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“It’s gotta be Miss Mackenzie all day long,” said Ryan.

“Did you see her tits today in that red top? Jesus,” exhaled Mikey.

“Like big, ripe, juicy melons,” Paul said rather dreamily like he was envisioning them this very second.

There were snorts of amusement, chuckles, but Callum wasn’t hearing them, he hadn’t been hearing anything of the boys laddish banter. His eye was on a table across the cafeteria. One of the girls sitting at that table to be precise. And now she was seeing, sensing his look. There was the faintest suggestion of a smile, a couple of words spoken to the others girls at the table, then she was rising. And Callum couldn’t help but follow the low heels, take in the sheer tights, the black skirt that like all the girls seemed to only get shorter year on year.

His gaze drifted up over the college’s standard navy sweater to the dark, almost black hair cut so neatly above the white shirt collar. Tray and used cutlery were deposited on the trolley with all the others. Then here she came – so smooth and light and sure footed so as to look almost balletic. It’s all in that step, that movement, those lines, thought Callum, not for the first time.

There was a glance towards him and the table of boys. A look that had every one of them zeroing in on the passing girl.

“Katie Kinsella,” Ryan all but swooned, “I wouldn’t mind a bit of that.”

“No shit,” nodded a gawping Mikey.

“Isn’t she the one you spent the summer with, Callum?” said Paul. “Your sisters friend?”

Callum felt his throat thicken. “Yeah, that’s her.” Casual. At least as casual as he could manage to sound.

“Bloody hell! I wish my sister had friends like that,” said Mikey.

“And you didn’t, you know…?” asked Ryan full of suggestive undertone.

Kat’s disappearance from the cafeteria severed the boys line of sight and turned three pairs of eyes Callum’s way.

“Guess it wasn’t the right time or place, y’know,” he shrugged.

“Seriously?” Ryan’s look was disbelieving. “A girl like that. There’s never a wrong place.”

“Like you’d know,” said Mikey. “What’d you get up to over the summer?”

There was a slight hesitation and that was enough to kick start the unmerciful laughter.

“What, I hooked up,” said Ryan all too late.

“Yeah, course you did, Casanova,” said Paul, giving him a playful shove.

Ryan shoved him back which had both boys grappling in that rough way boys do. Callum couldn’t but shake his head at their stupidity. It was then that he felt the buzz of the phone at his pocket. One second he was smiling, watching his friends tussle playfully, the next his heart was skipping a beat. You know where. Now, read the message.

Callum slipped the phone back in his pocket and, swallowing the hardening lump at his throat, rose.

“Gotta take a leak,” he mumbled back to Paul and Ryan still playfighting and Mikey watching them with a big dumb grin. He dumped his trash in the bin, dropped his tray on the pile and strode from the cafeteria.

There was a flight of stairs, a corridor, then there he was, room 205. Hand on the doors handle, Callum looked left along the corridor, then right back the way he’d come. A small group of students trickled out from one of the classrooms and headed for the stairs. He watched till they were out of sight, then lowered the handle and pushed inside. For half a second he thought the classroom was empty, then two hands clasped his waist, a voice, her voice – melodic in its teasing lilt – whispered at an ear, “Can’t take your eyes off me, can you?”

Callum spun, and found himself staring at that insanely pretty face, into those bright hazel eyes – some might have seen innocence or even purity, but Callum only saw mischief (and not without reason).

“No,” the word came out as a soft murmur, “I can’t.”

With half a smile those mischievous eyes seemed to gleam even brighter. “Guess that’s not so surprising,” said Kat. “Given how horny you must be feeling.”

Callum took in the girl’s amusement feeling a thickening below. His head felt woolly – like his brain had turned to cotton buds. His pulse was beginning to race. “Please,” he said, a needy strain to his voice that he couldn’t quite believe. “I’ve got footy tomorrow. The boys can’t see me like this.”

“Maybe I want them to see you like this.” Cheery. Sunny. So, so pleased with herself – which only made him thicken further.

Callum glimpsed the silver chain of the necklace disappearing beneath her shirt collar. He opened his mouth. He shut it.

“Are you begging? Because I’d like to hear you beg.”

Callum felt the combustible mix of pride and arousal collide within. “Please,” he said, still strained, still a murmur.

“Pretty, pretty, please?”

“Kat,” he said, strong and serious, trying to put up some resistance and sound like a man. “You’ve got to take it off.”

“I don’t have to do anything.” Breezy, serene, utterly in charge. And didn’t Callum know it. It had his insides spinning hot and his cock still growing.

Kat stared a moment exuding nothing but satisfaction at his predicament, then reached for the zipper at his smart black trousers. Callum instinctively grabbed her at the wrist.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“Having a peek,” said Kat, slapping his hand away. “And watch your words.”

Callum felt the hot blush of his cheeks at the way she talked to him like that. She was a year younger than him, and yet her manner, her tone, carried such superiority that it was like she was his senior in every which way. His eyes darted across to the closed classroom door, then back to the girl yanking down his flies, unbuttoning his boxers, and scooping out his swollen balls and imprisoned manhood.

Kat snickered. “God…you really are horny,” she said, wiggling a finger through the plastic bars of the chastity to Callum’s squished cock.

Her touch had him shutting his eyes, exhaling a breath, which in turn had her laughing the sweetest of laughs. How deceptive eyes and ears could be.

“How long’s it been?” she asked.

“A week,” Callum answered knowing she knew exactly how long it had been.

“One week and I’ve reduced you to a quivering mess. I should have gotten you in one of these thing’s weeks ago.”

She met his eyes and with that look Callum felt like the deepest darkest part of himself had been plucked. He was still feeling that strumming vibration when the classroom door burst open and in Miss Mackenzie strode. She glanced at the two students – Kat had quickly turned and made sure to block the exposed boy from the teacher’s sight – as she headed straight for her desk.

“What are you doing here, Callum?” she asked.

Callum’s lips parted but no words were forthcoming. He was in a completely different head space. And all he could think was, the boys hadn’t been wrong about that red top. Or those big breasts.

“Er, Callum was just showing me something,” said Kat.

The teacher gave a wry smile. “Well whatever it was, I take it he’s done.”

During this exchange, Callum managed to scoop his bits back into his boxers and hastily whip up his flies. He gave Kat’s side a soft squeeze letting her know he was good.

“Yep, all done,” said Kat, giving Miss Mackenzie the most butter wouldn’t melt of smiles.

“Then on your way, Callum,” she said, flopping open a big folder. “This is a classroom not a social club.”

“Yes, miss.” Callum headed to the door. Kat came with him.

“We’ll continue this at my place after college. Usual time,” she said, eyes bright, playful smile flickering.

Callum was about to say, I need that key, please just give me that key, when a group of students came traipsing up the stairs and along the corridor in loud conversation. He looked back to the door and the classroom to see Kat sitting down. He also saw Miss Mackenzie glancing his way with a look that said, what are you still doing here? With a sigh, he bolted.
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A drizzle was falling as Callum rolled his battered old Fiesta onto the kerb of the country road. He switched off the wipers, killed the engine and stared out over a hedge at the large red bricked house beyond. Butterflies fluttered in his stomach. A band of nervy energy gripped tight at his midriff. He breathed in a deep breath and got out the car.

Within a dozen or paces he was at the big front gate. He looked up at the security camera angled down towards him, then pressed a button on the intercom.

“It’s me,” he said. A couple of seconds passed, then came the metallic clank of the gate unlocking. Callum glanced back to the camera, then pushed inside.

The drizzle was falling a little more persistently as he stepped up under the shelter of the porch. He went to press the doorbell only for the door to pull open, and there she was, that face, those eyes, that skin – radiance personified. A smile momentarily flickered on the most kissable of lips.

“Well, are you going to just stand there?” Kat asked.

“No,” said Callum. He stepped inside. He shut the door. He followed through to the living room, a lusty twinge downstairs as he took in the sheer tights, the short black skirt, the subtle sway of slim hips as Kat moved with that almost balletic grace. Her step was light, her smart college approved heels tapping out the softest rhythm on first the tiles of the hallway, then the living rooms hard wood floor.

Callum came behind feeling like a plodder; all heavy step and square angles to her sexy litheness. He came to a stop on one side of a coffee table in front of a sofa. Kat was on the other, hands on hips, natural authority emanating from every pore. It made Callum feel more than a little uncomfortable. Truth be told, everything about the situation made Callum feel more than a little uncomfortable.

“Where were we?” asked Kat.

“What do you mean?”

“Back at college. Where were we?” A pause in which she scooped the silver necklace from beneath the buttons of her shirt (the navy college sweater was gone) and rolled the little key between her fingers surveying him with the faintest glimmer of a smile.

Callum gulped.

“I believe you were begging.”

And now came the hot simmering energy – infuriating and intoxicating in one breath.

“Well…feel free to carry on.”

Free was just about the last thing Callum felt. “Please,” he said, looking Kat right in the eye. “I’m so horny it’s making me crazy right now.”

A grin. A snorting snicker. Kat pursed her lips looking away, before returning her gaze. “Show me,” she said, letting go of the silver key which lay between her small breasts in the dip of her white shirt.

Callum stared at it, at her, and reached for the button of his trousers.

“Ah! Ah! Not just those. Everything,” said Kat.

“You want me naked?”

“My territory. My rules.”

Callum held her unblinking gaze, his limited options scrolling through his mind, and as far as he could see, there were no good outcomes there. He gave a resigned pant, hand leaving the zipper of his trousers and rising to his sweater. Off it came over his head. It was followed by his tie and shirt, shoes, socks and trousers. All the while Kat was watching. And how intensely pleased she looked.

“I should have some music playing,” she said. “I should have you dancing for me.”

There was heat now at Callum’s cheeks as he lay his trousers over the arm of the sofa on top of the rest of his clothing. There was also something else; a horny ache pulsing deeper and heavier with each passing beat. He felt the press of his most intimate area against the bars of the chastity. Contained. Restrained. And all because of her.

“And those,” said Kat as Callum hesitated, thumbs tucked into the waistband of his boxers. It was a pitiful show of resistance given where they’d gotten to. And didn’t Callum know it.

“Off,” said Kat, firm and commanding.

It was a tone of voice Callum was entirely powerless to resist. The boxers were lowered, then dropped onto the trousers. Callum stood stark naked in front of the clothed college girl. Kat’s gaze drifted slowly down over his lightly muscled physique. With smiling eyes, she scraped her teeth over her bottom lip, gaze fixed on the chastity and his swollen cock within it. Callum felt a pounding at his very core. Seconds? Minutes? He had no idea how long she observed him like that. But eventually her eyes rose to his and the satisfaction remained unmistakeable.

“Over here, naked boy,” she said.

There was zero thought of resistance now. In fact, there was little thought at all. Callum stepped around and past the coffee table towards her like a worker bee returning to its queen. He stood in front of her, heart racing, arousal pulsing, hard cock bulging against the bars of the chastity so tight he felt their pinch. Kat reached out, smoothing her fingertips over his chest, playing with his nipples. Callum shivered at her touch, a warm pleasant shiver that seemed to ripple right through him.

“Mmm,” Kat purred. “How sensitive you are.” Her fingertips slid down over his abs till they were gently tapping the bars of the chastity – each tap bringing with it a fresh swell of tormenting pleasure.

“Let me out, Kat,” said Callum, so close to that dangling key that he actually had to restrain from grabbing it.

“You’re not giving me an order?” said Kat, sternness creeping into her tone. Callum realised his mistake too late as she grabbed his balls and gave a firm squeeze.

“No! No order!” he quickly backtracked crumpling into the girl’s hold.

“Good, because the only one that gives the orders is me.” Kat held him there a further few seconds as if to prove her point. When she finally let go, Callum was gasping in a relived breath.

“All that show of toughness you boys put on,” Kat mocked, “and one soft squeeze and gentle twist and you’re like big babies.”

Once more Callum felt the heat of his blush at his cheeks. He watched Kat lift the silver necklace over her head, dangle it in front of his eyes, swinging it back and forth like a hypnotist.

“You want this?” she asked.

Callum nodded. “You know I do.”

Kat skimmed the key against his front as she lowered it to the chastity, bouncing it a few times, then trailing it against the bars and gaps into which Callum’s cock bulged. “Maybe I should make you go another week. Maybe a whole month.”

“I’d explode,” said Callum.

“I think you just might,” grinned Kat. She slotted the key in the chastity’s mini padlock and turned it – and how sweet was that metallic clink to Callum’s ear as the lock sprung open.

“I thought you wanted out,” Kat teased as she struggled to tug the chastity free. But with a bit of jiggling, a bit more tugging, off it came, out popped Callum’s hardening cock.

Kat chucked the chastity on the smaller sofa behind her. In the few seconds it took her to turn back Callum’s way, he was already saluting at full mast.

“Just look at that hard cock,” said Kat. “You’re oozing.” With two fingers and the very lightest of touches, she rubbed the dribbling precum over his domed head, down over the length of his shaft, making his cock shine.

Callum found his eyes rolling upwards and the soles of his feet rising slightly from the floor. Noticing this, Kat gave his rigid erection a playful slap.

“No cumming without my permission,” she warned.

Her permission, ironically that order almost had Callum blowing his top right there. Somehow, he skittered back from the edge.

“Such a hard, handsome cock,” said Kat as she gave it one last upward stroke and leaned in close, kissing him full on the lips. Everything about the kiss was dominant; from the way her massaging touch controlled the pace and rhythm of it, to the way she stretched Callum’s bottom lip back with her teeth as they parted. Eye to eye, stiff throbbing cock pressing the fabric of her skirt, she seemed all set to lean in for another, when the phone pinged behind her.

“Don’t go anywhere,” Kat smiled turning to it.

Heart beating ninety to the dozen, Callum watched her pick up the phone from the side table by the sofa. There was an amused snort.

“Your sister of all people,” smirked Kat. “Want me to say hi for you?”

“No!” Then a little softer, “no,” he repeated, not wanting one word of this relationship (if you could call it that) to spread. Which thankfully applied as much to Kat as himself; her super successful parents wouldn’t think much of their golden girl getting involved with a boy like Callum, no matter how much they might pretend otherwise. Which was most likely why Kat didn’t push it. Instead her fingers whizzed around dabbing a message on the phone in reply, before she was positioning it to take in the naked and still stubbornly stiff boy.

“Come on, Kat,” Callum half scowled.

“Shut up and look pretty,” said Kat, taking several more pics to add to her growing collection.

Finally she placed the phone back on the side table and sat on the smaller of the two sofas. “Floor. Kneel.”

She clicked her fingers and pointed to a spot in front of her like she was ordering a dog to heel. If Callum had an ounce of willpower left he might just have hesitated, might have resisted somehow (no matter how ultimately futile) but here, like this, horny to her every whim, he dropped to his knees.

“Good boy,” said Kat. Two words that were like lighter fuel to an already raging inferno. His cock twitched. His frontal lobes tingled. “Now show me some gratitude for my leniency in releasing you.”

Kat settled back, crossed her legs, gave a flick of heel that she slowly circled, letting Callum know exactly what she wanted. He lowered himself to it and dotted a kiss on the tip of the shoe.

“Keep going,” said Kat as he glanced up and met her watchful eyes. There was another kiss on the top part of the shoe, another on her lower leg – up the sheer tights Callum went till he was on the knee, then thigh and Kat was uncrossing her legs, parting them enough for his eyes to widen. If she’d been wearing panties earlier, she wasn’t wearing them now. He made out a narrow patch of fluffy pubic hair. He made out the neatest, smoothest, pinkest of pussy lips and most inviting of slits.

“I didn’t say stop,” said Kat.

Cock flexing with desire, Callum kissed the black trim of the sheer tights, then started on Kat’s soft skin (the summer tan had faded though she retained a delicious glow). There was one kiss on the top of her thigh, then her inner thigh – and Callum could all but feel her warmth, smell the heady scent of her arousal. It drew him up and to her as with one swiping tongue he tasted her nectar. And with one taste he was eagerly flicking his tongue out for more.

Kat moaned, settling back, ever so slightly grinding her sex in opposite motion against his licking tongue. Callum knew enough by now to know how she liked it; he continued swiping and flicking, he took the smooth nubbin of flesh at the hood of her slit right up against his tongue, slowly circling, then nibbling. It had Kat gasping, then moaning loudly as her thighs momentarily clamped at his ears, as her hands grabbed a handful of his short hair. She held him there like that as her thighs relaxed a little and Callum resumed his lapping, swiping strokes.

“Good boy,” Kat’s voice came as a soft, moaning purr. “Good, good, boy.”

And once again something was flaring inside of Callum as his cock did its horny jig and his mind whirled. Kat’s grinding thrusts were impossible not to notice now, gliding over his entire tongue almost as fast as he was moving it in the opposite direction. Callum didn’t slow, not as the moans became groans or the groans became one long jubilant shriek. Only when the last of Kat’s shudders stopped, thighs once more clamping his head, did he still his tongue, pull back at her tug of his hair. He looked up to see her grinning broadly as she brought her legs back together.

“I think somebody’s earned themselves a treat,” she said, skimming the tip of his nose with a finger as she stood. “Up,” she added with another of those pet like clicks.

Callum rose at once. Sight of his raging hard on had Kat chuckling.

“You really do enjoy licking pussy,” she said, sliding two fingers over his engorged tip, then down the base of his stiff shaft.

It had Callum’s leaking cock flexing. It had his pussy juice wet lips opening on a silent moan.

“Just two fingers and I can ruin you,” said Kat, those two fingers rising upwards in ever so light – torturously light – brushing stroke.

Callum met her eyes and never had he been more certain of the truth of something than he was in that very moment. Kat’s fingers circled the sweet spot on the underside of his head and his eyes were fluttering shut unable to stay on her.

“Remember, no cumming without my permission,’ she reemphasised with gleeful undertone, continuing that slow stroking touch. 

“Please,” said Callum, eyes flashing open, a volcano like force bubbling upwards within. “Can I cum?” Then even more desperately. “I’m think I’m going to—”

Kat gripped his balls, took in his flexing jaw muscles, his chest rising and falling, and that edged cock straining for her touch. Callum felt like a skydiver falling through the air not knowing if his parachute was going to open. Then Kat was letting go of his balls and giving his ass a playful slap.

“Don’t move a muscle,” she said.

Callum turned to her heeled step, incredulous to see her head out the room leaving him like this. And suddenly seconds were ticking by feeling more like minutes as he stood on the horny brink of his cliff edge, struggling not to touch what so prominently stuck upwards, almost screaming, Stroke me! Stroke me! Stroke me! He was wavering. He was on the verge of acting on a voice that said, Sod this! when Kat finally returned.

She kept one hand behind her back. And whatever was hidden, Callum didn’t give a monkeys for as she resumed her slow, teasing, two fingered strokes. The first ran up his shaft. The second down it.

“So ready to pop,” said Kat with a gentle sweeping upward stroke.

Callum felt he might have taken off with it and floated right off the floor. The touch. The look. The smile. They had him falling over that cliff edge as he let out the most gasping of moans, head tilting back, something joyful bursting within. It was now Kat brought forward the narrow champagne glass. She held it over his cockhead capturing the spurting globules of pearly white cum as his cock flexed and oozed and flexed and oozed some more.

Finally when it had trickled its last, she held the almost quarter full glass in front of Callum’s face. “Such a thick creamy load,” she said.

Callum, breath slowing, soles only just properly returning to the floor, glanced from the glass to Kat.

“Drink it,” she said.

“Uh-Uh. No way,” said Callum, slightly dizzy and drained and repulsed.

“Drink it,” Kat repeated in sterner, firmer tone.

Maybe it was Kat. Maybe it was something deep within Callum’s nature. Either way that voice had him complying. His lips parted as the glass was held to his mouth. The thick, gooey fluid slid slowly downwards. Kat tilted the glass higher, speeding its descent, forcing what had been inside Callum’s body only seconds ago, back inside it. He felt its sticky warmth pass between his lips and onto his tongue. He caught a salty tang as he gulped it down eyes wincing.

“Every last drop,” said Kat, jiggling the glass, making sure nothing remained.

Callum, seeing how much she was enjoying this, felt a swirl of arousal within. It wasn’t that hot flare of before. But it remained simmering on low, there – like background radio static – an integral and undeniable part of his whole being.

“Good boy,” said Kat, looking from the empty glass to him, face beaming.

Ten minutes later, Callum was yanking the door of his Fiesta closed, turning the key of the ignition, squeaking the wipers back and forth against the falling rain. He breathed in a deep breath. He licked his lips tasting the entirely unique taste of his own cum mingled with Kat’s delicious juices. It made his head spin, his pulse quicken a tad. Another deep breath and he pulled on his seatbelt. There would be plenty of reflecting on when and how this all started. Last summer, a summer like no other, returning like a reel of hazy sun-drenched images to his mind’s eye…
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“Looks like this is it, kids.”

Callum glanced up from the videogame on his phone, and stared between the front seats at the French villa appearing up ahead. The land rover passed between some open gates, crunched over a gravel driveway. And now there was no mistaking the handsomeness of the large creamy stone house with pale blue shutters and some type of climbing creeper fixing it perfectly within its sumptuous tall treed green surrounds.

“Oh, it’s magical,” said mum, Faye, from the passenger seat.

“It beats Pembrokeshire,” said dad, Richard, a family joke in reference to one particular disastrous holiday spent holed up in a small cottage while it poured it down for two weeks nonstop.

“Anything would beat Pembrokeshire,” mumbled Callum, making both parents chuckle.

“There’s Kat!” his curly haired sister, Lizzy, was suddenly shrieking, smiling broadly as she waved a hand through an open window.

As the vehicle rolled to a stop, Callum glimpsed the pretty dark-haired girl waving back. From an open doorway behind, a man and woman (the man wore shades and his hand rested on the woman’s hip) watched with friendly smiles and the leisurely, relaxed demeanours of people well settled into the slow pace of holiday life.

Seatbelts were unbuckled, doors opened – Lizzy was first out rushing over to her best friend. As the two girls hugged excitedly, Callum stretched his arms, feeling the suns soothing warmth against his bare skin. Then he was turning to the laughter and affable voices of the two sets of parents.

There was handshakes and dotted kisses. There were introductions and small talk about the journey and fairy tale house and surrounds. Before bags were being unloaded and the adults going one way, the youngsters the other. Callum followed behind his sister and Kat talking fast and spiritedly, like they hadn’t seen each other for months when it had only been two weeks. His eye already drawn to the girl’s silky soft step, smooth tan and lithe pert body beneath the flimsiest of summer dresses.

It all came as quite the surprise; Callum still thought of her as the rake thin, ironing board flat chested girl of a year prior. But she’d grown. She’d blossomed. And with the nibble of a lip, an assessing stare upwards from bare feet, that previous impression of her was biting the dust.

Up a circular stairwell she led them, then what looked like a recently renovated hallway with soft summery hues and clean tiled flooring.

“This is you, Callum,” said Kat, tapping the rustic wood of an open door.

Callum peeked inside at the small bright guestroom. “Thanks,” he said, stepping past her.

Kat gave him a closed smile and he was again wondering how he’d missed what he was seeing now so clearly; she’s beautiful. He heard the girls giggly voices as they continued along the hallway. Callum dropped his bag at the foot of the bed and sat.

Maybe it was the heat. Maybe it was the new surrounds. But he felt a little woozy headed. A little energised too. Which was the giveaway. God, I like her, he realised with crystal clear certainty. I like my younger sister’s best friend. Which surely couldn’t be good. In any possible way. Could it?

The laughing girls turned his head to the hallway. He saw his sisters long curly hair flash by. Then there was Kat, peeking her head in.

“By the way, bathrooms right at the end of the hallway next to my room.” There was half a smile, a flirty look (or was that just Callum’s imagination) and she was gone, and Callum was collapsing back on the bed, something revving within, like a car stuck in reverse.

He lay a palm to his forehead. He heard fainter, but still giggling voices from outside. Rising, he peered from the window – seeing the wide terrace below and long sculpted garden beyond (all neat trees and shaded pathways). It was heading down one of these he saw Kat and his sister. And now ahead of them he saw the bright blue pool, the comfortable looking loungers around it.

It was at two of these that the girls began undressing. Callum’s eyes remained fixed on Kat as the dress was lifted off overhead, revealing a peach coloured bikini, a body – that even as far away as he stood – Callum could see was slender and pert and oh-so-desirable.

“This isn’t bad, is it?” came his father’s voice behind as he peered in the room.

For all Callum cared right now, it could have been a pigsty. “Nope,” he said, eyes still fixed on the bikini clad girl. “Not too bad at all.”


4

“There’s only one Callum Matthews. There’s only one Callum Matthews,” the loud, boyish chant rang aloud.

Sports bag slung over his shoulder, Callum hopped down from the back of the van and turned with a smile towards Ryan and Paul and Mikey and the rest of his footy mates.

“See you later, boys,” he said, slamming the van door shut.

One of the boys – Scott Lewington – lowered his shorts and pressed his bare backside up against the glass. Still hearing their chants that’s how Callum watched the van depart. He gave a shake of his head, and grin stretching wide, made his way across the road and into the cul-de-sac of tile fronted seventies semis. The house he’d grown up in – number 17 – was at the beginning of the streets arcing curve.

“Pele returns. How’d you do?” asked burly, thick moustached Richard, half kneeling as he bled the small front hallways radiator.

Callum shut the front door. “Won by two. Scored the second,” he said, careful not to trip over the outstretched leg.

“Waaay,” his father gave a jubilant roar, turning the Allen key. “Thatta a boy.”

Callum, foot on the first rung of the stairs, stopped at the sound of voices from the kitchen. “Someone here?” he asked.

“Your sisters friend.” His dad gave a grunt. “Aye yer bugger. There we go.”

Callum ignored him, heart beginning to beat heavier as he lifted his foot from the stairs and headed in the direction of the kitchen. He stopped at its entrance, peering in, seeing first his oven gloved mum taking a steaming hot ramekin dish from the oven, then the two college uniformed girls giggling at the counter as they helped prepare vegetables. Callum’s eye lingered on the sheer tights of Kat’s slender legs, the short black skirt and narrow sexy nape of her neck.

“Oh, hello Callum,” said Faye, spotting him. “Good game?”

Kat turned and there were those gleaming eyes, that mischievous smile rising as she saw him looking her way.

“Yeah,” said Callum, not for the first time unable to drag his gaze from her. “Pretty good.”

“Well dinners almost ready if you’re hungry.”

“Hungry?” said Richard, laying a hand on Callum’s shoulder as he appeared in the doorway. “Don’t you know our son?”

Callum snickered nervously, finally pulling his eyes from Kat as Lizzy nudged her and the two girls giggled over something – the priapic shape of a vegetable by the look of it. Sometimes he forgot that their friendship had started long before he and Kat developed their own…thing. It was off putting. Seeing them laughing like that churned his insides a little.

“I better go change,” he said, gaze flashing across to Kat one last time as he backed from the doorway. He quickly headed up the stairs and into his bedroom. There shut the door, dropped the sports bag to the carpet and stood a moment, eyes closed, pulse ticking double time.

It’s all right. It’s all right, he told himself. Nobody knows a thing. Nobody needs to know a thing. And yet his thoughts carried about as much conviction as Ryan’s claims to have gotten laid over the summer. One word to his sister, one sharing of an image (and she had a whole collection of him naked or in chastity, or simply submitting) and his entire world would be falling apart around him. Dramatic? Maybe. Maybe not.

“You idiot,” he mouthed to himself, opening his eyes, blowing out one big breath.

He lifted off his hoodie, stepped out of his sports shorts, was reaching for a T-shirt and some sweatpants, when the door suddenly opened and in stepped Kat. She glanced his way, grin widening, then was carefully shutting the door and strolling over, hands behind her back, one hundred percent bona fide minx. And all Callum could do was stare like a dummy – as if what he was seeing wasn’t real. Her touch at his pecs quickly snapped him out of that delusion.

“Hmm, so sexy,” she purred.

He swiped her hand away. “What the hell are you doing, Kat?” he almost hissed, then in hushed tone, “My family’s down there.”

“And they’ll stay down there none the wiser if you control yourself like a good boy.”

That was Kat right there, turning things three sixty in the blink of an eye. One second Callum was moody, the next that moodiness had been overtaken by the swirling heat of arousal. Kat reached out, pinching the trim of his boxers.

“Lose these,” she said.

Callum gave a hard stare.

“The longer you take, the more likely you’re going to arouse suspicion.”

She was right of course – and it took Callum all of two seconds to get there and consider where such suspicion might lead. Thought of Kat’s collection back in his head, he yanked down his boxers, tossed them to the bed, then stood naked in front of the entirely clothed girl (a dynamic in itself that never failed to stir his insides).

Kat trailed her fingers back over his chest, then downwards, taking in his handsome cock beginning to show an interest. Callum had to bite his tongue, refrain from telling her to get on with wherever this was going. She cradled his balls (shaved smooth at her instruction).

“I’ve got something for these…for you,” she said, meeting his eye, a mischievous glimmer impossible to ignore. A hand – hidden till now – came forward from behind her back, dangling the thin connected strips of leather with silver press stud poppers. Callum was no expert – far from it – but he was pretty sure what it was and where it went.

“Take it. Put it on,” said Kat.

There was another hard stare; inside Callum was a hot thud. He looked at the dangling leather, he looked at Kat, then did as he was told – looping one strip of leather around his balls, the second between them, making them bulge. Kat observed all this with her arms folded, white smile spreading.

“Very pretty,” she said, cradling his balls for a second, feeling the tightness of them in their new harness.

It had Callum’s cock rising and his breath slowing.

“Kat?” sounded Lizzy’s voice from downstairs.

“You have to go,” said Callum, suddenly wishing it wasn’t so.

“I want you wearing this when you come see me tomorrow. Yes?”

Callum slowly nodded. Kat’s gaze drifted down then up again and grinning broadly she stepped out the room. Callum heard his sisters voice, then Kat’s bullshit reply of having to use the bathroom. He listened to her tread on the stairs, then was turning and catching sight of himself in the mirror – naked and hard and balls bulging in their black harness. He carefully pulled it off by its silver poppers, then not knowing where else to put it, shoved it under his pillow.

“Callum!” came his dad’s call. “Dinners ready!”

“Be right down!” he called back, quickly dressing – then waiting a further moment for his erection to fully subside before he was in any fit state to go down.
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“Bombs ahoy!” called Richard, barrel bombing into the pool sending a wave of water crashing over Callum floating in it.

Laughing, he splashed his father back as he broke the surface, moustache drooping like some great walrus’s whiskers.

“Dad! What did I say about embarrassing me?” Lizzy glared from the pools edge.

“Sorry, love.”

But Callum could see from the boyish glint his father shot him that he didn’t properly mean it. The two of them proceeded to race laps – Callum winning the first, then the second. By the time his mum rose from a lounger, called over about a trip to some market, his dad was blowing hard. He watched him drag himself – and the couple of spare tyres at his waist – up and out of the pool.

“You coming, Lizzy?” asked Faye, looking to the two girls messing around perfecting some TikTok dance routine.

“No, Mum.”

“What about you, Callum?”

“I’m happy to chill.” His eyes flicked from his mother to violet bikini clad Kat, dropping a shoulder, spinning, twerking her slip hips in perfect synchronicity with Lizzy beside her, before they were both falling into a fit of girlish giggles. God that pert body. That laugh; as melodic and delightful a sound as he thought he might have ever heard. He was pretty sure he could listen and stare and enjoy that girl all day long.

“Well don’t forget to put some fresh sun cream on,” said Faye, shifting his gaze back her way.

“Yep, got it, Mum.” He watched her fussing over his father still towelling himself dry, then they were joining Kat’s parents and heading along the path back towards the villa.

“Enjoy the market, Mr and Mrs Matthews,” Kat called out.

Both his parents gave a wave, before continuing on out of sight. Callum’s leering eye flicked straight back to Kat. A sexy shimmy, a hand clap overhead, a twirl that had her glossy dark hair swirling upwards and outwards, then another burst of laughter. And Callum was falling backwards into the pool waters cradling embrace. He lay floating like that staring up at the perfect blue sky, feeling the warmth of the sun on his skin and a horny ache at his loins.

There was a sweet natural scent on the air. There was a feeling of stillness and rest and of time slowing to a honey like ooze. He trailed his hands back and forth through the water, grateful he’d given in to his mums badgering of one last holiday all together, grateful he wasn’t back in blighty kicking a footy around with mates in the rain. Tilting his head forwards, he peeked a glance towards the girls and saw his sister heading up the stone steps, Kat in the opposite direction towards a lounger.

He couldn’t but marvel at the lightness of her stride, the smoothness of her tanned skin, the curves of her small breasts and skimpy fit of her bikini bottoms. For the umpteenth time he felt a lusty twinge. He tilted back his head, not sure if she’d caught him looking. Then was lazily floating himself to the edge of the pool and with one easy push, pulling himself up and out.

“Didn’t fancy the market?” asked Kat, sitting on the lounger sipping lemonade through a straw.

Callum, grabbing his towel, dabbing away water droplets already drying in the suns heat, shook his head. “Nah, not really.”

“Got better things to look at, have we?”

And now he was seeing Kat’s flirty smile, now he was noticing a certain knowing amusement in eyes that remained entirely fixed on him. Callum didn’t know quite what to make of that look. It was so unwavering, so naturally confident that he could only give a nervy chuckle. He tossed the towel on a lounger, picked up and flipped the lid of the sun cream and sat.

He started applying the cream to his arms still sensing her look. It brought with it a feeling of being on display. And suddenly Callum was aware of every inch of bare flesh he was showing. Suddenly he was aware of the thinness of his swim shorts and how little they covered. Suddenly somehow Kat had flipped the script and it was he who felt like prey. He glanced up to see her unapologetic stare and flirty smile.

“You want some help?” she asked.

Callum found his head tilting forward, then back in instinctive nod. “Yeah, sure,” he said.

Kat smiled as she scooted to the edge of her lounger. “Come here,” she said.

Callum handed her the sun cream and dropped his ass to the warm paving between her thighs. He heard a squelchy squirt behind. Then felt the gliding smoothness of her touch – the runny coolness of the sun cream – at his shoulder and upper back. His eyes closed shut. His lungs expanded slowly on an inhale.

“You’re sporty, right?” said Kat.

“I like my footy.”

“I can tell. You’ve got a good body.”

Callum opened his mouth, then slowly shut it as whatever he was about to say was lost as Kat’s massaging touch really hit the spot.

“Broad shoulders. Nice not too muscly body.” Kat leaned forward and whispered at an ear, “I bet you’ve got a nice firm bum as well.”

Callum’s eyes opened, a fluttering warmth swirling within, an uncontrollable stiffening rising at his crotch. He could still feel Kat’s breath at his ear, still feel her kneading, rubbing, massaging hand at his back and shoulders. And no doubt she could see, peering over a shoulder, the tenting of his swim shorts.

“Maybe you should whip those off,” she said, still soft, still no more than a whisper. “Give me a proper good look at you. From what I can tell, I don’t think you’d disappoint.” A pause in which the world seemed to have narrowed to this time, this place, this moment.

Heart pitter pattering, mouth running dry, Callum looked around to see smiling eyes, the upward curve of Kat’s lips.

“All done,” she said, patting him on the back, handing him the sun cream.

Lump at his throat, erection still very much tenting his swim shorts, Callum rose and, keeping his back to Kat, returned to his lounger quickly grabbing his towel to cover himself. His gaze drifted back to the smiling girl still watching him. Kat gave a faint snort and settled back on her lounger just as Lizzy returned.

“Red or blue?” asked his sister clutching two bright ice popsicles.

“Red,” replied Kat.

Lizzy passed her the red popsicle, then glanced to her brother. “Want one, Callum?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Then go get one yourself,” said Lizzy, holding his gaze with a teasing smirk.

If not for the tent pole below, Callum would have sprung right up and grabbed the blue popsicle, wiping that smirk from his sister’s face. Instead he was forced to simply roll his eyes as triumphant looking Lizzy, tore the wrapper open, and sat on the lounger beside Kat. He noticed Kat’s smiling eyes on him (she’d enjoyed that brotherly sister interaction all right). He noticed the way she sucked and licked and took several inches of that popsicle into her mouth.

“Hmm, so tasty,” said Lizzy.

“So refreshing,’ said Kat.

There was a splutter of giggles and Callum was dropping his head back to the lounger, eyes closing, cock twitching beneath the folds of the towel at his lap. He lay like that, soaking up the sun’s rays, hearing the girls gossipy voices, between sucking noises (were they exaggerating those noises for him?) all the while picturing Kat’s sexy sunlit body and what he’d like to be doing to it.

When he next peeked open an eye to look her way, he saw the girls rising and returning to their dance routine. His gaze stayed on Kat as she brushed the tops of her delightful shoulders, put her hands on her hips and rocked them from one side to the other. He was still watching as she shimmied and spun and aimed a sexy smile in his direction – as if knowing exactly what she was doing; making his pulse thud hard at his ears, his world narrow to only her, his cock remain bone rigid. In short, driving him wild.
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The sensation was like having your balls lifted and lightly grasped. It made it impossible to be unaware of your maleness. It made you feel like the animal you were. Which Callum supposed was its intention. Which only made his blood flow hotter and his pulse tick faster in steady, excited rhythm. He had to resist reaching down and adjusting what felt so unnatural as he stepped onto the porch of the large house. As he did so the door pulled open and there she stood; tormentor, object of his lust.

Kat wasn’t wearing her standard college uniform. The shirt had been replaced by a short sleeved black blouse. The skirt by tight white jodhpurs and the slip-on heels by knee length black riding boots. Callum stared momentarily spellbound. Then the door was widening a little further. And without needing to be told, he was stepping in and past, imaging the little smirk on Kat’s face as she shut the door behind.

He stopped by the coffee table in the living room, watched as she sauntered round him. That perfectly pert and proportioned bottom (so visible in the jodhpurs) drawing his eye momentarily downward. Kat turned, catching his leering look. She folded her arms across her chest, said, “Well…”

And now the shoe was entirely on the other foot as Callum loosened his tie and began undressing, as Kat did all the looking. A needling spin at his core – stripping like this never failed to take his breath away – Callum dropped his boxers on the pile of his clothing and stood naked pulse racing. He could see where Kat was looking, see from the glimmer of a smile how amusing she found it.

“Come,” she said, unfolding her arms.

Callum stepped the two or three paces to her feeling the pounding beat of his heart. Kat’s eyes met his, then lowered as simultaneously he felt her fingers exploring the thin leather straps segmenting his balls, pushing them upwards.

“Such pretty, tight, bulging balls,” she said, clasping them, taking his entire world there in the palm of one hand.

And all Callum could do was quiver. There was a luminous smile his way. There was the softest, sweetest of titters. Then she was feeling his rising cock nudging her wrist.

“Already so excited.” Kat let go of his balls and gave the underside of his growing manhood a single fingered stroke that had Callum’s lips pursing, his head swirling. “And I haven’t even had my ride yet. Down you go, ponyboy.”

The word echoed around Callum’s head – ponyboy, ponyboy, ponyboy, struggling to properly stick as down he dropped at the click and point of her fingers. He watched Kat pick two items; a shiny metal lead and thin riding crop from a side table, then step back over. She clipped the lead to the leather cuff looping his balls and, giving it a testing tug – yanking his balls upwards – turned her beautiful jodhpur clad ass his way.

“Can’t get enough of it, can you?” she said, not wrong. “Go on, give it a kiss.”

Callum looked up to Kat’s expectant face, back down to that perfect derriere, then closed the small gap between him and it. There was zero resistance, zero hesitation. He was horny stupid. Horny compliant. He puckered his lips against the tight fabric feeling the juicy soft flesh beneath. Kat was smirking when he settled back, erection pointing in hot, desperate desire and horny submission.

“What do you say?”

Callum felt the hard lump at his throat, had to push against it to speak. “Thank you,” he said, that hot swirl spinning his insides.

Kat brought the crops curved leather tip against his mouth, gave two soft hits of it against his cheek as she observed him. “On all fours, ponyboy,” she commanded, ordering him properly down.

Callum submitted to her instruction, laying his palms flat. Kat stepped to his side, swung a leg over his back, and sat upon him like a rider riding bareback. She clucked her tongue, yanked the lead and with it his balls forward, and cropped his ass a couple of times for good measure. And suddenly Callum was lifting his palms and knees and moving forward. Suddenly that hot swirl had become a hurricane spin.

“There you go,” said Kat. “Let’s start with a gentle trot.”

Cock pointing the way, Callum began to circle the big room.

“You’re an animal, Callum. My animal,” said Kat, rather gleefully from above. “And I’ll make a ponyboy of you yet.”

The crop landed flush against his backside, the chain was yanked hard, spurring him on faster. Callum heard Kat’s chuckle, could tell how much she was loving this. His cock flexed responsively, his mind raced on.

Three laps of the room – and despite his fitness, her lightness – he was beginning to breathe heavily. Kat guided him to the centre of the room.

“Let’s see if there’s any show pony in you. Left for left,” she said, lightly tapping his left butt cheek in demonstration. “Right for right,” she did likewise. “Yes?”

“Yes?” said Callum. And suddenly his balls were being yanked forcefully upwards – painfully so.

“Ponyboys don’t speak, do they?” came Kat’s voice as a low hush at his ear.

“No,” Callum gasped.

Kat slackened the lead a tad. “What noise do they make?”

It still made Callum horny afterwards to think of it – though he was far from proud in the moment as he lifted his hands, gave a whinnying shake of his head. And now Kat was fully bursting into laughter.

“That’s right, ponyboy. I think we’re getting somewhere.”

There was a tousling of his short hair, before the last of the chortling laughter was tailing off and the crop coming down hard on his right butt cheek. And Callum was quickly lifting his knees and sidestepping right accordingly.

“Good, ponyboy,” said Kat in that most condescending of tones.

Callum could only feel that ball of hot energy low in his belly, gurgle away as his cock flexed for the nineteenth time and he was guided back to the middle of the room. There were more thwacks. More sidesteps. More of Kat’s teasing, taunting comments. Till finally she was whispering down, “Where’s my thank you, ponyboy?”

Callum, so deep in sub space to be utterly obedient, lifted himself up, gave another of those whinnying shakes. It was only on the way down that he heard the shocked cry of “Oh!” from the doorway, saw the dark-haired young woman’s look of puzzled amazement as she stared wide-eyed his way.
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The spray of water was cool and refreshing. Callum stood under it, hands on the wall in front, slowly circling his head, thoughts dominated by one thing and one thing only: Kat. There was a stirring between his legs. There was a rap on the door and his sisters shout of: “Callum, hurry up in there would you!”

The reverie vanished in an instant. Callum tilted his face to the cool water for a final few seconds, then punched off the shower, stepped out the cubicle with an irritated pant. He dried himself with a towel that he wrapped around his waist, then opened the bathroom door to see Lizzy slouched against a wall glaring irritably.

“What?” he asked.

“Save your jerking off for your own room,” she said, sweeping past.

“I wasn’t…” Callum got out before the door slammed shut in his face. He looked up to the ceiling, letting out an exasperated breath, then was turning, and glancing left seeing Kat observing him from her room with a small smirking smile. She sat on the bed, notebook on drawn up knees, skimpy summer dress clinging to her lithe sinuous frame. And all Callum could do was stare for a moment that seemed to extend outwards, till finally he was dropping his gaze and quickly striding on.

He shut the door of his sunlit room, palm gently pressing, then slapping his forehead. “Idiot, idiot, idiot,” he murmured, picturing how he must have looked staring like some country bumpkin. It was then that the door of the room opened. Callum swung to it – all he’d just been thinking forgotten as he watched Kat quietly shut the door behind her, then in slow sauntering step, advance his way.

Her look was somehow both coy and predatory. Her eyes – which seemed to have absorbed the sun’s golden warmth – had that same unwavering certainty that turned Callum’s insides to jelly. He stared with the same dumb look he’d been cursing himself about only seconds ago.

“You know there’s other bathrooms,” said Kat.

“Tell my sister that.”

She was now only half a step away and regarding him with a look that seemed to penetrate his soft core.

“Are you a bad boy, Callum?”

“What?” he chuckled a little nervily.

“I think you might be.” A slight tilt of the head. A playful grin. “I think I might just have to teach you a few things.”

Kat reached for the towel at his waist, and so transfixed was he that only at the very last (realising what she meant to do) did he clamp his own hands over hers.

“Let go,” said Kat in a tone that was soft and firm and shocking in its maturity.

Callum held on for all of five seconds before that voice, that look, had him complying. He lifted his hands as if there was little alternative. Kat kept her eyes entirely on his as she gave a gentle tug. Callum felt the towel slip from his waist, heard its soft thud on the floor below. His heart leaping out of his chest, he watched as Kat’s gaze drifted downward. She bit her lower lip. Her whole face took on a lust filled look that Callum had never seen before in a girl.

“Mmm,” Kat all but purred, eyes meeting his again. “I was right about that body.”

Her two palms pressed his chest, tingling his senses, marching him back. He tumbled backwards onto the bed behind. Kat was on top of him in a heartbeat, and all Callum could do was gasp and moan as she dotted kisses down his neck and pecs and torso – she kissed where tanned skin met untanned skin. She dotted teasing kisses around his groin, savouring the effect it was having. Finally she blew softly upwards along the length of his now stiff shaft, met his eyes and whispered in an ear, “Bad boys have to learn they rarely get what they want.”

And with one last firm kiss planted on his cheek, she rose from the bed, stepped from the room, shutting the door behind as quietly as she had on entering. Callum broke the silence of the room with a frustrated, disbelieving pant, and collapsed his dizzy head back to the mattress, naked body tingling with desire, stiff cock flexing with unmet need.
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“I thought you weren’t back from uni for another couple of days,” said Kat.

“Evidently,” said elder sister Gemma, glancing with amusement at the naked boy stood stock still struggling to cover himself. The dark hair was longer, the figure slighter fuller, but with the same gleaming hazel eyes, smooth skin and attractive features, she was Kat’s sister all right.

Callum could only gawp as Kat tugged her over to the doorway, where the two young women fell into hushed conversation. Part of Callum wanted to grab his clothes and flee. Another part – the part winning out – froze him to the spot. He listened to the back and forth of female voices, wondering what on earth they could possibly be saying to each other. There was a splutter of laughter from Gemma. There was a playful slap on the arm by Kat. Then both sisters were turning his way; their looks lascivious, mischievous, even slightly dangerous to Callum’s wary eye.

“My sister says she won’t say anything if you let her have a little fun,” said Kat.

Callum felt a thread of dread unspool within. His panicked eyes flashed to Gemma observing him coolly, then right back to Kat.

“I think you better do as she says,” she encouraged, adding, “My sister’s not one to mess about.”

And now there was more than a thread; there was a whole plummeting weight dropping like a stone.

“Are we agreed?” asked Gemma coming forward.

“Are we?” asked Kat.

If Callum was thinking clearly, he might have called their bluff, put on his clothes, said, “Nice try but one Kinsella was enough.” But he wasn’t thinking clearly; his thoughts were rushing through his head like flotsam on a roaring river. There was a sense of disbelief and an almost out of body feeling of being trapped on a runaway train that he as much as anyone was responsible for setting in motion. And accompanying all this, bubbling away just below the surface, was an undeniable surge of excitement. That’s why Callum nodded almost imperceptibly.

“Is that a yes?” asked Gemma, showing every bit her younger sister’s confident authority and sense of exceptionalism.

“Yes,” said Callum, far from certain just what precisely he was saying yes to.

The sisters shared a smile, then tight jean clad Gemma was coming forward, suede ankle boots clicking. She picked the tie from atop the pile of Callum’s clothing and absentmindedly trailed it through her fingers as she circled around him.

“Got a nice ass, hasn’t he?” said Kat, giving one butt cheek a grasping squeeze.

“Very peachy,” said Gemma. She came to a stop at his right flank, focus on his front. “I don’t think I got a proper look before.”

“Hands away,” commanded Kat. “Let her see.”

Callum, still clasping his modesty, received a rebuking slap for his hesitation. He lifted his hands revealing his semi hard state. Gemma flashed a grin.

“That’s one handsome cock,” she said so matter-of-factly Callum felt a dizzying turn.

“What do you think of this?” asked Kat, pinching hold of the leather harness at his balls and giving them a jiggle.

A chuckle. Another wide grin that Callum was all too aware of.

“I think it’s a perfect fit,” said Gemma.

“Then that’s two of us,” said Kat, lightly clasping hold of Callum’s balls, making his body straighten and a soft gasp escape his lips.

“How longs this been going on?” asked Gemma.

Kat ever so slightly tightened her hold. “Tell her, Callum.”

“Since the south of France. Your parents place,” he answered, feeling utterly at Kat’s mercy.

“Straight from the horse’s mouth,” she said.

And suddenly the room was filled with the two sisters laughter. Suddenly Callum was feeling the hot blush of embarrassment at his cheeks and the pulsing throb of arousal. Kat let go of his balls, gave his stiffening cock one of those barely their strokes. It had him shivering. It had him almost melting to the floor.

“No cumming,” said Kat.

“Not yet anyway,” said Gemma, raising his tie, covering his eyes as she tied it off at the back of his head.

Beneath the makeshift blindfold Callum saw only shadowy darkness. The loss of sight intensified their touch as fingers gently rolled a nipple, slid down his abs in exploration on one side, on the other his ass was squeezed, his harnessed balls tickled. One of the sisters – Callum had no idea which – circled the underside of his bulbous cockhead with the tip of a finger. And his eyes were fluttering shut under the tie, his chin tilting upwards, his brain – in sensory overload – rippling with pleasure.

“Remember what I told you,” came Kat’s voice at his right ear.

“No cumming without permission,” murmured Callum, even as he was saying the words feeling the hot magma like rush. Somehow he held it down.

“Oh so obedient. I’m impressed,” came Gemma’s purring voice from his left.

There was another of the faintest of upward strokes. Then another. And another. And Callum was quivering at each stroking touch. He could picture the grinning sisters alternating in stroke. And it was all too much.

“Please can I cum! Can I cum!” he blurted.

His balls were yanked downwards momentarily leaving him betwixt between approaching pleasure and painful reality.

“What do you think, Gemma?” asked Kat. “Should we let him?”

“Hmmm,” Gemma hummed, even as his cock began to twitch desperately. “It would be pretty entertaining I suppose.”

There was one final beckoning brush of his bursting tip. And it was all it took. Callum was overtaken entirely by a shooting rush. As his buttocks – one of which was still clasped by Kat – clenched. And between the two sisters pressing his flanks, observing everything, he gave a hunching thrust and blew his seed. There was the briefest taste of soaring pleasure. Then only the cold hard come down and frustration of ruined orgasm as his cock continued to flex and spasm and spill its cum. As the two sisters tittered at his side.

“That’s it, let it all out,” said Gemma.

Then Kat’s soft spine-tingling voice at his ear. “Good boy,” she purred.

Gemma undid the tie, slipped it from his eyes, and Callum was seeing the smirking sisters and the cum covered floor.

“Clean it up,” said Kat, clicking her fingers, pointing downward.

Callum held her eyes for a couple of beats, then was lowering himself to the floor, giving in to the inevitable.

“There you go. So creamy. So tasty,” said Gemma in delighted tone.

Callum licked up and swallowed the splodges of cum, his horny pulse replaced by nothing but the hot burn of humiliation. When he was done with the floor, Kat pointed to her cum flecked riding boots. “And this,” she said.

There was a glance upwards to Kat’s smirking smile, her lording superiority. There was a churning within, knowing that even now he couldn’t resist her. Out his tongue came, swishing up the black leather. He didn’t leave a single trace of his juices.

“What do you say?” said Kat as he rose.

And once again, jaw creaking open, he was feeling like his insides were filled with burning hot coals. “Thank you,” he croaked.

“Thank you,” said Gemma. “That really made my day.” The curled smile – the smiling eyes so reminiscent of her sister’s – stayed on him a moment longer, before she was swanning from the room. “It was nice meeting you, Callum.”

Callum’s mouth opened, then shut. He swung round to Kat.

“Better put your clothes on and get lost,” she said, “before you get yourself in any more trouble.”

Callum didn’t need to be told twice.
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“I’m going to make sure at least one of you are seeing some culture this holiday. Now up,” said Faye.

From where he sat out on the terrace, Callum heard his sister’s whiny groan as she rose. A second later his mum was poking her head out towards him.

“You sure you’re not coming, Callum?”

“Yeah, I’m sure,” he said, scrolling through the latest transfer gossip on his phone.

“Why doesn’t he have to come?” whined Lizzy.

“Never mind, honey,” said Faye, disappearing back inside.

Callum smiled a little smile imagining his sister’s miffed looking face as she was shooed along. Enjoy the gallery, he thought, with no little merriment as he stretched out his legs and tilted his face to the late morning sun. From back inside he heard the faint bustle of activity, the mingling of voices. His dad’s jolly laugh rose momentarily above all else, before one voice – Marie’s voice – was lowering his head, catching his ear.

“Kat’s feeling slightly under the weather,” she said. “She’s going to stay and have a little rest upstairs.”

“Maybe I should stay with her,” said Lizzy eagerly.

“That’s kind, sweetie,” said Marie, “but I think a little quiet will do her good.”

A silence, then Faye, “You’ve tired the poor girl out with all that dancing.”

Callum, who’d pushed up and poked his head around the terrace door, caught his sister’s sarcastic smile towards his mum, then watched as the whole troop began to head out.

“Callum’s not coming?” asked Marie.

“You know boys,” said Faye. It was the last thing Callum heard as the front door clanged shut.

He turned back to the long sun-drenched garden; the curving paths, the verdant foliage, the tall, still trees neatly lining one side. He stared at the aquamarine water of the pool glinting in the sunlight – a nervy lump at his throat, an excited energy beginning to bubble inside. His right knee was jerking up and down like a pneumatic drill till he realised and stopped it. And suddenly there was silliness at his own self-regard. She’s not pretending for you, Callum. It’s like her mum says, she’s resting up there. And you probably won’t see her till they’re back.

Breathing a little easier, he took a swig of water from the bottle in front of him and returned his gaze to his phone. He’d scrolled through a dozen more snippets of footy news, when his head lifted at the sound of footsteps. There was no stopping. No deviation. They came direct and purposeful, till there she was peeking out the house towards him looking as radiant as a flower in full bloom. So much for under the weather.

“Hello,” said Kat.

“Hi,” said Callum back. Now his eyes were up and on her, they stayed on her as she continued out onto the terrace, stood taking in the glorious day. He took in sun kissed smooth legs and arms and the shortness of a faded black T-shirt that tantalisingly skimmed the very tops of her thighs.

“Your mum said you weren’t feeling too good,” he said.

“She did, huh,” said Kat, turning and coming his way.

And with each soft, slinky, feline step, Callum felt the juddering beat of his heart. She stopped in front of him. She smiled. A smile that stilled his breathing, emptied his lungs.

“I’m fine. Better than fine.”

“Then why…” he began, only to fall silent at the brush of her knee up against his inner thigh. He looked to it, then straight up again. The smile was still there, closed on her teeth now, but even more flirty, even more suggestive.

“I wanted some alone time, Callum. With you.”

Another brush of the knee and she leant down to him. The kiss was soft and slow and over way too soon for Callum’s liking.

“Sound good?” asked Kat, those succulent lips just a hairs breadth from him.

Still feeling the kiss’s deliciousness rolling through him, Callum found himself slowly nodding.

“Good,” said Kat, remaining there right in front of him – teasing him, seeing if he’d bite – her sweet smell mingling with the garden’s natural frangipani scent.

Intoxicated, mesmerised, Callum came forward – just as she wanted him to – and as he did, she pulled back, straightening. There was a victorious smirk at him perched there on the edge of the seat, striving to reach her. Then she was grabbing his hand and guiding him away from the terrace, along the curving path to the glistening pools edge. Callum stopped with her and watched as with one swift movement she removed the faded T-shirt to reveal a lilac bikini.

“Now you,” she said, pinching hold of his own white T-shirt.

Callum, staring at the pert curves of her small breasts, raised his arms as if in a daze. Kat lifted off the white T-shirt, flung it to the ground and settled her hands at his hips as she stood in front of him. With a playful smile she eased forward the waistband of his swim shorts.

“How about we even up that tan?”

“How about you join me?” said Callum, heart beating twenty to the dozen, an unmistakable unfurling sensation below growing with each passing breath.

Kat gave a look as if to say touché, then was snapping back the shorts waistband and slipping round to his rear; her light-footed grace of movement (like she had all the time in the world) arousing zero suspicion.

“Do you want me, Callum?” she purred at an ear.

Callum felt her hands at his flanks, the press of her breasts at his back, the softness of her breath at his neck. “I’ve been wanting you since I got here,” he said in a moment of absolute truth.

“Then come get me,” said Kat.

And in one swift movement the shorts were yanked down. One second Callum was standing, the next he was toppling forward into the pool at a certain someone’s push. He scooped the water from his eyes to see Kat plucking his floating shorts from the waters surface. She dangled them from a finger with a triumphant look his way.

“Well…?” she said.

“Come on, Kat. Give me those,” said Callum, standing butt naked. He felt his hardness against his protective hands. Despite the water, he felt utterly exposed.

“You want me. You want these. Then come get,” said Kat. There was a grin, there was obvious relish at the whole situation she’d so skilfully engineered.

Callum’s eyes flicked to the villa behind.

“Don’t worry, they won’t be back for another couple of hours yet,” said Kat.

How does she know? What if they’ve forgotten something? What if they gave up on the stupid gallery? All this flashed through Callum’s mind in the few seconds before he was putting one foot in front of the other and slowly edging forward through the water. He reached the pools edge, quickly pushing up, then snapping his hands back in front of what could barely be covered. A backtracking Kat took in his dripping wet body with undisguised glee.

“There’s no need to be shy, it’s not like I haven’t seen it already,” she snickered, shorts hidden behind her back.

Callum marched towards her simultaneously turned on by her teasing and eager to end it. There was innate pride. There was a need to assert his natural male dominance.

“My shorts, Kat!” he demanded.

“What, these?” She held out the shorts between pinched fingers.

Callum grabbed for them. Kat whipped them from his grasp. And now he could feel his erection pressing past his fingers. Kat looked to it, then back to his face with smiling eyes and a mischievous smirk.

“Okay, here you go,” she said, holding out the shorts.

Callum emitted a relieved sigh, went to take them, only for Kat to once more jerk them away at the last.

“Just kidding,” she tittered, streaking past him.

And instinctively Callum gave chase, rock hard cock clutched against his body with one hand, the other swiping at the giggling girl ahead of him. They circled round the pool, Kat squealing and shrieking every time he almost got her. Finally over by the loungers he did, and Kat turned into his hold. There eyes locked, Kat’s tittering laughter stopped, and everything around them seemed to still with it as whatever gap between them shrivelled to none existent and they came together as one, lips then tongues passionately meeting the others with ever increasing ardour. The shorts fell from between Kat’s fingers forgotten.

They were breathing heavily when they parted and gazed into each other’s eyes – an electric spark tingling between them. Kat glanced to Callum’s erection pressing into her. There was another of those gleeful smiles, then she was taking hold of him and it, and leading him over to one of the loungers. And Callum had absolutely no desire to do anything but go with it – any need to assert his masculinity well and truly gone.

There’d be plenty more kissing. Plenty more fooling around. But when the rest of the gang returned, Callum was sat back on the terrace exactly where he’d been when they’d left.

“I’ll go check on Kat,” he heard his sister say inside.

Then his dad was plonking himself down into a seat on the terrace. “Narrow escape there,” he said.

“Gallery suck?” asked Callum, glancing up from his phone.

His dad’s bushy eyebrows flicked up as he gave a grin.

“Oh, Callum,” said Faye, appearing behind. “You haven’t moved in all this time?”

“Doesn’t sound too bad to me,” said Richard, only to receive a playful clip over the head.

A delicious buffet was set up on the terraces long shaded table. Callum and the two sets of parents were seated picking from it when Lizzy and Kat appeared from inside.

“How you feeling, sweetie?” asked Marie.

“A little better,” said Kat. She shot Callum a cheeky smile and sat next to Lizzy directly opposite him.

Conversation was going on around them when he felt the first brushing stroke against his leg. His eyes darted up from his plate to see the naughty smirk widen into a mischievous grin. Callum cleared his throat, shifted a little in his seat as the foot went on rising, rubbing and teasing and making him stiffen.

“Salad?” asked Lizzy, holding out a bowl.

“Thanks,” said Kat. She lifted some of the leafy greens onto her plate, placed the bowl aside, then was back at it, rocking Callum’s world.
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“Don’t worry, we’re alone. My sister’s back at uni.”

Callum glanced from the living room doorway back to Kat. It was a familiar dynamic; him completely naked, she clothed in her college uniform. It was a familiar look of gleaming eyed delight with which she observed him.

“Kat says stand on one foot,” she said.

Insides spinning hot, Callum lifted his right foot off the floor and stood on one leg for a good five seconds, before his foot was coming down and Kat’s smile was briefly widening. She circled around him, gently tapping the crops leather tip against a palm. And Callum was feeling his cock inching upwards with each heeled step. She came to stop in front of him, crop stilled, gaze drifting slowly down – lingering a while – before returning upwards.

“Kat says hop on one foot.”

There was a meeting of eyes. There was the faintest glimmer of a smile. And once more Callum was playing her game, flip flopping cock rebounding off his body as he hopped on the spot. If he hadn’t been stiff before, he was now. Kat gave a chortle, then ordered him to stop. Callum did so at once, realising his mistake too late.

“Uh-Uh, I didn’t say Kat says,” said Kat in rebuking tone. She gave his cheek two soft pats with the crop, then stepped to his rear.

Callum knew what was coming. His ass tensed as he felt the leather brush his spine, then lift from his skin. There was a stretched out pause, and just as he was questioning if he was wrong, down the crop swished, smacking his ass with a stinging thwack. Kat’s titter filled the room as she returned to his front, grinning broadly.

“Kat says recite your eight times table without hesitation.”

And now there was fluttering panic. “One times eight is eight,” said Callum, the sound of his own voice only deepening his humiliation. “Two times eight is sixteen. Three times eight is twenty-four. Four times eight is thirty-two. Five times eight is forty. Six times eight is…”

Kat brushed the crops leather tip against his rigid shaft and his train of thought deserted him entirely. There were number and figures, but suddenly Callum could make no sense of any of them.

“is, is…” he spluttered, grasping.

“Mm-mm,” said Kat, making a wrong answer gameshow like noise as she sauntered to his rear. “Fail again.”

And this time there was zero pause as she delivered another of those stinging thwacks. Callum’s hips bucked forward with a startled yelp, then Kat’s cool palm was pressing a buttock, her soothing words purring at an ear, “All better?”

And the truth was it did feel better. “Yes,” nodded Callum, the stinging sensation all but forgotten.

“Good,” said Kat. She kissed him on the shoulder. She gave his bum the softest of spanks, then she was at his front peering down with a wicked grin.

Callum followed her eye to see the thread of precum dangling from his erect penis. Kat gathered it up on the end of her crop, raised it to his mouth and with a devilish glint, said, “Kat says lick it up.”

Callum, no longer quite sure where the line between arousal and humiliation began and ended, stuck out his tongue and licked the crops leather clean.

“Good boy,” said Kat, only making his twitching cock spill some more of its transparent juices.

A snorting Kat gathered it again on her crop and raised it to him. This time he didn’t need to be told what to do. Callum licked the crops leather tip clean without a word spoken. When Kat was satisfied he’d done this to her liking, she was saying the magic words, “Kat says,” and ordering him to squat.

Ass lowered, hard cock pointing upwards in a way that made the position look comical, Kat waltzed over to the side table, picked up her phone and took several pics of him.

“Kat says keep squatting,” she said, swiping through the pictures with a grin as Callum felt the burn in his legs.

He watched her put down the phone, pick up a water bottle and stroll back over, taking all the time in the world.

“How are those strong footballer’s legs?” she asked.

“Burning,” said Callum.

Kat snickered. “Okay, Kat says up you come.”

With no little relief Callum rose from the position that was fast feeling like torture. Kat gave his still hard cock a playful slap, and raised the water bottle.

“Want some water to wash away the taste of that precum?”

Callum nodded.

“Open your mouth.”

Callum did so with zero will to do anything but obey her every instruction. Where did it come from that submission? He hadn’t been aware of it till Kat had opened something within him; something soft and responsive, mouldable and pliable. Something she’d grown and encouraged and made a part of his identity whether he knew it or not. Something that made him feel truly alive.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Kat tutted, and so deep was he in horny subspace, it was only now that Callum realise his mistake. He shut his eyes as Kat stepped behind him. Then down came the crop with another painful thwack.

“What am I to do with you, can’t even follow a simple instruction,” she said, laying that soothing palm against a stinging buttock.

Callum’s eyelids fluttered. He felt his balls tighten.

Kat clicked back to his front, said, slowly, and with emphasis, like she was talking to a dunce. “Kat says open that mouth.”

This time Callum did so with a fresh swell of humiliation tinged arousal. Kat took a big gulp from the water bottle, then was leaning to him and letting the water pour from her mouth straight into his own. And there was something deeply erotic about the transfer of liquid – him receiving sloppy seconds – that in its own way encapsulated everything about their relationship.

“And swallow.”

Callum fixed his eyes on her and gulped the water down knowing that she’d tricked him. There was a chuckle from Kat knowing it too. Then came the stinging hit. She gave his ass another of those caressing strokes, a couple more of those light spanks, then was tossing the riding crop onto the sofa and sitting.

“Games over. On your knees,” she said, clicking and pointing to the floor.

Callum dropped at once.

“Closer. Crawl,” said Kat.

Palms flat, knees shuffling beneath, a hot swell blew through Callum as he came forward more animal than man.

“Close enough,” said Kat, stopping him mere inches from where she so primly sat, knees together, back iron board straight. She regarded him there kneeling naked and hard, then settled back against the sofa, sheer tight covered legs slowly parting.

Callum’s eyes widened, pulse beating rapidly and cock twitching as Kat ran two fingers between the groove of her pussy, between pink succulent lips that glistened with the moistness of fresh morning dew.

“Want a taste?” she asked, holding her wet fingers out towards him.

A slack jawed Callum slowly nodded, nostrils filled with her heady scent.

“Too bad,” smiled Kat. The fingers returned to her slit. There was the sweetest of moans as they disappeared inside her. A thumb played over her clit, as back and forth her fingers went in smooth gliding motion. A lip was bitten. Her eyes fluttered closed on another gasping moan. And all Callum could do was stare transfixed, cock throbbing, a desperate tsunami of desire rolling right through him.
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The club was hot and sticky and full of tanned young things making the most of a Saturday night. Callum took a swig of his beer, staring out across the dancefloor at Kat and his sister in matching colour coordinated skimpy dresses, having whale of a time dancing to some trashy euro hit.

“You like her, don’t you?”

“What’s that?” asked Callum, glancing to Kat’s older brother, not having heard him above the music’s thrumming beat.

“I said you like her.” He leaned in closer, flicked his head towards the dancefloor. “My sister.”

Malcolm who had a red tinged beard and slightly sticky up brown hair, more closely resembled his father than his mother or two sisters. He’d rocked up in his camper van with two friends he was travelling around Europe with. And as Callum let out a panting breath, looked back to the dancefloor, he saw the two of them pulling some funky moves, making both Kat and Lizzy laugh.

“How’d you figure?” he said.

Malcolm clapped him on the shoulder. “Mate, your eyes pop out on stalks every time she walks into a room.”

Callum shook his head, swigged some more of that beer, feeling the same feeling he got in year eight when friends had sussed he had the hots for one Amy Travers.

“Hey, it’s none of my business,” continued Malcolm. “Kat’s a big girl. She can take care of herself.”

“Yeah, you think,” said Callum.

Malcolm gave a snort, smiling bumped his beer bottle against Callum’s. “To infatuation. And young love,” he said with a knowing glint. “And older bro’s,” he added.

Callum smiled back, downed some of his drink, before Malcolm was nipping to the loo and his gaze was inevitably returning to the source of his lust.

There was more dancing and drinking and leering and teasing. The last of these done by Kat brushing up against one of the guys, wiggling her butt, all the while holding Callum’s eye. They were in giddy spirits when they piled back into the van, cranked up some music and made the half an hour trip back to the villa.

Callum helped Lizzy – who’d had one too many shots – back to her room and bed, where Kat turned her onto her side, placed a glass of water on the bedside table.

“Fun night,” said Callum when they were out in the corridor.

“It doesn’t have to be over quite yet,” said Kat, entwining her fingers through his.

Callum gulped, seeing the meaning in her look, giving in to the gentlest of tugs. She led him to his room. She stripped him entirely naked. The press of her lips, the slightest of touches and he was erect for her. Kat glanced downward, then beaming a smile, picked something from beneath a bowl of potpourri. She tore the wrapper open with her teeth, rolled the condom onto Callum, leaving him gasping, and pushed him back onto a bar of moonlight laying across the bed.

From an open window he heard the chitter of crickets, the strum of a guitar and the faint voices of Malcolm and his friends. The sounds fell from his ears as Kat hooked down and stepped out of lacy black panties. She leaned over him and slowly – smiling a devilish smile – stuffed them into his mouth. Callum stared mesmerised, tasting her horny juices as she lifted away her dress on a body that was so pert, so silky smooth that it had his cock flexing and head swirling.

Silver crucifix dangling from a necklace between her small breasts, heels still on, she straddled his lap, teasing him with the brushing groove of her slit against his throbbing manhood.

“Keep quiet,” she whispered above him.

Panties still stuffing his mouth, Callum nodded wide-eyed and entirely hers. She pushed back. She guided him inside her. And for one second Callum thought he might explode there and then. Somehow he didn’t. Somehow he held on. Stretching out every glorious second as she bounced upon him bathed in moonlit splendour.
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“How horny are you on a scale of one to ten?”

“Eight,” answered Callum, realising he’d begun to reach the point where pleasant arousal tipped into throbbing, aching, need.

He lay flat on the bed completely naked, wrists tied above by his college tie, Kat at his side in nothing but a white shirt, one leg draped lazily over his.

“Let’s see if we can get you up to ten,” she said, tiptoeing her fingers down over his abs, levering his rock hard cock away from his body as she gave it the most caressing of strokes.

Callum found his head tilting back, his jaw clenching shut, his body thrumming with the pleasure of her touch. Outside the wind gusted, pattering the window with rain. But here, in Kat’s bedroom – all pastel shades and girlish possessions – there was only warmth and heat and that sexual charge.

“Now I think we’re getting somewhere,” said Kat. She slowly and lightly – torturously lightly – continued to stroke up, then down, down then up, bringing him to the brink of a bursting precipice.

“I’m going to…” said Callum, turning his gaze from the lilac painted ceiling to her, on the verge of exploding.

“No, you’re not,” said Kat, letting go of his cock, causing it to slap back against his body.

He looked to her smiling face, her shining eyes, that urge to explode lingering on a knife edge momentarily before fading just enough to leave him where’d he’d started – throbbing, aching, pulsing.

Callum dropped his head back to the mattress with a frustrated pant. Kat snickered, walking her fingers back up his abs, pinching his nipples, watching him moan.

“I could have you do just about anything for me right now, couldn’t I?” she purred at an ear.

“Yes,” Callum could only admit as his cock jerked desperately for her attention.

Kat gave it a single edging stroke, then tickled his balls. And Callum’s eyes were fluttering shut on a gasping moan as the most randy of shivers rolled right through him.

“Are we at ten yet?”

“Yes!” he cried.

“Good. Let’s see if we can get to eleven.”

Callum felt an unspooling in his mind as Kat circled a single digit over his domed tip, rubbing in his precum, making his cock gleam. “Kat, please,” he murmured on another upwards swell of dizzying arousal.

Kat cupped his balls. “Who do these belong to?”

“They’re yours,” said Callum feeling the press of her breasts, the points of her erect nipples through her shirt at his side.

A soft snort of amusement and the hand at his balls tightened around his cock. “And this?”

“Yours too,” he said on a quivering breath.

“Always and forever?”

“Always and forever,” said Callum, meeting her eye. Face to face, wholly in charge, Kat seemed to revel in his submissiveness for a moment, before her lips were touching his – just a peck to start – then more than just a peck, then tongues, then the full on, most breathless of kisses. All the while Callum remained throbbing in her grasp, head swirling as strong as the gusting wind outside.

Ten years from now, when their lives had moved on, when they’d each settled with different partners, they’d lock eyes across a busy bar and be transported right back to the here and now of this moment. It was the kiss of lifetime. Neither would ever forget it.

Kat pulled back, rolling her top lip over her bottom one still savouring what had just passed. Then she was looking to his impossibly stiff erection.

“You want it. Then work for it,” she said, loosening her hold, creating an O shaped ring with thumb and forefinger.

Callum took one look at her mischievous smirk, then was thrusting upwards, butt lifting right off the mattress in frenzied motion.

“That’s it, hump that hand,” chuckled Kat, gleeful in having him where she wanted him – right on edge.

Callum was back on that precipice when she took her hand away, leaving him groaning in horny frustration.

“You know better than that,” said Kat. “You know girls needs come first.”

There were two rebuking pats of his cheek, then the mattress was shifting as Kat scooted up. One second she’d been lying beside him, the next a knee was coming over his head and her glistening pussy wet lips down to his mouth. The throb of his arousal beating like a background drum, Callum lapped up her juices, her scent, her sex. Tongue swishing back and forth till it was more or less stilled flat – like a panting dog’s – as she all but rode his face. Her moaning cries filling the room. His ramrod stiff cock still pointing upwards as her orgasm – not his – reached a fever pitch.
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“Hey, I wanna show you something,” came the voice as a soft whisper.

Callum lifted his head from the beach towel and squinted open an eye. Blue and white striped bikini clad Kat stood surrounded by golden sunlight looking so angelic that for a moment he thought he was dreaming.

“Come on,” she smiled, turning and padding away over the soft white sand.

Callum’s gaze lingered on the seductive sway of her pert little ass, skimmed over her toned, tanned legs, before he was looking left to his sunbathing sister dozing under a hat, behind to the calm sea where mums, Faye and Marie, paddled, and dads, Richard and James swam. He swung back to the vision of nubile vitality that was Kat and quickly pushed up and gave chase.

“So what is it?” he asked, catching up.

“You’ll see,” said Kat continuing on over a rise of dunes, then downwards to another broad sweep of beautiful white sand and glistening turquoise water. It was here that she stopped.

“See anything different?” she asked.

Callum took in the glint of amusement he’d come to grow a little wary of, then was stepping past her and scanning across the beach. He saw several sunbathers, a number of whom were topless, but there was nothing much unusual in that.

“No,” he said. “I don’t see anything that’s different.”

“How about over there?” said Kat.

Callum followed her eyeline and was opened mouthed a moment as his brain caught up with what he was looking at; two butt naked guys, older guys with sun shrivelled skin and tiny todgers. And now he’d spotted the pair, he was seeing more.

“It’s a nudie beach,” came Kat’s delighted voice behind.

Callum still staring with a kind of repelled fascination at the elderly naked bodies, said, “That’s gross. That’s disgusting.”

“I think it’s beautiful,” said Kat.

Finally pulling his eyes away, Callum turned to her. “Well knock yourself out. Ogle away. Me, I’ve seen enough chipolata cock.” He began past her, only to stop at a tone of voice shot through with the kind of relaxed authority that would come to dominate their interactions.

“Callum, get back here,” said Kat.

Just why Callum – never one to easily obey – stopped and wandered back was as much a mystery to himself as it would have been to anyone else.

“You’re going to have to get rid of the trunks,” said Kat.

“What?” chuckled Callum, though even as he did so there was a feeling of creeping inevitability that had a wire like tension encircling his guts.

“You heard,” said Kat. “Take off the trunks. Let’s give the locals a treat.”

“No way.”

“Oh, Callum, don’t be such a prig. This is continental Europe. Nobody gives two hoots about your nakedness or anybody else’s.”

“Then you strip.”

Kat folded her arms – pushing her small breasts a little closer together, Callum couldn’t but notice – and gave him a look like he’d just said the most foolish thing in the world. “You don’t want me stop by your room tonight for some last night fun?”

Now she had his ear.

“Or aren’t I worth a little nudity?”

“Of course you are.”

“Then take off the trunks.” And there was that firmness, that sternness of command that had his heart pitter pattering and his head spinning.

Callum looked back to the rise of dunes, hoping and praying that his family would remain on the other side of them. Hands hesitating on the waistband of his trunks, there was a look at expectant Kat, there was a deep intake of breath, then, still not quite believing he was doing this, down they came, well groomed cock and balls flopping free.

“I’ll take those,” said Kat, grabbing the trunks from his grasp. And now any chance of going back was gone as she started forward, grinning a big grin.

There were stares. There were smirks at the bikini clad girl and the completely naked boy walking the shallows. Whatever Kat had said about the beachgoers not giving a stuff, was bullshit, thought Callum, cheeks reddening as he noticed one female sunbather after the next checking him out. He angled a hand in front of his crotch for some protection, only for Kat to slap it away.

“No covering,” she trilled full of merriment.

“You’ve had your fun, Kat,” said Callum. “Give me my shorts.”

“Nope. Not yet.” Another smile.

Callum stared into her beaming face – frustrated and irritated for sure, but also turned on by the power dynamic of her parading him naked while she showed nothing more than that of her choosing. Arousal spun over him as hot and all enveloping as the suns warming rays. There was no holding it back. No maintaining control. And Kat’s gleeful glances every few strides only encouraged his cock’s upward ascent.

Finally – boner swaying a little obscenely – a tittering Kat stopped in front of a group of young women who were very quickly gawping away, smiling, laughing, nudging any that somehow hadn’t noticed him.

“You love this, don’t you,” said Kat.

Callum’s jaw hinged open, but no words came out.

“Tell me you love this.” Again there was a hint of that firm tone that tingled the hairs at the back of his neck.

“Just give me my shorts,” he said, wanting the shoreline to swallow him up.

“Tell me,” said Kat, amusement and sternness mixing irresistibility.

“I love it,” said Callum feeling the hot flush of his embarrassment sweep right through him.

Kat smiled her biggest smile yet, then dangled out the swimming trunks. “Ask nicely.”

A pause. A dizzying disbelief. Then, knowing how pathetic he sounded, out the words tumbled, “Please can I have my shorts back.”

“Not till we get back to the dunes,” smirked Kat. And just like that she was striding back the way they’d come.
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“Big game tonight, boys, local bragging rights and all,” said Ryan.

“All welcome at mine to watch,” said Mikey.

“I’m there,” said Paul.

“Me too,” said Ryan.

“Callum?”

The collar skimming dark hair. The laughing, smiling, prettiest of faces. The slight curve of breasts beneath the blue jumper. The short black skirt giving way to sheer tights and slender legs, all rounded off by those shiny black slip on heels.

“Earth to Callum,” said Mikey, waving a hand in front of his utterly absorbed eyes.

Callum gave a start. “Hm? You say something?”

Mikey chuckled. “The game tonight. You’re welcome at mine. If you’re not too busy,” he finished with a meaningful glance across the cafeteria towards the table of girls.

“Busy, no, I’m not busy,” said Callum, sneaking another glance at Kat.

“You sure about that?”

He looked at Mikey directly. “I’m in.”

“I cannot believe you didn’t try and bang that,” said Ryan, turning both of them back to Kat.

“She’s a ten all right,” Paul added his two pennies worth.

“Most definitely,” Mikey nodded in agreement.

Callum took in the boys ogling stares, pulse quickening (if only they knew) – then was seeing them quickly averting their gazes as Kat caught them looking. There was an impish smile his way, then she was saying something to the girl next to her and rising.

“Oh shit,” said Paul sneaking another sideways glance, “here she comes.”

Kat stopped at the end of the table. All four boys peered her way.

“See something you like?” she asked.

There was a beat of silence, then Ryan’s slightly cocky voice. “I’ll say.”

It was followed by Paul’s titter, halted abruptly under Kat’s piercing look.

“Well you can put your eyes back in,” she said, gaze lingering on Callum – turning his insides to jelly – before skirting the table, gliding on in that smooth silky step.

All four heads turned in leering gaze as she left the cafeteria. Then Ryan’s palm was slapping the table. “You see that, boys. She was flirting with me.”

“No, she wasn’t,” said Mikey.

“Yes, she was,” said Ryan.

“No, she definitely wasn’t,” said Paul.

And suddenly nought to forty they were back in one of their all or nothing bickering disputes. Callum could only chuckle. One second he was laughing. The next he was feeling the buzz of the phone at his pocket and a dryness at his throat. You know where, the message read, fluttering his chest.

“Callum, back me up here,” said Ryan.

“Yeah, she was flirting,” said Callum as he rose.

“See!” exclaimed Ryan.

Only not with you, thought Callum. “See you guys in a bit.”

“Where you going?” asked Mikey.

“Stuff to do,” said Callum, holding up a hand as he headed out the cafeteria.

Room 205. A deep intake of breath and Callum’s hand was hovering over the handle. There was a quick glance left then right along the corridor; seeing nobody, he pushed inside. Barely had he shut the door than Kat had him back up against the wall.

“Jesus you scared the living—”

A single finger at his lips silenced him. “Shh,” she shushed, gleaming eyes full of mischief, playful smile – edging upwards – full of teasing intent.

Callum felt the soft press of her breasts at his chest, the groping touch of her hand at his crotch, rubbing and massaging and making him stiff. He went to kiss her – almost tasting the strawberry bubblegum scent on her breath – only for Kat to tilt her head teasingly evading his lips.

“What were you boys talking about?” she asked.

“The big game tonight.”

“And?”

Callum let out an almost imperceptible moan as that hand worked its magic. “You…how hot you are,” he murmured on a hot shiver.

There was a brief beatific smile, then Kat was closing the couple of inches between them and kissing so fully, so sensually that he could only try and keep up. Head spinning, blood pulsing hot, her lips left his with the softest of squelches, leaving him gasping.

“I expect you at mine by five,” she said, “not a minute later.”

“Uh-huh,” Callum gulped. “I’ll be there.”

A pause. An unspoken moment in which she so obviously savoured his puppyish devotion.

“Of course you will,” said Kat, giving the rigidity at his crotch one last squeeze, giving his lips a little lick making him come to her. It was then she stepped back a pace, leaving him wanting.

“Best get going then before Miss Mackenzie finds you in here,” she smiled, folding her arms across her chest.

“Yeah, right,” Callum nodded dazedly. He stumbled forward and eyes still entirely on Kat knocked right into a chair making her laugh.

“Five?” he said, hand on the door handle.

“Not a minute later,” Kat grinned.

Already wishing the hour was now, Callum pulled open the door and strode into a future in which his submissive desires, his kink for female dominance, would be warmly received by a series of powerful women. A future that in all likelihood would never have been without that summer, without Kat.
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