I can,' he said. 'I can feel you gripping me.'
'It's right inside,' she repeated. There was a sense of wonder in her voice. 'I can feel my brother inside me...right up inside. This is sooo wrong, Jason.'
'I wish I could see it. Can we put on the light?'
'No! They might come in to see what we're doing up so late.'
'What about the curtains?'
'All right.' She lifted herself smoothly and his cock fell from her body with a soft plop. He heard her footsteps shuffling to the window and the sound of the drapes being pulled aside, and the room was suddenly suffused with moonlight.
In a moment she was beside him, straddling his body. 'Now, where were we?' her fingers sought him out, his shaft darker against the pale skin of her fingers. She pressed the head into her body and he saw it disappear. 'Ah, ah...that's nice...or was it deeper?'
'Deeper, I think.' Jason's voice was a croak.
'Hmmm...I think you're right.' In the pale light he could see her face smiling down at him, her eyes glinting with amusement. 'A bit deeper or a lot?'
'A lot...a lot.' He grasped her hips and tried to pull her down but she resisted.
'Hey! Not so fast.' She lowered her bottom a little and his cock edged into her. 'You won't get to fuck your sister often, so make it last.'
Jason lay back and watched her: the set of her head as she stared down at his face, the graceful column of her neck and the amazing bone structure of her shoulders. Her breasts were small but exquisitely formed, perfectly balancing the curve of her waist and the swell of her hips. In the moonlight her skin appeared almost translucent, like that of a little Sprite painted with a shimmering effervescence, and this, together with her diminutive size, gave the impression of extreme youth. He experienced a sudden surge of lust and reached up to grasp her waist, his fingers almost encircling her, and this added to the sense that he was fucking someone much younger than him.
Beneath his hands he could feel her muscles flexing as she began to ride him - a slow, languorous motion like a ship in heavy seas, corkscrewing through the long breakers. Her cunt enveloped him, devoured him: lifting to the point of separation so that its lips barely held him in, and then descending with a twist of her waist to engulf the full length. In the silence of the room he could hear their union: the soft squishing as their juices merged, the quiet slap of their flesh as he bottomed out and the gentle panting of her breath. Her hands were on his chest, pressing down to give her leverage, and her eyes glinted in the moonlight as she stared down into his face.
'Did you ever imagine we'd be doing this?' she whispered.
'Not in a million years.' It was true. In all the time they had lived as brother and sister he'd never thought of her sexually - until last month, and even then he had hardly dared to think of it.
'Mum and Dad are right on the other side of that wall,' she said. 'What do you think they would say if they knew their children were fucking?'
'They wouldn't believe it. They think you're a little goody two-shoes.'
Ellie giggled. 'And now I've got my brother's cock in my hungry little snatch, and I'm loving it.' She wriggled her hips. 'Stirring it like a spoon in a pot of honey.'
Jason said. 'All sticky and sweet.'
'It is, isn't it?' She stopped moving and leaned forward to examine where they were joined, but it was in shadow so she lifted herself to watch his cock flop clear with a soft plop. The foreskin had rolled back and the head was massively swollen, almost black in the silvery light.
'Jesus,' Ellie said. 'Fuck. Did that thing fit inside me?'
'Sure did.'
She lifted it with her fingers to engage it in her slot. 'So let's see how.'
Jason eased his hips upward and they both watched as the bulbous head pressed against her, the pressure building briefly before it crowned between her vulval lips. 'Fuck, Jason - that feels...full,' Ellie gasped. She laughed softly. 'You know, the other guy I had thought he was pretty special with girls but I see now that he really wasn't. It's funny how comparisons give you such a sense of perspective.'
'So you'll be trying out a few more guys for comparison?'
'Not likely. If they're bigger I don't want them and if they're smaller I still don't want them.'
Jason smiled up at his sister's face. 'You know that size doesn't matter, right? It's what you do with it.'
'Really?'
'Sure. You want me to show you?'
Ellie nodded, her eyes bright. 'Yep.'
'All right then. You'll need to get off me.'
She lifted herself off her brother and he rolled upright, maneuvering to kneel behind her. 'Bend over,' he said. 'More...so your tits are against the mattress. More. Lift up your butt...that's it.' She felt his hands on her thighs, opening them a little, and then the slippery touch of his cock against her slit. 'Have you done it this way before?' he asked.
'No...but I've seen it.'
'Doggie...my favourite,' Jason said. He held her waist and thrust his hips forward, watching as he began the long slide into his sister. Her buttocks were small but beautifully formed like little round apples, and he held them apart to better watch his penetration.
'I wish you could see this,' he gasped. Her cunt felt like a velvet glove gripping him.
'What?' her voice was breathless.
'Me going into you...ah, fuck! That's good.'
She grunted softly, hunkering down to better accept the shaft sliding into her. 'Tell me what you can see.'
'Uh - its going in...looks tight, Sis. Your lips are really stretched around it, like a rubber band.'
'It feels tight.' She wriggled her bottom. 'Does that feel nice for you?'
Jason nodded, his eyes fixed on where they were joined. It seemed incredible to think the slippery little hole into which he was feeding his cock was his sister's. He felt a moment of guilt but it was too good to stop, so he continued to thrust forward until he was buried to the hilt.
'Jesus...ah, stop, Jay!' her voice was muffled, face pressed into the rumpled sheets.
'You OK?' he whispered.
'Yes...yes. It's so deep. Just hold it there for a moment...ah, I think you're touching something inside me.'
Jason held himself still, his loins pressed against her buttocks. Between its cheeks he could see the root of his cock, the only part of it not inside her. He'd never thought of himself as particularly big but it looked very thick against the little round cupcakes either side of it, and in a sudden moment of insight he imagined how the bulk of his shaft wedged inside her slender body would look, reaching up towards her waist. Beneath his fingers she was twitching, like a small animal newly transfixed by an arrow, and the iron grip of her vulva pulsed spasmodically around his turgid flesh.
For a few moments longer he remained still, reveling in the delicious feeling of his sister's body, and then he drew his hips back, watching as the shaft emerged from between her grasping lips. It glistened in the pale light and she groaned softly as it withdrew.
'That's lovely, Jay.' Her voice was filled with wonder. 'Put it back in...push it in.'
Jason grasped her waist and fucked her slowly. She was rocking with him, caught up in the rhythm; her body moving not only back and forth to meet his thrusts, but up and down too, hips lifting as he withdrew and then hunkering down to absorb the length of his shaft. Her fingers crept to her buttocks, holding them apart to allow deeper access. Each time he thrust a rim of white gathered at the point of their union, and as he withdrew it clung to his rod like a watermark to show how deep he had been. The sensation was exquisite: every nerve ending tingling as he stroked back and forth and the head of his cock felt massive, almost as if it were still growing inside her.
His eyes feasted on her body: the small neat head pressed against the mattress; the hair spread in a shining curtain to hide her face. He could see her neck beneath it, slender and graceful, and the set of her shoulders and the flawless pale skin of her back, moving rhythmically in tune with his thrusts. She was so small: the waist barely bigger than the span of his hands and the tiny buttocks as round as oranges. Her hands still grasped them, the long fingers curled around the peachy flesh to dip into the crack and he caught a flash of her crimson nails close to the little brown ring of her anus. It was moving, the pressure of his cock causing it to bulge with each thrust, the tiny orifice opening slightly as if beckoning. He experienced a sudden surge of lust and leaned forward to thrust deeper.
It's Ellie, he thought. My sister. I'm really inside my sister. How did it come to this? They had lived together for more than eighteen years, two separate people joined only by common blood - but now they were joined by the thick shaft buried within her, their juices mingled, the froth from her pussy smeared over his rod and her low groans of pleasure ringing in his ears. She loves it. She loves being fucked by her brother.
He imagined the head of his cock buried within her, cleaving aside the walls of her cunt to reach far inside her sleek little body. That tight, wet, cloying little tube, holding him in...undulating as she moved, stroking him. Waiting to receive his semen, to be filled by him. He envisaged his seed churning in his balls, eager to burst into his sister, to fill her.
The image was intoxicating and he felt the first seeds of his orgasm growing in his brain.
'I - uh, I'm going to cum, Ellie,' he whispered. 'Just a bit...keep still, keep still - don't move.' He felt her comply, her body motionless, and he continued to thrust as the pinnacle of his pleasure expanded, spinning upwards toward that exquisite point of no return when the jets of his seed would be released. His thrusts grew slower, forcing it to last, to slow the inexorable rise of his cum. He drew his cock back so only the head was within her, rubbing, rubbing, each nerve ending in the great bulbous head an exquisite needle of pleasure. The silver bubble of his pleasure expanding, filling his brain, his body, his whole being until that infinitesimal moment before he came.
And at that instant Jason stopped thrusting. His cock was just within his sister's body, the rim visible but the tip still within her, and his orgasm collapsed with the sudden loss of stimulation. His cock jerked briefly and a thin stream of his seed entered his sister's body - not in the powerful jets of a full cum, but as a precursor.
'I can feel it,' Ellie murmured. 'Jesus...your cumming inside me. It's hot, Jay.' There was wonder in her voice. She began to move, to press back to take him deeper, but he held her hips.
'Not yet,' he gasped. 'Wait...uh, God...don't move.'
For long moments the two figures were frozen: her crouching, full of wonder as the heat of his sperm seeping into her; and he gasping, his fingers hard on her flesh and his cock leaking into her body as the seeds of his orgasm retreated. The room was filled with little sounds: her soft sighs of contentment and his rasping breath and the soft thudding of their hearts, until at last he began to move again.
'How did you do that?' she asked. It was new to her, something she'd never even heard of.
'You stop just on the brink,' he said. He was sliding deeper now, her tube lubricated with his seed. The fucking seemed softer, somehow. 'Just on the brink...sometimes it doesn't work and you cum anyway.'
She twisted her head around to look up at him. 'But you did. I felt it.'
Jason shrugged. 'Only a little. I can give you more but I want you to cum first.'
'Then get on top of me,' she said. 'I want to see your face.' She waited until he withdrew and turned to lie on her back, staring up at him with hungry eyes. What was happening was unimaginable - but here he was, her little brother kneeling before her with his cock bobbing, dripping, waiting to plunge it back inside her - and she was loving it.
'I want you to cum into me again,' she whispered, 'but deep this time.'
'I will, I will.' He clambered over her and pressed his knob into her slot, grunting softly as it slid into her body, feeling her legs close over his back. Her face was close to his and he pressed his lips to hers. She opened her mouth and their tongues slithered over one another, and his hips began to pump rhythmically.
Ellie's mind was filled with conflicting thoughts, each colliding with the others: the dreadful wrongness of what they were doing; the delicious feel of her brother's cock sliding back and forth inside her; the terror of discovery. Every nerve ending was tingling, alive, as if they had been waiting for this moment to awaken. She had never felt so aware, so empowered, so much in control. Her relationship with Jason had always been one of indifference - but now he was gasping above her, grunting softly as he rummaged inside her body...and it was she who had instigated it: she who was in charge. She clasped his shoulders, feeling the rubbery texture of his muscles under her touch, and she felt his breath hot against her neck.
'Faster,' she whispered, 'move faster...ah, ah, yes, that's it. Fuck me deep.' Jason's thrusts became more frenetic and the feeling of control fizzed in her brain. He'll do anything I tell him, she thought. Anything to be inside me, to feel my grasping little cunt around him. She lifted her legs higher, her ankles locked together, and rolled her hips upward to take him deeper. Above the soft groans and sighs she could hear his thighs slapping against her buttocks with each thrust and beneath her the mattress twanged softly. I'm being fucked hard, and I love it, she thought. And he's going to fill me with his juice.
The thought triggered the memory of watching Jason stroking his cock only...what - a week ago? It seemed like an age. She'd been surprised by the thickness of his shaft and the way the bulbous head had glistened as his skin slid back and forth over it, and the amount of jism that had spurted from it to splatter thick as cream over the trembling skin of his belly. And now that same cock was inside her, levering aside the twitching walls of her cunt, waiting like a loaded gun to fill her. Dear God, I'm going to be filled by my brother's sperm.
'Cum inside me, Jason,' she demanded. 'Fill up your big sister now...give it to me.' She began to move with him, rolling her hips with each thrust, her hips bearing down to grasp at him with each withdrawal. 'Spurt into me...yes, yes.' The words tripped from her lips like hot coals. 'It's me...Ellie...your sister. Do you like fucking your sister?'
'God, yes!' Jason's voice was strained. 'I love it.'
'Then fill me up.'
Jason lifted himself with his arms and stared down at Ellie's face as he fucked her. He felt the warmth of her thighs gripping him and the clasp of her heels on his back, and the ridge around the rim of his cock was rubbing something inside her - back and forth, back and forth, an exquisite sensation beyond description. She was so tight - but it was silky tightness... gripping, clutching, massaging the length of his shaft.
He regarded her face, seeing the features he knew so well: the little oval face now contorted in pleasure; the soft, wet lips apart and the gleam of her little white teeth behind them. Her hair was spread over the pillow and her eyes were on his face: those beautiful dark eyes staring up at him, filled with an expression of wanton lust, and when she spoke again her voice was hoarse with pleasure.
'God Jason...yes...yes...that's it! Just like that...ah, fuck, fuck. Jesus God, I'm cumming...I'm cumming!'
Ellie's face screwed up as her orgasm crashed upon her like a Tsunami. She thrust her hand over her mouth to stifle the scream that burst from her lips: it was like nothing she had ever experienced before, as if her body had been suddenly seized by an irresistible force that whisked her upwards through a maelstrom of bursting stars and roaring water. She was gasping, twitching, her hands clutching, fingers clawing. She could feel her pussy spasming in tight little contractions, seizing the shaft buried within it like a fist pumping, pumping, and her breath locked in her throat until she thought she might drown.



Above her face she could see her brother, his face distorted as he too raced towards his climax, and with a sudden fierce understanding she knew he was on the brink of impregnating her with his seed, and she was seized by a wave of desire. 'Yes,' she gasped. 'God yes...do it! Fill me...fill me.'
Jason gave a final lunge and buried himself into his sister as deeply as he could. For one infinitesimal moment he was frozen, his rampant cock held firm in her twitching cunt, and then with a primeval cry he unleashed the first jet of his steaming jism. Somewhere beneath him he could hear her crying out, and her hands fluttered on his back like epileptic sparrows.
'God, Jason,' Ellie moaned, 'Yes...yes...I can feel it! It's hot, so hot!' She worked the muscles in her pussy to milk him and a second jet hosed into her, splattering over the walls of her twitching cunt - and then a third, and a fourth. It sprayed over the cone of her cervix and drooled into the fissures and crevices of her vagina, and it blasted into her uterus. Five, six, seven - long ribbons of seething sperm - more than she had ever imagined he could give, filling her, seeping back along his twitching shaft to drool from her vulval lips. With every spurt he grunted, a low guttural sound like some animal in agony, and she held him tightly, crooning softly until at last he was still.
For a long time neither moved. Ellie could feel the sweat on her skin cooling in the evening air and the slow drip of his sperm as it leaked out of her. She was suffused with an amazing sense of contentment, as if her life had been empty to that moment and now was full. She felt the thudding of her brother's heart and imagined it was in tune with hers: each of them beating in rhythm, once separate but now joined, and she turned her face to his and kissed him.
At length Jason rolled clear and lay on his back next to her. For a few moments they were silent, each grasping the enormity of what they had done, and then she spoke softly.
'Do you think they heard us?'
'I don't know. You were pretty noisy at the end.'
'And you too.' She reached down and pulled the sheet over their naked bodies. 'Well, at least they didn't come in.' The smile faded. 'God, Jason...what are we going to do?'
'A lot, I hope. That was...' he struggled for the words, '...amazing.'
'You're not sorry?'
'Sorry?' He turned towards her, lifting himself on one elbow and touched her face, his fingertips tracing the contours of her face: those beautiful grey eyes, the button nose and the soft, moist lips. 'How could I be sorry? It was incredible...you are incredible. I want to do it again.'
Ellie shook her head. 'We got away with it Jay but if we push our luck we'll get caught. Can you imagine trying to explain to Mum why you're screwing me?'
'Do you want to stop?'
Ellie considered the question. She could feel the slow ooze of his semen from between her legs and her pussy was tender where he had battered into her: but she felt a wonderful sense of contentment, as if she had been out in a storm and was now safe and warm in harbour. The failures of the past were swept away and the future with Jason stretched ahead, like a road lined in gold.
'Not in a million years.'
'Then let's make a plan.' He thought for a moment. 'Maybe we should take up a sport or something...anything that will give us time together.'
'Like what?'
'I don't know... join a riding school, or a tennis competition. Something that lets us go off together every now and again without suspicion.'
Ellie nodded in agreement. 'I saw an Ad in the library the other day asking for people to join a debating society. We could do that.'
'Right.' Jason was enthusiastic.
'But we'll need somewhere to go.' Ellie giggled softly. 'Unless you really want to join the Debating Society. We could fuck on the floor whilst they have a mass debate around us.'
Jason shook his head. 'No thanks.' He thought for a minute. 'There's a little hotel near the Library. We could -'
Ellie shook her head. 'No hotels.'
'So where can we go?'
'I've been thinking of looking for a bedsitter' she said. 'It's time I moved out of home and Mum said she'd help with the rent for a while. Maybe I could start looking next week.'
'I'll help you find one.'
'And the day I move in I'll invite you over and we'll fuck all night long.'
Jason laughed. The idea was intoxicating. 'We'll have to do something really special to remember it by.'
Ellie suddenly remembered the words he'd spoken in the pub when she'd asked him about Cindy, and the little lurch she'd felt in her belly and the thought of him sinking his shaft into her bowels. The girl did have a neat little tush but it was nothing she didn't have, and letting him take her there would be really naughty. Maybe that that could be my special gift, she thought, and it would be something new for me, too.
A wave of contentment surged through her and she snuggled closer in his arms. 'I've got the perfect idea,' she murmured.
'Really? What is it?'
His sister laughed 'I'm not going to tell you,' she said. 'It's a surprise. You'll just have to wait and see.' and she kissed him on the lips.
****
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Prologue
Sarah Ryan never heard the explosion, for the shock wave reached her before the sound and by then her eardrums had ruptured.
She felt an enormous force seize her body to fling it forward, and the agony of her legs as they struck the bow coaming; and then the horizon was spinning as she cartwheeled over the grey water below before the final impact blew the breath out of her body.
She floated on her back for a while and the sky filled her horizon - a vast cathedral of pale blue, clean and pure and flawless, and she listened to the whistling in her ears and wondered at the beauty of that ethereal sky so far above as she tried to comprehend what had happened; and then she saw the plume of smoke and steam where the boat had been and the splashes of wreckage raining down around her, and she understood there had been a terrible accident.
She never saw the spar that hit her for it had gone far above her head, whirling upwards in a maelstrom of splintered wood and flame before it descended, and she never heard it either. There was only fleeting moment of pain as it struck her, and a dreadful awareness that this was the end.
In that final second she understood that Michael was gone too, and that she would never see him again to say she adored him, nor touch him in the quiet of the night, happy that he was there. In the anguish of that moment she perceived that each of them was destined to make this final journey without even the comfort of a goodbye, and the knowledge filled her with a sense of terrible loneliness.
And then the darkness consumed her and there was only the sound of the wind and the waves, and the cries of the seagulls circling over her pale face floating adrift in the troubled waters below.
Five Months Earlier
Lucille Carter-Bayliss stared out of the window, her mind on the report she had just read. The single page of closely typed words lay on the desk before her and it confirmed everything she had suspected.
The report had been commissioned from a female private detective called Emily who owed her a few favours, and although it was brief she had no doubt it was correct. Lucy had seen her working, piecing together scraps of information to build a bigger picture. She remembered the intricate way Emily had gathered information: the innocent little conversations with family and friends; examination of clues trawled from the garbage, and the phone taps and email intercepts. It was amazing what you could find about someone if you tried, and the woman was a genius at putting it all together.
Her eyes flicked back to the report on her desk and she picked it up to read its contents again.
Confidential. Report on Sarah Jane Ryan, Crotton Street, Thruxton. May 2013.
You asked me to observe the subject, Sarah Ryan, and to report on any matters of interest and in particular which persons are in her life and the nature of her relationship with them...
The next few paragraphs explained where and how she had observed the girl and Lucy's eyes skipped over them, resuming with the body of the report.
Sarah and her brother Michael live with their parents in a relatively affluent house just outside of Thruxton. Her father is a consultant engineer and during the period of observation was on contract overseas. Her mother does not work but is socially active. She appears to have a good relationship with her daughter, who lives at home. Michael, her brother, is two years older than his sister and is a carpenter by trade although he does not appear to have regular employment at present.
Sarah does not socialise and I found no evidence of boyfriends or other external relationships. She appears to have few friends and for the most part lives quietly at home. She is studying the foundation units for Veterinary Science at the local TAFE, which occupies her three days a week...
There was more background information about the girl: her friends and her social habits, what music she liked and the hobbies she had. Lucy noted with interest that she and her brother were renovating a cottage on the headland across the bay, and she smiled at her own memories of that place. But it was the second page that interested her most, and she read it again carefully.
My investigations lead me to believe that Sarah may be pregnant. She was observed to visit an obstetrics clinic by herself on two occasions, and I have also found evidence of the purchase of pyridoxine 20mg, which is a prescription medication typically used for the treatment of morning sickness. If my deduction is correct then I would suggest she is still in the first trimester of her pregnancy.
If this diagnosis is correct there is the question of who the father might be but in this regard I have so far been unsuccessful. I saw no contact with any particular male during my surveillance, nor were there any detectable telephone calls or emails with any person that suggested such a relationship. I conclude that it was either a one-night stand, which seems inconsistent with Sarah's social behaviour, or she is actively trying to suppress the father's identity.
Sarah relies heavily on the support of her brother: indeed, although I observed no intimacy between them I would say their relationship is very close. I cannot say if he is aware of her condition, nor, for that matter, whether the mother has been informed. So far there is no physical evidence of her pregnancy, but of course as time goes by this will change.
Lucy set the pages back on the desk and closed her eyes, thinking of the first night she had seduced the girl. She remembered the restaurant, with the dimmed lighting and the wine and music. Sarah had been shy but the Rohypnol had fixed that, and then it had been a night to remember. She recalled the softness of her lips in that first kiss and the whisper of her clothes as she shed them to lie naked on the bed, her long limbs splayed out and her eyes bright with the drug. She remembered too the first taste of her pussy, and how it confirmed what Lucy had known from the moment she'd first set eyes on the girl - that she was a rare find, a beauty with a smoldering sexuality that had blossomed under Lucy's experienced tongue.
The early months had been the best. They had been inseparable: she as the teacher and the girl as the pupil, so naïve but eager to learn. Sarah had an inventive streak, learning quickly and not afraid to experiment, and within a week or two she had become the favourite. There were others, of course, girls that Lucy had groomed for sex or who did it for money, but there was none quite like her. It had been an amazing few months - the meetings, the wine and soft music, the soft feather beds, the passion.
Just how far the girl had progressed was demonstrated one afternoon when they took a trip to Brinsley's head, climbing from the little boat ramp to the ruined cottage that overlooked the bay. Sarah had been working alone to repair the old structure and Lucy smiled as the recalled the girl's eagerness to show off the renovations.
'None of the roof was here,' she'd said, waving one arm at the roughly patched timbers above their head. 'I climbed up and nailed the tarp, and then cleared the rubble away from the -' she caught sight of Lucy's expression and the words died on her lips.
'Don't stop,' Lucy smiled at her earnestness. 'Tell me.'
Sarah shook her head. 'No...it's boring. Sorry.'
Lucy grasped her arm lightly. 'No, really. I like hearing you tell me - I like watching your excitement.' She stared into the girl's face, struck yet again by its perfect symmetry: the wide set eyes and little button nose and the cupid's bow curve of her lips. In the subdued light she couldn't discern the colour of Sarah's eyes but she saw the pupils were distended, the dark orbs in stark contrast to the pale perfection of the surrounding skin. Beneath her fingers she felt the warm flesh of the girl's arm and in a moment of unity she sensed the blood coursing through its veins and arteries, bringing life and vitality to the young, firm body.
A sudden surge of emotion seized her and she leaned forward and pressed her lips to Sarah's open mouth. For a moment the girl was passive and then she tilted her head and responded, her body arching against the older woman. Lucy's brain was suddenly filled with a maelstrom of conflicting senses: the subtle smell of cinnamon and apple in the soft cloud of Sarah's hair and the cloying sweetness of her perfume; the taste of her mouth and the soft warmth of her breath and the slippery feel of her tongue. She dropped the blanket she was holding and seized the girl in a tight embrace, and they clung to each other in the dappled light, their hearts racing as their passion spiraled.
At last Lucy broke free. 'Here,' she gasped. 'Let's do it here.' She stooped to spread the blanket on the fractured tiles of the ruined floor and knelt upon it, and she looked up at the girl. 'Take off your clothes,' she whispered.
Sarah unzipped her skirt and shucked off her blouse, tossing the scraps of material to one side. She wore no underwear and in the subdued light she saw Lucy gazing at her pussy with hungry eyes.
'Step forward,' the woman commanded. 'Push your cunt into my face.'
Sarah obeyed, thrusting her hips forward slightly as she did so. She felt the sudden heat of Lucy's breath on her labia and a moment later the hardness of her tongue slipping into the entrance of her body. The tip flickered over her clitoris and she gasped at the sudden sensation. 'Ah...Christ,' she whispered ' - ah, easy...easy.' Her voice was gusty, the words broken as the intensity of her pleasure ratcheted upwards. She seized Lucy's head and held it tightly in the juncture of her thighs. 'There,' she whispered, 'Ah, yes...just there. Fuck...fuck...don't stop, Luce! Just there.' There was a sudden bloom of moisture at her sex and she imagined it smeared over Lucy's eager lips. The image triggered her first orgasm - a small one that rushed in unexpectedly, and she closed her eyes and rode the tight little waves of pleasure as they enfolded her.
Lucy stripped quickly and lay on the blanket on her back, staring up at Sarah with hungry eyes. She could still taste the girl on her tongue and her cheeks were wet with pussy juice. From her low perspective she could see Sarah's sex, the lips furled back and the flesh pink and fresh and clean. She reached up and touched it lightly before inserting one finger into the girl's body. The channel was very tight and she felt its sucking warmth trying to draw her in.
'Sit on my face, she commanded, and she watched as the girl crouched over her, one golden thigh either side of her head. 'Now, press down.' Lucy's hands grasped the girl's buttocks and drew them towards her face, feasting her eyes on the wet gash as it descended.
'You love being eaten, don't you?' she whispered. 'Tell me you love it.'
'Ah...God yes!' Sarah's voice broke as she felt the first touch of Lucy's tongue. 'I...ah...I love it, Luce. I love - ugh -what you do to me.'
'I can taste you,' Lucy said. She pressed her mouth over the spongy wet lips of Sarah's sex and drew her tongue upward to the fissured texture of the tight little anus. 'I can taste your cunt,' she whispered. 'You're dripping wet...oozing into my mouth. Are you wet for me?'
'I am, I am.' Sarah hunkered down, pressing against the restless mouth below her, and she writhed as the woman lapped at her sex. She could feel Lucy's fingers easing her buttocks apart and her anus crimped as the hardness of her tongue slithering over it, like a fish's mouth grasping at a morsel of food. Through the waves of pleasure she regarded the broken floor littered with dust and rubble and leaves, and the sordid surroundings reinforced the feeling that she was committing a secret sin. Little Sarah Ryan, as pretty as a picture, so clean and virtuous and pure - and yet here she was, kneeling in the filth like a cheap whore with her heart hammering and her breath groaning with every thrust of Lucy's tongue.
This is the other me, Sarah thought. This is my secret life as a slut, fucking in the dirt, groveling naked with another woman, gobbling up her juices like a cat with a bowl of cream. The thought triggered a sudden surge of lust and she bent quickly to lick the thick lips of Lucy's sex. Her brain was consumed by the primeval urge to fuck: to eat the luscious fruit before her and to grind her cunt against the woman's face. She could feel the seeds of another orgasm building, triggered by her thoughts and the delicious feel of Lucy's tongue lapping at her pussy, and it spiraled quickly in her brain.
'I'm going to cum again,' she whispered. 'Ah, shit, Lucy...I can feel it...building. Yes, yes...ah, yes. It's coming, Luce.'
'Eat me too,' the woman commanded. 'Like I showed you, Sarah...let's cum together.'
Sarah thrust her face between the open thighs and plunged her tongue into the wet opening. Lucy's cream was thicker now, a sure sign of her excitement, and it coated her lips and chin. She curled her tongue to capture it, wriggling the tip inside the woman's body and was rewarded by a groan of pleasure from the twitching form beneath her. Lucy's tongue was inside her too, burrowing between her labia and flickering over her clitoris to ratchet up her pleasure.
'Ah...fuck...fuck,' Sarah moaned. 'Jesus, Luce...I'm cumming!' She trembled on the brink for a moment, her vision tunneling rapidly to swirling darkness shot through with flashes of brilliant light, and then the pleasure burst in her brain like a super nova and she shrieked as it consumed her.
The sound was enough to trigger Lucy's own orgasm and she arched her back and screamed, her mouth open in a rictus of pain and pleasure. Just above her face Sarah's pussy was contracting spasmodically, dribbling a thin stream of liquid and she plunged her mouth over the opening to capture the pungent fluid. She felt the girl's lips encompass her own cunt and she writhed in ecstasy at the sensation. On and on and on it went, the waves of pleasure rolling over them like a tsunami, their bodies twitching and their hands grasping, grasping, as if each was trying to enter the body of the other, until at last the sensations subsided and they relaxed with a final groan of pleasure.
Sarah climbed off the supine figure and collapsed next to her. A thin shaft of sunlight pierced the roof and illuminated her belly and Lucy could see the sheen of sweat on the firm golden flesh. The sight stirred her and she leaned over the girl and kissed her.
'I have a new lesson today,' she murmured. 'A new trick for you to learn.'
Sarah laughed. 'I thought we'd done everything that could be done.'
Lucy smiled. 'Not by a long shot. This one lets you possess me. This time you will be the aggressor.' She could see the girl's interest. 'If you go to my stuff you'll find a little tube,' she said, 'the red one. Bring it to me.' She watched as Sarah walked to the corner to rummage in the little bag, and she rolled onto her knees and thrust her buttocks up in supplication.
'Smear it on your hand,' she instructed. 'Lots of it...now, put it in me. Put your whole hand in me.'
Sarah examined the woman's sex. It was still swollen from their lovemaking but she could see it was too small.
'It won't fit, Luce,' she said doubtfully.
'It will...just start slowly - three fingers.'
Sarah crouched behind the woman and rested her left hand on the smooth skin of her back. Lucy's vulva was still bathed in juice and she drew her fingers over the glistening wet flesh, drawing a groan of pleasure from the crouching figure.
'Inside,' Lucy whispered. 'Push inside.'
Sarah pressed into the wet gash, feeling the sucking warmth as her fingers slid in. She watched the vulva stretch to accommodate them, the ring tightening around her knuckles like an elastic band.
'Now four,' Lucy gasped. 'Put in four.'
Sarah bent forward to observe as she applied more pressure. Her face was close to the woman's vulva, watching as four fingers slid into the warm, oily tube. The tiny eye of the anus above her fingers bulged with the pressure, the ring opening slightly to reveal the pink flesh of Lucy's bowels and the girl rubbed her thumb over it.
'More, baby,' the woman hissed. 'Go deeper.'
The girl withdrew her fingers a little and curled her thumb across her palm before sliding her hand forward again. She watched Lucy's vulva expanding, the rim stretched tight around her knuckles until she could move no further. 'It won't go,' she said. Her voice was breathless. 'It's too tight, Luce.'
'Push. Push hard.'
Sarah pressed forward, rotating her fingers a little as if to screw them in. Her fingers were buried to the third knuckle, the widest part of her hand, and the pressure was intense. Somewhere beneath her Lucy was grunting, a primeval sound of pain and pleasure juxtaposed on one another, and in a sudden moment of insight Sarah understood the power she had over the pale, twitching body kneeling before her. She thrust her hand forward aggressively and the resistance melted, and her hand sank into the woman's body.
Sarah stared down at their point of union, seeing her wrist encircled by the tight ring of Lucy's vulva. 'I'm inside you Luce,' she whispered in a voice filled with wonder. 'My whole hand is in your pussy.'
'Ah, God yes...I feel it. Fuck, that's tight!'
Sarah began to flex her arm inside the crouching figure, feeling the sucking warmth of her inner flesh and the iron grip of the vulva around her wrist. Her eyes fastened on Lucy's anus, watching as it expanded with the pressure, opening like an awaking eye. She stooped and touched the rim with her tongue, marveling at the rubbery texture.
'Fuck me, Sarah.' Lucy's voice was tight with lust. 'Fuck me with your hand.'
The girl slid her hand sliding deeper into the warmth of Lucy's pussy, and she watched a strand of juice drool from the tight vulvar ring to lie like a silver thread on the blanket below. She heard the wet suck of Lucy's flesh and smelled the raw odour her excitement, thick and rank in her nostrils. In a moment of sudden perception Sarah understood that for the first time it was she who was totally in control and the slim body impaled on her arm was utterly helpless. She curled her fingers into a fist and thrust deeper, imaging the slippery pink walls of that narrow channel being forced apart...violated by this symbol of power. Her senses were filled with the sounds they made - the gasps and groans and sighs and the hiss of Lucy's breath; and she saw how she twitched and trembled like a skewered fish. The sense of power brought a surge of lust and she began to pump harder.
For a long time Sarah fucked the gaping maw, observing how the juice at the rim was churned to a white froth as her wrist pumped back and forth. It was easier now as the bruised and battered opening had relaxed and she could go deeper still. She saw beads of Lucy's juice scattered on the blanket like drops of liquid opal, and she heard the wet squishing as her fist plunged back and forth inside the woman's body.



And at last she saw the rising tide of her lover's passion: the spiral of pleasure that was building, building - the arching of her back and the tightening of her thighs, and she heard the little squeaks and sighs grow longer, until at least she was trembling on the brink. And at that moment she leaned forward and plunged her tongue like an arrow into the open ring of Lucy's anus to trip her over the edge.
The woman screamed and a sudden spray of juice burst from the quivering lips of her cunt to splatter over the girl's arm. 'Oh, God, baby,' she shrieked. 'I'm cumming...I'm cumming! Fuck me deep!' Her head thrashed from side to side and her back arched like an epileptic's. 'Ah Jesus...fuck...yes, yes!' The muscles of her cunt contracted sharply, squeezing Sarah's arm in a vice like grip. She could feel it rippling, a sort of spasmodic clutching as if Lucy was trying to drag her deeper inside, and the ring of her vulva bubbled and oozed with expelled juice.
Sarah waited until the contractions faded. Despite the blanket her knees hurt, and her back ached from the unusual posture. Her hand was still buried in Lucy's cunt but the passion had dissolved, leaving an uncomfortable awareness of how unnatural the act had been. She extracted her hand, watching as the vulva stretched around the heel of her palm, and she saw the spurt of juice expelled as her fingers left Lucy's greasy flesh. She thought she heard a sound behind her and glanced quickly at the window, but there was nothing there and she turned back to the sound of her voice.
'Lie here with me,' Lucy said, and patted the blanket beside her. She lifted the girl's hand to her face and took each finger in her mouth, one at a time, to lick the cream from between them. Cunt juice was delicious, she thought, but only when you could share it with someone else.
'That was lovely,' she said. 'Now, let's talk about another little trick I can teach you.'
*
In the quiet of her office Lucy smiled as she recalled those days. The afternoon on the island had been the best, in the old Beach House, but there had been others, too: wonderful times as she tutored the girl in the ways of love...or ways of lust, anyway. But then it had changed, and the smile slipped from her lips as she remembered.
It had happened a little after their Beach House love-in. Sarah had travelled from Thruxton and they met in a little café not far from their favourite motel. Lucy was there first, as she always was, and she took the little corner table furthest from the door so she could watch the room. It was a quiet afternoon and the café was almost empty when Sarah arrived. She opened the door and stood at the threshold for a few moments before carefully closing it and moving towards her.
She was wearing a red dress very like the one she'd worn on their first date, but the resemblance ended there. The naïve young girl who Lucy had seduced was gone, and in her place was a self-assured young woman threading her way though the tables. Her hair was longer and bleached by the sun, and it reached her shoulders in a pale curtain of iridescent gold that swayed softly as she walked, and she was beautiful.
Lucy rose to her feet. 'Sarah. It's lovely to see you.' She leaned forward to kiss her lips but the girl turned her head to offer her cheek instead.
'Hello Luce.'
'Please - sit. Would you like some tea?'
The girl settled in the chair. 'Thank you, yes.'
Lucy lifted the teapot and poured a cup, adding a dash of milk. She was aware of Sarah's eyes on her and the lack of any smile. 'You're a little late,' she remarked. 'I thought you might not be coming.'
'I said I would. The train was late.'
'I see.' Lucy pushed the cup toward her. 'Sugar?'
'You know I don't.'
'I haven't seen you for a while, Sarah, and people change.' She examined the girl, observing the sun-browned skin, glossy with health and vitality. 'You look very well. What have you being doing with yourself?'
Sarah shrugged. 'Not much, really.'
'Well, whatever it is you've been doing it outdoors, by the look of you.'
'I've been out the Beach House,' the girl said. 'Doing it up.' Her eyes flickered to Lucy's face and the woman saw a faint flush appear on her cheeks. So she remembers too.
'On your own?'
'No...my brother is helping me. He's a tradesman.'
'You should take it easy,' Lucy said, 'it would be hard work carrying all that stuff up to the cottage.'
Sarah shrugged. 'I like it, and it's not like there's a lot else to do in Thruxton.'
'I thought you were studying to be a vet.'
'I am, but it's the long semester break.'
'Right.' She regarded the girl for a moment. 'So how come I haven't seen you for so long?'
The grey eyes flickered to her face and then slid away. 'I told you, I've been busy.'
Lucy smiled grimly. It was clear that something was wrong. 'You told me a moment ago you'd not been doing much,' she said lightly. 'Is something troubling you?'
'What makes you say that?'
Lucy leaned forward and grasped Sarah's arm. 'A month ago we had a pretty special time on your island. Don't you remember?' She waited for an answer but the girl was silent. 'But something's happened, Sarah - something's changed. I'm getting the feeling you're not the same - so I'll ask you again. Is something troubling you?'
Sarah stared into the woman's face. The image of her hand embedded in Lucy's body suddenly popped into her mind. She recalled the odour of her excitement and the groans of pleasure as the woman thrashed in wild orgasm, impaled on her arm. It was something that had occurred on the spur of the moment, something that had turned her on. Lucy was right, it had been a pretty special moment - for her, at least. But what had happened a week later was not. She opened her mouth to answer but Lucy was talking again.
'Surely you're not upset about that other thing, are you?' she said smoothly. She released the girl's arm and sat back, smiling lightly. 'That was just a little misunderstanding, a little tiff. You're not going to hold that against me, are you?'
Sarah remembered the sudden crimp of the leather straps that pinched her wrists and ankles and her fear as she understood what was happening, and the waves of scalpel-sharp pain even though she begged the woman to stop.
'You hurt me,' she said, 'and you didn't stop -'
'But I did! As soon as I saw you really didn't like it.' Lucy laughed lightly, a brief tinkling noise, but her eyes were hard. 'Look - I said I'd teach you and I have. I've showed you lots of things and you owe me, right? And I get that you didn't like that particular gig, but it's no big deal.' She bent to her handbag and extracted her purse. 'So I've booked a room in our usual place, Sarah. Why don't we -'
Sarah stared at her in amazement. Had she really forgotten the tears and the recriminations? It would seem so. On the way here she had been prepared to stay with Lucy again, to try and work through the issues, but suddenly she understood it would never be the same again.
'No,' she said. Her voice was low, but it cut off Lucy's words like a knife.
'What did you say?'
'I said no. I'm not going to the motel, Lucy.'
'But -'
'No! I said no! Which bit of that don't you get?'
Lucy stared at the girl's face. Up to now she had always been passive and this was a new side to her character. The grey eyes were as hard as chips of granite, and the voice carried an authority she had never heard before. A sudden surge of anger seized her and she thrust her face close to Sarah's.
'Listen, you little tramp! I'll decide what we'll do, not you!'
'Really? Like you decided to assault me? That's statutory rape.'
Lucy laughed, an ugly sound without humour. 'I don't think so! You're a consenting adult, Sarah, and you can't prove anything. I, on the other hand -'
'Can do what?' Sarah demanded.
'- can expose you as a little whore who gives sex for money.'
Sarah stared at her. 'What do you mean?'
'Have you forgotten the gifts I sent you? Those little deposits in your bank account? I haven't. I still have the payment slips.'
'They were to buy the things that you wanted me to wear. I don't see how that proves anything.'
'Really? I doubt if others will see it that way. Perhaps you need to have a good hard think about that before you refuse me again - otherwise...' The threat lay on the table for a moment, and then Lucy's voice softened. 'Look - nobody wants to go that way. Let's forget it...come with me now and we can make up, I'm sure.'
Sarah shook her head. 'I don't think so.' She reached for her handbag and stood up. 'When I came in here I was thinking I'd like to talk things through and see if we could stay together, but I don't like threats. You're a control freak, Luce, and I can't live with that.'
'Sit down!'
'No.'
Lucy leapt to her feet. 'You'll regret it if you walk out on me, I promise!' she hissed. 'I can break you. By the time I'm finished you'll crawl on your belly and beg me to take you back.'
Sarah laughed. 'Then do your worst, Lucille Carter-Bayliss,' she said, 'but don't think I'll go down without a fight,' and she turned on her heel and walked from the room.
*
Lucy reached forward and picked up the report again, her mind returning to the present. It had been more than two months since Sarah had gone and although she had tried to contact the girl she had heard nothing. And now she was pregnant, and it was clear from the timing that she had conceived after she had left. A sudden image of Sarah in wild orgasm flooded her mind - her beautiful slim body twitching and her head thrown back and a thin scream of ecstasy bursting from her lips. Lucy had seen it often but this time the figure with her was a man, not her, and she felt her belly twist with loathing and disgust.
And in the quiet of her office the simmering anger she had harboured these past weeks suddenly flared into an incandescent hatred, and she swore an oath to herself that even if it was the last thing she ever did she would make Sarah Jane Ryan suffer.
*****
Michael Ryan steered towards the little spit of rocks off the island, watching as the sand bar passed safely under the keel. It had appeared the day after the wild storm two months ago when the tide and waves had shifted the sea bed.
Sarah was hunched over the forward thwart with her hands clasped over her belly, staring up at the trees where the Beach House was. She couldn't see it yet but she always looked.
'Are you all right, Sis?' he asked.
She turned to him without smiling. 'Absolutely.'
He gestured at the water with one hand. 'That sand bar seems to be getting bigger,' he said. 'Since the storm, I mean.'
Sarah nodded. The storm had changed a lot of things in her life. She remembered the train trip back from Torbess on the same afternoon with her mind plagued by Lucy's venom, and her spontaneous decision to join her brother on the island. The storm had struck half way over the bay and he had saved her life by dragging her from the swirling waters half drowned and frozen. She recalled the warmth of the fire in the little kitchen and moment he had seen her naked, and the expression of raw longing on his face. And she remembered the amazing feel of his body through that long night of pleasure.
The roof of the Beach House appeared behind the copse of trees and she felt a sudden jolt of emotion. She loved this place, but all of the turmoil in her life seemed to have had its roots here. Sarah smiled at the thought. Roots...first Lucy and then her brother. One had filled her life with poison and the other had filled her with...well, life. It was growing in her, getting bigger every day and she knew that people would soon notice.
Michael cut the engine and the boat glided the last few feet to the spit in the sudden silence. She watched as he jumped ashore and secured the painter and she saw his face alight with excitement. 'Come on, Sis,' he said. 'Let's get started.'
He flung open the heavy shutters and the winter sunshine flooded into the cottage. They had whitewashed the walls and laid new flagstones the week before and the interior looked cool and inviting. They walked from room to room and talked about how the furniture would look: the bright patterned rugs in the lounge, and the big double bed for the single front room. Michael was still working out how to get it here, but Sarah knew he would. He always did what he said, and she knew too that it would look amazing with its bright fluffy cushions and crisp white bedspread.
They carried the furniture from the boat and began to assemble them: the kitchen cabinets were simple but hooking up the new water tank took some time. It was noon by the time they finished and they sat on the front lawn and opened the lunch she had made.
For a while they ate without talking, looking out over the bay to the curve of the coast beyond.
'You're very quiet,' Michael said at last.
'I was enjoying the view.'
'No, I mean since - that night.' He touched her arm shyly. 'Are you all right?''
Sarah glanced at him. 'Of course I am, Mike,' she smiled briefly. 'You know I love it here.'
He nodded slowly. 'I know you do, but its not just about the Beach House, Sarah - its about us. I've tried not to hassle you...tried to give you space, you know?' He waited for her to respond but she was quiet, her eyes still on the bay. 'I know you had some things to work out,' he continued, '...that you needed time. But its been weeks now and you hardly talk to me.'
'What do you expect of me!?' Sarah said. Her voice was suddenly filled with emotion. 'What is it you want of me?'
Michael blinked at the savagery in her tone. 'I want you to talk to me...to tell me that you don't regret what happened. Tell me that you are OK...that we are OK.' His voice trailed off and he stared at her miserably. 'You know I'll do anything for you, Sarah. Just tell me what is wrong.'
'Why does everyone think something is fucking wrong!' she burst out. 'Jesus! Why can't you just leave me alone!'
'Because I love you,' he said simply.
Sarah stared at him and her anger disappeared in an instant to be replaced by a crushing weariness. The burden she had carried for the past few weeks suddenly seemed overwhelming and she knew she could no longer carry it alone.
'I'm pregnant,' she whispered.
'What?!'
'I'm pregnant.'
Michael gaped at her. 'Are you sure?'
'Yes, I am. Eight weeks.'
'Jesus H Christ!' his face was stricken. 'Is it...I mean, is it -' he said at last.
'Eight weeks,' she repeated. 'You do the math.'
'Fuck!'
Sarah regarded him. 'Well - thank you for your overwhelming support, Dad.'
He was instantly contrite. 'God, Sarah - I'm sorry. It's just...well, it's a shock. I never thought -'
'That cumming in me four times when I wasn't on the pill could have such a strange side effect?'
'No...well, I meant I never dreamed it would happen. When you said in the boat that it wasn't...well, your fertile time, I never gave it another thought.' He crossed to her chair and put his arms around her. 'How long have you known?'
'Just over a month.'
'Why didn't you tell me?' He held her shoulders. 'Why the hell didn't you talk to me...I could have helped.'
'Really?' She smiled at his earnestness. 'And done what? Held the pregnancy test for me?'
'I could have listened - given you support. You've had to do this all on your own and that's not right.'
Sarah's eyes softened. 'Yes, you could have, Mike,' she said, 'and I would have welcomed it too, but there were things I needed to think through.'
'And have you?'
She nodded. 'Firstly - I'm going to keep the baby.' She saw him open his mouth to protest and held up her hand. 'No, listen to me. I know you are the father but it was my decision...it is my decision. This isn't a normal situation, you know? You're my brother, and that complicates things.'
'So what else have you decided?' he asked bitterly.
'That I will love this baby no matter what.'
'What the hell does that mean?'
She sighed. 'There's a rule in our society that says 'Don't have sex with first degree relatives' - that's you and me, Mike, brother and sister. First degree because fifty percent of our genes are shared. The rule is there not just because people are narrow minded, but because there's a good reason for it.' She observed him for a moment but he did not speak. 'So what I mean is that statistically, more than fifty percent of children conceived in incest have birth defects, and we may have to live with that consequence.'
'But surely they can do tests,' he said desperately.
Sarah shook her head. 'I can't march into the clinic and say I've been inseminated by my brother. People might be just a bit judgmental about it, to say nothing of how much interest the law would suddenly take in you.'
'No, but there are other tests - you don't need to mention me...just you tell them you're concerned.'
'I have,' she said gently, 'and they will be done, I'm sure.' She stared out across the placid waters of the bay, so different from the maelstrom that almost took her life. 'That storm has a lot to answer for.'
'It was just the catalyst, Sarah...I think it would have happened anyway.' He touched her cheek gently. 'So what about us?'
'Us?'
'You and me. What does this mean for us?'
Sarah stood up and began to pack the lunch things into her bag. She thought it was a fair question that deserved an answer, but she had none. Maybe she shouldn't have told him. Maybe it would have been better to just go away and have the baby adopted. Maybe they should never have fucked.
The questions about Mike and Lucy and the baby, and whether should could finish her studies and how she would ever tell her parents filled her head like a field of barbed wire. Every single question would have to be resolved, but she didn't even know where to begin.
She lifted the bag and turned to her brother. 'I don't know,' she said at last. 'I just don't know.'
******
Lucy Bayliss-Carter lifted her face from between the thighs of her latest conquest and examined the perspiring face of their owner. The girl was her youngest yet and Lucy had enjoyed the chase and the seduction, but she had proven to be a big disappointment in bed. There was nothing wrong with her body, which was delightful, but her pussy didn't taste good and she lacked any passion. The image of Sarah suddenly popped into her mind and she scowled as she remembered how fine she was compared to the insipid little chit before her.
The girl propped herself up on her elbow. 'Was I good?' she asked. Her voice was high pitched and immature. 'My boyfriend says I'm good...or rather, he says I'm very bad.' She giggled, an empty frivolous sound. 'He really likes bad girls.'
The thought she'd had been eating a pussy that had sheathed cock suddenly revolted Lucy and she hurriedly wiped her lips on the back of her hand. 'Get dressed and get out,' she said nastily.
The smile slipped from the girl's face. 'What did you say?'
'I said I've had better sex from a piece of wood, Anna - now, get out.'
The girl jumped to her feet and began to dress. 'I think you're horrible,' she said. 'And my name's not Anna, its Adele.'
'A-fucking-disaster, more like,' Lucy hissed. 'Now piss off and close the door behind you.'
She watched as the girl scrambled into her clothes and stormed from the room. Her knickers were on the bedpost and Lucy picked them up and opened the door, still undressed. The motel corridor overlooked the central foyer two floors below and she saw the girl stamping across it.
'Hey, Adele!' she yelled, and watched as the girl stopped and peered upwards. There were other people looking too, pointing up at her nakedness.



'You forgot these!' and she flung the panties towards her. They fluttered down and landed in a puddle of red silk on the polished tiles. 'I'd normally keep them,' she yelled, 'but yours stink,' and she laughed as the girl fled.
Lucy lit a cigarette and sat on the bed, thinking of Sarah. It had been nearly three months since their argument and other than commissioning the report she hadn't followed through on her threats. I suppose I expected her back, she thought. I thought she'd come knocking on my door.
But she hadn't, and Lucy found herself thinking of the girl more and more, almost to the point of obsession. She left me...she deserves punishing. She's had man sex and I don't want her back. She's a slut. The ugly thoughts rolled around in her head like a pinball hitting all of her emotional bumpers, but deep inside Lucy missed the raw sensuality that Sarah had brought to their bed, and in the convoluted folds of her brain she began to want the baby, too. We could be like a couple and bring the child up.
And after a while she decided what to do, and she dressed and left for her home feeling happier than she had for weeks.
*****
Sarah Ryan sat at the breakfast table in their family home and glanced at the letter lying on the crisp white tablecloth beside her plate. She recognised the handwriting and felt a lump of dread appear somewhere near the pit of her stomach.
Her mother sat at the head of the table reading a letter and absent-mindedly chewing on a piece of toast.
'Your father says he may be home next month,' she announced. 'Apparently he might finish early.'
'I don't know why he doesn't use email,' Michael remarked.
'He's in Mongolia,' her mother explained, 'they don't have email in those backward places.'
Michael thought the construction of the six billion dollar refinery would have more connectivity than Cape Canaveral and the lack of email was more about avoiding an electronic deluge from his mother every day. He nodded absently and glanced at his sister, noticing the dark smudges of exhaustion under her eyes.
'Aren't you going to open your letter?' Olivia asked her daughter.
Sarah shook her head. 'Later.'
'Who is it from?'
'A friend.' Sarah tried to sound disinterested. 'She tends to go on a bit so I need to be in the right mood to read it.'
'A local friend?' Her mother was persistent.
'From Torbess.'
'I see.' She observed her daughter for a moment. 'So what are you doing today?'
'Mike and I are heading back to the Beach House.'
'You will be careful, won't you? We don't want any more accidents.'
'I will Mum.' She dabbed her lips with her napkin and stood up. 'Well, I suppose I'd better get ready.'
Her mother examined her critically. 'Are you putting on weight, Sarah? You've always been so thin, but now -'
The girl hurriedly covered her belly with her hands. 'Oh, no,' she said. 'It's just fat, that's all - nothing that a bit of exercise won't fix,' and with a single anguished glance at her brother she fled.
Olivia Ryan turned her eyes on her son. 'Do you know what's going on?' she asked.
'I'm not sure what you mean, Mum.'
'Your sister is hiding something.'
Michael shrugged. 'She's nineteen and entitled to run her life. Maybe she's in love with a secret guy, or something.' He touched his mother's hand in a comforting gesture. 'Look, we've been working together most days in the past few months and she's fine, as far as I can see.' He folded his napkin and rose to his feet. 'Well, I'd better get on too.'
'So how's your building project going?' his mother asked.
'Good. We should be finished in a month or two.' The thought brought a sudden pang of anxiety: when the Beach House was finished there would be nothing to keep Sarah near him and he could not imagine a life without her. 'Don't forget that we may be spending tonight on the island.'
Olivia looked up in surprise. 'Really? What will you sleep on?'
'I told you - we're nearly finished...there's beds and running water now, and a loo.'
She nodded. 'I'd forgotten about tonight, Mike. Ring me if you do sleep over - just so I know you're safe.'
'Right.' Michael leaned forward and kissed his mother on the forehead. 'I will. And don't worry about Sarah - she's fine.'
Olivia nodded absently and watched her son walk from the room with a feeling of foreboding. She thought he and his sister were the best she could have possibility hoped for, but all of her instincts told her something was not right.
*
'I need to tell you something,' Sarah said. They were at the little kitchen table in the Beach House and in the soft light of the candle he could see shadows under her eyes and the sense of desperation in them.
'You're expecting twins.'
'What?'
'You're expecting twins,' he joked, 'or even triplets.'
'It's worse than that.' Her fingers plucked nervously at the chequered tablecloth. 'You'll hate me for it.'
'I could never hate you.' He reached forward and grasped her hand. 'You know I'm here for you, right?'
'I know,' she whispered, 'but this one -' her voice trailed off and she sat miserably, staring down at her lap in silence.
'Tell me,' he prompted gently. 'You know a problem shared is a problem halved.'
'Not this time,' she said, 'but I can't do it on my own any more.' She reached into her pocket and soundlessly thrust a piece of paper towards him.
Michael held it close to the candle. It was an information pamphlet from an obstetrics clinic entitled "Having Your Baby" and there were a few words scrawled in the corner.
Thruxton Café 1200 Saturday.
Michael read it in silence. "Is this what arrived in the post today?'
Sarah nodded soundlessly.
'And I assume it's not an appointment for your clinic?'
'No.'
'Who is it from?'
'A woman called Lucy.'
'The friend from Torbess?'
'Yes. Not a friend any more, though.'
He leaned back in his chair. 'The one you went to see before the storm...when we had the argument.'
'Yes.'
'So who is she to you?' It was a question he had longed to ask.
'I...we - well, we...' her eyes were stricken. 'We had an affair together.'
Michael stared at the piece of paper, his thoughts whirling. Lucy. So much of what had happened seemed to hinge around that name. He and Sarah had rebuilt the Beach House because of her: she to have a secret lesbian hideaway and he for the opportunity to watch. But the work had drawn them together, given the opportunity to really know the other for the first time. He remembered how his scorn for his sister had turned into an aching, hopeless obsession that he had thought could never, ever be consummated - and yet it had, in one impossible night of passion as the storm battered the little cottage. He'd thought that night would bring them together but she hadn't touched him since. He'd hoped the baby would cement their love for one another too, but now, in the very room where they had created it, she spoke that hated name again. Lucy.
'Will you see her?' he asked. The bitter bile of jealousy was thick upon his heart.
'It's more complicated than that.'
'Tell me why.'
And in the quiet of that little kitchen Sarah told him the story of a young girl swept off her feet by the glamour of a worldly woman, and the exhilaration of a forbidden love. She told him of the dizzy days when they were together, of the excitement and the pleasure and way they talked and laughed, and of the things they did.
'I could not wait to be with her,' she said simply, 'it was insane.'
Michael listened in silence, watching as she spoke. 'I would have done anything for her,' Sarah continued, 'and I did.' He saw the shame in her expression. 'I did things I would never have dreamed of...you know - with our hands and mouths -' her eyes flickered to the place on the floor where she had laid with Lucy in the rubble and the dirt, and the image of her naked body was razor sharp in her mind. 'I don't know how I could have done it,' she whispered, 'it was...madness, but I couldn't stop myself.' Her voice trailed away and she sat staring at the fire in misery.
'So what changed?' he prompted gently.
'Not long after we started working on the Beach House I went to see her and she was...different - aggressive. She made me do other things - things I didn't want to do, even worse than before, and she loved it.' Sarah's voice was barely more than a whisper. 'And then she tied me up and did them to me, and I hated it. I begged her to stop but she wouldn't.'
Michael reached forward and grasped his sister's arm in a gesture of support. 'Why didn't you tell me? I could have helped.'
She wiped her eyes on the back of one hand. 'How could I? You were the one person I could depend on in an ocean of crap. You would have despised me...I - I couldn't risk losing you.'
'And yet you are telling me now.'
'Because of that -' she gestured at the letter lying on the table.
'So she wants to see you again,' Michael shrugged. 'Tell her to get lost.'
'But don't you see,' Sarah whispered. 'She knows. Somehow she found out that I'm pregnant. It changes everything.'
'I don't see why. Girls get knocked up all the time, Sarah. There's no shame in it.' He squeezed her arm. 'Look - tell Mum you're pregnant. She'll do her nut for ten minutes and then tell you how happy she is to be a grandmother, and you've removed the only thing that Lucy could possibly have over you.'
The girl shook her head. 'You still don't get it, do you?'
'Get what?'
'If she knows I'm pregnant then maybe she knows who the father is, too.' The words fell from her lips like blocks of cold stone.
Michael stared at his sister. 'How could she know that?'
Sarah shrugged. 'How did she find out I was up the duff? I haven't told anyone and I'm sure the hell you didn't.'
'Maybe she doesn't know anything.' He gestured at the piece of paper lying between them. 'Maybe this is a bluff.'
'Really?' She laughed cynically. 'Of all of the pieces of paper she could have used, you think using a pamphlet about pregnancy was a coincidence? I don't think so.'
'So she found out you're expecting. Maybe someone in the clinic talked, or she went to the pharmacy and found out you'd bought a testing kit. But there's no way she could know that I -' his voice trailed off, leaving the last words unsaid. Fucked my sister.
'That's a lot of maybes, Mike. Do you want to take the risk? Can you imagine what Mum would say if she found out it was you? Can you imagine what everyone would say? We'd be outcasts.'
'So what does Lucy want from you?'
The girl shrugged. 'We had an argument...I told her I was leaving.'
'When?'
'A couple of months ago...before I knew I was pregnant.' She laughed briefly, a dry little sound without humour. 'It would seem she's been busy spying on me since then, which tells me she's not given up. She'll never give up.'
'So what does she want?' he asked again.
'She wants me,' Sarah said simply.
*
Later that evening Michael Ryan lay in his bed and remembered the night when he and his sister became lovers. He recalled how he had watched her peel off the wet clothes and how the firelight had painted her body a golden orange shrouded with valleys of flickering shadow, and how he'd thought she was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.
They had stared at each other across the corridor of that little house, and each had recognised the desperate need of the other. He remembered her words when he went to her: 'Tonight we are just you and me, Michael, as friends, not siblings,' and her fingertips had traced the line of his lips before she uttered those fateful words that changed everything. 'Take me,' she had said, 'just for tonight. Take me now and then never again,' and she had put her mouth on his and kissed him.
He remembered the expression in her eyes as she felt the long slide of his flesh into her body for the first time. He had fucked her hard, driven by a desperate need to possess her - to take her; to feel the grip of her velvet cunt on his rampant cock, to fill her with his burning seed. He recalled her little whimpers of pain and pleasure and the long, trembling moans as her orgasm swept her to ecstasy.
It had been a primeval coupling fuelled by their demons, and had it been the only one he could have accepted there would never be another. But though that long night she had taken him again and again, and the urgency had given way to something far deeper. They had forged an unbreakable bond sealed by love and complicity, and the notion that he could never be with her again suddenly seemed absurd.
And so Michael rose on silent feet and went to her. A full moon hung low over the bay, painting the room in silver and in its light he saw she was awake and watching as he crept towards her bed. For a moment he thought she would reject him, but she raised the blankets so he could slide in beside her.
'I need you, Michael,' she whispered. She rested her head on his chest and he touched her hair, his fingers moving languorously over the glossy strands. 'Will you stay with me?' she asked softly.
'God yes.'
'Not just tonight. I mean...when things get tough.'
'Of course I will.'
She was silent for a while, luxuriating in the warmth of his embrace and the touch of his fingers. 'I'm ashamed of what I did with Lucy,' she whispered, 'but don't feel guilty about you.' She pushed herself up on one elbow and stared into his face. 'What we did was so wrong, but I don't feel guilty - not even a little bit. Why is that?'
'Because we are as one. It was always going to happen.'
Sarah shook her head. 'No. Before the Beach House we hardly knew each other.' She looked around at the whitewashed walls and the patterned rug on the slate floor, its colours muted in the moonlight. 'It's this place,' she said. 'It seduced Lucy and me and now its captured us. I don't know what it is but I...I can't resist it.' Her gaze returned to her brother, observing the marvelous planes of his face and the steady gaze of his dark eyes and in a sudden surge of emotion she understood how much she needed him, and she leaned forward and kissed him.
The kisses they had exchanged before were hard and urgent, but this one was filled with tenderness. The first touch was feather light, nothing more than a tentative brush of her lips against his, withdrawn almost at once as if she were testing him - and then a second touch, longer than the first, her lips warm and pliant. He felt the tip of her tongue nudge into his mouth, warm and slippery, and he touched it with his own, each responding with growing passion until she broke free with a little gasp of breath.
'I thought I could be strong,' she whispered, 'but I can't, not any more,' and she pressed her mouth to his again.
In the pale silvery light Sarah's skin appeared dark against the crisp white sheets, her limbs spread-eagled and her body acquiescent. He could see the glint of her eyes and the whiteness of her teeth and the darker shadow of her hair spread over the pillow; and above the muted sound of the sea he heard the soft panting of her breath as she waited. He felt her guiding hands as he mounted her; and then the silken touch of her burning flesh against the very tip of his cock.
Slowly, and with infinite care, Michael Ryan penetrated his sister. He felt the initial tightness as his knob engaged her narrow opening and heard the hiss of her breath as she struggled to take him; and then her flesh surrendered and his shaft slid smoothly inside her. She lifted her legs to better accommodate him and he felt the angle of her body change - her hips rotating and her vulva thrusting forward to swallow his cock, until he could go no further.
For a long time they were motionless, each transfixed by the sensations that engulfed them. Sarah could feel his length embedded inside her, levering apart the tight walls of her sex and stretching its narrow opening. She could feel its heat too, and the little movements it made as it twitched; and she could feel her pussy pulsing, as if to draw him deeper. The knowledge that she was fucking her brother filled her with conflicting emotions: a sense of foreboding because they would forever be condemned to hide their secret in the shadows; and reckless exhilaration at the excitement of this forbidden union.
Michael begin to move, his shaft sliding back and forth within her, and Sarah heard little sounds they made - the soft sighs and groans of pleasure, the squeak of the mattress and the soft wet slurp of her sex. Under her fingers she felt the muscles of his back tensing and releasing and his strength and vitality filled her with a deep sense of comfort because he was with her: a rock on which she could depend. She felt her own body responding: her hands clasping his body, her hips rolling languorously in tune with his thrusts - back and forth, in and out. Each stroke of his cock seemed deeper, more primeval, as if he were skewering her with a great piston that filled every corner of her cunt. She felt her juices flowing, mingling with his, smearing over her inner thighs and trickling over the tight eye of her anus, and it was as if his flesh and hers were as one.
'Jesus...,' she whispered. 'Ah, fuck, fuck...that's so good.' Her lips sought his, desperate to taste him, to unite further. Their kisses hard and urgent and interspersed with whispered words of love and lust in the dappled shadows of her room.
'God, Sarah...ah, you're tight!'
'Yes, yes, stretch me open. Take me, take me.'
'I will, I will.'
His eyes were on her face, watching the expressions flit across it: guilt and pleasure and lust. 'How can this be wrong, Michael?' she murmured. 'How can anything this good be so wrong?'
Michael stared down at her face, her words resonating in his brain. It was wrong. He was fucking his little sister, his own flesh and blood, and he had impregnated her. His child was growing only inches from where his rampant cock was now embedded - a child to be born in shame and secrecy. For a moment the enormity of what they were doing overwhelmed him; but the warm, pliant body that writhed beneath him was irresistible, and that was part of the delight.
He remembered reading an article once where people who had committed incest spoke of their feelings. What was it one of them had said? 'Sex with your sister is like no sex you will ever experience again,' and as his cock slid in and out of Sarah he knew that was right.
Within the cortex of his brain the first seeds of his orgasm grew, and he whispered to her as it expanded like a great silver bubble rising from the surface of the ocean.
'I'm going to cum,' he gasped. 'I'm going to spurt into you again.'
Her hands fluttered on his back. 'Yes...do it!'
'I'm going to fill your hungry little cunt...splatter it with my seed.'
The words spurred Sarah on, and she lifted her legs further still so her body was bent almost double. The movement tightened her vaginal canal and Michal groaned as he felt the velvet grip on his shaft intensify. 'It's coming, Sarah,' he groaned. 'Ah, Jesus...yes...yes. Fuck, yes!'
With a hoarse cry Michael spurted into his sister. He felt the long ribbons of his sperm entering her body to paint the grasping, greedy walls of her sex. Through the grainy half-light of his consciousness he counted the burning jets - five, six... seven, each one more intense than the last. He heard her shrill shriek as the feeling of his seed triggered her own climax too - her limbs jolting and twitching beneath him. On and on and on it went, their trembling flesh united: his cock jerking as it emptied and her cunt grasping...milking him in tight, undulating contractions to draw every drop of his essence into her writhing body.



And afterwards they lay beside one another, each of them consumed by their thoughts. She contemplated the life growing within her and what Lucy could do to destroy her fragile happiness, he tried in vain to imagine how they could survive outside of the sanctuary of the Beach House.
The silence between them stretched out like a black curtain until he felt compelled to speak.
'Are you all right, Sis?' he asked at length.
'What will happen to us?' she whispered, and there was a tremor in her voice. 'How can we ever have a life together?'
And he could not answer, for he did not know.
**
Lucy Bayliss-Carter sat in the little café in Torbess, waiting for the girl.
The clock behind the counter told her there were still a few minutes before Sarah arrived but she liked being early, for it put her at an advantage. She had chosen a table to one side but the restaurant was busy and other people were seated nearby - a mother and daughter laughing; a young man with earphones, listening to music; and a family eating fish and chips. Each of them busy with their lives and thoughts.
She reached into her purse and extracted the weekly report from Emily, and her eyes scanned over the words that interested her.
I have still been unable to find out who the baby's father is as Sarah has made no effort to see anyone. I must say this is unusual as most girls in her situation try to make contact with the father, unless it was a one-night stand or they simply don't know who he is. These events would be out of character for her, though, which suggests she does know but can't or won't see him.
During the week Sarah attended a pre-natal clinic on Wednesday and embarked in a small boat on the Thursday morning with Michael Ryan, her brother. The boat is rented from a local Ships' Chandler as their own vessel was lost in a storm some weeks ago.
I assume they were visiting their cottage on Brinsley's Head as the boat was loaded with furniture and provisions. The local fishermen told me that Sarah and her brother go out to the cottage at least once a week, although it has only ever been for a day. On this occasion they remained overnight, returning on Friday evening just before darkness. I observed Michael help his sister from the boat and the manner in which he did so suggests he might be aware of her condition.
There was a single photograph pinned to the report and Lucy studied it: an image of Sarah and her brother on the quayside beside their boat. Michael was facing the camera and Lucy could see he was taller than his sister and his colouring darker. Sarah was looking downwards into the boat, a smart little vessel painted white with red trim She was dressed in jeans and a padded jacket that hid any hint of pregnancy, and her face looked pinched and cold.
Lucy set the photo down, her eyes distant as she thought about what she had learned. Every single report mentioned Michael Ryan, so it was clear that he and Sarah were very close - but the question was, how close? Did he really know of her pregnancy, or was Emily just being fanciful? If he did know, did he also know about her, and was he a threat? And what were they doing spending nights together, alone in the little cottage sheltered from prying eyes? Lucy remembered the quiet solitude of the place and what she and the girl had done there, and for a fleeting moment she wondered if he could be the father of her child, but dismissed it as unlikely.
The memory of the Beach House triggered a picture of Sarah's slim white body kneeling between her thighs and the feeling of her little wriggling tongue, and the bright eyes watching, watching, judging the moment. Watching as the spiral of Lucy's climax rose like a phoenix to engulf her in a torrent of unbearable pleasure; and then, as she tripped over the edge, lapping at her fluttering labia to scoop up the thick cream, and laughing as cunt juice coated her lips and cheeks and chin.
And then with a jolt of dismay, Lucy remembered the girl had left her, and the image of was suddenly replaced by another: of that slender white body crouching over a shadowed figure, gasping as she lowered herself on his rampant cock. In horrifying detail she saw how the tight wet lips were levered apart by the gleaming shaft, and in her mind she heard the rasping of the girl's breath as she struggled to take him into her body.
And in her mind she saw the man's cream spurting from the great purple knob, racing to impregnate her; and she imagined how that slim, beautiful body would change - the belly thickening, swelling, bulging outwards to distort the perfect figure; the hair growing lank and greasy and the slender limbs thickening with fat and cellulite. She saw her on the delivery table, her once trim thighs set apart and her vulva bursting as she struggled to rid herself of the child - and for what? A few moments of pleasure? A life in shambles as she struggled to raise a bastard brat?
The thought of the girl's infidelity filled Lucy with a familiar surge of anger. We were happy and she left me. I gave her everything and she betrayed me. She is nothing but a whore.
The chime of the village clock broke into her thoughts and with a conscious effort Lucy crushed her resentment, forced her racing heart to slow. Today she needed to be calm, to decide whether to let the girl back into her life. Lucy considered the notion for a few moments: perhaps she could forgive her, but there would be a price for her deceit - a debt to pay. She smiled at the thought of the nights of pain and pleasure she would extract from that slim and beautiful body to make her truly repent, for wasn't suffering the only true way to cleanse the soul? And what about the child? Was their room in her life for the brat, too? Perhaps, if was a girl, she might keep her, to groom her for another time; but if it was a boy she would have to let him go.
She glanced at her watch, seeing the hands together at the top of the dial, and she saw Sarah walking towards her. She was dressed in jeans and a halter top and her body was slim and lithe as she moved between the tables with the grace of a panther. Her hair was longer than Lucy remembered, bleached to the colour of soft ash by the summer sun, and it was tied back with a scrap of ribbon to reveal the slim neck and shoulders, and she was beautiful.
The girl stopped beside the table and stared at her without speaking.
'Hello Sarah.'
'What do you want, Lucy?'
'I'd like to talk to you.'
'I don't think we have anything to say to each other.'
Lucy gave a hard smile that didn't touch her eyes. 'We have plenty to talk about Sarah, and it would be best if you heard it, if you know what's good for you.' Her eyes flicked to the table. 'Leave your things here - we'll walk a little.'
Sarah shook her head. 'Somebody will take them. Let's talk here.'
Lucy waved her hand towards the young man sitting nearby. 'Then leave them with Michael. I'm sure he won't mind waiting, and there's really nothing I want him to hear.' She saw the colour rising in the girl's cheeks and laughed. 'You really didn't think I was that stupid, did you?'
'I thought you might become angry and violent. He is here to protect me, that's all.'
'No he isn't. You wanted him to listen to me, to be a witness - and we can't have that. Now, are you coming, or not?' She saw the girl hesitate. 'I'll be calm, I promise.'
'Very well.' Sarah turned to follow her.
'Leave your phone with him as well,' Lucy demanded. 'We don't want any little surprises later with photographs or recordings, do we?'
They walked across the road in silence and Lucy turned into the little bridle path that followed the river. She could feel the girl's anger and resentment at being caught out, but she didn't care.
'I hear you're knocked up,' Lucy said at length.
'People hear a lot of things around here. That doesn't mean they are true.'
'When I hear it, it's true.' She glanced at the girl walking beside her. 'So you left me to get yourself a belly full of arms and legs.'
'I left you because you committed an act of gross indecency on me, and because I saw you for what you are.'
Lucy laughed. 'In some circles just about everything we did would be considered indecent, Sarah, or have you forgotten all of that?'
'That was consenting. What you did to me was not.'
The woman shrugged. 'You look well enough. Are you damaged? I don't think so.' She stopped suddenly and turned toward the girl, her eyes hard. 'Listen carefully. So I hurt your feelings - well, shit happens, Sarah, and we live and learn, but you're making a big mistake that will fuck up the rest of your life. You can do better than that. Come back to me and I'll forget this little transgression. We can be together, you and me and your little bra- um, your baby.'
'I don't think so.'
'You've made one mistake already,' the woman sneered, 'don't make another.'
Sarah studied her for a moment. 'You really don't get it, do you? We're done, Lucy. It was good for a little while but it's finished, and I've moved on and you should too. And guess what - it's no big deal - people break up all the time.'
'Not with me, they don't.'
'Really? Well that's pretty sad, because I'm sure you've got some other delicious little thing to share your bed with, haven't you.' She examined Lucy's expression, seeing that it was true. 'So have your fun with her, Luce, and leave me alone.'
'This is your last chance, Sarah.' Lucy's voice was savage. 'Come back to me or -'
Sarah laughed dismissively. 'Or what, Lucy? What will you do that will have me trembling in my boots?'
Lucy heard the tinkling notes of the girl's laughter and her resentment flared into a surge incandescent rage. She seized Sarah's arm and thrust her face closer, and her voice was filled with hatred. 'I'll make your life fucking miserable, that's what I'll do, you little slut! I'll fuck up you and your family and everyone you ever loved, and when I'm done you'll wish you'd never been born.'
For a moment Sarah stared at the woman and wondered how she had ever been attracted to her. Lucy's face was twisted like a rubber mask, the lips bared and little white teeth thrust forward like a bulldog's, and she could see specks of spittle on the woman's chin from the violence of her outburst. Her eyes were bulging too, almost as if they would burst from their sockets, and for a moment the girl thought she was having a fit.
'Have you finished?' she asked mildly.
'No I'm fucking not!' Lucy hissed. 'Not by a long chalk, you little slag! You owe me, and I'm not going to stand back and let you get away...not in a lifetime.' She gripped the girl's arm harder, her nails pressing into the smooth golden flesh. 'So make your tiny little mind up now - or my next visit will be to your mother to tell her all about her dirty little slut-fuck daughter.'
Sarah reached down with her right hand and prised Lucy's fingers off her arm, and she took a step back and regarded the older woman. 'I've already told her,' she lied, 'about you and what we did, and about the baby too - and do you know what, Lucy? She's OK with it. She forgives me, and nothing you can say or do will change that - so go right ahead and do your worst because -'
'Have you told her who the father is?' Lucy's voice was suddenly sly.
Sarah shook her head. 'Nobody knows. Not even me.'
'Really? Are you sure your brother doesn't? You spend a lot of time together. Perhaps -' Her words dried up suddenly as she saw how the blood had drained from the girl's face. In a sudden moment of delicious insight she realised her guess had been correct. 'It's him, isn't it?' she said. 'Michael is the father!'
'No he's not!'
Lucy giggled. 'Well, well!' she cooed. 'Who would have thought! You and your brother in that little love nest on the island. Was he good, Sarah? Did he give you as much pleasure as me?' She smiled into the girl's face. 'You know, I bet he did...I can see the two of you, writhing naked on the floor, just like you and I did.' Her eyes glittered with malice and she giggled again. 'I bet he just loved playing hide the sausage his little sister - hidden away where nobody could see him, safe from prying eyes -'
'You've got a filthy mind Lucy.'
'Not as filthy as yours. Perhaps your Mummy needs to know what you and little Mikey have been up to.' She laughed again. 'And I won't forget to use the right word, too - incest. She'll just love hearing that her kids have been fornicating together -'
Sarah thrust her face towards the older woman. 'Don't you dare threaten me, you bitch, or my very next phone call will be to the police! I'm sure they will be very interested to hear how you sit in cafes to solicit young girls, and what you do to them afterwards. How many have you got now? Two...three? Five?' she laughed softly. 'And you like them young, don't you, Lucy! How many of them are under age?'
The woman shrugged. 'You don't have a shred of proof.'
'But shit sticks, Lucy, if you get enough thrown at you. Do you really want the cops poking into your life, checking out your past and speaking to all the girls you've had? Every single one of them would tell the same story - about a debauched, bitter woman who has lied and cheated her way though life and gets her rocks off by hurting people.'
Lucy stared at the angry face before her. The slut was right - she didn't want the cops anywhere near her. It wouldn't take long for them to figure out her past - the drugs and the soliciting, the theft and the fraud - and then her life would unravel like a ball of string, hastened by the testimony of the girls she had hurt. That little tart Adele, for example, with her shrewd piggy eyes and smart mouth. She'd spout anything to pay her back. And what about that other one - what was her name? Mary? Miriam? Lucy had paid her a handsome sum to keep her little mouth shut, not to mention the shonky doctor who had fixed her up - but she knew they would come out of the woodwork as soon as they could.
'- so maybe you'd better back off,' Sarah continued. 'Let it go, Lucy, go back to your life and leave me alone.'
A red mist descended over Lucy's vision, but she managed to control it. 'Well don't say I didn't warn you,' she said savagely, and she turned on her heel and stormed away.
Sarah stood and watched her until she disappeared around a bend in the road. Her heart was pounding, but it gradually slowed and she took a deep breath. It was over, and she could move on. The horizon that had been in Lucy's shadow suddenly seemed brighter, more hopeful. Sure there were problems to overcome, but they were easier now, and she smiled as she walked back to the café.
But she was wrong, for her problems were just about to get a whole lot worse.
**
Lucille Carter-Bayliss had been born mean: or at least, that's what her mother said. She'd started life as a petulant baby and progressed to a bad-tempered child who seemed to delight in making the lives of those around her difficult. But the real meanness arrived with puberty when the plain little girl suddenly bloomed into stunning womanhood and discovered she could use her body as a weapon.
Her first time she'd done it was, paradoxically, with a man. She'd gone to a local bar with a friend called Cassie who she thought was inclined to girls, but soon found her mistake when two guys came over to chat them up.
'Tell them to get lost, Cass,' Lucy whispered. 'We don't need them.'
Cassie laughed. 'Jeez, Luce, why would we do that?' She regarded the approaching men with bold eyes. 'They're exactly what we've been waiting for.'
'But I don't -' Lucy started, but it was too late. They were there, and Cassie was welcoming them with beaming smile that promised everything they wanted. She put her arm around the younger one and smiled into his face.
'So let me guess, sweetie - um, a birthday party, right? Come to find a couple of girls to play with? Well - you've found them...haven't they Luce?'
Lucy said nothing. She had imagined spending an hour or two with Cassie in the bar to get her in the right frame of mind and the rest of the night in her bed, and she was annoyed that her instincts had been wrong. She felt a wave of hatred for the men well up in her soul like the bitter taste of vomit.
She turned to the nearer of the two. 'So what's your name?' His eyes were bright with alcohol.
'P-peter.' He stumbled on the word and Lucy could see he was nervous.
'And him?' she flicked her eyes in the direction of his companion.
'Richard.'
Lucy laughed. 'Well - Dick and Peter...how appropriate.' She examined his face for a moment, deciding how best to deal with him. 'Does Dick think he'll get to fuck her?' she asked at length.
'I - uh - I don't know...I guess he's hoping.'
'And what about you? Would you like to fuck me?'
'S-sure.'
Lucy rested her forearms on his shoulders and gazed into his eyes. She pressed her hips forward, feeling the heat of his body against hers. 'Well, that depends,' she said. 'Are you sure you're up for it? You look like a two minute wonder to me.'
'Other girls think I do OK.'
'Oh, so you've had other girls, have you? How many?'
'A few.'
'So tell me what you like doing best, lover boy.'
'I uh -'
'Do you like kissing them? Licking their tits? Having them suck your cock?'
Peter tried to pull away but Lucy had her arms around him. 'You're kidding me, right?' he said.
'Not at all. I'm interested what you like, Peter, so we can do it too.'
She felt him relax. 'Well - I like, well, you know - doing it with them' he said.
Lucy laughed, a low throaty chuckle. 'Doing it? You mean fucking, Peter. Say it...you like fucking them.' She ground her hips into his, finding the hardness of his cock pressing against her. 'Say it, Peter.'
'I, uh, like fucking girls.'
'And how do you fuck them?'
'What?'
'Tell me how you like to fuck girls. In the pussy? In the arse?'
'I've only ever had pussy.'
'Really?' Lucy thrust her hand between them and grasped his rigid length through his pants. 'Well, I don't fuck with my pussy, Peter. I'm not on the pill and I don't want to get up the duff. So do you think you could do me in the bum?'
'Uh, sure, if you want.'
'And I like a little role playing. Can you do that?'
'Like, what sort of role?' He clearly wasn't the brightest spark.
'Shit, I don't know...a teacher and girlie pupil, perhaps. Yeah...let's pretend you're my school teacher and you've just caught me drinking illegally so you grab my arm and march me out of the bar.'
She could see the interest in his eyes. 'That sounds great,' he said, 'and what happens next?'
'Have you got a car outside?'
'Yeah. It's a van.'
Lucy laughed. Men were so predictable - he probably had a mattress in the back as well. 'Well, you drag me outside and throw me in the back of your van,' she explained. 'I beg you not to tell my parents, and you relent but tell me you'll give me the strap, just to teach me a lesson.'
'I don't hit girls.'
Lucy rolled her eyes. 'You don't actually hit me, Pete. It's just part of the game, right?'
'Uh, well, sure.'
'OK. So you'll tell me to bare my arse for a leathering, but when you see it you'll decide to use it for something else. Do you understand?'
'Yeah.'
'Right then. Are you ready to start?'
Peter looked across at Cassie and his friend. 'What about them?'
'I'll tell her to wait half an hour before she can have the van. After that we might even make a foursome, if you like. Can you do that?'
Peter smiled. 'Let's find out, shall we? What's your name?'
'Candy. What shall I call you?'
'Pete.'
She shook her head. 'No, I mean what's your teacher name?'
'Ah, right. Um - say - Mr. Hardwick?'



Lucy smiled. Everything about this guy was unsurprising. 'I like it. Well, I'm ready when you are, Mr. Hardwick. Make it look real as that really turns me on.'
Peter nodded. 'All right.' He set down his drink on a nearby table. 'Well, Candy, You'd better come with me.' He grabbed her arm and marched her from the bar, just as she had wanted, and she screeched and writhed in his grasp and begged to be released. There was a group of girls at the door and they drew aside with curious eyes.
Lucy whispered to one as she passed: 'Call the Cops'. She saw the girl nod and reach for her phone.
The van was in a secluded corner and he flung open the door and thrust her inside. Lucy lay on the blankets strewn over the floor and regarded him with bold eyes.
'Oh Mr. Hardwick, I'll give you anything if you let me go,' she said in a girlie voice.
Pete slowly unbuckled his belt. 'I know, Candy, but you've been a naughty girl and I'm going to teach you a lesson. Take off your skirt.' He watched Lucy with hungry eyes as she slowly peeled off the tank top and little black skirt. She was wearing a lacy half-cup bra and tiny knickers and her body was small and sleek like a kitten. He tore off his shirt and crawled towards her.
'No, wait,' Lucy said. 'Let's not hurry this.' It looked as if the dolt might really hit her. 'Uh, what can I do to make you change your mind?'
'Nothing, honey. I'm gonna strap that pretty little butt and then fuck you senseless.' He was nearly upon her, the belt turned in his hand so the buckle was outward.
'Wait...wait,' Lucy said. 'Why don't you just fuck me now.' She opened her legs. 'You'll be my first, Mr. Hardwick. Just think how tight it will be.'
Pete stared at the girl's crotch. The outline of her sex was clearly visible through the thin fabric and a few hairs peeped from around the elastic. He could smell the warm animal odour of her arousal, thick and syrupy in his nostrils, and it was irresistible. He dropped his belt and fumbled with his pants. 'Can I do you in the arse?' he whispered.
'Sure.' She watched him shuck off his underpants and shuffle on his knees towards her. His cock was small and bobbed obscenely like a rubber toy, and Lucy felt scorn rise like bile in her throat. Everything about him was repulsive - from the thin hairy legs to the expression of imbecilic delight on his face.
'You know what Pete?' she said. The tone of her voice stopped him dead.
'What?'
Lucy smiled. 'You picked the wrong girl,' and she kicked him in the groin.
Peter clutched at balls and fell on his side in the van. His mouth was open but the scream of agony was almost silent: just a thin squeak, like a rodent being boiled alive. Lucy shuffled forward and peered down at him.
'Did you think it would be that easy?' she hissed. She pulled aside the gusset of her panties and thrust her loins towards his face. 'Look - I've already got one cunt in my pants - whatever made you think I'd want another one?' she said. She thrust her hips closer and giggled softly. 'Look...look, two twats together - except mine is useful.' There was blood oozing between his fingers where the heel of her shoe had torn into his scrotum, and leaned forward and smeared it on her fingers and wiped it on herself. 'The cops will be here soon,' she said, 'and statutory rape is goal time. And when you're locked up you can see how you like being fucked, lover boy.'
That had been a year ago, but Lucy still remembered how she had felt when the police arrived and took him away, whimpering like a child. She'd learned two things that night - that the cops were suckers for a pretty, crying girl who had been brave enough to fight back, and that revenge was irresistibly sweet.
And now she wanted revenge on Sarah. She could taste it like warm honey on her tongue, and she imagined the look on the girl's face when she understood what was happening. Little Sarah Ryan. She'd had her chance to come back and now it was too late, and her and her fuck-buddy brother who'd stolen her away must pay the price.
And so she picked up the phone and dialed the number of a guy who owed her a few favours.
**
Olivia Ryan sat on the bench and gazed out over the view to the north. She had left home an hour earlier, walking briskly on the bridle path that wound its way through the woods to the lookout on Leonard's Ridge.
The view was stunning: the whole coastal fringe from Torbess to Hammersley set out before her like a patchwork quilt. Her eyes sought out Thurston, sleeping in a little fold in the land, where her home nestled next to the big Cyprus trees marking the eastern boundary. A wisp of smoke curled from the tall chimney and she smiled: despite the mild weather Sarah felt the cold and had probably lit the fire as soon as she was out of sight. Beyond the house the land fell away to the coast, the mottled green and gold of fields surrendering to the steel grey hue of the Atlantic. It was too far to see any detail but Brinsley's Head was easily visible, jutting into the bay like the head of an arrow.
Brinsley's Head. Seeing it again reminded her of the cottage that Michael and Sarah were renovating. It seemed months since they started and she'd not given it much thought, but it seemed to have drawn them together. Before then the two hadn't had much to do with each other, but they were close now: there wasn't a day when they weren't out together, either at the cottage or in town looking in the second-hand shops for bits and pieces.
A shaft of sunlight struck her face and Olivia closed her eyes and luxuriated in its warmth. Life was busy - there was hardly time to think about anything and the chance to sit and let her mind wander was a welcome break. She remembered her husband, so far away, and wondered what he was doing and whether he ever stopped to think about her; and she thought about her children. She was happy they'd found something in common, and working in the open air had done them good. Sarah had always been a pale girl but the sun had burnished her skin to a light gold and she'd looked all the better for it. She'd lost weight, too, although it seemed to be coming back now. Olivia remembered the conversation they'd had at breakfast a week or two back, and the unease she'd felt at the time.
She opened her eyes to gaze over the lush landscape but saw nothing, for her mind was suddenly busy remembering that day: her daughter's expression as she read the morning mail; the purple bruises of exhaustion under her eyes and the look of panic that flitted over her face when asked if she was gaining weight. Olivia remembered too the way that Sarah's hands had clutched her midriff in response, the fingers spread over her cotton shift as if cradling it, and in a sudden moment of clarity she understood something she'd missed at the time: that the gesture was not to cover her belly from critical eyes, but to protect it.
Sarah was pregnant! The thought came like a bombshell. Sarah, who didn't have a guy, who stayed in every night and whose only friend was her brother. There was no way she could be pregnant - but it explained everything: the pale, haggard look in the morning; the thickening of her waist, the mysterious visits into town, and the sense of withdrawal. So who was the father?
Olivia's eyes lifted to the horizon and settled on Brinsley's Head again, and the little pieces of the jigsaw tumbled in her mind like dice in a roulette wheel, clicking round and round before finally coming to rest. Michael and Sarah, alone on the island day after day; their whispered conversations at home; the furtive glances she was not supposed to see and the touching of hands behind her back. Gestures of friendship, she had thought, but suddenly they seemed so much more. Michael and Sarah, her children, touching...touching. Surely it couldn't be true. Surely not her children.
After a while Olivia rose to her feet and started back, her mind full of unease. The sunlight shimmered through the trees either side of the path, a dappled spectrum of gold and green playing on her eyelids like the flickering images in her brain - Michael and Sarah...touching. Michael and Sarah...kissing. Michael and Sarah lying together in the little cottage, their limbs entwined as they joined in dreadful incest.
*
'What do you mean, you haven't done it yet?' Lucy's voice was shrill with anger.
The man's voice was sulky. 'I've been busy.'
Lucy felt the familiar winds of rage building in her head but she managed to keep her voice level. 'Then you need to get your priorities straight. You haven't forgotten the little agreement we had, have you?' Lucy had discovered the man sold crystal meth as a sideline and she had threatened to tip the police if he didn't do the occasional job for him.
'How can I forget? You remind me every time we talk.'
'Well, you seem to forget it. Look, I don't want any unpleasantness - just do this last job and you won't hear from me again.'
'That's what you said last time.'
'Last time was only a little job. This one will clear the slate.'
There was silence for a moment while the man thought. 'All right. So how do you want it done?'
'They have a boat to go to an island near where they live. Could you arrange for it to disappear?'
'Sure. Do you know which boat it is?'
'It's in Thruxton harbour. I have a photograph of it.'
'Send it to me - and two thousand pounds in used notes to buy what I need.'
Lucy opened her mouth to protest but shut it again quickly. She really didn't know the going price for murder but it seemed good value for money. She allowed her mind to dwell on the sweetness of her revenge, to picture their final moments: the flash of flame, the sudden bloom of ignited fuel that would envelop the two shrieking figures in a firestorm of unimaginable pain. She imagined them burning, their skins crisping like barbequed chickens as the fire consumed them, and she envisaged their screams of agony as they threw themselves into the sea. Ah, Sarah, that is the price you will pay for your betrayal...you and your bastard brother!
A feeling of immense satisfaction infused her being, and she laughed softly to herself. The only regret was that she would not be there to see it, to look into the girl's eyes a moment before her life was snuffed out. Perhaps, in that final second, she might warn her: let her live as a hideously scarred monster, but she knew it was not possible. She could go to Torbess though, and watch from the headland. With a good pair of binoculars she might even see them as they died.
'All right,' she said. 'It will be in the mail tonight.' She put down the phone softly, still smiling, and her mind turned to Amanda, the new girl in her life. Lucy was grooming her for their first night together, and she promised to be the best yet.
*
Patrick John Doherty shone his torch over the boat, seeing the white paintwork and the red trim, and he laughed softly to himself. This was going to be easy.
The engine was under the deck and he lifted the hatchway and peered down. He'd been hoping for a petrol engine but the reek of diesel told a different story - a pity, as the oil wasn't as flammable as gasoline, but it wouldn't matter that much. He propped the torch on the engine block and clambered into the narrow space with difficulty, locating the fuel tank to one side and the wires to the starter motor on the other. So far, so good.
The charge was a small slab of Semtex and he tucked it under the sump, pressing the detonator into the soft putty and running the connecting wires under the engine to the timer delay before connecting it to the starter motor terminals. The wires were all black and he was sure they would not be visible in a cursory inspection. He was also sure the device would work: power to the timer when the engine was started, and power to the detonator fifteen minutes later when it opened the circuit. In fifteen minutes he estimated the boat would be in the middle of the bay, well clear of witnesses - unless another craft happened to be going by. Even if there were, there would be little to see and even less to pick up. He had seen the effect of high explosive on soft body tissue, and it wasn't pretty.
The job took less than half an hour and the man clambered ashore, his hat pulled low over his face as he slipped into the shadows, whistling his favourite tune softly to himself. He walked quickly towards his car for was one other job to do tonight, and then he would be free.
*
'Do you still want to go to the island today?'
Michael was sat at the breakfast bar, eating a bowl of cereal and eyeing up his sister who was trying to cook her breakfast with a degree of difficulty. Sarah was not a cook, that was for certain, but she sure looked good in a pair of cut off shorts and tank top.
She peered into the saucepan, stirring it vigorously. 'Jesus! This looks like a murdered omelet rather than scrambled eggs.'
Michael shrugged. Cooking was not his thing either. 'Don't sweat on it, Sis - it all tastes the same, anyway.' He regarded her critically. Even to an untutored eye there was a definite bulge in her figure, and she hadn't told her mother yet. She seemed to be in denial, whilst he was in awe of the thought of being a father. He had secretly downloaded an app that showed him the baby's development week by week, and it was fascinating.
'So what do you think?' he asked again.
'What?'
'About going out to the island today.'
'Oh - sure, if you want to.'
'We could stay the night,' he suggested shyly. 'That is, if you felt like it.'
Sarah stopped stirring the saucepan and looked at her brother. She knew very well what he meant by that, and she knew also that the whole issue of their relationship had yet to be sorted out. He was watching her closely with his blue eyes filled with concern, and she cringed at the intensity of his expression. He deserved answers but there were none to be had.
'Let's just go for the day,' she replied gently. 'Perhaps we'll stay overnight another time.'
'OK.' He tried not to show his disappointment. Give her space.
'Do we need to take anything?'
'Some food, I guess, and the grout so I can finish off the bathroom.'
'Well, that's easy then.' Sarah smiled at him. 'Make sure we take plenty of eggs - they're my thing at the moment.'
After breakfast they carried the two boxes down to the quay and set them down on the wooden bench whilst Michael boarded their little boat and quickly carried out his safety checks. He lifted the engine hatch and peered inside with a torch, noting the bilge was dry and there were no apparent leaks, and he carefully checked the oil level using the dipstick on the side of the engine block before replacing the hatch and looking up at his sister.
'Looks OK, Sis.' He glanced at his watch. 'Ten o'clock...we'll be there by half past.'
She handed down the two boxes and he stowed them in the little midships cabin before turning to help her down the ladder. She moved to the bow thwart and sat down, staring forward as he started the engine.
Michael cast off and carefully maneuvered the boat through the little harbour before exiting the breakwater. It was another beautiful day, the sea as flat as a pancake and the forget-me-not sky clear. He opened the throttle and set course for the headland on the far side of the bay. Through the salt-encrusted windscreen he could see his sister in the bow with her hair blowing in the breeze like a flickering curtain of gold, and his heart was suddenly filled with an overpowering sense of responsibility. She is my life, he thought. She and the baby within her.
The boat headed out into the bay and in the small, noisy cabin Michael Ryan wondered how he could convince her that they could spend their lives together. Perhaps if I give her time, he thought. She will come to see that I can be a father to our daughter or son. The thought comforted him and for the first time in a week he felt happier about the future.
And the Gods above laughed and nudged each other, amused by his assumption that they had time when they could see the little device under the deck beneath his feet was already counting down the minutes.
*
Lucy Carter-Bayliss lifted the powerful binoculars to her eyes and stared out over the bay. It was ten past ten and the day was hard and bright, the water a shimmering curtain of speckled silver and blue. To her right the headland jutted out, the blue haze of distance obscuring its detail but she knew the Beach House was on the island just off its tip; and to the left the curve of the coast obscured Torbess, just behind the low ridge.
She had been watching the small white craft in red and white angling towards her, its wake arrow-straight across the bay. A single figure sat huddled in the bow and for the first time Lucy could discern the fluttering curtain of her hair and the pale shape of her arms as they clung to the thwarts, and her heart leapt in her chest. Sarah!
With a beating heart she observed the image of the girl changing as the boat drew closer, each second bringing greater clarity - the colour of her dress and the shape of her face; the tinge of scarlet lipstick and the shadow of her eyes. She was leaning forward, her body tense as if seeking out her first sight of the little cottage - and then she turned to call her brother, her arm waving to attract his attention.
And as her profile changed Lucy saw her face clearly for the first time: the angle of her cheekbone and the shape of her jaw, and the little button nose crinkling as she laughed; and she imagined she was there, touching the soft warmth of the girl's skin and gazing into her smoky grey eyes just like she used to do. And in that moment Lucy realised that Sarah was not just a memory but a human being, vibrant and young and vital, and that she was living the final few moments of her life.
Almost at once the boat lost way and a second figure appeared, moving quickly to join the girl in the bow. Lucy saw her gesturing forward, the arm slim and delicate, and the flash of her bracelet as it caught the sun; and she observed them laughing together, saw him place his hand on her shoulder in a moment of intimacy. And then the vision was suddenly blotted out as a column of water rose from the very spot they stood and, a moment later, she heard the dull thud of the explosion. She saw the two figures flung forward, their bodies jerking like marionettes, and she saw the impact as they struck the ocean and were lost from view.
For a while she scanned the spot where the boat had been. The plume of water cleared quickly and the gentle southerly breeze swept the smoke away. She could see the bigger pieces of wreckage but there was no sign of the two people who had been aboard, and despite the lack of any fire she imagined they had perished. She had thought there would be exhilaration or perhaps even joy, but she found instead a strange melancholy, as if she had lost an old friend.
And after a long time Lucy turned away and walked back to the car, where she sat in the driver's seat staring out over the bay. There were other boats there now, quartering the area where Sarah's craft had been, but it was too far away to see if they had found much.
With a final sigh she fastened her seat belt and swung the car around before accelerating quickly across the car park towards the junction with the main road. Now that the job was done she wanted to get home quickly, to ring Amanda as they had arranged and see if she was free tonight. Better to ring her from home, though, where she could speak quietly, could touch herself and dream of what the night would bring. She glanced at her watch: forty minutes to go...it would be tight but she could make it. In forty minutes I'll hear her voice again she thought, and I'll hear the wanting in it. She'll be mine to do with as I please. The thought was intoxicating, and she pressed her foot harder on the accelerator.



She sped up Bridge's Hill, driving the car through the tight, twisting corners, delighting in its power and balance. The sunlight flickered green and gold through the canopy of trees and the roar of the engine was invigorating: it was like a living creature beneath her hands - a thing of power and beauty to be controlled, just like Amanda would be. She's big too, Lucy thought, big and sleek and glossy like a panther, and I'll tame her tonight with my tongue and fingers and the little toys I have in my closet.
There were road works on Thirlmere Plains but the lights were green and she raced to clear them before they changed, roaring past a red-faced workman holding a slow sign. Lucy laughed at the expression of alarm on his face and watched in the mirror as he shook his fist at the speeding car. Thirty minutes.
The truck was turning into the road just over the crest of the low hill. It was filled with earth and it lumbered onto the single lane, belching smoke from the exhaust and grinding through its gears, and when Lucy appeared over the crest there was nowhere for her to go. She stamped on the brake, feeling the ABS kicking in, holding the road as the traction control took charge and watching in those last few seconds as the distance between them closed.
Another few feet and she would have made it, but the front of the car struck the tailgate and was forced under the massive axle like a toy car struck by a hammer. The inertia lifted the back of the car, twisting it upwards so it folded like crumpled newspaper around her.
The truck stopped suddenly and for a few seconds there was silence except for the ticking of cooling metal. The car's windscreen had popped free and Lucy could see the tailgate just above her, its pitted metal streaked with rust and mud. She tried to move but her legs were held tight and the door beside her was twisted inwards, pressing hard against her arm. There was no pain: only a sensation of pressure, and a feeling of immense relief surged through her. I'm all right. I'm not hurt. They'll get me out.
There were men around the wreckage now and two ran forward to wrestle with the door but it was hopelessly twisted. 'Through the windscreen,' she shouted. 'You can get to me there.'
A bearded man wriggled under the truck and over the crumpled bonnet.
'Are you hurt?' He peered anxiously into the shattered interior of the car.
'I don't think so...I can't free my legs, though. I think it's the steering wheel pressing down on them.'
The man nodded. 'We'd better get you out,' he said. 'One of the others says there's petrol leaking from the tank. He's gone to find an extinguisher.' He seized her arms and began to pull. 'Tell me if I hurt you.'
He pulled hard but there was no movement, and he slithered forward a little to get better purchase, his face close to hers. For a moment they stared at one another, and then she saw his expression shift from concern to shock.
'You!' he said. 'Jesus. It's you...the bitch!' He released her arms and drew back, his eyes on her face. 'Do you remember me?'
'I've never seen you before.'
The man laughed briefly. 'Yes you have...Pete, in the pub - six years ago. You told the cops I'd raped you.'
Lucy shook her head. 'No, no! You're mistaken...it wasn't me. Pull me out - please.'
'I had five years in that festering goal...five years of hell, and I thought of you every single one of them. Do you think I'd forget what you look like?' She saw his eyes shift suddenly to the back of the vehicle before returning to her face. 'And now, here you are again - just you and me.' He examined her for a few seconds. 'So what am I to do with you?'
'Get me out. We can talk later.'
The man ignored her. 'I've never forgotten your last words to me,' he said. His voice was flat, measured, almost conversational, and he was smiling into her face. 'Do you remember, in the back of the van after you'd kicked me in the balls? You said 'see how you like being fucked'... and I was, night after night in that poxy little goal cell with those faggots holding me down...and it was all your fault.' He slithered backwards over the bonnet before turning to her for the last time. 'I could have helped you, you bitch, but it's your turn now - the car's on fire, and you're fucked.'
Lucy turned her head and glanced into the cabin behind her. Tendrils of smoke were seeping from the carpet in sinister wraiths and she was seized by terror. She turned to where the man had been.
'Don't go!' she screamed. 'Come back! Help me...for God's sake help me!' She seized the twisted frame of the windscreen and tried to pull herself clear, but her arms lacked the strength. A smell of burning rubber filled her nostrils.
'Help!' she screamed, 'Yes, yes - it was me! I'm sorry...Jesus, I'm sorry!' In the shattered glass of the mirror she saw a flame lick through the broken floor behind her and the car began to fill with smoke. 'God Jesus, help me...' she shrieked. 'Please - for mercy's sake! Get me out!' She saw him appear beside the car, waving the others back and she screeched in rage and horror.
'Fuck you!' The bitter bile of her hatred filled her head like a hot wind to sweep aside her reason. 'Fucking men! Look at you - you cowards...you cunts!' Her mouth was twisted, spittle dribbling down her chin as she babbled. 'I hate you! I hate all men!' She saw them looking, saw their bovine expressions and their shifting eyes as they watched her madness, watched as the flames took hold. 'You fucking shithead cowards,' she screeched, 'you bastards -'
A long tongue of flame licked over the cabin roof. It touched her head and Lucy began to burn. Her hair ignited in a puff of acrid smoke and she shrieked in agony, her back arching and her hands beating at the flames. Her scalp was blistering, the skin sloughing off in crisp black flakes, and her screams filled the ears of the men watching, battering at their senses. The tendrils of fire licked over her face and her nose and ears burned away and the flesh of her cheeks bubbled like crisping pork on a spit, and her screams grew shriller until a tongue of flame was drawn into her lungs and the awful sound stopped. But she was still alive and they watched her writhing like a skewered fish, her clothes in smoking rags and her skin blackened and crusty until at last the petrol tank exploded and she was consumed.
The fire brigade arrived thirty minutes later, but by then the flames had devoured everything there was to burn. What was left of Lucy's body lay in the smoking frame of the seat, her charred skull peering upwards at the pale blue sky. The eyes were gone and the soot stained teeth in the blackened head seemed to be grinning at the men who surrounded her, as if mocking them from the grave.
***
Michael Ryan sat on the bench in front of the Beach House and gazed over the bay before him. It was early morning and the water was a pale slate grey, stretching like a sheet of glass to the headland beyond. Somewhere behind that dark spit of land was his mother's house and he spared her a few moments of thought, now living alone with empty rooms surrounding her. Her rage at what her children had done had been as jagged as shards of glass and it would take a long time for her to ever forgive.
His eyes picked the spot where the boat had floundered six months before, and he pictured for the thousandth time that infinitesimal moment that changed his life. He remembered the thud of the concussion, the pain in his ears and the hammer blow as he struck the water. His first thought had been for Sarah and he tried in vain to find her, but his face was so swollen from the impact he could not see. He remembered the sound of voices and the hands that pulled him from the water and the pain from his shattered shoulder; he'd begged them to let him stay on deck to help find her - but they had taken him below, despite his desperate pleas.
Not far below where he sat was the little harbour and he ran his eyes over the new jetty, finished just last week. The heavy work had been beyond him for his shoulder was still weak, but a generous endowment from his father and a settlement under the Victims of Crime Act had paid for a contractor and a new boat. This would be the fourth vessel he had used: the first two had been lost in the storm last year and the third - or what was left of it - lay under the waters of the bay. Michael had decided on the name for the new boat the moment he clapped eyes on it, and had spent an emotional hour painting it in tricky capitals on the prow. Sarah.
To the right of the little harbour he could see the top of the memorial he had fashioned: a simple white cross set in stone, looking out over the bay. It was shaded by one of the weathered Alder trees that grew on the island and it was a nice place to sit and remember what might have been.
A faint sound disturbed his train of thought and he listened for a moment before rising to his feet and making his way carefully up the path to the Beach House. The outside walls were freshly whitewashed now, contrasting nicely with the green roof and shutters, and the flower beds surrounding it were filled in a glorious array of colours that tumbled over the stone edging: red and yellow and blue; and the new trees to one side were just turning orange. He remembered how the cottage had looked two years ago - a derelict shell surrounded by weeds and rubbish. Sarah had had the vision to transform it, and nobody but her had ever imagined how beautiful it would look. Sarah.
He entered the narrow hallway and carefully wiped his feet on the mat before turning into the bedroom on the right. The girl on the bed looked up, her head turned away in the mannerism she had developed.
'Wow, I'm an old Noddy!' she said. 'Look at me - almost seven o'clock and I'm still not up.'
Michael sat on the edge of the bed beside her and smoothed back a comma of her hair. There were streaks of grey in it now, even though she was barely twenty one. They had appeared almost overnight after the accident. He smiled wryly - The Accident. Both of them knew it wasn't, but it was a way of trying to move on.
'You deserve it, Sarah,' he said gently. 'You've driven yourself so hard.'
'I had to keep busy -' She paused and he could see her thinking, wondering if she should continue. In the quiet of the room he could hear the metal roof ticking as the morning sun warmed it and the cries of the seagulls at the water's edge.
'Coming back to the Island has given me time to think,' she said at length. 'It sounds funny, I know - it's not like I had to go to work or anything, but with Mum and all, and losing the baby -' she broke off abruptly and although Michael knew the little memorial wasn't visible from her window he knew that she was thinking of it and the simple engraving on its face: Samantha Jane Ryan. Never born but always loved.
'I was worried about coming back here,' she said. 'I wasn't sure if it was the right thing to do.' Her eyes moved over the wall beside her, with its rough whitewash and the bright picture upon it. 'It all started here, you see...with Lucy...and then you, and of course Sam. Everything that's been the very worst and the very best in my life started right here, in this little cottage, and I wasn't sure which of the ghosts would win.'
'They're just memories, Sarah,' he said gently, 'and you can only ever dwell on the good ones. What do they say about the past? If it doesn't kill you it'll make you stronger.'
'But it killed Sam, Michael, and it nearly killed us.'
He shook his head. 'Lucy killed her, Sarah. It wasn't your fault and it wasn't mine, and it certainly wasn't anything to do with the Beach House.'
'I know,' she sighed. Her eyes were on the floor again but he could see she was thinking of somewhere else, of another time. 'I think what hurts the most is that I never had the chance to hold our daughter, to tell her she was loved...to teach her, watch her grow up. All of that was taken away from me.' She shook her head. 'And I was lying in my bed this morning thinking that you could be taken, too.'
'Lucy's dead, Sarah,' Michael said gently. 'She can't ever hurt us again.'
'I don't mean by her. I mean that life itself is fragile, and we need to live it while we can.' She smiled for the first time, one corner of her mouth lifting slightly. 'And I know you've been vexed with me about that.'
He shook his head in denial. 'I have not.'
Sarah squeezed his hand and the smile faded. 'You have, and you hid it well for the most part. But I know you think I'm spending too long looking backwards and not enough to the future.' Her fingers picked at a thread of cotton on the edge of the bedspread and he suddenly realised how nervous she was. 'And you were right, Michael, but each time I thought things were getting better something else came along to thump me.'
Michael nodded. He remembered the intensive care ward with her head heavily bandaged and the dreadful spectre of being permanently blind. The bandages came off after a week and her joy at being able to see had been tempered by the awful news she'd lost the baby, and then the shock of looking into a mirror. And then, just as she was coming to terms with it, her mother had the meltdown. No wonder she felt as if fate was waiting in the corner with a lead pipe in its hand. She'd come out of hospital and hardly said a word for weeks, until he finally managed to get her to the cottage, away from the shrill venom of their mother's rage.
'But I've made a decision,' she said.
'Which is?' her fingers were warm in his hand.
'That we don't need anyone else.'
'So what does that mean?' he wanted to be sure.
Sarah sighed. 'I never told you the last thought I had when the...accident happened,' she said. 'It was of you. I thought I'd never see you again...that you'd gone and I wouldn't even have the chance to say goodbye. It was...almost unbearable. I've thought about it a lot and I realize now that we've been given a second chance - to be together, to pick up the pieces and try and start again. Just you and me. We don't need anybody else.'
'So why did it take so long -'
She smiled at the earnestness of the question. 'I know... it's a fair question. I'll try and explain.' She gathered her thoughts. 'Little Sam was ours, Michael - the love child of a brother and sister, and she would have carried the mark of Cain for her whole life if our secret had ever been discovered.' She could not meet his gaze and her voice was full of emotion. 'Don't get me wrong,' she continued. 'I loved her...would have loved her through thick and thin, but it was a huge burden to place on any child - and on us, too. Can you imagine how her life would have been if people had found out about us? She would have been ostracized, shunned - an outcast. And we would have been, too.' Her fingers were intertwined, clutching each other as she spoke, and her voice was breaking. 'Losing Sam lifted that burden, Michael. We could have walked away from each other and nobody would ever have known. It was a chance to start again, to look for a normal relationship. I - I had to think about that.'
He nodded without speaking, knowing there was more, waiting for her to say the words that he knew she needed to utter, waiting whilst she gathered the strength.
At last she turned to face him full on for the first time, her eyes filled with uncertainty. 'And then there's me,' she said softly. 'Can you still love me with...this?' and she raised her hand and touched the side of her face.
Michael leaned forward and gently lifted her fingers aside. The one side of her face was untouched and flawless but the other was still scarred from the impact of the spar, the eyelid drooping and thin furrow tracking to the perfect curve of her lips, the scar tissue still red and livid.
She was watching him with those clear grey eyes and they were filled with fear at what he might say. 'Tell me,' he said softly, 'do you think that has made you a different person?'
'I feel the same inside,' she whispered, 'but you - you must think -'
'That you are amazing,' he interrupted, 'that you have been through a kind of hell and have come out stronger; that you are the most precious thing in my life and always will be - and I will always be proud and humbled to stand by your side.' He lifted her hand and held it, smiling into her face. 'And I think that you have borne the burden of all that has happened: of Lucy's manipulation and her hatred, the dreadful agony of loss and the pain of your injuries - and I have suffered nothing in comparison. You have an inner strength and grace, Sarah, and although I loved you before it was nothing to what I feel now.'
She stared upwards into his face and tried to speak, to find words to say that she felt the same about him, but there were none. Her lips moved silently and her eyes filled with tears, and she raised her arms and hugged him, rocking back and forth and basking in the strength of his embrace. 'Then let's start again, Michael,' she whispered, 'let's be together. Come to bed now.'
She lifted the bedclothes aside and he stared down at her, lying quietly before him. The scar on her face somehow emphasised the perfection of her body: the creamy skin, the full breasts capped with hard pink nipples; the flat plain of her belly and the fluffy triangle between her perfect thighs. He climbed over her, his cock thickening rapidly, and he felt her legs lifting, opening wider, her calves resting under his arms. He looked down and saw that she was open to him, submissive, waiting to be penetrated, and he saw those clear grey eyes watching his face.
She grunted once as he slid into her: a single exhalation of air as if all the breath was being driven from her body by the piston of his cock, and he felt her shift under him to better accommodate the length of his cock. She was very tight - almost painfully so - and he paused to let her adjust to his thickness. Her cunt was pulsing around him, gripping and releasing him spasmodically to the rhythm of her heart, and she lifted her head and kissed him.
For a long time Michael Ryan lay quiescent on his sister, luxuriating in the tightness of her body, in the soft wet kisses they shared, in the probing of her tongue and the scent of her skin. He felt the rigidity of her cunt relaxing, her juices oozing to ease his way, and his cock burrowed deeper towards her belly. Her posture had thrust her pudenda forward and at last he felt his own pubic bone touch it, and he understood that he was as deep within her as he had ever been. He imagined his foreskin drawn back and the great purple helmet of his cock embedded in her centre, gripped by the tightness of that still throbbing tube, and he heard the soft panting of her breath as she absorbed the full length of his shaft
'Jesus, Michael,' she whispered, 'you're touching something inside me.'
'I am, I am.' He envisaged the head pressed against her cervix, far inside her body.
'I love it,' she said. 'I love having you inside me.'
'I love you,' he responded simply, and it was true. He could not imagine doing this to anyone else.
She began to roll her hips forward and back, the mattress protesting softly, and he heard the wet suck of her vulva as it slid back and forth on his shaft. He thrust with her - small strokes at first but then growing longer until he was pumping back and forth into her grasping body. The head of his cock seemed huge: he could feel it rubbing, rubbing: an exquisite sensation that seemed to get more intense with every stroke, and her gasps of breath filled his ears.
'Ah, fuck, fuck,' she murmured. 'Fuck me, Michael...that's it! Right inside me...my big brother. Ah! That's so good!'
'I can feel your ring gripping me.'



She grunted softly. 'It feels tight, doesn't it? I think you've got bigger.'
He chuckled. 'I doubt it. My hand has just about worn it away. It must be that you've got tighter.'
Sarah laughed softly. 'Maybe I was healing over.'
'It's a good job I was here to help you open it, then.'
'Yes, yes,' she murmured. 'You're opening it.'
They lapsed into silence for a while, each of them enjoying the sensation of fucking. Sarah felt the prickle of his unshaven cheek against hers, contrasting to the silky smooth feeling of his shaft sliding back and forth within her. His mouth was close to her ear and she could hear the soft panting of his breath, and beneath her fingers she felt the rubbery texture of the muscles in his back, flexing with each stroke. She lifted her legs higher and locked her ankles above him, the mattress squeaking as the angle of his thrusts altered.
'I think my pussy is squeaking,' she said, and he could hear the laughter in her voice. 'Do you have anything to help, Mr. Ryan?'
'I do, I do, Miss Ryan. I'll deliver some lubricating salve in a few minutes.'
'Only good quality, mind...and lots of it.'
'Right.' The notion that he was to cum in his sister again was exhilarating. He remembered the first time he had done it, as the storm raged outside and the firelight flickered in the corners of the little kitchen. Their bed had been an oil-stained blanket on a mattress of cardboard boxes and it had been amazing. By dawn he had emptied into her four times, his cream oozing from the swollen lips of her vulva like an overfilled eclair. That was the night he had impregnated her, when it had all started. Did she want that again?
'I'm on the pill,' she whispered, as if reading his mind. 'I want you to cum into me. I want to feel you spurting.'
Her words triggered the seeds of his orgasm: the tingling at the base of his spine, the heightened sensitivity of his cock as it slid back and forth within her, the tightness of his breath as the bubble began to grow.
'I will, I will,' he gasped, 'but not yet. It's too soon.'
'Then come out. Let's make it last.'
Michael withdrew his shaft, watching as it left his sister's body. It was bathed in her juice, gleaming in the pale morning light and a strand of silver connected them for an instant. Behind it her lips gaped open, furled back to reveal the shell-pink flesh inside. He slithered down and placed his mouth over it, his tongue flickering at the little seed at its entrance.
'Ah, gently!' her hands fled to his head to clasp it. 'Go gently, my love.'
'Sorry.' He withdrew his mouth for a few moments and regarded the prize before him. 'Tell me what you like.'
'Use the tip of your tongue. Not on my clit...lower - ah, that's it, yes, just there -' Sarah's voice was husky with pleasure. 'Just the tip...up, through the furrow. Now - curl it in.' Her hands fluttered on his head. 'Yes, like that - now again...that's it.' She closed her eyes to concentrate on the sensation and her voice guided him. 'Now, a little deeper...yes, yes. Press it in as you lick...scoop up my juice. Ah, God, that's perfect!' Her hands fluttered on his head as the waves of pleasure grew. 'Now, with the flat of your tongue...ugh, yes...harder.'
Her legs were waving wildly and she grasped the back of her knees to steady them, pulling them up towards her chest to give greater access. She could feel him lapping - long strokes from the puckered rim of her anus to the soft down of her triangle, and with each stroke his tongue dipped to her centre in perfect cadence. She could hear the snuffling of his mouth as he devoured her, feel the stubble on his cheeks rough against the soft white flesh of her thighs. She envisaged her cunt to be a river, pouring juice from its trembling lips to fill his mouth; and she imagined him drinking it, gulping down the creamy liquid like the finest liqueur. The image brought a sudden surge of lust and she clasped his head to pull him tighter against her.
'That's it...that's it,' she gasped. His tongue was flickering around her clitoris, bringing sharp little spasms of pleasure. 'Just there, Mike...softer - just there.'
Michael heard her voice from a thousand miles away. In the long, lonely nights of the past few months he had tried to remember every detail of the first time he had taken her, but the memory was disjointed: a series of flickering images like a fractured jigsaw. But now his senses were filled by her taste and texture, flooding his palate and filling his brain. He could smell the odour of her skin juxtaposed with the salty tang of her sex, and its warm, oily texture delighted him. Her juice oozed from the soft wet flesh under his lips and he devoured it like a kitten lapping cream, and with every stroke his face rubbed against her: his nose and cheeks and mouth drenched in her essence.
He lifted his face from between her thighs and regarded her, seeing the brightness of lust in her eyes.
'Tell me -' he whispered. 'Tell me what you want. I'll do anything.'
'From the back,' she gasped. 'Eat me...from the back.'
Michael watched his sister scramble to her knees before pressing her face to the rumpled sheets to thrust her bottom upwards. She grasped her cheeks and drew them apart to give him greater access, and he plunged his face between the mounds of perfumed flesh. From this angle his tongue slid into her easily and his senses were suddenly assailed by a sharper taste, as if her inner juice was more pungent than that which he had been eating.
'God, Michael...fuck, fuck...you've no idea how lovely that is.' Her voice was broken, splintered by the waves of pleasure that surged through her. She felt wanton, like a cheap tart offering the most secret places of her body, and the thought was intoxicating. It was as if a dam had broken and the constraints of the past had been swept away by an irrepressible need to be utterly and completely possessed.
'Lick me,' she demanded. 'All of me...lick it...taste it, eat it. It's yours, Michael. Do what you want.'
Michael drew his mouth over the full length of his sister's crotch, delighting in the different textures under his lips: the sucking embrace of her vulva; the firmer bridge of her perineum and then the crinkled roughness of her anus. Never in his wildest dreams had he ever imagined she would submit to this, and he understood that she was utterly his to take.
'Do you want me to fuck you again?' he said, his voice was thick with passion.
'God yes...put it in.' She thrust her bottom higher, the posture thrusting her sex further out. 'Put it in.'
'Say it! Tell me you want to be fucked.'
'I want to be fucked.' Her voice was pleading.
'Tell me you want to be fucked by me.'
'Shit, Michael...yes...I want you to fuck me! Come on, fuck your baby sister. Put it inside me.'
Michael laughed. 'Not yet, Sis. I want to play some more first.' He bent forward again and placed his mouth over the tiny eye of her ass, and he strummed the tip of tongue against it.
Sometimes, in the lonely hours of the night, Sarah's hands had stolen downwards to fondle the soft folds of her sex, delighting in the gratification it brought. But it was nothing to the crashing waves of pleasure that surged through her body with the touch of her brother's tongue. It was fluttering over the rim of her anus as lightly as a butterfly, ratcheting up the level of her excitement until the breath caught in her throat; and it dabbed at the twitching centre as if seeking entry to that secret place.
But it was not just the intensity of the feelings that excited her: it was the sheer fucking wrongness of it. That reflection in the wardrobe mirror couldn't be her, could it? Not the girl crouching on the bed like a little bitch in heat with her arse in the air and her brother's face buried between its cheeks. Not the one grunting like a primeval little slut with every delicious stroke of his tongue; nor the one desperate to be fucked in every orifice until she had drawn every last shred of cum from his twitching balls. Surely it must be some other girl?
But it was her, she knew, and the thought terrified and exhilarated her. This was the new me, she thought. The one whose inhibitions have been swept away forever. I'm the one in the mirror, and I can't wait a second longer to feel him inside me again. She rolled on her back and stared up at Michael with hungry eyes. 'Fuck me,' she demanded.
Later, when they finally collapsed on the bed next to one another, she was surprised to see it was nearly nine o'clock. They had been fucking for over an hour, and yet she could only remember scattered details of it: the long, slow strokes as sweet as warm honey; the fast ones, battering down into her like a jackhammer. The taste of her cunt on his mouth, the girth of his cock jammed in her throat. She recalled her first tiny orgasm, as thin as a razor; and the longer ones that swept her to the edge of the stratosphere and held her there, breath pounding, heart beating so fast she thought it might burst. She remembered too the pain when he entered her rectum, and how it diminished as she relaxed, and the incredible feeling of fullness as he took her there; and she recalled holding him, cradling his head in her arms as he emptied into her for the final time.
And now he was lying next to her, his eyes closed as the sweat dried on his skin and his hand in hers, and she was filled by a sense of deep contentment.
At length she released his hand and swung her legs over the bed to stand.
'Where are you going?' he asked, his eyes still shut.
'If I don't go to the loo I'll wet the bed.'
'Right.'
'And some paper to wipe myself. You're leaking out of me.'
'Really?' he raised himself on an elbow and observed his sister with interest. 'Let me see.'
'You're a pervert.' She turned to show him. 'Look - there. Dribbling down my thigh.'
Michael laughed. 'Doesn't look like much, considering how much I put up there.'
'That's not where it's coming from.'
'Ah!' he sank back on the bed, smiling. 'I'd forgotten about that bit. Nice, wasn't it?'
'Nice for you, maybe. I feel like I've had a baseball bat up there.'
'Well you did, figuratively speaking.' He glanced at her face. 'I didn't hurt you, did I?'
'Not much,' smiling at his concern. 'Just the first bit. It was nice, though...once I got used to it.'
Michael lay on the bed and listened as his sister clattered in the kitchen. Last night he had been filled with doubts about whether she would ever want him again. Now, he was concerned about how they might stay together in a world that would never condone such a union.
He turned as she entered the room bearing a tray, naked except for a small apron tied around her waist.
'Aren't you worried about that hot teapot?' Her breasts were wobbling dangerously close to the spout.
'In the last hour or two I've discovered things that size can do very little damage.'
'Ha, ha.' He observed her appreciatively. The lovemaking had brought a little colour into her cheeks and her lips were still swollen from their kisses, giving her a more voluptuous look. 'Are you still leaking?'
'A bit.' She set the tray down on the side table and sat beside him. 'I quite like it, actually. It's sort of - well, rude.'
'When you dry out I'll be happy to top you up again.'
'I bet you would.' She reached over and brushed the comma of hair from his forehead. 'When I was in the kitchen I was thinking.'
'Go on.'
'I want to spend the rest of my life with you, but not here.'
He glanced around the room. 'Why not?'
She smiled. 'Much as I'd like to live on love alone, we have to find work.'
'I can work on the mainland.'
'There hasn't been any work around Thruxton for the last year or so, Mike, and there probably isn't still - and even if you did find some I can't sit here every day with nothing to do, waiting for you to come back in a little boat. We've both seen what a storm can do on the Bay.'
'We go back to Mum's then - at least until we find something.'
'You really want to do that?' Sarah remembered her mother's rage each night, the tears and recriminations, the bitter words as sharp as a butcher's blade. Things had been said that could never be fixed, and it would only get worse. 'She'd never put up with us, especially if she thought we were still -' she left the last word hanging. 'And anyway, we can't live where people know us as brother and sister.'
Michael nodded. Sarah was right - there was nothing for them in Thruxton, or even Thirlmere for that matter. Better they move on.
'I was thinking London,' she continued, 'we know a couple of people there but it's a big -'
'How about Australia?' he interrupted.
'Christ! Really?'
Michael laughed at his expression. 'Why not? If we have to move somewhere different, it may as well be there. And at least the weather is good.'
'But we don't know a soul in Australia.'
'That's the idea. Everyone would think Mr. Michael and Mrs. Sarah Ryan were a young married couple making a new start.'
'But their Immigration people would know we were siblings.'
He nodded. 'Sure, but the rest of the country wouldn't. We could set up home somewhere and live as a couple. Nobody would ever know, and from what I hear of the Aussies they wouldn't care much even if they did.'
'And how do we pay to get there?'
'I have some money put aside, and I can sell my car. It's not much, but it will be enough to get started, and I can work anywhere as a carpenter.'
Sarah looked around the room: so much of their time and effort had gone into this place and it had a special meaning to both of them, but ultimately it was just a house. The most important thing in her life was lying next to her, watching eagerly to see if she would agree. He was like a puppy, all keen to set off to the other side of the world and start again. To him what was done was done and only the future mattered, which was so unlike herself.
She would miss the Beach House, though. It had been derelict when she first saw it and now it was a warm and cosy home. Perhaps her mother might let it out as a little holiday cottage, but she doubted it. She was three quarters on the way to madness, and even her long-suffering husband was on the brink of leaving her.
'It's a pity we can't take all this with us,' she said, gesturing with her arm. 'I can just imagine it overlooking some tropical beach down under.'
'So you agree?' Michael asked. 'We go to Australia? As soon as we can?'
Sarah nodded. 'Of course. I go where you go,' and she leaned forward and kissed him.
*****
© Hot_Sister
Not to be reproduced in whole or in part without the express permission of the author.
May 2016



        Justine

        Is the baby sitter as innocent as she looks?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/justine-3

Title: Justine

Author: Hot_Sister

Category: Group Sex

Description: Is the baby sitter as innocent as she looks?

Tags: sitter seduction, sitter, younger woman, ffm threesome, two women one man, couple plus woman, threesome, ffm




It's been almost a year since I last wrote for Literotica. I'd like to do more, but life is pretty fucking busy so I can only peck away at a story from time to time. Perhaps I should write shorter ones.
Anyway here's my latest, for what it's worth. Anyone engaged in sexual activity is over the age of 18, and is entirely imaginary, although I'd love to meet the two girls concerned. Oh, and if you're squeamish about anal, probably best if you quit now and find another story.
Enjoy!
H_S 03 June 2017.
*****
'We have a new babysitter for Saturday.' Nikky looked at me accusingly. 'A different one. Not the one you were supposed to arrange.'
'Right.' I've learned over the years not to bite at the hooks dangled in my direction.
'She's the friend of a friend of a woman at work.'
'So you haven't met her?'
'In between taking Emma to child care, and working and shopping and cooking and cleaning the house and servicing your carnal needs - no, I haven't, but Suzy assures me she's a sensible girl.'
The hook swung past me again but I let it go. 'Should we get her to come over tomorrow?' I asked, 'we can check her out.' We have an agreement that we both need to be convinced a babysitter is competent before we leave Emma with them.
My wife gave me a death stare, but it only lasted a few seconds so I figured it was a 'don't be stupid' look rather than a 'you've totally fucked up again' one, which invariably lasts a lot longer.
'She's coming over tomorrow,' she said at length, 'so we can check her out.'
'Right.' I said again. 'Do you know her name?'
'Justine.'
*****
My first impression of Justine was she didn't walk, but floated. I guess that's because my Sunday school teacher had always said that angels float, and that was the first word I could think of to describe her. Angel. Sounds dumb, I know, but she was the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen - and that includes my wife who is particularly hot. I opened the door and there she was, looking at me with eyes like molten chocolate and dressed in a little brown dress that exactly matched their colour. Her hair was a shade lighter, tied back in a pony tail that exposed the graceful perfection of her neck and the neat head balanced upon it: a little pointed face adorned by a button nose and cupid lips, set in a smile that brought dimples to her cheeks. About five eight, I suppose, with nice breasts pressing against the fabric of her dress and a generous curve to a waist as slender as a reed -
'Mr. Andrews?' I realised I'd been staring at her because a faint flush appeared on her face. 'I'm Justine, Kate Mayfield's daughter - I'm...um, babysitting for you at the weekend and your wife asked -'
'Ah - sorry, of course. Justine.' I thrust out my hand and took hers, feeling its warmth. 'Thank you for coming around. Uh - please come in...Nikky's inside.' I waved my hand in the general direction of the lounge and stood to one side. 'Please - come through.' It was hard to take my eyes off her. She was more than just a pretty girl - there was something about her. A presence, I suppose, an awareness of herself and others around her. Or was there? Maybe it was just because she was hot.
I followed her into the lounge and watched as Nikky stood up to meet her: the handshake, the eyes flicking over the girl's body and then her face, and then over her shoulder to me. She caught the guilty slide of my gaze as I dragged it away from that delightful little butt and gave me a hard look that sent a message like a barbed arrow. I know what you're thinking Buster, and you shouldn't, and then she smiled and asked Justine to sit down.
'So you're available on Saturday?'
'Oh yes. Your friend told me the times.'
'Have you baby sat before?'
'I have two little nephews, Mrs. Andrews, who I sometimes look after. Eighteen months and four years old.'
I listened to my wife's questions and the girl's answers. She had a soft voice, like the lips that formed the words, and her hands moved as she spoke: long, graceful fingers in cadence with her words. Yes, she'd done a first aid course and yes, she loved children. She worked in a kindergarten not far from where we lived - a part time job only to earn a little to help with the finances. I watched how she held herself, upright in the chair with her legs together and I saw that her shoes were old and scuffed at the heel.
'Do you have a car?' Nikky asked.
The girl shook her head. 'Not yet. I - uh, well...I'm saving for one.'
'So where do you live?'
'Paige. Just round from the shopping centre...you know, near where Woolies is.'
Paige was one of the older suburbs in town with smaller, blue collar houses. I pictured her bedroom - small, with faded wallpaper and a patterned carpet. A few dresses hanging in the wardrobe and a little box of cheap jewelry on the dresser. It was evident the family didn't have much.
Nikky turned to me. 'So how far is Paige?' She knew perfectly well, but she wanted me in the conversation.
'Um - twenty minutes or so.'
'I see.' Nikky drummed her fingers on the arm of the chair, thinking.
'I can get the bus,' Justine said. 'Really. It's no problem.'
'We don't do that. We would pick you up.' I said.
My wife glanced at me without speaking and the silence stretched out for a few moments. Justine's eyes were on Nikky, waiting. I could see the girl's hands clasped together, the knuckles tight, and in a moment of insight I understood her how much she needed this job.
'Do you have a boyfriend?' Nikky asked suddenly. 'We couldn't allow him here when you were sitting.'
'No, I don't.' A faint smile crossed her face. 'I used to, but he left to work in the mining sector. You know, up in the north west.'
'All right.' Nikky said. 'Well, Paul and I will discuss it and let you know.' She rose to her feet. 'Do we have your phone number?'
'Um - I wrote it down.' Justine extended her hand with a slip of paper on it. 'I'd really like to help,' she said, 'and I'm good at what I do, really.'
'I'm sure you are.' Nikky said. 'What would you expect to be paid?'
'Whatever you think is fair.'
'Right. Well, thank you for coming around.'
Justine smiled. 'It was nice meeting you.' Her brown eyes flicked over my face and I saw the faint flush of colour stain her cheeks as she read my interest. 'Do you think you'll need me on Saturday, Mrs. Andrews? It's just that -'
I opened my mouth to tell her yes, but Nikky shot me a glance. 'We'll call you,' she said firmly. 'Soon.'
She watched as the girl left and turned to me as the door clicked shut. 'So what was the 'we don't do that' shit?'
'What?'
'What you said to that girl.' She cleared her throat and did a passable imitation of my voice. 'We don't do that, honey....no, no, not with a body like yours. Oh, no, dearie me...we couldn't have you walking around with those lovely little titties jiggling up and down and that tight little tush swaying back and forth. We would pick you up, honey, and all it would cost you is a head job.' There was a glint in her eye.
'I don't think it would be clever letting a young girl walk between here and Paige at night.'
'Really? You didn't have any difficulty letting the last one walk home.'
'She was forty-seven years old and built like a Russian battleship.'
'And this one is not.' Nikky said. 'More like Lolita, and we all know what she did to her stepfather.'
I shrugged. 'You've got Justine all wrong, Nikky. She's just a shy kid.'
Nikky laughed. 'Then you didn't see what I saw, Paul.' She contemplated me for a moment and I could see her thinking. 'Now, go and get the crowbar from the garage and put it in the corner there.'
'The crowbar?'
'Yep. I'll need it on Saturday to prise your eyes off her butt.'
*****
I love it when Nikky crouches on the edge of the bed and we do it doggie, especially as it doesn't happen much anymore. I like to I watch my shaft as it pistons into her tight body, gleaming wet with her juices. And I like to see her subservient for a change, helpless on her knees as I fuck her senseless.
'You feel big tonight Paul,' she whispered. 'I can feel it stretching me.'
'I am, I am. I'm stretching your tight little pussy.' I leaned forward and grasped the nape of her neck with my left hand, pinning her to the bed as my hips thrust back and forth. 'Do you like being fucked?'
'God yes.'
'Like a helpless little slut?'
'Yes, yes,'
'Then tell me. Say it.'
'I love being fucked,' she whispered.
'Like a little slut. Say it.'
'I love being fucked like a little slut.'
'Hold your buns apart. Let me see what I'm doing to you.'
Her hands crept around to her buttocks to draw each firm cheek apart, revealing herself. The globes of her bottom barely filled each hand and her hips were narrow, giving a perspective of greater thickness as I thrust into her. In the soft illumination from the bedside lamp I could see a rim of white cream around her pussy and the wrinkled portal nestling above it. Nikky doesn't like anal play but I wet my thumb and caressed the tiny opening, delighting how the saliva gleamed in the fissures and marveling at how small and tight it was. One day -
'You'd like to do that to Justine, wouldn't you?' she asked suddenly.
'Do what?'
'Fuck her tight little booty. I saw it in your eyes - the way you were looking at it, imagining it was stretched around you.'
The image of the woman beneath me suddenly changed: Justine's dark hair instead of Nikky's blonde; her smaller frame, the café-au-lait skin. Her slender shoulders pressed into the mattress and her little bottom thrust upwards; her smell and taste and feel different to my wife's, and utterly forbidden. I imagined her tightness as I pressed into that cloying little tube and in my mind's eye I saw how much it struggled to accommodate my thickness, the rim stretched white and as the sphincter as tight as a banjo string. She was moaning softly as I violated her and those beautiful slim hands were fluttering on her buttocks, struggling to draw them wider apart to ease the pressure.
'Her boyfriend went to the mines,' Nikky whispered, 'and he's left her behind, all alone and as horny as a stoat. Can you imagine it, Paul? Leaving a girl like that?' She growled softly in her throat, almost like a purr. 'She doesn't want commitment, Paul...just a nice, safe guy to take her from time to time...ah!' Nikky grunted as I plunged harder, a shuddering breath. The bedsprings creaked under the onslaught and she was silent for a moment, each of us picturing the girl.
'She was looking at you,' Nikky continued, 'wondering what it would be like to do it with you. She sat in our lounge looking at my husband, and I could smell her juices seeping into her pants.'
'She was looking at you,' I said, 'all the time. Maybe -'
'But she was thinking of you,' Nikky whispered. 'Didn't you see her, blushing like a bride? She wants you, Paul, and here she is on her knees with your cock inside her. Are you in her pussy, Paul, or have you gone for that tight little booty?'
'Both,' I moaned. The imagery in my mind was crisp. I could almost smell her sex in my nostrils, picture the look in those chocolate eyes as she felt my shaft sinking into her body. Those long, slender legs waving like reeds and her fingers clasping my back, the nails like little pink shells, and her breath would be whistling though those soft, moist lips.
'Tell me,' Nikky gasped. 'Tell me what we'd do to her.'
'She'd be on the bed here - next to you,' I said. 'Kneeling, just like you - so close...touching you. Her hand on your arm, her face turned toward you. She wants you to kiss her, Nikky.'
'I will, I will.'
'And she's waiting for me, too: her thighs spread. That tight little bottom in the air, cheeks open...waiting for me to come out of you and go into her.'
'I can smell her, right next to me...her perfume, her skin...'
'And her sex.'
'Yes, yes. I can smell her sex, like a little bitch on heat.'
'Will you watch me fuck her?'
'God yes, but first I fuck you.' She pulled away and rolled off the bed, pressing me down with urgent hands to lie on my back; regarding me with hungry eyes before clambering over me and grasping my cock with slippery fingers to hold it at the entrance to her body. The glorious mane of her hair swung forward as she peered down at me, and then I was gliding deep into her body again and she levered herself up and down.
'Ah, ah!' she murmured. 'That's good!' Her hips were undulating, sucking me into her, and I could hear the soft squelch of her pussy as the movement broke the tight seal between us. I thrust upwards and she shook her head.
'Keep still. Let me do it.'
I stopped moving and watched her, delighting in the sight. She was crouching over me with her feet either side of my hips, bobbing up and down with her hands pressed against my chest to steady herself. Shallow strokes, barely allowing the head of my cock inside her, interspersed with long deep ones drilling into her core.
'You're fucking me deep,' she gasped, 'that's it...that's it,' and she studied the shaft sliding into her for a few moments before regarding me with pupils dilated with desire. 'See the cream, Paul?' Her voice was as soft as the lips caressing my shaft. 'That's my cream...oozing out of me as we fuck. Do you like it?'
'I love it, baby. I love it when you cream me.'
'I have a lot, don't I?' She gathered her juices from the rim of my cock with one slim hand, holding it toward my face. 'That's just a bit of what I make, and I love it too.'
'Tell me what it tastes like.'
Nikky lifted her hand and licked between her fingers, her tongue flicking like a kitten's. In the soft light I could see the strands of juice stringing, and she looked at me and laughed. 'That's fucking juice,' she said, 'and it tastes lovely. Do you want some?'
I nodded and her fingers slid over the point of our union again, gathering the rim of froth that had formed there. She stretched her fingers towards my face and I licked them eagerly, tasting the essence of my wife's body. She began to move again, watching me with hooded eyes, her hips rotating with each slide of her body. The sensation was exquisite and I felt the seeds of my orgasm building in my balls.
'I'm going to cum, Nikky. Stop...ah...stop. It's too soon.'
But she didn't stop. She just kept riding me, her hips moving sinuously and her nails raking my chest, and she watched my face with those honey coloured eyes as I spiraled upwards, upwards, the pressure building until I could hold back no longer. For an infinitesimal moment I hovered on the brink, buried far inside my wife's body, and then with a shuddering gasp I burst inside her.
'That's it, baby.' Her voice was soft, crooning almost. 'Cum into me. Spray into me.' Her hips were undulating, sucking at the trembling shaft jammed between them, and she was smiling down at me, her voice husky with desire. 'It's so hot, Paul. I can feel you painting me, spraying into that tight little pussy! Can you feel it too?' She leaned back to change the angle of penetration and her fingers gripped the root of my shaft tightly, restricting the deluge. 'Hose into me, baby...ah, yes, that's it, that's it!'
It seemed to go on forever - searing jets of white hot semen spraying into her, splattering into her somewhere behind that flat little belly that undulated and twitched as she received it. I was pinned down, helpless as she milked each spurt out of me until there was nothing left, and I heard her chuckle as she regarded my spent body.
'Was that good, baby?' She levered herself up and peered down at herself. 'Look at what you gave me,' and I saw her muscles tense. A thin stream of my sperm oozed from between her vulval lips to splatter over my belly, white and sticky, and she laughed softly into my face.
'That's mine, Paul,' she murmured, 'just remember that. You give it to me, not to Little Miss Babysitter. Not ever.'
But as I gazed up at her I couldn't help but imagine what expression might be on Justine's little cherub face when she felt me filling her tight little cunt with my seed.
*
'I do hope you're happy with my work,' she was clutching the limp banknotes, her expression filled with concern.
Nikky nodded briefly, unsmiling, and I hurried to reassure the girl. 'Of course, Justine. Quite happy. Perhaps you could come around and babysit next week? Thursday?'
Her face turned to mine, those chocolate brown eyes shining, happy that she'd got more work. 'Oh, yes. Thursday. That's easy, Mr. Andrews. Seven o'clock still?'
I nodded and she held my gaze a little longer before sliding away, turning to the sofa to pick up her little black bag. 'Um, well, thank you - I'll be going now. See you next -'
'I said I'd run you home.'
'There's no need, really. I'll be quite safe. It's only half an hour on the bus.'
'The next bus doesn't go for nearly an hour.' Nikky's voice was crisp. 'Of course Paul will take you. He'll be back before eleven, so it's really no problem.' The clock above the mantle showed ten twenty and I saw she had calculated the round trip to the nearest minute. Thirty in a bus, twenty by car each way. No time to stop, no time for temptation. She smiled sweetly at me and I saw the brightness of her eyes. 'I want you in bed early, Paul. You have a busy day tomorrow.'
I watched the girl as she sat beside me, looking ahead without speaking. Each street light illuminated her face briefly before plunging it back into darkness as we passed under it. In profile she looked even younger with her hair tied back with a scrap of faded ribbon and her lips soft and wet.
'I want you to know we're very happy with what you did tonight, I told her. 'Emma is usually very good but she's teething, and that upsets her.'
She turned to me, a brief flash of white teeth in a smile that was perfect. God, she was beautiful.
'I think she's a lovely little girl.' The words trailed off and I thought she was done, but she spoke again. 'I had a little niece like her, and she was lovely too. She was my favourite.'
'What happened to her?'
'She was in the family SUV, travelling down to the south coast towards Coloola Bay. Do you know that road?' she glanced at me briefly, watching my denial. 'The King's Highway, they call it.' She shook her head, the hair shining briefly in a passing lamp. 'With a name like that you'd think they'd spend a bit of money on it wouldn't you, but it's a shocker. Just past Oberon there's a series of tight bends, one after another - the locals call it The Slalom, because city folk hurrying down to the coast think they're in racing cars when they go through them. There's at least one accident a year there and two years ago it was uncle Terry's turn. He and his wife were OK but Stacey's child seat wasn't fastened properly.'
'I'm very sorry.'
She shrugged briefly. 'I've tried to move on but your little girl reminded me so much of her.'
'If you find it too painful we won't mind if you quit.'
'Oh, no!' she reached over and grasped my arm. 'I didn't mean that! I really like working for you and Mrs. Andrews, and I need the money.' Her eyes were on mine, dark pools of emotion in her face. 'Please don't think I want to leave.'
'All right.' I could feel her hand on my sleeve gripping me tightly as if to reinforce her words, and then she released it and turned away, and I could feel the residual warmth of her touch like hot coals on my skin.
'As I said, Justine, we're very happy you're looking after Emma. We like her to have the same person every time we go out.'
'Thank you.' It had begun to rain a little and the street lamps threw a diffused pattern of light over her face. 'You need to take the next turn left.'



'So how long have you lived here?'
'A couple of years.'
'Do you like it?'
'Not really. I'd like to move to a nicer neighbourhood but -' she broke off, glancing briefly at me, 'but you don't want to hear all of that.'
'Yes, I do. I'm a good listener and I'm interested.'
'I think you are,' she said, 'but it's another sad story and one a night is enough. If you pull up here it will be close enough.'
'Are you sure? I'm happy to drop you at your door.'
'No, that's fine. I just go through the little laneway to the left and my house is two minutes away.' She watched as I drew up beside the kerb before turning to me. 'You've been very kind Mr. Andrews -'
'Paul. If you are looking after our daughter you are part of our family.'
'Paul, then. Well, thank you -'
'I'll wait here. If you have any trouble come straight back. Are you sure I can't walk with you?'
She smiled at me, her teeth very white in the dim light. 'I'll be fine. Thank you again.'
I watched as she opened the door and got out, a slim figure under the street lamps walking briskly down the road before she turned and was lost to sight.
***
Over the next few weeks we settled into a routine. Nikky and I are both busy and sometimes we were out three or four times a week and Justine was there, as reliable as a rock, knocking on our door in a faded dress and old shoes, smiling at each of us as she came in over the step. She'd lost a lot of that early shyness - with me anyway - and we would always exchange a few words and a laugh whilst Nikky was getting ready to go out; and afterwards I'd take her home. I didn't realise until later what was happening.
We had a cold snap in September and Justine arrived in a thin coat that didn't match anything until I took pity on her and gave her one of our fleeces, but she never complained and Emma adored her. Now that she was more comfortable with me she'd speak freely in the car, with stories of her early years and her hopes for the future; but she never mentioned her life in that shabby little street, and she never let me stop at her door.
'It's silly,' she would say in that quiet way she had. 'I can get there in two minutes and you'd have to drive right round the one-way system.' I knew there wasn't a one-way system, but I let it go.
One night I was driving her home and we talked, as we always did.
'So tell me what you are doing now, Justine,' I asked.
'I'm with you in this car.' There was laughter in her voice.
'Really? But what are you doing tomorrow, and the next day, and the one after that? Are you working? Are you at school? What do you do all day long?'
'I do things,' she said defensively. 'Why do you want to know?'
'Because you're a mystery. You're young, attractive and on the brink of the rest of your life - but you never talk about it. Not ever, and I've never met a teenager who doesn't talk about her friends, her social life, and what dances she goes to.'
'Perhaps because I don't want to.'
'And I get that. But you know us well now Justine, and friends tell each other stuff.' I glanced at her, trying to read her expression but her face was turned away from me. 'Look - I don't mean to pry and you can tell me to get lost, but I get the feeling that your whole life is on hold, ticking away with no purpose, and if I'm right that's a tragedy.'
She didn't answer and we drove in silence, turning left into Addison Street and stopping at the lamp post just short of her laneway. She didn't get out of the car though - she just sat there, staring through windscreen without a sound.
'Justine -'
'You're right.' Her voice was utterly expressionless. 'My life is on hold, and I don't like it much at all, but one day it will be over and I can start again. Right now I need you to just let me be.'
My voice was harsh. 'Are you doing anything illegal? Anything that could harm our daughter?'
'Is that what you think?' She turned and stared at me silently for a moment, her lips slightly apart and the gleam of her little white teeth behind them, and an expression in her eyes I'd not seen before. 'Don't friends trust each other?'
'But you're more than a friend.' The words came out of my mouth before I could stop them. 'I...uh, we - have grown very fond of you over the past months, Justine. We can help, if you let us.'
She smiled then, a little twitch of the lips. 'I don't think Nikky is that fond of me, Paul -' she held up her hand to silence my protest. 'No, wait - hear me out. I'm not your average teenager. I've had to grow up quickly and I live on my wits, and I can read people pretty well. I've seen the way she looks at me.'
'You're imagining things. She thinks the world of you.'
Justine shook her head. 'I don't think so. She's happy with my work but she doesn't like me.'
'And what about me? Do you think the same about me?'
'You?' Her voice softened. 'No. I think you like me a little too much.'
It was an extraordinary thing to say and opened my mouth to respond but nothing came out. I guess up to that point I'd seen her as a just a teenage kid with little life experience, but I suddenly understood that this young woman sitting beside me had a depth I hadn't even begun to fathom. And the thing was, she was right: I did think about her a lot - more than a married man should, and I couldn't help it.
'I don't know what you mean.' I said at last.
'Yes, you do,' she said gently. 'You look at me sometimes, when you think I'm not paying attention, and I can read every thought in your mind - and I think its lovely.' She glanced at her watch. 'Now - you'd better get home or Nikky will think I've seduced you.'
'That's not likely to happen - I'm nearly twice your age.'
Justine laughed softly. 'You're not twice my age so don't exaggerate.' She opened the door and stepped out before leaning in through the open window, her eyes on mine. 'You're twenty-eight next November Paul, which makes you less than ten years older than me,' she said, 'and there's a lot to be said for older men. I think Nikky is right to be worried, don't you?' And before I could answer she was gone.
I drove home that night in a turmoil, thinking of her - of those beautiful eyes set in a face of such perfect symmetry you could hardly take your eyes off it; of that long and graceful neck and the way her hair curled around it, and the way she spoke - each word wrapped in velvet; and I thought of what she had said: There's a lot to be said for older men. What did she mean? Was it just a throw-away line, or was it more than that? The words had been picked carefully, I was sure, and they had been underlined by the final look she had given me before turning away. A glance full of meaning; eyes shining, like mirrors into her soul - not hard in rejection, but soft with complicity. If I chose to, it was a glance that could be interpreted that she was ready to move forward. Nikky will think I've seduced you...she is right to be worried.
I trudged up to the bedroom and Nikky was there again, lying naked on the bed waiting for me. There was a kind of desperation in her lovemaking I'd never detected before, and she talked about Justine all the way through it.
***
Up to that point I had no idea that things were about to get difficult, but the following morning it happened.
'You were a long time last night,' Nikky said. There were shadows under her eyes and her face was pale.
'I was back by eleven.'
'So what did Little Miss Muffet have to say in the car?'
'Who?
'Justine - you know, the one who'd you'd like to sit on your Tuffet.'
'I hardly think so. She's got her own problems. The last thing she wants is an affair with a married man.'
'So you've talked about it!'
I almost laughed out loud. It was so unlike Nikky to be jealous, and yet it seemed she was.
'If you mean did we discuss getting it on, the answer is no. I did try and find out a little about her life, though, but she didn't say much.'
'So why do you think she's got problems?' There was a brittle tone to her voice.
'She said her life is on hold and she doesn't like it. And she's the first teenager I've met who never talks about her friends or what she's doing. It's almost as if she's being held hostage over something.' I sat on the edge of the bed and regarded my wife. 'She also thinks you don't like her much.'
'Maybe she's right.'
'Why the hell not? She's done nothing to you.'
Nikky shrugged. 'You wanting to fuck her brains out doesn't help.'
'That's ridiculous. I haven't laid a finger on her.'
'But you'd like to - admit it. I can see it in your eyes every time she's here.'
'I see a lot of attractive women I'd like to fuck, but that doesn't mean I will.'
'That's different. This one comes into our house and she fancies you, too. I can almost hear her pussy squelching every time she's near you.'
I burst out laughing. 'Jesus, Nikky! Listen to yourself! She's flat broke and needs the work and I'm a married man with a kid. And its you that likes to talk about her, not me.'
'That's not true!'
'Sure it is. Since Emma was born our sex life dwindled almost to nothing, but suddenly you're at me like a nympho. Hey, don't get me wrong - I love it, but it seems a bit odd. And when we do it you talk about her all the way though: how you and she could get it on while I fuck you doggie, how her little snatch would taste; how she'd bend down and take it in the -'
'That's just pillow talk!' There was a flush of high colour in her cheeks. 'You and I have always talked about other people when we fuck. What about you and Charlize -'
'Sure. But I don't go on about her - not like you and Justine. Ever since she walked into this house you've fantasized about her. It's almost like you want her, not me.'
'That's ridiculous! She's nothing but a two-bit tramp. Why would I want her?'
'Jesus, Nikky!' I could feel irritation rising in me like a hot tide. 'She's just a kid, and she's done nothing to deserve that label. If you ask me she needs help and understanding rather than scorn.'
Nikky leaned towards me, her face screwed up in anger. 'Well, I'm not asking you! Why would I? You're so wrapped up in her you can't even see her for what she is. Well, I'm telling you - she's not all she seems to be.'
'Do you have anything to prove it, or is this just something you think because you don't like her?'
'Why don't you ask her who she was out with at lunch last Thursday, and then tell me she's not on the game!'
'What do you mean?'
She sat at the dresser and began brushing her hair, long strokes teasing out the tangles of sleep but I could see her watching me in the mirror. 'I saw her in that restaurant next to Myers last week, your little miss perfect,' she said maliciously. 'She was made up to the nines and was with a guy who was remarkable because his tongue was hanging out on the table. And she wasn't being coy with him either.'
'You're sure it was her?'
'As large as life,' Nikky said. 'I was on the mezzanine level, looking down on the main restaurant floor and I spotted her sitting in the far corner with him. She wouldn't have noticed me, but I could sure as hell see her, wearing a little black dress you'd pay two or three hundred bucks for in a good shop. She had her hair up, too, and enough jewelry to sink a ship. It doesn't sound like a girl on the bones of her bum, does it?'
'So who was he?'
Nikky shrugged. 'Stuffed if I know. Old and fat. You'd think with her looks she could do better.'
'You're being judgmental. It could have been her Dad, for all you know.'
'If he was her Dad he sure liked touching her, and had the look of a guy who's about to get laid. Trust me, as a woman I know that look.'
I sat and thought for a moment. Nikky had had a very active sex life before I met her and I wasn't going to question her judgement on that score. Besides, this wasn't a story that she would make up, despite her obvious dislike of the girl, and so I had to accept it at face value. It didn't mean that Justine was up to no good though - there could be any number of explanations as to who the guy was and what they were doing. Besides, it was really none of our business. She was nothing more than a baby sitter and provided she did that well and without risk to Emma then her private life was her own affair.
'So what are you going to do about it?' Nikky demanded. She had stopped brushing her hair and had turned towards me.
'Nothing. She's a good baby sitter and Emma likes her. What she does in her time is her own business.'
'That's just what I thought you'd say,' she said, 'but I'll be watching her - don't you worry about that.'
***
Over the next month we only saw Justine once, and Nikky took her home - I guess because she didn't trust me. I don't know what time she got back because I was asleep, and up and gone before she woke. Our sex life dropped off again after that, but frankly I was too busy to worry about it much, and I guess the seeds of doubt that Nikky had sowed was moving me towards finding someone else to look after Emma, much as I liked the girl. That might have been the end of it all, but a week or two later fate was to take us on a different path.
It was a Monday, and I got the call just after four to say that Nikky had been involved in a car accident and was in hospital. I'd just picked up Emma from day care and I rang Justine right away to see if she could help us. She was there within twenty minutes so she must have been close by.
'How is Nikky?' she said as I opened the door. She'd had drawn her hair back with a rubber band and I could see the soft skin of her shoulder and neck as she stood on the step, her face creased in concern.
'I'm not sure. They are operating now. Early indication is that the injuries are not life threatening, but I need to be with her as soon as she comes out of theatre.'
She put her bag on the table and slipped off her coat. 'Go', she said, 'and don't worry about Emma.'
'I'm not sure how long I'll be, Justine. Can you stay over if I'm very late?'
'Sure. I'm free tomorrow too. Now go.'
As I sat in the hospital waiting room my thoughts were with Nikky, of course. We'd only been married four years and, as you do in times of crisis, I wondered what I would do if I lost her. I remembered how we'd met, and the wedding; and the early days of setting up home and planning a family. The day she'd told me she was pregnant was the best of my life, and we'd watched the birth together. Since then the gloss had come off the marriage a bit, but I'd just assumed it was the stress of bringing up child when we were both working at our separate careers.
An image of the girl popped into my mind. I thought she'd looked tired as she stood on my step that morning, with dark bruises of exhaustion under her eyes and perhaps a tinge of desperation in them. It seemed there were things happening in her life that shouldn't, and I'd been too busy to try and help - or even to talk to her about them. Nikky's accident was a complication but that shouldn't stop me.
My thoughts were interrupted by a policeman standing next to me. 'Mr. Andrews?'
'Yes?'
'I'm Sergeant Mills, sir. I'm sorry to bother you at such a difficult time but I thought you'd want to know what happened to your wife. I was the attending officer at the accident.' 'Yes, yes. I would. Is she OK?'
'She was when they brought her in, sir, although in a lot of pain. I understand they are operating now. I'm sure the doctors will bring you up to date as soon as they can.'
'Yes, I'm sure they will. What was wrong with her?'
'The main injury was a fracture of the ankle, and concussion.' I'm told she's not seriously injured.' He gave me a sympathetic glance. 'I'm sorry, Sir...I thought the hospital would have told you of her condition.'
'No, no, they didn't.' A feeling of immense relief washed over me. Nikky was hurt, but it didn't sound too bad, and of course Emma wasn't in the car at all. It could have been so much worse. 'Can you tell me what happened, Sergeant?'
He consulted his notebook. 'Her vehicle was involved in a collision with a Honda Civic in Westbury this afternoon just opposite number 15 Duke Street. The ambulance got the call at three-ten and arrived shortly before me. Your wife was one of two persons injured. The other was the driver of the Honda. Both were taken to Saint Luke's Hospital where she was admitted at four twenty.'
It didn't make sense. Nikky had told me she'd be in meetings all afternoon and I shouldn't phone her. Maybe something had come up to change that - but even if it had, what was she doing in Westbury? It was to the north of where we lived, and miles from her work. Perhaps -
'Is there anything more I can help you with sir?' the Sergeant was regarding me closely.
'No, thank you. I'm very grateful to you for letting me know.'
He'd no sooner left than the surgeon appeared to tell me that the operation had gone well. Apparently she'd suffered a fractured ankle with associated tissue damage. 'It's a common enough injury in low speed side impacts,' he ventured. 'The side air bags do a good job but they don't protect the lower limbs. I've pinned the bone and I expect both that and the tissue to heal without complication, although it will take a while.'
'Is that all?'
'Aside from mild concussion, yes. We'll keep her in for observation tonight.'
'Can I see her?'
'She's in the recovery room now. The ward sister will let you know when she's ready.' He regarded me briefly. 'I'm afraid I have other people waiting so I have to go - but if you have any questions please don't hesitate to contact me.'
A little while later one of the ward sisters called me. Nikky was in a private ward and was lying motionless, her head swathed in bandages. She was hooked up to a bank of monitors and what I could see of her face was very pale. 'It looks a lot worse than it is,' the nurse said. 'She's still groggy from the anesthetic and the Hydromorphine Infusion, but her vital signs are all good,' she smiled encouragingly. 'Just call me if you need anything.'
I sat for a while with her but she was sleeping, so I left her there and went home to Emma, and on the way I made a phone call, and it confirmed everything I'd feared.
***
It would never have happened if Nikky hadn't had the accident. She'd have been at home with me and Justine would have been in hers - or somewhere else, at least. I wouldn't have been emotionally shell shocked, and I wouldn't have seen what I did when I got home. At least that's what I told myself the next day, but maybe I was just making excuses.
I parked the car around the back of the house and entered quietly though the kitchen in case Justine had gone to bed. She was still up, though, standing in the lounge looking out of the window. I didn't want to startle her so I called her name softly and she turned towards me.
It was one of those moments of startling clarity when every tiny detail is instantly etched into your mind. The glossy curtain of her hair shining in the light as she turned; fear in her eyes at the unexpected intruder; the sudden intake of breath between those perfect, full lips; the set of her body poised for flight. And I saw that she was weeping, her eyes red and the tracks of her tears like silver threads upon her cheeks. For a second there was a look of wretchedness upon her face before shame and confusion replaced it; and then she wiped her eyes in a gesture of defiance, and she raised her face to meet my startled gaze.
For a long moment we stared at each other, and in her expression I saw vulnerability and helplessness and a silent cry for help; and in mine I suppose she saw utter misery, although she could not have known its source. And in that second each of us understood there was comfort to be found in the other and there was absolutely nothing to stop us from taking it.



I set the keys down on the sideboard and moved towards her, and she towards me, and we clung to each other in that still and silent house. Her arms were tight around my chest and her face buried in my shoulder and I could smell the fragrance of her hair and feel the warmth of her body against mine; and then she turned her face upwards and we kissed.
My first impression was that her lips were incredibly soft. They brushed against mine like a shadow - the lightest of touches, but it was enough to drive away the last vestiges of doubt and we kissed harder. Beneath my lips her mouth opened in supplication and her tongue touched mine, tentatively at first and then more urgently as our passion grew. I could feel the wetness of her tears on my face and it spurred me on to comfort her, to hold her - to take away whatever it was that was causing her pain. I held her face in my hands and I kissed her cheeks and eyes and nose, delighting in the little sounds of contentment she made and the soft press of her breasts against my chest; and I kissed her mouth again, feeling those soft, wet lips opening to receive me.
And then she was pushing me away, staring at me with her dark eyes filled with desire, and she deftly unzipped her dress and stepped out of it as it fell at her feet. Her eyes were on my face, watching me as I regarded her: that glorious, golden body - the narrow curve of her waist accentuating her breasts, surprisingly large on such a slender frame. They nestled in the cups of her bra, each a perfect orb separated by the deep 'V' of her cleavage with the arc of her aureole peeping above the lacy fabric, and the hint of her nipples behind it.
Her panties were small and lacy too, dark against the creamy perfection of her skin; the taut plain of her belly framed by the curve of her waist, her mons prominent against the fabric. And I saw too the perfection of her legs as she stood and watched me: long, satin thighs set slightly apart, slim and shapely.
'Jesus, you're beautiful,' I whispered, 'so beautiful. I want you, Justine.'
'You can have me,' she said, and in three steps she was at the sofa, clambering on the seat with her bottom in the air and her face twisted around to watch as I ripped off my clothes and flung them on the floor beside hers. The drapes were open and almost tore them off the rails in my haste to shut out the outside world, to be with that warm, sinuous body and enter it as quickly as I could.
There was nothing gentle in that first time with Justine, only a raw urgency to take her. My cock was as hard as a stick, the foreskin rolled back and the head like an arrow, and I pulled aside the gusset of her panties and plunged through the swollen lips of her sex in a single delicious thrust, until the hard little cheeks of her bottom arrested me. She uttered a single groan, almost like an animal in pain, and her fingers grasped the cushions to steady herself; and then I was fucking her with long, delicious strokes back and forth, back and forth; burying myself as deeply as I could into that beautiful golden body.
Her cunt was spectacularly tight. I could feel its silken embrace along the length of my shaft as I drilled her, the flesh tight and warm and wet. With each withdrawal the rim of my cock appeared, breaking the tight seal of her vulva with a little sucking sound and an ooze of white juice, and the intensity of my thrusts churned it to a ring of froth at the point of our union.
Justine clung to the sofa for dear life, her knuckles white and her legs askew as I plunged into her. She was grunting - a guttural expiration of her breath with every thrust into her body, and her voice was broken and urgent.
'Jesus Paul - ugh! Christ...ah, ah. That's it! Fuck, fuck, that's it...ugh! Harder!'
Her words spurred me on and I seized her hips and thrust faster into that thrumming little body. And as I fucked her I remembered the first time she'd stood on our doorstep with her shining brown eyes and pouting lips; and how she'd moved as she walked into our lounge: the sway of her hips, the roll of that tight little butt. I'd wanted her even then but it was a frivolous, empty dream -a fantasy I'd played in my mind from time to time. And tonight should have been no different - me coming home, thanking her with a smile and a few dollars for looking after Emma; leaving me to dream how she might feel beneath me.
But things had changed with bewildering speed and here I was, balls deep inside Justine's delicious little snatch, delighting in the tightness of her pussy and the breathless sound of her fractured voice spurring me on.
'Christ...yes...yes...ugh! Fuck me deep, Paul! Ugh! Jesus God, you're right inside me...ah, I can...aaah...feel it in my belly.'
Her words triggered the image of my shaft inside her. Levering aside the tight wet walls of her cunt, touching the cone of her cervix as I bottomed out. I could see her vulva stretched around the root of my cock as tight as a banjo string, see the rim of cream and the shine of her juices as I withdrew. I grasped her buttocks and drew them apart, watching how her rosebud bulged outwards with every thrust. I saw how slender she was, how my hands spanned each cheek, and in my mind's eye I imagined how far into her body my cock had reached.
The image was enough to trip me over the edge and I came. A first powerful jet, hosing into the tight cloying channel of her cunt; and then another, and a third. Somewhere in the distance I could hear her crying out as my seed blasted into her, and I could feel her sex milking me in tight little contractions. It seemed to go on forever - a fourth jet, and a fifth, each as intense as the last. Her face was buried in the back of the sofa and I could hear the muffled cries of her own orgasm as she came, see her hands gripping the fabric as if to tear it off the cushion; and then a sixth and seventh jet spraying into that wriggling little body until at last my balls were empty and I was done.
For a while we were still, my cock embedded in her and our breathing gradually returning to normal. I could feel wetness around my balls as my sperm oozed from around my softening shaft, and I felt her fingers reaching up to wipe the inside of her thighs.
'You're heavy, Paul,' she said at length. I was lying half across her back and her face was scrunched into the crack between the sofa cushions.
I stood up and she scrambled to her feet and we regarded each other for a few moments. The suddenness of what had just happened was evident in her eyes and there was trepidation too, now the wind of raw passion was past.
I cupped her face in my hands. 'That was amazing. You are amazing, Justine. Will you stay with me tonight?'
'What about Nikky?'
I shook my head. There hadn't even been time to tell her what had happened. 'She's fine, but won't be coming home tonight ...but I need to -'
'And I need to go to the loo,' she interrupted. 'There's lots of, um...leakage going on down there and I'll ruin the carpet if I stand here any longer.' She leaned forward and briefly pressed her lips to mine. 'Hold whatever thought you had just then. I'll be back.'
I couldn't bring myself to take Justine to our bed and so we lay in the spare one, talking. She was pressed against me, her head nestling into my shoulder and I could smell the sea-salt tang of her hair against my face.
'Why were you crying when I came home?' I asked.
'Because I lost my mother today.'
'Jesus! I'm so sorry, Justine. How did it happen?'
'I don't mean she died. I mean that I finally realised that I couldn't stay with her a moment longer.' She twisted her face round to look at mine. 'I've never told you what's going on there, have I?'
'No.'
'Well I'll spare you the miserable details, but suffice to say that she's an alcoholic. She's also a control freak who'd have sucked the rest of my life away in a haze of booze and bitterness if I let her. I guess it's been heading this way for a while, Paul, but this morning I finally told her I was going.'
'Going where?'
'Going. Just going. Leaving that rat-hole I called home. Going to -' she paused for a moment. 'Shit, I don't know! I had nowhere to go. I was actually on my way here to ask if I could do free babysitting for a couple of days until I found something.' She laughed softly. 'I never thought this would happen.'
'Nor me, but I'm glad it did. You know I'm ready to listen whenever you want to tell me more.'
'You're very sweet.' She leaned up and kissed me, her lips lingering on mine. 'So how is Nikky?'
I told her about the accident and she listened quietly, her hand in mine. 'That's awful,' she said, I'm so sorry, Paul.'
'Do you think you'll be able to stay for a few days? I can't afford to take time off work and I'll need to visit Nikky too.'
'Of course. But won't she mind? I mean, it's one thing staying over when she's here, but when she's not -' her voice trailed off. 'Well, you know, she may not like the idea of me being around when she's not here, that's all.'
'In case I fuck you, you mean?'
'Well, yes,' she giggled briefly. 'But I guess it's a bit late to worry about that, isn't it?'
I almost told her then my suspicions about Nikky, but I didn't. The relationship between my wife and I was our business, and it would have sounded like a cheap excuse for what I'd just done to her. Besides, I was beginning to think I'd have found a way to have Justine whatever was happening in our marriage. There was a powerful sensuality about her which, together with her sense of vulnerability, made her irresistible.
The length of her body was pressed against me, one leg resting over my thigh. Her skin was a shade darker than mine but there was no bikini line so it was probably natural rather than from the sun. Maybe somewhere from the past there was exotic blood in her veins? It would explain that delicious café-au-laid skin and the brown eyes and black hair, and perhaps her posture, too: straight and tall and proud, despite her mother's attempts to drag her down. Genetics would have played a part in this stunning girl's looks but it was also clear that she'd won the lottery when it came to how it all fitted together; and she was mine - at least for tonight. The knowledge that I could have her again was exhilarating.
'What?' she asked suddenly.
'I didn't say anything.'
'You didn't have to - I felt it. The texture of your skin changed, and -' she glanced down at my belly '- something else is changing too.'
It was true. My cock, which had been dormant after our lovemaking, was rapidly growing hard.
Justine watched as it grew from flaccidity to a state of rampant anticipation, and she laughed in delight.
'So what brought that on all of a sudden?' she asked.
'You did.'
'But why at that moment? What made you suddenly horny like that?
I shrugged. 'I was looking at you and I liked what I saw.'
'You've looked at me before. Did the same thing happen then? There was mischief in her voice.
'I've never really been able to look at you, Justine. I mean, not properly. Either Nikky was there or it was too dark in the car, or I thought I'd freak you out.'
'Freak me out?! How do you figure that?'
'I remember when I first saw you, standing on our doorstep. I couldn't take my eyes off you and you blushed crimson. Staring at people does that.'
Justine shook her head. 'I wasn't blushing because you were looking at me. I was blushing because I was suddenly confronted by an attractive guy and my ovaries started playing ping-pong with each other.' She lifted her hand to grasp my shaft. 'So aside from looking, what else turns you on?'
'That does.'
'Really? What about this?' She began to move her hand in a gentle rhythmic movement.
'Yep, that works too.'
'And, what about this?' She bent her head and I felt the warmth of her mouth envelop me.
'Ah, God...yes! That's working as well.'
She lifted her mouth from me. 'Teach me how to do this.'
'Kneel beside me then - now, take my cock in your right hand and lift it...that's right, so it's pointing up towards your face. Now, take the tip between your lips - ah...gently! You're working with a precision instrument here, not a hot dog! Gently - purse your lips and just rest them on the tip...that's it. Plenty of spit, too.' I watched as she bent to her task. 'Now, press down. Keep a little bit of tension on your lips...that's it...let the head pop into your mouth.'
Justine lifted her face. 'I can taste myself on you.'
'It tastes delicious then.'
She bent to her task and I watched, coaching all the while. Teaching her how to use the inside of her cheeks and the tension of her lips; instructing on the cadence and depth and the grip of her hand holding the shaft. The lamplight painted her skin golden and her hair swung around her face as she worked on me.
'I can feel you spurting,' she said, lifting her head clear of my prick.
'Not yet. That's just my lubrication - just like you make juice too. Can you taste it?'
'Not really. It's just sort of warm and oily.'
'That's right. Look - there's some now.' A bead of juice oozed from the hole in my cock and began to dribble over the head, and Justine bent to capture it on her tongue. A strand of sliver connected us for a second and she laughed in delight.
I don't know how long she knelt there beside me, sliding my prick into her mouth, but it felt like an hour. Twice I felt cum boiling in my balls and I gasped for her to stop, to squeeze the shaft tightly until it was passed; and then she bent forward again, her lips opening to take me back inside and those bright eyes watching my face to gauge my pleasure.
At last I could take no more and I rolled her on her back. Just looking at her sex was enough to get your mouth watering - nestling at the juncture of those slim golden thighs with its fat little lips pursed in anticipation. They were a delicate shell-pink and shining in the lamplight with her juices, and were crowned with a wisp of hair as fine as spun flax. It looked as sweet as a box of candy and so I knelt between her thighs and ate it. She told me later that it was the first time a guy had done that - God knows what her useless boyfriend had been up to, but I can tell you he missed a rare treat.
I gave her the works that night. I used every trick I could think of and then some, and she responded like a champ. Her hands were in my hair guiding me, trying to drag me forward as I flicked my tongue lightly over those quivering lips and hold me back as I plunged it as far into her wriggling little body as I could. She was moist when I started and like a river by the time I'd finished, with the sheets stained by her cream and smears of juice on her thighs almost to the knee, and my ears felt they'd been torn off by the grasp of her frantic fingers. By then she was begging me to stop and so I climbed aboard.
Slowly, and with infinite care, I fucked Justine Mayfield for the second time that night. The first time it had been primeval - a need to take her as quickly as I could, but now there was time to enjoy every moment: the exquisite sensation as I crowned into her; the sucking warmth of her pussy as I slid deeper, inch by inch; the roll of her hips as she lifted her legs to accommodate me; the warm odour of her sex, tainted with the sharper scent of my sperm already within it; and the sound of her breath leaving her lungs as my cock reached up towards her belly.
And at last I bottomed out, buried as far as I could go with her cunt gripping me like a velvet fist and our juices dripping over my balls. For a long time we held ourselves still, each enjoying the sensation of being joined, and then I began to thrust into her with long, gliding strokes.
I'd like to say that I fucked her for an hour or more but it wasn't that long. It didn't need to be, for every second was exquisite. And it wasn't just the amazing feeling of my cock sliding back and forth inside her - it was so much more than that. For the first time in my life I felt as one with the body moving under me. Through the touch of her hands I could feel our hearts beating in synchronicity; the blood coursing through our veins in concert. Her sighs and gasps of pleasure echoed mine; and where we touched our flesh seemed to meld. It was as if I could feel what she felt: the glide of that thick shaft into her body, the incredible sensation of being filled, the ebb and flow of her pleasure as the angle of my thrusts changed. And in those shining brown eyes I saw a reflection of the need for tenderness in a bruising world, and the fear of being alone.
They say that slow orgasms are the best, and it is true. The tingling in my shaft started gradually and grew like a silver bubble in my brain, feeding upon the clasp of her flesh and the wet sounds of our coupling. She came twice while I was inside her and it was all that I could do to hold back as her pussy seized me in an iron grip and her nails raked my back: and all the while my climax expanded, a spinning vortex of pleasure that carried me inexorably towards a razor's edge, until that infinitesimal moment poised on the brink of darkness shot through with pinpricks of thin white light.
'I'm going to cum,' I gasped. 'Oh, Jesus! It's coming...I can't stop -'
'Do it!' Justine's voice was low and urgent. 'I want you to cum inside me.'
For a second longer I teetered on the brink of that black void, and then with a strangled cry I unleashed my sperm into her wriggling body.
Justine seized my buttocks and her pussy worked me like a whore's mouth. Each contraction drew another spurt to paint the walls of her cunt, bathing her cervix in a milky pool and entering her womb in strands of living seed. It filled the writhing tube around my shaft and drooled from the lips of her pussy to stain the sheets below us.
I felt her grasp my buttocks with desperate hands to hold me deep, her pelvic muscles working to milk every drop she could, and I heard her tremulous voice as I hosed my sperm inside her. 'Jesus, Paul...ah, yes, yes! I can feel it! That's it...fill me up, fill me up.'
And then it was over and I was still, my cheek pressed against hers and my cock buried deep in her trembling body. She lifted one hand and caressed my head, her fingers in my hair, and I felt the hot tide of her tears on my face.
'I love you,' she whispered. 'I love you so much.'
'And I love you too,' I said, and I held her tight and listened to the beating of her heart, and I wondered if it was true.
*****
Justine was still asleep when I rose, her lashes thick and dark upon her cheeks and her lips curled in a small smile. One breast peeped over the sheet, the nipple dark and distended, and beneath the covers the curve of her hip reminded me of how she had felt the night before. We'd woken once in the darkness of the night and fucked again, a silent coupling born of a mutual need to fill and be filled; and I'd spurted the last vestiges of my seed into her before falling into an exhausted sleep.
Emma was in her cot and she laughed when she saw me, her golden curls a reminder of Nikky. I picked her up and carried her though to the kitchen, my mind on the problems last night had caused.
In the cold light of day the passion that had driven me had been tempered with reality. Justine was amazing, that was for sure, but what did I know of her? Only what she had chosen to tell me, and that was little enough. And she was ten years younger than me - not that much in the scheme of things, but still a chasm between us. She was a teenager on the cusp of her life, and I was a married man with a child. She had yet to finish her adolescence - to go to dances, to date and hold hands, to find and lose love and to grow and mature; whilst I had done those things years ago. Her education was not yet finished and her knowledge of life incomplete - so how could we possibly be compatible? And even if we were, did I want it? Lust was a fickle friend and in six months the chances were that Justine would be looking over my shoulder for a younger guy.



There was another worry, too. Nikky was on the pill and I'd been used to that, and in the heat of the moment I'd assumed that Justine was too - but was she? With her boyfriend away and no obvious lovers why would she need a contraceptive? I remembered with mounting dread the number of times I had cum into her wriggling body. Was the seed I had sprayed so carelessly taking root right now, and what were the consequences of that?
And then there was Nikky, the mother of the warm wriggling child in my arms. The woman I'd promised to love, honour and obey. The one lying in a hospital bed, blissfully ignorant of my night of fornication; the one who had committed her own adultery for reasons I did not yet understand. Could our marriage survive what we each had done? At the very least we owed each other an honest discussion, and the sooner the better.
The questions bounced around in my mind like a pinball in a contest and there were no answers to any of them, so I dressed and fed Emma and got myself ready to visit the hospital with a lead weight where my belly should have been. By the time I left Justine was still asleep, and it was probably for the better.
*
'Hello my darling! Wow, look at you!' Nikky crooned. I'd just put Emma in her arms and her face was radiant with happiness.
'She slept right through the night again.'
Nikky nodded, smiling into our daughter's face. If nothing else she was a good Mum and had clearly missed Emma.
'So how are you?'
'Good, all things being considered.' She regarded her daughter's face critically. 'Her eyes look a bit red again. Did you use the drops?'
'Yep, and I've brought them for the day carers to use, too.'
'And her skin cream?'
'Yep. And spare nappies, Sorbelene, two dummies and a picture of you. Relax - its under control.'
'Right - sorry. It's just that -'
'I know. It must be difficult, Nik. Any idea when you'll be coming home?'
'Today, as far as I know. The specialist was in earlier and said the x-rays look good. He says it was a clean break with no complications, whatever that means. Sometimes these people speak in Martian, I'm sure.'
'And your concussion?'
'Pffft!' Nikky made a small gesture of dismissal. 'It wasn't concussion! I banged my head on the side window when that idiot drove into me.'
'Can you tell me what happened?'
'A half-wit drove into the side of my car.'
'Yes, but where?'
'In Westbury.'
'Westbury? Whatever were you doing there?'
Nikky glanced at me quickly before turning her attention back to Emma. 'I was on my way home from work but gave one of the office girls a lift,' she said casually. 'She lives in Duke Street, just down from where that dolt hit me.'
'Right.' It was clear she was lying, but I didn't want a fight with Emma there. 'Well, I'd better drop Em off at daycare. I was planning to go into the office afterwards but I can take you home whenever you're ready to go.'
'Did you come to the hospital last night?'
'Of course I did. As soon as I heard what had happened. You were in surgery when I arrived so they kept me in the waiting room and then here, but you were zonked out from the anesthetic.'
'I imagine it was quite late when you got home, then?'
'About eleven, I suppose. Justine was looking after Emma.'
'Did she stay over?' Nikky's eyes were on my face and I could see the unasked question in them: Did you fuck her?
'It was a bit late to send her home and I couldn't leave Em by herself.'
'So she stayed over.' A statement rather than a question.
'She did. In the spare room, in case you were wondering.'
'Right.' The tone of her voice was exactly as mine had been - dripping with disbelief. 'Did she say anything about me?'
'Only to ask how you were. She was very concerned, if you want to know.'
'Right.'
'I don't know why you don't like her, Nikky. She's been a godsend - in fact I don't know what I would have done without her last night.' A sudden image of Justine kneeling on the sofa popped into my mind, her breasts swinging as I sawed into her from the back. It was true - I couldn't have done that without her.
'You worry too much,' Nikky said. 'I've warmed to her a bit. In fact I'm looking forward to having a good long talk to her when I get home. Now - you'd better get on. I'll give you a call when I know what time I'm being discharged.'
I kissed her on the cheek and picked up our daughter and I walked to the door before turning to give her a wave farewell. She was observing me with a wooden expression on her face but I could see as clear as day that she knew what I'd done to Justine. And the funny thing was, she didn't seem upset or angry.
But there was a twinge of some emotion in those big blue eyes, and at the time I couldn't pick it. Later on I was to wonder why I hadn't.
***
I picked Nikky up just after twelve. She was on crutches and I helped her into the car and did up her seat belt before driving off. I'd been thinking all morning about what to say to her, how to avoid a fight. In my mind it was too late for recriminations: what we'd both done had happened and it was time to move on, in whatever direction that might be. But I just wanted to hear from her own mouth what she'd been up to and why. I wanted honesty, I suppose, because only that would give us any basis to move forward.
But Nikky beat me to it.
'How many times did you fuck her, Paul?' she asked.
'What?'
'It's a simple question. How many times did you fuck Justine Mayfield last night?'
Words of denial formed on my lips, but I'd expected honesty and I owed the same to her. 'Three.'
She blinked a few times, almost as if I'd slapped her. 'Christ! It's been a long time since you fucked me three times in one night. So what's she got that I haven't?'
'Nothing physical. I guess it's because she was new...because she wanted it.'
'And you didn't feel guilty, shagging the babysitter in our house while your wife was in hospital?'
'About as much guilt as you did cheating on me with Steve Rawlings.'
She stared at me. 'What?'
'It's a simple question. How many times have you fucked Steve Rawlings over the past month?'
Nikky threw back her head and laughed. 'Steve Rawlings! Is that what you think? Jesus! If you think I'd give myself to that egotistical little twat you've got another think coming. He thinks he's God's gift to women, that's for sure, but not this one.' She chuckled again. 'So what the hell made you think I'd been ploughing that paddock?'
'I got to wondering what you were doing driving in Westbury yesterday. It's miles out of your way, so I asked the police for the accident report. It seems you were turning out of the Duke Motel into the main street there. So what was my wife doing in a motel on a Tuesday afternoon?' I paused and regarded her. 'Do you want me to go on?'
'Please do.'
'I called the motel owner this morning, a lady - and I use the word lightly - called Cindy was on duty yesterday and remembered the accident very well. She also remembered you, and for a hundred bucks she checked the motel register for the last few weeks. It seems you were there on four different occasions and you didn't even use a different name.'
'And where does Sleazy Steve fit into this brilliant piece of detective work?'
'Susan, your secretary, mentioned that you and he are close buddies. Close buddies and assignations to a motel once a week generally lead to only one conclusion.'
'Well, well, you have been a busy boy Paul!' She shot me a hard look. 'But you're wrong - I wouldn't touch Steve Rawlings with a fifty-foot pole. And thanks for the tip off about Susan. I've not been happy with her performance but disloyalty is something else again.'
'What makes her think you're close buddies with Steve?'
Nikky shrugged. 'You figure it out, Sherlock. He's the production manager and I'm the marketing manager. Unfortunately we need to talk. A lot.' She laughed softly. 'And for the record, he did try it on once but I told him I'd burn off his dick with battery acid if I ever had the misfortune to see it. After that we understood each other perfectly.'
'Well if it wasn't him, who the hell have you been letting into your pants?'
For the first time Nikky looked uncomfortable. 'It's true,' she said at last, 'there was someone and I'll tell you who. But first explain to me why the hell you thought you'd got the right to roger Justine.'
It was a good question, and the more I'd thought about it the less I could think of a good explanation.
'Well?' Nikky said.
'Because I knew you were having it off with someone, and because she's as hot as hell and I've lusted after her from the first minute she walked into our house. Haven't you ever met someone like that?'
'Yeah, but that didn't give me permission to fuck them senseless.'
'Then you wouldn't understand. Look - you're right. It doesn't stand up to any sort of logic, and sitting here with you I wish to hell I'd never done it - but I can't say I'll feel the same if she waved her little tush in my face again tonight. And that's the honest truth.' Nikky was staring impassively though the windscreen and I felt a flash of anger that she should be lecturing me on being faithful. 'Besides, who the hell are you to lecture me on morals? Who did you shag in that motel room every Wednesday, and what gave you the right?'
'I'll tell you when we get home.'
'No. Tell me now. Justine may still be at home and I don't want to embarrass her with our domestic squabbles.'
Nikky laughed. 'Wow! You still don't get it, do you? You couldn't embarrass Justine Mayfield if you made her walk down Elizabeth Street naked.'
'How can you say that? She's just a kid. She has no -'
'Because she's the person I was meeting at the motel, Paul.'
Her words were like a bombshell. I remember opening and closing my mouth a few times, my eyes on her face, but no words came out. If she'd told me she was becoming a Nun I'd have believed her before that, but the expression on her face told me that it was true. I pulled up to the side of the road and stared at her.
'You and Justine?'
'Yes.'
'Christ! What the hell were you taking her to a motel for?'
'To do what people do in motels in the afternoon.'
'But...but you're not -'
'A lesbian?' Nikky laughed. 'There's a lot about me you don't know, Paul. Things I did before we met. One day I might tell you about them.'
'But you don't like her.'
'On the contrary - I like her a lot. What was it you said about lusting after Justine from the first moment she walked into our house? Well I was the same, although I did manage to keep my mouth from falling open every time I looked at her - unlike you.'
'Fuck!'
'Well, yes, amongst other things.' Nikky laughed again, and I could see she was enjoying herself. 'Little Miss Lickalot did a lot of things, Paul.'
I guess I was in shock. I thought I knew my wife pretty well, but here she was sitting beside me as cool as a cucumber telling me she didn't mind women and had had a lesbian affair with the girl I'd spent half the night inside. So what did that make her? And what did it make Justine?
'I've been taken for a fool,' I said.
'I don't see why. You had a great night shagging the second hottest chick in the world, and from what she told me you both enjoyed it.'
'Christ! You spoke to Justine?' I was drowning here.
'Sure. After you'd been to the hospital this morning I gave her a ring to see how it had gone. She was impressed by you, Paul.'
'So you knew we were going to do it?'
'Justine said she fancied you so we came to a little agreement,' she glanced at my face, reading the confusion and shock. 'Do you want me to tell you about it?'
'That would be nice, because right now I'm feeling like a bull whose been put out to stud.'
Nikky ignored the remark. ' Do you remember when I took her home a few weeks ago?' She watched me nod. 'Well, up to then you'd always driven and I'd stayed at home thinking about her. Before long I'd have my fingers in my pants, imagining she was there with me and we were getting into it; and I'd wait for you to come back and wonder if you'd had your fingers in hers. I was so fucking jealous! Pathetic, isn't it?' She laughed softly. 'I'd never felt that way before and I didn't like it, so one day I figured I should do something about it.'
I sat listening to her voice, trying to work out the dates. Nikky had only taken her back home once and not long after she was racking up the motel bills, so she must have worked quickly.
'The fact was I didn't know how it was going to turn out,' she continued, 'for all I knew she could have freaked out on me.'
'Why don't you tell me exactly what happened?' I suggested.
So she did.
***
Justine in the passenger seat, watching the rivulets of rain on the windscreen shining in the street lamps. She hasn't said a word since they set off, but Nikky doesn't mind. It gives her time to think.
She steals glances at the girl's legs, set slightly apart because the seat is too far forward and her knees are pressed against the glove box. As each street lamp passes she glimpses her pale satin thighs, and she imagines what is at their juncture and how it will taste if she ever gets that far. She thinks of the pale body lying on a bed with those long legs wide open, and the girl's juices coating her lips and tongue like a delicious liqueur as she crouches between them.
She can feel her own pussy dribbling into her pants like a leaky tap and she imagines she can smell it: the cloying odour of sexual arousal, thick and rich in her nostrils. She fancies the aroma has filled the car and she wonders if the girl will notice it too.
'Pull up here,' Justine says. She indicates the place with a slim hand, and gathers her belongings ready to get out.
'It's raining. Let me drop you off at your door.'
A shake of the head, her hair swaying like black satin over the slim column of her neck. 'I'm right, thanks.'
'Justine, wait. I want to talk to you.'
She sees the girl turn toward her, her eyes dark pools in the yellow light and her hand still on the door handle.
'Paul says you think I don't like you.' She watches the girl shrug slightly, her face impassive, and she hurries to say more. 'I mean, well - I wouldn't want you to think that. It's not true at all...in fact I'm very fond of you. I'd like to help you, if I can.'
The girl nods. 'Thank you Mrs. Andrews. I'm all right though, I don't need -'
'I'd like you to call me Nikky.' She chooses her words carefully. 'I left home when I was fifteen, Justine. My mother had long gone and my Dad tried his best but he just couldn't cope. He drank a lot and things were turning ugly, so I took off.' She glances at the girl's face to see if she is listening. 'I'm not suggesting your situation is the same - but I know what it is like to be alone and frightened when you are young. I know how difficult it is to try and start again when you have no one and nothing. It doesn't have to be like that, you know. I can help you.'
Justine stares at her. She's admired this woman since she first saw her. She is sleek and glossy and her life is one of comfortable order. She thinks her own life is like surf on an broken reef, and she knows it must change soon - but she is frightened. Nikky's words strike home: she understands; she has been there too, and she has survived. The hidden dam of her misery is suddenly full and she cannot contain it, and her eyes fill with tears.
Nikky sees the façade of bravery collapse and she is filled with compassion. She unclips her seat belt and turns, reaches out and embraces the girl. She feels the tears like hot lava though her blouse and smells the warm puppy scent of her hair, and she strokes it gently.
'I'm here, Justine, I'm here for you. I'll take care of you, don't cry.'
The girl's ear is near her mouth and she kisses it gently, her lips moving to the soft skin of her cheek. She can taste the salt of her tears and she holds the girl's face in her hands and kisses them away: soft butterfly kisses as light as an evening shadow. Her lips touch the girl's eyes and nose, moving over her skin until they reach her mouth and they press against her there: once, twice, each successive kiss lingering a fraction longer. Through the tips of her fingers she feels Justine's heart beating, hears the bloom of passion in the catch of her breath. Beneath her lips the girl's mouth opens and she kisses back, her body arching in glorious supplication.
They cling to each other in the dappled yellow light, oblivious to the drumming of the rain on the roof, their passion spiraling. Their kisses are harder, tongues touching, breath panting. Nikky's pulse is hammering a tattoo in her breast and beneath her fingers she can feel Justine's heart too, tripping in synchronicity with her own.
'I love you, Justine,' she whispers. 'I've loved you from the moment I first saw you.'
And with a tremulous heart she hears the girl's response.
*
'So what happened then?' I asked. The imagery of what Nikky had described was crisp in my mind, although I was still reeling from the revelations of the past few minutes.
'We clung together in that car for the best part of an hour,' she said. 'But we really couldn't do much except kiss and have a bit of a fondle. I've have stayed there all night, but eventually we agreed to meet the next day. I chose the Duke Motel because it was close to where she lives.'
'And you told her you loved her? That's a bit heavy for the first five minutes, wasn't it?'
Nikky sighed. 'At that moment I did love her. I still do, but in a different sort of way...you know, like in a protective way.'
I understood perfectly, as it matched the way I'd felt this morning when I rose from our bed and watched Justine sleeping, her face as innocent as a cherub's. I remembered my own words to her: I love you too. She had that effect on you. She came across as an innocent kid, but it seemed she was not.
'And all the time I thought Justine was a pure little teenager,' I said. 'She told me she'd never been eaten out, but I figure you would have done a lot of that.'
Nikky nodded in agreement. 'I wasn't sure how she would take to the idea of a motel, so the next day I took her to a coffee shop around the corner. It gave her the option to bail if she was not up to it, but from the first minute she made it clear she was keen to go the whole way. She was all over me like a rash - goodness knows what the other customers thought.' She laughed softly. 'It turned out to be the quickest cup of coffee on record, and we just about scorched a trail to the motel afterwards. She was naked ten seconds after getting to the room, and holding me by the ears in another ten.'
I imagined the scene: Justine on her back with her face screwed up in pleasure as my wife knelt between her thighs, eating that delicious little snatch. I'd seen for myself how wet it got: Nikky's face would have been bathed in it, her lips and tongue and teeth smeared with the girl's juices. Did Justine return the favour? I would have thought so - Nikky's body was almost as good as hers and she didn't look much older. I felt my cock give a lurch at the image of the two women lapping at one another: the dark haired girl and her blonde teacher - two of the hottest women I knew. This was the stuff of porno movies.
'So how did I fit into the conversation?' I asked casually. 'You said you'd made an agreement with her.'
'It was the last time we were together,' Nikky explained, 'she'd lost all her shyness by then and we talked just about anything. I asked her who the guy was in the café and she said it was her father. Apparently he still pays the rent and likes to see her from time to time, so I got that one wrong. It got us talking about guys, though, and she told me how hot you were and how she'd like to meet someone like you. I asked what she'd do to him and she described it in pretty graphic terms.' Nikky smiled. 'It got us both horny again so we had another go at each other. It was lovely. And after we'd finished I told her how you felt, and suggested she give you go.'



'And she wasn't spooked by that?'
'Hell no! Her little face lit up like a light bulb, especially when I told her your birthday was coming up. She thought a piece of her pussy would be a present you wouldn't easily forget, and so did I. We were trying to figure out how to get you together without me around, and then the accident provided the perfect opportunity.'
'And you don't mind that I've screwed her?'
'Why would I? It's no more than I've done, and I figure we've all had a great deal of pleasure and nobody's got hurt. It was a day too early to be a birthday present though, but I guess you didn't mind that.' She glanced at her watch. 'Now - shall we go home? I want to see little Miss Sexpot again.'
I pulled out from the kerb and we headed home, my mind in a turmoil. It was clear from the gleam in Nikky's eye that she intended to have the girl again, and I wondered just where that left me.
*
Justine wasn't there when we came home, and there was no note to indicate where she'd gone. The bed I'd fucked her in the night before was neatly made, and when we tried to call her there was no answer, so it looked as if she'd moved on.
If Nikky was disappointed she didn't show it much. She hobbled around the house tidying up, and we made a quick meal although neither of us was hungry. I drove to the day care to collect Em and we played with her for a while, gave her some supper and I put her to bed. It's one of my favourite times of day, but even the sight of her little body wriggling under the bedclothes failed to cheer me up - it was if I had a lead weight sitting where my tummy should have been.
It was then I saw the note stuck on the back of the chair next to the cot. It was in Nikky's handwriting and was short and to the point: Go into the kitchen at seven, Birthday Boy!
The clock above the door said six fifty so I sat and waited, my mind busy. Nikky and I had agreed years ago not to give each other presents and I'd forgotten it was mine today. Perhaps this year would be different though, although the kitchen seemed a bit odd. If she'd suggested the bedroom I'd have been happier, but it looked like that wouldn't be an option and there was really nothing in the kitchen that I wanted. Aside from the prospect of a dismal evening I was worried about Justine, too: she'd said she had nowhere to go and disappearing without trace was concerning, to say the least. There was really nothing I could do though, and so I sat and watched the minute hand moving over the face of the clock, and at seven sharp I padded down the corridor to the kitchen.
I'd hoped Nikky would be there, because I felt guilty. I wanted to talk to her, to make sure that despite what we'd both done we were still good - but the kitchen was empty except for another note stuck to the fridge with a magnet. This one was more encouraging: Meet me in the lounge with a drink.
I poured myself a whiskey and took it through to the lounge, but it was deserted too; but through the door at the far end I saw a trail of tea lights and I followed them through the house to the guest suite. The door was ajar and I pushed it open and stood on the threshold gazing in.
Nikky was lying naked on the bed and she looked up at me with bright eyes. 'You fucked her here, didn't you Paul,' she said. 'Only eighteen hours ago, right here.' She waited for an answer but I was silent, and after a moment she continued.
'I can smell it, Paul.' She brushed her hand slowly over the sheet, her fingers lingering at the place where my seed had oozed like liquid pearls from Justine's body, and she lifted the tips to her face. 'I can smell you both - your juice and hers, together. It must have been a hell of a night.'
'I told you it was.'
Nikky laughed softly. 'Oh yes, I know, Paul. You told me you'd fucked her - but I want more than that. I want you to tell me every detail - how you first entered her and what it felt like, and what she said and thought as your cock drilled into her. And I want you to show me what you did. I want you to take me three times in one night. Can you do that?'
'I don't know,' I answered truthfully. 'It's been a bloody long day.'
'If she was here I bet you could.'
'I don't know. Maybe.'
'It would be fun, wouldn't it? Having your wife and the babysitter together in the same bed. You could watch us playing while you decided who to take first.' She rolled onto her belly and slowly elevated her bottom until it was thrust back toward me, and I saw she had shaved herself. My cock throbbed and began to stiffen.
'Why don't you take off your clothes,' she suggested, 'and sit in that chair over there and tell me how you seduced Little Miss Muffet. You can watch my cunt get wet.'
I tore off my clothes and sat on the chair. She'd obviously planned it, for it was a ringside seat. The room was shrouded in shadow except for the light over the bed, arranged like a spotlight with my wife at the centre. Her body was golden-brown against the crisp white sheets and her little cupcake buttocks were thrust towards me. I saw her fingers appear from between her legs, the nails scarlet against the shell-pink lips of her vulva, and I watched it open like a flower at their touch.
'Tell me Paul,' she demanded, 'every tiny little detail.'
And so I told her of my coming home, of finding Justine in the lounge with her face wet with tears and how we kissed like two lost souls; and the whisper of her dress as it slid to the floor to leave only her bra and panties. And all the while my wife's fingers were toying with the fat wet lips of her pussy.
'Did she eat you first?' Nikky's voice was husky.
'There wasn't time. We needed to have each other.'
'You did it in the lounge?'
'On the sofa.'
'Did you take her knickers off?'
A memory pulling them aside, feeling the silky touch of the gusset on my shaft as I sawed into her.
'No. She was wearing them when we did it the first time.'
'And afterwards...where were they?
'I guess she put them in her bag.'
'No she didn't - I found them here, in this room.' She reached under the pillow and I saw a flash of blue as she lifted them to her face. 'How long did you fuck her for?'
'The first time? Not long - I couldn't hold out.'
Nikky laughed softly. 'She has that effect, doesn't she? Were you in deep when you came?'
My mind clicked back to the image of Justine, her slender body wedged on the sofa, knees apart and arse thrust in the air. I was plunging down at an angle, skewering though the narrow pelvic girdle into her liquid core. I remembered the squelching sound of her sex and the feel of her buttocks pressed against my thighs. 'As deep as I could be.'
'You must have cum in buckets then. Her pants are still wet.'
The first ribbon of my sperm, hosing into her. A mind-blowing, splattering deluge into that slender body. My hands grasping her hips, pulling her against me so I could spray deep; the little cries of pleasure as she felt its heat. The image was as fresh as if I were there again, and I seized my cock and began to stroke it.
'No!' Nikky's voice was as sharp as a blade. 'No touching, Paul!' she watched as I reluctantly let go of my shaft, and nodded approvingly. 'Tell me what you see now.'
'I see you kneeling in front of me.'
'Pffft! More detail. Tell me exactly what you see!'
'I can see your ass...the cheeks are taut. And I can see your pussy between them.'
'What else?'
'Your fingers...I can see your fingers in your pussy.'
'Can you see my anus?'
'Yes.' I was surprised by the question. Nikky doesn't like booty play.
'Did you fuck Justine in the arse?'
'No.'
'Did you lick her there?'
'Yes.'
'Tell me about it.' Her voice was a purr, like a kitten being pleasured.
'We came into this room and lay on the bed. She ate my cock for a while and then I did her.'
'Christ, can't you do better than that?' Nikky said impatiently. 'Tell me what it was like.'
I closed my eyes, remembering. 'She was lying on her back and I knelt between her legs. She told me she'd never been eaten before, so I took my time. I started on her pussy, just little strokes of my tongue...around the edges first, with little flicks over the lips, and I gradually eased into the centre to lap between them. She was very wet.' In my mind I could almost hear the squeaks and grunts she was making, feel her body shaking as I drew my tongue between the soft, wet folds of her cunt to capture her cream. It coated my lips and smeared over my cheeks and chin, and it tasted delicious.
'Tell me about her ass.' Nikky whispered. Her fingers were pressing into her body and I could see the gleam of moisture on them.
'She'd lifted her legs and wedged them under her arms so she was completely open to me. I could see everything: the pouting lips of her pussy and the crinkled back door. It was all there for me to play with. I put a pillow under her bum and started lapping at her with my tongue - I mean, long, flat strokes starting at the base of her spine and ending at her clit, one after another. She was writhing on the bed with every stroke, jerking as my tongue touched her, whispering how good it felt.'
'And what did you feel?'
'I wanted to possess her, to crawl inside and be a part of her. Each time I touched her rosebud she moaned a bit louder, so I played there for a while. You know, flicking the tip of my tongue over it, wriggling into it a bit. I loved the different textures on my lips - from the rubbery ring of her arsehole to the soft wet fruit of her pussy.'
'You've never done that to me.'
'You don't like me touching you there.'
'Maybe I've changed.' Her voice was husky with desire. 'Maybe you should try me.' Her hands grasped each cheek to draw them apart.
I couldn't believe my ears. I'd been trying to get into Nikky's butt ever since I met her but she'd never been keen, and now here she was asking me to play. I leapt up from the chair and crouched behind her, marveling at the glorious sight. Her posture tended to flatten the roundness of her bottom so it was defined by the curve of her hips and the shape of her back. Her sex was thrust between her cheeks, the mons prominent and her labia furled back, pink and succulent: and above it her rosebud lay recessed between them like a precious jewel.
For a few moments I was spellbound: I guess I'd never really studied it closely before. It was much smaller than I'd imagined - perhaps only as big as the tip of a finger, and it was clamped tightly shut. The flesh surrounding it was coloured a little darker than her buttocks, and the sphincter one shade deeper again, like a bullseye drawing you in towards the centre.
I leaned forward and touched it with my tongue, feeling it crimp briefly, and when I drew back I could see my saliva gleaming in the tiny wrinkles at its circumference. The sight filled me with a sudden surge of lust and I bent forward and licked her again.
God knows how long I was there, my face planted between those perfumed mounds. My senses were on overload and time became meaningless; I basked in the sound of her rasping breath, the low moans of delight; the way her rosebud twitched at every touch of my tongue, as if trying to capture its tip and draw it in to that secret place; the warmth of her buttocks against my face, and the subtle aroma of her arousal. My cock was as hard as it had been the night before, desperate to press through that grasping little ring and slide into the warmth of her bowels - but each time I lifted my face she begged me to continue.
At last I could stand it no longer and I leapt to my feet and stood behind her. Her bottom was at exactly the right height, and I rested the tip of my cock against her tight little sphincter and pressed forward.
'No, Paul!' she jerked away.
'I thought you wanted to.'
'Not me. I just...can't. Justine can do it.'
She's not here. Just try it. You'll like -'
'But if she was. Wouldn't you like to feel her booty stretched around you?'
'She's not. Why don't we just try it?'
'She is here,' Nikky said deviously. 'She's been here all this time, watching and listening...haven't you, Justine?'
There's a bay window to the side of the room that can be shut off with curtains, but I'd been so engrossed with Nikky I hadn't even looked. But as she spoke the curtains were suddenly drawn apart and Justine appeared, as naked as the day that she was born. She was laughing at the joke they'd played on me, but behind the smile her eyes were bright with interest as she approached us.
Nikky rolled onto her back and smiled up at me. 'There's a little fantasy we talked about, Paul,' she said. 'Something that Justine and I thought you'd like to join us in.'
'Uh - sure.' If they'd told to me to crawl a mile over broken glass I would have.
I watched with a beating heart as Justine carefully crouched over my wife's face and lowered her pussy to the waiting mouth. From where I stood I couldn't see much: only the top half of Nikky's face and Justine's delicious little butt wriggling on the other half, but almost at once the girl bent forward and everything was revealed. I watched with hooded eyes as Nikky lapped at the vulva above her, saw the little pink tip of her tongue flicking, watched the ooze of cream from the girl's vagina onto her slavering lips. Just above her nose Justine's rosebud crimped spasmodically, the sphincter tight and clean, and I suddenly understood just what it was they expected me to do.
Have you ever had a moment when suddenly you realised a dream was about to come true? From the first moment Justine had walked into our lives I'd lusted after her delicious little butt. I'd studied it surreptitiously, observed the roundness of her cheeks and their perfect symmetry and imagined their texture and plasticity. I'd thought that if I ever got into her pants that secret little ring would be my priority but as it turned out, it hadn't. Justine's pussy had swallowed three loads of my cum and her rosebud none, and I'd walked away from her bed that morning wondering why, and whether I'd ever get another chance in the sudden chaos of my life.
But now it was there - being presented to me in the most sensual way possible. Its owner was busy eating my wife and her own pussy was slick and wet with a tongue in it. What better way to multiply her pleasure than to let her feel the thickness of my cock sliding through her rosebud? And what better way for me to breach that little virgin ring than with my wife's face only inches from it?
And they'd clearly thought of everything, for as I shuffled towards the bed I saw that Justine's bottom was carefully positioned to give me access. It was a simple matter for me to carefully place the head of my rampant cock against that tiny wrinkled opening and to press forward with my eyes fixed on the prize.
Afterwards, Nikky told me how she'd watched my glans engage and of the initial reluctance of Justine's anus to let me in. 'I could see your shaft bending,' she said, looking at me, 'and I thought you'd slide off her ring and join my tongue in her honey pot. But as I watched I saw it give way and your head pop into her.' She laughed briefly. 'I don't know what I'd thought really - I'd imagined it would open and you'd just go all the way in, but as soon as you crowned everything stopped.'
'That's because I thought I'd just had a baseball stuffed up there,' Justine interjected. 'My poor little bum didn't know what had hit it and crimped up tight.'
For my part, I remember was the sudden heat as my knob slid into Justine's bottom and the gasp of her breath. Her fingers scrabbled at my hips to arrest further movement and her words were ragged with pain. 'Ah, Christ, Paul!...that's fucking huge...uh, stop...just stop pushing - let me...uh, get used to it.'
For long moments we were motionless, locked together by that tight little ring crimping me with a grip of steel. I longed to press deeper, to feel the cloying grasp of her rectum along its whole length, but I listened to the whistling of her breath as she struggled to take me inside and I held myself still. The truth is, I doubt if it could have even forced myself in at that point: the grip of her sphincter was like a vice around my shaft, and so I waited.
'Try taking it out and putting it back in,' Nikky suggested. I could feel her breath on my balls. 'I can put a bit of spit on it if you like.'
'No wait...it's getting a bit easier.' Justine wriggled her hips slightly and I watched the shaft slide a little further into her bowels. 'I think once I get used to it, it will be OK.'
It didn't help that my cock felt the biggest it had ever been, but fucking a hot baby sitter in the bum does that, I suppose. Besides, I was quite happy to wait: the view was fantastic and the inch or so already encased felt pretty good too. In fact it didn't take too long before I slid another inch as her ring gradually relaxed.
'It's going in,' Nikky observed. 'Jesus...that's hot. Let me help a bit.' A moment later her hand snaked up and wiped some saliva on the exposed shaft.
I live to be a hundred I'll remember every detail of my cock sliding slowly into Justine Mayfield's rectum. It was like a series of snapshots seared into my brain: the scarlet fingernails against the pale satin skin of her buttocks; the gleam of moisture rimming my shaft; her vulva bulging as my flesh displaced hers, and the soft expiration of her breath as she felt herself being skewered. Inch by breathtaking inch my knob levered aside the reluctant walls of that tight little tube to cleave its way towards her belly, and in its wake her flesh throbbed and twitched around my shaft until, at last, the press of her labia against my balls told me I was in.
For a long while we were still. I was encased in her, buried up to my nuts between those perfect little cheeks. Through the tight embrace of her flesh and mine I sensed her pulse beating, felt the ebb and flow of the blood in her veins. My hands were curled over her hips, so warm and smooth, and beneath my fingertips I could feel every breath as it entered and left her body. She was like a little animal transfixed by a spear, pausing to gather strength to move, and I heard the soft sigh of her words.
'It's easier now,' she said. 'I - uh, it really hurt at first, but not now. Try moving a little Paul.'
Slowly I drew my hips back, watching as my shaft appeared from within the turgid flesh. Her sphincter, which had resisted me so fiercely, now struggled to hold me there, clasping at my pole like a mouth on a stick. But it was much easier and she Justine began to move with me.
'What can you see, Nikky?' she asked.
'Your pussy moving. Each time Paul thrusts into your bum it bulges out. And its dripping, too, right on my face.'
Justine giggled. 'That's your hubby's fault. He put a lot inside me there last night and it's been seeping into my pants all day. I thought it might have all gone by now. I - uh! Oh, wow, that's nice!' She shuddered slightly as Nikky's tongue plowed into her slit, and I took the opportunity to slide my shaft in and out of her bottom again. The ring was looser now, but the tube was still spectacularly tight: I could feel the ridges rubbing against me as I pushed back into her, and I imagined my glans deep inside her body. Somewhere beneath my balls I could feel Nikky's breath as she lapped at the dripping cunt above her face.
Afterwards, when I was replaying the evening in my mind, I realised it had been the visual imagery that really made it special, and I envisaged how it had looked.
Just imagine it: your hands are on the beautiful babysitter's tight little buns, drawing them apart to watch her tiny little arsehole being reamed...back and forth, back and forth - your rod shining with spit as it slides into that delicious little tube. And before you her body is moving sinuously in synchronicity with your thrusts, and her hair is spread in a satin curtain over your wife's open thighs as she bends her face between them.



Imagine too the feeling of your cum, rising like a tide in your brain. That initial twinge, the heightening of sensitivity, the tightening of your balls. And then the spiral of pleasure lifting you, carrying you up towards the brilliant light; and all the time you are thrusting, thrusting; watching as your shaft slips back and forth into that grasping little bottom. You seize a buttock in each hand, marveling at their shape and texture; and you draw them apart to flatten the cheeks to see every detail of where you are joined: the ring gripping you, the ooze of juices smeared on the adjacent skin. You draw your cock clear and watch as she gapes open, the flesh startlingly pink against the pale cream surrounds; and you watch with hooded eyes as you plunge back inside, groaning at the tight embrace of her flesh.
You wonder if you should cum inside her. The urge to do that is strong, but you know you'll miss the sight of your seed painting the quivering hole before you, and your wife lapping at it with her little pointed tongue. Your pleasure is spiraling now, faster and faster, spinning you upwards like a speck of dust in a storm. You are past the point where you can stop, and so you plunge faster, driving down though the grasping sphincter in long, deep, quivering strokes.
For a quintessential moment you balance on the edge of a yawning chasm of pleasure, the light around you speckled with stars and flashes of colour. Your hands are like claws on her hips; and you draw your shaft clear to let the bulbous head of your cock lie like an apple across the gaping hole. Her sphincter spasms, crimping open and shut like a fish's mouth, and the tiny movement is enough to trigger your cum.
You spurt: a massive jet that streaks over the pale cream flesh of her back; and then another, and a third. You hear the girl laughing softly in delight as she feels your seed on her skin, and you hear her urgent words: 'Inside me! Put some inside me!'
You hurriedly stuff your spurting cock into her rectum, just in time for another jet to blast into her, and then a fifth. Her ring is open and your seed bubbles around the shaft in a glistening collar in the soft light. A sixth spray, weaker this time, and then a seventh; and she overflows. You watch the sperm trickle downwards in milky lumps and you hear the sound of your wife lapping, lapping, gobbling it up, and you think life cannot get better than this.
***
For long moments afterwards I was still, my heart racing and my shaft buried inside Justine, but at length the sweat grew cold on my skin and I withdrew. For a moment her anus gaped open to reveal the pink flesh of her bowels painted with my cream, and then like a gulping goldfish it closed, and the remnants of my seed lay trapped inside her. Between her open knees Nikky looked up and me, her face silvered with juices, and she laughed softly.
'Happy birthday, Paul!'
'It's the best present I ever had,' I said truthfully. I was watching as Justine straightened up, still straddling my wife's face, and I saw how her body shone in the pale light. She was laughing, her eyes on my face, and I saw how beautiful she was. Two gorgeous women...what more could I ever want?
'I'm glad,' Nikky said. 'Now, Justine and I need to have a little time with each other. Do you want to watch? You can join in later, if you like. In fact, there's plenty of time because she's moving in with us, aren't you pet?'
I saw the girl nod, her eyes shining as she regarded my wife, and I watched as they positioned themselves: Nikky below and the babysitter above. Each bent their faces into the crotch of the other, and I heard the soft lap of their tongues and their sighs of delight. There were six holes there and I'd only had one so far. It was going to be a long night of pleasure.
*****
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A BROTHER'S DILEMMA
We've all had those moments, haven't we...in a place you've never been before where you don't know another soul – and then, suddenly, you see a familiar face. Your next door neighbour, perhaps; or the bank manager, or the check-out chick who serves you at the local take-away; and you smile and greet them, and reflect the world is, after all, a pretty small place.
Not long ago this happened to me in London. I live in Abingdon in Oxfordshire, and seldom go to the big smoke. On paper it's only a couple of hours from the city – if you pick a good day to travel – but frankly none of us have much reason to go there. My Dad, Brett Channing, works for a local IT company and Eleanor, my Mum, works for the Council.
But anyway, there I was in London on a fine Spring morning in March, walking down Edgware Road towards the Underground station. The streets were busy with crowds of people: thousands of them, each locked up in their own world, looking stressed as they hurried to get wherever they were going. I wasn't in a rush so I was walking slowly, thinking of the new camera I'd just bought, imaging the girls around me were front of my lens – tall and short, slim and tubby, blonde and brunette. Most of them were beautiful, and every one a stranger.
And then a face swam into my focus that I knew: a little oval face as sweet as a baby rabbit's, with a button nose and full pink lips, framed by a glossy mane of hair that would do credit to any model. She was wearing a simple dress with a touch of gold at the collar complementing the thin necklace around her neck, and her eyes were fixed on the other side of the street. She didn't see me but there she was, larger than life. It was Ashley, my sister.
I guess I should have stopped and said hello. I should have asked her what she was doing, shared a laugh and a few words and then gone on my way; but there was something about the expression on her face that stopped me. And so I followed as she crossed the road, watching her read the street signs until she turned into the doorway of a little boutique hotel not far from the station. I waited for a few seconds, my mind full of questions before I followed her into the foyer. She was at the far end with her back to me, and I saw what happened next.
I didn't know it then, but it was to change my life forever.
*
My Dad came from a farming family but even from an early age it was obvious he wasn't cut from the same cloth. By five he was fiddling with computers, and by ten he was building them.
He met Eleanor May Brown when they were both sixteen and they were married in the local church two years later. They wasted no time in making a family – in fact Ashley Jane Channing was born in the cottage hospital just seven months after the wedding – an event which would have delighted the town gossips, but times were more enlightened by then.
I followed a year later – Tom Channing, a strapping nine-pounder born in the same hospital as my sister and with a pair of lungs that could apparently be heard in Southend – or so my Mum told me. I guess I gave her a hard time because that was the end of the Channing breeding cycle: just me and my sister.
We were a close-knit family: my parents were great at giving us values and direction, but canny enough to let us have the freedom we needed to grow and develop. They were also blessed with good looks, helped by the fact they'd had their family young. I remember looking at my Mum on my 18th birthday and thinking how beautiful she was, with a peaches-and-cream complexion marked only with a few lines that added wisdom and maturity to her face. My Dad was a looker too – or so the girls in my classes told me from time to time.
But it was Ashely that stole the show. She transitioned from a beautiful child to a stunning young woman with disgraceful ease. There was none of the trauma of adolescent acne, no spoiled-brat mood swings or anxiety attacks about her weight or the way she looked. She simply sailed through those difficult years, delighting everyone with her sunny personality and an uncanny ability to be friends with just about everyone, including me. It's fair to say that we got on well, and that we were all just about as happy as any family could be. There were, I thought, no skeletons in any of our closets – well, not big ones anyway.
But as I stumbled back from that hotel in total shock, I realised that wasn't true any more. When I'd left the house that morning the family seemed rock solid. If you'd taken me to court I'd have sworn it on the Bible – after all, my parents were happily married with good jobs, enough money and two kids who were doing OK. Sure, Ash had been a bit moody over the last month or two, but she was staring her final exams in the face and that was stressful for sure. And me? Well, I was happy enough too, with my job as a rookie freelance journalist going great guns.
But suddenly the bedrock of our lives had changed to quicksand, and a seismic shift had moved it to a place undreamed of before. Nothing in the world could have prepared me for the utter shock I'd had. Nothing.
As I waited for my train home I played the tape back in my head, desperately searching for a logical explanation. The details were as crisp as if I was still standing there: the hotel foyer small but beautifully appointed, bathed in light from the tall windows with its wood paneling glowing in the pale spring sunshine. There were two people to one side waiting with their luggage, and the reception desk lay at the far end of the room. Ashley was there, standing with her back to me, bending forward to ask the concierge something. I saw him nod and smile, as most men did when confronted by a pretty girl; he gestured and I saw Ash turn, and I saw the man approaching her. He was stocky with a swarthy complexion and a full head of dark hair, and his face was as familiar as hers: it was my father.
And as I watched I saw her face light up in the most unimaginable joy and she ran three short steps to his arms. He enveloped her in a hug, his arms wrapped around her slender body, and she buried her face in his neck and clung to him. It was not a fatherly hug. My mind was racing – what the hell were they doing here? Yesterday Ash had told us she was going to stay with a friend in Guildford for two nights, and my Dad to a conference at Head Office in Cheltenham. Two different stories, both believable because they had reason to be going there – and yet, here they were, wrapped around each other in the lobby of a hotel where they had no reason to be at all.
But it was to get worse, for I saw them disengage and gaze into each other's eyes for a moment or two; and then he bent forward and kissed her on the lips. And it was not a fatherly peck, as I might have expected, but the long lingering kiss of a lover. Her back arched and she pressed her breasts against him, and her slender fingers reached up to caress his face. A kiss that seemed to last forever until they finally disengaged, and he took her hand and led her to the stairs.
*
It wasn't the best train journey home. All the way I was trying to rationalise what I'd seen – perhaps they were together planning a surprise, or he was sponsoring her for a job we didn't know about. Perhaps he had a medical condition and she was supporting him, or maybe they were there together to buy something – a flat or a car. But even if one of those unlikely scenarios was true, why would they choose a hotel to meet, and why would he be staying there?
And then there was the smooch. The passionate kiss of lovers, the molding of their bodies as they clung to each other in that dappled, sunlit place. The desperate clutch of their arms around each other, and the long, lingering look as they gazed into each other's eyes. There was no innocent explanation for that.
No innocent explanation. Those three words kept bringing me back to one inescapable conclusion. It was unimaginable, I know, but try as I might I couldn't think of any other answer, and it haunted me all the way home.
I got off the train in a daze and walked through the quiet streets to where I lived. On every other night I'd have been happy to come home – but not tonight. Not knowing what I knew.
*
Mum was there to greet me with a peck on the cheek, and she looped her arm though mine and led me to the kitchen.
'So how was your trip, Tom?'
'Uh – yeah...good. I bought the camera I wanted.'
'That's wonderful! Perhaps you can show it to me after supper?' She smiled up at my face. 'You are hungry, aren't you? There's just you and me tonight so I've made us something special.' She gestured at the table, laid for two with candles and crisp white napkins and a little vase of flowers she'd picked from the garden that day. 'It's not often I get to have a date with my favourite son.'
A date with my favourite son. Innocent enough words said in jest, but they reminded me again of what I'd seen at the hotel. I suddenly realised even the simplest day to day conversations would have hidden meanings for every one of us.
'Tom?' She was looking at me.
'Uh, sorry Mum. What did you say?'
'You were miles away. I asked if you were hungry. I've made a special supper for us.'
My belly felt like lead, but how could I spoil her joy? I managed to nod and smile. 'Sure, that will be lovely – but won't your other son be jealous?' It was a little joke we had sometimes – her way of reminding me that I shouldn't feel too special as an only son.
'He won't mind, I'm sure,' she gestured at the empty glasses on the table, 'why don't you pour the wine? We'll have a drink while I finish off cooking.'
I poured two drinks and watched her as she fussed around the kitchen, chatting to me as she did so.
'Your Dad phoned,' she said. 'He's been delayed in Cheltenham for another night – won't be home until tomorrow.'
'What about Ash?'
'I haven't heard from her, but didn't she say she was staying with Nikki until Friday?
'That's tomorrow, right?' I knew it was, but I was just confirming they were coming home on the same day.
My mother nodded. 'Yes, that's right. I remember she said Friday because she's got something else on at the weekend. Still, it's good that she can spend a bit of time with a friend – see seems to have been very quiet the last few weeks, not like herself at all. Still, we'll all be together as a family again. Now, can you lift this off the hob for me? Be careful, it's heavy. Put it over there.'
I did as she asked and watched in silence as she tossed a bowl of salad, her movements neat and dexterous. She looked happy, and I dreaded the day she would learn the truth about her husband and daughter. I wouldn't ever tell her of course, but she would find out. You can't keep a secret like that in a family as close as ours, and I knew it would just about destroy her.
And then the thought occurred to me that perhaps I could stop that day from ever happening. Perhaps, if I spoke to Ash and my Dad, they would come to their senses and stop this madness. And if that happened, we might – just might – be able to sweep it under the carpet and all move on with our lives.
It was the only bright thought I'd had in the last five hours, and it was enough to cheer me up a bit. Enough to have a nice meal with my Mum, who was one of the kindest people I knew and didn't deserve any of this.
*
'Ash, I need to talk to you.'
She'd arrived home an hour ago, looking tired, and it was the first opportunity I'd had to talk to her.
She flashed me a smile. 'Sure Bro, I'd love to! But not right now. I've got to get things ready for tomorrow.'
'I really think you should make the time, Ash.' I dropped my voice. 'It's about what you and Dad are doing.' I watched the smile slide from her face to be replaced by a fleeting expression of guilt. Just a flash, but I was expecting it.
'What about us?'
'Not here. We need to go outside.'
She nodded, a brief bob of the head, and we let ourselves out and crossed the road before settling on one of the benches in the little park opposite our house. There wasn't another soul around, which suited me.
'What's this about, Tom?' Her hands were clenched in her lap and she wouldn't meet my gaze.
'I saw you together in London, Ash. You and Dad.'
'I see.'
'So what's going on?'
'Nothing. I just needed to talk to him about a money problem I have. It's not something I wanted the rest of the family to worry about.'
'I thought you were staying with Nikki for a few days?'
'I did – but Dad called me to say he'd have a couple of hours to spare if I wanted to catch up. It was only a train ride, so I took the opportunity.'
'So where did you stay last night?'
'Back with Nikki. I was at her place by five, and I left there this morning.' She looked at me for the first time. 'Why are you asking me these questions? I didn't do anything wrong!'
I kept my voice even. 'You know one of the things I love about you, Ash? It's that we never lied to each other, and we never thought the other was a fool. I guess that means we respected each other, right?'
'Yes. But I'm telling you -'
'No! You need to listen. I called Nikki this morning and she told me you'd been with her the whole time. All of it. I said I thought I'd seen you somewhere on Thursday morning and she laughed and said I couldn't have, as you were both shopping in Guildford all day.' I stopped and examined my sister for a moment, but she was quiet, her eyes downcast. 'She's your friend Ash and I get that she wants to cover for you, but she was lying.'
'She's confused, Tom. I was with her except for those few hours I had to meet with Dad.'
'She was very explicit, but let's talk about Dad for a moment. I called him last night – that's the same day I saw him in London with you. He said he was still in Cheltenham, locked in the conference he's been at for three days. He said he'd been flat out for the whole time and he was looking to getting home tomorrow as he hadn't even had time to eat properly.'
Ash looked at me without speaking, so I pressed on.
'This morning I phoned his office in Cheltenham, which is the day he told me he was finishing. I spoke to a girl called Angela who was very helpful – probably more than she should have been, but there you go. She told me the conference ended after breakfast yesterday and Mr. Channing had departed pretty much straight away. She thought he'd gone home. So why do you think Dad would spin me a story about being stuck in Cheltenham when he wasn't? And why did he go to London to be with you?'
She shrugged. 'I have no idea. All I know is that he called me on Thursday morning to say he was on the way to London and had a couple of free hours in his schedule if I wanted to talk.'
'So what's this financial problem that's important enough to go to the city to talk about?'
'That's really none of your business.' Ash stood up. 'Well, if there's nothing more you want to snoop into I think I'll get back.'
'Sit down, I haven't finished.' I watched her sink back onto the bench. 'You were in a little hotel, Ash, off the beaten track. I saw you go in and I saw what you did. It wasn't a little kiss, was it? I saw him hug you like he couldn't wait to get into your pants, and saw you go upstairs, together, arm in arm like a couple of lovers.'
Ash was pale. 'Tom – I...look, it isn't what you think,' she whispered. 'We -'
But I didn't let her finish. I could see the trapped look in her eyes and sense the lies ready to sprout from her lips. I needed her to be honest.
'I waited in the foyer for a while,' I said. 'But you didn't come down, so I spoke to the concierge. I told him that I knew the pretty lady who had gone upstairs and I was concerned for her safety, and I was about to call the police unless he could convince me otherwise. He was pretty cagey at first but a few quid and the unpleasant thought of having the Bobbies crawling over the hotel persuaded him to talk. The room was in the name Brett Thomas and had been booked for one night. Apparently Mr. Thomas had paid cash and seemed to be a very respectable fellow so I shouldn't be worried.' I examined her face closely. 'Why would Dad lie to me about where he was, and then book a room in a small hotel under a false name so he could meet you?'
She didn't answer so I pressed on. 'I hung around the hotel for a while, trying to figure out what the two of you were doing and I couldn't – so I went up to your room. I was going to knock on the door and ask what was going on, but I heard you first. You sounded like...well, you were both busy. So, I'll ask you again – what the hell do you think you're doing?'
Her shoulders sagged as if I'd let the air out of her body. 'I...I can't tell you Tom,' she whispered, and she reached forward to grasp my arm. 'Please don't ask me. Let this one go...please.'
'I don't think so. If it was just you and him I would. I wouldn't like it much but I'd figure it was none of my business - but there's Mum to consider. Can you imagine how she'd feel if she knew what was going on between you?'
'You wouldn't tell her!' Ash's voice was shocked.
'I wouldn't need to. Secrets like this always get out – someone sees you together or you're careless with a text message, or people simply put two and two together when their behaviour changes. I mean, Jesus, Ash - I saw you, so don't you think others will? Don't you think, sooner or later, that she will figure it out too?'
'I suppose.' She released my arm and sat back, her face pale and drained. 'But it isn't what you think.'
'So tell me what it is. Tell me what's going on.'
'I can't.'
'Well that's not good enough. I'll ask Dad when he comes home later today. Perhaps Mum should be there too.'
'No!' Her voice was almost a wail. 'No, don't!' Her head moved from left to right, almost as if she was looking for somewhere to run. But there was nowhere to go and she knew it. We sat there for a few moments in silence until she let out a big sigh, almost as if I'd deflated her.
'All right,' she said at last. 'I'll tell you, Goddammit. I'll tell you what we were doing and why, and how it happened – but you must promise to keep it a secret.' Her big grey eyes were on mine, brimming with tears. 'Promise me.'
I thought about it for a moment. 'I can't promise that, Ash, but I will promise to try and keep it between the three of us for as long as I can – preferably for ever.'
She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. 'All right. But I can't tell you now, Tom. I...I need a bit of time to think, to get myself together. I'll tell you tomorrow.'
'So you can hatch up a story with Dad? I don't think so.'
'I won't. We'll talk in the morning, and I promise I'll be truthful.'
'All right. We'll go for a run together at seven.' I lapsed into silence for a moment, watching her rise to her feet. She looked as if she'd just been hit by a truck, and I wondered what sort of night she was going to have.
'One more thing, Ash,' I said. 'I'm not doing this to hurt you or Dad. I'm doing this to try and protect Mum – but I need to know exactly what we're dealing with here. You know that, don't you?'




She nodded, her face pinched and white. 'Yes.'
'Then know this, too. I love you and always will, no matter what. If I can do anything to help sort this out I will. And if I can do anything to help you, I will.'
'Thank you.' Ash whispered. She glanced across at our house with its white picket fence and hanging baskets at the windows, splashes of bright colour against the pale honey stonework. 'I have to go, Tom. I need to think, and probably have a cry too.'
'You can cry tomorrow, Sis – I won't mind. And I promise not to be judgmental either.'
'I doubt you'll be able to do that,' she said, and I watched her walk across the street.
*
'What did Dad have to say last night?' Ash was in her running gear and we were a little way from the house. The dark bruises of exhaustion had gone from under her eyes and she looked rested.
'Not much,' I replied, 'he asked where you were and then talked a bit about the conference. I think he went to bed early, and Mum followed. How did you sleep?'
'Really well, thanks. How about you?'
'Not so good. I was tossing and turning all night, thinking about this.'
'You worry too much, Tom.' She flashed me a smile, which surprised me. I'd expected her to be in bad shape this morning, but she looked like there wasn't a care in the world. We ran for a little while in silence along the main street. It was busy even this early, and I could see she didn't want to speak until we found somewhere to stop.
'In here,' she said at length, and we turned into the local church, running past the main building to the little graveyard beyond. There was a bench under the big Cyprus tree and we flopped down on it. There wasn't another soul around.
'I wanted to bring you here to talk,' she said at length.
'Why?'
'Because it's a good place to be reminded of who we are.'
I laughed briefly. 'I know who we are, Ash – or at least, I know who I am. I'm just not sure I know you any more.'
'I'm still the same girl Tom, despite what you think.' She pointed to the far end of the graveyard. 'Do you know whose grave is over there?'
'Grandad's.'
'That's right. Killed in a car crash when I was eleven. And he's lying next to his wife, who died ten years earlier. Neither of them was fifty years old before their lives were over.'
'This isn't about them, Ashley,' I said gently, 'it's about you and Dad, and us.'
'I'll get to that,' she said, 'but I want you to remember that they were real people, with hopes and dreams and aspirations – a lot of which never came true. Don't you think that teaches us something?'
'Teaches us? Like what?'
'That we should try to live our lives when we can. You never know what might be around the corner.'
I glanced at my sister quickly to see if she was joking, but I could see she wasn't. it was a bizarre attempt to justify whatever was going on, and I didn't buy it.
'From what Mum says, Grandad was loose with his hands when he thought no one was looking,' I replied. 'I'm not sure you should use him as a moral candle.'
Ash laughed lightly. 'Yeah, I'd forgotten that bit. He never tried anything with me at least.' She was quiet for a moment, thinking. I could hear the rumble of traffic on the main road to the south but otherwise the churchyard was quiet. 'I just wanted to make the point that all of us need to bring excitement and adventure into our lives, or we may die wishing we had,' she said.
'So having an affair with your father is your answer to that?'
'Affair is a pretty strong word, Tom,' she said mildly.
'Well, tell me what it was then. All of the evidence points to something pretty intense between you.'
Ash nodded in agreement. 'I think that's probably right,' she said. 'Would you like me to tell you what happened?'
'Very much.'
'All right. What you said yesterday was right, of course. I guess I was shell-shocked when you hit me with it...I needed time to think, and I wanted to protect him. But you're right – we do need to be truthful with each other so yes, Dad and I are...involved.'
The word hung on the air between us for a moment...involved. An innocuous word to hide what she really meant: Dad and I are fucking. But it was confirmation of my worst fears and I remember feeling the shock of it, like an unexpected punch in the belly that knocks the wind out of you. I guess I'd been hoping there was some other explanation, but now my gorgeous sister was telling me to my face that it was true – she and Dad were having sex. My surprise must have shown, perhaps with a trace of disgust because she lifted her face and looked at me defiantly.
'And I'm not ashamed of it, Tom, so get that expression off your dial!' her words were sharp. 'Last night I lay in bed and thought about this, and I figured what's done is done! I'm not going to have a guilt trip for the rest of my life for having sex with someone I love - and do you know what? I slept like a baby, and I feel exactly the same way about it this morning - so get used to it.' She glared at me for a moment, but then her voice softened. 'Look, you promised not to be judgmental, so don't get all hissy with me. Can you do that?'
'I think so. You can hit me if I do.'
Ash laughed. 'All right. You can count on it.' She settled back on the bench seat and closed her eyes for a few moments, gathering her thoughts. 'It started back in October,' she said at length. 'You might remember I was dating a guy called Patrick Phillips. We'd been going out for the best part of two years and I was pretty keen on him -'
'Pat the Rat. I remember.'
'Don't interrupt. I know you weren't keen on him, but he was a good-looking guy with prospects and he treated me well. I liked going out with him and I liked what we did together.' She chuckled softly. 'He's the one who took my virginity, so he was special. He was kind and considerate, and I thought he might be the one.'
'And then he jilted you.'
'Yes.' Ash glanced at me. 'You do remember. I found out he was shagging Ginny, my best friend, not to mention a couple of others.'
'It happens, Ash.' I remembered my last girlfriend and what she'd been up to. 'I thought Ellie was the right one too, but it turned out she was fucking for England.'
'Yes, it happens,' she agreed, 'but this was different. He'd sworn I was the one. We used to spend time talking about our future together – how we would find a place to live, what we'd do when we graduated – that sort of stuff. We even talked about how many kids we'd have, and what their names would be. After a few weeks I was head over heels in love with him, and not long after that I was infatuated. It was pretty intense.'
I did remember, and although Ash didn't believe me, I'd liked him. He'd seemed a nice guy who was devoted to my sister, and that was good enough for me.
'- so when I found out what he was doing I was devastated,' she continued. 'Especially when I found out the name of the other person he was shagging.'
Here was something I didn't know. 'Really? Who was she?'
'It was a he. Rod Phillips.'
'Christ! Really?'
'No doubt about it. He was into guys and girls.'
'How the hell did you find out?'
'I fronted Ginny – asked her if she was shagging my boyfriend. I thought she'd be all embarrassed, but she wasn't. She laughed into my face and said she was surprised it had taken me that long to figure it out - and then she told me in great detail just what they used to do to each other and how often - and how much better it was when Roddy joined in.'
I was dumbstruck. Pat Phillips had seemed as meek as a kitten but it seemed he'd had a tiger in his pants.
'Perhaps Ginny just liked two guys, Ash,' I said. 'That didn't make him bisexual.'
'He'd fuck both of them, Tom – apparently with equal enjoyment.' Ginny was very explicit – besides, did you ever meet Rod?'
'Not that I can recall.'
'I did. I was that pissed off I marched over to the Delicatessen where he worked and demanded to speak to him.' She smiled faintly. 'He had the mannerisms of someone who wasn't adverse to giving or receiving, if you know what I mean. And just like Ginny he wasn't embarrassed either – just laughed and told me I could have had a piece of the action if I'd wanted, if I hadn't been so fucking uptight. He explained that if I'd let Pat ream my arse whenever he wanted he, Roddy Phillips, wouldn't have had to stand in for me...or words to that effect.'
'Jesus. I'm sorry, Ash. That must have been awful.'
'It was.' She paused for a few moments, thinking back, gathering her thoughts. 'I think I've always been pretty well grounded, don't you? I didn't have unreasonable expectations – just commitment from someone who'd promised it to me, and some honesty. But in an instant of time I'd found out that not only was he unfaithful to me, but was doing it with girls and guys – and everybody who knew was laughing at me behind my back.' She shook her head. 'I'd even gone on the pill for him, so we could make love without condoms – only to find he'd been putting his dick into all sorts of places it shouldn't have been. Christ! I'm bloody lucky I didn't catch anything!'
I looked at her in astonishment. Considering what we were here to talk about, words like commitment and honesty were probably a bit rich. I opened my mouth to say so but changed my mind – it wouldn't serve any purpose to be confrontational.
Instead I reached out and took my sister's hand. 'I'm so sorry, Ash – I had no idea. You should have told me. I'd have killed the prick.'
'I didn't want anyone else to know. I felt – violated, you know? Like I'd been the victim of protracted rape. It's hard to explain.'
'I think I get it.' I squeezed her fingers. 'But you should have told me – at least I could have shared the hurt.'
Ash nodded, her eyes on the ground. 'I didn't need to, Tom. As it turned out, Dad figured it out pretty quickly and took me on one side to find out what was going on.'
'How did he figure it out?'
My sister shrugged. 'I was a mess. I remember coming home, looking like a train wreck. You and Mum were both out somewhere, and Dad took one look at me and knew something was up. He didn't say a word – he just took me in his arms and held me while I cried.'
I smiled at the thought. Mum was the emotionally sensitive one of the family, but Dad with his computer brain would have sliced and diced the problem into little logical elements, dealing with each issue one at a time. It would have been an interesting discussion – the raw emotions of a jilted teenager and the impassionate logic of an IT guru.
'I can see what you're thinking, Tom. Dad's so anal – how could he have coped with that?'
I nodded. 'Yeah, I was. He would have been happier writing a Fortran algorithm to find the solution, I think.'
She laughed softly. 'That's what I thought too, but he was lovely. I learned a lot about him that day that I'd never appreciated before.' She glanced at me shyly. 'An awful lot'
'What happened?'
'Him and me happened,' Ash said simply. 'We went from father and daughter to something else in about 30 minutes. It was when common sense went out of the window and madness took over.'
'I don't get it, Ash. How can years of a family structure with all its social boundaries be swept away like that?
'It was easy,' she said simply.
*
He took in the shattered look and his heart broke for his little girl.
'Come here, baby,' he murmured, and opened his arms to enfold her.
She came to him, pressed warm against his body. He could smell the puppy-smell of her skin and the apple cinnamon scent of her hair, and her tears were hot against his face. They embraced until her sobs quietened.
'Tell Daddy what's troubling you,' he whispered, and he listened to her words, hesitant at first and then pouring like water from a broken dam. Words of betrayal, of shattered trust and duplicity, and of confidence lost. He hugged her tighter to protect his precious golden girl from harm, and he felt her trembling diminish.
And after a while the words were gone but they clung together still, silent, each luxuriating in the feel of the other. She drew comfort from him, safe in the arms that had offered protection for as long as she could remember. Strong arms that shut out the hurt she had suffered, that gave warmth and sanctuary. She pressed her face into his neck and sensed the beating of his heart and heard the quiet words of love whispered in her ear: that she was his special girl and nothing, nothing could ever hurt her while he was there.
And as her pain and confusion retreated she became aware of the feel of his body, warm and vibrant, pressing against her own. The length of him moulded to her as if they were one. Her senses, dulled by what had happened, awoke to new sensations: the scent of his skin; the rubbery feel of his chest beneath the crisp white shirt, and the warmth of his stomach moulded to hers. She felt his lips touch her skin – little butterfly kisses on her forehead and temple, tender kisses that promised more than comfort if she chose to take it.
She turned her face a little, eyes closed, inviting his lips to venture further – to the tip of her nose and to one cheek, and then to the corner of her mouth where they lingered like hot coals upon her trembling flesh, hesitant to move but reluctant to retreat.
And in sudden awareness she understood that if she broke from his embrace now it would finish. They would smile and make an awkward joke to explain the intimacy, and each would wonder for the rest of their lives what might have happened. But within her chest her heart was tripping like a jackhammer and the blood that coursed through her veins did so with desperate sentience. This was her father, loved and respected; but now in a sudden shift of time and space he was also a warm, vibrant male who could give everything her failed love affair had not.
So she lifted her face and kissed him. Gently at first, exploring the taste and feel of each other in this forbidden way. Slow, languorous kisses as sweet as drizzled honey, the moist flesh of their lips touching, touching; the tip of her tongue easing forward to tentatively explore his. A tingle of electricity passed between them, and he heard her sigh of contentment.
He lifted his face from hers and stared down at his little girl, mesmerized by her beauty. He thought this wrong, but in the intimacy of the moment did not want to relinquish the chance to be close. Her eyes were on his, crystal windows into her soul, and he saw that she was willing.
'We shouldn't be doing this,' he murmured. 'I should stop.'
She shook her head in denial and kissed him again, her lips so soft and her breath warm and sweet. A wisp of her hair tickled his face and he reached up and stroked her head, the strands sleek under his fingertips. Their kisses became bolder, the tips of their tongues probing each other's mouths. Ash could feel her nipples stiffening and the bloom of moisture in her pants, and she was aware of a bulge pressing against her belly as his cock stiffened. A wave of white-hot passion surged though her.
'I need you Daddy,' she moaned. Her mouth was on his, the words muffled. 'I need you so much.'
'I want you too, honey.' His hands were in her hair, grasping her head as he kissed her. Hot kisses into her mouth, his breath rasping as their desire flared.
'Touch me,' she begged. 'Make me happy again.'
His hands moved quickly to her breasts, feeling their tips as hard as pebbles against his palms. He tore at the buttons on her blouse, ripping them open to allow his fingers to grasp each wondrous globe. The flesh was as firm as a ripe peach and the nipples pink and swollen with desire. She moaned again at his touch, her back arching to better thrust against him. Her pussy was like a furnace and she ground it against the bulge in his trousers, but it was at the wrong angle. She fumbled at his belt, her fingers frantically opening the buckle, tearing aside the button beneath it. The zip jammed against his shirt and she groaned in frustration.
Brett Channing lifted his daughter onto the kitchen workbench beside him. She stared at him with hungry eyes as he plunged his face between her legs, his evening stubble rough against the soft white skin of her thighs. She lifted her skirt to afford him better access and watched as he thrust his mouth against her panties, his tongue lapping at the gusset to harvest the moisture there. His senses were filled with by her – the sweet scent of her perfume juxtaposed with the warm, animal aroma of her sex; the satin feel of her thighs against his cheeks and the sweet sound of her sighs.
He had seen her grow from a child to a woman; watched as she began to date young men whom he judged shallow and worthless. He had lain awake at night terrified she would squander her grace and beauty on those who could not possibly know what she was truly worth – and he had dreamed how, if he could have met her in other circumstances, he would have been the one to give her the kind of love she deserved. But she was his daughter and was untouchable, and so he had watched with an aching heart each day, terrified of the hurt he knew life would inflict.
But now, in a bewildering space of time, the silent barriers of social stigma had been shattered and the dreams of yesteryear were suddenly fanned by a flame so fierce he could hardly breathe. He wrenched aside the gusset of her panties and regarded her vulva for a moment. The lips were swollen and smeared with a sheen of love-juice, and between them he could see the coral-pink flesh of her cunt. The heat radiated from between her legs like a furnace and with a little cry he buried his face into her core, delighting in the soft press of her labia and the slippery ooze of her juices on his cheeks.
Ash regarded the reflection in the glass doors opposite: of a young girl on the kitchen workbench, head thrust back and mouth open in silent supplication. She saw the girl's thighs spread wide to accommodate the figure between them, saw his head moving as his tongue lapped at her sex. Surely that could not be her?
And yet every time the girl twitched she did too, and with every movement of the man's head she felt a corresponding wave of pleasure surge through her body, like breakers on a hidden reef. She looked down to see her father's face there, eyes closed and cheeks glistening with her cream. She saw her hands in his hair, guiding him, holding him to better feel his tongue inside her, and she heard the little sounds of their union as her cunt poured like a river into his mouth.
The image triggered her first orgasm – a little one, crashing down on her unexpectedly. She clutched at his head as it consumed her and her body arched like a bow, her limbs twitching; and then it was past and her father's face appeared, smeared with her juice. They stared at one another for a moment before he kissed her again, and she could taste herself on his lips.
'Do it, Daddy,' Ash said. Her voice was hoarse with passion. 'Do it to me.' She watched as he shucked his belt, sliding his pants over his hips. His cock bobbed free and she saw the helmet was fully revealed and a strand of moisture oozed from its eye. The image fanned her need for him even further and she grasped his waist and drew him towards his prize.
But the workbench was too high and so she scrambled onto the bar stool, lifting her skirt and thrusting her loins forward to receive his shaft. She saw the tip against her wet flesh, the plum-coloured head darker than the pale pink of her vulva; and she watched as it sank smoothly into her body. The shaft was thicker than those she had had before, and she was conscious of a stretching sensation as it levered aside the tight walls of her tube. She grunted as it entered her, a long drawn-out sound almost primeval in its intensity, and her hands fluttered on his hips.



And then it was in. Every millimetre stuffed into her body. For a long moment they paused, each understanding that this act of willing penetration had forever changed their relationship, and then they began to fuck.
*
'Jesus, Ash!' The image she had painted was stark, and I wasn't sure I'd been ready for it. Just the thought of her perched on a bar stool being fucked was challenging enough, yet alone that it was Dad who was doing it.
'Well you wanted to know.'
'I – yes, I did. But you know...wow, it's a bit confronting.'
Ash chuckled. 'You're not being a prude, are you?'
'Maybe.' I thought about it for a moment. 'But up to about ten minutes ago we'd never even talked about sex and now you're describing every detail.'
Ash sighed. 'I get that, Tom, but we're both adults here and I need you to understand exactly how I felt, and why I can't change it. Do you want me to go on, or is it all too much for you?'
'Yes, I want you to go on - but I need to ask you a couple of questions first.' I watched her nod. 'I don't get how you went from zero to a hundred in ten seconds, Sis. I mean, we spend the first years of our lives learning the rules of the society we live in – you know, wearing clothes to cover our nudity. Not pissing on the sidewalk. Good table manners. That sort of stuff. Knowing how to behave and what you can and can't do. And in a family like ours the strongest bond is the protection by parents of their kids, and the respect of kids to their parents.' I watched her face carefully to see she was following me. 'And it's absolutely taboo to have sex with them - so how the hell did that break down?'
My sister shook her head. 'I don't know, Tom,' she replied. 'If you'd asked me when I walked in the house whether I'd have Dad's tongue inside my pussy within half an hour I'd have laughed in your face. Perhaps it was because it went from zero to a hundred so quickly – you know, we didn't have time to stop and think. And maybe the seeds were still there, too - I'd always thought Dad was hot, you know? Even when I was little I liked looking at him, and when I got older I liked it a lot more. Like any teenage girl going through puberty I had fantasized about hot guys I'd seen, and in my book none was hotter than him.'
'But he was your father!'
Ash gave me the look. 'Remember what you said about being judgmental?' She was silent for a moment before continuing. 'I can remember sitting, sometimes, just looking at him – the line of his jaw and the set of his eyes...you know. And his hands! I was always fascinated by the way he used them to express himself.' She laughed softly. 'I had a thing about his hands, and now I know why.'
'But that was just a crush, Ash. Every kid has them.'
'Yes, I know it was. And I got over it. I figured the barriers were impenetrable and those naughty little thoughts I'd had in my bed every night were just fantasy. But you know what? They must have been simmering just below the surface, and it only took a moment to fan them back to life.'
Her words rang true and I nodded, watching her as she sat on the bench. The last half an hour had revealed her sexuality - something I hadn't even thought about. Dad must have figured it out pretty quickly, and what he'd seen was now right in front of me - a stunning girl with a beautiful face, lips just made for kissing and a trim little body filled with curves in all the right places. Who wouldn't want to fuck her? If I'd been in his place I would have done it in a heartbeat.
And in that moment I imagined it had been me, not Dad, having sex with her on that barstool and I felt my cock stiffen in response. I swear I couldn't help it– one minute she'd been my sister and the next she was this hot chick sitting next to me who obviously gave out. I tell you, it threw a whole new light on her.
'So what was the other question?' Ash's voice brought be back to earth.
'What?'
'The other question,' she said gently. 'You said you had a couple of questions.'
I shook my head. 'Uh, nothing. It doesn't matter.' For a fleeting moment I'd thought of asking her if she would have had sex with me if the circumstances had been right, but Ash had never shown the slightest bit of interest, whereas she'd spent a bit of time telling me how hot Dad was. Maybe it was an age thing – besides, even if she wanted to it would make the situation a hundred times worse.
'All right,' she was smiling, almost as if she'd known what was going through my mind. I saw her eyes flick down to my crotch and then back to my face with awareness in her eyes.
'Are you sure you want me to go on?'
'Yeah.' I figured we were getting to the juicy bits and I was like a fly caught in her web. 'Go for your life, Ash.'
*
Brett Channing could feel his prick embedded in his daughter, gripped tightly along its entire length. Her breath was whistling softly though her lips and her eyes were on his face, soft and dreamy. A powerful wave of emotion surged though him and he leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead.
'Fuck me, Dad,' she whispered. 'I love it. I love feeling you inside me.' He felt her move slightly, her hips sliding forward on the stool, and the angle of his penetration changed.
'Are you sure honey?'
'I've waited so long for this. I never thought it could happen but I'm so glad it did. Fuck me.'
His hips began to move – the long, slow withdrawal, feeling the sucking clasp of her flesh on his rod. She closed her eyes to better savour the sensation.
'Keep it in,' she whispered. 'Don't leave me.'
His glans reached the swollen lips of her vulva and rested there for a few seconds. He could see his rod was coated in a silvery sheen of her juice, gleaming in the bright kitchen lights, and it twitched as it prepared to enter her body again.
'Put it in,' she murmured. 'Put it back in.'
He eased his hips forward, observing as the head disappeared into her body. Her eyes opened suddenly and she watched as the shaft following it, grunting softly at its size and thickness.
'Ah, that's good,' she whispered. 'Now fuck me. Fuck me as long and as hard as you like.'
'We can't be too long,' he whispered. 'Eleanor will be back soon.'
'I don't care.' She reached up and caressed his face. 'I want to be with you.'
'And I'd love that too, honey, but I don't think she'd see it that way.' The mention of his wife brought chilling realism of the risk they were taking. What if she had left work early? What if she was walking up the pathway to the house as this very moment, her hand reaching for the door handle? He could only imagine the truck load of shit that would descend on their lives if that happened.
But a glance at the clock told him he still had a little time and so he quickened his tempo, his hips sliding back and forth smoothly as he fucked his daughter. She was grunting softly with each thrust, accompanied by a wet sucking noise as the angle of his thrusts broke the tight seal of her vulva. The room was pervaded by the smell of sex - of wet cunt and the bitter trace of his sweat, and soon the pungent odour of semen. Would his wife smell it when she got home?
But he couldn't stop. It wasn't just the sensation of sinking his shaft into the tight teenage pussy before him – it was the whole experience. Of the sudden shift in the relationship from parental to erotic; of the beauty of the young girl grunting softly as he sawed into her; of the thrill and horror of discovery. His mind was a whirl of conflicting emotions – adoration, lust, love and guilt, each flittering to the foreground only to be replaced by another. He fastened her eyes on her face: that beautiful, adored face. He'd known it for nearly twenty years, but the expression of carnal yearning that it wore now was entirely new to him.
'I love you, Ashley,' he murmured. 'I love you so much.'
'And I love you too, Daddy.' A mischievous smile lit up her face. 'Especially when you do this to me.'
'Let's get on the floor, honey,' he said. The angle of the stool was wrong.
They scrambled onto the rug by the fireplace and he mounted her quickly, fumbling to align his cock with her vulva, grunting softly as it slid into her. She lifted legs and locked them around his back, and her hands grasped his waist as he began to move. He felt bigger in this position, perhaps because the angle of her hips allowed him to thrust deeper. She closed her eyes to savour the sensation of being taken – the long, gliding strokes into her very core, warm and slippery; the sucking embrace of her pussy as it clung to his rod; the reluctance of her flesh to release him and the feeling of fulfillment with every thrust. She could feel his balls touching her anus at the culmination of each stroke and felt moisture there. In her mind's eye she saw how her cunt was leaking juice, thick and creamy, and how it had trickled over her perineum to the waiting orifice below. The image triggered the first seeds of her orgasm and she moaned softly.
'I'm going to cum,' she whispered. 'Ah, Jesus...yes. I can feel it.'
'Do it, Ashley.' His voice was gruff with passion. 'Cum for me...cum for your Daddy.'
She opened her eyes, those big grey eyes looking at him, staring up with adoration. 'I'm going to cum, Daddy...and I want you to cum too. Cum into me.'
'Are you sure, honey?' He wondered if she was safe.
'God, yes! I want it all inside me. Everything you've got.'
The thought of drenching his daughter's pussy spurred him and he fucked her harder, feeling the greasy flesh of her cunt sucking at him with every thrust. The rising tide of his orgasm fueled the desire to be as deep as he could, and he rolled her pelvis upwards to pillage her at a steeper angle. He could hear her whimpering under the onslaught, but couldn't stop - needed to fill her, to flood her twitching body with his sperm; to spray as much and as quickly as he could.
Like a great silver bubble his orgasm expanded, filling every corner of his brain until there was nothing except the face of his daughter. It was an image that he would remember for the rest of his life: the little oval face staring up at him, eyes filled with wonder. The curve of her lips and the glimmer of white teeth behind them. A sheen of sweat on her temple, damping the dark swirls of hair, and the way her mouth finally opened in a silent scream of ecstasy as she tripped over the edge and came.
And in an instant his climax exploded, and his first ribbon of sperm burst into the twitching girl beneath him. It was followed by another, and then a third – long, sizzling jets spraying, spraying, filling her up, drenching the walls of her cunt and pooling at the neck of her cervix. And still more – long, burning ribbons jetting into her, one after another.
Ash shrieked as she felt the heat of him and her body writhed as waves of pleasure gripped her. She opened her eyes and saw his face distorted as he emptied his jerking balls into her cunt. She felt the ooze of his seed at her vulva and the slipperiness of it as it smeared over her thighs, and she thought she was dying.
At last the waves subsided and Brett Channing lay supine on his daughter's body, each of them gasping for breath. His cock gradually softened and slipped from her body and a little stream of his seed, warmed by her cunt, tricked out and lay on the carpet between her legs.
At length she stirred and spoke softly. 'You're heavy, Dad.'
He scrambled to his knees and smiled down at his baby girl, his mind full of what had just happened. He wondered if, now that the passion had retreated, if she had regrets.
'How are you, sweetheart?' he asked.
Ash looked at the figure above her. 'I'm good, Dad,' she said, and smiled up at him with her heart bursting with love. 'In fact, I'm better than good.'
*
'So you see, it was both of us,' Ash said. 'We both wanted it.' She smiled shyly. 'It was the most wonderful moment of my life.'
'And since then?'
'Since then?' I could see her thinking, picking her words. 'Since then we've met a few times – in little country Pubs her and there, just for a few hours. We always pick one off the beaten track which offers accommodation. And then the opportunity came up for London...it's the first time we've spent a night together, and it was lovely.'
I remembered the look on her face when she saw him at the hotel, but I had to ask. 'So you have no regrets?' I said.
'None. He's the love of my life Tom. I can never give him up.'
'Not even if it destroys his marriage?' I needed to know if this was part of her plan – a way to get him to herself.
For the first time a shadow of regret touched her eyes. 'No...not even for that,' she said, 'but I hope to God it never happens. I wouldn't want to build my happiness on Mum's misery.'
It was a shred of comfort, I guess, but it didn't solve my problem. I knew, as certainly as I was sitting there, that sooner or later our mother would find out what was happening and her world would come crashing down. The only way I could think of preventing it was for Dad and Ash to understand that, and to stop the madness they were engaged in.
But the look on her face told me they would never stop – they were like lemmings rushing towards the edge of the cliff, and in their view it was worth the risk. I felt my heart sink.
She didn't suggest the solution until later, and I hated it.
***
I suppose I was hyper sensitive to what was going on in the house after that, for I noticed things that I'd never have seen before.
Like the little looks that Ash and Dad would give each other when they thought nobody was looking. The touching of fingers when they passed the dinner plates, the downcast eyes and the shadow of a blush whenever he gave her a compliment; the luster of her eyes he talked, and his smile that hinted at more than just parental love.
The times they were away from the house increased too – Dad with more frequent visits to Head Office and hers to friends, or perhaps to shopping trips out of town. They would each leave the house at different times and come back separately, but I saw the look on their faces when they were back and I could almost smell the odour of sex on their bodies.
I tried to talk to Ash about it, but she would give me one of her wonderful smiles and tell me not to worry, that they were being careful and nobody would find out. She never said as much but I knew from the look on her face that she was desperately happy, and that nothing I could say would cause her to change her dangerous path.
It was not until the first Saturday in October that Mum first said something to me. We were in the kitchen on a rainy morning. Dad was out at a job again and Ash was visiting a friend, and I was helping her make dinner. She'd not said anything but I sensed a loneliness stealing into her life and I guess I was trying, as best I could, to ease that burden.
Mum was baking a Quiche and I was grating the cheese for it, watching as she laid the pastry into the dish.
'Your Dad seems to be spending a lot of time away,' she said suddenly. 'Have you noticed that, Tom?'
'I – uh, not really, Mum.'
'Well he is. Last month he was working on three weekends, and now he's away again.' She sliced the last of the pastry from the edge of the dish and laid the knife on the worktop with a crisp click. Mum was never angry but I could see she was perturbed.
'Have you asked him what's going on?'
'I have. He told me that the company is expanding and they haven't managed to get extra staff to pick up the workload.'
'Well, that explains it. Hopefully they'll fix that soon and you'll see more of him.'
She crossed to the sink and washed her hands, her back to me. 'I don't know,' she said. 'I'm just not sure -' the words choked off and her shoulders started shaking.
I went to her quickly and she turned and buried herself in my arms, her body racked with sobs. I held her tight, stroking the glossy strands of her hair and making little soothing noises. What could I say when I knew she was right?
'I'm so worried, Tom,' she said at length. Her arms were still around me and her face was on my chest. 'I think he might have found someone else.'
'Dad would never do that Mum, he loves his family too much. He's just busy, you know, and I think you might be imagining things.'
'I bumped into Chris Dunn yesterday,' she said. Chris was one of Dad's co-workers in the local office. 'He was moaning about how quiet things were and if we didn't get more work we'd have to lay off a couple of the staff. I asked him about the new contract and he looked at me as if I'd just spoken in Swahili. He told me straight up that they didn't have any new contracts and asked me what I was talking about.' She twisted her head up to look at me, her eyes full of tears. 'I could see from his face there really is a downturn. So why would your father make up a tale like that? And if there's no new work what's he doing every weekend?'
'Did you ask him?'
She shook her head. 'I wanted to think about it for a bit. I was going to ask him this morning but he was gone by the time I woke up, so I thought I'd ask Ashley but she'd gone too.' She gave me a squeeze. 'So here I am, bothering you with my problems – I didn't mean to, but I'm so worried.'
'I love you, Mum. You can always talk to me.'
'Thank you,' she said. She was crying again and I held her to me, her face pressed against my chest. I could smell the fragrance of her hair and feel the warmth of her body pressed against mine, and my heart broke for her. 'What can I do, Tom?' she cried, 'I don't want to lose him.'
'I could have a chat to Dad to see what's going on. I'm sure there's a reason for it though.'
Mum looked up at me. 'Don't tell him I said anything!'
'I won't, honey.' The word tripped from my lips – it wasn't an expression I'd used before and I knew she'd pick up on it.
A little smile crossed her face. 'Honey? You've never called me that before.'
'Well you are.' I squeezed her harder. 'Do you know how much I love you? So don't worry, I'm sure there's a simple explanation.'
There wasn't, of course, but I couldn't say anything. It was likely that at this very minute Dad was inside my sister. My gorgeous sister, as naked as the day she was born moving sinuously on top of him, or perhaps crouched on all fours as he serviced her from behind. The image both aroused and sickened me and I held my mother closer, as if to shield her from what I knew.
Ash came back later that afternoon with the glow I had come to recognise, and I drew her aside with a whispered 'I need to talk to you.' She nodded quickly but it wasn't until a little while later that we managed to escape to our park bench.
'You were with Dad again,' I started.
'Yes.' She smiled at me and my heart gave a little flip. She was so beautiful it took your breath away.
'Mum is worried she's losing him.'
I'd expected her to react with shock or horror, but she just nodded. 'She mentioned it the other day.'
'And it doesn't worry you?'
Ash shrugged. 'She didn't seem overly concerned. She just said that he was spending a lot of time away and it seemed odd. I told her he'd mentioned to me he was working on new contracts that needed him to visit head office more than usual.'
'That's what he told her too, so at least you've got your story straight – but she bumped into Chris Dunn yesterday, who said that there was hardly any work and they'd have to let people go if it didn't pick up. She was in tears in the kitchen for most of the morning, while you were having fun with him.' I couldn't keep the bitterness out of my voice. 'She's convinced he's having an affair with someone.'
My sister stared at me. 'What did you say to her?'
'I told her I was sure there was a simple explanation and she shouldn't worry.' I reached over and took her hand. 'I told you this would happen, Ash, and now it's started. You must stop before it all falls to bits. What you're doing is crazy.'



'I know.' She nodded slowly. 'I know it Tom, but I don't think I could live in the same house as him, knowing we could never be together in that way...and he's told me the same.' She leaned toward me to give emphasis to her words. 'Look, don't think I don't care...I love Mum and I love you, and the life we have. I'd do anything to protect it – except give him up.' She looked at me miserably. 'I guess I love him more.'
'And do you think, when their marriage is on the rocks, that you'll be able to stay with him?'
'You and I will both need to stay somewhere. For me, it may as well be with him.'
I couldn't believe the words she was uttering. It was as if she was talking about dividing up the furniture rather than destroying a marriage of twenty years and the love and happiness of her own mother. I'd never thought of Ash as self-centred but I suddenly realised how wrong I'd been - it was all about her. I opened my mouth to tell her so – to rage against her and how fucking selfish she was, but I knew it wouldn't help. And so I just stared at her until the bitter heat of my anger subsided.
It must have unnerved her though, because she squirmed under my gaze. 'Don't look at me like that Tom – I know what you're thinking' she said. 'Don't you think I've worried about it every day since Dad and I -' she left the words unspoken, but we both knew what they were: started fucking.
There was an uncomfortable silence for a moment before she continued. 'I've tossed and turned every night, trying to figure out what to do – and I've spoken to Dad about it too. We even agreed to stop...to get on with our lives as they were before.' She gave a little laugh, but it was without humour. 'It lasted about four days. I just can't do without him.'
'So the marriage is doomed.'
She shook her head. 'There is a way, Tom.' She grasped my hand tighter, her eyes on my face. 'Do you remember a few weeks ago, when you first told me you'd seen us in London?' She watched me nod. 'Do you remember what you said?'
'I said a lot of things, Ash – but mostly you should stop.'
'You said you loved me and if there was anything you could do to help, you would.'
I thought back. 'Yes, I did – and I will, Ash. But I'm not covering for you anymore. You need to take responsibility for -'
'I want you to go with Mum.'
The seven words fell from her lips like blocks of stone. If she'd told me she was having a sex change I would have been less aghast. I remember staring at her in shock and disbelief, hoping she was joking, but the grey eyes looking at me were clear and steady and her expression was deadly serious.
'Are you fucking mad?' I replied.
'Think about it. I'm having it off with Dad. Supposing you were to hook up with Mum? It would take all the guilt out of what we are doing and everybody would be happy -'
'Christ, Ash! We're not all like you!' I snatched my hand out of hers as if it had turned into a hot skillet. 'Fuck! Do you know what you've just said?'
'Get off your moral mountain and listen to me.' She regarded my face for a moment. 'Tell me that you've never fancied her.'
'Sure, she's pretty. So are you, but I've never -'
'Tell me, Tom. Tell me the truth.'
The question rocked me back on my heels. Was it true? Had I ever looked at my Mum sexually, visualizing what I'd like to do to her? Imaging what she looked like naked, and how she would feel as I slid into her? Even thinking about it at that moment, sitting on that bench having the most bizzare conversation of my life, triggered an image of my mother leaning forward to kiss me on the lips, and how she would taste.
I guess my silence was answer enough, because Ash's hand crept back into mine. 'Tom – look at me,' she said.
I raised my eyes to hers and she smiled and grasped my fingers reassuringly 'There's nothing wrong with thinking about her that way. It's not our fault. I guess we've always been a close family – you know, perhaps closer than most others. It didn't take much for me to break the parent-kid thing with Dad and I don't think it would be difficult for you two either.'
'What the hell makes you think I want to, Ash?'
'The question is why you'd want not to,' she said simply. 'She's a beautiful woman and, although you don't know it yet, is everything you'd ever want.'
'But she's my Mum!'
'Yes, she is, and she always will be. But I know you've looked at her from time to time, imagining her naked, wondering what it would be like to have sex together -' she held up her hand to forestall my words, '- no, listen. Girls are far better at picking up looks and vibes than blokes are, and I've seen it – and so has she.'
I shook my head. 'Ash, it's one thing having a sneak peek and quite another to get into it.'
'Don't you think she wants it, Tom? I reckon Mum would love to broaden her horizons with you.'
I gaped at her, lost for words. It was bad enough her asking me to seduce my mother without revealing she had the hots for me. I just sat there with my mouth open.
'Didn't you know?' she asked gently, 'haven't you realised the significance of the little dinner dates she puts on for you when Dad and I are away, just for the two of you? Silver service and candles?' She shook her head. 'And haven't you seen the little looks that shoot your way sometimes, and the way she touches you whenever she can?'
I shook my head in denial. 'That's just her, and there's nothing sexual in it. She just likes having time with me and making things a bit special.'
'Trust me, it wouldn't take much to cross the line. The only thing stopping her is the fear you'd be disgusted, and that Dad would find out. Take those two concerns away and the game would be on.'
If she was right I honestly hadn't seen it, but the knowledge didn't help me any. Sure I'd thought about what it would be like to see her naked, but that was only because I was a horny young guy and she was smoking hot. That didn't make me a pervert, and it sure as hell didn't mean she felt the same way about me. The conversation was over, and I stood up.
'You're wrong, Ash, and I'm not going there. This problem is your making, not mine, and you need to find a solution that doesn't involve me seducing my own mother.'
'I thought you'd say that, and I get how you feel. It was a lot to ask.' she looked at me quizzically.
'It's no good looking at me like that! You've put me in an impossible dilemma, Ash. I can do nothing and watch the family fall apart, or I can seduce Mum, which is just plain wrong. What sort of dodgy choice is that?'
She smiled sympathetically. 'It's a brother's dilemma, Tom, from a sister who loves you. At least my idea might keep us all together. Can you just think about it?'
'No, I won't. It's a fucked-up idea.'
Ash laughed. 'Yes you will,' she replied. 'It's in your head now, and you'll think about it a lot.'
*
She was right, of course. What had seemed invisible before was suddenly revealed – the way Mum smiled at me, the occasional glances when she thought I was looking elsewhere and, when she could, the little touches on my arm or shoulder or hand. It wasn't sexual, I'm sure, but to my now sensitive way of thinking it did seem a bit more than normal. Whatever normal was.
The thing was, now I was aware of it I found myself responding: a smile where I'd not even noticed one before, or a squeeze of her hand when those long, slim fingers touched mine. I realised too that most of the interaction occurred when the other two were out of the room, almost as if she didn't want them to see, and every time she did it I felt a little warm glow in the pit of my belly.
Ash noticed, though. She'd walked past the kitchen just as Mum was giving me a meaningful smile and afterwards she nudged me in the hallway. 'I told you, she whispered, 'she fancies you.' I can't remember what I replied, but it made me realise that Mum's little ways weren't as transparent as she'd thought. I didn't feel guilty, though: it was harmless stuff and if it made her feel better I was for it.
A couple of weeks later Dad announced at the dinner table that he had to go to Bristol for a couple of days.
'I thought things were pretty quiet for you,' I said, wincing as Ash kicked me under the table. 'In fact, I heard the company was laying off a few contractors.'
'You're right – it is quiet here, although I think we're OK for staff,' he replied. 'But head office is aggressively marketing in the west, and we're starting to get results. Unfortunately it means I have to spend a bit of time away.'
'Don't BT and PlusNet have Bristol covered?'
He nodded. 'They do, pretty much, but we're interested in the rural sector between here and there. Phil's been working on a strategic partnership with Now Broadband which seems to be coming together. If it does, we can expect work in Wiltshire and Gloucestershire, and perhaps even in the West Country.'
'And what about you, Ashley?' Mum asked. 'Will you be around for the next few days?
'I've got a few days between assignments and I thought I'd pop over and see Millie.'
'You seem to spend a lot of time with her.' I couldn't help myself.
'She works for a marketing company and I'm majoring in marketing. Go figure, Tom.'
Millie lived in Guildford and Dad was going west, to Bristol. The only figuring to be done was where the hotel was, what he'd be doing to my sister in it – as if I didn't know. Ash had a wooden expression on her face and she kicked me under the table again, so I left it alone.
I glanced at my mother who was sitting at the foot of the table, but she didn't seem overly upset at the thought that her husband was going away again. Perhaps she was getting used to it. And she didn't look like she'd picked up on the fact that every time he was away, Ash was too, although I wondered how long that would take.
'So it looks like you and me again, Tom,' she said quietly. 'You're going to be here, aren't you? Perhaps we can do something together – you know, take in a movie or whatever.'
I nodded in agreement and tried not to wince as Ash kicked me for the third time.
*
'Have you thought about it?' It was pouring with rain and I'd agreed to drive my sister to the railway station.
'Thought about what?'
She punched me in the shoulder and laughed. 'You know exactly what I mean.'
'Well, I have – and the answer is still no.'
'Why not? It's the perfect answer to our little problem.'
'It's not our problem, Ash – it's your problem, and it's not a little one either; and for the record, you can't solve them with the same level of thinking that created them.'
'Says who?'
'Says Albert Einstein, for a start – that was his quote, and I think its spot on. Two wrongs don't make a right.'
Ash lapsed into silence for a while, staring through the rain-speckled windscreen. She was wearing a honey chamois jacket over a cream dress, and it looked stunning.
I held out an olive branch. 'Is that a new jacket?'
She smiled. 'Do you like it?'
'I do. It looks expensive.'
'I wouldn't know. Dad bought it for me.'
'Really? A gift for the Mistress.' The words came out before I could stop them, and I saw them strike home.
She turned to me with eyes like chips of granite. 'You can call me what you want, Tom, but this isn't going away. You can drop me off here.'
'It's raining, Ash, and there's still half a mile to the station.'
'I'd rather get wet than listen to you. Pull over.'
I dropped her off and drove to work, troubled. Ash and I had always got on but the cracks were beginning to show. It occurred to me that I was blaming her more than him, and I thought about it for a while. Dad was eighteen years older than her and should have known better, but I understood what he was doing. You only had to see Ash walking down the street to want her, and he was not even in his middle years yet. Any guy would be pleased to have her in his bed.
But it was more than that, because deep down I was jealous. Until all this started she'd just been my sister, but knowing she was into incest made me wonder what would have happened if I'd made a play for her. Would I be driving somewhere, right now, excited by the prospect of a spine-shattering fuck with the most beautiful girl I knew? And how much of that excitement would be because it was a secret affair, filled with risk and danger? Quite a lot, probably. Illicit sex was always going to be more exciting than routine sex, and fucking your sister would top the list.
I parked the car at the office and went in, my mind troubled. Being angry with Ash was one thing, but being jealous of her was another - and jealousy was the most destructive of all emotions. I guess it was then that I realised their affair had the potential do so much more than split up our parents – it could scatter the four of us to the winds.
*
'I didn't want to cook tonight, so I've booked a table at Giovanni's,' my mother announced.
I put my coat on the table and leaned forward for a kiss on the cheek, nodding my acceptance. 'That sounds nice, but I'll pay my share.'
'No need, Tom, I've got it covered.'
'I'm sure you have, but I can't have people thinking you're a Cougar.'
She looked at me blankly. 'What's a Cougar?'
'It's a wild cat from Northern America, like a mountain lion.'
'I know that, silly! I mean, why would people think I was one?'
She was fussing in the kitchen, tidying up bits and pieces but I saw that she'd changed into a nice dress, and her make-up was perfect. She looked fifteen years younger than her age, and I regretted the remark. 'A cougar is a term for women who like picking up younger men, Mum, but don't worry about it – I was joking. You look younger than me. In fact, you look fantastic.'
She'd bent down to get a bottle of wine, and my eyes were drawn like magnets to the glorious view of the lacy black bra she was wearing and the two pert breasts nestling in it.
'Do you think so?' She'd seen where my eyes were as she stood up, and was smiling.
'I know so.' My cheeks were colouring at being caught. 'What time is the table booked for?'
'Seven, but I thought we could have a drink first – it's the end of the week.'
'Sure. Do I have time for a shower?'
'That would be a good idea. You smell of printer's ink.'
'Journalists don't use printer's ink any more, Mum, it's all on computers now.'
'Whatever.' She was still smiling, pleased at the compliment and my covert interest in her body. 'I'll pour you a drink.'
As I stood under the shower I remembered what Ash had said a week or so ago, about dinner dates with Mum. I'd laughed it off at the time but here we were off to Giovanni's, which was one of the more expensive and intimate restaurants in town. I'd only been there once or twice when I was trying to impress a chick.
And now my Mum was taking me there too, and she looked as excited as a young girl on her first date. I had the uncomfortable feeling that Ash was right, and I realised that I was enjoying it. Hell, if Ash was up close and personal with Dad, a little flirting with Mum couldn't hurt, could it? Being worried about her marriage would knock her self-confidence around, and letting her have a bit of fun wouldn't hurt. After all, it was only flirting and I was only doing it for her.
I dressed in my smartest pants and shirt, and used a little of the expensive after-shave she'd given me for Christmas, and I wondered downstairs to find her in the lounge room. She gestured at the glasses on the table. 'I thought we'd have a bottle of red from your father's cellar. I've had some already and it's really good.'
'It's sixty quid a bottle, Mum! I can't drink that.'
She shrugged. 'He's never here to argue about it Tom, and if we don't enjoy it, who will? Ashly doesn't drink red.'
Bringing Ash into that sentence begged a question but I let it pass and raised the glass, smiling at her. 'Well, here's to us. And can I say how much I'm looking forward to taking the most beautiful woman in Abingdon on a date tonight.'
'Oh, get away with you,' she said. I could see she was pleased though, both with the compliment and, I suspected, because I'd used the word 'woman' rather than 'Mum'. Perhaps I should call her Eleanor for the night - except that would be a bit weird.
She patted the sofa next to her. 'Come and sit down. We've got a bit of time before the taxi comes.' She took a mouthful of her drink and laughed. 'Your fathers got a good taste in wine, at least,' she said, 'and we've got a whole cellar full, so make the most of it.' She clinked glasses and we drank.
'Don't be angry with him, Mum – he's trying his best for the family -'
She gave me a look and I closed my mouth. It wouldn't serve any purpose tonight, and I could see she didn't want to talk about it. There was an uncomfortable silence for a moment while I desperately thought of something else to say.
'Is that a new dress? I don't remember seeing it before.'
'It is, Tom. Do you like it?'
'Very much. It makes you look young.' It did, too – a sheath of blue in a kind of satin that clung to her body. On some women it would have looked like mutton dressed as lamb, but on her youthful figure it really worked.
'You don't think it's a bit...um, too revealing?' She thrust out her bosom.
'No, there's a bit of cleavage showing but it's...nice. If I was dating you I'd think it was very nice.'
She gave a low chuckle. 'Good answer. I bet you never thought your mother would ask you what you thought of her breasts.'
'Actually, you didn't. You asked if the dress was too revealing. If you want me to pass judgement on your breasts you'll have to give me a look at them.'
'Tom Channing!' She pretended to be all indignant. 'What a thing to say.'
'Well, I reckon I was about nine months old when I last saw them. From what I remember they were really nice, too.'
She looked at me, smiling. 'Are you flirting with me, young man?'
'I am, unashamedly. Tonight is the night for flirting, don't you think?' I took another sip of my wine. 'Are we allowed to take a bottle of this to the restaurant, do you think?'
'Flirting and trying to get me drunk! It looks like I underestimated you, young fellow.' She laughed softly. 'Thank you - It's been a while since anybody did either of those two things to me.'
'Are you telling me that blokes at the office don't try it on? That's hard to believe.'
Mum shook her head. 'Everyone's toeing the Political Correctness path now. You can't even look at someone without being accused of sexual harassment, so nobody says or does anything that's not connected to work. Even the traditional Christmas parties have disappeared.' She smiled suddenly, thinking back. 'Mind you, they were just an excuse to try and get into each other's pants.' She giggled. 'I could tell you a few stories about what went on – um, before I met your Dad, of course.'
'I happen to know that you met Dad when you were sixteen. So how many office Christmas parties had you been to by then?'
She laughed and waved her glass at me. 'Oops. You got me, son. I guess we were all a bit wild then.'
So Mum had gone to racy parties even after she was married! It didn't mean she'd done anything, but she must have been a bit of hot stuff. I mean, she was beautiful now, but as a teen she must have been stunning. I wondered just how wild she'd been – perhaps I'd hear a bit more over dinner.
'And what about you, Tom?' She held out her glass for a refill and waited while I poured. 'I don't see you going out with many girls.'
'Ellie's dating someone else.'
Mum furrowed her brow. 'Did I ever meet her?'
'I'm not sure. Slim, brown hair brown eyes – older than me. She had freckles on the bridge of her nose and laughed a lot, very loudly.' I didn't think it was worth mentioning that she fucked a lot, too – and not all with me.



'How much older was she?' the question came quickly.
I met her eyes. 'She was twenty nine.'
'Did you sleep with her?'
'Wow, there's a question for your mother to ask! Are you sure you want to know?'
Mum shook her head. 'Sorry – you're right, its none of my business.' She drained the last of her wine and stood up. 'The taxi should be here any minute now, Tom, so let's go.'
I got to my feet too, and on impulse I leaned forward and kissed her. Not on the cheek, like I always did, but full on the mouth. I think she was too surprised to do anything at first and we stood there with our lips locked for a few seconds. Long enough for me to enjoy their pliability and to register just how delicious she tasted; and then she gently pushed me away and looked into my face.
'What was that for?'
'For taking me on a date...and because I love you.'
It wasn't exactly a sexual kiss but it sure as hell wasn't a peck on the cheek either, and I'd half expected her to admonish me – but she didn't. Instead, her face lit up in pleasure and she took my arm and led me to the door.
*
The table at Giovanni's was tucked away in a corner, with a bottle of red already opened and the candles lit. The maître d' ushered us to it with a flourish and fussed around Mum, making sure she was seated comfortably and unfolding the crisp white napkin for her.
'So did you?' she asked, after he'd left us alone.
'Did I what?'
'Sleep with her.' She was smiling at me, her eyes shining in the candlelight.
'I thought you said that was none of your business.'
'It's funny how sex is a taboo subject in the family,' she replied. 'We tell each other all sorts of things about what we've done each day and how we feel, but none of us ever utter a word about our love lives. We should, don't you think?'
'Does that mean you'll tell me about yours?'
'If you want, but I thought kids didn't like hearing about the stuff their parents get up to in the bedroom.'
'Not about you and Dad. Tell me what you did at the wild office parties you went to.'
'Ah, them.' I could see her thinking, remembering back, wondering if she should tell me. She'd left school pregnant with Ash and then had me in quick succession, so I was pretty sure she'd not started work until well into her marriage. Had she played around? I couldn't imagine it, but then you never really knew what your parents had got up to. Everybody has a dirty little secret and perhaps this was hers.
'I don't think I should,' she said at length. 'You'd never think of me the same way again.' I was clear she did want to tell me.
'I'll tell if you do – and there's only the two of us, Mum. Nobody else will ever know.'
She opened her mouth to answer but the waiter suddenly appeared and we spent the next few minutes choosing our meals. He scribbled down the order and departed with a flourish.
'Tell me about your job Tom,' she said. 'I've never really understood what you do.'
'Do you know what a copy boy is?'
'Not really.'
'When newspapers were put together manually, the copy boy used to take typed stories from the person who'd written them to the editor. The stories had about six copies each using carbon paper, and once the editor had approved it he'd take the copies to the typesetters.'
She wrinkled her brow. 'Surely we don't do that now?'
'Not at all. It's all on computers but there's still a process to make sure the story is written, checked and approved before it gets put in the final proof. I'm involved in that process but they still call us copyboys. I guess the Press, like a lot of other outfits, likes the idea of tradition.'
I spent the next ten minutes explaining exactly what I did and some of the stories I'd covered, making it as interesting as I could. She was a good listener and laughed when I told her the story of the woman who'd come into the office one day.
'She was in stitches – couldn't speak. She had to sit down for a few minutes to compose herself. And when she could finally get the words out she asked if she could put a notice in the Classifieds. Of course we said yes, and we gave her a form and she dutifully filled it in.' I paused for a moment to take a swig of my wine, which tasted mysteriously like the bottle we'd been drinking at home. Mum must have brought a second one around to the restaurant earlier.
'Anyway, when the receptionist read it she burst out laughing too, and she took it to the sub-editor, and he showed it to me. It said: Will the person who stole that half bottle of whiskey from my bag on the way to work this morning please report to a medical centre after they've drunk it. The bottle was the only container I could find and it contained my urine sample for a Urinary Tract Infection.'
Mum laughed. 'You must get a few funny things happen at work.'
'A few. I remember when – ah, here's our meal.'
The waiter whisked our plates onto the table and we ate, chatting as we did so. Mum and I would talk at home of course, but not as much as tonight, and I found myself really enjoying her company. She had a quirky sense of humour that tended to the naughty side, something I hadn't really focused on before, and she had a way of making you feel as if you were the only other person in the room.
I asked her if all was well between her and Dad. She took a long sip of her wine before answering – just thinking time, I guess. 'No, I don't think it is, Tom,' she ventured at last. 'He's been...distant for a few weeks now, and we don't – well, you don't want to know what we don't do.' She regarded me for a moment. 'And the surprising thing is, I'm over it now. I'm not even angry, you know? We got married young and neither of us had time to sow our oats, and I've often wondered if the time would come when he'd want to do that.'
'But what about you, Mum,' I asked. 'You're young. You need to have someone.'
She gave a little smile. 'Are you saying I should start sleeping around?'
'I – uh, well, I mean if he's sowing his oats then -'
'I know what you meant,' she said gently, 'and no, I'm not hunting around for someone to sleep with. But you're right – if he can do it, so can I, if the right person shows up. I'm not going to be a Nun for the rest of my life.'
It was an astonishing admission from someone who, in all the years I'd known her, seemed utterly devoted to my Dad; but then you never really know what other people are like – even the ones closest to you. And the funny thing was, I understood. She was young, and she was certainly gorgeous; and even though she didn't know it, her husband and daughter were rooting like rabbits so if there was any justice in the world she should find some happiness, even out of that train wreck. I just didn't want her to get hurt hooking up with the wrong guy.
'When you find this guy, do I get to check him out?'
She laughed. 'Sure, you will.'
We moved on to other subjects then, talking easily with each other and after the meal was cleared I opened a new bottle of wine. She'd drunk most of the last one, but it didn't seem to have affected her much.
'I need to ask you a question which you may find um...odd,' she said suddenly, 'and I want you to answer truthfully, even if you think it will upset me. Can you do that?'
'Sure, as long as it's not about my cross-dressing habit.'
'Very funny. No, it's about Ashley.'
So here it comes, I thought, and even though I'd known she would ask me one day, I still wasn't ready and I felt my heart beating faster. I also felt a sudden pang of anger towards my sister for putting me in this position. She was probably having sex with Dad right now, while I was about to be put on the spot by a scorned mother and wife.
'Do you think she's having a relationship with Millie?'
I almost laughed out loud in relief and at the utter improbability of the idea, but managed to keep my face straight. 'No, I don't,' I replied, 'in fact I know she isn't. What on earth would make you think that?'
'She's in love, Tom, and she goes to stay with Millie a lot.'
'What makes you think she's in love?'
'I'm her mother. I know.'
'It's not Millie. Ash isn't like that -'
'Well, if it isn't her,' she said after a few moments, 'and it isn't someone from around here, who is it?' She sat for a few moments deep in thought, and I desperately tried to think of something to change the subject.
'Did you sleep with her?' she asked suddenly.
'With Ash?' I was startled by the sudden change in direction.
'No, silly. I mean with your girlfriend...whatsername.'
'Ellie.' I laughed, partly at being on safer ground. 'You don't give up, do you?'
'I'm just curious, Tom. You never mentioned her, or other girls. Not like Ashley, who was always coming home with a broken heart.'
'Ash was – is – far more beautiful than me. She was always going to have a lot of boyfriends.' I held my glass up to the candle and turned it slowly as I thought, watching how the soft yellow light flickered though the crimson liquid. It was the third time tonight she'd asked me about my sex life and I realised the eyes that met mine across the table were unnaturally bright, and the smile more inviting than just a mother's smile.
Maybe it was the easy intimacy of the evening, or the alcohol talking; or perhaps her suspicions about Ash and my Dad had left her feeling insecure. Or maybe, just maybe, she'd forgotten it was her son sitting in front of her and she was re-living her younger days, when every syllable across a table like this was part of an exciting game. She's turned on.
And in that second I decided to tell her exactly what I'd done to Ellie on that first night, in graphic detail. It would either revolt or excite her and, even though I didn't have much experience with women, I was betting on the latter – and I suddenly wanted to find out just where this conversation would take us
'Did I sleep with Ellie?' I replied, 'yeah, sure I did – in fact I lost my virginity to her. Do you want me to tell you about it?'
I watched her nod eagerly, her dark eyes shining in the candlelight and her little pink tongue licking her lips, and so I told her about the night I first fucked Ellie Jackson.
*
'We need to go somewhere,' said Ellie. She was sitting next to him, touching his thigh under the table, and she could feel a familiar warmth seeping into her loins.
'Where?'
'My place isn't far from here – we can go there.'
Tom looked at the faces around the table, flushed with alcohol. Benny, his best friend, caught his eye and winked. A blonde girl was sitting on his lap whose name Tom couldn't remember, but she was laughing loudly at something and he saw she was very drunk.
'What about Susan?' he asked Ellie. She was opposite them, talking to a thin guy with close set eyes. Tom knew the two girls had arrived together.
Ellie shrugged. 'She can find her own way home.'
He nodded and pushed his chair back to stand up. 'We're off,' he announced to the others. There was a little cheer as he took Ellie's hand and walked away. Everyone knew Tom hadn't had a girl yet and they knew of her reputation too, although nobody had told him.
It was cold outside and she snuggled up to him. 'You're lovely,' she said. 'Has anyone told you that?'
'Only my Mum.'
Ellie giggled. 'I bet you have lots of girls telling you. I bet you're a real Casanova.'
'Not really. How far away is your place?'
'Just around the corner. It's not much but it's warm and dry. You don't have to be anywhere soon do you?'
He shook his head and looked down at her as she talked. She was very short, perhaps only five three, but she had a pretty face framed by dark curly hair that hung to her shoulders, and a nice smile. Benny had been right - she was a good-looking girl.
'What about you?' he asked. 'Don't you have a guy?'
She laughed and shook her head. 'I don't get out much, so no. I wouldn't have gone out tonight if Benny and Pru hadn't asked me to, but they said there was a hot guy there, and as it was just around the corner I thought I'd try to meet him.'
'And then you met me,' he laughed, 'but I'm glad you came out too, Ellie.'
They walked in silence for a while, down the street and around the corner until they reached the doorway of a little terrace house. Ellie opened it and stepped back to let him in. The lounge room was small and desperately untidy, but she took off her coat and shucked off her dress, dropping them to the floor. Her underwear was small and lacy and it looked good on the trim little body. She did a little pirouette, smiling with her little elfin face.
'What do you think?'
'I think I want you.'
'You can have me.' Her lips closed over his, warm and wet, tasting vaguely of cigarettes and vodka, and his cock reared up, painfully constrained in his jeans. He fumbled to pull them down and it bobbed out, as stiff as a stick.
Ellie dropped to her knees and grasped him with one slender hand. She studied the shaft for a moment as if assessing its size before opening her mouth to take him in. He watched her soft pink lips slide along its length until they were pressed against the crisp curls of his pubic hair.
Tom let out a guttural groan. The head of his cock was jammed in the tight constraint of her throat, and he could feel her gripping his buttocks to pull him deeper. There wasn't a millimetre of his shaft visible and he wondered idly how she did that.
For a long moment she was still, and then her head moved back and his rod appeared bit by bit, sliding from between those soft, wet lips. It was shining in the light from the hallway and a dribble of slime slithered down her chin, although he couldn't tell if it was his or hers. At last the head of his cock popped free and she smiled up at him, her eyes crinkling at the corners.
'I'm your first, aren't I,' she said. It was neither a question nor a statement and he knew then that Benny had told her. 'You can cum in my mouth if you like, and then we'll have some fun.' Before he could answer she opened her lips and took him back in.
Tom closed his eyes to savour his first delicious experience of oral sex. The angle of penetration drove his glans along the ridges on the roof of her mouth, and in delicious contrast, the soft flesh of her bottom lip slithered along the underside. She was using her tongue, too – little feather licks on his frenulum as the head popped free, and both his pleasure and carnal desire ratcheted up quickly.
He seized her hair, soft and springy under his fingers, and began to fuck her face with long, slow strokes, looking down at her to capture the visual image as well as the physical sensation. His shaft looked massive against the little waiflike face and her eyes opened wider with every thrust, adding to the impression of overwhelming volume. She couldn't speak but he could see her eyes, filled with delight in the act of being taken, pleasure at his size; and anticipation at what she knew would surely follow.
He didn't last long – not this first time, and not with a partner who knew what she was doing. He felt his balls tingling, the first sign of an impending climax, and his shaft seemed to become impossibly stiffer as the blood surged through it. He experienced a primeval urge to be deeper still and his strokes became more frenetic, thrusting savagely to bury the great purple head into her throat as far as he could, conscious that she was struggling to take it, knowing she could hardly breathe. The features of the shabby little room around him became indistinct, his horizon shrinking until there was only her face and the shaft skewering into it; back and forth, back and forth - and all the time the tsunami of his pleasure spiraled ever upwards until he was poised on the very brink of a chasm.
With a hoarse cry Tom's orgasm burst upon him, and he unleashed a long rope of hot cum into her throat. It was followed by a second, and then a third, his balls twitching as they pumped. He saw she was choking on it, her eyes bulging and fingers scrabbling at his thighs to push him back. Another jet sprayed between her gasping lips as his cock bobbed free, and then a fifth across her nose and one eye. She was coughing to try and clear her airway; clumps of sperm spraying from her throat to splatter onto his belly, but he couldn't stop and a sixth ribbon leapt into her hair, where it lay glistening amongst the black shiny curls.
And as the last dribbles of his seed oozed from his cock he stood back, his heart hammering in his chest. She was gasping for oxygen, her face red and eyes streaming, and he saw her throat working to swallow what was too deep to expel. There was a tea towel on the nearby bench and he passed it to her, watching as she wiped the tears and spit and semen from her face, and as she finally caught her breath.
'Jesus Christ!' she managed at last. 'I wasn't expecting that.'
'I – I'm sorry, Ellie. You said it was OK to -'
She smiled up at him. 'No...I meant it went down my throat instead of into my mouth. I'm usually a bit quicker to get it right, and you had a lot.' She rose to her feet to kiss his mouth, the pungent taste of semen on her lips, and then she stood back and shed her bra and panties, and led him upstairs.
Ellie's body was small but beautifully proportioned and he loved it from the moment he saw it. Her dress had hidden the curve of her waist and the delicious swell of her buttocks, and had even suppressed the surprisingly large breasts sitting high and firm on her ribcage. Each was capped by a nipple as stiff as a pebble and she offered him one as he lay in her bed, like an appetizer to the gourmet feast to follow.
She was a good teacher. He was very horny and would have plundered her in an instant, but she shook her head, smiling, and pressed him gently to the mattress before climbing on top. 'Let's do this slowly,' she said.
Ellie pressed her vulva to his mouth, and showed him how to tease its lips whilst avoiding the sensitive nub at their juncture, and how to scoop the cream from between them with the tip of his tongue. She wriggled on his face, grunting softly with pleasure, and taught him how to enjoy the different tastes and textures there: the succulent softness of her labia and the tangy piquancy of her anus as it twitched under his tongue. She knew exactly what she wanted and she took him on the journey with her.
And at last, when Tom thought he would burst from the need to have her, she crouched above him with his shaft in her hand.
'You'll never forget this,' she whispered. 'You'll always remember the first time you fucked me.'
It was true. He would never forget the first kiss of her vulva on his swollen red knob, nor the delicious feeling as he breached its fat wet lips. He would always remember the sight of his cock disappearing inch by inch into that wriggling little body; and the look in her eyes as she felt it skewering upwards like an arrow. And he would forever recall the sucking tightness of her cunt, and how it twitched around him as she finally impaled herself to the hilt.
And by and by she began to rise and fall, slowly at first, delighting in the sight of his rod appearing magically from her body. Lifting herself until only the very tip was touching her; watching while a few drops of juice fell from her sex to anoint the purple head - then laughing in delight and wonder at what they were doing before gradually swallowing him up again.
He didn't remember how long he fucked her that way; but he did recall that every time he felt the seeds of his cum she stopped moving, waiting until they retreated; and then she would start again - those long, slow withdrawals eliciting a sense of loss, and the delicious kiss of her flesh as she engulfed him again - and again, and again.
At last she lifted herself from the bed. 'It's time,' she whispered, and she knelt on the mattress, offering herself to him in complete surrender. Her posture thrust the mound of venus back, and he saw her cunt set within it like a delicious flower, clean and tight and pink, its moist petals furled back and the stigma open and ready to be pollinated.



With a little cry he plunged his rampant cock into her, hearing the explosive grunt of her breath as she absorbed its full length; and he seized her hips and began to saw into her with long, slick strokes though the pelvic girdle and into that delicious, thrumming body. He understood that up to now it had been his time, but now it was hers. This was her favourite position, crouched like a little animal being taken, with tight fists of pleasure clutching the sheets and a slack expression on her face as she was fucked. This was her time; and so he gritted his teeth to hold back, to make it as good as he possibly could - to ignore the delicious odour of wet cunt, and the pungent scent of semen on her skin. To disregard the feel of her tight little tube enveloping him, clutching like a voracious mouth, and to forget the whimpers and groans as the tide of her pleasure grew.
At last Ellie's climax burst upon her like a Tsunami and she shrieked, her head thrashing from side to side and her body twitching spasmodically. It went on and on, each convulsion of her body seemingly better than the last. Her cunt clamped around him like a vice and he closed his eyes, desperately trying to think of other things. But it was no good for his own orgasm was upon him, and with a hoarse cry he unleashed the waiting load with a long, quivering jet that burst into the wriggling little body beneath him.
Ellie felt its heat and she screamed - a primeval, quivering cry that ended with a groan of utter delight. She felt a second jet enter her and then a third, and she imagined his sperm spraying into the quivering tube of her cunt to coat it in a film of clinging white. She felt helpless, plundered like a rag doll, and deep inside she experienced a sudden ache as his cock battered her cervix, basting it with living seed.
And for a long time afterwards they did not move, delighting in the twitching of his cock as it released the final dribbles of his sperm, and the pulsing suck of her cunt as she drew it into her body. Next door a stifled giggle announced that Ellie's roommate was there, having her own fun.
At length Ellie eased forward and his shaft fell free. She drew him to her and they lay together quietly.
'Wow!' she said at last. 'You're a natural. Can you give me a minute? I just need to catch my breath and have a drink.' She regarded him with bold eyes. 'Can you stay the night?'
Tom nodded, his mind in turmoil. He had thought his life was set out, but the world had suddenly tilted and that all he had counted as important had just been swept away.
*
Mum's eyes were like organ stops as she stared at me across the table. 'Jesus, Tom!' she said at last. 'I didn't expect that!'
'You asked me to tell you.'
'Yes, but I wasn't expecting it in living colour...bloody hell!'
'Did I offend you?'
She shook her head. 'No – it's just that we've never talked like that before.' Even in the dim light I could see a flush of high colour in her cheeks, and the eyes that regarded me wore an expression I'd never seen before.
'So you've broken up with Ellie?' She saw me nod in agreement. 'Um - so who do you -' the unfinished words lay on the table between us: who do you get your sex from now?
'Nobody. I just have to manage myself until someone else comes along.'
'Me too.' She laughed, a little self-effacing chuckle, and glanced around the room as if to check who was within hearing before leaning over the table towards me. 'When I got married I thought sex would be on tap whenever I wanted it, but it's surprising how quickly things change. I'm not embarrassing you, am I?'
'Not a bit. You're still young and beautiful, Mum – why shouldn't you enjoy it?'
'I do – or at least I did, but I think your Dad has other things on his mind now. I think -' she stopped suddenly and I could see the look in her eyes, wondering if she'd gone too far already, wanting to say more but worried about pushing too far. For the first time, I saw that she was nervous.
'You think what, Mum?' I prompted gently.
'Well – you know...I think I'm like you, Tom, all alone with nobody to go with. But I don't suppose you want to know all about my sex life, do you.'
Her tone was flat. There was no inflection on the last two words to make it a question, but I was sure it was. I suddenly remembered Ash's words all those weeks ago ...the only thing stopping her is the fear you'd be disgusted. She needed reassurance and she'd found a way to ask, to see if I was willing to play. Do you want to know about my sex life? Just say yes and the sky's the limit.
I don't know how long I sat there looking at my mother...a few seconds perhaps, although it seemed much longer. Her face was more familiar than any other on this earth. She'd carried me in her body, pushed me into the world from between those slim, golden thighs; nurtured and guided me for nineteen years, laughed and cried and rejoiced in my journey from a mewling infant to a young man. And though all those years I'd seen her through the prism of a child regarding his mother.
And now she sat there with pouting lips and nipples stiff enough to poke holes in her dress, and the big grey eyes filled with an expression of – what? Hope? Anticipation? A desperate plea not to spend another night in an empty bed? And suddenly I understood that the old prism was shattered, and I was free to see her as something else. I'd gone from son to confidante and, if I was willing, could go to something far beyond. The question was, did I want that?
It took me a nanosecond to figure it out and I reached across the table and took her hand. 'If it's part of you, of course I do,' I said, 'and we can do whatever you want.'
*
We had one of those taxi drivers who wanted to chatter, so we didn't share any more thoughts on the way home – but we didn't need to. The minute we sat down her hand stole into mine and I could almost feel the sexual energy crackling through her skin. It was extraordinary, because neither of us knew quite what was going to happen, but both understood something would.
We practically ran down the driveway and into the house, slamming the door before turning to each other. The front room was just as we had left it: the breakfast things ready for the morning; the light from the table lamp casting the familiar soft shadows and the faces in the picture frames just as they had always been. But it wasn't the same – not by a baker's mile. We'd gone out as mother and son and returned as something different, and the atmosphere zinged with anticipation.
She didn't say a word. She just gave me a sizzling look and then put her mouth over mine and kissed me – a long, slow smoochy kiss like the one I'd given her earlier, but ten times longer and better. I'd often admired Mum's lips – they were full and soft and a perfect shape, but I'd never imagined until today what they would feel like planted on mine like that: and the answer was, fucking fantastic. And it was only to get better as she opened them just a little and penetrated me with her tongue.
I don't know how long we stood there kissing, but it was a long time. She had a thing with her lips – first the soft press of them on mine, and then a little nibble using the soft flesh of her underlip to tease mine; and then her tongue, slipping into my mouth to find my own. Little feather touches right on the tip; tingling, electric, slippery and warm and sweet. And every now and again she'd mash her lips harder on mine and try suck the tonsils just about right out of my mouth, and I'd do the same to her. It was perfect.
I'd pretty much kept my hands to myself up to then but as the temperature rose I slid them to her breasts and checked them out through the rumpled material of her dress; and every time I palmed them she groaned softly and pushed against me. I dropped my hands to her ass, my other favourite viewing area. They were perfect – each one filling my palm whilst my fingers fitted under the curl of each buttock where it joined her crack. There wasn't an ounce of fat on her, thanks to the daily work-outs she did, and her body felt lean and warm as it pressed against the length of mine. I could smell her too: the fragrance of her perfume, mostly, and the crisp scent of her shampoo - but there was something else. too: a tinge of musk – the faint odour of arousal that gradually grew stronger as her desire ratcheted up.
By then my cock was as hard as a baseball bat, and I knew she could feel it as she started pressing her hips forward and grinding her loins against mine. Ellie had been much shorter than me but Mum was just the right height, and our bits just slotted together: my log pressing perfectly into the crease between those long, beautiful legs. I began to move my hips gently, dry humping her, imagining what it would be like to slide into the warm, vibrant slit just a few millimetres from my shaft.
The escalation from kissing to humping caused her to pull away and she held my face gently with both hands. I remember thinking that this was it – she would back off and we'd each go to our rooms as hot as pistols to beat off. But she didn't.
'Do you want this, Tom?' her voice was husky with desire. 'You know if we do this, nothing will ever be the same again. Are you ready for that?'
I nodded, my eyes on her face, and she took my hand and led me upstairs.
*
You'd think a woman approaching middle age would be bashful of her body, but Mum wasn't. She'd always taken care of herself though, with gymnastics four times a week and regular visits to the beautician, and it showed. She looked like a twenty-five-year-old rather than a mother with two kids.
The dress dropped away in a whisper of silk and she stood beside the bed in that little black lacy bra and matching panties. In the soft illumination of the table lamp her body looked flawless and I stood for a moment just soaking it in: the long graceful neck, the delicate structure of her shoulders, the curve of her waist and the swell of her hips, all fashioned by a craftsman. She had her legs slightly astride – those long, perfect legs and I drank in their shape and texture, my eyes roaming over them before settling on the little black panties at their juncture. They were stretched as tight as a second skin, accentuating the contours of her mound and the shadow of her sex crouching within it, and I felt my mouth go dry.
I ripped off my shirt and dropped my pants and we stood before each other for a few moments. She reached behind her to undo the hook on her bra and it fell free. Her breasts were still firm, sitting high on her ribcage and I saw the nipples were thick and swollen with desire.
'Now you, Tom,' she whispered. She was looking at the tent in my pants.
I wouldn't say I have the biggest cock in the world, nor the smallest– but I reckon it was the hardest one at that moment. It bobbed free as I pulled down my jocks, the glans purple and shining and the shaft as thick as a stick. I watched her expression as she looked at it: the hooded eyes, the lips slightly apart, a shadow of something flitting across her face – surprise that her little boy wasn't so little, perhaps, or maybe a twinge of lust. It was only for a second or two, and then her eyes came back to my face to watch my expression as she hooked her thumbs under the elastic of her panties and slid them down over her thighs.
Like everything about her, my mother's pussy was neat, sitting below a crown of hair as fine as spun gold. The lips were slightly open and the flesh between them a delicate shell pink, fresh and clean and shining with moisture. It looked small, too – certainly smaller than my knob, which by then felt massive as it reacted to the delicious sight before me. I stared at her crack, imagining how it would feel to break into it: envisaging how tight it would be as those delicate lips stretched wide to take me inside.
She must have had the same thoughts as she moved quickly to where I stood and dropped to her knees, her hand reaching out to grasp my cock. For a second or two she stared up at my face, and then she turned and took me into her mouth.
How can I possibly describe what I felt at that moment? Physically it was devine: her soft, wet lips opening just enough to engulf my knob but tight enough to grip as I slid into her face. Her mouth was warm and her tongue slithered along the underside of my shaft as it entered her, inch by inch, sliding ever deeper until the constriction of her throat and the fluttering of her hands told me to stop. But it was more than that: it was the sight of her, my mother, crouching on the floor with my cock buried in her throat. It was the sheer fucking eroticism of that glorious, illicit moment as I first penetrated her in the sanctity of my parents' bedroom, and the knowledge that if we were caught the world as we knew it would come to an end.
I'd thought Ellie had been good at giving head, but she paled into insignificance compared to Mum. For the next ten minutes she treated me to a stunning demonstration of how to eat cock, with a finesse and enthusiasm that literally took my breath away. It was the way she moved her mouth, the exacting pressure of her lips: soft and wet one moment and tight and rubbery the next; it was her tongue, curling around the exquisitely sensitive skin of my glans, or darting arrow like into the little hole in its end. It was the expression in her eyes watching my face to gauge my pleasure, and the way she gripped me at the root of my cock to tide the rising tornado of my cum.
She knew how to use the visual cues too, breaking away every now and again to rest my great purple knob against her beautiful, soft face whilst she looked at me like a young girl, lips wet and smiling. It was the way she let my lubrication drool in slimy cords from her chin; It was the expression in those cool grey eyes as if to say 'This is your mother, and I bet in your wildest dreams you didn't know I could do this.'
Twice she pinched off my impending orgasm, waiting until my corded hands relaxed and I caught my breath; and then she'd start again – long, gliding strokes into the back of her throat interspersed with short sharp bobs with her lips clamped just behind the head of my cock.
And then, when my vision greyed out for the third time, she pulled free and led me to the bed with a smile. 'Now it's your turn, Tom,' she whispered. 'Show me what you can do.'
I knelt between her outstretched legs and bent my head to her pussy. The lips were furled back and swollen with excitement, with a pearl of cream resting between them like a drop of precious elixir. I captured it on the tip of my tongue, delighting in its oily texture and the salty taste, and the knowledge that it had come from deep inside my mother's sex. She'd levered herself up to watch as I lapped at her vagina, my tongue sliding lightly into the furrow and I heard he little squeaks and sighs of pleasure, and the soft words she uttered.
'Oh God, yes...just there...just there. That's it! A little deeper – yes, push it in.' My mother's voice resonating in my ears.
And as I worked I noticed how her hands guided me, pulling me when she wanted my tongue deeper and pressing downwards to direct my mouth lower. I learned her clit was too sensitive to touch directly but she loved it when I used the soft inside of my bottom lip to stimulate it; and she delighted in the long, slow laps of my tongue too, from the very back of her sex to the soft, wet hair crowning it. She lifted her legs to allow me better access, rolling her hips upwards to thrust her sex against my mouth, delighting as my tongue darted into her as deep as I could push it.
She moaned softly when my tongue flickered over the puckered ring of her anus and her hands held me there, her voice gusty with passion. 'Jesus...ah, yes. Just there, Tom...that's so nice,' and then a soft, quivering sigh as I moved upwards to lap hungrily at the juice gathering there. I gathered it on my tongue as thick and sweet as custard, allowing it to rest on my taste buds before swallowing it; and then lapping to gather more.
I'd learned from her too. Twice she reached up towards her orgasm as my lips worked gently on her clitoris, and twice I waited until she spiraled towards the pinnacle before lifting my face to smile at her, my lips and chin soaked in her juices. And she'd gasp softly to catch her breath and pull me towards her for a long, passionate kiss before lifting her legs again in invitation.
'You're leaking,' she said during one short break. Her eyes were on my cock which was drooling pre-cum in long silver strands. I felt it would burst, and I told her.
'Then its time,' she said and her hands guided me as I mounted her, looking down between us as I climbed aboard. 'Go in slowly, Tom. I want to watch as well as feel you.'
I'll never forget the experience of penetrating my mother for the first time: the smear of silver love juice on the hot skin of my glans as it engaged. A soft sigh as she felt it press inwards, and then a frantic request to wait, to keep still, to share the moment. A snapshot of her body under mine: those glorious breasts with nipples as hard as organ stops; my cock half buried in her flesh, jerking slightly, a ring of fluid seeping from around it. The grip of her hands on my body holding me, begging me not to move as her flesh trembled around my shaft, and her voice soft with wonder as she whispered to me.
'Can you feel it Tom? You're inside me, my love.'
'I can, I can.'
'Is it good for you?'
'It's delicious. I love you, Mum.'
'I love you too, honey.'
I watched her face as I began to move again, sliding deeper inch by inch. The widening of her eyes, her mouth opening in a silent "O" of pleasure as she felt my shaft levering aside the clinging walls of her cunt. I felt her back arch to better absorb me, and heard her a small groan of pleasure as my pubic hair touched hers. I was buried inside her to the hilt and in a sudden rush of awareness I understood that no matter what the future might hold, this was a defining moment. It was my mother underneath me! This was a coupling so wrong that we would forever have a bond to bind us together. This was sex at its finest.
She began to move and I reciprocated with long, slippery strokes into her core. Delighting in the tightness of her flesh, in the little words she gasped into my ear telling me how good it was, and how much she loved it. She lifted her legs and locked them over my back and I slid even deeper. Her cunt was a river, oozing and dripping as I thrust back and forth. I could feel her juice smeared over my thighs and balls, hear the soggy thump of our flesh as it parted and joined and her fingers were like claws on my arms as the gasped frantic words of desire in that quiet and empty house.
'Fuck me, Tom! Go faster! God, yes...yes. Push deeper!'
I heard my own voice telling her I loved her, loved being inside her. Asking if I could cum into her, and I heard her tremulous reply.
'Yes, please yes! Cum into me, son. Fill me up...fill me up!'
The thought of impregnating my mother was enough to trigger my climax. My universe narrowed to encompass only her face and the glorious feeling of my shaft plunging into her body: back and forth, back and forth, each stroke lifting me higher, ratcheting me upwards to a place where there was only me and her; my cock and her pussy. Lifting me to the very pinnacle, to balance there for an eternity before I erupted into her squirming body.
She felt the first jet of my sperm and it triggered her own climax. Her shriek of ecstasy mirrored my own and her cunt clamped down on me, milking, milking, drawing out each burning ribbon of seed. It seemed to go on forever, one long rope after another spraying deep into her body, oozing back along her twitching tube to dribble onto the sheets. And still it came, weaker jets now but still enough for her to feel them, to gasp in wonder at the knowledge that it was her son's seed filling her.



And then it was done and I sank onto her body, still embedded in her, and we lay like that while the sweat cooled on our skin and my cock softened to fall free.
'You're dribbling out of me,' she said at last. There was laughter in her voice.
'I don't care.'
'The sheets will be ruined. There's about a gallon coming out.'
'I still don't care. I can always make more.'
A low laugh. 'You're right. I don't care either.' I could feel her heart beating against mine, sense the blood coursing through her body, and a wave of tenderness engulfed me.
'I love you, Mum,' I said.
'I love you too, honey. Stay with me tonight.'
I reached up and touched her face, pressed my lips to hers.
'Always, Mum.'
*
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THE ACCUMULATOR
September 1941
Stanley Greenhough carefully tightened the final screw in the new device, wiped his hands on an oily rag and stood back to admire his work. The cabinet stood before him, its lacquered surface gleaming under the garage lights and its brass fittings shining like strips of burnished gold on every edge. The inlaid tortoiseshell parquetry oozed expensive grandeur and the squat legs gave it a curiously old fashioned appearance, rather like the cabinets of the Victorian period, but he didn't mind. If anything, it gave the device an air of respectability -- something Millie would trust, for he knew she was an old-fashioned girl at heart.
The thought of Millie sent Stanley's mind racing and he sat down on the nearby bench to contemplate her. Millicent Anastasia Brown, his next-door neighbour. A trim girl of nineteen years...no, twenty. A shy, retiring girl who wore her clothes long to better hide her sleek limbs from lustful gaze. Stanley had never seen her limbs, but he had peeped at her trim ankles as she sat beside him from time to time, and he had seen the smooth pale skin of her wrists at the point they disappeared into the sleeves of whatever dress she was wearing. Her wrists and ankles were the stuff of his dreams, for they hinted at what lay beyond them. A long way beyond, it was true, but Stanley could envisage those forbidden treasures and although it seemed unlikely, he had resolved to possess them.
The question was, how? Millie's mother was a formidable woman in both temperament and stature. Aside from her physical size, which was considerable, she was the owner of a sharp tongue and a pair of icy blue eyes that seemed to perceive every impure thought in his heart. The woman was always there when Stanley called on her daughter, so finding time alone with Millie was difficult enough: but when he did, he seemed so shy and tongue-tied that any progress towards intimacy was glacially slow.
Stan groaned inwardly as he remembered the last time they had snatched a few moments together, sitting on the verandah of her house sipping lemonade. Millie looked especially delicious in a dress of white muslin with blue trimmings, her perfect little oval face peeping from beneath the chic beret and her eyes filled with life and laughter. Mrs. Brown -- Maude, although he could never call her that -- had retired inside for a few moments and he had seized the opportunity to tell the girl of his undying love.
"Millie -" he started. He lifted his hand as if to seize hers, but it fluttered unbidden to his lap instead.
"Yes Stanley?" She turned to look at him, those wondrous blue eyes windows into her soul. The words he had so carefully prepared fled in an instant to be replaced by an empty void. He stared at her silently.
"Yes, Stanley?" she repeated at length.
"I er...um...well, I - I wanted to tell you I hold you in high regard."
Millie's face lit up in a smile of unimaginable beauty, and Stanley's mind twisted into an even tighter knot of confusion. He had planned to use simple language -- to tell her he was hopelessly in love with her, and he dreamed of her every night and every waking minute of each day.
"Well, that's very kind of you Stanley," she said. "I hold you in similar regard. In fact - her eyelashes fluttered briefly -- "you are my very best friend."
Stanley didn't want to be her friend. He wanted to kiss those full, rosy lips, to feel her hot breath against his cheek as he drew his tongue over the soft, white flesh of her neck. He wanted to lift those voluminous petticoats to bury his face between her ivory thighs -- to ravish her trembling body. He imagined the little gasps of pleasure she would emit with every long, trembling stroke into her soft, subservient core, and the words she would whisper, urging him on -
"Stanley?" she was regarding him, her face creased in concern. "Are you all right?"
"Yes, yes, Mille. I'm sorry...I just -- thought of something."
"You turned quite red in the face."
"I'm sorry. I was just thinking." He paused, his mind imaging the horror she would feel had she guessed his imaginings. "I was thinking...well, perhaps I might take you out one evening." His eyes flickered to hers for a moment, judging the impact of his words. "Perhaps to a show, or for a dinner somewhere? We could be home by eight, so it would not be late. Do you think your mother might agree?"
Mille stared at the young man before her. She had seen that expression before: a longing for her as one might desire a puppy or an exquisite china doll of flawless porcelain. He was so shy and staid. Didn't he know that beneath this virginal dress her heart ached for someone to rescue her from the cloying life she led? To bring vitality and excitement to the long, dull days she spent under the suffocating presence of her mother? Clearly he did not, and she sighed inwardly. Stanley was the most eligible young man she knew, but he was so timid.
"Well you should ask her, Stanley," she replied primly. A man who could not even stand up to her mother was hardly likely to bring the things she longed to do.
"I -- uh, I will," he said, wretchedly. He could see she didn't like the idea of going out with him. Poor Millie. She was filled with virtuosity and he despaired of ever seeing her knees, yet alone the delicious little cleft he dreamed of each night. "I will ask her at the earliest opportunity."
But he hadn't. Maude Brown had sailed out onto the verandah like a battleship and he had crept home not long after with a mumbled goodbye to Millie and an aching groin. He had not seen anything more that afternoon than he had at any other time, but just being near her was enough to fill him with lust. He had hurried back to the bathroom of his house and relieved himself, imagining the thick ropes of sperm leaping from the eye of his cock was hosing her insides instead of splattering in the basin before him.
This state of affairs might have gone on forever but for a chance advertisement he had seen in the National Chronicle a few days later. It was a small column, lurking towards the back of the newspaper as if hiding, but the moment he saw it he knew his prayers might now be answered. He recalled its words:
Energy Accumulator for Sale!
A rare opportunity to own a custom machine to enrich your life. Guaranteed to improve your health, attract ladies and promote tenderness through potency. Apply to Dr. Wilhelm Reich, 71 Queens Avenue, New York...
He had called Doctor Reich the following day and, having been assured it would do what he desired, he ordered the machine the next. It had consumed his entire savings but he thought it worth it. And now here it was, newly assembled and gleaming in his garage like a grand privy, ready to do its work.
Stanley picked up the instruction manual and his eyes flicked over the description of his new machine, settling on the paragraph that most interested him:
The combination of organic and metal materials in the construction of your Accumulator is certain to harness the natural energy occurring in our atmosphere. Once captured, you can influence its purpose by means of the crystalline lining. You may choose, for example, to use the energy to cure an ailment, improve your well-being, or, most particularly, to influence both desire and potency in both the male and the feminine form.
The reference to influencing different things worried Stanley a little. He had searched the manual to discover how he might do this, but there was nothing at all to explain it. He understood the layers of metal and wood trapped the energy and the crystalline lining stored it, but how could it be directed? Perhaps the energy, once captured, would open some sort of connection? Perhaps it would infuse him, rather like alcohol, to further boost his potency. But he knew it was not his desire that needed boosting, but Millie's -- and there was only one seat in the device. So how was he to persuade her to use it? And even if she did, how was the energy ever going to be strong enough to overcome her chaste upbringing?
Stanley set the manual down on the workbench with a sinking feeling in his belly. He'd been confident when he bought the machine but now he saw there were still problems to be overcome, and he wasn't at all sure Millie would go anywhere near it if she knew its true purpose. He needed to think of a way to get her inside it, and once there, how to get inside her.
***
Millicent Brown had been brought up chaste, that was for sure, but it did not stop her from being curious, and although her mother strictly forbade any mention of sex she had another ready source of information far more interesting -- from her friend, Nancy Philpott.
Nan was the first of their group to be married and had produced a baby boy not long after, although everyone was too polite to point out the obvious. She was lonely because of it though, and sought out the company of her old friends at the Tea Room Café once a week.
They had gathered there two weeks ago and conversation had soon turned to the subject of "doing it", amongst much giggling and blushing. Millie was there, of course, and Susan, who was anxious to hear if her mother's views were correct; and Lucy and a few others.
"It hurts the first time," Nan had said in response to their question. "It's like -- well, trying to poke a rolling pin up your nose...you know, it brings tears to the eyes." She regarded the group around her. "But then you sort of get used to it and it gets easier. In fact -"
"I don't think I'd ever get used to having a rolling pin up my nose." Lucy interrupted. She was the prettiest girl there, with big brown eyes and perfect lips but she was not the sharpest knife in the drawer. "Besides, where did he get it from and why on earth would he do such a thing?"
Nan stared at her in astonishment. "It's just a way of trying to explain what it felt like, Luce," she said, "he didn't really have a rolling pin."
"Oh!" the girl looked crestfallen. "So what did he have?"
"Well, he had his thing...you know, although it looks about the size of a rolling pin when it's angry." She giggled briefly at the joke but stopped when she saw Lucy's confusion. "You do know about men's things?" she asked gently.
"I...uh...well, I think so."
Nan sighed. A year ago she had been like these girls, full of hope and bright-eyed anticipation, but she'd still fallen for oldest trick in the world. Billy had sworn he would pull out before cumming, and she'd believed him - and the thing was, she'd been brought up by liberal parents so should have understood the risks of mating. These girls didn't have a clue.
"Perhaps I'd better start at the beginning," she said, and proceeded to tell them exactly who did what to whom.
When she finished there was a stunned silence around the table. "Goodness!" Susan said at last. "That's not what my mother told me."
"Nor mine," piped up Jennifer. She was a tiny girl with an elfin face and the two words she'd just uttered were more than anybody had heard her speak before.
"Well, I can assure you it's true," Nan said primly. "And I have the proof -" she waved her hand at the infant sleeping beside her. "Little Henry there definitely wasn't brought by a stork -- and neither will the next one."
"You mean you plan to do it again? Lucy was aghast. "I would have thought once was enough for anybody."
Nan laughed. "Once you've done it once, it's lovely," she said, "like playing with your own Flossie but ten times better. And if you want to hang on to your man you'd better let him do it often, or he'll go looking elsewhere."
"But what about babies?" Millie asked. "I mean, you did it once Nan, and next thing you're expecting."
"Yes, well, it's a problem if you're not careful," Nancy said, "but you can do things to prevent them, you know."
"Really?" Millie was intrigued.
Nan nodded. "You can wait until your cycle, or get sheaths that the men put on their things. They're not easy to buy in this town but I know a place you can send away for them." She regarded her friend quizzically. "You're not thinking of doing it with someone, are you?"
The girl blushed. "Oh, no! Well, not yet. But I would like to know where to get them...you know, just in case I ever -" she stopped suddenly, aware of the sea of incredulous faces around the table. "Well, it's better to be prepared than sorry," she said defensively.
"You're quite right, Millie." Nan plucked a napkin off the table and scribbled on it for a moment. "Here's the address. They are eighty cents for a packet of five, but you shouldn't keep them for too long as the rubber perishes." She laughed lightly. "I would let you have one of Billy's, but we need them."
That night Millie carefully wrote two letters, which she posted in a nearby mailbox whilst her mother was having her afternoon nap. The first was to the address Nan had given her. The second was to a bookshop she'd read about in a racy magazine she'd found at school.
*
Harold Parsons, the owner of the little post office shop on the corner of Bellevue Street, looked up as the bell above the door tinkled.
He was a thin, middle aged man with thinning hair and a grey complexion. His mouth turned down at the edges, which, together with an angular face and prolific eyebrows gave him a disagreeable expression, rather like a disgruntled horse - but there was nothing wrong with his eyesight and he enjoyed the sight of a pretty girl as much as any man. The one approaching him now was all of that and more, and he watched her intently as she crossed the floor to the counter.
"Um, is there any mail for me, Mr. Parsons?" she asked demurely.
"I'm not sure, Millie. Were you expecting any?"
"I am. Two articles, in fact."
Harold turned to the shelf behind him and shuffled though the pigeonhole under the letter 'B'. Millie had been coming into the store for most of her life but he could never remember her looking so alluring, and he spent a few moments imagining what he would do to her if he had the chance. At length, he turned back with a small envelope of brown paper.
"I have one here, Millie, and a note to say the other is in the packing room if you would wait one moment."
The girl took the proffered package as if it contained a snake. She had no idea what a condom looked like, but she was acutely aware it was associated with what her mother described as ruination. Beneath the lace camisole she could feel her heart fluttering with the excitement of flirting with the forbidden.
"And here is the other one," Harold said. He set a larger package down on the counter and regarded the blushing girl before him. "I must say, Millie, I find it strange you have packages delivered here rather than to your home."
"They are for mother's birthday next month," Millie replied primly, glad she'd anticipated the question. "I didn't want to spoil the surprise, Mr. Parsons. You won't tell her I got them, will you?"
Harold Parsons stared into the cornflower blue eyes shining up at him and his resolve to speak sternly about wasting the Post Office's time fled in an instant. "Uh...no, no...not at all, Millie, if that's what you want," he stammered, "any time you want to send mail here, you just do it, d'hear?"
The girl smiled into his face. "It's very sweet of you, Mr. Parsons." She picked up the second parcel and tucked it under her arm. "You have a nice day then."
Harold watched her trim little body as she walked to the door and the thought struck him he could have a really nice day indeed if only she would share it with him.
*
Maude Brown was by nature loud, self-opinionated and hypocritical. The first two faults were obvious, since she wasted no opportunity in expressing exactly what she thought with the subtlety of a small cannon. The third was not so apparent as she took care to conceal her actions when they were contrary to what she preached.
She was practicing hypocrisy now as she ate the rampant cock of Roger Smith, a travelling salesman. They had only recently met but she had instantly recognised his type: married, but with a loose eye for women and confidence in his ability to pleasure them. She was also sure his name was not Roger Smith, but it didn't matter. She had no desire to broaden the relationship beyond the casual sex they both craved and couldn't have cared less what his real name was.
The fact that she constantly told her daughter relationships outside the sanctity of marriage were evil did not curb her enthusiasm, and she sucked the stiff organ with energy. His rod seemed to have grown even bigger and she contemplated whether to allow him to insert it inside her -- but it was her fertile time of the month. Besides, she always liked to test a man's emissions before she decided to let him go further or not.
The man suddenly grasped her head and began to thrust into her mouth. The head of his cock blocked her airway, but experience had taught her it would soon be over. Indeed, the noises he was making suggested he was very close and so she clung to his thighs and weathered the storm, delighting in the slippery ooze dribbling from her lips. His balls, encased in a baggy scrotum somewhat larger than she had ever seen, banged against her chin with soggy thumps and the sense of being used like a cheap whore filled her with lust. She wanted to tell him she was ready to take his load, to feel it blasting into her cheeks in long salty jets before she swallowed it all.
But she could not speak for her mouth was full, and so she thought instead of how she would lecture her daughter later that day on the dangers of loose morals, all the time remembering the taste of clotted sperm splashing on her tongue and the thought it lay in a milky puddle in her belly even as she spoke.
"I'm cumming!" the man said at last. His voice was thick with lust, barely more than a grunt as the delicious sensation seized his senses. He grasped her hair to restrain her further and thrust for a final time as deeply as he could. "I'm -- ah, Jesus! Here it comes..."
For a second he was motionless, his rod buried deep into her face, and then Maude felt it jerk as the first jet hosed into her throat. It was followed almost immediately by another, and then a third. Her mouth was instantly filled with the pungent flavour of his sperm, and she felt her cheeks distending with the volume of his emission. She tried to pull back but he held her tightly, whilst his cock jolted and twitched until his seed oozed from between her lips to hang in slimy strands.
At last he released her head and Maude pulled backwards quickly, her gullet filled with his cum. It was thick and glutinous and she could hardly breathe, and she coughed violently in an effort to catch her breath. A spray of jism burst from her lips and the man stood back and laughed.
"You prick!" she managed at last. Tears were streaming down her face and a trickle of sperm leaked from her nostrils to join the dangling gobs on her chin. "I thought you'd choke me."



"I did with the last one, love," he said, "and I had to fuck her tight little cunnie to get her heart going again." He laughed again. "Would you like me to do the same to you?"
Maude regarded his organ like a mongoose might observe a snake. It had been a few weeks since she'd last been serviced and she was very horny, and the bulbous purple head bobbing in front of her promised a great deal of pleasure, despite the risk. She nodded quickly, a tight ball of excitement in her belly at the thought of being ravaged.
"All right, but don't cum in me."
"I won't."
"I mean it." Maude reached under her petticoats and slid her undergarments down her ample thighs. "I don't want another little brat."
"I won't Love. Honest...I'll be as good as gold."
"All right." She lay back on the bed. "How do you want to do it?"
"Every way," he said, "but we'll start just as you are." In a moment his trousers were down and he climbed aboard in gleeful anticipation.
*****
"I have a favour to ask, Mother." They were sitting at the dining room table and, observing her mother was in an unusually good mood, Millie sought to take advantage of it.
"Yes, Millie. What is it?"
"Well, Stanley -- Mr. Greenhough -- has asked if I might go to the theatre with him one evening, and I wondered if -"
"Of course, my dear."
"Really? I thought you didn't like him."
Maude laughed -- a short snorting noise devoid of humour. Stanley Greenhough was, in her opinion, the most boring young man she'd ever met but at least he had no lustful thoughts towards her daughter. In truth she couldn't imagine him having any lustful thoughts at all, which was just fine by her. She remembered Roger Smith's cock burrowing into her channel that afternoon, forcing aside the sucking embrace of her tight little tube. Despite his nondescript appearance he'd turned out to be the best lover ever, and her toes curled at the thought of how long and how hard he'd fucked her. No, Stanley wasn't cut from that cloth at all.
"Oh, no Millie," she said, "I think he is a very nice young man, and I feel sure he will look after you."
"Well, thank you Mother," the girl smiled. It was unusual to see her so well disposed and she wondered what had caused it. Still, it had presented an opportunity and she was glad to have unwittingly seized it.
She wasted no time in slipping on her hat, and walking briskly around to Stanley's house. She knew he was next door as she heard energetic hammering from the garage, which was another reason to call to see what he was doing.
Stanley opened the door at the third ring and his eyes widened as he perceived Millie Brown standing on his doorstep. She was looking utterly delectable in a dress of power blue with lace trimmings, and her face was shining with excitement.
"Stanley, I have something to tell you," she said. Her eyes dropped involuntarily to his crotch to see if there was any sign of what Nancy Philpott had described.
"What is it Millie?" He could not remember a time when she had stood alone on his doorstep and imagined it could only be bad news.
"My mother has agreed we might go out together -- that is, if you would like to." A stain of embarrassment spread across the girl's face as she realised Stanley would have seen where she was looking.
"Uh...well, that's nice."
Millie gathered her composure and regarded him with exasperation. "Is that all you can say, Stan Greenhough?"
"Well, I mean it is amazing news, Millie. I was just taken back a little because I never thought your mother would agree."
"Neither did I," the girl acknowledged, "but she did. She was in an uncommonly good mood this afternoon, I must say. So, when shall we go out together?"
Stanley's eyes fastened on her throat, just above the button of her blouse. In the soft evening light her neck was a pale cream, and he fancied he could see the beat of her pulse in it as she stood smiling up at him. He was mesmerized by the tiny movement, aware it was her heart causing it -- the same heart he must capture if he was to possess her.
He felt the familiar surge of lust, a keen knowledge he'd much rather go into her than out with her. Perhaps he could persuade her to see his machine first, and sit in it with him. And if it did what Wilhelm Reich had said it would, the only place he would take her was to his bed.
"Well, how about Saturday, Millie?" he replied, "I could fetch you from your house at say, seven o'clock?"
"Oh, yes! I'll be waiting for you."
"Perhaps you could spend a few minutes in my workshop before you leave?" he continued smoothly. "I have something to show you."
Millie glanced at her mother's house across the fence, but there was no sign of her. Normally she would have expressly forbidden the girl to enter any man's house, but she was not there to see and besides, had she not just given her permission to spend an evening with him? She nodded enthusiastically. "Of course. I'm sure it will be very interesting."
She entered the hallway behind him, pleasantly surprised at the order and neatness of what she saw. The hallway was bright and clean with pictures hung evenly on its walls, whilst to the right the drawing room was furnished tastefully. He led her to the back of the house and turned left before entering the garage.
Surprisingly, it was lit by the new electrical lamps she had read about, whilst her own house still relied on gaslight. They illuminated every corner of the space which was filled with shelves upon which were stored all manner of things: books and tools and boxes filled with papers, and many pieces of machinery whose purpose was unclear to her. But it was the item in the centre of the room that caught her attention: a hexagonal cabinet of mahogany or some other rare timber that glowed richly under the overhead lights. It stood taller than she did and was trimmed with walnut panels and what she supposed was gold leaf, giving it a somewhat regal appearance.
"This is what I have been working on, Millie." Stanley stood aside to afford the girl a better view.
She approached the cabinet, perceiving it was not gold but fine strips of brass joining the vertical edges. Still, it was an impressive sight, made more so by the nameplate fastened above the door. She stepped closer to read the inscription: 'Accumulator No. 004. Dr. Wilhelm Reich Company Limited, New York."
The door to the cabinet was open and Millie glanced inside, noting the metal lining and the partially constructed bench spanning the device. It was clear it was a modification, as it was of a different material and she could see offcuts on the floor where he had trimmed the timber to length, but the workmanship was good. Other than that, there was nothing inside.
"It is amazing, Stanley," she said with feeling.
"It is an Orgone Accumulator,' he continued. His voice was tight with excitement and she glanced at him curiously. "You need to sit in it with another person."
Millie turned back toward the machine and rested her hands on the gleaming surface. The wood was tactile and she leaned forward impulsively and rested her forehead against it. For a second she thought it was emitting its own source of warmth, but then realised it was probably just heat from the overhead lighting.
"It's warm," she said, "and beautiful. What is it for?"
"It promotes well-being and health," Stanley said. He thought she'd never looked so alluring, and was desperately thinking of how he might lure her into the machine. He opened his mouth to ask but found his throat as dry as dust, and had to swallow several times before he could continue.
"Why don't you step inside," he croaked at last, "and tell me what you think."
Millie lifted one dainty foot to step over the threshold, glancing again at Stanley's face as she did so. His normal expression had been stripped away, replaced by one of malevolent intensity in his dark eyes. She was reminded of how a hawk might look as it fell upon unsuspecting prey, or perhaps a spider as it gleefully embalmed the corpse of a fly.
"Go on," he urged, "go on, Millie. Step inside...yes, yes, just a little further."
Millie stopped. There was something going on here she did not understand and the peculiar expression on Stanley's face only confirmed her unease. She lifted her hand from the structure and rubbed it briefly on her skirt, but the curious warmth imparted by the wood was still there, adding to her uncertainty.
"Not now, Stanley, I have to go," she said. "I'll see you on Saturday then."
Millie hurried back to her bedroom. The warmth had spread through her body and she felt feverish and flustered, but could not say why. She closed the door and lay on the bed, wondering if it had indeed been the machine that caused it, or because she'd been alone with Stanley for the first time. She remembered the look on his face, of hungry anticipation. It suddenly reminded her of a picture in the book she had bought.
The thought startled her and she quickly reached under the mattress and extracted it. The content was racier than she could ever have imagined, for it showed in pictures what Nancy Philpott had described in words: the act of coupling between a man and a woman, in various positions. At first glance she'd been shocked and had quickly closed it, but now the memory of Stanley's expression caused her to have a closer look and she did so with quickening breath.
Millie carefully examined the first pictures, showing a muscular young man pleasuring a virginal young maiden. In the first the man crouched over her, his body lean and naked whilst hers was shrouded in a thin gown. She was looking over her shoulder at his face, her eyes wide in surprise and shock as if he had suddenly appeared before her. His organ was exposed, thick and rampant and capped with a plum-shaped head the size of a small apple. The man's expression was one of carnal lust, just as she had seen on Stanley's face.
But it was the remaining two pictures that fascinated Millie, for it illustrated just how the act of mating was done: the girl crouching, her arms pressed to a blanket cast carelessly on the floor, and he kneeling behind her, the head of his...thing pressed into the crevice between her legs. The angle of the camera showed it had half disappeared into her body and the lips of her cunny were grasping the shaft tightly. She was smiling back at him, so the act was obviously pleasurable, and this pleased Millie as despite what Nan had said she suspected mating was a painful and messy business. But then again, perhaps it was not a smile but a grimace of pain, for she could see for herself his organ was very thick and she knew from experience how tight the channel of a young girl was.
The final picture was of the girl beneath him, her legs raised over his back. It was taken from somewhere near his feet and Millie could see the taut cheeks of his bottom, and his sack pressed hard against her soft flesh. He was completely immersed in her, to the extent very little of his organ was visible. Millie studied the image intently to better observe the detail that interested her. She could see a gleam of moisture painting the girl's skin at the point of their union, almost as if he had kissed her there; or perhaps it was a feminine ooze such as she leaked when her own fingers stole to her privates in the moments before sleep. She had felt it again as she hurried home from Stanley's house: a pleasant warmth suffusing her groin and a wetness seeping into her undergarments.
The urge to touch herself became overwhelming and she quickly checked the door was locked before lifting her petticoats to lie on the bed. Her cunny was wetter than she could ever remember and her fingers slipped easily between the soft outer lips. She sighed contentedly and rested her eyes on the fourth image as she gently played with herself. She observed the man's muscular buttocks and his powerful thighs, in stark contrast to the limbs of the girl beneath him. She saw how slight she was, her slender legs splayed open as if she had been flung onto the blankets to await his desire. It suddenly occurred to her the girl was being taken against her will.
She thought aroused her and she quickly imagined how the scenario had developed: the maiden at home, perhaps sewing or reading quietly, unaware a farm labourer had been watching her, following; waiting until she was alone. The brief struggle before he pinned her to the floor, the tearing of clothes, the resignation on the girl's face. Millie saw she was young, for the breast peeping from the open camisole was small, barely more than a pubescent mound, and the nipple tiny. He was heavily muscled and it would not have been much of a contest -- and so she lay quiescent beneath him, her eyes closed as the felt the hardness of his organ nudging her, waiting with trepidation for the inevitable to happen.
And as her fingers played with her sex, Millie wondered if the man would be as hard if it were she who was lying beneath him, her pale loins exposed and her heart beating in apprehension. Would it hurt the first time? Would she scream as he plunged the thick, throbbing sword into her tiny opening? His organ was certainly long enough to reach up to somewhere behind her belly button. What was it like to have such a thing inserted so far inside you, a living, throbbing staff of thick flesh skewering you like a harpooned fish?
Another wave of heat enveloped her and she rose quickly to the dresser to seize her wooden hairbrush. She had used the rounded end to tease herself before, but never to slide in deeply. But now the book had clearly indicated a girl's cunnie could take such an object, and so she resolved to try.
The end of the handle was thicker than his shaft and it soon became clear it would not enter. Millie pressed it harder, feeling a twinge of pain, but it resolutely remained outside her body and so she simply rubbed it against her for a while, enjoying the feeling of the polished wood against her sensitive flesh. In the quiet of the room she could hear the small sucking sounds it made and this aroused her further.
But she still felt curiously empty, and so she withdrew the brush and examined its handle. It didn't look too big -- certainly it was shorter than the man's erect organ in her book. She saw too its girth was reasonable; so how was it he could bury his thing fully into the girl's body, when she could not insert this handle into hers?
Millie replaced the brush against her pussy and gripped it with both hands, like a Seppuku sword poised for the final stroke. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply for a moment, the breath whistling between her lips, and then she drew both hands sharply towards her.
For an instant there was resistance, and then a sudden feeling of something tearing. The handle sank deeply into her body until its rim reached her vulva, and a stab of pain as sharp as a blade skewered though her loins. She gasped with the intensity of it, her hands gripping the offending object like claws, and her eyes filled with tears. For a few seconds she was terrified the brush had damaged her, and then she remembered Nan's words: "You have to pop your cherry, girls, and it might hurt a bit -- but once it's gone you'll love the feeling!" Millie hadn't actually understood what 'popping your cherry' meant, but as she lay there with the handle buried deep in her throbbing sex she thought she understood; and so she rested quietly for a while, waiting for the discomfort to end.
At length the pain diminished to a dull ache and Millie tentatively moved the handle back and forth a little. The feeling of discomfort receded and a sensation of warmth and fullness replaced it. She could see herself in the dresser's mirror, her dress scrunched up around her hips and her lower body exposed. I look just like the girl, she thought, being ravaged like a common harlot. Look at me, with my thighs spread! They were slim and as pale as alabaster, each a study in perfection; and at their juncture she saw her busy hands and the furled lips of her cunny, soft and pink; and the brush thrusting back and forth between them in cadence with the soft, wet sounds in her ears.
She closed her eyes and the mirror's reflection was replaced by the man in the book. He was stood at the foot of her bed, gazing down with an expression of unbridled love on his face, and he held his rampant cock with one hand. It was large, its head suffused a deep purple. He toyed with it idly and she saw with a shiver of delight that moisture was oozing from its little eye, drooling downward in a silver thread to touch her naked belly.
And then he was crouching over her, whispering for her to lift her thighs, smiling and nodding in encouragement. With eager hands he helped her, raising her legs further still, tucking them behind her arms so she was almost folded double. She felt open, vulnerable, the shell-pink lips of her privates furled back and shining with moisture. She saw his expression of delight as he climbed over her, felt his breath upon her cheek and a moment later the silken touch of his organ against the trembling lips of her sex.
The image was enough to trip her over the edge and her orgasm burst in her brain like a super nova. It was sharper than any she had had before: a monstrous wave of almost unbearable pleasure bent her body like a bow, each muscle in her arms and back and legs like a steel cable.
Afterwards, Millie lay on the bed to catch her breath, her fingers playing idly with the thick wet lips of her sex. It had been the most intense climax she'd ever had, and she could still feel the last vestiges of it. But it had been disturbing too, for the face that filled her mind as she reached the very pinnacle of her pleasure had not been of the man in the book, but that of Stanley Greenhough, his eyes glinting as he plunged his rampant cock inside her.
****
Laura Robinson peered through her thick lenses as a blurred figure approaching her desk. She was the county librarian, an irony that didn't escape the local people as she was almost blind, but she was good at her job and, despite her severe appearance, was generally helpful.
Eventually the fuzzy outline swam into focus and she recognised Millicent Brown, one of her favourite students from her teaching days. The girl reached her a moment later and smiled warmly.
"Good morning Mrs Robinson."
"Good morning Millie. I didn't expect to see you here on a Saturday morning."
"I have a small matter I need to research before tonight," the girl said, "and I wondered if you might help me. I want to find out all I can about a Doctor Wilhelm Reich."
"Weren't you in here last week on the same task?"
"I was, but didn't find much. I was hoping you might guide me."
Mrs. Robinson smiled. "Of course I will, Millie. Now, is this Doctor of yours alive, or dead?"
"Alive, I think. At least he was recently -- and I think he lives in New York."
"And what sort of Doctor is he?"
Millie shrugged her shoulders, but then remembered the woman probably couldn't see her very well. "I don't know, Mrs. Robinson, but he has patented a machine that is to do with physics, or perhaps health."
The woman nodded. "Well, I'd suggest you look in Who's Who to start with, and then perhaps the Encyclopaedias. If you can remember the name of his machine we might find something in the papers, too."
By the end of the morning Millie knew as much about Dr. Reich as anyone. He'd emigrated to New York a year or two earlier, and the papers of the time were full of his controversial theories about sexuality. But one article interested Millie in particular:
'Shortly after arriving in America, Doctor Reich coined the term "orgone"— derived from the word "orgasm" and "organism". It referred to a biological energy he reportedly had discovered. In 1940 he started building Orgone Accumulators, devices his patients sat inside to harness the reputed health benefits of Orgone...'



Millie spent another hour or so researching Orgone, but was unable to find much other than it was something the Doctor said occurred naturally in the atmosphere, which promoted health and well-being. But most of her research disputed it -- indeed, they went as far to say Reich was a fraud and there was no such thing as Orgone, yet alone the ability to concentrate it.
She sat back in the quiet of the library and thought about it. Why had Stanley Greenhough invested so much money to buy an Accumulator, if there was doubt about it? Clearly he believed the stories of what it could do, but he did not strike Millie as a person obsessed with health. He was neat and tidy and ordered in his way, but she'd never seen him trying to keep fit and he'd never mentioned well-being before, so she doubted it was for that. No, it was for some other purpose.
Her eyes fell on the final newspaper cutting before her, extracted from the New York Times a year earlier. It was titled 'The Strange Machines of Wilhelm Reich' and went on to say: '...most of the men who purchased Doctor Reich's Accumulators admit they hope to harness sexual energy, rather than any other natural force. In that regard, these machines should be considered dangerous as, if they work, they encourage men to be sexual predators, and entice unwitting young ladies into lives of depraved promiscuity.'
Suddenly, Millie clearly understood Stanley's reason for buying such an extravagant device. Everything made sense: his persistence in calling on her, the construction of a bench seat in the device to replace the single chair, and, just yesterday, the peculiar expression on his face as he urged her to step inside it. Stanley Greenhough wanted to have his way with her, and was prepared to spend big money to do so.
Millie felt a familiar flush seep through her lower body, and she glanced furtively around the library to see if anyone had noticed. But there was only Mrs Robinson there, her glasses glinting in the overhead lights, and the girl knew if she stripped stark naked the old woman wouldn't see her -- and so she leaned back in her chair and luxuriated in the sensation, thinking of how she could use Stanley's plot to her advantage.
*
At precisely seven the following Saturday Stanley Greenhough stood on his neighbour's step, clasping a bunch of flowers and a small box of chocolates. He paused a moment to gather courage before ringing the doorbell. After a minute or two there was the sound of the key turning and the door was flung open to reveal the formidable bulk of Maude Brown.
"Oh, it's you, Stanley," she observed. The tone of her voice suggested a rodent would have been more welcome.
Stanley removed his hat and thrust the flowers towards her. "Good evening, Mrs. Brown. I'm here to escort Millicent to dinner, but these are for you." He regarded her briefly, noting the floral dress he'd never seen before, and a new hair style. He thought she looked like a badly stuffed sofa but kept the image to himself. "And might I say you look very alluring tonight, if you don't mind me saying so."
Maude took the flowers in some astonishment, as it was the longest sentence she had heard him utter. She was in a good mood, as Roger Smith was due to call not long after her daughter left and she was looking forward to some vigourous fucking.
"Well, that's very civil of you, young Stanley," she said. Perhaps there was more to him than she had supposed. "Millicent will be down directly -- and I expect you to look after her."
"I will. Um -- do you want her home by any particular time?"
"I have a guest calling on me, but I will be free by ten. Make sure my daughter is here by then. Do you have a car?"
"I do."
"Very well." She turned at the sound of footsteps on the stairs. "Ah, here she is, although I must say I don't approve of her dress.'
Millie appeared a moment later. The long, constraining dresses she normally favoured had given way to a tailored skirt in olive green flaring enticingly from the tiny waist to just above her knees. Her legs were every bit as amazing as he had imagined, with trim calves of exactly the right shape, sweeping down to slim ankles housed in a pair of high heels in the same shade of green. The skirt swirled about her knees as she walked and Stanley could even see glimpses of the satin skin of her thighs, so long dreamed about.
But there was more, for she wore a tailored jacket pinched at the waist. It was short-sleeved, with a wide collar of white, revealing not only her arms but the graceful column of her neck upon which was perched that perfect little head. She'd trimmed her hair too, and it curled softly about her ears, set off by a little green beret pulled jauntily over one ear.
For a moment Stanley stood speechless at the sight of this stunning young woman, his heart racing. He'd wanted to possess her before, but now it was imperative. Even the sight of her caused his cock to stir in his pants, and he could only imagine how hard it would grow if only he could uncover more of her.
"Good evening, Stanley," she said. Was it his imagination or did her voice sound different too? Perhaps a shade lower and even more enticing, if it were possible.
"Millie." His mouth was dry and he licked his lips and swallowed quickly. "Millie -- you look...amazing. I love the new dress." He could see Maude Brown glowering at him, but he didn't care. "And your hair, too. It is altogether beguiling."
Millie smiled demurely. What he couldn't see was the new underwear she had bought, moving sensuously over her privates. Even its silky caress made her feel special, and gave a heightened awareness of her body.
He escorted her down to the car, fussing as she climbed into the front seat. It afforded him a brief glimpse of one thigh well above the knee, and he felt the pressure in his trousers increase. He started the engine and glanced again at the delectable young thing beside him, praying silently the evening would go as he hoped.
"I have been a little naughty, Stanley," she announced, "being as it is our first time out together. Mother doesn't know but I brought a little something to celebrate...do you think we could stop at your house first?"
"You mean now? I've booked our restaurant for seven thirty and we would be late."
"I'm sure the silly old restaurant can wait just a bit," she pouted. "Don't you want to have a little drink with me?" She glanced back at the house, seeing her mother on the verandah watching them. "But don't turn directly into your house -- go around the block and come from the other way."
Stanley swung the wheel of the car over and they shot around the corner as if rocket propelled. He drew up outside his garage with a squeal of brakes and he hurried around to help the girl from her seat.
"I have a little surprise too, Millie," he said. "Would you allow me to blindfold you?"
He led her carefully into the garage and untied the handkerchief from her eyes. Millie gasped softly: the clutter and mess of his workshop was gone and it was filled with flowers, each bunch seemingly larger than the first. Even the lighting had been subdued, and a strip of carpet led to the open door of the Accumulator.
He hurried away to fetch two glasses and Millie took the opportunity to check her lipstick and hair. Her heart was hammering in her chest: thump, thump, thump, and there were butterflies in her stomach. She hoped tonight she was to lose her virginity, but was not sure if she would like it, or even if Stanley was capable. She remembered the dire warnings of her mother too, who preached that being alone with a man would lead to ruination; and of Nancy Philpott's advice against allowing a man's emissions into her body. For a few seconds her resolve waivered -- perhaps it was not the right time. Perhaps she should get to know Stanley better, or even find someone who was more experienced.
Her thoughts were interrupted by Stanley clutching two champagne flutes. His face was flustered and her heart sank further. He didn't look like a man who would lead her on this adventure, and she wasn't at all sure she should go on it. Still, the bottle was open and there was no harm in drinking a glass and sitting in his expensive toy.
They settled on the bench, squeezed tightly together, and Stanley closed the door. There were no windows and only one small light casting a weak yellow glow on the metal walls. He touched her glass with his.
"Well, here's to us, Millie!"
Millie sipped the champagne. She'd never tasted it before, and the fact it was alcoholic and she'd stolen it from her Mother's cellar made it doubly exciting. The taste was crisp and exhilarating, and she quickly drank half her glass to settle her nervousness. She wondered if Stanley would kiss her but he simply sat next to her without talking.
"Tell me again what this machine does,' Millie asked.
"It -- er, well, promotes health,' he said vaguely. "Can you feel anything?"
"I'm not sure." She took a few more sips of her drink and held out the glass. "This champagne is nice, don't you think?"
Stanley nodded and carefully filled her glass to the brim, watching as she drained it. He didn't want to talk about French champagne -- he wanted her to take off the little bodice to reveal her tits.
They were quiet for a few moments. It was quickly becoming hot in the cabinet and Millie thought that even if the device worked, people inside it would suffocate before they could become amorous. She rested her hand on the lining but there was no sense of anything other than the warm metal surface. The alcohol gave her a pleasant buzz though, and emboldened her.
"You know, Stanley, I believe I can feel a vibration in this machine," she said deviously. "Can you feel it?"
He placed his fingers on the metal but could feel nothing. "Why yes, Millie," he said, "it is buzzing. I think it's the energy Dr. Reich said we would feel."
"And what will it do to us?"
"It will make us hot, I think." He was right about that - it was stifling.
"And liberate our feelings," she added. "It is indeed hot, Stanley. Would you mind if I took off my jacket?"
"No, no," he croaked. His cock, which had subsided to a state of tumescence, suddenly sprang to attention.
Millie unbuttoned her jacket and slipped it off with difficulty. There was so little room, and nowhere to hang it. She dropped it on the floor.
"And what about you?" she prompted, "aren't you hot too?"
He struggled out of his jacket and sat for a moment, desperately trying to think of something to say but he was paralysed by the proximity of the girl and the speed of what was happening.
"You know, Stanley," Millie said at length, "although we have known each other for a while, you've never kissed me. Do you think we might try it now?"
Stanley leaned towards her and pursed his lips in what he thought was a kiss. They touched hers and his cock instantly became even harder as he tasted her for the first time. He could smell her too -- the soft alluring scent her perfume, overlaid by a more subtle aroma he could not identify, but which was exciting.
Millie had never kissed a man but she instinctively knew there was more to be had than the unresponsive press of Stanley's mouth on hers. She opened her lips slightly and allowed the tip of her tongue to brush against his. His breath was hot against her mouth and she experienced a surge of passion that emboldened her further. The memory of yesterday's session with her hairbrush suddenly entered her mind: the soft, wet lips of her sex clinging to the polished intruder, the gleam of her juices smeared over the handle, the feeling of fullness as it slid inside her body. She recalled too how hard her nipples had become -- swollen little nubs of flesh much like they were now. If only Stanley would touch them, but he seemed unable to understand what she wanted.
She lifted her face from his. "It is altogether too hot in here," she said, undoing the top two buttons of her blouse.
Stanley's eyes locked onto the delicious crease between her breasts like gun barrels onto a target, he didn't touch them and Millie groaned softly at his timidity. "You can hold them if you like, just to see how hot they are," she said, "if you want to."
Stanley lifted his hands and grasped each breast. The movement dislodged another button and he stared at the wondrous globes before him, encased in a strapless bra. It was unable to fully constrain her nipples, which poked deliciously against the silky fabric.
"Still too hot," Millie muttered. She prised his hands from her tits and skilfully removed the bra, exposing herself to his incredulous gaze.
They were, Stanley thought, the most amazing set of breasts he had ever seen -- neither too big nor too small. Each one fitted into his hand as if it had been fashioned for the purpose, and their texture was perfect. He rubbed them and gently pinched each nipple between forefinger and thumb, delighting in their hardness and rubbery texture.
Millie bent forward and locked her mouth on his again. Kissing somehow seemed even nicer when his hands were on his breasts. It sent tingles of electricity up and down her body, making her tongue even more sensitive and the lips of her sex thicker. In fact, there seemed to be a direct connection between her pussy and her mouth, as kissing certainly added to her feeling of desire. I want him to mount me, she suddenly thought. Just like the pictures in the book. I want to feel what it's like to have someone else inside me.
But there was the problem of babies. She remembered all too well Nancy's warning; but the condoms she'd bought were still under her mattress at home. Clearly, they weren't going to be much use there, so she needed to be resourceful -- but just how did a man come to release his seed, and how long would it take? And how could she ask him without sounding stupid? In any case, it seemed Stanley didn't know much more than her - he certainly hadn't shown much initiative so far, as each step forward had been like pulling teeth.
"Stanley," she said carefully, "do you mind if I ask you something?"
"Not at all, Millie." He would have crawled over broken glass if she wanted.
"I've never seen a man's...thing," she whispered. "You know -- your, um, prick. Do you think I might see it?"
He nodded enthusiastically and tore at the buttons, wriggling his trousers over his hips and pulling aside his briefs. His cock sprang out, as thick and as hard as he could ever remember, and he heard the girl gasp softly.
"Oh, my," she said. "Doesn't that hurt? It looks so...swollen."
"It doesn't hurt a bit -- it feels lovely. Would you like to touch it?"
Millie grasped the rod of flesh, astonished at the heat of the turgid flesh under her fingers. It was also surprisingly rigid, but lacked the unbending brittleness of an inanimate object. "It's amazing," she whispered. "It sort of feels really hard, but not like a -" she bit her lip before the word came out: hairbrush. He must never know about that. "I mean, it's not hard like a stick, but it's still very stiff." She bent her head towards it, observing the bead of moisture at the eye. "And what is that? Is it your seed?"
Stanley observed the girl's perfect little face moving towards his organ, her lips moving as she spoke. If only she would open her mouth and take him inside it! Just the thought caused another dribble of lubricant to ooze from the head. "No, no, it's not seed," he said, "it's just something that comes out when it's excited. You know, just to begin with."
"And when will your seed come out?" At last Millie felt she was getting somewhere.
"When it's ready," Stanley croaked. He was having difficulty keeping the thread of the conversation as he could feel her breath on the head of his cock, whisper soft. "Um, you know...it comes out when it is inside a woman...or -" he could hardly dare to say it - "...or...in her mouth."
"Really?" Millie was startled by the revelation. "You mean, if I put it in my mouth your seed would come out?" She saw him nod. "And how long would it take?"
"Not long," he croaked. The way things were going it would be about three seconds.
Millie considered for a moment. She knew she could get pregnant if Stanley's seed entered her body, but what about her mouth? Did that count? Surely not, if she were to spit it out before allowing it to enter her belly. She tried to remember what Nancy had told her about her monthly cycles and how it might protect her, but she couldn't recall. It had been two weeks since her last one though, so it was worth the risk even if she didn't know quite what to expect. "Well, you just let me know when you think it is about to happen." Millie said, and she parted her lips and took the head inside her mouth.
Afterwards, Stanley would remember it as a defining moment in his life. He'd wanted Millicent Brown for as long as he could remember. He'd watched her grow ever more beautiful every day, and each time he saw her she seemed even more unobtainable. How could he expect such an incredible creature, with her prim morals and shy ways, to even contemplate doing the things he longed for?
But here she was, bent over in the hot, stuffy little cubicle with her lips around his organ. Just the thought of it was enough to make him cum, yet alone the feeling of those loose, wet lips, sliding back and forth with just the right pressure and cadence. His balls were twitching, preparing to pump his load, but the tightness of her hand on the base of his cock was enough to stem the urge. He closed his eyes briefly, trying to think of something else.
But the sensation of Millie's hot, wet lips was irresistible. His cock felt huge -- bigger than he'd ever known it -- the skin on the glans stretched as tight as a drum and exquisitely sensitive. Little drools of lubricant were oozing from its eye into her mouth, mixing with her saliva to ease its passage back and forth. That his fluid was entering this exquisite creature was amazing, but he could only see the back of her head moving up and down gently. He placed his hands on the damp golden curls and turned her head slightly, allowing a quarter profile of her face: the curve of a cheek, the indentation of an eye socket; the corner of her mouth, the scarlet splashes of fingernails wrapped around the stem... and then, gloriously, as she turned even more, the sight of his shaft sliding languorously into her mouth...Millie's mouth. Between those, soft, full lips. Right into the glorious, delicious, beautiful throat he'd lusted after for months.
And then he felt her tongue. It had been passive but the change of angle allowed her to push it against the head of his cock at each inward stroke. It forced the knob against the roof of her mouth, against those little ridges on the soft, wet palate, and in a sudden rush he knew he could hold back no longer.
Millie heard Stanley's soft moans of pleasure and felt the fluttering of his fingers in her hair and she was filled with a surge of empowerment. She suddenly understood the extent of her control, not just over Stanley but over any other men too. She realised now the meaning of the looks men had given her. She'd thought it was because she was attractive, but now she understood they were lustful looks: wishing they could take her, to ravish her ripe, golden body, to spurt their seed into her grasping little slot.
But knowledge gave control. Beneath her restless lips, Stanley was as helpless as a mewling infant at its mother's breast. His body was rigid, just like the shaft plunging into her mouth. It tasted oily and salty at the same time, and it there seemed to be a lot of fluid in her mouth. Had she swallowed any? She thought not, and again resolved not to, concentrating instead on allowing it to drool from the corners of her mouth.



Suddenly Stanley's hands gripped her head tightly and his thighs lifted from the bench, causing his rod to slide deeper into her mouth. "Christ, Millie," he gasped. "Oh, Jesus, God...I'm cumming! Ah, fuck, yes -- oh yes!"
Millie tried to pull away but could not, and a moment later she felt his shaft jerk and her mouth was filled with a pungent liquid, quite unlike the oily fluid up to now. She struggled for a moment, terrified she might inadvertently swallow it, but Stanley's grip was too strong; so she opened her lips and allowed it to fall from between them as his cock jolted and twitched. It drooled in long, slimy strands down his rod to cover her fingers and the front of his trousers.
At last he relaxed his hands and Millie sat upright. His cock was still hard and she glanced at it, wiping her mouth on the back of her clean hand. The bulbous knob was smeared in spit and seed and gleamed softly in the dim yellow light, and she could still taste the musty flavour of his sperm in her mouth.
She leaned forward and spat on the floor of the cabinet, aware Stanley was watching her. 'You didn't give me much warning,' she admonished.
"It was so good, Millie...I couldn't hold it, honest." He shivered, as if still in orgasm. "Look, it's still hard -- that doesn't usually happen. It's because of what you did...it was lovely.'
The girl stared at his organ as if it were about to spit at her again. "Have you done?" she asked.
"I have. There's no more now."
"Are you certain? There's no more seed?" She watched his face carefully. "It is very important you tell me, Stanley."
He nodded in understanding. "I'm done, Millie. It is there, on the floor - and on your face."
"Do you have a handkerchief?"
"I do." He extracted one from his pocket and handed it to the girl. Her angelic little face was streaked with his jism and he watched as she mopped it clean. He saw her lipstick had smeared to give her a curiously sluttish look, reinforced by the dribbles of sperm on her tits, and he was seized by another surge of lust. There was still a lot to be done, if she would let him.
Millie wiped her breasts carefully before handing the damp handkerchief back to him. "I heard men can only make love once, before they need a rest. Is it true?"
"Uh -- I could do it again, if you wanted."
Millie did want. Her ache to be filled had not diminished and now his seed was spent it was safe to do what Nancy had told her.
"Not in here,' she said. "It's altogether too hot and there isn't room."
"But we need the Orgone force -"
Millie fixed him with a glittering glare. "Stanley, I do declare you are sometimes one penny short of a dollar! Do you want to put your prick in me, or not?"
"I'd do anything to do that."
She laughed softly. "All right. But we are not doing it here. Do you have somewhere with a little more comfort, or should I go back home?"
Stanley led her to his bedroom and watched with growing excitement as she shed the last of her clothes. He gazed at her nakedness for a moment, trying to capture the image for later -- the perfection of her breasts, each sculptured in porcelain and capped with a thick nipple; the arch of her waist, the swell of her hips and the long sweep of her legs, held slightly open to display the delicious little crease at their juncture. It was crowned by a thin wisp of golden hair as fine as spun flax, and the lips beneath it were swollen. She was smiling slightly, her head held at an angle and the big blue eyes on his face, and he thought her the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.
Millie knelt on the bed and thrust her bottom upwards. She had studied a picture like that in her book, and it had evoked a powerful response. She remembered wondering what it would be like to crouch like an animal waiting to feel the touch of a man's knob on her womanly parts, and whether it would hurt as he buried himself inside her. Somewhere behind her she heard the rustle of clothing as Stanley stripped, and the soft tread of his feet before the mattress compressed. For a few moments nothing happened and she wondered what he was doing, her senses in overdrive - the creak of the bedframe as he shuffled forward, the rough texture of the bedspread on her cheek; the scent of aftershave and the faint odour of semen lingering on her skin.
The tip of his cock touched her labia and she jerked in surprise, even though it was expected, and a second later his hands grasped her hips, the fingers warm. She felt something smooth engage between the lips and heard him grunt softly with pleasure, and she understood the moment she'd been dreaming about for months had finally arrived. Would it be as good as Nancy had said, or would her scheming all be for nothing? Taking him into her mouth had been nice, but it hadn't given her much pleasure. Would this be any different?
And then Stanley was pushing forward, and she braced herself. There was resistance for a second and then the head crowned - and all her doubts disappeared. It was glorious. It was divine. It felt as if her life had been without purpose, but suddenly was fulfilled. She gasped softly and hunkered down, thrusting her bottom upwards to facilitate his entry. Between her legs she could see his sack moving as he thrust, and there was an increasing sensation of fullness as his shaft slid deeper, until the warm press of his thighs told her she had taken it all.
For long seconds neither of them moved, each immersed in the wonder of that first penetration. Millie imagined him inside her, like a great log buried in her core -- it was certainly bigger than the one in her picture book but it didn't feel uncomfortable: rather, it felt right, as if she had been made for it. He began to thrust back and forth, gently, and she moved with him, shifting her hands to give balance and leverage, grunting softly with each stroke. She heard the soft wet sound of their union, and a profanity entered her mind. I'm fucking. She felt the flutter of Stanley's hands on her waist and heard his little gasps of pleasure, and the sensation of being in control surged through her again. I'm fucking, she whispered quietly, and I love it. Even speaking the forbidden words was exciting.
Stanley was in ecstasy. He looked down at the slender figure kneeling before him: the flawless skin of her back; the narrow waist and flare of her hips, and the perfect twin spheres of her tight little ass. He shifted his hands to lever them apart and gazed spellbound at the sight of his cock sawing into her body. There was a rim of cream where they joined and his shaft shone with juice each time it appeared, almost down to the very root.
Above her grasping sex he could see her anus, as tight and neat as a newborn baby's. Its circumference was finely wrinkled and it bulged slightly with each thrust of his loins. He drew her buttocks further apart and watched it open to reveal the pink flesh of her insides. Maybe, just maybe, she would let me touch her there one day. The image ratcheted up his pleasure and he felt the first stirrings of an orgasm. Wait, don't come yet. Make it last.
Millie rested her forehead on the bedspread and one hand stole to her vulva, the fingers slipping between the lips to stimulate them. Waves of pleasure surged through her and she closed her eyes, imagining what she could not see: the long strokes of his cock entering and leaving her body, the tight grip of her pussy as it accepted him. She could even smell their coupling now, a rich odour that further inflamed her senses, and her fingers worked quicker, the waves of pleasure spiralling up, faster and faster, until her climax burst upon her.
She shrieked once, a shrill cry of almost unbearable ecstasy, and her cunt clamped tightly on the intruder as wave after wave of raw pleasure sized her. The sensation was enough to trip Stanley over the edge and he thrust deeply into her body and spurted -- three, four, five long jets spraying into the girl's core, drenching the walls of her cunt and pooling around her cervix. He closed his eyes, his hands like claws around her waist and rode the waves of bliss, brilliant flashes of light bursting in his brain: six, seven -- weaker now, but still spurting...and then a final few dribbles as the last of his semen leaked into her sodden tube. Beneath him she was still cumming, her body thrumming and cunt pulsing, almost as if it were trying to suck him deeper, but then the moment passed and she sighed and pushed weakly back against him for the last time.
For long moments neither moved and there was only the sound of their laboured breath and an occasional sigh, and then Stanley pulled away, his softening cock falling free. Millie rolled on her back and smiled at him.
"I liked that," she said. "What about you, Stanley?"
He nodded dumbly, gazing at her vulva. There was a little puddle of cum held between the lips, perhaps from the final dribbles as he withdrew. The rest was far inside her and probably wouldn't escape, but it was not something she'd want to see. He was keenly aware that if he wanted more sex she could never know he'd cum inside her.
"It was lovely," he said with feeling, "although very wet...you know, with your natural juice. Let me get you another hanky."
Millie accepted the proffered item and wiped herself with it. It was wet, but she knew how excited she'd been and it was obviously part of her body's natural process. God, it had been good! She glanced at Stanley's cock and was surprised to see it shrivelled.
"Did I hurt you?" she asked.
He shook his head. "No. Why do you ask?" He saw where she was looking and laughed. "Ah, that...no, it's just having a little rest. It's natural."
Millie smiled. "Well its only eight o'clock and we have two hours left. If you were able to make it hard again -"
"I'm sure I can," Stanley answered. "Perhaps we might stop for a little drink first, and then we can try another way." He remembered the tantalising sight of her little pink asshole winking up at him, but that possibility was probably a bridge too far. Better to save it for another day.
While they sat drinking, the sperm Stanley had spurted carelessly inside her began its work. The cells were sluggish to begin with, for they had yet to be capacitated, but within a few hours they would swim vigourously though her uterus and into her Fallopian tubes. There were eggs there, released after her last period, and they were ripe to be fertilised. She didn't know it, but Millicent Brown was in desperate danger of becoming pregnant.
But that was in the future, and what they didn't know couldn't hurt. So, after a refreshing glass of brandy, Millie lay on her back in Stanley Greenhough's bed and allowed him to fuck her again -- and it was even better than the first time.
Epilogue
As Millie was enjoying her second orgasm of the evening, Maude Brown was having a less enjoyable moment.
She lay in her bed staring at her pussy in horror, for she could see Roger Smith's semen oozing from between the lips to lie like drops of liquid pearl on the rumpled sheets.
"I told you not to cum!" she said angrily. "I told you I wasn't safe."
The man shook his head and smiled ruefully. "Sorry love," he said. "I just couldn't help myself. I'm sure it will be all right."
But Maude had a sixth sense about these things and she knew by the end of the evening she would be carrying another baby; and somehow, she knew it would be a girl. The thought filled her with anguish as she'd thought her childbearing days were over -- and she'd known of the risk and foolishly ignored it.
The spectre of her downfall and the shame it would involve brought another thought: Millie. She'd be home soon and although Stanley was, in her opinion, incapable of ever impregnating a woman, Millie was an attractive girl and was in mortal danger. If she, Maude Brown, with her over-ample body and advancing years was capable of being knocked up, surely her delectable daughter was too.
And so she resolved to forbid the girl to ever be with another man on her own. It was regrettable, but necessary. The thought of two babies in the house -- if Millie were ever to become pregnant -- was absurd. Better her daughter remain celibate. Better that she be kept at home forever, to protect her virtue and, of course, to help bring up her new sister.
The thought cheered her up a little and she turned to the man next to her. Sex would be a scarcity over the coming months and she didn't know if Roger Smith would still be around after the birth. And if she was already pregnant, she may as well enjoy the remainder of the evening without concern.
"Never mind, love," she said, "but it means there will be an end to this in a few months -- for a while, anyway. How about we make the most of it?" She glanced at her watch. "Now, what can you do in thirty minutes?"
Roger Smith fell to the task with enthusiasm. Maude Brown had been fun and he was always up for a fuck, but his taste didn't run to pregnant women. What he really wanted was younger, fresher prey and he'd noticed a picture of a particularly attractive example on the dresser beside the bed. She was gorgeous, and his experience told him that the sultry pout of her lips hid a smouldering sexuality yet to be fully developed.
And so, as he plunged his thick cock into Maude Brown for the last time, he looked at the girl in the photograph and resolved he would get to know her.
*****
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*
Jennifer Elizabeth Griffiths sat awkwardly in the Church of the Blessed Sacrament and wished for the fifth time in as many minutes she was somewhere else.
It was years since Jen had entered a place of worship, and she had thought she never would again: but Tracey had begged her to be there for the christening, and she loved both her friend and the baby. And so she had come this morning, her heels clicking crisply on a stone floor as cold as her heart, and she perched on the end of a pew and waited for the service to begin.
There were about thirty other people there - Tracey's family, mostly, and her friends. She recognised one or two of them and smiled a greeting, but there was no connection and she looked around. The church was small, without Transepts or a Chancel, and it was plainly decorated. The Sanctuary, which separated the Nave from the Altar, was only a dozen paces wide and there was a stained glass window beyond. She saw the morning sun refracted through its leaded panels had bathed the alter in crimson, like fresh blood spilled on the crisp white linen, and her stomach churned. I shouldn't be here.
The door of the Sacristy opened and a priest appeared, his face a mask of nervous anticipation. He was very young, and Jen guessed this was his first baptism - or at least one of his first. She watched as he spoke timidly to the parents before taking his place next to the font, and she saw him turn to the congregation with a small smile of welcome.
And as Jen watched she perceived another figure enter the Nave behind him. He was wearing the robes of a Catholic Bishop: a white cassock beneath the pectoral cross, offset with amaranth trim and purple fascia, and a scarlet zucchetto perched upon his head. She saw that he was tall, his shoulders wide and straight, and his hands were held in supplication as if bestowing blessings on those gathered before him.
But it was his face that seized her attention, for she knew it. He was older now, bearing lines of age that had not been there before, and the hair that had once been dark was streaked with grey - but the eyes were the same: as black as obsidian like those of a circling shark, and they filled her with a familiar dread.
In an instant she was transported back fourteen years to the kitchen of her mother's house, to those same eyes fixed on hers like those of a snake regarding a rodent. She had fled from the place where he lived and had moved a dozen times since. She had thought herself safe. But here he was, stood before her in senior robes of the catholic church, and she understood that nothing had changed and he had been rewarded for a life of avarice and lust.
Jen rose to flee but the movement attracted him. She saw his eyes turn upon her, those black orbs that had robbed her of sleep for so long. She perceived the flare of recognition within them and she saw his lips curl, as a wolf might smile at a newborn lamb. And in that moment she knew he would pursue her and that everything she loved was under threat, and a roaring wind filled her head. She felt her heart beating, beating, in a discordant rhythm that robbed her limbs of strength and purpose, and then a great darkness consumed her and she slumped to the cold stone floor.
*
"Jesus, Jen! What were you thinking?" David Griffiths' voice was filled with anxiety, and he rested his hand gently on her forehead to see if she was feverish.
"I was at Annie's baptism...I told you I was going."
"And you'd had nothing to eat, so you fainted." He pulled a chair closer to the bed and sat on it, his eyes upon her face. "You know what happens if you don't eat anything in the morning."
"But I did. I had breakfast before I left."
"So what happened?"
Jen regarded her brother. His eyes were grey and filled with concern, unlike the empty black pools of the Bishop, and the vigour and purpose within them gave her strength.
"I saw John Tobias today."
"Christ! Where?"
"At the church. He's not a Priest any more - he's a Bishop. The church has promoted him and there he was, as if nothing had changed." Her voice was husky with emotion and he saw her shudder slightly. "He saw me...recognised me, I'm sure."
David shook his head. "What happened was a long time ago, Jen, there's nothing for him now. It must be - what - twenty years?"
"Fourteen," she corrected him, "don't you remember? It was after Mum's funeral. You'd gone to take Edith Williams home, and I was left in the house...just him and me. That's when -" her voice cracked, the emotion still raw. The image was so clear, even after all this time: the Priest pressed against her in that little kitchen, his voice as slick as warm oil. You are having carnal knowledge of your brother...I can help you to love another...just you and me. She felt again the slither of his fingers on her neck and the bulge of his engorged member thrust against her, and she recalled the stink of his breath.
But it wasn't just that. It was what he did afterwards. The lies and deceit, the dripping of poison into the ears of the villagers; the lost jobs and the ostracism of even her friends, and finally the assault that nearly killed her. She recalled the metallic taste of blood in her mouth and the reek of waste as his disciples urinated on her, and she remembered her life as a fugitive. And all the time he'd been watching: taunting her with his cold black eyes and laughing mouth. The same look he'd given her in the church that morning.
Jen stared into her brother's face. "You didn't see the way he looked at me," she said, "but I did. He'll come after me again, I know."
"But why?" David asked. "Is it because he didn't get what he wanted?"
She shook her head. "No. He'll come because he enjoyed it."
*****
Six miles away the Most Reverend John S. Tobias, Auxiliary Bishop of Bunyong, lay in his bathtub contemplating his day with a deal of satisfaction.
First there had been the christening. It was unusual for a Bishop to attend such an event, but he'd been keen to meet the young priest recently posted to the Parish. It had been a fruitful visit: he had earned the Minister's gratitude, and had assessed him to be unlikely to listen to the occasional rumour that circulated about his Bishop's behaviour.
And then he'd seen that little whore, Jennifer Griffiths, sitting in his church as bold as brass.
He remembered when he'd first met her, at her mother's funeral. She was young and beautiful and he'd counted on possessing her - but she had defied him. And so he'd dismantled her life, sure in the knowledge she would one day beg for forgiveness and surrender her pale, quivering body to his ministrations. But she had run like a thief in the night, and for years he had hated her for it.
And now she was found again and it would be he, John Tobias, who would be the instrument of the Lord's work. What had Jesus said about harlots? If she profanes herself by harlotry, she profanes her father; she shall be burned with fire. Perhaps that was how he would end it, for what better way to scour her soul than by cleansing it with flame?
But first he would have her, and he felt his cock harden rapidly at the thought. When she fell to the floor in the church he had gone to her, touched her hair and face as he bent to offer his help. He had seen that the years had been kind to her, that her body under that blue dress was still lean and her breasts firm and round.
He seized his cock and stroked it rapidly, his mind spinning in a bubble of pleasure as he imagined the moment he would take her: not gently, as he had once supposed, but in a frenzy. He would ravish her until he was done, and then the Lord's work could be finished.
The image was enough to trigger his orgasm and he spurted into the bath, the long jets of his semen stringing like silvery threads in the warm water. And in his mind he imagined it to be inside Jennifer Griffiths, and he laughed at how good it would feel.
His thoughts were interrupted by the phone, and he leaned over and picked it up, glancing at the screen to identify the caller.
"Bishop Tobias."
"Um, it's Father Rawlings, your Excellency, from the Church of the Blessed Sacrament."
"Yes, Father. Did you find what I wanted?"
"Oh yes. Annie - I mean Mrs. Fielding - was very kind. She told me the name of that poor woman who fainted in the church, and where she lived. That is what you wanted, isn't it?"
"Indeed, Father. Perhaps you could send it to me? Yes, on this number. And there's no need to concern yourself any further - I'll visit to make sure she's all right."
He listened to the Priest's inane mumblings for a few moments longer before thanking him firmly and ringing off. Now that he had Jennifer's address he needed to think how best to achieve what he wanted, and he didn't need the ramblings of an idiot priest to take up his time.
*****
Jennifer Griffiths drew back the curtains and looked over the expanse of lawn stretching almost as far as she could see. There had been a heavy frost during the night but it was melting in the morning sun, and she saw it was going to be a beautiful day.
She turned to the room behind her and smiled at the discarded clothes strewn around it. They told a story - silent witnesses to the events of last night. David's shirt lay by the open door, and his pants next to the sofa. Her clothes were more widely scattered: her blouse a puddle of blue by the table and her panties hanging from a chair. She recalled the feel of her brother's cock sliding into her and experienced the same guilty jolt of pleasure that she always did when she committed incest.
It had been a particularly memorable night because there had been little lovemaking in recent times. She and David were both busy and intimacy seemed to be more of an effort than it had before. In fact, neither had really expected anything last night when the subject of Bishop Tobias had come up and, surprisingly, had led to sex.
David had been sitting at the kitchen counter with a glass of wine, regarding his sister as she tidied up after dinner.
"So what are we going to do about him?" he asked.
Jennifer shrugged. She knew immediately who he was talking about and had pondered the same question for most of the day, but without reaching an answer. "I don't know," she replied. "Maybe I was wrong. Maybe he'll just leave me alone."
"I shouldn't count on it," David observed. "I think we should be prepared to deal with him if he doesn't."
"Maybe I'll just take out a contract on him...you know people who do that sort of thing, don't you?"
"Sure," he said drily. "Marketing is full of contract killers." He took a sip from his glass. "Not a bad idea, though."
"Except they'd lock us up. I don't want to spend the rest of my life in goal because of that shithead."
David considered for a moment. "Fourteen years ago he said he had testimony from your mother about us. Did you ever actually get to see it?"
"No, and I don't think Mum would have ever written one. She was too sick, for a start."
"But she must have told him something before she died."
Jen nodded. "Only in the misguided hope he would help us - but she would never have written anything down. She just didn't work that way."
"I agree. But let's just imagine for a moment that she did write something...a statement or testimony of some kind that suggested we were incestuous. Would he have kept it all these years?"
"I doubt it. He must have thought us long gone. Nobody keeps a document like that for fourteen years on the off chance they might need it again."
David nodded in agreement. "So the chances are he's really got nothing on us."
"Other than he knows we are brother and sister. And it wouldn't be hard for him to find out that we are still living together."
"So what? Lots of siblings live together - that doesn't mean they share a bed. I mean, to do us any real damage he'd have to prove we were intimate." He saw his sister smiling. "What? Did I say something funny?"
"Intimate is such a weak little word, David. Why don't you just say 'fucking'."
"Well, all right then. He'd have to prove we fuck."
"And how would he do that?" she was still smiling.
"Shit, I don't know. Peer in through the window with a camera, or something." He lapsed into silence. "Do you ever wonder how we got into this situation?"
"Do you mean situation as in being blackmailed, or situation as in you and me shagging?"
"Shagging. I wonder how we got to break the taboo."
Jen laughed. "There was no wonder about it. You stuck your dick in me."
"Only because you were constantly flashing your pussy at me."
"Because you stole my knickers to sniff them."
"And, if I remember right, because you crept into my room and played with my dick without so much as asking."
"I did, didn't I? And after that, I couldn't wait to get you inside me." Jen laughed again. "We were pretty naughty, weren't we? Poor old Mum didn't have a clue - every time her back was turned we were at it. Do you remember the morning after we first did it? On the kitchen chair?" she closed her eyes, recalling how she'd lowered herself onto her brother's shaft and the feeling of fullness as it slid into her. "It was lovely."
David remembered it well: the arrow-sharp glances of lust they had shared whilst their mother flitted around the kitchen, oblivious to the sexual tension in the air - and how Jen had flown to him the moment they were alone, her legs long and brown and her eyes full of love. Even though he'd fucked her half the previous night he was still as hard as a stick, and recalled the delicious feeling of her pussy enveloping him again. He felt his cock rear up at the memory and he regarded his sister to see if she'd had a similar reaction.
Jen's cheeks bore a flush of colour and there was a familiar brightness in her eyes. "It never changes, does it David," she said softly, "and I don't care if you are my brother...I love what we do." She set down the dish she had been drying and walked around to his side of the counter. "In fact, I feel like doing it again - right now." She touched his face gently, as a blind person might do to read its planes and angles, and leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were as soft as a shadow and her breath warm upon his cheek.
"Tell me what you'd like me to do," he whispered.
"You figure it out."
"But I'm your brother. Siblings don't do that."
"We do - a lot more than we should."
David laughed. She'd recently calculated they'd fucked over five hundred times, give or take. She'd even worked out the volume of sperm he'd pumped into her...what had it been? Over a quart? They'd imagined him delivering it in a single, mind-blowing orgasm: pints of jizz squirting into her pussy, filling it like a balloon before spraying from around his shaft to soak her thighs and pool around her buttocks. It was an arresting image, but impossible, of course. But even the thought of impregnating his sister with that much fluid over the years was an intriguing one. Who would have thought? A brother and sister, rutting like that over such a long time.
"We do, don't we," he agreed. Her perfume filled his senses, heady and seductive, and he felt himself falling into a familiar pit of lust. "So how would you like to be done?"
"Any way you like."
"Really?" he grasped the twin globes of her buttocks and his fingers curled between them to probe gently.
"Except that way."
"Right." David had known, of course. Jen was game for anything except anal, which was a pity as he thought she had the finest ass he'd ever seen. Still, it had been worth a try. He moved his hands forward, his thumbs brushing lightly over the fabric at her crotch. "How about here, then?"
"Mmmm."
"Or here?" his fingertip touching her mouth.
"Yep."
"And what about here?" Even though her bra and blouse he could feel her nipples as stiff as gooseberries.
"Uh huh."
"Take off your clothes, then."
Jen stood back and began to undress: the kitchen apron first, then the blouse tossed aside. She unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it, kicking it away, and her hands reached for the clasp on her bra.
"No," David whispered. "Leave your undies. Take off your shoes." He watched her do it. "Now bend over the back of the sofa."
His sister complied, her arms stretched along the back of the settee and her legs apart. The angle of her body emphasised the tautness of her buttocks and the long spread of her thighs, and he saw how the rich burgundy of her underwear accentuated the pale gold of her skin.
"Open your legs more," he commanded. "Wider. Now push your ass back a little...more...a bit more. Yes, yes, that's nice."
Jen rested her cheek on the soft leather and closed her eyes. She thought her posture made her vulnerable, somehow, as if she were exposing herself to a stranger. She let the fantasy develop in her mind: a candlelit dinner with a first date; a little too much to drink; the fumbled kisses and now his expectation of sex. She imagined she was too far gone to refuse and was apprehensive, just as she had been the first time all those years ago. On that occasion they had fucked in her bedroom, not far from where her mother slept in blissful ignorance, and she remembered the breathless excitement of the forbidden relationship juxtaposed on the terror of discovery.
And now, fifteen years later, that excitement was still tangible: a shortness of breath; a beating heart hammering in her chest. A consciousness of moisture oozing from within her body to smear the thin gusset of her panties. It was not warm in the room and she felt her skin cooling in contrast to the little furnace between her legs. David was somewhere behind her but there was no sound and she wondered what he was doing. She was tempted to turn and look, but anticipation was part of the game.
David was observing. He had known this woman for thirty three years and he still couldn't believe his luck. The body spread-eagled before him was as trim as when he had first taken it all those years ago. The hips were a little fuller, perhaps, and the breasts squished against the cushion a tad lower, but there was no spare flesh on her frame. He regarded the gleam of her skin in the soft light, and the pinch of her waist that curved outwards towards the creamy globes of her ass. He saw the glorious curtain of her hair in wild disarray over the back of the sofa and he marvelled at the shape of her legs, stretching long and lean from the slim ankles to the wonder of her little round buttocks. They were encased in the thin fabric of her panties, and they were irresistible.
He quickly unbuckled his belt and shucked off his pants before stepping forward to engage himself between his sister's buns. She hunkered down, thrusting back a little, and her fingers deftly pulled aside the gusset of her pants. David felt the head of his cock briefly touch her rosebud and for an instant he imagined penetrating that tight little tube; but then it slid towards to the soft fruit of her sex, and he seized her hips to control the initial penetration.



Slowly, and with infinite care, David Griffiths violated his sister's body. There was initial pressure as her vulva stretched around him, a sensation of moisture on the sensitive tip of his cock as her lips spread. For a moment more there was tightness and he heard the hiss of her breath; and then the mushroom head crowned into her body and she grunted softly.
"Ah, Jesus, David. Fuck! You've got bigger."
He chuckled softly at the old joke "And you've got tighter."
"Just hold it there...ah, let me get used to it."
For long moments he was still, his fingers resting lightly on her hips and his bell end buried inside her. She crimped her vulva once or twice and he felt it clasp around his rim.
"Tell me what you see," she demanded. Imagery had always been a turn on for her.
David shifted his fingers to draw aside the twin globes of her bottom and feasted his eyes on the delicious sight. "I can see you wrapped around me."
"How far in?"
"Just the head."
"Is it tight?"
"It feels tight."
"No, I mean visually. Am I wrapped tightly around you?"
David leaned back to better observe. The movement shifted the angle of his penetration and he saw a brief glimpse of her pink flesh as the seal of their union was broken. He pressed forward a little and observed the ring close around him again. "As tight as a banjo string."
Jen grunted. It had been a while since they fucked and he did feel big. "Good," she said, "now go a bit deeper...ah, yes! Slowly...slowly. Stop when you're right inside."
David watched as his shaft gradually disappeared and he imagined it sliding inside her, levering aside the trembling walls of her pussy. She really was very tight.
At length the soft cushion of her buttocks arrested him. "I'm in," he murmured. "Christ, Jen, that feels great."
His sister grunted softly, savouring the feeling of fullness. "Keep still," she whispered, "and tell me what you thought the first time we did it."
"I was surprised. I thought I wasn't going to get anywhere near it."
"Really? We were in my bed with your cock half way down my throat. Wasn't that a hint?"
"But you kept telling me we couldn't do it."
"When my mouth wasn't too full to speak," Jen conceded. She remembered the conflict she'd experienced: a desperate need to take her brother into her body, but fear of what that would mean. The desire had won and she recalled the incredible sensation of him sliding into her for the first time.
"Does it feel any different to you now?" she asked.
"I think it's better."
"Really? How do you figure that?"
David considered for a moment. "Because over the years we've learned what gives each other pleasure. When we first started there's no way I could have kept still like we are now - I would have been pounding you into the mattress."
Jen giggled. "We were very energetic, weren't we? That's what comes of being young."
"We still are. Can I move now?"
"Go for it, stud."
David grasped his sister's hips and began to pump into her: back and forth, back and forth. She was ready now, her pussy wet with anticipation, and in the light cast from the kitchen he could see his shaft shining with her juices. "How's that?" he asked.
"Nice."
"Jesus! Nice? Is that all?"
Jen chuckled softly. "Well, it's really nice."
It was, too. He could feel the grip of her wet flesh on his cock, a sort of sucking sensation with every stroke.
"You asked me what it was like when I first fucked you."
"Yes."
"I couldn't believe it," he said. "I couldn't believe that my little sister, who I'd lusted after for months, would really go all the way. You were so beautiful...you could have had anyone you wanted, but you chose me. I couldn't believe that you would." He closed his eyes and remembered the magic of that night: the small bedroom bathed in moonlight, the air chilled because they'd opened the window to dispel the odour of sex. He saw again the expression on her face as he first penetrated her, filled with wonder at what was happening; and he recalled the sinuous movement of her lithe young body as he fucked her. "I was filled by love," he said simply, and I still am."
Jen giggled. "And I was filled by you...and I still am."
David examined the point at which their bodies joined. Even when he was fully engaged there was still a little of his cock showing. "Do you want to be even fuller?" he asked.
"Uh huh."
"Then step back." They shuffled away from the sofa, his shaft still embedded inside her. "That's it...now bend right over...further, further. Spread your legs a bit...that's good. Now, touch the floor with your hands if you can. Ah! That's it...that's it!"
Jen's body was bent almost in a U shape, her legs open wide and her head down. At this angle her buttocks were flattened and David found he could stuff himself even deeper into her channel. He seized her thighs and lifted her feet off the ground in an effort to burrow deeper still.
"They should call this position the wheelbarrow," he observed. "Christ, you're wet! Can you hear us fucking?"
Jen certainly could - a wet squelching sound with each thrust. He felt huge inside her, each stroke like a piston levering aside the trembling walls of her cunt. The depth and frequency of his strokes told her of his excitement, and she closed her eyes to imagine what he could see: the wet gash of her body alternately filled and emptied; her cream churned to a fine white froth by the frenzy of his movement. All she could see was the floor.
"Stop, David. Let me get on top."
He pulled free and lay on the floor, watching with hooded eyes as she shed her panties and clambered over him. He loved her flexibility: the way she could crouch using only the muscles of her legs for support, and then lower herself slowly, slowly into his rod. He loved the sight of her sex opening, lips rolling apart as he slid between them, and the sucking tightness of her flesh. He loved too, the moment when her buttocks finally reached his thighs and he was fully, deeply inside. She would rest there for a few moments, luxuriating in the feeling of fullness, and then her legs would tense and she would rise up to reveal his slippery shaft, gleaming with her discharge, until she was balanced on the very tip.
"God was so clever to think of this," Jen said. She was gazing between her legs, savouring the slippery feeling of his cock as she began to pump herself on it again.
"It's how creatures mate, Jen."
"Yes, but he could have had us breed somehow else: like salmon spawning...you know, I'd scratch a hole in a gravel bed with my butt and squirt some eggs into it, and you'd come along and cum over them." She laughed at the image. "Not as much fun as this."
"Hell no!" David closed his eyes and focussed on the delicious sensation of sliding back and forth into his sister. It has always been thus, ever since he'd first fucked her all those years ago.
"I need to cum," Jen grunted.
"Go for it." He watched as her fingers stole to her sex and began to rub, and almost immediately the pace of her movement changed to a faster, shallower rhythm. After so many years he could judge the intensity of her orgasm and this looked like it was going to be a good one.
"You love being fucked, don't you," he whispered.
"God, yes."
"But not just by anybody."
"No." Her voice becoming thready.
"Say it! Tell me who you want to fuck you."
"You - my brother. I love having my brother's dick inside me."
"Why? Tell me why."
Her eyes were on his, bright with passion. "Because you're the one I can't have. We - ugh, shouldn't be doing this. If anyone found out -"
David could see she was getting closer to the edge - the eyes losing focus, bottom lip caught between those little white teeth. "But you don't care, do you?" he whispered, "you're fucking your brother on the floor, moving your tight little cunt up and down on him and trying to suck his juice into you. You want him to spurt -"
"Yes, yes. My brother's sperm inside me." Jen began to roll her hips on the downstoke, little corkscrew twists like a boat in a heavy sea. She rested one hand on his chest for balance while the other fluttered at her vulva. "I need you - ugh - to cum with me, Bro."
"Deep or shallow?"
"Deep. I need you deep tonight...right up inside me."
David grasped her hips and began to thrust strongly upwards in synchronicity: long, deep strokes up into his sister's body, watching her face grow slacker with pleasure, hearing the wet suck of her pussy and her little squeaks and groans of delight. He was ready too, but wanted her to cum first so he forced himself to think of other things, but it was no good. The seeds of his orgasm expanded rapidly and he knew that only one or two more strokes would trip him over the edge.
"God, Jen...ugh! I'm close too," he grunted. His back was off the floor, lifting her, his cock seeming to swell even thicker. "Jesus...ah, God - yes, yes! Here it comes!"
With a final lunge he thrust upwards as deeply as he could and let go a searing jet of white hot sperm, sizzling as it splattered into his sister's writhing body. She felt its heat far inside her and it tipped her over the edge.
"Fuck!" she shouted, 'Fuck, fuck...yes!" Her eyes were screwed tightly shut and her face distorted in pleasure, and her words were breathless and distorted: "Oh, God, that's - ah...yes, yes."
Her pussy was spasming around him with tight little contractions and David sprayed another long ribbon inside her and then a third, his hands like claws on her hips. She was shaking her head from side to side almost as if in pain, and the words tumbled from her lips: "Jesus! David...ah, yes...inside me - ugh...I can feel it -".
A fourth spurt, and then a fifth, the intensity diminishing but still delicious. A lingering plateau of pleasure, stretching out, stretching out - God, this was a long one! Hips slowing now, cock twitching and jerking with final dribbles up behind that flat little belly. Her words drying up to little sighs and groans of pleasure, her fingers slackening, body twitching with little aftershocks.
And at last she opened her eyes and stared down at his face, her expression almost stunned. He could see the hair at her temples was damp and her skin was shining with perspiration, and when she spoke her voice was husky with awe.
"Wow!" she said. "Wow. That was...amazing."
"Incredible," he agreed.
"I think I'm full." It was true - she could see strands of his seed oozing from around his shaft.
"And I think I'm empty."
Jen laughed softly. "Don't ever let this stop, will you?"
"I won't, I won't," he replied, but a picture of John Tobias suddenly appeared unbidden in his mind, a dark and malignant threat to their happiness, and he knew they would have to deal with him.
*****
David Griffith held the phone to his head and heard the dialling tone purring softly. There was a click and a woman's voice answered.
"Hi, I'm not available so please leave a message." Short and to the point, just like the Rosie he remembered.
"Uh, hi Rosie, My name's David Griffiths...not sure if you remember me. We, uh, were at school together. I wondered if I could talk with you - I have a business proposition." He paused, aware that it sounded wooden. If the rumours about this woman were true he needed to appeal to her personal side too. "Um, that sounds pretty dull but I think you might be interested - and besides, it's been a long time and it would be really nice to catch up for a drink. Call me, please."
They met that evening at one of the more respectable bars in town. David was nursing a Scotch when he spotted her threading her way through the tables. He waved and smiled in greeting.
"How did you know it was me?" Rose asked as she perched on a barstool beside him. "It must be what - twenty years?"
"There's not many women who stop conversation when they walk in a room." He regarded her briefly. "You haven't changed that much."
"Nor you." She saw it was true - his face was older, of course, but he was still handsome, and showed signs of wealth: the Rolex Oystermatic on his wrist, the good suit, expensive shoes. She wondered idly if he was hoping to become a client and felt a pang of disappointment - the David Griffiths she remembered wasn't cut from that cloth.
"What can I get you to drink?"
"A vodka martini please." She watched him order and decided from his body language it was something else that brought him here. "As you said on the phone, it's been a long time, David."
"It sure has." He studied her for a moment, remembering their time together - a platonic relationship apart from the single evening in the bed of a local motel. She had been what - barely eighteen? It had been glorious but they'd both understood it was just that once and it hadn't affected the friendship. And now, twenty years later, she still looked delicious - that creamy complexion was as fresh as ever and her figure as taut and inviting.
They chatted for a while, passing the time easily by remembering old friends and times past but at length she glanced at the slim gold watch on her wrist. "So what can I do for you?" she asked.
David smiled. Rosie Mulquinney had always been direct and the years hadn't changed that characteristic either. "I mix with the top end of town a lot," he started carefully, "you know - businessmen, politicians and professionals and so on. Most of it is work stuff, but sometimes we meet socially over a few beers, and you get to hear whispers - some of them not worth a pinch of shit, but others with a grain of truth."
"And what did you hear about me?"
"That a few years ago you set up a business with a very generous settlement from an older gentleman."
"What kind of business?"
"The sort that caters for men who want the best girls au naturale with absolute discretion. It's like a club, and only very select people get to join." He smiled. "As I said, you hear a lot of things and most don't turn out to be true, but when I heard you were the owner I sat up and took notice."
"Why?"
"Because if it's true it would need someone pretty special to pull it off. I figured you had the skills to do that."
Rose laughed briefly. "I was only a kid when we last met, David. How would you know that?"
"Because I'm a good judge of character."
Rose sat back on her seat and considered him thoughtfully. She had a golden rule - never discuss her business unless she knew who she was talking to and, more importantly, everything about them. In the week since his phone call she'd called in some favours and there was a little dossier on David Griffiths sitting in her office. It had been done quickly, but was nothing to suggest he was working in the vice squad or, worse still, for some protection racket. Her instinct was to trust him, particularly as she now knew some surprising theories about him and his sister.
"So what if it's true?" she said. "You're not asking to join, are you?"
David shook his head. "Not me. I'm in a good place and I don't need that sort of service - besides, I've never paid for it in my life." His words triggered the thought that he'd probably been one of the last people to sleep with Rosie Mulquinney without money changing hands: and now, twenty years later, he was prepared to pay her big. Life was filled with irony.
"What can I help you with, then?"
David leaned forward and lowered his voice. "Let's hypothesise for a moment," he said softly. "Let's say I know this lady who runs a top-notch girl business. She's smart, sassy and ambitious. She knows her business is on the edge of the law and may not be around tomorrow, so she needs a little insurance...something for a rainy day to protect her future." He paused for a few seconds, waiting to see Rose's reaction but she was quite still, her face impassive. "Do you follow me so far?"
"Hypothetically, yes."
"Of course. All this is hypothetical." He took a sip of his whisky, choosing his words. "But this smart, sassy lady is in a conundrum because any one of the clients who are the basis of her business are the very people who could bring it crashing down - senior police, politicians, counsellors...I'm sure you get the drift." Her eyes were on his now, bright, intelligent eyes - neither rejecting his words nor agreeing with him. He pressed on. "She figures trust is a delicate thing and so she keeps a little bit of extra insurance in her cupboard - information for a rainy day, so to speak, just in case she needs to keep them in line."
"Collecting such information would be illegal."
David sat back and waved to the barman for more drinks. "We both know that information is collected all the time, Rosie," he said evenly. "Even here -' he nodded towards the little CCTV camera in the corner of the room. "Some people feel uncomfortable having their pictures taken, but its part and parcel of life - the rule today is, if you don't like it, don't go there." He waited while the barman delivered their drinks and moved away. "Where it gets tricky is when and where such information is used, and whether it is for sale."
"I wondered when you'd get to the point. Hypothetically, the answer is no." Rose picked up her drink and smiled. "And by the way, I dropped the 'i' in my name years ago - it's just Rose now."
"This sassy lady went through a difficult time in her life," David continued as if she hadn't spoken. "When she was working on her own she occasionally had a rough time with men. I guess you could call it an occupational hazard, but I don't agree - nobody should ever have to suffer that. Evidently she thought so too, because shortly afterwards she changed her business model...she employed other girls to do the physical work, and managed them instead."
"Smart lady. I don't see what this has to do with me, though."
"The thing was, she made sure that anyone who worked for her was safe from the kind of nastiness she'd suffered. It was that information, you see: it not only assured her future, but was a good way to keep her clients in line - and, more to the point, she was prepared to use it to protect people who weren't in a position to protect themselves."
Rose shook her head. "You're not listening, David. I don't see what any of this has to do with me."
David laughed. "You're smarter than that, Rose. I'm quite sure did your homework on me and you figured out pretty quickly I'm a potential client. That's true - but I don't want to buy a girl. I want something else, so let's do away with hypotheticals. Let me tell you a real story, and how you might be able to help. About sixteen years ago I got into a relationship with a woman which was...unusual. There was something about us that we had to keep secret. Not even -'
"Are you talking about your sister?"
David stared at her. He'd known she would check up on him, but hadn't realised the extent of her information. Still, it only confirmed what he already knew of this woman: that she was smart, well informed and careful. He nodded slowly. "Yes. I didn't think you knew that."
"I put two and two together," Rose conceded. "You share the same address now, and it's unusual for a brother and sister to live together for so long. When you said you had a secret it didn't take much to figure it out."
"Yes, well - Jennifer and I found each other, as it were. It was - passionate. And it lasted...I mean it wasn't just a quick fumble. We found we were true soulmates." He lifted his drink and observed the woman opposite him. "Does that shock you?"
Rose laughed. "Honey, I've seen or I've heard just about everything there is to know about human relationships, and a few more besides. Nothing shocks me. The fact that you are still together says something."
David smiled ruefully. "I wish my mother had thought the same. She found out about us and told a priest about us on her deathbed. I suppose she thought she was doing the right thing - you know, absolution in the bosom of the church and all that." He glanced at her face. "Are you religious?"



"Hell no, and especially after what I've read in the papers for the last few years."
"Well, unfortunately she chose the wrong priest. He decided he could use this juicy bit of information to blackmail Jennifer. He figured she'd come across with the goods so he propositioned her one night - said that she'd burn in hell if she didn't leave me, and that he could teach her to love again...or something along those lines. He even suggested a time and place to start her personal tuition."
"What did she do?"
"Shoved him backwards over a table and told him to keep his pious little prick in his pants."
Rose threw back her head and laughed. "Sounds like my kind of girl."
"Yeah, right. But then the hate mail started, and the jobs dried up. She was ostracised in the streets and the house was vandalised. Nothing to pin it to him, of course, but we know who it was."
"And you couldn't go to the police."
"No, for obvious reasons." David sighed. "I guess we could have put up with it, or perhaps moved away. We were talking about what to do when the assault happened."
Rose went still. "What assault?"
"Four people kidnapped her on the way back home one night and they tied her up and cut off her hair. They intended to tar and feather her...you know, the old medieval treatment to humiliate someone? Fortunately they decided that pouring boiling pitch on her head would kill her so they stripped her naked, pissed all over her and ran her out of town." He stopped suddenly, the emotion welling up as he remembered that night. The little figure lying in a hospital bed her face as white as the bandages; the words she had said to him in her fear and confusion: words as jagged as shards of glass. It had robbed them of eleven years of happiness - eleven years that could never be brought back. And then he had searched for her and, though a miracle, they had come back together. And now -
"I'm so sorry, David." Rose's hand was on his arm and her eyes were soft with concern. "Nobody should ever have to put up with that."
"We clawed it back," he said and his voice was husky with emotion. "After years apart, we found each other and started again - here, where we thought it was safe." He shook his head. "And it was, until a couple of weeks ago."
"Why? What happened?"
"Jen went into one of the local churches for a friend's christening." He smiled ruefully. "The first she'd been into since that night. It seemed safe enough - a small parish during the day. The priest was young - new to the job, so his boss decided to come along to officiate."
"The same one," Rose guessed. "He came back."
David shrugged. "It was probably just a coincidence. He's a Bishop now -' his voice turned bitter. "The Most Reverend John S. Tobias. I ran a few checks on him...nothing concrete, but there are whispers that he hasn't changed - you know, still talking young parishioners into giving money or sexual favours. Needless to say, nothing ends up with the church, and he's still a senior member of the faith." He stared into his drink for a moment, reflecting the injustice of it all. "You'd like to think that someone, somewhere, would have figured that he's a bad egg...that the catholic church would have dealt with him. But -' he shook his head. "Anyway, when Jen saw him she fainted and was carted off in an ambulance. He has that much effect on her."
"But he can't be a threat to her now, surely? Now that you know who he is. You've got influence, David - you're not a young guy just starting out."
"I said much the same to Jen," David replied. "And she said an interesting thing: 'he'll come after me because he enjoyed it'. I didn't believe her, until a couple of weeks ago."
"What happened?"
"He broke into our house. I'm sure it was him, though I can't prove it because the security system was playing up. The silent alarm didn't work and only one of the cameras was functioning, and it didn't show his face - but I know it was him...the way he walks, his shape and figure. Besides, who breaks into a house in Toorak and spends most of the time in the bedroom without taking anything?"
"Does your sister know?"
David shook his head. "She knows we had a break-in, but I didn't share my thoughts. She's a bright girl though, and she's probably figured it out."
"What do you think he'll do?"
"I don't know," David said. "But for a Bishop to break into someone's house shows he's serious. He hates her, Rose, and he's a zealot which makes him doubly dangerous - you know, he's instrument of the Lord's revenge and all that. I don't know what he's going to do, but I don't intend to sit around to find out.
Rose thought for a moment. She could relate to what Jennifer Griffiths had been through, even though her circumstances had been different. Violence against women was abhorrent and she had no doubt of the truth of David's story. And she'd seen men of the cloth in her agency, setting aside their accoutrements before rutting on the bed like animals; and the thing was, the next day they'd happily pass judgement on fornicators and sinners in their congregations. She had no aspirations of the sanctity of the church or of those who administered it, and a zealot was the most unpredictable and dangerous of enemies.
And as for David and his relationship with his sister - she'd seen men role playing in her chambers, pretending the girl was a sibling or a mother, but it wasn't her job to judge. If David and Jennifer Griffiths were happy together and nobody got hurt, that was their business.
"So what can I do to help?" she asked simply.
David nodded in gratitude. "I was hoping that Bishop Tobias might be known to you...that is, he might be a client."
"And if he was?"
"Well - just maybe you had a video of him doing something he shouldn't, or perhaps a couple of photos?" He glanced at Rose's face. "I don't want money from him - I just want to warn him off."
"I'll have a look. And how much do you think that might be worth, if I did?"
David shrugged. "Damned if I know - this business is new to me. Name a fair price."
"Ten thousand. In used notes."
"Done." He smiled in relief. "I rather thought it would be more."
"It should be," Rose said, "but I don't like bullies and you're a friend, so that's just to cover expenses. I'll give you a call when I have something."
*
That evening Rose Mulquinney sat in the booth to watch one of her girls fucking.
She was in a secret alcove set behind the wall of the main bedroom that enjoyed an unimpeded view of the king-sized bed beyond. The one-way mirror through which she gazed was wide enough for two or three people to sit and watch the action, but today she was on her own, leaning forward slightly to observe the two bodies moving on the bed. The big video camera to her right hummed quietly, capturing everything she could see and hear for future use.
The lights in the bedroom were dimmed but the room was bright enough to observe every detail. Rose allowed her eyes to move over the girl's body as she lowered herself onto the erect shaft of the figure beneath her. She could see the fine sheen of sweat on her golden skin and the gleam of moisture on her soft, pouting lips, and she observed her honey coloured eyes bright with lust as they gazed back at her, knowing that she was there and positioning her body to give the very best view of her coupling. Millie was one of the best - not just for her looks but because she really enjoyed the work too.
The man was on his back, his steadying hands on her waist as she impaled herself on him. Her black hair moved languorously about her face and her full breasts swayed slightly as her body moved, the nipples erect with desire. Rose watched as the glistening shaft of his cock glided into the girl's body, levering aside the thick lips of her vulva. She could see how wet she was, too - the juices leaking out, coating the shaft as it plunged into her, frothing to a white cream where their flesh met.
Rose shifted in the seat slightly, opening her thighs and pushing her hips forward. Her hand moved to her crotch and her fingers brushed lightly over the thin, wet fabric of her pants. She slipped her hand under the elastic and touched herself, her fingertips pressing lightly against her clitoris before edging downwards to enter the warmth of her pussy. She could feel the jolt of electricity the contact gave, the sudden suffusion of lust. How many times had she sat in this same chair, pleasuring herself as she watched her girls servicing carefully selected citizens of the city? When the man was important, as this one was, she would film him performing, placing the tape in the big safe in the corner as insurance for the future. And sometimes she would feel a special bond with the girl...almost as if the thick rod in her body was gliding into her own wet channel. She felt it now, and it stirred her.
She leaned forward, her lips slightly open and her breath panting softly. Millie was moving more quickly now, her body responding to what was happening, and Rose could see the discharge of their fucking - a testament to the girl's growing excitement. She watched as the man lifted his head and suckled her right breast, his lips closing over the nipple to tease it, and through the speakers above her head she heard their coupling: the sighs of pleasure and the soft wet sucking of the girl's pussy as it gripped and released him.
Millie was lifting herself higher now, to better savour the length and thickness of his shaft. As she raised her body upwards Rose could see his rod exposed, gleaming in the light until the rim of his helmet appeared, held only by the thick lips of her sex; and then she watched as the girl plunged downwards and the turgid flesh of his cock slithered back inside her slim, golden body, each stroke accompanied by an explosive grunt of pleasure. Rose's fingers were busy too, easing into the wet channel of her own pussy in tune with the penetration, and she envisaged that the wetness that she could feel on her fingers was the same as her employee's. She licked her lips, imagining the salty taste of the girl's juice, its texture oily on her tongue, dribbling thick and wet to the back of her throat.
She could feel the growing whirlwind of her orgasm approaching and she slowed the frantic twitching of her fingers to control it. She wanted to come at the same time as them, to bond with the pleasure of their flesh...to time the clasping spasms of her own cunt to be at one with the frantic grasping of the one before her. She watched with hooded eyes as the girl leaned backwards, her body angled away from the mirror so that the man's cock was sliding into her at a different angle. She could see the shaved lips of her pussy moving with the stimulus of his penetration: easing aside as he entered her, and clasping at his rod as he withdrew. His body was twitching now as he reached for his climax, and Rose leaned forward even further to watch more closely.
With exquisite timing the girl lifted herself to the extremity of his shaft and clasped the trembling head in the tight portal of her vulva. She held her body still and milked his glans with her vaginal muscles, the lips fluttering around the bulbous head as her flesh stroked and suckled him like a mouth. For a moment he was rigid, his body drawn to the very brink of ecstasy, and then with a hoarse cry he came, spurting upwards into the soft, wet tube surrounding him. Rose imagined the hot jets of his sperm entering the girl's body, pooling at the entrance to her vagina, drawn out by the grasping lips of her cunt.
With a soft cry of anguish Rose came, her fingers buried in her channel. A spurt of juice splattered out of her body over the soft cream leather of the seat. The jolts of pleasure rocked her body, one upon the other in waves of heat and white, grainy light. She watched as Millie came too, tripped over the edge by the warmth and volume of the seed being pumped into her; she heard the girl shriek and she watched the thick white strands of his cum being forced out of her body by the contraction of her cunt, spattering over the man's belly and trickling down the gleaming shaft in thick, clinging strands.
For a long moment the three figures were frozen, each locked in the tight spiral of their pleasure, each savouring the spurting of their juices and the tight, rhythmic clasping of their parts. And then the moment passed and the light and sounds of the day seeped back in to their consciousness, and they moved again.
*
She waited until the man had gone before she entered the bedroom. Millie was lying on the rumpled sheets with some crisp green banknotes scattered around her, and she looked up.
"He was old," she said accusingly. "Why are they always old now?"
Rose sat on the side of the bed. "Because they are the important ones," she said soothingly, "the ones with money and influence. That was Justice Peter Cranbourne, and until about an hour ago he was a pillar of respectability in the State's judicial system. He is a Supreme Court Judge, has a wife who moves in high circles and two virginal teenage daughters who go to Saint John's Academy for young ladies. And unlike some others in his profession he has been as clean as a new whistle - no scandal, no girls and no bribes. Now, he's just a randy old Judge, just like the others."
Millie laughed. Cranbourne's semen was still oozing from her vulva and she thought it felt just the same as any other man's, even if he was a Supreme Court Judge. "Why do they do it?" she asked. "Surely they must know that nothing is ever a secret."
Rose shrugged. "If you saw his wife you'd understand - shagging her would be like buggering the Sphinx. And he's at that age where he looks in the mirror every morning and sees another chin on his face or bigger bags under his eyes, and he figures he'd better have a bit of fun before it's too late." She smiled. "Everyone thinks its women who have a problem with ageing, but I think men worry about it more."
The girl nodded. It was a familiar story: older men in stale, empty marriages, aware of their mortality and prepared to pay for some delicious young thing with firm tits and a tight pussy to play with for a while.
"Well, at least he didn't have any strange fetishes," Millie said. Judges were notorious for it - the last one had asked to be put on a leash and punished like a dog, and she had heard of others who liked being whipped. Perhaps it was because they spent every day handing out sentences, so the idea of being receiving them was appealing.
"Oh, I'm sure he does," Rose replied. "Even though he didn't ask you this time, I'm certain he'll have some dirty little secret he wants to play out. They all do. Just give him a bit of time." She leaned forward and patted the girl on her cheek. "Now, clean up, sweetheart and get some rest. I have a special job for you...something a bit different and one with a bonus if you pull it off - and yes, he's a bit younger, too."
*****
A week later the Most Reverend John S. Tobias, Auxiliary Bishop in the Dioceses of Bunyong, slowly placed the phone on its cradle and stared out of the window.
The call had been from one of his parishioners, a woman called Marie Sheldon with three children, who lived not far from where he now sat. She was a single mother, struggling under the crushing burden of raising her family and grateful for whatever scraps he was prepared to give - a few dollars here and there, some cast off clothing from the charity bin in the church, left-over food from his kitchen. In return she lifted her skirts whenever he called upon her.
Marie had just asked for more money, but she was not a particularly good shag, he decided. She might have been once, but now she was usually too tired to do much more than lie underneath him, and her personal hygiene wasn't always that good. He wanted a younger, more energetic woman, with a bit more class.
As it happened, he had seen one during the service last Sunday. She had been sitting in the front pew and was on her own, which was unusual. She was chastely dressed, but he saw the quality of her clothes was good, and she had the trappings of breeding and wealth. He'd watched her as he gave his sermon and by the end of the service felt compelled to speak.
In his normal fashion he stood on the steps of the church and greeted each of the congregation as they left. At first he thought he'd missed her, but she appeared at the end of the queue and he saw that close up she was even more striking than he'd first supposed.
"Thank you, your Eminence, for your words this morning." Her voice was low pitched and the eyes that looked into his were a honey brown, like molten caramel. He was interested in her choice of words, too: "Your Eminence' was reserved for Cardinals, those esteemed Princes of the Church. He was merely a Bishop, two rungs down the ecclesial ladder, but ambition burned brightly in his chest and he liked hearing the title.
"You are welcome, my child." He took her proffered hand and held it. "I haven't seen you here before - have you moved from another place?"
She shook her head, the dark curls glinting in the evening light. God, she was stunning. "No, father. I found my local priest could not offer what I seek, and I felt compelled to move to another parish." She smiled slightly. "I really hope you will accept me here."
Her hand was warm and she made no move to release it from his grasp. Instead, her eyes were on his face - bright, interested eyes that invited comment.
"I'm sorry to hear that my child. Perhaps I can help? You are always welcome to talk to me, here in the confessional or perhaps somewhere less...intimidating, if you wish."
"Thank you, your Eminence." She released his hand and shuffled in her clutch purse for a moment before extracting a card. "I would welcome that, but I know you are a busy man. Perhaps, at your leisure, you could see your way to call me? It is a matter that weighs upon my mind and I would like to talk about it."
"Of course." Tobias smiled reassuringly and watched as she walked away, her tight little buttocks moving alluringly under the skirt. It was an image he would revisit in the bath that evening to build a little fantasy. He glanced down at the card, noting the heavy linen card and crisp embossed lettering: Amelia J. Cardoza, Physiotherapist. A professional woman, then. Smart and beautiful, and probably with money - just as he liked them.
They met later that week in a café in St Kilda - a little way from where Tobias lived, but he thought it worth the journey. She'd explained that her faith was flagging and the conversation would perhaps be easier outside of the walls of a church, and he'd agreed. She wore a simple cream dress with a pearl necklace and earrings, and her fingernails were painted a soft shell pink to match her lipstick. The coal-black tresses of her hair had been pinned up, highlighting the slender column of her neck. Tobias was into long necks and he felt his cock harden at the thought of gripping it as he fucked her.
"Can I get you a drink, your Eminence?"
"A coffee only, Miss Cardoza. I have other business to attend to later."
She nodded. "You must be a very busy man, in your position."
"It has its moments." He smiled reassuringly. "Sometimes I long for the days when I was just a plain parish priest - life seemed so much simpler then." He remembered the women he had known in that role too, and some of the memories they had given him - like Mary McGinnis's pendulous breasts wobbling as he fucked her on the sofa, and Sylvia Robertson who feared pregnancy so had suggested other innovative ways he could take her. Such things had seemed perversions before then, but now they were a part of his sexual repertoire.
"You shouldn't call me Your Eminence, Miss Cardoza - that is a term reserved for Cardinals. I am, alas, only a Bishop."



"Then what shall I call you?"
Tobias considered quickly. He was happy to relinquish the trappings of his office for this woman but instinct warned him that she probably valued them. It would be better to wait, perhaps, to see what she wanted. "The correct term is 'Your Excellency'", he replied, "but I find it a little over bearing. How about 'Your Grace'?"
The coffee arrived and he sipped it thoughtfully, regarding the young woman before him. "You said the other day that your priest could not offer what you seek, Miss Cardoza," he said gravely. "May I ask what that is? Perhaps I can help."
Millie nodded. "My parents, God rest their souls, were killed in a car accident a few years ago -' she acknowledged his murmur of sympathy with a small nod. "They left me in a fortunate position - a nice apartment and a considerable endowment, so I live comfortably with no need to work." She smiled ruefully. "I suppose it is the dream of most people - you know, not to have to worry about the future, and I am truly grateful for the Lord's providence. But despite my good fortune, I find my life empty...lonely, even." She sipped at her glass, her eyes on the Bishop's face. "I've tried connecting with people, I really have, but in many cases I find my wealth is a barrier, and even where it is not, I find people shallow. Is that awful of me?"
Tobias wondered about the professional title on her card, but let it pass. "We can only find what we really desire in the bosom of the Church, Miss Cardoza, and sometimes not even then. I assume that's the problem you had with your Priest?"
"It was. He was content to talk in the confessional but would not engage beyond that."
"And what sort of engagement did you expect?"
"Far more than he was prepared to offer, Your Grace." She leaned forward and rested her hand on the sleeve of his jacket. "I need someone in my life I can trust and respect. Someone who is pure in body and spirit, and will not take me or my possessions for granted."
"I understand." Tobias was keenly aware of the touch of her hand. Was it a simply a demonstration of trust in him, as a minister of the church, or was it something else? Perhaps a little sign that she craved more than words? He examined her face for clues but, unlike so many of the other women he had possessed, this one was difficult to read. Her honey coloured eyes were on his and in their depths he could only detect a glimmer of amusement and, perhaps, a flicker of promise. It was there for just an instant but was enough to elicit a tingle of excitement in his belly, just as a hunter might feel when he first sights his prey.
"The bible has many things to say about wealth," Tobias continued, "but the one I often think about is in the book of Revelations." He closed his eyes for a moment, recalling the passage he required, and he quoted it in the honeyed tones of a sermon. "You say, "I am rich; I have acquired wealth and do not need a thing. But you do not realize that you are wretched, pitiful, poor, blind and naked." He opened his eyes to see puzzlement on her face, and hurried to explain. "The language is divine, Miss Cardoza - don't you think? And it perfectly describes most wealthy people - but not you. I think you already understand the shallowness of wealth and the value of spiritual comfort."
Millie nodded. "I believe that is right, Your Grace, but it has been hard to find anyone who understands that."
"Then I would be honoured if you would allow me to offer you comfort and friendship, in whatever way you wish."
She nodded in acknowledgement and they were silent for a few moments. The cafe was busy and he saw that she scrutinised every person who came in, almost as if expecting someone she knew. He didn't mind - it gave him a chance to study her carefully: the oval face set on a long, graceful neck; the full lips and high cheekbones giving a kind of regal appearance. He saw that her hair, which he'd thought just pinned up, was exquisitely coiffured, with plaits intertwined in the dark glossy swirls. He noticed the expensive accessories, too: the Dolce and Gabbana sunglasses; the slim Paiget Gala watch, perfectly matching the silver earrings and pendant. The latter was fashioned in the shape of a heart embracing the cross of Jesus, lying just above the hint of her cleavage. Simple jewellery that spoke of wealth, but without vulgarity. Everything about this woman reinforced his early impression of breeding and class.
Millie became aware of his scrutiny and smiled. "That's very kind of you, your Grace, and I'm happy to accept. Perhaps we might have dinner one evening? I live not far from here."
"Maybe it would be better to get to know one another through the ministrations of the Church," he replied smoothly. "I hold Mass in St Patrick's Cathedral every Sunday, though the mornings are busy. If you attended the evening service, I can offer counselling afterwards in my sacristy." He watched her closely.
She nodded slowly. "Of course, Your Grace, if that is what you think. I'll be there this Sunday. May I take confession first?"
"Certainly, my child." He glanced at his watch. "Now, I must go. I'll look forward to seeing you then."
Millie pressed her lips to the proffered episcopal ring, and watched as he walked away. Normally men were in a hurry to get into her bed, but this one seemed cautious. No matter - there was no rush. She could be patient.
*
As he drove home, Bishop Tobias thought about the meeting he'd just had. There was no doubt that Amelia Cardoza was an attractive woman, and if she really did want more than spiritual guidance he was perfectly positioned to provide it. He spent a pleasant few minutes thinking about her body what he would do to it if the opportunity presented itself.
But there was something about the situation that urged caution. Her story was plausible but her eyes disturbed him: those almond-shaped eyes, with honey irises shot through with strands of filigree gold. They should have been filled with expression - laughter, sadness, apprehension or desire. They should have been windows into her soul, the means to express all that was happening behind that beautiful face: but they were not. A word popped into his mind to describe them: predatory. They were eyes of a leopard - flat, vigilant, calculating, cold; taking in everything but giving little in return. The eyes of a hunter.
For the first time Tobias felt a prickle of real apprehension - she was delicious, it was true, but with an aura of danger. He would need to be careful, and, if his suspicions were true, he could show no mercy. He would fuck her bloody and leave her to crawl into a gutter, regretting she'd ever met him, and he would move on to safer, sweeter prey. He felt his senses quicken. This was going to be fun.
The thought of taking her forcefully reminded him of his first sexual conquest, with his cousin Suzannah. She'd been a plain faced girl but there was nothing wrong with her body, which was luscious. Better still, she was just beginning to explore her sexuality, which gave that delicious blend of ignorance, innocence and unrequited desire. Suzannah Wilson had been ripe for the taking, even though she hadn't realised it.
He'd put up with her teasing for a week or two, waiting for the right moment. It came one evening when the parents went to a movie and they were alone, something Suzy had seemed happy with - to begin with at least. She'd hooked into the wine cask in the fridge and then laughingly suggested an impromptu striptease to 'see what each of us has got.' But the young John hadn't been interested in games and, after subduing her with a blow to the side of the head, had tied her to a bed and fucked her vaginally for an hour or so, before finishing off in her ass. He could still remember the tightness of those two virginal rings, and her shrieks as he took her in each one.
The sound of a car horn broke his chain of thought and Bishop Tobias waved an apology and drew away from the green light. He recalled with satisfaction the final moments with his cousin - the long jets of his seed entering her body, the groan of utter dismay as she felt them. He recalled the whiteness of it, dribbling from her anus as he withdrew; and his laughter as he watched her curl up, sobbing. He wondered what had happened to Suzy: the family had moved to Perth shortly afterwards and not a word of what happened had ever been said. It was as it should have been - she was just a cheap tart who had deserved everything he'd done to her. And it had been prophetic, too, as she'd shown him just how strong he was, and how he could take whatever he wanted. It was something he'd never forgotten.
As he locked his car in the underground car park and walked to his lift, John Tobias thought how he'd used those skills for most of his life, and how he would use them again. Not necessarily for Millie Cardoza, who might yet be what she said she was, but certainly for Jennifer Griffith. He had plans for her, and it was going to be a hell of a ride.
*****
"We've got it," Rose Mulquinney said.
David felt a surge of excitement at her words. "Is it enough?" he asked.
"Everything you ever dreamed of and more. You can bury the prick, if you want to." She paused delicately. "This is pretty sensitive stuff, though. Perhaps we should meet...there's things best not said over the phone."
They met at the same café, Rose waiting for him at a secluded table with a smile and a kiss on the cheek. She'd already organised drinks and she sipped hers quietly, waiting for him to speak.
He settled in his chair and regarded her appreciatively, noting the perfect hair and make-up and the expensive dress. This lady had a hell of a lot of class, despite the stigma of her profession. "How are you Rose?"
"Good thanks. And you?"
He grimaced briefly. "Too busy. I'd like to slow down the world and get off for a day or two."
"Then do it."
"Not up to me, my friend, and business is business. Speaking of which, how is yours?"
Rosie smiled. "Booming. You know the old expression? Nothing is more certain than death and taxes?" she saw him nod. "Well, they should have added a third - that rich old men will always be happy to buy young pussy."
He laughed. "God is cruel, isn't he, to keep men's sex drive going even when their bodies are old and wrinkled. Maybe he should turn it off at 70."
"Then I'd be out of business - most of my clients are over that." She looked around the room. "Just like in here. I guess it's indicative of our ageing population."
"What do your girls think about going with old guys?"
She shrugged. "They get very well paid to do a job, and if they don't like it they can always look for another. Besides, older men tend to be more docile, and don't last as long."
"How did our friend do?"
Rosie examined him quizzically. "Do you know anything about him?"
"Nothing more than I told you."
"Well, he's different David...not to look at, nor in his speech or mannerisms, but -" she stared across the room for a moment, thinking. "I put one of my best girls onto the job - not just to do the deed, but to be the honey trap. It's the first time we've done that, and I thought it would be pretty easy." She smiled faintly. "If you saw Millie, you'd know what I mean. There's not many men would pass up the opportunity if she offered herself. Surprisingly, it took three meetings before she got him in the sack."
"That's not why he's different though, is it?"
Rosie sighed. "No. She saw me afterwards and asked that she never be assigned to him again."
"Is that unusual?"
"Occasionally we'll take a client off our books altogether, but that means he doesn't get to come back at all. It's very rare for one of my girls to refuse to service a particular client."
David had never thought about the operation of a brothel before and was intrigued. "What would make you take a client off your books?" he asked.
"If their personal hygiene isn't up to scratch, or they start asking the girls to do something we don't cater for." She saw his expression "You know, like bringing their Doberman Pinscher in on the act, or wanting to tie their girl up with barbed wire before they shag her."
"Jesus!" David was shocked. "There's not much nice about men, is there?"
Rose smiled. "On the contrary - ninety five percent of them are lovely, and I've got a new Porche Cayman parked outside to prove it. But then there's the others."
"And where does our friend fit in on the spectrum?"
"That's the thing, David. He didn't do anything untoward." She nodded at the little thumb drive on the table in front of her. "You'll see when you watch that."
"So why did Millie want to be taken off the case?"
Rose shrugged. "She said he was weird."
"Weird? How?"
"I asked her the same thing and she couldn't really explain. She just said he was very charming when they met, but as she got to know him she realised he was evil. It's not a word I've ever heard my girls use before." She smiled faintly. "Evil, and Millie is not one for fanciful language, so I believe her. She also said he was malevolent, like a poisonous spider waiting in a corner of his web to kill something."
"But he didn't hurt her?"
Rose shook her head. "No. But when you watch the video I think you'll understand what Millie was saying. You see, my clients want the girls to like them - it's an ego trip...you know, young girl fancies older man. It makes them feel good, so they work at making the relationship work, even if it's only for an hour or two in a bed. But this guy didn't care - he was utterly ambivalent. He didn't hurt her, but I don't think he would have minded if he had. He was...indifferent to her." She reached forward and grasped David's hand. "I think you're right to be worried about him, and I think you need to be careful."
David squeezed her fingers and sat back in his chair to think. He didn't know Bishop John Tobias. He'd never even seen him, but he remembered how he'd manipulated Jennifer all those years ago, with his grandiose sense of self-righteousness and utter lack of remorse as he dismantled her life with lies and innuendo. What he'd just heard added to the picture: of a man who had few emotions, prepared to take what he wanted without a shadow of guilt. These were the characteristics of a psychopath, and David felt a tingle of apprehension go down his spine.
"Did he preach religion to Millie?" he asked.
Rose shook her head. "She pretended to be a fervent Christian who wanted the close companionship of a priest, and he responded to that - you know, offering his personal comfort on behalf of the church and so on. But once he figured she was good for the sack he dropped that charade." She smiled faintly. "Millie asked him to wear his ecclesiastical robes while he screwed her, but he didn't, more's the pity. It would have looked good on the video."
"But he's still a Bishop of the Catholic church who is quite prepared to break his vows of celibacy - not to mention blackmail, extortion and theft."
"That's right. Millie sat in his cathedral a couple of times when he was officiating. She said he presented as a pious man whose sermons were full of the righteousness of God and what will happen to those who break His laws. The fact that he's lining his pockets and getting his end away in the process doesn't seem to worry him a bit. That's why he's dangerous, David - he utterly believes he can do whatever he wants, and he's totally immoral."
David nodded slowly. It was clear that Jen had been right: Tobias would come after her. He'd been capable of violence fourteen years ago, and would certainly be capable of it now. He might even be planning how to harm her right now.
He reached into his pocket and slid a thick envelope across the table. "Thanks, Rose," he said, "here's what we agreed on. Cash, and no questions ever asked."
"And here's what you wanted." She picked up the thumb drive and handed it to him. "I hope it works for you."
"I hope so too."
Rose drained her glass and stood up. "If you ever need anything, just let me know," she said softly. "I mean anything at all, David. We're old friends, don't forget, and friends need each other." The look in her eyes made the meaning clear.
For a moment David was taken by surprise, but then he remembered the stories he'd heard of this woman: bright, successful and...alone. He suddenly realised that for all her wealth and beauty the number of people who liked and respected her, as he did, were probably few, and she would value that. She must get lonely sometimes.
A vision of Jennifer's face slid into his mind: soft, lovable, dependable Jen, with her beautiful nature and a generous spirit. "I have all I need," he replied gently, "but thank you, Rose, I really mean that. I hope we can stay in touch."
He watched her walk away, and his mind turned towards the problem of the Bishop. Neither he nor his sister had wanted this fight and would have been happy to drop it if Tobias had left them alone. But what he had just learned told him the stakes were too high to sit and hope for a good outcome. He must take the initiative and put a stop to it once and for all.
He stared at the little drive in his hand. If Rose was right it could be the answer, but he just had to think of a way to make sure it was.
*****
The Most Reverend Peter Delgigante, Archbishop of the Diocese of Bunyong, settled himself behind his desk and waited for his visitor to arrive. The room was sparsely furnished, which suited his austere lifestyle: a simple desk unadorned by trinkets or ornaments, a wardrobe in which he kept his gowns and a set of civilian clothing, and a sideboard containing the accoutrements of his profession.
His eyes rested on the far wall for a moment, regarding the large wooden crucifix affixed there. His predecessor had had a smaller one but the Archbishop Delgigante's eyesight was not good and he liked to be able to discern the figure of Christ upon it without having to change his glasses.
There was a tap on the door and Deacon Williams ushered in his visitor: a youngish man, smartly dressed and with a pleasant face. Peter rose to his feet and greeted him.
"Mr. Griffiths, welcome to my Dioceses - please, have a seat." He waited until the figure was settled before resuming his own chair on the far side of the desk.
"I must say," he remarked, "your visit is something of a mystery to me. Most visitors let us know what it is they wish to discuss, or at least hint at the subject. You, on the other hand, are an enigma, Mr. Griffiths, as you say it is a matter of the utmost urgency but have declined to say why." He smiled to rob his words of any offence.
David nodded in understanding. "Thank you for seeing me at such short notice, Your Eminence, and I apologise for not being a little more open. It is not only an urgent matter, but one of considerable sensitivity, as you will see." He stooped to the briefcase beside his chair and extracted a large manila envelope. "I understand that Bishop John Tobias is an Auxiliary Bishop in your Archdioceses?"
"He is."
"And that you, as a more senior official of the catholic church are his superior?"
The Archbishop shook his head. "Technically, no. Bishops in Australia have only the Holy Father as their superior - but as he is an Auxiliary Bishop in my Archdioceses he reports to me in administrative matters."
"So how would discipline be enforced in the case where a Bishop is found to have breached the oaths of his office?"
"If this is about sexual abuse then the Holy Father has recently issued guidance for cases where Bishops have failed to properly handle them. It provides for an investigation by four Vatican offices who have the power to remove him from office, if need be."



"And if it was of a criminal nature?"
The Archbishop steepled his fingers and examined David pensively for a moment. "I assume you are going to tell me something about Bishop Tobias?"
"I am, but first I wish to know how a serious complaint will be handled."
"We would first establish beyond reasonable doubt whether it had any basis - and then, assuming it did, we would refer the matter to Rome."
"And how long would that take?"
The churchman shrugged. "These things have to be done thoroughly." He smiled disarmingly at his visitor. "Why don't you tell me specifically what your complaint against Bishop Tobias is? Perhaps then I can give you a more accurate assessment of what might occur, if it is indeed a serious matter."
"Are you familiar with him?"
"If you mean do I know him, then yes. As I said, he is one of my Auxiliary Bishops so I work with him on a regular basis."
David opened the envelope and withdrew a sheaf of large photographs. "I'm afraid these will be distasteful, Your Eminence, but they will serve to show you the kind of man Tobias is. When you have examined them, I will tell you more about what he has done."
The Archbishop examined the first image and David saw his mouth twist in disgust. It was razor sharp, and showed Tobias standing naked with his erect organ buried in the throat of a young woman kneeling before him. His eyes were on her face and his mouth was open, as if he was emitting a sound of pleasure.
"Look at his face, your Grace," David said. "Is that Bishop John Tobias?"
"I think it is." The voice was hushed.
"Then please examine the remaining photographs." David had extracted the still images from the video, choosing different scenes to graphically demonstrate the Bishop's appetite: his cock about to plunge into her wet vagina; her tongue lapping at the glans, and, in a particularly explicit shot, the moment he ejaculated into her gaping anal chasm. In each photograph his face was clear.
"These were taken just under two weeks ago at an apartment in Melbourne," David said quietly.
"Who is she?"
David shook his head. "Does it matter? He believed her to be a member of his congregation."
"But she was not."
"As a matter of fact, she was. She'd attended a number of services at St. Patrick's Cathedral, coincidentally on days that Tobias was officiating. He singled her out after one of them and suggested they meet." David nodded at the images. "In effect, he preyed upon a member of his congregation, and that's what happened three weeks later."
The archbishop sat back in his chair and examined the crucifix on the far wall for a few moments, as if seeking guidance. "How do I know that these are genuine?" he asked at length.
David laughed in disbelief. "Are you suggesting I have doctored this evidence to falsely accuse Tobias?"
"I don't know, Mr Griffiths. But I do know that in this digital age photographs can be manipulated to show whatever you want. We would not want to falsely accuse a senior member of our faith without considering every option."
"I can show you the written testimony of this woman, if you don't believe your eyes," David said hotly. He paused for a few moments to calm himself. "But first let me tell you a little more about Bishop Tobias. Fifteen years ago he was a Parish Priest in the Dioceses of Sandhurst. While he was there he reportedly had sexual congress with a number of female parishioners, and was extorting others for money or other favours. That is a matter which the church may wish to investigate, but of more concern he attempted to blackmail another young woman into having sexual relations with him. She refused, and over the next few weeks he conducted a vendetta against her, culminating in a serious physical assault. She was lucky to escape with her life."
"Did she press any charges against him?"
"She did not. The police wanted to intervene but she simply wished to move to a safe place - and did, for fifteen years. But recently Tobias found out where she lived, and he has resumed that vendetta. I believe he means to harm her."
The archbishop observed his visitor shrewdly. "And this woman is a friend or relative of yours?"
"I know her." David said carefully.
"And you have hired someone to produce these filthy images to discredit him."
David felt the hot tide of anger consume him. "I have brought you irrefutable evidence of the moral degradation of Tobias," he replied crisply. "It is proof of his utter disregard for the sanctity of his office, the sacred vows he has taken, or the welfare of anybody other than himself. I have also warned you that he is likely to perpetrate an act of extreme violence on another woman, and I will hold you responsible if she comes to harm." He stared at the Archbishop angrily. "So far you have done nothing but defend this man -" he gestured at the image of the Bishop on the desk, "and you have shown no concern for what he is doing in that picture, nor for the safety of an innocent woman in danger from him."
"I have not yet decided what to do, Mr Griffiths," the Archbishop raised his hands in defence, "but as I said earlier, we must be reasonably certain that the allegations are valid."
David flung a thumb drive on the desk. "Here is the full video of your boy having sex. I hope you have a strong stomach, Your Grace, because it runs for nearly an hour, and he has a voracious appetite." He stood up. "You have 24 hours to tell me what you intend to do about him, and the threat he represents. If not, I can assure you that the photographs will find their way to the Media."
"If you do that you would be leaving yourself open to litigation, Mr Griffiths. I don't advise -"
"Don't you think I would welcome that, especially so soon after our Royal Commission into sexual abuse in the church?" David leaned over the desk, his eyes like steel chips. "Perhaps you have forgotten there is a Cardinal of the Catholic Church in an Australian goal right now for abusing two choir boys twenty years ago. And he's still on your payroll - the Church has steadfastly refused to acknowledge his crimes, even though he is a convicted paedophile. So, bring it on, Your Grace, and I will see both you and Tobias in court - I'm sure the general public will enjoy reading of how little you have learned."
The older man rose to his feet and watched his visitor storm from the room. When he agreed to see David Griffiths it had crossed his mind the matter might be serious, and so it was - but not irrevocable. He sank back into his chair and, after a few minutes thought, picked up the phone and began to talk. He doubted if Griffiths would carry out the threat, and perhaps this matter could be solved simply by moving Tobias to another place.
*
"Jesus H. Christ!" The expletive boomed around the back garden of the comfortable home in uptown Melbourne, causing several of the neighbours to stop in dismay.
The voice was that of Bishop Tobias, who didn't normally blaspheme, but today was an exception. He let loose with another string at only slightly less volume, but it did little to appease him. "Holy Mother of God! Fuck! Fuck!"
The cause of his consternation was the newspaper on his table, a respected publication which he liked to read early on Saturdays. He had settled down on his verandah and had a spoonful of cereal half way to his lips when his eye fell on a front page that literally stopped his heart for a moment.
The banner headline seemed to leap out of the paper in letters a foot high: 'BISHOP OF SHAME', and Tobias felt the shock of them like a punch to the belly. Below it was a photograph of a girl kneeling on a bed, her face pressed into the mattress and hands clutching the rumpled sheets in tight little fists of pain. Behind her was the figure of a man, both hands grasping her hips and his loins thrust against her buttocks in an unmistakable act of copulation. He was staring at the camera with an expression of dark rapture on his face, and his features were as clear as day. Below the image his name was printed in large, bold letters: Bishop John Tobias.
Having vented his first emotion, Tobias read the story with a hollow feeling in his gut: how a senior member of the church had been uncovered as a fornicator, with details of his tryst. It went on to hint at his past, too: of allegations of blackmail and theft, coercion and adultery. There was a picture of his house and the question of how his modest salary could afford it, and images too of Marie Sheldon and her sordid tale of how the Bishop of Bunyip had bullied her into sex, and the things he did to her. It was all there, laid out for the world to see.
He was interrupted by the telephone ringing and with trembling fingers he read the screen: Cranbrook, David. He was Archbishop of Sydney and was the ranking official of the catholic church in Australia. He was also known as an uncompromising man who did not tolerate fools gladly and was one of the few who frightened him.
Tobias pressed the phone to his ear. "Have you seen the news this morning?" The voice was hard. No salutation, no pleasantries.
"I have, your Eminence. There is not a shred of -"
"That is to be determined, Bishop Tobias. In the meantime I have just been instructed by the Vatican that your case is to be investigated. You are therefore stood down from all your duties and are to make yourself available to these officials, or their agents, to get to the bottom of these vile accusations. You are not to set foot in any church or cathedral in your Diocese or any other, until this matter is concluded. Do I make myself clear?"
"But I am innocent."
"Then you have nothing to fear. In the meantime, the guidelines contained in the Holy Father's apostolic letter will be followed. You are familiar with those?"
"A little, your Eminence."
"Then read them carefully." There was a moment of silence and Tobias thought the conversation had ended, but the voice continued. "I suggest you remain in your home, out of sight. Do not speak to anybody about this matter, and especially members of the media. I expect they will be at your door as we speak."
"And if there is a miscarriage of justice and these accusations are upheld?"
"Then you will be excommunicated from the Church."
Tobias set the phone down and walked in a daze to the front of the house. There was a sharp knock on the door and without thinking he opened it to be confronted by a young woman with a microphone in her hand. For a moment he stared at her. She was young, clad in a dress that displayed her cleavage, and her eyes were bold.
She thrust the microphone towards his face. "Bishop Tobias?" she asked, "what do you have to say about the allegations in the papers this morning? Are they true? Do you know Marie Sheldon?" Behind her were a dozen others and he shrank from the flash of their cameras and the clamour of their questions.
He slammed the door and stood back, his heart hammering. God Jesus, it was a nightmare. The face of the reporter was etched in his brain like a strobe in a darkened room, her mouth twisted as she hurled vile questions into his face. And the pack behind her, baying like rapid dogs, screaming out his name, shoving their cameras forward to intimidate him, to capture anything they could use against him. These were not normal people - they were godless barbarians, uncaring of the truth or of his moral righteousness. These were people who stop at nothing to tear down his life. He thought of all that he had amassed: the beautiful cars, the house he now stood in, the secret bank accounts. All that would go, and he would have nothing.
He scurried to the lounge and flicked on the television, cringing as his face appeared. A newsreader was mouthing something, her scarlet lips moving she spoke. The image cut to historical footage of himself as a young priest and then forward to his ordination as a Bishop in the cathedral, dressed in liturgical vestments and smiling to the congregation as he led a procession through the Nave; and then it cut to Marie being interviewed outside her shabby house.
Tobias turned up the volume just in time to hear the question. "And do you think you are the only woman he has done this to?"
"No. He often spoke of others, when we were...doing it. He liked to boast, to show that he had power over people." Her voice choked and was silent for a few moments, her face stricken. "Uh, you know, women like me, who had trusted him."
"And what did he make you do?"
"Everything. He said it would be a mortal sin if I didn't do what he wanted."
"So he had sex with you?"
"Yes," Marie whispered, "when the baby asleep in his crib next to the bed."
The camera cut to a close up of her face, the red-rimmed eyes, the shattered expression, and Tobias was filled with a scalding flood of loathing. The bitch! Hadn't he given her succour when others would not? Hadn't he ordered the catholic primary school to take her snotty kids for nothing? And to give her a sense of worth he'd even endured her flabby body - but this was what she did in return.
The television image switched to the room where he'd fucked Millie Cardoza, showing two bodies writhing naked on the bed. Their faces were obscured but the context was clear, and Tobias' anger flared to white-hot incandescence. It was her - the other whore who had set out to trap him, to take away everything he had earned, to bring him to nothing.
He crossed quickly to the hallway and unlocked the corner cupboard to lift out the shotgun, tearing open a box of cartridges with frantic fingers to stuff them in his pocket. In his mind he could see the twisted, painted faces of the two whores who sought to bring him down and he was filled with resolve to smite them. "It is mine to avenge, Lord,' he whispered and broke open the gun, the empty breeches like two dead eyes staring up at him. "...and I will repay." The shells slid in smoothly, blood red against the cold black metal, and he snapped the gun shut with a metallic click and giggled as he competed the quote: "And their doom rushes upon them."
Through the curtained windows he could see the cameras, the lights, the paparazzi spilling over his driveway and lawn. It reminded him of a pack of hungry sharks and his anger blazed like a wildfire in a gale. These were godless men and women uninterested in the truth, and they deserved to fall.
The Jaguar was in his garage and he climbed behind the wheel, starting the engine and engaging gear. He waited until the door was just open and floored the accelerator, scattering people like broken puppets as he burst through them. The car screamed into the road and he laughed shrilly at the bodies littering the driveway behind him, correcting the oversteer and roaring through the street. It was good. It was right they should suffer. What had the Lord God said? 'Vengeance is mine'...but He was not here and so it must fall to his agent, and he was doing it well.
The lock of Marie Sheldon's door burst open at the blast, and she cowered in the kitchen as he faced her. She saw his pale, sweating face and his lips moving, cursing; spittle on his chin and his eyes wild with madness. The muzzles of the gun seemed huge as he thrust it towards her...and then there was nothing.
Tobias dipped his fingers in the pool of blood and wiped them on the doorframe, left and right and above. "And they shall take of the blood, and strike it on the two side posts and on the upper door post of the houses," he whispered, and laughed at how cleverly the bible guided him. He broke open the gun to reload it and strode to the car scowling at the neighbours peering over the fence, and a picture of Millie Cardoza entered his mind. And I shall burn thine house with fire and I will cause thee to cease from playing the harlot, and thou shalt give no hire any more.
The car shot forward and he giggled, a little high pitched sound as he contemplated what he would do to her.
*
David Griffiths was in his kitchen when the telephone rang. He glanced at the screen and smiled.
"Hi Rose."
"Get out of the house, David! Get Jennifer and get out!"
"What? Why? What's hap-"
"Tobias might be coming for you with a gun. Ring me when you're clear."
"All right. Call the police."
David raced upstairs to the bedroom and flung open the door. Jen was sitting at her dressing table naked, and she turned in alarm as he burst in. "We have to leave, right now," he said.
"But I don't have any -"
"Now, Jen! We are in danger." He seized her shoulders and shook her. "Now! Get dressed, quickly - shorts and top only. Meet me in the garage in one minute."
The engine of the Mercedes GLE Coupe was already running and David watched as she flung open the door and climbed in. She glanced at him. "What's happening?"
David pressed the garage remote and spoke quickly as the door began to open. "Tobias might be on the way here. He's armed."
"How do you know?"
"Rose called. She said to get out if we want to live, so I guess it's -" His eyes fell on the driveway ahead. "Oh, Jesus!"
A cream Jaguar had appeared at the far end of the driveway, travelling fast, and in a moment of absolute certainty David knew it was him. "Get out!" he shouted. "Hide in the cellar and call the cops. I'll hold him off." He waited until Jen had scrambled free and floored the accelerator.
In the moment before the collision David saw his face. He was grinning, his lips drawn back, teeth bared and eyes wide and staring - black, lifeless orbs that bridged the narrowing gap as the two cars roared towards each other. The collision was immense and David was flung forward, the air bag punching him hard in the face and chest, and the car was filled with white vapour. He heard the hammer blow of the impact, and then silence save for the ticking of cooling metal, and his hands scrabbled for the seat belt release to get out, to get to the other car before Tobias could pick up the gun.
The bag had deflated now and through the windshield he saw Tobias moving, mirroring his own efforts to escape. His door was jammed and David saw him struggling to open it but it was hopelessly twisted. I'm safe, he thought. He can't get out, and the police will be here soon.
For a few moments the two men stared at each other only a few feet apart, and then Tobias reached beside him and raised the shotgun. The first shot punched a hole through the Jaguar's windscreen and frosted his own, and he knew the second would follow. He flung himself sideways as it struck, showering him with glass and plastic, and the car rocked with the impact of the shot as it tore through the structure.
In the sudden silence he heard the snick of the opening gun, and Tobias' high pitched giggle as he fed two new shells into the breech, and he wriggled though the gap between the two shredded seats to fall into the floor well as he fired again.
"You are an abomination," the Bishop shouted. "A fornicator, who must be sent to hell." He giggled again, and broke the gun to reload.
David felt pain in his back where ricocheting pellets had struck him, and he knew he must get out. He reached up and flung open the back door, waiting for the impact of the next two rounds before wriggling forwards over the lip and onto the ground. He glanced quickly at the Jaguar, seeing the barrels emerge though the shattered windscreen, and he ducked and ran, travelling sideways to afford a moving target as the shotgun boomed again.
The impact was immense and it flung David sideways across the driveway and into the flower bed. He lay there for a moment staring up at the two cars, watching the barrels try to seek him out - but Tobias could not traverse the weapon far enough. A monstrous pain seized him and he screamed, his fingers clutching at the shredded flesh of his leg, but he knew he must move and so dragged himself away from the vehicle to leave a scarlet smear of blood on the earth below.



Behind him he heard the rendering of metal as the Jaguar door finally opened, and then the crunch of footsteps on the gravel.
"You are fornicators," the Bishop said again. His voice was measured - perhaps even more terrifying in its normality. "You and your whore sister."
"Go to hell, Tobias."
"Oh, I doubt it. You, on the other hand -" the barrels swung down towards his head.
David closed his eyes and waited for oblivion. There was a metallic click and he opened them again to see the Bishop smiling down at him.
"Oops...not loaded. How silly of me." He rummaged in his pocket and fed a single remaining shell into a breech.
"Tell your sister to come out, and I will spare you."
"Get fucked."
The Bishop laughed. "Tell her, or I'll blow off your other leg." He rested the barrel on the bloodied flesh and watched while David writhed in agony. "Tell her now."
"She's not here. She left this morning."
Only one round left - save it for the whore. "Liar!" he hissed, "I saw her with you, and now you will burn, I think." He walked slowly to the Jaguar and carried the plastic jerrycan of fuel to where David lay. The top was tight and he put the shotgun down, humming softly to himself as he unscrewed the lid, and grunting in satisfaction at the acrid stink of the gasoline. What had Hebrews said about it? 'For our God is a consuming fire'. And there was enough fuel here to devour this wretch and his sinning slut sister together. Yes, that would be good - to burn them together, fused in death as they had been in life. Perhaps -
The little .22 bullet struck his elbow and shattered it and he screamed in pain, turning to see what had hit him. Jennifer Griffiths was striding across the lawn, the little target rifle in her hands. She stopped to work the bolt and fire, and he felt the strike of another bullet into the rubbery muscle of his chest. It was like the sting of a bee and he laughed hysterically.
"Come to me, you harlot!" he shouted, "yes, come to me and perish with your brother." The shotgun was at his feet and he bent to retrieve it with his left hand, his fingers clumsy and slick with blood, and it was heavy. He saw she was dressed in shorts and a thin top and her legs were bare: those long, glorious legs that should have been opened for him, and he giggled. Perhaps he might take her still, before she burned.
The shotgun was up now, his finger fumbling for the trigger when she fired again. The bullet entered through the thin wall of his belly and struck his spine, severing it, and he collapsed like a sack of potatoes to lie on his back to stare up at her as she approached. In the distance he could hear sirens, but there was no pain, and he watched as she kicked away the gun and ran the three steps to her brother.
Jen tore off her blouse and wound it around David's leg just below the knee, talking to him as he drifted into unconsciousness. "Stay with me, David. Stay with me. You're safe now." The flesh was mangled and there were splinters of bone in it, and the oozing blood was as thick and dark as tar. "Stay with me my love."
Behind her, John Tobias dragged himself to the fallen jerrycan. It was on its side, the gas still dribbling out into a little pool, but he saw there was enough for his task and she was close by now. With clumsy fingers he extracted the lighter from his left pocket and lifted it to the nozzle, and he lit the flame.
*
Hardware Lane in Melbourne was full of pedestrians on that glorious Spring morning. The sun was slanting through the leafy green trees and the Petunias in their baskets were filled with red and yellow and crimson, and the little cafes were bustling with people looking for a good coffee or a meal.
The waitress, a pretty little thing with dimples, had just left two cappuccinos on the table and Jennifer smiled at the searching look her new friend had given the young woman. I suppose, she thought, if you're running a business like hers you're always looking for talent: or perhaps the girl was already working for her, and serving tables during the day to earn a little extra. No matter. She picked up the spoon and dabbed it into her froth and smiled.
"So, how's business, Rose?"
"Busy. I think, next to the burial business, there'll always be a brisk trade in what I do." She laughed softly - well, there's an idea - perhaps I'll open up a nursery on one side of the shop and an undertakers on the other...sort of cradle to grave care, so to speak."
Jen smiled at the image. "And the new premises?"
"Nearly done. The old bastard did us a favour with that firebomb - we were able to buy the place next door and expand." She sipped her coffee. "Why don't you come over and see it when we're ready? I'm thinking of putting on drinks for a few special friends."
"As long as you don't take pictures of me. How is Millie?"
"Moved on to greener pastures. Luckily she'd just stepped out for a bite to eat or she would have been crispy bacon." Rose's eyes met her younger friend's. "Speaking of crispy bacon, what happened that day, Jen? You've never really told me."
Jen's mind fled back to the scene: how she'd turned at the little sound behind her to see Tobias lifting the burning can, his one good arm engulfed in flame as he swung it back to hurl it over David and her. She watched in dreadful fascination as he tried to launch it...the arm moving, propelling it forward, his hand turning black and his face twisted in anguish - or was it hate? It didn't matter. It was too late to move, and they were doomed.
"He tried to throw the plastic jerrycan at us. Nearly succeeded, too, but the heat melted it and it burst all over him before he could let go."
"So he was right next to you."
Jen nodded. "He was paralysed from the waist down and there was nothing I could do." At night she still heard the shrill screams of his agony and saw his writhing limbs, the flesh of his face crisping, bubbling like pork fat - ears and hair and nose burning away - and somehow, though the flame, those dark eyes still open, staring at her though the smoke of that ghastly immolation as if from the gates of hell. It would be a while before she forgot those eyes.
"And David?"
Jen shook away the dark image. The fire had twisted his body in a bow and the blackened claws of his hands were frozen in dreadful supplication. So much for his God.
"See for yourself," she replied.
Rose turned as the tall figure limped towards her. He smiled and bent for a kiss, and eased himself into the chair next to the two women.
"What, no cane?" Rose asked.
David lifted his lower limb and tapped it against the table leg, emitting a clanking noise. "That's Titanium," he said, "stronger than steel. No sticks or canes required and I can jump tall buildings in a single bound."
"That's amazing, David! It seems only a couple of weeks since the surgeons were trying to save your leg."
"Five months, actually, and there really wasn't any option. It's not so bad - modern prosthetics have come a long way." He reached out and grasped his sister's hand. "And little Miss Pretty here seems to like me still, even though she calls me Captain Ahab from time to time."
Rose laughed. He didn't need to tell her - she could see it. Some couples radiated their feelings for each other, and these two were at the top of the list. Jen was regarding her brother, her eyes shining with love, and he was returning the gaze completely oblivious to anyone else. It was so strong that even passers-by smiled as they captured a little of their happiness.
If only it were me, Rose thought, but immediately quashed the idea. David and Jennifer Griffiths were two of life's beautiful people and they deserved each other.. She picked up her handbag before kissing them with a murmured good bye. Perhaps, if she was lucky, she might find a guy half as good.
A movement in the corner of her eye caught her attention and she turned to see the waitress beckoning from a quiet corner of the lane. She really was a delicious little thing, Rose thought, with a face as innocent as an altar girl's - although the little lines around her eyes hinted at a different story.
"I, uh - my name's Sophie Andrews," she said hesitatingly, "I heard from someone that you might have some work - something different I could get my teeth into."
"Who told you that?"
"David Griffiths - um, the guy you've just had coffee with. I worked for him in the accounts department but it's not what I wanted. He told me you might have a vacancy."
Rose glanced over at David, wondering how he'd known that Sophie Andrews was call-girl material. He was certainly full of surprises, but that was one reason she liked him so much.
"Yes I do," she said. "But not everyone is suited to that kind of work." She extracted a card from her purse and handed it to the girl. "Why don't you call me this evening and we'll have a chat." The girl nodded happily and scurried away, and Rose saw David give her a wink.
With a final smile at him, Rose turned and walked away, her heels clicking on the paving. It felt like she was closing off something - a chapter of her life, perhaps. For a moment she was saddened, but then remembered that life was good. With girls like Sophie Andrews in my business I'll always be rich, she thought, and with friends like David and Jen, I'll never be lonely.
*
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I sat watching the rain on the train window - silver threads weaving erratically over the cold, wet glass. I could see my reflection there too, flitting over the darkening English countryside - the pale blur of my face with its heavy, somber brows and dark sunken eyes underscored by purple bruises of exhaustion, and the line of my mouth tense with the strain of the last few months. The tracks of the raindrops were superimposed across it like tears, and I thought how fitting that was in light of all that had happened.
My mind drifted back over the last eight years, virtually all of them overseas. Seven of them to build the business from nothing: to find a beautiful bride, to buy the house in Seattle and to bask in growing wealth and success. I remembered the invitations and the parties, the new friends and the open doors -- a rapidly spinning vortex of money and favours that was so different to what I had been used to. I remembered the excitement of it -- the heady euphoria of waking up to each day knowing that it could only be better than the last, and how it had blinded me until it was too late. And I remembered the last eleven months -- how the bubble had burst and the company's worth fell almost overnight to virtually nothing. The vultures gathered quickly then, stripping the remaining assets like carrion off the bone -- what was left of the Company first, and then the trinkets of success -- the paintings and the boats and the cars. I recalled how the friends had vanished and the invitations dried up, and the shrill voice of my wife telling me that if I couldn't keep her in the way she liked she would find someone who would. And then, finally, the bailiffs escorting me off the premises, leaving me alone in the street with barely the air fare home.
And so here I was, Jack Travis Harrison, 30 years old and nothing to show for the past eight years except a few grey hairs and a heart full of bitterness, coming home like a beaten dog with fifty pounds in my pocket.
The train started to slow for my station and I stood up and lifted my hold-all from the overhead rack, nodding briefly at the elderly couple in the corner of the compartment who had clung together for the whole journey as if I was an axe murderer. With a final squeal of its brakes the train stopped, and I stepped onto the dark, windswept platform.
I wished I could say I was happy to be coming home, but I wasn't. Not like this.
*
"Are you dead?"
The voice was pleasant: soft, with a lilt of the west country and it infiltrated into the black depths of my exhausted sleep, drawing me up towards the light of a day. I groggily opened my eyes.
"I said, are you dead?"
I managed to open one eye, even though it felt like it had been super-glued shut, and I swiveled it to locate the source of the noise. There was a girl standing at the end of my bed, dressed in a pair of working trousers and a heavy sweater. Tall -- not much shorter than the low oaken beams above her head. Blonde hair, medium length so that it just touched her shoulders. An oval face with an upturned nose, a little crooked to be perfect, and a full mouth with soft lips turned up at the corners to give an impression that life was only there to be laughed at. She was leaning forward, regarding me intently with pale eyes. Curious eyes -- neither friendly nor unfriendly. Just watching.
I peered up at her without answering and for a few moments we stared at each other, and then she shrugged a little.
"It's nine o'clock and Mum sent me to find if you were alive. She'll be pleased to hear that you are, but sorry about your speech impediment."
"Pardon?" God, was that my voice? I'd heard cement mixers with better tonal quality.
"Ah ha! You can speak! Not so much an impediment, then - more that you were struck dumb."
"Who are you?" my voice sounded like a croak.
She shook her head. "You really are out of it, aren't you! How many girls do you know who call your mother 'Mum'? Uh, let me think....uh, there's Donna Ann, your big sister, and -- wait for it -- Amelia Jane, your little sister." She put her head on the side with a finger to her cheek, pretending to contemplate the problem. "Unless Mum has a few others we don't know about. Hmmm. Let me think. Duh -- no, probably not. So - noting that Donna is in London, who do you figure I am?"
"Amie."
She laughed briefly and clapped her hands. "Well done!"
My brain struggled to be alert, to say something clever. "It's just that I haven't seen you for so long, Amie. Last time I looked you were a little girl."
"And now?"
"Well, you'd have to admit you've changed a bit." I regarded her blearily. "Well, a lot really. You're suddenly a big girl." She was, too. Even under the baggy clothes I could sense the curves and warm plasticity of her body.
"Not suddenly. I've been like this quite a while, while you were gallivanting around the world."
"We've spent so little time together -- with you at school and me away."
"Quit finding excuses for not knowing me!" she said. "Didn't you remember my eyes? Everyone thinks that's the only thing that hasn't changed about me."
At first her eyes had struck me as pale -- almost translucent, but I could see they were actually the colour of clover honey -- a pale gold like a wet beach shining in the first rays of the morning sun. They were shot through with iridescent strands of a darker hue -- not enough to detract from their astonishing colour, but enough to give them depth and complexity. But it wasn't just the shade that was striking: it was their shape and intensity -- not round but slightly slanted, as if someone in our distant family line had been born in the far east, perhaps; and they smoldered with a curious luminescence. Her eyes turned what would be an otherwise interesting face into something quite extraordinary.
"I remember," I said, and she nodded briefly, as if encouraging my mental acuity. Little Amie, just ten or eleven years old and as thin as a rake, clinging to the fence post by the main road to watch me with her clear golden eyes as I drove away. She had been a small forlorn figure then, with pigtails and braces on her teeth. She was right, though -- her eyes were the same -- the rest of her had filled out and rounded, and I would never have recognised her.
We looked at each other a moment longer and then she gave another little nod. "Well, I'll let Mum know that you are still alive. I guess she'll be relieved as she's cooked one of her gargantuan breakfasts. Don't be too long -- she slaughtered half a farmyard to provide for you." She turned and crossed the room, and I heard her footsteps receding down the stairs.
I lay in bed and thought about Amie, feeling foolish that I'd not recognised her -- but on balance, it was unlikely I ever would. I'd last seen her ten years ago, a solemn little thing who was painfully thin and very shy, with a pale sallow face and a serious demeanor. She'd been shipped off to one of those dreadful boarding schools that English parents sometimes subject their children too, and I'd left not long afterwards for the States. Besides, I'd heard she had moved out and was living in London, so it was little wonder that my jet-lagged brain couldn't make the connection between the little thin girl and the self assured woman who had unexpectedly been in my room a few moments ago. Little Amie. Who would have thought?
I glanced at my watch -- nine o'clock, just as she had said. Pale light was filtering through the faded curtains and I pulled them aside. The rain of last night had moved on but the sky was obscured with a layer of high cloud that gave the light a hard, diffused quality that robbed it of any warmth. I remembered the view from this window used to be of open fields to the south, where the land sloped gently to the small stream that formed the boundary between our land and old Ma Curney's, but now all I could see now was the new accommodation wing that had been added to the house a couple of years ago. It had been finished the same way as the original house, with rough whitewashed stone and black edging around the three leadlight windows opposite me, but the shingles on the roof were much cleaner and it had the effect of making the new work appear taller somehow, giving the juxtaposition of old and new a curious lopsided look.
I let the curtain fall back and I swung my legs out of bed to get up. Well, well, little Amie. In the few minutes she had been in my room she had brightened things somehow, even though she hadn't smiled much. It was difficult to know how -- she had said or done nothing to make me feel better, but somehow I did. I thought about it as I shaved in the little sink in the corner of the room and the word serenity came to mind -- those golden eyes, not just beautiful but projecting an aura of tranquility that somehow made you feel your problems were that much less when she was around. I wondered if it was just me, or whether other people thought the same. Either way, I suddenly realised that I was feeling happier than I had for months.
Serenity and tranquility. Two words that seemed so right when I thought about Amie. I didn't know it then, but within a day I would wonder how I could have got it so wrong.
*
Mum was alone in the farmhouse kitchen, kneading a roll of dough on a floured board on the big table. The room was filled with the odour of baking and I for the first time for weeks I felt hungry. She held her arms out for a hug, keeping her floury hands clear as I embraced her. I held her for a moment, realizing how thin she was.
"Your breakfast's in the oven," she said, once I had released her. "It's probably all dried up, as you're so late."
"It's only half past nine, Mum."
"That's half the day gone." She smiled to rob her words of any offence. "In this part of the world that's time enough to clean the house, muck out the stables, exercise the horses and solve world peace -- and still have time to bake."
I laughed. "Which of those have you done?"
"This is the last one." Her hands were kneading the dough, pressing it down and folding it in the methodical, neat way she had of working. I could see it was almost ready to put into the greased baking trays by her side.
I took my plate from the oven and sat at the end of the table, watching her as she worked. She would be just fifty now, but she looked older. Her hair was heavily streaked with grey and there were lines of worry and fatigue etched into her face that hadn't been there last time I'd seen her -- but she moved with the same energy and purpose that had driven her all her life.
"You should slow down, Mum."
"Ha!" She shook her head in dismissal. "What would I do that for? There's far too much to be done. I'd get bored stiff."
"Not stop -- just slow down. Get a bit of time for yourself. Find a bloke and have a bit of fun."
She shook her head. "I don't have time."
"Well, get out a bit then - enjoy some company. Don't you get lonely here, on your own?"
She stopped working for a moment and looked at me, her hands resting lightly on the dough. "I'm not on my own -- I have four children."
"I know, Mum, but I've been gone a while now and so have Jim and Donna -"
"Amie's been here, though."
"So I see. Tell me about that -- does she still live here?"
Mum nodded, her hands starting to move again. "Yes, she does. When your father died I brought her home from boarding school and she's been here ever since. You had gone and Donna was in London with her fancy man and Jim left not long after. Amie and I needed each other, I guess."
Donna was three years older than me. She was the black sheep of the family, although I never knew what had caused the rift. She had moved to London and married a stockbroker -- a nice enough guy by all accounts, but Mum always referred to him as 'the fancy man.'
She was still talking and I tuned back in. "She's been a godsend to me, Jack. She works hard and has always been here for me. Never one moment of trouble."
"I'm surprised she's not married by now."
She looked up in surprise. "What makes you say that?"
"Any woman who sticks around here is usually married by 18 -- and Amie's a good looking girl. Surely she has a boyfriend?"
"Not that I know of."
"A girlfriend?"
She looked at me, a hard glance. "Don't be grubby."
I laughed. "I'm not being grubby. Some people like partners of their own sex, Mum --there's nothing wrong with it."
She shook her head. "Not Amie...she's not like that. She's a good girl, not like your other sister."
I laughed again. "Donna's not a lesbian."
"I don't want to talk about it."
She was getting upset, so I moved on. "So tell me about Amie, Mum. Did she finish school?"
"Oh, yes -- the local high school. She passed out near the top of her class, and is at university now doing a land management degree." She smiled. "You'd never think that she could manage all that and work around the farm and help me in the house, but she does."
"Maybe that's why she doesn't have a boyfriend."
She shook her head. "Amie's strong willed, Jack. She'll find someone when she's ready...although I don't know what I'd do without her. She's marvelous." She stood back, regarding her work. "Could you put these in the oven for me? I'll get on with preparing dinner."
I picked up the trays one by one and put them in the oven. Clearly Amie could do no wrong in this house. I was beginning to feel like an interloper.
*
The next morning I rose early to find them both in the kitchen. Amie was sitting at the table, dressed in a pair of old jodhpurs and a faded shirt with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. The skin on her arms was smooth and brown, and her hair was tied back with a piece of ribbon. She regarded me without speaking as I kissed Mum on the cheek.
I turned to her. "Good morning, little sister."
She nodded without speaking, her eyes on my face. She had a mug of tea in her hands and an empty plate in front of her. I sat down in a chair opposite, aware of the directness of her gaze.
"Are you busy today?" I asked.
"I'm always busy."
"I meant, are you so busy that you couldn't show me around the farm?"
She raised an eyebrow. "A sightseeing tour?"
"No, not really." I paused whilst Mum put a place of bacon and eggs in front of me. "I thought I could start to lend a hand, perhaps."
"Doing what?"
"Well -- I don't know. I mean, I won't know until I've had a look around and decided."
"What are you good at -- apart from dealing with company administrators, I mean." Her eyes were still on my face and I could see a gleam of hostility in them.
"Until I find the answer to that question you can assume that I can lift heavy things, shovel, and sweep."
"Ah -- a manual labourer, then." Her glance flicked over my arms, taking in the white flesh and lack of muscle tone and her lip curled. "Are you sure?"
"Absolutely. Look -" I lifted my mug of tea with one hand, waving it at her. "One hand, unaided."
"Impressive."
"Wait until you see me shoveling horse shit."
"Well, there's plenty of that around here." She looked at me pointedly to ensure that I understood it wasn't all in the stables, and then she set her mug down on the table and stood up. "I'll be out the back in five minutes, and I won't wait for you any longer."
"I'll be there."
As we walked across the paddock I tried to engage her in conversation but she was clearly not in the mood to talk and so I gave up and watched her instead. She had a neat, economical way of doing things -- even the way she walked -- as if time was short and every second wasted was a sin. We had a quick look at the outhouses first, and then moved down to the stables where the horses were waiting for their morning feed. The building was made of timber with slate tiles on the roof, double story, and I asked her what was in the upper level.
"Well, not horses, if that's what you're thinking." Her voice was still brusque and I wondered what had upset her. " Just general storage, mostly -- saddles, harnesses, and a lot of rubbish that needs throwing out." She glanced at me. "You'll see when we get inside."
"When did Mum start the stud?"
"About nine years ago," she answered reluctantly. "It started by accident -- people looking for agistment, mostly, then paying her to stable their horses. She only owns about ten of them -- the rest are other people's."
"How many are there? All up I mean."
"Thirty-one."
"And what are we going to be doing with them?"
She stopped and turned to face me so suddenly that I almost bumped into her. "I'll be checking them and giving them their morning oats," she said. "And you'll be doing nothing."
I looked at her in surprise. She was staring at me, her little face stubborn and her eyes hard, and I wondered whether she was this mercurial all the time or whether it was just me. "I didn't come home to fight with you Amie," I said at length. "I don't know what I've done to upset you, but surely you can use a little help."
Her voice was scornful. "It's not a matter of being upset - it's just that I'm not sure you'd want to work with a lesbian."
I was taken aback. "What?"
"In the kitchen yesterday. Apparently you think I'm a lesbian."
"Ah, so that's it! Well, I didn't tell Mum you were one - I asked her if you were one, which is different. I never -"
"It's the same thing," she interrupted. "You were home for all of five minutes and you made a judgment about me based on nothing. What does that make you, Jack? A bigot, for a start."
"For the record, I asked her if you had a boyfriend. I told her you were very attractive, and -"
"Oh, so now I'm an attractive lesbian! I suppose you think you'll be the one to show me the wrongness of my ways!"
"- and I told her that I thought it was quite normal for some people to fancy their own sex. That's hardly bigoted."
She spun on her heel and started walking again, quicker than before, and her voice was dismissive. "You can think what you damn well like. It's nothing to me."
Clearly this was getting me nowhere, so I tried a different tack. "Just for the record, Amie," I asked, "are you?"
She stopped again, her eyes swiveling around to fasten on mine. "Am I what?"
"A lesbian."
She leaned forward and for a moment I thought she was going to strike me, and then something in her eyes shifted, and she leaned back and her voice was level. "Maybe I am," she said, "and maybe I'm not. And one day you might find out, Jack -- but not in the way you think. Now why don't you go back to your room and unpack your manners."
I watched her walk away, her back straight and her ass tight in her jodhpurs, and I thought about the fire in her eyes and the curl of her hair around her face and the way her lips moved when she spoke.
It was very clear she didn't think much of me. I, on the other hand, thought she was wonderful.
*
Mum took the car into town later in the morning and I moped around the house for a while, still thinking about Amie. I wondered if she had calmed down at all, and whether I could talk to her and perhaps mend things between us a little, so I stepped out of the house and made my way back to the stables.
It was a stunning day: a clear spring morning with the air like crystal and the sun glittering from a sky of perfect blue. As I walked across the top paddock towards the stables I saw how the cherry trees on the eastern boundary were laden with blossom, and the pale pastel green of new leaves peeped through the tangle of bare branches in the hedgerow beside the house. The main door of the building was closed and on impulse I decided to go to the upper floor, climbing the narrow external stairs and entering through the little red door with its peeling paint and the horseshoe nailed above the lintel for good luck. The atmosphere enveloped me at once: the sharp smell of horses and manure and of fresh straw and oats, mingled with the musty odour of dust and old leather. The roof above my head was steeply pitched and the massive oak beams were dark with age, as solid as the day they had been laid. The walls were of timber too, rough-hewn planks festooned with the bric-a-brac of any farm: coils of robe and old leather traces and bits of machinery and rusty tools hanging from nails hammered into the wood.



One part of the upper floor had been partitioned off -- a more recent structure, and I entered it. The only furniture was a desk pushed against the window and a narrow bed on the opposite side with a small table next to it. One wall was covered with pictures: in frames, mostly, but interspersed with squares of photographic paper fastened to the rough wood with sewing pins stuck in at odd angles. Old pictures, to begin with: of family, mostly. Happy, smiling faces -- me and Donna straddling the back of a skinny grey mare, and Mum at the beach on one of our rare holidays, sitting in a deckchair and laughing. Dad in front of the old ford, his moustache gleaming in the sun; and another of him under a tractor, peering up at the camera with a smear of grease on one cheek and the trademark cigarette butt protruding from one corner of his mouth. They'd killed him in the end, those little white cylinders.
There was a group picture, too, taken much later - Donna and Jim and Mum and me standing in front of the house. There was a little girl in it too, smiling at the camera with her beautiful golden eyes that were so much wiser than her little face. Amie. I hadn't seen it at the time, but even then she seemed to have a presence about her, as if she was the subject in the picture and the rest of us were there simply as props. She was stood between Mum and me with each of us resting a hand on her shoulders. Little Amie.
My thoughts were broken by a sudden commotion from the far end of the building: a series of heavy thuds that shook the old timbers, and a loud whinnying and snorting filled the air. The noise filled the stables, urgent and insistent: much louder and more strident than the normal sound of horses, and I turned and hurried towards it. I could see now that the top floor ended about two thirds of the way along the building -- almost like a viewing area, set above some of the stalls below. My footsteps were concealed by the cacophony and I was hidden by the relative gloom of the upper floor so that I arrived at the loft undetected, leaning over the protective balustrade to see what the source of the noise was.
A shaft of sunlight streamed from the skylight above my head to illuminate the scene beneath me, its light misted by the dust thrown up by the commotion below. In its beam I could see Amie, crouching slightly to peer through the railings into the first stall. From my vantage point I could see most of her face as she gazed forward: her eyes bright with excitement and her mouth slightly open, and the flash of white teeth between the softness of her lips. The flush of her skin and her furtive glances betrayed her agitation, and I wondered what she was doing and why she did nothing to stop the dreadful cacophony next to her: and then, as I watched, I understood.
There were two horses in the stall - a black stallion, his coat gleaming with vitality and health, and a mare, wedged into the corner with her rump toward him. She had moved her tail to the side in preparation for the coupling and he was massively excited, dancing behind her, rearing up and then falling back in a frenzy of passion and his breath snorted and whinnied through his nose. Amie's eyes were fixed upon his organ -- as black as coal and as thick and long as her forearm, the knob exposed like an apple and gleaming with moisture in anticipation of his penetration. He reared up once more, his forelegs straddling the creature beneath him and Amie pressed closer to the railing, watching closely as his head of his cock punched through the thick lips of the mare's sex, and how she arched her back to absorb the long slide of his shaft into her body.
For a moment of time the two horses below me were still: the mare subservient, bearing the weight of the stallion whose loins were pushed hard against her rump - and then he began to hump into her, his back arching like a bow to drive himself forward with each thrust. The aroma of their coupling filled my nostrils: the odour of crushed straw and dust overlaid by the rank musk of their excitement, as sharp and primeval as the scent of people fucking, and I wondered for a fleeting moment if it was the horses I could smell or perhaps Amie's excitement. I imagined what was in her mind as she watched: the hot glow of lust at the base of her belly and the growing ache at the apex of her thighs, and the sensuousness of the moment burst in my brain like a supernova. I had been without a woman for months and now I was watching one: young and beautiful and aroused. I envisaged her sex pressed against the material of her knickers, her labia thickening with desire and opening slightly as she watched the gigantic cock thrusting before her; and I pictured the ooze of her juices seeping out of the warm, secret passage of her body to smear into her pants.
My cock hardened rapidly at the image, and I leaned forward a little further to watch. She had pressed her face to the wooden railings, transfixed by the scene before her. One slender hand was against the dark stained wood of the pillar to her left and the other gripped the rails before her, knuckles white with excitement. Her body was pushed back, legs slightly apart and her buttocks were pressed against the tightness of her jodhpurs so that I could see each cheek clearly defined, their roundness curling under the pale material to the dark and mysterious shadow of her crotch.
And as she watched the stallion shuddered and hosed himself into the subservient creature beneath him. For a few seconds he was still, his haunches twitching spasmodically, and then with a final snort of breath he disengaged and the thick black root of his cock drew clear, dribbling and dripping with his seed.
Amie turned away, her eyes scanning left and right to ensure she was alone. She thrust her back against the railings and scrabbled with the buttons at her waist, pulling the thick material of her jodhpurs aside. For an instant I glimpsed her panties, vivid red against the pale flesh of her belly, and stained dark at the crotch where she had leaked into the fabric -- and then her fingers were there, plunging under the elastic to press against herself, rubbing frantically. Her eyes were closed, her face turned toward the sun. She cupped one breast with her free hand, pinching the nipple through her shirt and rolling it in her fingers. Her face was contorted with pleasure, her lips soft and wet and they moved gently as she murmured something to herself.
From my vantage point above I watched her pleasuring herself. She pulled her hand from her pants and lifted it to her face, her little pink tongue lapping between her fingers to draw the shining strands of her juices into her mouth before she plunged them back inside her. I fancied I could see her discharge shining on her lips and discern the soft wet suck of her vulva as her fingers shimmied over it. Sister or not, I imagined it was me crouching before her, my tongue plunging into her pussy and my cheeks coated with the slick oily wetness of her juice as it streamed from her. My hands were grasping the tightness of her little buttocks, pulling her against my face to better eat her, and I could feel her hands in my hair like fluttering sparrows as she spiraled towards her orgasm.
My cock was bursting against my pants and I touched myself through my jeans, rubbing the long shaft, imagining how tight she would be as she lowered her body onto it. I envisaged her eyes on my face as I penetrated her, those serene golden eyes flaring as my shaft reached up towards her belly. I imagined the tight plasticity of her body and the warmth of her breasts filling my hands and the hardness of her nipples pressing against my palms like burning pebbles, and I delighted in the suck of her flesh as she rode me.
With a thin cry Amie came. Her back arched and she rose on tip-toe, every muscle in her body stretched like a bowstring and her face contorted with pleasure. For long seconds she balanced there, her hand twitching spasmodically in her pants and her fingers buried inside her pussy to draw the long waves of pleasure from her body and then, at last, she sagged back against the railings and she opened her eyes, soft and unfocussed from the heights of her pleasure.
I withdrew quietly into the shadows above her head, and like a thief in the night I crept back along the dusty floorboards to the little office where I lay on the narrow cot and waited for her to leave the building. I understood now why she hadn't wanted me to help this morning -- she knew that the mare was in season and had been looking forward to a little session of premeditated sex, even if it was solo. I thought the whole lesbian argument had just been an excuse to send me away, and that perhaps she did like me a bit after all -- or at least, she didn't dislike me.
But most of all I thought about her - a jumbled collage of vivid images flickering my brain: Amie, her face filled with lust as she watched the horses fucking; Amie, leaning against the massive oak beam with her hand inside her pants; and, perhaps most disturbing of all -- Amie, whispering my name as she played with the warm, wet folds of her cunt.
*
We were already sat down at the dinner table when Amie arrived. She had showered and was wearing a dress -- a pale cream creation with brown edging, and a touch of make up. I could see Mum looking at her with some surprise.
"Are you going out, Amie?" she asked.
"No."
"So why are you dressed up?"
A touch of colour crept into her face. "I'm not. I just thought it would be nice to wear something different for a change."
I smiled at her. "It looks lovely, Amie. I was thinking about walking down to the Pub after supper. Would you like to come with me? And you, too, Mum?"
My mother shook her head. "Not me. I've got a few things to finish off and I might get an early night. You two should go, though -- it will be nice for you to catch up after you being away so long, Jack."
After the meal we cleared up together, with Amie washing the dishes and me drying them, and I could still sense a feeling of reserve as we worked.
I regarded her as I hung the tea towel on the hook. "Are you still up for a drink?"
She shrugged. "If you like."
"Great! I'll get my coat and see you back here in a couple of minutes."
It was about a ten minute walk to the village and we used the Bridle Path to cut through the woods to the east of the farm. The bare branches of the trees were silhouetted against the deep indigo of the sky and a few stars were visible. We walked in silence for a while, not touching, the beam from my torch throwing a pool of light just ahead of our feet.
"Thank you for coming with me tonight," I said at length, more to break the silence than from sincerity.
"I very nearly didn't."
I turned to her in surprise. "Why?"
She looked at me, her face a pale blur in the reflected torchlight. "You've done a lot to upset everyone in the family, Jack," she said bluntly. "And there's other things that happened that you don't know about, which are more complicated now that you're here." She was quiet for a few moments and the only sound was our footsteps on the soft earth and then she stopped and put her hand on my arm.
"Do you understand what I'm saying? You never stayed in contact and what we did hear was through the newspapers or an occasional magazine article...mostly about your lavish lifestyle and women and booze. And then you suddenly turn up, as if nothing had happened for the last eight years, expecting to slot back into everybody's lives." She removed her hand and started walking again, and I could feel the residual warmth of her touch through the material of my coat. "So don't expect us to welcome you with open arms, Jack. There's too many questions in the closet for that."
I smiled at her mixed metaphor. "Don't you mean skeletons?"
"Probably some of those as well -- you know what I mean."
I considered her words as we walked together. It was true -- I had expected to come home and just slot in, as she put it, but even in the few days I had been back I was aware of undercurrents in the house that were odd, to say the least. And Amie had shown herself to be more complex than I had first imagined, too: she wasn't just the dumb kid sister -- she had a view, although I hadn't figured out what it was yet, and she spoke her mind. I had the feeling that it wouldn't be easy to change it, but it suddenly seemed important that I should.
"You are right -- about me, I mean."
"I know," she said. "The question is, what are you going to do about it?"
"What would you suggest?"
"You could start by talking."
"About what?"
"About you. Not just the stuff we read about...I mean, about what you did, and why, and what went wrong." She walked a few steps. "I want to know what makes you tick, Jack," she explained, "and whether you and I have anything at all in common." She looked ahead. "Ah, here we are. Why don't you buy me a drink and I'll get a table."
There were only a couple of other people in the lounge bar and Amie seated herself not far from the fire that was crackling cheerfully in the grate. She looked up without smiling as I put down a bottle of wine and my beer and she sat silently for a while, thinking. When she spoke it was not the angle I was expecting.
"Living in a small village is difficult, sometimes," she said. "Everybody knows everybody else's business, and what they don't know they make up." She leaned forward and lowered her voice. "That's Amanda Pascoe over by the bar -- slim, long chestnut hair -- a nice girl. Very friendly, if you know what I mean. She puts out, but she wouldn't like people to think that." She indicated another table with a nod of her head. "And that's Rose Treleven -- a hard nut. She's a man-eater. The going joke is that her pussy has more teeth than a great white shark. Rumor has it that she led a vendetta against a woman here a few years back -- they thought she'd been sleeping with her brother so she ran her out of town. Tarred and feathered her, from what I hear. Nasty -"
I cut her short. "Why are you telling me this?"
"Human beings are all so different, Jack, in the way we behave and what we value and what we don't." She took a sip of her drink. "And you'd expect that, in a community -- but not in the same family. Have you ever thought about it -- how different we all are - Mum and me and Donna and Jim? I sometimes think we can't possibly be related." She regarded me for a moment, her eyes on mine. "But I've figured them out, Jack, over the years. I know all of their strengths and weaknesses. You, on the other hand -"
"There's not much to figure out."
She shook her head. "You know that's not true. Everyone has a cupboard full of secrets. What are yours Jack?"
I could feel myself getting annoyed with her presumption. "They wouldn't be secrets if I told you, Amie. Why don't you get to know me like normal people do -- you know, talk, do things together, figure out what we like and what we don't -"
"I don't work like that. I don't have the time or the patience."
"What makes you think I care about how you work or what you think of me?"
She smiled. "Oh, you care, Jack," she said sweetly. "I've seen you looking at me. I think you'd like to know me a whole lot better."
"You flatter yourself, Amie. I've hardly seen you since I've been back."
"You got an eyeful in the stables this morning."
Her words were like a punch in the belly, robbing me for a moment of coherent thought. I gaped at her with my mouth opening and closing like a landed fish. She leaned forward, pressing her advantage. "And you seemed to be enjoying it, too. Isn't that right, Jack? Didn't you like watching your sister with her hands in her pants? From what I could see you were really enjoying it."
"I -- well, I didn't mean -"
She laughed at my discomfort. "Sure you did -- and that's OK Jack. I don't mind -- I really don't. It sort of added to the moment, knowing that you were there. But now you know something about me and I want the favour returned."
I stared at her without saying anything. So much for tranquility and serenity -- she was more like a leopard - with her aggressive, glittering golden eyes and her little white teeth ready to sink into someone's jugular.
I watched her pour another drink from the bottle, her third glassful since we had arrived. "So tell me about your wife," she said.
I gathered my thoughts, happy to move on from the subject of the stables. "Cindy? What can I say? She was a perfect partner -- to begin with. She was well groomed and beautiful. She oozed charm and breeding, and was wonderful at helping my business and my career -- you know, inviting the right people to dinner, making each of them feel they were the most special guest we'd ever had. She was the blueprint of a perfect hostess and a devoted wife -"
"So what went wrong?"
"I'd failed to spot the naked ambition - and the kinky sex drive."
"Tell me."
"She wanted everything, and she took it. Behind the façade of a dutiful wife she was lining her pockets with Company money and filling her bed with Company clients."
"And you didn't notice?"
"Not at first -- but as the Company got bigger she started to spend more time out on so called social events. I took her to task but she just laughed at me -- said that I should be happy that she was out drumming up business. I couldn't prove she was sleeping around, but I suspected it."
Amie laughed. "If she was sleeping you would have had nothing to worry about. Don't you mean 'fucking around'?"
I looked at her sharply. She had shifted the conversation to a sexual flavour very quickly and I could see she was enjoying herself.
"So what did you do about it?" she continued.
"Nothing. Nothing at all. I suppose I knew that she needed more from me than I could give. I figured I could either accept that, or lose her. She still did everything I wanted and I was happy with that."
Amie sat back in her chair, her eyes still on my face. "So what was kinky about her?"
I took a swig of my beer, wondering why I was telling her, wondering if I should. The memories came flooding back to me like a flickering film in my head -- things I had never spoken about, things that up to now had been locked in my soul. I looked at Amie, sitting on the edge of her chair half drunk with a hungry expression on her face. It was the same look she had had in the stables, when her face was suffused with lust as her fingers played in the crease of her pussy. She loved this, and I suddenly wanted very much to see where it would take us. If Amie wanted the juicy details, I would give them to her.
I shrugged. "Not much, at first, but then she started hinting about inviting others to watch, or to join in. Just little hints at first, testing me out to see if I was interested -"
"And were you?"
"No. I enjoyed what we had. She was great in the sack and I didn't feel the need to change things."
"Is that what you told her?"
"Yes."
Amie shook her head. "It sounds like you really didn't know very much about women, Jack -- especially that one. So what did she do to change your mind?"
"I came home one day -- it was mid afternoon. The house was quiet and I thought she was out doing one of her visits. I went to put my car keys in the little tray on the hall table - and there was a piece of paper in it, folded in half with my name on it. I remember thinking for a moment that it was a letter to say she'd left me, but when I opened it there was just one word on it. 'Bedroom'."
"Bedroom?"
I nodded. "Yeah. I thought it might be a little game she was playing so I tip-toed up the stairs and along the hall, shedding my clothes as I went. She'd done this before -- enticing me up to the bedroom where she would wait for me, decorated in some way...she liked to see the effect it had on me."



"Decorated? How -- in what way?"
I shrugged. "The first time it was whipped cream and cherries. Sometimes it was flowers -- rose petals strewn over the sheets or forget-me-nots strategically placed on her bits. Once she had a bunch of daffodils stuck in her -- well, you know...she was the vase."
Amie laughed. "I think she and I would have got on. So what was stuck in her this time?"
I shook my head, pretending to play hard to get. "If you think I'm going to sit in a pub and tell my baby sister about my sex life, think again. It's really none of your damn business."
She laughed again, a brittle sound without humour. "You don't get it, do you? This is the payback, Jack. This is the price for spying on me in the stables, for finding out about one of my little secrets." She reached over and touched my arm, and her voice softened. "Besides, you really want to tell me, don't you? You need to tell me. She rolled you big time and you're still hurting, and there's not been a soul you could talk to. Tell me, Jack. Tell me what you saw on that day."
I stared at her, struck by her beauty. Those amazing eyes captivated me, drawing me into their luminescent depths, and her cheeks were stained by a touch of colour that betrayed her excitement at the game we were playing. I could see she was aroused: her eyes glittered and she was breathing through her mouth, her lips open and moist and inviting. I wondered what was going through her head. What in the hell made her tick?
"Alright then -- but tit for tat. I'll talk if you do too."
She nodded quickly. "Right. Now -- tell me what you found on that day."
"I slipped through the open door into the bedroom, wearing only my Jocks. You couldn't see the bed from the doorway - you had to walk down a little corridor, and I could hear this moaning noise coming from up ahead. I -- I thought she was in pain, and I hurried forward and turned the corner into the room -- and suddenly, there she was, kneeling on the bed with her face away from me. I could see her ass and her thighs and the secret opening to her body -"
Amie frowned slightly and shook her head. "Don't be coy, Jack. Use the right word -- you could see her cunt." Her mouth curled around the word and she licked her lips, her little pink tongue flickering over the soft pink flesh to leave them as moist and shiny as the object she was describing. She looked at me for a moment. "Was she alone?"
I shook my head. "Oh, no. There was a girl with her. She was lying on her back and Cindy was crouched over her in the soixante-neuf position -- 69ers to you. Cindy's bum was towards me and her legs were open as she knelt across the bed, and there was a pair of hands holding her cheeks open so I could see everything. The girl was licking up into her -- big, wet strokes of her tongue, pushing right into her pussy and then curving up towards her ass, and with each stroke Cindy wriggled and moaned.
"So what did you do?"
"I stopped like I'd been pole-axed. It wasn't at all what I was expecting, I can tell you...I must have stood there with my mouth open, feeling like a peeping Tom, wondering if I should go or stay - and then I saw what was happening -- I mean, really saw....the girl's hands on my wife's cheeks, prising them open so she could eat her better...the cream on her tongue as it curled into her pussy...my wife bending down to lap at the girl's cunt, her breasts hanging down, swinging -- the nipples hard, rubbing against the girl's belly as she moved. I'd seen things like that in blue movies, Amie, but never right in front of me. I could see the sweat on their skin and the ooze of their juices and I could hear them moaning and sighing. I could see the little wet hairs around Cindy's pussy, flattened by the girl's tongue. I could even smell their excitement, right in front of me."
Amie reached forward and grasped my wrist, her fingers hot on my skin. "So what did you do, Jack?" she whispered, "did you watch for a while, or did you run away?"
I shook my head. "No. Your turn first, Sis". I regarded her for a moment. "Just before we got here you said there were things going on that I didn't know about. What things?"
She shook her head. "I can't tell you that -- not yet, anyway. Ask me something else."
"Is it to do with me?"
"Not directly, but your being here could bring it back." I could see her thinking, wondering how much to say. "At least, it could remind everyone of what happened -- and that wouldn't help."
"So it's a family issue then."
She smiled. "I'm not going to talk about it Jack. Ask something about me."
I nodded briefly. If things worked out there would be time to explore that mystery later. "You like to watch people doing it, don't you?"
She nodded, her eyes shining.
"So how did it start?"
Amie laughed. "Have you ever wondered why Donna is the black sheep of the family -- and why Mum never likes to speak about her?" She watched me nod. "Didn't you guess?"
"No. I was away just about all of the time she was here."
"Well, Jack, not to put too fine a point on it, she liked to fuck -- and she wasn't too fussed where and who with."
"Was that something to do with the family secret you won't tell me?"
"No. Are you done?"
I shook my head. "So you used to watch her -- Donna."
"Yep. Don't get me wrong, though -- she didn't know I was there. It wasn't like she put on a show or anything."
"How old were you when that started?"
Amie thought for a moment. "About fourteen, I guess. I was up in my room on night. Mum was out and Donna must have figured I wasn't in either. Anyway, I heard a funny noise downstairs and I went down to see what it was. She was on the lounge floor with one of the local village boys, going at it hammer and tongs."
"That must have been quite a shock."
She laughed. "Not really. I'd been raised on a farm, don't forget, so I knew all about the birds and the bees. I used to watch the animals mating and it always gave me a warm feeling where it counts." She looked at me sideways. "I still do, as you know. But it was the first time I'd seen people doing it."
"So you took it up as a hobby."
Amie shrugged. "I guess. Every Saturday Donna would come to this bar and pick up, and I'd be waiting outside. Sometimes I'd get lucky and they'd do it in the bushes across the road, or in the bus shelter -- or if Mum was out they'd go to the house. That was always best, because I could see more." She paused for a moment. "And I used to watch Mum and Dad, as well... I could always tell when they were going to do it because Dad would go to bed early."
I regarded her with surprise. "How the hell did you do that, Amie? I'm sure that she didn't do it in the bushes."
She looked at me slyly. "I found a way. You wouldn't think she was good in bed, would you?"
"I'd not given it much thought, really."
"She was, though. She'd fuck like a train...I'd get exhausted just watching her." She lapsed into silence and I could see her remembering.
"Do you only ever watch, or do you ever take it further?"
"You mean join in with Mum and Dad?"
"No, I mean with anyone. Weren't you ever tempted to join in -- you must have got aroused."
Amie nodded. "Aroused - hell, yes!" She thought for a moment. "But I never felt I wanted to join in. It's difficult, in a small village...there's not much opportunity, and everyone knows everyone else's business. Anyway, there's no one that I fancied...the local boys have about as much finesse as a brass doorknob."
"So you've tried a few of them?"
She looked into my face and I could see her deciding whether to tell me or not. "I played around, Jack," she said at last. "Who hasn't? But not in a threesome. I tried with one or two of the locals, but they were like Neanderthals...you know, the wham bam syndrome. All they wanted was to stick their dicks in me, without any of the build up I needed. It just didn't seem to measure up to what I saw when I was watching, you know?" She laughed softly. I didn't like their attitude, so I wouldn't let them and pretty soon I got a reputation as a frigid bitch. They didn't even bother to try after that...not that I minded. It took the pressure of me."
So - my sister was a frustrated voyeur, longing for the right people to join in with -- and a virgin to boot, if I understood her correctly.
"Would you do it? I asked her softly. "If you found the right person?"
She smiled. "That would be telling, wouldn't it." She picked up her drink and twirled it in her fingers, watching the pale gold liquid moving inside. "Your turn now. Tell me what happened in the bedroom that day."
"Well -- I watched, for a while, getting hornier than a stoat. After a few minutes Cindy saw me and she didn't miss a beat...just smiled and sat up a little. Her pussy was pushed against the girl's face and she swiveled her hips to grind it over her mouth. I moved around to face her -- I could see the girl's body lying between Cindy's legs -- her tits pressing against her thighs and her nipples like champagne corks. She had a lovely figure, I remember, and her skin was much darker than Cindy's. She had her legs apart so I could see her pussy -- it was open where Cindy's tongue had been at it, and it was wet. She had a bush of dark hair there and the silver threads of her juice were smeared over it -- soaking, sopping wet -- and there was liquid coming out of her too, oozing out of her pussy and trickling down her ass. I could see it smeared over the insides of her legs, and Cindy's face was wet where she had been eating."
Amie grasped my arm again, leaning forward over the table with her face close to mine. I could feel the warmth of her breath against my cheek. Her voice was low, charged with excitement. "Did you fuck her?" she whispered.
I leaned closer, feeling the touch of my sister's hair against my face and the heat of her excitement radiating like a furnace. I wondered again how far I could go, whether she would be receptive or disgusted. There was only one way to find out.
"Oh, yes, Amie," I said. "But not right away. There were other things to do first."
I put my hand on her neck and pulled her closer to me, my fingers brushing the soft white skin behind her ear. She made no effort to pull away and I could feel the soft whisper of her breath on my cheek and the warmth of her flesh touching me. Her sexual energy crackled like static under my fingertips and I could smell the musk of her arousal wafting up from under the table, thick and palpable, mixed with the crisp aroma of her hair and the subtle fragrance of her perfume.
The touch of her skin and awareness of her arousal seized my senses, tilting them sharply - and in that second our relationship shifted. The energy in her body altered somehow and in a moment of perception I understood that she felt it too - the boundaries of brother and sister had been swept away. Perhaps it was the language we had been using, or perhaps it was because we'd never really had time to consider ourselves siblings: whatever it was, the shackles had suddenly been cast off and I knew that if I played the game right she would take me to places I had not even dreamed about.
My voice thickened with lust and I pressed closer, ratcheting the game up another notch. "You should have been there, Amie," I whispered. "The three of us...there on the bed. Can you imagine it? The firm hot flesh and oozing juices -- the moans and sighs of pleasure and then the fucking? So much fucking. So many holes to fill, Amie, stretched open by fingers and dildos and my cock: rubbing, rubbing, sliding in and out, switching and changing until we didn't know who was doing who." I pressed my lips against her ear. "You could have reached out and touched us, Amie, scooped up the juices and tasted them thick on your lips. Would you have liked that, Amie? Would you have joined in and been fucked as well?"
Her face was pressed against mine cheek to cheek, her lips close to my ear, and she growled softly in her throat. "God, yes," she whispered. "I could have watched...touched. " She pressed against me a little harder, and I felt her tongue flicker briefly over the lobe of my ear. "Tell me more, Jack," she whispered. "Tell me how you fucked them."
"I ate the girl first. I didn't know her name or where she was from or what she did, but I found out what she tasted like. The cream was oozing out of her like a little river and I lapped at it, scooping it up on my tongue and savored it. She must have thought it was still Cindy because she was mumbling her name but then Cindy got off her and she twigged it was someone else. She looked down at me and smiled and I felt her fingers in my hair, guiding me, holding me against her." I paused for a moment, remembering, the images like a collage of erotic snapshots flickering through my brain: the two women kneeling side by side, holding their cheeks open to give me access; my cock at the mouth of her pussy, and then the incredible heat as I slid into it, and the cream gathering around the lips of her cunt as I fucked her.
"I took the girl first," I said. She was about your age, Amie, and she was as tight as a nun's nasty. She was kneeling on the bed with her legs apart and her pussy was thrust back, begging to be fucked. Can you picture it? Her lips wet and open and my cock as hard as an iron bar?" I suddenly remembered the expression on Amie's face as she watched the stallion's thick black cock punch into the mare's sex, and I changed my whispered words to enhance that image. "You could have stood close and watched the head of my prick punch into her, Amie, forcing aside the lips of her cunt and driving up into her body. You could have watched me fucking her -- the wet suck of her flesh as I worked my shaft into her." I moved my fingers from her neck, sliding down over the satin gloss of her skin to her cheek, pressing her face against mine. "Tell me you would have liked that, Amie."
Her voice was a low growl. "Oh, yes -- oh, God yes!"
"Tell me you would have joined in -- kneeling on the bed with the others, feeling that thick cock punching into you."
She squirmed on the seat and a low moan escaped from her lips. "Yes! Fucking all night long."
"A woman's tongue on your clit and your brother's cock inside you."
"Oh, yes!" A tremor passed through her almost as if she had come, and I wondered if she was masturbating, her fingers busy in the folds of her vulva. I thought she might explore the idea of sex with me, but when she spoke again it was still about the story. "Did you fuck them both, Jack?" she whispered.
"Yes, yes. Both of them, stretched out on the bed, switching from one to another, comparing their tightness and how they moved underneath me. I told them I couldn't decide which one to spurt into, and that it was up to them to suck my seed out. A contest -- who could make me cum inside her -"
She groaned, a low sound in my ear filled with lust and longing. "Christ, Jack. I need to cum too."
"Not here, Amie", I whispered. "Come home and I'll tell you about it. In exquisite detail."
She pulled away and looked at me, reading what was in my eyes. Her face was flushed and her eyes were very bright. "Tell me here."
I shook my head. "They're watching us, Amie. You don't want to be run out of town like the other girl, do you?"
She shook her head. "Why should they? I haven't fucked my brother."
Yet, I thought. But you probably will before the night is out. I reached over and gently pulled her up. "She might think you have, Amie. Come on. We can talk better at home."
It was cool outside and we walked back through the woods in silence, nurturing the sexual tension like a fragile flame that neither of us wanted to extinguish. The glow of the torch created a little pool of intimacy in the darkness and she held my arm tightly. We both knew we had crossed an invisible threshold and all we had to do to experience something momentous was to let it happen. For the first time in years I could feel a tightness in my belly and the warm glow of anticipation you feel when you have a chance of fucking somebody new. The smell of her arousal filled my head and the vision of her underneath me, arching her back as I sank into her liquid heat, left room for nothing else. I needed to possess her, to plunge into her hot, compliant body, and the fact that she was my sister made it all the more delicious.
The house was in darkness when we entered it, and I went to turn on the light but she stopped me. "No, Jack. Come and sit by the fire and talk." She slipped off her coat and scarf and hung them on the hook by the door, and she moved to the drinks cabinet and poured two whiskeys - holding one out to me with slender fingers, acknowledging my lingering touch with a smile. She proffered her glass and we touched them. "Cheers."
"Won't we disturb Mum?"
She shook her head. "We could get the 12-bores out and shoot the place up and she wouldn't hear it." She sipped her drink. "I used to wait until she and Dad were asleep and then creep out of the wardrobe in their room and they never woke up."
"Wasn't that risky?"
She shrugged. "Not as much as when I used to watch Donna." She laughed softly. "This sofa could tell you a few stories about what she got up to."
"And I bet you could, too."
"I guess." She looked around the room. "I'd wait until she was fully occupied and then I'd creep around the back of the room, along there -- she gestured with her glass. "Her routine was always the same - she'd start with a session of necking, when I could move around without too much difficulty." She laughed again. "She always kissed with her eyes shut so I could move around, if I was careful. I'd wedge myself in the little alcove there -- before Mum put the bookcase in it there was a curtain. I'd watch whilst she got get naked and do the routine. She liked to do it by firelight, or candlelight in the warmer weather, but there was always enough light to see."
"And what did you see, Amie?"
"Everything. She'd fuck the same guy for a few weeks until she was tired of him and then bring in a new one. She learned a lot, and quickly, and she'd practice all of her tricks on the next one." She giggled. "They must have thought their dreams had all come true."
"And which of her tricks did you like the best?"
She stared into her drink for a moment, swirling the glass so the firelight flared in the pale amber fluid, and then she downed it and held out her glass for another. I filled it and she looked into my eyes as she spoke, her voice tight with excitement. "I liked it when she could see herself being penetrated, Jack. She'd hold herself open so she could watch the long, slow slide of his prick into her body. She loved the sight of her pussy being stretched open, and the gleam of their juices glistening on his cock. She'd talk about it, how much she loved seeing it, egging him on. I used to watch her as she watched herself, and I'd put my fingers in my pants and ease my fingers in, and I would wonder if we were experiencing the same thing or whether she had a different sensation."
"Of course she did. Fingers are great but there's nothing like the real thing. Surely you must know that from your own experience."
"I don't know, Jack. My experiences weren't great...sweaty little gropes in back of a car or in the bushes. Like as not the guy would cum before I was even excited, on the upholstery or across my clothes. After a while I began to believe that I could never do it like Donna or Jim -- or even Mum. They loved it. So I'd just watch them, and get my rocks off that way." She took another mouthful of her drink. "And that's OK too -- well, it was when they were here. Now, I don't have anyone to watch." She turned away and put her glass on the cabinet and then she looked at me and she laughed self-consciously. "Christ, Jack, this is turning into a confession. Is that what you had in mind? The secret diary of a virgin sister?"



I stared at her, seeing the firelight catching the glints of gold and red in her hair. Her skin was painted bronze in its light and her mouth was slightly open, the lips soft and wet and her teeth were white behind them. Despite her sharp tongue and abrupt manner I suddenly realised how lonely she was, and how desperate for someone to be close to. She was staring at me, almost pleading for understanding, and I leaned forward slowly. I expected her to pull back but she did not, and a moment later I pressed my lips on hers.
For a moment she did nothing and then her arms came up and held me, and she opened her mouth. I could taste the liquor on her breath and my mind registered how soft her lips were, and the crisp smell of her hair and the aroma of her skin. Her body was pressed against me, long and lean, and she moved one hand and traced her fingers lightly down one side of my face, her nails rasping lightly against my unshaven skin. My cock reared up, tight against my jeans and I felt her hips move forward to press against it.
After a few moments she broke free from my kiss long enough to talk. "So what do you have in mind, Jack?" she whispered.
I nuzzled her neck, feeling her arch her back and hearing her groan softly. Her breasts pressed against me, soft and warm, and I could feel the nipples like hard little nubs against my chest. My heart was hammering in my chest, beating like a tattoo... she was so delicious -- folded in my arms like liquid fire with her breath on my cheek and her body pressed against me. I wondered if she realised how hard I was and how much I wanted her, and I wondered how far she would go.
I traced my tongue over the smooth buttery skin below her ear, delighting in the warm puppy smell of her. "I could tell you more about my story," I murmured, "or I could show you, Amie, if you wanted." I paused for a second, praying that I hadn't read the signs wrong. She didn't say a word and I pressed on, my voice as soft as the whisper of silk. "You don't need to spy on anyone else, Amie...you can watch us in the mirror -- you and me, together, doing all the things you love to see."
She said nothing for a moment but her fingers moved over my chest, sliding over the material to my neck. I could feel their heat on my skin and I fancied I could feel her energy, like the crackle of static electricity between us. She growled softly, almost like a low moan, and her voice was soft in my ear. "So you want to fuck me, Jack." A statement, not a question.
My cock grew even harder at her words, straining against my jeans.
"In your bed, Jack. Fucking your little sister all night long...so bad." Her voice was charged with excitement, and it swept away the last of my doubts. I realised that she wanted it as much as me, and we had the rest of the night to play the game. My heart was beating like a jackhammer at the thought of taking her. She probably thought she was wise in the way of fucking, that watching others had taught her all she needed to know: but she had never experienced that shattering, exquisite moment of being penetrated for the first time and it was me who would take her on that journey. I had a sudden image of her naked underneath me, her legs wide open and her face contorted as I took her virginity. God, I wanted her -- she was so beautiful.
"Will you teach me, Jack? Stay with me all night and cum into me where I want?" Little whispered words, falling from her lips and painting pictures of what she wanted.
"Yes. Do you want me to cum into you?"
"Not inside me -- I'm not...safe. And I want to be able to see it spurting."
"You will, Amie -- pumping thick and hot, spraying over your skin, into your mouth."
She groaned again, a low animal sound and she ground her hips against me, the heat of her body against mine. "All night long, Jack. Do what you want to me."
I took her hand and led her up the stairs, the hallway light casting our shadows on the walls - juxtaposed one on the other in a delicious parody of what we were about to do. I could feel her hand in mine, sweaty with anticipation, and I realised that my mouth was dry with excitement. Taking little Amie up to my room to fuck her. How had it come to this?
The room was in darkness and she released my hand and turned on the light beside the bed, regarding herself in the full-length mirrors on the wardrobe doors for a few seconds. In one fluid movement she reached up and undid the clasp of her dress and let it fall, the material slipping off her arms and sliding off her hips to pool at her feet. She was naked underneath it except for a tiny pair of blue silk panties, held by laces either side of her hips, and I could see the material was stained at the front -- almost translucent from the juices she had released. Her breasts were full and round and a light creamy colour, capped by thick, dark nipples already swollen with desire. No wonder I had been able to smell her excitement in the pub -- there had been so little to keep it in.
She kicked off her shoes and undid the slim gold watch, putting it on the bedside table, and then she turned back to the mirror and looked at my reflection, her eyes on my face. "How do you want me, Jack?"
I wanted her every way and I stripped quickly, tearing off the shirt and unzipping my jeans, shucking them off and then standing for a moment to look at her -- the curve of her waist and the tight, round cupcakes of her buttocks. She was holding one leg slightly in advance of the other -- a classic nude pose, thrusting one hip forward slightly and in the mirror I could see a few wisps of golden hair escaping from the elastic of her panties. She was watching me, her eyes still and steady, but I could see her excitement in the flush of colour in her cheeks.
"Stay there, Amie." I slid my jocks over my hips and pulled them down and my cock leaped free. Her eyes moved to it, seeing the thick purple glans and the swollen shaft, bobbing as I moved towards her.
I stood behind her and put my arms around her waist. My shaft was wedged in the crack between her buttocks and I moved my hands to her breasts. "Look in the mirror," I whispered.
She watched as I lifted them, my hands much darker than the pale creamy flesh they caressed. They were surprisingly large, each filling my hand and their weight and plasticity caused a spurt of moisture to leak from my cock, dribbling between us. She leaned her head against my shoulder and she watched as I massaged them, my fingers teasing her nipples, pinching them lightly so they thickened even more and turned a darker hue as the blood coursed through them. My rod was jammed between us, wedged in the warm and delicious crack between her ass cheeks, and she felt the heat of my breath as I leaned down to kiss her neck.
"You are so beautiful," I whispered between the kisses. The golden cloud of her hair was tickling my face, shutting out her reflection but my senses were filled by the scent of her desire and the taste of her skin. I felt her moving against me, pushing her hips back against my shaft, rotating them slightly so my cock moved against her, the tip sliding over the wetness I had dribbled there. She put her hands over mine, holding them against her tits, pressing them down so the globes of flesh were compressed under my palms. So hot, so hot.
"Look at us, Jack," she said.
I looked in the mirror and saw what she saw -- a young girl with a body as smooth as alabaster, the flowing curves of her hips and the long, delicious spread of her legs. Her head was back, leaning against the figure behind her and her hair was in disarray. A figure stood behind her, almost hidden, and his hands grasped her breasts with the nipples peeping from between his fingers. Her legs were apart and the front of her pants was wet with excitement, the thin material shining with her juices. She moved her torso slightly, thrusting lightly back and forth and she had an expression of rapture on her face as she gazed into the mirror.
I reached down and adjusted my prick, sliding it horizontally between her legs. I could feel the damp folds of her panty gusset touching me and I began to thrust lightly. In the mirror the purple head of my cock appeared and disappeared between the top of her thighs as it rubbed against her. I could see her eyes on it, hooded with excitement as she watched, and I could hear the panting of her breath as she became more aroused. She reached down and pulled aside under the slick wet material of her knickers, grunting with satisfaction at the visual image presented.
"Jesus, Jack!" she whispered. "Look at that...look at the cream."
Both of us were making juices and it gleamed in the soft light. A string of it dribbled from the eye of my cock, a single strand that oozed down until it dripped on one golden thigh. Her juice was gathered at the lips of her cunt like cream in an éclair and the movement of my cock caused it to ooze onto my swollen flesh, painting the shaft in silver.
I released her breasts and held her waist. Both of us were thrusting now, our hips moving in sequence and my rod rubbed back and forth against her thighs and we could hear the soft slurping of wet flesh as we churned her juices to a froth.
"Is this what Donna used to do?" I asked.
Amie shook her head. "She liked it inside her...but it looks good, doesn't it." She regarded the image for a few moments, her eyes fastened on the head of my cock as it appeared and disappeared between her legs. "It reminds me of a site on the net where a girl put little cameras in her pussy and then fucks," she whispered. "You can see the man's cock, pushing back and forth inside her and the walls of her cunt gripping it, oozing moisture...and then he cums and you can see the jets of spunk filling her up." She gripped her thighs together, gripping me more tightly as I thrust back and forth. "Do you want to cum into me, Jack?"
The friction between her thighs was delicious, gripping me as I moved back and forth. "God yes," I groaned. "I haven't cum into a woman in months."
She giggled. "You must have heaps inside you then. How much can you cum, Jack?"
"Enough to fill you right up."
"All of me?"
"Every orifice, Amie. We should do it, then watch it dribble out."
She hissed softly -- a slight indrawing of breath as she pictured the image: my cream leaking out of her holes -- dribbling thick and white against her skin. I gripped her hips and thrust harder at the thought of what it would be like to spurt inside her delicious golden body, and to see it seeping out again. I remembered she wasn't on the pill. Not in her pussy, then, which left her mouth or her ass -"
She must have been thinking the same. "Fuck my mouth, Jack."
She knelt on the floor and looked up at me, her eyes hungry as I placed my cock at her lips, rubbing the slippery head against the soft pink flesh, the head thick and dark against her skin. In the mirror we could see the silver smears of lubrication around her mouth as I sought entry. I pressed harder and the head suddenly popped into her mouth and her teeth scraped lightly over my skin before the soft clamp of her lips engulfed me. I groaned with the sensation and she opened her mouth and drew back, watching the long strands of spit and cum juice stringing between us.
Her eyes flickered to my face. "Tell me what to do, Jack," she said. "Teach me how to give good head."
And so I taught her, my little sister kneeling at my feet with her hands on my thighs and my cock in her mouth. I showed her how to turn her head to vary the angle and how to adjust the tightness of her lips to draw out the pleasure. She watched herself in the mirror, her mouth full and her throat moving as she tried to take me deeper and she moved her tongue to curl over the sensitive skin of my glans as it slid, slippery smooth, against the inside of her cheeks. My hands were in her hair, guiding her, holding her as I worked my cock ever deeper, until her lips were pressed hard against my belly as the full length skewered into her throat. So delicious, the head of my cock jammed in her windpipe, so tight. I held it there for a moment until she grunted and pushed me back, my cock bobbing free and spit and pre-cum drooling from her mouth as she caught her breath.
Deep in my balls I could feel the tingling of my first cum, triggered by the softness of her lips and her complicity, and I plunged back into her mouth, thrusting my hips back and forth and holding her head as I fucked her. Her breasts were bobbing with the force of my thrusts, the nipples swollen with pleasure. She was grunting, egging me on, her hands clasping my thighs and her mouth working at me, sucking me in, her tongue wriggling in her mouth to curl under the exquisitely tender flesh of my frenulum -- lapping, lapping, lapping at her brother's cock, taking me deep into her throat, moving her hand to press a fingertip through the tight ring of my anus and into my body.
In that instant the dam burst in a sudden rush of hot, grainy light and I felt the scalding heat of my cum racing along my shaft. I seized my cock and pulled free of her mouth, holding it at her lips as she watched herself in the mirror. Her mouth was open and her eyes were bright with lust as I spurted. My rod jerked seven or eight times and with each jerk a long jet of burning jism splattered over her face, filling her eyes with pools of whiteness and spraying over her nose and cheeks. It trickled into her mouth in shiny white rivulets, dulling the shiny whiteness of her teeth and coating her tongue, and it hung in globules in her hair and in long slippery ropes from her chin.
And gradually the storm subsided and at last I stood back, my cock softening slightly. She regarded her image in the mirror and she laughed. My sperm was thick on her face and she touched with her fingers, watching as it dribbled onto her tongue and pooled around her teeth. "Jesus, Jack," she murmured. "There's gallons of it. And I never thought it would taste this strong."
I reached down and pulled her to her feet. "Now your turn."
She was subservient under my hands and I arranged her so she was kneeling on the bed over my body, the satin skin of her thighs either side of my head and her pussy above my face. I could not see the mirror, but I reckoned I had the better view: the shadow of her crotch a few inches above my face with the wrinkled gusset of her little blue panties wedged tightly in her crack. She pulled the soaking material aside and looked over her shoulder at the reflection and moaned softly as I ate her: watching my tongue teasing the lips of her pussy, flickering around the edges and then dipping into her body. She tasted incredible, and her juices dribbled from her cunt and ran over my face and into my mouth and I drank her.
"You taste good, Amie." My voice sticky, her juices filling my mouth.
She was gasping with pleasure. "Mmmm. Lick more...down a bit. There. There!" Directing me, moving her body over my face to put my tongue into her most sensitive spot. The tip darting into her, flickering against her clit and scooping cream into my mouth. Her voice gusty with pleasure. "Ah, Ah...just there, Jack. Lick it, lick it."
My cock was rock hard again, desperate to be inside her. I pushed her off, my hands on the firm round cheeks of her ass and I slithered around the bed to lie on my back with my feet towards the mirror. She knelt beside me waiting to be told what to do, her eyes filled with lust. I wondered if she realised this was the last few seconds of her virginity.
"Face the mirror and lower yourself on me," I instructed her, "you'll see it, Amie. My shaft going into you -"
She squatted over me and held my cock with her slender fingers, engaging it against the tight wet entrance to her body before releasing it. My cock-head was wedged in her vulva, the swollen lips of her labia holding it there with just the tip inside her. She regarded herself in the mirror: her breasts full and firm with the nipples thick with desire; her body crouching, legs bent. The curve of her hips and the slight bulge of her belly and the shaft poised beneath her, ready to spear up through her pelvic girdle into her centre.
And as we both watched she lowered herself onto me. The head of my clock slid into her, disappearing smoothly before it encountered her obstruction. She pressed down harder, her body straining as I sought to enter more deeply, and she moaned.
"Jesus, that's tight...so fucking tight. Break into me, Jack. Ah, ah!"
I held her waist to steady her and I watched as my rod struggled to enter. For a moment it seemed that it would not, but then the membrane inside her suddenly ruptured and I slid into her fully. She let out a little cry of pain and her hands grasped my thighs. "Fuck! Christ, that hurt!....Wait, wait. Let me adjust." She was gasping, her fingers digging into my skin and she eased herself up a little so I was only half buried inside her. I could see her panting, her face distorted with pain and pleasure.
For a few moments we were still. It was a sight I'll never forget, I can tell you -- my little sister crouched over me, impaled on my cock with her thighs straining and her hands gripping my legs and virgin blood oozing from her cunt and trickling down my shaft. And then she began to move...tentatively at first, then with growing confidence as her pain was replaced with pleasure. Little strokes with her tits jiggling as she moved, my shaft half in her and her pussy gripping it as hard as a woodworking vice, and then longer strokes with my cock sliding deep into her slender body whilst she grunted and moaned above me. She was so tight -- gripping the entire length of my rod from the tip to the base: a sort of rippling motion as she wriggled on me. Sometimes she leaned back to better watch as we fucked, and other times she crouched forward and I could see the firm globes of her ass rotating on me, and the tight ring of her vulva stretched around my shaft.
My hands were on her waist, the firm flesh moving under them as she pumped me, her eyes in the mirror liquid with lust as she watched her brother's cock entering and leaving her body. There was no pain now -- only pleasure: waves of it, like the breakers in an ocean rolling for a thousand miles across the windswept wastes, rolling towards the shore. She knew I would cum in her and she accepted it and she worked her cunt on me, sucking me in and rippling along my length, my balls soaked in her juices and the sheets stained.
I could see her eyes fixed on mine, willing me to fill her and I could see she was holding her own climax to ride alongside mine. "Cum for me, Jack," she whispered. "Fill me up. Let me feel how it is."
"I will, baby," I told her.
From a distant place I could feel the wave take me, lifting me upwards to rush forward, the power building, building, the crest curling as it raced towards the shore. My heart was hammering so fast I could hardly breathe and I heard her calling to me as she raced beside me, both of us caught in its power. Climbing, climbing, the excitement building like a tsunami, spinning us upwards to the very pinnacle of pleasure and holding us there, our bodies thrumming together...balanced on the edge of the universe in the half darkness shot through with bright sparklets of light -- holding, holding, quivering on the edge: and then in a single blinding moment of indescribable ecstasy the wave broke and I spurted massively in a maelstrom of white, churning power. Exploding inside her -- scalding jets of sperm bursting into her virgin pussy, spraying over her cervix and splattering in the tight, undulating tube of her grasping cunt. I heard her shrieks as she came with me, her pussy gripping me tightly as it milked me with hard, tight contractions to vacuum my seed deep into her golden body.



And then, after a million years, the storm subsided. My cock twitched inside her, dribbling the last vestiges of my sperm and she slowed her gyrations and we became still. I could feel her cunt trembling around me and she was moaning softly in wonder, her hands gripping my legs and her eyes glazed with pleasure.
And after a while she lifted herself up and my cock slipped free. She regarded herself in the mirror, eyeing her pussy to see if my cream was oozing out, but it was too far inside her body. And so she lay next to me with her face close to mine, the strands of her hair tickling my cheek and she pressed her mouth to mine for little kisses, like hot honey drizzled on my lips. I smoothed back the damp hair from her forehead and looked into her eyes that were soft with love.
"God, Jack." Her voice was gusty and tremulous. "Christ! I never knew...I didn't -"
My fingers touched her skin, sliding over her shoulder and upper arm, feeling the goose-bumps on her smooth flesh and her love juices drying on my skin.
"I've wasted so much time," she whispered. "If I had known it was that good -"
I held her close. "We have time, Amie. You and me. This is just the start."
Her fingers brushed my lips as softly as a sleeping breath. "Oh, I know, Jack," she whispered, "and we're going to make use of every second of it."
****
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The Gift
Sarah Richardson sat uneasily in an office of Baker, Baker & Phelps, Lawyers, and wondered again why they had asked her to be here. She had no need of legal assistance in her neat, ordinary life, but the message had received seemed compelling and contained enough information to convince her it was real, and that it was worth an hour of her time to attend an appointment.
The figure in front of her was, she thought, typical of any lawyer: of medium height and of florid complexion, dressed in an expensive three-piece suit. She saw the tightness of his collar and the bulge of his waistcoat, testimony to the good living he earned, reinforced by the rich opulence of his office with its thick carpet and the expansive wood paneling. A full-size oil painting of a distinguished figure occupied a good part of the wall behind him -- presumably of one of the founders of the company, but she could see no resemblance to the man seated before her.
For a moment the lawyer regarded her, the light from a nearby window illuminating his glasses like shiny coins, and then he spoke in the patriarchal tones she imagined he used on every client who entered his office, particularly if she were a young and attractive woman.
"Thank you for calling in to see us, Miss Richardson. I promise I won't take up too much of your time."
Sarah nodded but said nothing. No doubt he would get to the point shortly.
"I'm sorry to ask you this, but before I can disclose the purpose of this meeting I must establish your identity. I hope you will bear with me." He watched the girl incline her head briefly before continuing.
"Can you please state your full name and address?"
"Sarah Jane Richardson, 24 Amalfi Crescent, Oakdale."
"And your date of birth?"
"27th February 2003".
"And your profession?"
"Contemporary artist. May I ask what this is about?"
The lawyer smiled. "All in good time, Miss Richardson. What was your mother's full name and occupation?"
"Marilyn Elizabeth Richardson. She was a well-known actress, whom you may have seen on television."
"Indeed - and I always enjoyed her work, as I admire yours. Can you tell me where she lived?"
Sarah gave him the information he wanted: details of her childhood, where they had lived and of the motor vehicle accident that had taken her mother's life two years earlier. Finally, the questions stopped, and he examined the documents she had been instructed to bring: the passport with its bold blue and gold cover; the well-worn driving licence and the medical benefit card. At last he seemed satisfied.
"I wondered if I might ask one last question before I get to the point of the meeting", he said at length, handing the documents back to her. "What do you know of your father?"
"My father?" Sarah was taken aback. "I -- well, nothing, really...only know what my mother told me."
"Which was?" he prompted gently.
"As I say, not much. I know she fell pregnant with me not long after they met, and he left her before I was born. I know she was bitter towards him, which was unlike her." She shook her head. "She never really spoke of him, and I learned not to ask. I only know his name was Pat, or Patrick, and he abandoned her. I suppose she might have told me more in time, had she not been taken."
"Indeed," the lawyer said gently. "It was a tragic loss." He gazed at the window behind the girl for a moment, observing a moment of silence before resuming. "Perhaps," he said, "this might answer some of the questions you never had answers to."
He reached forward and offered her a thick manilla envelope that had been resting on the desk. "This was left in our care just after you were born, with strict instructions that it was for your eyes only and it should be delivered to you, if you survived, on or after your 21st birthday." He smiled faintly. "I'm glad you did and that we were able to track you down."
Sarah took the envelope tentatively. "Do you know what's in it?"
"We do not. The brief was simply to deliver it to you."
"And are you sure it was my father who instructed you?"
"He gave every impression of being so."
Sarah considered questioning his answer but realised he was probably wasn't even working here that long ago. Did legal firms require proof of identity when someone left a bequest? She did not know, and in any case it was probably better to read whatever was in the envelope before worrying about such details. She examined the envelope in her hand, noting the heavy cartridge paper and the bold script upon it.
"Should I open it now?"
"You may, if you wish, and I will extend you privacy to do that. Or you can take it away to open at your leisure." He steepled his fingers, thinking of the right words to say. "In my experience documents such as this can sometimes deliver, er...a profound and sometimes challenging perspective, so perhaps it best if you read it at home when you have the time and inclination."
Sarah slipped the envelope into her bag. "I will, thank you." She rose to her feet. "I -- well, do I owe you anything for this visit?"
"You do not. I believe the fee paid by your father adequately covered the service we have offered." He stood up and extended his hand. "It's been a pleasure to meet you, Miss Richardson, and I hope that whatever is in that envelope helps you understand your circumstances a little better. I'm sure we will see you again before too long."
Sarah pondered his final words as she left the office but thought them unlikely. She didn't need a lawyer, and certainly couldn't afford them.
But circumstances were to prove her wrong.
*
Four days later the envelope remained on her mantlepiece, unopened. Each day Sarah returned from work and glanced at it, thinking that perhaps it was time. But on each occasion she left it unopened, uneasy with what it might tell her about the past.
Like all children whose fathers had abandoned them Sarah felt not only resentment, but guilt. Her mother had recounted how he'd been in her life briefly, but had left without a word of farewell. Sarah could not imagine he was discontented with her mother, who was the sweetest and most beautiful creature in the world, so it must have been her who drove him away. Had he been disappointed in the prospect of having a child? Would he have found her ugly? Or perhaps he was unable to accept the burden she would bring with sleepless nights, extra expense and crushing commitment.
Whatever his objection to his daughter it was a hard burden to carry, especially for her mother who was left to raise the child on her own. But, because there was no other option, they had moved on and whilst far from wealthy, they had survived. Sarah was not given to profanity, but she thought the envelope would contain nothing but the pain of the past to dismay and disturb her. Fuck you, she thought, whoever you were. And fuck the ghosts you're trying to bring back.
She considered throwing it in the trash but didn't, perhaps because of the regret of not knowing what it said. And so the envelope stayed on the mantle, beckoning mutely as she worked on the canvas of her latest painting.
The fourth day after the lawyer's meeting was a Friday. Weekends were always enjoyable and she was looking forward to a night with good friends at a restaurant not far away. The abandoned envelope caught her eye as she poured a glass of wine and on impulse, she crossed the room to pick it up. It's now or never, and I can talk about it with my friends, she thought. I can bury the ghosts, in whatever shape they may come, and then I can move on with my safe life.
She sat on the sofa and turned the envelope in her hands. It had her name written upon it in spiky handwriting, together with an annotation "only to be opened after her 21st birthday." Other than that, there was no indication of who it was from, or what it contained.
And so, with a sigh, she broke the waxen seal and tore open the flap to extract the dozen or so sheets of paper inside, and she began to read.
'My Dearest Sarah,
If you are reading this, it means that you have been found and your identity verified by my lawyers. It also means you are alive and I am dead, which is as it should be.
I left your life on the day that you were born without any explanation to your mother and I'm sure that some of the resentment she would have felt would have been given to you, too. I understand that, because I abandoned her to the hard life of a single mother, and denied you a father in your formative years. But please understand that I longed with every fibre in my being to stay with you and your mother. She was the first person I had ever loved and I know I would have loved you too.
But circumstances of my own choosing, and the sliver of fate that had brought us together for so brief a time conspired to make that impossible, as you will see. If I had stayed it would only have been for a little while longer, and it would have brought great distress to your mother - and so I chose to walk away, and I could not tell her why.
When you read this letter you may wonder why I bothered to write it, for it is not a happy story. I was a wastrel and a thief. I did far more bad things than good, and I deceived everyone I'd ever known to my advantage, including your mother. It's not a record that will make you like me, but perhaps you may be able to find a little understanding and forgiveness in your heart when you know the truth. I truly hope so.
I won't bore you with many details of my early life, as its of little importance, but I was born Patrick O'Shaun Murphy in the city of Belfast in February of 1971. Yes, I know -- I was much older than your mother although she didn't know that for reasons I will explain.
My childhood was one of hardship and, like many kids without purpose I fell in with the street gangs in the poorer parts of the city. We progressed from petty theft as youngsters to more ambitious crimes as teens, and by the time I was eighteen I was a hardened criminal who cared only for himself and nothing for others. I was in jail by the time I was 20 and spent the next thirty years more in than out of it, and by 45 I was living on the street addicted to heroin, and stealing what I could to support the habit. In short, I unworthy of anyone's love or respect.
I can hear you thinking 'how the hell did my mother shack up with such an old loser?' It's a good question and the answer is one that you'll find very hard to believe -- but I swear by everything I held dear that the following account is true. They say that death brings the ultimate truth, and I have no more lies to tell in my last few days on this earth so you must make of my story what you will.
I have not prayed in many years, but I do so now. May God bless you, Sarah, and keep you safe.'
February 1998. Patrick's Story.
I remember the day they made me the offer just as clearly as if it were yesterday.
It was a bitterly cold morning and we were huddled around the brazier, trying to get warm and wondering where breakfast might come from. There was Luke and Jago and Ratchet and a couple of new guys who I hadn't seen before, their faces lean and pinched and the stubble grey upon their cheeks. The cold wind skittered down the empty street, raising a spiral of dust and playing with leaves and scraps of paper, and the lights in the tenement buildings across the Lot were fading in the thin winter morning.
'Jesus H, it's cold!' said Jago. He was crouching next to the brazier and I saw his eyes were watering from the smoke.
'Like a nun's twat,' added Ratchet. We'd given him that name a year or two back on account that his dentures clicked when he chewed -- a regular little noise like the locking ratchet on a winch.
'Nun's twats are tight, not cold.'
I looked over at the speaker, knowing what I would see. Luke was the youngest of us and the best educated. He'd been a stock market jock in better times but stress and drugs had done for him, and now he shared the street with us. He was a nuggety little guy with a thick beard shot through with grey but his eyes were bright and he still had a sense of humour.
'What you say?' asked Ratchet.
'I said that nuns have tight twats, not cold ones,' Luke explained. 'They're tight because they've never bin used, but they're warm.'
Ratchet screwed up his face. 'How d'you know that? Youse never had one, I bet.'
'No, I never did.'
'So how d'you know they is warm?'
'It stands to reason,' Luke explained. 'Their little cracks are small and squeezed together like a mouse's ass. That keeps the heat in.'
Jago laughed. 'That's right, Ratchet,' he said. 'Not like Cindy's canyon. You can feel the heat beaming out of that big motherfucker whenever she drops her drawers.' Cindy was on the street just like us and sometimes exchanged sexual favours for a loaf of bread or a cigarette. Most guys thought the price was too high for what she offered, though. Age and hard living were doing her out of business.
Ratchet grunted. It was too cold to talk and he was hungry, like the rest of us. The conversation died away and there was only the distant rumble of traffic and the sound of Luke's wet sniffing.
I looked down the street to see if any cops were around. They tended to stay out of this area but occasionally you'd see them. The old tenement buildings towered either side like grey concrete barriers, their smashed windows as jagged as broken teeth, and the weeds in the sidewalk were waving in a brisk little wind. I could see another group of vagrants further up, huddled around a fire just like us, and I saw the black limo appear around the corner beyond them.
'Hey, check this out,' I said. We watched as it turned towards us, and we saw the other group run, melting away into the doorways and cellars like rats before a flood.
'It's not the pigs,' observed Jago. He stood up and I saw him glance behind him to check the escape route.
'More like the Mayor's ve-hickle,' said Luke. 'Hey, perhaps he's bringing us voting cards.'
'Or food,' said Jago, hopefully.
We didn't see the car coming the other way until it was almost opposite, and by then it was too late. It stopped suddenly and the doors burst open and three guys came out, moving fast. Big guys. Jago and the others were quick, though: they scooted through the hole in the fence and were gone, but Luke and I were slower and by the time we'd turned they were there, blocking the exit and shoving cards in our faces.
I thought then that they cops, but the biggest one stared at me for a moment with eyes as pale as wet sandstone.
'You fancy a square meal?' he asked, 'and a clean, warm bed to sleep in?'
'Sure, but -'
'You're wondering what the catch is.' He shrugged. 'Nothing. You come with us and agree to a couple of tests, and we'll look after you for a week or so. Hot showers, warm beds, food -'
'What kind of tests?' Luke demanded.
'Medical tests. Blood only, to see if we can clean it. Get rid of any dependencies, like.' He smiled suddenly and I was reminded of a barracuda. 'No catch, honest.'
I could see Luke bristling. He hated to be called a junkie, even if he was one. He opened his mouth to argue and I took his arm, quickly, my fingers digging into his flesh to silence him. They didn't look like the sort of guys to provoke.
'OK,' I said. 'But you bring us back here afterward, right?'
He looked around at the filth and the squalor where we lived. 'Right.'
'OK then. Let's go.' I released Luke's arm and we shuffled after them. I could almost smell breakfast.
***
It was great for the first few days -- really easy. The nurse was pretty and the routine was a piece of piss -- a few blood samples in the morning and this weird drink at night. It tasted like dog shit, but it was a small price to pay for getting between real, clean sheets and not worrying about freezing to death or getting set alight by some deranged crackhead on the streets.
On the sixth day a poncy looking guy came around in a white coat and told us we'd done really well, but today was when the treatment would really start. He said it would be tough for an hour or two, but everything would be fine and there would be a cash bonus of 500 pounds for us at the end, if we'd agree. Fuck me, I'd have bent over a kitchen table and taken Arnold Schwarzenegger up my arse for 500 quid, so it wasn't a big deal.
So they took us both down to the treatment room and put us on steel beds with the big overhead lights shining down, and banks of monitors and bunches of tubes and pipes beside them. They put thick leather straps over our arms and legs and tightened them down. The intravenous drips went in and the poncy doctor adjusted them, and then stood back. I remember how his glasses gleamed in the light like pennies on a dead man's eyes and I recall how he looked at us: almost as if he'd just lit a fuse and wasn't quite sure what was going to happen.
Luke was on the gurney beside me. 'I don't like this, Pat,' he whispered. 'This isn't what they said -' but I didn't care. I guess a few days of good food and hot showers had made me remember what it was like to live normal. Besides, it couldn't be that bad, could it?
The first chemicals felt like a drain cleaner had been forced into my blood, surging through my system like coils of barbed wire, scouring and cleaning, burning as it stripped away the clag and degradation of a lifetime. I could feel every single little tube, pipe and capillary in my body wriggling like a skewered snake as the gunk swept through them, my arms and legs jerking and the restraining straps biting into my flesh as I writhed in agony. My heart was racing, hunting like the engine of a chainsaw, and my brain seemed to swell in my skull until my eyes bulged from their sockets. Christ, it hurt! There was no respite, either, no bit of wood to cling to as I rode out the storm -- just unrelenting agony as a thousand wire brushes scoured out my insides to leave the flesh raw and twitching like freshly killed offal on a butcher's slab.
And then, at last, the agony stopped as suddenly as it had started and I lay gasping on the cold steel bench. I felt like a hollowed tree, my insides a throbbing void and only my fluttering heart and my swirling consciousness to tell me I was alive. My skin was clammy and devoid of any sensation so I never felt the prick of the second intravenous feed: but I felt the surge inside me...a coolness like a soothing balm caressing the raw blistered flesh. The sensation spread quickly, filling the aching void to hold me back together and for a few moments it was pleasant: and then, like a Poltergeist, it reared up and flung itself towards my brain.
How can I describe it? It was like nothing I have ever experienced before, or will again. Imagine your brain frozen for a few fleeting seconds, set like a great iceberg in your skull whilst the hammers of your consciousness battered at it like lost souls at the gates of hell. Then imagine it swelling - the ice expanding and your skull creaking and crackling under the strain, your eyes bulging as if they would fly from their sockets and your fingers clawing at the straps to reach them, to push them back lest your head explode in a mist of blood and brains. And envisage colours bursting from deep within the frozen fissures, spinning outwards in a million sparkling fragments to ricochet inside your skull, swirling slowly at first but then accelerating like a cyclone until your consciousness becomes a blur of white and red and gold and the ice gives way to fire. In this maelstrom each cell in your brain is wrenched asunder -- a hundred trillion specks of matter colliding in your skull like grains of sand in a windstorm, flung this way and that, fracturing the connectivity of your brain like splintered glass and bending your dendrites like reeds in a tsunami. And now multiply that by a hundred, and you'd start to get close to what I felt.



I don't know how long it lasted -- maybe a minute, maybe a thousand years. My limbs ached from fighting the straps and I could hear Luke's shrill screams...or were they mine? In my anguish I perceived all that I had ever known being sucked out of my brain -- a jumble of fleeting pictures and a myriad of numbers and names; times and dates and scents and faces; music and memories. It was all drawn from me in a whirling cloud like a shattered house in a tornado -- hanging there in a dark cloud of gnats swarming over a stagnant lake. My lips ran red with blood where I had bitten them and my brain was baking in my skull like a dry pot over a fire...and I knew that I would die -- that my heart and lungs and brain could no longer stand the onslaught and they would burst like overripe Satsuma plums in the twisted vessel of my body.
And a nanosecond before my death the pain was suddenly gone and a great peace descended. My head throbbed briefly, a little spasm as the synapses of my mind clicked back into place, and in that moment it was if I could see into my own brain.
And it was astonishing, for the confusion and disfunction of my whole life had been swept away. and the labyrinthine coils of grey matter lay soft and open like a fertile field on a summer's day. All that I had ever known was now stored in just one corner of my mind and I could understand and remember every detail and emotion that I had ever experienced, and recall at will the most minute factor of my life.
Beyond that corner the rest of my brain lay like a great glowing engine, its memory banks empty, thirsting for knowledge. It growled like a caged beast and I felt the awesome strength of its power and the raw edge of its hunger. Through the prism of my new awareness I had an inkling of what it was capable of and how I could harness it, for power itself is only a means to an end. For the first time in my life I perceived a new beginning -- a new existence that would deliver a life of comfort and privilege -- so unlike the one I had been used to.
I was Patrick O'Shaun Murphy, 47 years old -- a vagrant, a thief and a scoundrel. I had only the clothes on my back and a few pounds in my pocket and in all of my life I had not done a single thing of which I could be proud.
And as I lay there with my new-found awareness I knew that today was the first day of my new life and there was nothing that I could not do.
*
Professor James Anderson was not one of the world's good-looking people. He was tall but slightly stooped with thinning grey hair rising in tufts from his skull, and his rimless glasses perched on a beaky nose that exactly mirrored the dorsal fin of a shark. His face was long and his chin was elongated, dissected by a turned-down mouth that gave him a look of permanent distaste, as if the rest of society disappointed him. He looked like a disgruntled horse wearing a rumpled grey suit and a bow tie that didn't match - but his eyes behind the glasses were as clear and bright -- a hint of the intellect that lay behind them.
I'd only ever seen him once before and there'd been no connection then: but with my new awareness I could feel his distaste for me as thick as slime on the surface of a pond. To him I was nothing more than a guinea-pig, plucked off the streets as an expendable piece of trash to be played with and then discarded if things went wrong. How had I not seen it before?
He approached my bed without speaking and his long, thin fingers automatically moved to my wrist to take my pulse, even though the monitor above my bed told him it was 68.
'How do you feel today?' he asked eventually, his fingers still on my wrist.
'Astonishingly well, all things considered.'
His grey eyes flicked to my face and I could see his interest in my choice of words. Yesterday I would never have spoken that way. 'Really? Why do you say that?'
I shrugged. It would be better for the moment not to reveal my new consciousness. 'Because I thought I'd die, Doc, when you put that shit in my veins.'
He regarded me for a moment longer and I could see him thinking. My connection through his touch wasn't clear yet: a sort of flickering image, like one of those old fashioned lantern projectors, but it was enough for me to detect his clinical interest, his need to understand if the treatment had worked. He was wondering whether the cravings had gone, the blood clean and drug-free and I felt him examining my waxen skin drawn tight over the cheekbones and my dark, sunken eyes. I could sense his disgust at my degradation and my minuscule intellect, and I understood his monstrous ego.
His eyes flicked to the nurse beside him and I felt his interest shift and his pulse quicken for a moment before he turned back to me.
'So what happens now, Doc?' I asked him. 'Was that the last treatment?'
He nodded absently. 'It was. Now -- we wait and see if it worked.'
'Where's Luke?'
'He decided to drop out of the program,' he said tersely. 'We took him back to the street.'
I nudged his brain again to look for the truth, reading the pixels as they painted the image. It was clearer this time: Luke on a gurney, his face grey and his eyes open and a smear of blood tricking from one nostril. Dressed in his rags and laid on a freezing park bench in the dark, so in the morning he would be just another dead addict who'd got pissed on Meths and frozen to death.
'But he's OK, Doc?'
The pale blue eyes rested on mine for a moment. 'Sure, Pat. He's fine. We gave him his bonus and he'll be waiting for you when you've finished here.'
I nodded absently, as if accepting his lies. 'So how long will I be here?'
He shrugged. 'A couple of days. We want to know if the treatment worked.'
'And then what?'
'And then you're free to go, Pat. With the money, just like we promised.' His eyes glittered behind the glasses and his mind told me a different story. Not long, Not long at all. You are the last survivor of our secret little program and there's something different about you. Soon we will take you to pieces to find what the treatment did. Dissect your heart and your lungs and your liver to prise their secrets out of you. Soon you'll be dead, my smelly friend, and I'll be a step closer to the greatest medical breakthrough since Penicillin.
Professor Anderson removed his fingers from my wrist and almost immediately the connection was broken. He went to turn away and I saw his complicit little smile with the nurse, and I laughed softly at how stupid he was. The man was looking for a cure for addiction but he'd found something worth far more and missed it. The ability to control the mind, to harness its full potential.
I reached up and seized his arm and like a searchlight searing through the darkness I unleashed the full force of my power on him. In my mind's eye I could see frontal lobes of his brain curdling like sour milk in a saucepan, shrivelling and solidifying with the arteries bursting, spraying blood like tiny hoses until they were cauterised by the heat. He uttered a strangled cry and his hands flew to his temples, fluttering on the bony skin, and his back arched like a bow. For a few moments he swayed on his feet and I thought he would fall on me, but he crumpled to the floor instead and in the sudden silence I fancied wisps of steam were coming from his cooked brain.
The nurse cried out and bent to help him, and I touched her back and entered the soft suet pudding of her consciousness. I could see at once that she loved him and the images of their frantic and furtive couplings were clear in the flickering pictures in her head. It saved her life that day, for she was young and foolish and besides, two dead people would raise too many questions. And so I spared her, easing into her memory banks to wipe everything she knew of me, and I watched as she wept beside the body of horse-face.
And the next morning they let me go, for nobody could remember why I was there.
March 2024. Sarah
Sarah set the letter aside and rubbed her eyes. The words she had read were disturbing, to say the least. Her father, if the words were to be believed, had been twice her mother's age, raddled with drugs and hard living, and a thief and murderer. Perhaps that much was true, in which case it was hard to believe that her mother could have been attracted to him, yet alone borne his child. She had been one of the beauties of her time, lauded for her sweet nature and kindness and with a promising career ahead of her. The question her father had posed was a good one: how the hell had such a union ever come about?
As was often the case when she sought solace, Sarah picked up her brushes and turned to the half-finished painting -- the one she hoped would pay for next month's rent. It was a composite work depicting different shades of light and colour over open water, the work delicate and finely delivered to give an almost ethereal sense of tranquility; but the brushstrokes she now delivered were wide and crude and angry, almost as if she were trying to erase the face of the father who had brought a window of such violence into her life.
*
The following day Sarah picked up the letter again. The early sunshine threw soft shadows over the room, and the cup of coffee she set beside her breathed wisps of steam into the crisp morning air.
During the night she had thought much about what her father had written -- if it was indeed him -- but it still defied any logical explanation. The words had also left her with a deep unease. She had always imagined him to be someone who, even though he had abandoned them, might have some redeeming features: but the bleak picture he'd painted had none. Perhaps the remaining pages might bring some relief. She picked up the letter again with a sigh and began to read.
"If you have got this far, Sarah, you probably think little of me. I understand, but I can make no apology. I promised it would contain only the truth and, regrettably, that truth is hard. My words are also my catharsis: a chance to set out many faults, not only as a final confession but also to allow you to judge me fairly by what you know, rather than what you do not.
And I'm afraid it gets worse, for the chance I was granted by the medical procedure I have described could have taken me to a better place - but I was too greedy and stupid to take it. Bear with me, though, for amongst the wreckage of my life there is a love story too.
The medical thing I went through gave me extraordinary powers and I continued to use them to my advantage. Frankly, it's a chapter of my life that I look back on in shame, but I can't undo it and, for what it's worth, I never permanently harmed any of the young women I used for my own gratification. I think it's important you know how my life worked, as it eventually led me to your mother - so I will give you one example of my conduct. I warn you though, its grim reading -- so if you want to skip this section you should move on a few pages."
March 1998. Patrick
She was a small girl, perhaps five foot three her stockinged feet, but she was stacked in all the right places. She also oozed class and breeding from the top of her glossy blonde head to the toes of her hand made shoes.
I watched as she moved briskly down the street towards me, dressed in a tailored jacket of soft, honey chamois over a cream silk blouse and brown pants that accentuated the tight curve of her buttocks. The blonde hair was cut in a little bob, the edges curling softly over the pale skin of her neck to balance an oval face with good, regular features. Her make up was perfect, accentuating the symmetry of her face: a pair of full lips turned at the edges to give an impression of laughter, a little button nose and a pair of dark eyes that were bright with the knowledge that she was not only beautiful, but young and empowered as well.
It was the lunchtime rush hour and the streets were crowded. I'd watched a hundred other girls walk by me, short and tall, plain and beautiful. All of them had been better than the raddled hags I'd had for many years but none matched what I wanted, so I'd let them walk by untouched, waiting for the one. The woman I looked for must not only be beautiful, but rich and privileged as well, for it was they who had shunned me.
I let her walk past and I followed, watching the roll of her buttocks as she moved towards the next intersection. The pedestrian light was red and she stopped on the edge of the pavement and pressed the button impatiently. Her fingers were long and slim and unadorned by rings and her nails were painted pink, and I breathed her perfume and studied the little whorls of gold hair on the soft white flesh of her neck, the skin unblemished and vulnerable. I imagined biting it gently, my teeth just breaking its glossy surface as I fucked her from behind.
As the lights turned green I reached forward and touched her, my fingers light on the back of her hand and I entered her psyche before she could react. Some people's minds were more difficult to enter than others but she was complicit. My hand curled over her wrist as the connection was made and we stepped off the pavement and walked together as I harvested her details. Amy Grant. 22 years old, a medical student. Fertile. Sexually active. A picture of an apartment flickered in my mind, an exclusive address not far from where we stood, and images of her bedroom, her possessions, her car. Daddy is rich and loves his little girl. Pictures of her medical college, her friends, her tutors. Today is a study free day. A projection of the shops she had been to, the clothes she had bought, and the lunch date with her friend Naomi. Envy for Naomi. Longing, too. Ah, unrequited lust...the desire to eat Naomi. Was she a virgin? I thought so for I could find no images of a man in her brain.
My fingers gripped her hand and I held it tightly, leading her back to her flat whilst I quietly erased the memory of her lunch date and injected myself as a trusted friend I could feel my influence working by the sudden warmth of her skin and the way her fingers curled around mine, and I could sense her growing eagerness to show an old friend her new apartment. And then like warm oil into a sponge I dripped desire into her brain, and in response I felt the quickness of her breath and a sudden awareness of moisture oozing at the juncture of her thighs.
By the time we arrived there was nothing more to be done: she fumbled with the keys, dropping them on the mat in her haste, finally opening the door and slipping inside, holding it open for me as she flung her shopping bags on the floor. She was already tearing off her clothes before we reached the lounge and I sat in one of the big recliners and watched as the brown pants and blouse joined her suede jacket on the rug. For a moment she stood before me dressed only in a bra and panties of the finest silk, the filigree lace edging delicate against the porcelain of her skin. Her eyes were on my face and I saw for the first time they were a deep blue, and her pupils were dilated with desire.
'I want you to fuck me - '
'Pat.'
'Pat.' She mouthed the word as if it were a drop of honey on her tongue. 'I want you to fuck me.' Her voice was soft and measured but husky with lust. 'I want your seed in my pussy.'
I laughed, watching as she deftly unclipped the little lacy bra. Her breasts were surprisingly large for such a slim figure but they sat firm on her ribcage and the nipples were like ripe cherries.
'Would you like that, Pat? To feel how I milk you?' she asked, and pressed her fingers under the elastic of her panties to slide them off. Her vulva was crowned by a wisp of gossamer hair and the labia were small and tight, and she moved her fingers either side to ease them apart. She was pale pink inside, the flesh as sweet and ripe as exotic fruit.
'Undo me, Amy,' I said, and I watched her slender fingers open my belt and draw down the zip. She tugged at my pants and they fell clear, and her eyes were on the thick shape of my cock beneath the cotton drawers. For a moment I saw doubt and confusion flicker in her eyes, and I touched her mind to put it at rest.
'Take it out. Suck me.'
Her fingers curled around my cock, her hand small and white against the engorged shaft. For a few moments she studied it, her eyes bright, and then she pulled aside my pants and bent to take me into her mouth.
'Look at me.'
Her eyes swivelled to mine I watched the expression in their crystal depths. Lust, mostly, but that was to be expected as I had put it there. Her hair swung forward in a curtain and I willed her hand to hold it back, for I wanted to watch this little lesbian girl who had never touched a cock. I wanted to savour the sight of her servicing my dribbling knob, her fingers struggling to encompass its thickness and her lips stretched tight as piano wire around the shaft.
She was awkward at first but it was only inexperience and so I leaked knowledge into her mind: what pressure and cadence to use and how to wriggle her tongue and use the inside of her cheeks. She settled into the task and I oozed a little lubrication into her mouth and tapped into her senses to taste it. She was moaning softly as she worked, her hand grasping me, milking my shaft as if willing more juice to seep from the swollen bulb.
'Tell me you love cock,' I murmured. 'Tell me you've never tasted anything so good.'
My organ slipped from between her lips with a small sucking sound. 'I love cock' she echoed, 'it tastes so good.' Her eyes were on mine, shining mirrors filled with complicity and love.
I touched her again, just a tiny push to remind her of Naomi, and I laughed as confusion sprang into her face. She glanced quickly at the hand that encircled my shaft as if it was clutching a poisonous snake, but I oozed desire again before she could release me.
'Tell me what you want to do, Amy.'
'I want to fuck.'
'How. Tell me how.'
'Every way I can. In my mouth...in my pussy...'
'Then we'll do it, Amy. Take me to your room.' She led the way and I turned and followed, marveling at the delicious curve of her hips and the tightness of her buttocks.
Her bedroom was pink and frilly, with lace edging on the doona and big fluffy pillows with hearts embroidered on them. There was a picture frame next to the bed and I picked it up and regarded the image it contained: a woman older than her, with short dark hair brushed back and eyes harder than her face. Naomi.
'Who is this, Amy?' I asked her.
'My friend.'
'It's Naomi.' I said. 'Tell me what you do to her.'
An expression of alarm flitted into her eyes but I reached into her mind and calmed her, drawing out the images as they flickered in her brain: Naomi smiling, her eyes soft with love as they kiss; Naomi laughing, watching her juice squirting, squirting, the drops like golden rain upon her lover's tongue. Naomi lapping, her fingers holding the tight cheeks, her tongue dancing on Amy's virgin ring. 'Do you love her?' I asked.
She shrugged. 'I love what we do.'
'Does she like men?'
'I don't know.'
'You can tell her about it.' I reached over and drew her to me, my lips closing over hers. So soft. Her breath was as sweet as honey and her body arched against mine in eager anticipation, her face tilted to receive me. She was sighing, little sounds of pleasure as our tongues danced together, and her nipples were hard against my chest. She drowned my senses -- the softness of her skin, the fragrance of her hair. Her little hands clutching at me, touching, touching, the nails pale pink like tiny shells; her eyes, cobalt blue and fringed with dark lashes, laughing up at me as she nibbled with her little white teeth. My cock like a truncheon, the skin hot and stretched tight in delicious torture. I imagined it soon inside her -- burrowing into her tight, virginal little body.



Beside the bed was a large mirrored wardrobe and I studied its reflection: the young, slim blonde lying on her side and the vigorous young man behind her. The disgusting raddled body I had had was gone, as were the planes and valleys of drugs and hard living that had been etched on my face. I supposed Horse-Face's drugs had done that: cleansing me mentally and physically. Now I looked no older than the young woman I was going to fuck.
"Are you ready, Amy?" I asked.
"Do it." She lifted one leg to give better access to her oozing slit.
I placed the head of my cock against her and pressed forward, watching as her vulva surrendered to allow the head to crown. In the mirror I watched her expression as I penetrated her, eyes closing and her mouth opening in an O at the sensation of being filled by another person.
"Fuck me, you're tight," I murmured. "So tight. Tell me what you can feel."
"I -- its big." She was gasping, her body tense as I slid my length inexorably towards her belly. "I never knew it would be -" and then a little gasp of breath as the final inch pressed against her labia. Her eyelids fluttered and her little pink tongue flickered over her lips. "Ah, fuck! That's huge. Just wait...wait. Let me -"
But I couldn't wait. I wanted this spoiled rich brat to feel, just once, what it was like to be truly fucked, and waiting for her tight little quim to adjust to the thickness of my meat wasn't in the plan. I drew back my hips, watching as her labia clung wetly to the shaft as it withdrew, until just the rim of my glans remained inside her.
For a moment I paused at the entrance to her delicious, quivering little body, and then with a savage thrust of my loins I skewered her again, a long, powerful stroke that ended with a satisfying smack of my thighs against her buttocks. She yelped in surprise, her hands gripping the sheets and her eyes wide with surprise.
Over the next forty minutes I fucked Amy Grant in every way that I could. I pounded her from the back and from the side, and from above with her slender legs wrapped tightly around my waist. I took her against the wall, rattling the bottles on her dressing table; and I carried her around the apartment impaled on my cock whilst she squeaked in delight at every step. Balancing her on slender shoulders I penetrated from above, relishing the long, slippery strokes deep into her torso, and I bent her over the end of the bed and entered from behind her little face scrunched against the bedsheets.
And at last I was ready. I set her on her knees on the edge of the bed and pressed her down so her tight little tush was thrust backward. Her vulva, swollen with desire, projected outwards and I rested my knob against it and entered her again in one long, delicious thrust.
It didn't take long from there. A few strokes into the wet sucking embrace of her flesh, and then the tsunami of my orgasm hit like a speeding train. I seized her hips and unleashed as deep as I could: seven or eight long scalding jets of sperm to splatter the trembling walls of her cunt, gasping as I revelled in the sensation.
And then it was done and I stepped back, watching as she slumped on the sheets. Her delicious little body was covered in a sheen of sweat and a gob of my semen dribbled from between the gaping pink lips of her vulva.
"Christ," she said at last. "Fucking hell! How come I've never done that before?"
It was a good question but not for me. I leaned over and touched her wrist to enter her mind for the last time to erase every memory of me, and I left her there, gasping on the rumpled bed.
March 2024. Sarah.
Sarah's mind was conflicted as she set the letter down once again. Disgust was the main emotion, mixed with horror that he should consider the control and rape of women as not constituting physical harm. Surely he couldn't be her father!
She resolved not to read any more. Why would she? It was obvious that he was nothing more than a self-obsessed predator. Perhaps, if he was still alive - she might have been compelled to read more - if only to reassure herself that he represented no threat; or perhaps to turn it over to the police stop what he was doing. But the fact that he was dead removed that excuse, and she almost convinced herself there was no need to continue.
Except, in the back of her mind was a dreadful question that, one way or another, needed an answer: had her mother been just another Amy Grant, brainwashed into sex with a monster? Was she herself the product of rape? Or had there been some greater meaning? It seemed unlikely, but she remembered the words he had written earlier in his letter: '...for amongst the wreckage of my life there is a love story too'. It was the only hint there was more to this sordid account than she'd read so far; and so she steeled herself for a third time, and continued to read.
"Over the next three years I learned to use my powers to greater effect, a bit like a musician striving for excellence through years of practice. I found I always needed a physical connection to link with my subjects, and the more substantial the better. A single touch of a finger would give me a little control, but solid physical contact ensured a rich harvest of thoughts and deeds, much refined from those early days when I'd left Horse-Face dead on the floor.
Every person I interacted with was a bit different. Some people's resistance was weak and pliable, and I slid into their consciousness as easily as a hot knife through butter. Others were more resilient, with defences like fibrous muscle through which I had to slice, layer by layer.
Occasionally, I'd encounter someone who just wasn't worth the trouble, like the tall redhead who mentally fought my intrusion with grim and silent determination; or the little blonde whose mind was so tortured that I withdrew quietly and walked away before she could corrupt my soul. For the most part, though, my subjects were compliant, and I was able to manipulate their deepest feelings and desires without difficulty.
I noticed too that, if the contact was especially solid, I could explore physical aspects of my subjects as well as mental. A healthy person's aura hummed in synchronicity like a well-oiled machine with every part in harmony; but in others I detected discordance between mind and body, and I learned to differentiate the signs I was reading. An internal pelvic glow, like a lantern in a cave, hinted the woman was most likely pregnant, while lethargy and dullness pointed to underlying disease. Sometimes I could identify the problem: to muscles stiffening with incipient sclerosis, bones growing awry with premature arthritis, or tissue tainted by the impending shadow of a dark malignancy. These were rare, however, as the women I took were for the most part young and healthy, and full of life.
If the connection was especially strong I found I could influence them physically as well as mentally. I could move their muscles them to smile for example, or to use my own power to manipulate their limbs like a puppeteer controlling his doll. The process was a curious sensation -- a sort of two-way exchange I could feel flowing back and forth: my own instructions entering their body to drive muscles and sinew, and tactile feedback flowing in return. It was a flow of energy both into the subject and back to me, melding ourselves almost at cellular level.
But it was difficult to do and it caused residual side effects like fatigue, or, if I had been notably vigorous, aches and pains in the same parts of my body as I had been directing on theirs. It was as if their tissue had become mine, susceptible to whatever it was experiencing, and so, for the most part, I simply instructed their brains to move their own bodies to do my bidding. It worked well and was less effort for me.
And whilst my powers improved, so too did my own persona. Aside from my controlling ability, Horse-face's treatment had given me extraordinary mental capacity together with an elixir of youth such that I appeared twenty or thirty years younger than my biological age.
Can you imagine the capability my power gave me? Aside from sexual conquests I could get the finest table in any restaurant merely by grasping the Maitre D's hand; or obtain any manner of goods, like cars or flights or holidays at no cost. I could break the law with impunity, secure in the knowledge that any arresting officer would forget why he was there. I could even influence the wealthy to transfer money to my hidden account in Switzerland. It was an extraordinary whirlwind of self-indulgence that I seized with both hands to enrich my lifestyle.
As time went by I developed the means to generate my own wealth through canny investments. I traded in stocks mostly, using my vast intellect to tell me when to buy and when to sell, and I built profitable companies that were managed by able people who only ever knew me as a faceless and mysterious enabler. By the time I was 50 I was rich enough for three lifetimes, and with wealth came respectability: a different name, a new life story and nice houses.
But, ironically, the more I had the more discontent I became. I had good looks, enormous wealth and as many beautiful women as I wanted, but as time went by the hollowness of everything I did became more and more of an issue. I realised I was living a life based on lies and deception of the worst kind, and I knew that one day, when my time was done, there would be not one single thing of which I could be proud.
And I was lonely, too. I began to long for genuine human interaction: to know people who valued me for what I was, rather than just robots who were in the sack because I'd brainwashed them. I was sick of compliant, perfumed bodies gazing at me adoringly; of thousand-yard stares as I fucked them, and expressions of confusion as I withdrew. I wanted affection and respect, and a legacy to carry my name forward, so I stopped my predatory ways and tried to reinvent myself.
It took longer than I thought as I had forgotten how to be selfless -- or even the ability to spontaneously interact with normal, kind people. As each week went past I'd look back and realise with a sinking heart that, although I hadn't coerced anyone, neither had I been able to find any real human connection.
I had almost given up hope when I met your mother. She was the love of my life and I thought we would be together for the rest of it -- but, as it turned out, she was the one who killed me.
March 2002. Marilyn (Sarah's Mother)
"How about that one?" Bec whispered, gesturing towards a man sitting a couple of tables away.
Rebecca had been my friend forever and we were in the Horse and Hound public bar, playing our favourite game, which was to guess the background of strangers. We'd already figured out the couple on the table next to us were having an affair, and the group of girls on the other side were sex workers taking a little Dutch Courage for the night ahead. They probably weren't, but the excessive make up, false eyelashes and short skirts on a cold winter night certainly made them look that way.
I peered over at the lone figure, trying not to make it too obvious. He appeared to be on his own, which usually meant a travelling salesman or rep. About 30, I judged. Clean shaven, good features and smartly turned out. The hand grasping his beer glass was well manicured and a gold watch peeped from the cuff of his quality coat, hinting that he was doing all right for himself.
He glanced across at our table and I hurriedly averted my scrutiny, but not before registering a pair of troubled blue eyes set in a face that was decidedly more than just well-featured. He was, to put it mildly, a really good-looking guy.
"I'd say a salesman, Bec, although he doesn't have the rumpled look of one. And he's got sad eyes."
Bec pretended to look across the room towards the bar. "They look OK to me" she said, "and he's fucking yummy. Definitely white collar, but not an Accountant or he'd be sitting with a broom up his arse." Bec had been married to an Accountant who had been a nice guy but just couldn't keep up with his vivacious wife. It had coloured her view of the profession, however unjustified that might be.
"A TV producer?" I ventured. "Here to make a documentary about the night life of Willington-on-Marsh and miserable because he hasn't found any."
Bec giggled. "We should introduce him to our sex workers over there."
"Or perhaps he's a visitor looking for long lost relatives."
She shook her head. "Not a chance. Those are film star looks and there's nobody with a gene pool that good in Willington."
I pretended outrage. "What does that mean? I live here."
Bec's eyes settled on me. "But you just live here, Marilyn. You were born somewhere where people do have good genes, not like the fuglies in Willington."
"Well, maybe he comes from there too."
My friend laughed. "Ah ha! Do I hear the pinging of your ovaries, Marilyn Richardson? God, it's about time!" She grasped my arm. "How about I go over and ask if he'd like to fuck you senseless?"
I smiled at her good-natured banter. "I can tell you, Rebecca Brown, that the very last thing I need in this world right now is another man in my life."
She shrugged. "A fuck is a fuck, my friend. It doesn't mean lifetime commitment, and you sure as hell are overdue for one."
"Maybe. But not for another twenty years, when I've forgotten who gave me the last one."
I glanced over at the stranger again, only to be met with his blue eyes regarding me. He smiled, and I looked away.
*
We are creatures of habit, and the Horse and Hound is a good pub so it wasn't a huge coincidence that Bec and I found ourselves there a couple of nights later. What was a surprise was that the stranger was also there, sitting in the same seat as before. He caught my eye and I smiled despite myself.
"You haven't been sitting there for two days, have you?" I asked.
"Just got in," he replied, "but I was here yesterday for an hour or two."
His voice was soft but carried a warm timbre of culture and authority together with a hint of an accent. Not from these parts then. Ireland, perhaps? He was wearing the same light jacket as before, but sported a different shirt -- blue, to match his eyes.
"Well, enjoy your evening." I went to move on.
He held out his hand. "Patrick."
It's human nature to take a hand offered in friendship, and I did it without thinking. I remember it was warm, and, like his voice, imparted strength and vitality.
"Marilyn."
He held onto mine for a second or two longer than necessary before releasing it. For a moment or two the skin on my hand tingled, as if some residual warmth had been transferred.
"Do you mind if I ask you something?" he asked.
"It depends on what."
Patrick nodded briefly, as if understanding my reluctance to become involved. "The other evening," he said, you and your friend -" he glanced over at Bec, who was grinning at me like a mad woman. "I um, sensed you were sizing up people in the bar, like -- you know, just working out who they were and what they did."
I laughed. "I didn't think we were that obvious, but yes. It's a game we sometimes play. There's nothing in it -"
"What was your guess for me?" he interrupted.
I regarded him for a moment, but there was no guile in his expression and I didn't get the sense he was trying to hit on me.
"Someone from out of town. A film producer desperately looking for something interesting to say about Willington; or perhaps someone looking for long-lost relatives."
Pat smiled. "Not even close, I'm afraid."
"So what do you do?" I couldn't help myself.
"I used to play the stock market, but it's a cut-throat business and so I bought a place near here to bring some peace and normality back to my life." He gestured with one hand at the room. "I like the sense that nobody actually gives a crap about how rich or poor you are, or what you did for a living."
"Well, you're right about that, but you'll find there's nothing exciting ever happens around these parts."
"That suits me." He smiled into my eyes. "And you're an actress."
"How did you know that?!"
He laughed delightedly. "You weren't the only one playing that game."
"But that's a pretty far-out guess. How did you know?"
"The look, the clothes, the hair," he chuckled again. "And when I couldn't work it out I asked Martin behind the bar."
"That's cheating! What about Bec?"
"Your friend? He glanced over to where she was sitting. "No, I didn't ask about her. So what does she do?"
I glanced over at my friend. She was still beaming from ear to ear but was now waving her hand like a traffic cop directing us to join her.
"Why don't you sit with us, and you can ask her yourself," I suggested, and then immediately regretted it. I wasn't ready for anyone else in my life, but perhaps Bec would take to him.
March 2002. Patrick.
I only cheated a bit. Just a little nudge to find out what she did and whether she was interested. But then I let go and, for the first time in years, I enjoyed the cut and thrust of actually talking to someone.
They were fun, those two girls. Bec was the more extroverted, plying me with alcohol she really couldn't afford and asking a million questions, but it was clear she was doing it for her friend. Marilyn was more circumspect, but as the evening wore on she relaxed a bit and I began to see the person hiding behind that reserved shell. I wondered what had caused it but it was too early to ask, and I didn't want to cheat by reading her mind again.
I didn't want to lie either -- well, except about the dark years of my debauched life, so I told them what I needed to make me sound interesting: how I'd been brought up in a typical Irish working-class home with seven siblings and a Da who liked his drink better than he liked any of us. The story of a poor kid who made good.
"The future wasn't very bright for any of us, really," I told them. "It's true that poverty breeds poverty and we didn't have much except for the love of my Mam." That bit wasn't quite right: she'd be down at the pub most nights too, leaving the kids at home while she turned a trick or two to help with the housekeeping or to buy a new frock when she needed one.
"So how did you turn that around?"
"I was lucky. I had a head for numbers and the local bookie wanted someone to help out at the weekend, when folk put a few quid on horses they couldn't afford." I laughed, remembering what it had been like. "I think he just wanted someone to stand outside and encourage people to come into the shop, but he soon found out I was as quick as him at working out the odds and steering people into the wrong bets." I took a sip of beer, thinking back. "It wasn't hard work, and it got me into the business of figuring out what was a safe bet and what wasn't."
Marilyn was watching me, her grey eyes attentive. "I spent a bit of time reading reviews about your work," I told her. "They were very good."
She rolled her eyes. "Is anyone ever happy with their work?"
"Don't tell me you're one of those actors who never like what they've done."
She shrugged. "I don't indulge. I also never listen to listen to critics who have nothing better to do than tear us down, and I try to learn lessons so whatever comes next will be better than the last."
"Well said. And what is coming next?"
"Not sure just yet, but maybe another Season of The Betrayed." she shrugged, "but I've also learned not to count on anything until the ink is on the contract."
"And would it be with the same cast? I remember reading that you and the leading guy had a thing going." Across the table Bec's suddenly frantic expression told me to drop the subject. "Uh, not that it's any of my business. I just -"



"As I said," Marilyn replied cooly, "there's nothing certain about anything."
"I'm sorry if I said something -"
"It's nothing," she said firmly. "Do you have family?"
"My Da passed a few years ago. I think he had dreams of a last pub fight to glory, but in the end his liver just gave up and he died the death of an alcoholic. Ma is still alive, though." Although I have no idea where she is.
"And the seven siblings?"
"Ah well, you know us Irish. Full of charm and wanderlust. They are spread all over the world, just about." I took another swig of beer and stole a glance at the girl's face. She really was beautiful with those enormous blue eyes and golden hair. "I think they're doing all right, too -- they all had the gift of the gab, like."
"Yes, I can see that they would." She smiled, the gesture touching her eyes. "And what about you - you can't sit around for the rest of your life and do nothing. You're too young."
I shrugged. "There's time to figure that out. Maybe I'll start up an Irish Pub in Willington. It needs a place with decent music."
Marilyn laughed. "You're right about that. There's live music on Saturdays, though. Why don't you find a nice Irish band to play here instead of the usual spotty rock-group kids?"
So I did, and that's how it started.
*
Before long the three of us were firm friends. The Irish band, which I quietly supplemented to make it worth their while, were a great hit and the night life in Willington suddenly took on a whole new dimension. The Pub got busy, but Martin the owner always kept a good table for us and plied us with free drinks as we'd doubled his business.
After a couple of weeks, I tapped into Bec to find out more about her friend. We were dancing, a slow Irish ballad, so it was easy for me to slip into her mind to find what I wanted. Images of the first day at a new school when she knew no one, and then a little golden haired girl asking to be friends. Growing up in Bournemouth with Marilyn, now inseparable. Drama school together, the occasional fling before committing to a marriage to a dull Accountant that ended quickly. Tears and laughter, ups and downs.
The images were snapshots of a normal life: friends and acquaintances, likes and dislikes, the humdrum of making a living. But Marilyn was always there, as a constant. I dug deeper into what she knew about her friend. Funny, kind, reliable. Quiet. Lived with her widowed Mum. Liked boys but was circumspect. A few crushes, and then her first real love. A wedding planned, honeymoon booked, invitations sent. And then the crushing revelation that he'd been cheating. A broken heart that needed mending. A bruised soul wanting to trust again but not trusting enough to do so.
And woven through every thought was concern for her friend, who she wanted the best for. And I saw that she saw me as a way to help.
Later that evening I danced with Marilyn, and later still we made love for the first time.
April 2002. Marilyn.
If I let the memories come back, I can recall that awful day clearly: the murmur of voices in a house that should have been empty - breathless words of passion, overlaid by the rhythmic squeaking of our old bed. Peeping through the open door I saw her lithe body, skin glistening with sweat and her long hair swishing back and forth with the vigour of her movements. His hands were on her waist, guiding her, and his face gazed up at hers with rapt attention. It was a look of love, not lust. A look of one who knows the other intimately, and is unashamedly taking what he wants without regard for any other.
I remember too the disbelief and shock, and then the crushing sense of betrayal that numbed my senses and robbed me of coherent thought. I crept back down the stairs, collected my forgotten phone and shut the door quietly. It was the last time I ever saw him.
Ash had seemed the perfect match -- funny, engaging and handsome. Had there been the smallest hint of what he really like it might have prepared me, but there was none. I had imagined him to be my life partner where love and respect would be the bedrock of our future, but it was now clear that he had neither. How could I ever trust anyone with my heart again?
And yet, here I was just a month or two later, in Patrick Murphy's arms, aware of the press of bodies on the dance floor but lost in the moment with him. What the hell was I doing? He was handsome, to be sure. He was also funny and engaging -- but it was not those qualities that drew me to him. It was the sheer animal magnetism of the man: an intangible and mysterious power that made him irresistible, and it frightened the hell out of me. Handsome, funny and engaging were qualities that I could assess and, if I wanted, resist. Mystery and magnetism were not.
And as snuggled down into his arms I swore that I would not, under any circumstances, let him into my bed.
He fucked me four times that night, and each time he took my mind and body to places I hadn't thought could even exist. I gave myself in ways that I could not have imagined and, in return, experienced a unity that was truly extraordinary. It was as if our flesh became one -- a melding of every sense that we possessed in perfect synchronicity. He took everything that I offered, and I was filled by him in every sense.
By the next morning, I was head over heels in love and later that week, when he asked me to marry him, I couldn't say yes fast enough.
*
If you've made it this far, Sarah, I'm sure there was one question in your mind that has kept you going; did my mother marry me because she truly loved me, or was she just another brainwashed victim in my monstrous life?
That's easy to answer - we were together because we were truly in love. She was an extraordinary woman -- compassionate, kind, bright and filled with life. And I swear to you on everything I have ever held dear that I didn't influence her in any way. It was a whirlwind romance, that is true, and I'm sure her family and friends were worried - but they need not have been. I worshiped the ground she walked on, and the few months we had together were extraordinary.
Which leads to the next question: why did I abandon her, if I loved her so much? That one is more difficult to answer.
The night we first made love was extraordinary for me. It was not a quick fumble, nor an act of lust such as I had become used to -- rather, it was a magical event that seemed so natural and right.
It was also the first real contact between us. I had touched her, of course, but only through the brief gestures of two people attracted to one another. We had danced, too, but I was careful not to let my powers intrude in any way. So it wasn't until we made love that I really, truly touched her.
The totality of that connection fired up my sensors like floodlights in an arena. I had no need to control her as she was already a willing participant, so they explored her body in every other way, speeding to its most remote corners to map, explore and report. I experienced every beat of her heart as it pumped blood through her arteries -- a sort of pulsing sibilance like the steady beat of a muted drum. Every flicker of her eyes was evident to me, as was the flow of air into her body: in and out, in and out -- diaphragm expanding, muscles relaxing and contracting, lungs imparting oxygen to refresh and invigorate. I detected the myriad of electrical signals speeding back and forth through her body, racing to every muscle; and I felt the network of her nervous system vibrating like a spider's web as it gathered a million sensations through touch and taste and smell. And, behind this orchestra, I could feel the rhythm of her thoughts as they passed through the soft, delicate folds of her brain.
It was an extraordinary experience, for it meant that in an instant I was not only connected to her physically but in every other way as well. And I saw that her body was wondrous, with each part working perfectly with the others as she moved sinuously beneath me -- except for one. For there, lurking deep in the central part of her brain, was a dark shadow.
I zoned in on it to find a cluster of astrocytes, deep and low in the left parietal lobe They had mutated and, even as I watched, pulsed and vibrated like a hornet's nest as they multiplied. Can you imagine my anguish, Sarah? After a wasted life I had found a woman who truly loved me, and I her. But the future I had envisaged together was, in that terrible moment, dashed. But I managed to maintain my composure as we made love on that day, and each time I coupled with her again. I'm sure she sensed my change in mood though, as I struggled with what I had learned. She would ask me what was wrong, and I would smile and reassure her, but I could see in her eyes she didn't believe me. It was a shadow that fell over both our lives, and I was the only one who knew why.
I studied all I could about brain tumours, devouring every medical paper and journal that I could find. Each time we made love I would examine her affliction, noting how it was growing. I reached out to surgeons far and wide, and all of them told the same story. It was inoperable, they said. All I could do was to make the remaining months of her life comfortable.
I wracked my own brain for an answer. Could I cauterise it? Bake it where it lay between the soft folds of healthy, living tissue? But I remembered the wisps of steam coming from Horse Face's skull and although my powers were more refined than then, I doubted if I could be precise enough. The thought of boiling her brain like a suet pudding terrified me: there had to be another way.
And then I thought of excision. If I could reach into her and separate the malignant cells from her brain at the molecular level, it might give me the precision I needed. I resolved to test my theory on another part of her body.
Your mother had a mole above her left clavicle. It was nothing really: a portion of raised and discoloured skin shaped almost like a little heart. I had joked about it once, calling it a lucky charm, but I could see she was sensitive about it, so we didn't discuss it again. It was benign and could have been easily removed, but she had lived with it all her life. I would use that to test my theory.
I'd never done such a thing before but, as it turned out, the procedure was relatively easy. The next time we made love I zoned into that part of her body, seeing at once the cluster of melanocytes in that characteristic shape; and by focusing my power I was able to scrape them away as easily as picking at a scab with a fingernail. I could see them as they floated free, tumbling like tiny pieces of broken detritus into her lymph system, to be disposed of by the body's natural filtering mechanism.
To my delight, the experiment worked. The skin in her affected area was red and itchy but the discolouration had gone. It seemed that excision was the way to go.
Except for one shocking fact. The following morning I perceived the mole to be on my body, exactly as it had been on hers -- that small heart shaped mutation of the skin identical in every way to what she had had.
Don't ask me to explain it, Sarah. Perhaps the connection between us really was at molecular level, allowing cells to pass between us and take root in my body somehow. Perhaps I'd mutated them in some peculiar way, so that I 'caught' them during our sexual union. Whatever the reason the evidence was unmistakable, and I understood in an instant what would happen to me if I tried to excise the tumour from her brain. It seemed there was no way that even me, with the extraordinary powers I had been gifted, could help her.
About a month later I noticed her first symptoms -- an unsteadiness of her left hand as she lifted it for some menial task. I recall the surprise in her eyes as she observed it, before shrugging it off with a smile. I suppose she thought it was a trivial thing: too much wine the night before, perhaps, but I knew it was the beginning of a dreadful journey - headaches that would feel like a kitchen knife slicing into her skull; changes to her temperament with periods of incandescent rage and pits of dark depression; and then, in the final stages, the loss of bodily functions, paralysis, blindness and, eventually, a dreadful debilitating death. It was more than I could bear to think of and I resolved to try and remove the tumour without further delay, whatever the consequences.
Over the next week or so, as I was deep inside her, I used my powers to locate the rogue cells in her brain. It was astonishing how quickly they had multiplied, and I could clearly see the Glioblastoma lying like a hot coal amongst the healthy tissue surrounding it. I suppose it was the size of a pea by then, surrounded by a dark aura of festering cells that buzzed and vibrated as they went about their dreadful business.
Gently, bit by bit, I directed my energy into that festering little pit of corruption. The connection was powerful: good enough for me to perceive the affected area clearly and the blackened and mutated cells flaking off as I touched them. It would have been tempting to zap it all at once, but I could not risk it so I scratched slowly, noting with satisfaction the progress day by day.
And after each session I would watch her carefully, dreading that I might have damaged some vital function of her brain, but she seemed well. The tremors in her hand subsided and she remained the bright, vital woman I had come to love.
After a week I entered her brain to find no trace of the tumour, nor even of the early shadow that was the first sign. I scanned the area carefully but found only healthy tissue and so, with a sigh of relief, I withdrew -- but not before I observed a warm glow around her womb -- she was pregnant! Yes, it was you Sarah. No more than a few hours old: only a tiny cluster of dividing cells but even then giving off enough energy for your father to know you. How many other Dads could say the same thing?
My own brain tumour was quite advanced by the time you were born but your Mum's pregnancy was difficult so that took the focus off me. I'd been having headaches, which I told her were simply migraines I'd had all my life, and there was weakness and tremors in the left side of my body, which I managed to hide from her. It was clear what my future was, though, and over those last agonising months I tried to make every minute of our time together rewarding. I had decided that she didn't deserve the awful job of nursing me to my death, and I obviously couldn't tell her the truth of what had happened, and so it was better that I simply disappear. She would hate me for a while, but it would be for the best.
You made your way into this world on a cold February night in hospital and you were perfect. I remember it well. Marilyn looking tired but so happy, and you swathed in a little white blanket. I stayed for a while, holding her hand with my heart breaking for what I was about to do, and then I kissed her gently on the cheek, touched your tiny cheek with one finger and walked out, never to return.
So that's it, Sarah. I'm a freak and a monster, but I loved your mother. And, as I have so little time left it remains for me to make one final bequest from my grave.
I've also set up a Trust Fund for you, accessible once you are 21. It will see you and your children, if you have any, want for nothing for the rest of your lives. It's honest money raised from the sale of my businesses, so I hope you will take it. Simply call the lawyer who gave you this letter and he will make it happen.
It remains only for me to tell you how much I loved you both. I wish I could have stayed in your life, but saving your mother was the one selfless thing I ever did, and I have no regrets. We are all destined for the grave and the few years I sacrificed were worth it, a hundred times over.
May life treat you kindly, my child.
Your father, Patrick.'
Sarah set the pages down and stared out of the window as she tried to digest what she had just learned. The deep unease and disgust she had felt was now tempered with the knowledge that the gift he had given had not only saved her mother's life and her own, but cost him his own. What had the bible said? "Greater love has no one than this: that someone lay down his life for his friends."
For a long time she sat, thinking about her mother and the circumstances of her brief liaison with Patrick Murphy. It was clear now that she had had no idea what he was or what he had done, but she had loved him, and that was enough.
The shadows were stealing across the room when Sarah finally roused herself. She crossed the room to the fireplace and gently laid the pages of her father's letter on the burning coals, watching as the paper curled and blackened as the flames consumed them. Her future, which had seemed uncertain, was now secure, and it seemed right to secure the past too. The gift she could give was to make sure his secrets, good and bad, had been taken to his grave.
*****
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