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Chapter One







I came from a large family, and I mean that in every sense of the word.  My parents were overweight, my brother was overweight, and it was only through excessive exercise and diligence that I managed to keep myself from the same fate.  All through high school I struggled with my weight, and while I never had problems making friends, getting a boyfriend was a different matter.  Even once I had the weight under control, the stigma remained, in my mind at least, leaving me shy, hesitant to approach boys, and suspicious when they evidenced interest in me.  When I left my home town for university, I made a conscious choice to put my self doubts behind me.  I was going to be a brand new Christine. 

My family was large in numbers, as well.  My mother had eight siblings, my father two, and between them all they had birthed nineteen children.  Family gatherings were always chaotic, with uncles and aunts trying to wrangle me, my brother, and my seventeen cousins.  They didn’t usually have to wrangle Charlie, though.  He had always been shy, keeping to himself even among family. 

I say family, though that’s not technically accurate, as he wasn’t actually my cousin.  His mother, who I called Aunt Helen, was dating my Uncle Fred, and had been as long as I can remember.  My grandparents were always lecturing Uncle Fred about tying the knot, but either he or Helen must have been gun shy.  Charlie had come into our lives as part of the package with Helen, from a former marriage, so Charlie wasn’t family, but he was raised as such, and unless I was getting into detail, I usually told people I had eighteen cousins.  

Charlie had pretty much the opposite problem that I did.  He was naturally athletic, though he refused to participate in team sports.  My friends all told me he was gorgeous, but like I said, he’d been raised as family, so it was difficult for me to look at him in that light.  He was polite, well behaved, and even at eighteen, the same age I was, he tried to keep out of trouble.  I’d see him several times a year, at family functions, usually with a book in hand, usually sitting apart from everyone else.  Still, he was a magnet for girls, and it was only his own reticence that kept him single.  Self esteem issues, maybe, and in that light maybe not my opposite at all.  My cousins and I all suspected he was a virgin, and though I publicly claimed otherwise, he and I had that in common, too.  

We ended up going to the same university, three hours out of town, and for convenience my father drove both of us.  I was staying in a dormitory on campus, while Charlie had rented an off campus home with a bunch of other guys.  Conversation was limited on the drive up, but we dropped him off first, and helping him lug his bags from the trunk, giving him a quick hug goodbye, I couldn’t help but notice the way passing girls turned to look at him.  He could’ve had his pick, had he looked up to take notice.

But that was his problem.  I had the new Christine to manufacture.

My roommate turned out to be a vivacious, funny and ridiculously spoiled rich girl named Heather.  The university we were attending was not Ivy League, and I found her bearing, and even presence, frankly, out of sorts with the school.  Her parents wanted her to find her own feet in the world, had made her work summer jobs since she’d been thirteen to save for her post secondary education.  She’d ended up here, and while I had trouble relating to her wealthy background, we did get along well, and if it wasn’t for her I’d likely never have ended up pledging the sorority I did, and none of this would have ever happened.

I won’t tell you the name of the sorority, or even the school, because the types of things they allowed, or, hell, insisted upon, would never fly today.  Hazing is a time honored tradition among fraternities and sororities alike, but it’s becoming less and less in vogue, banned outright on many campuses, and strictly regulated elsewhere.  I’m sure if the school had had any inkling of what hazing looked like to some of the organizations that called their campus home, they would have intervened.  But they didn’t, so rather than bring down the wrath of the media, I’ll just keep those names to myself.

Heather may not have ended up at her first choice of schools, but she stressed to me the importance of making the right acquaintances, which is why she pledged the sorority she did.  I went with her because it was clear that she was upwardly mobile in a way that no one I’d ever met could match.  If the most connected of persons in my hometown had been a corvette, well, this girl was a rocket.  “It won’t be easy,” she told me.  “I’ve heard rumors about their initiation process, and it can get pretty wild.”

“Wild in what way?” I asked, but she just shrugged and threw me a wink.

The sorority house itself was a huge off campus manor.  It looked like something out of a movie, and there was certainly no residence to match it where I’d grown up.  It had fourteen bedrooms, five bathrooms, an epic living room that everyone there called the parlor.  Despite the spacious living quarters, only six of the highest ranking sisters lived there.  What the other eight bedrooms were for, at that time, I didn’t know.  I would find out soon enough.

Despite Heather’s warnings, the initial meetings we had with the sorority were not untoward.  There was the expected resistance to my presence, coming as I did from a nothing and nowhere family.  But it only made me all the more determined to join.  Whatever these girls asked of me, I would do.  This was the new Christine, after all.

School was a culture shock.  They say that high school doesn’t teach you much that you need to know, but rather teaches you to learn. I can vouch for that.  My workload was immediately overwhelming, and trying to keep up with Heather’s social schedule made it all the more weighty.  It was almost a month into the school year before I encountered Charlie again.  Heather was with me and the whole time we talked I was taken aback by how openly she appraised him. She didn’t so much undress him with her eyes as she did lay him out on the grass and fuck him with her eyes.  Charlie, true to form, seemed oblivious.  That said, if I was going for a new Christine, he was trying to emerge from his cocoon, too.  I told him about the sorority, and he surprised me by saying that he had joined a fraternity with some of his housemates, as well.  Even more shocking, after we’d talked for a bit, he showed me a tattoo of a howling wolf head he’d gotten on his upper left back.  It was a little clichéd, but the artist had done good work and I was impressed that Charlie had taken such a bold leap. 

After we parted company, Heather had no end of questions about Charlie.  I tried to shrug him off as my nerdy cousin, but Heather’s interest was clear, and over the course of the conversation I revealed his true relationship to me:  essentially cousin, but truthfully, longstanding friend of family.  As the next two weeks unfolded I was surprised by how often she turned the conversation back to Charlie.  She had developed a seeming obsession, and the more she talked about it, the more it was hammered home to me just how attractive he was.


Chapter Two







The sorority’s initiations were gruelling, though not shocking in the way I’d been led to expect.  At least, at first.  There was manual labour assigned:  cleaning the manor, weeding the yard, mowing the lawn.  There were exercises in embarrassment, things like being made to run through the campus in a diaper and a tank top, or stand alone in the quad, belting out an unaccompanied pop song at the top of our lungs.   And one of the prospective pledges quit rather than eat a candied scorpion and cricket that we all knew were harmless as they were sold openly in the local sweet shop.  Honestly, by the end of the first month I was feeling a little disappointed.  New Christine was barely being challenged.  But when the field had been narrowed to 8 of us, we were told, in no uncertain terms, that the next challenge would push us way outside our comfort zones.  We’d be given the chance to back out on the day.  And they expected most of us would.

The night of the next challenge, we were told to dress to impress and assemble in the manor parlor.  Heather and myself both donned formal wear.  For me it was literally my prom dress, the only such gown I owned, and a pair of six inch heels. 

The parlor wasn’t decorated in any obvious way when we arrived, but it had always been stately, so the presence of ourselves, the sorority heads and our fellow prospects, all dressed to the nines, gave it a regal feel.  The hors douvres and cocktails we were served didn’t hurt, either, but it was the first time that we’d ever been treated as honored guests in the manor, and honestly, it made me nervous.  I had no idea what to expect.

I didn’t have to wait long to find out.  Linda, our sorority head, walked to the far center of the room, clinking her glass with a fork to get our attention.  Voices hushed and we all turned to her.

“I want to congratulate each of you for making it this far,” she began.  “Each year, we take a maximum of eight new members.  You eight are those final prospects.  But your initiation is not over.  And tonight’s challenge...  well, it’s a big one.  Its form and the technology involved has changed over the years, but I want to assure each of you that each of us -”  Here, she gestured to the other current sorority members who had gathered to flank her.  “Have gone through a similar initiation.  I also want to emphasize what I said to you last week: anyone who does not wish to participate doesn’t have to.  It will be the end of your journey into this sorority, but no less will be thought of you.  We understand.  You’ll be sworn to secrecy and shown the door.  Is that clear?”

We all nodded.  I couldn’t envision myself backing out, but then, I had no idea what was about to be asked of us.  My pulse had picked up, and I flicked a nervous gaze over to Heather.

“Alright, then,” Linda continued.  “Before we proceed...”  She nodded to one of her sisters, who stepped forward with a small, ornate box.  When the lid was lifted, we all leaned forward to see what was inside.

Masks.  Feathered, sequined, stylized Mardi Gras masks.

“Take one,” Linda ordered.  “Each of you.  And put it on.  For the remainder of the evening, you are asked not to remove it.  This is for your own protection.”

Yes.  My pulse had definitely picked up.  It’s not like the masks had protective eye coverings or anything.  The only thing they were capable of protecting was our anonymity.  I stepped forward and took mine, fitting it snugly over my face.  The feathered gilding tickled at my ears and neck.

“Very good,” Linda said when we’d all donned the masks and stepped back into our nervous cluster.  “I think we’re ready to proceed.”

She nodded to another of the sorority members who went and opened the door that led to the manor dining hall and kitchen.  A handsome man of about Linda’s age -  21 or 22 I’d guess - stepped inside, all smiles and confidence.  No nervousness there.

“Good evening ladies,” he began.  He told us his name was Brad and that he was the head of one our local fraternities.  I won’t repeat which, here.  “Our fraternity has been paired with this sorority since its founding days.  And our respective initiations have always been intertwined.  I know you’re nervous - the masks don’t hide that.  But try not to be.  As I’m sure Linda has already told you, you can back out at any time.  All we ask is that you not spread word of our secret initiation policies.  And I can tell you from four years experience - and Linda will back me up?”

She nodded.

“Most of our candidates enjoy this particular initiation.  A lot.”

He reached into a pocket, drew forth what looked like a bunch of blank business cards.  He fanned them out in one extended hand, and for a moment I felt sure he was about to do a magic trick.  He said, “Each of you, please step forward and take one.”

Heather got hers first, but I was right behind her, and as I turned it over in my hand, I saw the card had a number on it.  “4”.  It was professionally printed in a gothic font, with ornamented lines and swirls at the card edges.

“The number on each card,” he told us, “corresponds to one of the unused bedrooms here in the manor.  When we’re done explaining the procedure and the rules -” He put a lot of emphasis on that.  “You will then proceed to your assigned room.  Inside you will find one of our fraternity pledges.”

There was a new surge of nervous energy from the group.  We were all pretty sure where this was headed.  We were almost right.

“That pledge will be wearing nothing but a linen loin cloth.  He will be blindfolded, and...  his hands will be tied off above his head.”

Wide eyed looks passed back and forth between us girls. 

“If any of you are specifically apprehensive about entering a room with a man you’ve never met, don’t be.  You will have all the power.”

Linda chimed in again.  “And you will not be precisely alone.  In each room you will find a camera, mounted on a tripod.  Please do not interfere with it.  It’s there for the protection of both participants.”

One of my sorority sisters shyly raised her hand and Linda nodded to her.

“What are we supposed to...”

“Once in the room,” Linda said, “what happens is up to you.  But as you may have surmised from what we’ve told you of your assigned prospect’s attire and position...  yes, we’re expecting a show.  Make it good and congratulations - you’re in.”

“What are the cameras for?” another prospect asked.

Brad answered, “The cameras are both to ensure that the challenge is completed to our satisfaction, and that no harm comes to either party.  Let me re-emphasize that last part.  While our prospect will be, literally, at your mercy, you are not to harm him in any way.  If we see anything that causes injury or what we deem to be unnecessary pain, you will be stopped.  You will be given an opportunity to dress, and your journey into the sorority will be over.  Clear?”

Again, nervous nods.  I was actively trembling.  I had assumed from Heather’s insinuations that the final challenge might be something sexual in nature.  But this was pretty far beyond my wildest anticipations.

Linda took over again.  “Each of the male particpants has been given the code word ‘blueberry’.  If one of them utters this word, you are to stop immediately.  Dress, return to the hall, and one of his brothers will go in to release him from the restraint.  Is that clear?”

I actually vocalized my understanding this time, in a trembling voice.  “Yes.”  I was the only one who did, and my fellow pledges all glanced in my direction.

But the sister who’d asked the first question had a final pair of them for Brad and Linda.  “Who will be monitoring the cameras?  And what will happen to the footage afterwards?”

“The footage will be archived in the sorority records, but it will not be released,” Linda answered.  “Still, I once again advise, to secure your anonymity, that you keep the masks on throughout.  For the same reason, you are also forbidden from removing your counterpart’s blindfold.  As to who will be monitoring, Brad and myself will be doing so, privately.”

“And getting each other off while they’re at it,” Heather muttered, and I was surprised to see her smirking.  The rest of us were petrified, but she looked ready to go.  The prospect of an audience probably only heightened her excitement.

“Are there any other questions?”

“Why ‘blueberry’?” Heather asked loudly, but the only response she got from Brad was a tolerant smile and the statement, “Off you go.”

The eight of us shuffled in place, looking down at our cards, looking toward the hall that was lined with the eight bedroom doors we would soon occupy.  Were all of us really going to go through with this?  Evidently so, because sixteen trembling legs were now carrying us toward that hallway.  Despite Linda’s earlier prophecy, nobody backed out. 

I reached door number four, and had put a shaking hand on the knob when Linda called out one last reminder:  “Make it a good show!”


Chapter Three







I turned the knob and stepped inside, eyes adjusting to the slightly dimmer light in the room.

The bedroom was every bit as stately as the manor parlor would lead one to guess.  A four poster bed, neatly made, with what might have been a fur duvet.  Carved wooden bedstands, one with a pitcher of water and glasses atop.  A lush and elaborate carpet spread across the dark hardwood floor.  No hint of a TV or computer or any other modern appliance one might expect to find...  provided you disregarded the tripod mounted camcorder, of course.  And on the opposite wall, a lit fireplace, providing the only illumination to the room, and adding just enough warmth to keep the half-naked man, bound wrists suspending him from an overhead bolt, from shivering.  For yes, here he was, as promised.

He had dark, tousled hair, partly concealed behind a white blindfold.  A linen loin cloth, similarly hued, depended from what looked like a delicate, leather belt.  Indeed, it was a belt, for I could see the little buckle at one hip.  He wore nothing else.  His body was lean and muscled.  Not overly so.  Not a body builder, necessarily, but an athlete, surely.  His arms bulged slightly with his efforts to hold himself upright, and his calves were flexed, too, as his heels couldn’t quite make contact with the floor.  He had cocked his head slightly as I entered, but he said nothing.  Probably he had been instructed not to.  I was to have all the power, after all.

Which meant the “good show” was entirely in my hands.

Did I really intend to go through with this?  New Christine was one thing, but old and new Christine both were still virgins.  Was my first sexual experience really going to be an exhibitionistic show enacted on the body of a restrained stranger?  He was here voluntarily, of course, and had a code word he could speak if he objected to anything I did.  So I didn’t really have to worry about him...  except his entry to the fraternity was probably riding on the quality of this little performance, too, so once again, “good show” was up to me.

I was still shaking, moreso than before, as I edged closer to him.  The hardwood creaked beneath my feet, the fire in the fireplace crackled, and I thought I could hear the slight whirr and focus of the camera.  But aside from that, the room was silent.  Only that wasn’t true, I realized.  I could hear my own breath, coming rapid, and when I caught and held it, trying to regain control, I realized I could hear him, too, also breathing hard.  Nervousness or fear, surely, but maybe something else, too.  It wasn’t all fear I was feeling, after all.  There was curiosity, there was excitement.  I couldn’t discern his face with the blindfold, but he was attractive in his shape, at least.  And he was mine, to do with as I pleased.

I paused as I drew close to him, wondering if I should say something.  Check in with him?  But that would hardly be sexy, and I reminded myself firmly again that my membership, and his, probably, rode on what I did here and now.  So I tilted my chin up, ordered myself to calm, and summoned with every bit of my will, the new Christine I was trying to become.  Confidence.  Control. 

I reached out a hand, still trembling despite these self-assertions, and gently touched on his chiseled abdomen.  He gasped in a breath and I flicked my eyes up to his mouth, feeling a grin at my own.  I really did have all the control.  And that gasp had certainly not been one of pain.

His skin was warm beneath my fingertips, and I remembered that he’d been in this firelit room for some time before I’d entered.  I traced my fingers up to the base of his pecs, realized I could feel his heartbeat there, strong and rapid.  My smile broadened, and I traced my fingers still higher, up over the stretched pectoral to one hard and flexed bicep.  He didn’t flinch, didn’t try to withdraw.  Didn’t say the code word that would make this all stop.

I lowered my gaze, down to his powerful legs, let my hands trail back down his abdomen to touch on the leather of the belt.  I didn’t unbuckle it, didn’t linger in that concealed area at all, but crouched and ran my hands down his firm quadraceps.  Yes, he was an athlete, alright.  I lifted my gaze, realized I was face level with his crotch.  The only thing separating me from the part of him that would normally be kept quite private was a thin layer of linen.  I could see the outline of his privates behind that cloth and my breath had definitely quickened, and the grin was back at my lips, wicked and lascivious.  “Most of our candidates enjoy this particular initiation,” Brad had said, and yes, I could see why.  The next move - every move - was mine to decide, so long as the young man didn’t voice one small phrase.  I felt heady with the power of it.

I stood again, decided on a tour of his body.  My nervousness was abating, and the tremble that remained seemed induced by a much baser emotion.  My hand trailed along his midriff as I strutted around him, behind him, taking in his lovely flexed calves, firm and engaged buttocks, only partially concealed by the loin cloth, and his muscled back.  I reached up to stroke his neck and shoulders...  and froze.

There, by one shoulder, was the tattoo of a howling wolf.  It was the same tattoo Charlie had shown me so recently, the one he’d gotten in his effort to transform himself, the same way I was trying to transform myself.  I took a step back, stumbled in my high heels, had to grab the wooden poster of the bed to keep myself from toppling.  Was this Charlie?

My heart had accelerated again, with something that was a kissing cousin to fear, if that wasn’t too pointed a metaphor.  I strode purposefully in front of him again, tilted my head to examine his face.  Without the tattoo, I might not have guessed it, wouldn’t have been thinking in that direction at all, but with that added bit of clueage, I had no doubt.  This was Charlie.  This was the boy I’d grown up with all my life, near enough to family that I simply called him cousin out of convenience.  I gawped at him, glanced at the camera, trying to think what to do next, and even took a step toward the bedroom door before I reigned myself in.

If I walked out, would that be it?  Would I be booted from the sorority?  Would Charlie be kicked from his fraternity?  Surely if I explained the situation, they would understand, allow me to swap rooms, or something.  But what if they didn’t?  What if they were watching on the camera right now, misinterpreting my panic for simple second thoughts?  What if I’d already blown it?

I turned to face him again.  He was totally helpless, hanging half-naked from the ceiling.  The next move was all mine.

And...  and he didn’t know it was me.  I had the mask to protect my anonymity, but in regards to him, I didn’t even need it.  He was blindfolded.  I was just some random, anonymous girl, as far as he knew.  As far as he would ever know, because I’d been told the footage would never be shown to anyone.

As I stood regarding him, I finally realized why so many of my female friends were crazy about him.  He was pretty definitively gorgeous.  If Heather had known who’d been in room number four, I have no doubt she’d have fought me for the card.  An athlete’s body, high cheekbones, cute hazel-green eyes that I couldn’t see just now.  I had never allowed myself to consider him in that light before, because we’d been raised as family, but...  but we weren’t family.  Not really.  Not related by blood or marriage.  We were...  acquaintances, really.  Nothing more than that.  Just a boy I knew who happened to live with my uncle, and who I had grown up with, seeing every holiday and...  could I do this?  It was that last thought that actually prompted me to step back toward him.  The holiday thing.  This Christmas, he’d show up at whichever family member’s house was hosting the holiday.  He’d probably be his shy and reserved self, because no one ever really changes with their family, no matter how much they change without.  He’d sit alone, polite and quiet.  And I’d have this secret.  If I wanted it.  It was in my power to find out exactly what he looked like naked.  It was in my power to do a lot more than that, without him ever even finding out.  And it’s not like I’d be doing it against his will.  He could stop me if he wanted to.  But I could see all of him, touch all of him, do whatever I wanted to all of him, with both his consent and his never finding out.  If I wanted it.

As much as I might have rebuffed the concept had it been presented to me just hours earlier, here in the room, with him at my mercy, the heat between my legs told me one thing:  I did want it.

My breath was quick and ragged as I stepped back toward him.  If Linda and Brad were watching on the cameras, and I had no doubt they were, they knew that something had gone wrong.  But no one had come to the door, for which I was immensely grateful.  I could still redeem myself.

I stepped right up next to his body, inhaling his odour.  A hint of soap was all I got.  It wasn’t warm enough in the room to get him sweating, and I’m sure he’d prepped as best he could for this evening, just as I had.  He’d always been conscientious.

I touched on his abdomen again, that washboard stomach that I’d had no idea he’d been concealing all this time.  One hand, both hands.  I was shaking again, more violently than before, but it was the sheer naughtiness of it now.  No fear of going through with this.  I wanted it.  I wanted him.  I wanted my secret.  I ran my hands up his torso once again, surprised myself by leaning in, before I’d even meant to, and taking his right nipple in my mouth.  It drew another gasp from him and that only spurred me on.  I nipped at it lightly with my teeth, leaned back to admire the way the nipple had hardened in arousal.  I had aroused Charlie.  He didn’t know it.  But I had turned him on.  Yeah...  yeah, I wanted this.

I stepped behind him again, marveling at the musculature of his suspended figure.  I wasted no time, but leaned in to run my tongue up the groove of his spine, from just above the belt to in between his shoulder blades.  I thrilled at the way he shivered. 

I had never been alone with a boy before, in any romantic or sexual way.  This was an initiation in more ways than one.  I was powerfully turned on, but it occurred to me that there were few limits on how far I could take this.  And, especially given the hesitation I’d already displayed on camera, there was no requirement to delay further.  I took a step back from him, dropped my gaze to his rounded backside, and decided to just go for it.  I reached out to lift the loin cloth, changed my mind, and went for the buckle instead.  It took both hands, but I soon had the belt detached from itself.  I intook a deep and shuddering breath, and dropped his only clothing to the floor, stepping back to take in the view.

His ass was just as strong and handsome as the rest of his figure would have led me to believe.  I stared at it, at all of him, taking in the beauty of his athletic form from behind.  He was breathing heavily, too.  I could see his ribcage subtly outline itself beneath his lateral muscles with each deep intake of breath.  Without even realizing I was doing it, one hand stole up to my breasts, began squeezing and toying with the nipples as I devoured his body with my eyes.  After a few seconds I caught myself, felt a moment of spiking shame that I should be so seen on camera, but then dismissed that.  Wasn’t that part of a good show?  Although I doubt they wanted twenty minutes of me fondling myself while staring at his body which is probably what they’d have gotten if I’d been unaware of their presence.  So I forced myself to get moving again.  Besides, there was a greater prize awaiting my eyes if I just stepped around him...  which I did.

He had clearly taken the time to groom himself.  His penis, completely unobstructed from my view, protruded from a tightly trimmed thatch of pubic hair.  He was half-erect, aroused by my touch and by his forced exposure to an unknown female.

I had seen porn, of course, but this was the first naked man I had ever seen in person.  The knowledge of just who it was made it all the more thrilling, and I refused to let this moment be rushed.  So I got to my knees, bending in close to examine his privates in detail.

He was circumcised, his shaft lightly veined, the head smooth and already somewhat swollen.  His scrotum hung below, not free and penduluous, but slightly contracted, whether in response to the temperature or my presence, I lacked the experience to know.  This part of his body too, carried the scent of soap, but there was another scent too, not unpleasant, but musky and...  secret.  It was the scent of him.  The scent of Charlie that, to the best of my knowledge, no other woman had ever experienced before.

The feathers of my mask tickled across his genitals and that, combined with the brush of my breath, which he could surely feel, hot, rapid and near, caused him to swell further.  I leaned back on my heels, mesmerized, as I watched my “cousin’s” penis grow.  It rose in twitches and jolts, extending out toward my face, even as it climbed.  My lips parted slightly as his cock head extended toward them, but then it had climbed higher, even with my nose, even with my eyes, higher, until I was staring at the exposed underside of his dick, the sexy central ridge that stretched from scrotum to head.

My one hand had stolen back to my breasts, and my other was now pressing urgently at my crotch, unable to really satisfy myself behind the tautness of my prom dress.  I didn’t care about being seen on camera, anymore, wasn’t even thinking about it, really.  This was Charlie’s penis, his most intimate part, unrevealed before to the gaze of any woman, and here it was, right in front of me, glorious in its rigidity, still twitching as if it wanted to climb higher, though he seemed to have reached his full length.  So close that my rapid breathing was actually stirring the short trimmed pubic hair on his scrotum.  And he had no idea that I was the one seeing all of this.  Right?

I lifted my eyes, checking his face, checking the blindfold.  But everything was as it should be.  There was no way he could see me.

I lowered my gaze again, leaned slowly forward, and placed the lightest of kisses on his shaft. 

He groaned, quietly.  It was the sexiest sound I had ever heard.

So I did it again, one kiss, two kisses, then ran the tip of my tongue up along the underside of his shaft, until I’d reached the tip.  I kissed it too, took that swollen head into my mouth, marveled at the fact that I was basically performing my first blowjob.  I felt his hips thrust ever so subtly toward me, an involuntary reaction, surely, but one that pretty clearly expressed his desires.

I leaned back again on my heels, grinned at the total control that I had.

I stood.

I had never been naked with a boy.  I couldn’t believe my first time was going to be with Charlie.  But as unprecedentedly hot as it was to be seeing and touching his naked body, the notion of exposing myself to him, even if he couldn’t see, felt so dirty and wrong and wonderful.  I slipped my shoulder straps down my arms, letting the dress drop, stepped carefully out of it and kicked it aside with one heeled shoe.  I was left in white, laced bra and panties, the latter soaked through to the point where they were probably sheer.  I knew that, because my hand had returned there unbidden and immediate.  Touching myself was the only sexual pleasure I’d ever experienced to this point, and it was instinctive in this situation.

I had to force myself to stop, then  reached behind to unclasp my bra.  There was the barest moment of hesitation, when every ingrained social etiquette screamed for me not to take the step I had never taken before in the presence of a man, but when I cast the bra aside, revealing my naked breasts, nipples jutting diamond-like in their rigidity, that feeling went away, and all I felt was lust.  One more step, and I would be completely naked.  In front of Charlie.

I hooked my thumbs into the top of my panties, forced them to my knees, stood like that before him.  High heels still on, panties only halfway down my legs.  Tits and dripping wet pussy on full display to him...  not that he’d ever know.  I felt wanton.  And I loved it.

My fingers returned to tickle at my clitoris while I took in the sight of his naked, aroused self.  But I wanted more, so I shoved the panties all the way down, kicked them aside too.  I kept the heels on, because they made me feel powerful.  But it’s not like my confidence was ebbing.  I owned this situation.  I owned him.

As I stepped back into him, I remembered that there were two others watching me.  I owned him, but they, in a way owned me.  That should have frightened me, but all it did was spike my excitement still higher.  The thought of what they might be doing to each other as they watched me, as they watched all of us, the thought of all my female friends, especially Heather, alone with their boy toys, of what was going on in the rooms all around me was almost too much.  The erotic charge of so much stimulation left me dizzy.

I forced myself to focus on my own boy toy.  On my Charlie.

I stepped right up against him, breasts pressed against his chest, tickling his penis with no more than the brush of my own pubic hair.  I could feel his rapid breath, and after another quick glance to ensure he couldn’t see past his blindfold, I leaned in to kiss him on the lips.  I couldn’t have done it except on tiptoe without my heels, but they gave me just a slight height advantage over him.  He responded instantly, locking his lips on mine, tongue darting forward to lick and challenge.  I met his tongue with mine, playfully withdrew it, drawing him into my mouth and then lightly nipping at the tip of his tongue with my teeth.  I had only made out once before, but I wasn’t drawing on that experience, was pretty lost in the moment.  Whatever I was doing seemed to be working, though, because he was meeting my kiss forcefully.  I stole a hand down to touch and then enwrap his penis, and it only intensified his ardor.

I arched upwards, instinctively thinking to fit him inside me, but it occurred to me then that this was a one time thing.  I would never again be alone with my “cousin”, never again see him naked, never again have this opportunity to, consequence free, explore his body.  So I broke off the kiss, actively stepped back to get myself under control.  He strained toward me, but I called the shots.  I tried to calm myself, knew that it was no good.  I wouldn’t be able to hold myself at bay for long.  Any exploring I wanted to do, now was the time.

I wished I’d brought my cell phone, but didn’t know if I would have been allowed to take a picture anyway.  His naked, straining body was definitely something I wanted to be able to look back on.  I stepped cautiously back to him, pressed the back of my hand against his torso, then slid it down till my fingertips touched the base of his penis.  I used my other hand to press his penis back against the first hand, noted the point where his cock head, clearly glistening with some clear fluid now, met my palm, up near the center of my thumb pad.  It wouldn’t be till I got home later that night that I could break out a ruler and measure, but in the days that followed, the simple, secret knowledge of his erect length, just shy of six inches, would thrill me with its lewdness.

Right now, though, the heat of his dick twitching against my palm was too much.  I took him between my fingers and, without letting go, clicked and clacked in my heels to maneuver behind him.  I let my other hand trail up over his ass, feeling the shapely curve of his buttocks, even pressing one finger in between his cheeks to touch on a spot I was sure no one else had ever touched.  His hips bucked foward, and, overcome with power induced lust, I felt a wicked temptation to go all the way, to penetrate him from behind.  Maybe I would have, had my own needs not grown so great.  Instead, I stepped up tight against him, left hand fitting between our two bodies, so that the back of my hand could feel every clench and buck of his backside, while my index finger could do to myself what it had always, in private, done so well, before.  My right hand wrapped around his hard penis and, though I wouldn’t learn the term till Heather and I later exchanged stories of our respective encounters (me omitting, for the time being, at least, the detail of just who I’d been with), I masturbated, while pleasuring Charlie’s cock with a tight gripped reach around.

It didn’t take me long to reach a climax, nor a second one.  I had only occasionally in the past proven multi-orgasmic, but I had absolutely zero problem rounding third this evening, face pressed to his back.  But as I built toward a fourth, I could feel the franticness of his activity, could feel that his dick had, impossibly, swelled even more in my hand, that my grip was now lubricated with his flowing precum, and, not wanting this to be over, I released him and stepped away.  The whimper he let out was pathetic and wondrous to my ears.

I walked back around him, dropped again to my knees, his gorgeous, virgin cock pulsing an inch from my face.  Not only was this the most erotic experience of my life, it was a consequence free opportunity to experiment.  I was going to make the most of it.  So I stretched up, drew his penis foward and down, and once more fit his cock head in my mouth.  I didn’t stop there, this time, bobbing my head forward to take him deeper.  I reveled in his unsampled taste, at the slight salt of that precum, at the fit and fill of him, but most of all, at the control I had, because he was twitching and groaning again.  I didn’t know exactly what I was doing, but I seemed to be on the right track, because it was clear that with only a little more exertion, I could make Charlie cum.  I withdrew, let him calm slightly, then did it all over again.  And yes, he was whimpering once more, clearly wanting release.  He was nowhere near saying “blueberry”, and had surely been instructed to say nothing else, because despite his intense and obvious desire, he said nothing.  Just panted, gasped and whimpered.  Completely under my control.

But the truth is, I was under his too.  Because as fun as this was, my lust had grown too great.  I wanted Charlie’s dick inside me, and not just in my mouth.  I stood, realizing through a haze that was nearly drunkeness, so great was my desire, that I was going to fuck my “cousin”.  Without him ever knowing.  I was on the pill, so I wasn’t terribly worried about protection.  I was also all but certain he was a virgin, so I felt like there was little risk.  And he didn’t seem to be objecting as I stepped up hard against him again.

I thought about turning around, having him take me from behind, but I wasn’t sure how easily he could maneuver, restrained as he was.  Besides...  I wanted to see his face.  I wanted to know it was him as we fucked. 

I took his penis in hand again, arched myself just a little to get the height I needed, again grateful for the heels, and lowered my weight back down.  The feel of his girth inside of me was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.  I’d never even owned a dildo, so one extended finger was the limit of my previous experience.  He was well beyond that in both length and width, and the warmth of him, the simultaneous hardness and yield of his member, but mostly the knowledge of what it was, of who it was, almost made me cum on the spot.  I had to fight that down, because I wasn’t sure how many I had left in me, and I wanted my first fuck to be spectacular both for me and my partner.  So I hesitated just a moment, marveling at the sensation of being so filled, then started sliding myself up and down, breasts pressed against him, lips seeking his out once more, his cock slipping in and out with next to no resistance. 

Even through our kiss I could feel and hear his mounting growl, knew that he was drawing near the edge of no return, so I disengaged our mouths, leaning back and away from him to watch his face.  His body went rigid for just a moment, and I felt his dick inside me stiffen amazingly, like a forearm when the fist is clenched.  He barked out a forceful cry, then I felt his penis twitching, spurting, filling me.  It was too much, and I came at the same time, giving loud voice to my own orgasm as I watched Charlie’s face contort in ecstasy.  We grunted and heaved together like flotsam jolting uncontrolled on the sea, before I finally collapsed against him, panting against his now sweaty chest, eyes half-lidded, satisified on a level that I’d never been before.

I stayed like that for perhaps a minute, neither of us speaking a word the whole time, confirming for me that he was under very specific orders, and leaving me to wonder if he thought the same held true for me.  But let him think it, because I was fearful my voice would be recognized, and give me away.

When the time had stretched long enough that I feared he’d find it awkward, I lifted my self clear of his now falling penis.  I could feel his seed spilling out of me, didn’t mind in the slightest.  I even ran a finger lightly across my slit, then drew it up to taste our co-mingled juices, all while eyeing his spent form.  For good measure, I went to my knees again and gave his glistening penis a final, parting kiss.  I knew its taste, I knew its feel, I knew its length.  I would know these things the next time we met on the street, and I would know them the next time his family visited mine.  It would be my filthy, wonderful secret.  But I never expected to see it again.


Chapter Four







Christmas wasn’t the next family gathering, Thanksgiving was, but I hadn’t seen Charlie since that night, and I found myself nervous, gleeful and more than a little aroused as I awaited his arrival.  We were the ones hosting this year, and our massive family gatherings meant that no one really kept track of where anyone else was or what they were doing, which was a mercy because I had to slip off to the bathroom twice that day to masturbate, the laughter and din of thirty plus relatives a constant backdrop to my stifled gasps.

Charlie was late in arriving.  When I wasn’t tending to my personal needs, I was often hovering near the door, engaged in conversations I was only half paying attention to, while my gaze kept straying to the door, to the windows, watching for my secret and unwitting lover.  When I saw him strolling up the driveway, my heart skipped a beat.  He was dressed primly, as he always was, a white button down shirt, not jeans but a nice pair of slacks.  His hands were in his pockets and his eyes were demurely down.  And dear God, he was gorgeous.  He came quietly up the driveway, looking like a young and shy Zac Effron.

Even though I saw him coming, I let him ring the doorbell and let one of my other cousins answer, afraid my eager energy would give me away.  But as he was taking off his shoes, I couldn’t resist, approaching with a wide smile, slyly appraising him, the way those pants fit, remembering the all of him that I’d last laid eyes on.  When he stood straight, I held up my hand in a “high-five” gesture, and when he didn’t immediately react, I touched the palm.  What he didn’t notice, and would have had no way to properly interpret had he noticed, was precisely where I touched it, just midway up the thumb pad.  This is how big you are, that gesture secretly said.  This is the exact length of your erect penis, and this is the hand that grasped it, and I was wickedly entertained when he just smiled and slapped it.

My father spotted him then and came trotting over, apologizing, though I didn’t know why.  As it turns out, Charlie’s parents had decided to go on holiday last minute, and my Dad hadn’t gotten the message on time.  It meant Charlie had been left on campus without a ride, even though my father had picked me up and could have driven him as well, had he known.  Instead, Charlie had taken a bus, and since our place was a good forty five minute drive from his home, my parents invited him to stay the night. 

When he agreed, my stomach did a somerseault. 

It wasn’t the first time he’d stayed over at our place - in fact, when we’d been much younger, he’d once spent the entire summer.  But it was the first time since we’d fucked, a fact of which he was still completely oblivious.  The only boy I’d ever been with, the boy I’d used to bring myself to orgasm four times, and who I’d anonymously brought to orgasm in turn, all while he was completely under my control, was spending the night.  Even putting it like that, I don’t know why it was so distracting - it’s not like I’d be able to do anything with him again under any circumstance, least of all under my parents’ roof.  But throughout dinner, and throughout the hours that passed afterwards, before the bulk of the family filtered away, I was barely able to take my eyes off him.   

We chatted only briefly, and neither of us brought up school.  I was fearful to inquire as to whether or not he’d successfully joined his fraternity, for fear the conversation might turn to my sorority, and he’d figure out to which I belonged.  I even found myself, ridiculously, pitching my voice lower than normal, remembering that, though I hadn’t spoken in his presence in room number four of the manor, I had cried out.  Would he ever recognize my voice from that?

I couldn’t sleep that night.  After Charlie and the rest of my family had retired, I found myself thinking endlessly on him, picturing him in the spare bedroom, wondering if he slept nude (doubtful), or at least in his underwear.  Wondering what he would do if I stole quietly into his room, climbed into bed with him, peeled off whatever clothes he wore, and took him forcefully but silently.  Maybe whispered a confession into his ear while we fucked.  Would he recoil?  Or would he cum all the harder with the knowledge?

My hand was buried in my crotch for the next couple hours, and once again I discovered myself to be multi-orgasmic.  Maybe Charlie was the key to that.  And while I relived our night in room four more than once, the fantasy of fucking him with his knowledge, of letting him see my naked body, of that being the thing that brought him off...  of him wanting me like I wanted him - that  was the fantasy that kept me cumming back for more.  That, coupled with the awesome sense of power I’d felt over him.  I wanted him to be mine, to know that he was mine, to follow my every command...  and to love it.

The constant solo play got the better of me, and some time around 2 AM I stole out of bed and tiptoed out into the hall, wearing nothing but my nightie.  I went to the closed door to the guestroom, pressed my ear against it.  Was he asleep?  Or was he awake as I was, doing exactly what I’d been doing?  Maybe thinking of me?  But, of course, why would he?  He didn’t know me as I knew him.

My inhibitions were at low ebb, and I cracked the guest room door just a little, peeking in.  He was alseep on his side, under the blankets, back to the door.  Not doing anything like I’d been doing, not thinking of me and probably not dreaming of me.  This had become a one-sided obsession. 

His laptop was on the floor, where he’d set it before bed.  I didn’t know if it was password protected, but I had a number of guesses as to what his password might be, based on childhood pets and events of note.  I couldn’t have the boy, but I was too horny to return to bed completely unrequited, and the laptop would at least give me a glimpse into his private life.  If he had ever thought of me as anything other than family-adjacent, there might be a clue in there.  And it was, after all, the laptop of an eighteen year old boy...  if he wasn’t as fastidious with the computer as he was with other aspects of his life, there might be some trace of his fantasies, some favorited porn site, at least, to give me a snapshot of what he was into.

It was the height of foolhardiness, but before I could stop myself, I’d tiptoed into his room and then retreated to mine, his laptop under one arm.

For a bright and imaginative boy, he was surprisingly unimaginative about the password.  I got it on the second try.  And I spent the next hour deep diving through his folders, checking his internet history and bookmarks.  But I should have known that one so prim (was he really prim, though?  I mean, I’d pretty conclusively proven otherwise, hadn’t I?) wouldn’t leave anything obvious for me to find.  I’d nearly given up when I decided to give one last browse through his emails.  And that’s when I saw it. 

More than a month old, it was a letter from his fraternity, the one formally accepting him into their ranks.  I’d assumed he’d gotten in - I had, after all, and our performance had been, more or less, a package deal.  But this confirmed it, and I was happy for him.  After reading it, I did a quick search for any other emails they may have sent, and found several.  All were uninteresting, truthfully, simply schedules and reminders, that sort of thing.  But as I read through the fourth, I realized something - none of them were actually simple emails.  They always came accompanied by a pdf, containing a letter written on formal fraternity letterhead.  And most of the letters began by addressing him not by name, but by number. 1479.  I didn’t know if that meant he was the 1479th candidate they had ever reviewed, or if it was some arbitrary codename, but it was definitely the way he was addressed in any formal letter they sent.  And most of them were signed as cryptically: “1386 decrees it.”

I read and re-read the letter, an idea starting to form.  I didn’t know if it would work.  I didn’t know how Charlie might react if and when I had the courage to enact it.  But I did know I wanted him.  I knew I wanted him at my mercy.  And I knew I wanted him to want it, too.

Maybe there was a way, after all.


Chapter Five







I put off enacting my plan for two weeks after returning to school because I was scared.  That was the simple truth of it.  Scared he would see through my deceit, or worse yet, wouldn’t, but would be repulsed by the scenario once it came to fruition.  But I was turned on, too, and that never went away.  Every night when I went to bed, I thought about my plan, and my need for release would be too great to ignore.  Every morning when I woke up, the same thing happened.  The fantasy of it was starting to take over my life.

So I told Heather that I would need our dorm room to myself on Friday night.

“Hot date?” she asked.

I laughed that off and responded, “Something like that.”

But she agreed to clear out, and that’s all that mattered.

The weakest point in my plan was that I had no way to fake an email as having come from the same frat email address which had contacted Charlie all those times.  I created a new hotmail account, instead, to at least conceal that the email I sent was coming from me.

You see, I’d forwarded myself several of the letters I’d found on his laptop.  I brought one of the pdfs into Photoshop, and doctored it to change the contents.  Trying to maintain the same formal vocabulary the frat had always used in addressing him, I wrote a fake letter to 1479.  It explained that there’d been a glitch with the archival footage that had earned him entry to the fraternity, and that, as a result, his official membership had not yet been confirmed.  To rectify the situation, he needed to report to a specific dorm room in a specific hall.  He was to dress sexy, wear a mask to once more conceal his identity, and follow the orders of the girl that would be there waiting for him.  She would have a camera set up, and a set of instructions she would have to walk him through.  Provided he did everything asked of him, and left the video footage with her, both he and she would gain admittance to their respective organizations.  Knowing that, mask or no mask, he would see through my disguise pretty promptly, I made it clear that the footage had been lost for several participants, to give plausible deniability to my having been the girl with him in room four, before.  I also made made it clear that he was to speak of this to no one.  He was not to respond to the email, nor ever bring up this technicality again.  If he heard nothing going forward, it would mean the problem had been rectified.  I signed it, “1386 decrees it.”

The date I gave him was that Friday night.  The hall and dorm room were my own, neither of which had he ever visited.

I put on the same lace bra and panties set I’d worn the last night I’d been with him, and donned, overtop, a sheer camisole.  I wore the same mask I’d worn on the prior night, not because I thought it would conceal my identity, but because the previous event had taken such strides to protect our anonymity that I thought he might grow suspect if this one did not.  In truth, I wanted him to recognize me.  He couldn’t want me if he didn’t.

I was shaking as the hour approached, and once again I had difficulty separating out the conflicting emotions of fear and lust.  At five minutes before his expected arrival, I moved to the door where I could watch through the peephole to see if he’d show.

He was on time.  Exactly on time, because that was the Charlie way.  He was dressed similarly to how he’d been dressed at Thanksgiving.  Perhaps that was his idea of sexy?  It was definitive Charlie, though, and for that reason, it was sexy to me.  He waited till he was just outside my door before fitting on the plastic, Zorro style mask he must’ve bought at a costume shop.  Then he knocked and politely waited.  I stepped back from the door, tread in place a few times, loudly enough that he’d not think I’d been waiting right there, then unbolted and opened the door, stepping back inside my room and hiding behind it as I did so, to keep my lingerie clad body out of sight of passersby, and to ensure he was safely inside before getting his first glimpse of me.  I needn’t have worried about that latter, though.  His eyes were shyly down as he entered.  I closed the door behind him and threw the bolt, then walked back around to stand in front of him.

I’d been totally naked in his presence before, but he’d been blindfolded then, and when his eyes flicked up for just a moment, taking in the sight of me in my flimsy boudoir attire, I thrilled.  It wasn’t enough for him to recognize me, though, and his eyes dropped back to the floor. 

It occurred to me then that I hadn’t taken any pains in my letter to dispel any previous orders he might’ve been given.  I wanted him to do as I said, but I didn’t want a frightened robot.  So, in case he’d been commanded to the contrary the last time, I told him, “You can speak.”  I took no pains to alter my voice.

Still, he didn’t make the connection.  He nodded, fit a shy smile to his lips and said, “Oh, um...  hi.”

I smiled, too.  It was the perfect, demure, polite response to a half-naked girl I’d expect Charlie to make.  But it still wasn’t cluing him in to my identity.  Without outright saying my name, or ordering him to look up, each of which would either tip my hand to the falseness of this scenario, or paint me as more aggressive than I wanted him to perceive me, we might have been at a stalemate.  But I’d accounted for his shyness, and had left myself a failsafe. 

I extended a hand, which he took, and I guided him over to the sofa, offering him a seat.  He said nothing else, so I went to fetch two glasses of water, which seemed like the thing a nice, polite girl (as he perceived the actual Christine to be) might do in a weird situation like this, to break the ice.  Rather than hand him his, I set it on the coffee table beside the sofa, right beside a family photo that I’d “conveniently” forgotten to tuck away before his arrival.

I held my breath as he reached for the water...  and then froze.  Yes, he’d seen it.  Yes, he’d made the connection.  And the gaze he turned up on me, even behind the Zorro mask, was one of seeming terror.  But that was okay.  After all, hadn’t I had the same initial reaction back in room number four?

“Christine?” he asked, quietly.

I feigned surprise and confusion, then allowed a practiced look of dawning shock to spread in my own features.  “Charlie?” I asked in return.

He stood abruptly, mouth agape.

“Oh, my God,” I spouted, stumbling backwards, hands drawn up to my mouth, playing this to the hilt.  I’d taken drama lessons throughout high school, and I was more than glad for that now.

“I’m sorry,” he stammered, looking around as if he’d forgotten something.  But he hadn’t brought anything with him and, as he remembered that, he started for the door, still babbling out apologies.

“Wait,” I called and he stopped, one hand on the door knob, looking back at me with stunned, frightened eyes.  “Um, you’re...” I started, but checked myself before I could say the code name, “1479.”  For all I knew that was privileged information.  Instead, I finished with, “Why are you here?”  As if the masks we were both wearing didn’t explain all of it.

“I was told to come here.  This is your room?”

I nodded.

“I’m sorry,” he said again, but I did see his wide eyed gaze drop once, taking in, for the first time since realizing who I was, my revealing outfit, my smooth, exposed legs, my bare feet.

“No,” I reassured him.  “It’s not...  you’re here for your frat?”

“Yeah.  You’re...  for your sorority?”

“Yeah,” I answered, then, as a reminder of the stakes, “They said I wouldn’t get in if I didn’t.”

That hit home.  “Yeah, me too.” 

We both stood in silence for a long moment.  He finally broke it with, “But they don’t know that, I mean, we’re family.  If I said something-”

“But we’re not family,” I reminded him.

“Yeah, but I mean, we’re like family, we’re basically family...”

“But what if they don’t see it that way?” I asked.  “I mean if we say we can’t because we’re family and they check in and realize we’re not, that’s-”

“But,” he started, though he got no further.  He was looking at the ground again, mulling his options.  He said, “I’m not...  Christine, I don’t want to cost you your entry into the sorority.  That’s not what I -”

I cut him off before he could get off that thought.  “I know.  And I don’t want to cost you your entry into the fraternity.”

“I know,” he said.  “But, I don’t want to do anything wrong here.  I mean, I don’t - I don’t want to do something you don’t want to do.  That’s not-”

“I know,” I promised. 

“Do you-” he started, but he couldn’t even finish the sentence. 

He needed coaxing, gentle coaxing, as I honestly didn’t want to do this if he didn’t want it, either.  Wanting him to want it was really the crux of all of this.  But I sure couldn’t just respond with an adamant, “Hell, yes, I want this!”  So I said, meekly, “I want to get in the sorority.”

“Yeah,” he said.

He let go of the door handle, but didn’t come back into the room, or even lift his gaze again to me, so I suggested, “Why don’t we just look at what they want us to do?  Maybe it’s not that bad.”  I knew full and well that that wasn’t the case - I had written the list, after all.  But if I eased him into it...  if I let him get there in his own time, seduced him, essentially... 

He nodded and stepped back toward the couch.

“I haven’t looked at it yet,” I lied.  “They instructed me not to till the guy arrived.”

“I’m the guy,” he said, as if there was any doubt left to that.  But I smiled to put him at ease, opened my laptop and pretended to search for an email.

“They, um,” I said.  “They want me to record it.  I mean, they told me to record it.  Is that-”

“Yeah, they told me that,” he confirmed.

“Is that okay?”

He nodded, bit at his lip.

“I’ll put my cell phone here,” I told him, and I propped it up against a stack of books I’d placed for the express purpose.  I hit record on the phone, then did the same on my laptop, angling it to ensure I got the couch area in shot.  I had thought the night in room four was going to be the one and only time, and I was pretty sure this was going to be the last.  I wanted something to remember it by.  More than that, I knew from experience that I was probably going to need something, going forward, to sate my lust.  Without it, I feared I’d be hatching another wild scheme to fuck Charlie in another couple of weeks.

I sat at the table by the laptop as he stood before the couch.  He asked, “What’s it say?”

“Um...”  I glanced at the list I’d made.  “They um...  they want you to strip.”

“Strip?”

“Yeah.”

“Like...  all of my...  everything?”

“That’s what it says.”

“And are you...  you’re going to watch?”

“It says I have to.”

“And you’re sure you’re cool with this?”

“I mean...  I told you what I want.” 

He nodded.  “But I’m asking you, Christine, if-”

I pretended to stop the recording on the phone, told him, “We shouldn’t use eachother’s names.  This is supposed to be anonymous.”

“Right.”

“And it’s not like I haven’t seen you in a bathing suit before.”

“Yeah, but you’ve never seen...”  He glanced meaningfully downward and I thought, You wanna bet?

What I said was, “I’m saying...  think of it this way.  85% of what you’re about to reveal, I’ve seen before.”

“True.”

“And it’s not like you’ve ever seen me dressed like this before.”  I gestured emphatically to my own outfit.

With his attention refocused on it, he blushed violently, but he didn’t turn away, and though he probably didn’t want me to notice, I did appreciate that his gaze lingered on the parts of my body this outfit was meant to show off.

I followed up with, “How about a deal.  We’ll both go through with whatever they’re asking until one of us is uncomfortable.  If I’m uncomfortable, I’ll say something.  If you’re uncomfortable, you say something.  If neither of us says anything, then we know we both have eachother’s implicit permission to continue.  Can we agree to that?”

“Okay.”  He elaborated with, “We’ll just pretend like we don’t know eachother.  Like...  you’re some attractive-”  He caught himself, backpedaled, said, “You’re just a girl I don’t know.”

But I didn’t want him embarrassed over the slip, so I said, “And you’re just a good looking guy I don’t know.”

That brought a shy grin to his lips.

“Do you want some music?” I asked him.

He nodded, shrugged, so I fired up my laptop’s music app, started something with a quiet, techno beat.

His grin turned sheepish and he said, “I’m not a good dancer.”

I shrugged that off.  “So what?  Just do what feels natural.  I mean, we don’t know eachother, right?”

“Right,” he reaffirmed, and I pretended to fire up the cellphone recorder again.

He started to sway with the music, and he was right, he wasn’t much of a dancer.  But he was trying, and it was cute, and honestly, as he started to unbutton his shirt, his dancing skills were the last thing on my mind.  My plan was actually working.  Charlie was here, in my dorm room, following my orders.  Once again, I had all the control.  He was aware of who I was, was still going through with it, and based on the way his gaze kept swiveling back to check me out in my lingerie as I watched him strip, he was...  into me?  Was that hoping for too much?  Let’s say, he wasn’t averse.  Not yet, at any rate.  We’d see how far I could take this.

The shirt came off and yeah, I couldn’t have cared less about his dancing skills.  I’d seen his muscular torso before, but his arms had been clasped above his head at the time.  Without that restriction, I could see the bowled base of his pectorals, and the sculpt of his arms.  We didn’t talk about things we did for recreation or to work out, so I couldn’t be sure if he was a swimmer, or played some regular competitive sport.  Whatever he did, it worked.  He wouldn’t have looked out of place on a fireman calendar.

He had proceeded to his socks, peeled them off, hopping first on one foot, then the other to accomplish it.  He looked self-conscious, but he wasn’t stopping.  From there he unbuckled his belt, popped the button of his slacks, and pushed it all down to the floor.  He was left in his underwear and I was treated again to the view of his chiseled legs, the muscles even more pronounced as he continued to dance. 

He did hesitate when it came to the next step.  He had only one thing left to remove, and I knew from my own experience the alarm bells that sounded in your head the first time you were about to take that plunge in the presence of someone of the opposite sex.  My breath had picked up, knowing what I was about to see, and knowing it was all being recorded for my personal enjoyment later.  I was staring at his crotch in anticipation, but sensing his nervousness, I looked up into his eyes and gave a gentle smile and nod. 

He shyly turned his back, still dancing, and pushed his underwear down to the ground.  And honestly, this view was almost as good.  His muscled bottom was revealed to me, bouncing and flexing with his dance moves.  As on the previous night, I had to fight the urge to touch myself - he could see me this time, after all. 

He turned back to me, hands cupped in front of his genitals.  I gave him a sympathetic shrug, brought my own hands together, then parted them, to show him what he needed to do next.  And as if I had ensorcelled him, his hands pulled away from his groin, and there was that penis I’d spent the last many weeks remembering and fantasizing about, flopping and bobbing with his awkward dance.  My breath caught, and while I at least didn’t start openly fondling myself, I wasn’t exactly concealing the way I was staring, jaw dropped, at the object of my lust.  He seemed to sense it, and his hands crept back in, but I looked up at him, shook my head, put my own hands atop my head.  He responded by doing the same.  It was like he was my puppet.  My naked puppet.

But he was looking at me with wide eyes, and as his dance slowed, then stopped, I realized he was waiting for the next instruction.  I glanced at my sheet, and although I’d written it, although I knew it was next, I legitimately blushed.  It was my turn.  He cocked his head quizzically and I told him, “Um...  they want me to strip.”

His eyebrows shot up.  “Oh.”  Perhaps he hadn’t guessed this would be reciprocal.  “Okay.”  I stood and gestured to the seat I’d just occupied.  He covered himself with his hands again, shuffled around me as I took up the position he’d occupied.

I stood with my legs slightly apart, letting him fully soak in the visuals of what I was wearing.  There was, in truth, another reason for my hesitation.  I’d been looking forward to this part.  The thought of Charlie’s gaze on my naked body, provided he approved of what he saw, of course, and so far all evidence suggested he did, made my breath quicken beyond its already rapid pace.  But now that the moment was here, those alarm bells were sounding for me, too.  I was about to show off my naked body to the boy I called my cousin.  While he sat, naked in a chair and watched.

The song shifted and I took it as my cue.  Unlike Charlie, I could dance, but I found myself suddenly self-conscious.  What if I put my all into some stripper’s dance and he found the very eagerness I was displaying off-putting or laugh worthy?  But then I remembered that our mutually agreed scenario had already accounted for this.  As far as he was concerned, this was a show we both had to perform, and perform well, to get into our respective organizations.  I could pass off any sexiness I was displaying as “all for the cause.”  Not that I needed to worry, because as I began to gyrate, turning my back to him to let him watch my panty clad ass sway beneath my camisole, his gaze was locked on precisely that part of me, as openly appraising as I’d been of him.  It encouraged me, and I threw myself into it, strutting, shaking, twisting this way and that, as the clothes slowly came off.  First the camisole, leaving me barefoot in bra and panties before him.  Then the bra, back turned to him, so I could give him a hot reveal.  I turned back with both arms crossed over my breasts, feeling the bite of my steel hard nipples beneath my forearms.  Of course, I needed those arms for the next action, so I dropped them, stepping toward him, purposely exposing my tits to the gaze of a man for the fist time in my life.  I felt slutty, and wrong, and in control, and right.

And that’s when I noticed.  Charlies hands were still covering his crotch, modestly trying to conceal what had already been displayed.  But he was trying to conceal more there, now, and I mean that in every sense of the word.  He was getting hard, and was embarrassed or fearful to have me see.

So I danced right up to him, took him by the shoulders, stood him up.  His hands didn’t move, so I took both his wrists in mine, forced his arms to his side, exposing his growing penis.  The sight of it knocked me off my stride, and for a moment I stopped dancing, just stared at the thing, watching it climb as I had the other night.  I even crouched before him to get a similar view, but as fas as he knew we were both following a script here, so, after a quick glance up at his nervous and aroused eyes, I took his right hand and drew it back toward his penis.  His look grew confused and I gestured to the laptop, the next item on the list.  I had steered clear of our actual names or his code name there, because this was all supposed to be anonymous, right?  The sentence read, “The boy should masturbate.”

His mouth gaped open and he turned back to me in shock, but I just shrugged, and stood, dancing back and away from him, hands up behind my head, letting him watch my tits, the rock hard nipples, everything swaying and bouncing.  I caught sight of myself for a moment in a wall mounted mirror, my naked upper half, the feathered mask.  I looked like some exotic stripper.  I looked hot.  It emboldened me, and I turned my back on him, swaying my panty clad ass in his direction, hooking my thumbs into the waistband.  I looked back over one shoulder, and he was watching, fully engrossed, jaw dropped in anticipation, no longer hiding his cock which was standing proud.  But not doing what I’d told him to do either.  I nodded at his groin, nodded back at the laptop, hesitating deliberately enough to make it clear that my next step was contingent on his.

He brought his hand tentatively to his penis, fingers gently enwrapping it, and I almost forgot to keep my end of the bargain.  But after a quick glance at the laptop and cellphone, a bit of self-reassurance that one or both of the devices would get a clear shot of him doing what I wanted to see him doing, I resumed my dance, peeling the panties slowly down my ass, rolling them down my legs, bending forward at the waist to ensure he’d have a perfect view of everything I was showing.  I stepped out of the panties, spread my legs wide, and peered back at him from between my knees.  There he was, upside down in my view, no longer hesitating.  He was staring at my ass and my now lewdly exposed pussy, not even seeming to notice that I had paused in my dance to watch him.  His fist was wrapped around his cock, and he was stroking it, slowly at fist, but getting faster.  Even from here, I could see the precum that shone at its tip. 

There was no more sign of the shy, demure boy I’d grown up with.  This boy had one thing on his mind.  Me.

I stood again, strutted back to him, gently pulled his hand from his dick.  I didn’t even bother gesturing to the laptop again - that part was all a ruse anyway, to get him to play along.  He was hooked, now, following my every instruction, verbal or otherwise, without hesitation, and doing it of his own volition.  We could afford to go off book.

I took his dick in my own hand, loving the size and heat of it, the way it fit like it had been carved for me to grip. 

Unlike the last time we’d  been together, his hands were now free, so I took his left, pulled it towards my vagina.  I was still quite sure I was the only girl he’d ever been with, and if I was right, then what I was asking him to do was something he’d never done before.  But he didn’t hesitate, fitting his index finger to the side of my clitoris, where it slid and rolled and ground me towards orgasm.  He being who he was, I had no doubt he’d researched proper techniques somewhere.  I said a mental thank you to the author of whatever text book he’d read.

I pressed my body hard against his, realized the first orgasm was here already.  My head was turned to the side, mouth wide open, and I’m pretty sure I drooled on his chest, as I spasmed and heaved against him.  I could feel the second one building, but I didn’t want to rush through this, so I disengaged, backed up to the couch and collapsed there, legs spread wide.  He stared at my naked, wanton body, but not for long because I stated, “They said for you to lick me,” and like a prize servant, he didn’t hesitate, but stepped forward, went to his knees, and pushed his face between my legs.

I had never felt someone’s tongue on my vagina before.  It was a shock.  The heat, the yield of the tongue, but the firmness with which he was pushing it against me, because he’d obviously researched this, too.  I wasn’t going to last long, and without waiting for the suggestion, he slid the index finger of his left hand up inside me, coaxing my G-spot to join in the party.  I was panting now, lost to this.  I had never wanted anything the way I wanted Charlie.  I didn’t even couch it as one of the fraternal commandments, just ordered him, “Jerk yourself while you do it.”  He immediately took himself in hand, both arms going now, one pushing me over the edge, the other pleasuring himself.  I leaned to one side, glancing past my left leg to watch him play with himself, and that visual, coupled with the image that popped into my head of what all this would look like from the camera angles, his bare ass working and grinding, my naked body splayed to his face, brought me to orgasm number two.  I bucked and heaved on the couch, knotting his hair in one hand.  His face rode my groin like a skilled horseman.

As the orgasm dropped off and I realized I might not make it to number four, I decided now was the time to go for broke.  My eyes were canted in lust, and I grinned at him as I pushed him back and away from me with my foot, giving myself the clearance I needed to stand.

“Get on the couch,” I ordered him. 

He did so immediately, and I climbed astride him, legs to either side of his. 

“You’re going to fuck me, now,” I commanded and he grunted his affirmation.

I was already more than primed, but I eased myself down onto him, over him, feeling his cock, which had only ever known one pussy before, filling me completely.  I leaned in to kiss him, felt our masks rattle together, leaned back and pulled mine free.  I saw his eyes go wide and he caught my hand as I reached for his.  But I was tired of the masks, tired of the two of us hiding from what both of us obviously wanted. 

I told him, “I’ll edit it, Charlie, just take it off and fuck me!”

As with each of my previous orders, he followed through immediately, casting it aside, and as our lips locked, he gripped my hips in both hands.  Suddenly, my rise and fall were as much his doing as mine, as his powerful arms alternated between lifting me and thrusting me back down.  He’d been in my control all evening, but in that moment I was completely in his.  I let him do the work, riding through the third orgasm without breaking our kiss, and not objecting when he laid me back on the couch, thrusting in and out of me from a kneeling position.  I wrapped my legs around him and, abandoning all pretense, screamed out his name.  Then he was panting my own in my ear, and I felt his cock tense up again, felt him spurting inside me, and I was right there with him, cumming, cumming hard, both of us breathing the other’s name into the other’s ear.


Epilogue







Family gatherings since that night have been interesting, both of us trying to pretend like everything is normal, even putting on a fake, low-grade animosity to ensure we don’t say or do anything to tip our families off that we’ve been fucking each other, by now, for the last year and a half.  Heather suspects, but since we only use my dorm room when she’s out of town, she can’t be sure.  She’d never say anything, in any event, to betray our secret.  I think she’s just jealous.

I haven’t told Charlie how I engineered our coupling in my dorm room.  Sometimes I think he wonders, because he’ll ask me about the edit I sent, who it was sent to, why they trusted me with the footage.  He doesn’t seem upset by it, though, more aroused, if anything.  Like his secret is that he knows that I’m keeping a dirty secret.  Of course, he doesn’t know the half of it.

I’ve not yet told Charlie that I was the girl in room number four.  He told me once that I was his second, and I asked him about who came before me.  He was hesitant to share the information in specific, not wanting to upset me, but I assured him that it turned me on, and so, bit by bit, I coaxed it out of him in detail.  I fellated him while he told it, and I loved how clearly aroused he was getting reliving that night, not knowing that the girl with his cock in her mouth was the same one he was describing.  But I knew, and the secret of it still aroused me greatly.

Some day I may tell him.  For now, I just love how much he enjoys the fantasy of that amazing, mystery girl.


Books By This Author

The Watchful Wives Club

When Stacey learns of an intimate video of her best friend's husband, she gets ensnared in a web of arousal, leading her and her friends into a secret pact to film their husbands and share those videos among themselves.  But nothing seems to satisfy Stacey's ever increasing lust.  And what if her husband finds out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.
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