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Story 1 The Dive
Authors note:
This story is a very slow burn and involves incest between a Sister and Brother. Expect it to be about 14 stories long. Ten are already completed.
This is my first time submitting, and this is essentially my first erotic story I've written. That said I've been reading erotic literature for over 50 years. Including this site for almost as long as it's been up.
It may be my only ever story series posted. We will see as posting this in itself is a big break from my normal moral life circumstances. For this reason I will remain anonymous under my user name KoraKuros.
The story only contains sexually activity of a brother and Sister over 18 years old.
While set during the Paris Olympic Games and its historical setting. None of the athletes in this story are meant to represent any athlete competing in the games. Or other persons otherwise living or dead.
...
The Dive
My head is spinning. But not for what might be obvious. It's what's just happened in me. I'm in Paris, I'm in the stands and it's the 10 metre platform preliminaries. I'm with Mum and Dad in the families seating. Yes my brother is competing. That in itself is amazing, at least it should be. He just dived, it was good, great even, a 73.8. Mum and dad are going nuts and I'm next to them, but I've got to think.
The next diver has already splashed down. Not a brilliant dive. Ok, I will check out the next one. Wow, that Great Britain diver is built. If anything over built. You know that lean well proportioned diver's body. Every muscle defined but perfection. I study him closely, I love the perfection. But nothing.
The next two divers get the same scrutiny. Do I feel the same? My god all these bodies, all this flesh, those tight package revealing swimmers. Nothing. The rest of the first round was a battle of my mind. Trying to figure out what just happened.
First my brother, Sam. I haven't seen him for nearly two years. He's a year older than me but has spent the last two years in training camps and at Uni in a different State. Mum and Dad have gone to some OS comps, like the worlds, but I had my final years of high school to finish. I know he was aiming for Paris, and boy was I excited he got selected, as Mum promised me I could go with them if he did. I actually took a gap year just in case.
I hadn't seen him since but we did talk often. Phones and occasional family zooms. Yeah he is my brother, my older brother and I do look up to him. Yes and he missed my eighteenth birthday. In a way it's my fault he is a national diving champion. You see he started because I was doing gymnastics. Just local level. I suggested trampolining to him. He was a bit of a dweeb and needed something to get fit with. I used to enjoy going off to sessions with him.
That was until some talent scouts saw him and suddenly he was a diver. Then it was my being a typical adolescent girl. My own life and this did not include my brother. Well that's what I told myself.
Eventually he went away to a specialist national sports training centre. I have missed him these last two years and can't wait to really see him, catch up after the game. Really see him.
Crap they are starting the second round dives. They are starting again. See, I think it's just that I haven't seen him and crap his body is really built now. I'm ok. Breath and enjoy.
So now I'm into the bodies. What hot blooded Aussie girl wouldn't be. Except me. I've not really cared. So maybe that's it, my hormones starting to kick in. Good, about time. The first few divers dive. I'm analytical. It's the artist in me. I've been accepted into a fine arts degree but I postponed a year so I could be here, in Paris. The bodies slip by me as perfect specimens of the Greek the Kouros.
Then I stop, hold my breath. It's my brother up on the platform. Wow I'm stunned. I tingle. My nips harden and what! Did I just get a bit wet? I watch this beautiful form rise, roll, and stretch out into the water. Mum and Dad erupt next to me.
"Beaudy " it's a 78.2. Me, I'm just looking at the figure slip out of the water, adjust his swimmers and head to the shower. Shit now I'm a bit worried. Like more than before. On the outside I'm clapping with the team. Two steady dives. It bodes well for progressing. Inside I'm jelly. I don't know what this is. Other than my brain screaming at me that this is wrong.
Again I miss the next diver and focus on the Brit taking the platform. I lean forward and try to feel something. Out of the corner of my eye I see Dad nudge Mum and nod my way. I keep my eyes on this amazing specimen of a male. I even linger on his package. But nothing, nothing like I just felt for my brother. I know now I'm in trouble but am still in denial.
Sam is diving in eight spot, but there are a lot of divers in this preliminary round. The top 18 go on to qualify for the next round tomorrow morning. Sam is placing around nine or tenth at the moment. So I have quite a few divers to go before his round three dive. More time to think, but I can't think, I only feel. Feel what I felt when Sam was up there. Maybe it's just hero worship? Is Sam my new hero? That could be it. Big brother, an Olympian, doing well. Misplaced pride. Ownership that that's my brother up there, representing his country. Putting his body on the line.
Putting his body on the line, that perfect body, that hunky body. Crap, there I go again. But he has put his body on the line. So many times he has been injured. So many times I've chatted to him over the phone, while he in a hospital bed wishing he would get better. Wishing at times he would quit. But he just got better, and now he's diving for gold. Not that any of us would believe gold is possible. The Chinese divers will vi for those. Getting into the finals is enough for the rest of us mortals. See, I distracted myself.
Then second dives are finished and we get a five minute break to stretch our legs. I stand up to do the same. But then I'm aware that yes, I'm a bit wet, you know, down there. I quickly sit down. Does it show? I don't think so, but I can't really check. I squeeze my thighs tight and feel some relief. A pleasant pressure. I think everyone can see that I'm getting turned on. My nips are still hard and I'm a bit flushed.
Mum and dad are chatting. Mum states,"Your're quiet today." Not my normal self I admit.
Dad being Dad has a stir. "Must be all that spelt man flesh."
Mum digs him in the ribs. I moan. Did I just moan out loud, moan not groan.
Mum jumps in with a penetrating question. "Which one?" I flush more.
If only they knew. Silence and then I whisper - "The Brit." Deflect, it works. Dad gives a little fist pump and mum glairs at him. Then she comes to my rescue.
"Yes good choice, he's my pick too." Dad has been snookered. He snickers and sits. The third dives start.
Ok, time to get casual. I lean back, take out my phone, do a selfie and post to the socials. The divers proceed, a few flops but most of the early divers don't do as well as my brother. It's a ranking thing. Sam's not ranked high but that will change after tonight. I try to relax. Mum nudges me, he's up next. I have to notice. He's my brother.
On seeing him I know I've immediately added to my wetness. He walks to the end of the platform. Oh no, he is doing one of those handstand dives. Oh no, because I get a real good look at him. I can really see his package now as he steadies, holds. He looks even better upside down. Before that fantasy has a chance to take root he slips into the air and tumbles gracefully into the water. It's one of those bubble entries and the Aussies around me go wild.
I wait, holding my breath and my body surfaces with him at the edge and rises. I watch as his lean torso reveals itself once again. He grabs that little towel. Why do they have such a little towel? Holds it in front of himself, and goes to his coach to look at the dive on an iPad. I wait for the results, 82.3. Wow suddenly he skyrockets into third. I know there are many more divers to come but that was awesome. It's high fives all round.
Another dive happens then mum reminds me. It's the Brit next. Okay I've got this, I sigh and wait. He does a good dive, not as good as Sam's but I realise I have a good decoy here. I groan and do a fakie clap letting my teenage girlie out. I now have Mum and Dad convinced. I can blush all I like, but they won't know the real cause of my flushed state. It's my brother. I couldn't be more proud and more scared at the same time.
Maybe it's Paris, city of love and all that. My romantic fantasies come true. Has it cast its spell on me? Did Cupid miss hit and string me a brother arrow instead of one of these other hunky athletes.
Round four brings each hunk into the spotlight. My brother prepares for a backward two and a half with a twist. God I love his cute ass. Firm, totally squeezable, but if I was doing the squeezing I would be pulling him into my groin. Yes please. I surprise myself. I desperately want to put my hand down there to rub. I hold my breath.
He jumps, spins, and crap! He's missed the dive. Not badly, but he over rotates and the splash makes it obvious. Shit! Now I'm invested. My perfect fantasy ruined. I watch him haul himself from the pool. Shoulders slumped a bit. I just want to hug him. Hold and comfort him. Now that's a proper sisterly thing to do. Problem is I'm continuing to get wetter. 54.3. It could be worse, but he slips down the leader board.
I hardly notice the Brit. I'm thinking about Sam. What courage this must take? How many misses did he have before he got to this level. Once I tried a somersault off a three meter board. I came down hard on my back. Never again. That was so bad. How much must it hurt from ten meters?
When we were younger Sam took me up to the top platform. I was petrified. I clung to the rails as Sam told me that one day he would be in the Olympics diving from here. Yeah, sure I thought, dream on bro. Then to prove it to me he ran to the edge and did a perfect swan dive straight into the water. I was stunned. Maybe he could. But my legs were jelly and I edged my way back to the ladder. Shaking, I was rather proud I made it back down. Was that the start of the dream. Was he diving for his little sister?
Round five was underway and I know Sam needed a big dive. I see him make his way up the ladder to the first platform, a waiting stage. "Go Sam!" I yell at the top of my lungs. I was standing, he stops and looks my way. I think he smiled. God I hope I haven't put him off. I quickly sit. My undies are soaked. I make sure not to sit back on my dress, I hope it's not showing up there. The cold chill of the seat presses my folds.
But the Sam is up again about to dive. From about the spot he took off from when we were kids. Did he remember his comment. He runs forward, hops, springs, and does a perfect 4 1/2 forward somersault with pike position. Tight entry and we all go wild. This time he beams as he exits the water. His coach gives him a high five. Then the score drops. 91.2 Amazing. He is now back to fifth place. Good news, he will qualify for the next round.
I actually missed seeing the Brit. Mum reminds me, "Hey you missed him." I think she is fantasising over the Brit a bit.
I say," I was still stunned by Sam actually."
Dad pipes up, "At least you have your priorities right."
I smile. If only he knew! He might disown his little Girl. Inside I'm completely jelly. One more dive. This is torture. Is it just fantasy or impure thoughts? I don't know. I have not been one to just rub one out. In fact I rarely do, then just to see what my girlfriends are so crazy about. I don't even know if I have had a real orgasm. But I think if I could just slip my fingers in I would come and come right now.
I need a drink. I need a cold shower. There's one down there on the pool deck but I doubt they would let me down on the pool deck with my brother. I pick up my water bottle and take a long drink. My brother is up. We are well into the final round. I jam my water bottle between my thighs. I feel the cold on my wet clit. That fine muscular creature I know as my brother throws his little towel down. Addresses the dive and I know he is diving for me. He has an eight pack, I follow it down to his groin. I imaging his manhood throbbing for me. He takes off, springs, twists and turns and slips into the whirlpool of my loins.
God! I'm coming. I mean really cumming. Like actually squirting down there. The crowd around me is going off in a different way. I need to do something. The water bottle. Like a thick penis between my legs has tipped me over. I rip off the lid, pull it out and tip the water over me and into my lap. I can smell me on the bottle, slippery. I rub my face with, it as if to cool down and empty the rest of the bottle over me. The score comes up 89.5. What! for me it was a ten. I now know what it's like to cum.
He is into the semi's, finishing forth. The Brit actually came in third so my cover is still in place.
Dad has organised the Aussie team families to have Pizzas for tea not far from here. He booked tables and all.
"You need to dry out," Dad smirked. "At least it's hot out."
All I'm thinking is I'm glad for the chlorine smell of the pool. I must smell like a cheap Parisian whorehouse.
I need to go. But the que for the females at the pool is long. I let Mum know I saw a toilet block in the park. One of those ones with many doors. I will wait for those. I'm still as randy as hell. Dad had slipped into the gents. Mum engages me in conversation about the Brit.
"Sam could introduce me," she said. "I know they are friends."
I mumble something, maybe I could use a decoy. So I don't say no. I try to look embarrassed.
We finally get to the toilets and we don't have to wait long. It cost a Euro to get in but at least it's clean. I'm a mess. My pants are so wet. There's an air dryer in here, that will be useful.
I sit and empty my bladder. Relief. Then I check out my pussy. I am so wet. I'm still leaking. I part my lips. God my clit is so swollen. I wet my fingers in my juices. It's that clears stretchy kind and very slippery. Mum told me that this means I'm fertile right now. Very fertile. She put me on the pill after she had that talk. But it's not been helpful since. No action.
My brain whirs, may be that's it I'm just a horn dog at the moment and was focussed on my brother. It's not that I'm a pervert. It's not incest is it? Not incest to just be randy.
As I think about this my fingers absentmindedly slip either side of my clit and rub. Suddenly I'm thinking of abs, naked bodies, naked brother, I touch my clit and I explode. My whole body is convulsing and shaking. I thought it was a myth, but here I am spraying into the bowl. I clamp my legs together trapping my hand as I ride it out.
Wow, wow, wow. I slump stunned. I want that again but for now I feel it's over. Thank god for toilet paper. Wait what. No this is France. It's a bidet. It could be a blessing.
Mum knocks. "Are you okay?"
I think quickly, - "Its this bidet thing I might be a tad longer, I've wet my cloths some more. "
The warm water washes my pussy. It feels nice, relief nice. I have removed my skirt and panties and give my nether region a good rinse.
It smells so bad in here. Horny bad. I notice I'm still leaking pussy juice. How do I stop that flow? That's it a tampon. I don't think one has ever slipped in so easily and as it expands in place it's sort of comforting. The little mouse tail hangs down as I stand to deal with my cloths. I might as well rinse my panties so I do, and use a little hand soap. I just do a few parts of my dress and the hand dryer starts it's thing. It takes quite a few times but the panties are now almost dry and I can slip them back on. My dress follows and I straighten myself out. Now to face mum. I'm still a bit flushed but my body has calmed down.
I leave, taking what dignity I can muster.
"That bloody thing nearly drowned me."
Mum gives me a hug. I feel loved even though Dad is almost in hysterics behind me. He is so in trouble from mum though. She glared.
Tea is fun, all the families, chatting, drinking. I have wine, I need a stiffer drink, but I forget for a moment my incestuous afternoon. Many people comment on how well Sam did. He might be even in for a medal.
We stumble back to the apartment, a two bedroom arrangement. We watch a few of the highlights on the small TV but it's in French and only showing French athletes. Bed calls and I hug the folks. It's been an exciting, eventful and distressing day.
I hope I can sleep.
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The Dream.
At last I'm alone in my bedroom. I had a nice long shower and feel the guilt was washed down the sink. Clean and smelling pretty.
I stop in front of the full length mirror. I've been looking at male bodies all day. Slipping out of my nightie, I analyse my body. I gave up gym recently but I'm still well proportioned. I like my hips how they flair. Guys don't have hips. But I actually love my body. Not that anyone has been privileged to see it.
I wonder if I could somehow flash Sam. Why did I think that? The warmth returns, travelling through my body. I watch as my nipples harden once again. I like my breasts. Round firm, not big but a nice handful. I cup them, feel them, enjoy them. I think of Sam holding me from behind. Watching me in the mirror, pressing his groin into my pert cheeks.
I've got to get to sleep. Embarrassed, I quickly slip on my nightie and under the covers. Reaching over to turn off the light, I grab the spare pillow and jam it between my legs. Wrapped in warmth I resist slipping my hand down there. The pillow is enough. I'm tired and emotionally drained.
As I drift off to sleep I wonder. Do I love my brother? I mean capitol L love. I pretend I'm wrapped in his arms and sleep brings it's own relief.
Out of the darkness of desire, Shiona walks along a line of athletes on the pool deck. Beautiful bodies. Handsome built bodies. She approaches the end of the line. She feels her see-through nightie waft in the chlorine laden breeze and brush her sensitive nipples.
Her hands enjoy the muscular arms and shoulders of the first diver. She moves in close running her hands down his sleek form. She feels the abs and travel is down counting the six pack. But this one comes up short. Shiona leans in and whispers, you're short, 5.1. And flips him as if he were cardboard over her shoulder into the pool.
She proceeds down the line. Her hands roaming the firm bodies. Moulding them as if the sculptor. She lingers on a butt encased in speedos. 4.3 as he is flipped in to join the other rejects.
She wants to get to the package frustratingly hidden behind the silky material. Shiona presses her body against the tanned skin of this one, her desire growing. Willing the lump in her cupped hand to grow. This could be the one, but no! 7.8 echos through the stadium as he too sails into the pool.
The line dwindles as her passion increases. She realises her virginal juices are filling the pool. Running down her legs, slippery, stretching. Those in the pool can't get out although they try. Her girl juices coat the wreathing bodies as they move against each other but get no satisfaction.
Three divers are left. Something is wrong with that number. Shiona kneels runs her hand over and up the calves of the next body. Her cheeks run up the thighs and she nuzzles into the red encased genitals but she can only smell chlorine. Too sinewy, too impassionate. He flips over her head into a perfect bubble entry of her own juices. 2.4 because the ploop through the secretions does not sound right.
She tries to get behind the red curtain on the next diver. His muscles are all there but he is too flat. The package is diminutive. Desperately she tries to install life and passion into the body. But it's a cardboard cutout of a patriotic typecast. She tried to overcome her own prejudice, but was left unmoved. She conceives a flat 5 as he joins the others with a spectacular belly flop.
Shiona is desperate now for relief. There is only one left, Jack the Brit. Her mind follows her hands all over this perfect body. Feeling his toned and delicate skin, sheened with musk. Shiona flows over his curves, his perfection. Reaching from behind as she grinds her pelvis into two perfect cheeks. Her fingers slip into the gap created by the tautness of the cord passing his hips. Down that perfect groin muscle until her tips press themselves into his sizeable man meat. Shiona feels it start to respond, to thicken and firm up.
Her other hand travels down her own body. Feeling her groin, engaging her swelling clit. Her clit takes on the form of a penis. No matter. She feels she is close at last. Jack's head tilts to hers. Shiona looks into his pool deep eyes and brushes her swollen lips with his.
She whispers, "Where is Sam?" He nods to the stair. In an instant she knows where her true passion is. Jack dissolves into tissue paper and slips down her copious juices into the pool of the vanquished desire.
The stairs bring with them fears. Fears of the heights she knows, has known and wishes to know. Slowly she ascends leaving behind her evidence of unearthly desire, making the steps impossible for anyone to drag her back to reality.
The top appears to go on for ever. But her desire brings her to heaven. Sam is waiting clad in green and gold. He takes her hand, then her other hand and fingers clenching, Sam draws her to him.
"I've been waiting for you," he said. "I've waited for you. I can't do this without you. I can't do this alone."
Shiona sinks into his love filled eyes as she moves into his body. Releasing hands they both begin exploring the forbidden. Hands that are sensuous explore the flesh. Hands lift her silken vale and her nightie floats down along with that little towel.
Passion looses control as it breakers the taboos of incest. Shiona can feel Sam's genitals stretch the bonds of green and gold loyalty. She encases him in her body grinding her pubic mound into Sam's perfect hardness. Their eyes meet and lips say fervent prayers to their passions. Brotherly kiss, sisterly kisses no more. Sparks fly in mutual enflaming of deep desires. The deepest desires, the wrong desires, the forbidden foreboding.
Sam lifts her and Shiona wraps her legs around his hips. Frustratingly she can't see his manhood. Can't reach the object of her desire for fulfilment. Then the green and gold fabric is rent by desire and flutters away as a butterfly. She feels soft steel part her lips and meet her desperate clit then backward on her well prepared slide to the home of their union.
Sam thrusts upward and takes her virginity with him into the air. One thrust. One moment on the precipice of satisfaction and they fall, fall, fall into darkness.
Shiona sits bolt upright in bed. She is shaking, remembering, trying to remember. Her hand snakes down her body desperate to find the point of her union. But she only meets her swollen clit and that stretchy slippery mucus of desire. Her pillow still forms a warm body between her legs.
She grabs the towel next to her on the bed. She though she might need it. Hurriedly lifting her torso to place the towel, she thrusts a finger straight into her desperate pussy and explodes in fulfilment a dream can never bring. She knows she must come again and again until her quaking body fibulates and sprays her desires once again.
Now drenched her passion is drained and Shiona falls into restful sleep, dreaming of butterflies.
Story 3 Scoring the Diver
Morning Parisian light washes over me. I stir, too excited about today. The chance to watch my brother again. I hesitate as the battle in my mind reignites. I take a deep breath. Crap it smells of stale girl cum. I'm not really sure what sex smells smell like but it cannot be anything else. This gets me out of bed quickly.
Opening the window invites the fresh breeze in and with it the smell of coffee and fresh baked goods. In the street below the cart vendors push their way down the cobbles.
Chatter in French sprinkles the air as store owners greet each other tending their awnings and signage. The air was clean and fresh. It was not the coal smoked air of the Paris the Impressionists knew and painted. Air that muted colours into violets and fused detail. This was crisp and bright. But the coffee was really calling.
Turning back to the room I survey the mess. Crap I have to clean this up. Another shower needed. I grab cloths and my soaked wet emergency towel I had flung to the floor. I open the door gently and look. Good the olds were still asleep. I duck into the shower and start the process of freshening.
The towel joins me in the shower and once cleaned with shampoo I use it to scrub my skin. The slightly rough texture of these cheaper towels is both cathartic and refreshing I vigorously scrub over my back and between my legs. Over and over until I realise I'm trying to purge myself of my sins, my thoughts, my rampant sexuality, and dare I say dreams.
Next I'm aware I'm sitting on the shower floor weeping. Weeping for a love just found that I can't possess. My heart's broken because I know he can never know. A love that is in my mind and body. Forever love where nothing else will compare. Everyone else, like Jack the Brit in my dreams, though almost perfect will not measure up.
The chilling water pulls me out and I turn off both taps. Shit! I hope it warms before the folks want it. Dressing quickly, I gather my things including my purse and follow my nose down stairs to the bakery across the street.
I buy fresh croissants and pain au chocolat's for the family but I take some time to sit in the sun before it gets hot. A rich double shot cappuccino restores my centre. I open my phone.
Crap, it's been going off. A flood of messages and posts. What you're in Paris and you can't post pics? What did you die or something? Only one pic from the pool, what gives? I take some quick picks of my quintessential French breakfast, and post them.
Going back through nearly a day of posts I pull up a mixture posts seething with jealousy and suggestions. These are sprinkled with images of my brother. Obviously taken off the tv screen. Wow, you never told me he was smoking hot. Can I get a bit of that stud? Wow he really can dive.
Not helping girlfriends. My feelings come flooding back.
Then I realist that I can see the Eiffel Tower in the background, so I swing a selfie with it behind me. Ok, I look hot as in smoking. I'm beaming. I post that one. I realise my mistake when almost instantly a few of my besties post back comments like - girl you must be getting some, or less polite - girlfriend you look like you just got fucked. No wonder we ain't heard from you. Fuck I'm fucked.
I suck in my coffee. I know I now have a morning of diving to get through without getting my jollies off or exposing my vulnerable heart to my parents. Ding, my phone rings again. Replete with photo. -It's that English diver Jack isn't it? He can muff dive into me anytime. I reply - don't be sick he's diving this morning. I can't even get to see my brother. The athletes village is locked down as tight as a drum.
So I make my way upstairs but not before ringing my folks and getting their coffee order. Be busy girl. Don't think. Please don't think.
Instead l am chatting about Paris. Going to the Louvre tomorrow. I chat over my second coffee. I want to get there early to beat the crowds. Mum and Dad are not that keen, I think they want some space to do in Paris... I suggest I go early and they meet me at
Lunchtime. I have a day pass. We ordered these months ago realising that people may want to flood the galleries once the eventing stopped.
The closing is tomorrow night. But we couldn't get tickets. So we won't really see Sam till Monday. And then I have to wait till the afternoon as they have a team celebration in the morning. So I get two days in the Paris Galleries before we go down to the South of France. Seven days just the four of us.
I forgot something, I slip into my room and insert another tampon. I felt myself getting moist at the idea of seven days in the Riviera, the Côte d'Azur. And of course the Van Gogh country around Arles. With Sam of course. I can't have a repeat of yesterday. Somehow I fear this problem is not going to go away.
Suddenly we are ready to go. As we enter the street dad spies a used tampon on the street repeat wet tail.
"Yuck," says dad.
"I expected condoms," said mum, "not that."
"Prolly some kid in a stroller paying animals with mums supply and dropped it." I contribute. I promptly move on down the street. Well I had to do something with it. I didn't want mum to find it without blood. She knows I'm a few weeks out as we align. And also because I'm a tad embarrassed.
We have a bit of a trek to get to the venue but we are seated in time. We are a little closer this time. Better view maybe but different perspective. We are looking up to the tower.
My dream comes back mixing reality with subconscious. I'm amazed at how our dreams can take us places our reality can't. It's like I was actually up there. Maybe Sam shared some of his actual vision with me through the ether.
I decide to spend my morning building dreams. We get different views of the warm down pool and showers on the big screen. I can't see the showers but I can see the small pool if I lean forward and look back. I get out my sketch book and do some quick sketches. I'm not great. I'm a fine art major so that means mainly art history and curating studies. But I do like to draw, so when in Paris, draw.
My dream was so vivid last night that I realised that while I maybe can't, No definitely can't, have the real thing, I can still have Paris. I can still be a dreamer. I have visions of me as an eighty year old virgin wrinkled spinster hanging yet another French Impressionist exhibition in our National Gallery.
So I collect dreams and images. I add to the social media posts and various girlfriends send in requests for photos of various divers. I have a latest Samsung which has a great zoom. I begin posting images on request. I post a few of Sam, but I take many more.
I found the sports setting and got sequence shots of his dives.
My suspicion was that I was building up a diddle bank on my phone. If that is the feminine version of the classic spank bank. Not something I've ever had to think about. I wonder for a while who is in Sam's spank bank.
Yes I am getting wetter each time he comes up to dive. But my solution has prevented yesterday's embarrassment. I'm keeping busy and that's controlling my horniness. But it hasn't resolved the 'I'm falling in love with my brother in a bad way' dilemma. I know I'm just delaying the inevitable and setting myself up for a massive emotional crash. Of course, he's not even thinking about me. He has a task and he is rocking it.
I comment to mum. "At least he's consistent but he's not really rocking the high scores."
Mum squeezes my shoulder, and informs me, "I knows he is keeping a few high degree of difficulty dives for the finals and was only going to use them today if he needed them to qualify. Sam does look like qualifying seventh or eighth. So he should be safe.
"But your Jack looks like he's in for a medal. The second Chinese diver has been having an off day."
"My Jack! " I blurt out loud. "You're making him my Jack. I think maybe he's you Jack, your secret Jack" looking directly a Dad.
He just smirks, "That girl's got taste." But I don't know which girl he's referring to.
"And how do you know all this stuff?" I ask Mum.
"We talk." She replies.
"So do I but he never talks about his diving, at last not the technical stuff."
Mum gives me a hug and says "I know, Sam told me he didn't think you were interested in diving."
"I am now," I whisper.
We have missed a few dives and we almost missed Sam's next one. I also have the job of updating the possie at home as our broadcaster is not known for telecasting stuff as it actually happens.
So I get on with my new job. But secretly I'm miffed that there are things my brother didn't think I wanted to know. And more miffed that until this week I probably wasn't. I haven't even texted him other than to say good luck.
But the strategy works. I don't cum in my seat when he nails his final dive. Standing with the rest I cheer like a lunatic and start the Aussie, Aussie,Aussie, chant.
Sam turns toward the crowd and I swear looks right at me and does a fist pump.
We settle into our seats. I grab some pictures of the leader board, his last dive took him to fourth. I think about the scoring system they use and his 9.4 couldn't be better. But it judges performance not hotness.
A mad scheme develops. My girls are doing it already. A hotness score. There is another set of dives about to begin. Women's springboard. Mum and Dad are keen to keep watching. They are obviously more into diving that I am. So I suggest that I would duck out and chill among the food carts until they join me.
Setting up a scoring card to send to my friends back home wasn't too hard. I tell them I won't play as I'm going to do the compilation. Seriously though it's so they won't find out my bias and details of my passion for my brother.
So here are the categories. With some hints how to score. Each category out of 2 but points required. Like 1.8 or.2
1. Body form - don't have a perfect standard but use what does it for you. For some this might be over muscle development for others this might be a turnoff. Remember this is a hotness competition not a physiotherapists check sheet.
2. Confidence score. Will he take control of you on a date or wimp out. Remember over confidence or outright narcissism should score low.
3. Friendliness, with other divers and opponents. He can be serious and want to win but does he genuinely care for others when they fail or is it a fist pump. You want him to care about you if your cat dies.
4. Contact score. You really want to use your senses other than sight. What will your roaming fingers score, you smell in tight clinches. What would your naked breasts be feeling when they lightly brush his chest. Use your imagination.
5. Package score. Close analysis of the goods encased in the budgies. This includes genitals and butt. Again what turns you on. Size might matter but it's not everything. He could be a grower not a shower.
Automatic deductions.
-1 for habitually covering the package with the little towel.
-1 for temper tantrums of any sort. Diving is about stability of emotions as is relationships.
Bonus scores.
Plus 1 if you got wet, or wetter when you see a diver dive.
Plus 1 if you have had a dream about a particular diver. Must be recognisable in your dream and be a turn on in the dream. You can score for more than one dreamer, but group fuckfests with the whole squad are not counted.
Plus one. Max 2. - Be sure to do this before submitting. Did any divers face and body that dominate your thinking when diddle yourself. Extra point if the climax was one of your best ever.
Submissions will be due by the extinguishing of the Olympic flame or 4am Eastern Australian standard time, which ever is later.
I will process them while in Southern France and we will have a special sleep over to reveal the results.
Only my girlfriends on my original chat group, this one are eligible. Feel free to copy and share and run your own sub events. Don't reveal who designed this. I don't want it to come back and bite me.
This system will do two things. Yes it will objectify the divers and score their hotness. Obviously the diver with the most total wins will be crowned hottest diver of the 10 meter tower.
Secondly it will help you identify your own passions and what lights your fire. No judgements please. You can't help who you get wet for.



That said you can use it for other comps like women's diving or the big packaged Jamaican diver in the springboard comp, but they are not eligible for this entry. Don't send these to me TMI.
Fill out the chart for each diver in the final two rounds. Remember full diving replays are available on you Olympic broadcaster. Slow mo and replays are helpful.
Be discriminating. Don't just hit the max score.
Please tabulate all the scores before sending. I want to spend some quality time in France. But don't send your score card to any one else. Keep you passions under wraps till we get together, it will make for a fun get together.
I will respect all privacy. I will keep your individual responses private and confidential till I die if you ask me to.
Who knows I might meet some of the other divers before I go.
Prize: I will compile a photo package of you're most passionate diver. I have many I haven't posted. I don't guarantee I will get many shots in the Finals if Bro is performing well. I could be distracted.
Also I didn't get shots from the first round of divers who didn't make it to the semi' but you can still use them.
I was just finishing off the chart for the entry form when I heard mum ask.
"What are you doing?" I quickly cover it up and blush bright red.
"You weren't supposed to see that." Just how long was she standing there?
"Looks interesting."
Just something I'm doing for my girlfriends who can't be here.
"Ok firstly, I'm really pleased you seem to have woken up sexually. I was getting worried about your late development. If it takes a diving comp to do it fine.
Secondly I'd love to have a go doing it myself."
"Mum this isn't a MILF competition!" I was horrified and it showed.
"Well I wouldn't include Sam if that's what your thinking." Opps I almost blew it there.
"Oh no! family members are ineligible to vote for. Yuck." What she doesn't know she's never gonna find out.
"Okay send me a copy."
"Only if you send me your results. And DON'T show Dad. I will keep it absolute confidential. See rule above. But don't share it with any other parents. I think the Australian squad would take a very dim view if it got out if the mums were running a pool on the hotness of the sons or daughters. Likely Sam would never be selected again."
We pinky swear so I send her a copy.
Crisis not averted but not over. The ice was thin under my feet.
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Story 4 The Finals
This story is a very slow burn and involves incest between a Sister and Brother. Expect it to be about 14 stories long. Some part posted will contain two stories combined. Ten are already completed.
The story only contains sexually activity of a brother and Sister over 18 years old.
While set during the Paris Olympic Games and its historical setting. None of the athletes in this story are meant to represent any athlete competing in the games. Or other persons otherwise living or dead.
...........
The Finals
The final is late afternoon. We are a tad excited but need to kill some time. We decide to wander down to the river Seine. It's quite a few blocks away but we can get a taxi or bus back if we need to. We spend a lazy afternoon resting on the lawn. Sam doesn't dive till after six.
I catch up on some posts. First I message Sam. I attach a beautiful photo of him mid flight in his high score dive. I just wrote. See I do notice. Only have eyes for you. All the best for tonight, love Sis. I don't expect him to see it before hand but it's the thought that counts.
Well my competition posts are an absolute hit. Comments like. God girl that is kinky, didn't think you had it in you. Paris's done its job on you. Fuck this is addictive. My bros are starting to rib me about how I'm using the remote on the diving. Best idea ever! Can't wait for the sleepover. It goes on and on.
I get a number of requests for more images. Some ask if I can get signatures, addresses and some have even joined their favs fan pages. I guess there may have been some wetness bonuses already. I don't expect I will get to meet any of them except Sam of course.
I do warn them about the standard protocol of dating a girlfriends brother. OUT OF BOUNDS. That doesn't go down well. But I'm just protecting myself. I note that Mums been busy on her phone.
We all get Chimneys from a street vendor on our way back to the venue. Oh my god, orgasm in the mouth. Don't ask. It's a thing. Mm I have a wicked thought. I said don't ask but I may have to try it if I can find a willing... lover. I'm horny again.
Finally the finals. I can't believe it will be over so soon. With only 12 finalists it will be faster. We sit with other competitors families. Mum and dad chat to them a bit as they have met before at previous meets. I'm getting a bit defensive but then I remember score card point three about friendliness.
What happens next blows me away. I get my phone out quickly. Because it's a final they introduce all divers and their names appear in big bold letters on ether side of the door they come through. I snap each one, this will help with our competition.
Then it's Sam emerging, smiling, waving confident but not too much. We rise and cheer. But I get the snap then switch to video. Almost too late but I get some footage. He's ranked fourth then its a Chinese Brit sandwich at the end.
We begin. It's obvious the dives have gone up a level and so has the scoring. I get a few of the 'packages' I'm missing. But I'm ready for Sam. But I'm not ready. My pride and horniness are bubbling out of me. That's my brother the Olympian. That's my brother my hero. That's my lover! I wish. My wet dream. My current wetness. OMG. Everything is bigger, every feeling, every fear. I've got it bad.
I realise the big screen is showing me, and my oldies on the big screen. I'm just sitting there star struck mouth slightly open. I look sexy in my green and gold. Mum put some war paint on me. On my forehead she made a big yellow heart and Sam written in green. It looks like I've just been laid, I'm glowing. Frankly I think I've just had a mini death and I look it. My phone starts going off. I mean off. O..M..G... did that just get broadcast to the world. He scores well and he remains in fourth.
Round two didn't go so well for Sam but for quite a few of the others it's the same. I can't even imagine the mental pressure they all must be under. He slips back a bit but regains his place in the next few rounds. Sam scores a few bonus points with each dive. I think I'm going off my tits with excitement but internally it's just one big surreal whirl. Strangely calm.
"The camera man must like you," mum leans in to tell me. "You have featured three times already."
"What!" I shake myself out a bit. "I hadn't noticed."
I had put my phone on silent but I can feel it vibrating continuously.
Last dive and they have that thing where the top three line up in medal order until they are booted out by the next successful dive. Sam is next and he pulls out a beauty. He stands in the first place spot. The others already there high five him, and he gets a hug from the Canadian.
Then it's the first Chinese Diver. Naturally he takes Sam's place. But I'm surprised they really are very friends and Sam it genuinely happy for him. Then it's Jacks turn. I really try but no, no increased wetness. It's only for Sam. Jack joins Sam on the seat of death. He is beaming as he has at least a bronze. It's like Sam and Jack are best friends. I realise it's now all over for them, they can relax. But fate lives in the last dive. For Sam it's bronze or nothing.
I watch anxiously as the last diver performs. The experienced diver takes the platform. A hush settles on the crowd. We expect perfection but get something less. Not the perfect entry, something was amiss. But to my untrained eye I had no clue. Sixes start to appear on the judges call out. When totalled the score placed him between Jack and Sam. Jack had silver, Sam a close forth. The three medal winners are ecstatic and so is Sam.
I'm screaming and taking pictures. Then they are heading our way. The winners only, Sam has gathered with the other divers preparing to exit stage left. Jack is right near us hugging parents getting selfies.
I call out at the barrier. "Jack can I get a selfie?"
He looks, reads my face paint and his eyes light up.
"Your Shiona, Sam's little sister. Of course." Shocked he knows of me, I get the picture. In a half hug I congratulate him.
Jack says, "Sam talks of you all the time."
Jack calls over the Chinese divers, who don't appear to have family here and I get a selfie with them also. They even know me.
"Ah, Sam's sister, special, beautiful." They are then dragged away by the games officials. They have things to do before the medal ceremony. And it's over.
I'm left there stunned at what just happened. Mum is beaming and says she also got pictures. I was disappointed though, I had not seen Sam. Mum reads my face and my mind.
"Don't worry we will see him very soon they have a parents greeting room especially for that."
We wait for the medal ceremony. No Aussie anthem. All the olds are into it. But if it's not someone you know it's a bit Ho-hum. Of course Jack looks great. I get more photos.
We pack our things and Dad leads the way through a labyrinth of passages and security. I find out our passes have a family coding for this event. Makes sense since we were seated in that section. We enter an empty room with a few officials and some other parents and siblings. Happiness and relief pervades the room. I realised it's over for us too.
I check my phone. Thought so, the messages are amazing. Girls are asking favours, signatures and photos. I can be sure how some of the girls score sheets are going to come out. They saw me hug Jack. Confirmation bias kicks in and some are sure I've already fucked Jack. I'm a celebrity by association.
Athletes start to come in. It's a select few who have family here. Then I see the green and gold trackies of Sam.
I'm a bit stunned. My emotions start to well. My body tingles and my nipples harden. Mum and Dad get to him first. The joy and happiness expressed by these committed parent so proud of their son is contagious.
Then Sam sees me and quickly he rushes over, sweeps me up in one motion and hugs me tight, spinning as he goes. I wrap myself around him. Legs around his hips and a dam bursts. An emotional dam. Suddenly I'm crying, no bawling, full on waterworks.
I hind sight I might has even cum a bit in that moment as I pressed my breasts into his chest. He holds me and gently puts me down. I don't let go but bury my face into his neck. I breath him in a mixture of chlorine, shampoo and boy smells. They are his smells. My deep brain knows this is my brother. I desperately want him to mark me.
He kisses my ear and whispers. "It's ok, I'm here I've missed you."
I just cry even more. It's words I've wanted to hear but until now didn't know how much. His hands lower and he pulls my waist and hips into his groin, leans back and looks at me, eye to eye. We are lost in a moment of deep connection. I want to so close the gap and kiss him. But we keep our intimate distance.
I start to fill the silence with sobbed words. "I've missed you so much it's hurt. I love you bro. I'm so proud."
He brings his hands to my face and tenderly cups my cheeks. "So do I, that last dive was for you. I always dedicate my hardest dive to you."
He moves in and lightly feather kisses my lips to his. Then he pulls back.
" Let's get a look at you" I swear I could feel his hardness follow as our groins parted.
"Wow, you have grown so much and wow developed since I last saw you." He scans my body as I do his.
Although I've seen so much of it these last two days. Now though covered in cloths he looks so hunky. I see him suddenly blush and turn away. Another roar erupts near us. It's Jack arriving with his silver medal and his family reunion.
"Let me introduce you to some of the others." Sam says and drags me over to meet his friends. The Canadian, he missed a few dives and was a bit downcast, but he lifted when Sam introduced us. I asked for a selfie, which he happily gave and wanted one on his phone too. -
"Who wouldn't want one of Sam's sexy sister." We laugh and Sam gives him a hug. I snap the moment.
Then we meet the Mexican boys, they have a bit of English I tell them how surprised and impressed I was at how the Mexican team was doing this year. Another selfie of course. Then one with the four of us on their phones. We meet a few more and I gather memories for both me and my possie.
Finally we get to Jack. I get to hold his silver and feel it's weight.
Jack looks me up and down, gives Sam an arm punch and says, "You dog, you been keeping this one's beauty secret." Sam blushes. Jack then pulls me in by the shoulder and says, "All Sam has younger photos of you in his room. Granted quite a few of them. But I had no idea." -Then he says to Sam, "You must bring her tonight to the party."
Mum and dad had joined us and gloated over the medal. I ask them what we are doing. Apparently all the Aussie diving teams parents and friends are gathering at the Aussie Pub for a final shindig. Sam suggests that maybe I can join them later. He'll text me the details. Mum adds that I can always get an Uber. I found out later that she had whispered to Sam that I really liked Jack. But I found that out much later.
The night became a bit of a blur, lots of meeting new people. I was really needing some space. The Sam's text came through. It read 'I really want you here, can you get away.' Followed by details
I read the message over and over trying to read between the lines. There was a lot of new information to process. Sam's dedicating dives to me, his room full of my old photos, he tell friends about me almost constantly. Everyone so happy to finally meet me. I'm a mixture of horny, overwhelmed and taken aback. What did it mean? Did Sam like me as more that a sister. I need to freshen up.
Thank god for bidet's. I strip of my bottom half and straddle the bowl. I pong of girl juices. My poor clit has been up and down all afternoon with no relief. Well swollen and down again. I pull the little white string tail and out pops a sodden mess and a flow of precious juices flow into the bowel. God I've been so excited. I put mousie into the special bin and begin to wash.
My fingers find my centre and separate my folds. Soap and warm water running over my clit brings with it a rush of pleasure. My juices flow again and replace the soap. My love channel is cleaning itself but my fingers can't help but help. I jam a finger in deep and reach up into those magic ridges I've only just discovered. A deep ache starts and rumbles though my loins.
I think of my legs splayed around my brothers hips. His groin pressing into mine through all those layers. I relive his scent, his whispers, his touch and finally his kiss. My lips remember and tingle with unfulfilled longing. Then I'm cumming. I watch as my pussy splatters its juices all over bowel, mixing with the running water from the bidet. I lift my hips and mush my clit into the spray. I remove my fingers and let the water do its soothing and it's healing.
I experience what the French call 'la petite mort' but I feel inside it might be a little death of another sort. The death of innocence. The death of our relationship as brother and sister. The death of hope in finding an acceptable true love. Love kills love how ironic. I would weep some more but it appears my body has no more fluids to give.
So I clean and make myself presentable. I'm ready to move on to 'the party'. I'm out of mice's but I packed a fresh pair of knickers, slightly sexier ones. I dump the soiled pair in the bin. No point carrying that strong aroma in my purse. I cleaned the green and gold from my face but left the heart Sam on my forehead. Then I check out with mum and dad.
"Enjoy," says mum "but remember the Louvre in the morning."
Their venue is only a few blocks away so I walk and enjoy the cool Paris air of excitement and the unknown. I feel Iike a movie star who owns the night and owns the street.
And I'm there. Suddenly I'm that young girl pictured on Sam's wall. Vulnerable, innocent, shy and uncertain. Do I go in? Won't I be a chain, a gooseberry on the party, on Sam and his friends? I hesitate but then I see him, Sam through the crowd. Across a crowded room how cliche.
Through all my new found sexuality and explorations the real me hesitates but I don't want to disappoint Sam. Hell, I didn't even text back I was coming. I could back out but my heart draws me in, draws me closer until I'm standing there behind him.
Jack yells above the noise, "You're here!"
Sam spins and I'm so close he almost biffed me one. His face just lights up before me and I know I'm safe. My big brother will look after me. My big brother will protect me. My big brother loves, Me! I can now enter the occasion with confidence. I'm happy to be his shadow and it appears he is happy to show me off.
I meets so many athletes, divers and otherwise. Some even have gold medals around their necks. Looks like the swim team is there, but there are many internationals. Apart from a few team finals tomorrow and the women's marathon, everyone has finished. So it's party time. Looking at the pairing offs and physicality of all the greetings I imagine things will be pumping in the village bedrooms later tonight.
Jack puts another French champagne in my hands. I'm floating with the bubbles.
Sam leans in and advises. "Be careful of Jack, I don't want my baby hurt."
Protective brother, but I do feel my I'm all grown up hackles spread. I find out later tonight why, when I saw Jack with another diver, male! Getting handsy and passionate in a corner.
Oh my God, I didn't realise, didn't think but crap a lot of the divers might be gay. I look around and see quite a bit of gender homogenous pairings. Suddenly it dawns on me. What about Sam? I've never heard of a girlfriend. Crap he is gay. Wow the last defence again my incestuous love for him. I sit with my champagne and begin to feel morose.
Sam sees the change and challenges me. "Are you okay?"
One part of me wants to flee, but the bubbles talk and I say to myself bugger it let's party. I grab Sam's hand and all but fling us onto the dance floor. If the party can't come to me then I'll bring the party.
So I dance, with every one. Selfies are taken, candid shots gathered, everyone is phone dancing. Hey that could be a song, not jive dancing but phone dancing. It's wild it's pumping. It's physical. I get more than one feel of those hard athletic bodies.
One of those bodies even comes up behind me and runs his hands over my form in dirty dancing style.
He whispers, "God it's good to feel a soft female body other than all these hard trained ones." He almost sells me but I move on.
Then it's Sam and I'm in his arms. My hand's around his neck I continue the dirty dance bringing my mound into his. Suddenly I'm moist again.
Sam interrupts.
"Come I'll take you home I think your've had enough."
I protest but he manoeuvres me into the fresh air outside. I realise I'm drunk.
He hails a cab and comes with me in the back. I can't really turn off the passion tap. I try to get amorous on the back seat.
Sam says, "God I hope you forget this tomorrow."
"What that I lovvvve you." I am drunk. But my true feelings spill into reality. Sam is good. He takes it, protects me and snuggles me right to my door. He holds the cab. I want him to come up.
"I don't want to be seen delivering you to Mum and Dad in this state they'll kill me. I need to go."
"Then not without a good night kiss. A proper one this time."
I grab his cheeks and pull him in. We stop and stare into each others soul for a second. We close the gap and a rather passionate kiss follows. Sam peels me off him an escapes to the waiting cab. I hear a deep sigh as he hops into the dab. Followed by a muted "damn" as he slams the car door and is gone.
I look at the lonely white mouse below my window and sigh. Go free little one. I almost want to pick it up and take it home as a momento of this one night in Paris. Eww Grose! Instead I stumble up the stairs back into my life. The reality of being just a girl, not quite a women.
As I tumble off to sleep I give into my melancholic feelings and text to my girls. 'V-card intact.'
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Inspiration in the Louvre
I did not wake early in the morning. I can remember me hearing myself groan a few times and realised I have a date with the Louvre. Lucky they don't open till ten. Fresh coffee smells waft in from the lounge. I stretch and try to remember the night. I flick through the photos. Apparently I had fun. I even had some film of an Italian athlete feeling me up as I danced. I quickly switched it off.
God that was when Sam interrupted and I nearly raped him then and there. Oh God.... then he took me home. I wasn't that drunk was I, but I do remember trying to seduce him in the taxi. And the kiss. I never want to forget that kiss. For me it was my first kiss. Well my first kiss of passion. That counts doesn't it. So he's my brother, tell me it still counts. My gay brother....
I go in and nurse that coffee. Mum and Dad are quiet around me. I get a hug around the shoulders from Mum.
"Good night huh? "
"What I can remember."
"How did you get home? "
"Sam dropped me off before he went back to the village."
"He's a good brother."
"You can tell me the juicy details later. Girl chat, I don't think you father wants to know."
And she left it at that. I crawled into the shower and wished I could smell my brother on me.
After I freshen up and dried myself I looked at my figure in the full length mirror. I wanted to see a sex goddess in the reflection but all I saw was innocence, a young, rounded, well shaped body with adequate breasts and soft features. The Italian was right. I was not a hardened athlete. But his simple passionate compliment was food for my confidence in that this body was alright and it will do someone.
I then left Mum and Dad and caught an underground train to the Louvre. I rather think they were pleased to have me go. Dad pushed a large euro note into my hand and said see you when the Gallery closes. Mm time for parental hanky panky. Imagination! that is TMI.
Now I have visited a lot of the National and State art galleries in Australia. But wow this place blew me away. I could spend weeks in here. I know I had to be strategic. I did not want to go and see Mona, why waste precious time in a crowd with scant views. So I went to the Greek sculpture gallery first.
In my mind I'm comparing these beautiful works to the body's that had been my study these last few days. I had remembered comparing the guys to the Greek Kouros form, but the archaic period the males while nude were less chiseled, minimum muscle definition. More like I remember Sam a few years ago when I last saw him dive. Much more innocent.
Then the classic period was mainly what I had appreciated this week. Clearly the perfectly defined and proportions body was the ideal body they were after. These were the athletes of the first Olympiad. It was a quiet gallery and I so wanted to run my figures over the forms. Then again I may have to settle to rubbing sunscreen into Sam instead. I hope I didn't scare him off with the Taxi incident. Perhaps he gets into the male form himself a bit too much. I sigh and move to the chicks.
It's a different way they presented the females. The archaic period the girls, Kora, are clothed but with alluring, very sexy cloths, that got more see through as the style developed. Like a sexy nighty. Innocence and virginity are the themes. But please display your wears. It's funny how scanty clothing is more sexy than total nudity. Of course they were made for the male clients. Was homosexuality a big thing in the culture. Plato or Socrates, I'm not sure which said it's the right of every citizen to have a young male. Of course only males could be citizens.
I know I'm going to be studying gender politics in art in my course. This is interesting stuff. Particularly when I get to Venus De Milo. Wow, I so want to look like her. I think that's how I will look in ten years time, if I don't have kids. Sumptuous oozing sexuality. Now nude but not naked, not ashamed. Why is our culture so hung up on driving our girls to thinness?
Wow, and as if in contrast the Nike of Samathras is so powerful. So authoritative, so incredible.
I take a lunch break and think. Is Sam same sex attracted, homosexual? I've just spent the morning amongst a crowd of perfect bodies. Granted with hearts of stone. I know it breaks my heart. But who can resist falling in love with perfect diving bodies all around you as your day job.
I genuinely think that we as humans are capable of loving and falling in love with anyone given the right circumstances and right intimate moments. But then we also can't help who we get hard for or in my case, who I get wet for. Damn or be damned. I got wet for Sam before I could even think about him being more than my brother.
I don't know that this walk around the Louvre has helped my dilemma or given some answers. It has sure raised questions. I decide to spend my afternoon walking through the paintings, but only looking at the nude ones or the overtly sensual ones. What do the master artists tell me about my newly awakened sexuality?
That's what I do; Scanning, stopping, scanning. Only once am I really really stunned. It was the painting 'the Raft of the Medusa' by Gericoult. First of all OMG it is huge. All I've ever seen are illustrations is a book. Wow, with this thing you get lost in the sea. The figures are life sized. You could be on that raft. The ultimate virtual reality painting.
But it was my dream. It floods back to me. All those bodies in the pool swimming in my cum juices and they can't escape. The rejected divers because they didn't measure up to my ideal. Am I to be a Medusa that breaks my lover on the rocks of despair? Or have the sirens got me, calling me to the rocks of passion? Drowning in my own passions and selfishness. Will pursuing this love destroy both Sam and myself?
Lost in this raging sea the gallery announces it is closing in ten minutes and I stumble toward the entrance. Profoundly moved and affected.
All I can say to mum when I get back is mind blown. We sit and chat while we watch the closing ceremony on that small TV screen. It's in French so we don't understand much. We scan the Australians as they enter. I think I saw Sam, but it was so quick and he was up the back. Of course as it was not an Australian broadcaster, the coverage was not edited for us.
We also discus tomorrow. Am I not told anything! Yes we are picking up Sam but no, we are not going to the South of France tomorrow. We are staying one more night here. Mum and Dad have tickets to the Moulin Rouge. I'm being left in the care of Sam. I can't say I have a problem with that. BUT I do have a problem. Now they tell me I'm sharing my bed with him tomorrow night.
This unit has only two bedrooms and no couch to speak of. I lose my shit. Typical sister share bed with brother protest. But the truth is, how the hell am I going to not lay my hands on him. I will be so wet and so horny. I don't trust myself. I don't care if he's gay, if I sleep in the same bed as him I'm fucking him.
Of cause I don't say that to the parentals.
Dad makes it worse by informing me that I need to get used to it. We will be sharing a room and often a bed in most places we are staying in Southern France. We we are not made of money. We have to make do. I look to mum for support but she just apologetically grins and nods; true.
"It won't be all that bad and you can chat and catch up. Just make sure you wear some appropriate nightwear. I'm sure Sam will be wearing boxers. God you've seen more than that all this week."
"Not the point Mum," I grumble. "I'm a girl. I need my girl space."
But I can't do anything about it. Eventually we head to bed. Eventually, being once the extremely long closing finishes. I did see a few people I know from last night and enjoyed pointing them out to the parents, although most of the time it cut away before I could get the name out.
In my room I was like a cat on a hot tin roof. What can I wear? It was going to be hot. It's summer, and it's hotter the further south we go. I really need a suit of armour. Or at least long-johns and a straight jacket. A crop top and panties is not a good idea. It's so hot, and I've been so hot that I've slept naked these last few days. And Sam was responsible for that hotness. God how am I going to rub one out. I've just found the joys of masturbation and I'm not prepared to give it up so easily.
Maybe I ask Dad to tie me to my side of the bed each night. I might trust Sam, but I don't Trust me. Given that this is for a week, if he is gay then he won't be by the end of it. Maybe I should just join a nunnery. That would solve all my problems.
How can I sleep now? I'm frustrated, horny, angry and frankly stuffed. I'm not hormonal yet but everything has got too much. I'm just in love. Let me be in love without all these complications. I curl up in a fetal position and just cup my mons.
I do sleep if fitfully. I wake sometime in the night and rub a small one out. But this only encourages dreams of Sam and beds and unfulfilled erotic nights spiced with nightmare.
Flashing my boobs.
The sun and outside smells wake me. I left the window open last night. Ce qui sera sera. I think I flipped a switch in the night. I start singing Qui sera sera, what ever will be will be.... as I hop out of bed. I know the song so begin to sing it bolder and louder, as I dance around the room. I decide to give in to it.
"Qui sera sera,"I pull aside the curtain and lean out singing to the street.
An old street vendor pushing his cart stops and looks up. A warm smile lights his wrinkled face,
"We Mademoiselle, Ce qui sera sera."
Then I realise that I'm totally naked and I just flashed him my wonderful youthful breasts. I quickly slump to the floor behind the window sill and am mortified. Then I break out giggling, which turns to laughing till my sides ache and suddenly I feel better. What will be will be. I also realise that my breasts must look very similar to a young Daris Days. I'm in Paris let me enjoy Paris.
I hurriedly dress in as close to a Doris Day swishy skirt as I have with me and skip down stairs to grab the families coffees and breakfast. I deliberately buy our pastries from the old man's cart.
I wink at him and say, "only English."
"We Mademoiselle."
He puts in an extra special tart for me. Because I have made his day, no his year.
"Ce qui sera sera," he whispers as he hands over the paper bag. I then pick up our coffee order and bounce up the stairs. Today I'm spending with my brother. Well tonight.
I have tickets for the Impressionist gallery Musee d'Orsay for the morning session. Mum and Dad will pick up Sam from the Athletes Village at two and drop his stuff back here. I'm to meet them under the Eiffel Tower at three.
My phone pings. It's Sam letting me know he has a special evening planned for me. But wear comfortable shoes. Mum winks at me. What is this? Does every one know everything except me. I want to ring Sam, well Messenger call, but I know he has a final team meeting this morning, thank you's and whatever else is required to leave the village. Maybe clean up all those used condoms for what we all hear. I don't want to catch him in bed having a last minute shag either. Either way he will be well and truely fucked this morning. But tonight is mine. C'est ecrit - it is fate.
I just have to come back to Paris. Too many amazing amazing paintings to see. Maybe if I study hard I could get a Churchill scholarship to spend time in this wonderful city. Needless to say the Impressionist paintings were beyond expectations. Recently there has been some serious research using these paintings to document pollution levels in the atmosphere early in the Industrial Revolution. Monet's Thames river paintings a case in point. I know the Seine was not pleasant to swim in this week, but a marathon in that thick air would have been yuck.
There are some lovely Renoir nudes here, again round, buxom, and cuddly women and sensually young. Their care free atmosphere contrasts Degas and Toulouse- Lautrec's working women of the night.
Then there is the convention breaking work of Manet who poked fun at and challenged the French establishment of using Greek and biblical mythology to justify naked female bodies painted for male voyeurs.
I actually understand my erotic scoring of the divers does just the same thing. My generation of boys have become so body conscious that they are developing the same body image psychological issues that we girls have had. All in an effort to look as good as what they see in porn.
I contemplate this as I walk to the Eiffel Tower. It's a pleasant walk along the banks of the river. I must ask Sam what he thinks the impact of body image has on young divers. And why do divers particularly have such perfectly toned and proportioned bodies?
I get to this iconic landmark and it is crawling with tourists. I wore my flat sneakers and bobby socks. I'm in Paris, I've just got to do a Doris Day dance under it. So I do. I dance and sing until I'm dizzy. Dance like nobodies watching. I want to do it naked like this morning or like a Renoir painting.
I heard mum say, "I don't know what it is but I think she broke last night." I spin and there's Sam. He puts down his phone.
"I got ya. My diving buddies are gunna love this."
I grab his hands and spin him into my dance. I whisper in his ear.
"I don't care my peeps have got some pretty revealing vids of you and them. "
And we laugh together, and we are family together.
We do the family shots and selfies that that iconic location and occasion demands. Mum and Dad are booked to go up the tower, so we say "Au revoir."
I've been working on my French. Sam shows me up by saying "A bientot." And we giggle, hold hands and are care free as we amble back down the Seine.
Suddenly Sam pulls me over to the river bank. Excitedly he points out a boat.
"That's the one I travelled down the river on during the opening ceremony." Momentarily he is sad.
"I wish I had thought of booking a dinner cruise on it tonight. But I have something special planned."
"What?" I demand.
"A secret for now."
"Okay I can't wait but first we have to talk."
"About the Taxi ride."
"No, but in a way yes."
So we sit on a bench. In the shade as the sun is hot.
"Ok give." Sam says.
"We have a problem, tonight. "
"When tonight?" as he fear his plans might be spoiled wrinkly his handsome face. I so want to kiss him right now.
"Ah... we have to share the same bed. You know sleep together." I see an instant reaction behind his eyes.
"Not like that" I punch him one in the arm. It's an acceptable Aussie sign of affection.
"So that's alright. We are brother and sister."
"I know but I don't have anything to wear that is in anyway suitable." Sam starts to interrupt, but I continue. "And I know I was drunk two nights ago, but I kinda don't trust myself now."
Sam is taken aback and mutters, "I was kinda hoping you wouldn't remember that."
"I know but I was off my tits. I trust you, but I'm not so sure I trust myself after that."
"What do you remember?"
I hesitate, too soon for any D and M. "Let's not talk about it. I want to just enjoy this time with my brother. All be it my Legion big brother who almost won an Olympic medal, who I have not seen for two whole years.... But we do need a solution for tonight?
Sam's eyes light up. " I know that's perfect. Where I'm taking you to dinner, that's not the surprise by the way, is off the tourist district. It's kinda like Brunswick street compared to Chapel street. Great authentic French, Moroccan, Algerian food and boutique cloths stalls. Trendy cheap and the real Paris. Pierre took us there the day after the opening. I wanted to share it with you. Let's go cloths shopping."
He is gay. My heart sinks silently within me but his enthusiasm is catching.
"Now?"
"Now"
So we weave our way off the main tourist streets into some older quarters. Suddenly we are on a busy road, but Parisian busy not tourist busy, a little shopping district.
I drag him into a cute little cloths shop that may have nightwear. Hey if he's gay I want his advise. I pick out a light top with pants set, hold it up.
"Peut-etre" wavering his hand horizontally. I guess that means maybe.
"Maybe good or maybe too sexy or maybe you just don't like the design."
He wavers his hand again. I'm liking this game. Who knew it would be fun cloths shopping with your brother. I pick a few to try on. In the dressing room I realised I was getting wet again. So I slipped a tampon in as insurance. I found a Leclercs yesterday and resupplied.
I come out and ask opinions. "Could you sleep next to this?"
Yet I was embarrassing him, I could tell, he was a little flushed. I tried to check his package but he was still wearing his team trackies. I notice this for the first time.
"What you can't dress up to take me out in Paris?"
He blushed and said, "My team uniform was a bit worse for wear after last night."
"I bet it was!" I said as I winked at him. "It's okay I'm proud to be going out with an Olympian, even if it is my brother!"
The eyebrows of the shop assistant rise. Mm she speaks English. I giggle and so does Sam. I will need a few outfits but I only choose one. We continue our journey down the street. I drag him into a sexy lingerie shop, it has Lingerie Sensuelle on the sign. I hold up a very transparent short top with obviously crotchless parities attached.
I hold it over my body and ask, "This one?"
"Non, non, non, non,non." as he bolts for the door.
I look at the shop keeper and we both laugh. We high five. He is hyperventilating out there.
I say, "he's my brother."
"O la la, hot stuff. I would want him as my brother..."
She leaves it hanging. I go outside to rescue Sam.
"Too much?"
"We."
Then we laugh. I think we need a drink. I find a shop selling fresh chimneys.
"You gotta try one of these have you had one?" I ask.
Heaven on a stick except there is no stick. It's a thin hollow tube of donunt, built like a chimney stack. We watch the machine layer the dough and cook it. Even more mesmerising than a traditional donut machine. Then you fill the centre with topping and fillings to your choice. I get mine coated with a layer on the inside with chocolate with a cream filling. Sam goes the salted caramel and ice cream.
As I'm eating mine I'm imagining me pushing Sam's penis through the centre as I lick the cream, when it extrudes and devour the chocolate and donut from around his hardness. I imagine climaxing with him cumming in my messy mouth. I have a mini cum there and then.
Sam looks at me quizzically, "are you alright?"
"Yes," I sigh, "just in heaven."
We laugh and clean ourselves up. - "You are right these are to die for."
"Petite mort." we both say in unison.
We then giggle and giggle. We both resist holding hands for a bit. We continue sleep wear shopping on the condition of no more stirring. He is right the prices are good.
We pass a traditional Greek clothing shop and I see it. Excitedly I stop and turn back to go in. I stop Sam following.
"No, not this time brother. You find some other windows to shop in, I will be out soon, I think."
"A surprise for me?"
I waver my hand. Sam laughs and moves on.



I was right, there at the back is the perfect Kora dress, traditional semi-transparent dress with a pleated section hanging from one shoulder. It's a bit expensive and so it should be. Then I remember the Euro note dad thrust into my hand. I can add a bit to that and we are good. I ask to try it on and the Greek grandmother who I find out makes all the cloths herself helps me with a fitting and shows me how to wear it.
She tells me, "You will need to wear it sans underwear. You know this style originally were only worn by virgins. "
I look at her and reply. "I was hoping to loose my virginity in this."
"Oh you sweet girl, not yet? I am surprised such a beauty in these modern times."
I confirm.
"Then I hope this catches the one you want."
God this thing is so sexy. If it's not to be Sam then I will treasure it until right man comes along to deserve it. I vow right there not to give myself away cheaply.
I leave clutching my newly claimed treasure. She gave me a good discount. It pays in Paris to be naive, and honest. Dads money covered it, Win win. I meet up with Sam and we backtrack it a little restaurant with exotic smells and as it turns out Tunisian delights.
The owner greets Sam. "Ah you are back, with your girl."
Sam blushes, "Sort of."
The man winks. "Here I will give you a special table and look after you."
Sam confidently ask, "For food, whatever you think, treat us to you best foods, but we cannot stay all night. We have a special place to be at eight."
It is already six, very early for service on the continent we are the first there.
"By seven thirty then."
"Yes great." Sam replies.
He is so carried, so confident so, I don't know,... composed. Wow, it's a Sam I have never seen. Perhaps being an Olympian has really changed him.
The food wow it was to die for, it came in small portions but constantly, different flavours, roasted lam meats, even goat. I am sold.
The owner personally serves us. He asks Sam. "Are you a soccer player? Tunisia is mad for Soccer but they did not qualify."
"No," Sam replies, "Diving."
"You dive for Australia?"
"Yes."
"No medal?"
Sam holes up 4 fingers, "Fourth."
"How high?" he asks.
"Ten metre platform, the highest one."
I swear the man almost looses it. He calls his wife and family from the kitchen and explains in Arabic. Well I assume it's Arabic and they all burst out with congratulations and joy. Sam gets some good Tunisian hugs and cheek kisses from the boys.
The owner Ali, thrust his card into Sam's hand and explains.
"My brother, Amine, lives in Sidi Bou Said, it is a famous cliff diving town. It's beautiful. My nephews are famous cliff divers in Tunisia, you must come and visit and dive with them. They will teach you and you can teach them. Contact me and I will let them know you are coming. They will look after you, you are family."
It is soon seven thirty and we must go. Sam goes to pay but Ali will have none of it.
"Go you will be late. You can't disappoint your beautiful girl."
Wow like wow, that was amazing. Not only the hospitality but the food. We are both so full.
Sam says, "I'm glad I'm not diving on this stomach. I've not eaten so much in years."
I describe a picture of all the divers with pot bellies. I add a fun commentary. We are both in fits of laughter as we weave our way back through the streets of Paris. Sam makes some up commentary of his own using the names of divers he knows.
We take pictures and selfies as we go. We did the same at the restaurant, with his family to 'Show his brother'.
Suddenly we are at the river and crossing a bridge.
Then we are at the Louvre. My mouth drops.
"Sam I was here yesterday, so much I would love to show you but it's closed, and we can't go early tomorrow as we have to leave."
"I know." then he reaches into his pocket and removes two tickets. He explains that they were giving away free tickets for special night openings only for Olympians. We will have the place to ourselves along with any other athletes who take up the offer. It's just turned eight o'clock, Sam takes me in showing his tickets and his Olympic accreditation pass he still has around he neck. He issues me in to the main hall and cloak rooms.
"But Sam," I say, "you don't like art galleries."
"How would you know you have never taken me."
Then he looks into my eyes. "Shiona I know this is very special for you. I want to share this with you, to see with your eyes and feel with your heart." He puts a hand over my heart.
"You have given up so much for my diving. You have seen me many times. You were always at my comps before I moved up to Brisbane. Now it's your turn."
My eyes water and he notices. He wipes a tear with his finger and adds.
"Tonight I want me to show me what you saw yesterday. To visit the same galleries, to tell me about the works that spoke to you and those that didn't. Tonight you are the curator of my vision."
I hug him and cry a bit more. Tears of joy. I look at him.
"You might be in for some surprises."
"No matter lead on. "
As we are about to go a gallery attendant says, "Now is a good time to see the Mona Lisa, no one is there yet."
"Sounds perfect", says Sam "point us the way."
We are shown the short cut through the galleries.
I whisper to him, "But I didn't see her yesterday." I explain my reasons.
"Then just this once. She will perform better without the crowd."
"One day I want to see you dive. Just you me and the water."
So we walk quietly to Mona and she hangs there looking back at an empty gallery. Yes there is an attendant but no security screen yes she has a glass in her frame and I assume it's bullet proof or tomato can proof. So we stand quietly and look in her eyes.
Sam whispers, "She is beautiful. So peaceful, so wise and yet so innocent." I agree. She is tiny, but this is how she should be seen. I lean into Sam and He wraps me into his shoulders.
"Maybe it's his sister. He loves her like a sister." Sam whispers. It is a holy moment and we quietly move on.
"Okay where next."
So I ask for directions. I could get lost in here. We are guided back to the Ancient Greek Hall. There are a scattering of athletes and partners arriving, many going where we just were. None will take home what we just found though.
We enter the sculpture hall, starting logically with the Archaic. I know we will finish with the Hellenistic Nike who in the distance commands this amazing hall. Yeah I grant that most of what we are about to see was looted. But it's been safe here for histories sake.
We start amid the Kore. I explain the concepts of purity, innocence, and virginity.
"These were the Daughters, loved and protected. Yes it was a male dominated democracy in infancy."
We discuss the use of clothes to hide but to reveal.
"The sensuality of that." Sam gets it, "Rather like that bit of fabric you waved in front of my eyes and mind." Sam grins.
"Rather like your budget smugglers!" I grin back. "Like, why do you bother. Yet yes they are erotic."
Sam winces. "Gotta keep the family jewels protected."
"Ohh that would hurt."
"A normal dive yes, let alone a failed pike landing."
He automatically reaches down and grabs, protects his package. Mm he is built. His turn to blush. He shares something I've never thought of.
"If you get your nuts it's so hard to get to the edge. Often the safety person has to dive in to help. Drowning is a real threat. That and whacking your head in an inward tuck."
I shudder and hold him. "Why do you do it?" I ask.
"Because for 1.8 seconds you are a falling fluid beautiful body using everything you have. It is an adrenaline rush."
"Then how come you remain so calm?"
"Routine and practice. Divers have to be almost Zen like calm before and after. If we try too hard or get excited then we fail. That hurts more. "
Wow, I'm learning about a divers life in an art gallery.
We move on to the Kouros, the Greek word for male. Now these are naked. Formally posed. Everything showing but innocent and young. Not over developed. Almost any youth.
Sam asks, "So why are they naked and the girls clothed?"
I answer with as much wisdom and knowledge as I can muster and surmise. "Because these were the young. They were the hope of Athens. When they grow up they will be the warriors and hero's but now they are the hope. We are seeing in stone here the beginning of the rise of the athlete. These are the prototypes, shepherd boys. Strong but innocent. Proudly Athenian, Greece wasn't even a thing then. It was city states."
"Yes they probably had wrestling matches nude, and running races but well before there was Stadia. Maybe that's how fathers chose partners for their daughters. You know like a nice young stud ram."
"Wow!" says Sam. "You will be so good at this. You should work in an art Gallery. How do you know so much?"
"Well I studied Greek art for my VCE, but it's nothing, nothing like walking among the real thing."
Before I move on I take a risk and comment. "This one is like you were... before you left for diving school."
Sam looks him up and down and says, "Wait, you saw me naked?"
"No, but I saw you in your budgies, the imagination doesn't have to work hard in those."
Sam's still red but nods agreement. We move on to the Classical period.
"Now these guys are all pretty fit and toned. I can see the change but why?"
"Well these are your Olympian's but it's more than that. By this stage Plato had espoused the concept of purity. Pure thought, pure ideas and pure form. Purity was the achievement of the gods. What they strived for. Flesh didn't matter. In fact nothing physical in the earth mattered, the mountains or the bodies. Physical does really exist, we are shadows of ideals."
"Then why almost worship them, I can see this is more than a literal pedestal?"
"That is the point, to get closer to the gods you had to move toward perfect. The Perfect body was one of them. Pure form over matter. Pure love was not sex or worse lust. Perfect love was a concept, an ideal. The world was not reality, the ideal was realer. It's like the perfect dive. You know what it looks like, feels like but can never really achieve it. You can go close, but repeating it every time is impossible. So you dive, strive, toward the perfection, not the reality."
"Wow you should give us a talk at dive camp. This is so helpful."
"Well it fell apart in the Hellenistic period. Can we play a game?" Sam looks at me quizzically. "Humour me."
I start. "That one looks like Jack. It is a more chiselled built one."
Sam gets the idea. "This one is like Pierre, and that one Hans."
"You know them well. What about this one maybe Andre?" I ask.
"No this package is too small."
I blush, "TMI but then you would know."
Sam hesitates, damn he is gay, I think.
He asks a bit shyly, "Ok so which one is me?"
I take his hand and lead him to the one I chose a few days ago. Sam's mouth drops. It's an early Classical kouros. Still innocent, but superbly proportioned. I want to take it home to put in my bedroom. It would help with the spank bank.
Sam is taken aback. "But it's perfect, he is beautiful. So sensuous yet manly, young but so powerful. But not over developed." Sam goes a bit dreamy. "Is that what I've become?" Looking back toward the archaic work I compared to him.
I get deep for a minute. "Maybe it's my ideal. That you have grown into my ideal. My idiolised, perfect brother. ( nearly said lover). Maybe absence makes the pure vision stronger."
Sam adds, "and training brings the body perfection without the distractions of normal life."
He holds me and says, "I hope it was worth it. I have missed you so much at times it hurt more than a bad dive."
We share a moment of shared loss.
I shudder and say, "well perhaps you can pick out me, let's look at the classical females. Remember the philosophy of purity holds for both genders.
What do you notice Sam?"
"Well the cloths are more refined and see through. God how do they do that in stone. And they are more fuller bodied, rounded but soft. And then the females are becoming bare breasted or are fully naked. Hey I know this one." He stops before the Venus of Milo. "Wow she is beautiful, so soft, so erotic."
"That's because Venus or Aphrodite was the Goddess of Love. Remember this is the perfect ideal of love. What every hot blooded boy and girl wants."
"Perhaps," Sam says, "but it's not you."
"I know but perhaps I haven't found love yet or am just growing into it."
These classical beauties are matured women who know their place and power in the world. So he went around and looked closely. He surveys the room and stops before the Venus of Arles. I give him a moment and watch him scan her body and frankly it could be my body. The one I saw in the mirror this morning.
I move up behind him and ask, "why?"
He is totally engaged. "Because she is beautiful, young but a women, innocent but strong. Vulnerable but assured. Sensuous but not a slut."
Then he realises that through this work he is seeing me. I realise it to and I am leaking copiously and swelling my mouse.
He adds, "But this is the ideal. I guess it's what every brother wants her to be."
"You have learnt and by the way thanks. But what about her half naked body?"
Sam chuckles, "A brother is always part voyeur."
"What have you seen me, you know naked?"
"I might have, but your were not as matured as this. Imagination, as you said is a powerful tool."
"Touché."
Embarrassed Sam snaps a picture of the sculpture and says we need to move on.
So we get to the Hellenistic period and Sam immediately realises that these are old people and not so perfect people. "What gives?"
Before I answer I want a selfie. I angle us so I get the sculpture of Psych in the frame, it's a bit further off, and I don't want to talk about this one with Sam. Hell I don't want to think about it myself. It is too close to my current battle..
"Ok in the Hellenistic period two things happen. First people start to realise that not everything is perfect. There a real people, with real work and real problems. Did you know that the sculptors were of the slave class? So we see fallen warriors and old women. But secondly another philosopher had arrived on the scene, Aristotle. Now he disagreed with Plato on the basic tenant of Plato's pluralism that the concepts are the real thing, and the world and people were mere shadows of these ideas."
"For Aristotle the world was real and physical. True he held to the idealism and still had a two part beliefs system, dualism. But he believed that the world was very real but an imperfect place. Cruelty was a real problem people had to deal with and just as the Pantheon, the gods, where in battle we are playing this out in a physical world. So there is still a Aphrodite goddess of Love. But human love was real and physical. Like real physical."
"Wow that's amazing, so belief really affects the art." Sam was really immersed in thinking about this.
"Yep, it's really important for lovers and relationships. But it was really important for artists and the arts. The artist becomes important, we start to get their names. But more so the arts moves out of the slave market and slave class and overtime they become recognised as craftsmen."
"In Plato why elevate shadows as we only need ideals. But Platonism didn't die, it is still rampant in modern Art ideas and concepts even among artists. To the point that today the artist statement is more important than the actual work or quality of the work. It's the concepts that matter. Pure Plato."
"Wow and you learnt all this stuff in high school?"
I smiled at him. "No I, haven't been wasting my gap year. I've been reading. I want to do well at this. Why totally waste the year."
We discussed the Nike of Samathrace. It's no accident that Nike is an athletic company and the most recognisable sports symbol around the world. It all started with this sculpture.
As we move on to the painting Galleries I stop for a minute. We take a seat.
"I have to explain something. When I came through here a few days ago and did what we just did. It left me with some questions. Questions about sexuality, passion, love and the place our bodies have in all of that."
I hesitate but need to get it out. "It ah left me a little horny." There I said it. I could see Sam's faint nod in agreement.
"Did it have the same affect on you?" Again Sam nods a very small nod.
"I'm right now a little bit... wet right now." (that was a lie I've fucking flowing, thank god for the mice) "Are you hard?"
Sam's mouth has dried up, but he croaks out. "A little bit."
"I know I'm been a bit open and yes honest now but when I came through the next section I decided to focus what I looked at on how the master painters depicted nudity and sensuality. To help me work through my feelings. So the next bit is a bit of a nude tour. I want to ask you if that's ok or do we just go to another gallery where it is safe? Remember that we have to sleep together tonight."
I see Sam relax a bit and he finds his voice. "Shiona," he said looking into my eyes. "What we just did was one of most, no the most profound thing I have ever done in my life. I'm moved, surprised, horny but I think I have learnt more about you than I could ever imagine in this past hour. I have many questions that I need to answer but it might take months as the thinking behind what we just did is worked out in my world. But I would be a fool if I passed up the opportunity for you to share more of your amazing insights. Even if it means it might make tonight harder."
I laugh a bit.
"I didn't mean that! " And we both giggle.
I continue, "I also realise you live your life amount some of the most amazing bodies in Australia and the world. And they are nearly nude and dare I say often nude. That was one of the things I was trying to work out in my mind. How the fuck do you do it?"
"For me it's sorta become normal. "
"I want to ask more Sam but can we agree South France."
"Let the tour resume."
I take us through a questioning walk through Western painting from the early renaissance. The greats like Rembrandt's wife, one of the most honest painting of love and relationship ever, to Rubins sumptuous Nudes. We talk a little freer, the barriers down a bit. I mention the supposed homosexuality of Caravaggio and Michelangelo, his nude slave is a sculpture among the paintings. I watch his reactions but get nothing. I do mention you can see it in their work.
Sam stops at painting of a young man. It's actually called young man beside the sea - by Flandrin. I don't tell him I stopped here for some time also. I wait. He brings me to him and wraps his arm around me and draws me into him as one would a pillow in the night.
"This one is me he whispers. It's what I feel. It's me on the inside. Vulnerable, scared, out of my depth. Tender, soft, yes my eyes are almost closed in deep thought but I can see through the haze to my dick. To my manhood, What makes me man. And I don't know what to do with this body and person I am. It's so hard sometimes. Just like I can't believe I'm sharing this with my sister."
I hold him tighter. Tears are running down my cheeks. Because I know he knows what I feel. And Sam has just shared the deepest thing he could ever share in his life.
He looks down at me. Takes a finger and wipes the tears from my face. Then he does the unexpected, the most intimate thing. He wipes his finger down the side of his face from below his eye to his chin. He shares in my tears and his eyes are glistening moist. A tear mixes with mine.
We move on walk silently. I didn't forget, in fact I've been dreading this next moment. We pass into the next gallery and are confronted with the Raft of the Medusa.



I gasp and bury my head into his chest. I am shaking. No, I am not climaxing, although my body remembers the climax that followed the dream. Now I am at my most vulnerable. Sam just holds me and leads me to a seat placed so patrons can take their time to view this amazing work.
He holds my hands firmly between his. His eyes not leaving the painting.
"Why?" he whispers.
"I had a dream. The night after your first dives. This painting is as if it's a scene from the dream sans the raft. I guess I need to tell you more."
"I have been looking at all these perfect bodies and amazing dives and fluid flesh through air, and surfacing at the edge. And yes I was getting turned on. I was hearing scores read out, judgements of the dives and thus the divers. Obviously it was running through my subconscious."
"In my dream all the divers were in a line. Waiting at the bottom of the ladder, still, in order, hands by their sides waiting judgement. I was at the end of the line I was the judge. I was scoring them. But it was not on technique it was on body fitness, no on what turned me on. Passion. I scanned the person and gave a score. "
"But they were imperfect. I gave scores 7.6 etc. As I pronounced the score I flipped them over my shoulder, they became cardboard cut outs of my ideals, and landed in the diving pool. As I proceeded down the line I realised that the group of divers I rejected were stuck in the pool. They could not get out. The pool was not water but an oily sticky substance, they were clawing at the edges and each other."
"But I ignored them and continued to judge. Until the last one left was Jack. He was the last one but he was not perfect. He scored a 9.8. Before I flipped him I stopped and looked and searched. I asked where is Sam? You were missing."
"Sam it was horrible. I flipped Jack in with the others. I was so callous, so judgemental. I woke from the nightmare. I was also.. " I hesitated but Sam had shared, I know I was holding back but I only opened up a little bit.
"I was also a bit turned on. No I lie, I just touched myself and I came so hard."
"Do you know what happened to me?"
"I.. maybe later... maybe..."
"Southern France," Sam finished my sentence for me.
"God I hope we have enough time time in Southern France, I mean alone. Imagine the olds hearing this stuff."
Again I giggled. The tension released.
I looked at the time. Nearly 10.30. God it's late, in panic I look around. Their regular night sessions close at nine thirty. I hope we haven't been locked in. The gallery appeared empty. We scurried toward an exit and noticed the guard at the doorway.
"What time do you close?" Sam asked.
The guard looked at his watch. "About now."
"Thanks," Sam replied, "thanks for the best night of my life."
"Bonnie nuit, amour. Que la nuit vous embrasse amoureux."
I giggled again. My schoolgirl French knew enough to understand the first bit. Good night lovers.
Holding Sam's hand we walked to the entrance just as the times up announcement happened. We walked past the toilets and I said,
"I've gotta go don't let them lock me in."
My mouse needed changing. Again behind it was a large flow of the stuff divers can drown in. My wicked thought was I hope someday soon Sam will try diving into me. Hell am I getting a dirty mind? Where did this come from? No guy has ever even touched me there. But I don't have time for a good release, besides tonight has been about love not lust. So I clean myself up, insert another flesh white mouse, as we are not home yet.
Sam is just coming out of the gents. It has been a little while, I wonder if he just rubbed one out. God there I go again. We thank the staff at the exit and let the night embrace us.
The plaza outside the Louvre is buzzing with people. The night is young, so we agree to spend some time just enjoying Paris at night. We are more like lovers than siblings. Are we flirting? I don't know but I do know Sam is more reserved than me. The question of whether he is Gay still hangs there. But I think he realises he holds his precious sisters heart in his hands.
For me I want to delay sharing the bed tonight as long as possible. I need to be tired. We chat of home and friends who have messaged us this week. I do not share the contents of my girlfriends posts. We take some night photos. My phone is fairly good at those.
The new moon is just rising above the Seine so we go down to the bank and take photos. Well the bank, like the Yarra in Melbourne, has sides lined with stone walls. I won't call the Yarra dirty ever again. But we get some nice selfies with the moon and reflections in the river. The night conceals all manner of ills.
I text a photo of me and Sam to my peeps. My bestie quickly private messages me back.
' My god are you FUCKING him?'
"No!" I squeal. Sam asks if I'm alright. God I said that aloud?
"Yes I'm fine, I've just got to sort this out."
I move away.
'God NO, I reply, how did you think that?'
'That last post.'
'What?'
'And some of the posts from today. I ask again are you fucking him.'
'NO!'
'Well you should be.'
'But he's my brother.'
'I know but if I was you I definitely would be.'
'Don't put wicked thoughts into my head.'
'I think they have been there for a while.'
'When have you been into incest? Mm we will talk when I get home.'
It was half a threat and half I've got to be able to share this with someone sometime.
'Go back to lover brother, this night is not over sweetie.'
I quickly put my phone away.
"So what gives," Sam says.
"Just had to clear up a miss conception before it hit the rumour mill. She didn't recognise you, thought I was with a lover not my brother."
Sam clears his throat. But says nothing.
By mutual silent consent we turn and stroll back toward the underground. It was been by far the most wonderful, romantic, soul shaking night of my life. I look up at Sam and say.
"It's nearly twelve - midnight. Take Cinderella home Prince Charming."
"Can we just pause so I can say we saw Paris at midnight? Besides I want to see what you turn into." He smiles a cheeky smile.
I giggle. God I have been giggling so much today. Boy have I been flirting so bad. If he doesn't know this he is so thick. Ok or typical guy. But yes he is so gay.
It is only a couple of stations to our apartment and we stumble up the stairs to this tiny unit. We go quietly unless we wake Mum and Dad. But it is quiet, their door is open and they are not home.
My pulse jumps and I decide I need a cold shower.
Sam's things are in our room. He is looking for some boxers. I tuck my special purchase into my suitcase and lay out my other purchases. It is still very hot in here so I open the window. Sam is looking indecisive, vulnerable. God I so love him.
"Sam you have first shower, I might take a while, turn the light off when you get in bed."
He grabs his boxers and I hear the shower start. I chose the safest set from the selection and remove the tags.
Then I sit on the end of the bed and wait. It is quiet and I can hear every noise from the bathroom. I decided then and there that there is no way I can rub one out while Sam is in here. He would hear everything.
I hear the shower as it falls over his skin and off as he moves around. I can hear the shampoo as it pumps like cum from the nozzle. I feel the soap as it moves over his well formed body. The sound changes when soap lathers. I listen carefully like a voyeur for a rhythmic sound of pumping flesh in flesh but it does not come. He does not cum. Good boy I mutter. Save it for me, I think.
I pull myself up, I've got to sleep with that Apollos, calm down. I hear the shower turn off. Then a shout.
"Shiona, there are no towels in here."
"Opps be with you in a minute." I go to where the towels are kept and retrieve a few.
I knock and Sam opens the door, he is hiding behind it. He does not realise it but through the semi fogged mirror I have a view of the most amazing naked butt. I hand him the towel but pull it away at the last minute.
The view is too good to end. I begin to hold it out slowly. "Please don't sis."
I say, Sisters can be brats and voyeurs too," as I give him the towel. He spins and sees himself in the mirror. The towel is covering the prize as he slams the door shut and slumps against it.
"Don't laugh," he shouts, "unfair!"
When he comes out he is in his boxers. I stand to the side clutching my towel and cloths to my body.
I don't look up, but mutter,"thanks for the best night of my life, with the best views." I giggle again as I slip into the bathroom.
The door opens and he is smiling his cheeky grin. "Good night little sister." He is too soon to see anything. "See you in the morning."
"Not if I see you first!" I grin back.
I let the water run over me I start with the water cool, and warm it up gradually. I don't want to wash away such an amazing day. I want to keep his smells and my dried tears forever. But I realise, this one night in Paris, come what may, will live in my soul forever.
I discover the little mouse is still in its hole so I pull the white tail and watch as my vagina releases it's captor and the liquids behind it. They are still silky and stretchy. I think of a firm penis withdrawing itself until the head appears and it is followed by creamy cum and girl juice. But then I remember the sounds and behave myself. God how am I going to sleep.
I turn the water back to cold. I shudder, turn off, and step out of the shower. My mind is fortified again temptation as I don my pjs and prepare to slip through the darkened room to my, our bed.
Just as I'm about to turn off the light I see the sodden white mouse on the shower floor. Crap I nearly missed him. How embarrassing. I can't just throw him from the window like last time. Sam is probably still awake. Then I had a idea, same idea different delivery.
I squeezed out a bit of the water and juices between my fingers, then wrapped him up in the end of the towel. I can't help but smell my fingers. I want to mark Sam with them.
I walk quietly to the window, the city lights leak into the room. I can see too well. I shake the towel out the window as if to spread it out to dry, which I then put it over the sill. I lean out and smell the ovens beginning the mornings bake.
"Be free little mouse," I whisper. "Go play with your friend." I then slip into bed.
Sam was right on his edge and he looked a bit uncomfortable. I keep well to my side and turned my back to him as he had done. I start to relax and I can feel sleep falling at last. It has been a long long day.
"Je t'aime, bonne nuit." I whisper. God I hope he does not know some French.
It should have been sleep but then I hear my folks enter rather noisily. I hear shhhh they will be asleep and my father say, god I hope so, then giggles and laughter. These walls are thin and soon I hear the rhythmic sounds of mattresses and flesh.
I groan and put my pillow over my head but they are still there. They go on and on then change,then start and change. I hear mum peak a few times. God Dad you stud. Finish will you. Let me say the finish was not quiet. But then it stops. I move back to a fetal position, cupping my mons and a breast and drift off to sleep.
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The massage
This story is a very slow burn and involves incest between a Sister and Brother. Expect it to be about 14 stories long. Some parts posted will contain two stories combined. Eleven are already completed.
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While set during the Paris Olympic Games and its historical setting. None of the athletes in this story are meant to represent any athlete competing in the games. Or other persons otherwise living or dead.
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The first thing I am aware of is warmth and a pleasant but unusual smell. I breath in some more and it is boy. In fact it is my brother. I know that aroma from long long ago. It is so familiar and soothing. I feel beneath my head warm flesh and comfort. I snuggle a bit more. I add the two together and come to a conclusion I don't want to disturb.
Slowly opening one eye I look down a smooth hairless body over some perfect abs that move in sync with the regular breaths passing through my hair. I continue to look down the body of Adonis. I begin to remember the intimacy of an evening spent with my brother. Then I snap my eye shut.
Did I just see... Cautiously I open both eyes and there at the waist band of silk boxers I am being looked at an eye in the centre of the most perfect penis. Not that I would know, it's the first real, hard penis I have ever seen. Yes, I have looked at porn, but just a little bit, for knowledge and tips. As I shared, until this week I have never made myself cum.
I realise I'm holding my breath so I slowly breath out and in, in rhythm with Sam. My core starts to melt. Intuitively I know it's morning wood. But I am cuddling him, my leg across his leg and my groin pressed into his hip. I move a little but his arm moves and brings me even closer.
What do I do? I look some more and see his cock twitch and slip further into view. I mentally upgrade his package score. God he is hung. Well I can't see his length properly from here because of perspective, technically foreshortening. But from this angle that means he is bigger than he looks.
He has the perfectly shaped head and it keeps twitching. The next thing I notice is he is thick. He is circumcised but I'm sure I already knew that. I imagine that perfect head penetrating me but I think how could he ever fit? He is hard and maybe even growing, getting harder.
Breath. I breath. I know I have a wet spot on my new sleepwear. Then a bead forms from its eye. I first think it look like it's crying. But then fear strikes, is he going to cum? Is he actually cuming?
I have to do something. His penis twitches again and he groans. Must be a good dream. So I slip my leg off his and he tries to follow me. I bury my head further into his arm pit and with shut eyes pretend I'm stirring and waking.
"Please don't go." he mutters. I think he is asleep.
"I'm sorry Sam I didn't mean to be snuggling with you." I said in a waking slurring voice.
Truth is I was wide awake. I lift my head and look into his eyes. I think he was enjoying it too. I rest my head back down and look again into his eyes.
"Thank you for yesterday and last night. It was perfect. But your my brother, so I think I should get up."
He looks down past me and his eyes are suddenly saucers.
"Oh my God!" he cries and pushes me off him and rolls onto his stomach in one move. "I'm sorry," he says into the pillow, "how embarrassing."
"What... "I hesitate and act as if innocent, "oh, ohhh."
I can tell his face is red because his neck is red. I learn over his back and press my covered breasts into it. I stroke my hand over his back and neck and quietly say into his ear.
"It's ok, it's just morning wood, it's perfectly normal."
Then I see his butt, half out of his boxers clench.
He cry's, "Oh god not that!"as his body spasms.
I realise he has just come, big time. I'm embarrassed now and I get up and say I think I'll check if Mum and Dad are up and flee to the living room. I do hear all sorts of groans mixed with swear words mixed with panicked bedding being stripped. Mum emerges for their room and asks if everything is alright.
"Yes mum, Sam's just having a moment."
"How was last night?"
"Perfect."
I start to tell her a few details. She knew that the Louvre was happening. I was in the middle of telling about the meal when Sam sheepishly slips through and has another shower. Rats, I wanted to smell his spunky body.
I grab my day clothes and join mum again. When Sam finally emerges I slip into the bathroom and change. I don't want to wash Sam smells off me yet.
When I come out, Sam is finishing telling about Ali and his family and the offer and free meal. I can see he would really love to do it.
"Maybe you can go when you retire from competition and take Shiona with you. Get a real holiday not a working holiday." Mum suggests.
"I need coffee." I hear Dad say through the bedroom door, "and make it a double shot."
I grab my purse and then Sam's hand.
"Come on let's go. I want to introduce you to someone."
I drag him down the stairs. In the stair well I stop and look warmly at him.
"Don't worry it happens to everyone."
He is sheepish. "But but I came."
"I know," I said. "My only regret is I didn't get to see it happen."
"Shiona!" I giggle.
"Come." I giggle again, "to get the coffees I mean."
Sam cracks up and laughing we spill into the street. We order our coffees and while we wait, we line up at the old street vendors cart.
"Bonjour Mademoiselle."
"Bon matin. I will switch to English, if that ok, I'm at the limit of my French."
"Certainly young lady." His English is good. "Thank you for trying."
"I want to introduce you to my brother. Ce que Sera Sera."
The old man's light up and replies, "We ce que Sera Sera."
I say out loud leaning into my brother.
"I accidentally flashed my tits to him the other morning."
"It was all my pleasure." he added, "Has she flashed her tits to you yet?"
"Non." Sam says his jaw dropped but having trouble hiding his smirk.
"Well she should it is well worth it."
It was my turn to blush.
"You say the nicest things." I smile as I pay for our pastries. "We are leaving this morning so Adieu."
"Adieu Jeune fille C'a ete un plaisir, it has been my pleasure."
We pick up our coffees and like two lovers we move up the stairs.
On the landing Sam asks, "how did that happen?"
I giggle, "I will tell you when we are in the South of France."
"Will you flash me your tits?"
"Maybe... maybe not..."
"In the South of France?"
"Maybe, it depends," and I leave him hanging.
Dad gets stuck into breakfast as he is leaving soon to pick up the hire car.
"I trust you will be all packed when I get back."
"No worries Dad."
In no time we are ready to go so the three of us sit around talking until Dad returns.
Dad bursts in and mumbles, "there is another tampon down there in the street, god these French, disgusting."
Sam looks at me quizzically. "I will tell you in the car."
We go down and find our hire car is a light lemon yellow old one.
"Dad, you hired a Citron DS, awesome. How did you manage that?" Sam is impressed.
"The boot's a bit small." says mum.
"But it's a classic," dad defends.
Sam and I slip into the back seat. Mum is struggling with her seat belt. It's an older style. I look around for mine.
"Wait where's my seat belt," I ask feeling along the lush new leather bench seat.
"There is none, it's an old car, before they were standard."
There is a lovely amount of room for two in the back but it would be a squeeze for three. The car has a narrower rear end than front. As we begin to move off into the traffic I lean forward between mum and dad.
"Mm I like the freedom this gives." Then I think wow.
I ask, "You don't mind if I snuggle up to Sam while we drive?"
"Not at all," smiles Dad, "I thought you might appreciate that."
"I've got a lot to catch up on," Sam chips in.
I move back and snuggle into Sam.
"Ooo this is so good. I love having my big brother holding me tight."
"Enjoy," mum contributed, "but didn't you get enough of that last night." Sam almost choked.
"Mum we were as close as two nuns in seperate sleeping bags," I covered. Well we were to start with.
Sam relaxes his arm around my waist.
"Well you don't need to be so unrelaxed," mum continues. "Enjoy him while he is with us."
I look up at his adorable face and inhale his scent as I nuzzle. No more chlorine just clean boy. I think I'm beginning to get off on smells. They satisfy a deep unconscious need. But Sam has a slightly puzzled look, he is thinking about what mum appears to be suggesting. After this morning he must know that's a risk.
Why is mum being so open and even encouraging. She must know something. Then the penny drops. I know, she knows Sam is queer, then I must be safe. I swear under my breath. I challenge myself to find out before tomorrow night. It will require some Deep and Meaningfulls to get to that question.
Slightly disappointed I contend to just be in the moment and find out where the trail leads us.
"Tel est le treck," I say out loud.
"What's that?" asked Sam.
"Just practicing my French. It means something like follow the road."
As I say this, Dad moves onto the Autoroute going South.
After about an hour of this mum says, "this is boring, I can see a highway at home. Can't we take a more scenic route?"
"Sure Love, we have plenty of time."
So Dad takes the next exit. I know he has no idea where we are. Soon we are on a narrow cobbled road, Dad pulls over and the car appears to be acting funny, like lifting a bit.
"Just raising the car a bit for the rough roads, Shiona, can you just pop out and check the back tyre on your side I think I felt it wobbling, we might have a flat?"
I hop out and look, then I scream, "Dad don't move, there's something really wrong. The tyre is not even touching the road."
Sam leans forward and gives Dad a high five. They are laughing.
Mum says, "Stop that, this is serious. I knew it was a mistake getting an old car." She hops out and joins me. "We aren't going anywhere love."
"Well you wanted the scenic route," Dad counters.
Then before our eyes the wheel drops down a bit then goes back up. "WTF." We both say.
"Sam get out here! this is..." I call, but Sam is rolling in laughter. What joke did dad just tell him. It must be good. Suddenly the wheel goes back down and firmly stays down.
"Well it's back down but I'm still not driving in this thing." Mum is adamant.
Then front tyre starts retracting up. Sam rolls out of the car in stitches.
"That's amazing Dad, it's just like a penis shrinking in cold water, going up to safety."
Dad really liked that one. I've got to see that I think. I race around to Dads door and attack him.
"What are you doing Dad? I'm gonna kill you." I tickle him.
We all hop out and there we are on a quant French county lane. The views are breath taking. Sam is sucking in deep breaths between giggles.
Meanwhile dad explains,"The unique feature of this car is you can raise or lower the wheels, together or independently. It means you can change a tyre without a jack. You just retract the wheel you need to change."
"I'll retract your balls if I can lay my foot on them," says mum. Then we all start laughing.
"Family hug!" I cry, and we all gather in the middle of the deserted road.
It must look funny, a vintage car, all doors wide open and a mad family hugging without a care in the world.
We get back in and Dad looks up google maps to get us back onto a B road so we don't take all day.
Sam and I go back to our snuggle.
"Dad got me good." I comment. "Hey were you in on it?"
"No," say Sam, "but this is my dream old car, if I could afford a car. So I knew it could do this. I twigged what Dad was doing as soon as he asked you to check." I dig him in the ribs.
"Hey don't bruise this Body. It's a ten. Look you haven't told me about the tampon."
"Oh it's nothing really but perhaps a bit grose. I was dying to tell him the whole truth but not yet, and not in car. Maybe if things turn out how my heart wanted them to."
"When we came downstairs the morning of your Semi Finals there was a sodden tampon on the road outside our unit. It was a bit grose, but strangely there was no blood. We were all disgusted. I suggested it could have been dropped by a kid playing with their mothers unused tampons. They look like fluffy little white mice. So that there being another one this morning is more than a bit strange."
"And it hasn't rained, so why sodden?" Sam added.
"I guess we'll never know. French best seller: the mystery of the unused Tampon."We laugh and all too soon it's lunch.
After lunch I go back to snuggling. We doze a bit but like in and out. Sam moves more sideways and I settle between his legs. Both his arms can now wrap around me. I feel some hardness pressing into me. It later retracts and then grows a bit. I'm feeling the vibes. We both know what we are feeling. Sam leans down and whispers.
"It has a mind of its own. I don't want to risk a repeat of this morning. I think I need you to move back to how we were before."
So I go back to leaning in. He isn't wearing trackies this morning just loose shorts. I smile and quietly check out his hardness. Eventually it retracts and we both drift off into deep sleep.
We are awoken by mum saying, "Look dear aren't they cute."
I see her put her phone down. I rub my eyes and sit up.
"Send me a copy," I ask, and soon both our phones ping. We have stopped. "Are we there?" And we are.
We are at a cute little farm house conversation B&B. It's near the village of Macon, about halfway to the coast.
"I don't know what we are getting but it was two bedrooms." Dad informs us.
So as soon as I can I rush in and check it out. The masters is a bit small and no Ensuite. I dash to the other room. It was two single beds about a metre apart in a narrow room.
"Thank God," I shout, "two beds."
Sam looks a bit relieved. I like the set up. The living space is between the two bedrooms. I say to Dad, he made to bookings and thus cops the flack.
"It's good. I won't have to listen to you two..."
Mum asked, "Did you hear us....? " and raises an eyebrow at Dad.
"Maybe a bit I heard you come in." ( of course I bloody heard you) but I don't say it.
"Well at least we won't have to listen to you two chatter all night." Dad covers. "Besides we need to get up early and get going. I want to be at our next digs by early afternoon. The next one has its own private pool. I'm sick of smelling Chlorine, looking at Chlorine but not getting wet."
Mm this could be alright. We can stay up a bit. We can sleep in the car.
That evening we played cards for a few rounds of 500. Young ones vs old ones just like we used to. When we were learning it was boys against girls. We all had a glass of the local wine that was complimentary with the place and the olds hit the sack early. I also think the big night at the Moulin Rouge was catching up on them big time.
So we sit on our beds looking out the window at the narrow end of the room, watching the twilight bring in the night. I realise I promised myself I would get one very important answer before the night was out.
Just as I was thinking that, Sam asks.
"Is this far enough south? You wanted to ask me some things."
"Okay, yep, I guess we can start. First I wanted to ask you about divers bodies. Why are they so perfect." We are already in our sleepwear. Which meant Sam was simply in boxers so I got to perve on the fine body.
"Well that's both easy and hard to answer. All of the divers are very proud that our sport has the best bodies. If you take a classical view of them as you pointed out. Bodies for courses. Like think of a sprint cyclist, massive thighs, male or female. Can you think of others?"
"Yes of course, hammer throwers heavy to counterweight. Long jump or high jump, tall and thin."
"Right on. Every sport has groups of muscles that are developed to the performances advantage."
"So how come divers are so perfect?"
"It's because we have to be highly balanced and tuned. To do a perfect dive your body has to work in every muscle to perfect synchronisation. If you have oversized biceps your arms would be too strong and you would twist too fast. It's worse if one side is out of whack with the other."
"Is that why the diver who obviously had some extra support for his arm didn't do so well?"
"Exactly. If he hadn't had that injury he would have gold around his neck, instead of bronze."
"Is there something about the Chinese body shape that makes them so good."
"Probably not, the sports scientists so no. It's the difference between choosing your best divers from a pool of 30 million and one billion options. Then the training regime, they are selected and trained really young. It a brutal life for the younger ones."
"You seem to be very friendly with them, how come?"
"I think when they get to perform internationally they are treated a bit different. They are hero's in their county. Like basket ballers are in the US. They get good money and have privileged accomodations. Yes they are controlled. They couldn't come to our party. The risk of defection is great. But we are good mates and they love us Aussies because we are so chill."
"You don't get jealous?"
"No we are all striving for perfection. We learn so much by just watching them. We don't have that distrust of the Chinese or competitive spirit that USA competitors can have. Notice there were no Americans in the finals?"
"Yes I thought that strange. They are normally up there."
"True but in diving it's the body thing. They are too uptight, too tense to really jump up a level. Mmm maybe it's the zen thing the Chinese have in their DNA. I might ask the sports scientists about that."
Sam stretches out. He groans. "Oh I'm stiff."
"Did I sleep on you the wrong way."
"It's not that. My whole body is stiff. You are speaking with a well oiled machine here, perfectly balanced. I haven't had a massage since before the team meeting."
"How often do you get a massage?"
Every day and if I'm actually diving before and after. After competition we often have quite a few. Depending if we do any damage."
"Wow someone gets to play with that body every day. God I couldn't do that job."
Sam sits up a bit, "Seriously would you like to give it a try. I could do with a massage and actually I could do with one before I lock up entirely."
I was about to excitedly take up the offer, as I would love to get my hands all over that body. But I suddenly get a fresh dose of wetness, my panties are screaming, where have all the mouses gone.
"I.. I can't."
"Why not?" asks Sam.
Time for honesty and maybe it's a chance to ask my big question.
"I..l I can't, I'm so horny just looking at that perfect body of yours. Unlike someone I know, I haven't had a release in a few days. I would come faster than you did this morning."
"Wow,... thanks for being honest. But I do need a massage. Do you.. ah want to rub one out first. I could really do with a massage."
"But that would be so embarrassing, the bathroom is just behind the parentals bedroom."
"So maybe we do it together," Sam suggests.
"What?" I explete in a forced whisper.
"I don't mean together together. I mean on our separate beds."
I think about it... boy what an offer. I think, But yes I guess it would be ok. Ok I mean I would like to go a lot further than that. Good place to start.
"Sam, you seem pretty comfortable with this?"
"Yeah it comes with the territory. We spend a lot of time in shared bedrooms. We often don't get a choice? Besides it's a good all round body tension breaker, so long as you do it at the right times."



I raise an eyebrow.
"Yep even our sex is controlled. Especially if you're in a relationship. Don't mess with the body balance." He grins, "Lucky I have a month off."
I laugh, "Wank yourself silly bro."
"I'm hoping I might get more than that this month."
"I get what you mean. Maybe in.."
"The South of France."
"Yep South of France, you can be my wingman. "
"Ok I'm in but how do we do this?"
"Well maybe we just start, you know playing with ourselves. But I have one condition."
"What's that?"
"After, you get your hands on this body and give it a massage."
I'm already beginning to run my hands up my body and feel myself a bit.
"Um if I do that I will need you to go slow."
"Why I thought said you were ready to go off?"
"Yes I am but I'm not a guy. If I'm going to be touching that body I'm gonna have to come quite a few times before I could trust myself."
Sam has pulled the sheet up already, well summer doona as they don't use sheets on the continent.
"Don't block all the view, and I need a towel."
There is one that I pushed off the bottom of the bed.
"Why do you need that?"
"I'm sorta hoping you will find out."
I have my bum in the air as I fetch the towel. I'm still in that position when I hear a groan. Well at least he's into bums. But that doesn't help discern the big question. I wiggle it a bit. I have the towel but I think,... yep I'm game.
"And I've got to loose these," I add, "don't want to ruin a new pair of pjs."
I slip them down and now he has a full view of my naked butt. He must have already seen my damp, very damp crutch.
"How am I going to go slow down with that view." We both giggle. "You know sis this is crazy?"
I quickly fold the towel in half and sit on it. My hands covering the girl bits.
"Shit," says Sam, "I better get these off too, I've only got two pairs. And we both know that one ain't clean no more."
I giggle again. "Yes Mr hair trigger, cool down ok. I don't want you blasting off and then watching for half an hour before my motors cool."
Sam rolls facing away from me and slides his boxers down. Now I'm looking at his naked butt. The one I saw yesterday but without the mist and it's close up. Damn that butt is tuned. He rolls back over covering his package. Not that he is very successful.
"Ok ready to roll."
We both glance sideway then away. We try not to look. But catch each other a few times. I've hardly started. I start with just a palm-heel rub over my mons. And groan a little. The first one won't take long. I part my lips and slide one finger down the side of my inner lips and bang I go off. I'm coming. Not major big time but minor earthquake. My eyes are shut. I take off my hands. As I start to cool a little, but I know I have to have more. After a minute I open my eyes and look at Sam. He is looking straight at me, well my pussy. His mouth is hanging open his hands are gripping the sheets and I can see a bead forming on his penis tip. He is in profile but I get a good look at his amazing cock. His hard pulsing cock.
He stays still. Sheepishly he said, "You said I had a hair trigger. God I thought I was an expert at edging. That was so hot I don't dare touch my rod."
"Ok Sam new rule. We can look. Obviously we can't stop that happening. I haven't even flashed you my puppies. I think I owe you that."
"God no! I can't even touch myself, don't add fuel to the fire."
I continue my pleasuring, I go slow but I feel the fires glowing again. I look at Sam. It's ok if I don't look in his eyes. I go slowly in the build up.
All he is doing is running his hands over that body. He goes nowhere near that cock but leaves it to pulsate on its own.
"I thought I was an expert at edging, I confess this is a new experience," Sam says.
"God me too, I only really made myself come the first time the night of the diving, after looking at all those near naked bodies" I confess - I don't tell him his was the body that set me off during the competition."
"I'm just new at this. This is the first time I've actually seen a penis," I say. At that his penis twitches and beads start to flow down the skin and meet his perfectly clean shaven pubic area.
"God you mean you're a virgin? Sorry I shouldn't ask."
"Use you brain Einstein, that should have been obvious. Wait stop talking give me a minute."
I slide two fingers down and bath them in some juices from the steady flow I'm creating. I slide them up either side of my clit. I'm looking at him, he's looking at me. I see him raised hand and flick his nipples. His dick pulses on its own. I squeeze my two fingers together bringing my Labia together and put pressure on my clit and I go off again. My vagina pulses and releases new juices, but no spray, Not yet. I want that to happen but later much later. This time my body is shaking though out. I'm arching my back and my mons, replete with its dusty light red tinge of hairs reaches skyward. I come down and look at Sam. His eyes meet mine, they are pleading.
"Let me cum Sis I won't make it through your next one. I want so desperately want to touch myself."
"Okay, if you cum do you think you could get hard and cum again. I actually want to see how you touch yourself."
"Shit yes, I'm so fucking Horny now."
"I love the way you played with your nipples, that's what triggered me. My nipples so want to be squeezed but maybe for when you need to get hard again. Stay where you are but I want to turn straight ahead. I want to get a good view when you do. And again give me a minute or two to recharge."
I move the towel, it's damp and I'm worried about the mattress. The floor is polished wood. I put the towel on the floor. My back against my bed and my feet propped onto the side of his bed. Sam gets a view of my full spread. He must be able to see my sopping wet virgin. God he could probable see my intact hymen.
I get an even closer view of his penis. It's turned a deep purple and it's head a dark Carmen lake. I can see the veins popping out so distinctively.
"Ok," I say, "take it slowly I want to see if we can cum together."
I begin again in earnest. I'm still so hot. I start working my folds, spreading the juices. They are losing their stretchiness so I'm not as fertile now but I'm still as randy as fuck. I continue avoid my clit. If he is gay I'm giving him a great anatomy lesson.
"Okay you can start," I say.
I watch him slowly grab his penis at the base and squeeze hard. He waits a minute then starts to slowly move his hand up his penis, gather the fluids, and spread them over his stem. This appears to lubricate him and his hand starts to glide. I'm fascinated by how his outer skin moves over the hardness. I so want to feel that and do that.
My fingers are now moving faster, dipping into my love canal and back. I feel the build up increasing quickly.
"I'm close, very close. Anytime now is fine Sam."
He instantly brings his second hand into play, first caressing the head then thrusting into both hands. It is so captivating, exciting and stimulating.
"Oh god Sam cum for me bro, cum."
His back arches up, he slams his hands into his base and his cock erupts with a massive blast of sperm that shots over his shoulder onto the wall. I'm cuming and cuming, but I fix my eyes on his penis as another blast comes. He lowers the aim and it splatters on his neck and chest. He is pumping now, spurt after spurt, decreasing in volume until he finally squeezes his whole pole and there is a final ozzz of creamy liquid running down his cock head. He takes his hands off his penis and it slaps back toward his belly. He is looking at me as I undergo a few final contractions.
"Wow, just wow," I say. "I hope to god our folks are sound sleepers. That was awesome Sam. Wow, I hope you can get hard again because I think I have one more big one in me. Do you know I have not even touched my clit yet?"
I watch the sperm run down the wall behind him.
"Hold on." I say and I grab some wet wipes from my day bag.
I can tell he is spent. I grab a wipe and without thinking lean over him and start wiping it off. I'm now so close I could just go ahead and fuck him. I have to use a couple of wipes. His cock is about half soft now. Then I look into his eyes while gently wipe his neck and chin. Cleaning his baby makers off that beautiful body. I lean in and smell, I don't touch but smell his spunk. Inhale and commit that unique aroma to memory. His body is glistening and I smell down his abdomen, I still don't touch and I draw close to his penis and I watch it stiffen again. Right there in front of my eyes. I sniff down near his balls and it's an earthen smell. I am getting more and more turned on.
I look at his new hardness. His penis recovers in front of my eyes it is awesome.
"Can you go again now?" I ask.
"God yes" he says, "don't know if I have anything left to come but yes."
"Ok just let me do this."
I take my hand and gather the pool of sperm that has pooled in the V of his chest. I scrape some off and into my hand with the other one. Then carefully as if I was carrying a million babies I sit back down on my towel and dribble the load over my clit which is poking out of my folds further than I have ever seen it.
Sam spins his body around to match mine but remains on the bed.
"If I can cum again," he says, "you're getting this next load."
Then he starts working his penis. Boy he sure knows his way around that instrument. He engages his balls, his nipples, his body into his efforts. He groans each time he squeezes the head. He twists both hands, he pumps and twists, at the same time. I begin to smear the sperm on my hand into my body marking myself. I leave the blob on my pulsing clit.
I'm getting closer and closer. Sam watches and then has a cheeky grin.
"Match this," he groans.
Then he does the impossible. He folds over and slowly brings his mouth to his penis head, then raises his butt and closes the distance. Wraps his lips over his head and licks and sucks. He can't go much further but it is enough. I thrust my hand down onto my clit, taking his juices with it and attack my clit, with my other hand I thrust my finger up me and curl it up. Sam lifts his mouth from his penis and starts pumping madly.
He aims it toward me and says, "Cum sis cum."
And I explode. I spray a torrent of juices up and over Sam. And again and again and Sam fires back thrusting toward me. He splatters his sperm into my open mouth and over my top. I spasm uncontrollably as wave after wave rip through my body. I don't know what sounds we made but we are spent.
Sam just looks at me and licks his lips tasting my spray. I don't know what it tastes like but I hope it's ok. I realise I actually know now what sperm tastes like. But I also lick my lips and sample some more.
Sam is now very limp but still red and swollen in the head.
We look at the mess and giggle. I lift off the towel and whip away what I can with what's dry of the sodden fabric. Sam stands and tiptoes over the mess. I've gotta wee. I'll try and clean up and bring back fresh supplies. I grab the towel that had fallen off Sam's bed and dry myself a bit. I do rub more of the sperm in. Why waste it. I wonder if it's good for the skin?
In hear the shower. It is only briefly, I guess he has a quick wash. He returns with a fresh towel. A bath mat and some dish cloths.
"Don't worry," he said. "I found a whole supply. I left the ones hanging up, For us tomorrow morning. But we will need to do something with these so Mum and Dad won't find them. You go have a quick shower, I'll finish cleaning up and get set up for that massage."
I take my clean bottoms. I hop under the shower and like Sam I'm quick. Besides I don't want to remove his smell so I only use soap on my bottom half. Well I have to take off my top as it's has nice wet spots and I guess it will stain. I will need to change before I come out in the morning. Mum has seen me in these ones she will wonder why I have different pjs on
I'm still buzzed when I get back into the room. I'm wearing my bottoms but not my top. I take a risk with the olds, but I hear Dad's distinctive snore so I'm guessing we haven't disturbed them.
I get into the room and Sam is lying on a big beach towel. I'm still a bit pumped. I think it's the adrenaline. Sam is slumped, he looks like he is done. He looks at me, and sits up in surprise.
"Wow those breasts are just like the sculpture we saw only they wobble." He leans toward me, "Are you sure your up to a massage still?" he asks.
"I'm actually very wide awake so yes. Don't worry I won't jump your bones or anything, strictly professional. But I am worried, I don't know what to do and I don't want to damage you."
"It can't be worse than von Brunhilda's massages."
"Who's Brunhilda?"
"It's not her real name. That's our nickname for her. She's the big butch masseur that we all fear, as her massages really hurt. But we also know she is the best at restoring us from problems."
He hands me the bottle and lies down on his front. He is still butt naked. It's a big bottle.
"I came prepared, it was you or Dad. I had actually thought I would have to ask dad. He's done it before."
"Ok just pour a little onto my back and slowly spread it with your hands. Good, now start to work it in. Don't be gentle, it's not a sensual caress. Be firm but not hard."
"Wow you feel amazing I can feel you different muscles as I go over them."
"That's good let your finger tips do the feeling. If the muscle feels tight, focus on it and press a little harder."
"Oh I can feel a tight one on your shoulder."
"I can feel it too. Put a bit more oil on and press it harder right to the edges of that muscle. It's a big muscle so push the heel of your hand into it as well. Can you feel it softening? See you can do it but I do need you to do it everywhere. Try not to miss a muscle. Go down and up my arms and legs."
I concentrate on this experience. Wow all the muscles are both clear and defined yet loose and weirdly relaxed. I can pick those that need extra work. I'm working on his legs and moving up to his thighs.
He gently says, "Now when you get to these big muscles give them a wobble. If they wobble they will be good but still explore with your fingers as there are some small muscles in there. That's right go right up into the groin. Now right up into the bum cheeks. Again right in."
Surprising I'm both enjoying this and not really getting excited and Sam is super relaxed. He doesn't look like he's getting aroused. While I'm working on his awesome butt. I remember the question. The big question I have to ask. Is he Gay?
I figure I can't get more embarrassed now that I'm actually working near his butt hole. So I start the conversation.
"Thanks for warning me about Jack. He is really nice, but I saw him fooling around with Pierre. I mean like making out and a bit handsy."
"That's okay, I didn't want you to get hurt."
"I wasn't that into him. He's a bit to older." I continue to chatter on. "I guess he's not the only one. There must be plenty of same gender attracted on your team. I mean living with all these perfect bodies and few opportunities to date and stuff."
"It's true," Sam says. "There are a few, perhaps higher than normal statistically. Some of my early Australian hero male divers are gay, one of them even coaches us from time to time.
I'm worried more so now, but it's now or never.
"So I've been wanting to ask... " I pause, "um ah are you gay?" There I asked it.
Sam is quiet for a while. "No Shiona, I am as hetro as they come."
I want to cry but I force myself to keep my fingers moving.
"Not that I think it would matter if you were. I would love you the same. But I wondered you never talk of a girlfriend or a girl you like."
Sam chuckles, "True but then I've never had one."
"What, never?"
"No. I've had crushes, even big ones but I've never acted on them and the moment just passes by. I need to turn over are you still up to doing my front."
"Yes, in fact I would like to."
"Do you want me to cover with a towel?"
"It's a bit late for that. And I pour the oil over his unbelievable Adonis chest. As I'm working his muscles he starts chatting. I let him go on.
"My turn to be honest now. I'm actually a virgin. In fact," as he looks up at my bare breasts. Funny I forgot I was as naked as he is.
"In fact yours are the only breasts I've ever really seen in the flesh. Like right now seen properly. Sure yes, I watch some porn, but no. Even those I saw a few years back were yours."
"It's just that I'm shy around the opposite sex and I've been focused on achieving my goals. I am young and I started serious training when I was sixteen, seventeen. Then I went away to the diver training centre in Queensland. Yep there are plenty of bikinis on the breaches but none that are diving. I have some wonderful friends amount the girls in the squad. But generally it's business for us all."
I'm moving down the left side of his chest and he says
"Stop that hurt. Go back and do that again. Yep,I was right. I thought so. Feel that little muscle, it hurts but not badly. It's tiny compared to those around it as l feel it's edges. I look closer. It looks a bit bruised.
Do know that that's where you elbowed me today. I knew you had hit that one."
I'm holding my hands over my mouth, "I'm sorry so sorry."
Sam giggles, "That's cute. It's okay it happens all the time. It's amazing how often you catch that one on the side of a bench. Do you know that that little muscle, it's called the internal intercostal. There are a series of them that run internally to the scapula, so if it's sore or pulled it can throw out your whole twisting dives. The bit you can feel is a tiny part of it but it is so important. It's like it's the controller of the big ones around it. A bit like how a little sister can control a big brother."
"Wow you really know every muscle in your body."
I'm working down his thigh and leg intersection. His penis is very limp and in the way.
"That's okay, just flop it to the other side."
Tentatively I do and it stays there. I work the muscles around it.
"Don't worry," Sam assures me, "you don't have to massage my dick, it's not a muscle."
I giggle, "Do you know that's the first time I've ever touched a penis."
"Well we're even then. I've never seen a vagina before either. Crap we are innocents aren't we."
"I'm done. Did I get them all?"
"Almost you forgot the fingers and toes, oh and the head."
I reach down and cup his face. By bare breasts kiss his chest first followed by my lips to his. It was almost sisterly.
"I love you bro but I think we need to go to sleep. It's almost two o'clock."
Sam packs his gear. Both of us go for a final bladder run, he is already in bed and dropping off when I return. I put on a new top and matching bottoms and turn off the light.
"Good night. By the way where did you put the soiled towels?"
"Right under my bed against the wall."
"We will have to make sure mum doesn't check under the beds before we go then"
"God I hope the cleaners finds them before they go really manky."
We giggle. "Our secret."
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Story 7. Chimney time.
Authors note. If you live in Europe you may have heard of or tasted the wicked donut called a Chimney. The rest of the world is missing out on a 'pete mort' look it up if you can't visualise one. This chapter uses a Chimney for erotic food play.
The story only contains sexually activity of a Brother and Sister over 18 years old.
While set during the Paris Olympic Games and its historical setting. None of the athletes in this story are meant to represent any athlete competing in the games. Or other persons otherwise living or dead.
..........
Chimney Time
Zombie sleep, well that's what they should call it. I was out to it so deep when mum stuck her head in to wake us. Sam groaned, I groaned. I looked at my phone to check the time. Fuck only five am. Dad wasn't kidding about getting going early.
I remembered last night. I took a deep sniff. The room smelt of a mixture of massage oil and other stuff. I took a whiff of my shoulder. Mm boy juice. It was where I rubbed some of Sam's cum in. Mm some of the other stuff was definitely boy and me.
I crawl out of bed, thank god Sam had the sense to open the window last night. I stuck my head out. Mm farm smells, bovine. That was the missing one. I think I will become a smell detective.
I go back to Sam's bed and look under. The towels are way back but the smell is obvious. Sam has dropped off again. I shake him. I come close and smell him deeply as I whisper in his ear.
"Cum for me bro, come for me. Do you have morning wood for me Sam? Oh Sam! Oh Sam yes yes yes!"
His eyes pop open and sees me above him grinning my face off. He is confused.
"O shit, was that you. I was in a great dream."
"So do you have morning wood?"
"Unfair!" he cries as he bolts out of bed and rushes to the toilet, crouching as he goes to hide his boner from the world.
"Fuck!" I hear him say, then the front door opens, and sounds continue outside. I rush to the window and there is Sam relieving himself against a tree. He is still hard and it takes a bit for him to let down. He doesn't realise I'm getting a profile view. The stream moves up before in arch's down. I clap and hold up an imaginary score card.
"8...7.5...8 and a half... 9." I intone in a classic scorers voice.
Sam spins around, tucking himself in as he goes. Sees me and shouts, "You're dead meat!"
Then he dives through the window does a roll and tackles a very startled me to the bed. Then he tickles me. It's on. In the mallee of tickles we roll off the floor and I land on top of him with a thump.
I have the soft landing. Then I realise.
"Shit I hope I didn't injure you?"
"Well if you did you will have to massage me again."
We are still giggling. I look down into his eyes and get lost for a moment. I think I'm about to kiss him when the door flys open and Dad barges in.
"Stop mucking around! Are you alright? Is anyone hurt." Dad looks at Sam confused. "But I thought I saw you rush outside."
"Well you said I could use a tree. Mum was in the loo," he explained.
I pointed to the open window and part mimed his entrance.
"It was a perfect forward somersault with a tackle tickle twist."I added in the commentator voice.
Dad laughed. "Well Mums almost out. We thought we would pack and go very soon and hit the village for coffee and breakfast. It looks like you guys had showers last night so shall we say twenty minutes."
Fortunately I remember my pj swap before going out so I pull out an outfit that I can snuggle in in the car. One that is also decent if mum turns around.
Then I remember that I had an answer. Sam is not gay. I decide I won't seduce him, even though crap it's tempting. I want him to love me for me, not because little head wants head from me. My mind boggles at what I saw last night. Sam was actually giving himself head. Maybe I should install a mouse.
I slip my top off then realise Sam is still in the room. There I flashed him again. What is with me and flashing.
"Opps sorry Sam, I didn't remember you were still here."
Sam is sitting on his bed and covering what is obviously a growing problem. Did I just say I wasn't going to seduce him? Was flirting seducing? Because I have a feeling we have both being flirting.
"Well I guess we will be sharing rooms all week. Perhaps we should just act natural." He whips his boxers down and moves naked to his bag. His bonner is now pointing up at an acute angle.
"Now that's not natural dude," I say. "Dam that's impressive."
I turn my back as I drop my shorts and install panties and shorts. Then I put my top on but not before I turn to watch him put a T on before his jocks and training shorts.
I look at him and say, "I guess we are both voyeurs at heart."
Sam nods and adds. "It fun though."
You better wait to let that go down before leaving. I grin as I leave to go to the bathroom. I'm actually busting by now. Mousie installed, I splash and wash my face. I don't want mum hugging me good morning and taking a sniff.
After coffee and breakfast we are on our way. We snuggle on the back seat. Sam says we can go back to the between his legs position again as he doesn't need to try and hide his reactions anymore. So we snuggle close as I wrap my arms around his arms wrapped around me. We sleep. It is a warm comforting sleep. It is familiar, we are family but at the same time it has an intimate edge. I want my brother as a brother first, and if it happens then my lover.
We are staying in Fabregas just east of Marseille. So we stop for light lunch in Marseille. Mums wants to do a bit of shopping for the next few days.
"Can Sam and I do a bit of window shopping while you do?"I ask.
We arrange to meet them back here in forty minutes.
When they have gone Sam pulls me to him and we amble closely.
"I'm loving having my little sister so close and being able to be open with her," Sam says. "I hope you can forgive me for deserting you for so long."
I squeeze his waist tighter.
"I think I can, but I've got a lot to make up. And a lot to work through. You know I'm glad your not gay. It makes things easier in a way."
"I know what you mean. Jack has a bit of a complicated time with his family."
"I guess you can't control who you get hard for."
I drop that into Sam's thought box. I think he realises he got hard for me this morning. But if he is like me he is going to be very conflicted.
Sam agrees with a sigh in French, "We."
Then I see it, a specialist chimney shop.
"Sam, are you ready for another petite mort?"
"God yes," says Sam.
Before we go in I pull him aside, against the window. I hold his cheeks and come close.
"Are you up for a little death tonight when the olds are asleep?" His pupils dilate and his lips blush. "You know a little experimenting. Nothing too full on. Because I have an idea I want to try."
He nods, "Can I trust you?"
"Mmm maybe, maybe not. I'm going to buy an extra one for us to share tonight, but don't say anything."
Giggling again we go in. I order a simple lemon butter one and Sam goes a caramel and honeycomb crunch. I ask if they have any chilled and packed to go, as I want it to be able to be refrigerated. They do and I order a chocolate and cream. They have them. It's a popular takeout choice, apparently.
Eating we cross the road and head back.
"We should open one of these on the Gold Coast, Australia has nothing like this," Sam suggests.
"Well if anyone else does it might ensure I come to visit you. I wouldn't mind opening it with you though."
I quietly study the size of the hole through the chimney. Mmm I think it will fit I say to myself.
Soon we hear a car horn and our folks are here.
"What you didn't get us one?" Dad sounds a bit put out.
I suggest they are worth driving back to Marseille for but we didn't get you one as you need two hands for driving and you're keen to get there. They are messy. I make a show of licking my very messy hands.
"What about mine, I'm not driving?" Mum protests.
"And Dad would settle for being the only one missing out. I don't think so," Sam adds.
"I guess we are coming back then, without the kids as punishment." We both groan.
We are weaving our way along the coast with the sparking Mediterranean on our right. Eventually we pull into our rental. It's very near the main row of small shops and a couple of hundred metres from the beach.
It's actually more a house with its own pool. It's the owners beach house. They only use it a few months of the year. They rent it the rest. It only has two bedrooms. The master is in the old section, which has been converted to include a previous smaller bedroom as a fancy ensuite.
Our room has direct access to the older family bathroom but it is a large extension overlooking the pool. With large sliding doors. As we tour we are introduced to a large king sized double bed.
"Now that is awesome but unfair, I might just end up raping your son Mum."
Looks were icy but she says cheekily, "I think he knows what I'd think about that."
Sam splutters a bit but recovers to say. "I might just rape your daughter Dad. "
"Well I think I'll call the Gendarmes now. Give them advanced warning. "
"You might need to Dad. You bred a sexy women their Dad."
I do a cute Doris Day pose cuddling up to Dad and say, "Doesn't he know it."
We laugh and I giggle.
"Well I suggest we all get in our swimmers and get into that pool. The setting up can wait till later." Dad replies.
We retrieve our bags, and I wonder where to put our chimney so Dad won't eat it. Sam opens a cupboard in our room, and discovers a beer fridge.
"Perfect," I say, "we may even stock up on a little bit of alcohol."
"Perhaps we should keep this quite from the folks. But not too much extra alcohol, you know what happened in Paris."
"True I may just rape you for real this time," and I give him a big hug.
We hear a splash, more a bomb. Dad's in, and we scurry to get our swimmers. I bags the bathroom first. You can see right into our bedroom from the pool. Sam shrugs and changes where he is it's only dad and we all know mum will be a while.
I get a chance to say goodbye to another white mouse. I haven't been over randy just pleasantly moist.
I hear Sam splash down. I run out and do simple dive into the deep end. I score a 4 and 4.5 from the boys. Mum does eventually get in via the steps and we have some family games. Marco Polo gets played for quite a few round but boy, Sam is as fast and sleek under the water as he is diving.
Mum hops out and sits in the shade for a bit. I decide to hop out and lay on the warm wet tiles on the pool edge. Then Dad declares he does not want to burn on the first day and didn't want to get all oily from sunscreen this late in the afternoon. He walks past the sunscreen I put on the table, picks it up and throws it to Sam.
"You might want to do your sisters back before she roasts."
"My pleasure." says Sam. Sam hops out and he's in his Australian comp speedos. He grabs the two beach towels he found in our room and lays them out end to end on the dry tiles.
"I don't want to get sunscreen in the pool," he explains.
He kneels in front of me and begins working on my arms and shoulders. I look up and see the nicest view of his package.
I smile and whisper, "I like, what happens if you get hard in those?"
He quickly moves to the side working on torso. My bikini is stringed on top but more modest in the bottoms. He works his hands under the strings and makes sure he gets the bit of side boob not covered in fabric.
"I'm loving this," I say.
"You have the softest skin I've felt in a while, I'm loving this also." He works down to my butt and thighs. "I'm normally working on hard muscles."
"I thought you said you weren't gay," I pout.
"Doesn't mean I haven't felt a few of the bodies."
"What you mean you have played around with the guys a bit?" He has his hand between my thighs awfully close to my moistness.
"Well maybe a bit of a test of the waters," he confesses. "Changing the subject, you know massage is actually on the curriculum. We often give each other massages when we need them and the pros have gone home."
"God no wonder a lot of you turn gay."
He finishes my feet and toes. I'm ticklish so that's a bit of a squirm.
"Your turn now, I want to feel this body again. You know if I do this three times it's my body. I'm claiming exclusive rights."
He groans and whispers, "I wish."
I pour some cold cream in the middle of his back. It gets a reaction.
"What was that I didn't hear it?"
"Nothing," he says. I contemplate what he might have meant as I do his back. I don't push him, but could it mean he is into me at least physically. But it also indicates a degree of desire and longing. I work up to his shoulders brushing my tits on his back. Deliberately, I move closer, pressing my breasts even firmer and whisper in his ear.
"Two more and you can have mine."
I then move down to his butt and thighs. I move my sunscreen hands under his swimmers and kneed both cheeks. Full on and right up to his star. Then I move to his thighs and copy the intimate closeness he deployed on me, very close to his bits. He pushes his hips up and readjusts himself. OMG, THE CRAKEN HAS BEEN RELEASED. He is literally poking down his leg outside his swimmers.
I move down to his toes and work my way up to his throbbing man meat. I have the best view. I work back up between the thighs on the other side of this treasure. The back of my hand rubs against his naked penis. Immediately Sam's penis is convulsing and is cuming on my hand and the concrete. His groan says it all.
I whisper, "Stay there, I came a little bit too. "
I need to put some sunscreen on my front. I scoop some of his spent juices up into my hand. Sit on my towel in front of him. Spread my legs with heels on the ground and presenting an open but covered pussy, I begin putting 'sunscreen' on my stomach. Rubbing his come all over my stomach, under my bikini and down to my legs. I just touch my clit over the fabric and I am cuming, cuming and squirting a little. Sam has a direct view.
"Wow," he says as I shake through it. "I think we needed that."
I take some of my juices and wipe it near on his shoulder near his nose.
"Now we are both marked." I lay down and face him.
We look a bit guiltily at each other.
Quietly he says, "I love you sis"
"I love you bro."
Spent, we both dose in the sun, content.
Mum disturbs us with a call to dinner. I look up at Sam and suggest we might need a bit of a swim before we eat.
Horrified he says "yes."
He makes sure he's tucked back in and says roll. We roll in unison to the edge and drop in.
"Ah that's good." shouts Sam. At the same time we are both frantically rubbing our costumes and bodies under water.
I hop out and go to our towels. They both have wet spots but mine is bigger. I quickly grab Sam's towel and say, I think I like your towel better. So I start drying myself with it, rubbing his scent back into my skin. Sam grabs my towel and starts to use it, he feels the cool dampness over his chest and the penny drops.
"Brat," he whispers. "I think I'll air dry." he declares,
Mum has prepared Aussie style hamburgers and salad. Well without the beetroot and proper buns. Oh, and tomato sauce. What she found is very different.
Dad brings out some French beers. So we eat, sit and chat. Mum and Dad begin to talk diving. I decide to find where a wifi password might be. It's in the book of guest instructions.
Excited I yell out, "I found it. We have wifi!"
And I connect. I haven't had wifi since Paris. My time limited phone plan wifi ran out just as we were packing up in Paris. My phone goes nuts.
I start reading through the hundreds of messages. At least fifty from my BFF. I decide to send a group message to let them know I was alright, was now in South France and could begin tabulating results. I apologise for no wifi for two days, and urge patience. I bury my head in reading and responding.
Two hours later I become aware of Mum and Dad pulling up stumps and heading to bed. So I put my phone down and give them a hug good night.
"Don't stay up all night," Mum says as I hug her. Then added, "Who am I kidding. Stay up as long as you like so long as you don't disturb the neighbours or us."
The pool is very well screened. I glance around. I can't see a window or light anywhere near. We can see a slither of the Mediterranean over the town side fence.
Sam grabs two more bears and joins me.
"What had you buried in your phone?"
"I happen to have friends. It's a massive backlog here. Still clearing it."
Sam laughs, "So do I, but many of them were at the Olympics so not so much to catch up on. But I do have plenty of WiFi, it came with our Olympic package."
"You bastard, I could have hotspotted you."
"You my sweet, didn't ask."
"I didn't see you on your phone much."
"True but then I had you."
"True I'm better than any phone."
We giggle again. The main lights go out behind us. We are lit just our bedroom lights.
"Did you see any curtains. Our room may not be too private."
"No," says Sam and he hops up and examines the windows. "Nothing, not even curtain rails."
I go and grab the guest book. There under a page of unique things about the house is the missing piece to the puzzle.
"Sam go inside and go to the light switch." He does. "Is there another switch and dimmer thing below them? Try turning it on." He does and instantly he disappears.
"Wow where did you go I can't see a thing and it's darker out here."
"Well I can see you."
"Turn the Knob." As he does I begin to gradually see him.
He turns it further and yells, "Hey now the whole window is a mirror in here. But I can't see you again."
He turns off the master switch. Suddenly the window is back clear as before.
"Ok that is awesome. Sam swap, let me try."
I'm on the controls. One direction it blacks the outside but I can see out. In the middle it's like a faded dimmer switch on the world. To the right it's total mirrors in the room. Sam is calling what he can't and can see. Smirking to myself I know exactly where I want to put the towels when we have our Chimney.
I come back out to Sam who says, "Wow that is amazeballs. I guess we will have some privacy. I knew this type of window existed but have never seen one."
"Let's talk some more, we have to finish these beers at least," I suggest.
"You don't like think we are going too far do you? I don't want to push or hurt you in anyway Shiona."
I look at Sam. "Honestly Sam I think I am the one that is doing the pushing."
"But you're my younger sister. I should be protecting you."
"True, but then I've just actually discovered sexuality and my sexual urges. I'm loving finding out how I tick. Not to mention learning how the male body works. When did you discover you were a boy?"
"Probably when we were in the bath, I guess I was 5 and you were 3 but I don't remember it at all."
"No, I meant...," I mime jacking off.
"You know I'm a boy right! Well first, us boys don't normally talk about the old Jack off. You know that's our nick name for Jack the Brit. The old Jack-off."
I giggle. "Ok second."
"We get embarrassed when we do. We all do it but that doesn't mean it's not a guilt riddled pleasure. I guess it's because when we are going through puberty and stuff. We have to do it on the quiet, when no one's around. God help us if we were to be caught with a boner."
"Makes sense. Us girls talk about our bits quite a bit. I think we like to share when our boobs are growing. Girlfriends are sort of safe. We share dreams, hopes, crushes, first times."
"Do they know your a virgin?" Sam asks blushing.
"Oh yes, they are asking me all the time if I've lost my V card yet. Maybe 20% of these texts are hinting or outright asking on that topic."



"What?"
"Because I'm in France, how can a girl go more than a week in France, the country of love and passion without giving it up. And besides I fed them with photos of all these hot diver bodies. Some think I'm just not telling and have gone through half the team."
"Yeah, I know we are regarded a bit of a fantasy. But wow, mind blown."
"I don't think there is not one of the group who has not got wet and cum over those photos?"
"Even of me?"
"Especially of you."
"But I'm your brother."
"News flash most girls get off thinking of the best friend's brothers. But we have a rule. No dating the brother as it breaks up friendships. Yeah this week I've had to be firm on that one."
"But your still ok with sharing almost nude picks, of your brother?"
"Well there is another thing, not a rule but I think a truth. It applies to older brothers more than younger brothers, unless the younger brother is off the scale cute and not annoying."
"Go on."
"If I tell you, you may have to become a girl. This is firmly in the girls only zone."
"I can risk it." Sam holds his now bulging package to emphasise its size. "This will be my defence."
"Ok you convinced me. Truth: most girls secretly would want their older brothers to... or to... jump their bones. I think that's why we have the incest taboo. So instead, most girls fantasise about their girlfriend's brother as a sort of proxy for their desire for their own brother."
"So let me get this straight. Your best friend Marion wants you to... to put it bluntly...fuck me, because she can't. Because of the rule above, bros off bounds. "
"And because she can't fuck her own brother. Except in Marion's case she doesn't have a brother so you stand in for both."
"Wow for real? "
"I'm getting real horny and I don't think my mind is stopping the overshare. But I do want to share one last thing. Then I think it's chimney time."
"Ok spill."
"Pinky swear you will never tell anyone and particularly Marion."
"Pinky swear."
"You know that night in Paris after the gallery." Sam nods. "Well remember that text I had to answer. The one where she thought it was a random new guy."
"Yes."
"Well, her text said 'Your fucking him aren't you!'
Well, she knew it was you. Of course I told the truth and tried to damp down the idea and gossip the peeps would get up too. But then she finished with this comment, before I silenced the phone. She said, 'well if you were her brother she would definitely be doing you.' That's enough over share, chimney time."
I almost drag him into the room. "Hit the mirror setting bro."
Suddenly we are in a room where I can see a few Sams and a few me's.
"Is this going to be another masturbation session? I hope so, because I'm so so horny right now."
"Sort of," I answer as I grab as many towels, except two, but that I can find. I run out and get our beach towels as well. "This could, no will get messy."
I lay them out in the corner of the mirrors windows. I get the chimney out of the fridge and put it on the side of the towels.
"Ok we need to strip but maybe slowly. As we do I will tell you what I'm planning."
I reach back and unity my bikini strap but leave it loose over my breast. The mirrors give a few different views.
"I had this fantasy I want to try."
Sam starts removing his swimmers, he is squeezed up tight and hard. "I think I have an idea where this is going."
I giggle and seductively reveal my breasts then remove my top. Sam has his briefs part down his thighs and his penis is pointing downward. The root is visible and his balls are bulging either side. The veins are throbbing.
"Don't you dare cum. Let's do the last bit together."
I push my bottoms down so they half cover my mound. My fine red hairs are trimmed to be ok in a bikini. But I'm not a bare, none ever girl. I like my womanhood. God I waited long enough for them to grow.
We continue and Sam's very hard penis springs up, slaps his stomach and then boings like a three meter board when the diver has taken off.
"Oh I like that, I like that very much. Now lie down on the towels."
I set them far enough from the window so we can move freely around but not miss the spectacular views. Sam lies down and his very stiff pole is raising a flag like purple head.
"Look I might have to touch you to do this. Is that alright?"
"I was sort of hoping so." Sam's smile is like a cat that got all the pigeons.
I kneel and can't help but smell without touching his genitals and groin. Again fluids are running down his shaft.
"You like doing that don't you."
"Oh yes I just can't get enough." I think it's as much Sam smells as it is boy smells. "I can't help wanting your smells all over me."
I open the plastic see through container holding the Chimney.
Stopping I point at the fluid beading at the top of his penis. I ask, "Is that cum?"
Sam sort of laughs but says, "You seriously don't know what it is?"
"No. I told you I have had an innocent life."
" Ok that's not cum it's pre cum. It's very different. Basically my body is producing lubricant in the hope that penetration will follow."
I learn over and take a closer look. Without thinking or asking, I pluck the bead from his tip and feel it between my fingers.
"It is very slippery," I comment. Sam's Penis quickly adds to the flow as his penis spasms.
"I think he liked you doing that, he's giving you more."
I take that as a go ahead and slide my finger up his head to the hole and capture quite a lot more.
"Wow it's very clear, not like your sperm which was milky." I sniff, "it also smells different."
"Taste it, it's very sweet, at least compared to sperm."
If Sam can suck his own cock I guess he would know. I lick it with my tongue and do a sort of taste test.
"OMG, give me more of that!"
"That's the problem, it comes in limited supply. I wish it was much more. It makes a fantastic lubricant to masturbate with. It also cleans the tubes of any urine which would kill my swimmers. It's very similar to when you get moist except it's very slippery."
"That's where you are wrong big bro." I kneel up near his hands and spread my pussy lips. I take his hand.
"Put out your finger."
I move his hand so his finger starts near my hole and move it upwards picking up moisture and at the same time touching me where no boy has ever. I can't help myself and travel it up to my clit. On contact I have a mini orgasm. Wow. Composing myself I release his hand.
"Now feel that." He does he also pulls his fingers apart and it's a bit stretchy.
"Wow it is slippery but not as slippery as pre come." I take his hand and make him taste it.
"It is different to what you sprayed me with yesterday."
"Well that's because it's my mucus not my cum. But that's not how it always is. If you had done that two days ago it would have stretched so far it would have stretched between your finger and thumb the whole way as you open them. "
"Now hunky girl magnet of you a brother. Listen to this very carefully. If your girl is ever that stretchy or even my current amount of stretch she is fertile. Two days ago I was at my peak and I have an egg waiting to go in my uterus. Well I would have if I wasn't on the pill. Not only is she extra fertile she is extra horny. Two days ago I would have said fuck it and rode that pole regardless. Remember the cab. That was not only alcohol speaking. My body was so horny I came without effort in a few unusual places."
"Oh my god. You mean you were in heat? "
"Yep."
"So you couldn't help yourself?"
"Normally, but not with the alcohol."
"Phew, I guess I dodged a bullet."
"Sweetie you are too nice a man to take advantage of a drunk women."
"So what about now?"
"Well I've calmed down a bit but I'm still horny as fuck but I'm not drunk."
"Mmm I'm sitting on the floor naked with a horny absolutely beautiful and sexy lady. Who happens to be my sister."
"Who happens to want to play... with a Chimney, and a penis?"
"I declare these games open.... I think it's lucky we had this conversation."
"Why Sam?"
"I'm not so primed to go off so quick."
"And the Chimney has warmed up a bit."
I pick up the chimney. "Ooh, it's still cold though. Ok lay down again but make sure you can see. "
I take the chimney and do some comparisons, first height or is it length?
"Wow, similar length but you a bit longer, wow."
Diameter next, I check the hole size but it's stuffed with a stiff fluffy cream.
"Mm I think it will fit."
"Oh yes!" Sam says with a fist pump. "Great dirty minds think alike."
Sam's penis is moving with his pulsing so I need to hold it up and still with one finger. It is warm, sort of soft but hard under the skin. I don't to wrap my hand around it. But I just catch Sam's eye.
"This is the first penis I've never really touched. Well except for the back of my hand earlier today."
With that I take the chimney. And bring the bottom of it to meet his penis head and push down ever so slightly. I duck down to check for clearance.
"Awesome," I say as I remove it.
There is a dollop of cream on his little head. I put the chimney down and ask. "What do you think?"
Sam looks at me and says, "Go for it but I might add some extra cream halfway down."
I look at the white cap on his helmet. "I think you need to get that before it melts. With your tongue!"
"Wicked girl."
"I just wanted to see that skill again. "
Sam starts to double over and suggests I might like to hold his penis steady as he does.
I let my thumb joined my finger and it's joined by a few of my others and suddenly I'm actually holding his penis.
"Don't move your hand or I'll cum."
I direct the penis toward his approaching lips. He sticks his tongue out and begins to lick the cream from his dick. Then he pushes a bit more and he is sucking the cream off and withdraws with a clean penis.
I am gushing. I kneel up, part my lips and show him the flow pouring from my inner sanctum.
"I think that's my equivalent of a standing ovation."
Sam is speechless. He then takes my thumb and forefinger and moves it down to the bottom of his shaft, way down at his groin and says,
"Pinch them really hard and keep pinching. He puts his fingers on mine and makes me squeeze harder. "Now hold, keep holding, don't move."
He is so hard under my fingers. I'm pinching so hard it does feel like I should be hurting him.
"Don't worry," Sam says, "You can't hurt me, this thing is built for pounding pussy and slamming into pussy mound bone. What you are doing is you're stopping me from cuming. Ok, crisis is over, let's get back to it. Release slowly but don't move up or down."
I grab the chimney with my other hand a bring it to the head again. This time I push down a little and the glands move into the chimney. It fits, not too tight to break the donut but I can see I will need to be careful. I push a little bit more and the cream starts coming out the top. I bend down and bring my mouth to the cream and lick the big dollop from the chimney. Yum! And cream dribbles down my chin.
"Shall we go further?"
I think the cold hard chocolate is helping the chimney stay together a lot.
"What's it feel like Sam?"
"Wow if a vagina is anything like this give me pussy."
I carefully take both hands around the cone and slide it up a bit and down. And up and down. Sam is now gripping the towels and gritting his teeth.
"More?"
"Yes in more."
So I push down further till he is about half way. Cream continues to push out like a slow volcano. I get an idea. I lean over put my closest nipple into the cream and wipe off a bit then do my other nipple. I'm still holding Sam's penis between thumb and forefinger.
I feel it pulse and spasm.
"God I'm cuming, I'm cuming."
As he cums more cream is expelled. I lick this off the chimney.
Sam groans, "Keep going I'm not going soft anytime soon."
So I keep pushing down, then up a little, then down a little. The base of his penis is starting to get a molten chocolate brown coating. I take my hand from the dick and gather more cream. I feed this to Sam. I put some more on my nipples and then some on his.
He is now sort of fucking the chimney. I slow him down. A bit broke off the bottom.
"Control yourself bro."
Then I feed the bit too him. I push a little further and around the cream flows out a bit of his cum.
"Hold again."
I lean forward and using my tongue I scoop some cream from the top to reveal a pool of his cum at the interface. Keeping my mouth in place I push a little bit more and suck his cream into my mouth. I take my hands off and then my mouth off and engage Sam's eyes. Slowly I open my mouth and let his cum dribble down my chin. Then I suck in and swallow it.
That was enough. Suddenly, with the burst of warm cum down my throat I am coming. Not a full squirt but a significant body shaking moment.
We both stop and look in the mirror, side view. There is the chimney standing tall and upright. Sam extends his arm to me and brings my body down, brings my nipple to his lips and uses his tongue to lick off the cream. I push further in and he sucks the nipple into his mouth and I come again.
"Enough." I squeak and flop onto his chest. "I have to rest."
"I think we just crossed a line," says Sam.
"Oh yes, I sigh, big time."
"An incest line?" Sam asks.
"Peut etre que, Maybe, may be not."
"But I'm still hungry?"
"Well maybe the cream coats the tongue and it is not flesh on flesh."
With that I push the chimney right down and Sam's head it poking out the top. I don't ask but go straight in and suck his penis head and bits of chimney into my mouth. My tongue is busy circling his glands.
Sam in shock squeaks, "You're giving me head."
I jam a bid bit of chimney from the base into his mouth and say "I know."
I move the crumbling flakes up and down. Chocolate is coating everything. I'm now only sucking penis when Sam explodes in my mouth. I'm sucking in cream, cum, chocolate and doughnut. Feasting on in the little death.
Suddenly Sam sits up and grabs me rolls me onto the towels and begins to grind his pelvis and penis into me. What's left of the chimney is ground into my pubes. He stays on the outside but moves his hard core over my slit and my clit.
He picks up my hips and I'm open wide to him. He takes his chocolate encased penis and rubs slides up and down my love Chanel, focussing his glands on my clit and I cum.
I'm convulsing and spraying and shaking and arching. He comes down and shuts his mouth over mine and we are kissing, deeply kissing, trying to consume each other. My orgasm goes on and Sam joins me for a third time cuming into my belly button.
And then we collapse into each others arms and rest. Totally out to it.
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Again I wake in Sam's arms, I'm not sure if I was asleep or just passed out. Sam is definitely asleep. We are not nude as we are covered in chocolate and cream with a sprinkle of crumbs. I'm enjoying the warmth of the skin to skin contact. It is keeping the chocolate melted but I can see cum and cream starting to get crusty.
Next to my mouth is his nipple. I dart my tongue out and begin licking him like a cat. Mm I think I could just do this all day.
He hasn't stirred, so I move, in places peeling my skin from his. Thus I continue, I work my way to his other nipple. I'm getting a bit of a feast on the way. His skin is smooth but his muscles are firm under my tongue. I'm on hands and knees as I decide to do one ab at a time. I even begin purring to myself. I take a moment to look at my handy work.
So many wicked thoughts go through my mind but I decide to clean alternate abs so that halfway through I have a checker board. Dutifully I continue the task. Yes, I'm getting somewhat wetter but deep down I'm totally satisfied. Apart from the itch to have that penis paint my insides with its coating.
It was limp when I started and now it is taking on some life. But it is still chubby limp. I continue till I do four of the eight abs. No, not a six pack. This body has definition most bodies just don't achieve.
I sit back. I just have to record this. So I grab my phone. As I do I notice Sam has a small table tripod hanging out of his bag. Mmm handy. So I take a few photos from different angles making sure to include the cookies and cream effect on his penis and balls.
Next I take some video travelling close to his body. If we do nothing more after tonight I will have a spank bank to die for. Then I set my phone back on the tripod and start to film me as I continue to lick the rest of his abs clean.
Sam remains in a deep sleep, but I stop to just above his public mound. I decide I want him awake for that bit. So I move up to his upper chest and neck.I continue my purr. Partly for the camera but mainly because my motor is purring.
Keeping my sticky body from him, I start to clean his neck and shoulders. There is not as much up here but I want to have the pleasure of licking him all over. As I nuzzle into his neck I start to whisper sweet nothings into his ear. I tell him, I'm licking his body clean. I say I love him. I say it's my body now. His penis is hard once again and he groans with each purr.
I start to move on to his face, licking the salty sweat with the mix of chocolate cream. His eyes are now open.
He says, "God I love you."
He lifts up to see his clean if not still glistening torso. Than the mess in his groin.
"Stay where you are I've not finished yet." I nod to the camera. "I didn't want you to miss out just because your were sleeping. Do you mind if I keep recording?"
"God no, so long as I can take a copy back to the Gold Coast with me."
I continue starting down at the toes. I suck each toe into my mouth. I don't think I have a foot fetish but I do have a goal. Sam's penis let's me know that this turns him on as the beads of pre cum start to form.
"I love the way your body responds Sam."
"I never knew that sucking toes would turn me on so much Sis. God it's thrilling right in my balls."
" I think they are lonely." I chuckle. "You know Bro, I've never sucked balls before and yours are nice and hairless. I can't wait."
"I think I need a toilet break Sis."
"Good idea." I swat his arse as he leaves. "Don't be long.
When he returns his is not so hard but still engorged.
"I think we crossed a line Sis."
I purr, "Big time Bro!"
"The incest line?"
"Maybe yes, maybe no. We haven't crossed the big line yet."
"I think we might need to have a big talk, tomorrow"
"Yes but not tonight, too much to clean up."
I go back to licking. I start up his legs but only go for the obvious mess. I'm part desperate to get to my reward and frankly my tongue is getting tired. I change the angle of the camera to get a better view of the finale.
I start around his groin mound, I don't think it's called a mons on a guy.
"Sam do you think you could pull your legs up so I can get to the bit below you balls?"
Gracefully he raises his legs so they are splayed, with his toes over his shoulders and resting on the ground. Sam looks at me over his hard cock.
"Hey no cheating, that cocks mine. No tongues please." He just grins.
"Wow what a mess." I start with the dribbles down both butt cheeks. I move the camera again to get this. Give me a female POV any day.
"Frankly Sam, it looks like you shat yourself. I guess there is only one way to find out."
I start at the below his balls, and travel toward his butt hole. I make sure to get all the aromas that come with having my nose buried in his groin. There is an earthy smell mixed with spunk and my juices. As I approach his rose bud Sam groans even more.
"You don't have to Shiona, if it's too much."
"I think I do, at least this once.I mean it is basically chocolate and creams.....Do you like it?"
"Oh yes! Maybe I am gay!"
I slap his arse hard. He responds by blowing me a kiss, as his grin breaks out over his rock hard penis and tight balls.
I slowly lick from the bottom up, engaging his eyes as I do. As I hit the star, I go around the pucker a bit. Picking up chocolate and some stronger earthiness. His penis is dripping pre cum. I move up and take a ball into my mouth and roll it around with my tongue. I suck and clean. My saliva is flowing as is my pussy. I move to the other ball and repeat.
"I'm going to cum, shit, too much."
I grab his penis, his large chocolate stick and bury it in my mouth. I go full out sucking him and reach one hand to his balls. The other to his star and he explodes in my mouth.
He has a big load, especially as he has cum a few times today already. I suck and swallow. I can't get him far in my mouth. But the reward is great.
He brings his legs down and I move around and passionately kiss him. I share his load. He wraps me in his arms and in the tenderness I realise I have remarked him with my body.
" As much as I would like to do you, it is getting very late, or very early. I say we adjourn to the shower and I satisfy you there as I lovingly wash you."
We look at the towels and mess. "I think we need to get these in the washer before we do though."
So we gather the towels and bundle them into the bathroom, where fortunately the washing machine has its home. Sam grabs a wet washer and deals with the bits that spilt over onto the floor, including a few footprints. While I work out the settings and get it going.
It's just past 3am. Sam gives me a big hug. "I guess makes it about noon at home. Not late at all." Sam says as he picks me up and sits me on the vanity.
" Just a little taste before I wash it all off." He cleans off by breasts and nipples then kneels. Spreads my legs and dives in.
"I think I'll take up muff diving next." He spends a good five minutes exploring me with his tongue. Something he has not done before.
"I think this is something I would like you to do a lot of but I've cum so hard today and I'm tired. I doubt you will manage to tip me over. Let's shower."
We turn on the shower and reach a mutually acceptable temperature. The water runs over us and begins to wash the evidence of our sins away. I wonder is incest a sin? Like really a sin. But it's too much to think about now. Too big. I lean back against Sam. Together we slump to the floor and sit spooning against the tiles.
Gently Sam takes the body wash and begins to wash me. The main flow is hitting our knees so Sam manages to lather and massage. My tired shoulders, my aching back. I lean in half so he can clean my bottom.
"Wow" he breaths as his hands explode my bottom. " I love your soft round bum."
His hands do the talking as the warm warmer cascades on my back. Sam is content to explore me slowly. Including cleaning around my tight little bum hole. Not penetrating but playing, before he moves up to my virginal passage. He holds my folds apart and leans forward and sniffs my virginal juices. His eyes feast on my most intimate space.
"Can it touch and put a finger in?"
"Oh you are sweet, you asked. After all we have done you ask. Yes."
With one finger he penetrates me and gently explores.
I mew like a kitten. Then he pulls me back up into him and with more soap gently washes my stomach and breasts.
I don't know what it is but I start to cry then sob.
Sam just holds me and tenderly says in my ear.
" Are you okay? I'm kinda scared right now."
"I'm not sure where this is coming from because I feel so safe, so loved, so nurtured. Sam I thinks it's because I love you so deeply it hurts. What are we doing? Will it end? You have to go back. How can a brother and sister be so passionate? Yes, it is incest? Yes I want you to take me. I want to feel your hard magnificent penis take by innocence. Make me a woman. But I want it for ever. Forever like this.."
And I cry and Sam just holds me. It's like eternity dropped into our laps.
Finally I stop and hold his arms holding me. "Your turn to get cleaned now Sam"
We stand and I take the body wash and clean his body. He turns and I too nurture his hard taught arse. I reach around and massage his semi flaccid penis and gentry feel his balls. He does not get hard. Like me he is spent for the night.
I hear him crying too. He turns me and picks me up. I wrap my legs around his waist and he kisses me. A deep passionate kiss. Tender and loving.
He cry's some more as he says, "I did not think this day would come. Would even be possible. But we will talk tomorrow. For now I want to take you to bed and sleep with you."
We towel each other dry, turn off the lights and slip into nice crisp sheets. Sheets that caress our clean naked skin as we wrap ourselves together, face to face, breathe to breathe. Holding the hope of the morning.
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Story 9 The Talk, and 10 - Consummation.
Author's note. I have combined story 9 and 10. I fear I've made my good readers wait enough for the big incest barrier to be crossed. Thanks for reading. More stories coming which also include some hot sex and lovemaking so don't stop reading.
The story only contains sexually activity of a brother and Sister over 18 years old.
While set during the Paris Olympic Games and its historical setting. None of the athletes in this story are meant to represent any athlete competing in the games. Or other persons otherwise living or dead.
...............
The Talk.
I wake first and listen. It's quiet. It feels late. Sam and I are naked sprawled over the bed. No doona, it's been flung on the floor.
I take a moment to contemplate the body before me. Slowing I recall the details of the erotic night just spent.
How cute. Sam is limp. No morning wood today. He must be so sore and worn out. I have never seen his penis so tiny. All tucked up in its scrotum nest. I grab my phone and take a photo. I see the time 10 am.
Shit, I hope the olds have not peeked in. I tiptoe to the door and listen. Nothing. I find some fresh cloths and cover Sam before I open the door. To my surprise there is a trail of coffee pods from our door leading to kitchen. I follow them to a coffee machine and a note.
Sam and Shiona
There is coffee.
We decided to go to Marseille for Chimneys and some sight seeing.
Can you meet us around 2 pm at our local beach across the road from the shops.
Have lunch first.
Be in your swimmers and we can have a family swim in the Mediterranean.
I sigh with relief, and totter back to the room. I slip my cloths off again, and carefully uncover Sam. I shudder as I remember we are having a Talk today, the Big Talk.
Then I toilet and transfer the towels to the dryer. They don't have clothes lines on the continent. I need coffee and decide a swim this morning is just what I need.
I watch myself in the mirror walls as I walk around the room. I decide the view of Sam is too good to miss completely, so slowly turn the dimmer switch till the outside appears again but it's not too bright for Sam. I let him sleep.
The parentals even left fresh baked pastries and a long baguette on the bench for us. The fridge reveals fillings for the baguette. Sweet, they thought of everything. Almost pampering us. I'm suspicious like they know something.
I take my coffee and some food out onto the Patio. I can see Sam enough to notice him wake. There is my love. Naked, innocent, well as innocent as I am now. I think about the big question.
I know the big question is will we cross the big line. The very big and looming incest line. Last night in the shower we both confessed we wanted to. When I think about that shower it was very intimate. Intimate and emotional.
In the harsh reality of day will we both feel the same. We were so fragile and vulnerable. I looked at Sam. The parents are away and we have almost four hours. A big part of me wants to go in there and wake him with my mouth and get him to fuck me hard.
But I need to not seduce him. In fact, what if yesterday was just randy male hormones at play? Did he love me because I'm a fun sister? Or does he Love me with a capitol L soulmate love? I decide I need to give him space. Deep down I know for me the answer is much deeper than hormones.
I think about how long I've loved Sam. I mean how long before I saw him dive. Why I missed him so much? Why I ignored him for the few years before he went away?
I sigh and go jump in the pool. I do a few laps to wash away my anxiousness. I get lots of laps in, albeit very short laps. Boom, well splash or is it kerplunk?
Sam bombs right in front of where I'm swimming.
He pops up laughing. He tags me and says your it.
He's fast but I trap him in a corner. We play and frolic and have just kid fun. It's like we were before diving became serious.
"Floating challenge." I call. We are drifting naked.
"God I love skinning dipping," Sam states. "I love the water moving around my bits without restrictions."
He has trouble keeping his pelvis above the water line. So I duck dive and come up next to him, push on his butt cheeks. "Up periscope." I say. He's a little bit chubby but no much. I grab his dick and stretch it upward. It hardens in my finger tips.
Sam giggles, then rolls, dives and comes up behind me. He folds me in his arms and we move slowly toward the ledge/seat. He holds me I feel his hardness firm between my butt cheeks. And he just holds me.
"Before we do anything we need to have that talk."
I feel both safe and afraid. "Okay," I squeak, "you start."
"I remember what we said last night, but we were very randy. I want to ask you some questions?
I nod in agreement.
"Are you in love with me?".
I pause. "I think so. I mean more than sisterly love. But Sam I don't really know what love is. I've never really felt this way about anyone before."
Sam holds me closer. "When did you first think you could be?"
"Well it's complicated. It sort of snuck up on me. I know I've always liked you, as a brother, yes but what we had was also special. You grew up, in front of my eyes. I used to watch you trampoline and sort of crushed on you. God I never told anyone. Then I sort of scared myself."
"Me and my friends were talking about first crushes. I realised you were mine but I was so embarrassed. I made up someone else from trampolining. So I could share my feelings a bit.
My friends said I had it bad. But that scared me more. I decided on the best way to deal with it. Because I knew it was wrong, very wrong. So I sort of shut you out. I stopped mucking around with you. Gave you the cold shoulder. I ignored you because I loved you but definitely as a brother. Only as a Brother, I was adamant about that."
Sam just let me talk. Talk it through.
"When you left for diving school I was relieved. But it hurt so much. I used to cry myself to sleep some nights. I just loved it when you rang me or asked to talk to me. Those phone calls were like, at least I had my brother back."
Sam held me and nuzzled into my neck. "Thanks," he said, "I needed to hear that. One last question. When did that change to being what it is now?"
"When you were diving. It hit me like a freight train the moment I saw you up on that diving platform. You know in that one dive my pussy just responded, my nipples hardened and I was moist, very moist. Nothing and no one has ever had that affect on me. It sacred me silly.""
"Wow, really, that fast?"
"My reaction exactly." And I told him about that diving session and how I ended up cuming for the first time in my life. Sam was as hard as a rock.
He turned me around and I wrapped him in my legs. His penis parting my lips an poking toward my stomach. We both look down.
"Ooh Sam, look I've grown a penis. I've always wanted one of those." We giggle but we don't move. I look into Sam's eyes. "Tell me about you?"
"Like you, I've always loved you. But when I was going through puberty, I started to get hard around you. That was embarrassing. Even worse mum noticed. She sat me down and we had a talk. Not Dad, Mum. Now that was more embarrassing."
"Dad was at work a lot setting up his small business. So Mum stepped up to the plate. She made me talk about my feelings. Mum let me know it as ok, it was normal and I would probably grow out of this. I was your big brother and she trusts me to look out for you and protect you."
"But she kept checking in. It became less embarrassing and I knew I could be open with her and not get judged. But it got worse, not better. So when the opportunity came to go to Queensland I felt it might be the break I needed to separate my growing lusts and feelings.
It was my plan from the start. Mum and Dad wanted to move up so we could be closer, but I insisted I needed a very clean break. Moving gave me a purpose and a goal. It gave me another world."
I looked deep in Sam's eyes and saw the hurt. Mine started to water as well.
"You know that first night in my room, I was on my own for the first time and I was so alone, so desperately sad. I had deserted you. Turned my back on my love and I knew I was hurting you. That's what hurt the most. "
"On my wall was a poster. Paris 24 with Olympic rings. I looked at it through tears and promised myself, promised you, that you would see me in Paris. I was diving for you. I was single minded from that moment on. If I was doing this, I was going to make it count."
" Oh Sam, I had no idea."
We were both balling our eyes out as we hugged.
" It gets worse. Sorry I have to tell you this. I was seventeen and you were just sixteen. I conspired with Mum, I knew dad knew everything but it was mum I could trust. I conspired to not come home on holidays. Not to see you. It was all my initiative. I knew I couldn't trust myself. So we made a pact. They would bring you to Paris, if I got selected and have this holiday. To see how I was coping. To give you a chance to work out your feelings. I so sorry. After hearing what you just told me, I'm even more sorry."
" I thought you didn't care, that you just abandoned me." I thumped Sam on the arm. " and yes you did."
Then I looked into his eyes, put my palms to his face. We met in a kiss. The kiss became passionate. Really passionate. We tried a number of times to part but we just feasted on each other. I guess it could have been a twenty minute snog. We didn't feel each other up. Sam's penis was still wedged in my folds. It was so intimate but not sexual, sexual but not lustful.
Finally Sam stood with me still wrapped around him and brings me to the table. He gentry sits me down and nods to my phone.
"What time is it?"
"Shit it's just after one." We part and laugh. "Well we had better have lunch and dress before we hit the beach."
Sam tells me he needs to wash some cloths, he is totally out. So we ferret around and gather our dirty and soiled cloths. I pile them into Sam's arms and tell him to put the machine on while I make lunch. Fifteen minutes later we are sitting naked across from each other, with a long baguette stuffed with fillings and dinking glasses of red. It appears nudity around one another is now a thing.
"I want to say one more thing before we break this romantic party up. I want you to take my Virginity Sam. I don't know when or how we can catch the time alone again, but I want to give myself to you totally."
Sam looks at me with deep love and longing. "Oh Shiona I so want you to be my first also. But on the condition that somehow we can make this work. Not once, not a hundred times but for ever. That is the only thing that will fill my heartache."
We don't meet in the middle the baguette. It is too long.
We make a mess of sunscreening each other rather quickly, then we put on our swimmers. We gather our stuff and walk to the beach, being careful not to hold hands while trying to keep our anticipation in check.
The beach is essentially empty. So we set up against the storm wall which separates the beach from the main road. Mum and Dad are not here yet.
The beach is not a beach. We both agree on that. It is made of pebbles of diminishing sizes as you get closer to the water. No wonder people use beach chairs.
We sit on our towels and lean against the wall. We chat. Particularly about the future.
"What next, diving wise Sam? You are good, bloody good. I don't want you to give it up."
"Well I really over performed this week. The team gave me an award for the fastest mover. I know I can only improve more. I'm still young for a diver. I really want to dive in Brisbane but that's eight years away."
"I'm happy to come with you wherever you're diving so long as we can getaway like this after competition ends. I have four years of Uni ahead of me, but I can't transfer to Queensland, they don't have my course."
"That means your doing your final year when LA olympics happen. That's not good."
"Ok let's focus on something a little closer. Will I see you at Christmas?"
"You have my word on that. The worlds are also next year in Singapore. But we don't often get time off after those. Problem of being in the Southern Hemisphere. We are back quickly getting ready for Aussie championships. Hey, the Comm games are in Glasgow in 26. Maybe we can get a Tunisian holiday after that".
"Great idea, well at least we have a plan." We high five but I add, "It will be tough though."
Just then I hear a clatter of wood above us and Dad swearing.
"Sam get up here and help me with these please.."
I follow. I have a feeling I've got to see this.
There is a Dad tangled in four large folding wooden beach chairs on the side of the road.
Mum and I laugh. "I told him to do two at a time. Typical male, wouldn't listen. Your Father rented them from the general store."
Sam rescues Dad and I take some bags from mum. We set up either side of Mum and Dad. We have to wear our thongs down to the waters edge to avoid the uncomfortable and very hot pebbles. No wonder the beach is deserted in the middle of the day. It's only 30 degrees but it's humid.
Swimming in the Mediterranean is so like you see in the movies. Dead calm and you wade out till your stomach deep and stand around and chat. Sitting and standing to get wet.
Eventually we get out. It's valuable family time. Dad leans forward and says. " I guess we better tell them. " Mum nods. "Well, we are deserting you again."
Sam and I look at each other. "Sorry guys, can you cope for one night? You see your mum and I ran into some old friends we met at the worlds. They have a luxury yacht moored in Marseille. They invited us to stay the night so we could catch up."
"Do I know them Dad?" Sam asks.
" Probably not." Mum adds "They are French and their daughter is a swimmer. We stayed in the same hotel in Doha."
I can feel the excitement rising. But I squash the feeling. " I guess I'm fine with that, Sam and I seem to be getting along fine."
"Well it's settled then. There is a nice hotel with a beer garden over the road, how about we meet you there for a late lunch tomorrow. We'll text you the time we expect to arrive."
So we pack up and take the chairs back. We kiss Mum and Dad goodbye and wave them off. Then we wrap each other into our arms and " Wow I didn't expect that" I say, " I didn't think we would get a chance to void our V cards, let alone getting a whole night to fuck each other silly."
"Let's grab some supplies before we go." Sam suggests. He grabs some beers and soft drink and a bottle of good French Champagne from the top shelf.
"The champers is for after," he lets me know. " no way I want to make passionate love to my sweetheart while she is drunk. I want her to remember it."
Story 10 Consummation
If I said we skipped all the way to our holiday house would you believe it. If we didn't, I know our hearts did. Our excitement was palpable. We didn't say anything. If Sam was like me he was nervous, anxious and randy as fuck.
We knew what we were going to do with this gift of time. But the hows and timing were sort of mixed in with our innocence. The mechanisms were more than clear. But do we just hit the king size bed and go to town.
I snicker at that thought as we have just been in town. I open the door as Sam is carrying the goodies. We tumble inside, both of us a fumbling mess. Sam gets some food and the champers in the fridge. We sort of crash into each others arms. It's lips and passion, and I'm being picked up and held between a wall and Sam's desperate body.
Suddenly he stops. Frozen. "Shiona, this isn't going to work!"
I look at him really concerned. He catches my expression and clarifies.
" I have to slow down, I'm going to explode in my swimmers before I even get my dick out. I think if I tried to get it in I would just cum before I get the chance. I am so turned on by you right now."
I look deeply into his eyes and understand his concern born of love.
"I actually have something I want to do to prepare for this. I have a special gift for you I want to share the moment in."
" I need a cold shower, Sis"
"I have a better idea, let's jump in the pool and enjoy the lead up. Be brother and sister. And when we get too randy, which we will, do something to make each other come before we head to the bedroom."
"When did you get sensible?"
Sam grabbed my hand and we rushed to the pool, giggling. Together we tried to do a joint bombie. Then we played, which led to trying to remove the swimmers off the other.
That led to try and stop the other person from copping a feel. Until it got too much and Sam emerged from the water with me backwards on his shoulders and his face buried in my pussy.
I squealed and gripped his head by the hair as he bought me to the edge, sat me down and continued to feast. Sam's eyes were now on me as his tongue started to explore.
"You know Sis I haven't really done this properly yet. Lay back and enjoy."
My feet were on his shoulders and I spread as wide as I could. Sam was still in the water. He punctuated feasting with looking and feeling with his finger tip. The spreading my juices around as they dispelled the pool water. His saliva and these juices made me very slippery. I every time I would be about to cum he would go back to looking.
"You bastard let me cum already". I was now on breaking point as he edged me.
"I can't believe you haven't done this before Sam."
" First time."
"With anyone?"
"Never even had the chance to look at an uncovered vagina until this week. So no, only you and yours."
Then with his mouth he clamps down on my clit and sucks my inner lips in as his tongue dances on my button.
The dam burst in an instant and I fear I'll drown him in my juices. Smother him with my clamping thighs, or worse share our death in the waters of the pool.
But Sam is strong. He lets me ride him out until my system turns to jelly and I push him away.
His body effortlessly emerges from the pool and we lay down together, looking into each others eyes. He caresses my curves tenderly. My fire has been quenched but the coals slowly begin to reignite. I look down at his hardness. His penis is so engorged with blood it's colour is a deep crimson.
He needs relief and I know how to give it. I turn around and straddle his face.
"Again?" I ask and lower my lips to his.
His hands cup my butt as he raises his head to the challenge. I let my hands slide down his magnificent body until his gland touches my lips. Then I caress my face with his ridged pole: My skin, my neck, my cheeks, and my eyelids. I give his gland butterfly kisses until I can't because I fear his pre cum might get into my eyes.
Then I slip him between my lips and assault him with my tongue. Immediately, I feel him groan into my pussy, feel his buttocks clench and he thrusts upwards. I jam him into my mouth as hard and as far as I can go and Sam spurts his spunk into the back of my mouth. I lift up and add my hands to pump him, spurt after spurt. Some swallowed, most spilling out over my face and his love pole.
I know I came with him but the main event was up with my mouth. Tenderly I clean him up. I reverse back around and his tongue did the rest, consuming his own love juices from my face.
He whispers, "If all we ever did was make each other cum like that, it would be enough. But I don't want to die a virgin. We need to give our bodies the pleasure they were made for. And I want to be able to love you completely.
The sun is still up but it is sinking slowly. We rest a while.
I say. "I want you to stay here. I will come out and get you when I'm ready. But please stay naked my Adonis." I return quickly with his phone. "You might just need this."
"I might need to go to the toilet first."



I adjust the window so I can see out and Sam can't see in. Then I watch him shower under the outside shower and lie in the sun to dry.
This is the body I am about to take in all its fulness. The body I want to pump me silly. But most importantly the body of the man I love. The man who has loved me forever and denied himself for me. Trained for me and dived for me. I shower and freshen up. I dry my hair with the hairdryer and platt it into a Greco style.
Then I slip into my special purchase. The Kora style dress I vowed to give up my virginity in. The fabric is indeed semi transparent with a fine open weave. It is a natural fibre perhaps a very fine mohair. It feels so seductive on my skin.
I adjust it to the way I was shown. Then take out my phone and compare myself to the photo of the Venus of Arles. I adjust my clothing to match the drapery. I practice slipping the shoulders off so I show the same amount of torso and breasts. I am more than satisfied. Preparing myself has once again ignited the fires of anticipation.
I text Sam. 'Can you wait in Mum and Dads bedroom till I message you to come out.' I watch him rise and quizzically look toward our room. Then he slips
into the house.
Covering myself back up, I slowly open the large sliding doors. I discover they open right out until our bedroom is essentially one with the Patio and the pool deck. Perfect. After setting up my phone on the tripod to get a video of when he first sees me. I message him to say sixty seconds. Hit record and take position.
My Adonis, my kouros, walks naked towards me. He stops and looks. I can see him swelling in response. He is starstruck for a minute just looking. Looking with the eyes and deep gaze he had as he had looked at the Aphrodite of Arles. I had trouble staying statue still.
"Shit!"he explodes, "forgot my camera. Hold on replay." He turns and bolts into the house. I giggle at his cute bum as it follows him.
Seconds later he returns with camera rolling. As he comes closer he holds the phone over his now solid cock and says "cock-eyed view."
I slowly dip my shoulder and allow my garment to slip off to rest in the crock of my arm as I reach my other arm out to him.
He stops. Lifts the phone and takes some stills. I am again frozen in statuesque pose.
"Fuck the phone," he says as he puts it down. Then he slowly closes the gap between us. He then circles me as he did Venus in the Louvre.
" Perfect, and so hot" he leans forward, " I bet you are so wet right now."
It is so hard not to move or say anything because I am almost coming.
" Come my Love, my Sister, My Shiona, my Venus. Let me take you to bed."
He then takes my outstretched hand and leads me to our bed. At he foot of the bed he stops and begins to caress my marble skin. He is about to slip the fabric from my body.
But I say. "Stop. I want to loose my virginity while wearing this."
"Then I will love nothing better than loosing my virginity with you wearing it. It is so gorgeous and sensual."
We go into a deep passionate kiss. Lost in four Millenia of time. Two Greek gods about to consummate their incestuous souls to become one.
Sam lifts me and places me onto the centre of the bed. He is strong and his defined muscles carry me as if a feather. He spreads my Kora clothing out so it fans from my groin. I feel the folds caress my folds as he moves the sensuous material over my body to expose my throbbing pelvis. He is ready and I am flowing.
"Take me Sam, let me know your hardness as it fills me."
He kneels before me and parts my legs. He is in control. As he kisses my lips, his hot, hard masculine flesh meets my slick seam. Slowly, tortuously he slides his bulbous head up and down above my clit, while his core penis flesh is parting and spreading my juices.
Sam lifts his upper torso and drags his swollen glands along my pathway to heaven. Back and forth teasing my clit with each pass. I hold his hips wanting to pull him closer. He looks into my eyes as if to ask a question. But we both know the answer and nod together as he lowers his penis to engage with my open vagina.
Then slowly he parts me and the tip begins its journey. I watch as his hard shaft pauses.
"Keep going." I say. Slowly he proceeds then hits my barrier. I've only had a single finger here. His thickness stretches me. I am absolutely flowing around his flesh.
"Fast" I say as I grab his hips and pull as well was raise my hips to meet him. "Ahh!"
He is home and still.
I breath, " Wow I'm full. Like wow, hold still I can feel myself stretching to meet your size"
Then we are kissing, holding each other. We are both crying tears of joy. We know the intimacy of our union. We hold still below but then I am coming. My vagina spasms in it's vice like grip. I shake uncontrollably in Sam's strong arms.
"Oh God this is the most amazing thing I have ever felt," Sam whispers in my ears as he holds me through my tremors.
"Virgins no more," I reply, " but please move slowly I want to feel you, I need to feel you thrust."
Then his whole body in unison begins to move in me and around me. My hands caress his strong back and shoulders as he begins to find a rhythm. Then I am moving back into his movement. My legs pushing my pelvis up seeking satisfaction. We build an faster pace. I am feeling nothing but pleasure. With each thrust his pubic bone slides into my clit. Each thrust I moan. His name is on my tongue.
"I going to cum" shouts Sam and his pace increases.
"Yes, yes in me, fill me. God I'm coming again."
Together we spasm into each others bodies, quaking. I feel the hot burst of Sam fill my deepest places in my womb and again and again until he is spent. At the same time my body splatters fluids from between our union and covers our bodies where they meet. Sperm and girl cum mingle in my recesses and we are still in each others arms.
We simply get lost in each others glaze. I feel Sam loosing some fulness. But he micro thrusts into my groin and we stay meshed. He stays hard enough for my body to quietly milk his firmness.
Sam rolls me on to him and gently he removes my tunic. His hands caress's my breasts and I do the same to his well formed pecs. We look down at our union. I lift my hips to watch his penis reveal itself.
There is blood in our juices, a light pink. Sam takes his finger and feels our bond. Passing it over my clit, to where we join and along his shaft and back. It is so erotic. I push down and up. Slowly I start to fuck him, or is it he fucking me? Sam groans and his hardness returns.
He has taken me. Now I am taking him. Slowly, languidly we move in unison. I start to move right up to his tip before slamming down. I feel his energy as he thrusts up to meet me.
Suddenly we have gained speed and power. I feel myself start to come in rolling quakes over and over. I lean down and bite into his neck as his thrusts raise me up and down. I feel his muscles right down my body as he climaxes once again. Holding me up with his powerful stomach muscles, stiff and buried as deep as possible.
We then collapse and sleep.
It is dark and the cool Mediterranean Sea breeze licks itself into and over our bodies. I feel light feathery touches caress my back, then cup my buttocks and slide upward to my mouth. Gentle loving kisses wake me. I return the caresses and we look into each others eyes and giggle. Joy spills over and suddenly we are passionately kissing.
We make no move to change our bodies as Sam's penis, limp is still nested in my vagina. We giggle again, but Sam remains flaccid.
"I guess three times in an afternoon is enough," Sam comments.
We lie in the darkness, listening to our hearts.
"I wonder what time it is? Opps I left my phone filming. "
I get up and turn a small light on. My phone is flat. I pick up Sam's from the tiles. It flashes the time. Eleven PM.
"I think I'm hungry." Sam says. "I know I need energy."
"I am a mess, down there. Let's shower then eat."
So we share the shower. We have done so before. This time we clean each other, taking delicate care of each other's genitals. But we don't get distracted.
We stay naked. We know the night is still young. Sam gets the Champagne out and flutes while I gather the cheeses, dips, crackers and our unfinished baguette.
We close the windows and doors and return to our love nest. The bed can't get any messier so this is where we have our feast. Sam pops the cork and champagne flows into our flutes and onto our bodies. Cheeky Sam. Then we entwine ourselves and feast, feeding each other.
My phone is now charged enough to take a selfie amid the bed strewn mess two naked bodies smiling like two cheeky possums caught in the act.
"To us."
"To us, may our loving increase both physically and in soul. Yep I'm definitely Aristotelian" Sam laughs.



        Diving into Paris Pt. 09 - No Regrets

        Sam and Shiona have to confront their parents.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/diving-into-paris-pt-09-no-regrets

Title: Diving into Paris Pt. 09 - No Regrets

Author: KoraKuros

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Sam and Shiona have to confront their parents.

Tags: siblings, erotic, sister, brother




Story 11 No regrets
Author's note. What happens after the line into full incest is crossed? Thanks for reading. More stories coming in concluding which also include some hot sex and lovemaking so don't stop reading.
Thanks to those who have commented and encouraged me. I'm not sure if I'll ever write another erotic story. Writing this one has pushed my ethical, moral boundaries a lot. While I have never crossed the line myself, when I was younger I came close. Reading stories of incest became my addiction. One I've near been able to give up.
The story only contains sexually activity of a brother and Sister over 18 years old.
While set during the Paris Olympic Games and its historical setting. None of the athletes in this story are meant to represent any athlete competing in the games. Or other persons otherwise living or dead.
..............
No regrets.
Sitting amid our midnight snacks and a few drinks, suddenly we need to talk.
"How did we get here? What is it that makes me love you so deeply Sis? I have so many questions?"
"Do you regret what we are doing? You are scaring me Sam."
"Sorry sweetheart, no. No regrets. But my mind is churning. We have crossed the line. We know and now we know each other very very intimately. Like we have known each other intimately these last few days, increasingly intimately but this is different."
"I get it Sam, I don't want to change a thing but by crossing the line everything has changed. It's like we can't go back. I don't want to go back. But how do I hold the specialness of tonight and take it and nurture it into the future?
"Then we have the parent complication. They will be with us again tomorrow. How do we hide our feelings? Crap the way you look at me with eyes ablaze will show. Our giggles, which we cannot control. Do we pretend we had a sibling fight and take the opposite? Except I could never demean what we just did by doing that."
"Whatever happens tomorrow, I don't want it to come between us Sam."
"I know there's a lot of things we need to work through but perhaps tonight is not the night. We have a few hours in the morning to figure out the parent thing, or at least put on some bandaides to prevent bleeding."
"But right now I'm looking at my sexy and very vulnerable sister sitting in the mess of our night. I want to hold you and love you, caress you, and dam, " looking down at his rapidly swelling penis, "that was quick, put this desire to good use."
"I love how as soon as you thought about caressing me it popped from... frankly quite small to wow. Look at it rise and harden. Yes please! Let's remake the bed, I'll get the spare sheets."
" I think we had better do some washing and drying before the olds get back. I'll do that. The advantages of being a Batchelor Boy for two years."
I finish first so I park myself above the washing machine on the services bench. I put my Kora dress away. It has some faint blood stains. I will take it back to Australia as a memory. But I am definitely cleaning it. I don't think I want to keep the evidence like some Italian Nona in her glory box. Sam does a cold wash in case there is further blood on the sheets. Sam ended up on his knees in front of me stuffing the sheets, towels and other soiled things into the machine.
I caress his shoulders and back with my feet. My pussy is pouring and leaking before him. I am open wide before his tongue which he dutifully applies before putting each item in the washer. Front loaders have some advantages. My leg is in the way of the soap dispenser. So Sam stands lifting that leg up on his shoulder. He pours in the liquid soap and starts the machine.
Then he takes his fully engorged love stick and drags my juices up and down my labia. We both have the most erotic view. My Big Bro then plays his swollen head into my clit.
"Do you want me imbed myself Sis?"
"I want to see by Big Bro slide his Big fat Bro cock right into me."
I watch Sam's abdominal muscles tense and the wonderful groin V form as he seats his head at my passage. The veins of his cock pop a little as his flesh parts mine and I am stretched. It is amazing how I widen to accommodate him but I am also full so full. I wince as I'm a bit raw.
Sam pauses. "Are you sure, we can wait?"
"Very sure! No pain no gain. I think you taught me that. Besides I don't have a week left to recover. I want you to harden this pussy up. I intend to use it a lot in the next few days. "
Sam nods and drives his penis home. I wrap my legs around his waist and we are more that love making. This time we are fucking.
Sam stands up with me attached and we continue. He is strong and he is able to fuck me standing up. Moving me up and down with ease.
"God Sam, it's like in my dream. Wow take me, keep going. Don't drop me."
I am cumming and screaming and crying and clinging.
Sam walks me to the bed and as if we were on the high tower edge he plummets me onto the bed. He dives and drives into me. Again and again and again my soul rips me up and finishes the nightmare by turning it into a consummation dreams can never give.
Sam joins in my guttural cry's and stiffens draining his being into mine. At the same time I squirt again covering us both with our juices.
Then I'm holding my love and weeping again.
"What was that about a dream?" Sam asked once we are quiet and my tears have stopped.
"You know that dream I told you about at the Raft of the Medusa painting?"
"Yes, I've have been wondering. I guess this is Southern France"
"Well my tears just now and in the Louvre come from the same well."
"Jack was at the bottom of the stairs, but before I passed judgment, I asked him where you were. You were missing and I was getting distraught. He nodded to the stairs. Against my fears I climbed to the top and there you were in your Olympic budgies."
" We locked together in raw passion. The tower was a symbol of our towering incestuous desires, well at least mine. We ground our pelvis's together. We were suddenly naked and in passion you lifted me as you did just then and took my virginity but as you did before we could climax that one thrust sent us over the edge into an eternal darkness and I woke in terror. But this time you plunged me onto the bed and fulfilled our love. Right or wrong we are one."
"By the way," I added, "the pool of lust the other divers could not escape from was a pool of my virginal juices at my most fertile."
Sam listened and his heart spoke through his tears as he held me. " Whatever tomorrow brings, no more nightmares, as we have each other."
As we lie together we become aware of a massive wet spot.
" I guess we will have to always share the wet spot." I giggle.
Just then the washing machine stops.
"Another load?"
"Another load but no more sheets." I reply.
"We could sleep in the parents bed"
"Ohh naughty, I'm in! But perhaps we should not have sex in it."
"That's fine they have a big double shower when I get tempted."
"You mean if?"
" No when!"
It is now very early morning so we change washing and set the drier. Set an alarm so we don't get surprised naked in their bed. We sleep wrapped in each others naked bodies.
Late morning starts with the alarm. The world has already been functioning for hours. We wake and unspoken straighten up the bed. Then holding hands we wander into the shower.
It does not take long for us both to get randy once again. I say to Sam, "Every time you went into the shower in the Olympics and I could see it direct or on the big screen I imagined being under it with you. Please make love me here."
And it was love. Initially we stood and explored but eventually Sam moves down against the tiles. Kissing his way down. Feasting a while on my centre then bringing me down to engulf his flesh. And we made love. Quiet tender languid love. Kissing, looking, giggling, enjoying each other in the gentle stream of the shower. It took a while but we both silently and tenderly cum together.
Satisfied and awake we dry each other and proceed to the kitchen for a breakfast of French Pastries we purchased yesterday. The coffee was good and necessary. As we eat and talk we both get a text from mum.
'Meet us for lunch at 2pm at the local pub beer garden.'
"I'm sure they don't call it that in France but we get the idea." Sam states. "That's great we have a few extra hours. I need to do some exercise apart from bonking you. How about a swim?"
So we swim. We do laps together. Well I do a few. Sam does half an hours worth and is not even knackered. The benefits of an athletes body. He can shag me as often as he likes and still pump out some laps.
While he does and while I'm admiring his body in motion I try to think of how to disguise our love and joy from those we both love dearly.
Sam surfaces next to me and I say "Sorry I've got nothing. Re, how we relate with Mum and Dad?"
"I've been thinking the same thing. Yes I can think and swim at the same time. I guess the first question is do we want to keep it a secret?"
"That's a tough one. Ultimately no. If we want a life together we couldn't possibly keep it secret unless we just cold shouldered and divorced the parents. That is mean. That would be cruel on all of us."
"So,"Sam asks, "when do we want them to find out."
"What are our options?"
"Today - I go up to Dad and say, hey by the way I've been fucking you daughter, my sister and I'm not going to stop."
"I want you alive Sam, perhaps a bit too brutal. Today- we get Mum and Dad drunk on French champagne and tell them then? "
"Or we just start making out in front of them when they are too drunk to react. Dad is a happy drunk." Sam giggles. "Just imagining doing the deed in front of them. We might just turn them on."
"I get the voyeur in both of us Sam, but no! Gross, No."
"Tonight after good day just being a family. Swimming, sightseeing, doing stuff as a family and over a nice red wine in the late evening bring it up as we quietly chat. Counting on the fact they will be tired." I suggest.
"Maybe, but it means being 'normal' for ten hours and our normal has changed. Although we could snuggle on the couch as we talked and I could claim I'm just missing my sister and not wanting to go back to being separated again. Shit I didn't want to think about that yet."
"Tomorrow - why do today what you can put off to tomorrow."
"Tomorrow - hoping it will never comes"
"Later in Arles, you can get a razor and threaten a Vincent Van Gogh if they don't agree."
"Later just as we hop on the plane for home."
"Later when we are home and I go to Queensland to live in Sin with you."
"Yeah do it on a zoom call on our messed up double bed."
"Maybe the tonight after family stuff is best. That way we can gauge how we are doing and decide if we need to put it off to a tomorrow option."
"There is another possibility Shiona. Nah, unlikely but possible."
"Ok spill."
"Somehow they know already."
"I would like that Sam, but this is big, huge. I don't like our chances of things going well however they find out."
We hold each other in the pool.
"I guess what ever happens it must be time to go meet up with Mum and Dad."
Sam was right we are nearly late.
" I think we should be wearing cloths, and remake our bed." I call out to Sam in the bathroom.
"Just getting the sheets and putting the second lot in the dryer." Sam yells back.
"Wear your Aussie trackies. That way pride can help to minimise the fall. They can't seriously get angry with you after what you achieved last week."
"Good point, but I don't think you can wear that Kora outfit. Too sexy by half. But they would understand how you seduced me."
I run around the bed half dressed and start to tickle him. "No fair Bro, but then I did suggest that if we had to share a bed, that I would just rape you."
"When did you say that?"
"While you were diving in Paris."
"Maybe you can just say that." Sam adds, "Mum and Dad, really sorry but because we were sharing a bed I raped my brother, then he had to rape me back, then I had to well you know how siblings are.... it's your fault I now love him."
"Let's go with that"
We tumble out the door holding hands. "Opps," Sam says, "We can't do this," and he drops my hand.
It's not far but about halfway Sam asked me to walk ahead a bit. I hope he is checking out my arse.
He then catches up. "Stop, you're walking funny, like you're been riding a horse."
"Well I have, a stud horse, I am so sore when I walk. I didn't realise I was walking funny though."
"Ok, well try legs together more."
So we do a few different practices. It was better but still not natural.
"Well let's hope we get there first so I can be seated."
"If that fails we can play at being in Monty Python's 'Ministry of Silly Walks.'" Sam says going into a Silly walk.
" Hey that could just work," as I went into my own silly walk. So that's what we did. We goofed off until we got there, one of us calling change every now and again. Laughter broke our tension as well.
It was lucky we did as Mum meets us at the door. She gives us a hug.
"Sam can you get a beer for yourself and Dad and meet him out the back. I want to chat to Shiona for a bit."
Suddenly my brain does a melt down. Shit, do they know? How the fuck can they know? Fuck did they install a hidden camera? I flick a worried look to Sam but recover quickly.
"Yeah I've had enough of boy germs that's a great idea mum." Somehow I don't think I was all that convincing.
Sam was at the Bar looking away but his body had dropped like when he missed that dive. He was worried.
Mum sits opposite me and holds my hands. A thought flashes through my mind, I hope not, but it's better than the talk right now.
"You're not getting a divorce are you?" While doing the eye nod head thing indicating Sam heading out to Dad.
"No silly, I love your Dad and the sex lately has been worth the trip to Paris."
"Too Much Information Mum!"
"Do you love him Shiona?"
"Dad?" Now I'm confused and flustered.
"No Sam. Do you love Sam?"
She watches my face change. I can't help my feelings flow into my face, eyes and mouth.
"You're fucking him aren't you?
I nod shyly but correct her. "No, I would say making Love."
"You know Sam loves you Capitol L love?"
I stammer... "Ho...h...how did you know that?"
"So before I explain, do you Love Sam or is it just sex?"
"Oh God Mum I love him so much it hurts. Don't send me away or disown me!"
I start crying. Mum comes around and takes me in her arms.
"When did you realise that you loved him?"
"When he was diving in Paris. I mean over those two days I came to understand I have loved him like forever. Well I had a big crush on him when I turned about thirteen. But I rejected my feelings and him. I pushed him away. Decided to be a normal sister that hated her brother. But I was never happy, even though I told myself that."
"You know Shiona, I saw that and understood what you were doing way back then. And I might say you probably did the right thing."
She took my face in her hands. My tears are flowing freely.
"You know it hurt Sam, it hurt Sam a lot. He actually had a talk with me about it when the Diver Training School came up. He actually wanted to go away incase he couldn't control himself. He also wanted the space."
"He actually told me a bit of that yesterday. But I didn't believe you actually conspired with him. Why?"
"Well I think I wanted to make sure you really loved him and it wasn't just a big brother crush."
"Your Dad and I actually set this week up a bit for you both, to see if anything had changed. If time had changed you, and if you had both fallen out of love, then we would know. But you two have been so all over each other this week and when I saw you coming down doing silly walks. Well then I knew you had actually crossed the line."
"This might be TMI from me but that was actually me trying to cover that I can't walk straight. Dam Sam is a stud. I'm sore."
Mum laughed, "No it wasn't that. You were just clowning together with so much body communication I knew that you were a couple that had bonded in every way."
"So I guess Dad is talking to Sam about the same thing. He isn't angry is he?"
"No sweetie, God no, if he knew Sam had worn you out in less than twenty four hours, he would be so proud of Sam. He's an old romantic softy your Dad."
I sit there a bit stunned. Of all the outcomes this was the least likely. More of a dream's possibility, not real. But to think they were actually setting us up to test our love. Wow.
"Okay Shiona, I think it's time we all got back together."
We walked out to the beer garden. When I saw Sam I lost it. I ran into his arms. He picked me up and swung me around and kissed me right there. In front of the parentals. It was not a brotherly kiss.
Dad coughed. "Ok you two leave off."
I then raced to Dad and hugged him. "Thanks Daddy, you mean you really accept this?"
"It took a while but this week convinced me. Sit down you two. I think I need to share a bit of my journey."
"Perhaps I'll get the drinks? Champagne everyone?" We nod and mum leaves to order.
"Well it started about three years ago. Your mum came to me and asked if I thought that Sam wasn't crushing on Shiona. My answer was well obviously. I know the male brain. But that while I thought for a few years earlier Shiona was really worshiping Sam's shadow, it had cooled quite a bit. So may be Sam's growing crush would not be so problematic."
Mum returned with a bottle of Moët and four glasses.
"Yeah sure," Mum scoffed. "That's just a girls way of realising she is really in trouble with her crush and hiding her tracks. Denial and attack, never let the guy know how you really feel. Right Shiona?"
"Yeah but the feelings I had were sort of buried. More subconscious than an overt decision. I just pushed Sam away." I pulled him closer as I said this.
"Now I had a big problem. I love my kids, I didn't want anyone to get hurt and yes incest was not only wrong but I'm also a romantic and liked bits of what I saw. Shiona, you had grown into a very pretty young person but you were very innocent. You appeared to develop late and you weren't chasing boys, which was sort of a relief to a Dad."
"So I watched and observed and came to realise Mary was right. You both loved each other. Then Sam began to make heads turn with his diving. When the offer came up for Brisbane I seriously considered moving to Brisbane to keep our family together."
"But then Sam had realised the problem himself and approached Mum about maybe it being better to put some distance between you. I could see the sense in that. I didn't want the problems of underaged sex on top of the incest issue."
"Neither did I Dad." Sam adds, "Being around Shiona was driving my libido crazy, and I also needed to focus on diving. So as much as I hated it, and as much as it would hurt my sister, I did it. I was a very scared teenager when I first showed up in Brisbane and very alone."
"The next two years changed me." Dad continued. " I could see the pain on both sides. So I thought I might just have to come to understand the incest thing a lot better. So I educated myself as much as I could."
"It was hard to find good information from those who had been there. There was a lot of porn on the topic but most of it was trash and not really helpful to a parent that was concerned. I found an erotic story site that had some helpful stuff amid the slam bam take advantage of my sister or brother stuff. But some authors had walked the path and exposed the minefields. Unfortunately a lot of the genuine stuff ended up with kids taking off and breaking up with the parents."
"Bill and I discussed it a lot and didn't want that outcome. We in a way still are not totally comfortable with the incest thing. But we cannot deny love. It is more than chemistry. We realise that we can't control who one falls in love with and particularly our kids. We also know Shiona well enough that if we said no, she would jump over the line."



"So that's how come we decided that when you two finally got together after two years of denial it should be clear if either of you had changed. We sort of didn't expect Shiona to have flipped so totally into the smitten category. But that became obvious to us during the first round of diving."
"What? You knew then? I tried so hard to not show anything."
Mum leans in as whispers in my ear. "Honey I could smell you next to me and that was some orgasm." Oh god how embarrassing.
"Let's order." Dad suggests. So we did. Sam and I were obviously both famishing and order solid, non take-away type food.
We continue talking and sharing until the food arrives. Then the table falls silent.
"I can't believe you did this for us. Not only gave us the space and last night, but allowed us the freedom to find out if we actually loved each other." Sam continued, " I was really worried that Shiona wanted the sexuality but didn't love me."
"When was it you realised she did?"
"It was in the Louvre. She opened her heart and soul to me. Took some big risks without actually saying anything directly."
"And what about you Shiona?"
"It was while Sam was diving and then a nightmare later that first night. I came to know I had been locking my feelings for Sam up for so many years. Maybe since I was thirteen. Seeing Sam for the first time in two years and also knowing I was now eighteen sort of gave permission for my brain to listen to my body."
When the waitress collects our plates Sam engages her in conversation in full on French. Like really really good compared to my four years of French at school. They are talking a bit about the games but I can't follow.
When she leaves I hit Sam in the arm.
"You dog, you didn't tell me you spoke French?"
"Ow, you'll have to massage that now."
" Good. " I hit him again in the chest. "But did you hear what I said?"
"You mean, 'Je t'aime, bonne nuit.'" He giggles, "see you did tell me directly. "
Mum and Dad are lost in non comprehension. "It means, 'good night, I love you' Shiona whispered it to me when we went to sleep that first night."
We all laugh. "The one I liked most was when the security guard said to us before we left the gallery 'Que la nuit vous embrasse amoureux.' May the night embrace you, lovers'. I realised that that's what we had become in spirit. He could see that. We just had to wait for the physical to catch up."
"Okay young lovers, before the night embraces you too early here in the beer garden we have one more confession and surprise for the young lovers."
Dad looks at Mum. "You tell them Bill, it was your idea."
"Well confession. We didn't spend last night on a boat. We booked a hotel room in Marseille so we could give you space. We decided to do it the first night we were here. It was obvious to us that the fates had decided. You just needed space for consummation."
"Not that we minded. We had a wonderful night and did some consummating of our own."
"TMI mum!" Sam was horrified.
I snuggled into Sam, "Get used to it Bro, you should have heard them after the Moulin Rouge." It was mums turn to jaw drop. "So what's the surprise?" I ask.
"Your mum and I have decided to give you another night alone so you can enjoy each other without guilt or the need to be, shall we say discrete. Then we have one more night here together then off to Arles for more Art."
"Yes, we have a lot to discuss about the rest of this year and where people live, not to mention next year. Sam has to get back to training. I'm assuming you don't want to quit?" Mum clarifies. "We will talk about these things in Arles."
"So young lovers, scadaddle. Let the night embrace you or what ever it does." Dad has spoken.
Practical Mum adds. "We will be back for lunch tomorrow with food. But not before one. We don't want to surprise the young lovers in action in the pool or worse."
"Good night then." We leave in each others arms quickly. Night is still a long way off but I'm keen to get my hands on my young lover. All over my young lover.
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Burning burdens weigh us down but we never know that they do, or by how much, until they were lifted.
We notice it first in our walk back to our love nest. We don't need silly walks. We don't need to hide our hand holding. We don't need to feel any guilt, or secret keeping. In a real sense we feel free at last. Well at least for now.
We actually don't even need words. Sam and I enjoy the moment in intimate silence and share loving looks.
It is a different happy to the last week. Those that mattered had not only approved where we landed but blessed us with provision.
We enter the house this time not with giggling and lust. It was like we were married and had been for some time.
"I'm not sure what to do now?" Sam stated.
"Yeah, I get it. It's like we are starting our life together but hadn't thought about any of the stuff that comes with starting a long term living together thing. I do know I want to make love heaps while we can."
Maybe we should start there," Sam moves in and we kiss. We explore each others mouths and faces without the nerves, the rush, the anxiety or the unknown. We heat up with deep intimacy. Sam starts to undress me.
"Do you know you have never undressed me?"
"I guess I'm just very slow." Sam giggles.
"That's the giggle I love".
It's summer so I don't have many clothes to remove. Nor am I wearing fancy underwear. But Sam removes them all in a reverent loving way. I am fully naked and he's is looking me up and down wearing his Australian Track suit.
" Let's keep you dressed for a bit. I want to enjoy my hero champion wearing the flag."
We are Kora and Kouros reversed. I lead Sam to our room and switch the windows to mirror. Then I drape myself over him in dozens of suggestive poses. The naked stereotype girl on the Calendar Hero.
I feel Sam's rampant hardness through the fabric.
"Are you going commando?"
"I might be," he grins.
"There is something super sexy about being naked while you are clothed."
"Yes I felt it yesterday with your Kora dress. You were ravishing."
We move over to the mirrored window and Sam moves behind me. His hands freely moving over my breasts and torso. His fingers curl into my public hairs.
"Pubes are very symbolic. I think the porn industry has destroyed their sex appeal. I want you to keep yours."
He parts my lips like parting the curtains. I am very moist. Sam pleasures me while we both look, like voyeurs on ourselves. I reach up behind me and pull us into a passionate kiss. My body is Sam's and he brings me to orgasm. He has a unique ability to bring me off in a tender and small way. I know the ravishing is still to come.
I reach forward and support myself on the mirror, shaking through the waves breaking over me. Sam gently parts my legs and I am ready for the taking.
"I know we have never done it in this position. I hope it works because I so want to fuck you like this. Some how making love like this doesn't seem to fit."
I stay silent as Sam pulls down the front of his pants and exposes only his penis. He then moves it between my thighs and pushes it along my labia until I see his helmeted head peep out below my clit. Then he begins to pump into my junction, bumping his clothed body into my buttocks.
"I'm gunna have to enter you soon or I won't last. This is so erotic."
"Well fuck me, fuck me hard." I bend over more and reach between us to guide him to the right place. It's a bit awkward. But eventually Sam is seated in me.
"God that feels so different."
"That's because you're going so deep. Oh yes harder. Yes!"
I watch Sam pull back a bit then slam home. I can feel it but can't see his body, just the green and gold caressing me as he builds speed.
"Wow you are hitting the inside of my clit in this position."
Sam snakes his hand around and attacks my clit from the outside. I spray onto the window as my system bursts in a powerful orgasm. It's so hard an orgasm I expel his cock from me as I cum.
Sam does not wait for me to recover but bends me down and slams back into me. I see his hands grab my hips as he plunders into me with increasing power. Then I watch as Sam cums. His face forms unbelievable contortions as he grunts and growls his lust into me. He pulls me up into him and hugs me tight.
Sam pulls his tracksuit top over his head and drops his pants so we can enjoy the moment naked and unashamed. We watch as he softens and unplugs our passions.
"I love seeing my sperm flow out of you."
I turn around and as I passionately kiss him I back him back to the bed. He tumbles backward onto it. I follow him and straddle his torso over his taunt stomach muscles. Then using my body I rub our combined fluids all over him as if riding a slippery pole. I mark him with our passion spoils.
"You are mine and I am yours. I love you Sam."
We take a post coital nap. I can never get tired of wrapping myself in my big brothers arms.
We wake together, caressing the moment. Eventually Sam goes to the windows and invites the afternoon in.
"I know I need a massage. If you're up for it Sis? I will give you a professional one as well. But I better do you second. I think you might be too relaxed once I'm done with you."
"You mean I won't be professional?"
"I think you might play a bit too much."
"Fair call. But I'm very happy to learn. I might need to take a course if I'm going to service you in your Olympic journey."
"That could be a really great idea. I do wish we had a massage table. It's far too hard down on the ground especially for the masseuse."
Sam scurries around gathering his massage stuff and checking out heights of surfaces. We are around the same height. Sam is a fraction taller but at 5'9" he's not that tall.
"I think the table on the Patio will be best"
"Why not the bed?"
"Far too soft. I will bend in the middle."
The table is a bit hard but Sam puts a doona under his massage sheet. So it's not too bad.
It's a job I love, even though it's only my second time. I drizzle oil over Sam's torso and begin to spread it. This time I start with the fingers and move toward his body. Every time I get near his head I lean in and kiss him. Or run my tongue over his earlobe.
"This is not supposed to be erotic little sister. I'm having trouble relaxing."
"Sorry I can't help myself. I will try."
Eventually I settle down to a normal massage. I refrain from telling him the every time my pussy juices flow I take some and add it to the massage. What he can't smell can't hurt him. Of course he had cum in me recently so a bit of the mix is spunk from my spunky brother.
"You don't mind me still calling you my big brother or would you prefer Sam?" I ask.
"Shiona you will always be my little sister, so no. But you are also my lover. I do know I feel very randy when you call me brother while I'm fucking you. So I'm sort of happy to keep the incest thing alive. We will just need to be very careful in public."
I have moved up his thighs and am now at Sam's butt cheeks and groin. This time I don't hesitate to go deep and intimate. I want to really feel every part of his anatomy. I pour some oil on his date and massage it in with my fingers. I play around his entrance without penetrating and work down to his perineus. I can feel the strong form of muscles leading to his penis.
I ask. "Is this penis tissue or muscle."
"It's a bit of both I'll be able to show you better once I've turned over. "
So I content myself with a good feel and I notice Sam is getting a bit firmer to the touch.
"I think I should turn over but please finish here or we will miss the rest of the body."
I go back to Sam's toes and feet. Then work my way up to his thighs. Then I turn around and work from his shoulders down his pecs and along his abdominal muscles. I count them again. Definitely eight.
"How come you have an eight pack not a six pack?"
"See the top six. Feel them, they are the abdominal muscles so the traditional six pack. Now feel the gap or crease between this and the bottom two. Below this crease are the groin muscles. We normally think of them as one muscle, but with the right workout they will define themselves as three. The bottom one is a triangle form right to the penis or mons mound. There is also a larger but thin muscle that covers the whole belly. It sort of keeps things together."
"Most people also put some fat on in this area so the definition is less distinct. Technically I have a nine pack."
Sam has returned to normal or flaccid state.
"Okay let me teach you somethings about the groin. Notice the lower muscles divides around the base of the penis." He takes my fingers and guides me. Then he moves me to the side. Suddenly my fingers move into a sort of hole with bone below thin flesh.
"Feel that sort of hole."
"Yes it's very obvious." Then he takes my fingers and move them up into the hole.
"Now feel the muscle between your fingers and your thumb. That's like a pouch or sack. That's where my balls go when they retract. You will notice when I do retract I have a lump in the groin here on both or either side."
"Wow that's amazing."
"Okay I might be nuts but we can do an experiment. Grab a cold bottle of beer from the fridge."
I grab two, I figure we could use a drink soon.
"I know I'm nuts but then I'm demonstrating my nuts. Ok place the cold bottle on my groin up against my balls."
In no time I see his nut sack shrinks and tightens and his balls disappear.
"Wow that's astonishing and sort of sexy."
"Ok very gently feel the area now and I do mean gently. The testicles are in protective mode now so they are very delicate."
I can see and feel the distinct small mounds.
"Ok keep watching. I'm going to do this because I can feel the pain if I get it wrong and stop."
Then he carefully runs his thumb down either side starting higher up on the groin, down to each side of the penis and walla they pop back into the sack.
"Okay, now last thing." He takes one hand again and pushes three of my fingers into his groin below his penis. "Now feel either side of the central ridge. You should be able to feel some smaller muscles on either side. Two on each side wrapping around the centre flesh. Have an explore."
I'm amazed he is still soft, as my juices have been running down my legs.
"Now for some fun. And maybe time to do something about your turned on state."
"How do you know that?"
"Easy, your nipples have been hard for a while. Your labia is both swollen and red, and I can smell your juices from here. Keep your fingers on one hand feeling those muscles and penis tissue. Now please get me hard and notice the changes."
"Oh god yes please."
I start with tenderly licking his balls and sucking them into my mouth. Almost immediately I see his penis start to move and grow. But I also feel something changing through my fingers.
I move my mouth to his limp penis and suck it right into my mouth. As I suckle it grows. I've only ever sucked it when it was hard. I feel it swelling and filling my mouth. Also the flesh beneath my fingers hardens and I start massaging it.
"That's my penis flesh in the centre. Like my dick it's not muscle but special cells that are swelling with blood as you suck. In fact it is my dick."
I pull my mouth off his penis. Mind you it doesn't fit anymore. Then I look. "Wow, the ball sack sort of straddles the penis I can see it continuing right through."
I run the fingers of my other hand up the penis shaft from nearly at Sam's bum hole, over the nut sack and up to his glands head.
"That's much bigger than I thought it was. Why is that?"
"Well it is all about thrusting power. We don't want our penises to just bend over at the balls. We could never thrust proper. Now feel those two other muscles on either side. See how they wrap around the penis and are firm. They give support and the inside one also helps pump my sperm into you when I come. These are the muscles that spasm when I groan my release."
"The prostrate releases and pumps but that one, the bulbospongiosus, compresses the base, stiffens the cock and ejects the semen or urine. In you it compresses and stiffens your clitoris and narrows your virginal passage. An effect by the way I enjoy immensely when you come."
I continue to massage Sam's lower penis.
"Ok time for you to experience that for yourself. Hop up here and ride me."
Well I don't think I've moved so fast. In no time I was driving myself home on Sam's erect penis. Almost immediately I have my first orgasm. Then I ride him. Squeezing his penis as well as I can each time I lift up only to slam back down.
"Reverse cowgirl little sis that way you can see and feel between my legs."
I jam myself down and spin on his pole.
"Wowa, that's amazing. Remind me to try that again bro."
Then I started lifting up my butt and thrusting down. I put one hand down around our junction and the other down below Sam's balls. I am like a Rodeo rider with a hand strapped to the bull. But I was feeling and massaging with both hands. Sam had both hands on my butt and hips helping me to raise up and slam down. He plants his feet on the table and starts to lift his butt to meet my pussy.
He groans, "I'm gonna cum."
I watch our union and press down into his perineum. Sam thrusts up and lets out a massive groan as his muscles beneath my fingers spasm and pump his stuff right up into me. I can feel each blast with a force I had not felt before. He is pressure spraying into my uterus. At the same time I am triggered and my vagina contracts and tries to force him out. I cum the hardest I can remember cumming so far. Ok I don't have much experience but wow.
Sam slaps my butt.
"Little sister can I eat you cream pie?"
I lift myself off Sam and crawl backwards spilling our juices all down his body until his mouth clamps on my leaking vagina and he feasts on our combined love juices. His cock is still quite hard and swollen so I clean him up and lick everything I spilt from around his base.
Sam stays swollen but he apologises. "Sorry I don't think I can go again right now."
We stand and cuddle. Intimate kisses are exchanged and Sam leads me into the pool. We are content to bob together in the water while we look into each others eyes and whisper our love.
"I think I'll take my massage now bro. My body is sort of aching."
"Well hop out and hop up."
I find the two beers on the massage table untouched and warm. "Ok change of plan let's have a cold one first." I go in and exchange them for some from the fridge. I also grab a few snacks.
Sam has pulled up a deck chair so we can sit together. The evening light is settling in. There are some stars but nothing like we get at home.
"Sam how come I don't recognise any of the stars."
Sam laughs at me. "Such an Aussie. We are in the Northern hemisphere duffus."
I should be insulted that he laughed at me but I would expect nothing less from my brother. If we weren't also lovers I expect I would be getting hell for a long time to come.
"Have you told Marion that you are now fucking your brother?" Sam asks.
"When have I had time to tell her anything. You have kept me thoroughly shagged out. Not that I'm complaining."
"I haven't heard your phone in a while."
"I put it on silent after I got mums message. So she will have to wait for the goss. Do you guys share as much as we do?"
"Ok you told me some girls rules about brothers yesterday, or sometime, this week anyway. See sex fries the brain. So I guess I can tell you a few home truths about guys."
"There are two types of guys. Those without filters, often the alpha males. And the rest of us. The alpha males like to brag and big-note themselves. They will go on about how many times they have done it, with whom and brag about conquests, particularly one night stands. The thing is none of the rest of us believe them. We know they exaggerate and we know it's mostly BS. Yeah sure they get their end in but I don't think I would want to be the girl in that relationship. We joke that they probably premature ejaculate and the girls are definitely faking it. We might be wrong but we feel better."
"Good to know but how many of you are the rest of us. You might be my strong amazing big brother but I don't think you're an alpha male"
"Well research says about 10% are alpha males depending on how you define it. We are definitely n the majority. Alpha males don't make good divers."
"How do you know all this? And why don't they make good divers?"
"Sports Psychology is compulsory at our school. We study a lot about what makes us tick. Alpha males don't have the calm and patience. They would also get unbalanced bodies if they really trained. Big muscles, certain big muscles are a turn on for them. Also the most likely group to take steroids."
"So what do the rest of you talk about."
"How about you hop up on the table and I'll tell you while I massage you."
I get in to position and say, "Spill"
"First we are not too likely to say anything even to best friends. If we admit to anything it's more likely to be a shy grin. Sure occasionally we ask if our mate is getting some. But a nod is all we ever really expect. But we are happy for our mates and proud of them. So a 'good for you' is often all the conversation."
"Two we don't normally know how big our mates are. Like we don't brag or ask. Shame plays a big thing but also doubt about how big we are and if we measure up. Better to not know than to find out you're small. Of course we all measure ourselves. We can look up the averages. So we know if we are short or real big, but never say so. The problem is porn only uses guys that measure in the top 1% of penis sizes, so comparing with this is not very objective."
"We don't check each other out at the toilet. That is really bad form. We don't even talk in the toilets. At best we will say hello was we pass each other going in or out the main door, even best friends. Maybe we will ask how they are going at the sink on our way out. But no real conversations happen in there."
Sam is finished with my back and he asks me to turn over. I am so relaxed and I cannot believe the way his hands sort out my kinks. I am so totally relaxed.
"But don't you share any stuff with your friends in diving school? I mean they have some amazing bodies."
Well there are a few exceptions. The gay community is probably the main one. A lot of homosexual athletes hang out together a bit. I mean for sexual activity. At least the guys do. More than once I've accidentally walked into a friends room to find an orgy of dick going on. It's a bit embarrassing. I've been invited a few times, but I just say pass."
"We do see each other masturbate a bit when we share a room so we generally get an idea of how big we are if we have ever roomed."
"So you hinted yesterday you might have experimented a bit, gay wise. What did you do?"
"See right there is the difference between guys and at least what I gather about your group of friends. We would never ask that and never ever share. Particularly about stuff that borders on homosexuality. The risk of being branded Gay is always too great. I feel for my same sex attracted friends they get it really tough. But we don't want to be crucified with them either."



"So how come you get invited in to join them?"
"Funny about that. My reputation about being able to suck my own cock got around after a mutual masturbation session one day. A competition was held apparently but no one was able too achieve it. I think they are dying to check it out. First to see if it's true and second to get some tips."
"So my brother the freaky stud. How big are you? Wait I don't want to know. I do know that your more than big enough for me. You really stretch me out in thickness and you go deep but all of you can fit length wise. I love our pubes smashing into each other when we are going at it hard."
"Well I'm finished except for your groin. I know the theory but I want to have a bit of an explore if you don't mind?"
"Go for it but be warned I am getting a bit turned on right now."
Sam started on my groin muscles coming from my abs pointing out the same or similar things to his body. But as the groin muscles parted to surround my genitals Sam started to explore more. He a finger down the outside of my now swollen outer labia. He pressed and I found myself so turned on I came a little.
"Okay I thought so," Sam said, "I know the theory but that was great to feel. Well I felt it before, when we were in the middle of things but I couldn't discern things clearly and I was so turned on I was distracted."
"Okay spill wise guy. What?"
"First point out your clit."
I look at him mockingly as if to say are you for real. Then expose my little button which really wants to be in the open by now anyway. "There!"
Sam pushes his finger into the side of my labia and rubs the core of it a bit. Again I get wet from it.
"Did you know that that is also your clitoris?"
"What you're fucking kidding me. It's nowhere near it."
Sam gets an idea and runs to our bags and grabs one of the red stuffed Olympic mascots. He puts it on the outside of my spread vagina and presses it in a little.
" Now show me on him where you said your clitoris is?"
"Ohh it's his little peaked head right here. That's cute." I flick it like I have learnt to flick my bean.
"Do you know why this mascot so quickly got the nickname as a clitoris?"
"Well because of this little pokey out thingy at the top and badge that looks like the right place for a vagina hole."
"Yes and no" says Sam. "It's because the whole thing is a clitoris. What I was pressing on down here," he demonstrates with the mascot, " is also your clitoris. As is the other side. It's why you went wet so quickly and even came a little.. here cuddle this while I demonstrate on you." He then traces my organ up both sides of my virgin and where they meet at the clit. Now I have to say I'm literally cumming when he gets to my button.
"It is actually one big organ."
He gives the mascot a tickle and says," I'm pretty sure the French all knew what it represented when they approved it. It's so French to be risqué and overtly free sexually. The joke is on us."
"It's a bit like you discovered my penis tissue went almost to my anus. Your button is the glands clitoris just like the head of my penis is the gland only, not the whole thing."
"Now with your permission I want to explore the inside?"
"Yes please so long as you finish your probing with your penis."
Sam then opens me up and inserts a finger into my vagina. He pushes the side walls a bit.
"I can feel your walls hardening up. That's your bulbospongiosus muscle the same as you felt when I started to get hard. "
He runs a finger around my opening under the bottom and up the other side coming out and tracing it along my inner lips.
"Feel that, that's what narrows when you cum tightening on me as if to say, 'don't you dare pull out now. Let me squeeze your babies out.'"
Now he goes back in and using a finger on both hands, one on the outside and one inside gently explores deeper.
"I can't feel it on the inside but your clitoris is like a saddle on a horse. Straddling your hole so when I push out with my thickness I'm pushing into you clitoris as well."
He does this a few times with his fingers and I'm climbing the cumming wall.
"God I get it, wow it's so strong and I'm feeling it in my button."
"Don't touch that, I want you to stay locked and load" he then moves one finger to the inside top and curls it upward. Sam then presses in not moving but putting pressure on and I explode. I come so hard I splash again and drown us both in my juices.
I come down panting. "Was that my G-spot?
"Again the answer is sort of. The g spot is not really a spot it's just the back of the clitoris. It's just you can almost directly pressure it from here. And as the clitoris is bigger than the button, or glands, it's actually a fairly big target."
Sam feels some more, without much pressure.
"I can feel the ridges, I'm not sure if they have a purpose but I guess they would stimulate the penis head if it hit them. That would require the doggy position to really achieve unless, as some guys have, a really bent penis curving upwards. It's why your reverse cowgirl worked when you leant back."
"Enough theory Sam, do you want to do doggy?"
I roll over and hop up on my knees, I wriggle my butt.
"Come and get it stud" I had noticed Sam was hard and twitching in the last of that demo.
Sam jumps up on the table and it wobbled something chronic.
"Opps," and he gingerly hops back off. Picks me up and slings me over his shoulder and takes me to the bed.
"It will be better for our knees anyway." as he wastes no time slotting himself in and slamming home.
We then begin to hump like dogs. Sam rides me high to see if he could actually hit my 'G-Spot. I cum quickly, so I'm counting it as a direct hit. Now I'm so proud of my man, brother, lover or whatever. He is really going for it.
Meanwhile I play with my outer lips,my newly discovered clitoris sides and seek out our joining and my muscles clamping down on Sam's penis with my fingertips.
Sam doesn't appear to be getting tired and although I'm coming, huffing, groaning, and calling on any deity in the Greek pantheon that can hear me. Sam varies and changes things up. He skewers me on his rampant pole.
Finally he stiffens up and pushes as deep as he can, which is deeper in this position, and let's go a new round of sperm into my cervix. I love the sound he makes when he delivers his swimmers.
Satiated for the moment, Sam grabs the left over champagne from last night and we drink. We cuddle, we chat. We fill up on sugary treats and left over pastries. We drink some more. We get aroused and make love some more. This time gently with no purpose but to be as close as we can be together.
You could say we fuck the night away. We see the sun rise. How many times we made love, I don't know. Because we really made love all night, non stop loving each other, punctuated by fucking, more than the other way around. But it is sort of our honeymoon night. Finally we sleep.
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Sam's phone is ringing and ringing and ringing. I watch him stumble from our love nest, searching for it. It's still in his discarded tracksuit pants.
"Fuck, wakeup Mum and Dad are at the front door. Shit it's ten past one."
I bolt out of bed as Sam slips his pants on.
"The windows Sam!" I yell. Sometime during the night we had turned them to normal. It was a bit much seeing multiple images of ourselves fucking all over the room.
"Let them in, I'll duck into the shower." I shouted as I gather my clothes."
I hear Sam open the door and being greeted by the folks.
"We have Hot Pizza." Dad yells, as he breaks into fits of laughter.
I take a very quick hot shower, god I'm so sore I can hardly walk. As I'm finishing Sam slips in and joins me.
"Dad says I smell like a Parisian whorehouse and I wasn't to dare sit down with them until I shower."
I lean over and smell him. All I can smell is me and cum. I sigh and act swooned at the aroma.
"I guess that makes me a whore then. Dame I feel like it Sam, and I have to say I'm even prouder of my big brother now. What a stud!"
I enter the family room and mum looks up. I wobbly walk to the table and sit.
" More silly walks?" Asks mum.
"More stud Sam." I retort. "I know it's far too much information but wow. Like wow, what a night. Thanks guys."
When Sam comes in Dad gives him a high five and says, "Shiona just awarded you with the gold medal. So proud of you Son" and gives him a man hug.
"Group hug." I counter. So we all gather and enjoy being together.
"Well that was better than going crook at you for not hiding the evidence of your night of passion."
We get stuck into the Pizzas. Lucky Dad bought a few extra as Sam is wolfing them down.
"But what happened to your phones we rang forty minutes ago?"
"Crap my phones been on silent since the pub."
I hobble out and find it. Turning it on, the phone spends five minutes dinging with sounds as the notifications kick in.
"Sorry guys I guess I'll need to spend some time on this thing catching folk up. Well within the bounds of need to know."
"How is the survey re competition going Shiona?"
"Opps mum, I forgot about that, these girls must be spitting chips at my lack of action."
" What's this?" Sam asks.
"Oh never mind, well maybe I'll tell you in the North of France."
"But we are not going to the North of France."
"Exactly!"
Sam buries himself in his phone for a minute and then holds up a post.
"Anything to do with this?"
Shit I'm mortified, it's my survey.
I blush. "Mmm it could be," I squeak.
"Well it's been going viral. Most of the divers have got copies where they have come out on top. Like thousands of copies each. Apparently it's a thing on the internet."
"And what about you?" I ask Sam.
"Let's say my fans page has more than that, maybe three thousand. Lots of new followers."
"Opps. I haven't even filled one out for me yet but I know what the score will be." I bury my head in my elbow. "I'm so embarrassed. I sort of started it. Maybe we can talk about it later please."
The rest of the family laugh. Sam gives Dad his phone so he can check one out. His eyes bug out of his head. Then he high fives Sam again.
"That's my son. Stud diver, stud son-in-law, wait that doesn't work. Stud lover. Proud of you even if I'm not also quietly horrified and challenged by our situation. I do want you both to know that you have my blessing. Mum and I will do what we can to make your lives as normal as possible.
"Well," says mum, "I think we should do something as a family, something touristy."
"Like maybe a winery?" Sam suggests.
"Yes, great idea. I don't think I can take any more of Sam at the moment. I need a rest"
It's funny how our relationship is expressing itself in a family context. I'm going red again.
"Shit did I say that out loud?"
We hit a few wineries. We each have a three litre limit of how much alcohol we can bring into Australia. I intended to bring in some quality French wine but then I tasted Brandy. Wow like that's good. Well at least the boutique wineries are high quality. I decided to bring in some high quality Brandies as it's so much cheaper here than in Australia. We make excellent wines anyway.
The late evening light is great so we spend extra time wine tasting before we found a nice restaurant to have our evening meal together.
It's late when we finally left for our love nest. Well that's what I'm calling our holiday let. Sam and I snuggle on the back seat. It is dark so Sam gets away with a bit of inappropriate caressing. I simply enjoy the closeness of it.
Mum is quietly snoring in the front seat. She did put away a bit of wine today. Sam regularly checks in with Dad to make sure he stays awake. He was a good Father and didn't have much wine as he was driving.
Finally we are back. Sam and I say our good nights and slip into out private rooms. Unspoken we take off our clothes and proceed to the bathroom. I think we love being naked together. I certainly do.
Finally we talk. "Shower?" Sam asks.
"So long as it's together you got me a bit horny in the car."
So we do just that. Gently washing each other. Exploring with hands and rubbing bodies and kissing all manner of cleaned locations.
"Sam I'm really starting to feel I know your body better. I'm still in total admiration and meltdown over it. But it's like it's becoming my body. It's the yin to my yang. It's like we fit together perfectly. Your hardness and highly defined muscles and my softness and roundness."
We clean our teeth. Sam moves in behind me rubbing he's growing hardness against my butt. Every time I lean over the sink he gives me a pump. I've got my mouth full of froth so I start giggling and eventually spluttering. Then we fight over the sink for the spit access. Tickling follows. Tickle fights are funner when you are in love. Sam takes command of the sink pushing me away with his hips. So I reach between his legs and grab his balls. I'm firm but gentle.
"Give?" I mumble through bubbles.
He has spat by now so he can speak, "Yes, yes."
I keep hold of his balls and move him aside as I lean in to spit and rinse my mouth. But before I do, I realise Sam now bent fully over and has his hands on the floor.
It's too tempting so I bend over him and lick his butt hole. I know it's clean as I attended to it myself.
"NO, NO, not that."
I don't listen and I begin rubbing his balls and penis with toothpaste foam.
"Stop stop you're gotta listen.... arhhh. Crap. Crap it stings."
I let go and he dives into the shower and is vigorously trying to clean his bits. I realise I've done something seriously wrong. I love him, I love how he is looking at me his eyes popping out.
"Never ever do that again."
I'm really scared now. I must show it.
He hops out and gives me a big wet cuddle. I realise he had a cold shower. I'm crying by now so I don't complain. Sam kisses me.
"Please wash your hands real good and rinse out."
"What did I do wrong?"
Sam starts laughing. Obviously the crisis is over.
"Ok I get it you didn't know. I think every boy knows. Never never masturbate with tooth paste. You do it once but crap never again."
"God I didn't know, I'm sorry."
"Have you ever had menthol containing stuff near your fanny?"
I shake my head. "Well you're lucky I wasn't already fucking you when you did that. Oh and please don't give me head after you have used mouthwash. My gay friends have warned me on that one."
"Shit really. Well the things ya learn. I sort of killed the mood." I said sadly.
Sam picks me up and carries me in his arms to the bed. He starts kissing me and caressing me. I realise he is actually still rock hard.
I gently fondle his genitals. His penis is very full of blood.
"How come you never went down?"
"My penis is still tingling. It's moved from pain to pleasure. I think you owe me your pussy cream salve. God, I'm actually really turned on. My butt hole is still on fire, tingling and clenching."
Sam lies down. "Please fuck me Shiona, and fuck me now."
I straddle him and drive myself down as deep as I can. I'm still a bit tender from last night. But I can sense the relief and urgency in Sam's thrusts. He meets me with every downward impaling on his magnificent penis. I am kissing him and burying my face in his neck. Then he starts to piston flat out into me holding my butt cheeks in his hands.
We scream like banchee's as we come together. It takes a while for the tremors to cease and we collapse together.
"I'm sort of glad that happened." I whispered into Sam's ear. "That was a spectacular and different climax."
"I Agee," Sam affirms, "but never try it again."
He rolls me over and hops up to turn off the light. Then he slips between my legs and re-enters me.
"I may not go down for a little while my balls are still tingling."
We both fall asleep with Sam gently moving in and out.
I know I'm dreaming again, well at least I'm aware of the mixing of dreams and reality. I think Sam might be dreaming as well. The thrusting has got more urgent. I think Sam had gone down a bit as we fell asleep but we are still in the same position now. I have a bit of a dead arm.
Dreams mix with reality and we are once again making passionate love. I cum first. A gentle cum that is soothing and soulful. Sam follows draining the last vestiges of what I think is almost an endless sperm supply.
Disconnecting Sam hops up and goes to the toilet. When he returns I bend down and apologise to his testicles.
Kissing them I say, " l love you little guys. I'm really sorry I caused you pain. Please rest and make more of your little spermy's for me. Thank you for your gifts tonight."
I put my hand down and retrieve some of them from my leaking vagina. I suck them into my mouth and whisper to his balls.
"See, I love that you do this for me. I love you little guys, your slightly pungent taste, your creamy texture and particularly your smell. Please make more and give me more tomorrow."
Sam is just beaming at me. I know he has forgiven me. We kiss and we sleep again. This time not on top of each other but holding hands.
Bang, bang, bang on our door was followed by Dad shouting.
"Wakey, wakey rise and shine." We have to vacate your love nest in ninety minutes."
"Ignore him." Sam says and we have a fifteen minute kissing session waking each other up.
"I suppose we had better move then."
I slip once again into the shower while Sam goes to the toilet. I don't think I find it sexy but I do like watching him have a wee. It's a sort of an intimate natural process that has really changed since I first saw him going under that tree five days ago. Sam heads back to the bedroom and starts packing. Then replaces me when I tell him I've finished.
I pack and except for the cloths I'm wearing today. I stay naked and as Sam comes out naked we do a reverse strip tease. Teasing each other as each piece of clothing that returns us to normal.
Together we move into the family room with wonderful smells of coffee and freshly baked breakfast pastries.
"Morning Mum and Dad."
"Morning you two." Mum grins. "This is going to take some time getting used to. Boy were you loud last night."
Dad added,"Dying to know, what went wrong last night?"
Sam and I both looked at each other, went red together and started giggling, then full on laughing.
"Should we tell them?" Sam asks.
I giggle more,"Maybe but you had better, I don't think I could get it out."
"Um," Sam starts. Shiona found out not to get toothpaste on... you know."
"Ohh you didn't," mum gasped and starts giggling.
"Oh my god Sam, that is the worst." I can see Dad wincing in pain as he said it.
Suddenly we are all in fits of laughter. Just as suddenly in that moment we are adults together, comfortable in this new reality. We are still family. Because families can share moments of pain and togetherness.
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Twelfth Night
This is a long slow burn romance between twins, incest, and eventually her best friend joins in. But that will relationship will develop in the second part. It only contains sex between consenting adults over 18. Yes they make passionate love by the end of this part.
I'm posting it as one post even though it has many chapters. Essentially it is a novella but posted here because it is incest driven.
........
Author note re spelling and Grammar.
As a young person I was physically abused for my bad writing, read - head bashed against a blackboard, and always punished for my spelling and writing. This fifteen years of torturous experience scared me for life. So if you are a spelling and grammar fanatic who gets frustrated by reading spelling mistakes, do yourself a favour and don't read further.
Feel free to skip this extended explanation now and go straight to the story.
For the rest of you it was been a long journey of improving so my writing is not too bad now. I loved writing stories but my hand was too slow for my head. So for many decades I stopped writing. I have recently found out I have Orthographic Dyslexia. Which means I can't easily recognise if a word is spelt right or wrong. Thank goodness for computers.
I know this community has may fine people willing to spell check. But unfortunately that process can also increase my trauma. So I choose to submit as is. Know I have spent a lot of time reading and re reading and checking this story.
For me it's the story that is the important thing.
It is in Australian English. Unfortunately the US trend in word shortening also adds to my confusion. As a Shakespearean fanatic I also know my writing often has archaic grammar structures and spellings. I am sick of Microsoft insistence that we remove the language's rich passive tenses from our writing. So enough of me please enjoy.
......................
Twelfth Night
Looking back it's been an extraordinary few years. We are backstage taking off our makeup. I have always loved the grease paint, the lights and the applause.
Who knew Shakespeare had a thing for twins in so many of his plays. My sister and I are twins. Some people think we are identical twins, because we look so alike. We both laugh at the stupid ignorance of that. I have a dick and she doesn't. Derr.
Alexandrina and I are in popular demand by companies that specialise in Shakespearean theatre. This means we are normally in work. But it does mean we have no roots. But as we found out, that has been an advantage.
Over time we have really learnt how to make the bard contemporary and powerful. We have worked with some amazing directors and the avant guard of them have allowed us to challenge the incest underlying implications of some of his scripts.
We are both now twenty five. We were eighteen and a half when things changed between us. Last week Alexandrina challenged me to write our story. Not for publication but for the record, for historical reasons. We perceive we are headed for some fame in these small acting circles.
It's our hope we will get a gig with the RSC at the Globe. A few directors who have worked for the RSC have hinted they would bring us in for some twin roles when the opportunity came to direct a twin play again.
We both have dark hair, almost black and big brown eyes. Our skin is olive. Now as to form. Alexandra has small breasts, well formed but easy to disguise with binding. Of course I have thinner hips and an Adams Apple. While my voice is obviously deeper. We have both worked on extending our ranges into each others. So on stage it is easy for us to achieve the great switch-er-roo.
I just love big brown eyes and Alexandrina's in particular. You can fall right into them. I guess it was a bit like falling in love with my image. Narcissus at the pond. Of course growing up together we loved each other as twin siblings do. Life was always shared.
But we didn't discover that we loved each other until our Gap year, when we both took on going to a private drama school together. Hell, I didn't even know Shakespeare's work outside of doing Hamlet in our senior year, and some solo monologues for speech exams.
We were hoping to get into a drama school at a Uni or even a National Drama School but we had only done some school plays. Granted every opportunity we could we were on a stage. I should say we are Australian. So Shakespeare is not so big there as here. We are in England at the moment.
We were raised in Adelaide, so our Australian accents were close to the British formal English. Yes Australia has regional accents. We also did Trinity College Speech and Drama exams up to grade eight. So proper pronunciation was well trained into us. But our teacher was more about the speech side than the drama side. So we struggled a bit with getting good direction. It was more about public speaking.
But enough background for now. If you have read this to this point I guess you are wondering how it began. Oh and a warning. This is definitely an R rated read. We are lovers and I will actually be descriptive of our love and how we progressed into it. Not because it's overly kinky. But because it is our Story.
Alexandrina will be writing her own version. So this is my version of our story. But we hope we can put them together sometime. Also we have made had a bit of a twin pact. Not to share our writing with each other until we have finished.
Alexandrina is on the other side of the dressing room as I'm writing this. She is looking at me in the makeup mirror. Giving me those big brown cow eyes. You know the Jersey cow with big eye lashes.
"I'm getting turned on just knowing your writing our story Jake." Her comment just interrupted my flow. So I guess I'll just have to do something about it, her horniness that is.
Wow, that was some passionate distraction. It's the next day. I think I like the idea of putting some contemporary dialogue into this as I go. Yes we love having intimate sex after a performance. It's not always possible, but we can get away with it in this theatre. We are midway through a season and most of the others actors had already left. We have our own showers and can lock our door. So we can take our time. But how did we get here?
Well it all started with 'She's the Man' the chick flick rom com. I hadn't seen it but I found out Alexandrina had seen it a number of times. Our drama course was going to do Twelfth Night. The course coordinator actually switched to this play when she realised she had twins joining them for the year. It made sense but not really to me until I did that first night's homework. We all had to watch 'She's the Man' first and then a few different film versions of Twelfth Night.
So we had a film night. We were in the TV room off the family room. I scored Dad's recliner which left Alex on the couch. I realise that using her full name Alexandrina was going to mean a lot of typing so I'll use Alex. It's our family nickname and abbreviation for her but I love how Alexandrina trips off the tongue. It's also a five syllable word which is perfect for iambic pentameter. I'm actually Jacob but I only use that as my stage name. It works well on the posters Jacob and Alexandrina Hayes perform.... But I've always been Jake.
It was a Tuesday night our first week of College. We had been given the homework the day before. Alex opened up our streaming service. It's a Netflicks' film. She scrolled down to her favourites and there it was.
I'm going to include dialogue as I remember it happened. Conversation was an important part of our growing closer. In a way language flirts first. Well at least for us. The rest of our behaviour was typical twin sharing and play acting. Well at least that's what my ignorant male blindness had always believed.
"So you've seen this before Alex?" I noticed she actually blushed.
"Ah yes, it's sort of a favourite."
"But you have never watched it with me, that's odd."
"Well I first saw it at Stephanie's and I knew you don't normally go for Rom Coms."
"That doesn't explain why you blushed." We do read each other very well. We pick up on each others feelings quickly. It's not a twin spooky connection thing. I think it's just we know each other so well and are aware of each other and are more aware what the other is doing more than most.
"Well I sort of crushed on Sebastian, just watch the movie you might understand then."
I didn't take me long to get into the plot. I have to say Amanda Byrne is hot. She reminded me a bit of Alex. Well the brown eyes. As I found out later, also a bit similar in the tit department. But Alex was a bit smaller in that regard.
Okay I know other people get off a bit on the twin thing. But I couldn't really see ituntil this movie. Some of our friends said we should try and do a swap one day to see if we can fool anyone. Thinking of it later it was probably Stephanie, who incidentally is Alex's best friend and who spends quite a bit of time at our place.
So I'm watching the movie and getting turned on by Viola. I actually felt myself stiffen up a bit. It was a bit of a turn on. I noticed Alex was squirming a bit on the couch as well.
I know I was hooked when the love triangles developed and as the confusion of feelings of who loves who, and who was falling in love across gender taboos and boundaries. Wow, if Shakespeare was actually writing what this modern take was doing, he was quite a progressive writer for the Seventeenth Century.
But I think it really spoke to my twin-ness. This was a part of me I loved, but had no expression for. Yet here in the film my feelings were made clear. Perhaps it's a twin thing and the normal person sees it differently. Not that being a twin is abnormal. But I instantly connected.
It was a fantasy that I could instantly relate to. We had a break for popcorn and drinks. I had a bit of trouble letting down at the toilet. I found out I was more turned on than I thought. Alex was making the popcorn. I would normally sit on the couch to share these with her. But I was a bit embarrassed. I asked her if I could have mine in separate bowls, as I was very comfortable on the recliner.
I was also in shorts, well we called them stubbies. Stubbies are not good for hiding chubbies. Hey that last sentence is in perfect pentameter. Yep it's a thing when you live Shakespeare. So I grabbed a throw rug as well. It was summer but it can get chilly in Adelaide at night.
Alex came back and nearly threw the popcorn bowl at me.
"What was that for."
"Well you're hogging the recliner and we normally do film nights together. I'm not getting my snuggles tonight."
Yes, we often snuggled on film nights. It used to be because one of the parents occupied the recliner. But they had grown a bit distant lately and left us to our own devices more. They said it was because we can fend for ourselves now, but I actually think their relationship was a bit rocky at the time. In hindsight this actually was a big thing that became a huge thing as we got closer in intimacy. But I jump ahead.
My body fairly tingled when Sebastian, the real one, who the principal thought was a girl, when he dropped his daks on the soccer field to prove his manliness. Not that we saw anything. It struck me if we are doing this play would I have to do that? Show the fishing tackle to the actors if not the audience. I don't think Alex had ever seen my dick at this point, well not since puberty. Mum and Dad were very strict about our personal privacy as we grew up.
In fact for all I was a bit of a testosterone filled guy, I had never actually seen a live pair of tits. Yeah sure I wanked off to porn. I had had a girlfriend or two but we never got past kissing and the occasional feel outside the clothes. I was still a virgin. So when Viola, Amanda Bynes that is, flashed her tits! Again we didn't actually see them on screen. Shit did that actually mean if we continue this acting part Alexandrina would be flashing her tits. I was so horny I was actually rubbing myself under the throw rug.
When I realised this I froze. Alex had a cushion wedged between her legs. Was she turned on also? Soon after that scene the film, like a lot of the Bards plays, it finished quickly just trying up loose ends.
As the credits rolled Alex asked, "Well what did you think Jake?"
"Wow, that was Hot. I want to see it again. I can see why it's a favourite movie of yours."
"Well I guess we are studying this for a reason. So maybe we should break it down a bit."
"I know you said you were crushing on Sebastian. But he doesn't appear much in the film?"
"I could tell Viola, or at least Amanda was doing it for you."
"God yeah she was hot. But it was more than that. I know this is not about twins, just a brother and sister. But then her playing him and having to switch back and forth, particularly in the fair scene was wow."
"I get it. Were you crushing on Amanda or Sebastian, the girl playing boy thing? And Duke thinking he might be actually falling for a guy. That was funny. But then I found myself a bit horny watching Amanda also. It makes me question what really turns us on as people."
Now we may have not actually seen each other naked at this point but we were fairly open with each other in our discussions. We could share about most things. Honesty was a part of who were together.
"So you were turned on also? I don't feel so bad now."
"Is that why you didn't want to snuggle?"
I was blushing a bit now. "Yeah I actually had a.. you know.. a hard-on."
Alex giggled. "I always get a bit moist watching this one. Perhaps that's why I have never actually shared it with you."
"Was it the actors or the situation that does it for you Alex?"
"Oh definitely the situation. But that we are twins and we look so much like each other. It is deeper than that. It's sort of looking at my own soul as well."
I was getting animated now. "I know right. I think it's the first film I've ever seen that gets me. Or at least it helps me to get me a bit. Even if I'm a bit confused at the moment. There is an undercurrent in the film that speaks to my soul."
"Yeah it's not like those twin movies like 'It takes two', or 'The Parent Trap'. I used to watch those a lot didn't I Jake." I groaned. "I think I sort of wished my twin was a girl. I also wondered what it would be like to be as an identical one. But I was stuck by having a brother. Sorry Jake."
"Perfectly alright to feel that. I often wished you were a brother. Not for the twin thing but so we could be boys together, grow up and play kick to kick. Hey, maybe that's what I particularly like about this film. She was a soccer player and although she was also a bit of a girls girl she has a big Tom girl vibe going on. I wanted a brother to play footy with."
"Sorry Jake, that just wasn't me. But we still had a lot of fun together."
"I know it's getting late Alex but can we watch it again?"
We didn't have classes till the afternoon. Some of our teachers had day jobs so our course had a mixture of day/night lessons.
" I would love that Jake, but on one condition. We snuggle this time."
"But I'm sure I'll get a boner again. It will be difficult to not have you feel it as we snuggle."
Alex giggled. "I think I can live with that. I'll even pretend it's because of the movie not me."
"Alexandrina get thee to a nunnery."
"Just get over here you big lug." She patted a space for me. So we settled together Alex snuggling into my shoulder and my arm wrapped around her waist as we often did.
We watched it again. We were a bit squirmy. Early on Alex put her head on my lap and lay down on the couch. I played my fingers through her hair while we watched. We didn't say a thing. But then, well it happened. Her head started to rub against my penis. Well the penis actually grew up into her ear.
She froze. "Opps this isn't going to work." She giggled and sat up.
I looked down and I was very much tenting. Yes, I was also very embarrassed.
"You might want to straighten that out." She giggled. Alexandrina was looking straight at it her eyes bigger than normal.
"Shit throw me that blanket."
"Yeah good idea, cover that bad boy up."
So I put my hand under the blanket and into my stubbies to move my penis to a more comfortable position. As I did I noticed I was leaking some precum. Quite a bit actually and my penis was loving the contact with its familiar hand. God I wanted to rub one out then and there. I quickly pulled my hand out and I know I looked guilty.
Alex asked me to move sideways a bit so she could sit between my legs. She then snuggled back so her butt was pressing into my boner. I looked at her as if to ask What The Fuck. She giggled again.
"It's ok, I like that you have a boner. I would right now if I actually had a dick. Let's enjoy that this movie is turning us on a bit."
So we actually watched it in this position. I was having trouble focussing on the movie. I loved smelling her hair as we watched. Alex held my arms fairly tight into her rather like she sometimes does when she cuddles a her big soft bunny. I actually won it for her a few years ago at a fair.
Every time either of us was a bit more turned on by a particular part of the movie. We would know it. I would grind a bit into her delicious butt. I hadn't realised how delicious until this moment. Or Alex would wiggle said same butt into me when she found the bit moving. We both groaned a bit also.
It was like we were connected and connecting in new ways. I think I almost came at the big reveal scene. Then we lay there as the credits rolled. Quiet. Not talking. Finally the intimacy of the moment got too much.
Alex stood stretched and said, "I think we need to go to bed" she then giggled. "I think you might need to take care of that." Nodding to my groin.
"Oh shit yeah," I said. "Like you will be able to keep your hands off your pussy."
"How do you know I'm turned on?"
"I've been able to smell you for a while" Alex suddenly had that mortified look and rushed off up stairs.
You see we were always honest and open but this was crossing some new lines. I was conflicted. I knew I was going up to my bedroom to rub one out. But was it over Amanda Viola Byrnes or over Alexandrina.
I also needed to go. It's a guy thing but when you have a very stiff hard penis you almost have to stand on your head to get it in the bowl. And it takes some letting down. I decided I needed to deal with this problem before I cleaned my teeth. We also had a shared bathroom so I wasn't wanting to risk 'bumping' into Alex again. Particularly as I only had the stubbies for cover and the chubby was very obvious. Good plan. But Alex was waiting at my door. She was holding something balled up in her hand.
She leaned in to kiss me goodnight. Something we often did. Never on the lips.
As she kissed my lips she whispered. "You might find these helpful." As she slipped the something into my hand. Then she dashed off to her room so fast.
I stumbled into my room. I knew whatever the something was it was both warm and wet. Oh fuck. If I wasn't thinking of Alex, I was now.
I opened my hand and in them lay the panties she was just wearing. They were very slippery. It took me a nanosecond to strip and lay out on the bed. My cock was dripping its own slippery fluids. By the time I applied the panties to my pole I was very very slippery. Oh my God. I knew I wasn't going to be able to edge tonight. I was bubbling up already. I left my penis alone and brought the fabric to my nose. New sensation, it was like a shot of whiskey down my throat. It flooded my senses and my brain. My penis was throbbing and twitching on its own.
I knew what I had to do next. I have never tasted pussy but loved watching porn of the guy really satisfying the girl orally before penetration. I started licking and sucking in the juices embedded in the fabric. Another died and gone to heaven moment. I also realised I knew that smell if not the taste. But they are essentially the same thing. Just the taste was an explosion of my nose's experience. They also had a slippery texture. Texturally not dissimilar to my precum which was now flowing down my penis stem.



As I inhaled, my other hand wrapped itself around my cock and started moving up and down slowly. Suddenly I knew I was going to burst so I wrapped the panties around my throbbing flesh and pumped like crazy. I made sure in that moment to cover my glans head with the fabric. I arched my back and came so hard. I know I pumped fluids at least seven times. I came so much. The black fabric of the gusset of the black panties were covered in my milky sperm.
It was hard to think but I knew I just had to return the amazing gift that had just been given. I didn't want to burst into Alex's room because there was a high chance she was doing what I was doing.
So I snuck out of my room naked and went into the bathroom. I was still as hard as fuck. I left the panties on the bathroom vanity. Snuck back into my room and texted Alex.
'I left a present in the bathroom for you. You had better get it while it's warm.'
Moments later I heard a scurry followed by a groan and then the bathroom and her bedroom doors close.
I flopped on my bed and took myself in hand. I could smell Alexandrina's scent all over me and my cock was still hard and slippery. So I masturbated again. This time slowly, imaging Alex doing the same with my spunk. I could see her eyes wide and looking at me. I realised I was looking at the mirror next of my bed. I was seeing me but thinking her. I moved closer and standing, stood at the mirror, looking at her looking at me looking at her. We were one. My hands were took over. I added some saliva which reactivated her smells. I groaned her name. It may have been a narcissistic moment but to me Alex was looking back at me whispering 'cum for me Jake cum' while I groaned her name.
And I did. Splattering the wall and the mirror. I watched the image of us as the sperm slid down the mirror. It was a slow motion moment until I watched it drip onto the carpet.
"Crap." I said and scurried to grab my T shirt to mop up the mess and my still dripping penis. Then I flopped on the bed spent.
As I drifted off into a dopamine induced sleep I realised that things had permanently changed between the us. The twins, meaning both of us, had crossed into the territory of the possible. The forbidden zone. The zone Mum and Dad had worked so hard to build barriers around.
Chapter 2
I woke late the next day. I guess I was still a teenage boy. I know I woke with a woody. Who doesn't. Well after the memories of the last night flooded back who wouldn't? Well me. Because I was hit with an avalanche of guilt. My woody shrank so fast.
It was like my mum had entered the room and caught me. I guess in a way she did. All her going on about not playing with myself and all the implied stuff about you're the man and no means no. That your sister is a princess and it's my job to protect her.
Shit what have I done? I know Alex gave me her undies and she, I think, sort of made the first move. But I didn't need to see the movie a second time. Nor did I have to share the couch. Nor should I have been okay, and even turned on by her butt pressed against my hard-on and I definitely, definitely did not need to give her my sperm on a panty platter.
I buried my head in my pillow and wished a start over. But then my bladder needed emptying so I put on boxers and slipped down the corridor into the toilet. My ears were finely turned for any noises in the house. Was Alex up? Was she still sleeping?
I remember thinking that perhaps the world had ended, and I was now in solitary confinement, with my guilt awaiting atonement. Maybe that was my hope. My Catholic upbringing knew no amount of rosaries would work this time. Besides I didn't even own any. Yeh, Mum had given me a set at my confirmation. But I was a pissed off repressed Catholic boy. The beads are saying prayers for the fish off the end of Glenelg Pier.
As I shook out the potential dribbles my penis was like a lead weight in my hands. Treacherous thing. Then I did something dumb. I sniffed my fingers. They had a pungent smell of stale sperm and Alexandrina. I could feel the traitor dick start to rise. Crap. I had to get the smell off me.
I dashed into the bathroom and dived under the shower. I attacked my body with soap in the cold water. Too late I realised I had my boxers on, so I shucked them and scrubbed and scrubbed and scrubbed. I know there were tears running down my cheeks. I even banged my head on the tiles but the pain forced me to stop.
Slowly I turned the hot water on and turned down the cold. I remember thinking that maybe I could burn away my sin. But that didn't work. So I stood there until the hot ran out. I quietly hoped Alexandrina had already washed away my smells.
I left my sodden boxers in the shower and dried myself. I found out later Alex had rescued them and secreted them away to be worn later. I smelt myself. I think it was gone. Apart from a faint odour on my finger tips. I came to learn later that girl juices on the fingers take a while to totally go.
I holed up in my bedroom for a while. That being until my stomach forced me to head downstairs in search of food. My stomach, I concluded, was as traitorous as my dick. I paused at the bottom of the steps. Alex was at the kitchen table writing in her diary. She kept one of those. I guess it was a very sordid entry she was making.
I snuck past her and prepared a coffee. I was physically hangdog, head down, shoulders slumped, and avoided looking at her. Next I knew she was behind me. Her arms wrapped around me and I flinched big time.
"I guess you're feeling guilty?"
I just nod.
"Me too, big time." Silence fills the gap. The coffee is brewing. But I don't hear it.
"We need to talk, pour me one and come sit at the table."
So like a black sheep I brought our coffees and sat opposite Alexandrina.
We quietly took a sip, looking at each other. I just can't help it. My sister and I always look at each other. We always get lost in each other's eyes. It's what we have always done.
"It was fucking hot." I rarely swear.
Alex nods. "Yes fucking hot." Now I've heard myself swear privately and in my head but Alex? Never.
"I'm so so sorry Alex." I looked into her searching eyes.
"I'm not." She whispered, "Guilty as hell. I've never felt this guilty but I'm not sorry."
I look at her and I know my mouth is open and dry as the hell I'm feeling.
"That was the most incredible, beautiful night of my life." Again I'm silent.
We let her words hang there. Time ticked loudly on the kitchen clock. I noticed a deep concern come over my loving sister.
"Say something Jake, say something, anything. Don't shut me out."
I could see the pain rise in her as her body started shaking. I almost leapt over the table and dragged her into my arms. Then I kissed her. Yes, for all the guilt I had, I kissed her. Not a brother kiss. Not a tongue kiss, but definitely a forbidden one.
"Okay," I said breaking the kiss "I think I just definitely added to my guilt and my time in hell." Then I cracked a big smile. The first time I had smiled all morning.
"Then pilgrim give me my sin again." Alex leant forward and delicately touched our lips and tenderly offered up a prayer to them.
I know now that those lines from Shakespeare were butchered. I distinctly remember knowing so. I didn't even know they were Romeo and Juliet's, but I had seen the classic modern version by Baz. So I guess it was buried deep. Rather like so much of the Bard that would penetrate my soul in the following years.
In that moment my Sister penetrated my soul. I existentially decided it was worth hell to have heaven now. But in that moment that was as far as we went.
We parted, but both of us knew forever changed.
I now needed food. So did Alex, so I 'baked us up some bacon and some beans.' Just kidding, just Bacon and French toast.
Sometimes songs burst into my brain and random times like now while I'm writing this but at other times they will enter the world of used up songs. What happens to sound once it's said, a song once it's sung? All the sorries, the miss-spokes and the angry shouts they must go somewhere. But I know they imbed themselves into the hearts and minds of those who matter most. To stab one in the unexpected moments of memory.
I'm writing this six years later dear reader. You will just have to learn you will get my philosophy and insights born of the current period of time, not what I actually thought at the time.
We had two hours before we had to leave for college. Once we finished eating I leant over Alex and gave her a hug as she sat there.
"I didn't mean to hurt you or frighten you. Or for that matter abuse you sis. You are the most precious thing in my world."
I found myself apologising again. As I leant down I inhaled her smells. They are a strong mix of her and sperm.
Incredulously I asked. "Haven't you showered yet?"
Alexandrina looked up and smiled at me. The sweetest smile. Her big eyes sparkled.
"I didn't want to remove your smells from me. I might never wash again." She cracked a giggle then a laugh at my look of horror. "I sort of rubbed your present all over me last night."
I felt my penis take a leap to the hard side.
"Well I think you had better do something before we go to class. It smells like your've had a night of sex and I'm virgin who doesn't even know what sex smells like."
"Okay, perhaps, but maybe you had better brand me again when we get home."
"I don't know that's a good idea."
"Junior thinks so!" Alex said as she looked down at my groin.
"Crap. I promised myself that we would stop. Have you been planning this or something? You don't seem to be troubled by walking a sex path with your brother."
She looked at me lustfully. I think I was seeing lust in my sister's face for the first time in this moment. Later of course I knew I was.
"How long have you been thinking of me and sex stuff?" I asked.
"Maybe for a long time."
"Shit I'm sunk then."
"Why is that big brother?"
"Because before last night and that film I have never thought of you like that."
Alex looked shocked. "Not even when you were wanking?"
"No never, and no I'm horrified. Never when I've been wanking, or in my dreams, or in looking at you in passing. Never."
Suddenly understanding dawns on Alexandrina.
"So last night was a total surprise and shock. Wow, I just assumed brothers thought about their sisters like that a lot. Shit no wonder you were shocked this morning. I'm sorry. Crap I think I just broke my brother. "
"I know you broke your brother."
Alexandrina did the girl thing. Unfiltered chatter as she processed her thoughts. Suddenly she stopped mid sentence. There was silence again.
"I'm sorry. I think I had better go shower then."
I gathered my things and my thoughts.
We hopped in the car. It's our car, care of our Granny who passed away. It's a Corolla manufactured just before the hybrids took over. So reliable, efficient and only been driven to church on Sunday. Well close. It should last us a good while.
Alex breaks my silence again.
"Do you want me to stop?"
"That would be helpful."
"Forever?"
"No, I don't think so. Just so I can catchup and process. How much head start have you had?"
"Well, when we turned eighteen. I've sort of been fixating a bit since then. Like now that it's legal."
"Even if incest is never legal in this country?"
"I know and I get it. But then I've been debating that with myself for quite a while."
"So I get six months?"
"Crap I hope not. I don't think I can wait that long."
"Well my penis just voted with you and my balls just whispered, 'not if they can't get the release they had last night.'"
"So technically it's four to one."
"How come? "
"Big head vs little head, two nuts and this nut over here. It is ok by me if I have to lay off for two weeks. But I still want normal cuddles and kisses on cheeks. Also don't be surprised if you get little presents from me every now and then. If I can't I might just end up raping you."
"I think I can manage that but if after two weeks I've decided that's it then that's it. But if I decide I am open for funny business, please don't rape me. I want to thaw out carefully.
"I am in no way implying," I continued, "I want to go to full on intercourse. That might take a whole lot longer to get to. Another thing, are you on birth control?"
"Wow, big brother is thinking and I like it. But no."
"Crap,I hope you didn't rub my swimmers into your pussy last night."
"Don't panic I didn't. Just over the rest of me. I'm sure I was at my most fertile last night."
"Good it means you should be on your periods in two weeks. Grumpy sSs might mean I get a bit more thinking time. Ow!"
Grumpy Sis just whacked my arm.
"Grumpy Sis said you might just pay for that comment for a whole two weeks."
" I love Grumpy Sis" Grumpy Sis was whom we always referred to in the third person when periods were due.
"Grumpy Sis just decided to go see a doctor about birth control."
We picked up a different copy of Twelfth Night from college to look at, the 1988 Kafno version. They are hard to get hold of so the students organised a rotation of viewing and we may even have a watch party sometime.
Our lecturer has a rare copy of the play which was taped for TV during the original Adelaide Arts Festival in the 70's. It stared a very early Geoffrey Rush. We are going to watch that in class.
She asked us, "... to put in our preferences for roles by next week. Except of course for the twins." Then she added. "You had better be good Alex, because it's the lead female role. But then I have seen all your auditions and I have to say we have a talented lot so we will have fun."
We finished the class with a social half hour. Yep there were plenty of questions for the twins. Someone suggested it was an easy way to get a lead. But I added in Alex's defence, yes but the plumb role of Malvolio might never come my way. I would forever only get twin roles. Little did I know that I would be very happy to play twin roles as a career choice.
Well the next week was a blast. Getting into rehearsals and watching a variety of interpretations of Twelfth Night.
Yes we snuggled on the lounge, as normal. I know Alex was horny the whole time. But she was good and I had space. We were sitting there on the Friday when mum came home and plopped a parcel on my lap as well as a letter or two each.
Someone loves you she said. I didn't think. I just ripped it open in front of Mum and Alex. Out of the post pack fell a pair of lacy panties. No note. Crap I dived to cover them up.
Mum is very prim and proper. She coughed. Maybe she spluttered before she recovered.
" I knew this drama course was a bad idea. Who sends underwear in the post to young men. What a hussy. Now you be careful Jacob."
I quickly put them in my pocket before mum could snatch them. I was sure they would be encrusted so to speak.
Mum glared at me then stormed out. I payed Alex maximin points for the acting job she pulled next to me. Not a thing was said. I knew it was her. Although as I thought about it later it could have been Steff, who by now, must have known all about the other night.
That night I retired to my bedroom very keen to check out the panties. One sniff and I knew it was my Alex. My masturbation session that night was ball churning. But I resisted returning them. I regretted not having the last pair for more than one session. I wanted to preserve the panties with her smells. So I ejaculated into a little Tupperwear container and left it on Alex's desk the next morning.
Chapter 3
Had I thought about my sister that week? Too right I had.
Did I think of her every time I jacked off? It's all I could think about.
Did I notice my sister during the week in a different way? Crap that's all I did.
She was in my heart, my mind, my balls, my brain. I wanted nothing more than to drill her into the couch every night. My dreams were suddenly so erotic. My hard-ons epic and my shower sessions climactic.
But this was serious stuff. We hadn't even touched each other. I was not prepared to go full on. I needed time to test the boundaries in order to work out if I actually wanted to cross them.
Even though she was good, Alex was not helping. The second Panties continued the experience of that first night. It turned them into a playful erotic encounter. But I also felt a bit guilty, read Catholic guilt, so it was actually a crap load of big guilty. Guilty that I had given her some pure sperm. My mind played a game of imagine what she might have done with it.
Mum leaves for work early each morning. It's the next Tuesday. So we have the house to ourselves. There is no traffic to really speak of in Adelaide but she is a store manager in our largest upmarket department store in town. She manages all things women. So she likes to be there well before opening and often way after closing. Adelaide is a bit of a 'nothing happens place' on the weekends. So weekends are a bit lighter for her but she works them most times.
She always goes to Friday night mass so she can work Sunday morning if needed. God help us if we eat anything but fish on Fridays. Thus Fridays we often slip out for takeaway. That way we can have steaks if we want to but not accidentally leave any evidence behind us.
If Mum sounds a bit up tight and a pain to live with you would be wrong. She is a nightmare to live with. Alexandrina and I live in our own world that our closeness and twin-ness create as a protection from the constant criticism and controlling.
We avoided boarding school because they really couldn't afford to send us. I think Dad also put his foot down. We didn't need a controlling school with a controlling mother. So we went to a middle range co-ed catholic day school. No way we were going to be allowed to get educated by the pagan State Schools.
This made being allowed to go to a Drama school surprising. But our speech teacher recommend this, as it was very formal in teaching. Not about method acting but real skills and it had a reputation for producing good Shakespearean actors. As mum was president of the Eisteddfod Society. Our going in a way added to her prestige. It saved her from the issues of us going away to University in another state.
Alex and I often dreamed together about escaping Mum's tentacles. But we were happy while we had free lodgings and food to put it off a bit longer. It did make the panty package very risky. I dreaded to think what Mum would do if she found an unused condom in the house. Besides Catholics, or least Mum's type, did not condone contraception. Masturbation was almost as bad. For that reason I never used tissues to clean up the sperm bursts. I used my old, just worn T-shirts. We did our own washing. So evidence was easy to hide.
But what did my Sister do with my sperm? I found out at breakfast. Alex came down the stairs with a big shit grin on her face. She was carrying the container. It still had some in it. She nuzzled my head so my nose was behind her ear as she kissed me. The safe kind.
"Smell!" A one word command. Then the other side. Of course I smelt. Then her wrists she waved under my nose. I could smell sperm.
"It's better than the perfumes Mum hawks at the Department Store. They should just make this stuff."
My dirty mind drifted off into a fantasy of me out the back providing samples for all the over dressed, over made up beauty sales persons in her store.
Meanwhile Alex had put on a crumpet. Then she sat down opposite me. Put the container in front of her and buttered the crumpet.
"By the way I love your goofy grin right now Jake. Thinking of something?"
Then she opened the container and poured the rest onto her crumpet. She spread it with her finger, which she wiped her finger clean on her neck. Then ate the crumpet. Accompanied but appropriate sounds, well more sex sounds.



I couldn't help myself "Waiter, I'll have what she's having."
When she finished one of her hands slipped into her lap. She then took the container and slipped her tongue right to the bottom and licked the container clean. As she finished, her body spasmed and started shaking.
Crap was she actually having an orgasm? I have never seen a female orgasm that was not on a screen. Alex then stood and came around behind me and with her wet finger, I mean it was very wet, and wiped it on my face, down my cheek and over my lip. I opened my mouth and she pushed it in. I sucked it as she removed it and flounced back up the stairs.
"I think I've had enough breakfast. Don't want to ruin the taste," as she disappeared upstairs.
Now I had a choice. My body wanted to follow her and plunge into that wet cavern. But my sensible brain told me it was not two weeks. So I grabbed the empty container, dropped my strides and wanked myself until I filled it once again.
I looked around very guiltily and quickly tucked my throbbing penis away. What I didn't notice was Alex had left her phone on the bench with camera rolling.
I scurried upstairs with my return present but had no idea what to do with it. It needed to be good. But it needed to be safe.
I lay on my bed rather smug in my guilt. She got me good and I guess I was ok with the level of activity. Except maybe the actually jilling off while I was actually in the room. Yes it was under the table. But I have trouble saying the word masturbation. Let alone admitting it.
The guilt and shame factory was so strong around that word masturbation in Catholic circles. Mind you it was very, very hypocritical with the amount of Priests being caught for abuse of boys. I think it is actually a part of the control method. Lay on guilt, say it's wrong. Then when the abuse is perpetrated, play the guilt and no one will believe you card. Thus secrets safe.
I thought I would leave Alex hanging for a while. Re how I reacted. I still had pussy juice under my nose and I could smell it. But I left it there. We both had some lines to begin to learn. So I stayed in my room.
It's harder to read Shakespeare than to say it. The iambic beat is like a heart beat. Our teacher had gone over it early in the week. Lud-thump lud-thump. Say the first syllable quietly and emphasise the second. Although the good actors change this up to make the meaning clearer. Shakespeare himself didn't always write to the strict form. A lot of the students had never actually read or performed Shakespeare. The bard must be seen, interpreted and acted. Fortunately todays films do such a good job at this.
I listened to my heart which was still pumping from this morning.
'Oh that this too too sulled flesh would melt,
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew. '
(Hamlet. Act I scene two.)
So dear reader no apologies. I'm a Shakespeare actor and scholar. So expect some quotes. You might even be tempted to go read the source. This soliloquy I learnt for an exam. That play is the perfect Catholic guilt trip. This speech is the pinnacle. Particularly Sir Lawrence Olivier's psychological introspective version. I basically copied him in my exam. This verse had been going through my head all that week.
That verse and this one later on in the same speech.
' - - - O, most wicked speed, to post
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!
It is not nor it cannot come to good:'
I was sunk. My thoughts sunk myself. That is so what I wanted to do. Leap up those stairs post haste into the incest that was wanting me. It was a siren. But it was my loving, caring, precious sister. She was my world. I had crap other to care for.
On the table sat that poisonous container of lust. Seed for the fertile. In reality us guys, we produce so little. I must have had a lot to give last night as it was nearly 10 ml. The container only held 40 ml. I probably needed six good wanks to go close to filling it. But in that 10 mls are millions of swimmers. Millions of eager swimmers wanting to get my sister pregnant. Keen to try their hand at disability roulette.
We had a group read through, that afternoon. It was fun. Particularly being with a bunch of keen students. So much better than a bunch of ignorant bored school kids. We deliberately didn't sit together. We didn't want the reputation of being too close so as not to let others in. By now we had our parts assigned. We were assured if you didn't get a very big part in this play then expect to be a lead in the next. We were going to do four full Shakespeare plays in one year.
Sebastian is a fairly minor part in the play as he's the missing brother. He basically has a two hander with his friend Antonio. A scene or two with Olivia, and the big reveal at the end. The big aha moment is to have us both on stage at the one time for this. A lot of companies use the same actor for Sebastian and Viola with a slight obliquely seen Sebastian double at the end. So I will be doing a lot of stage hand stuff for a lot of the play.
Also I read for people away on any given day and understudy. Of course I understudy my sister, and she me. It can work both ways. If we were running a long season the director said we would actually do that on alternate weeks. In fact in Elizabethan England girls were not allowed to act, so Viola was always played by a boy. It's also why there a so few female roles to go around.
We designated Tuesday night as our play watching night. Although Alex was keen to memorialise it as cum what may night. We had the Trevor Nunn 1996 version to watch. Mum was home. But she disappeared to her reading room as, although she was a bit hoiti-toiti, the bard was too much for her taste. Another of life's hypocrites.
We settled down to watch. On the couch but we kept a reputable distance. Popcorn separated us. It was a fun version. Evocative and sexy, it was set in the twenties when Nazi party uniforms added a darker side. It was the better of the more modern true to text versions we had seen. I think this course actually showed us how we can play with the Bard. His writing has a timeless quality to it.
We had a half time. Alex went to get different nibbles and soft drink. I had a great idea. Dad's liquor cabinet was next to the TV. So I suggested a shot of whiskey. Or Irish Cream and I offered such to Alexandrina.
Now the cabinet was really out of bounds. It was Dad's domain but we are Catholic after all. Where was Dad? Buggered if we knew. We hadn't seen him for a few weeks. More of Dad later in the story. But what mattered is we could grab a wee dram and it not be missed. I actually put the Bottle of Baileys on the top along with two shot glasses and a bottle of Dad's good single Malt. I then took out the container with my latest collection of spunk. Yes I added to it over the weekend. I filled my glass with the good stuff. Then I was careful that Alex could see exactly what I was doing. Topped the tupperwear up with the good stuff as well. Put on the lid and shook it vigorously. Then decanted it into the other glass.
I did put the evidence of the bottles away. Mum could actually make an appearance. Alex is, shall we say, more than excited.
"Lady shall I lie in your lap?" With that Alex giggles.
"I mean, my head upon your lap?"
"Pity" Alex sighs
"Do you think I meant country matters?"
"I was hoping you did." Alex pouted.
She knew this scene from Hamlet well. As we did play these parts, Hamlet and Ophelia together at school while doing a play reading.
It embarrassed us both, as one boy spoke aloud the obvious. 'So you're telling me, he wants to get between Ophelia's legs and root her. Yuck that's ya sister Jake.' We could have died. The bard was nothing if not bawdy. (Act 3 Scene 2 line 120 if you want to look it up.)
I handed her the Irish Cum and take mine and lay my head in her lap.
I looked up at her and watch as she sipped the mixture. The whiskey is strong so it probably masked the taste a bit.
"Interesting". she said and with her other hand tussled my hair. "Mm I could get addicted."
Then Alex took hold of my hair locks at the front, opened her legs a bit and ground the back of my head into her groin as she swallowed the rest. Well I thought she swallowed it. Alex then pulled my head up and kissed me with a full mouth and shotgunned it into mine. We played whiskey hockey until it was consumed.
Fuck it was hot, as was the burn in our throats.
I'm not sure I liked the taste. I certainly had my cum in my mouth. I still had my glass. I had only spilt a little bit. I sat up and held mine up as in a toast.
"Rinse my Lady?"
"No I think I want to keep the taste undiluted".
So I sculled the shot glass. Put the glasses on the floor and lay my head back down.
"The plays the thing to catch the conscious of a brother. Play on sister."
She bent to kiss me.
"No the video, or I will need to go back to the recliner."
Alex contented herself to running her fingertips though my hair.
"My big brothers a very naughty boy. And I mean big." With that she took a cushion and flipped it onto my groin.
"Cover that monster before I uncover it."
I groaned. I realised with that I was as hard as steel. I was tenting straight up. I flipped onto my side facing the screen and kept the pillow covering me.
It was very hard to concentrate on the rest of the film. Occasionally Alex would push into my head. Particularly the scene where Viola playing the man, her brother, had to attend to Duke Orsino who was nude in the bath. Also the smells! all I could smell was pure sexed up Alex. So my hard on remained just that.
The movie ended and I lay there wondering how to escape with dignity.
Alex held my head in place. She took out her phone and started to play it where I could not see it.
" I think we had both better go up to our rooms and take care of our horny selves." She said.
She then moved her phone so I could see it. There I was taking care of my horny self, wanking, in full view in the kitchen...on her phone. She then bolted upright and knocked me to the floor as she did. As she disappeared up the stairs she said, maybe too loud, "Thanks for the spank bank bro."
I was on the floor groaning things like Fucks and shit and oh shit as I realised I was actually coming as well.
Mums voices floated in from out from the back.
"What's going on out there? "
"I just stubbed my toe mum. I'm alright."
Shit she was still up. I quickly gathered the evidence of the night. Put the cushion over the wet spot Alex had left. I vowed to speak to the girl and make her clean up her mess in the morning.
I dashed up the stairs to clean myself up. The shower was good. But I also had another wank, knowing that Alex was next door making herself cum to a video of me making myself cum. It was too too much for this sulled flesh. My brain was broken once again.
Chapter 4
If Tuesday night was Cum what may Tuesday, then the next morning was get over the Fucking guilty hump Wednesday.
I didn't sleep that well. The night was filled with regret and seminal fluid nightmares. I was down stairs at the kitchen table with my head buried in my third cup of coffee. My heart was thumping like an iambic thespian on steroids. My mind was crushed in self loathing and lifelong self flagellation.
Into my fog floated a cheerful Alexandrina.
"What the fuck Alex! Don't you have any fibre of moral backbone? How can you be so cheerful when we are all but fucking each other. We have already done it in the mind. Over and over we have lusted and made ourselves cum time and time again to the lusts of the mind. I have abused my sister each time I'm abusing myself. All I want to do is fall into incestuous sheets. And you come down stairs as if that would be you best most joyful outcome of whatever this is. All I end up coming down with is self loathing so strong that I feel it would be better we did not even live in the same universe let alone the same house."
To say Alex was stunned would be an understatement. It was as if I had hit her with an uppercut. She slumped where she stood, down the kitchen cupboard and onto the floor. She wept silent tears. My attack ripped the heart out of her and she was left a lifeless rag doll.
In a real way I was channeling my mother, with her vicious abusive words. I sat there and looked at Alex and saw an image of my own deflated response every time my mother tore into me. Of course guilt turned on me, over how I had just treated Alex. I had snuffed out the only candle of hope in my life.
I stood slowly and slumped down next to her. I took her in my arms and held her for ages. She did not flinch. She gave no indication of any feelings toward me but she did not flinch. She allowed me to hold her.
My mind could not find words. It was blank. Because words could not heal even though words tear apart. That is their limit. Time may heal. But time normally just papers over cracks. Our hearts were lost in the chasm I created. But I knew I created that gapping wound so I had to build some sort of bridge. Forgiveness was needed. But that had to come later.
I whispered "I'm sorry. But that is not enough. Sorry is cheap."
She held me a little tighter.
Time continued to pass never to go backwards.
"Can I ask a favour?" She nodded almost imperceptibly. "Will you go out on a date with me on Friday night? Like as in a first date."
I felt life return into her limpness.
"You know I have never gone on a date before," I continued."I'm scared that it won't work out. I'm worried the girl might reject me. I frightened that hearts will be broken. These are the reasons why I have never had the courage to ask anyone out before. I want to ask the most important girl in my life to be my girlfriend but I feel I need to take her out first. To treat her like she deserves. To see her not only as my sister. To see if she might love me and I might love her. Not how we have always loved but that special forever love love. I want to know I love her that way. Not just with my cock and balls."
I said all that out loud. My thoughts flowed out as if my mind was just letting us both know for the first time the answer to how to move past the guilt. If it was just lust and sex for either of us, then there would always be guilt. Love could only be guilt free if it was founded in the soul.
She looked at me with those drowning eyes.
"You know I would like to be asked out in some sort of more romantic way than on the kitchen floor. Maybe my potential suitor will find a way to romance me a bit. Who knows I might just accept."
Silently we hopped up and started to get breakfast and prepare for the day.
I knew now I could find the courage to ask her properly. But that was not now. We were on the top of the guilt hump but there were things that needed cleaning up.
" umm Alex you know last night, you might want to check the lounge under the cushion where you where sitting."
Suddenly Alex was animated and rushed into the lounge room. I heard a "shit!"
I followed and saw the obvious large stain dried into the faux tapestry upholstery cushion. I hopped down on my knees and smelt the stain.
"It smells like my Sister" I grin and say. Alex picked up the heavy lounge cushion and wacked me with it. It was a solid blow and I went sprawling over, with my face buried in the stain.
"It tastes like my sister. Yum." And I made a show of licking it with exaggerated tongue action.
Alex tackled me and we were rolling and laughing and tickling and wrestled like five year olds on the floor.
"Truce" I yell, "like how do we fix that."
"Mum has a special spot cleaner for the carpet that will fix it." She races out to the cleaning cupboard. When she returns I ask.
"How do you know that?"
"Mum showed me how to do this if ever I needed to."
"Well she didn't show me."
"Of course not duffus, you're a boy. She would never trust you with the carpet. It's a woman's job in a misogynistic world to take care of the cleaning"
When she finished attacking the stain it looked like a clean spot not a soiled one.
"Opps I had better do the whole cushion so it is less obvious." When she had finished she put it in the sunlight to dry. Remind me to put it back before we leave. If you do it then put it back reversed so the fresh side is down."
We went off to college. I had a problem trying to figure how to manage my next move. I had decided what I needed to do but time was short. I realised we did everything together. It was hard to take off without Alex noticing. She was still a bit icy in the car, but occasionally I would catch her glance at me and the side of her lips would curl upward.
A simple idea came to me. I pushed my abdomen and said, "I hope that's not something starting."
I went to class, but once I assured myself that everyone was present I groaned again, held my stomach and approached the teacher. Sorry I've got to go quickly, I could be twenty minutes. I rushed out.
I heard my loving sister say. "Ohh I wouldn't go in there for a good while guys." Followed by laughter.
The toilets were near the entrance, which helped. I ducked out onto the street and ran flat out. There was a florist about three blocks away. In the shop I noticed they had amazing bunches of red roses. A lot of them. I wanted a single long stem deep red rose. Well they had them.
The florist commented, "Wise man to get it before Friday. We would be sold out by this time on Friday."
"Why what's Friday?"
"The Fourteenth of February mean anything to you?"
My look said it all.
"Shit you must have done something bad to require this then. You look far too young to be cheating on a wife."
"Maybe worse I whispered. Can you wrap it so it's disguised, brown paper not the pretty valentines stuff," I said as I paid.
" I love this job." she snickered as I bolted out the door.
As I ran I was swearing. Friday was Valentine's Day. First good move that actually helped, but how was I going to find a nice place in this small city that wasn't already fully booked. Let alone, as with the rose, it will be extra expensive just because it was that day.
I also had to book quick. The Rose went in the boot. It was hot and I hoped it wouldn't wither. But the evening did cool things down enough. I hit the toilet, holed up in a cubical and hit the old google search. Seven phone calls later I found a place that had one Table for two left. I booked it. I did take the opportunity while there to take the pressure off. All the excitement was a bit like opening night. It always gets me in the bowels.
I slotted back into rehearsals. We were in rehearsal groups. Our instructions had been to do it as if we were presenting on Play School an iconic kids TV program in Australia. It was so funny trying to make the language take on the expressions a four year old would enjoy while keeping up the iambic.
The debrief consisted of coming to understand that the text should be made understandable but by our expressions and actions not just be the words. It did help us think through what we were feeling and communicating.
Going home Alex checked I was alright. It was late but Mum was not home. Unusual but I could only hope she would stay out half an hour more. I went straight to my room and changed into good casual clothes. Then I snuck out the back door. Retrieved the rose from the boot and rang the front door bell.
Some moments later my sister appeared, a little flustered, She was already in her dressing gown. The look on her face when she saw me standing at the door, dressed up and holding something behind my back, I will always remember.
I was nervous even though I was sure of the answer. But I put it on a bit, for dramatic effect. I also remembered the day's lesson.
" I ahh.. was... sort of.. really... hoping that you would... consent to... ah.. coming on a Date with me, on Friday night."



Her eyes dilated further and I could see my Alexandrina shaking a little.
" I took the flower from behind my back and said. " I would be honoured if you would be my Valentine."
Tears ran down her face and she nodded and replied.
" Yes Jacob, oh Yes."
"I will pick you up at Seven Friday then." my confidence returning, "Oh I have a restaurant booked, it's a bit posh so I think we will need to dress up."
I bowed and retreated. I heard to door close and I ducked around to the back door.
Strangely I don't think Mum even came home.
The next morning I came down to the smell of pancakes and coffee. We had early classes so it was action stations.
"Someone's in a good mood," I commented.
"Oh I guess you don't know. I've been asked out on a Valentines date."
"Who's the lucky guy?"
"Shouldn't you like to know."
"Well I hope he is worthy of you. Oh I like the Rose. He at least must have some class. "
"Well I'll find out tomorrow night."
"We had a spectacular breakfast. Because the view of my smiling giddy sister was spectacular."
Then it was off to college to take on different roles wooing different people. In the car I broached a problem.
"I've been thinking about one big problem. Mum! What if she sees the rose? What if we get home late?"
Anxiety knitted Alex's brow.
"I guess it's the first of many problems with her if we continue like I want to continue."
"Well I have a solution I think. Tell her we are on a double date. Maybe with two students at college."
"Great idea, what shall we call them?"
"Well I could call my new friend Tony, after Antonio in the play."
"I think I can manage Lydia. After Elyria, if you don't mind going out with a country."
"It should be a sweeping broad relationship then."
"If Mum's home we'll go together, if not expect a knock on the door. Tony wants to do the right thing."
Rehearsals were great. Most of us had learnt the majority of our lines so we could focus on interactions.
..........
Chapter 5
Friday afternoon came around too slowly and too quickly. I know I had some things I wanted to discuss on our date. But I didn't want them to overshadow any romance.
I knew that going was like an open telegraph of my intentions to say yes before the two weeks was actually up. But and it was a big but.
I had no idea how Alex would feel after the romance and after the sex. Was it simply infatuation? Was it pure lust or was it a love that could last? I had no intention of manipulating, abusing or taking advantage of my sister.
Hell, I don't even know if I myself was big end of town, forever love each other committed. It has only been two weeks and we have already had some major crises moments. If we crossed any line it would have big implications for the future and we have already crossed a few.
I think I really wanted to go slow. Be like a traditional marriage. No sex until after the marriage. In traditional Catholic marriage there was no marriage until consummation. Did it work the other way? If we consummated did that mean we were married. Not discounting the incest thing that meant we could never get married.
If we threw out all rules, my trained catholic mind was going to have so many problems.
I checked my bank account and transferred some saving. Fortunately Dad paid us both quite a bit of pocket money each week, without Mum being aware. So we had both saved significantly over the last two year.
But I knew tonight was going to be much more than eighteen year olds would normally spend on a date night. The restaurant was one of the best in Adelaide with spectacular views. It was often the place young couples went to get that romantic proposal moment.
I dressed in my very best, weddings and a funeral clothes. We had not seen Mum again today. Stephanie had been over all afternoon helping. I swear this stuff is like wedding rehearsals for chicks.
So not wanting to be late I ducked out the back, and drove around the block. I parked down the street so I could see Mum if she actually came home. I was beginning to worry about her. But I didn't want to spoil the night by mentioning the dragon in our life. The dragon always dragging us down.
At five to I pulled up and sauntered to the front door, then rang it dead on seven.
I waited, and waited, and waited. Five minutes later I was about to ring again when I heard movement on the other side. The door opened and there was my Alexandrina. I had never seen her looking so beautiful.
She wore a satin knee length Tiffany Blue dress, that had string shoulders and a low back. It was clear she had no bra on. The dress was form fitted to hold the ladies in a bit. It gave a gentle moulded cleavage effect. Her nipples were obviously hard and the fabric light enough for me to see them poking the fabric. I realised that I might actually get a peek at a little more at some point during the night. Little Jake was making his way down my trouser leg.
I stood back and said, "Wow, I'm actually speech less. You are beautiful. Would you like to accompany me to the restaurant."
I took her hand and lead her to the car where I opened the door for her and closed it behind. Before I opened my side I adjusted my penis to a more comfortable position. I was super glad I wore a looser fit trouser.
The city car park would also cost, but who cares, not everyday you get to date such a beauty. All to soon I was ushering Alexandrina up to the top floor.
The waiter gave me a strange look when I said table for two in the name of Hayes. He led us to a very public but romantic position in front of the floor to ceiling window overlooking the city.
He was unflappable, but I could see his face working out the conundrum of two people who looked so alike they had to be brother and sister. But on a Valentines date. Dressed like it was a date. I decided to let him squirm a bit and was very flirty with my date. I held her chair out before he was able. He handed me the menu. I said one without prices for the lady if you don't mind.
He then asked if we would like some pre-dinner drinks. I said yes and he went to speak to the wine waiter. I could see some conversations going on. Then the Sommelier approached us and leant toward me and said. Excuse me sir, I will need to card you both if you don't mind.
I looked at Alex and said " I'm afraid they wish to check our ages for serving Alcohol, Darling. I used my best Formal English speaking voice with a deep timbre."
"Oh my pleasure, I do wish to be taking some Champagne this evening." Alexandrina replied in perfectly enunciated English. We fished out our Divers licences. Now of course this meant that it was perfectly clear we not only were brother and sister, but had the same birthday. So not married with the same surname name. Also our birthdays confirmed we were twins. Fortunately the legal age for drinking in Australia was eighteen.
We were having fun making him squirm. I reached my hand over and took Alex's.
While I toyed with her fingers I asked, "Would you like that champagne now dearest or later. "
She looked me in the eye and with a smile to melt an iced fish she said. " Now please Jacob."
I turned to the waiter who was handing me the wine menu. "I think we'll have a bottle of Moët thank you, just the standard one. But perhaps we will peruse the wine list for later."
It was absolutely worth whatever it was going to cost to be able to see our waiters converse again. No doubt sharing about the astounding pair they had just seated. I will say, that night we also received the best service I have ever received in the seven years since. And we have dined in some world class venues.
I asked Alexandrina if she could share a lobster with me.
She hastily whispered, "can we afford this." I nodded and let her know I had a lot of money saved up. We chose different entrees.
When I ordered our food I asked the waiter if they still had the St Vincent Gulf Lobster?
I feel he was about to ask me if we could actually afford this. I cut him off before he could question.
"We only need a smallish one as there are only two of us. I don't like to see good food go to waste. Would Sir like to pre scan my card before he prepares one."
"Apologies sir. That won't be necessary." And he scurried away with the proverbial tail between his legs.
"You are wicked Jake. I so like this side of you. I must say I'm rather turned on right now."
Then we became giggling young people on a date. We kept our accents but for the rest we looked like young teenagers in love. We chattered, wined and dined.
Alex leaned forward and said quietly, " I think we have a problem."
"I think so too. Please do share and let's see if you have picked up on the same thing."
"Everyone is sort of staring at us. And I don't think it's our age or the lobster which is superb by the way."
"I noticed, it's because we are so obviously brother and sister but we are so obviously flirting."
"Perhaps dare I say in love." Alex added. "It's like everyone is stunned that we could be, or actually are brother and sister. If we changed clothes we would look the same."
"Except for your headlights that have been staring at me all night. Which are so sexy right now. "
"Yep that too, proof my boy is turning me on for all to see."
"But the bigger problem is how can I ever take you out on a date without the bleeding obvious being bleeding obvious."
"Oh I see shit. I love what we are doing. This is an amazing night lover bro."
"Well we can wear it for tonight because none of our friends will turn up here. But what of the rest of our lives."
"Can I suggest we have a bit more fun. Like ramp up the affection a bit. Is that a dance floor over there near the band?"
A string quartet had been playing most of the night but on the opposite side of the restaurant. We hadn't really paid attention to it. I stood up and moved behind my sister and wrapped my arms around her gently.
"Would you care for a dance beautiful."
Alexandrina looked up at me dreamily and said, "you bet I would."
Now there was an advantage with having a mother that had pretensions and airs. We had both had some basic ballroom training. We had done our debut two years earlier, although we didn't partner each other. We did practice together.
Holding hands we wove our way through the tables and on to the dance floor. We were the only ones to have made the move at that point in the evening. I noticed the band spark up.
"How about a Waltz to start with?" I said to the band leader. We danced close together and moved in beautiful rhythm. I pulled Alex very close and she nuzzled my neck.
Suddenly the rest of the world disappeared and it was only Alex and I. It was intimate in the extreme. I looked down and realised I could occasionally see her nipple and or a breast as the fabric of the dress moved. I whispered the same to Alex and she dropped a hand down to cup my butt cheek in reply. She ground herself into my now obvious hardness.
Well if folk had been unaware of the twins in the room, they were now. A few of them had trouble keeping their eyes away.
The band progressed to a fox trot and we transitioned to the new dance form. Slowly other couples joined us and we became less visible. Valentine was starting to win over the shyer men who could obviously not dance very well but I had seen a few of the ladies insist they get to dance also.
We had one more slow dance where Alex just draped her hands around my neck and we swayed together. We fought to control ourselves from going full on dirty dancing. As we danced I said to Alex.
"This has been lovely, but I want to do this relationship slowly so we can savour our growing attraction. If it would please you I would like to return you to your home in the manner of a gentleman, nothing more. I think we can have a chat when we meet tomorrow about how we take this budding relationship further."
She nodded and understood my message.
"If there are further times like this I can take it as slow as you wish. This is perfect."
I gave her a kiss on the forehead and we walked hip to hip back to our seats.
Our waiter arrived quickly to enquire if we would like anything else to eat, perhaps desert. I looked to Alex, she shook her head.
"Perhaps coffee then Alexandrina and a desert wine. I wouldn't mind a Brandy."
Perfect our host said "I will send the Sommelier over at once."
Alex asked, "Can you recommend a desert wine I will only require one glass, you choose I trust you."
He looked at me. " And you sir."
"Well I would not mind a sniffer of Brandy, if it's an XO that is." Our father manages a club and was partial to Brandy. He had taught me some finer points. "But not Hennessy I find their range a little bland."
He returned soon after with the drinks. As he served us he said, "Compliments of the House. Shall I say you two have redeemed all thoughts of the value of youth. You have made the night in this establishment memorable. Please we would love to have you patronise us again."
Little did he know we were basically poorish middle class teenagers.
We chattered and enjoyed our coffee. We even went up for another dance. The crowd was thinning. Romance was obvious motivating the guests leaving.
I signalled our waiter and asked for the bill. Soon he returned. I think this was the last test. I glanced at the tab, it was around six hundred and forty dollars. I had done some research before hand so was not surprised.
I smiled, and said."I know we don't normally tip in Australia but could you add a $100 tip to this for yourself and the Sommelier. You have made our evening perfect."
I handed my card back to him in the leather bill wallet. He returned shortly with the machine so I could enter my pin. It cleared instantly and I felt I heard him sigh in relief.
Alex was returning from the restrooms as I completed the transaction. He thanked us for the evening, then said to Alex, "Young men like your brother don't come by very often if at all. I suggest you keep him."
"Oh sir," she replied, "I have every intention to do so."
It was nice someone actually knew our secret.
We entered the cool evening air of Adelaide. We did not want the evening to end. There was a well known ice cream place near Rundle Mall so we decided to have some desert after all.
I was the perfect gentleman. It was hard to refrain from passionately kissing my girl and pressing her against a shop window. The thought did come to me. Fortunately we were eating ice cream, as two friends from school ran into us. They were all over each other.
We greeted each other. I commented that it was good to see them together as I had thought they were just the perfect match.
The guy looked us over and said, "Dude taking your sister out on Valentines day, I mean she's hot but what gives?"
Alex answered. "Well we were both very down that there were no prospects available to enjoy these goods," she gestured with her hands her breasts and my body, "so we said fuck it, let's enjoy the night anyway."
Well that shocked them. I doubt they had ever heard Alex swear let alone experience her making provocative actions.
"Pity," the girl said, means you won't be able to do this. And she grabbed the guys penis through his trousers as she passionately kissed him.
"Well you guys continue to have a great night. But can I suggest you get a room." I said as I winked at the guy.
We continued on as they made out pressed against the shop window. Yes I was jealous that I would not have that public freedom.
It was time to go home. The alcohol hopefully was worn off. We had a zero blood alcohol requirement for young drivers. We were passing a popular pub. I felt I should check, the city pubs often had free breath check units so we went in and found one. I actually came up clear. Alex tried and came up as.06. So it was clear I was driving. I hoped the machine was accurate.
When I pulled up in front of our place mum was still not home. Alex leant over toward me as if to kiss me. I gave her a disappointing brush on the lips.
"I think I had better see you to the door sweetheart."
I quickly hopped out and opened her door. She all but flung herself into my arms. I leant down and kissed her. Soon I was pressed against the car door. It was a very passionate kiss. I circled her lips with my tongue and she opened hers. We had our first full on French kiss. I was so hard I wanted to take her inside and ravish my sister. It was so hard to enact the restraints I had set myself. I moved us toward the front door and paused on the threshold.
Looking into her eyes I thanked Alex for such a wonderful evening.
"I have something I want to ask you."
She looked at me expectantly.
"Would you consent to be my girlfriend?"
She answered with a kiss and a big cuddle.
"Oh definitely yes Jacob."
Which led to more kissing. "I only kiss on a first date." Alex stated.
"Well can I have the pleasure of taking you on a second date."
"Yes please, perhaps you can ring me tomorrow."
I opened the door for her and said goodnight. I then slowly walked back down the path until she had closed the door. Quickly I dashed around the back and let myself into the house.
I walked down the hall and there was Alexandrina still leaning against the closed front door in a dream world of her own.
"It was obviously a very good night Sis, I take it you enjoyed it?"
"Oh Bro you have no idea. Wow!" then she jumped up and down and said, "I have a boyfriend, he asked me to be his girlfriend."
She came up and hugged me. "I'm so happy for you Sis he's one lucky guy. But I must say I'm a bit jealous."
"So how was your night Bro?"
"Perhaps as equally spectacular, wow my girl was so beautiful and elegant and well words fail me. But don't worry about me as we formally started going out tonight also."
"I'm so glad I would hate to see my twin needing to go Hans Solo while I had all the fun. But I need to go to bed. I have something I need to take care of."
I watched as Alex headed up the stairs. I took in her incredible body. She stopped toward the top and turned facing me then she slipped her hand under her dress and removed her panties. My view was full of legs that went high up under her skirt. Stunned I watched her descend the stairs with a very wet pair of Tiffany blue panties in her hand.
She gave them to me and smiled, "Can you return them to me as soon as you're finished with them."
As she walked up the stairs again I held them to my nose. She was swishing her skirt. The views got better. Then she reached behind her, lifted her skirt and continued her accent. I had an amazing view for the most perfect bum cheeks. I noticed she had wonderful inner pussy lips delicately winking at me. I could smell the juices I was seeing. Juices that were making them glisten. But then I realised I had her warm panties stuffed into my nose.
In a trance I walked up the stairs. Her bedroom door shut and I rushed into mine. I don't think I have ever stripped so fast. Well I made love to that surrogate pussy wrapped around my throbbing member. I tried to take it slow but within five minutes I was unloading a couple of days of sexual longing and tension into the blue satin.
The question was how do I deliver my load as soon as I finished. I put my dressing gown on but forgot, yeah sure, forgot to tie it up. Then I carried my babies to her room. I listened a minute and heard some groans at mattress movement. I knocked.
" One moment..... ok you can come in Jake."
Hesitantly I opened the door and peeked in. She was decent if you call siting up clutching a thin sheet to one's upper body with a bare back exposed revealing total nudity under that sheet, decent.
I approached the bed knowing full well that my still swollen penis was at times visible between the folds. I handed her my treasure and said, "this might help."



As she took it a breast peaked at me. I so wanted to throw away all pretence. But I turned and left shutting the door. But I didn't leave. I leant against the door and groaned. I could hear Alex distinctly sigh my name and begin to pleasure herself again.
I started pleasuring myself right there. I made sure I was loud enough that she knew I was there. I slumped down until till I was seated against the door. The I heard Alex move and I felt the door move as she also slid down beside me.
"I love you so much Alex," I said through the closed door.
"Oh Jake, thank you I'm rubbing your sperm over my breasts now."
"You know I saw your pussy lips tonight."
"I can imagine your hard Penis parting them now."
"Fuck you are so hot. My cock is still covered with your juices."
"I'm actually rubbing your spunk over my vagina right now. Shit I think I'm cumming. Ahhh."
I was so hard but I held off joining her. I wanted this to last. It was like phone sex, not that I had ever had it, but through a door.
"Oh God Jake I want your penis in me so bad."
"So I want you to have it my amazing sister. But for now just cum for me again. Cum into those panties. Come on Sis cum again."
She did on my command. Bigger and louder this time. She called my name over and over as she cried out her ecstasy. There was a gap under the door and soon after I saw the edge of the panties being pushed through it. I pulled them free and started to suck on them. I could taste Alexandrina's cum mixed with my cum.
My cock was so loaded once again. I wrapped the sodden mess around myself once again and almost immediately came a second time into those much abused panties.
" Oh god Alex I'm cumming, I'm cumming for you."
She had to have felt my spasms through the door.
We sat there heavily breathing.
I put the panties back on the floor. I picked up my discarded dressing gown and said. It's at your door if you want it warm.
Well she was so quick I'm sure she saw my naked ass as I ducked into my room down the corridor.
.... Chapter 6
Saturday morning I felt wonderful. I guess it was not Wednesday, because I did not wake feeling guilty. I woke with a conviction that we could make this work against all odds. I relived our date night. I showered and sauntered down stairs. I doubt mum was home, but I was cautious. That puzzle needed some attention today.
To my surprise there was Dad sitting at the kitchen table.
"Wow Dad to what do we owe the pleasure?"
There was a hint of sarcasm in my words but I genuinely liked Dad.
"Hi son, yeah I get it, I just show up now and again."
"Have you seen Alex?"
"Not yet, I guess she had a good night last night given the red rose."
"Yeah she had a valentines date with Tony from college. She came home very happy."
"So your ok with this Tony. You guys are very tight."
" Yes Dad, Tony is very respectful."
I walked to the coffee machine. I quickly texted Alex, 'Dad's home, in the Kitchen, he knows about Tony.'
"So when did you get in, I didn't hear you."
"Only this morning about an hour ago. I wanted to catch up with you both before I have to go again."
I relaxed. "Okay but I think we have a problem. Mums missing. We have not seen or heard from her for a few days."
"I know it's why I dropped in. Can you go up and see if Alex is up?"
I bounded up the stairs. I knocked. No answer. I pushed open the door. There she was, stark naked on her stomach clutching big bunny. I got a great view of her buns for the second time in twelve hours. Big bunny had a pair of blue panties over his head.
"Alex wake up." I yelled in her ear. Yes I had actually gone over. I couldn't help myself.
"Yes, Jake darling." She groaned in her sleep.
"That's your bunny you're humping." I said laughing as I fled to the door. My boner was trying to hold me back.
"Dad's home, read your text and for your sake and mine have a shower first. I slam the door.
Ten minutes later we heard the shower.
Let me update you on Dad. Dad was the missing parent. Well normally. But I think the real reason was his dragon wife. Living with Mum was hard for everyone but married to her was a different kind of hard. I doubt her colours showed before they married but when she had us twins things changed.
Later on, as in four years after this part of our story we came to realise mum had suffered post natal depression. It may have actually been bordering into the psychotic. But whatever it was technically, her personality changed. She became very controlling as a replacement for an inability to be very loving to her two babies.
Dad was fantastic through our early life but once we were able to go to school, he started to distance himself. Distancing himself from Mum meant distancing himself from the family home and thus us. It took us quite a few therapy sessions before we came to understand this.
Dad is a club manager. He must be good because he was often bought in to fix problems and turn the club around. But it meant the line between work and escapism was very blurred. It was easier for him to have tea at the club and come home when things were quiet.
Dad and I talked sport while we waited. I wasn't a big sports person but I did love cricket. Some of my best times with Dad were when he took us to the Adelaide Cricket Ground. We both went. I think he was loath to leave Alex with Mum for a full day.
Finally Alex came down and greeted Dad with a hug.
She was genuinely happy to see him. She was also beaming.
"Must have been a good date with Tony last night."
"Oh the best. I think he's taking me out again we just have to talk to organise the details."
"Great to hear, Jake tells me he is petty reliable. Just listen to your brother if you need any help. Look the reason why I'm here is to tell you your mother is not here and to keep an eye on you."
"Where is she?" Alex asked "I was enjoying the peace but was beginning to wonder."
"She's in Perth, the store wanted her to go and sort things out over there. She asked me to tell you. Sorry I'm a few days late but I figured you would enjoy having some time to yourselves."
"Nice to know but we have been getting concerned. Funny we worry when she is here and when she isn't." I added.
"I'm going to need to get together with you to be able to have some deeper discussions about what next but I'm also waiting on her Company to make some decisions. For the moment she is in Perth and may be there for more than a few weeks."
Wow! It was sort of hard to process.
"Can you meet me at the club for tea Wednesday as things should be clearer then?"
"Sorry Dad, Wednesday is our afternoon and evening lectures."
"Thursday then?"
"Yes that would be fine but which club."
"Oh yes, I'm working at Glenelg RSL at the moment, will that be fine?"
"Guess so, we might even be able to get a swim in first."
"Ok well I've got to dash so see you then. Ring and let me know when you arrive. Happy to have a latish dinner if you get caught up with your swim. But we do have a lot to discuss."
Then he was gone.
We sat opposite each other and took a moment to process Dad's news.
Then we both broke out into animated excitement about our date last night. We left the formalities of the pretence behind. We were brother and sister who just went out and were now boyfriend and girlfriend. It was clear our roles would be very confusing for a while. It was so fun hearing each others thoughts about things.
"Jake how much did last night actually cost?"
"I'm not sure I should tell you."
"I really want to go there again some time?"
"Okay I guess we are always honest. All up about eight hundred dollars but that was with the tip and parking."
"So about two months pocket money. I guess that's more doable if we share the cost."
"Well maybe for our Nineteenth birthday?"
"Deal."
Now there was an elephant in the room. We were at home without supervision for at least a few weeks. I broached the problem.
"So my loving sexy sister, I'm worried about myself control when we don't have the threat of Mum walking in on us."
Alexandrina just raised her eyebrows and the grin spread to her ears.
"It's not that I don't want to... you know do a lot but my mind and conscious still has a lot of processing to do. The way I see it, if it goes the way I want it to go, a lifetime of deep love together, I don't want to destroy that in rushed horny lust."
"I get it. I'm so glad I have such a thinking and loving brother even if I wish he would stop thinking with his head. Ok, some cards on the table. I should get my periods tomorrow. So that means the next few days should be easier to resist temptation."
"Wow Grumpy Sis has been missing through PMT week?"
"Grumpy Sis could not get through very happy Sis but watch out tomorrow. Also I have a Doctors appointment on Monday, not our family doctor. But college had a poster on getting help with sexual advice, so I booked."
"Thank you so much. I sort of don't want our first time to be through rubber."
"Well hold on bucko it takes a month to be safe first time. so that sort of means there is a lot more risk for a month. "
"Shit I was hoping to not wait quite that long."
"I will check out timings with the doctor."
"Not the time to be romantic but will you go on a second date with me tomorrow afternoon. I thought we could go to a park or something."
"I would love to. But remember dates are all about learning how to go further and exploring the relationship."
"Shit I've just realised I have a girlfriend, I'm in her kitchen, and I haven't even kissed her."
I went around the table and we shared a long gentle kiss. "Good morning darling."
We held each other and got lost in our eyes again.
"Okay new rule. What we allow on a date we can then do whenever and where ever we feel like it until the next date progresses things." I proposed.
"So we can kiss as much as we like."
"Absolutely and dance, and hold hands and French kiss. Maybe even grind a little when we dance."
"I do feel we might be too slow to take advantage of the empty house."
"Well that might depend on how courageous your boyfriend gets. We shall find out on our next dates."
"It still means Mum cannot catch us doing this."
Alex flung herself at me. I lifted her as we locked lips. I spun her a few times in the energy of our passion. Then I settled her on the kitchen bench. My body pushed between her legs which she wrapped around me and pulled me into her. Then we kissed. We kissed for at least forty minutes in this position.
I was rock solid hard between her legs. My cock stem pushed against her clit, my balls just below it. My head was sandwiched just our below our belly buttons. For that whole forty minutes we ground on each other. It was an edging session to beat all edging sessions. There was something super erotic about the restraint of not fondling the genitals or breasts. But our hands did roam and explore backs, heads, arms, hair, and every other erogenous zone we could access. I know my lips and tongue became very sore.
I whispered to Alex. "You know I don't think it's breaking the rules to cum against each other like this. We are safely in our clothes."
Now this changed the grinding. In fact me just saying it and giving permission tipped Alex over.
"Oh god I'm cumming Bro, like that yes.." she cried as she rotated her clit on my penis. I kept her there but moved as far as I was able in this position to slide up and down at the same time. I was close, very close. All the while we continued our kisses.
" Again, cum again my beautiful Sister, cum for your big Brother. Cum on you big brother."
Her screams grew louder. As she peaked again and this time...
" I'm coming I'm imagining filling your pussy sis, yes take it, take it!"
I filled my shorts. I could feel our juices soaking our garments. I continued to rub. I found I was attached to Alexandrina's neck. My penis glans were screaming at me to stop. But I was enjoying the new found slipperiness too much I continued to stimulated Alex's vulva until she had one last coming down climax and I squirted a little bit more. We held together regaining our breath.
"Wow it's not like I'm not seeing any action because of your rules Jake. That was amazing my stud muffin."
"I'm thinking we might need showers. But I think we might do an underwear exchange first."
I pulled apart and looked down at our mess. Alex was slumped against the cupboards.
"Or maybe not. I think Grumpy Sis has spoken." Both our groins were covered in bright red blood.
"Oh my god how embarrassing," Alex responded as she looked.
But I pulled her in and held her tight. I kissed her deeply and passionately.
"Don't be. I love that our passion overcame the moment so much you were unaware of them starting."
Being twins I was well aware of the processes of periods. But I had never had to clean up after them.
"How about I get some old rags to help wipe up and let you get to the bathroom safely. Stay where you are."
Fortunately the access to the laundry was off the kitchen and it was all Lino. I was very aware that I was dripping cum and blood and Alex girl juices as a I walked. But nothing for it but to clean it up later.
I got to the laundry sink and realised there was water and a safe place just there. I looked at my shorts and came to a decision.
"Fuck it Alex I'm going to strip off here." I yelled.
"Don't forget to use cold water. Always cold water for blood." Was the reply.
My T-shirt also had blood on it so there I was totally naked.
"Jake I'm missing the view. You owe me one from this morning."
I hesitated but I figured in for a dollar in for a pound. Then I retrieved a load of rags from below the sink. As well as a bucket. I put some cold water in that. I used a rag to clean the spunk and blood off myself and dropped it in the sink with my shorts. Then I got on my hands and knees and crawled into the kitchen. Cleaning up spots as I went.
"Oh My God your totally naked Jake, that is so sexy."
Alex was drowning herself in giggles so hard she had trouble breathing.
Now my dangle-berries were flapping in the breeze. I mopped up to her feet that were dangling above my head.
I stood and said. "No kissing, if either of us is naked. This is a practical twin move not sexy lustville."
I lifted her down.
Then I said, "let's remove these," and I gently slid her soaked red panties down and into the bucket. Then I followed with her top. She had no bra on. So Alex ended up as naked as me. In a way I regretted that this was the first time I had stripped her bare. She looked awesome and vulnerable and beautiful standing there totally trusting me.
I then took clean rags and wiped her legs and stomach clear of drips. She still had blood smears everywhere but at least they weren't spreading. I gave her a clean rag and said. "You might want to hold this between your legs as you go up to have a shower. Now hop it."
She went to move move and I noticed I missed her butt.
"Stop! missed a bit."
I got back down on my knees and carefully cleaned the most sexy red butt cheeks I had ever seen.
I planted a quick kiss on them and swatted them in a signal to hop it this time. I then delighted in the view until she disappeared up the stairs. I was a bit hard again.
I cleaned the kitchen in the nude. I took the soiled clothes and rags into the laundry and gave them a soaking a few times until it was clear there was not much colour left. I refilled the bucket with floor cleaner and mopped the whole floor. I figured with Mum away I would probably end up doing it anyway. Finally I put the clothes in the washing machine and gave them a cold wash.
The shower was still running upstairs so I decided to wash in Mum and Dad's ensuite downstairs. It was normally very out of bounds. It was fun being naked. I didn't feel the need for anything sexual it was just liberating. Particularly doing it in the Dragons lair. So I had a long hot shower and steamed up the place, even though it was probably forty degrees C outside. Our AC was chilly and I had been naked a while.
Finally I got out and dried myself with Dad's towel. I was just about to leave the bathroom when the front door bell rang. It was my guess it was Stephanie. So I wrapped the towel around my nakedness and answered the door carefully. I was right.
"Come in Alex is up stairs."
Steff just stared and looked me up and down.
"Mm so the Valentines date went very, very well I see."
"Well you had better go up and ask Alex about that."
"Mm I'm liking what I'm seeing down here."
I clutched the towel tighter. "Just go I've got to get dressed."
She went up the stairs and I followed carefully behind. By the time I got to the top Steff had been looking down at me coming up.
"The view from up here is very good also," she observed. Alex's door was open and the room empty.
"She is in the shower."
"My god showering together, awesome."
"Don't get too excited," I said as I entered my room, "I was in Mum and Dad's shower downstairs."
She burst into the bathroom and all I could hear was screams and giggles. Well I guessed Steff would know everything within thirty minutes.
I went to my room and ran lines. I had gone through the parts in various ways. Mixing it up really help get them installed in memory. I liked saying my lines really loud with over the top expression and then the other characters in whispers, then reverse of that. Or put down the script and go flat out, no stops, no pauses.
One always has to know the other person's lines almost as well as your own because they are your cue and response - reason for saying your next line. It was really annoying years later as you tend to be able to quote other people's lines more than remember your own.
After I had finished I sat on my bed and thought about the conundrum we had exposed last night. How to date and be together as a couple while we are so obviously brother and sister? I had a few ideas but perhaps we could run the problem past Steff and get her help.
I rang Alex and asked her to come in and see me for a sec. I got up as she entered and gave her a big hug and a kiss. A decent kiss, as in decent length not respectability.
"I love you so much, are you feeling ok."
She looked at me and smiled. "Yes thanks, I don't think I've ever had anyone clean up for me when Grumpy Sis has been to stay. That was not only very sweet but very sexy. It made me feel so cared for. Go the nude stud cleaning man any time you like. Wow."
"Do you think we could have a talk with Steff together about us. I assume she knows probably too much about everything already."
Alex blushed, "I hope that's alright I didn't even think to ask."
"Yes, I expected it, but I have some ideas I want to run past both of you, can we meet in the TV room."
Alex ducked back into her room and caught me up at the stairs. She had a hot water bottle clutched to her abdomen. Grumpy Sis always insisted on this. We cuddled as we walked down stairs. Steff followed behind. It was strange having this new relationship shared with someone else.
We sat on the floor and Alex leaned back on me between my legs. Steff sat cross legged in front of us.
"I have to say," Steff started, "it is so hot seeing you two like this. I thought it would never happen, God you are both so cute together. Yep so much alike and so cute."
I leaned over and kissed Alex. Because I could and I could tell Steff was totally into it.
"Well that's the problem Steff. Last night everyone stared because we were being a normal couple and we never even kissed like that but everyone knew that this must be an incest thing happening in front of them. I sort of want your help. "
"Also Alex is lucky she has a close friend who has been walking this journey with her a long time. I'm jealous as I have no one I can trust and share this with except Alex and now I hope you. It's very lonely being a guy when it comes to emotions and sharing the deep and dangerous stuff. Like falling in Love with your sister."



Can I give you both a hug? Steff asked.
"Sure." and we had a group hug.
Then she held us so our heads were close together and said, "that was so brave Jake. I think I get how hard this is and is going to be."
We chatted a bit and Steff asked me questions about how I saw the date. It was very calming to have someone who I could talk to about how I felt, a third person that is.
"Okay girls I have an idea I think I would like to try. Now while we are brother and sister and going out having fun, that gets looks as people assume things. So what if it was just twin sisters going out for a girls night. How would people react to that?"
Steff's eyes nearly popped out of her head. "What you would dress up as a girl like Alex?"
"That was the idea."
"Well guys would definitely be trying to pick you up but if you could handle that, then yes, you would have a lot of fun and people would not jump to conclusions except for look what amazing looking identical twins."
Then Steff got excited. "Have you told Jake what I'm doing Alex?"
"No," she squealed, "perfect. Steff has just started a movie and stage makeup diploma at the Uni. Apparently the State is keen to support the SA film industry. So Steff has a scholarship. She can do your makeup and transformation."
"I might even be able to borrow some fake boobs from the department. Who knows I might be able to use you in an assignment one day."
"Ok so if Jake and I go out as Sisters then we could also go out as brothers. I have to get used to doing this girl as male thing."
"We might even have the chicks hanging off us as a reverse fantasy. Two blokes and a girl."
"Hey don't you two look elsewhere! I am so up for that. I would love for you to take me out."
"We let's say we do the male male version first. It's a bit of a course priority at the moment."
"I could do you up Alex before rehearsals and let them check out how the transformation goes. Then you both take me out after to a bit of a bloke venue."
"So about we how about we actually turn up as each other at the start of the day, and see how long it takes for the teachers and students to twig."
"Well next Friday is all run throughs so if your free to do us early in the morning then meet us later that would be perfect. We are meeting Dad Thursday night, maybe we can book in to have a hair cut at Glenelg before that and get them to cut our hair the same."
"Let me organise that," said Steff. "I want to be sure the dresser is up for it and tell them what I want. I'll ring you and give you details when it's booked."
"Maybe Wednesday we had better shop for matching outfits. Loose pants but enough to show a sock or a semi just a bit. " Alex grinned.
It was so exciting. We were like little kids preparing to trick our school teacher.
"Ok Steff, can I change the topic and get serious for a bit. I love your's and Alex's relationship. She is going to need you around when things get tough with Mum. Or me for that matter. I also don't want to find myself acting different just because your here. I mean as far as showing my affection for Alex. No, I don't mean getting base two groping in front of you, I mean just being a boyfriend and girlfriend. But we can't afford to be that exclusive couple that freezes out the friends. So please tell us if you feel we are cutting you out."
"Second I don't really have a close friend and it might be really hard to find one in the next stage of our relationship, as the incest thing will be very risky. I also know that, as the saying goes, it's really hard to have a best friend of the opposite gender as sexuality gets in the way. But I would like to consider you as a best friend.
"I also realise that Alex, you need those times like you just had, where you can go into your room and share, dump, get excited, or whatever you do for hours in there. I don't want that to stop. And I don't want to be getting jealous of you and your time together. So given these things can we do this?"
"I want to scream yes, but you make some good points. This is deeper than a pinky promise." Alex added.
"Yes and you guys haven't even had sex yet, although my God what you are doing now is so hot already. It might be hard for me if I drop in and your going for it on the kitchen floor."
"So let's say we just try and make it work but be honest and have regular chats and check-ins on how we are going. I think Steff being our makeover queen gives her an important role in our lives and we should include her in the switch-er-roo dates as often as possible."
"She could also be a videographer, recording what we are doing when possible."
"No not in the bedroom Alex, I can sense where your mind just went. I think I've just awakened the kinky side of my sister."
"Oh you haven't awakened it Jake." Steff clarified, "Let's just say Alex has had very kinky thoughts for a while now. You're just adding the fuel to the fire. It's amazing she has not tied you up and taken you by now. You have a rare ability to keep your little head in check."
"With that I'm going to order pizza for tea I'm getting hungry. My stomach head always wins out. Will you stay Steff?"
"Yes please, but then I think I should go. Alex needs some brother cuddles in front of the TV while she rides out Grumpy Sis. God I wish I could find a guy that could deal with Grumpy Steff like you did for Alex this morning. Shit that deserved a knighthood in the how to look after your girl stakes."
I was quietly so proud of myself. I had been starting to feel guilty about that also.
Pizza finished we lounged together, sort of comfortable that Steff had been invited down from the exclusive domain of Alex's bedroom and into my life.
Mum being missing helped this. Steff was scared of Mum as were many visiting friends. Perhaps that didn't help me growing up. Home was not somewhere I was happy to share with anyone. Except for movie nights and TV viewing, we both tended to lives in our bedrooms.
It was sort of only now that I actually considered we were free to use the house as a home. But then the Dragon was going to return to the lair.
Steff hinted she should go so we got up and had a group hug. She kissed Alex goodbye, as she always did. On the lips. Alex kissed her back a bit longer and giggled.
Steff asked, "Is it alright if I kiss Jake goodnight too?"
"I mean you might just be kissing us both on Friday night. Or more importantly us kissing you, double teaming so to speak. So I guess why not."
Steff kissed me and as she did Alex held my butt cheek. I'm not sure it was to keep me in check or as an encouragement.
I groaned "I might have liked that too much."
Both girls grinned and together they attached my face from both sides. Little grandma kisses.
"Enough please."
Steff left. Alex and I made out a bit at the door as she got into her car.
"Opps neighbours." I whispered and we quickly closed the door.
We cuddled up on the lounge and watched another chick flick. I realised this was chick medicine when Grumpy Sis was with us. We watched Kate & Leopold which I had never seen before. It was fantastic. More of a guy orientated chick flick. It stared Hugh Jackman and Meg Ryan. I guess I would have to go the other way as well, as in learn to think like a chick if I was to be playing those roles.
At our popcorn interval we discussed what we were going to do tomorrow. With Grumpy Sis being with us, a long walk in an isolated national park was out. And the temperature was still going to be hot. We also wanted to avoid places our school friends hung out.
We decided on Halletts Cove Beach as a place that had plenty of options but unlikely to have much of a crowd. There were some nice places along the river reserve and we could always hang at the Boatshed cafe. It wasn't the best place to swim thus less crowds but we could get wet if we needed to.
We went to bed earlier than normal. Alex was cramping badly. But I did come into Alex's bedroom and gave her a big hug and kiss good night.
I was lying in my bed reliving the last week. We had done some crazy things together. I was a bit chubby but not hard at the thoughts. I decided that no more solo work unless the other had provoked it. So I stayed away from some of my regular porn sites. My phone beeped, it was a message from Alex. 'Please can you come here?'
So I willingly did.
"Jake can you come and join, me like sleep with me tonight. I really want your hugs."
"You know I will get hard for you, possibly much of the night."
"Please Jakey, I won't try anything just cuddle and sleep."
"Well I guess Mum won't catch us so it can't hurt. I'll just go get my pillow."
Soon I was settled in and spooning with my sister. She held my hands tight against her stomach.
It was the first time I had drifted off to sleep holding anyone. It was so soothing. I thought our date has to progress our levels of sexual contact soon, as I really want to be able to sleep like this every night.
That night I remember I had to get up for a wee, normally I can last all night. But there was something pressing on my bladder. Actually it was my hard-on being pressed into my bladder. I stirred and realised Alex was lying right over my torso and her groin was humping my hip which meant her hip was pushing hard at my penis.
I groan her name but she just held me tighter. By now I really had to go. So I rolled us both over. Now it looked like I was humping her. I peeled myself off her. But I had to promise I would be back before she released her grip.
I want to officially name the hard-on wee. To the upside down let down. Because both are bloody hard to achieve. It is really hard to hit the bowl and impossible if one is sitting down.
But I digress. I returned to our bed. Alex spooned me and went to sleep nursing my erection as she did. (For my American readers nursing does not mean sucking as a baby sucks a teat. In Australia or Britain it just means holding close and looking after) She was breaking my rules, but little head told my big head to shut up and go to sleep already. Which I did eventually.
I know I have not had a wet dream since I learnt to masturbate. But I did that night. I woke with a large cold wet patch on my boxers. Alex was lying at ninety degrees to me with her head on my groin smelling my soiled shorts and a hand between her legs.
"I love the smell of skunk in the morning."
"Good morning to you too. Did this just happen or did you cause it to happen?"
Alex giggled. "Maybe maybe not. It was very hard when I woke up and then it went off."
Alex slipped her tongue under the band of my boxes.
"It was yummy though."
I lifted the band a bit and it was clear I had been licked clean significantly past the band.
I put my hand into my boxers and scooped a dollop of the remaining spunk with my finger.
Then I fed it to Alex. I guess I will go have a shower and I slipped from under her and bolted to the shower.
"What a waste!" Alex yelled after me.
In the shower I thought, 'why the fuck am I pretending and stalling the inevitable.' But then my Catholic conscience kicked in and reminded me that I had called the delays for a reason. But the chief one was moving carefully toward a life long love and not headlong into a lust fuelled frenzy that might just wear off.
Alex didn't tarry getting ready to go out. It was clear she was keen to get the activities on the date moving. Halletts Cove Beach was less than twenty minutes drive from home. It's surprising Alex actually had never been there. I went on a school geology excursion, where as Alex didn't do science in seniors.
We parked in the main car park and walked down the ramp to the beach. Not that it was much of a beach mainly rocks and pebbles with a little bit of sand at the northern end. We kept our runners on and we wandered up onto the extensive rock platform. It was low tide. In no time we were little kids again, exploring and pointing out wonders to each other.
We were the only ones on the platform. I saw the sheltered rock face I had been looking for, we had found it on our excursion.
"Let's go this way," I excitedly said.
We picked our way over the rocks and there it was a small cave. I think Alex caught on quickly. In the shelter of the cavern I held Alex in front of me as I rested my butt on a rock. We looked out to the gulf. Then I asked while I kissed and nuzzled her neck.
"Can I have permission to let my hands explore your body."
"Anything you want to do this body is yours Jake, you know that."
I then very deliberately took Second Base. My hands cupped her breasts through the light fabric of her sun dress, which was a wonderful sunflower gold.
Alex wore no bra. An advantage of being young and a B cup. I was able to feel their shape and explore the nipples as they hardened. All the while my penis was wedged into her lush bottom. We kissed while I thoroughly felt her up. The dress buttoned up the front so I undid a few buttons at her midriff and slipped a hand inside to explore her skin.
It did not take me long to reach a bare breast and hold it gently in my hand. My male mind was now singularly focussed. It was exciting exploring this treasure and claiming it in the name of our love. It was still a surprise when Alex slid a hand behind me and held my swollen penis through my shorts.
We had a reasonable view back down the rocks if other visitors came exploring as we had. I really wanted to have both my hands share her breasts so I turned Alex around and unbuttoned the rest of the buttons. Carefully I parted the golden fabric until, I was staring at her two beautiful breasts.
"They are absolutely beautiful Alex, your breasts surpass my wildest dreams. Just wow."
Together my hands reached forward and cupped the tender soft flesh while her nipples pressed into my palms. Then we kissed. It was passionate and hungry. My penis was outlined once again with exploring fingers.
I bent down and suckled her right breast into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it's hardened form. Alex moved my head over to attend its partner as she groaned. I felt her body shiver and she whispered.
"I just came wow." Then pressed me tighter to her breast with a hand in my hair.
Her other hand snaked into my shorts and she was holding my erect and throbbing penis.
"Oh my god it's so hard and smooth and soft and wow, big."
She then slowly began to give me a hand job.
I gasped.
She asked, "is it okay if the girl takes the initiative on a date."
"Yes." I breathed through gritted teeth.
"Good." and she dropped to her knees, pulled my shorts down over my hips and literally sucked the end of my penis into her mouth. Three wet sloppy sucks later and I was blasting rope after rope of cum into her mouth. She swallowed and slurped until I was drained.
Alex stood and pulled my shorts back up.
"There I think base three is well and truely available now."
" I would very much like to return the compliment but I'm afraid Grump Sis has built barriers to my doing so."
"Well yes here, but maybe not so much at home."
"I'm intrigued, maybe you can teach me."
I heard some noises so I began to fasten a few buttons.
"How is Grumpy Sis by the way, obviously she is not unbearable?"
I finished doing up the buttons just in time as a family appeared around the headland. Alex gave me a quick kiss and turned me back into our original cuddle position.
"Perhaps I should educate you a bit dear brother. When Grumpy Sis is in residence the grump from PMT goes but is replaced by the cramping pain grump. But Grumpy Sis also gets horny as a final farewell and I'm looking forward to the next egg please. So it's is actually my second most randy time. Some girls love sex at this time but most guys won't even go near the plumbing department. Not many would care for their girl like you did yesterday either. So maybe you might be the exception."
"Ok I'm stunned I would never have considered it. Maybe next time Grumpy comes to stay we might see how I cope."
"But there is a downside. The cramping is actually worse when I climax. The one you gave me then by playing with my nipples was a pleasure and pain thing. The uterus contracts in both orgasm and period pain as it's clamping down to get rid of the uterus lining. So a climax doubles down on the cleaning process.
"The upshot is I will need to change my tampon soon, as I have just given it a dose of girl cum and an extra dose of blood."
"Is that why when we were dry humping yesterday it was very messy. "
"I assume so. I didn't realised I was cramping because I was also coming so much."
The family was getting close so I suggested we head up to the cafe for refreshments. We became brother and sister for a while, so as not to get more stares than the usual, wow you look so alike stares.
We went to the car so I could retrieve my wallet and Alex's bag from the boot. We both visited the toilets before we went in to order something.
Hamburgers, chips and of course a can of degreaser each. (Degreaser is our name for a can of coke) the food was perfect, as we were both very hungry by then.
After we finished we went on a walk down the extended board walks. I was able to point out some of the geology I remembered, particular the folded stratification in the rocks. When able we also kissed and groped and held genitals as this was now allowed.
It was still very hot, so we decided it best to head home to the air conditioning. We had a fantastic time but going back meant we could continue our explorations of our new bodies in the safety of our house.
When we pulled up Alex confided, "If I hadn't managed to get your cock in my mouth earlier I would be giving you a blow job right now."
When we got inside we headed to the kitchen for some ice creams we had in stock, and some cool drinks.
"Come here my dear Alexandrina, I think you are very overdressed and I hated doing those buttons back up."
Slowly I undid the buttons down the front of the yellow dress and slipped the shoulders down so Alex arms were pinned to her side. Then I stood back and had a long hard look at her breasts, storing the vision in my memory bank. Then I worshiped them with my hands and tongue. As I did I slipped the dress off till it pooled on the floor. Alex was wearing a matching pair of lemon panty briefs.
"Can I take a photo? I want to be able to look back at this image of you when I'm sixty four and remember."
"I guess I have a video of you wanking into a small cup so fair's fair."
Then Alex started to unbutton my short sleeved shirt and slipped her hands in and explored my abs and chest. She likewise sucked on my nipples and flicked them with her fingers until they were as hard as hers. Then we hugged bare chest to bare breasts. It was very erotic.
Finally she undid my shorts and slipped them down so like her I was only in my underwear.
"Hop up on the island bench I want some good access to this monster."
Then she caressed me through my underwear until temptation got too much and she slipped them off over my legs to join our pile of discarded clothing.
I didn't think I was particularly big at least in length, but to Alex I was the first she had seen in the flesh. Her eyes goggled.
" I can't believe I got some of that in my mouth."
"Feel free to try again."
But first she explored with her hands. She particularly like how my skin slid up and down over my rigid core. I was also producing a lot of precum, so I was very slippery in her hands. I think I produce more than most Gus do. This certainly proved to be the case later as we found out more about our sex organs.
Then Alex started to lick my precum as it beaded on my glans. She played peek-a-boo with my forskin and explored my exposed glan with her tongue. Then her tongue travelled down my underside and she slurped my hairy balls into her mouth. Because we both have jet black hair my pubs stood out and I assumed Alex's would also. I had a significant untrimmed bush.



Finally she returned to my head and proceeded to take me back into her mouth. I admired her effort for trying. She managed to get my penis back to the start of her throat before she gagged.
"Don't try to go further. I'm sure you will have plenty of time to learn if you really want to deep throat me. What you are doing is amazing."
So she concentrated on the forward half of my cock and used her hands to stimulate and pump my base.
"O Alex I'm going to cum."
She pulled off me long enough to say,
"Yes please big brother splatter me with it."
And she rubbed my penis over her breasts while pumping vigorously.
It was too much. My butts clenched and I sprayed my load onto her breasts, then her face as she tilted my penis upward and finally she took me back into her mouth and sucked the last three squirts into her stomach.
She stood grinning sperm running down her body and all over her face. I snapped another picture.
"Can you send that one to me," Alex said.
Then I played with her sperm covered breasts, massaging my fluids into her skin. I pulled her close and I kissed her. I figured if us guys got off on our girls eating our cum then it was rather hypocritical to avoid the taste ourselves. So I kissed her and licked the sperm from her face and fed it to her off my tongue.
I have to say that this simple act lit her fire and she again started to come without me even touching her down there.
"I think we should go and have a shower together my sweet brother."
She then proceeded to drag me to the stairs.
"No Mum and Dad's shower it's much bigger."
"Naughty, I'll grab some spare towels from the linen press."
I was actually loving that her butt was covered with panties as she moved around.
I got the shower started and we negotiated the temperature, I obviously liked it hotter. But cooler was easier than too hot, so Alex had final say.
"Please remove my panties Jake?"
This was the last vestige of our past modesty. I realised we had been naked together yesterday but the blood crisis overruled any thought that that counted. We then explored each other with soap. We took our time. I'm sure we washed everything thrice.
Alex took the hand shower and we made sure to rinse ourselves of all soap. Then Alex pushed me to my knees. She put one leg over my shoulder. I had seen the little white string that said she still had a tampon in but now I could see it clearly with the larger cotton plug behind. It was my first view of the female anatomy.
"If you leave that little string alone it's perfectly safe to use your tongue on the rest of me." Alex encouraged.
I needed no more permission I had been so wanting to taste my darling since she swallowed my load in the cave. When I watched porn it was the tongue action that excited me most before the main event. I really liked Japanese porn. That culture seemed to always make sure the girl had cum a number of times before their cocks ever got near them.
So I was in heaven. I started on the outsides and circled her vulva, I teased the inner lips that protruded slightly to the delight of my tongue as I played. I ran my tongue down around the string and tasted and explored the gap between vagina and anus. It was very clean so it just tasted of slippery smooth skin with a hint of the unknown.
Alex was wreathing above me holding on to the back of my head trying to move me to her clit. I decided she did not need to wait longer. I tongued her inner path to the clit itself then I clamped my mouth down on her proud clitoris and sucked.
Her climax was instant and violent. She grabbed my head and pushed my head into her sex at the same time with her other had grabbed her stomach as her uterus clamped down along with her climax.
"Shit... fuck... shit Jake, crap that hurts! fuck that's good... crap yes yes yes! Don't stop. Yes, no stop stop. "
Her whole body was convulsing.
I don't know what made me do it but as I released her clit I slid my tongue down and flipped the little string into my mouth and secured it with my teeth. I slowly pulled and looked up at Alex. Her stunned looked was accompanied by a simple nod of encouragement. Suddenly the dam burst and the tampon squirted out followed by a mass of blood and fluids. These splattered my chin and torso as the tampon swung down below my chin. I dropped it on the shower floor and with replaced it with two fingers right into her vagina. It was like I wanted to clean her out. Alex climaxed again. This time she lost control and I was splatted as she squirted all over me.
Wow! I had seen it in porn but experiencing it was amazing.
"Enough." Alex said. I removed her leg from my shoulder and turned us around so we were slumped in the corner of the shower. I held her tight as she sat between my legs. I was hard but not interested in taking any relief.
The hand shower was still hanging and operating next to me so I used it to clean us up. I now had the intimate smells of Alex all over me, I didn't use soap, I wanted to smell her marking of me. But I washed her blood and remnant fluids away and watched them go down the drain. Then I applied the shower to her abdomen massaging her still cramping body in the hot water. She guided the spray as need arose until the water started to run cool.
I towelled her dry and then she dried me. Naked we walked upstairs to her bed. Alex retrieved a new tampon and slipped it in. Finally we cuddled on the bed and fell asleep in each others arms.
Some hours later we woke up.
"What time is it?"
"Eleven thirty"
"We haven't eaten would you like a snack."
I put the temperature of the AC up two degrees. If we were going to be naked we did not need it that cool. I think we sort of came to an unspoken agreement that nudity was not only acceptable but highly desired.
The air cooker was loaded with a variety of finger foods and we snuggled as we waited.
"A glass of wine with the food?"
"Yes please."
There was no white in the fridge so I grabbed a bottle of Merlot from Dad's wine rack.
"Should we use that Jake?"
"I don't care. If they wish to dessert us I have no objection to us drinking their stash, running around naked and fucking each other silly. Serves them right."
From this comment I could tell I was a bit cheesed off at the lack of parental care and communication.
"Yes fuck 'em!" said Alex. "And for gods sake once Grumpy Sis has left the building please fuck me."
It was late but we had wine and nakedness. So what did we do? We put the fried snacks in one bowl between our legs and ran lines. All the lines that had erotic overtones, all the gender confusion lines. We swapped genders and had fun using our obvious nakedness to bring meaning to the text. Even when it was by no means there. It was a giggle and fondle. We were not doing Hamlet but we did mean country matters.
We went to bed together. No funny business just enjoying being naked brother and sister together.
Chapter 7
It was an early start and Alex had her important doctors appointment so it was hands off for me. We didn't want her turning up juiced from sex play.
It was theory lectures in the morning so I took notes for both of us. In the afternoon we rehearsed. At the end debrief the director made an example of us to the class.
"My goodness our twins have bought a level of erotic tension to the scrip that is dynamic, it captures the bard but pushes it into the twenty first century. Well done. I don't know what happened since Friday but keep that tone. What do you others think particularly those that played opposite them. Duke?"
"My goodness, I'm an open guy so here goes. Fuck Viola had me so horny I think I was ready to turn gay. Shit it really made me want to act on my impulses."
"Well done." the director affirmed. "You really rose to the vibes."
"And other places," a wag added. Everyone giggled.
"Ok Olivia what did you feel?"
"Wow, I'm still processing. Like Duke yes I got moist. I felt, crap I really am falling for this young messenger boy. I turned into the stereo typical milf. How can I seduce him? Shit I lost total sight that this was a female actor before me. Then when the real male Sebastian turned up with no emotional barriers to me seducing him. Crap I almost lost it. It must be the twin thing. But also maybe Jake was also giving me the missing male pheromones."
"We could see the change in action couldn't we class."
There was agreement all around.
"It was hard as an extra not to fall out of character and just stare. But it also gave me pause about my minor roll. Like how do I protect my Lady whom I serve. I could read she was getting carried away. Was it my role to put the brakes on or something. Like cough, to make her realise that this was not the time and place for a grieving widow."
"Great insight. I think the challenge has been set for everyone. Find your characters response to the erotic tensions. My job as director is to keep the lid on it so it stays a mind fuck and does not become a fuck fest. Both on and off the stage."
God if only my Mother knew how open and progressive this college actually was. Her concept of the bard is so Victorian. Queen Victorian that is.
"Ok class dismissed."
But there was a buzz among the students and plenty of discussions followed. It was like we had found new purpose, not just a college course. A lot of us fell in love with Shakespeare that day and many of our graduating class went on to become very fine and well recognised actors.
Alex was very excited on the way home. I was very keen to find out how the doctors visit went. But we were also very excited about the class we just did.
"Can we talk about the doctors when we get home." Alex asked. "Let's first talk about what just happened."
"Well I think we both know why it was so erotic. It was last nights running lines nude."
"Totally. Crap I was so totally horny on stage. And when the other actors started to respond to me, my juices really flowed." Alex stated.
"I get it, Olivia was so into me it was hard to not go past what the script asked. I'm sorry Alex but I totally got hard in that scene."
She laughed, "I would have if I had a penis."
"Well remember Friday you will have a penis as we both put on the male twins."
"Shit Stephanie had better behave when she gets together with us two studs."
We tumbled into the house and we immediately went into a passionate kiss.
"Ok stud boy hold your horses."
"That's the trouble, this stallion is loose in the mares paddock."
"I tell you you won't have to hold on for long."
Alex ripped off her shirt, held out her arm against her ear and said, "Look."
I couldn't really see anything.
"It's done, I'm safe. Feel." And she guided my finger gently along a thin line under the skin.
"What, oh yes I feel something."
"We are so Catholic I didn't even know these things existed. It's a contraceptive implant. It means I don't have to worry about getting pregnant for at least two years."
"What is that? I've never heard of it."
"They gave us some pamphlets to read so we can make sure it stays in place. And side effects and things. But this is much better than the pill."
"Wow... when can we you know make love?"
"Well actually now, but."
I knew there would be a but.
"The doctor said that as I am just finishing my periods I would be totally covered for my next fertile period. But two things, he advised we wait a few days so as not to disrupt the implant as it settles in. And to make sure my body doesn't reject it at the physical site.
"Also Grumpy Sis is still giving me grief. It could be two more days before she packs up. Also good news Grumpy Sis may not be so grumpy from now on it's one of the Sid effects."
"Little Head is very happy I've been telling him he may have to wait a month before he gets his new love tunnel cave."
"Shit I wish we hadn't filled our week up, so much."
"So what have we got?"
"Tonight. Erotic play I hope and yes I think we both need a good climax. The sexual tension is almost unbearable."
"Tomorrow - Cum what may Tuesday, movie night. Mmm possible but perhaps too early."
"Well Wednesday we have the morning off. So very possible. It is guilt hump Wednesday but that only works if we have something to feel guilty about."
"But you're forgetting we do have to buy some clothes, and probably do some shopping. Food is getting scarce."
"Thursday meet with Dad. We will be late home but we will be sharing a bed. I hope he doesn't have anything to say that will kill the mood. Also haircuts with Steph."
"Friday, fool them Friday followed by twin brothers double date Steph."
"So Saturday is stay in bed Saturday, so cherry picking and rip up the V cards, if we haven't actually done so before. Regardless stay in bed Saturday."
"Sunday reserved for religious experiences only. Like oh God! And fuckin my god that's good, - day."
Available food was becoming a problem so we ordered some Chinese food through Uber eats.
While we were waiting Alex suggested we played a game of mirrors. It's something we used to play as kids. We would sit or stand opposite each other and pretend there was a mirror between us. What one person did the other did in reverse. Tying to move in sync with each other. It was a great game because we looked so alike.
"Great idea Sis. Also great drama activity. I recon it's one our teacher will get us to demo some time."
So we started standing up. It was so hard not giggling but we had to mirror facial expressions also. It was like looking in a mirror we were so much alike. Was I just loving myself? Was this whole thing just an erotic narcissism?
Our meal arrived. We decided to sit on the floor and eat it while continuing our game. So we sat on the kitchen floor with our feet splayed and touching each other. The food in the middle.
Alex had already taken off her top but still had her bra on. So I started by slowly taking off my T-shirt. Alex had to mime doing the same.
She then reached behind and undid her bra. I copied. It meant she used her right hand and I tried to copy with my left. Lucky I didn't actually have a bra on I would have found that impossible.
I moved a bowl in front of me and Alex did the same.
She served rice, I tried to do mine at the same time. It was funny and rice didn't always make it past our clash of spoons.
I dipped a finger in the sweat and sour sauce and Alex mimicked, I sucked my finger and Alex followed.
Slowly we served a few of the dishes into our bowls.
I did dipped my finger in the Blackbeard sauce and put it on my opposite nipple. Spreading it around the areola. Of course Alex did the same to her own nipple at close to the same time.
She then picked up the chopsticks and bowl and began to eat. My problem was I was now committed to doing this left handed. So Alex made her mouth, I missed half and it dribbled down my stomach. We continued for a while, eating what we could making a mess as was going to happen. We did not break the glass wall between us.
I was hungry so occasionally I ignored eating implements and picked up a container and poured sauce and food directly into my mouth. Alex had to do the same. Our upper torsos were covered with food remnants and dribbles. As a last move I bought my head toward the imaginary mirror and made to kiss my image. Alex mirrored but this time I leaned further in and sucked her lips in to mine.
We kissed. Passion over took our common sense and we flung ourselves together amongst the food and mess and started making out big time. I pulled off her panties and she shucked my shorts and we were fully nude. Nude and converted in Chinese sauces, rice and all. I picked Alex up and put her butt on the island bench and started to lick her clean. Eventually I made it to her labia which was gathering dribbles. So I dutifully lapped at her sweet and sour centre. Soon she was coming like a train. We took a pause to breath and rest.
"Swap!"
So she hopped down and I hopped up. So now Alex tried hard to lick me all over. My penis had been raging hard for a while now. So as I did to her, Alex finished by slurping my sauce covered penis into her mouth and giving me incredible head. My balls needed a good cleaning as did the gap toward my anus. She pushed me back and I lifted my knees to give her access and she literally licked all around my anus until I was clean. I must have at least been musky and sweaty from our busy day at college. I don't know what she tasted but it didn't stop her.
She then attacked my penis again and tried to get as much of it into her mouth as possible. She was going deeper than she had before. I could hear her gag a bit but keep pushing. Crap she was taking me into her throat. She pulled up and her saliva flooded my dick as she pushed down again and drove herself further until her lips touched my sack. Fuck she had all of me in her mouth.
"Fuck!"I shouted, "fuck I'm cumming! Shiiiit". She pushed harder and I came so hard down her throat. On my second blast she rapidly pulled herself up so I blasted her tongue and mouth. Her lips sucked tight, she swallowed and dived down again to catch my third blast in her throat again. She came up spluttering and half choking, and spitting fluids out the side of her mouth with the widest shit grin of joy on her face.
"Fuck Alex" and I bent down and devoured her lips and face with a very passionate kiss.
"Ok naked clean up then shower. This night is not finished yet." Alex jumped up and down at the thought that more was to follow.
Clean up took thirty minutes. The floor needed a second wash in the morning it was so sticky.
"Mum and Dad's shower." I declare once we had finished.
We were still very sticky but had a lot of fun washing each other.
"Jake do you mind pulling my string?"
It took a few seconds to realise what was being asked. But the penny dropped and I did to my knees. I was actually keen to see the status of Grumpy Sis.
"You don't have to use your teeth Jake."
"But I do have to pay homage to the wonder of your body." And I did pay due homage with my tongue to the wonder of Alex's folds. I actually used my figures this time and I pulled gently.
Grumpy Sis was still quite active. I discarded the tampon on the shower floor and bathed her vagina. My fingers again did a little clean up from the inside. Alex took the hand shower head and literally gave herself a flush.
"I so want you to be able to take my virginity now Jake, but I can see the wisdom of waiting so we can make it special. So let's wait."
"In the mean time will my mouth do?"
I added my mouth to my fingers, working her clit. The tasted a bit irony. So I guess I had licked some traces of blood. It was no different than sucking a bleeding finger. But the water jet diluted things considerably. Soon Alex was coming. I could feel her vagina clamping on my fingers and noticed a bit of extra blood flow.
After she came down from her high we hopped out and dried each other. I was rampantly hard in the extreme but I knew I only had one good cum left in me. Alex I fear could cum all night. I had an idea.
"Mum and Dad's bed please I want to try something."
I stripped back the covers. I figured Dad indicated he would not see us till Thursday and Mum was in Perth. Alex excitedly occupied the centre of the bed.
I ducked out to retrieve few dry towels from the dryer, as well as Alex's bag from where she ditched it near the front door. I figured it had spare tampons in case she felt she needed to load up.
I returned and hopped on the bed.
"For this I'm going to need to be on the bottom. The towels are for catching any blood or mess we might make."
I parked my butt on two layers of towels and invited Alex to climb on me for a cuddle. We started to kiss and make out. Alex started to rub her pelvis on my still very hard rod. I was leaking juice and so was Alex.



"I'm thinking you can ride me. Not let me penetrate but slide up and down. In one bit of porn I saw it was called hot dogging. The hot dog between the buns."
That's all I needed to say. Alex became very active and soon was sitting astride me sliding and rubbing her labia and clit along my length. I watched my penis head part her swollen lips and poke in and out. Alex pulled back and dribbled a wad of spit onto my penis and then continued. If entering and sliding into a vagina was anything like this I was in for a wonderful time.
Then she got game and slid me right back to her hole, I could feel the entrance to her vagina open and it tried to suck me in. My penis gathered the fluid flowing from her and then Alex would resist and slide me back. Every now and then my head would appear with a cap of bloody mucus material which only added to the sensation. Strangely I wasn't grossed out but was loving that we were both free enough to enjoy sex at this time.
Alex came a few times, before she added her hands to explore my penis. She ran her fingers around my corona and glans.
"It really is like I have a dick Jake. At least from up here. Why don't you cum on me. But I want to feel you spirt onto my clit."
Then she went all out rubbing her body all over mine. I grabbed her breasts and bought her down so I could capture one in my mouth. She was fucking me on the outside. Her whole body gliding as if her whole body was the vagina and she as enveloping me. That did it, the total commitment.
"I'm going to cum Alex."
"Yes cum on my clit Jake cum on my clit."
I fired off a powerful spirt. Alex had lined me up well. Spirt after spirt hit its target and as it did Alex stiffened in a mighty climax and spasmed on top of me.
Spent we lay there. I think we drifted off to sleep. At some time we hopped back in the shower to wash away sperm and blood. We crawled back into Mum and Dad' queen sized bed entwined each other in sleep.
Chapter 8 Tuesday
We woke up together. Aware of the intimacy of the moment we kissed. It was a long languid kiss with whispered morning greetings and affirmations of love.
Eventually we parted but immediately became aware of a problem. It's not just that we were in the parental bed but that Alex had not put a tampon in and there was blood, dried blood spread everywhere. We had obviously kicked our protective towels away during the night. I could identify little tubes of sperm in the mix.
It was like we were forensically examining the crime scene. I placed one of the sperm tubes on my fingers. It was congealed but not hard. I held it up to Alex.
"See this, it's sperm. Straight from the tube. This stuff is like glue. I hate getting it on my pubic hairs or leg hairs. When it dries it sticks them together. Also if it dries in the end of your penis it will stick the hole together and the next piss will spirt in any direction."
I examine my head.
"Look see it's sort of half closed." As Alex looked closer I used my fingers to work the hole back to fully open.
"Shit, now I've gotta piss." And I bolted to the bathroom.
As I finished Alex entered like Lady Godiva with the soiled bed linen dragging behind her.
" Just in case I leaked on the way. We have to clean them anyway."
I started the shower and once again we enjoyed the luxury of cleaning each other. We held off further stimulation as we had to get to college. We also had some bedding to wash in cold water. We remade the bed before we left just in case. There was a little blood on the under blanket but it would have to wait.
On the way Alex had a phone call from Stephanie. She had booked the hair salon.
"Steff asked me if she could join us for our film night. She has some homework to watch the film Avatar."
"Tell her yes." When she hung up I added. "Not that I mind all the sex we are having but I could do with a distraction for one night. Well at least until we go to bed. "
"I get you, it's so much fun, but it's hard when my instinct is to go all the way. I just love your body Jake."
We had theory lessons on stage craft in the morning. At lunch everyone was still buzzing about yesterdays rehearsals. We all started to mix much better and the clicks that were forming started to break up. We had bonded as a whole group.
After lunch we had a whole department meeting, which meant staging, lighting, costumers. There were a whole bunch of people we had not met. Many of them were community volunteers and supporters of the college.
The purpose of the meeting was to discuss the look we wanted. Things like what era would we be set in, costuming and set expectations. Our director explained a bit about yesterdays breakthrough.
She then asked us to play a few of our key scenes for them. With the instruction to try and keep the same level of the erotic presence. One of the key aspects of stage performance is to recreate the same energy and feelings night after night regardless of external factors. Thus it's why she felt method acting worked in film but not so much on the stage.
So we did. It was weird but it worked. We found ourselves getting hard or moist as our genders dictated. We felt the sparks. We had a massive applause when we finished and the buzz of yesterday spread around the crew.
The director addressed us all.
"You see what I was talking about. I truely believe we have a unique group of students this year. Those of you directing our next plays will need to take this into account. I would love to see this lot pushed."
We then had a general discussion on setting. Ideas got thrown around. Greco-Roman orgy was rejected as perhaps too much for parents for the first years first production. Plenty of laughs on that one.
A mental institution where the inmates were delusional in their split personalities acting out the play within a ward of straight medical staff. Now that was interesting and one director said it might be a great context for a play they were planning on later. But they received boos from us as they would not share what play. It was not our ultimate decision and the director said she would discuss the options for our play with the directing group and let us know on Monday.
It was an interesting way to approach it. Start with the text and know the text really well and then layer the extrinsic layer and context over the top. This way she said we should always be able to act in the play at any time,and even any role, with any director and their interpretations.
On the way home I asked Alex about Avatar.
"Have you seen it Alex?"
"No I've heard it's an amazing film."
"Yeah the sequel has come out but I wanted to see the first one. I saw a short for it. The makeup on that one was amazing."
"I guess that's why it's homework. Steff is bringing pizza by the way."
"Well I'll find a Shiraz to go with it. I think we may need a trip to the Barossa to restock the wine rack."
"Great idea, maybe have a dirty weekend."
"What in a tent? We are poor students in case you forgot."
Steff arrived, with the DVD and the food. We settled on the couch. Alex made us cosy up. I was going to sit next to Alex but she suggested we put Steff in the middle and snuggle her.
"Umm is that a good idea?"
"Well Steff will be snuggling up to us 'two guys' on Friday. We might as well get used to it. I'm comfortable snuggling with my bestie but I'm not sure how you will cope Jake."
"Your my girlfriend now Alex, perhaps this might sort of not be appropriate."
"If you're unsure just do what I do, Jake. Your okay with that aren't you Steff?"
"Totally Alex, you do know I'm sort of into you both Jake? I will consider it an amazing night no matter what happens."
"Shit that's a bit what I'm worried about."
"Well let's roll the film and roll on Cum what may Tuesday." Alex said.
I nearly spat red wine everywhere.
Wow, what a movie it was very sensuous. Visually and conceptually. In a way it was what we were embarking on doing. Taking on the persona of another. Except this was occupying the body of an alien.
But shit it was a totally immersing mind fuck. You could see the love and attachment growing and again I related it to how I felt about Alex.
At our popcorn break, I asked, "How come we had not seen it before?"
"Well we were all three at the time it was released." Steff laughed.
"Definitely not something our Dragon mum would allow us to see, even two years ago." Alex added.
Alex and I snuggled a bit while Steff was at the toilet.
"So what have you and Steff done together, you know before?"
"Well mmm perhaps we should show you. I mean I can't really tell you without Steff present."
"Jake was wondering what we had done together. Should we show him?"
"Well maybe," she turned to me, "do you think your heart is up to it?"
"I'm getting worried already."
"Perhaps Alex can show you and you can copy after."
"I think he might be getting hard Steff."
"We can only hope."
"Crap what had I just let myself in for?"
Alex leaned in and kissed Steff. It was a long passionate kiss.
"Steff and I taught each other to kiss. I actually want you to try Jake if you think your Catholic guilt will allow you that is."
I looked at Steff, her eyes were sparkling. She lent in and I tentatively closed the gap. Crap it was nice and naughty but not the same fireworks as with Alex.
Alex leaned forward and then kissed me. I don't know how it started but soon the three of us were kissing sort of at the same time. I was very rock hard.
"Wow I think we should watch the movie." I hit play.
Well the movie got hotter.
Then we sort of did this. Alex put her hand on Steff's leg and started to caress it. Steff did the same to her. Alex reached through and put my hand on Steff's leg.
"Copy me Jake."
Not long after Steff put her hand on my leg. It was still summer and I had shorts on. The girls wore skirts. So we felt each other up for a while, just leg caresses.
"We sort of learnt how to masturbate each other. Most girlfriends tend to, you know it's sort of okay with each other."
I pulled my hand away. Steff kept her's there, then both of the girls worked their hands under each others dresses and started to, well at that time could only assume was rub and stimulate each other. The breathing went up a notch. Alex removed her hand then leaned across Steff and kissed me. She then took her finger and fed it into my mouth.
"Fuck, Alex, what the."
It was definitely pussy tasting but not Alex's taste.
Alex kissed me again.
Steff then took her finger and fed it to me as well, now that was definitely Alex.
"God girls!"
Alex moved onto my lap. She took my hand and put it under her dress and onto her pussy.
"Fuck you don't have pants on."
"Neither does Steff."
"I think Jake you should sit in the middle?"
Now it was very clear the girls had not finished playing with me. It was also clear we had already crossed some different lines. Not taboo lines as such but every guys wet dream of two girls to one. The thing I was unclear of was how this would affect Alex and I. And how far were they planning on going tonight.
Alex leaned in and said very seductively. "Only hand play tonight ok. Nothing more before Steff goes home."
I groaned.
They snuggled into me from both sides and we shared kisses or more to the point they kissed me from both sides including some ear teasing. Crap that was very erotic to have it on both sides at once.
"Ok back to the movie." Alex said.
After about five minutes, Alex took my hand and bought it to her pussy, then she took my other hand and put it under Steff's skirt and I was suddenly feeling Steff's pussy. Now two things, first she was wet but second there was no pubic hair she was as smooth as. I groaned again. I know I was leaking precum. I had a wet spot on my shorts and my hard-on was unmistakable.
Thirdly now I definitely didn't want to stop. I could tell Alex had a string in place, so I stuck to the outside. Steff was different it was almost impossible to stop my finger from entering her vagina. She was so wet. I felt her grab my hand and hold it there and suddenly she was cumming. Cumming on my fingers. Alex followed on the other side of me. I had two girls climaxing at once it was good for my ego. Alex took her hand and put it on my cock.
"Can Steff feel your cock? She hasn't felt one before."
"Shit I think so but I won't last long."
To tough or not to touch that is the question. There was no nobility in this situation. Who was I to be a hypocrite? Touch and not be touched.
Alex took Steff's hand and encouraged her to go into the shorts from the top. Alex unbuttoned me and pulled down the zipper. Steff got the idea and soon had her hand wrapped around my raw flesh.
"Alex it is so big, and hard but soft, wow." Steff said as she explored me.
Alex said, "Rub the juices on his head."
"I'll come if you do that."
"I know said Alex, I want Steff to feel you jet off."
Steff went up to the top as instructed and moved her fingers around by cock head.
"Crap I'm cumming, ahhhh!" I bucked and spasmed as I let out a load groan. My hands were still buried in two pussys. I pinched Alex's clit and did the same to Steff and again they both came hard.
Alex on coming down pulled Steff's hand out and held it to her mouth.
"Enjoy, I'm going to clean him up."
Then Alex dived down and pulled my penis from its prison and started to give me a very energetic blowjob.
Steff just looked down at my penis as she licked her fingers and hand.
"Fuck that is hot. It's the very first time I've seen a penis, wow."
With that I came again. I almost buried myself in Alex's throat I jerked so hard.
The credits were rolling.
"I think we missed a lot." Alex grinned.
I looked down I still hand my hands in two pussies. Two very wet pussies. I could also see both of them were exposed. The skirts up around their waists. It was a very different look the black hairs surrounding Alex and the lack of hairs but a very swollen and red labia of Steff.
"I think that might be enough for tonight, what do you think Steff. I think I might have broken my brother again."
She nodded and kissed me. "Thanks Jake. Wow you were great. I love your cock. I think I had better go and leave you two to continue. Just don't get all guilty on Alex OK."
We tidied up. "We have to rewatch the movie, but I'll take it with me as I do have to finish watching it with out the distraction. "
We had a group hug at the door. Alex led me back to Mum and Dad's bed.
We cuddled. "How far did you and Steff go?" I asked.
"Well we did try oral a bit. But mainly just used our fingers."
"You're not gay or bi are you?"
"Well obviously not lesbian I like your dick too much.
I can't speak to bi yet, not enough experience. But are you okay?"
"Shocked really, that was unexpected."
"But you like Steff?"
"I think that's the problem. You see how I said I had never though of you while I jacked off. Well Steff was my goto spank bank dream. You sort of made that bit come true tonight. You're not jealous?"
"Well you were not fucking her. I want to be your first."
"Are you implying that you might be okay if we actually went further?"
"I don't know but I do know you are both my dearest friends and my only sexual partners so to speak. If we let this go further with Steff we have to agree and do it together."
I was getting hard at the thought.
"How come men get hard at the very thought things?"
"I guess that's how we are made. The thought always come first. So naughty thoughts make me hard really quickly."
Soon we were grinding on each other again. Once again I used my penis to stimulate Alex. She had a tampon in so the sheets were safe for the moment. Slowly we made non-penetrative love and eventually came in each others arms as we kissed.
Finally we went the bathroom and cleaned up with a washer. Alex retrieved our tooth brushes from up stairs. Somehow we didn't mind if Mum suddenly appeared, we knew at some point she would and hit the proverbial fan. But in away I was going to welcome the coming storm.
Chapter 9 getting over the hump.
It was lovely waking up in such a spacious bed. It was even better having Alex draped over me with her hand holding my penis. I played with the smooth skin of her back until she woke up. I needed to go to the toilet but not enough to disturb her.
"Come back when you finish." Which I did and immediately Alex snuggled into me again.
It was strange lying in the parents' bed in their room. Did I feel guilty? Yes, but the scale of the guilt had dropped. But it was still guilt hump Wednesday. I felt like an abandoned waif and there was an underlying seething anger. I think my mind was wanting me to blame their absence for why I was essentially now shacked up with their daughter in their bed. If they had been around more this may not have happened.
I was on the precipice of crossing the incest line for good. The cliff into Dante's inferno. My whole Catholic upbringing which was my only moral fibre and ethics system was lying in shatters. Somehow I knew I had to reconstruct myself. To cobble together a mental way forward. But it needed to be a path were Alexandrina and I were an inseparable one. I could not now deny my deep love, and commitment to her. I was going to take my rampant penis and make the sweetest most passionate love with the dearest person on the planet. That person was enfolded in my arms now, caressing my body with care.
"You feeling guilty again aren't you Jake. I can sense your melancholy flowing through you."
"You got it in one"
I knew there was a reason why you were not smothering me in love lust and kisses. You are so delightful to read.
I turned us both so we could gaze into each others eyes.
"That's what I love about you Alex, you get and understand me."
"Just hold that thought, I need to go to the toilet now."
Minutes later she had returned and resumed her position looking into my eyes. Slowly we caressed and explored each other with our hands and eyes. Slowly the sexual tension built up. We moved our bodies together and started to kiss with delicate passion maying love with our lips.
I rolled onto Alex and she spread her legs to bed me between them and together our genitals danced. For a long time we danced a gentle passion.
"Make love to me Jake, take me now, let's not wait a moment longer. I am ready for you. Grumpy sis has left the building."
"Oh god Alexandrina yes, I so want this. I've been so scared that if I delayed the moment would be lost. Yet so scared of my deep love for you. Please have my body as you already have taken my soul."
We looked in each others eyes and knew the moment had come. I pulled my penis back toward Alex's waiting passage. She tucked a hand between us to guide me and I felt us engage. Slowly I pushed forward and my glans took the slippery path offered it and started to part her vaginal passage.
Her hands grasped my buttocks and pulled me toward her centre. I was a few centimetres in and her tightness was very evident. I was processing all this while looking into her eyes. Seeing her eagerness and feeling the contortions reflecting the stretching she was doing.
We looked down together.
"So big Jake, slowly but more." I pushed in another few centimetres.
"Come out a little to spread the lubrication then continue."
I pulled back and watched her vagina extend back with me until my glans corona appeared then I pushed back in with more force than I intended and suddenly I was three quarters in.
"Ahh," Alex winced, "hold still." Gradually I felt her relax around me
"Now all the way Jake bury yourself in me all the way," and up I thrusted the last bit until our pubic bones met.
I held still and buried my face into Alex's neck. We held each other.



"No longer virgins Alex. You feel so warm and tight."
"I feel so full and loved."
Slowly as if by instinct we began to move together. I thrust then withdraw a little way. Alex's arching into me matching my each and every thrust. I felt the fluids in her body increase around me. We started to slide effortlessly. I looked into those eyes. I got lost in her eyes. Our minds made love before our bodies did. We immersed ourselves into each other until I was almost unawares thrusting with speed and determination.
"Cum with me Alex, I know you want to, I can see you bursting in your eyes. Let go and cum. Because I am so close."
"Yes Jake now, fill me Jake, yes, oh god yes"
Together we arched our groins into each other in our crescendo. Sudden I was pumping my seed into her depths and Alex was clamping around me, sucking my sperm from my body. Her vagina rippled down my length as I finally collapsed onto her. I rolled us over so I bore her weight and we kissed long and passionately. We remained joined. Became one with each other in all possible ways.
"I'm glad that was not planned, or forced or held off until a better time. That was perfect Alex. Absolutely perfect."
I quietly slipped from her body as I softened. Alex gave a vaginal push and I popped out followed by our collective fluids.
My abdomen caught much of the juices. Alex proceeded to mark herself with them.
"I'm yours now Jake, forever. "
I took some of our union in my fingers and massaged them into my heart.
"Forever my Alexandrina, and ever."
It was now ten am and we knew we could not stay here all day. We still needed to shop. We decided to cloths shop on the way to college and have lunch out. Groceries could wait until after classes when we could bring freezer and refrigerated stuff straight home.
"I really want to go again Alex but let's wait. Let's savour the memories of our first time. Tonight we might not get much sleep."
So we once again used the big shower. We realised that neither of us had actually been in our bedrooms for twenty four hours. The air was filled with erotic electricity as we prepared for the day, finally putting our clothes on after breakfast.
Shopping was fun. We found a clothes shop that was unisex. We told the attendant what wanted to do. She was a great help and soon we had matching outfits. Except our hoodies that although the same design had a different colour band in the two tone pattern.
That way we figured the other actors could have some way of knowing if it was Sebastian or Viola, if clueless whether we were Jake or Alex. We figured we just had to change tops to further confused everyone. We even got matching sneakers.
We told the attendant about the play and the haircut coming. She made us promise to tell her when the play was on. She would even put a flyer up, in the shop window. I'm sure she will get some repeat business from us. We had to get some matching dresses soon.
College was fun. Some history of drama before tea and a full run through after. Alex and I approached our director and asked if we could have the afternoon off tomorrow as we had to go see out father about some big family issues. We explained Dad was rarely home and Mum was currently in Perth.
"Look have the day off, I really want to focus on the comedy group of Malvolio and Andrew Argucheek."
So when we gathered the director actually gave everyone the day off except the Olivia and her household. This group were the typical Shakespearean comic group that provided dumb fun and a chance to really act up.
Then we started the run through. It was clear why she needed to workshop the comic group more as it lacked the energy the rest of us had. It was a long night.
We had to shop on the way home as well.
Once we had our shopping away it was clear we were both stuffed, knackered, and worn out.
We had crossed the final barrier that morning and had planned on an all night romp.
"Hey let just sleep in each others arms tonight. We have the morning off for some passionate love making."
"And a good hard fucking!" Alex said.
"God what have I done to my sister?"
"Don't be surprised if I start on you in the wee small hours."
"Bring it on."
...........
Thus ends the first book of Twelfth Night.
It was much longer than I intended, but that's my imagination. I'm working on the second part of Jakes story. The next part will feature Alex and Jake exploring sex together. Stephanie becomes more involved. But what of Dragon mother and what will happen when she finds out? Well please follow so you don't miss the rest of the story.
If you have stayed this long you obviously like the story. Thank you for reading. Please comment.
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The second part of a long story.
Trigger warning: this part contains strong negative reactions of psychotic mother who has delivered to our twins what amounts to psychological Domestic Violence. Aside from this, the story contains plenty of sexual fun.
I decided to finish this part in the middle of a threesome. Hopefully if you encourage me, I will get back to writing the rest.
Thanks for your support.
Twelfth Night - Part two
We might have been asleep four hours before I woke from a particularly vivid dream. Only to find someone was actually impaled on my prick. Memory shook me to my core. It was my sister, my sweet innocent princess that I was sworn to protect.
There was an immediate disassociation between my lifelong formed mental image of my twin and my current reality. It was sort of like me fucking myself. Fuck I was fucked. Yet fuck, it was fucking fantastic. Fuckin' hell she was fucking hot. Then I remember Alexandrina had promised to give my a good hard fucking.
"Morning big brother. I couldn't resist, you sort of grew in my hand."
"What time is it?"
"Maybe five am, I thought we would get an early start."
"Have you cum yet?"
"Only twice. The first time as soon as I took you in."
I could feel my body beginning to catch up with the sensations surrounding my throbbing member. I drove upwards catching Alex by surprise. As she toppled sideways, I rolled on top of her and thrust into her with full power. It was like she had awakened a tiger. I slammed home time and time again.
I could feel her convulse under me but I was not close. My mind had to catch up before I was ready to release. I caught one of her legs under my arm and brought it to my shoulder. This changed the angle of penetration. I pumped her through that orgasm and did not let up. Then I grabbed her other leg and it jointed its mate. Alex's calves now pushed into my ears. I lifted her until I was above her, thrusting from my toes in deep penetrating moves. I was as deep as I could go. At the end of each thrust I ground her clit into my bone. Only to reverse and go again.
"Shit so deep. Fuck Jake, fuuuck me. Fuck I'm going to cum."
This time her vagina clamped down on my imbedded rod and tried to push me out. Her spasms washed over her and then suddenly she squirted. Spirted hard and I was forced out with the pressure. I was so close myself that I pushed my penis straight back in, forcing my way through the cramping, and had my release deep within her.
Our combined screams of passion spread through the silent house and into the dawn. The echoes remained in our mind's brains as I released her legs from their death lock on my head and we collapsed in a heap.
We slept in our mess. Passed out probably. Eventually we stirred, but only to kiss and fondle the treasures in both our arms. It as a mutual awakening.
"Alex darling, I doubt I will ever be able to top that last moment." Then I wickedly smiled, "but I'm going to die trying."
Alex smiled, "Bring it on!"
She scooted down to take my semi-flaccid but growing penis in her mouth. She sucked it back to full hardness. Savouring as she did the fluids encrusted on me. Once I was hard she pulled off me and raised her butt in the air.
"Fuck me Jake! Doggy!"
I had admired her bottom a few times this week but now it was presented to me as an offering. But first, I paid homage to it by driving my tongue into her leaking vagina. It was full of our combined creams, but I slurped and lapped them up. As the position demanded, I buried my nose in her arse and breathed her earthy scents as my tongue worked her twat.
My olfactory nerves demanded my penis get into the action. So I knelt behind and lined myself up and slowly penetrated to my fullness. I had reasonable leverage but I wanted more. I pulled out and dragged Alex to the end of the bed. I stood up and resumed my penetration. I was able to watch in the full light of the morning, my penis piston in and out of its new home.
"Shit you should see this Alex it's fucking incredible. Wow."
I took my time savouring long strokes. Although she was quite wet I dribbled some spit onto my shaft to maintain the fluid motion.
"Grab my phone Jake and film it. I want to see."
I pulled out, retrieved the phone and hit record. I made sure I recorded my re-entry. It was hard to keep the camera steady as I pumped in and out.
After about a minute Alex shouted, "Give it to me."
She stopped the recording and replayed it so she could see it as I continued to pump her. She watched mesmerised as the action was replayed with each and every thrust I was still delivering. I could just see the screen, so I carefully synchronised my trust with the video. This just amplified her experience to the point she came again.
In this position I discovered there was a very different pressure on the underside of my dick. At the right angle I was dragging this side of my penis along her hard pelvic bone. In no time I was cumming as well.
"Rats Jake, I was planning on twerking on you in that position."
"Oh there will be a next time. That was sort of amazing. "
We cuddled and talked while we wound down.
"I think I'm a bit sore now Jake. You are a stud"
"Says she who is very kinky in how she wants to experiment with different positions."
"Well I have quite a few more to try. I don't think you noticed but I slipped the phone between our legs and took some more footage. Shall we check it out. I sort of hope I got us cumming."
We watched the replay. Alex had switched the camera view to wide angle to try and get the action.
"Crap that's hot, I can see your balls swing forward and wack my clit with each thrust."
I could see her juices flow down my stem and then her whole system clamp around my cock as she came. Followed immediate by my veins really popping out and my balls tightening as I came. Alex hit replay, we could see my cum shoot up the inside of my penis. Well the pumping action of the muscles around my base as I shot my load. Followed by a very clear cream pie that spilled out as I withdrew.
"That is so hot. Time to air drop those thanks."
"Absolutely, but don't think you will get time to wank off to them anytime soon, I plan to keep you drained luva bruva."
"Shower and breakfast?"
We looked at Mum and Dad's bed. What a mess. With Alex's squirting we had to strip off the under blanket as well. Even then the mattress was wet. Nothing for it but to leave it to air. If either parent came home it would be curtains. We also opened windows to let in the parched Adelaide dry hot air. The bedroom was smelling so funky. The washing machine was getting as big a work out as we were.
We bought some pancake mix when we shopped last night, so I made us Pancakes. Alex got out a lot of toppings: Bananas, strawberries, ice cream and some lemons for lemon and sugar, a family favourite.
We talked while we waited for the pancakes to cook.
"Do you think it's strange Jake, Mum has not even rung? Not once and no message."
"Absolutely, I've actually even wondered if Dad hadn't actually murdered her and this is a ruse. Except that I doubt Dad would be able to do that."
"Ooh I could see how one might be tempted, but no Jake, for all his absence, Dad has not got a nasty bone in his body. But something must be happening. Hopefully we will find out today."
"Then again I haven't tried to ring mum either have you?"
"God no Jake, why poke the dragon and destroy the peace."
As I was finishing off my umpteenth pancake, I was very hungry, Alex came and cuddled me. She stood behind me and ran her fingers through my hair and then took a whiff.
"Jake did you wash your hair? Because I didn't either. We are going to a hairdresser. I can smell me right through your locks. Ooh yuck! some bits are even stuck together."
"Well I did have my head buried in your butt." We laughed.
"Back to the shower then we have to go."
We washed each others hair a few times each, just to be sure. But that got me hard and Alex randy so I took her up against the shower wall. It was another frenzied fuck. We both came. But I know I didn't have much to fire up into my sister this time.
We put the washing on the line, as we figured the sunlight was needed to remove the smells. We did think to close the windows but the bedroom and ensuite definitely looked like an orgy had happened in it and the mattress was still very damp. We decided we had better sleep in one of our beds tonight. We did not want to remake things when we got home with our late night tonight.
Steff met us at the hairdressers at 3 pm. The hairdresser was astonished when she saw us. She fluffed our hair and sorted out a male style that would work. I told her we would be back in the next two weeks to get us done up as females. So nothing radical like an undercut. We told her about the play and we would need to have matching styles, slightly boyish for that one. We promised to let her know when the performances would be happening.
When we finally left we were definitely a pigeon pair and more identical twin looking than we had ever been. As we walked to get some drinks with Steff, she stopped us and took a set of photos against at Glenelg Pier.
We sat down with ice creams and a coke.
"You two have been fucking haven't you."
I grinned and Alex who was busting to share began to give details.
Steff stopped her. "Later girlfriend, cause I want the juicy bits. If that's ok with Jake that is. But Jake one question. How many times?
"Four." I squeaked.
"Well, done." And she high-fived me. "Always ask the man that question. They will always count. No point asking Alex how many times she came. By the well and truely fucked look on her we can assume she lost count."
We laughed.
"Shit is it that obvious? We have to meet Dad soon."
"Well if Dad asks Alex, you will have to confess that Tony is the man. I think he won't mind so long as Mum never finds out. And if your Dad thinks you might be getting some Jake, with that dopey proud look of yours just tell him you're getting a good piece of me. I'm happy to cover for you."
"Thanks Steff."
I rang Dad and arranged to meet him at seven.
"Oh Alex you might want to practise walking straight before you get there. You are obviously sore and bow legged."
"I think we might go for a walk down the Pier before we go then." I suggested.
We kissed Steff goodbye. She pulled us close and grabbed both our butts.
"Just practicing for tomorrow night. I might just put out for both of you, you are so hot in those haircuts."
The girls giggled and I was both shocked and hardened up at the same time. We waved goodbye and headed down the pier.
"We might need to lay some ground rules for tomorrow night then Alex. I have a feeling you might be much more willing than my imagination allows."
We did some walking practice. But it was hard to disguise when the joinery department in her groin was adjusting to its new reality.
"Perhaps if I fake I pulled groin muscle and go for a bit of a limp? Blame it on a drama rehearsal without a warm up before."
"That could work. Let's try it." I watched and it was better being obvious than trying to cover up what was not normal.
Dad did a double take when he saw us.
"What's with the hair cut? That is sort of creepy."
We laughed and told him about the play. Well Alex mainly told him, I couldn't get a word in.
We ordered at the bar and took some drinks with us. I had a beer with Dad, and Alex a white wine.
He took us to a private dining room. Wow, this was going to be sort of serious. We settled down. I could see Dad was trying to find words.
"So Dad, neither of us has had a phone call or a text from Mum, what gives?"
"Well first kids, she is not coming back. The job in Perth is permanent. But that's only a minor part of the story. I suspected something for a while, but your mother has a lover."
"Shit, what!"Alex said.
"Hard to believe I know. He's an executive with the same company but based in Perth. They did actually need help with their store. But anyway, the truth of the matter is she is leaving permanently."
"So how are you feeling Dad?" I asked. I could tell he was worn.
"Well you know it's been very hard these last ten years, so I'm glad it's over. You're the ones I have been fighting for, trying to protect. In truth, I'm bloody relieved."
"What a hypocrite," I breathed, "Mum, not you Dad."
"Yeah I get you. She has been nothing but a control freak with you two. I have tried to mitigate it. But shit, I know I'm a coward. It has been easier to be missing and holed up in my job."
"So do we have to move to Perth? Because I can tell you that's not happening." Alex was emphatic.
"It's ok, I've been sorting that. Marion has not contacted you because she is a hypocrite and has not wanted this to hit her precious social circle. She is also mortified to admit her wrongs publicly. She wants to keep it hush, hush and she wants you both to respect that."
"Well if it means we don't have to talk to her ever again, I'll be happy about that." Alex said bitterly.
"Ok, so what happens next Dad?"
"I actually signed Divorce settlement papers this morning. We have officially been separated for two years."
"Shit! thanks for telling us. Kids are always last to know."
"We had planned on telling you after your eighteenth birthdays. But this relationship developed on Marion's side, and she asked me to hold off until things became clearer."
"So will you have to sell the house?"
"Well that's the surprise in all this. I'm a good manager, who makes good money, so I've invested a bit. I actually have my own unit in the Adelaide CBD. Marion's bloke, Harold, is well off. Marion also has an investment property. She insisted we both had one. So when I signed the papers this morning, we actually signed the house over to you two. She had a requirement that I don't live in it though."
"What wait on, did I hear right? That the house is Alexandrina's and mine?" I was flabbergasted.
"Yep to live in or to sell. Frankly I would sell if I were you, and buy something without the memories that place has. Even go away to Drama School in Sydney."
Alex had the biggest shit grin. Almost bigger than when I first fucked her.
"So what of mum's stuff?" I continued.
Our food had just arrived, so we began eating. I noticed Dad hadn't answered yet, but we got distracted with excited chatter. The meal became a bit of a celebration. We toasted our freedom.
Alex went around and gave Dad a big cuddle.
"I see what you mean about fighting for us. What an awesome move, about the house. That must of been a hard move for mum."
"Catholic guilt and keeping it hush hush was a powerful lever. You two need to be very hush hush for her now. Not even to Stephanie, Alex. You can say she has moved out and is living in Perth. But no hint of scandal of a divorce please. I think we need to give her a few years to settle into a new place and society. Also we don't want her back."
"What about you Dad, have you like got, had another women?" Alex asked.
Dad shook his head. "I know I'm a silly bugger. But I've been faithful, if absent all this time. I'm afraid Marion sucked all desire and life out of me over time. I do hope we can find more time for each other though, but not in that house."
"Well Dad, I'm actually proud of you." I added, "I never thought I'd say that. But as I've got older, the more I've understood what your life has been like. Can I ask one thing though? Go and see a psychologist and get it out of your system. You're still only forty five. You're young and I'd like to get to know you with some life and fire back in you. More like the Dad we knew when we were little."
"So tell us about the course?"
We both spent some time filling him in. Letting him know that we were turning acting heads at college.
"Well it looks like I'm going to get to see some Shakespeare then."
"You still haven't answered my question about Mum's stuff yet Dad."
"She is actually at the house at the moment, packing up some things."
Alex and my faces dropped through the floor. I think I let out a fuck.
"She didn't want to see you or confront you. I've been told to hold you here until she texts to let me know the coast is clear."
Alex and I had been exchanging fervent glances and holding our breath. Some shit was definitely going to hit the fan.
Dad's phone beeped. He looked at the message. It was obviously not the one he was expecting.
"Look I have to duck out, it's your mother, she's upset. I will give her a ring."And he ducked out to an empty room next door.
"Shit, we are fucked Alex!"
"Royally, crap she has to be putting two and two together."
"I can only hope she thinks one of us is fucking someone else."
"Except I know mum, she will have gone through our rooms. Fuck, she may even have read my diary."
We could hear Dad next door trying to calm her down.
By now I was holding Alex, and she was quaking.
"Whatever happens at lest we have each other."
Dad returned and looked at us. "Shit, I'm glad we signed those papers this morning. Ok, sit down you two."
Dad held up a photo. It was the mirror in Alex's room. Sprawled in red lipstick across the mirror was the words. 'You are fucking your brother you little slut. I know!'
"Is this true Son?"
I swallowed the words. "Yes Dad, but Alex is not a Slut. I love her."
"And you Alexandrina, did your brother force this on you."
"No Dad, it was more the opposite, I initiated things, but I didn't force things on him either."
"Are you being safe."
"Yes Dad I'm on contraceptives."
"Good to hear, but don't say that to your mother. She would probably find that harder than the incest thing."
"Ok I need to think, and think quick. Your mother is at the house and she is very angry. She is with her man. She said they are almost done. But I don't and I repeat, I don't want you going home tonight. They are booked on a flight in the morning and her stuff is being freighted over."
"How long has she been there?"
Probably since you left. She was going to check if your car was in the drive before she stopped. They had a removal group arrive to pack her good China and a few bits of her mother's antique furniture. She didn't want much else. I guess she kept it together until the removalists left. Shit I need a drink. You two?"
"A brandy for both of us I think. You better make it a double"
"My thoughts exactly."
He went out and bought back a bottle of XO and three sniffers.
"Dad for some reason you don't seem too upset or pissed at us." Alex observed
"Well let me say I'm not surprised. It's just the timing sucks. Couldn't you keep it in your pants for another week. How long have you been fucking?"
"Only since yesterday morning."
"Shit that was bad luck timing. Oh well, we will just have to deal with it."
"But how do you feel about the incest?"
"Look I know you two love each other dearly. We have both known that. It's why your mother was so controlling especially as you hit puberty. It's why she wanted you separated at boarding school."
"Well if she had been around this week, I think it might have taken us a few more weeks to get there."
"That could be helpful. When she starts to give you shit, and I know she will, I can point out that her deceptions left the emotional door open for you both to seek each other."
"Will she buy that?"
"Well, I know it sounds harsh and manipulative. But some simple threats from either of you to leak the divorce or if you are game incest to a few key friends or neighbours, and she will bottle it up. Yes, be even more pissed off, but her shame is the strongest driving force behind all her actions. It is how I managed to get you two the house when we divided the estate. You wouldn't have to be kicked out and could continue this year as if all was normal."



"Thanks Dad. This is kinda hard to process. So much of our lives has just changed in this last week."
"Look I'm going to leave you two here for a while. I'm going to arrange for you to sleep in one of our guest apartments. Where is the car parked?"
"Down stairs in the RSL car park."
"Good you don't have to drive. Feel free to have more Brandy."
When we were alone in the private room, Alex climbed up into my lap and we kissed, gently, caringly. Then she broke down in tears, well sobs really. It was the adrenaline down kicking in. I cried also, but not deeply enough. My mind was doing the male protective thing for his sister and princess.
"Shit, I messed up royally Jake. I knew Mum could come back unannounced. I knew I needed to tidy the parental room before we left. Shit shit shit."
My Catholic guilt was also threatening to crush me. But I was also sick of mums hypocritical shit that she had put on us for so long. Later I came to learn that this was a form of DV and child abuse. Psychological abuse. But at that moment I just knew the scars. I also felt I should take my advice to Dad for myself, and get some professional help.
Alex swung her body so she was straddling my legs again. It was fast becoming our favourite position. We kissed a long- we are in this together kiss. Before this month I though there was only one sort of kiss with a lover, the tongue kind.
It was not even Guilt Hump Wednesday. That wave has certainly broken over us and dumped us. 'Oh that this too too sulled flesh would melt.' That bloody speech keeps haunting me."
Alex saw me sinking into gloom. She put her arms around my waist and pulled her groin into my very soft genitalia. She wiggled again.
"Where's that hard stud I love? The big strong protective Brother? The one who loves me so much he will walk through hell with me? We might be in hell but crap the other side has so many positives."
"Like we own a house."
"Like free access to my sexy body!"
"Like no more dragon mother."
"Like a very loving and caring Sister."
"Like a Dad who actually fought for us."
"Like a Dad who doesn't seem to mind we are fucking each other."
"Like a brilliant Drama course."
"Like a best friend who wouldn't mind giving you some on the side."
"Okay Alex, that last one is a bit much for my poor Catholic brain at the moment. But I do think we should invite Steff home to stay tomorrow night. NOT for sex! But because I think you need your best friend and we both need an outside person to bounce stuff off.
"It will be hard not sharing everything about Mum though."
"I know but let's not poke that dragon."
"There is another dragon I would like poking me." Said Alex as she ground her mons into mine. I started to rise up so to speak.
But there was a knock on the door. So Alex changed her position to a more discreet one.
"Come in Dad."
"So here the plan. Here are some keys to a unit on the fourth floor. I'm on the Fifth if anything happens here tonight and you need me. In the morning their plane leaves at 6 am. I definitely don't want to run into her in the morning."
"Ah, Dad we have our cloths at home for the switch-er-roo. We have to get home before we go to college."
"Then I'll plan to get home around six to make sure the coast is clear. And to check any damage. I ring you when I'm sure you can come over. I'll stay until you are ready to leave. At the moment I don't trust your mother."
Alex gave him a great big hug.
Dad waved to me. "Come over Son, join us."
It was a long family hug. Mum would never have joined us, so it just didn't happen.
"I think that hug was the most restorative thing I've done in a long while. You two are so worth it." Dad affirmed.
I have to say I was staggered. This was the Dad I was never allowed to know.
"What are you doing tomorrow?"
"Well," Alex answered, "we are practicing being the other person in drama rehearsals all tomorrow. Without letting them know who is who.
"Then Steff is taking us out on a double date, well two to one. While we are both guys. We want to get some real life practice of gender swapping."
Dad's mouth was on the floor. "I hope Steff can handle herself well. That will be some challenge. Happy to get a few photos. I think my twins have found wings. I don't have many family snaps since you were eight."
"Can I start a messenger chat group with you Dad? Time to include you in our lives more and it's an easy way for us to share pics." Alex suggested.
"Sounds great."
"We are going to get Steff to come home with us tomorrow night, so we are not in the house on our own."
"I doubt mum will turn up. But if she did decide to not hop on that flight, she will not start anything with Steff around. You have my number incase. There is also Triple Zero. You own the property now, so technically she would be trespassing.
"Now take that brandy and go relax. And use the mini bar."
We had no cloths or bags or anything but we were safe. It was strange walking to the lift in our new reality. We cuddled all the way to our room.
"Shit Jake, this room is awesome. It is definitely executive level or honeymoon suite." Alex then darted around the few rooms and opened up everything to find out what we had."
From the bathroom I heard. "Fuck me yes, score."
Then I heard taps running. "Get in here Big brother. Spa!"
I was met at the door with a flying Alex who straddled me and kissed me passionately. That was before she dropped to the floor and started undressing me. So I returned the favour.
"Get the drinks bro."
I grabbed some eats from the fridge and cupboard, glasses for the Brandy. As well as the small bottles of red and white wine. There was a ledge next to the spa where I stacked the goodies.
Spas take a long time to fill so I grabbed the services booklet and read. Alex knelt in front of me and paid homage to my dick with her mouth. It took a while for me to get rampant but I was enjoying the moment.
"Hey it says here we can order food like pizza all night, delivered. I always think sex makes me hungry."
"Typical boy: food trumps dick, dick trumps head, head trumps food. We could make that a paper scissors rock thing."
The water was ready so we climbed in.
"How do we turn on the Bubbles?" Alex asked.
I reached over and almost instantly I had them going.
"How did you know that."
"I just read it in the manual."
"Boys are not supposed to read manuals."
We settled into one another and enjoyed the relaxing bubbles. I think I was the first to want to talk.
"Alex before we go any further. I want this time when we make love, to be just that. We make love, not fuck. We are both fragile at the moment. Let's make tonight tender. Also we have a big day tomorrow, so perhaps we only do it once. Very happy for a slow long build up though."
"Well at least we don't have to make beds tomorrow." Alex giggled. But I agree. Just loving on each other.
"So tomorrow night and Steff. What are you thinking or up for, Alex?"
"We, and well I, sort of don't mind sharing you. If that's what you mean, but not so much tomorrow night."
I hesitated at this.
"Perhaps we should act like our last two weeks when we started." Alex continued,. "The rule what happens on Date night ends on Date night, is good. But nothing when we get home. We still have a lot to process. There will be other date nights.
"So fill me in, what have you and Steff discussed doing with me in the past?"
"Well I guess she's your best friend now also, so I can share under best friends rules. Can you turn the bubbles off for a while, it's hard to hear over them?"
In the quiet water I could now see through to a Alex's tempting body. She turned around to face me once more and straddled me. Her hand moved to my penis between us and she held it as it started to swell.
"We have both been fantasising about sharing a bed with you for the last maybe four months. She has always known you had the hots for her. But when it became clear that I would get first dibs, and I loved you so much, she was happy to allow me to have you exclusively."
"That's actually very hot." I was now quite hard in Alex's hand.
"We used to role play sometimes when we masturbated together. We would take turns being you. Of course I looked so like you. So when I went down on her, it was your name she would cry out when she came."
"Fuck really. Wow you two were like" I had trouble finding the word. "Sort of real Lesbian."
"Except it was always you we got really wet for. We are both very into dicks."
"And did Steff go down on you also?"
"All the time. Well, when we played. Like her, I would pretend it was you."
"Did you ever use toys on each other?"
"Only fingers like the other night. I could never keep one at home. Dragon lady finding it was too high a risk. But the truth was we really didn't know how to get hold of one."
"Given all that, how far are you wanting to allow Steff to go with me?"
"Well that sort of depends on you."
"No it doesn't. First I'm a guy. Threesomes are a big turn on, so little head will choose it anytime so long as I don't have a good reason not to. Second, you are my very very good reason not to. I want to do nothing, absolutely nothing that would put us at risk or ruin our confidence in each other. We have only just hooked up. I feel it's too early to really know how we will both feel."
"Well can we at least do what we did the other night?"
"I guess so Alex, it was hot and we seemed to be comfortable with it. I think I need a good period of time to warm up to it more. I think I'm open to oral."
'Well perhaps I shouldn't cut all excitement and possibilities out.' I thought to myself.
"Perhaps we can fulfil the fantasies you just shared but definitely not this week. Tomorrow let's just go wild on the date but when we get home, be supportive but not distracted by group sex. Us though is a different story."
"Thanks Jake, I get that. I think we will probably be needing to crash anyway."
"I think if we stay in this Spa longer my prick will be as wrinkly as my fingers are. Let's hop out and go to bed. To love and then to dream."
One of the things I was really enjoying, and so far never got sick of, was drying Alex. It's such a necessary everyday thing but when it's post-sex or pre-sex it has an eroticism all its own.
We set the lighting to mood. It was a king bed. Wow, we could get lost in it. But we simply got lost in each other. After some passionate kissing I traversed Alex's body. My tongue explored her perky breasts and wonderful nipples. They were, by all measures, small hard nipples. Maybe four times the size of mine. Her olive skin was a perfect background for her almost chocolate areola that matched her eyes. Completing the Areola and the focus of my tongue was their cute circle of bumplets. These were set on her perfectly rounded breasts like buttons on a soft cushion. Their B cup size meant I could enjoy the roundness in one palm. Alex could go without the need for a bra when it was not suitable for a dress.
My path south led me once more to Alex's swollen labia and proud mons. I spent some time in that black bush. Teasing her hairs with my teeth before I moved lower. I loved her cute inner lips that naturally poked out about a centimetre. These were the curtains to her inner stage, which had moistened up. Warming up the audience so to speak, in order to welcome the main attraction of the evening, in the form of my throbbing penis.
My desire was to prepare Alexandrina well. So with a flick or two of the tip of my tongue onto her preluding clitoris, I slid my body back up and once again kissed my love passionately. As I did so my hard penis knew its own way and I slipped smoothly and slowly into her depths.
Thus began a leisurely movement of skin upon skin, heat within heat, soul into soul. The oneness achieved at the spiritual level was complemented with rhythmic thrusting and heightened senses. Affirmations of love accompanied our motions, highlighted themselves with groans and guttural sighs.
Can one quietly cum? I'm not sure, but we both shook in ripples that passed through our systems. Both of us pushed together in taut bodies signalling our release. Together we shared our bodily fluids. Orgasmic - yes, memorable - forever. Eternally deep - so, so satisfying. This shared moment brought with its union a profound sleep. Sleep that saw us through what could have been a very restless night.
We woke at sunrise and admired the view over St Vincent's Gulf. We knew the morning might be hard. We quietly changed back into yesterdays clothes. Unspoken, last night's union was a sanctity of love we did not want to shatter with the realities of our parents knowing our incestuous passions. It was the dichotomous reality of the divorce where one parent loved and cared while the other parent visited a fiery anger over us.
We waited over a coffee from the pod machine for Dad's call. I don't think it's to possible to sit opposite Alexandrina without getting lost in her eyes. But this time I was even more discombobulated because I was looking at myself, as I saw myself in the mirror this morning. I also realised I would need to shave when I got home.
"I just want to be able to enjoy today Jake. Is that too much to ask?"
"I know exactly what you mean. On the one hand we should be celebrating our first day of freedom but the years of extended guilt trips keep dumping shit on me."
The phone rang and I put it on speaker.
"It's all clear to come kids. But don't be surprised by the mess your angry mother left behind."
We didn't ask but just thanked Dad. "What about the apartments keys?"
"Bring them to me. We will chat when you get here."
So we left in a hurry, even though at a core level we did not want to arrive. We chatted about what we might find. We soon gave that up and tried to focus on the upcoming fun at rehearsals today which would start at ten.
It was strange turning up to our family home knowing it was now our home. As in, just Alex and mine, to do as we wished. Dad's car was out front and the front door open.
I took Alex's hand as we walked in. It was clear some bits of furniture were missing but nothing too bad to see.
I yelled out, "Dad we're here!"
"Come on up."
My room was first and Dad was at my mirror with gloves on and the smell of orange oil cleaner which was obvious before we came up. It was strongest here.
On the mirror were some remnant red smears but nothing to see. Dad ripped off his gloves and gave me a hug then Alex joined us.
"I sorry you have to see all this."
There were tears in his eyes and then he was crying. Really crying. I have never not once seen Dad cry. Soon Alex was crying.
"It's over Dad. Hopefully for good. Thank you so much for supporting us in this crisis. Not many parents would even understand that their kids love each other as we do."
"Well fixing this will take a while and you guys have an important day ahead. Technically I'm not supposed be be here as per our agreement. I would like to stay and help fix this mess, but I think I need to go when you do. I will come back and get my stuff."
Then he laughed, and laughed.
Alex was puzzled. "What Dad?"
"Well I just realised that most of my important stuff is not even here. It's already at my place. Shit that's a sad indictment of me, the missing parent. Funny because you guys hadn't even noticed. The bits of me around, Marion was happy to have because they meant nothing to me thus nothing to her. Wow, this really is a case of quietly quitting a marriage."
"That's funny Dad, or would be if it wasn't so true." Alex reflected. "Perhaps when we get rid of Mum memories and memorabilia we can put our real Dad back, particularly if your not allowed to be here. As a rebellious gesture on our part."
"Ok good idea. Now then, I had better give you the tour."
My room was not too bad but she had obviously gone through my stuff.
Alex's room was different. It was a mess. I held her close in the doorway. The room was ransacked. Most noticeable was that her diaries had been torn apart and shredded all over the room.
"I took photos of everything as evidence. Hopefully we won't need it."
Alex was holding me and shaking. The diaries were the most important things to her. Her underwear was everywhere. But perhaps most shocking for me was a pair of my boxers, stabbed to her notice board by a pair of scissors right through the groin. The message was very clear.
"They were the ones I rescued of yours from the shower floor." Alex sobbed.
"Well," said Dad "there is one more room I need to show you. We might as well get I over with."
We went back down to the master bedroom. Again the mirror has been cleaned but the bed itself was almost in shreds. It had cuts and knife marks all through the mattress.
"I put the knives in the sink. As you can tell Marion went a bit psychotic. I just hope her guy realises what she is capable of after this. But I hope she stays in Perth."
"A bit? Shit Dad. That's a bit?"
Just then Steff called out from the front door.
I yell out, "Can you wait outside Steff, be there in a sec."
"Crap I totally forgot she was coming over to do me up into a guy." Alex explained.
Dad looked at us both and asked. "Does Steff knows about you two?"
"Yes she is very supportive."
"Can she be trusted with your incest secret."
"Absolutely."
"Well then I think you will need someone you can share the rest of this crap and situation with. But it has to be really clear, nothing gets out. Invite her into the lounge."
So we gathered together. Steff knew immediately that the shit had hit the fan. Dad outlined some of the details.
Then added, "Alex and Jake can fill you in on the rest. But I think you need to stay at the club for a few nights while you deal with the mess here. Steff feel free to stay also if you think Alex needs the support. The apartment has a second bedroom."
Steph was a bit shocked but kept her head. "Well this makeup girl ain't got all day. Where do we want to do this?"
"Spare bedroom. That should be damage free." I suggested.
"Jake where are our clothes?"
"Crap where did I put them?" In a panic I raced up the stairs.
"Jake," Alex shouted after me. "Remember we didn't actually go up there."
"Master bedroom then." Alex beat me there. But nothing.
"They must be still in the shopping bags. We hadn't even tried them on."
"Too distracted,"I was about to say by undressing you but remembered Dad was cleaning up in the master bedroom. Then I laughed, "Thank God I though Dragoñ mother had stolen them. I left them in the boot of the car."
Crisis averted, we went up to change. Steff bought up her bag of goodies.
We closed the door. "Okay strip you two." I looked at her as if to say are you serious. "Just to undies Jake but you need to loose the bra Alex."
"Now Jake, I'll need you to help me. Once you have learnt, it will be easier for you to do it than Alex to do it on her own. My lecturer taught me a few tricks. She liked the idea of what you're doing. She also lent me some stuff.
I couldn't help kiss Alexes nipples as we started the wrap.
"Not helping." said Steff. "We don't want them sticking out."
So we used the super broad bandage like wrap. Placed low enough to leave the upper chest bare without showing cleavage. The start and finishing points were important for the bandage to stay on. Then it was matching polo shirts, with the slightly different toned highlights.
"Ok well now for your packages. We have two choices. The sock approach or the cod piece. If it was in period style then codpiece. It's also what dancers use."
"Can you grab that other shopping bag I bought in, Jake. Enjoy what you find."
Inside were two brand new matching codpieces.



"Ok can both of you put them on. I think I had better leave the room for this. But don't put on you trousers yet."
Well we both ended up in giggling fits. They were like a thong but with a wide belt and pouch at the front. We basically gave ourselves wedgies.
Alex commented, "God Jake, crap I love your butt in that."
Steff returned, got on her knees and turned us around. She adjusted the belts and pulled them up so they were right up the butt crack.
"Ok Jake, excuse me."
Then she plunged her hand right down the front on mine scooped up my balls and penis and pulled them up so the balls were on each side of my dick and then as she removed her hand, made sure my cock pointed straight upward. Everything was held very tight.
Alex and I just looked at each other.
"Did she just do that." I said.
"Well it's your dick so I hope you felt it."
"Steff what if I get a hard-on? I could feel myself growing a bit."
"Well it just grows upward. But is held in place. Now Alex you need a sock in your's to pad it out."
Steff pulled a pair of socks out of her bag and did the same for Alex adjusting the sock to give a similar form.
"Ok now trousers."
Suddenly Alex was transformed into me. With matching codpieces we look very identical. We looked in the mirror.
"I think we have a problem Steff. It looks a bit to fake and medieval. Like rounded." Alex observed."Exactly like a dances package, you mentioned an alternative?"
"I agree that works if you are going for the girl combination. But I have this."
She fished out an other thing but it had what looked like a plastic cock and balls. Only they were attached to a different G string and were quite floppy. They were the form of a shower, not a grower. Like a semi and proud.
"Okay Alex try these?"
It was so funny watching Alex suddenly grow a penis. Alex put her undies back on over the appendage.
"Na, you need male jocks, can you get her some Jake?"
I raced into my room and found two matching pairs. I needed a change anyway as I had hopped into yesterdays clothes this morning.
"Wow that's much better Alex."
"I notice you hang to the left Jake." Alex said.
"Left is actually more normal because in most guys the left testicle hangs lower. Or so my lecturer told me. Ok Jake take your codpiece off and go normal jocks."
I turned around and did it in front of them both. I figured it wouldn't hurt to grow a little to match my sisters new penis. I was a bit jealous I didn't hang that big normally. In front of the mirror we actually came out very closely matched. We put on trousers and suddenly we were twin brothers.
"The fake dick and codpieces must have cost a bit?"
"I know but you can pay me back. Wait on you need to shave."
I left the girls to chat. I overheard Alex tell Steff how Mum found out. I had to ferret around to find my shaving stuff and did a careful shave. Although I have black hair my beard grows slowly so I wouldn't have the five o'clock shadow problem.
Steff did one final inspection. "Nice! you two look so good. I'm sorry but I'm so horny at the moment particularly knowing you're taking me out after."
"Okay let's test you two spunky hunks on your dad. Wait up the top of the stairs and we will watch you come down. One at a time and see if your Dad can guess who is whom.
Well Dad got it wrong. Then we both stood together and no he still couldn't tell. At least until we spoke. But then when we said some of our lines it was harder. Because our natural speaking voices were changed by projection.
"That is amazing kids. I think I might actually enjoy your show."
"Well we had better go." We locked up and Dad gave us his set of keys from off his key ring. Steff looked puzzled.
"I'll tell you later." Alex whispered. "See you at the college at four."
"No I have a better idea," I said, "We should pick you up from our house. Then if you decide to stay with us at the RSL apartment then we only need one car."
"That works my classes finish an hour earlier than yours."
"Shit we should get some change of cloths too." Alex said. I noticed she was swearing a lot more now.
We waved goodbye to Steff and Dad then ducked back inside for a change of cloths.
"Make it a small bag Alex, with toothbrushes and stuff I think we might be staying at the club till Monday."
It only took ten minutes, it was a matter of find stuff from the mess on the floor.
On the way to college I couldn't stop looking at myself. Well Alex who looked so much like me.
"I can't believe I have a brother."
"Well you have to get over it. If you keep looking at me like that they will know I'm the girl. Because I'm used to seeing you but you not me."
So the rest of the trip I chatted to Sebastian and Alex to Viola as those were the roles we were first going to take on.
I had to stop myself staring a number of times. We talked strategy and decided to enter like two brothers arguing over whose teams were going to be on top this year. We neither had an interest in it but we lived in Adelaide.
"We need to pick sides, Jake. I'm going to go for the Crows because I know something about them."
"Ok I'll go for Port. Then we can get the others joining in."
In Adelaide the rivalry was fierce between these two South Australian AFL teams. (Australian Rules football).
"Then treat me like I used to treat you, Alex. Stirring, arm punches the right times, be a bit crass, elbow in ribs. But remember you might get them back." We were entering the car park.
"Ok start now before we park. Just in case anyone is arriving at the same time." Alex said this in a deeper guys voice. This is an important stage trick. Enter from way back from the wings in character, before anyone can actually see you.
We had been practicing, so it wasn't too bad. We started arguing about football.
As it turned out there were a few students arriving with us.
I whispered, We are in switch-er-roo mode so I'm Alex. I relieved a punch.
"No we are both Jake until we are on stage. No helps given."
One student yelled out, "Hi Jake!"
We both turned and said, "Hi Steve."
He then realised there were two of Jake. He did a double take, then bolted up to us.
"Fuck guys, that's good."
He tried to guess who was who, but we just screwed with his head. He went on ahead.
Another student saw us enter the foyer and picked her jaw off the ground. When she found her voice she said, "god that's so hot. How am I going to concentrate today. I have trouble enough with one Jake turning me on."
We high-fived each other and said, "Way to go bro." in unison.
We could hear some chatter in the practice room getting louder and animated. One of the more open females, tattoos and attitude, but a really great personality came out just before we entered.
"I know how to tell."and she grabbed Alex's groin. Then winked, "I know who's who."
"Are you sure Sylvia?" I asked.
She stopped and thought. Looked again and approached me. I was going a bit chubby as I knew what was coming next. She grabbed my groin and swore. "Fuck that's good. Shit."
She walked back in and announced to the group. "Buggered if I know, I did the Crocodile Dundee test, two pricks."
Alex chuckled, "Technically that's a sexual assault but you can grab my dick anytime you like Sylvia."
Some thought that Alex would never say that. I was in the same camp. She really surprised me. It was going to be fun with Stephanie tonight.
Our Lecturer entered at that point and commented that everyone seemed animated today. Then she saw us.
Most people had arrived, and like them our Lecture was taken aback.
"Very impressive I knew I picked the right play for you two. Come over here."
Okay stand down stage facing the cast. She then did a lap observing us.
"Ok class, who thinks they can tell who who?"
There were murmurs but no brave pundits.
"Ok how about we vote. Olive band on shirt or brown? Who thinks olive is Jake? Hands up."
Four hands went tentatively up.
"Ok who says Brown is Jake?" Only two hands. I was Brown.
"Who has no idea. The majority of hands went up."
"How did we do?"
Using a slightly higher voice I said. "Well that was indecisive I guess the Hayes Brothers 1 cast 0."
The lecturer came up to us and whispered, "I guess I'm not going to know either?" We shook our heads together.
"Well class I have to say that that is both stylish and awesome? I hope your acting today is up to the challenge set. We will vote again once we get to the interval break. One more thing no groping or hands that can be classed an assault."
Sylvia spoke up. "Too late Ms, I tried that. Two good sized dicks."
"I'll pretend I didn't hear that. From the top every one."
I started off as Viola, and Alex, Sebastion. As we neared the end on Act Two Alex whispered to me that she needed to go to the toilet.
"We'll go together." As we went out down Hall. I said. "Men's toilet only today and we both use a stall. Next to each other so we can swap shirts."
We returned just in time for Alex to take up her role as Viola, and I my assigned part. At the end of act three the director called a coffee break.
We were both flooded with questions designed to try and out us. But we knew each other so well and our habits.
"Ok before we vote, any ideas?"
Discussion went around and around for a while. Then someone asked the Director.
"You're the professional you must know by now?"
"Well to be honest I thought I knew but then I had doubts and now I'm just not sure anymore. Let's see if the voting numbers help us out."
I was now olive.
"Okay who's the girl, Brown or Olive?"
"Olive?" I got five votes.
"Brown." Alex got six votes.
There were less undecided but it was still close to fifty fifty. I was quietly chuffed I had convinced five people I was the girl.
"Well players play on, and you two, give me excess of it."
We continued through act four. We swapped roles again but this time not shirts. So I was Viola again.
Before act five Alex called a conference. We ducked out into a spare room.
"Problem, who is going to reveal?" She looked at me. "I sort of want to show my tits."
"Well your call, it's coming up."
"Quick change shirts before I loose my balls."
I cupped her fake balls and said, "got plenty from what I can feel."
We changed shirts just in time for Viola's entrance, meaning Alex. As the girl pretending to be a guy.
As we went on with the act the director halted the rerun through and said, "I hope we get a good reveal out of you two. I still have no idea."
So we got to the reveal. Our characters shared their backgrounds, as per the script. Then when it got to the lines
'So comes it Lady you have been mistook.'
I came up to my sister and lifted her shirt over her head to reveal her bindings. Then taking one end, in the style of 'She's the Man ' held one end as Alex turned. Saying my lines and when I got to the lines.
'You have been betrothed to a maid and to man.'
Alex stood there bare breasted.
I picked up her shirt and handed it to her. But she just held it in front of her as the Duke, very staggered, continued with his lines and new insight into the meaning as He said to those on stage, the line 'Be not amazed...'
It was so appropriate, because everyone was amazed at what Alex just did. Alex exited not long after and put her shirt back on, sans the binding.
Somehow we all got through to the end of the play. At the end everyone just broke into spontaneous applause.
"Viola and Sebastion, or should I say Jake and Alex, up here."
As we came up she pointed to us and clapped, we got our own ovation.
"Ok sit back down with the cast."
"Well thank you Alex and Sebastion, I have to say that has been the highlight of my directing career so far. That took guts Alex, what made you decide to do the topless reveal?"
"Well at the start of the act Jake and I swapped shirts. We had intended Jake to continue Viola/Cesario, but I decided I needed to be able to do it for my future career so I might as well rip the band-aide off so to speak."
"So how many times did you swap shirts?"
"Between act two and three," I answered. "I started off as brown playing Viola, then for Act three we swapped and Alex was brown. But act Four we swapped characters but not shirts.
So Alex was Sebastion in Act four and we swapped shirts and roles again during the first scene of act five. "
"So I guess we had no chance." Everyone laughed.
"That's the thing about Shakespeare students. The Bard loved the mixing up of characters and with only all male actors available that made his work and acting in it a challenge. As 'Upstart Crow' the British comedy series highlights. But in the day the lady man was very recognisable. I suggest you watch that series before we start our next play."
"Today has not gone as I planned," she continued, "but much better. Can I suggest we head across the road for some food and a social hour or so to finish the week. I want to buy these two a drink."
Before we adjourned we ducked back into the spare room and rebound Alex. We had a date to go on after. Also we swapped shirts again just for fun.
Being at the pub with everyone was a blast. We all became closer once again. A number of the girls asked me what it was like bearing my breasts to everyone.
I replied, "Freeing, but how do you know I'm Alex?"
Sylvia sidled up to me and asked me about the us both with dicks. I called Alex over and we sat on either side of her.
"Ok just this once you can cop a proper feel. But remember we both have our own boyfriends and girlfriends. Any no telling the others today the answer."
She put both her hands down at once and I felt her rub my penis and it began to grow in her hands. Sylvia's other hand was working Alex's fake dong.
"Oh I get it!" She nodded to Alex, "yours is fake. But it's a bloody good fake."
"Ok you can take your hand off mine now. Thanks for the pleasure though." I teased.
"The fake set is actually a proper theatrical prosthetic. It comes on a G string type codpiece." Alex informed her.
"Wow I might have to get me one of those. It would be fun. Where did you buy it?"
"We'll have to ask our friend. She's studying stage and film makeup. She sourced them." Alex responded.
Our lecturer interrupted us and asked us what we would like for the drink she promised.
"Well we are going out on the town with a good friend Steff after, to road test ourselves in public so to speak. She arranged the transformation. So I don't think we can drink alcohol, but maybe a lemon lime and bitters will go down perfectly." I answered.
When she returned she sat down with us and toasted our courage.
"First of all call me Sally, in fact I should have done this by now." She stood and clapped her hands.
"Listen up everybody, from now please just call me Sally. We are well past the formal stage."
"Seriously you had me fooled. Possibly the shirt changes helped, but I thought I could pick you from voices. I have never said this to a student so early on in the course, but you two could almost go professional now. The whole faculty is so excited to have you on board. We are hoping you might stay on for a second year."
Alex and I looked at each other. Alex answered.
"Well things are a bit up in the air at the moment. But it's a possibility. We are hoping sometime to go to a National Drama school. But we are loving what we have found here."
"I agree with my brother, Sally. It's too early to make a decision but we will certainly think about it."
"Thanks Jake, you and your sister are treasures."
"How did you know?" She rightly picked this final sub-defuse.
"It wasn't till I was sitting talking with you close up. I had forgotten to check your Adams apple. Could have saved myself embarrassment if I had remembered that. But otherwise you two are indistinguishable. I won't tell others my secret though. But perhaps you could give me for warning next time. I actually want to plan some lessons around days like today."
"Well we were thinking of coming next week as girls." Alex informed her.
"Oh I like that but let me think. We are now getting close to opening night. I'm not sure I want to disrupt Fridays run through. I think everyone needs you to be your assigned parts for our major run throughs from now on. But maybe we can use the following Monday's afternoon rehearsal to do it. If you can come dressed, literally, I will focus our Monday theory lessons around playing the opposite genders and tips and tricks to being convincing. I'll get you two to demonstrate for me if that's okay.
"Great plan Sally" Alex said. "I am wanting to see Jake in a dress. We already have the codpiece."
I looked at my phone. "Ops we have to go pick up Steff for our double date. Thanks Sally. You have no idea how good this has been. A few family issues at the moment. Today took our minds off things."
"The pleasure is all mine. Have fun. Learn a lot. See you Monday."
As we left Alex said, "Oh no! Toilet, I need to go Bro."
"Well we might as well face it. I guess I can go standing up when the other students are not around but you my dear will have to get used to pub male toilets and use a stall." For that I got a whack.
"Bloody idiot, I've used a stall all my life."
When she exited she commented. "Crap those things are disgusting, I'm sure I want to stay a girl forever now."
On the way to Steff's we both got messages.
"They're from Dad, he said check your bank balances."
I was driving, I thumped the stirring wheel.
"Fuck the Dragon had better not have drained our accounts. How did she have access? Check now Alex."
"Holy shit," she said.
I was nearly outside Steff's. She didn't explain but was stunned into silence.
As soon as I pulled up, she said," Check yours."
Well I was already on it. "Fuck me!"
"Does yours say $125,000 has been deposited?"
"Yes what. I'm ringing Dad" I put it on speaker.
"Dad we are both here, what is that for?"
"I guess you checked your accounts."
"Sorry we are speechless here, what gives?"
"It was your mothers idea. Well before she found out that is. It's part of the divorce settlement. It was set up so I didn't walk away with what you kids could have got if I remarried or something. She actually tried desperately to change that today but the legals were watertight and the money was in process as soon as we signed papers yesterday morning."
"So we get a house and this cash?"
"Yep I'm thinking you two need to buy a new bed tomorrow and a bit of extra furniture."
"Be a bloody expensive bed then." We all laughed.
"Look we are at Steff's now and she is coming out to the car. So we had better say goodbye."
"Thanks Dad that is just awesome." Alex added.
"Bye kids we will chat tomorrow. I'm dying to find out what went down today and on your date."
Steff opens Alex's door. We have the biggest grins on our faces.
"What gives? Are not the guys supposed to knock on the door, not wait in the car for the chick to come out to them? Rude."
I bolted out my side and Alex hers. Then we sandwiched Steff in a cuddle. Alex kissed her with some passion and I suspect a bit of tongue. So I turned her around and gave her the same sort of kiss. I may have lingered longer.
"Ok the makes up for it. Mum wants to see what I've done with you." And she dragged us to the front door.
Leena Jensen was a wonderful mother to Stephanie. She and her husband Jarmo, emigrated with their parents after the war from Finland. Along with a few others from their village. They had suffered significantly from the Nazi occupation. Alex knew her quite well, but I had only met her a few times.
"Mum the boys are here!"
"Oh my lord, Steff. I don't know I can trust you with those two hunks. Sorry Jake which ever one you are but wow. I might just turn into a stereotypical cougar."



"Back off Mum, they're mine."
"But you have two."
I am now dying of embarrassment.
Lena comes up to me and cheeks my butt.
"You are the real Jake. Look at his colour girls."
The three of them laughed their tits off. Except Alex's were bound in very tight.
"Cold drink before you go."
"Yes please Mrs Jenson." I croaked.
We sat in the family room and chatted.
"So what does your mum think about her two boys?"
"She doesn't know," said Alex.
"She is actually in Perth at the moment. She just started a new job." I cut in. "I don't think she would like this, so please keep it to yourself."
"So does that mean we loose you to Western Australia?"
"No we are still staying in the family home. At least for this year. Dad is still here. It's pretty new to us all so we are working out the details at the moment."
"Well you are both always welcome here. Come for a meal sometime. Alex knows how good my cooking is."
"We would love to. That said, is it ok if Steff stays with us tonight? I'm designated driver and I don't want Steff to have to drive home late at night."
"Thanks Alex, I know I can trust you. Steff... not so much."
"Mum!... You're right."
"Ok on your way then, Jarmo might get protective of his precious daughter if he sees you two guys taking her out. "
"Do you want to drive Alex, and Steff you sit in the front. I will be designated driver and not drink tonight. We can buy drinks to take to the unit with us if I want to drink later. And the RSL will be open tonight anyway. Perhaps we can go to the sports Bar to get some safer bloke culture. There should be some women's WAFL game on tonight and maybe even boxing."
"Can we avoid Rundle Mall." Alex contributed. "First perhaps we need to find a safe spot to talk. Steff has a lot to be caught up on."
"How about the Arts precinct on the river. We can lie down together on the grassy bank and chat."
"On to it." Alex said and she changed her route a bit.
"I'll park at the Conference Centre car park. That will be very central to a lot of things. Not likely to run into many people from our school either."
We started with a pow wow sitting on the lawn in some shade. It was still early evening and the sun had two more hours to set. We filled Steff in on what had happened that she had not heard from Dad. Including how we left the parental bed a mess on Thursday morning. She didn't know about the rage attacks on the mattress or the red lipstick message on mirrors. We only knew what one of the messages said.
"So let me get this straight. You two now own that house outright. Also you both have had a significant amount of cash put in your Bank accounts. And your mother is in Perth and not coming back. Plus your Dad is actually an alright bloke and he has mainly been missing because of your mum."
We nodded yes to each of these points.
"So how can this be bad?"
"Well first we have to keep this all hush hush." I explained. "No one in Adelaide, or beyond even, should know about it. Fiery mum must not be provoked. She is trying to maintain her dignity and reputation. Dad made it very clear that only you can know this. He asked if we could trust you to keep it absolutely secret. Gossip circles in Adelaide are small. "
"This means we need to keep the house looking on the outside as if mum is still in it." Alex added.
"Yep and I'm very happy to dump a lot of the stuff that's inside. Shit I'm so angry with how mum treated us. I guess we knew it but blocked it out. The garbage is still falling on us." I said shuddering.
"That means although she is not here to abuse us we might actually need a lot of professional therapy to work through the emotional scars we both have. I know Jake suffers a lot from deep guilt, but so do I."
"I know I would like to just dump anything of Mum's we find. But I think we should get some packing boxes and fill them, without care, I don't want to spend more time on them than I have to. But store them in the shed. Then if mum asks us to find something of her's she's forgotten or whatever we just ship the lot to her and she can sort it herself."
"Well tomorrow we need to buy a bed. Hopefully some place that can ship it and install on Monday. Then go through the house and find out what else we need to get. Or even for that matter buy."
"Maybe we could do a makeover. Re-sort room usage etc. Turn a spare room into a Steff retreat for when she comes and is sick of hearing us bonking in the lounge." Alex was getting enthusiastic.
"Yeah sure, if your doing it there I'm coming down and watching."
"So we stay in Glenelg until Monday. Steff feel free to stay but we will be bonking sometimes." I added.
"Yeah in either location." Alex snuggled into me.
"So long as you don't leave me totally in the cold. I'm happy to join in anytime."
"Well I guess some of what we have already done would be fine." I hesitated to offer. I knew I was the ball on the chain as far as the girls were concerned.
"Well enough of the serious stuff. I think we need to unwind a bit." Alex prompted, "Steff get your ass between us."
"Bro I think we need to show her what a pair of randy brothers can get up to. We need at least to match that couple over there." I winked at Alex.
Well Alex needed no more permission but dived into kissing Steff and running her hands over her body.
"Copy me big bro."
So I turned Steff's head and took over the kissing.
At one stage I was kissing my brother.
"Opps" I came up for breath. "This is a public park remember. "
" I think we need a guys name for you Alex, it might be strange otherwise."
The two girls looked at me as if I was an idiot.
"So Alex cannot be a guys name?" I gained a bruise from the thump I received from Alex.
"Shit! For me you have always been Alexandrina, yes I guess I knew it was a guys name. But even though you look like a guy at the moment, Alex has always been short for Alexandrina in my head."
Alex noticed the couple down near the river were exchanging outside clothes gropes. So she fondled Steff's breast and whispered.
"Keep up Jake she needs her other breast caressed or it will get lonely."
Steff took this as permission to cop a feel of us guys.
Alex you have a big penis. Is Jake's as big?
Then she grabbed mine and I got hard real quick. Not that I wasn't primed from the kissing. I tightened up fast.
Alex leant over and kissed me. "Relax Jake it's ok. I love you and I love you are sharing your girlfriend with me. Or your girlfriend is sharing or is it I'm sharing my girlfriend with you. Mm now I'm confused. Let's just attack Steff and make her wet."
We then spent five minutes making out with Steff. Until someone walked past and said, "That's disgusting! Get a room at least."
We all sat and Steff suggested perhaps we should move on. Then she whispered in my ear. "I am very wet."
We went for a walk along the river until we were outside the Dunstan theatre. They had a notice board of shows happening.
"Maybe we can afford to go to the theatre a bit now Jake. "
"Wow I hadn't thought of that. Shit the Adelaide Arts Festival is next week. Let's see if we can get tickets for anything. Steff we are shouting you. You have to come with us."
There was a box office attached to the theatre and being Friday night it was still open. We went to the ticket seller and asked what was still available. Anything other than Wednesday nights.
She started rattling off shows and times.
"Slow down you say a show and time and we will say yes or pass. But we want three seats together."
So she worked through the program and we added most things. A couple of shows had sold out. She told us they had a seasons ticket of ten shows seeing that we were booking so many. A couple of the bigger shows had surcharges, but we said yes to those.
"You realise we will be out most nights for two weeks." Alex said.
"Well it's only once a year and I think we should have some distractions."
"Ok, I guess if it's too much we could pass the tickets to some of the other drama students."
So we finalised the shows and paid, well I did. It came to a bit but my Bank account was very full. She took our three phone numbers and they started pinging with the QR codes and details.
"One last question, do you have anything available for tonight."
"Well we have a comedy show as part of the fringe festival, as such it stated early. It's a show called 'Nun Sluts' a hot new show from Sydney. Apparently very funny."
"When does it start?"
"Ten o'clock. It goes for around an hour."
I looked at Alex and the title. "Crap that might be just what we need to take the edge of our Catholic guilt. Shall we."
"Yes." they both agreed. Alex gave a very girl squeal with Steff.
"Ok," the seller asked, "What gives?"
We suddenly realised we were in identical guy mode. We all bust out laughing.
"This lady has been so good to us I think she deserves some sort of explanation." Alex conceded.
So we explained we were at drama school and we were doing Twelfth Night and we were both playing the twins in the play. Thus we were getting out and trying it for real,so to speak, as practise.
"Just hold on a minute." She looked up her computer.
"Yes I thought so. You are booked into one of our drama theatres for two weeks in early April. The details came in today. Tickets go on sale Monday."
She read some more.
"Are you two Alexandrina and Jacob Hayes? Oh course I just booked tickets in those names. Wow."
"What does it say we haven't even seen advertising yet, we were finding out Monday."
She flipped her screen around and there we were. It was the very first time we had seen our name in lights. It read:
Introducing Alexandrina and Jacob Hayes in their debut roles as Viola and Sebastian, in the romantic and riotous Shakespearean Classic Twelfth Night.
We cuddled and enjoyed the moment.
"Are you in it also Stephanie?
"No, I'm training in theatre makeup, but I am responsible for this." And she indicated Alex.
"Underneath this hunky exterior is an equally hot girl."
"Okay I'm coming, I will book first up on Monday. I love Shakespeare and I want to see this."
"Well come on opening night and say hello after, I'm sure we will have a meet and greet."
"Enjoy the nun, she reminded us. And see you in April."
Well that was a buzz and now we have a very busy two weeks. But I always wanted to hit the Arts Festival. Another thing hypocrite Mum would not have approved. The festival is known for some spicy shows.
Little did we know that next year we, well our College, would actually be invited to put on Cymbeline as our first second year production. The festival Director saw Twelfth Night and apparently knew some of our lectures. He actually wanted us to feature in it.
"Okay let's eat." Steff said.
We found plenty of options for food. Probably because it was Friday night, most of them were open. Something not guaranteed in Adelaide.
"Hey what about one of those?" Alex pointed at self contained see through plastic igloos that had tables set up in each. Only about half were actually occupied, waiters could be seen delivering food and drinks.
"They could be very expensive." Steff stated.
"Well my shout tonight. After today I don't feel like sharing my space with a noisy crowd." Alex became determined.
"I think I agree Alex. I'm feeling washed out already. Let's see if there is one available."
Fortunately there was. It was going to be dining at a restaurant not a pub. But it was welcome relief. I don't think we needed to perform tonight. We were getting a lot of looks. But it was more from the Ladies who I think envied Steff. She was lapping it up. Obviously hitting on, hanging all over us, kissing and flirting with us in equal measure was turning people's' heads.
Alex and I played it cool, automatically we found ourselves puffing up our chests and acting the cool brothers who were obviously have been or going to be reaping a lot of sexual rewards from this one lady.
Again our waiters had trouble knowing what to think of us. We were also carded, which threw the spanners into the spokes of their minds. But for the rest, the passers-by, we were a momentary distraction on their walk.
In our igloo we felt like we had some freedom to carouse. At any given excuse Steff would sit on one or other of our knees. But we also felt like we were in a fishbowl. Which in essence we were. The plastic igloo our tiring house by which to play our play. 'The mechanicals from a Midsummer Night's Dream.' (Act 3, Scene 1)
The drama of last night, the rehearsals today and now we were hitting the town to enact out our fantasies. We had our own mini stage with fairy lights. All we needed was Puck to come and play havoc with our merriments.
"Give me makeup anytime, I don't think I could handle being on stage. This is bad enough."
"I think our in-built narcissism, from growing up with images of ourselves in our twin, has meant we are immune to it. Also because people have always stopped and stared at us. So why not the stage?" I answered her.
"I think it's a balance between that and a freak show. We could join a circus I suppose." Alex added.
"Well all the worlds a stage, we might as well just act up." (As You Like It. Act 2, scene 7)
"Well I consider myself to be the luckiest girl in the world to have such wonderful friends."
"Yes but as Alex and I are committed to each other in love. That does sort of leave you in an eternal friend zone."
"Well maybe we could at least extend that twin Zone to include twins with benefits?"
Again she put her hands in our laps, well our groins. Once again I rose to the occasion.
"I think my Penis is better than yours Alex, it appears to be showing itself."
"Worry not Brother dearest, my pre cum
is streaming in diff'rent manner.
Juices for the night
by which I might accept your countenance."
"Want you hold your thighs well tight, for ere that
Wooden fake dong doth turn in upon
itself and you doth fuck yourself."
"Okay you two. You are sitting with a very sexy lady, if I say so myself, and all you want to do is play penis envy."
With that she put both her hands between her legs and loaded them with juices. Whereupon she wiped them under both our noses. And slipped them into our mouths, just as the food came out. Let's just say smell does affect taste.
Well, we stayed in our little bubble until it was time to go to the comedy show.
Wow, now that was side-splitting funny. Fortunately the show didn't include the comedian walking around picking on people. So we remained anonymous. But it is so true, laughter is the best Medicine. Steff sat in the middle again, and I'm sure we made those around us blush or horny by the end also.
We decided to go back to our accommodation. The girls, had had a bit of wine at Dinner. But as I was driver I was wanting to have something to make up. I rang the RSL and organised a bottle of Chilled SA sparkling champers, a bottle of good red merlot and another brandy to be delivered to our room before we arrived.
"Are you two guys planing on getting me drunk so you can have your way with me." Steff giggled.
"No, I would never do that. But we are here for three nights. Always good to have options."
"Pity," Steff sighed. "You do realise I'm the only person in this outfit that hasn't been getting any."
"No. I don't want either of you so drunk that you can't remember the good time I'm going to give you both."
"Oh yes! My brothers going to go bi sexual on me, goody!"
"I wasn't planing on going anal with you Alex, sorry I think that's a bridge too far."
"Crap I don't think I want that either." Alex affirmed my boundaries.
We made it up to our room. Alex gave Steff a grand tour. It was actually a reasonable sized unit and Steff's room also had a queen bed.
Alex commandeered the bubbly. "I'm opening this given that's it's a guys job."
Fortunately she figured it out. But I had to bite my tongue to stop myself taking over.
We toasted to a new life, fun and the bard. I could tell we were all apprehensive about what next. We all wanted some sexual tension relieved but how far did we go. Seeing that I was the most hesitant on I figured I could take some initiative and also set some boundaries.
"Okay bro, I think we have a lady that would not mind her boyfriends giving her some loving."
"Bloody oath she would!" Steff says in her best bushman's accent.
"Alex bro, I have a game to suggest. It's called four hands. Two bros only use their hands. But everything they can do to find to keep their hands occupied is fair go.
Then we swap. Alex gets the treatment, then finally I do. I don't want to shoot off early.
"Can we kiss?" Steff asked.
"Yes, but no Bros kissing for now. That's noway to leave out a lady. And only lips, neck and above. Also sorry Alex our cloths stay on until our turn."
"Rats, this fake penis is driving me nuts. I can't even itch myself. Let alone satisfy my dripping Vag."
"No Oral?" Steff pushed a little.
"Not for now, let's work out how comfortable we all are at the end of the round. Remember Alex and I are in a committed relationship. Adding a third past what we have already done might bring up issues none of us have foreseen."
"I guess your right Jake. We were planing on spending the weekend in mad passionate love making at the house Steff. But now we have to face cleaning that tomorrow and doing some serious shopping."
" Ok enough talk." I stood up and moved over to Steff, took her hands and encouraged her to stand. "I looked into her eyes and asked.
"Do you give permission for Alex and I to play this game and pleasure you as we like? We will remember no means no."
"Yes, because yes means yes. Yes, please don't stop."
Alex came to her back and cuddled Steff from behind. I gave Steff a warm gentle kiss. Alex started nibbling the back of her neck. We made a Steff sandwich, and started to roam our hands over her torso. I avoided direct contact with genitals and Breasts for the moment.
"Follow my lead Jake?" Alex moved her hands around Steff and began to unzip the side zipper. As she did so I pealed the shoulder straps from her shoulders and slipped her arm on the same side down. Alex then did the same on the other side and lifted the bodice over her breasts. Steff was wearing a sheer satin bra with a clear underwire. Her dress now pooled on her hips.
I worked my lips on her neck and again kissed her with some passion. I was now very hard. Alex turned Steff around and continued my kiss. My hands roved her bare abdomen from behind. All the while Alex pulled her into her prosthetic penis, grinding as she did.
Her hands were on Steff's firm rounded butt cheeks. Which meant that if I ground into her crack with my raging hard-on I would be sandwiching Alex's hand with my cock. I smiled and just did that.
"Are you breaking the rules Jake?" Alexes eyes were like saucers.
"Only doing what your doing Bro."
"Well for mercies sake don't you two go talking yourselves out of it. More please?"
I used my hands to move her dress over her hips until it pooled at her feet.
I then stepped back and looked. It was a erotic sight looking at a split image of myself making out with our best friend. I also had a chance to check Steff out further. Alex turned her around for me, so I could see Steff's breasts then she undid the bra with all the skills of a girl. Alex's hands cupped the bra to the breasts and tantalisingly holding them up for me.
Who was I to argue I came close and took each breast still covered in the loose bra. Alex whipped the bra away and there I was holding the most amazing breasts I have held. I realise that these are not my sisters, whose breasts are the only ones I've really felt in the flesh. Steff's breasts are a good sized C-cup. Rounded and plump. They had weight whereas Alex's hold themselves closer to her body.



"Do you like those Jake?"
"I'm not really sure how to answer." I hesitated.
"It's ok Jake, I love holding them, they are amazing. The feel of the firmness, with those larger nipples. They are very tantalising on the palms."
"But aren't you jealous, and particularly jealous of me holding them?"
"No I don't think so. We grew ours at the same time and we have always been open to sharing them as best friends. I know mine don't match in size. But then with mine I can look more like you. And I know you love mine. I'm just happy Steff can let you experience a bigger set than mine."
"I'm regretting the no oral rule at the moment. But perhaps next time we play I can suck on them."
As I said this I tweaked the nipples between my fingers. Steff suddenly shook a bit.
"I think I came a little guys."
"How about we take this to the bed then and really make you cum."
Reclining on the bed with Steff in the middle of her two identical twin guys was fun. We started to explore her flesh in full. She still wore her panties but it was clear they were very wet in the crutch.
"Mirror." Whispered Alex. And immediately we went into mirrored actions.
So four hands worked at synchronising our movements of pleasure. It was a bit like the pat head and rub tummy problem. So we decided to control one hand each and mirror the other. Occasionally kisses would be exchanged by no tongues. Gradually we worked toward her pussy, still covered with her sexy panties.
"You two know I'm about to go off."
"Well cum for us Steff, don't wait for us."
I focused on her breast and nipple on my side when was mirrored by Alex. I leant forward and whispered
"Cum for us Steff."
Alex leant into her other ear and we repeated the whisper. "Cum for us, cum for us."
I then blew steadily in her ear. As soon as Alex did that with me Steff was wreathing on the bed in a long climax. We gently stroked her arms and shoulders and once she regained her composure, together we removed her panties. Then following Alex we both worked the outside of her very swollen labia. Holding off once again from going for gold. We could see Steff building once again. Our top hand worked her breasts and neck. Slowing we introduced a finger into the wetness at her opening and slid the fingers up until they met on either side of her labia minor and worked the internal channel. We were both careful not to pressure her clitoris which was protruding significantly.
Alex whispered, "Cum for us"
This time and together we repeated it and Alex blew on the protruding clit. Once again Steff came on demand. But when she did Alex pushed her palm onto her clit and instructed me to do the same on her Mons.
Steff bucked into our palms. I could see the fluids running down toward her anus. We both kissed Steff as she came down. She put her hands down to cup our penis's.
"Thanks."
"We haven't finished with you yet Steff."
"Hands off please I may not last if you do that."
We both took a wrist each and held it above her head.
Alex said, "ok now go for it Jake."
We took our other hand and attacked her vagina. We rubbed a finger around her vaginal opening. Gathered in juices from her perenium and then together carefully entered her sacred space. We varied our penetration to take the top and bottom then synchronised our motions to simulate fucking.
Alex whispered, " I'm still a virgin so only two fingers at a time."
"I figured that but good to know."
"You know Jake, she wants you to take her virginity."
I was flabbergasted. "But what about you Alex?"
"I wouldn't mind watching and helping."
"You know I'm here." Steff stated.
"Is this true, then Steff."
"Oh God, my is climax coming, hold on I'll answer later..."
Alex pulled her finger out and attacked her clit. I pushed my finger in as far as it would go.
"Go for the G spot Jake."
I had some idea but had never really known if I had found one. But it was like Alex and I met with her clitoris in the middle. Our other hands still held her tight.
Suddenly she came, big time. She didn't squirt but her body bucked in rolling spasms. Her legs shook and her arms broke free. She pulled both our heads toward her and tried to look into our eyes except they kept rolling backward into her head. Her legs clamped down on my hand almost crushing it.
I only had one finger in her but I could feel were internal muscles trying to milk sperm from that finger.
Alex stopped pleasuring her clit and eventually she collapsed between us. I have heard of people going out cold after a massive orgasm but hadn't believed it. Well I guess it's true.
"Well that's one out of three satisfied. How are you doing Jake?"
"God I've been sort of hard most of the night and crap I am so hard right now. My nuts are also aching."
"Well it's my turn next. But I guess we need to wait a bit. Crap this fake cock codpiece is driving me nuts."
"How about some more champagne?"
So we had drinks over the naked and sleeping form of Steff.
"You meant what you said about watching. You know, me take Steff's virginity? And you're not jealous?"
"Yes I meant it Jake."
"Can it not be tonight. In fact can we wait a week. I think I need to have process time. And I really think we both need to give ourselves time be sure it won't come between us."
"Well my handsome Jake, I can't really tell the difference between what we just did and that. But of course I'll wait. Things are moving fast. But given tonight can we get a king sized bed?"
"It is kinda fun on this one. But we will need a base and everything also sheets to match."
"Maybe we can move the queen bed up to Steff's new room. We will need to get a mattress for her though. It will fit in your room." Alex suggested.
"Lucky we put the sheets on the line before we left or we would be buying those too."
"So we go to Snooze tomorrow on the way to the house. Mattress testing that will be fun."
"Talking of snooze should we wake Steff up?" We could hear her breathing in a definite sleep modality.
Alex caressed her and started speaking to her. "It's time you gave your boyfriends the same treatment?"
Eventually Steff woke enough to realise she had passed out.
"I need a loo break. So let's take a few minutes to replenish drinks and freshen up." I dashed off to the porcelain first followed by Alex.
Steff went last as she had trouble moving off the bed. After a minute we heard the shower running. Alex ducked out to check.
"It's all right, she just wants to wake up and freshen up. Do you know, she is having it cold?"
We sat on the bed and waited. I held my breath when she reappeared. In my young man's brain she was a walking goddess. It was different to Alex, who not to be unfair, was like fucking the image of myself. That was, by the way, an unbelievable turn on itself. But Steff was someone else. A different being to us. I had just had the privilege of pleasuring that amazing body.
"Can I ask something Steff and Jake. Steff undress me now before we start. Not only have I got this fake dick but my girls are still bound up."
"Wow Alex, I think we owe you." Steff said as she immediately pulled off Alex's Polo shirt.
She then took the end of the binding and said turn. Slowly the binding came undone and revealed my sister, her breasts and skin. Though they were marked with fabric creases. I had to remember I was supposed to be joining in.
"Four hands remember. Also Jake you stay dressed."
"Crap my everything is blue down there."
They laughed. Steff said "suffer in your jocks." A line from a famous Australian movie called 'The Castle.'
"I'm suffering too," said Alex. "Release my fakie please."
Steff got on her knees and undid Alexes trousers I moved behind and caressed her butt cheeks as they were revealed. The G-string back was still wedged up her arse crack.
Steff started to make love to the fake penis and balls. Unfortunately for her they were not like a dildo that could be used. It was penis shaped with its own corona head for the glans. But it was like a soft stuffed toy with a plastic coating. Floppy,but a good size, it was designed to show up through a costume.
I took pity on Alex and started to lower her codpiece.
"Thank God!" Alex said. "Remind me never to do this for more than the length of a play."
"I think she needs a massage Jake."
"Yes please!" Alex affirmed.
We started on working her torso as we bought Alex to the bed.
"Its a pity we don't have any massage oil." I said.
"Well we do, I have some tanning oil in my bag."
Steff retrieved that, while I grabbed a towel.
"No point in making too big a mess."
"Besides Dad might hear about the state we left the room in. Can't have that. We might need to mess up the spare bed as well."..........
.......
To be continued.
The threesome continues, the house is put to rights. But will Jake also get to take Steff's Virginity. And what of opening night?
Yet to be written. Please have patience.



        Journey to Love Pt. 01

        A brother and sister meet for the first time

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/journey-to-love-pt-1

Title: Journey to Love Pt. 01

Author: KoraKuros

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A brother and sister meet for the first time

Tags: incest, brother, sister, masturbation, slow burn

Series: Journey to Love


Journey to Love 1
A Messerschmitt KR200 is a car made just after WWII it has a Sachs 2stroke 10 horsepower engine.
While the car is a key character in the story it is the vehicle for Jack 19 and Sophie, 18, estranged brother and sister to fall in love. This is a slow burn romance as the two journey into love.
Journey to Love. Part 1.
Love is always a journey. Some fall into it, some are blindsided by love. Sometimes the journey takes one into the forbidden.
.........
Jack
.........
"I'm not going in that! Particularly not going in that with you."
These were the first words I ever heard from my Sister, well in eighteen years. Presumably she only uttered goos and gaas when last in my presence. I normally lived in Western Australia. Sophie, who uttered these words, lives in inner Melbourne. In fact we had not met since our parents parted company when we were small. I mean by that, she was one and I was two. No, we had never really met. That was until this fateful day when our wisened old Grandpa called the family together to divide up the inheritance before he passed away.
Well I think he had a few years in him yet, but the cranky old bugger had an apparent mischievous nature. He was mum's side of the family. It was some sort of device to divide things up in front of him so the problems of family fighting could be resolved without legal battles. But it was soon to become apparent there would be other battles to be fought.
Mum and Dad, technically and here after called Deborah and Brad, had what all thought was a perfectly romantic relationship and marriage. The result being, after a few years trying I came along. The I being called Jack. And followed, in Irish twin style, my little sister Sophie. But the strain of two small kids brought the romance to a halt. Apparently Mum and Dad had irreconcilable differences. So much so that Dad went off to Western Australia with me the son. Deborah kept Sophie, particularly as she was still on the breast at the time.
Grandpa, old Gus, tried to get them to see sense but to no avail. The parentals were determined to make life easier than navigating mutual shared access, while still sharing the cost of raising two kids. Dad got a job in Boulder WA, working the mines. Deborah, I really can't call her mum, left Sydney to work as a office girl in Melbourne. No communication and no nothing for eighteen years.
Old Gus did yearly visits to both of us. All I really remember were wonderful, holidays with him in Geraldton, Albany and similar Western holiday spots. Mostly this involved fishing with him and going on little adventures in whatever car Dad owned at the time.
Sophie told me later that she had similar holidays. But they normally involved coffee shops and buying new cloths for the year ahead. Gus was Deborah's birth Father so he had a special relationship that my Dad missed out on. My dad passed away on a FIFO flight out to an oil rig two years ago. I was at uni. So I became independent. Dad had remarried, so I struck out in gaining much inheritance. My university fees were paid but not much else.
Was Dad a miner? Well no! He quickly moved up into engineering, so I was raised more as a private school kid than an rough and tumble redneck. It appears that Sophie and I were to inherit a lot of Gramp's wealth, but the 'go in that' was some sick gateway to that wealth.
'That' was not a car! We walked around it with our jaws scrapping the driveway. That, that odd bubble with googley eyes. It looked like a Second World War plane cockpit on three wheels. What was the actual body of the vehicle was a ridiculous cannery lemon yellow.
I hadn't really laid eyes on Sophie properly yet. She spent much of her time hiding behind her mum as if she was a shy three year old. Yet I was supposed to ride off into the sunset in that thing, on an adventure to get to know my sister. I didn't think I could trust that thing. But I'm certain that Sophie was worse off, as she had to trust me also. Some random guy, from now on to be called brother, with life and limb.
We circled the car on opposite sides, sussing out both the car and each other. Sophie had a hoody on and looked at me suspiciously through appropriately hanging bangs. I couldn't see much.
Grandpa had a cheeky grin all over his face. The truth was we both loved him dearly. We both knew him well enough. We both trusted him until now. So what had changed? Why was he doing this?
There was a carrot of inheritance. Not that either of us knew what that really meant or added up to. It wasn't some sort of million dollar race the winner gets all. It was cooperate or nothing.
It was a quest to find out about my sister. In truth, that was the carrot for me. I sort of knew I had a sister. I was the older one and always had a hole in my heart for a sibling lost in the fog of time. Dad never talked about it. She could have been a brother for all I really knew.
Was I the confident one? Shit no. I was a bit of a loner. Dad working often on the mines. It meant I was farmed out for weeks at a time. This was to his relatives who lived in Perth, or Narrogin, or were ever the hell they lived, when it was their turn to keep me for a while. While I wasn't orphaned, I certainly felt like I was. Different houses, different rules, and different cousins to learn to play with. So I was used to adapting and surviving. Hopefully that would help see us through this coming quest. When I had grown up enough, I was put in boarding school. This meant much less strain on the family and friends. I think Grandpa probably paid for the boarding school.
We both received an envelope last night. It was marked top secret and confidential. I assume both of ours were the same or similar. Except for Grandpa's personal letter to me. This letter was actually very special and sort of showed Grandpa knew me well enough to trust his precious granddaughter to my care. More on that later. But the rest outlined the duck's guts of the nature of the challenge. Without the whys and wherefores.
There was a list of places to visit. Along with longitude and latitudes for each location. As neither of us ever lived in NSW, we had no idea where we were going or what we were to experience when we got there. We had to take a selfie, of us together, at each location and post it to Gramps. Sixteen locations, and presumably sixteen places to stay at when we got there. We didn't have any time limits, but it was suggested we take our time and enjoy the journey.
The thing looked like a peddle car. I could see a bike handle bar, as in a pushbike type handle bar through the canopy. Shit, I said out loud, and immediately got down on my stomach looking for the peddles. Thank god there were none.
So I gave the thing the once over. There was a motor in the back. But it looked like a lawn mower motor. I had done some lawn mowing and actually reconditioned an old lawn mower when I was thirteen.
I could tell this was a two stroke. It also looked like it had a motorbike type enclosed chain drive to the single back wheel. It had two wheels up front. Rather like those big motor bike three wheelers that you see now and then. I think BMW make one. That was as far as the comparison went.
........
Sophie.
........
My first impressions was ugly cute. Or is that cute but ugly. As I circled around opposite Jack, I guess he was sort of cute in a, I would never go out with him, ugly sort of way. While he wasn't tall, he was gangly, wiry, and sort of fit. Unkept wind swept hair tainted with the bleaching sun. Not surfer, more farm boy, but not built. He sort of matched the car, cute in a way but ugly. Not something I would consider taking a ride on. Oops, I meant in. The thought made me blush a bit. I quickly squashed the thought, particularly as the idea of being squashed in that thing with him was frightening.
So I had a brother, a big brother. All my life spent thinking I was an only child, this was a shock. But I was also quietly pleased. I had always wanted a brother, a big brother. I often found myself jealous of my friends who had big brothers. I'm glad he was older. The idea of a shit little brother stuffing around in this thing was unimaginable.
I still hadn't decided to go yet. I'm not sure any inheritance was worth this. For all we knew it could be inheriting the milking cow that was demanding our attention in the home paddock. Grandpa Gus lived on a farm just out of Albury, NSW. I had visited the farm when I was young, maybe seven. But I had not been back since. I actually loved it and enjoyed the freedom or exploring. That was until the day I came across a Brown snake. I hightailed it back to the house and wouldn't go outside for days. After that I became a lot less adventurous. I decided girly girl was more for me.
My girlfriends sort of secretly crushed on their big brothers. It was, I guess, a safe crush to have. Someone to ask about boys with. Someone to quietly checkout without the threat of the physical. A big brother to stand up for their sister when things got hard in the playground. The protector I didn't have. So I sort of developed a shell around me. I was shy. I found the hoodie I was often seen in a good escape from the boys ogling my growing body. It was harder in summer, but I still managed long sleeve blouses that were discreet.
So I'm out there with the oldies grinning about the prospect of the big adventure we were to embark on, and I'm thinking girl stuff. I could drive. I had my licence. Thinking back on Grandpa Gus, he was the one who in his last few visits had been taking me out and helping me get my licence. The sneaky bugger! He was planing on this all along! Shit. I was sort of sunk. I love Gramps and didn't want to disappoint him.
But there were strings attached and that string was Jack. String bean Jack. Jack and the bean stork Jack. I giggled and giggled. Jack looked at me over the car quizzically. I turned and pulled my head into my hoody embarrassed.
Grandpa spoke up. "Well, I think it's time for the test drive. You should go first Sophie. Take the bull by the horns. Besides I don't want Jack thinking it's some sort of male right and you being stuck in the back being submissive. I'll ride shotgun to talk you through it. There's not much to it. Literally not much in the car to learn. "
There was one drivers seat and it was really like grabbing a bull by the horns. The handle bar was almost steer horn shaped with down turned ends. Thus your arms were outstretched. And it handled like a frisky animal. To get in, you lifted up the whole roof and dropped into the seats like you did an old style kid's peddle car.
Getting it started was straight forward. There was a choke for early cold starts. Turn the key and. Now this was where it was interesting. We lurched forward a few hundred yards away from the crowd and Gamps told me to stop.
"Now turn the key backwards"
It started but..
Now gentle off the clutch.
"Shit," I was going backward. I slammed on the brakes. "What on earth?"
"That's your reverse. The motor turns the opposite way so you go backwards. You actually have four reverse gears as well."
"I knew this thing was weird. Seriously Grandpa, are you making us do this?"
" I'm not making you do anything. But it will be the adventure of a lifetime. At the end I guarantee you will love this car and, might I be bold enough to say, love your brother."
"Is he really as nice as you said in your letter?"
"Well you will have to find out for yourself but don't think for one minute I'd let my precious granddaughter ride off into the sunset with an arsehole."
"Ok I'll do it, I think. Crazy as that seems. But only because I trust you, not Jack. Now let me see if I can't drive this thing."
So I started around the track. It was an old trotting track on the farm. Gus used to train trotters back in the day. So I started to get some speed.
"Careful not too fast on the corners sweetheart. It will roll over very easily if turning too fast."
Shit this thing was wild, noisy and rough. It nearly had suspension. The front seat was basic. But as there was only one person in the front there was elbow room. It was needed. But most impressive was the view. With its domed shell of a roof, it was bright and you could see everything. It was like an old style airplane cockpit. That's a thought.
"Grandpa what did you say this car was called?"
"A Messerschmitt KR200. It's named after a German war plane. In fact the dome above you was probably made for a plane. After the war the company, who made the famous Messerschmitt fighter bomber, had plenty of skilled workers after the war and lots of spare canopies. So they turned them into cars. They were very popular in Britain."
"So I'm sort of flying on the ground. Cool, actually it's fun. Don't tell anyone I said that. Well not until we get back after the adventure. Oh and heads up. I am going to kick up a stink about going. A girl's gotta stand on her dignity. But I'll only half mean it."
I came to a skidding holt at Jack's feet. Well not skidding. This thing wouldn't know how to skid stop. I turned and winked at Granddad. In a put-on stew and tantrum I went to burst out. But the roof would not play ball in becoming a door and in frustration I struggled out.
I looked square at Jack.
"Good luck getting me in that thing, that is foolhardy dangerous."
I stormed off. Everyone stopped and stared. I walked a hundred feet toward the house. I was surprised when Jack appeared at my side.
"I get it Sophie, I'm not happy about it either."
We walked a bit together.
Then he said, "Look we don't have to finish it. We could pull out after one day if we want to. But,"
We stopped. He stepped in front of me looked at me in the eyes.
"I really want to get to know my sister. I want to know you. It's like someone just came along and gave me back an important person I never knew I had but missed terribly."
"Well you go back and ride that thing and tell me your up for it and I might risk it."
His face turned into a gorgeous smile. His inside self beamed through his eyes. Shit, cute almost became something else in that moment.
"Came back and watch me make a fool of myself please. You did very well out there. I'm not sure I can match it."
Then he turned and sauntered back to the car and his turn.
He had a quiet confidence I liked. I watched his thin lanky body mount the drivers seat as if he were a young pilot going off to war. He had actually reached out to me. He was caring. He... I don't know... my stomach was in my mouth and it wasn't from the wild ride I just had.
.........
Jack.
........
I can't believe I just did that. I was sort of quaking. I don't do girls well. But there was something about Sophie. I was just given the perfect excuse to back out of this, and didn't take it.
"You right son."Grandpa said behind my shoulder.
Crap that scared me! I had forgotten he was there.
"Sorry Gramps just needing to take a breath."
"I don't know what you said Jack but it worked."
I looked up and all I could see was Sophie's face smiling at me through the crowd and out through the hoodie.
Well that sort of threw me off because I stalled it. I was soon underway and Grandpa said, "Wise move Jack. Let Sophie know she is better than you. It will give her confidence."
"I wish it was deliberate Gramps. She does appear a bit timid."
"Don't be fooled. Underneath that cover is a tiger waiting to be let out. I'm banking on you nurturing her into the women I know she is."
We went around a few times before he got me to stop and do the reverse thing. I tried to get into second gear in reverse but was wobbling all over the place. I switched back to forward and tried the switches. The indicators were switches on the dash. But I also figured I would be going so slow there would be time to do the cumbersome controls. One just had to remember to cancel them again. The view was astounding. But the sensations of speed were discombobulating. All up through it was a thrilling ride.
"How fast can it go?"
"It peaks out about 90 kms per hour. But I suggest avoid going over eighty. You don't want to blow a motor. Also remember that the speed gauge is in Miles per hour. That's 100ks equals 60 mph."
"I noticed that the dial maxes out at 60."
"Be warned around town 60kph is 35. But most towns have a 50 limit these days so stay well below 30."
"It will take forever to get anywhere. I don't fancy this on a major highway. It must be frightening when a Semi passes."
"Good point, so plan on taking back roads."
"Shit that will add forever to forever."
"That's the point Jack. Enjoy the ride, stop often and take your time. This isn't a race or speed trial. It's an experience. Don't cut yourself short."
We pulled up in front of the others.
As I hopped out Sophie grinned at me. It was a sort of little sister victory grin. I wasn't used to those and was a bit not sure what she was communicating.
Suddenly her face dropped.
"Where is the boot if the engine is at the back?"
She moved around to the front, thinking like the VW, it would be at the front.
There was no boot, not that we could find. Gramps was chuckling again.
"See that rack over the boot. That's the roof rack. The bags are strapped on there." Grandpa informed us.
"What no way! It's tiny." Sophie exclaimed.
There was a small parcel shelf behind the back seat that was quite deep. I had come with a big suitcase, computer laptop and a game console.
"I have two small suitcases and straps for your luggage at the house. I suggest you pack light and wash cloths frequently. Most big towns have laundrymats."
"Jack," Sophie stated, "that thing is hot in the sun, we will bake. I didn't see an Aircon. Hot, stuffy and boy smells, Yuck!"
There were side windows that slid open but these were also tiny. It was early October so the summer heat was not set in but it could still get into the nineties in the country.
"Conference time Jack." Sophie suggested.
We moved away from the others and sat in the shade of a tree.
"This is ridiculous Jack. How will it work?"
"Frankly Sophie I have no idea. I hope you bought shorts and T-shirts because those cloths won't cut it."
"That's it. I have a lot of stuff. My toiletry bag and handbag and stuff will take up most of the room."
"Well we are staying in motels so they at least have soaps and stuff."
"Listen to us Jack we are talking as if we are doing this thing?"
"Wow." We were silent for a while. "Do you want to do it Soph?"
"That's it Jack, I think I sort of do."
"I feel the same way. I'm a little bit excited by the idea. But I'm more excited that here we are, Brother and Sister who haven't met, and we are talking and problem solving. I really want to get to know you."
"Can I trust you?"
"Strangely yes."
"We are boy and girl you know. That has its own challenges. I don't normally spend time with guys."
"Well if it helps, and I know this may sound a bit strange, but I've never had a girlfriend and I'm shit scared of the idea."
"So your a virgin." She looked down as she sort of hid in her hoody saying this.
"Yes, that's what I'm saying. So at one level I'm sort of safe?"
"So your into guys then?"
"No, I'm not queer or anything. Girls do turn me on. But I'm shy, and don't put myself out, so to speak."
"I just realised Jack, we are sort of having a Brother and Sister talk. I like that. I always wanted a brother I could share with. Perhaps we can make it work."
"So do I, like it that is. It's new and strange. But we are family and I hope we can become great friends."
"So deal? We do it?"
"Deal. We need a thing. Like a high five or a secret sign."
"Like all for one and one for all." Sophie suggested.
"Yep, but that thing has no room for swords."



"Also that thing needs a name, it's over there staring at us with this bug eye headlights."
"Good discussion point for when we hit the road."
"Let's go tell Grandpa we are in."
There were congratulations and smiles all around when we announced we were taking on the challenge.
"I think you two need to do a few laps together before we go in for tea."
"Can I drive first?" Sophie asked.
"Sure thing." and I climbed into the back seat.
Sophie hesitated as she looked at the seat. " I don't think wearing a dress will work too well in this."
I was looking up at her butt as she climbed in. Well her nice peach shaped bottom, which she almost planted in my face. I suddenly realised that this was going to be an intimate experience being so closely confined. I didn't at that point realise how close and intimate the experience would turn out to be.
She was a good driver, although the thing, I still refuse to call it a car, was difficult to control smoothly.
We changed drivers after a while. What a clumsy affair getting out was. Again I got a close up butt view. I put my head back and looked out the side window. I got out and Sophie hopped in the back. There were two seats in the back.
"Hey I can spread out a bit back here. But no seatbelts. Is this thing safe?"
There was a drivers seatbelt but I doubt it would save much. There was no roll cage, no airbags, nothing.
"It's probably better than a motor cycle, safety wise." I tried to sound reassuring."
I slipped into the drivers seat, very aware that my butt was pointing at Sophie's face.
"Hey don't you dare fart!" Sophie exclaimed. "Not now, not ever."
"This thing is a gas chamber waiting to happen."
Suddenly Sophie giggled and I giggled then we laughed. A good tension breaking Laugh.
"The dome of death."
"Boy smell heaven."
"I'm bringing perfume. Shit I don't even own perfume."
"Aftershave torture chamber."
"Don't you dare spray Linx or Brut. That stuff is strong."
"It's just like Maxwell Smarts cone of silence."
"Can I suggest what happens in here stays in here."
"And what's said in here stays in here."
"And what's farted in here becomes an emergency evacuation procedure."
Again we laughed. Well Sophie has the cutest giggle that proceeds the laughter. This time the laughter led to Sophie farting.
"Evacuate' evacuate!"
I flipped the roof and was out of there. Sophie was side splitting laughing. I was rolling in the dirt laughing.
"Get back in here and drive Brother."
I took the canopy and waved it like a fan to clear the air. Gingerly I got back in the drivers seat and we did a lap or three without words. Just small giggles punctuated the atmosphere. The car was fairly noisy but at least the noise was in the back and we drove away from it sort of.
............
Sophie.
............
"Okay Gramps, where are those suitcases? I need to start early if I want a chance to get things sorted.
Jake stood by and rolled his eyes.
"Don't laugh! I think you're getting a bad deal leaving your gaming stuff behind. You won't know what to do with your hands."
Suddenly I blushed as the double meaning hit me.
"I didn't mean that, shit." I died of embarrassment. Fortunately the oldies moved slower than us so missed the comment.
Mum, Aunty Lil and her two older brothers were there. But we were the only grand children. This meant I was spoilt by Mum's siblings. My uncles, Dave and Rob, were the only men in my life. Jack had family in WA, which I guess that meant I did also.
Grandpa came in with two small cases. I could see Jack just stare in disbelief. They were new and he assured us they were weatherproof. I took one and looked closely. Shit they were Louis Vuitton.
"You know what these are Jack?" I asked.
"Yeah bloody small bags."
"Typical boy. Only the most prestigious travel case company in the world."
"Really."
There were some impressive keys attached to handles to open them. Inside was more impressive. Areas set aside for difficult things like shoes and toiletries. The toiletries bag was separate to take with you. There was a packing suggestion sheet to get maximise use of the space.
"Crap the bags might be a thing to steal. Much more valuable than anything I would put in them."
"Perhaps we could put a big gaming sticker over the logo."
"Philistine. But yeah we might need to."
We took them, to our rooms. I tried to start packing but the task was overwhelming. My normal way to pack was, I might need it so throw it in. This small case meant I had to be strategic with everything.
I went to see how Jack was doing. His door was open so I looked in. His bed was a mess of stuff but embarrassingly I caught him holding his jocks to his nose, sniffing and checking them over. I assumed he was checking for holes.
I giggled. He spun around.
"What checking for boy smells?" I said cheekily. Well did he go red. He recovered quickly though.
"Nothing but the best for my sister."
We were talking about his jocks. Now I started to blush.
"Look, embarrassment aside, do you think we could do this packing together. I know I need help making some decisions. I think I'm pretty clueless as to what we might need."
"Thanks for the trust Sophie, but I'm no expert on girl things."
"True, but I think comfort and weather might out way gender stereotype clothing. Besides a lot of my stuff is sort of guy stuff."
"Ok, well importantly more undies than outer cloths, we can rewear those. I'm packing a number of T's. That car is going to be hot, particularly in the sun."
"So shorts?"
"Definitely."
"But I don't have any, I mainly have jeans. I don't wear dresses," Sophie informed me.
"Well do you have any old jeans?"
"Yep, two old ones as I knew we were coming to the farm. Plus two dressy ones."
"I have an idea, let's get some scissors and cut at least one down into shorts."
"Shorts! But people will see my legs."
"I'm sorry, I know your stick is to cover up, but apart from me, no one you know will actually see you. Seriously you need be comfortable for that beast. If you start off in jeans I recon you will be travelling in undies before a few hours are past."
I sort of nodded. "Can you go and ask Grandpa for some heavy duty scissors?"
While Jack disappeared I quickly packed my underwear. I actually had some very nice matching sets. But no way was Jack going to know.
Jack returned with a good pair of dressmakers scissors.
"They were Grandma's. Sadly I never met her."
"Neither did I, she died before we were born. Grandpa never remarried."
I took the scissors and cut them off just above the knee.
"Serious? Go and try them on."
I slipped into the bathroom, crap they didn't look too good, but I came back to show Jack. I could tell Jack was trying real hard not to laugh.
"Are they that bad?"
"Do the squat test. See how they feel."
"Oh! I see what you mean?"
"I think you need to loose close on twenty centimetres more."
"Can you show me where you mean? "
I knelt. Jack knelt next to me, on the side. I could tell he was trying hard not to stare.
He put a finger on my thigh about five centimeter below the crutch.
"Ok' I guess that's ok. Can you do a small cut at that point and I'll go and adjust them."
The jeans were a loose fit so he was able to nip the fabric to mark the spot. I was nervous and a bit flustered.
When I disappeared back to the bathroom and removed my jeans my undies came down a bit also. Crap, I was actually a bit moist. What, was I getting turned on? Surely not. But that would explain the flustered.
I thought I was just embarrassed. Jack is my brother. But my brain started to debate with me. He is a boy. I kind of cute boy at that. I quickly pulled back on the Jean shorts. They were decent, but. It was a big but. Was my butt big in these? Crap, crap, crap. My other brain just told me I actually looked good in them.
I came out nervously. Jack stopped and stared.
"Wow, you actually look great in them. Cute, they suit you."
Now I really turned red. "Can I remind you I'm your sister?"
"Yes and as a brother, you're coming to me for a brotherly opinion. Do you want me to lie to you, or be honest? Are they comfortable?"
I swatted again and got up quickly.
"Yes they are. They are also cool to wear."
"Do you want to do the other pair?"
I nodded and headed out with them. My heart was racing and I think that was the first compliment that any boy had given me. I was quietly chuffed but scared as all get out. I took the next pair and started cutting. Crap I think I made them too short. Not by much but I didn't have much to play with. I tried them on.
First, they looked like hot pants. Second, they were a tighter fit so they hugged my butt more. Third, I actually looked sexier in them. I decided not to show Jack these on. Maybe I would wait until I was a bit more comfortable with myself in front of him.
I came back and put them on the bed with the others. I was flushed and bothered.
"Are they okay?" Jack asked.
"Yes...I guess so."
"You don't seem sure?"
"I kind cut them a bit too short."
"Well you can always wear a loose T-shirt over them."
"Well that's the thing I don't have any T-shirts."
"You could borrow, use some of mine."
Wow, for some reason I really liked that idea. One of my friends, Anna, always wore one of her brother's shirts to bed as jarmies. It was one of the things I was jealous of.
"Do you have enough to spare?"
"Sure, it's one thing I overpacked. I love T-shirts with fun stuff on them. How about I spread them out and you can choose?"
Well he had almost a dozen.
"I was going to have to leave a lot of these behind. Take your pick."
He had a nice white one with Pikachu on it. I grabbed that one. There was a variety of gamer shirts, but also some bands. My music taste looked similar to his. Older bands not current grunge or hip hop.
"Wow you like Silverchair?"
"Yep and older bands like Chisel."
"Ohh 'My Friend the Chocolate Cake', I love them. Mum's favourite as well." I grabbed that one and Silverchair.
"Is three ok, it means I can ditch a couple of heavy tops."
"Absolutely."
I bundled them up. As as I turned, I held them to my nose and smelt them. Mmm. They smelled wonderful. I'm not sure what Jack smelt like, but I sort of knew they smelt of him.
Jack saw me do it and commented. "I hope they don't smell too bad. Boy smells can be a bit strong sometimes."
"Ah no, all good." I nearly died again.
"Make sure you have one warm set of cloths," Jack commented. "It can get really cold at nights away from the city."
Grandpa poked his head in the door as Jack said that.
"How's it going?"
"Difficult, there's not much room."
"Don't forget Swimmers. Nearly ever reasonable sized town has a swimming pool. It's a great way to cool down for half an hour before moving on. Daisy can get hot and stuffy quickly. We don't want you getting heat stroke."
"The car's called Daisy?" I asked.
"Yes, obviously for the yellow, but she makes people smile and reminds me of spring."
"Well I guess that solves the problem of what we call her." Jack said.
"Daisy it is. I like it Jack."
"Look heat could be a problem, so if it gets too much. Find a motel and hole up if you need to. I'm putting some money in you bank accounts, so you will have plenty to cover costs. I assume you both have banking cards."
We both nodded.
"Remember, this is fun and not a race. Take your time. Even if you take a couple on months to finish. I know you're both on gap years, so time is no issue."
"Grandpa I seem to remember you encouraged me to take a gap year. Surprisingly Dad did not object like I thought he would. You sneaky old bugger." Jack said.
Grandpa burst out laughing. I went up and hugged him.
"I so love you Gramps. It was same with me, Jack. I think we had better watch out for what Grandpa might get up to next."
"Yeah, who knows what other devious plans and traps he has laid out for us."
Gramps chuckled. "Let's just say I've had fun planning this. Now if you are missing anything just buy it. You can't buy much, as the car is too small to store much. So pay for experiences. Take memories on you phones. Buy meals when you can, you don't want to have to cook or take meals with you. And I don't mean Maccas. Eat well, because if you just do take-aways then Daisy will end up struggling up the hills."
"Grandpa!" And I tickled him.
"Do you need beach towels?"
"Definitely." Jack said. "I have some boardies but no towel."
"Mum insisted I pack swimmers. Now I know why, but my towel is way too big."
"I'll get some older smaller ones, you know the older style, from the linen cupboard for you then."
He dropped them off, as we continued sorting.
Jack said, "I saw a trick on YouTube where you roll your cloths. You can fit more in that way."
"Hey I saw that too. Great idea".
That's what we did. Eventually we finished. Jack collapsed on the floor and lent up against the bed he was using. I sat down sort of next to him but opposite him against the bed I used.
We looked at each other. It was the first time we had stopped and the first time we had actually looked at each other face to face.
...........
Jack
...........
"Do you think we look alike Sophie? Like brother and sister?"
I noticed Sophie went shy again. She did have her hood off, so I wasn't trying to see her through her bangs. She was cute. Mousey hair the same as me, but longer. Except mine had bleached sun tips, hers had never seen the sun.
"I think we have similar noses. Your eyes are blue. I don't think mine are that blue." Sophie said.
"Our jawlines are similar. Not square, but not pointed. Sort of normal. Let's do a selfie so we can check."
Sophie shuffled to my side and we leant together as we grabbed a shot or two each.
We sat together and looked. "Oh my God, we do look alike." I said.
"My eyes are as blue as yours, I didn't realise that."
We were sitting side by side. We just started to talk. Talk about stuff other than the trip. Like what school was like. What friends we had.
"Let's share selfie with our friends. My girlfriends are dying to know what you look like."
So we both did. Soon our phones were pinging back.
I looked at my responses and quickly covered the phone.
"What Jack? Are the comments that bad."
I could see her getting worried. Then Sophie read hers, they kept pinging on her phone.
"Um this could be embarrassing Sophie."
"So they are bad."
"No' not bad, just embarrassing."
"I get it, mine sort of are also."
"Ok I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
Suddenly we both realised what I just said.
"Now that's more embarrassing Jack!"
Then she started to giggle. Then I started giggling. Then we were laughing uncontrollably for the second time today.
Once we settled, Sophie handed me her phone and held her hand out for mine.
I know what my mates had written. It started with She's Hot. And went a bit raunchy from there.
Her friends commented on how cute I was. Some commented on how they would 'have me' if it wasn't for the sister's brother rule. Someone even suggested, 'stuff the brother taboo, go for it.'
I was both embarrassed and started to get hard. Shit. I quickly handed back her phone. " I think that's the last time we should probably do that."
We looked at each other for a nano second before we looked away but in that moment there was a spark. Not something I had felt before. It's like our beings communicated something deep and exciting in that instant. It was an intimate look. My body responded with a burst of pleasure. I was liking my sister. But this hinted at something more. I knew she felt it too, as we both went silent.
We sat there, shoulders touching in the quiet. I don't know what Sophie was thinking, but there was something beautiful and touching about what we had done tonight. The shared packing, the threat, dread and excitement of the journey ahead. But in that moment there was a togetherness. I had never felt that with another human being. Much less with a girl.
Sophie turned a bit and put her head on my shoulder. We still said nothing.
Sophie turned a bit bit more and smelt my shirt, well smelt me. She sighed. What she said next surprised me, because it was not the shy nervous Sophie I though she was.
"I like the smell of my brother Jack. I love that I have a brother I can sit and put my head on his shoulder. It's like I know your smell."
Olfactory evoked memory is something I had learnt about in my Year 12 psych studies.
"May be it's because I held you when you were a baby and we played a bit."
"Do you think so? How would I know your smell of all things."
"Apparently it's the strongest and often the earliest form of memory. I studied it a bit at school. It's linked to the hippocampus, or something like, that in the brain. Like a mother sheep knowing the smell of her lamb at birth and rejecting it if a farmer touches the lamb too much."
"I wonder if anyone has photos of us together as kids. Surely they do."
"Well I've never seen any, Dad certainly didn't show me if he had them."
"My mum neither. But perhaps Grandpa has some?"
We both hopped up and rushed out to find Grandpa.
He was in his rocker on his own. Apparently Sophie's Mum and Uncles had departed for the night back to their hotel. We would see them in the morning.
"Grandpa do you have any photos of us together as kids?" Sophie burst out in excitement.
Grandpa leant forward and retrieved an old photo album which was sitting in front of him.
"I wondered how long it would take for you to ask."
He handed it to us and we sat together on the couch. He leant back in his chair with a warm smile on his face.
We started at the beginning. It began with photos of Brad and I assume Deborah when they first met. Some of them on the farm which hadn't changed much. Then an engagement photo followed by wedding photos.
I was a little upset, and a bit angry.
"How come I have never seen these? I hate Dad. What a selfish bastard. I don't even know my mother. She must be wonderful because Sophie is a beautiful person. But to deny a little kid their mum."
Sophie put her arm around me and held me.
"I get you Jack. It's the first time I've seen them too."
There were tears in her eyes, then she buried her head in my shoulder and sobbed. I held her tight, and smelt her hair. We were family. Perhaps it was my olfactory memory kicking in. But I felt so close to Sophie, mixed with a fierce protective instinct I've never known before. I started to get angry again. I glanced up at Grandpa. There were tears in his eyes as he looked at us with love.
"I can't help what's past kids. God knows I tried so hard to stop their plan from happening but we failed. That's why this trip is so important to me. I'm so filled with joy seeing you both lean into each other today. I know it will be tough and challenging. But then good things come out of meeting challenges. Not change served up on a guilt platter."
We looked at Grandpa and saw his wisdom oozing from his pores.
Sophie quietly turned the page. I noted the pages were well thumbed and grubby at the edges. Grandpa had looked at them often. There was a newborn.
"That's you Jack." Gramps said.
"Oh he's cute."
"Every baby's cute Sophie."
Sophie look up at me, then the photos on that page, then back up at me again.
"Yep definitely cute. I can see the resemblance even now."
It was my time to get embarrassed, but not as next as what the next page revealed. There I was naked on the change table, everything on display.
"Oh look, so small but still cute." She looked at me and then down a bit toward my groin.
"Sophie!"
Then she giggled. I tell you her giggle was both delightful and infectious. Grandpa was chuckling away. I was mortified.



I made her turn the page. The next page was filled with doing normal stage things, sitting up, pulling myself up on furniture. The following page had photos of me with Mum who was obviously pregnant. The last one was of me hugging mum's very pregnant belly. She was wearing a discrete bikini. The caption was 'Jack loves hugging his little sister. Except when she kicks.'
Sophie quietly whispered. "I think I have eighteen years of hugs to catch up on big Brother."
I hugged her shoulder. Quietly I loved the idea and gave her an affirming squeeze.
The next page included Jack meets his little sister photos followed by Sophie's turn to be embarrassed. An identical naked shot but with me looking on.
"Mm proof I've seen you naked Soph." She gave me a sharp elbow in the ribs.
"Oww."
The next page had some of Sophie sitting and beginning to stand up. But the final page took our breath away. There was a shot of us both in nappies on a sheepskin rug, fast asleep. Snuggled into each other face to face, clasping one hand and wrapped in each others other arm.
We just looked in silence. I could feel our bonds growing as we looked in awe. We were brother and sister. We had always loved each other.
"You both used to sleep together like that. True Irish twins."
"Can we have a copy of these Grandpa?" Sophie asked.
"They have already been ordered. You will get them when you get back."
I grabbed my phone. "I want a photo of this to take with me. So when my little sister annoys me on the trip, I can be reminded that I always loved her."
Sophie held me tighter. "Me too."
"You have a big day tomorrow. I think you both need to get some sleep."
We gave Grandpa a hug goodnight and Sophie grabbed her stuff from my room. Including her neatly packed suitcase. The rest was shoved in her old bags. I helped her carry these to her room. I was glad Daisy didn't have to cart all that stuff.
Then we had a brief hug goodnight. It was a front on hug. Brief but not rushed. It was strange. I hadn't actually hugged a girl, like ever, before. Not front on. I was glad it was brief.
I got changed into my nightwear which was only a pair of satin boxers. I wondered if I should put on a T-shirt but decided I was not wanting to change my habits just because I had a sister.
I took my toiletries bag to the bathroom and started to clean my teeth. My sister came to the open door and looked at me in the mirror.
"Mind if I join you?"
She was wearing my Pikachu T-shirts over a pair of sleep shorts.
"Might as well get used to it." I smiled.
She came and stood next to me and soon we were brushing together. We looked eat each other in the mirror. Both our eyes were laughing in a shared delight. It was clear we were both checking out each other's bodies.
Now Sophie was not wearing a bra, that much was clear. It was also clear that her breasts were well developed and full. It was hard not to stare at them as they jiggled when she moved. Of course we could see what each other was checking out in the mirror.
I felt myself starting to chubby up a bit. We could both see each other start to blush. Then noticed her nipples start to peek through Pikachu. Together we went to spit out and rinse at the same time. We clashed at the basin and had a tousle to see who got there first. Being stronger I beat her. But for my efforts, got her spit in my earhole.
"Sophie, yuck!"
She giggled. So I grabbed her and tried to wipe my ear on her. She tickled me and so naturally I responded. Except I was way more ticklish than her. Soon I was crying truce.
"Stop, you win."
I let her rinse out first. I followed, including splashing my ear and face to clean off. When I finished she held up a towel to me to dry off.
She whispered," You might want to keep that towel there."
It hung down the front of my body. Then she hugged me in a big full bodied hug.
"Goodnight BIG Brother. I love that I get to spend time getting to know you." Then she quickly dashed off.
I was a bit perplexed, it was a sort of strange finish. Being male, I was also a bit thick. That was until I put the towel up and realised I was sporting a good sized boner that was none too obviously tenting my satin boxers.
Fuck, I groaned. I waited for the sound of Sophie finishing on the loo and heard her bedroom door close. Then I went to relieve myself. My fatty remained quite fat. I gave myself a good talking to as I waited to let down. Finished, I sheepishly retreated to my room.
But I found sleep hard to come by. My treacherous Penis went through states of hard. Shit I thought, I'm going to need to wank. Who knows when I'll get the chance again? This could be much more difficult than I thought. It was clear I was turned on by a girl, but by my sister?
Boy brain said, get out your favourite saved pics on your phone. Take your mind off Sophie. My hand went to work. But my mind kept replaying images of hard little nubs poking themselves through Pikachu's ear tips.
I tried hard not to see Sophie, I was so turned on it didn't take me long. My phone favourites were doing nothing for me. Try as I might, Sophie's face filled my mind and I exploded so hard. I shot way over my shoulder onto the wall behind me, then I came again and again, finally managing to hit my abdominals which were my normal target. God I hated it when I missed, as I had a clean up ahead of me. But then I love cumming that strong. It was an awesome feeling of power and virility.
I had to grab a washer to clean the spunk off the wall as it dribbled down toward the floor. While I did so I was overwhelmed by guilt. Why did I have to spoil and awesome day getting to know my sister by wanking over her?
I did get to sleep quicker as a result, but it was hardly worth the feelings of regret.
.........
Sophie
.........
I can't believe I said that to him. Suddenly I'm getting less shy.
I slipped into bed and turned the bed lamp off. In the darkness I found myself replaying the look of Jack in the mirror. His body was lean. Not really an ounce of fat. Sure skinny, no really pumped muscles but fit. He was obviously active. I recalled looking down his flat abs. You couldn't really see a defined six pack. He had no chest hair. But as I looked down, I noticed the hair line start down his stomach to disappear into his boxers. It was a sort of visual promise of what was covered.
Then I remembered his smell. It is so weird. I've never been a smell person. But something of Jack's smell was exciting. It was the end of the day and it had been busy. Jack had a distinctive man smell about him. Not that unpleasant obnoxious strong male odour. But a nice warm wrap myself up in it smell. One I would love to bottle.
I guess it was pheromones, because my body was reacting to it. It was doing so now as I thought about it. I was getting turned on. I know I was moist. Well, maybe even wet down there.
I stopped my train of thought. Jack is your brother Sophie, you are about to live with that smell in a hot stuffy car. Stop it at once. Get over it. But suddenly my body told me that it had no objection to the idea of that.
Curious, I put my hand down into my shorts. There was no trail of hairs to follow. Just my mounded mons that was sporting a young crop of soft pubic hairs. I imagined it was Jack's bush I was curling my fingers into.
I spread my fingers and proceeded to travel south. My large lips, the labia major, were swollen. My imagination led me to think that Jack's penis was pushing them out, and if I squeezed my fingers I would be rubbing his thick pole as it ravished me. I had not seen a penis, let alone felt one but my mind was a primal source of fantasy.
I was not surprised, as I have a dirty mind when I come to pleasuring myself. I love to fantasise. That I was fantasising about Jack was worrisome. But not something I felt compelled to stop. Why stop dreaming about Prince Charming if you know you could never marry a prince? So enjoy the feelings in your own little world.
So I allowed myself to continue my journey of self-pleasure. I could feel the wetness seeping from between my inner lips. My fingers parted the curtains and this released a flow of collected fluids. Delicately I explored my passage with one finger. My virgin status held me off plunging more than this into my core.
A question presented itself to me. Could Jack, or would Jack, be the one to remedy my purity? Again the term brother, you know big brother, flashed in red neon lights through my mind. But I was too turned on to care. I felt like I would explode. To this point I wasn't sure I had had an actual climax. Lots of good feelings. But I was enjoying this moment of heightened sensual pleasure. I concentrated my thoughts on Jacks looks and smells. My wetness was so slippery. I certainly felt a build up and hadn't even got to my clit yet. I simply enjoyed the thoughts of Jack. True an unattainable Prince Charming, but caring and charming nontheless.
Finally I slipped two fingers up toward my clit and pressed my pleasure button. Bang, I went off. My body tensed and shook. My pleasure sensors went through the roof. I worked my clit, as I built pleasure upon walls of pleasure. Then I was cascading down, including my fluids that flooded my bum crack.
Too much! I pulled my hand off and out of my shorts. I lay there dreamily. I now knew for certain what a climax was. I smiled to myself. No definitely hadn't had one of those. Eventually the cold of my wet shorts bought me back to the real world, and a real problem.
My sleeping shorts were soaked. Surely they would smell strongly of me even if they dried by morning. I would have to wear them in front of Jack tomorrow night. I needed to wash them.
I got up, shed them and surveyed the damage. Fortunately my bed was a double so I could sleep on the other side. Pikachu was covering my girl bits, just. Maybe I could sleep commando. I poked my head out the door and confirmed Jack was asleep, or at least his light was out. I decided to risk it and skirted down the passage way into the bathroom. I wasted no time washing my shorts with a floral scented soap. My bits were collecting the cool air in their exposure. I was enjoying it.
I lifted Pikachu and surveyed my lower body. Mmm, there was plenty of fluids still running out of me. I decided a shower was needed.
I don't think I've ever enjoyed a shower quite that much. Yes, I actually came again with thoughts of Jack. As I dressed, I had the thought that maybe I was setting myself on a path of least resistance with him. Maybe setting myself up for a crash. But my dreamy self was now tired and crashing, so I shrouded myself back in Pikachu and Jack smells, then snuck back to bed.
........
Writers note:
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..........
Jack
..........
Knowing you're about to embark on a journey is one thing. It is entirely another to know what type of journey you are on.
Morning brought with it excitement and would. Morning wood certainly. But 'the would' of life was much less predictable.
Would is a word the holds both the future and the past. The destiny of the inevitable. Imagination tries to predict the would. Fore knowledge and foreboding are its bedfellows.
Jack sported wood, but 'the would' played havoc with his mind. The two were inextricably linked because he thought of Sophie immediately. His mind churned the images of guilty. Feelings of intense sexual release and latent taboos he never thought he would have to deal with.
As a young Man, he had grown up not having a sister. Suddenly he was being thrust into a journey and a quest. Taboo and incest did not play in Jack's world. Until yesterday, neither did the concept of a sister, let alone the reality.
Overlayed on this was another new and foreign primal urge: That of the protector. Jack had only known self survival, the primacy of id. But overnight his societal role changed to that of big brother. But it was more than a social norm, it was a deep seated primal urge of group and familiar survival. Caring and looking after an other was a core responsibility of the big brother.
So Jack's morning wood, kept firm by erotic images and imagining of a sister, lay a rod of guilt for his back. It would be easier to roll over and go back to sleep. Pretend it was a dream. Except the prospect of an exciting journey with mysterious and enchanting person brought all sorts of excitement. This meant Jack was wide awake and excited to embark into the unknown.
....
Sophie
.....
In the morning Sophie did not feel so brave. The idea of a journey with Jack was just that an idea. Something that needed the flesh and bones of experience. Sophie was more content to curl up and dream of love. She was not sure about the doing. The fact that she had absolutely no experience of doing anything with a boy made the impending journey frightening. She found herself thinking.
I loved the warmth of Jack when I leant on him last night. It was more than a physical warmth. It was strange. That photo of us as curled up together as babies and now these feelings of something familiar as I cuddled myself in his T-shirt. For a while I dwelt on the memories of the pleasure I gave myself last night to thoughts and images of Jack. How they were sort of flirting over the tooth cleaning process. How he was hard. OMG he looked big. I had no ideas what really big looked like. I doubted he was really big. But behind the veil of satin?
Then looked down at Pikachu stretching with my breasts. My shirt had ridden up, so beyond the white T folds I could see my mons and pubic hair clearly on display. I remembered my shorts left out to dry. The sheet had been kicked off in the night. Enjoying the freedom, I stretched out full length. Then I planted my feet and raised my body, taking the tension in my back. I imagined I was offering my genitals toward an imaginary Jack at the end of the bed. What would it be like to look down and watch a virile male approach me with a rampant hard on? Wow, I can imagine his lean torso culminating in the V of his groin. Jack, specifically Jack, taking my buttocks in his hands and spreading me further. Then Jack feeding his fatness into my waiting virgin vagina. It was so real in my mind I heard him groan his pleasure.
I heard the groan again. Hold on, it seemed to be coming from next door. I froze were I was. There was stillness in my room, but on the other side of the wall that separated my and Jack's rooms, there were some distinctive rhythmic sounds. I snuck silently up to the wall and listened. The sounds were clearer, the groans more distinctive. Jack was definitely taking care of himself. I didn't realise that my own hand was starting to pleasure my own folds. I was so captivated by hearing the forbidden. The moment of voyeurism heightened the thrill. Knowing Jack had no idea he was being heard. How many hotel rooms would we be sharing? Would I get to hear Jack pleasure himself throughout our journey? The sounds became urgent and then I heard an distinctive groan followed by a "fuck, God fuuuck." I groaned myself as my thighs clamped onto my hand which was busy between my legs. I came with him. Not a big cum, but cumming none the less.
On the other side of the wall there was quiet for a moment then a scurrying sound as Jack bolted for the bathroom. Soon I could hear the shower running. Temptation was strong. I wondered what Jack's room smelt like after that. I had read of sex leaving a distinctive odour in a room. Did my room smell after last night and this morning? Did Jack's? I snuck out into the corridor.
Jack's door was open and the shower running was clear. At the door I took in a breath. It definitely had a smell. It was also a Jack smell, at least boy's smell. Entering was almost exciting in itself, especially entering a brother's room without permission. I had not had the typical adolescent argument over that. We never lived in the same house. But it was almost a sibling right of passage. One I had missed out on.
I scanned the room and noticed the dishevelled sheets. The left side had the distinctive shape of having been clenched in a fist. Quickly I knelt down and put my nose close to the fabric where his butt would have been planted. Oh God the smells were overwhelming. They were different, strong, earthy. It was clear the pheromones had transferred to the sheet. I so wanted to hug that spot. Instead I lowered my head and buried my cheek into the warmth that was still present in the mattress. Slowly I moved my cheek to caress where Jack's butt cheeks had thrust. My imagination took hold of me. My cheek was caressing his abdomen, warm and inviting. I looked toward the bedhead and where Jack's cute face would be groaning.
How long I was like that, transfixed I had no idea, before I spied a dribble flowing slowly toward the floor. Strange? I moved over to look. OMG! The wall was damp. Obviously Jack had missed a spot in a hurried clean up. There was a distinctive trace of Jack's cum flowing slowly toward the architrave.
Tentatively I reached out my hand and caught the drip before it travelled further. It was definitely sperm. Jack's sperm. Did that make it special or any less grose? I rubbed it between two fingers. It was very slippery, but not really stretchy like I get sometimes. Boy spunk. I giggled. It brings new meaning to the word spunky. God I found Jack spunky!
Next to contemplate the smell. It was a strange smell. One I had never encountered. But the thrill went straight to my clit from my nose. There was a burst of wetness below which accompanied my olfactory pleasure. Now to taste, but there was not much left to really taste.
I bent down and saw a patch still present on the architrave. God, Jack must have shot well over his shoulder. I was kneeling right next to his bed and could feel my butt exposed to the cool morning air. Leaning in further I scooped the final bit on my finger.
"Um Sophie! What are you doing?"
'Whack' "ouch" I hit my head on the table. Next Jack was giggling or trying to contain a giggle.
"Crap you scared me!" I said as I crawled backwards. Turning in a kneeling position quickly I saw Jack at the end of the bed wearing only a towel around his waist.
"As I asked, what are you doing?"
Noticing I wasn't totally covered, I pulled the hem of the T-shirt down quickly, in a desperate effort to cover my girl bits. It was obvious I had no panties on. This solved the problem of the crotch, but my girls with their rock hard nipples and my wholesome breasts were now clearly highlighted through a stretched Pikachu.
"Crap. Sorry. My God how embarrassing. Don't laugh. Shit." The words staccato'd out of my mouth.
Suddenly a saving excuse presented itself.
"I thought I left a pair of undies out for today but couldn't find them. I figured I might have dropped them on your floor."
Leaning forward I moved to the two handed cover. One across my breasts and the while the other over my pubes was still clutching the shirt. Then I waddled backwards toward the door. Jack was having difficulty containing his giggles. I backed out, as I knew my butt was flapping in the breeze in this position.
Big eyed I stared daggers at Jack.
" You don't have to look."
Jack's eyes sparked, "What and miss my favourite Pikachu."
My eyes were bugging because it was clear Jack had grown a significant stiffy and his towel was slipping. I wanted to see this. I made it to the door and paused. Then the towel gave way only to be caught on his rod, which was suddenly acting like a coat hanger. I stared a second longer then I bolted next door. I slammed my back against it and giggled. Then I laughed and laughed. When I calmed down, I remembered the sperm on my finger. Rats it had been lost in the t-shirt.
Still leaning against the door. I peeled the shirt off and examined it. There was a damp spot on the hem. Quietly I put this to my mouth and sucked. There was some flavour but too little to ascertain what it was like. Part of my mind went to thinking of ways to get a better taste. Apart from the obvious one of directly from the source. I gasped.
.......
Jack
.......
The weight of the towel on my penis alerted me to the fact that I was essentially naked. I had no idea how much Sophie had seen. But I knew what I had seen. It was why I was stunned. Like a stunned mullet I quietly shut the door and flopped back on my bed. In the distance I could hear Sophie giggling and laughing. Shit she had seen something.
I replayed the vision in my mind. I had stared at Sophie's very naked backside replete with a clear view of.... well her vulva. It was exceptionally erotic. Her nether lips were swollen and red, well pink, but defiantly engorged. There was also a trace of moisture, evident leaking from between her cute inner lips. These lips protruded a bit from the larger seam bisecting her sex. I had not seen a real, live set of female genitalia before. Oh course I had seen plenty of porn which featured these. In fact I was a big fan of close-up porn. The ones that showed penis heads parting the lips or the female riding on top, with the penis parting the way, but not penetrating. So I knew what I saw. No wonder I was hard.
What I hadn't said was that I had been in the room a good minute before surprising Sophie. At one level, I was simply stunned by what I saw. But at a deeper level I was drinking in the view. Then guilt hit and I was trying to find the words so I wouldn't look like a perv.
The guilt conflict began once again. Wait was she giggling at her circumstance or my towel bearing pole. I was beginning to find Sophie's giggle not only endearing but also a bit of a turn on. She was super cute when she giggled. Fuck if she was giggling at me well? Actually she had every right to. My towel bearing pole was funny and I was actually saved from being totally naked in front of her by the happenstance. I realised my erect penis would have been totally on display without the towel. I gave my penis a rewarding stroke to thank it. But mainly because I was so turned on I wanted to rub another one out.
At that moment Grandpa called down the corridor.
"Breakfast in twenty minutes."
Fuck not enough time. Hurriedly I got dressed, hoping that twenty minutes was enough for the blood to drain without the aid of another good cum. I had already had a really good one this morning. What was with that? Suddenly I get a sister and a rampant sex drive. The two should not come together. Was I turned on by the thought of incest? Or was it that Sophie was just plain sexy. This was not helping my hard on. Stop thinking.
Dressed I followed the smell of cooking bacon and coffee to the kitchen.
"Do you want me to do anything Grandpa? "
"No, all good. Park your butt. This might be the last good meal you get. Proper bacon and farm fresh eggs."
With that Sophie entered sort of quietly and sat opposite me. Well, she sort of had to. Gramp's half read paper occupied the only other seat at the table.
"Hi Sophie. Great to see you this morning."
"What again?" She looked at me quizzically.
"Well great to see you dressed,.... you know in my Silverchair T shirt and those great looking cutoffs. It looks cute on you. Are you all ready to start this thing." I blushed as the double meaning was clear to us both. I also realised I was flirting. Me flirt! Wow, who would have thought.
On the table was homemade Jam, fresh slabs of hand cut white bread and an old style block of butter.
"Oh Jack, your've got to try this. Bread, cream and Jam. I remember it from when I stayed here as a girl."
"I'll get the cream out for you then. Farm fresh, I make it myself, and the butter. I didn't make the Jam it came from the Country Women's Association cake stall. Mrs MacAlpine's jam is the best in the district." Grandpa elaborated.
"Do I put the jam on first or the cream, I forget?" Sophie asked.
"Ah the old debate. That depends on the cream. If it's thickened or whipped cream then jam first and plop the cream on top. But if it's runny cream, like this one, put it on first and let it soak into the bread. Then Jam. That said, it only works on big thick slices like this or scones. That thin modern sandwich bread is useless. It will just be a sloppy mess."
"I noticed the cow yesterday, do you have to milk her everyday?" I asked.
Grandpa chuckled, "No, twice a day. But you have to be up early if you want to see that. I also milked her last night while you were packing."
"What's her name Grandpa? I remember Betsy when I was last here. I assume she's dead now."
"Oh Betsy's still very much alive out in the creek paddock. This one is Betty. She is Betsy's offspring. A good milker from good stock. From the same line of cows my own Grandfather kept."
"Wow, I'd love to learn how to milk a cow." I said.
"Maybe you could stay a bit when you get back and help me out."
"I think I'd like that. Like you said, I am on a gap year."
......
Sophie
........
I thought to myself that I wouldn't mind that also. I loved the farm, except for the snakes. But would I be staying because of the farm, or because Jack was wanting to? My mind churned this over while we ate an amazing breakfast. The chatter between the three of us was wonderful. I felt like we were truely family. Maybe more so because Grandpa had always been looking out for us.
It was a hearty breakfast, more than I normally eat. That was slice of Vegemite toast and a glass of orange juice. I looked up at the kitchen clock?
"Gramps is that the time?"
"Sure is."
Now it was my time to be embarrassed. I couldn't read a round clock. My world was digital.
"Ah, I can't read that one Gramps, what does it say?"
Gramps laughed. "Should I tell her Jack?"
Jack hung his head a bit. "Don't ask me I can't read it either."
"It's a quarter past seven, if that helps."
I gave him a blank stare.
"That's seven fifteen in the morning Sophie." Jack added.
"Oh. Crap that's early."
"Have you checked your phone this morning. It has digital."
Wow, I thought to myself, crap I have been distracted. I realised I didn't even have it on me.
"It's on charge, so I forgot it."
"Well it's a good sign." Gramps said. "Young people these days are so dependant on phones they miss out on life."
Well next thing uncle Dave and Rob burst into the kitchen and it's suddenly chaos. Mum follows all teary. Gramps grabs Jack to show him how to tie down the cases. I no longer have time to think.
This is it. We are at the thing, now called Daisy. Everyone is hugging goodbye. Mum arranges a nightly time for a phone call with me. Jack looks sad that apart from Gus he really has no one.
Mum pulls Jack aside and they have a quiet talk. When they come back I can see mum has been crying again. Jack also has watery eyes. I decide not to ask to let Jack tell me, in his time, what actually went down.
"So Wagga Wagga it is, my Gramps says it's only a two hour drive. I bet it's longer than that." I inform Jack.
"Well you drive first. I think that's the way Grandpa wants it."
"Gregory is the first small town on the way. How about we swap drivers every town we get to? That means we can stretch legs and cool down if needed."
Jack sat in the back and waited for me to park my butt in the front. I was very self conscious about that butt. Particularly as I was wearing shorts. I actually did a small lap of the driveway in front of the farm house so I could get used to the car again. The track down to the road was a typical farm track, rough as guts. The little engine was going to be a constant sound.
I stopped before the main gate, well cattle grid.
"Will this thing get over that Jack?"
"I hope so or this is the end of our journey. I guess motor bikes get over it ok."
I started the car and crawled up to it. Wrong move. The front wheels got stuck and we stopped.
"Crap, I think we need to get out."
So it was a comedy of errors alighting halfway over a cattle grid.
"I think we need to do it at speed. That's how you do it in a car, less bumpy that way." Jack suggested.
"Ok let's get in, back up and gun it." Jack offered.
"Easy for you to say."
My phone pinged. It was Mum.
'Are you two ok, we can see you from here.'
I quickly texted back... 'just learning how to cross a cattle grid.' I swear I could hear them laughing. How embarrassing.
Once in again, I turned the key backwards and backed up a hundred meters.
"Well here goes nothing Jack. If we crash then I guess we lose the inheritance."
"Happy to lose that, I don't want to lose my new sister though."
So I gunned it. (Australian for putting the pedal to the metal, for giving it revs and taking off fast.) not that we went fast but it was fast enough to get over it safely.
"Well that was fun."
"Speak for yourself, that was a real bone shaker back here."
"Left or right Jack. Your navigating I can't think much while I'm driving this."
"Left then left onto the main road at the bottom of the hill. "
"Crap I didn't think about down hill." This thing was much scarier down hill.
Fortunately the main road was reasonably wide but then that meant cars and occasional trucks. These decided our car was so unusual it required solid beeps of the horn or two. The truck horns were so loud that they nearly frightened me off the road. I couldn't work out if they were upset at our slow pace or just being friendly. Most waved or gave us a thumbs up. So I guess it was the latter.
"How far to Gregory? I asked after about half an hour.
"Another twelve kms." Jack said. "Do you know that this road is called the Olympic Way?"
"No! Why is that Jack?" It was loud and we were shouting.
"Just looking it up. Got it. Wow, it was named because it was a big part of the Olympic Torch marathon."
"For the Sydney Games?"
"No the 1956 Melbourne games."
"Feels like they have not made it any bigger since then."
"That's because the Hume Highway is the major route."
Before we hit Gregory we did a few steep crossings up and over a railway line. They were smooth and designed to allow trucks to do it safely but in this little thing they were once again frightening.
"I hope this gets easier." I shouted to Jack.
"I hope so too. It's scary enough back here."
With a sigh we pulled into Gregory. I parked outside the only real big building, the pub.
Hatch up, we both tumbled out. I was shaking. The relief and adrenaline released.



Next I found myself wrapped in Jacks arms and held tight. He was also shaking.
"I thought you were about to collapse Sophie."
"God that was hard work. I call it a white knuckle experience. Look my hands are shaking. I don't know if I can go on."
"Well I'm driving next. So let's see how I go. I think we might get used to it."
"I hope so, it's just weird."
"There's no store here so I suggest we go into the pub for a lemon squash."
....
Jack.
....
It was weird going into a pub. Although I had turned of age two years ago I had never gone to a pub. Let alone so early in the morning. Well it was 11 am.
As we entered the publican said. " I see you brought Daisy? You two must be Gus's grandkids."
I nodded, "So you know about this? "
"Oh just a bit. Gus has been so excited to be doing this for you. Can't say I've seen you though young girl since you were perhaps eight."
"Well I used to come visit for holidays."
"I remember you in the back saloon, slurping down Creaming Soda Spiders."
"Do you still make those?"
"I haven't done so for years! But I can if you like."
"Yes please, you've got to try these Jack."
"Ok spiders for two. I can't drink anything stronger anyway. Daisy takes much driving."
The spiders were just what we needed. It was starting to get hot. Daisy would warm up quickly.
We decided we would lunch at Culcain.
As we settled back into her primitive seats I asked Sophie to check out if any of the towns on our way had swimming pools.
Again we were both shouting to be heard. Next thing I knew Sophie was holding my shoulders and had come close to my ear so I could hear. I felt a buzz work down my neck.
"Culcain has one, so does The Rock."Then she ruffled her fingers through my hair. "I think I might enjoy swimming with you?"
My brain did a cartwheel. Was she being forward, suggestive? Why the 'with you.' Why not I might enjoy swimming. Full stop. Shit the feel of her fingers through my hair was still lingering. Even though she had only done it briefly. And I was getting hard.
My male brain started imagining all sorts of swim wear she might be wearing. I knew bikinis were out. Sophie would probably die if caught so exposed. This was not helping my hard-on.
I was in a bit of a daze when semi trailer truck roared past.
Next I could feel her up near my ear.
"Are you smelling me?"
Shiona giggled. "Yep, I know that smell. It's brother smell. I don't think I can get enough of it. It is so comforting."
"I can't believe you remember it after all these years."
She was still close. She whispered in my ear.
"Are we there yet?"
"If you ask that even one more time I'm turning back."
More giggles. "Are we there soon?"
"Ok I see what you did. Can I ask a question? Where is there? If we are 'there' are we not going somewhere else."
"Is a journey a destination or a being in the present?"
"Wow deep Sophie. If it is a journey and experience we are already there?"
We were coming up to a town.
"Hey there's the swimming pool." she shouted in my ear, pointing excitedly to the left.
"Well let's get food first. Sometimes cafes in the country shut for the afternoon."
"It's only one? "
"Ok, maybe not that early."
We found a cafe it was old style. As in never renovated since built in the fifties. It had a sign cash only. So really backward.
The guy at the counter noticed the panic and says.
"There's a bank across the street if you need to get some out."
"Ok, you order for me Sophie and I'll get us some cash. I'll have a steak sandwich with the lot and a chocolate milkshake."
I'm not sure how much was in my bank account so I took out $140 for lunch and so we would have fifty bucks each. We likely needed cash for the pool too.
When the receipt came back I almost died.
"Fucking hell!" Slipped out in a whisper.
It said I had twenty thousand two hundred and fifty three left. I know I had less than four hundred yesterday. Grandpa did say he would put some money in, as I was going to need more that 400. Shit. Wow.
Like a stunned mullet I crossed the road and slipped into the seat next to Sophie.
"Are you alright, you look shocked?"
"Do me a favour check out your bank balance? Grandpa's put some money in."
"Shit, wow."
"My reaction too."
"Mum put two grand in for emergencies but, wait twenty grand dropped this morning."
Needless to say our enthusiasm for the trip went up significantly.
Lunch was fantastic and cheap. There is something about an old school milkshake.
I pulled up at the petrol station to check the fuel situation. I had no idea how far this thing would really go. It was half full. But I topped up anyway. There was no way I wanted to be stranded on the side of a country road.
We hit the pool, which meant ferreting in our cases to get swimmers and towels.
"I think these need to stay in the car from now on."
"Maybe I can find a small beach bag in Wagga Wagga."
"Good idea. Do you have sunscreen?"
"Yes, but not much we will have get more tomorrow."
"Great, I'm a guy, never think of stuff like that."
"Well I guess this trips about sharing. I'll do your back if you like."
I groaned. "Did I just groan out loud?"
"Sure did Jack. Don't you want me to do your back."
"Not that sort of groan Sophie." I went instant red.
"Oh, oooh." Then she went red.
We went in and took to the change rooms. Being the guy I was out first. I found a shady spot for our things. There were a few young kids and mums around but school was not out yet.
It was almost an instant boner as I watched Sophie come out of the concrete change shelter.
She had her towel draping down her front and clutching her cloths to her chest, but wow. She was shapely. Really nice curved hips. A one piece swim suit, but it was clear her breasts were well formed if not on the bigger side.
I watched her all the way over.
"Don't look. I'm embarrassed."
"Nothing to be embarrassed about. You look great."
"You're my brother you gotta say that."
"I'm your brother I shouldn't say this. You look hot."
Now she went red.
"I think you need that sunscreen on now. You're getting red. She flopped down next to me and elbowed me right in the guts."
"Oww!"
"You deserved that."
"True."
I was getting chubby quickly. To cover I moved to lying on my tummy.
"You can do my back now, if that's still alright?"
I could tell Sophie was getting all shy. It was almost an unspoken vibe. I looked around. She was kneeling next to my torso.
"Are you ok with doing it? You don't have to."
"It's not that, it's just that... well... you see.. I've never actually touched a boy before."
"You mean like rubbed stuff in?"
"No, apart from shaking hands never. Particularly like a bare back."
"Wow. That's sort of big. And strange. Gotta say though, I've not done much else with a girl either. Definitely not put sunscreen on."
"You never had a girlfriend?"
"No not really. I took a girl to graduation. She had a strapless back, so I did touch her when we danced. But nothing more."
"No kissing or groping after?"
"No, it was purely platonic and really for convenience. A family friend."
"Wow. We are both very innocent then."
"Well in experience, perhaps not in the mind."
Sophie snickered. "I don't think we should go there."
"Well your turn to experience a boy back if your game."
I felt the cold sunscreen dribble onto my back. Followed by tentative fingers. Followed by hands and palms. It might have been a tentative start but then she was off. Wow, it was so good. I could feel her fingers were doing more than applying sunscreen. They were exploring. Feeling muscles. Sculpting forms.
"That's so nice Sophie. Thanks, but I think your more giving me a massage. Particularly need it after driving Miss Daisy."
I think that might become a running joke.
"I'm driving next so maybe at The Rock you can massage me."
"Deal."
"What's it feel like? Your first boy flesh. Opps that came out wrong."
I know what I was feeling, Rock hard.
"I like it. I like it that your my brother. It's sort of safe. But I think I might leave your front to you."
"That's wise. "
"How did you like it?"
"Maybe a bit too much."
"Oh!... Oh!"
Now it was my turn to be embarrassed.
"Well how about you do my back then?"
"Maybe that sort of won't help." I looked down to indicate a problem.
"Oh, oh!... Ok well if I sit in front of you you can sit up behind me to do mine. I only need my neck and shoulders done."
"Guess we can try that. But no looking."
We quietly moved into position. I could hear us both breathing deeply.
It's lucky we did, as I had to pop my penis head back into my swimmers. Shit I was so hard. I really wanted to rub one out.
"So you got hard from me doing that?"
"Well that's a bit... straight forward a question."
Sophie was staring out at the swimming pool.
"It's a boy thing. We sort of get hard at the drop of a hat."
"So it wasn't me." She sounded a little disappointed.
"Oh it was you alright Sophie. It's just you had a bit of an explore."
"Well your turn to explore Jack. Do my back."
I put the sunscreen on my hand and warmed it up. Gently I started at her neck and worked down her shoulders. Her flesh was soft and smooth under my fingers. Gradually I worked down her back to her swimmers which formed around her shoulder blades.
"That's nice Jack."
I leant forward to say my pleasure. Which it was in more ways that one. But as I leant I glanced down and saw into the swell of her breasts. Her cleavage was significant. I could see her nipples were hard in her suit. Shit they were, wow. Nice was the wrong word.
My penis jerked and tried to poke out again. Crap. How do I get it to go down?
"Can I have the sunscreen?"
"Sure."
I watched from behind as she did her legs and arms.
"Some back here please."
I put my hand forward and she squirted some on. I worked my chest and abs. My penis was screaming: 'some lubrication on me please.' I was dying back here.
Then I saw Sophie work the sunscreen into her chest and cleavage. God I wanted to do that. Instead I did my thighs and legs. Nothing went down.
I looked at the cold water of the pool. We sat silent for a while. I'm not sure what Sophie was thinking, but I was thinking. This is day one. You have the hots for your sister. God she is gorgeous. How can I get relief and keep her safe? Safe from me that is. Shit I'm in trouble.
"I thinks it's had time to sink in Jack. We should swim and get moving."
Well that was a solution, hopefully the cold water will take down my temperature.
"Ok race you in."
I was up and bolted before she could react. I went straight in the deep end with a splash. When I surfaced I watched Sophie walk all the way to the shallow end and slowly get in.
Crap not helping wow, she was so shapely and her butt was to die for. Her cheeks were held in by the swimmers but they were perfecting formed. Not big just wow. Swim calendar worthy. I swam toward her but realised I needed to do a lap or two to get it out of my system. So I hit the laps. It was a short pool but I did half a dozen lengths before I dared stop. The energy release was good and I could feel myself shrink to more normal.
I pulled up next to Sophie who was still in the shallow end.
"Wow Jack, that was great to watch. You can really swim."
"Country boy. Not much to do otherwise. Swim clubs were good. Of course the boarding school had a pool so I got to practice a bit."
"I guess I need to tell you this Jack. But I can't swim."
"Really, that's unusual in Australia."
"Just... well it wasn't mums thing so it wasn't mine."
"I can teach you if you like?"
"I think I would like that. But perhaps not today. We have to get moving if we want to get to Wagga Wagga before dark."
"True and there is The Rock pool to try out on the way."
We got out together. Thankfully I was soft, but you always have to pull your board shorts away from your dick if you don't want it to show. I noticed Sophie look down as I did it.
"I think I might keep my swimmers on for the next leg, saves changing again."
"Mm I might put my shorts on over them. They will dry quickly in Daisy. But I think I might not put a top on. I don't want to get one of your nice T shirts all chlorinie. "
That was going to be a challenge for me.
.....
Sophie
.........
Truth was I didn't want to mask Jack's boy smells from the shirt. But I did go in and have a good cold shower to wash the pool from my hair. I think Jack did the same.
I was driving this leg. It was only an hour to The Rock. What a funny name for a town. Well it was probably only half an hour in a real car. Sorry Daisy, someday I'll call you a car.
"Jack I was thinking, while you were driving. It's really hard to hear you when we are moving. We should get a two way intercom for the car. You know like they have for between motor bikes, or cyclists."
"Great idea Sophie, I love chatting with you but it is almost impossible in Daisy."
"Do you have ear pods for you phone?"
"Yes that could work. I'll ring you. Wait I don't even have your phone number yet."
I started giggling, then laughing.
"What's funny Soph?"
"Here I am driving into the sunset with a boy I hardly know. Letting him sunscreen me and I don't even have his phone number."
" A Brother."
"Well that's worse. Who doesn't have their brother's phone number."
We rang each other and saved the numbers. I put mine under 'My brother Jack'. I so loved I had a brother. It was a squishy pride feeling. A big brother.
I contemplated him moving through the water, lithe, fit, carefree. I was glad I was doing this leg for all Daisy was a handful.
A phone call interrupted me. My brother Jack popped up on the phone.
"Ready to go dreamy?"
Shit how long was I just sitting there.
"Ok navigator I read you loud and clear."
"You haven't started the car yet. I'm getting a stereo feedback."
With that I hit the ignition and Daisy lurched forward. Still not used to the clutch.
"Seat belt Sis."
"Oh I forgot, so used to not having one in the back."
I stopped and buckled up.
"Here hold my phone, I can't while driving." I passed my phone back to Jack. "And no looking at stuff."
We chatted. About this and that, mainly stuff in our lives that the other didn't know. A bit about friends, some about school just finished. Some about how we were spending our gap year before this came up.
....
Jack
....
I leant forward and smelled Sophie.
"Payback," I said. "But I mainly smell chlorine."
I looked down. Wow again her breasts were wiggling with the car movement. I guess no bra does that. I put a hand on her shoulder and said. " l'm loving this."
"What the view?"
"No... well...um." Sprung. I went instant hard again.
I flopped back but not before one more look.
Sophie was quiet a while. "You know I saw you in the rear view mirror. Your eyes sort of bugged out."
"Sorry sis. It's sort of hard to get used to get used to seeing girl bits so up close."
"If I know you, which I'm learning about fast, it's not the only thing that's hard."
"Shit, can't you just ignore the possibility."
"Nah, I sort of like the stir factor. Never had a brother to do that with."
"Ok I get it but shit, my body is hard enough to deal with already without the commentary."
"There's that hard word again." Sophie started giggling. "Sorry big brother, I'm sort of happy I can get guy turned on. Never knew it was possible."
"Well underneath that hoody and tracky daks there is a smoking body. Why suddenly the change to this, driving in shorts and swimmers?"
"I sort of think it's time I was a bit freer and less self conscious. Somehow I don't seem to mind if it's you that gets the eye candy."
"Safe brother thing?"
"Maybe."
I put my hand in my lap and pressed on my dick. I began wondering if I could rub one out as Sophie drove. The rear view mirror didn't show that low.
I slipped my hand into my swimmers. Shit it felt good.
"Are you ok?"
"Not really, just trying to work out how to get into that swimming pool without showing the obvious. Your fault."
"Hey look to our left. That hill. Wow it looks like a lion." Sophie pointed out.
"Yeah, just like the British lion sitting down."
"Ok I guess it's why the town is called 'The Rock'." Sophie said as we passed the town entrance sign.
"Can you find out where the pool is? It's very hot in here. I need another swim."
"I think we should change back into street cloths when we're done. Wagga Wagga is a big place. Probably best not show much flesh."
I directed her across the railway lines which in Daisy was always going to be a bone shaker.
......
Sophie
.....
I wiggled my butt as I got out of Daisy. Sort of right in his face. I paused a bit before I finally got out. Then holding the lid up I watched as he struggled to get out without showing his hard-on.
I know it was a bit unfair but I think I had become fascinated with the concept of his penis. I know I was getting a bit damp down there. Jack did my trick and held his clothes and towel in front of his groin.
"Remember you owe me a massage."
"Not fair, after I get in the water."
I giggled some more. It was sort of funny watching him walk toward the entrance. I'm not sure why I was behaving like this. But I was sort of enjoying myself.
I paid, so Jack could hold his stuff. One problem though, the pool was crawling with school kids. School was out.
I watched as he found a spot for our stuff but it was a bit away from the pool. Then he put his hand in his pocket, fiddled a bit and tried to casually walk to the pool edge. I guess he was holding his dick close so it didn't tent. I giggled.
At the edge he did a pin drop as there were too many kids in the pool. Poor guy he couldn't even swim it off with laps. Also there were no lane ropes for lap swimmers.
I put my stuff with his and wandered down to the shallow end steps. It was so good in the water.
Jack worked his way up to me and we walked to the middle of the pool together.
"I could do with that massage?"
"What here?"
"Well I don't need sunscreen so why not."
"Ok let me back up to the pool edge."
I backed up to Jack. "This will work."
His hands started to work some magic on my shoulders. In no time I was purring like a kitten.
"You can go lower, over my swimmers is fine."
So he worked his magic down to my hips and back up. It was lucky I was in the water as I could feel my cream starting to flow. It was hard not to think of this morning.
I backed up a bit more. My butt was now pushing against Jack.
"Ah maybe not that close Sophie darling."
"Wait did you just call me darling?"
"Well..." Jack spluttered, "...sorry but you are my darling sister."
"Don't be sorry. I love it."
I wiggled my butt on him and definitely felt what he was concerned about.
He hugged me. Yep he hugged me. My knees almost gave way.
Jack whispered in my ear. "Much as I love this I need some alone time."
I giggled. "Randy aren't you Jack."
"Sorry I shouldn't be."
Then he ducked into the water and pushed off, away from me. I wasn't insulted I just felt gooey inside.
I moved down to the steps and sat down. Another girl about my age came and sat next to me.
I watched Jack as I sat.
"Boyfriend?" She asked.
"No Brother."
"Mm he's fit. Maybe I could get to know him."
I felt a spark of jealousy.
"Sorry we are only passing through."
"Pity. Hey were you the one driving that yellow thing?"
I laughed, "yep, and thing is the right word."
"We passed you on the way here."
"As did everyone today. That thing is slow."
"What is it?"
"It's actually a nineteen fifties car built with left over German fighter plane bits."



"Really. Wow. It looks scary to drive."
"Believe me it is. That's why Jack was giving me a massage."
"Well I guess he's your brother but if he was my brother I would want him to massage me."
I blushed.
"What's his name?"
"Jack. I'm Sophie by the way."
"Hi I'm Jan, Janice really but I like Jan."
"So where are you going?"
I didn't want to say much. So I just said, "Wagga Wagga tonight after that I'm not sure. We are still planning things."
"Wow, it sounds like some trip. Do you notice Jack is looking at you a bit?"
"Well we are ogling him, I guess."
"When he was giving you a massage. Well the way he was looking at you, it was sort of obvious he was crushing on you."
"Shit. I mean good shit I think. Oh crap I don't know what I think".
"Well if it helps my brother and I fool around a bit".
"Oh.. so that's a thing?"
"A very secret thing. It's hard when out in public."
"How far do you go?"
"Oh all the way."
"Really, wow."
I sat in silence for a while. Could, would I go all the way with Jack?
"Jan, do you mind if we keep in touch. I'm very new to this. I might need someone to ask for advice."
"Sure thing. How far have you gone?"
"What you saw is the furthest. He was hard though. I sort of backed into him."
"Wow. That brings back memories."
"Well I haven't known him long."
"What?"
"Until two days ago I didn't know I had a brother."
"What, really? Girl you hit the jackpot."
"Very funny 'Jack'.... yet to find out if he is potty."
"For two days I recon you are progressing fast. I was in love with Ben for years before he even noticed me."
"You can miss someone if you never knew them and suddenly your sharing a car bug insect thing that looks like a grasshopper."
"Hey I took some video on my phone as we passed you. Do you want a copy?"
"That would be great. Won't get many clips like that."
"Look he's coming our way. Can I suggest a test. Let's stand up and walk out together. Bottom wiggling allowed."
I giggled
I introduced Jack to Jan and we chatted a minute.
"We gotta go soon sis."
"Ok I just want to swap phone numbers see you at our stuff."
We both stood up. Jan was wearing a Bikini.
Jack was wearing a big grin.
We turned and together pulled the swimmers from our butt cracks, although Jan's was almost a thong. Then we sashayed back to our stuff. Giggling all the way.
Jan ducked across to get her phone. Then we sat down to watch Jack get out.
The fabric dick revealing thing was interesting.
"OMG, he's sporting a semi." Jan commented.
"You mean semi hard-on? You mean it gets bigger?"
"Girl you got a lot to learn and shall I say Jack is packing a big one."
We watched as he approached.
"Ok Jack, if you don't mind me asking. Who is sexier?" Jan asked.
Jack choked into his towel as he dried his hair. We watched as his dick grew a bit more.
"Um unfair. Like a brother isn't supposed to say his sister. And if he doesn't say his sister she will be stirring him for days. Some questions you can't ask a guy."
Jan pulled me up.
"So does my bum look big in this?" She spun me around so Jack could see both butts.
Well he went real red. His dick must have been hard by then.
We were looking over our shoulders at him when he realised it and his hand quickly covered his groin with the towel.
"I think the oracle has spoken Sophie. Both look great!"
Jack quickly grabbed his cloths and retreated to the showers.
"I hope he has good luck with that. The showers are open showers."
We rolled around laughing.
"You are wicked? Say where is Ben? Do I get to check out his package?"
"Oh he's out on the tractor, we are running the family farm. Mum and Dad were a bit older when they had us, so they are sort of semi retired. But dad's out there with him. Mum dropped me off and went to a Country Women's meeting."
"Well I better get changed also."
"Ok phone numbers?"
We exchanged numbers had a hug and I left Jan catching some sun.
It was Jack's turn to drive.
As I hopped into the back my phone beeped.
Jack was getting in so I waited as I checked out his butt.
OMG, Jan had snapped a pic of Jack as he walked toward us. His package was quite obvious.
My undies were suddenly wetter. Crap. In Daisy he has to be able to smell that.
.....
Jack
......
That felt better. Not the place I like to Jack off in. But it only took two pumps to unload into the toilet bowl. Had to do something so I could shower. Well two pumps to start five to drain. Shit it came out strong.
I tried to picture Jan's very sexy exposed butt cheeks but it was Sophie that had me coming.
I am sick. Sick and sunk! 'Learn to love my sister.' Grampa said. Crap I gotta learn to unlove her. Everything she does turns me on. Yeah Jan was hot but no, Sophie, wow my heart and my dick apparently. Shit I'm hard again.
We forgot to ring each other. So I pulled up
"You ok?"
I rang her as I put my earbuds in.
"Yep fine just want to be able to hear your voice. Your phones been pinging."
"Just Jan, she took some shots of us as we left the pool. Of Daisy etc through the pool fence. "
"What's with her, like what's her story. You two got very chummy quick."
"Oh she saw us as we drove into town. Her partner Ben is out on a tractor so she came over for a chat."
"Well she's pretty forward. And I thought you were shy?"
"Thanks, I normally am. It must be this trip."
"Have you enjoyed the day Sophie?"
"Immensely, so good for a first day. Breaking up the trip with swims was a great idea of Grandpa's."
"Works well so long as the towns have pools."
"Well when we plan our legs we should make sure they do. Even if we go a different way than the obvious."
We rode on in sort of silence. We crossed a weird bridge at a place called Kapooka.
"It's an army training camp, Jack."
Maybe I should join the army, I though. Be a lot easier than navigating this new attraction to my sister.
Suddenly we were in Wagga Wagga. It's a big place and the road we were on suddenly became very busy. I pulled over.
"Ok we need to find this motel. What was it called."
"The Homestead motor. Grandpa said he booked us in for a few nights."
"I found it, I think I'll ring and confirm we are nearly there."
I was asked how many nights we were staying. I said at least three. I figured we needed two days to sort plans and things. It was fine we could stay longer if needed. We had a two bed suite. Navigating was straight forward, we stayed on the same road but we went right through the city and out the other side.
"People are stopping and staring at us Jack."
"Yeah even the cars. Do a queen wave Sophie. Might as well be royalty for a day."
"I think this might follow us everywhere."
We pulled into the reception spot and were met by a few of the staff who came out to look at the car.
"Jack and Sophie, we're glad you decided to come. Gus wasn't sure."
"Does everyone know what we are doing?"
"No not really. This is Gus's favourite spot to stay when he visits Wagga."
"You said Wogga, I thought it was Wagga Wagga, as in dogs tail." Sophie said.
"Well that's how it's spelt but straight Wagga to the locals, with an ogg sound."
He got us to sign in and showed us the room.
"Can we eat at the restaurant tonight?" I asked. "I doubt we want to go out."
"I will book you in. Do you want breakfasts?"
"Yes please, every morning."
He gave us the hours for service and bid us goodnight.
It did not take much to unpack Daisy. The room was big and comfortable with two queen sized beds in it.
The bathroom had a big freestanding bath. It looked like a luxury suite.
"I could use a nice long soak." Sophie stated.
"Well maybe after dinner. We need to go soon or the dining room will close. I wouldn't mind one either, after that drive. I'm missing my post drive massage already."
"Sorry Jack, I called first dibs."
It looked big enough to share but I was not suggesting that.
"Well perhaps I could go out and swim in the motel pool. It's warm enough."
"Well let's get changed for dinner. I don't want to wear what I've been driving in all day."
We went to our bags and sorted stuff.
"If we are staying three nights I think I'll unpack into the drawers."
"Good idea Sophie. Mm I think we need to change in the bathroom."
"Well only one of us. You go and change there and I'll change in here at the same time."
I got into the bathroom and the shower looked tempting.
I ducked my head out. "I think I'll have a quick shower."
"Good idea' I'll follow you."
So I stripped off. I looked at my body in the mirror. Could Sophie actually get turned on by this body?
I was getting hard again. Did I have time to crank one out? Shit I needed it. I couldn't later as I went to bed, which was my normal habit.
I ran the shower. Bugger it, I was so hard again thinking of Sophie. I grabbed the liquid body wash provided and filled my hand. Crap it felt good on my aching penis. Soon I was lost in hot water and steam along with the sensations of my hand stroking up and down my stem.
I watched mesmerised as my foreskin slipped on and off my glans. I stepped out of the shower a bit so my back was getting blasted but my penis was not getting washed. This way I could enjoy the slippery precum as it oozed out of my cock.
I had already cum twice today thinking of Sophie. This time I didn't fight it. Guilt or no guilt this had to be quick. My mind took me between her breasts. The view I had in Daisy as she drove. I imagined my cock thrusting up between her breasts. Tit fucking those magnificent mammaries. Shit fuck, oh god Sophie. I'm cumming. My mind added her mouth over my tip when in reality my sperm jettisoned across the room.
She knocked. "Did you call me?"
Shit I must of said something out loud.
"Just wanting to know the time."
"We have twenty minutes."
"Sorry, crap out very soon."
"Get dressed out here, I want to shower too."
I washed off as we said this, cut the shower and quickly dried my legs, wrapped a towel around me, fortunately they were big towels, and ducked out. Sophie was at the door waiting, with her clothes.
"Look you get dressed and go and hold the dinning room, I won't be long."
.....
Sophie.
....
I so wanted to be doing what Jack was doing. Fuck I heard him call my name and say I'm cumming.
I could hear the slap slap slap of his hand running through the soap. I was so wet. My fingers had already warmed me up. I shucked my clothes and headed straight under the shower. God that felt good in more ways than one. I soaped my body paying attention to my aching breasts. I thought of the picture Jan sent me of his penis outlined in his swimmers. I imagined running my hand over his form through his wet clingy board shorts. Would I ever be game to run my hand into those shorts and hold his big hot cock?
My finger was working it's magic between my legs. There was a knock on the door. Shit I nearly slipped in fright. I forgot he was just outside.
"I'm off, see you soon."
"Ok,"I squeaked.
His voice did something for me, or was it the feeling of almost busted, as I came a bit.
Oh shit I love that. The front door closed and it sort of freed me to groan his name.
"Jack, my Jack, my brother Jack."
I was cumming some more. I love that feeling. Wow. I've only known it for twenty four hours and had cum a few times thinking of Jack. My Prince Charming. The Prince I can't have. Or could I. Obviously Jack was thinking of me.
Clarity and vision came to me through the haze of sexual release and the fog of the steamy shower.
Running down the wall. Fuck was that what I think it is. Shit did Jack forget to clean up. Quickly I turned off the shower. I reached out a finger and took a large glob. Wow, I get to taste. My finger made its way to my mouth and I tasted the bitter sweet taste of cum for the first time. My body took over. I just had to cum again. Inside I wanted to kneel and slurp the cum from the wall but yuck. What else was there?
Instead I took my breasts in hand, and started to rub them into his boy juices. My body followed next, and soon I was squirming over the wall thrusting into it as my heightened sexuality took me to an overwhelming climax.
"Fuck Jack, cum on me! All over me."
I turned and slumped on the wall, adding any extra cum to my butt and back. The steam released the odour of pure Jack. Shit I have to get ready for tea. I didn't want to remove the marking Jack had unintentionally left on me, so I did a quick soapless rinse in cold water and stepped out. I rubbed myself dry hoping I was rubbing it in not out.
I walked into the room naked. I put on my sexiest bra and panties. Shit I felt so sexy. Tossed on a nice top and my good jeans. I thought I needed to get a dress tomorrow.
My hair was a mess. I have to get it cut shorter for this trip, I thought. I ran a quick brush through it and raced out the door.
"I like what a girl mean's by quick." Jack commented when he saw me. "It's alright, they are busy tonight. Let me get you a drink, you look wasted. Glowing but wasted."
"Thanks Jack." I blushed.
"Consider this our first date, Sophie. Not like that. I mean our first night out together. Oh shit, I'm a bit flustered. You look so good."
"Stop talking Jack," I smiled and winked, "just get me a lemon lime and bitters."
I watched him walk to the bar. I think I actually love him. Fuck.
........
Jack
........
I thought we might like a wine with our meal. I bought our drinks over. When I leant over Sophie's shoulder to put hers down, I noticed something in her hair. I put my drink down also and went back around.
"Hold on Sophie you have something in your hair. I'll get it."
On closer inspection, fuck. It looked like. Crap. I picked it from her damp locks. It was.
"What is it Jack?"
"Only an insect." I squeezed out.
I plucked the tube of coagulated sperm from her hair. And squished it between my fingers. As any hot blooded wanking male can tell you, it has a distinctive shape and is sticky and hard to get rid of wet: Impossible dry.
I looked at her hair to ensure there was no more, just incase.
"Just checking for more insects."
"You can massage my head if you like?"
Helpful, so I gave her a finger massage, while I checked. Then I leant in and smelt. Fuck I could smell my sperm on her next. What the? The penny dropped. I forgot to wash off the wall in my rush. Shit, fuck, dame. I can only hope she leant back on the wall and got it accidentally over her. If not I was busted.
"I love the smell of you. I think it's the baby cuddles we did as kids." I said as I sat back down. My brain spun. I could definitely smelt sperm.
Waves of guilt started rolling through me. Did this mean I couldn't wank in the shower? Fuck how can I get relief? I'm normally a twice a day person. More if I'm extra randy. Sometimes I can cum three times in a row if I've got the space and the right stimulus material. The thought hit me. We will be together for at least a month, maybe two. How are we both going to deal with our sex drives? Also it's my sister that is hitting my spank bank.
"You're rather quiet Jack. You ok?"
"More than ok just got a lot to process."
"Well I get that. We are sort of in the same boat."
'Not really, you're not jilling off to me each spare moment I'm sure.' I thought.
Instead I said. "It is weird, wonderfully weird but weird. New sister, old sister, younger sister, fun sister."
"You think so Jack. I might become annoying sister."
"I guess we will find out."
"Do you want wine with our meal?"
"Wow maybe. Not really thought about that possibility. We are both over eighteen, so nothing to stop us."
"Do you like red or white?"
"I don't know. Never really had either before."
"What never?"
"Sorry no. What about you?"
"A lot of the time at home. Dad liked wine and we had it with family meals regularly. Well since my fourteenth birthday, but just at home. Never been drunk though. I love the Margaret River reds. A western Australian wine region."
"I guess I could try a red."
"Maybe not tonight, I think you should start off with a white. Better to learn from, not as alcoholic either."
The wine list had a section of local wines. So I chose a Charles Sturt rosé.
"A rosé is a red white mix. A good one to start on. I don't want to get you drunk."
"Disappointing!" Sophie laughed. "Just kidding."
It was a fun meal. I could say we were flirting, but I just didn't really know, I had never done it. I was just going with the flow.
We only had two glasses each but I decided we had better leave the bottle behind. I didn't want take any advantage. Even the thought was wrong. It was only our first night together. Fuck I'm Done for.
We got back to our room. Well Sophie was already snuggling into me on the way there.
"Movie when we get back, Jack. Hey that rhymes, get back Jack."
I could tell the wine was doing it's thing.
"Ok, you choose."
"On my bed Jack, it's more in front of the screen. Then I can snuggle my big brother. Wow the things sisters with brothers can do that I've missed out on.""
"Well I'm sure not all brothers like to snuggle with their sisters."
"The good ones do."
"Ok, I really like the other night when you leant into my shoulder. Having a sister with benefits."
"JACK!"
"Shit I didn't mean that. Crap I think I could die."
Sophie went quiet and searched for a movie. We had to subscribe to the streaming service it was on. But we had the money so why not.
"Have you seen Kate and Leopold, Jack?"
"No. I guess it's a chick flick."
"Sort of, ok definitely. But one that is different. Sort of a time traveller."
"Sounds ok, I trust you."
We snuggled, I actually loved the film. Sort of like us two strangers thrust together. Except not her brother, a duke from the eighteenth century.
I was feeling the vibes though and it was hard not to get a bit hard. Particularly holding Sophie and smelling her, well me and her. I think I'm becoming an olfactory person. If there is such a think as olfactory eroticism I'm there.
We were both dozy toward the end and we missed the big finale as we drifted off to sleep. I stirred with the TV's white noise. I had to go pee.
Come back Jack, I'm enjoying this.
When I had a slash, Sophie had put a Jazz Chanel on. She also went for a leek and returned. She lay on my chest snuggling into my shoulder. We didn't say anything just listened to the music and fell asleep.
Sometime in the middle of the night. I woke up. I was rock hard and spooning that wonderful bottom. Shit. Been saying that lately. I backed up and out of her bed. I put the cover over her and after another toilet break, I hopped into my own bed and slept deeply. Yes erotic dreams, but sleep.
..........
I'm debating if people like long chapters or shorter ones. Unfortunately I don't appear to be able to write concisely. I like the journey and titillation of a slow burn too much. But I do try to put some erotic moments in each posting.
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To sleep and to dream is to let the night take you on a journey of the subconscious. Dreams are like that, reality is the real battle.
...........
Sophie
............
My mind was filled with warm fuzzy feelings and images of my new brother. Tastes and smells of sperm filled the mind with flooding orgasms of guilty pleasures.
Dreamily I awoke trying to continue and catch the dream. It was early in the morning. In my bed, on my own but fully clothed. My bra was very uncomfortable. I stripped and put on Pikachu then realised Jack was asleep, in his bed. Opps, have to get used to sharing a room. Particularly sharing with a boy.
Back in bed I couldn't get to sleep. Yesterday was so surprising in so many ways. I was excited. Yes even that way. But more because of what the next few days of planning might bring.
In forty eight hours I had found out I had a brother. Had my first real climax. Ridden off in a strange car. Literally into the sunset. Made a friend. Found out loving and sex with a brother was a thing and some people did it. Fallen in love with my Brother.
Wait did I just say that? Was I really in love with my Brother. Jack. Jack the stranger, but the same Jack that held me as a baby. The same Jack I slept with cuddled into him. Both eighteen years ago and last night. Warmth spread through me. Warmth cuddled me. It was familial love, but it was also Eros. I don't think I've ever been so long in a state of arousal.
Longing was a strange feeling in my girl bits. Longing to be filled, fulfilled. That's the word fulfilled. It was both a desire and a state of being. Like an empty glass being filled with milk. A process of satisfaction. Desire creeping up the glass. Anticipation of completeness, fulness. There was something of wholesomeness with a full glass of milk that was not there with a glass of water.
My body was the glass, Jack the promise of fulfilment.
I was now getting turned on big time. But realised I did not have the freedom to bring myself to fulfilment. I hopped up and moved into the bathroom. The big bath was waiting for me, calling. I realised I had not taken advantage of it last night, so quietly I drew the bath.
In my toiletry bag I realised I had a small bath bomb. So I popped that in and watched it froth as the water activated the product.
I stripped off Jack's T-shirt and held my body in front of the mirror. My breasts were large. I hoped they would stop growing as they were already a size D. They were more than a handful. More than a handful for me, crap they took some managing. Apart from bras being expensive, I needed to make sure they did not get manky in the underside crease. They may be more than a handful for a guy. But definitely a guy's wet dream. But they were also a massive attractor or distractor. Most guys had trouble looking at me eye to eye. It was mostly eye to rack.
I lifted one of my girls up. My nipple was hard. One advantage I could tongue my own tip. Just. Being bigger they moved more, rubbed more, got in the way more, drooped more, hung more. It was why I lived in hoodies. It took the complications out of the equation.
But then strangely, I wanted Jack to see them.
Crap I nearly overflowed the bath, so I let a bit of water out, and skunk myself into its warm embrace.
It was like I was willing for Jack to ogle them. For the first time I wanted a guy to know me. My unknown Brother of all people. This trip was meant to help us to know each other. But crap I wanted to know him in the worst possible way.
My hand started to get busy beneath the surface of the water. At least I could flow here instead of producing obvious crutch stains. Although I sympathised with Jack as his problem shows, as in shows a lot. Not my fault I've had some fun making him hard. Okay it is.
I snickered. When did I get like this? Jan was also into boy gazing so it must be normal. But then she's fucking her brother. Not normal.
I flipped up the picture of Jack she sent me. I tried to get a sense of how big he was. Well semi big. It looked like a... I realised I had nothing to compare to. Sure I had seen some porn shots. At Girls school that stuff gets shared but they say the porn stars are all hung like horses. It's why they get picked.
I did a quick search of pics of guys packages. It was mostly underwear adverts but none looked as big as Jack looked. But then they couldn't put that in ads could they.
I put down my phone and zoned out. I may have nodded off except I was slow burn randy under the surface.
I was startled by a rapid knock on the door.
"Are you in there Sophie?"
"Yes, having a bath."
"Shit."
I heard him pacing. He knocked again.
"I've got to go. I've been holding on a while. Can't wait much longer."
"Well it will take me a bit to get out and be decent."
"Crap."
I looked at myself, most was under the water, just floating tits. Another thing about big breasts.
"Look if I cover myself do you think you could, sort of not look?"
"Maybe, but I will still be using the toilet."
"I'll shut my eyes then. "
"I still got to see where I'm aiming."
I grabbed the flannel and spread it on my tits. My finger was still in my pussy but it would look like I was just covering the bits.
"Ok I think I'm sort of decent, you can come in."
Jack was in his sleep boxers holding his thing. In the 'I'm busting sort of way'.
"Close you eyes Sophie."
"Opps sorry." I closed them, sort of. I watched as he stood at the porcelain.
But no sound. Strange.
....
Jack
.....
"Sorry Sophie, having trouble letting down. Shit."
I looked around. She did have her eyes shut. I could see the shapes of her body through the water. Her hand was obviously covering her genitals. Shit that wasn't helping.
"Think of something else?"
"Trying. It's not easy."
"If I turn on the water will that help?"
"Could do." I could see her reflected in the mirror. Shit could she see me also?
I heard a splash as she sat up. Her other hand wrapped around her breasts. She reached for the tap and started it dribbling.
I looked at my cock, which had now added some chubbiness to the problem, then at her.
"But you said sort of not look. Is that sort of not looking?"
"Well I'm trying not to look," said Sophie.
"So I am I. Sort of looking that is."
"I guess that's the same as not looking. Just pretend I'm in Daisy and your having a leak on the side of the road. Just do that."
I closed my eyes and pictured me watering a tree like I had done many times. Yes release. Wow it was a big urgent flow. I needed that, relief flowed through my torso. At this point I didn't care if Sophie had a grandstand view. I shook out the drops, tucked myself in and turned around.
Sophie was sitting stunned, clutching her breasts rather unsuccessfully. Mouth wide open.
"Ok never seen that before," she said. "I think you had better go."
"Oh, yes, sorry."
I left fully aware that my cock had continued to grow.
In the bedroom I did hear some splashing and sounds that were consistent with washing. I quickly changed into cloths I could wear to breakfast. Flopped on my bed and waited.
It was hard not to think of what I had just seen. But I knew I had to rain it in. All this flirting. I also needed distracting. I got out my phone and started searching google maps. The reference we had next was in Parks. It was a long way away so I started researching town pools on the way and marking them.
Sophie came out wearing Pikachu.
"Do you mind having a shower so I can change Jack? I think we need to get to breakfast."
I had my cloths on so that was easy.
"Can I have a hug before you do though?" Sophie asked. I stood and we pulled close.
"Sorry about that Jack." She said as she pushed her body into mine. "I guess there's a lot to learn having a Brother."
"And having a Sister. I'm actually loving it, even if it has some challenges."
I could tell she was breathing in my scent again. So I held her a bit longer. Aware I was growing again, I pulled away and quickly ducked into the bathroom.
It was hard showering and trying not to repicture those floating boobs in my head. But I knew we had to get to breakfast and I was starting to be disgusted at my sexualisation of my little Sister. I had to be the big Brother. So I had a very short frustrating shower and was out and dressed in no time.
Over breakfast we discussed what we need to buy. This included a comms set and a small car fridge. I mean tiny so we could keep drinks cool. Also a water container for drinking water.
Sophie's phone pinged. She squealed.
"Jan's going to be in town tomorrow, meaning Wagga, and wants to know if we can go shopping."
"By all means. What do you want to get?"
"Well some new shorts and summer tops. Also maybe a bikini."
"Wow really. You do realise that while I would love to see you in one of those. It's well... it's a big step up for you in exposing your body."
"You mean you will get too turned on."
"I mean... yes, I mean that, but."
"Maybe I want you to be turned on."
"Look Sophie, we have a few months together, you're my Sister for God's sake. It's a line we can't cross. Besides even if you were not my Sister, if we crossed that sort of line, if we did, you know, give into temptations. Then when things go bad, or we argue or we find out, really find out what the other person is like then it's curtains. All over red rover. Imagine travelling with me if I turned out to be a narcissistic gaslighting, controlling bastard."
I watched Sophie's face drop.
"Look Sophie, I love you, or at least the concept of you, but we don't know each other. And that love is first as a Sister. A precious Sister, a person I want to get to know, warts and all. I get we have been sort of flirting. But I think we both need a dose of reality."
"Does that mean you don't want me to get a bikini?"
"No that would be controlling and wrong. But I just want you to know that well for me it's not going to help my control myself."
God knows I'm having enough trouble as it is. I muttered in my head.
"I could wear a T-shirt over it."
"That would help. Look it's your decision Sophie. It brings up a point, we both probably need to get rash vests to protect against sunburn as we will be in the car with its clear roof, and swimming often in the heat of the day."
"True, ok I think that's a good idea. Can I make a suggestion?"
"You don't have to ask permission to make a suggestion."
"Well if we know the temperature is going to be over say 36 degrees C, we hole up in a motel and wait it out."
"We could travel at night."
"Forget that I'm not driving in that thing when it's dark. I imagine a truck would squash us like a grasshopper in his headlights."
"Good point, also don't want to hit a Kangaroo or even a possum in that thing."
Sophie cringed, "I hadn't thought of that. Crap we are driving in areas where they could jump out in the daylight. Na night is too dangerous."
After breakfast we headed out to town. Daisy drew attention where ever we went. Parking was very easy. We just didn't try a reverse park. Most carparks she could simply slip in forwards.
We decided to walk the Main Street. Um good decision and poor decision. The street was so long. But it was fun. Sophie insisted I hold her hand for most of it. It was a bit uncomfortable at first but I told myself it was platonic. I did really enjoy it. It also meant I could hold her back from darting into clothes shops.
"You can leave that for when you go with Jan tomorrow "
"Jack how many times have you already said that?"
"Every time. Look, guys do not like hanging around dress shops, period."
It was window shopping anyway as we had no room for stuff in Daisy.
We did find a bike shop right at the end of the street that had a comms unit. It was fairly lightweight but it was a long carry back to the car.
We found a EB Games shop. I went to go in. Sophie pulled me back.
"So what makes you think I want to go in there?"
"Stickers for our cases."
"Okay you win."
Sophie chose a big Pikachu, I think she is getting attached to the T shirt as a symbol of me. Hopefully not too closely. Even though I would love so much for her to love me in more than a brotherly fashion. I really needed to put the brakes on.
There was less choice for me outside a Pokémon, but I found a smaller Mech warrior sticker that would do the job.
After shopping and lunch we returned to the Motel.
"Can you start teaching me to swim Jack."
"Sure it's a good place to choose and it looks like we have the pool to ourselves."
It was clear that I definitely had hardness problems. I started with floating exercises. This often required me supporting her back and releasing until Sophie gained confidence. It also meant I was close up to her torso. The chest always floats better than the hips, with the result that her breasts were not only floating but thrust upward at close quarters to my eyes.
Every now and then Sophie would splutter and cling to me. Her arms would go around my neck and those luscious breasts even though tightly contained in her swimmers would press into my bare chest.
"Show me again Jack? You make it look so easy."
"It's all about trust. Trust in the water. Does an ice block doubt it can float?"
I leant back and floated, eyes closed, enjoying the relaxing water and late afternoon sun on me.
........
Sophie
.........
I tried not to giggle. Jack was hard again and his penis looked like it wanted to be a periscope. Although his swimmers were baggy, and perhaps because they were, his stiffy was definitively showing. I spent some time observing his smooth chest and the little line of hairs disappearing into his board shorts.
He must know he is hard, I mused. I put my hand under him and supported his back as he had just done for me. Gently I lifted his hips up to be more even with his chest. This of course, and intentionally on my part, bought his penis upward. I giggled.
"Up periscope."
"Fuck"
He immediately spluttered and sank into the water. Next I knew he threw me up in the air followed be a huge splash. I pretended to be drowning. Next his arms were around me holding me tight. Concern filled his eyes.
"Are you alright?"
I giggled and rubbed my groin into him.
"SOPHIE stop."
He held me by the shoulders as he pushed our bodies apart.
"Stop. This has got to stop. Shit."
We were looking into each others eyes. He leant forward forehead on forehead.
"I mean it Sophie. We can't go on flirting. I said it last night. I love you too much already."He groaned, "as a Sister to abuse you.
He bought his lips to mine with a gentle sweet kiss.
"Fuck, shit we have to stop this."
I could see him getting red and angry. He pushed me away, not hard but definitely intentionally. Then he stormed to the edge of the pool, exited and grabbed his towel. He looked back. Sadness in his eyes, there may even have been tears but it was impossible to tell.
"I mean it Sophie. If we want to continue this journey we have to stop."
I was stunned. I watched him retreat hastily to the room. What have I done? The first guy I really like. I mean really really like, has just rejected me. My mind replayed the scene over and over as I sat in the corner of the pool.
I each time I got to the sweet kiss. I stopped. My heart sang. It was my first kiss. My first kiss and he walked away angry.
I went over the argument again and again. Wait it wasn't an argument. I actually didn't say anything. He was arguing with himself.
Well I did somethings, like up his periscope. Then ground it into my groin. Shit that was forward. Yeh, I get it that was probably too far. Shit now I've stuffed it.
My mum always taught me that in an argument try and think how the other person sees things. So I thought as if I was Jack and Jack was me. What would I do?
In the heat of the moment I could have bent my sister over the pool and ravished her. If I was Jack I would have been tempted. Shit that big looking penis must have been throbbing with lust. Was he angry because he couldn't, wouldn't, shouldn't? I had to go and apologise.
Slowly I gained courage as I hopped out and dried myself. Grandpas towels were too small to discreetly wrap myself up in. I walked to the room and quietly entered. I heard the shower going. I quietly went about changing. There was another noise. Was he jacking off again?
I moved to the door. My breasts were out as my swimmers were bunched at my hips. I listened. The shower was hitting a body but no other noise. Then I heard it again. Sobbing. Soulful deep sobbing. I moved away from the door and changed for dinner. I would shower later.
My brother was so hurt he was sobbing. My mind was spinning. I felt so bad. I wanted to hold him and cradle him. But I knew now I couldn't. Perhaps not even while watching a movie tonight. I decided to put the TV on and turn it up. To let him know I was back but also to cover his tears.
Eventually Jack came out wrapped in a big motel towel. Quietly he grabbed his cloths and retreated to change.
Almost silently we went to the dinning room to eat.
We sat looking at each other in silence waiting the eternity for the meal.
"Sorry Jack." I whispered. "I overstepped the line. You told me to stop. I didn't but I should have."
"I shouldn't have kissed you. That was so wrong."
I looked down. "I know, but thanks."
"Why thanks?"
"That was my first kiss. I was glad it was you."
Jack buried his head in his hands.
"So I stole that from you, fuck." He muttered.
Our meals arrived and left that comment hanging in air like a damp deep fog over the meal.
"When we get back to the room can we watch a movie? Maybe start the Star Wars series. "
Jack nodded.
"But perhaps best if we sit on our own beds to watch it Jack."
"Yes on our own beds."
So we did. We started at number one, I had only seen the Mandelorian so it was all new to me.
"It's a bit political and strange Jack."
"It's the back story introduction. It heats up later. Episode One came out way after the first movies were made. Everyone agrees with you Sophie. Boring comparatively."
"It's not the same watching without snuggling into you."
"I know but I think it's best."
We watched Episode Two in silence. Jack fell asleep.
I got up and tucked him in. I leant forward and gently kissed his lips. "I'm sorry Jack." I whispered. I hope it's not my last kiss.
Silently I prepared for bed, curled up in a fetal position and quietly wept myself to sleep.
The morning mood continued to be somber. Jack went out for a swim while I had a bath. I was not in anyway tempted to rub one out. Jan was turning up at ten to take me shopping. I had a lot to talk about and many questions. I was out of the bath before Jack came back in.
At breakfast we sat side by side and Jack pulled out a map of New South Wales. He had highlighted a route that went through every town to our next reference point. It was near a town called Parks but not actually in the town.
"Weren't we supposed to take a picture and send it from here."I asked.
"Opps, we sort of forgot that."
We looked at the instructions for Wagga. It was to photograph the knotted tree near a place called the Wagga Beach. With a side note that if lucky we could catch the Five o'clock wave there.
"Perhaps that means be there at five pm."
"Well we could do that."
So that was the plan. Have a swim too if it was a beach. The next day we would head off toward Parks.
"What are you going to do today Jack?"
"I need to find a camping shop and get a small car fridge. As in tiny one. Then I think I'll clean the car and go over her to make sure everything is in shape for the trip. Then I guess I'll chill here until you get home."



"Home, it's a motel Jack."
"Well I don't really have a home, so home is where I am. Particularly if home is being with my Sister. I'm sorry I blew up yesterday. But I want us to be family."
I reached out and took Jack's hand.
"Thanks." I leant in to my Brother's shoulder. "I missed my cuddle last night."
"Sorry Soph, but I still think it's for the best."
With that we went back to the room and waited for Jan. Within five minutes of Jan picking me up she knew something was wrong.
"Somethings happened hasn't it Sophie?" Tears welled in my eyes.
"Ok coffee first."
We parked outside an Art, Book, coffee shop. It was weird funky and obviously Gay Pride friendly.
"Don't worry we will be safe to talk here. Okay Sophie, spill, what happened?"
"He rejected me. Told me off for flirting with him and said in no uncertain terms that this had to stop."
"I think I'm going to need to hear exactly how that played out."
So I went through everything. Including the jacking off before we started. It was a mess of emotions reliving the events of the past few days.
" Then he came really close to me. Told me we had to stop while looking deep into my eyes. Then he leaned forward, kissed me gently on the lips. Then pushed me away got really angry, said again we had to stop, and stormed off."
"Oh course he did."
"What?"
"Sophie he had too. It was too much. He wasn't angry at you. He was angry at himself. He kissed you?"
"Yes it was my first kiss too. But he pushed me away. Wasn't the kiss good enough?"
"Oh honey, you have so much to learn. The first thing is he loves you. I mean more than brotherly love."
"But when I got back to the motel, he was in the shower sobbing his heart out."
"Wow, he has it bad. I bet you that was guilt and self-loathing."
"From just a kiss?"
"God no, if he is anything like Ben was it's shame and guilt. I bet you anything that he went back to the room angry but with a raging hard on."
"True,I saw that as he walked to his towel."
"So when he got to the shower, he cranked one out. He will not have been able to picture anything in his head but you and your magnificent breasts. But my guess it was mainly your face as he kissed you. Bet you he probably blasted up to the ceiling with that one."
"So he felt bad for what?"
"For loving you so much Sophie. Look girlfriend, this is going so fast. It took me three years to get Ben to this moment. Then a few months to get him over the guilt. Even when we were fucking each other like rabbits.
Men are programmed to protect their family. To die for their family, to bash up assholes who treat their Sister bad."
"But he has only known I existed for a few days."
"That programming is deep and has kicked in. He has never really felt it before, nor I'm guessing has he been in love."
"True, he's not even had a girlfriend as far as he told me."
"So that was his first kiss too? Wow no wonder he was sobbing."
"He said he stole that from me."
"That's the guilt showing."
Inside I was jumping for joy. But scared and no idea how to get out of the situation.
"So what do I do?"
"Love on him, but not flirting, sex or physical contact. Two things are necessary. Do as much for him as you can. Spoil him. Treat him like a man but more as a proud mother would her son. Get cuppas, make him treats to eat. Find out what he likes and fulfil his functional needs. But no touching."
"Why no touching?"
"He asked you to stop. For guys this definitely means touching. But look at him. Not with puppy pleading eyes. Admire him. Let him see you checking out his fit body. Look at him when he is talking to others, particularly if he is telling his story.
"Agree with him on the simple things, but don't be afraid to show him you have a brain. So discussion and debates are good. Don't over chat or be drippy puppy sick. Treat him like a man. Don't command him. Let him rescue you."
"What save me when jumping off a cliff in despair?"
"No sweetie. Pick up that heavy case and let him step up and take over.
"If you have an emergency, which you will, let him take control, but only give helpful corrections that are necessary to get you out of further danger. Let him make mistakes and correct himself. But for goodness sake don't embarrass him or make him feel ashamed, especially in public.
Never correct him in front of someone else. But do let him know if he crosses a line or hurts you."
"Wow that's a lot. So how do I get another kiss?"
"Give him time, honestly he will start touching you again soon. But if you don't get him in the sack before your journey has finished, you will be so close to him, you will be able to tell him how you feel and he will listen. Then he will be relieved it's mutual. From there it is easy to get to sex."
"I'm not sure I can wait that long."
"Again it's my guess, but I recon he will not be able to hold out very long. Particularly as you will be sharing a room and a car so closely."
With that we hugged.
"Can I have Jacks phone number?" Jan asked.
"Why? Yes but why?"
"We are going bikini shopping I want to ask him which outfit he likes best."
"But doesn't that count as flirting."
"Not if I do it, and say that you are too embarrassed to ask,but don't want to get something that may be too risqué."
"Sneaky!"
"We will send some revealing ones in the mix. I can guarantee he will save them and they will be fuel for his spank bank."
.....
Jack
.......
I watched Sophie leave downhearted. Gone was the bouncy girl of yesterday. Shit what have I done? I'm sure she meant nothing by the flirting. It was natural as we got to know each other. But all my treacherous body and mind wanted to do was see her naked and ravish her. That was neither loving or caring.
My mind started a battle with itself. The old tired conversation. Two voices in my head arguing. I had to get out and be distracted. So I looked up camping stores and got on my way.
It was strange riding in Daisy without Sophie. In a way it was lonely. Even now I was missing her.
There were not many options for a car fridge. It didn't need to keep food and had to fit in the back, probably on the floor. Also I wasn't sure the cars power system could cope with anything much extra.
There was one idea that hadn't occurred to me. A solar powered fridge. It had a rechargeable battery that could be powered up at night. Then a small solar panel that could keep it going during the day. It didn't require using a car battery, but that was an option in a cigarette lighter hole. Not that Daisy had one of those.
Could I get the panel somewhere on Daisy and keep it there while driving? The shop let me take a display panel outside to try it for location. The roof was out as it was a bubble. That left the back which also had the luggage. Or the front snub nose. This was possible, but would it interfere with driving.
I draped it on the front and hopped in. Bugger even now I could see the sun reflecting light into my eyes. Definitely not there.
Just then my phone rang with a strange number.
" Hi Jake, this is Jan. Look Sophie is a bit shy about this but wants to know if any of the outfits she tries will be okay? Can I send you some pics during the day?"
"Sure but I'm not sure why she can't do it herself?"
"She asked me to be her photographer, easier doing it from my phone."
"That makes sense. It will be good to have your number anyway. She was a bit out of sorts this morning. I hope you can cheer her up."
"Working on it. Thanks."
I think I would need to put it, the solar panel, on a suitcase. But I thought I could make it work. So I purchased the unit. While I was at the till the phone rang. I waited to look and went outside.
Three photos came through of Sophie in different T shirts. I looked at her and my heart leapt. So innocent and so sexy. Jan definitely had a photographic eye. She made Sophie look cute. Obviously I didn't have many pictures of her so I saved them into a new folder marked Sister. I wanted to mark it Cute Sister, but thought that might be weird if Sophie got hold of my phone.
I chose my favourite and let them know.
Next door was a car shop. I decided to wax and polish the car, as well as detail in the inside. There was also a product for buffing plastic headlights and covers. That could help make the Perspex side windows much better.
New photos came through. A bikini, wow, very sexy but exceptionally modest. Like a nineteen fifties retro model.
I texted back. 'Cute but I think she would look cute in anything. Probably too conservative, she will never pick up a guy wearing that.' I saved those also.
I spent more time looking at pimp my ride options. Most not practical in Daisy. So I purchased my waxes and hopped in Daisy to go back to the Motel.
Ping ping ping.
Hot hot hot. Was my reaction. My dick lurched. This was by some standards a modest bikini, but wow it showed off her breasts. Her cleavage was stunning and the deep orange red worked with her pale complexion. It was also a strong compliment to her blue eyes.
I think I needed to get back to the motel fast. I texted back, 'Hot, but I think I need some other comparisons.'
Two more came in quick succession but I didn't open them until I got to our room. Both were just a bit more revealing. It was clear that containing Sophie's boobs in a bikini was a big ask.
'I love the white one but don't they go transparent. I don't think I could handle that.'
'Yeah, probably not on your Sister, good point.'
Now I was hard and needing relief. Fuck this was turning me on. It was fun too. I was looking forward to seeing Sophie actually swimming with me in these.
Next my phone pinged about eight times. These were more revealing some with string ties. So hot, fuck. I took my time going through them. Each bikini had a few shots from infront and behind. I saved them as I went. A bit guiltily, but it's not everyday you get great pics of the one you love. Crap did I just think that. Fuck. I was throbbing. I rubbed my fat swollen dick through my shorts. I didn't want to wank off to my Sister as tempting as that was. But I could feel myself throbbing.
I got to the fifth pic and holy fuck. I mean fuckety fuck fuck fuck, I was cuming in my shorts. Automatic explosion of cum. I dropped the phone like it was a hot potato. Did that just happen? Crap that was wow.
I picked up my phone. Sophie was back to me with what looked like a string bikini, G string bottoms. I had to look hard to see the string. My penis started lurching again. Making sure it was empty.
She was twisted to the camera and the top, which was no more that two small triangles, was draped loose over those wonderful breasts with the ties dangling. I could see her very side boob and the closest nipple was so hard it held the fabric from it so I could clearly see its shape. Her breast, while big, was firm with the nipple pointing slightly upward. The areola was a light chocolate against the white of her breast. The nipple was small for the breast but wow.
Ping. 'Don't look at those sorry you weren't meant to see them. We were having only fun!'
I hadn't got to the second shot yet. I couldn't help but look. It was a front on shot. Sophie had a bright pink face. She was pushing her breasts together. Strings were tied which showed her button nipples prominent. The small triangle over her vulva was doing little but make the outfit legal. Her mousy pubic hairs were sprouting around all sides of the fabric. Definitely designed for a total Brazilian.
'Don't tell Sophie I accidentally sent those, she would kill me.' The next text read.
The third shot in the group was worse. It was an undressing one. Her arm was holding up her breasts full exposed with the top dangling from her fingers. Sophie's other hand was pulling the string on the bottoms ready for them to drop. The mirror in the background showed her bare back and those magnificently formed buttocks. Shit I was rock hard again.
'Jack delete those please! But I wouldn't blame you if you saved them. They are hot.'
I had my shorts down and shirt off so quick. I lay on the bed naked. I was going to have a good wank over these before I deleted them. Shit I needed lubrication. The motel supplied small bottle of body lotion. That would do. I grabbed a towel and set up on my bed.
My hand slowly worked my flesh. I was hard like never before, but knew I would last as I had just cum. But I wanted to make this slow and good.
Next text came through. 'Jack Sophie's waiting for a decision I have one more set. I think she likes this next one best.'
Three more pings.
I wiped the cream from my hands, hardly daring to look at the last group. They were stunning. It was a deep peacock blue in a satiny shiny fabric which changed colour in the light. It was very sexy but not too revealing. The bottoms curved up over her hipline but had enough fabric not to be a string bikini, while maintaining the threat of slipping into the crack and looking like a G string. The top had a round ring between the breasts which held the fabric apart. This meant each breast had its own wrap around fabric. That also left a gap between the breasts that looked like they would be perfect for a titty fuck. Would my penis look good in there? Too right! I even pondered if my penis would fit through the ring.
Stop being distracted Jack. Decisions. I thought. Two stood out apart from the little triangle one.
'The orange red one for general safe wearing and that last peacock blue one for when she is feeling game. Both hot and respectable enough.'
'Thanks Jack, good choice.'
My cock was demanding attention. So I lubed up again and skipped to the near naked set. I realised I could screencast them to the TV so I did. I could then stimulate myself hands free. Fuck they were something else.. I was edging, as I knew I could cum anytime I chose. I finally realised the bikini was the same colour as Daisy, bright yellow. Wow.
My glans were very purple and swollen as I worked around the stem. I used a two hand twist technique. With the lower hand I moved firmly around the base, squeezing as needed to hold off the explosion. I could only imagine what a pussy felt like. But I knew it was the pussy hiding behind that yellow triangle that I wanted to be thrusting into.
I keep myself there in the moment before cumming. I lifted my hips as my imagination superimposed the image on the big screen to my sister riding my cock for all she was worth. It was her name that filled my lips.
"Sophie yes Sophie. Like that, God I'm going to cum. Ride me sweetheart. Take this penis. It is yours. Let me cum in you. Fuck yes I'm cumming, I'm cumming."
Spirt after spirt shot up like a fountain and rained down on me and the bed. I had never come that hard. My penis was passing its last offerings. Dopamine kicked in big time and I collapsed.
Sometime later I woke in panic. Cum had dried on me and Sophie's photo was still on the big screen.
Oh God, what have I done.
Thank god Sophie hadn't come home. I scurried to clean up the mess. The bed had been made by house cleaning. Had. I would need to say I took a nap. No way could I make it so neat.
Then I showered but with the shower flowed guilt and shame. My penis knew this as it had shrivelled into its hood and hid in shame. I'm a grower, so sometimes I get really small. Hard, I can fit two hands around a good girth. But as I scrubbed the dried sperm from my body, my soul wished I could scrub away my regret and this unholy desire for my Sister. I wasn't angry this time but I was sad. Very sad. It's like one finds gold and a big company takes over the land and all it contains.
I found my love, but I can't have the fruits as my body desired.
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Journey To Love Pt. 4
The river of life can be treacherous take one to dark places simply by going with the flow. One cannot simply swim against its current.
"What are your plans for the rest of the day Sophie?" Jan asked as we sat down for a very late lunch in a cafe.
"Well we still have to take a photo for the quest. Which is near a place called the Wagga Beach. We thought if we got there by five we might even get a photo of the five o'clock wave."
Jan nonchalantly said. "Oh I'd like to see that."
"How do you think Jack will have reacted to the photos?"
"Oh I would say climaxically." We giggled together. "If he didn't Jack off to them his names not Jack."
"But how will he treat me?"
"Oh be prepared, he will be sullen at best. Guilt will have come back. But I doubt he will be angry. He certainly didn't stop me sending the photos. If he was angry he would have blasted me on the text. I bet he has them saved on his phone."
"So what next?"
"Play it cool. In fact pretend he can't have you. One desires what one can't get. If he touches you. Go crook at him. Let him know, you are not for the casual taking. He will have to earn his next kiss."
"Oh I get that. Ever since he said no to me I've wanted him more. Every time I look at him my kitty gets moist."
"I know, even now every time I see Ben working hard on the farm I'm wet. You have to meet Ben. Actually Jack has to meet Ben."
"That would be great. If you're in my life I want Jack to like both of you."
"Oh here's an idea. You said you were going to the beach?"
"Yes by five."
"Why don't we both come down and have a BBQ tea with you. I'll get Ben to bring the meat. He just processed a killer yesterday."
"A killer?"
"Oh that is one of the farm sheep for meat. We call it a killer. I love fresh big fat chump chops on a Barbie. We will get some fresh rolls and a bit of salad. Say meet you at six thirty there."
"Can we swim there?"
"Certainly, but remember it is a river with strong currents. So don't try and do anything silly. People drown there often."
"Should I wear a new bikini?"
"Absolutely, the orange one. We don't want to break him too early."
"Well I still need new shorts. After that I think I should go back if we are to get out by Four Thirty."
Jan rang Ben and organised the BBQ. As we tried on shorts I quizzed her about Ben.
"I'm worried that if Jack knows Ben's your brother and you're having sex it might be too much at this point."
"I agree, we often just pretend we are a normal married couple. In fact very few people even know that we are siblings. Some suspect as much, but no one says anything."
"And you can't get married?"
"Sadly no. But as we both have the last surname, our drivers licences support the married theory. The tax man is the exception. They know from records but as far as they are concerned we are business partners in a family business. So we get none of those defecto hassles.
"Don't worry, I'll get Ben to be discreet and act like he knows nothing. I'm sure he will just want to talk about the car and the trip. He's a bit jealous we didn't start off that way."
When I got back to the Motel, Daisy was missing. I went into the room and was met by Jack's smell. More than that, specifically sperm smell. He may not know it, but for me my body automatically responded. Jack's bed had been messed up.
Secretly I knew he had taken advantage of those photos. I could smell it in the air. Carefully I lifted back his bedclothes. The bed was still warm. I knelt and let my nose and fingers find the traces of recent sperm. Fuck how long did I have.
I rang Jack. He said he had just left to get some food. I told him about the BBQ. He was excited. He had just ordered a big lunch so suggested a late time for eating would be great.
"How long will you be?"
"Well I could come home and have it there."
"No take your time. I need to rest a bit. But be home about four."
"Ok I'll ring when I'm on my way."
Hurriedly I crawled onto a Jack's bed and nuzzled the warmth latent in the mattress. I stripped. I wanted to do this naked. There was no sperm but the signs were there. I was so turned on at the thought of him masturbating to me in bikinis. I spread my juices around my vulva. I was trigger ready and I had not had a good cum for a few days.
I put a finger into my passage and this just made me want to be filled more. I tried a second finger for the first time, but I was too tight. Besides I wanted Jack to be the one who stretched me. So I worked my lips and clit. A small orgasm rolled through me.
Jack was pressing into me. His groin tendons working as he plunged into my depths. I could imagine the V of his abdomen hardening in preparation for filling me. I may have been a virgin but my imagination certainly wasn't.
He leant over me and took the offering of my left breast in his mouth and in his enthusiasm he dribbled on me.
My eyes flew open. I felt that. On my other breast. What the? There on the breast was a splash, a dollop of something. It was cold.
I stopped my fingering hand as I was in the middle of pinching my clit. My other fingers picked the drip from my breast. Fuck it felt like sperm. Somehow was Jack in the bedroom wanking off to me jilling off. It made no sense. It smelt like sperm and crap tasted of Jack. What the fuck!
I looked up. Oh my god. On the ceiling was a patch of stuff ready to drop. Did Jack's cum go that high. Shit he was turned on. Massively turned on. I watched in awe as the splurge drip parted from the roof and travelled in slow motion to land again on my proffered tit. Bullseye, yes it coated my nipple. My other hand was going ballistic.
Without hesitation I slowly lifted my coated tit to my mouth and suckled his flavour, and I came big time. My climax rolled through my body in waves. My pussy squirted, floods erupted. As much as I pushed my hips ceiling ward, I was not going to match Jack's feat.
Once I came down and out of my stupor I realised I had a much bigger problem than Jack. Jack's bed was soaked. Shit. I needed to think. And wash and change and get rid of the smell. Fuck.
I opened the windows to let the hot breeze in. The fastest shower I have ever had followed. I put the new orange bikini on underneath my new shirt and top. It was a flowing light weight summer top that buttoned down the front.
I kept looking at the ceiling wondering how he had cum that hard. I couldn't even reach it standing in the bed. Crap the bed was wet.
My new clothes were laid out on my bed. A solution came to mind that might work. I could sleep in Jacks bed and we do a bed swap. I quickly covered the bed with the sheet and doona. I was a bit neater than Jack so I missed it up a little. Then I dumped my case on the bed and started emptying it to repackage with my purchases.
I secreted a few bikinis and intimate stuff we had bought into one of the many storage pouches.
Surprise for Jack for later. I opened the front door as well to encourage the breeze. About five minutes later Daisy pulled up and Jack came in.
"Why are the doors open?"
"Oh, it was a bit fungy in here when I got back. Did you fart or something?"
The look on Jack's face before he recovered was gold.
"Ar yeah my bowel has been gurgling all day."
I could see his nose flaring as he quietly sniffed. He was slightly puzzled.
"I think I smell you a bit more though?"
"That's why I showered. I was glistening after being out shopping all day."
"By the way that outfit looks fantastic on you."
He reached out and held my shoulders looking me up and down. I gently put a hand in his chest and pushed him away.
"No touching, just looking."
"Oh sorry. So looking is ok."
"Of course. These cloths are for me to feel cool in and for you to enjoy."
"Is that the orange red bikini I can see underneath?"
I giggled. "Well we will go swimming at the beach. I dressed prepared."
"I had better change into my swimmers then."
"Jack, I've made a bit of a mess of your bed. Are you ok with swapping beds tonight?"
He hesitated.
"I'm not sure which side of a room I like to sleep on yet. Also last night I missed cuddling into you. So at least I will be able to smell your scent when I snuggle to sleep."
His ok was hesitant. "Ok, I guess I will be smelling you also if I'm in your bed. I could probably cope with that. "
'Not as much as you would smell me if you slept in your bed tonight.' My brain flashed through my head. Crisis avoided for now.
.......
Jack
.......
We got to the beach with fifteen minutes to spare. The beach we discovered was a big patch of sand on a bend in the Murrumbidgee River. There were a few people swimming. Not many, as it was early October and on a week night. We got our phones out and wandered down to the river. We debated what the wave might be like? What would be the best angle? A local walked by, looking at us.
"Do you know if the wave is always at five?" I asked.
"What's the time?"
"Five o'clock."
He waved and walked away, killing himself laughing.
"I think we've been had Jack."
"Bugger."
"I told Jan we were doing this. She didn't say anything. If this is a joke then I'm going to kill her."
"Well if it is, Grandpa set it up and Jan knew about it and that guy provided the punchline."
"I think we had better find this tree. I hope that exists."
We walked along the river toward our bearing. There was an indigenous path and information walk. Sure enough there was the tree. Fortunately labeled as we would have missed it. It had two trunks growing together to form a hole. The sign said it was a culturally shaped tree marking this place. There was also a women's birthing place nearby. The Wiradjuri people are a traditional people of the region.
We took our selfie and sent it to Grandpa.
A text came back. 'You took your time I was starting to get worried.'
I text back. 'We have been having fun and almost forgot to take this. Heading to Parks tomorrow. Will try to take the photo when we arrive next time not when we are going.
I got a thumbs up.
"Well we have plenty of time before Jan arrives. Do you want to have a swim? Or just see my bikini?"
"Is both an option?"
"Maybe."
"I can't believe that it's only a few days since you were hiding in a hoody."
"Don't make this harder than it has to be or I might go back to hiding."
"Sorry."
We went back to Daisy and retrieved our towels. It was late enough not to need sunscreen.
I watched as Sophie unbuttoned her shirt. I could see her looking at me out of the corner of her eye. There was a hint of a smirk in the uplift of her lips. It was like she was doing a strip tease just for me.
I have to say Sophie looked stunning. My treacherous penis agreed. I tried to walk a bit ahead of her so my obvious hard-on would not be visible. Being a river I couldn't just dive in to get my bits underwater quickly. But she caught up with me and a sideways glance went directly to my cock.
"Jack, do you always get hard when you see a girl in a bikini?"
"Only if she's my Sister." I breathed.
I received a dig in the ribs from her elbow. Sophie blushed.
"So this is too much?"
"No I didn't say that. I just like have to get used to it. It's not like we have grown up together and are used to different states of dress around the house."
We got to the water and it was chilly but lovely. The sand bank dropped away quickly. I decided I needed to sit and give my nads a chance to cool down.
Sophie sat next to me. It was pleasant. The beach was not all that wide but apart from a few teenagers playing no one was actually in the water.
"Jack do you think we might ever get used to each other?"
"I think that's why Gramps set this up."
"I don't mean just getting on."
"I think I get you. I mean I don't get you, like you're a girl and all and I've never really lived with a girl. Not even a Mum."
"That must be hard having no mum? Well one you knew."
"It was. It has always been a missing hole."
"I know it was the same for Dad, but I had two Uncles who stepped up and treated me like their Daughter. So I had males in my life."
"I had plenty of ladies helping with bringing me up, shuffling me around. But none I could cuddle and say 'mum' to."
"So back to my point. I mean your getting hard all the time."
I nearly choked. I was not used to that sort of honesty.
"Mm I'm a boy it happens all the time."
"That's not what I meant."
"I know. Can I help it if my Sister turns me on? Sorry too much information."
"You know I feel the same."
"I sort of guessed that, but that's all the more reason why we need to chill the bits."
"Like the waters doing just now."
I laughed. "I wish it was working."
"So we sort of need to get used to each other in more than the obvious."
"I need to swim a bit."
"Careful Jack, I know you can swim but that current is strong."
I moved myself deeper without standing as my soldier was now back to attention.
"Spoil sport."
"I still mean it Sophie."
"I know but little sisters have rights to stir."
........
Sophie
............
I stood and slowly went deeper. Jack moved out and swam against the current for a bit. He was swimming strongly but hardly going forward. He turned and came back in.
Suddenly the sand I was standing on collapsed and I was not touching the bottom.
"JACK!" I yelled.
Next I was floundering and being swept down stream.
"HELP! Jack!"
I couldn't see him. In my scream I caught a mouthful. Spluttering and desperate I watched the bank moving away from me.
Firm hands gripped my waist, turned me around and an arm went over my shoulder. I could feel someone swimming me to the bank. I knew it was Jack. My Jack. He took me with the current and landed us on the sand downstream. I could see tree snags and a rough bank just a bit further down.
He stood me up and turned me around.
"Are you alright?"
I flung my arms around his neck and clung to him.
The adrenaline kicked in and I started sobbing and shaking.
Jack just held me tight.
"Nothings going to take my sister away from me Sophie. Nothing now I have you."
I looked up into his eyes and the next thing I knew I was kissing him. I mean really kissing him. I think it was me this time. Mouth open but no tongue. But passionate.
I pressed my breasts into his chest and felt his penis move on my pelvis before Jack pushed me apart a little.
"Shit Sorry Sophie. It's happening again. I didn't mean that."
.......
Jack
.......
A small crowd had gathered. Someone pushed through and hugged me. I was in a bit of a daze, it was Jan.
"That was awesome to see Jack, if it wasn't so terrifying. Well done."
Then she wrapped her arms around Sophie and led her onto dry sand.
I shyly followed and the crowd went back to what they were doing.
Sophie turned around and flung herself at me again.
" Oh God Jack."
She looked up at me with besotted eyes. I guess I was her hero now also. Hero brother, what a responsibly. Fuck because all I could really think about was that kiss and the tingle in my lips that had permeated my being.
"Jan I blame you for this bright orange bikini."
"You chose it Jack."
"Oh yes, but you two chose it to show me."
"It's how I knew it was you out there Sophie. We were just coming down to say hi. We saw it all."
Did I just see Jan wink at Sophie?
"Well I can thank you both, because I lost sight of Sophie in the water. It was only when I saw a flash of orange in the river water I knew it was her. That bikini saved you."
Just then a tall well built guy stepped forward. He held out his hand and I shook it.
"I've been looking forward to meeting you Jack. I wasn't expecting something as dramatic. I'm Ben."
"Oh Jan's Ben. Happy we are both alive to actually meet you."
Sophie came forward and hugged him.
"So you're Jan's Ben. She's done a bit of alright in snagging you."
"Easy pickings." Jan said.
"Best decision I've ever made, although I rather think Jan made it for me." Ben replied.
With that we all progressed back to the BBQ area. The girls claimed a table while Ben and I went to get the drinks and food.
"That was impressive swimming Jack, and textbook rescue sidestroke."
"Years of swim club and lifesaver training. I actually have my Bronze Cross. Fruit of nothing to do most of my life but swim in different country clubs."
"I used to swim in the Culcain Swimming Club as a kid. Pity we don't have kids of our own. I would certainly join them up."
"I sense you want them but can't."
"Let's just say it's complicated but Jan and I have a very happy life."
"So how long you been married?"
"About..." he hesitated as if to say something, "well about six years."
We walked the Eski back. (An Eski is what we Aussies call a ice box or car fridge. For us a car fridge is powered, an Eski is ice no power. Thus Daisy's tiny car fridge needs no ice. Ice wouldn't fit in it anyway.)
We got back to the BBQ and fired it up. Ben offered me a beer.
"Sorry Ben I can't drink. I'm still on my Ps."
"It's Ok," Sophie intervened, "I won't drink, I'll drive. My hero deserves a drink."
Over the beers we chewed the fat.
Ben commented. "So that was some passionate kiss."
"Don't remind me, wow."
"And Soph is your sister?"
"Yes, unfortunately."
"Why is that a problem? She is a beautiful girl."
"Its that kiss. I want more than that but. To be honest Ben, she is turning me on something bad."
"Oh, I get your point."
"I don't know if I'm coming or going. The problem is we are having to be and live so closely at the moment."
"That would make it harder."
"Do you have a sister Ben?"
"Yep and believe me I went through the same thing."
"So you actually kissed?"
I could see deep thoughts and memories flash through Ben's eyes.
"Yeh, it was hard to cope with."
"But you got through it alright?"
"You could say that. Jack these chops are ready. I'm happy to talk about this more if you like, but I do want to leave you with this. Society says incest is absolutely taboo, but not all societies. There are people who debate that. Perhaps you should do some research on the topic. It's very clear to me that Sophie loves you deeply."
"But surely that kiss was just the rescue hero complex thing."
"Did this just start then?"
I hung my head, shame filled me. Admitting it was hard.
"No, almost from the first time I met her."
"I can tell you love her also. The guilt is written all over you. And the way you look at her longingly. Learn to work through that guilt. The other side is worth it."
With that he picked up the food and moved to girls.
Shit what was he implying. I had so many questions.
......
Sophie
........
The guys were busy cooking so we were able to chat quietly.
"I said To get him to rescue you, but wow that was a bit too risky don't you think?"
"Jan, I can't swim!"
"Shit, so you didn't stage that."
"Hell no! Fuck I almost drowned."
Suddenly I was shaking again and Jan just held me.
"Well you have one hell of a spunky hero then".
I laughed. "Spunky is right. I'll tell try you about that later."
"Now, tell me now."
"Okay. You know when you dropped me off, Jack wasn't home?"
"Yes?"
"Well it was clear he had.. masturbated."
"Which means the bikini pictures turned him on. But that's not all is it?"
"Well I, shall we say, enjoyed the warm spot on the bed and the smell of his spunk. It was clear he tried to clean it up."
"I perceive there's a but."
"God Jan, he hit the ceiling. As there was a patch of sperm on the ceiling that dripped on me."



"Shit, what, god if that had happened to me I would have come so hard."
I giggled. "I did. So much so I soaked the mattress. I convinced Jack to swap beds tonight. But the room reeks of sex."
"On the ceiling. Shit that's some cum. Was it a low ceiling?"
"No I couldn't touch it standing on the bed."
"So it's still there?"
"God it's going to leave a stain. House keeping will be puzzled."
"Honey believe me house keeping won't even see it. They are not paid to clean the ceiling and who would suspect the need to check. Fuck, I get what you mean about spunky."
We giggled. "With the bikinis, spunk, and rescue, my job is done here girl. All you need now is time. Time is on your side, this journey has just begun."
"Jack and Ben appear to be getting along well."
"They do. After the trip you should plan to come and stay a few nights with us."
The boys were on their way over carrying the meat.
"Ben, I was just suggesting that Jack and Sophie come over and stay a few nights once they have finished their adventure."
"Too right they should."
We ate a hearty meal then stayed there chatting for hours. Ben wanted to know all about the trip. Sophie and I wanted to know all about the farm, farming, life in the country.
The sun had set and the long summer dusk faded into night. We said fond farewells to a friendship that we knew would last into the future.
Back at the Motel the room was still fungy. It smelt more of me than Jack which was not surprising.
"Thanks for rescuing me Jack. It would have been a tragic end to a great start otherwise."
"Are you feeling alright now. You were very shaken."
"I think I feel very safe with you now Jack. If I had any qualms about this trip before I have none now."
"Can I ask a question? Like a personal question."
"Can I sit down then. Perhaps on your bed. I still have a few things to tidy."
"Ok."
We settled sitting facing each other, Jack leaning back on the headboard, I was cross legged.
"Shoot."
"That kiss. Did you feel anything after? Like later, or was it just an adrenaline response."
"I assume that meant you felt something."
"Can you answer before I respond."
"Ok, yes I felt something, a lot actually. I'm sorry I initiated it."
Jack's face dropped.
"I don't mean sorry for the kiss. But that I broke the no touching rule."
"Sophie, that's the first time anyone has kissed me. As in initiated it. I was tingling inside for ages after, that's why I asked."
"Apart from your kiss at the pool, which was a peck in comparison, the same here. That kiss was hot. Yes tingling also."
"But was it because I had just rescued you so we both were on a high."
"I guess we will never know, Jack.... unless."
"Unless what?"
I could sense Jack getting excited.
"Unless we have a trial kiss to see if it's different now we have settled down?"
"Like a brother and sister finding out what kissing is like." Jack suggested.
"Yes or say one wants practice, so you turn to each other for help."
"But we have to remember no touching."
"Except for lips."
"Yes except for lips."
By now we were leaning together real close. No more was said as we took the action necessary.
Jacks lips were soft. I saw him lick them before we made contact. It was an intimate delicate moment that developed quickly into passion. Our lips parted, neither of us wanted to break the spell. I could feel my kitty getting moist. Right down my body the tingle grew. My nipples hardened. I was super aware of the responses my body was making. Our tongues touched and we both played in the opening with each others lips. It was just the tips of our tongues but that heightened the enjoyment. Slowly we became aware that it had been a long kiss and we pulled apart.
We were both breathing hard. We continued to look right into each others eyes, like our souls were flowing across the gap.
"Thank you Sophie, wow."
"I think that proved something. I'm not sure what, but I can say I love your kisses."
We both looked down at each others groins at the same time. Jack was very hard in his swimmers. They were tenting and I could almost see one of his balls hanging down the shorts' leg hole.
We looked at each other.
"I know Sophie, I'm very hard and I don't think I've been as turned on as I'm feeling now. Ever."
I looked down at me. I was still only in my orange bikini bottoms. I had a big dark wet patch in the groin.
I giggled. "I think you can see how it affected me also Jack. Thanks for your honesty. I'm also very turned on."
"You have tingles?
"Oh yes. My nipples are particularly responsive."
Jack rubbed his nipples.
"Strangely so are mine."
"How come it's okay for a guy to rub their nipples in public but a girl can't."
"I don't mind if you do."
"That sort of proves my point."
Jack snickered, "Or both points."
Suddenly we were both laughing. The laughter broke the sexual tension.
Jack rubbed his again, so I followed. Giggles and belly laughs followed.
Suddenly we were holding each other up. Suddenly we were kissing again. Like really kissing. Still holding each other.
In unison we both broke apart.
"The rules," I said.
"Yes the rules."
"I don't think it's safe for me to stay on your bed Jack."
"I agree."
I quietly moved to my bed and sat like Jack. His penis was still tenting.
"Aren't you going to cover that thing up?"
"Well technically it is covered."
"But it's sticking out."
"To fix it I've got to put my hand in my shorts."
"Oh Jack, it looks big."
"Thanks."
"How big is it?"
"Well how big are you breasts?"
"I don't mind telling you that. They are a size D."
"Oh. Boys get a bit more embarrassed than that talking about dick sizes. It's not something we talk about with others just incase we come up short."
"You don't look short."
"I think I'm average. Well maybe just a bit bigger than average."
"So are you going to tell me?"
"Ok it's six and a half inches."
"What do you guys always talk in inches?"
"I don't know but I guess it's about 16 to 17 centimetres."
"Jack, can I um see it?"
"What?"
"You know, show me."
"Like I show you mine and you show me yours."
"I guess so."
"That is such a brother and sister thing."
"But from our own beds, only. I've never seen a penis."
"I would like to see your breasts."
I started in buttoning my shirt without us yet agreeing. I know I was keen.
"Perhaps seeing will break the tension, like help us get it over with." Jack said
"Yes like now we know."
"Or it will just make us more randy."
"Definitely a possibility."
"Ok let's do it Sophie."
With that he pulled the front of his swimmers out and down. His penis was almost deep purple in colour. That was the first thing I noticed. The second thing was it was fat and the veins were showing up down the side. Then I could see a bead of fluid form at the tip. Like it was leaking. The round tip, well it wasn't round it was, I guess they call it a helmet for a reason.
With his hand Jack gave it a squeeze and more juice flowed from the tip. Then he quickly tucked it in.
"I think that's enough Sophie. If I keep going I would cum."
"Wasn't that cum I saw coming out."
"No that was precum. Lubrication. It's different to sperm."
"Oh, I never knew that. What's it do?"
"It's for lubricating the head and penis to make penetration easier. It's very slippery."
"Wow."
"What did you think?"
"It's very big. I don't think it would fit in me."
I blushed when I realised what I just said. It was sort of telling him I wanted him to fuck me with it.
"How about you show me your breasts?"
I silently removed my light top revealing the orange and red bikini. I reached behind and undid the clip.
My breasts are big so they bounced forward with the release.
I couldn't look at Jack, but slowly I let the cups drop and come off my shoulders. I was now topless.
"Turn a bit for me Sophie?"
I turned until I faced him. Jack's eyes were like saucers.
"Fuck better than I thought." Jack breathed.
"You like them?"
"Too much, I can't believe I'm looking at my sister's breasts."
I put my hands under them and hefted them up.
"You don't think they are too big?"
"No, Sophie no, they are perfect and you look fantastic. Sorry this is not helping."
"You mean in the turned on department. Perhaps you had better go into the bathroom and take care of that then."
Jack didn't stop to think, he bolted for the bathroom. It took five seconds for him to groan really loud.
"Shit Sophie, fuck, I just came in my swimmers."
My hand was already on my clit and I added to the mess I had made earlier.
"Jack me too." I said loud enough for him to hear.
"I think I need a shower." Jack called out.
"I'll follow you."
"No too closely."
I heard the shower running and quickly I pulled back the covers. The mattress was still damp from earlier. I knew I had time for one more cum. So I whipped off my bikini bottoms, planted my butt on the wet spot and started. My mind could only see Jacks engorged penis. I wanted it in me but fuck one finger was tight how on earth? Within minutes I was rolling through another orgasm.
Finished, I grabbed my Pikachu T-shirt and put it on. I was too wet to put the bottoms on.
I heard the shower go off and soon after Jack entered wearing a towel.
"My sleep stuffs in here."
I took my bikini with me as I wanted to rinse it. I walked past Jack and threatened to grab his towel. He responded but flipping my T-shirt up as I passed. I squealed but as I entered the bathroom. I pulled up the back to flash him my bottom.
"Not helping." Jack gasped as I shut the door.
The light was out when I came out and hopped into bed.
"Night Sophie." I heard through the dark.
"Night Jack."
Then quietly, "I love you Sophie."
"I love you too Jack." I whispered back.
"Not as a sister."
"I know."
Fortunately my bed was a queen so I could avoid sleeping on the wet spot.
.......
Jack
.......
Morning bought with it erotic dreams of luscious breasts. The feel of soft flesh and Sophie's face all heralded in my dreams with the call of dawn's Currawongs. Then the nightmare screams of Sophie sinking, sinking, sinking into darkness to be lost forever.
Startled, I awoke and sighed relief when I saw Sophie sound asleep in her bed. My mind went to my dick which was hard, morning wood or dreams? It was a chicken and egg question.
She saw my dick. More to the point I showed her my dick. In fact Sophie was the only person to have ever seen me hard. And I saw her tits. No wonder I was having an erotic dream. My hand went down to my penis and rubbed it. Fuck that's nice.
I was needing to go and relieve my bladder but I was enjoying the quiet wank.
"Morning Jack."
I pulled my hand away. "Morning Sophie."
"You do realise you don't even have a sheet covering that hard dick?"
I looked down, not only did I not have a sheet on but it was sticking proudly out of my fly. I rolled quickly.
"Don't worry Jack I'm quite happy to get a view like that to greet my day. The promise of things to come."
I buried my head in the pillow. How embarrassing. My thoughts took a turn. Well if she enjoyed it and I keep getting hard plus she has seen my dick, twice now. Bugger it, maybe I shouldn't cover up. Get over the embarrassment. Walk tall and proud so to speak. Maybe Brothers and Sisters who grow up together are immune to the novelty. Besides that I really had to go.
Resolved, I rolled back over and stood up. Penis proudly poking through. I stretched and sauntered off to the toilet. It did take a long time to let down though.
Relief was palpable. I decided I might as well shower now I was here. So I stripped off and turned the shower on cold. I decided to forgo a wank, as tempting as it was.
.....
Sophie
......
I pretended to be asleep because I heard Jack groan my name in his sleep. I had been watching his penis grow through his PJ's.
Also, keeping quiet, I was slowly masturbating. It's amazing what you can see through slotted eyelids. Jack's hand moving up and down when fondling his hard-on as he woke. It took my degree of turn-on to a new level. Quietly I came. I must have been quiet because Jack was oblivious right until I said good morning. The rest was gold.
What I did not expect was Jack to follow up with standing and stretching, putting it all on show deliberately.
I actually needed to go also and he was now in the shower. I debated if I could be so bold. Fuck, I really had to go now. I thought about it. In for a dollar in for a pound. I stood up. My pussy was oozing juices from my quiet come. Pikachu was still standing guard, but displaying my nipples proudly.
I went to the door. Jack was still washing by the sound of it. I opened the door and entered.
"Sophie!"
"I have to go, desperately."
He was standing with his back to me. I caught him soaping his butt. Wow that view is as good as his front. I wanted to get my hands on those taut buns.
Committed I walked to the toilet, lifted Pikachu's curtain and sat down to enjoy the view. Relief was instant, but after I stayed and watched a little.
Jack turned his head to look at me.
"Mind if I watch?"
"I'm sort of...."
"It's not touching just looking."
"I guess I started it, maybe it's okay, but the rule and the line is getting blurry."
I watched fascinated as he washed his legs and his chest. There was a faint blond streak of hair travelling past his navel to connect to his pubs. The pubes were the same colour as mine. He was rock hard once again.
"I think you should leave Sophie, sister darling. I think you have seen enough and very much too much."
"Were you wanting to rub one out?"
"I was trying not to. You're not making it easy."
"Go ahead."
"Not, no definitely not while you are in the room."
"Then I think it's only fair that I should leave this way."
I whipped my T-shirt off, stood, stretched, washed my hands and walked naked slowly to the door.
"Fuck." he groaned.
I peeked back in as I left, just in time to see Jack fold a soapy hand around his cock.
"Fuck, Sophie."
I stayed at the closed door a minute to hear the sounds of slapping the flesh. I heard the expected groan that came with climax. I quickly got dressed for the day.
.......
Jack
.......
Breakfast was interesting. There was a quiet looking, undressing each other with our eyes,as we both now knew what we actually looked like naked. It was flirting at a different level.
"Can we not talk about this morning yet Sophie."
"Good idea or we may never get away."
So we discussed the route. Coolamon, Temora, Barmedman, then West Wyalong for the night. It would be a hot day and the day after was looking super hot.
"We might need to stay two nights at the next stop. So will we make it to West Wyalong or should we stay at Barmedman." Jack asked.
"What's the pool like?" We both hit up google earth.
" Wow I vote Barmedman if that's the pool." Jack answered.
"There's not much accomodation, there is a place in what looks like an old convent."
"Found it. There is one problem Sophie. The Old style bed. As in only one bed in a room."
"I could live with that."
"Yeah but I'm not sure I can. Be so close to you that is."
"Well if we book it, we might need to pretend we are actually married. Otherwise eyebrows will rise. In a convent we could be well kicked out."
"Mm after this morning I'm thinking we are going to hell anyway."
I rang and checked, it wasn't being run by nuns. I just gave them our Surname. I secured two nights.
We readied the car, which meant I connected the solar panel to my suitcase and held it down with supplied ties. I was worried the wind would catch it even at our slow speed. The small fridge I connected to the solar system. The fridge had a tiny inbuilt fuse in its power line, so I hoped it was safe. I had bought water and drinks which I transferred from the Motel fridge.
"Sophie can you drive so I can keep an eye on how the solar and fridge are going. We need to set up the communication (comms) unit."
The solar also provided power for transponder.
After testing testing testing, loud and clear we got it working. We were away by eleven. A bit late, but ok if only going to Barmedman. We could now chat easily and be heard.
"Can we talk about this morning now?" Sophie asked me as we had left the city limits.
"Well it certainly wasn't the morning I imagined."
"Was the body one you imagined?"
"Not even close, much sexier."
"Jack why did you decide to just stand and put it all out there?"
"Well you had seen it last night. So not exactly new information. But that wasn't it. In one way I'm sort of hoping to get used to you. Like as if we have been seeing each other dress all our lives sort of thing."
"Well I guess that could work. Like it might be for nudists."
"But I don't think that was the main reason. Sorry Sophie this is hard' as I'm only just sorting out what I was thinking and feeling. "
"I certainly get that."
"Well you know how I'm just constantly getting hard around you. Frankly you're turning me on something chronic. So it was in one way my penis that was betraying me, so why not just let it and somehow overcome the embarrassment."
"And what was the other way?"
"I think I deep down I wanted to display myself to you. Like an exhibitionist. But I think more to turn you on some more, and sort of show off my dick. Is that too creepy for you?"
"Definitely not Jack, just hot as hell and very successful. Remember I jumped the same way also. I think for me it is testing and finding limits with someone that I trust."
"I like the No Touching rule, but I also hate it. It helps me be safe-ish. But still explore."
While travel was slow, time passed quickly with our deep conversation. Soon we were in Coolamon. As we pulled up in front of the pool we were greeted by a lot of excited school kids. They were lined up for their swimming lessons.
They quickly abandoned their lines and thronged around the car, staring into the bubble lid. I felt like we were in a zoo, or aliens just landed.
We got out and a teacher approached us. She asked a few questions. Then asked if we could tell the children about the car. So I gave a short talk, and showed them over some features. Sophie got out our swimming bag. Another purchase she made in Wagga.
The change rooms were crawling with kids, so I used a toilet cubical. I was definitively soft and not turned on when I left to jump in the pool.
The pool was T shaped and thirty meters long. Swimming was restricted to one of the T's as the rest of the pool was being used for lessons. So we didn't stay long.
We stayed in our swimmers and retreated to Daisy. Then went back to the Main Street to find food. The Main Street was all reverse angled parking. Crap I was driving now and it was the first time I had to use the reverse. It had deep gutters. Consequently I misjudged and gently hit the gutter in the attempt.
We had hamburgers for lunch. Further down the street was a cheese factory and shop. So we bought a small amount to store in what little room was left in the fridge. Finally we were on our way to Temora.
.......
Sophie
.........
"You know I missed my massage Jack."
"Yeah, too busy at the pool and I didn't want to risk getting hard."
"I get that. I could claim an IOU."
"Happy to oblige but the no touching rule sort of makes it harder to apply sunscreen and not touch."
"It gets harder whatever you do Jack. I giggled. You know this morning I watched it getting harder."
"When?"
"While you were sleeping. It was amazing to see. Especially when it burst through you fly. Were you having an erotic dream?"



"Sort of."
"What about?"
"Well you know dreams they are hard to remember. But I did at least remember the end of this one."
"So?"
"Well it included you. Specifically your face and your... ah... boobs."
"I guess you did get to see them last night, so that makes sense."
"You don't mind me dreaming about you?"
"Not in the least. I think it's hot."
"I saw an old Australian movie once. There was a line in it. 'You can control the sins of your body but you can't control the sins of your mind.' So while I can sort of control myself, so long as we have a no touching rule, it is impossible to stop what I'm thinking and feeling."
"Do you know what the movie was called?"
"Yes 'The Devil's Playground'. The point was the mind is the Devil's playground."
"Fuck I'm going to hell then. I can't stop thinking about... you know doing stuff with you."
"Me neither but I'm trying to be strong on the no touching rule."
"So what happened in the dream?"
"Well I was holding you by the boob. I could feel your wonderful flesh in my fingers. Not that I've ever felt a boob to know what it feels like. But I was sort of feeling you up and enjoying it, when suddenly you were drowning. I tried so hard to hold on to you. I was only able to hold you by the breast. I was squeezing hard to stop you falling drowning, but I failed and you slipped away into the darkness. I woke up terrified. I looked at you, you were asleep, or so I thought. You were so peaceful and beautiful. I was so hard and turned on. I grabbed my penis and started to do what I do most mornings."
"Wow, that was some dream. Yesterday was so traumatic. I guess it came out in that dream."
"Yesterday also so beautiful, out of the trauma came some amazing things, like kissing you."
When Jack said that I melted. My body tingled remembering the feelings in all the erotic places. I leaned forward and nuzzled his neck. I took time to smell my Jack's smell. Creating memories.
"Jack I remember what you said as you went to bed."
"Shit I think we just missed the turn,"he said slowing.
"I remember too Sophie. But you are too distracting."
He slowed and found a roadside wide spot to turn around in.
"I need a stretch, do you want to get out? I also need to water a tree."
"Sure, perhaps do that first before I move."
I watched Jack's butt as he hopped up and then saw his rampant hard-on as he turned to find a tree.
"Only a wee Jack. No playing with that thing."
"Thanks Sophie, it was going to be hard enough letting down anyway."
I couldn't see him but I heard his piss stream loud and clear. Oh I thought, that must be coming through the intercom. Then I heard.
"That's better, but fuck Sophie turns me on."
"Thanks Jack," I whispered back, "good to know."
"What, oh fuck, shit that scared me. Bloody intercom."
I was laughing so loud. I hopped out, holding my sides in tears of laughter. Jack walked over to me. He held me as I settled. Then he looked into my eyes.
"I want to do this again."
Then he kissed me. My hands clung around his neck. It was a long, full on tongue kiss. He pushed me back against Daisy and I lifted one leg to increase the contact of our groins. We were shamelessly grinding each other. Our hands started to wonder and I pulled away.
"No touching stud, remember."
He was breathing hard. "Fuck I think I need a cold drink."
I reached into Daisy and retrieved two chilled waters from the fridge. Deliberately I waggled my bright orange swimmer butt at him.
"Cool it big boy." As I handed him one.
"It's hard, I'm on fire."
"Well it's the start of fire season, so no fires outside."
"But I'm burning."
I took a mouthful of water and moved to Jack. I shared the water in a kiss.
"Fuck," he said, "that just added fuel to the fire."
"My fire training said always extinguish the source of the heat."
With that I quickly pulled his swimmers out and poured the ice cold water onto his hot penis rod and balls.
"Fuck, shit that's cold. Dame."
He danced around. Then he chased me around the car. Laughter like the cold water tends to break the sexual tension. We both got splattered but I think Daisy got the most of it.
"It's your fault Daisy, you make my brother so fucking hot."
"Language sister!"
"Really, should I quote you, '...fuck Sophie turns me on.'"
"Point, Truce?"
"Truce. I think we should drive, take me to Temora, a back again."
"That's funny. Maybe I can take you Temora."
"Yeah promises, promises, Temora never comes."
"But she is so dame hot."
"Well she will be Temora when you've passed through."
With that last bad pun we continued and took the turn we missed heading into Temora and whatever Temora might bring.
" I think we need new rules Jack."
"I agree, but I think I need time before it's no holds barred."
"How about kissing is that ok? We keep breaking that one anyway." I asked.
"I very happy with that but I do need some barriers in my mind or I will take you tomorrow."
"Ok still no touching of genitals, breasts, pussies, Penises and balls."
"What about butts?" Jack asked.
"I like holding your butt while we kiss."
"Well definitely no buttholes."
I spluttered, "Hell no, grose."
"But butt cheeks. Mmm yes please."
"It begs a question. We were very much grinding then."
"Is grinding touching?" Jack asked.
"Well hugs first, grinding just a hug gone further."
"Hugs ok but only if clothed, as in genitals well covered."
"So snuggling on the bed watching TV is ok? I really love snuggling into you Jack."
"Yes but same applies; Clothed."
"Ok, back to grinding. I guess if we are kissing and we are horizontal, grinding is inevitable."
"Sort of hard not too."
"So we count it as collateral damage. So long was we don't say, 'I want to dry hump you so I can cum. Let's just hump.'"
"Would you cum if I humped you enough?" I asked.
"Definitely."
"I would too."
"So maybe that's a sign to stop. If either of us cum while kissing it's cold shower time."
"So if we want to kiss a really long time don't spoil it by cumming."
We both giggled at that.
"So light touches on things like faces and cheeks are ok?" As I leant forward and caressed Jacks neck.
"Crap, that's just as powerful as touching the real thing Sophie. I just felt that in my dick."
"Therefore intimate touching is more like sex?"
"So is flirting, it just makes resisting all the harder."
"So flirting is out."
"I didn't say that, I love that you flirt with me, Sophie."
Jack couldn't see, but all the while I had my hand gently rubbing my vulva. I was very wet.
"Ok I think that's covered the physical."
"Well I will need to give myself some relief then, because I will be so turned on if I don't."
"So then we tell each other when we need it jack off. But the other person must give the you space."
"Like goes into another room, or goes for a walk. Do you masturbate much Sophie?"
"Well now I do."
"You mean over me."
"Yes. I didn't know what cumming actually was, as experienced it, until this week."
"Fuck then it's not just me?"
"No Jack, if you need to masturbate then I will probably have the same need at the same time."
"So we use separate rooms."
"Yes but. Can't promise I'll be quiet."
Jack Groaned. I moaned.
We were getting close to Temora and it was very hot in the car, as in sun hot. The other you could call steamy.
"One more thing Jack."
"Yes?"
"Nakedness."
"Well we have sort of seen everything but I think I haven't had a good look at you down there yet Sophie."
"So is changing in front of each other ok?"
"Yes that's ok, as long as it's not via a strip tease."
"So tease is the operative word."
"Given the rules that would be cruel."
"True."
"But what about exhibitionism, like this morning?"
"Well I do like looking at you Sophie, but then that's naked or not naked."
"I can't believe my brothers dick is the first one I've seen."
"Do you think we could get used to just general nudity?"
"I hope not Jack."
"So we should at least do it sparingly. Not like nudists."
"Yeh, looking is okay so long as we ask, like looking at the other person having a shower."
"Well necessary if needing the toilet, like has already happened twice."
"Are you hard now Jack?"
"So fucking hard."
"Do you need to Jack off."
"God yes."
"Can I make a naughty suggestion."
I'm open to hear it."
"Well pull over in a small tree covered spot. We stay in the car but lift the lid, let out the hot air. Then masturbate. You stay in the front. I can't see your dick from here and me back here."
"What, wow, there is a rest stop coming up."
"Well if it's off the road a bit an no car is there, yes please."
"You must be desperate?"
"I'll let you into a secret. My hand has been in my swimmers for ten minutes now."
"Fuck. Is that the smell I'm getting, cause it's been turning me on for a while?"
"So new rule, the car can be two rooms if no one looks."
"We will hear each other you realise."
"It will help us cum faster."
With that Jack exited stage left and we were in luck. It was a secluded spot well off the road with plenty of shade. Jack got the roof up so quickly.
"Ah Sophie, I think I need a cloth or something to cum in."
I had an idea, I ferreted around in our swim bag and handed him my panties from this morning.
"Will this do?"
"Fuck, yes" he groaned.
I watched Jack pull his swimmers down so fast and heard him spit in his hand, followed by groans and odd slapping noises.
"Shoot Jack that's hot."
My swimmers were also down and both my hands working on my vulva. I was primed so I came quickly.
"Jack I'm cumming, fuck I need a towel."
I grabbed the first one I could find and thrust it between my legs. Jack groaned. His pace increased. So was his thrusting, as I could feel Daisy rocking with his action.
I quickly built up to another cum.
"I've got another one coming Jack."
"Cum with me Sophie!"
"Yes. Now."
Jack groaned so loud and his whole body stiffened so he was almost out of the seat when he came. His first blast flew over my head and out of Daisy.
His second blast still went over his shoulder and hit me in the face.
"Fuck I'm cumming."
I was squirting so hard I got most in the towel but I noticed one spray escape and hit Jack's hair.
As I came down I licked some of Jack's sperm from around my lips. I was loving it more, particularly so fresh.
Quickly we both pulled up our pants. It was quiet for a while, both of us filled with endorphins.
"Jack look at me, know you got me with that?"
He looked around and groaned. I was grinning with sperm flowing all over my face.
" Sorry, I'm so sorry."
I just smiled and took a finger, wiped a bit of boy juice from my face and sucked it into my mouth.
"I'm not Jack. I love that you cum so hard."
Jack hopped out.
"Um Sophie you need to see this."
I hopped up and looked at where he was pointing. Daisy's canopy had caught the first load.
I pulled the soiled towel from the floor.
"You're not the only one that made a mess. Sorry about your towel."
"I guess we can clean up a bit with it. Crap Sophie, you soaked it. With that he took the towel and smelt it. Then he raised a particularly wet patch to his lips and sucked on it.
"Mm I could get used to that, wow."
Then he look a finger and gathered more sperm from my face and fed it to me. With passion and lust he kissed me and we shared his cum. He licked my face clean, passing the big bits to me on his tongue. I was so turned on I wanted to fuck him then and there.
"I think we need that swim, but maybe a shower first before we go into the water."
"What about your towel?"
"I'll wash it as I shower. I can air dry."
We hopped back into Daisy and found the Temora pool.
....................
Thanks for all your comments on part one. I've listened to you re length and combined two parts into one in this post and will do so for the following ones.
This story will stay monogamous, Twelfth Night Twin sort of went there unintended. Maybe that's why hasn't been finished. More thinking to do.
More romantic erotica coming. Hint if you like you can follow the pools and Journey on Google earth. I use this in my planning. Also worth googling an image of the car.
Re anonymous user comments with spelling. I don't use voice to text but have a form of dyslexia called and here I quote Meta AI
"Orthographic dyslexia refers to a specific learning disability that affects an individual's ability to recognize and spell words. It is characterized by difficulties with:
1. Phonemic awareness: Identifying and manipulating individual sounds in words.
2. Decoding: Reading and understanding written words.
3. Spelling: Writing words correctly.
4. Orthographic awareness: Recognizing and remembering the visual patterns and shapes of words.
People with orthographic dyslexia may
- Confusing similar-looking words
- Difficulty with word recognition and recall
- Struggling to learn new vocabulary
"
I am of retirement age now. It has been a long journey of pain and abuse suffered because of this condition. I only found out I had it a year ago. I don't use AI to write. My brain is AI enough for me. It's old school, write, edit and check and check. I find this process actually helps me retrain my brain on these things.
It's a personal process so I don't want to use an editor. Too many times my work has come back full of red ink and it is painful and traumatic. So I do it myself. I will look out for homonyms. They do get past the edit a bit.
Thanks for all you comments. I'm not offended by any of them but find the feedback useful.
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Journey 5
Journey to Love Pt. 5
All characters in this incest story involving a Brother and a Sister are over 18.
When you journey with someone you love challenges are shared as are successes.
........
Jack
.........
We arrived when the last of the school kids were leaving. So we had the pool to ourselves. This was good as I had a towel to wash. Okay I was tempted to rub Sophie's cum juices all over my body first. But I couldn't afford the hard on. Besides I had just cum, so my horn tank was low.
Sophie beat me into the water, I could see her practicing kicking holding on to the edge. I spread my sopping towel on the hot concrete and joined her.
"Now do that holding my hands instead of the edge."
She did that comfortably, and I moved around the pool so she could get the feel of movement.
"That's great now this time put your face in the water and slowly blow bubbles, turn your head to the side when you want to breath."
"Great I'm actually not pulling you now. You're moving from your kicking."
Sophie stood and kissed me in her excitement. A discreet public kiss.
"Thanks Jack I really want to learn to swim after nearly drowning yesterday."
I could see the determination in her face.
"Why don't we practice floating?"
I could see the look on her face dissolve.
"It's ok, I'm here."
"You I can trust Jack, it's the water I don't."
I put my hands on her waist, and encouraged her to lean back into me. As she did I became aware the I was holding bare skin. Last time she did this she was wearing a one piece.
"I love this Bikini Sophie. Now put your arms out wide, that's it. I want you to pretend you're dreaming and floating your body upward, so you can show it all off to your lover, who is spying at you through the bushes.
"Relax you want this. The birds are singing, the sun is warm on you like now. You know he is there, you heard him follow you down into the water. He is watching. You want him see your body, your whole body. You spread your legs just a little apart, enough to show him your sex mound moulding your bikini.
"You close your eyes. You imagine him taking in the swell of your breasts, looking down your stomach toward you sex. Your body is he. He just doesn't know it yet. At the moment he is too shy. But he is watching and you know he is getting hard because your body is so lush. You want him to strip your bikini off in his mind. Your heart wants to shout. Look at me float lover, see I'm floating for you. You can see it all. I have no shame. This is for you.
With that I had already removed my hand from the small of her back. I let her float. I moved quietly to the edge and slowly pulled myself up to sit on it. I watched Sophie floating.
"Your lover likes what he sees and can contain his secrecy no longer. He has to let you know he is here and watching.... you are beautiful, I couldn't help myself watching you." I splashed with my feet.
Sophie's eyes shot open, gasped, floundered, and sank. Fortunately she found the bottom and stood.
"What Jack, how did you get up there?"
"You were floating Sophie. In fact for a whole five minutes without me holding you. Can you float for me again?"
"I can try".
"There is no try just do. Remember your dream. Your lover is watching waiting to see the swell of your breasts emerge from the water."
With that Sophie leant back closed her eyes and suddenly she was floating.
"Your lover can't to resist the maiden floating in front of him. So he slips into the water and moves toward you. You can feel the ripples near you. Hear his breathing. You keep your eyes closed. He comes closer. He is so close you feel his breath. Then you know he is leaning above you and he lightly caresses your cheek. You stay still in the water, you sigh and gently his lips touch yours. "
My lips gently touched hers.
"You don't move in case it is a dream. But you feel yourself relax in the knowledge that he loves you and has not rejected you. You long for the kiss again, secretly you want him to look down at your floating breasts. The kiss comes."
Again I kiss my sister but not as a sister, as a lover. I feel her relax more through my lips and her mouth opens. Our tongues caress but she is still floating.
"You feel your lover caressing the small of your back. Light touches of love and temptation. His hand moves down and gently feels your pert bottom. It's all you can do not to spin and fling your arms around him but you stay relaxed. He is feeling your shape, committing it to memory. His eyes are committing your firm breast to memory also. You feel his breath on your neck. He is seducing you with his breath. Your ear tingles all the way to your covered parts as he blows into your ear.
"You can feel your nipples harden in response. Slowly the breath flows down your body. His hand is a pivot for your body. Stopping you from sinking and pushing you toward his lips that gently kiss your navel.
"He then tickles you and the spell is broken."
Suddenly we are in a water fight. Tickling splashing, trying to dunk each other. It goes on. I have the advantage as water is my habitat. Often I duck under and come up surprising Sophie.
Finally, from underwater, I came in front of her and lifted her from just above her knees. This put her belly button at my lips level, so I attached her with kisses, sloppy kisses. I even got my tongue to play around her fleshy navel. Sophie had a slightly sticky out belly button. A rounded mount peeking through her flesh. She squirmed on me.
"Jack Stop, God Stop. No more please."
I slowly released her and she slid down my body except that my penis, surprise surprise, was rampant and caught in her vulva as she passed. This bent me down in my swimmers and my flesh, whilst covered slid down Sophie's crease. She wrapped her hands around my neck and full on kissed me. I pushed my stem into her more and she suddenly broke off. She half doubled over.
"I'm cumming Jack."
I swam away then ducked underwater to watch from there. Her hand had replaced my dick and was putting pressure on her pleasure centre.
I surfaced and heard a strange voice call me over. It was the pool manager.
"That's a warning for you young man. Cool it. This is a public pool."
"I'm so sorry. I agree that was too far. I just taught her to float. She was a bit too enthusiastic thanking me."
"I saw her floating, that was good."
"Well until now she couldn't, she almost drowned yesterday at Wagga beach."
"That's got to be one of the most dangerous swimming places I know of."
"She can't swim. The sand bank collapsed under her. She's very determined to learn to swim now."
"Well she's floating on her own now. You have taught her well. Is that your Jallopy outside?"
This led it an other long conversation about the car and our trip.
Eventually Sophie came over and said hi.
"I think we need to go Jack."
"Good point, Barmedman awaits."
"You'll enjoy the pool there Jack. Great pool to learn to swim in. Enjoy the rest of your trip. I have to say it sounds like an amazing way to get to know your new wife."
We didn't change as Barmedman was only 30 minutes away via google, so an hours drive in Daisy.
When we got to the car, Daisy was in full sunlight.
"Crap it's hot in there, Jack."
I took my still wet towel and draped it over the canopy in it's up position. You could see steam rising from it. Sophie took her towel and draped it over the steering wheel.
We then grabbed an ice cold cola and sat at a picnic table in the park to give the car a chance to cool down.
"Jack that was the most amazing erotic thing I've ever experienced. Wow, mind blowing."
We were sitting opposite so I was able to look in her eyes. I simply smiled and made love with my eyes.
"It was so real in my mind. I could feel my lover penetrating my soul. Just like your doing now Jack."
"Say something Jack. What were you going through, feeling?"
I knew what I wanted to say, what I wanted to ask my beautiful, darling, gorgeous sexy Sister. But I was afraid. I sort of said it in my story. But did I dare in life.
"I'm not sure what to say Sophie, my feelings are too deep and too dangerous."
I wanted to be her lover, to declare to the world that I'm Sophie's lover. I really wanted to ask her to be my girlfriend. But I was afraid of everything that this meant. The line was big bold and flashing red.
So we finished our drinks quietly, just getting lost in the moment and each other.
When we finished I stood up. I walked Sophie back to the car with my arm around her and her head on my chest.
Sophie was driving so I hopped into back. As she went to sit down I reached forward and cupped her cute bottom.
"You know Sophie, this is one of my most favourite parts of being in the back seat."
"I bet the other part is looking down my cleavage."
I leant forward and drank my fill. "Yep guessed it in one."
"Pervert."
"If pervert is looking at you and getting turned on then I'm happy to be the worst kind."
We laughed.
......
Sophie
.........
"Seriously Jack I think we need to get our story straight before we get to our lodgings tonight."
"Good point. I told Bruce, the swimming pool man we were married. And we are on sort of a delayed honeymoon."
"What did he call you over for?"
"He warned me to cool it or he would kick us out."
"I thought so, that's why I stayed away. And the fact I hadn't finished cumming. I can't believe you made me cum in the pool Jack!"
"Me, I didn't do anything."
"Like not telling me the most erotic story ever. Follow it up with kisses to go with the story line. Then slide that rock hard dick of yours up my pussy. No Jack you did nothing."
"See I told you. I'm innocent besides I saw your hand jilling off while underwater."
"Ok so we are married, then that doesn't count."
Wow I liked the idea of that except if I married Jack could never walk down the isle. Oh well we can at least pretend. Jan and Ben do.
"Let's go with that. How long have we been married?"
"Maybe since May. But we couldn't get away on a honeymoon because my... what."
"I know Daisy wasn't finished, you had been resorting her."
"Ok Mrs Saunders how do you feel?"
"What? Shit, what did you call me?"
"Mrs Saunders."
"But my surname is Daniels."
"We can't both show our licences and claim we're married. I hadn't thought of that. We have different surnames."
"Well we could say you haven't had time to change your licence yet."
"Why can't you change your name, Mr Jack Daniels.
Fuck that doesn't work. That's funny."
"So Mum's name is Daniels. But Grandpa Gus was not a Daniels."
"No but Grandma's maiden name was."
"Now I'm confused."
"Ok well for now I had better be Mrs Saunders, but my driving licence has not been updated."
"I'm surprised Sophie that the bush telegraph has not been active and people don't know about us before we arrive in a town."
"Bush telegraph?"
"Yes gossip. I've lived in small county communities most of my life. Many times people knew who I was before I even arrived. Nothing is really secret in the bush. Daisy is a very bright yellow secret. People will be talking about passing us."
"Yes I suppose so, Jan certainly noticed us when she passed us coming into The Rock."
"Well Bruce asked a lot of questions. I told him about Daisy and our trip, without saying why we were going. The honeymoon thing covered the other stuff very well. Particularly as I nearly raped you in his pool."
"It would never have been rape Jack".
Jack groaned. If anything I nearly raped him.
"Well I told him how hot it was in the car, and how we were on a pool crawl across NSW. He knows we are going here and West Wyalong on our way to Parks via Forbes. He made some suggestions about great pools to look out for. So don't be surprised if some places we go they are expecting us."
"All the more reason to get our story straight Jack. But another problem."
"What?"
"We don't have wedding rings. Sure we can cover the different names but no rings every female will notice."
"Well we could probably afford simple ones but getting them will be the problem. It's the sort of thing one buys in Wagga."
"Ok we will have to think about that one. In the meantime we can say if asked, we put them in our luggage, as we were swimming a lot."
"Let's find this pool first, it's really hot now."
Barmedman was a very small town. It had no restaurants I could see as we passed along the Main Street. There was a pub.
The pool was on the other side of town. As we were parking I squealed. Oh my god, that's, oh shit sad, amazing, mind blowing. I had to tell Jack now. I could feel tears welling up
"Before we go in I need to tell you something."
I grabbed some cold water from our dwindling supplies and turned up the thermostat up, it was nearly ice.
I steered Jack to a bench outside the entrance and sat next to him.
"I just realised something Jack."
I turned to face my brother. I had more tears in my eyes. I looked into his now concerned eyes.
"You know how you're Jack and my name is Daniels. Well mum always kept a bottle of Jack. Jack Daniels on the mantle piece. It was an old bottle. She never opened it but it went to every house we lived in. The last thing to pack and the first thing to unpack.
"And she would look at it, I swear every day. I thought she must have been a recovering alcoholic. She was thinking of you Jack everyday. You were her Jack Daniels."
Suddenly Jack was sobbing. I pulled him close and we hugged. Tears streamed down both our eyes as the reality of that realisation hit. Mum loved Jack. Deeply loved him and missed him, longed for him everyday. My Brother Jack was real to her. A real pain in her heart.
"Why did they have to separate? Why if she loved me that much did I never get contact with her. Why the silence. Fuck."
"And my Dad too. Did he ever think of me?"
"I don't know Sophie, I don't know."
"Well now we know our mum did. Look on the bright side Jack. If we had grown up together we would not be pretending we were married tonight, nor sleeping together. Or kissing like we did today. Or cumming on my brother's cock."
"Sister with benefits. Fuck sorry that was crass. If I ever have sex with you it is because I profoundly love you and want to be with you forever. Married, not a sex fling. The problem is to work out if that is what we genuinely want. I'm not wanting to start something and have it end two years later, because we fell in love and somehow missed the consequences of our lusts. Your Mum, my Mum was right."
"What do you mean? Oh, what did she say when you went for that walk before we left. "
I could see the tears well again in Jacks eyes. He struggled with the next bit.
"Apart from look after my sister and protect her." I said.
Jack paused.
"She said, 'I don't want to loose you again.' She said 'I have longed for you as a reformed alcoholic longs for a fix every day. Every moment of every day Jack. I know you can't forgive me, us for what we did. But while I lost you Jack, you saved me. I hope when you get back I will be able to tell you everything. But until then, love your sister with all your heart and don't hurt her like I have you.'"
Jack then held me tight until his tears dried up.
"Well you saved me already Jack, I know all ready I love you with all my heart."
"Oh Sophie I love you too. In this short time even love you too much, but perhaps that's the size of my heart. It's the second part, not hurting you that has me scared shitless."
"I think we need to swim."
There were a lot of people turning up in the late afternoon. Families setting up picnics. A surprise was that entry was free. Daylight savings had started so there was plenty of sunlight left in the day.
"Jack how about we have a swim, then fish and chips here, for tea then we can check in."
"Great idea Sophie. I'll ring the Manor to let them know what we are doing."
We didn't need to change, so I told Jack I would meet him in the water.
I was keen to get on with my lessons. Well first the water was brownish. Not as brown as the Murrumbidgee's. Second it felt salty. Ok I get it. The sign at the front said mineral pool, and everywhere talked about it's healing property. I tasted the water. Not as salty as the ocean, different. Much better than the stuff I nearly drowned in.
I decided to try floating first. I slipped backward. Wow, could I float. My toes were way out of the water. Something I couldn't do in the pools I had used. And my boobs were way out also. It was so easy to float.
I saw Jack coming over I actually lifted an arm and waved and thumbs up at him. All without sinking.
Soon Jack was at my side. "Impressive Sophie, I taught you well."
"I'm not sure I'm doing anything Jack. I don't even know if I can drown in this."
Jack tried it.
"Yep, I thought so Sophie. I was hoping it would be easier, it means it's a great place to practice actual swimming."
"I'm glad we are staying another day then."
"Well we may need to come early to avoid the heat."
"Okay, how about you try floating on your stomach. Let me demonstrate."
I watched Jack push off forward and put his head down, then his arms out. The momentum of his push slowed and he hung there. His legs dropped a bit but his feet floated just under the surface.
He stood up. "That was definitely easier than normal." Just do it first without breathing. Hold your breath but slowly let the air out. Stand up before you need a breath."
I tried it and was sort of successful.
"Ok try again but remember trust the water. Just like on your back."
Next try I managed it with ease. I stood up beaming. I moved over to Jack and hugged him.
"You're a good teacher Jack thanks." I kissed him very discreetly. " That's all you get. I don't want us to get kicked out."
"Fair call, I do get to sleep with my student tonight."
"Oh you have a teacher student kink, interesting."
"Wouldn't you like to know Sophie."
"Okay now breathing with the float. I will teach you to do it the same way as freestyle breathing, then you will make mastered the hardest part of swimming."
So I watched again. Jack did the same as before but then he gently turned head sideways and took a breath. He did it again. The third time he blew big bubbles which meant he took breaths more frequently.
When he stood he asked. "Did you notice the bubbles?"
"Well I did at the end."
"That's because I deliberately blew hard. It's important to get rid of the air from your lungs before you turn to breath. Otherwise you have to do two actions in a breath, out then in. That can lead to mistiming and panic. I'll support you this time so you can concentrate on the breathing, before you add it to the floating."
"Remember the rules Jack. No pushing boundaries I really want to do this."
"Rats, foiled again."
"If you behave tonight I might have a surprise for you tomorrow morning."
Jack behaved. I felt his hands on my stomach as I floated forward. My face went under the water and I blew gentle bubbles. I felt myself starting to panic so I stood up.
"I'm sorry Jack I started to think about nearly drowning. Perhaps it's the water I swallowed that day."
"Like then, I have you, but this is much safer. Trust me first, then yourself second. You know your body floats. Just like ice in a glass. The ice doesn't think, so it doesn't sink. Be you, be relaxed and remember I have you?"
I tried again. Jacks hands were reassuring and he lifted me up a bit to show he had me. I turned my head and cautiously breathed when I felt my lips were clear. I sucked in a big quick breath. All was good but Jack asked me to stand.
"Well done you did it."
"I can sense a but."
"It's an important but. You breathed like you had been surprised. There is a big risk in that. As you will suck in water so fast your glottal stop, the thing that stops you breathing in food or water, won't know there is water coming its way.



"Breath in slowly in a relaxed way. Better to half fill your lungs with air than add water to the mix. Trusting the body is to trust it's safety mechanisms. To know what they are doing."
"Ok let's try again Jack."
I floated and Jack's hands lightly held me, I breathed out bubbles then turned and took a slow careful breath, it worked. I wanted to get my hug and kiss but kept going, three breaths, five breaths. Wow. I stood and wrapped my arms around Jack's body and hugged him tight. I looked up at him and I could see pride beaming from him. And of course he kissed me.
"You did it! Fantastic. Ok this time without me. I will take my hands away once I know you are settled."
"Oh, I like your hands on me."
"I know but remember I'm more disappointed you have mastered this so easily and there goes my excuse to grope you."
I gave him a cripple nipple for that.
"No fair ow, you know I can't do that back."
I laughed, floated forward and started, Jack's hands moved away and I was doing it on my own. In fact I was lasting a long time. I thought about the nipple cripple. While I was floating. I know when I masturbate I quite like to pinch and twist my nipples. Granted gently, but it sends a buzz directly to my clit.
I wondered if it got Jack excited, as he doesn't have a clit. Could it be sexual for him? Thoughts went through my mind but I decided to ask Jack directly.
I stood up and he clapped. "Amazing Sophie."
"I'm sorry for pinching your nipple, you're right that was unfair."
I rubbed his 'owie' and kissed it better. Jack groaned.
"I'm trying not to get hard here Sophie."
"Ok but can I do an experiment?"
"It depends."
"I was thinking about it while I was floating."
"Floating is a great time to think. I think that's what I like best about floating. Okay go on."
"Well when I pinch or twist my nipples. When I'm pleasuring myself. It sends a tingle right to my clit. But you don't have a clit so where does it affect you. If it does anything sexually at all."
"Well I think I know the answer to that, but I'm happy for you to try it on me."
"Ok I'll do it on your virgin nipple. I just rubbed and kissed the other one."
"Good call, good scientific method."
"I ran my finger around his nipple the squeezed it firmly. It was smaller than mine so less to grip. Then I twisted lightly with the pinch.
"Fuck, you can go harder, oh crap yes."
I pulled off him and asked. "So you groaned, where did it get you?"
"Directly in my balls. Fuck my nuts did cartwheels and my sack tightened. My prick head also tingled."
"Was that what you were expecting?"
"Sort of but it was much more intense when you did it. Wow."
"I think we had better get our fish and chips. I'm needing the distraction. "
As we got out I looked at Jacks dick. Yep it was hard.
"I think I had better get the food, what are you having?"
"Just good old fish and chips. I'm hungry and a drink, a ginger beer if they have one."
......
Jack
......
I sat there marvelling at how quickly Sophie was learning. Sure I was also marvelling at her peach shaped buttocks as she walked away from me. I contemplated how quick she was learning. I don't think it was my teaching. But I have never known anyone come back from almost drowning as she has done.
I remember a friend I had in high school who would sit out of swimming lessons. Never get in the pool. Never even the shallow end. She had lost a sister to drowning. I don't think I could understand the loss, as I hadn't experienced it myself. But it begged belief that one would make oneself so vulnerable to accidental drowning.
Here in Australia water is so much a part of our lives. Ok' I guess Sophie is a case in point, never really learnt to swim. I thought about yesterday, shoot it was only yesterday. So much had happened. To top it off our journey had started proper. Sophie and I have come so close. We have both declared our love for each other in many different ways.
I thought about Ben and my conversation with him. It was like he was not surprised by the topic of incest. It was like he approved. Work it through. He was even honest and said he had kissed his sister. Wow. I was so guilty and shame filled at my failure to respect Sophie. And yet she wanted it too. Was it a lack of respect or an act of love? Could an act of love, mutual love, be anything to bear guilt over?
Even my constant hard-ons, Sophie has taught me are okay. Expected, desired, even to the point of that incredible masturbation session in the car. Wow, that was only today. And she has tasted my cum. Fuck I was hard now, reflecting on how I had licked her face clean and shared my spend with her. I should feel super guilty and ashamed about that. But I didn't. It was only the fact that she was my sister that was my stumbling block.
I watched her walking toward me, my Sister, my sexy, beautiful Sister. I took in her hips, her breasts, full and on display in a modest way. I picked up my phone and took a picture. I vowed to add to the spank bank. I thought of that secret picture Jan sent me.
"You look deep in thought Jack."
"I have been. Thinking mainly about you. So yes, deep in thought, or doo doo. That's the problem in a few days you have turned my world upside down."
"Well get these into you Aristophanes, you are going to need your strength."
"What to deal with you?"
"Maybe?"
"And who is Aristophanes or whatever you said?"
"Some Greek philosopher."
"So you know your philosophy."
"No just that he wrote a weird play about frogs. We covered Greek theatre in Drama."
"These chips are fantastic, old school in old school butchers paper."
"Good sized fish pieces as well. I got you two."
"Well you may have to help me eat the second one."
"I didn't realise they were this big. Most places the fish is getting smaller and the batter thicker."
We ate and chatted.
"Jack Daniels. I can't believe that if had mum taken us both I would be called Jack Daniels. I've had it as a nickname sometimes."
"Really?"
"I preferred it over my other nickname."
"What was that."
"Jack-off....Are you giggling at me.
"I'm sorry Jack I hadn't thought of that. Even though I've sort of caught or heard you jack-off a few times. Oh my god."
"In front of teachers my friends just called me 'off.'"
"Well I liked when you jacked off over me today."
"Not helping Sophie. Not helping."
She looked down at my groin. "Oh I think it is."
"Sorry that was hard well before you got here with the chips."
"Why is that?"
Then I laughed. "Because one of the things I was thinking about when you were getting the food was jacking off on you today."
"You didn't seem put off by tasting your own spunk?"
"Well I can't help it, I hit my own face often, particularly when I'm very turned on. I think I have a exceptionally powerful cum cannon."
"So not all guys cum that hard?"
"I don't think so."
"One day soon I hope I can see it coming from the source."
"I think we had better stop this conversation now. I can't just go anywhere and jack-off, can I."
"Sophie looked around. Probably not. This is a big pool. How about we go for a walk around it. Explore a bit."
The pool was a square, a big one. It was more like a lake. Automatically we held hands as we walked. Near where we had our stuff was a big shade cloth. Most families swam in that area which included a shallow end for young kids. In the middle of the pool was a floating deck, the young teenagers were mucking around on that, diving off it and bombing. It looked fun but too crowded for us.
Further on there was a competition section with lane ropes. They even had starting blocks. They stretched across the pool. But I swear they were longer than a normal fifty meters. It was an enormous amount of space, in the pool I mean.
We got to the furthest end and Sophie led me off into the park land. No one was to be seen around us. I guess it was too far to walk. I could see Soph checking all around.
"Please kiss me Jack."
Within seconds we were making out passionately. Before long we had progressed to lying down. Yes we were grinding.
"I wanted to thank you Jack for today. For being an excellent teacher and being my brother. For restraining yourself. For being hard for me a lot of the day."
We kissed some more.
"Sit up Jack."
I did. Sophie sat behind me and started massaging my shoulders. She ran her hands over my back exploring and caressing. Then around to my chest. Even over my breasts flat as they were.
She blew in my ear. "Remember the lover Jack, watching me from the bushes. Close your eyes.
"See me floating my D cup Breasts pushing upward in the bikini. Wanting to be released. I'm floating and you reach beneath me and release the top. The red orange fabric breaks free and you see the breasts floating free. You sink into the water and stand, your loves arms reach around and caress you body.
I felt Sophie move away for a moment. Then she started again. Moving her hand caressing my abs and chest.
Then I felt it. Her breasts, they had to be naked. They were pressed into my back.
"Your lover wants you to find release. Jack use your hands because she can't? She wants to but. You need to be her hands. Imaging she is pulling your long hard penis from out of your swimmers."
My hands followed her commands of passion.
"Do what you have done in the dark hours of the night. Jack-off to the image of your lover. Spit on your hands it helps. That's better. Feel the tension build Jack, keep your eyes closed."
Sophie leant into my ear and whispered, "cum for me Jack, cum for Sophie. Cum for you Sister, you precious little Sister."
With that I felt her hands rub my nipples.
"Shit I'm going to cum Sophie."
She pinched my nipples and slightly twisted them.
"Fuck yes!"
My back arched into her naked breasts and I came. I mean I shot forth so strongly.
"That's it Jack, empty yourself. You have to sleep with me tonight, get it all out. That's right."
I shot half a dozen times before I collapsed.
"Keep you eyes shut Jack and tuck yourself away."
I felt her pull away from me, as she moved to put her breasts back into their holsters. Then we sat a while just enjoying the intimacy of the moment.
"Thanks Sophie, I needed that. Even if it did blur the rules big time."
"That's a mixed metaphor Jack."
"Well my brains a mixed mess at the moment. You will have to take what you can get."
"You forget, I just did."
"Okay swim, then we need to check in sometime tonight."
So we walked hand in hand back to the pool. I was soft by the time we got there. We cooled off, I swam a bit while Sophie floated and experimented with the water play freedom it gave her. I showed her how to gently move herself while floating on her back by paddling from her wrists. She had fun moving leisurely around the pool, well this small corner of this gigantic pool. As we left the water I made Sophie a promise or a challenge.
"I want to teach you to swim well enough to reach that pontoon before we leave Barmedman."
"Let's do it Jack."
The sun began to slip over the horizon so we packed up and headed to the car.
The Manor was indeed a former convent. Our hosts were a lovely young couple. Well not as young as us. But young in comparison.
"A cooked breakfast is included, when would you like it?"
"Well we were hoping to go for a very early swim to beat the heat tomorrow."
"How about you do that and let us know when you are coming back and we will cook you a hearty breakfast brunch."
She showed us our room. It was enchanting, old but stylish.
"Unfortunately the bathroom is a common bathroom. But you are the only guests so you have it to yourselves. We live in the other wing so you will be quite private. Come and go as you like. There is a nice library across the passage. As well as a sun room overlooking what was the cloister."
"That sounds great. We are staying here to avoid the heat tomorrow. Our car is not air conditioned and was built for European summers."
"Well the guest lounge is down here. There is a television and an air conditioner in that room. The wifi is good so don't forget to connect your devices. Password is themanor, one word all lowercase."
"Enjoy your stay and we will see you at breakfast. The dinning room is just to the right of reception."
Our room was cosy.
"I guess the nuns were not given much personal space. But the common areas are fantastic."
"Well at least we have it all to ourselves." Sophie added.
I flopped on the bed.
"Mm soft and cosy but probably too hot. We might only need a sheet tonight." Sophie joined me.
"Oh we roll into the centre. Mmm That will make cuddles easy."
"I guess nuns didn't face the temptation I'm going to face though." I said
"I bet they had wooden slat beds against the wall. Think yourself lucky."
" We need to unload the car. Let's unload then we can explore."
"I will need to wash my hair, the water was lovely but I can feel the salts and minerals all over me."
"Opps, I just realised we turned up in our swimmers Sophie. Lucky the nuns have been demoted from hosts. We will need to make sure we dress properly for brunch."
Car unloaded we explored our wing of the Manor.
"Bags first, then shower." Sophie claimed.
This gave me a moment of privacy. So I shucked my swimmers which were still a bit damp and hopped up on the bed.
Sophie came back and saw me naked. I was surprisingly not hard.
"Wow Jack I've never seen you soft or any soft penis. That gets to grow too, wow that's some change."
I could feel myself swelling as she looked.
"Ok for educational reasons can I watch until it's hard?"
My dick voted yes as it lurched in anticipation.
"I guess my little man agrees with you."
I tried really hard not to touch myself. Sophie came really close. In fact she knelt next to the bed.
"That's amazing. I can see it getting bigger but the head is covered with skin and the helmet is saying let me out."
"That's my Glans."
"Oh and there are some juices there also."
I was now about three quarters mast.
"Fuck Sophie this is so unusual and so hot."
"Well your little sister needs some comparison. You wouldn't want her to go out with some random dick would you. I might learn bad stuff."
"Again, (pointing to myself) best teacher!"
"You got much more to teach me BIG boy. Look at it throbbing. It's also changed colour it's much darker and purpler now."
"That's what they mean by the blood going to my head, my little head."
I deliberately twitched my penis and it rose a bit and fell. I used it to wave at her.
"Fuck that's cute Jack. Shit can you do that."
"Well it has a mind of its own, but yes I can do that as well."
"Wow I can see veins popping out."
"Well by now my body is trying to pump as much blood into that baby as possible."
Just then a batch of precum beaded out of my tip.
"Wow is that you coming all ready."
"No that's precum, it's different to sperm."
"How?"
"Ok I'm going to be naughty."
I squeezed my cock from the base and expelled a lot of precum onto my finger. Holding out my finger I offered a taste.
"Taste it Sophie, you will be able to tell the difference."
She poked out her tongue and I transferred some.
"That's awesome, nicer than sperm, and way more slippery."
I watched her explore the morsel with her tongue.
"More please?"
"Ok but I only have a bit left."
I squeezed some more out.
"We have a limited supply of this. It's used to lubricate the penis before penetration. Not that I've experienced that. But I find its taste turns me on, so I looked up why I couldn't get much more. It's also fantastic for wanking as a lubrication but never enough to really help."
I gave her the last bit and she licked my finger like it was a penis head, giving me a simulated blow job.
"Mm tasty, can I get some from the source?"
"No Sophie! The rules. Go and have your shower. Please. I'm begging you, please."
"Well no cumming in here while I'm away. Save it for the shower. I don't want a mess on our bed. I've drowned one matress already. I'm going to the shower to cum myself. Fuck that was so sexy."
I groaned as she left. I was throbbing. I put on my boxers so I at least had some protection from my hands.
What was I doing? Oh yes I wanted to look up stuff on incest. A general search was revealing. Lots of rules, legal stuff and discussion. But a visual search revealed a whole lot of porn specifically around incest. Fuck this was going to be a rabbit hole I might not climb out of.
So how do I find stuff that might help? Like actual people going through the actual issues. That was harder, as Google sort of has filters for some of this stuff. I switched to a private tab and discovered it a bit more useful. I didn't want to go to the dark web. I've never done that. So that was out.
I googled Brother and Sister sex first time. But just got the fake videos, I added stories to the search and it showed a few sites. Literotica appeared to be the most popular so I started there.
"What are you doing Bro?"
"Searching for some help on my issues."
"What tell are your issues?"
"You."
Sophie jumped on me. She was wearing my Pikachu.
"Ok incest specifically. I know it's illegal, I know it's morally wrong, but I need to find out more. Or I might just cross the line and fuck you right now."
I flipped her over on her back and settled between her legs.
"So it's important. I want to love my sister and not hurt her. I want to think with my head not my dick. So give me some space."
I could see she looked frightened as I almost lost it. So I kissed her. Tender passionate with added grinding. After five minutes I jumped up.
"Gotta cum." I said and bolted for the shower.
Journey 5pt 2
....
Sophie
....
Well at least he was following the rules. But were they his rules or my rules? I would have been happy if he had tossed the book out and fucked me then and there.
Jack was wanting to use his head to make sure I was safe. Actually that's wise. Perhaps I should thank him. He has been wanting us to cool it, and I keep raising the temperature. Perhaps I should do the same. But, and it's a butt that will raise his temperature. I was planning to wear a different bikini in the morning. It would show a lot more of my butt as well. So yes, I giggled, a big but butt butt.
I was feeling very relieved after a rapid series of orgasms in my shower time. Maybe I should think, use my head some more. Because in the back of my mind something was throwing up a warning sign. Not about Jack but about me. I was tired though, so maybe I could figure it out in the morning. Given the hot night and a high over night minimum, I stripped off the bed clothes except for a sheet.
I hadn't done my teeth so decided to raid the bathroom and enjoy whatever state Jack was in. I tiptoed to the door. The shower was still running. I snuck in and quietly crept up to the shower curtain.
"SURPRISE!"
"Fuck, shit you scared me. Jack gasped for breath. Ow, now I have soap in my eyes. Sophie."
Jack had obviously finished cumming because his penis, although red, was once again flaccid.
"Looking good brother. Just doing my teeth."
"That's not just doing your teeth smarty pants."
"Well that's fine because I'm not wearing pants or panties."
Jack put his head out from behind the curtain.
"Just checking."
So I flashed him my buns as I took my tooth brush from my toiletry bag that was on the floor. Thus he got the full Monty. He turned the shower off and pulled back the curtain.
"Can you hand me my towel please Sophie?"
I grabbed it and said with tooth paste and brush mouth.
"Awwowl meh." I then started to dry him myself.
"Oh that's nice keep going. I worked down his chest and arms, lightly tousled his hair. I turned him around and worked down his back. It was my chance to observe a live naked male body up close. This was much more intense than the massage.



I turned him again. Then started moving down to his groin.
"Remember the rules Jack. You will have to dry your special bits."
I knelt. With that I picked up a foot to dry it. I paid special attention to the toes. Jack used the vanity for support.
Instead of putting the dry foot down I put it on my shoulder. This meant I had wide open access to his upper thigh and his balls and penis were virtually in my face. While I dried his legs and thighs I studied his testicles. They were hairy and in the same mousey hair that matched his pubes. But in their sack, which was very loose and hanging. I was treated to see the individual balls move and do turns within their home. Just like watching a Joey move in its mothers pouch. Except Joey's head was sticking out and growing again.
I put that leg down and started on the other. By the time I put that foot on my shoulder, Jack's ball sack had shrunk and tightened. I worked the towel as close as I dared. I reached between his legs and dried some of the crack between balls and asshole. I put his foot down and turned him around again. I then delighted in drying his glute's. Finished I slapped him hard on the bare butt.
"Finished, you need to do the rest."
Jack didn't say anything but pulled me to himself and kissed me.
"You're full of surprise Sophie. Thanks."
I rinsed my mouth and put my brush down, before I kissed him back. I enjoyed feeling his nakedness pressed into Pikachu. Pikachu was going his best to defend my girl bits.
"See you in Bed." Then I left the room.
In bed I replayed some of the things I had seen for the first time. I was becoming infatuated with observing the details of Jack's body. I was already infatuated with him.
Fifteen minutes later Jack returned.
"Sorry that took some time I had to wank again because of you. But genuinely thanks. You are giving me a lot of new pleasures."
"More to come Jack, turn off the light and cuddle me like you used to do when we were babies."
I flashed the photo on my phone. To remind him of the position. Then he turned off the light and we cuddled.
"I love you Sophie." he whispered to me.
"I love you Jack." I replied.
This was the second night in a row we had said this to each other as we dropped off to sleep. I hoped it would become a habit.
I slept peacefully when I slept. But I remember feeling warm snuggled into my sibling. It was a comforting feeling. At times we spooned, other times one draped a leg over the other. It was the first time I had slept with anyone in the same bed. In those moments of half asleep I would drag Jack's arm over me to hold my breast.
It was a hot night, so eventually the sheet was kicked onto the floor to stay. I think I needed more sleep but I was aware of Jack moving over me. I felt him leave the bed and go out the door. I missed him already. Then the door reopened and he slipped back into bed.
Toilet break.
Happy I dozed some more. Jack moved to a spooning position and I took his upper hand and draped it over me. I clutched his hand in mine and held it to my heart, sort of wedged between my breasts.
I could feel his hardness grown between my butt cheeks. Slowly I snuggled my bottom further into him. My top was up around my waist. So I knew I was naked.
It all became too much. I wanted him. I wanted him to make sweet love to me. What was that about a warning? What was my head saying that I couldn't hear. I wanted his sperm to fill me. His penis to give me his seed to fulfil my deepest drives. To inseminate me.
My eyes flew open. Shit that was it. I had no protection. I could get pregnant. I calculated in my head. Fuck I was fertile. I had to be almost at my peak. Shit. I was ready to take him. I slipped my hand between my legs. Fuck I was wet and super slippery. No wonder I had the hots for my brother right now. I might be a virgin, but I know in these few days of my cycle I'm really turned on. Like all of the time.
I put my hand back between my legs and felt through them to the hardness that pressed against me. I ran my finger over a small part of his satin covered length. Fuck I wanted that. Shit what am I doing?
I bolted out of bed.
"Sorry Jack gotta cum." Grabbed a towel and headed to the bathroom.
......
Jack
........
Well I get it, but that was sudden. I reached down to adjust my hard dick. The front of my boxers were wet. but it wasn't from me. I shucked them off and held the spot to my nose. Fuuuuck, whatever it was, my dick instantly became full on hard again.
I ran my finger over it. Shit it was so slippery. Wow it must have come from Sophie. Fuck it is was more slippery than precum.
I had to have a taste. It was in limited supply, so I sort of knew once I sucked it into my mouth that was it. I folded the pants like they were a slit and ran my tongue up to the wet spot. With the satin of the boxers this meant I could pretend I was licking Sophie's pussy lips.
I inhaled our joint scents as I did it. But Sophie's scent was stronger. It was like she had marked me. I kept my hand off my dick. But that actually added to the tension. Lost in the smell and taste my tongue when wild. I thrust my hips up and suddenly I was coming. Not in my usual hand assisted blasts but distinctive shoots that painted my belly button.
Fuck that had never happened before, a spontaneous combustion of lust. I used my boxers to clean myself up as I figured that we needed to wash them anyway. Not that didn't want to retain Sophie's contribution to their smell.
I had just stood up when Sophie entered catching me naked once again. She picked my swimmers up off the floor and threw them at me.
"Go out to the bathroom and cover up that tempting body. But don't come back in here. Go wait in the reading room."
"Why?"
"You were a good boy and I have a surprise to prepare for you."
......
Sophie
......
I watched Jack leave, naked with his stuff covering his front. Lucky we were the only guests. I enjoyed the view of his arse following him out the door.
Now it was time to have a change of bikini. It was the peacock blue one he picked. I took it from my suitcase and had an immediate panic attack. There was nothing too them. They had probably a quarter of the material of the orange set.
Jan took a bit to convince me to try it on in the first place. Without Jan with me, I was now much less brave. I stood in front of the mirror and pulled Pikachu off. He was needing a real good wash. We could do some washing after our brunch. I realised we both would have to get domestic on this trip as it would be a long one.
I looked at myself naked. I'm not sure I liked how I looked. But Jack certainly gave me confidence that it wasn't too bad. His stiffy thermometer always seemed to go up in response. This bikini might cause it to blow a head gasket.
I put the bottoms on first. Fuck my arse was totally out in the open. It wasn't a G string but girl was it close. One thing I didn't tell Jack. In Wagga Jan and I had our bikini lines waxed. After our purchases, to deal with those pesky pubic hairs. So it looked great without those hairs sticking out. I kept my bush though.
I have to say it looked hot. I took the top and began to put it on when I noticed something. What the? I lifted up my left breast. I had a bruise, no two. I dropped the top. With big breasts it's hard to see under the fold of the breast. My breasts were still firm but they had volume and thus weight.
Shit there are more. Four bruises. I hadn't noticed them before. When did I get them? They were at that yellow turning to purple stage. Then I notice a yellow one on the top of my breast, slightly longer in shape. The problem was I couldn't remember even getting knocked or hurt. Surely I would have felt it?
They were also a bit tender, but I hadn't really noticed that before either. Puzzled I put the new bikini on. It just covered the bruises. Although the top one was half out of the fabric.
I giggled as it looked like a hicky. Not that Jack had even kissed my breasts. Unless....unless, no impossible. I'm sure he didn't attack them at night while I slept.
I stood back. Shit I looked hot. Very fuckable. I really liked the separate cups that the ring held my big breasts apart. I had heard of titty fucking. My girlfriends at school were jealous of my big breasts because they would be so tit fuckable. I imagined Jack's fat cock sliding up before he blasted into my face.
Opps I shouldn't get too carried away. There was not much fabric down below to catch my juices.
I put on a new button up light shirt over the top and a very conservative pair of light shorts. So my surprise was wrapped up and well hidden. I fetched Jack from the reading room. He was intently reading on his phone. Then we headed off to the pool. It was early, just seven AM.
.......
Jack
.......
The pool was nearly deserted. There were some people using the lanes. They were probably the swim club or a training group.
"I want to get you to actually do freestyle today, Sophie. But I think you need to lose the clothes. By the way those new shorts do suit you. Are they the surprise?"
"Not really, but I think you need to be in the water before you receive it."
I slipped into the water. My nuts responded rapidly when they were immersed in the cold water.
"It's sort of brisk Sophie."
"Maybe I shouldn't get in then?"
"Don't you dare."
Sophie smirked and started unbuttoning her top. I realised there was none of the familiar orange. I could see the swell of her breasts. She was nervous.
With the last button the top fell slightly open revealing her incredible cleavage separated by that golden ring.
"Wow that's so hot Sophie. Wow you bought it?"
"You like?"
I was growing despite the cold.
"Oh my god yes."
Slowly she moved her shorts down. Turned and bent to remove them. Her almost naked buttocks revealed their glory to me. The deep peacock fabric formed an arch over her hips and ran down between her cheeks.
"Fuck Sophie how will I be able to concentrate on teaching you to swim."
She turned back toward me. I could see she was blushing?
"Are you embarrassed or just turned on? You are blushing."
"A bit of both. It's almost like I'm naked. I'm glad no one is around at the moment."
"Well time to take the shirt right off. Mind you it is super sexy with the top covering a lot but revealing plenty."
With that Sophie slipped the top off and dropped it onto her clothes.
I groaned. I had cum looking at the photo of her in the shop in this. In real life this was way better. Fuck the way the fabric moulded her breasts, separated them but barely covered the expanse of their flesh.
"You like it Jack?"
"Wow, Sophie, fuck, do I ever. I can't believe you actually bought this. Much less as a surprise for me."
"Help me in Jack?"
She self consciously sat on the pool edge. Squeezing her thighs together. I came up to her. Her knees were tightly together and the blue triangle covered her privates but wow.
Almost unconsciously I slowly traced the edge of the bikini bottoms from the top of the curve on her hips down toward her groin. Suddenly I realised where I would end up and pulled my finger away.
"Sorry Soph, I got carried away with their curve."
I was almost eye level with her groin.
"Do you notice anything else Jack?"
"It's hard not to... wait." I thought back to the pictures she had sent.
"You shaved your bikini line. Fuck."
I also noticed she was visibly wet as the fabric turned dark as it disappeared between her legs.
I looked up and was greeted with that bikini top.
"Wow it's hard to know where to look. Up or down."
"Try my eyes Jack."
"Impossible. You totally seduce me with your new bikini and you expect me to look in your eyes."
"So I seduced you?"
"Maybe." I pushed her knees apart and I moved between her legs. "Get in here. I want to kiss you."
Sophie pushed off the edge, and I caught her. She slipped down my body and our lips locked.
It was all too brief a kiss as Sophie looked around to check no one was in sight. She wrapped a leg around my thigh and pushed her body into my hardness.
I pulled my upper torso out and looked into her eyes. We got lost together in our gaze.
"Mission accomplished." She giggled. "Okay swimming lessons."
I made her float again.
"Just want to check out the new bikini in this position."
"It's all for you Jack."
"The bikini or what it's covering?"
"Both!" she giggled and broke the float.
I took a deep breath. "Concentrate, Jack concentrate." I groaned as I gave myself a pep talk.
"Okay front float with breathing. Go."
Sophie was doing well. After five minutes I interrupted her as I felt my staring at her wonderful bottom was unbearable. But I did get a great five minutes.
I taught her the basic crawl stoke, then supported her body as she practiced it. She would do about ten strokes then come up for breath.
"That's great now let's add the breathing. Take the breath from under your arm as you bring mouth arm over. I demonstrated. It's like your smelling you armpit. But through the mouth."
We did that a few times and I enjoyed her slippery body moving in my grip.
"Now the next part is hard without adding the kick. But in this pool it might help. Just move your legs a bit. I'll support you until I think you are ok."
She started again and Sophie moved. Gracefully. Not the normal beginner windmill. I let her go and she moved about three metered before she put her head up grinning.
"Do you think I can swim to the platform, Jack?"
I cuddled her.
"No not yet, but soon."
"Well can you take me there. I really want to go on it in this bikini while no one is here yet."
"I guess I could float you out."
"Or do that fancy rescue stroke on me. I'd like to try that when I'm not drowning."
"Sure, good practise for when you next try to drown on me."
"Ow!" she crippled my nipple again.
We hopped out and walked up to the closest point. Sophie rushed ahead and I was treated to her butt sashaying in front of me. She slipped in and held the edge so she got a good look at my new hardness, before I dived in over the top of her. I doubled back underwater and came up next to her. I often swim with my eyes open so I enjoyed the near naked view of her body as I slid up behind her.
.....
Sophie
.....
Jack pressed into me and I was very conscious that my bikini didn't really protect anything. My breasts floated much more freely. The fabric moved with them but I could tell that my girls could pop out at any time. At least that was the sensation. I certainly couldn't dive in as Jack had done.
"Ok Jack rescue me, take me to the ship."
Jack put his arm over my right shoulder and put his hand into the crook of my left underarm. I know I slipped out of his grip a few times.
How come I didn't slip when he rescued me? Then the penny dropped. Of course that's it. The puzzle solved. In no time he deposited me at the ladder and I climbed up ahead of him.
"Enjoying the view Jack?"
"Shit yeah, I don't know if I want some random guy following you up though."
"Not just guys Jack. Anyone. I think this will take sometime to get used to wearing."
Jack hopped up next to me and we stretched back enjoying the early morning sun.
"Jack your grip kept slipping when you took me here. How come I don't remember that in the rescue?"
"I don't know."
"I want to show you something. I was puzzled but I think I've just figured it out."
I slipped my left breast from its peacock container. My hand covered my nipple but not much else. Jacks eyes bulged.
"Can you see these bruises?"
"How did you get those?"
"I think you made them."
"But I've never touched them."
"I think you did, in the rescue. I think that's why I didn't slip. You were holding my boob."
Jack moved closer and gently touched one.
"Careful, they are a bit tender Jack"
He reached forward and kissed the spot.
"My sister has a boo boo. Is that better?"
"Can we just confirm it was you?"
"How."
"Check if your fingers line up."
Jack nodded. "Does that mean you want me to hold your boob."
"Yes, how else."
We sort of got into the rescue position and Jack slung his hand over my shoulder. I took his hand and placed it over my breast. Then I carefully lined up the fingers to bruisers. My nipple was so hard and pressed into his palm.
We held the position for a bit in silence. Then Jack started moving his hand. Not to take it off, but to explore my flesh.
"I like that Jack. Keep going."
He pinched my nipple as it slipped between his fingers.
"You know Sophie this is the first time I've touched or held a breast. It does explain my dreams though."
"Oh the ones where I started drowning."
"Yes I was enjoying breasts, holding them feeling them and then the water swallowed you."
I turned and lay my head in Jack's Lap. I felt his hardness against my ear. Jack continued to play with and stroke my exposed breast.
Just then I heard the sound of people talking and excited kids. Jack removed his hand. He looked for a few seconds and gently repositioned my bikini.
"I was enjoying that."
"So was I."
"I know I could feel it." I wigged my ear into his penis.
"Brat."
"We should go. I'm not too sure about wearing this in public yet."
"Okay," With that Jack's stomach growled.
"I guess we need to feed the beast."
Quietly I stood and started down the ladder.
Jack followed and held me in the water.
"Take me back Jack but use your special hold."
With that he positioned me and held my breast.
I didn't slip this time. At the other side of the pool he gently kissed me. I was so in love with my brother.
.......
Jack
.......
Sophie insisted she drive. Bravely she stayed in her bikini but did put the top over it without buttoning up.
I was seated first then she mounted Daisy. Half way to the seat she stopped. This gave me a long view of her swimmers barely covering anything in my vision. I had the foresight to take a picture on my phone.
"I hope that picture was in focus Jack?" She giggled.
Sprung. "I may have to build a collection."
On the way back to the Manor I could still feel that breast in my finger tips.
"Your breast felt amazing. My palm is still tingling."
"Perhaps we can allow breasts to be included in the ok to touch rule."
"You mean I can finally tick second base off my bucket list."
"Did you say bucket list or fuckit list?"
"Hard to hear in here without our Comms unit."
We showered before heading to brunch. Then had a wonderful full cooked breakfast. There was a laundry. So we washed some cloths. The settled into a quiet day.
I made a base of the guest lounge with the aircon cranked to chill. Sophie reimerged in her new bikini and nothing else.
"I figured I needed to get comfortable wearing it Jack."
I groaned, "I guess I can at least go and rub one out if I need too."
"Is it that sexy?"
"Sophie it's beyond sexy."
I buried my head into reading about incest. A lot of it was just for wanking over but quite a lot was also seriously grappling with the issues. I could see if we actually did follow through with our love, then life was not going to be all roses. No matter how rosy this journey painted it to be.
It was getting really hot outside. Sophie came in and sat in my lap. With only her bikini on it was both erotic and challenging.
"What are you reading?"
"All about incest. You know peoples experiences and stuff. But mainly to find out the problems. Like should I, we, commit to stepping over that line?"
"So kissing me is not stepping over the line?"
"Well that's it. I think it actually is. It's not just about penetration. It's more than attraction. Kissing like we do is actually incest, incest is loving our Brother or Sister more than as Brother or Sister.



"Sex is not just the home run. In this state inappropriate touching can be a crime, as can kissing if it's non-consensual. Or if one of the persons is under eighteen and the other over by a few years."
"Yes, but surely that's sexual assault or pedo behaviour?"
"In terms of the law yes, but so is incest."
"Does this mean you have decided to stop doing what we are doing? Back to no touch Jack. Because if it does I think I want to end this trip and take the next bus to Melbourne. I don't think I could actually ever see you again. I would be hurting so bad."
Next Sophie was crying on my shoulder.
"I hadn't finished Sophie."
I held her.
"I know our love is deep. I think I would do the same if you said 'Fuck off Jack no way'. I think what I wanted to say was, I know the risks and want to take them. To say fuck the law and make love to you."
Sophie stopped swung her body fully toward me straddling my cock and held my face in her hands.
"What are you saying, Jack? Is it what I think I just heard."
I looked into her eyes, they were deep pools of love and anxiety.
"Yes Sophie I want to fully love you with body, heart and soul. Love you, commit to you, jump over that line and make love to you. Yes and sometimes just fuck you, when my loving turns to lust. I love my Sister. I love Sophie Daniels. I would even become Jack Daniels for you."
Next we were kissing so passionately. We spent ten minutes at least just kissing, looking into each others eyes. Kissing more, holding, nuzzling, grinding. Giggling, loving, laughing, kissing more.
My hands moved around her body and released the string of her bikini top. I had both her boobs in my hands. But it wasn't motivated my the deep need to get my cock into her. It was our next step of exploring.
Now, I know a young man's dream is to get their hands wrapped around a nice, firm, large pair of breasts. But nothing could prepare me for the actual experience. I was busy feeling and exploring while we looked at each other. Sophie's look was one of joy as I took my fill and feel.
"I've so wanted to share these with you for a while."
I laughed. "Your've only known me for less than a week."
"Well I was longing for my lover for much longer. Just lucky you qualify in spades Jack."
We kissed again, Sophie broke into giggles mid kiss.
"I'm not that bad am I?"
"Jack of Spades. You qualify in spades."
"Well wait till Jack of Hearts gets you."
"Oh he took me a day ago."
"Sophie, I have to taste them. Surely that's in the new rules."
She took my head and pulled me to her breast. Fuck I was ready to explode. My lips settled around the nipple which was rock hard. At first I suckled like a baby but quickly added tongue. Sophie shook on my lap. I felt it may have been a mini climax. She fed me the other breast.
She started responded with greater passion sucking my neck as I sucked her tit.
She reached down and placed her hand on my cock. Suddenly she sat upright and leapt off my lap.
"Bedroom now Jack! Bedroom."
We scurried out and she ushered me into the room. I went to pull her in with me.
"No you bedroom, me bathroom."
I hesitated. Looking at her with pleading eyes.
"I can't Jack. We can't. Sorry we have to stop."
With that she pushed me into the bedroom and almost slammed the door shut as I heard her dash to the bathroom.
I groaned. I had to deal with my cock which was about to explode. I heard the shower start and Sophie scream fuck through the walls.
She had her hand on my cock, then she pushed me away. My shorts were left behind on the floor and I flopped face down on the bed. My cock and hips fucking my hand, my mind fucking Sophie and my emotions fucking with my head.
I exploded into the sheets. Release came in multiple pumps. Then it followed with tears of frustration and anxiety. Why had she rejected me? What had I done wrong? Did I push too hard? Or did the gravity of our sin and incest overwhelm her? I curled up in a ball oblivious to the mess of my spend and got lost in dread.
......
Sophie
......
Oh My God I almost lost control. Fuck I wanted his cock. I hope Jack's alright but but I had to call a stop. I'm as fertile as fuck and shit I was so close to releasing him and thrusting myself on to his penis.
The shower was cold but that was ok. It was so hot outside the guest lounge. My hand got to work. Turning my frustration into a massive climax. I had already come twice as I sat on his lap. I didn't fully juice up so to speak. But I needed to explode. I did,
"FUCK. Jack fuck me please. I want you so bad.
I could feel my nipples moan their loss of Jack lips. My climax went on and on rippling through my body till I could stand no more and slumped on the shower floor.
Eventually I settled. The water started getting too cold so I stood and turned on the hot. I gently washed my skin and my bikini bottom, which I still had on. I could still smell my cum juices released by the now warm water. Freshened, I went to the lounge and found my bikini top.
Our door was closed so I left Jack to it and went out into the sun to hang the clothes. They would be dry by dinner time in this heat. I also wanted a bit of sun on my buns. I was definitely white where my old one piece covered.
It was almost too much heat but I did the usual hop over the concrete to stand on the lawn. Finished I returned to our room.
I opened the door and Jack was curled up naked in a ball. Shit I think he was sobbing. I came in and crawled onto the bed to spoon him. He was hurting and I needed to find out why.
"Jack your obviously not ok. What's wrong?"
"It hurts Sophie. I'm sorry, I went too far. I'll take you back to Albury."
"What? I only want to be with you."
"But you told me to stop. You pushed me away."
"I wasn't saying no to you or us. I had to stop. You had to stop."
Jack turned red-eyed and looked at me.
"I was about to put this beautiful penis in my vagina." I held his cock, his bare cock. His very small shrivelled cock in my hand as I said it.
"I was about to bury this monster right into me so far that the ovaries waiting to be made fertilised could brush their teeth with it."
"What?"
"I'm fertile at the moment Jack. So fertile and I don't have, we don't have protection. We had to stop so I didn't get pregnant on our first fuck."
I felt him grow in my hand as he kissed me.
"Shit I'm sorry I misunderstood. Shoot I'm an idiot. But you had better let that thing go. It could still be loaded."
I let go and kissed my brother passionately.
"Well that answers one thing Jack. You love me deeply and passionately."
Jack smiled at me "I guess it does."
"Jack you are so wet and so is the bed. Is that what I think it is."
"Crap I just exploded but was so upset I just lay here."
"Well you go shower I have to make a phone call."
"To who?"
"A sexual health clinic. Get myself on the pill or something."
Jack picked me up and swung me around. "I love you. Thanks for putting up with me being an idiot."
"An idiot with no cloths on." I smacked his arse so hard as he headed to the door.
"Ow!"
I watched him leave with a red hand mark on his beautiful butt.
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...
Jack
...
Sophie surfaced from the mineral water grinning.
"I just love the freedom of swimming Jack."
With that she headed off again. Her freestyle was not totally smooth. As I had just taught her to breath on the other side as well. But for a new swimmer she was doing brilliantly. Not only that, she was going full underwater, even though she was yet to learn breaststroke.
I mused. For all my swimming prowess I had only just learnt breaststroke. Stoking Sophie's breasts that is. I chuckled. It was a moment of sexual progression clocked up in my inexperience.
That Sophie was my Sister? Should I feel guilty? Because I didn't. I felt we both knew love to a depth a 'normal' couple couldn't. But then we had only just met each other. So we brought none of the baggage of sibling childhood.
I know my dick was speaking. But my heart was telling me I had found my love and soul partner for life. That was why this afternoon was so hard. I thought I had lost her.
I watched Sophie swim some more. Her orange-red bikini covering those magnificent breasts. She almost took my virginity today. I steeled myself. I knew I had to wait. We had to wait to after Parkes. The next stop on our quest.
The sexual health clinic in Forbes was closed as their practitioner had resigned and was yet to be replaced. Sophie had a booking in four days time in Parkes. After that we probably had to wait until the pill took effect.
I know I could use condoms, but I really wanted our first time to be without a rubber barrier. Sophie wanted it too. We wanted our first time to be special. We also wanted to get some rings. It was going to be like a honeymoon night.
I wanted to propose proper before the big event. But I didn't want to wait too long. Both our sex drives were pushing us towards the cliff of fulfilment.
Sophie swam up to me and stood for a cuddle. I pulled her close and kissed her lightly. Her face was shining as she looked into my eyes.
"I so want to fuck you Jack, right now. To thank you for teaching me to swim. It's like a new freedom."
I looked around. The pool was teaming with people. It was Friday night.
"Not even jacking off out the back tonight Sophie. This place is crawling with people and it's got to be the biggest pool ever."
I measured it on Google. It was fifty meters wide and eighty meters long.
"Even though we are sharing it tonight, I sort of feel like it's our pool: our special place Jack."
"Maybe tomorrow morning we get a last swim. You could wear your special bikini."
"Do you think I could swim to the island tonight?"
"I'm sure you can Sophie. But maybe let's leave that to the morning when we don't have to fight the kids jumping off it all around us. Time to eat. Before the food runs out".
There was a food van pulled up at the front selling Souvlaki's so we decided on those.
"I saw some goggles in the pool shop Sophie, I think we should get you some of those. I might get some also. I know I don't normally use them but they do help you to see underwater."
Sophie giggled. "Just my dirty mind"
"I guess we could try, like masturbating under water."
After our food we went back to the pool. I showed Sophie how to fit her goggles. After a good float Sophie bounced up.
"The view is amazing. I can even see some distance."
We ducked down together. We looked at each others bodies. Sophie lifted her top and popped a breast out before tucking it back in.
"Did you like that Jack?"
"Why don't you take a look?"
Sophie started floating head down. I slipped my rock hard penis out and gave it a few strokes.
"Wow Jack do you think you could come like that?" She said when she resurfaced.
"Definitely but it's too busy here. Maybe in the morning."
"Something to look forward to. Do you know I've never actually seen you cum?"
"Well maybe we can fix that tonight. We might not be able to go all the way but we can have fun learning until we get there."
With that Soph gave me a great big hug. Which included pushing her mons into my hard-on.
I think I need to teach you to do breaststroke.
...
Sophie
...
Jack was such a good teacher. I got the basics of breaststroke down and he didn't even stroke my breasts. He needed to get his raging hard-on down without jacking off, so we could get back to our room. If anything the crowd got bigger.
I drove back, and as I pulled in I noticed another car in the car park.
"I think we have company and someone to share our facilities, Jack."
"Looks like it. I think I'll go in and settle up so we can go really early in the morning. What say we go for a swim, then leave for West Wyalong straight from the pool? It's going to be another scorcher of a day. Best if we have breakfast there. We could get to West Wyalong by nine, it's not far."
"If we leave here by six that gives us a two hour swim."
"Sounds like a plan."
I went back to our room. I greeted our fellow guests in the corridor. They were an elderly couple, well into their seventies. I let them know we were heading off really early so hoped we wouldn't disturb them.
Jack came back and joined me in our room. He looked disappointed.
"I guess we have lost our freedom to wonder around half naked," he explained.
I enfolded him in a kiss. The kiss turned passionate and we fell onto our bed. We were still in our swimmers. I moved down Jacks body so my breasts were nestling his renewed hard on.
"Fuck Sophie, your making it hard."
"I'm just practicing my breaststroke."
With that I moved my hands over his chest in breaststroke fashion. While at the same time massaging his cock between my breasts.
"Two can play at that game Sophie," and he put his hands down and started massaging my breasts on the outside of my bikini. This had the effect of massaging his own cock as well.
I slipped my top up so he could do it on my bare breasts. Wow the sensations just tripled and I could feel my build up to a climax deep inside me. Could I cum just from a breast massage? Granted with a hard dick to rub against.
"God Jack, I want to cum."
"Well we can't just separate and go to the bathroom."
I looked down longingly.
"You may just have to cum for me this way Jack."
I could see his penis head peeking out from the top of his swimmers. Deliberately I moved down a bit to force that nice head to escape.
"Cum for me Jack. I want to see you squirt. Look I can see you penis head."
Jack thrust into my breast passage more urgently. His hands working my bare breasts into it and fingers tweaking my nipples.
"God Sophie' I'm going to cum."
"Cum Jack. Cum on me."
I watched as his penis's eye opened up and erupted. The first blast splattered my chin and my own climax triggered.
"I'm cumm also Jack. More!"
I lifted up as I ground my sex onto his thigh. His next spirt sprayed himself on the chin.
My breasts gathered sperm and became more slippery. Jack fired again into them. Both of us spasming in the aftermath of ecstasy.
"Fuck Jack that was hot."
"Fuck that just happened? It's super hot watching my spunk dripping off you."
"Paint me anytime you like Jack. You realise I came so hard with you?"
"Yep my leg is soaked."
I knelt and looked at the damage. Jacks cock was half out and still leaking sperm.
I giggled. "You really are my spunky spunk Jack."
"And you're my spunky Sister. Or at least my spunk covered Sister."
"Do you mind if I clean you off?"
Jack shook his head with a silly grin on his face. But I don't think he expected me to use my tongue.
Finally I got to taste a decent supply of Jacks cum. I ran my tongue up his chest, gathering and slurping as I went. Then I tackled his chin. He grabbed my face and kissed me hard. That meant he shared the taste of his cum.
"Allow me."
He licked my chin clean and then fed it to me in a kiss. I was getting turned on some more with that and needed to cum again. I slipped one hand down into my bikini and worked my lips back down his chest to his stomach.
The sperm trail was matted into his body hairs, those sexy ones that lead down to his groin. So I sucked those. Then I gathered the sperm from his belly button. Jack squirmed underneath me.
"Shit Sophie, I might come again."
I was going nuts on my own clit. I made it to his exposed penis head and gathered the sperm from his abdomen. There was a little left leaking from his dick. I put my tongue out and licked it up direct from the source.
"Oh God Sophie, shit, fuck, cumming again."
I opened my mouth and he squirted directly into the back of my throat. I wrapped my lips onto the tip. And received his spurts of sperm into my mouth to swallow. At the same time I came hard. Real hard.
Exhausted, I crawled up Jack and we kissed again.
"Was that a blowjob Jack?"
"Almost beautiful, almost."
"Like that was almost a tit fuck, I suppose."
"I can't believe you swallowed all that."
"I can't believe you came twice. Guys are not supposed to be able to do that."
"Not impossible, if the incentive is strong enough."
"Happy to be your incentive."
We lay there my head on Jacks chest and I snuggled myself into his loving arms.
"Let's just stay here a while. I guess sometime we both will need a shower."
I could sense Jacks eyes shutting in post climaxic stupor. Silently I watched his dick shrink and pop back into his swimmers. I joined him in sleep.
...
Jack
...
At some time I crawled out of bed and showered. I must have disturbed Sophie because she followed after. The next thing I knew the Currawongs were calling. It was five thirty. The sun was about to rise. I rolled back toward my Sister and kissed her awake.
She woke with my tongue on her nipple.
"Oh Jack I could wake up like this every morning."
"If I have my way, you will."
"Jack save your spunk. There is something I want to try at the pool."
"Well we better pack up then."
It did not take much, because we didn't have much. We downed a packet coffee from the kitchenette as we packed. Food would come later.
Sophie, as promised, put on her Peacock bikini and I have to say I was very distracted.
"I'm driving to the pool Jack. I want to give you a view to die for."
"You want to tease me you mean"
"True, but it's early so hopefully the pool will be deserted."
"You might cause a few early bird farmers to crash though."
"They will die happy, so it's okay."
Well this passenger was very happy when Sophie put our towels and a few things next to me, before she mounted the drivers seat.
I ran my finger along the thin piece of fabric that separated her lush bottom cheeks. Then over her covered pussy lips. It's the closest I've come to touching her there.
"Look. Don't touch!" She swatted my hand away.
So I spent the short trip to the pool with my head next to hers, ogling her amazing cleavage.
The pool was empty of people.
"Already hard big bro. Let's enjoy the water while we have it to ourselves."
It was nice walking down to the water without having to hide my hard-on. Nice to be able to enjoy looking at my Sister in that very revealing bikini, without judgement.
Goggles in hand she skipped to the water and splashed her way down to depth.
"Practice first then let's try the island." I shouted after her.
Sophie really was moving gracefully in the water. I got my full bodied hug of thanks and she led me by the hand toward the island.
"I think I can do this longer route but I want you close Jack. I feel safe with you."
She took off and I followed behind doing breast stroke just to be able to keep an eye on her. In no time she was standing on the deck doing a victory dance.
I watched from the ladder. She was so vigorous, one of her girls popped out. She looked around.
Still no one around. She took the other breast out and started to dance again. Dancing for me in a very erotic way.
I climbed the ladder and waited on the top rung.
She turned her arse to me and twerked some. Slowly she started to pull down the bikini bottoms.
Wow what a change, from the shy hoody girl to sexy stripper in a public place.
"This is your reward Jack for saving me, then teaching me to swim."
"My total pleasure."
With that she did another dance twirling her bikini bottoms high above her head. She moved to me and next I had her thrusting her vulva right up to my nose. I leaned forward and kissed her mons.
"Today is about looking Jack. Later you can touch. I always wondered what it would be like to have my man eat me out. But not yet."
I could smell her sex as she moved down the ladder in front of me.
I got an other hug. Essentially Sophie was nude except for her top which while still tied was gathered in the middle between her breasts. Those breasts floated free in front of me. She put her bottoms on a rail of the ladder.
"Strip for me Jack?"
I did a thorough check and no one had arrived yet. I scurried up the ladder and repeated Sophie's performance with much less grace. I tossed my board shorts to my Sister and did a bomb into the water.
"Thanks Jack. For almost drowning me. Just kidding. More for the sight of that big stiff penis flapping in the air."
"My pleasure Little Sister. Anytime you want to see your Big Brother you just have to ask."
"I guess we're skinny dipping."
"Well I am, but I think saving your top at least tied on is sensible."
"Well now I want to see your cock from under the water."
With that Sophie floated on her front and I did my best to provide an underwater performance for her. Including swimming underneath her upside down, concluding with an up periscope.
"Now your turn Sophie I want to see how those breasts work when you swim. Swim back to the edge."
With that I tracked her underwater. Now the vision was very unexpected. Her breasts half hung down and did a slow dance of their own. It was magnificent. As if the water had freed them of their weight and the shape was liberated to be the form intended.
I was mesmerised by their beauty and very turned on. She made it and I surfaced and hugged her close.
"That was unbelievable Sophie. You should see your breasts underwater. They are so different."
I kneaded them as I said this.
"Remember look but no touch."
"Well I'm so turned on at the moment."
" Exactly why look no touch Tarzan! Jane no get pregnant."
I kissed her instead.
...
Sophie
...
"Now we need to be getting to the car but you can do something for me first? Masturbate while I float and look. I so want to see what it's like when you shoot in water?"
"How can I resist that you cheeky brat?"
Jack started stroking himself and I floated again. It was a front row seat. I had not actually seen him masturbate before. I took a careful note of what was turning him on and how he stroked his cock. I could hear him groaning.
"Shit Sophie, you have me so turned me on, I won't last long."
I noticed him hold his penile skin and thrust his hard dick in and out of his fist. The outer skin moved to cover his head. It must be very like it would be if imbedded in me.
Suddenly with that thought I needed to cum. So I stood next to him with my head in the water. Then I could use my hands on myself.
Jack ducked underwater so he could see me play with myself. It did not take long for me to start cumming suddenly Jack stood and said "Cumming Sophie."
With that I watched his spunk jet out of his dick hole and form a sold in the water in sort of tubular strings. These then floated around him as he continued to cum. I came a bit more at the sexiness of the moment.
No sooner had he finished when I heard voices.
"Shit Jack, people."
Immediately I started to tuck my girls away.
"Our swimmers, they're on the ladder. I'll go get them."
"You can't! Your bare bum will show when you swim."
Jack winked at me, took a breath and swam it all deep underwater. Next I knew he had surfaced at the ladder and was putting his shorts back on.
I felt really vulnerable has the water lapped around my naked parts. Crap Jack's spunk is floating in that. I put my head down to see the sperm still floating around. So I carefully backed away from it but still safely at the edge.
Jack put my swimmers in his mouth. I mean my whole swimmers. Ok there was very little fabric in them. Then he swam back to me.
He stopped next to me and made a show of pulling on an end hanging from his mouth and made faces.
"Jack they were up against my Vagina and butt hole. Yuck. But shit, so sexy that you would do that."
With Jack making yum yum noises I quickly put them back on. It was just as sexy knowing he just had them in his mouth.
"I think we should head back. How about you practice breaststroke while you do? At least it will look like we are here legitimately."
Back at our stuff I put my light top back on over my swimmers. As we were leaving the pool we heard someone pop out of an office.
"Do you own the vehicle in the car park?"
"Yes," I said thinking we were in trouble.
"You must be Jack and Sophie, Bruce from Temora said to look out for you."
"I guess word is getting around then?" Jack replied.
"Well it was Bruce, biggest megaphone in the district. We had a regional pool managers get together yesterday."
"So West Wyalong will be expecting us then."
"Most definitely."
"We are off there now. It's not a long drive but in this thing it's an oven. So we wanted to beat the heat."
"But we couldn't resist one last swim in this incredible pool." Jack added.
So we chatted for a while answering questions about the car. Then said goodbye.
Once in our 'cone of silence', we both laughed.
"Well at least he had no idea of what we had just done." I giggled.
"Breaking news Barmedman has an outbreak of virgin pregnancies. Mineral pool be comes a holy shrine. The Pope is investigating."
"That's so bad Jack. Remember I was closest."
Jack drove off laughing, while I chilled in the back seat. I was committing my vision of Jack jacking-off to memory.
It was a relatively short trip to West Wyalong. I took the opportunity to text Jan with some brief thumbs up news. Jack and I were certainly opening up sexually. I had sort of left most of the rest of my school friends in the dark. Neither of us had posted about the trip. It was sort of special for us, not the world.
We had actually taken very few photos. Even less video. I know Jack got some of my bikinis. Maybe I could get a dick shot? I have never received one, yuck. What a grose thing to randomly send. But I think I would prefer some straight forward clothed shots of Jack. I need to make an effort to get a few.
Mind you I wouldn't mind one or two nudes. Maybe one hard and one soft. Might have trouble getting the soft one. Also an underwater video would be great.
I leaned forward just as we came into the town limits.
"Jack is your camera waterproof?"
"Sorry no, it's a bit old for that."
"Bother, I was wondering if we could get some video of me swimming from underwater, nude."
"Really?"
"I sort of want to see what my boobs are like floating free."
"Well, well worth watching. The highlight of this morning really. Well that and waking up with you in my bed."
"So what's the plan?"
"Food first, swimming has made me hungry. We can't get into the hotel until after two. So we need to hang somewhere."
"Well the pool of course."
"Of course, but it's already well over thirty so it might be find a shady spot at the pool and chill."
I looked down at my bikini.
"Jack I think I've got the wrong bikini on for that. This one will just keep you hard all day. Besides I'm not sure I can go super public in it yet."



"I have an idea." Jack said as he slowed the car and did a u-turn. "We just passed a wetlands boardwalk. Probably deserted, let's go there first so you can change."
"Great move."
The park had some shelter BBQ areas and as predicted no one else was there. It was so hot I think even the birds had retreated. Jack got my suitcase out. I quickly changed, not sure if we would be disturbed. Jack also opened his case and retrieved a T-shirt.
"Jack can I get a photo of you before you put that on?"
"Sure."
I suggested a few poses with Daisy in them.
"Your getting a real tan. Dame that body looks good."
"Do you want one of me naked? Only kidding."
"Jack!" I giggled, "Definitely, you can't be the only one with pics to jack off to."
He shucked his swimmers and mounted Daisy's bonnet. With one headlight between his legs. I went over and adjusted his balls so they draped over the top of the lamp.
"Fuck, did I just touch you? Sorry."
"Naughty Sister! No touching remember."
"One more thing."
I reached into the car and turned on the headlights then closed the canopy.
I have to say I took more than one photo. And a close up of his very hard dick and balls with lights blazing.
"It's like your posing for male calendar?"
"What about some of you Sophie?"
"Not yet I'm already dressed, but definitely soon ok."
But I did go up and hug him. It was super sexy with him naked in a public place and me fully clothed. Yes of course we kissed passionately to go with it.
"You're going to leave me like this."
"Yep. Gotta save something for later."
Jack groaned, dressed and re strapped the suitcases.
"It had better be down before breakfast. I'm starving and randy."
"Don't worry Jack I'm leaking like a sieve down there. But food and a swim."
By the time we found a place for breakfast Jack was basically down. Physically and in mood.
"It's hard waiting Sophie. I'll cope, but I have so wanted to go further in so many places."
We had a quiet table in a back room.
"I get it. But I do want to wait till I'm safe."
"I can't believe we are talking like this as Brother and Sister."
"I know crazy right. But seen as this is the first time we have actually lived together and seen each other. So my mind probably blanks out the incest thing and sees you more as a boyfriend."
Jack was quiet.
O shit I've said something wrong. Pushed him too far. Maybe teased him too much sexually.
Jack leant forward.
"Sophie, I know it's probably too late to ask this but then perhaps too early...But."
He stopped.
"But would you be my girlfriend?"
I learnt over and kissed him.
"Yes, oh Jack yes!"
I giggled "But we still have to pretend to be married, re public image."
"I wish we didn't have to pretend that. Pretend that ever."
"We'll work it out Sophie. Somehow."
...
Jack
...
Somehow, shit. Nothing in life was simple. But this was impossible. We could be girlfriend and boyfriend, nothing illegal about that so long as we never had sex.
I guessed we would have to break the law. Be criminals. I know it's social law and convention, but still the law. At least we were over eighteen, so didn't break any carnal knowledge stuff, or worse pedo rules. But it was a thin line we trod.
We got to the pool and the manager greeted us by name. He refused to let us pay. Said we were a bit of a celebrity status in these parts.
"Do you mind parking your car right in front of the pool entrance? I would love to get some shots of it for the website."
I looked at Sophie.
"Why not Jack."
So I moved the car.
Strangely Sophie took her towel and rubbed the car near its headlights.
"Can I include you two in it?"
"Sure, I guess."
So we posed. Then went in to swim.
"What was with the towel Sophie?"
"You left a beautiful bum print on her and a dribble of precum."
We laughed our way into the water.
This time it was all swimming practice. Sophie nailed breaststroke. We then spent some time playing underwater, putting this new movement into a very useful environment. Yes we wore goggles, and yes the underwater was interesting, but very PG.
We had swimming pool food for lunch and at two we headed for the Motel. I had a surprise for Sophie there. I smiled at the thought.
I did the check in. I know it's the male thing but all Sophie's ID and cards are in her surname so we decided if we were going to pretend to be married, it was best if I did this bit.
"Thanks Mr Saunders, we have the honeymoon all ready for you, and a late checkout. The weather will be much cooler tomorrow but if you decide to stay an extra day, just let me know."
"I appreciate that. I hope we can push on. We are running late as it is."
"Well that car is really different but I do get that it gets very hot out here in the west. Welcome to West Wyalong."
We unpacked our things and opened the room. Well suite really.
"Oh Jack it's beautiful. Oh there's champagne on ice, strawberries and chocolates. What a great surprise."
I didn't say anything because it was a surprise for me also. My surprise was in another room.
Also king sized bed, fun. She was bouncing on it.
"Pity we can't put it to the best use."
"True but it gives us room to play."
"I think I will miss the sinky together bed though. You couldn't escape me in that." Sophie giggled.
Next thing Sophie was wrapped around my neck and kissing me wildly. Well that kiss led to forty minutes making out on the bed. Sophie had her orange bikini on. Well until she lost the top at the eight minute mark.
No I wasn't timing, but we were topless with our baby making equipment well covered up. When we came up for air I realised my surprise was still to be found.
"Sophie, that actually wasn't my surprise. You need to have an explore of the rooms."
"You mean the bathroom, there aren't any others dufus."
I grinned.
She bounced up. I noted she was bouncy today.
"A spa bath, wow! and it's big enough for both of us."
I stood behind her and drew her into a hug. My hardness pushed against her buttocks. My hands held her breasts.
"Let's have one now?"
"That's what I was hoping. But there's a problem."
"What?"
"My gun is loaded, my cannon primed. I need to cum. "
"Well maybe we should deal with that before the spa."
"Do you realise you have seen me masturbate but I've not really seen you Sophie?"
"Well not naked but a bit underwater."
"I know this is going further, but how about we sit in the tub. Without water and masturbate together. Like still not doing each other but like looking. "
Well Sophie had her bottoms off so fast.
"I guess that's a yes."
"First one to cum is a rotten egg."
Sophie was quickly in the bath. Legs splayed showing me her treasure. This was the first time I actually got to see her labia in any detail. I was mesmerised.
"What's taking you so long?"
"I'm looking for some cream to help my wanking. It's much better than a dry cock. "
"So use the soap."
"That's ok for a short wank but it can make me red raw if used too much. I'm hoping to edge this one."
Sophie picked up a bottle from the array of bottles next to the spa.
"Will this one do? Moisturising body lotion."
"Perfect. I might smell a bit after though. "
"I'll live if you smell like a girl." Sophie laughed.
I settled at the other end of the bath.
"Show me your pussy. This is my first good look at any live one."
She sat up on the side of the tub. Sophie used her fingers and opened up her lips. She was very wet. She opened up herself further and said.
"This is my Vagina, this is where your dick goes."
"I guessed that but it's a lot further down toward your anus than I thought."
"The anus and vagina are very close. They are only separated by thin walls. Well the vagina is not thin but the anal passage is. "
"Enough of a bum talk already, I'm not that interested in bum sex."
"Well I thought I would get the end place identified first. Keep that hot monster away for now."
My hand was slowly working my penis without the cream yet.
I got a tour of her inner and outer lips. I noticed her taking moisture from her hole to moisten them. She gave me names for bits but it was clear she had started masturbating. I became a bit more directed on mine. I squeezed some precum out to lubricate myself.
Her smell was amazing and turning me on..
"Can you smell me Sophie because I sure can smell you?"
"Not really."
So I took some precum on my finger and kneeled in the bath. Then held it under her nose.
"Now I can. Wow I just leaked a bit more. "
She sucked my finger into her mouth as a trout captures a damsel fly.
"When you come, aim for my face Jack? I love the taste of your cum. "
"Shit I might not last long then. Haven't you forgotten to show me something?"
"I'm saving that for when I want to come. "
I could see a ridge growing at the top of her slit. It was so dame hot. I think it's part of her clit. Like my penis it was getting hard. Well mine was already hard as.
It was time for the cream.
The shock of the extra stimulation had me at the point of cumming, so I clamped down hard at my base.
"What did you do that for?"
"Wanting to cum, now. That stops the cum and helps me last longer. "
"Wow good to know. So you mean when we are having sex I can do that and it will stop you."
"Only if there is no other stimulation. Mind you, never tried it in a vagina situation. I think that would be bloody hard."
"Sorry Jack gotta cum. Look at my passage when I do. I tend to get very wet."
I was still not touching myself but had removed the grip. Fuck what an amazing sight. I could see her vaginal walls clamp inwards and juice push outwards. Her body spasmed and her face was flushed.
I saw her button peek out from the her top of her lips but she still hadn't touched it.
I was avoiding my glans, so I sort of got it. If the clitoris is like a mini penis then stimulating it would make cumming stronger.
"I guess I'm a rotten egg but I'm still not finished Jack. But you better hop up on your edge. Next one I'm likely to spray."
"Really?"
"Well I know you can get me from there, let's see if I can match. I want us to cum together."
Fuck this was so hot. It was like my Sister had turned into a sex goddess or something. Well I really worked myself now. Full on two hands, edging and coming back, building, building.
Sophie was doing the same.
"Gonna cum again." She started working her clit.
"This is my clit Jack, cum with me, cum on me Jack."
"Cumming Sophie, shit, fuck!"
I trust forward and let a load fire out the cannon onto her breasts. The next pump I got her face and she went off. Full body spasms and squirting. Shit I was getting sprayed. Not too much as most was in the big spa tub but she got me. By third pump got her stomach and I deliberately aimed the fourth away from her body, so not to splatter her open spasming vagina.
Shaking Sophie slumped down in the tub clamping her legs shut as she did. I dribbled the last bit on her toes.
I sat on the edge stunned. My sister was covered in our sex juices. She drifted off a bit her orgasm was so strong. I was very drowsy myself after that release. So I hopped out and left her to the tub and headed under the shower, a cool to cold shower.
Presently Sophie recovered and joined me. We washed away the sticky mess. There was a lot of kissing but still we kept our hands off each others lower genitalia.
Journey 6pt 2
...
Sophie
...
I found Jack's body so intoxicating. We had both just cum in an amazing masturbation session. I joined him in the shower. As I washed his torso I giggled as his cock, still red from his edging, started to grow once again. I still hadn't actually, well deliberately with purpose, had my hands around that magnificent specimen. I fantasised about it being my mouth.
I groaned.
"Are you alright Sophie?"
"Very alright, just wanting to do more with your dick than I can."
Jack moved away from me out of the shower.
"Don't go Jack."
"I'm gonna clean the bath so we can enjoy a good spa together."
"Ok for that you can go. You don't mind me ogling my naked brother as he cleans our mess do you?"
"Shit we did make a mess didn't we Sis?"
He turned on the tap and grabbed a clean washer.
"Better reserve this one for cleanup. I don't want my sister getting preggo because she grabbed the wrong washer."
It was a big spa bath so Jack had to hop in it to reach. Funny how nakedness adds a different edge to a domestic task like cleaning.
"You can be my naked cleaner boy Jack."
"Very funny."
"Jack's cleaning services, he does your unwanted cleaning tasks naked. While you enjoy a cold champagne. Ring now for Jack."
"Like I said. Very funny."
"Oh the champagne, I'll get it Jack."
I dried off minimally and padded into the main room. Jack had the spa filling by the time I had gathered the ice bucket and glasses.
"Make it warm to hot Jack. I've had enough cold water this week."
"Even though it's so hot outside?"
"Yep, sometimes this body wants a luxurious hot soak."
Jack added a small bath bomb provided and we watched holding each other naked, side by side as it fizzed around the tub.
"I hope that thing doesn't make too many bubbles when we turn on the spa?"
"Guess we'll have fun if it does."
It didn't spill over but the bubbles were great. We were two young kids playing in the bath. Catching up on the missed time of our youth.
I gave Jack a bubble beard.
"Santa Jack."
"I have to have beard hair for that." He said a little glumly.
"Sorry Jack, I like the little wispy hairs on your chin. I take it you don't have to shave much?"
"I don't have to. Being blondish also makes it harder. Hard to see what does grow."
"Well at least it's not the five o'clock shadow that's rough on the face."
"I thought you haven't kissed someone."
"Cuddles with my uncles. They would rub their scratchies on me as a joke. Well you have a beard now Jack, and I like you as you are."
"Thanks."
Jack grabbed some bubbles and gave me a beard.
"I think I just turned gay," as he kissed me through the bubbles.
"Bubble fashion show Jack."
I stood and strategically places bubbles over my tits and vulva.
"Turn Sophie?"
"Fuck that's hot, I'm in love with your butt."
"Just my butt?"
I jumped on him and tickled the life out of him.
"Shit careful Sophie. My dick is pushing into you."
"Shit!"
I hopped up quickly. I could now feel where his dick had been.
"Crap that was close."
"We have to be more careful, Soph. I read a story yesterday about a Sister accidentally sitting on a Brother and it going right in. I though it was a bit far fetched. But fuck it wasn't and this water makes us much more slippery."
"Perhaps I might not have minded so much. I want that dick in me so bad."
"So your still a bit fertile?"
"Just a little, just coming to the crappy moody part of my cycle. I might not be as great to travel with when I have the PMT's."
"Oh I've heard of those."
"I'll need more cuddles, but don't worry if I get snappy."
"Well I guess I'll learn all about it in time. But how about cuddles now with the champers?"
We settled into each other. Jack's penis settled up my butt crack. Importantly away from my vulva. I leant into him and he caressed one floating breast and held his glass in the other. He nuzzled my neck and I fed him strawberries and chocolate with my free hand.
I could feel the bubbly going to my head. I was dreamy. Who wouldn't be; Dream bath, dream boy, dream romantic situation. You could say I was still turned on.
"Jack can I hold you?"
"You want to swap places."
"Well that will help, but I mean hold you down there. You know your dick."
"Perhaps it's time we included genital touching. Mutual masturbation."
"I'm in Jack. But I just want to hold you. Not make you cum."
"You can try, not making me cum might be impossible."
We manoeuvred ourselves to the reverse position, and Jack settled his butt into my mons.
I ran both my hands over his torso. I loved the slipperiness of his body under my fingers. Tentatively I traveled my hand down and curled his public hairs in my fingers. I could feel the base of his penis as I accidentally brushed against it.
Starting at that base I moved to hold him. He was so hard. Shit he was so fat. My fingers didn't meet as they wrapped around it.
Jack groaned.
"Is every penis this fat Jack?"
"I don't know never actually held another one." He giggled.
"I love it but I'm still not sure it will fit."
"Remember your designed to push a baby out. I guess it will."
"Yeah but mainly with pain. I hope it's better than that."
I played a bit. I noticed that there was a top layer of skin over a hard centre. Slowly I held tight and moved my hand. I recalled Jack doing similar as he masturbated.
"That nice Sophie, but if you go on I'll cum."
I squeezed his base.
"Will this help."
It needs to be harder. And just the thumb and first finger. Rather like a tourniquet."
He moved his hand down to mine and showed me the position then pressed my fingers harder.
"Like that, that's better. Now hold."
I felt his butt cheeks relax.
"Thanks I actually nearly came then."
Gently I played with my new toy.
"Don't get a rhythm going that will help."
I hadn't even touched his head. I figured that was very sensitive.
"Don't forget the balls my sexy Sister."
"I thought they might be too tender."
"Oh they can be, handled the wrong way. Here."
He took my hand and cupped them.
"Your sack is really loose Jack."
"That's because I'm in warm water, they are trying to cool down."
"So in the pool underwater they almost had disappeared."
"Yep getting away from the cold."
"Ooh they are turning, I noticed that before."
"That's them loving what your doing. Cartwheels for you darling. Now being careful not to pinch an actual ball. Pinch the skin pouch between your fingers. Yes that it. Fuck that feels good. Now bring your fingers between the balls and sort of pinch to separate them. That's it. Now you can cup an individual ball."
"This is turning me on Jack."
"It is me also. Play with my cock in the other hand."
"Fuck yes."
"Can I make you cum?"
"Yes but how about I stand up so you can aim out of the bath."
"Better still let's stand in front of the mirror. That way we can both see."
"That way you can aim at your face and not get wet."
"Funny. But what if I like your cum all over me?"
We moved to the mirror and I resumed my gently play and explore.
"Time to stimulate my head Sophie."
"Not yet, I have a confession to make?"
"What?"
"About how come I'm so sperm attracted."
"Go on."
"You know our first night at Grampa's. I heard you coming through the wall. It was sort of exciting."
"Shit I was trying to be quiet."
"Well there's more. In the morning, when you caught me bending over next to your bed."
"Yes, you know I saw your pussy then, all uncovered."
"Well I wasn't looking for lost panties. I heard you again in the morning, then go to the shower. I wanted to smell your sheets. So I put my head on your bed on the warm spot. Wow it was dreamy. I didn't love you then, at least I don't think so, but I wanted to smell my Brother, Jack."
"I get there's more."
"Well I was kneeling on the floor with my head on your sheets, when I saw a dribble flowing down the wall. It was your sperm. I got it on my finger and felt it. Smelt it. But it wasn't enough. I noticed you had wiped the wall. But missed a bit. Then I saw a blob caught in the architrave. I got some to taste, but then you came in."
"So did you taste it?"
"No I ended up accidentally wiping it off on my shirt as I tried to cover myself."



"Well technically it was my shirt. So your saying from that moment you have been obsessed with my spunk."
"Yes, and you. Can't have one without the other."
"Shit then, I should confess something. I actually stood there for at least a minute while you were kneeling. I had a good look at your slit. I noticed you had juices flowing out."
"Fuck that's hot. I was hoping you saw a bit. It's why I flashed my bum."
"I need to cum, cum now Sophie!"
I pumped him with my hands and increased the pressure in the lower hand while I worked his head.
"Cumming."
Jack's body spasmed and he thrust forward. I felt his sperm pulse through my fingers. He splattered the mirror. I was mesmerised by watching it fly out.
The second load I aimed at my reflection and kept pumping.
"Cumming myself Jack and I ground his butt into my groin. Next I felt his hand cup my mons and slit. I triggered and came all over his butt, hand and floor.
I looked at the image of my man, flushed and drained in the mirror.
"I guess we need to shower again."
"No just wash you hands and let's get back in the spa.
"And your dick, Jack."
..
Jack
...
As I was washing sperm off my hand, Sophie leant into the mirror and slurped my spend off it.
"Fuck Sophie that's bad. Super hot, but fuck I hope that's clean." He groaned.
Back in the spa I turned the bubbles off. We cuddled. Sophie sat on my lap sort of sideways. We kissed and snuggled.
It dawned on us somewhere in our post euphoric stupor that we were hungry and if we didn't move we would miss the dining room. I had told them we were coming. We just made it.
Back in the room we looked at the king sized bed and lamented the lack of direct sex we could do on it.
"Can we just cuddle on the bed and watch a movie together, Jack."
"Totally I've cum twice tonight already. But let's do it nude."
"I had better sit on a towel then."
"You choose Sophie. I'm happy with a romantic one."
"I know 'Tuck Everlasting'! It's a sort of mystery time travel romance."
We settled in for a movie night. Sans the popcorn. The lights were dimmable. We cuddled, Sophie under my arm. Her breasts providing a wonderful attraction for my hand.
I had a semi most of the movie. Helped to stay that way by Sophie's hand holding and fondling me. There was an erotic undercurrent to the movie which also helped. We stayed awake but as the credits rolled, I turned off the TV and we drifted off to sleep.
We obviously went to the toilet at some stage but drifted back to sleep, wound around each other as we moved to change our positions. The large bed was our womb. From it was born a content rightness for what we were doing regardless of law and convention.
I dreamt of living with my Sister in intimate closeness. Waking with the dawn I held her knowing that this was right.
Spooning, I moved my hand to Sophie's genitals and gently stimulated her labia. I licked my finger to add moisture. This allowed me to part her lips and access the juices that were building. Sophie moaned and snuggled closer.
"Keep going Jack."
"Am I doing it right?"
"Oh yes, just one finger in me though. That's all I've done."
I wasn't even planing to go that far but I was excited to get the invitation. I started to bring my girl juiced finger to my lips. Dipping and sucking.
"I love your taste little Sister."
"You do? Goodie. Sometime we can share oral."
"You mean sixty nine."
"I would love that Jack. But not now. I have a bit to learn first."
Sophie gave my hand a hand lesson on what turns her on most. Finally she encouraged me to slip a finger into her sanctum. Her bottom was massaging my penis as she squirmed in pleasure.
"I'm going to cum soon Sophie."
"Me too, fuck the idea of oral just triggered me. Cumming!"
As she did, I did also, right up her back which of course included my stomach. We lay there satisfied.
Sophie knelt up and licked my stomach and abs clean. My cock had shrunk again but this didn't stop her from licking the sperm off him either.
"Fuck Sophie, that's nice."
"Well it's not a blowjob yet Jack. You have already blown. I'm trying only to get the sperm."
"Well I can't wait till it is."
"Maybe tonight in Parks."
"We had better get moving then."
"It's still early, what about a swim in the motel pool before breakfast."
...
Sophie
...
It was a cooler day which made the drive pleasant. I started as driver. Jack was in the back chatting about things we needed to do in Parkes. We had to wait until Friday for my sex appointment. I giggled. It was a funny way to think of it. My appointment so we could finally have sex. Sex with my Brother.
The drive was so boring. Well the landscape was, flat, dry, and yuck. The weather was cloudy and coolish. It's all comparison. I wouldn't want to do this section in heat. I was used to driving Daisy by now and for the most part it was fun. Except for one thing, Trucks!
"Fuck! Shit that was close. Are you ok Sophie?"
"I fucking hate Trucks. But yes I'm ok."
This road is full of them. Big semis, B doubles, you name it we feel like we are going to be squashed by it.
"Is there another way not on this highway?"
"Not really. I've been looking. I feel like a bug on a windscreen back here in the bubble. Its worse when they pass us. It takes so long."
"Yes and the cattle trucks are worse. They stink."
"The worst thing about the cattle trucks is from down here your looking up at cows arses and they shit and piss."
Jack has taken to quickly shutting the windows if we get warning. Yes, occasionally we get pissed on. Or the urine leaks out the back of the truck.
Because we are slow we get passed by everything. The truck horns scare the shit out of me. Particularly when it's an angry driver who has to wait some time to pass. It's only one lane each way. But unlike a pushbike we can't get over to let them pass. The road verges are not wide enough.
I pulled over at a roadside stop. Not anything much, but a big side-road for trucks to take a break. No facilities. But I needed a break. Jack massaged my shoulders while I sat.
"That's nice Jack, keep going."
"Do you want to swap driving?"
"Yes please. And a cuddle and some more massage."
We were both dressed in cloths for this trip as the next pool was still an hour away, Daisy time. There was no one at the truck stop but it was very open and a vehicle on the road had good vision. Pity, I said to myself. Jack's hands felt great. We hopped out and we immediate started kissing. We had trouble keeping our hands off each other.
"Can you continue my massage Jack?"
I leant on the car as Jack worked on my back. My butt began moving on his groin. Hardness returned quickly. Well, I giggled, the kiss had started it.
"Jack how about I lie on the bonnet? This side appears to be clean."
The other side showed evidence of the cattle trucks.
"Straddle the headlamp then Sophie."
He lifted me up and I rolled onto my stomach and cuddled Daisy. She was warm but cool enough. Couldn't do this on a hot day. Jack went to work on my whole back and buttocks. I stroked his thigh with my dangling arm on his side. I'm pleased to say he got the hint and moved his body to match. Soon I was gently massaging his cock in return.
"One day I'll do this with you naked Sophie."
"You might have to wash the car first."
"And after."
Jack's hand moved to my thighs and between my thighs. One hand on my shoulders the other opening up my wet sex.
"Shit Jack that's nice. Keep going."
His finger soon found my passage and he worked it in and out. I rubbed my moms and clit on the small ridge that led to the headlamp housing.
"I'm going to cum soon Jack, keep going."
"Your going to drench your shorts Sophie,"
"God yes, pull them down, quickly!"
I lifted my groin and Jack pulled them to my down knees, panties and all. Then bare bottomed and feeling vulnerable Jack redoubled his efforts. Bringing his other hand down he worked my perineum. He's eyes were constantly scanning the road as he brought me to orgasm.
"Cumming Jack."
"Scream Sophie, no one can hear, let it out."
"FUUUUCK! Shit cumming...fuck...!"
I squirted down Daisy's bonnet and flooded the headlamp. I came in multiple waves of release.
Jack kissed me as I came down.
"Reward for your last driving effort."
He grabbed hand wipes from the back and cleaned me up. Lifting me, I clung to his neck as he pulled my shorts up and deposited me in the back seat.
"What about you Jack?"
"I can wait for my blowjob later."
As Jack hopped back in, a truck pulled in behind us. Jack quickly started so he could avoid inevitable conversations. I slept cuddled in the warmth of our erotic encounter. Well I guess it was a chemical sleep. But who's quibbling.
...
Here's a question. I have deliberately not written from and particular gender. but one of my anonymous readers went off at my writing attacking males. now it begs a question. What gender do my readers think I am as a writer? I am hetrosexual but does a gender bias show.
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Journey to Love Pt. 7
The siblings are over eighteen. Young enough to still be learning about their bodies. Old enough to know better. Bold enough to start taking risks. Innocent enough, but that is changing gradually as their epic journey continues.
...
Jack
...
"Wake up Sophie, we're there."
Groans were the reply.
She missed the stress of the drive with the trucks. As well as the near miss with a large Kangaroo. It was the first time someone had slept on our trip. Proudly I blamed my skills at making her cum. But na, can't call it skills yet. Not when neither of us had 'played' with each other much. I think our whole situation was erotically unusual. She was well primed.
"What's the time Jack?"
"How would I know I'm driving? You can look at your phone."
"I don't want to open my eyes yet."
"Ok, well I guess it's lunchtime. What do you want to do first eat or swim?"
"Swim please. I think I need to have a shower first. I must smell of my juices."
"True, I've been whiffing it this last hour. Just direct me to the pool navigator."
Forbes pool was a typical Olympic pool for rural NSW. It had great shade cloths at the shallow end. Sophie walked out of the change room in her orange bikini. I still can't get over her body, and that it appears to be mine for enjoying.
Immediately she started swimming and practicing. I left her to it and did some laps. It was good to stretch out and get the drive out of my muscles. Ten laps later I pulled up and was greeted by a kiss.
Sophie gave me a massage.
"I owe you a proper one, our motel perhaps."
"I can't wait. I'm sort of thinking it might have a happy ending."
"You deserve it for teaching me. I loved watching you swim. Jack, do you think I could swim a lap?
"I know you will be able to soon. It's a big step when it's fifty meters."
"Can I try?"
"Absolutely, but I suggest we start at the deep end and swim to the shallow."
"Why?"
"Nothing worse than running out of steam and you can't stand up."
"Good point, I hadn't thought of that."
We hopped out and walked hand in hand to the deep end. Again I thought about walking side by side with such a babe. Who would have thought just two weeks ago, No less...
"Your smiling Jack. A nice smug smile."
"Just thinking of walking with my baby, hand in hand."
She squeezed my hand, leant over, and kissed my cheek.
"I think that's the nicest thing someone has said to me. It's so romantic."
"More romance on its way. We have to shop for rings soon. But first swim."
I gave Sophie a hug as we held on to the edge at the deep end.
"Now just take it steady and breath relaxed. Don't think about racing or 'making it'. Just enjoy the flow of water over your body. I'll swim breaststroke so I can keep an eye out. Also you can change stroke to breaststroke anytime or simply float if you need a break."
Sophie kissed me then pushed off. I got to enjoy her body some more. She was doing well. About it halfway she stopped and put her head up. I could see the panic begin.
"Relax you are doing great."
We trod water.
"Shit it's a long way. I thought I was almost there."
"You've done twenty five metres, most swimmers start by swimming across the pool."
She took off again in breaststroke. Then as we cut the distance in half she swapped back to freestyle. I could see her burst to the end.
The joy that exploded from her was amazing. We whooped and celebrated. She clung to my neck and I hugged her close.
"That was awesome Sophie."
"I'm ready to drive to Parkes. I feel so alive at the moment."
"Well lunch first. Perhaps we should at least cover up for that. I think a special lunch to celebrate that swim if we can find somewhere nice."
...
Sophie
...
I was bubbling. Because I had just swum a lap. Because I was with Jack. Because I was in love. Because I was having a nice meal with my Brother, Jack.
Jack was looking into my eyes. Making sweet love with his eyes. We didn't have to touch. We knew. Knew we belonged together.
I leant over and kissed him.
"So Jack, if you're my boyfriend umm, are you still my Brother?"
"Of course. But perhaps in public, it's better boyfriend than Brother. But maybe in the bedroom you can call me Brother, it's sort of sexy."
He was leaning forward and whispered this last bit to me. Well if I was bubbling before I was ecstatic now.
"So perhaps we should have a date. Just to confirm the status. Maybe we could go to the pictures in Parks."
"I would love to. Before or after we go ring shopping?" I giggled. Jack giggled. I laughed. Jack laughed.
"It's all arse about, isn't it Soph?"
"So long as it's your arse that's about Jack I think I can cope. I happen to think that your arse is particularly sexy."
" Think we need to park our arses into Daisy and get to Parks."
We left giggling and cuddling as we made our way to our quirky mode of transportation.
It was late afternoon when we arrived in Parkes. So we went straight to our accomodation. Jack had once again booked us the best room available. We changed quickly so as not to miss the dining room.
Satiated we returned to our room to change for a swim.
"I'm going to wear the blue bikini, I know there are people around and the pool is in a very public spot. But there is no one using it. I think I'm game."
Jack just groaned.
He followed me out like a puppy. I knew he was watching my rear end assets. I dropped my towel and walked slowly into the blue waters. How do motels actually manage to always have blue water and still not be strong in Chlorine smells? Jack jumped in the deep end. If it could be called that. I watched his hard-on as he splashed down.
Well when he jumped, it was the most uncoordinated thing I had seen. His eyes were on me the whole time, but he didn't look like his head went under water. He breaststroked to me.
"What was that Jack? Call that a jump? It was arms and legs everywhere." I was laughing at him.
"It's called a Safety Jump Sophie. I didn't want to take my eyes off you."
"It looked very unsafe to me."
"Well also I didn't know how deep the water was."
"You mean it's a thing, like a real jump?"
"Yes, when in a rescue situation, it means you can keep your eye on the drowning person so you don't lose them."
"Do it again?"
Jack moved to the side of the pool and slithered out. He did it again and true, his head stayed out of the water. He even blew me a kiss as he landed.
"Jack" I giggled.
For suddenly he was next to me and had me in his rescue hold. His hand planted firmly on my breast. He took me for a lap of the short pool. I pretended I was drowned. In the shallow end he supported my head and neck and began mouth to mouth. He had pinched my nose and actually blew his breath into me. Shit is was a strange feeling.
But then he added tongue. I broke away.
"Jack, I bet that's not in the rule book. Most unethical.
But I like it."
I clung to him wrapping my legs around him I kissed him with passion.
"Oh my hero and rescuer, what can I do for you? I owe you" I said in a girly put on voice.
"Miss you could give me a massage back at the rescue hut. I appear to have strained a muscle."
"Not before you show me how to do that crazy jump."
Jack got out. His strained muscle clearly obvious in his swimmers.
"Oh Jack! what a great big strain you have!"
"All the better to love you with my dear."
"I think I'll just stick to the massage, but thanks. Ok jump, how?"
Jack demonstrated. Arms out wide like a cross. Legs splayed in the opposite direction, then when you jump in you push forward so your chest takes the force, pushing the water forward away from your head. He then jumped in. As gangly as it looked it worked.
"Ok I'll try." I climbed out at the shallow end and scurried around to the deep end. We were the only ones around and the sun was settling down for the night.
I put my arms out, legs apart. That was hard as it meant jumping was not easy.
"Just spread your legs as you jump. Remember breast the water."
"I'm nervous."
"It's ok you can swim you know."
"Oh I forgot that." I giggled then jumped. Splash! But it sort of worked. Jack was looking at me lovingly, his eyes bulging even.
"Well done Sophie, I love the breast action." He winked.
I looked down. Fuck both my tits were out.
"Jack!" I put them back. "I want to try that again."
...
Jack
...
"As many time as you like little Sister, practise makes perfect."
Sophie returned to the deep end, the setting sun cast a lovely golden light that sparkled off her peacock blue bikini.
"I hope your watching Jack? Here goes."
Truth was, was I ever. In fact I giggled to myself, I knew that would happen. A Safety Jump is not safe in a modern bikini.
Splash. I watched as her girls popped out as they bore the brunt of the splash. They then moved and floated free. I moved to Sophie as she trod water. Gently I put them back into her top.
"Again Jack?"
"Yes definitely again, you almost had it perfect that time."
This time I ducked underwater to look as she jumped. I couldn't see much in the wash but the view was magnificent as she trod water looking around for me. I swim up to her underwater and kissed her breast as I passed it. Well kissed may be the wrong word. More sucked that floating mammary into my mouth and held on.
She wacked the top of my head.
"Jack, naughty boy."
I tried to keep on but needed to breath. So reluctantly I detached and swam away with Sophie chasing me. We played chasy a bit, I was too fast but she was doing well. Her breasts were still out. I let her catch me. My reward was a kiss. Her bare breasts pressed into my chest.
"I love you Jack."
She ground my hard-on into her groin.
"I think it's time for that massage."
She turned and was about to get out.
"Your top Sophie?"
"Oops. Sorry girls, you have to go away."
She tucked her magnificent breasts back into her bikini. Excitedly Sophie wiggled her butt at me. Well the Safety Jumps had actually wedged her bottoms into her butt crack making it a true G string fit.
"That is so sexy."
She wiggled her butt some more. Then bending for a towel she deliberately held the position. I could see her pussy lips bulging around the fabric as it disappeared into her sex.
"Fuck Sophie, what a view. I might get my happy ending before I get the massage."
"Hold it stud, at least wait until, we get to our room."
She held a towel out to me. The motel had provided beach towels for use, so at least we could wrap them around ourselves as we headed to our room.
Once inside Sophie tackled me against the door and kissed me passionately, I swear she was about to rape me, she was so turned on. Her body ground on mine.
She dropped to her knees and pulled my swimmers off, catching them on my very hard dick. She released me from the fabric and before I knew it, she had sucked my hard penis into her mouth. No preliminaries, just rapid action. Sucking and slurping me into her warm mouth.
"Fuck Sophie that's good. I'm not going to last."
She pulled off and smiled up at me.
"Good, I want you to cum in my mouth."
Then I was back in her. It was clear she had not done this before, but then I had never had a blowjob before either. What she lacked in experience she made up for in enthusiasm. It was the sexiest thing. Her hand wrapped around me and jacked me off as her mouth and tongue did their work on my glans.
"Shit cumming."
My body spasmed against the door as I flooded Sophie's mouth with hot sperm. She just kept going, drinking direct from me, as if I was a straw. I pumped and pumped until it became painful.
"Enough, too sensitive."
With that Sophie stood and kissed me with passionate aggression, sperm and all.
I was used to tasting my own cum. So I kissed back and carried her to the bed. We continued our passionate release.
Sophie was still full of energy, where my post climax malaise has started to set in.
"Opps, happy ending first. My bad Jack. I want to massage you now."
She bounced up and retrieved a dry towel or two, plus some lotion. My massage begun. At some stage she lost her swimmers and massaged me naked. I was just in dreamland. I wondered if this was all real. It was so unreal. So different from what I had expected my October to be. My Sister, my lover, lulled me to sleep with her caresses.
...
Sophie
...
Jack slept, but I just played with his body. Technically it was a massage. But really it was me feeling him over and over. Memorising his torso, his muscles his scent. I used my breasts to continue the work over.
Every now and then Jack would groan or sigh. Again the temptation was to jump his bones. He rolled over and looked at me through slitted eyes. I had access to his front at last. He was predictably hard. I continued to play.
"You know this body is mine Jack?"
"I sort of figured that."
"I mean forever. That is if we are really doing this and going all the way."
My hands explored as we talked. Light butterfly touches.
"Sophie darling, I don't want it any other way. When we get those rings tomorrow, I want it to be a till death do us part decision. I don't want it to be a fuck then fuck it up. It's why I'm happy to wait."
I kissed him at that. A tender, loving, soulful kiss. My breasts hung on his naked chest and kissed his nipples in synchronisation.
"I've seen a lot of families as I was shuffled around growing up. I've seen good marriages and some shockers. Our own parent perhaps the worst, because they couldn't commit to their kids and the future. I want to be a Dad who loves, cares, and cherishes. I want to be what my Dad wasn't."
"You know you just said we are going to have kids?"
"Shit I did too. We have a lot to think through in that area. To go with the death till us part thing."
"I'm not sure kids are a good idea yet. But I know my biological clock just got wound up at the thought."
I moved my body up toward Jack's head and placed my abdomen against his ear.
"Can you hear it ticking Jack? Behind this sexy covering are a lifetimes worth of ovaries waiting to become children. I don't think I'm wanting to give that up. Shit this is more complicated than just sex isn't it?"
Jack nuzzled my abdomen and began talking to it.
"Hi kids this is your Daddy speaking. I want you to know I love you very, very much. I love your mother even more at the moment. Be patent little ones, Mum and I have a lot to work through. But one day hopefully we can cuddle you on the outside. So don't be impatient. Good things come to those who wait."
Tears were running down my cheeks. I settled forward and nuzzled my tears into Jack's genitals.
"Sorry guys, I just ate millions of you. Opps, but such is life. Better than drying on a bedroom wall I'm sure. So keep feeding me until one of you is lucky enough to win the Jackpot."
I giggled. Jack giggled. I could hear laughter echoing deep through our skin. Next I felt Jack kiss me right on my clit.
"Yes Jack, please yes."
"I've not done this yet, but can I feast on you for a bit Sister dearest."
"Shit yes, crap yes."
I could feel his tongue beginning to explore, lapping it's way over my swollen lips. Finding the source of the juices that flushed when my lover Brother talked to our future. I nuzzled his swollen penis and licked its base. I wasn't ready to sixty nine him yet. I figured that was what we were doing. But I wanted to just luxuriate in the feelings and sensations Jack was sending through my body.
Jack's hands cupped my buttocks and moved me to where he wanted to explore next. I raised up a bit to give him room. His groans and humming vibrated into my lips. His tongue danced around my inner labia, exploring the valleys and sucking in the fleshy lips.
I know I was going to cum soon. Very soon. His tongue found the slippery path to my virgin vagina. Following destiny, the tip found the opening. He ran his tongue around my passage and dipped his tip in. At the same time his hands pulled my body in and I was cumming. I buried my mouth into the base of his cock and stifled my screams with his flesh.
I ground my clit into his chin. I felt his tongue stiffen and spear into my vagina. In and out, in and out. I nuzzled his rampant dick and through my screams and waves muttered, "Don't worry dick, you time will cummmmmm."
The flood gates opened and Jack tasted the fountain of my youth. My body tensed, spasming in waves. I lifted up and in primeval ecstasy, screamed. My body convulsed in rapid waves and I was coming in bulk fluids over his face.
"Enough, shit too sensitive."
I grabbed Jack's penis. My penis, and pumped. Jack stiffened with me and his sperm flew up into my face and breasts. When the waves ceased I flipped around to kiss my lover.
"Shit Jack, you look like a drowned rat."
"Thanks Sophie, it's what I like to hear when I've just had the most incredible experience of my life."
"So far." we both said together.
"Let's get this deadly sperm off you before I grind it into you."
"Sorry can't move not yet."
With that we both relaxed and shared the moment. The intimate moment of our lovemaking. Still virgins but no longer orally.
Moments turned longer as we gazed into each others eyes. Jack fed me some sperm from around my face. Like primal lions after a kill, we licked each other clean from the spoils of our conquest. Giggles were the only words passing between us. We knew it was forever. Sleep wrapped her arms around our nakedness and comforted us. Once again we slept as we once had so so many years ago. Babies in each others arms.
...
Jack
...
I had to go, but my sweet Sister was curled up on my chest. As sleep faded and memory took over I basked in the wonder of this evening. If waiting meant we could do this, I could do it forever. 'No you can't!' Dick spoke firmly to me. But for now bask in the glory, damp and cold that it was. Our smells washed over me. I had seen a bit of oral porn. But didn't think squirting would ever shower me. I counted it a blessing, even though I knew it would mean major clean ups now and ahead. But wow, the joy of initiating such a moment in my Sister's body was mixed with pride and power.
Shit I thought, I actually had power over someone. But someone I feared I could break. Precious beyond measure. Was I old enough to hold such responsibility? We held each other so vulnerably. I knew I was vulnerable. I broke down when I thought Sophie's No was a no forever. We both had a lot of growing up to do. This trip would help, but life had a long way to go. Particularly as we talked about forever.
My mind went to that amazing blowjob? Well it might because it was the only one I've had. But wow. Crap I really needed to go to the loo.
I tried to peel my sister off me. Literally as well as figuratively.
"I've got to go to the toilet sweetheart."
She kissed me. We were a bit stuck together, our skin peeled apart with a tacky sound, as the fluids had dried. I'm guessing it was the sperm. That stuff is a bugger to get out dried.
"I need to also Jack, I'm coming with you."
"You might have to." I laughed. "Only joking."
Hand in hand we made our way in the dark to the bathroom.
"Sorry I have to go first, I've been holding on too much."
Sophie made her way to the shower and turned it on, just as I made it to the bowel. Which was lucky, as I let down so fast. I could hear Sophie under the shower. Finished I joined her. Wet she deserted me and took her soaked body to the toilet. The bathroom was lit by the motel lights outside, for the most part it was dark and intimate.
"Can we wash each other Jack?"
"That's what I as hoping."
The motel had a pump soap system. So I loaded up and started washing my Sister.
"This motel soap always seems so thin."



Sophie in response turned off the shower and together we almost emptied the dispenser over ourselves. We became a slippery tangle of soap and sudds. We tried to hold each other up as our feet gathered the soap. In the end we slithered to the floor and played like eels in a tub.
"You are so much fun Jack. I love you."
I tickled her but it was impossible to get a grip on anything. Everything was in bounds but when she grabbed my foot and started on that I had to cry truce.
I reached up and turned back on the water. Gently we washed each other as the sudds diminished. Standing, Sophie grabbed the shampoo and lovingly washed my hair.
"Well, I squirted all over it Jack. It's the least I can do to repay you."
"You don't need to repay me ever Sophie. This is a together thing in the life. Everything shared, everything given."
When she was done I did her hair. I was trying to find bits of coagulated sperm in the dark. We found one dry towel which we shared and crawled back into our kingsized bed on the other side to the massive wet spot.
Shit house keeping's going to be busy tomorrow I thought to myself, as we drifted back into a deep sleep.
We missed breakfast. We slept right through to ten. We awoke to the sounds of house cleaning moving through the rooms next door.
Startled we got up and breathed a sigh of relief. It was not our door. The place was a bit of a mess. I took a deep whiff. Yep sex definitely had happened in here.
I pulled a naked Sophie to me and kissed her.
"We need to get dressed darling. Then open some windows."
Sophie sniffed the stagnant air. Then giggled.
"Yep housecleaning are going to need a tip I think."
"How embarrassing. And we have three more, no four more nights to go."
We dressed tidied up and slipped out the door. Only for house cleaning to ask if they could do our room.
Sophie quietly went up to talk to the older lady. Who nodded and then gave her a quick hug. I stood sheepishly by Daisy and tried to look occupied.
In the car and on our way I asked.
"What did you say?"
"Well I apologised for the mess. Explained we were on a delayed honeymoon and asked her what her favourite chocolates were."
"Wow you can come with me anytime."
"Well that's what we did wasn't it. Twice in fact."
We found a nice looking cafe for breakfast. We planned our day while we ate.
"We have to go do our photo. Should we do that before rings or after?" I asked Sophie.
"Maybe some window shopping for rings this morning, check out the shops and what they have. But not actually try stuff until tomorrow. We have to fill in a few days somehow."
"It's a bit like sex then. Window shop, test, try, before committing to a long term and then buy the whole shop."
Sophie's face dropped.
"Is that what this is? Try and see, walk away if not happy."
I reached over the table and took her hand. I played my finger around where the ring should be.
"No darling, I want the ring to be perfect, I've more than bought the package. In fact bought is the wrong word. Nothing could buy what you are and how precious you are. Both what you have become to me, and what I want our future to be. The decision is made in here." I thumped my heart. "This thing fell head over heals with you almost at the start. It's just taken a bit for this thing," I tapped my noggan," to catch up and stop throwing barriers in the way of letting my love flow."
Sophie stood up and kissed my head. "Thanks for catching up, noggan. So window shop first then photo after lunch?"
"I'm not sure I need lunch after this Sophie."
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Journey to Love Pt. 8
The Journey continues as love weaves its way into the warp and weft of the siblings existence.
........
Sophie
.........
It was fun window shopping with my boyfriend. Growing up with mum, she had taught me all the finer arts of shopping. Jack was so nervous and embarrassed. I don't think he had been near a Jewellery Shop. I really had to break him in.
"This is hard Sophie. I don't know anything about this stuff."
"Well lucky for me I do. Or is that lucky for you?"
"You can't even see the prices. They are sneaky, with the little tags strategically placed upside down, or under the ring."
"See that's the first thing about engagement rings. Your not buying the ring. You are engaging in a dream; In the experience and the romance.
"The idea is the girl falls in love with a ring. Then they go in try it. The assistant ask questions about technical things, like size and colour. She then shows us other rings, with bigger stones and bigger price tags.
"The guy finds out the price of these. The assistant judges, by the reaction, if this couple can afford it. Then if it is clear he can't afford it, she goes back to the original one. Suddenly the price, which he chokes on, doesn't appear so bad."
"So these are not the best rings."
"Oh no, the best ones are under the counter. These are the catch rings. Different types and settings to temp a person to come on in."
"Shit I'm glad we are doing it slow."
"There are only two Jewellers in Parks. So it's slim pickings, unless we wait till Dubbo. So it won't be that slow."
Jack stood looking at a poster.
"I guess that's where we are going for our photo. The thing called The Dish. It's a Radio Telescope."
"I can see why it's called The Dish."
We wandered up the street from one Jewellery shop to the other one. Suddenly we were seeing The Dish everywhere.
"I guess it's a tourist thing. You can even get soft toy versions." Jack commented
"It's funny, it's almost as if I was blind to it, but now I'm seeing it everywhere."
"That is funny, because I think there was a DVD, you know old school movie, of The Dish in our room."
"Your fault really Sophie, I was distracted by another dish last night."
"So The Dish is a movie."
"Yep and a place apparently. Also had something to do with the moon landing. At least the blurbs say so."
"Well let's eat and head out to take our photos. Grandpa needs to be a patient man. This second one has been a long time coming."
I really wanted to make a cumming joke or two at that, but held off. We have both been cumming constantly, or so it seemed, since moment dot.
"You drive Sophie, I'm happy to navigate."
We headed out of town. It was soon very clear we could see The Dish now we were looking for it. Right in the middle of sheep paddocks.
"There's an information museum, I guess that's where we go. Drive on Sophie."
It actually took a while. Size confuses perception of distance. It was also getting hot.
There were a bunch of tourists at The Dish. The car park was fuller than we were used to. For the next two hours we immersed ourselves in the history of The Dish, the making of the movie, and Australia's part in the moon landings. It worked out Australia was a major player in the Astronomy business. A lot to do with our clean air.
We still had a longish drive back into Parkes and the sun was baking. We decided to hang out at the cafe as long as possible. We enjoyed ice creams and coffee. Over time the other tourists gradually departed. We spent the time telling each other stories from our past that we had obviously missed out on.
Eventually we were politely told that they were closing soon. As we got up to leave a ranger, except I'm sure he was not a ranger, but a person who worked there came up to us.
"Are you the two who own the little yellow car out there?"
"Yes, it's okay I hope."
"Sure, but it's so unusual and striking. What is it?"
Soon we were sharing the story again. Getting boring for us, but obviously not for the techie, sciencie, guy talking to us.
"Can I ask you a favour?"
"Well I guess you can ask, we can always say no." Jack answered.
"Look we astronomers have a bit of a photographic thing going, worldwide. It's where we take interesting photos of our equipment."
"You mean like Dick pics?" I blurted out.
"No! shit, sorry, no?" He was bright red.
"I mean of our antennas... ah, dishes and stuff."
I laughed. "Sorry opps, I didn't mean to say that, well I did, but I missed my filter. Sorry I'm embarrassed now."
"Sorry Derek, I want to apologise for my wife. She's a bit obses...."
I dug Jack hard in the ribs. Jack laughed, then we all did. Once the three of us gained control Derek spoke up.
"I was wanting to ask if I could get a photograph of your car with the dish."
"I don't see a problem with that." I answered.
"Well it might not be possible, because I need it tomorrow night at sunset. Are you going to be around?"
"Why not tonight?"
"Well tomorrow night is a full moon. And it's right at sunset so we get golden sunset colours with a full moon rising behind the dish. So perfect time, and your car would make it such an amazing image."
"Well we are in Parkes until Saturday, so I guess it would give us something to do."
We walked out to the car. There were a few other staff gathered around Daisy. Introductions happened and one of the group was introduced as the Head Scientist of The Radio Telescope.
He asked, "What does it weigh?"
"I'm not sure," Jack responded, "but I'm sure a couple of people could pick it up."
"Can we try?"
"Sure? Maybe two at the back and one at the front will be enough."
A couple of guys stepped forward, and with Jack at the front, they lifted it cleanly off the ground and easily.
"Wow that's light. There was a sparkle of excitement in the head guys eyes." His name was Stephen.
"Look if you can be here tomorrow by say seven, we will give you a private tour and maybe a ride on the dish."
My strange look showed I had no idea what a ride meant.
"I take it your've not seen the movie?" Derek stated.
"No we didn't even know it was a thing until today."
"But we have a copy in our motel room." Jack added.
"Well watch it tonight. It will help tomorrow."
So all arranged, we mounted Daisy and headed back to town.
"Sophie, we didn't take a photo for Grandpa."
"Lucky we didn't, nor send it. I think we might get a much better one tomorrow night."
Back at the Motel we hit the dining room. Not because we didn't want to swim, it was still parching hot in Daisy, but because it was close to closing.
"One thing about this car Jack' it's giving us interesting experiences."
"Yep, Remember that's what Grandpa advised us to collect. I think Daisy is pulling all the weight on that one."
"Well on the public front, true. I think we are both gathering quite a few experiences on the private side of things."
I put my foot up under the table and rubbed Jack's groin.
"You mean the sexual side of things Jack?"
"Well that too. But actually I think I'm learning even more on the relationship side. Like having a girlfriend and living with her. And learning how my Sister ticks, and well everything.
I pulled my foot away. Our food was arriving.
"How come your not like other shithead jocks we see on the TV or in movies?"
"I'm just not. I think it was needing to be independent early. It was not fitting in in some places. Thus I developed some deep respect for girls. At school I was often left with the outsiders group. Because I wasn't anywhere or at any school long, I found could talk to girls. They were more likely to become friends or at least more friendly."
"Well, I Think you were sort of cute, you still are, that would help."
"Maybe, but I wasn't chasing skirt either. I knew I wasn't going to be around long, so I never really formed the desire to go out with anyone. I did like a lot of my friends, the girls that is."
"Did you wank thinking of them?"
"Sometimes, but normally after I had left the school. I would fantasise about the missed opportunities."
"So you lived in a bit of a fantasy world?"
"Well the real world was coming up short."
"Yet that world formed and shaped you Jack. I guess I get to taste the fruit of your nomad existence."
"Sometimes that's all it was, existence. I know I've found something much better in you. A reason for life, living, enjoying. I really am lucky Grandpa put us back together. Ok, enough of this mushy stuff. I think it's time for a swim."
"You mean you want some prolonged physical contact?"
"That too."
.......
Jack
.......
This was all a bit new. Pouring my soul out to someone. I was loving that I had someone to share at this level though.
Sophie changed into her blue number. My heart raced. Score! It always set my pulse racing, which in turn stiffened me. I did have trouble not looking at her rack in this bikini though.
We walked to the pool. Sophie got a few looks on the way. She grabbed my hand.
"I don't think I'm comfortable in this bikini yet Jack."
We dropped our towels and walked into the pool together.
"That's a bit better."
"There are a few more people around tonight Sophie. Are you okay or do you want to change?"
"I'm alright because I'm with you."
I had real trouble not looking at her boobs. Sophie ducked underwater and almost sat on the bottom. Then she rose up, a beautiful nymph in front of me.
"Just checking Jack. You're rising nicely."
Then she shimmied her boobs in front of me.
"You know Jack you are the first person I feel safe just being me. You know, big boobs and all. I don't mind if you stare. In fact it turns me on."
I moved forward and cuddled her. This had the advantage of reducing the ability to look at her boobs and to look into her eyes without distractions.
"It's really hard as a male not to check out a females boobs. We are hardwired into visual stimuli. I don't think most chicks really understand that. If they were going to be so offended, then why put them out on display."
"That's sort of why I was wearing hoodies and stuff."
"I actually appreciated that. It made it hard to sus you out though Sis."
"Thanks, but then some girls enjoy being ogled. They talk about it in the change rooms with friends. But they get real offended if someone too old checks them out in the same way. Young studs are fine to look. Old ones get called freaks and pervs."
"Do you like having big boobs?"
"Not until now. It's more a burden. I didn't ask to get these. I get jealous of girls who have small tits and do not need a bra. But then, I know they are often jealous of me."
I was cuddling Sophie from behind as we sat on the steps. She took my hands and placed them under her boobs.
"Feel their weight Jack?"
When I stopped to think of that, instead of the pleasure of copping a feel, I realised they were quite heavy.
"That's what I have to carry. It's what bounces up and down when I run. It's what swings with me when I make a sudden turn. In the car they bounce on the bumps. In Daisy that can be annoying, and painful if we are on a rough road.
"Finding a bra that's comfortable is so hard. Maybe I could chop off your hands and have them hold me all day. That would be nice."
"That would be handy. I guess that would render me h'armless. But so long as they could still tweak a nipple every now and again. Then send that feeling directly to my balls."
Sophie sighed as I tweaked her nipples.
"I think I'd be wet all day Jack."
We sat in silence watching the sunset. Her boobs still in my hands.
"I think I need to swim a bit Jack. How many laps could I do in this one?"
"Well I guess it's only ten metres, so quite a few."
"Let's do laps. Keep count Jack. A kiss for every ten."
"Deal."
I wondered as we swam if she had done the maths of that in her head. Ten laps is a hundred meters, twice what she did yesterday. I was doing many more than she was but after a while I got to the shallow end and Sophie was waiting.
"Time for my kiss Jack."
It was a warm loving kiss. I went to take another but she pushed me away giggling and took off on another set of ten.
A further Kiss followed by another ten, this time all breaststroke.
It was obvious she was wearing out, but her smile was contagious as she breasted the water. I stood at the shallow end and watched her swim toward me. Her mammaries certainly affected her speed and flow. Back up the pool I watched her buttocks gyrating with her frog kick. At the deep end she slipped her bikini between her breasts and did the lap toward me unrestricted.
She pulled up for her kiss and pressed them to my chest as she kissed me. I leant into her neck and sang.
"Who let the boobs out?
Who, who, who who?"
"Jack, these girls are going to play with you tonight. I want you to titty fuck me."
"Promise."
She grabbed my dick.
"Promise."
Then she lead me to the steps by the penis. I put her boobs back in the holsters. It was like shutting curtains with this bikini design. We dried and covered up to be a bit decent as we headed back to the room. Inside the door, I had a passionate Sister to enjoy.
Carefully, she laid some towels on the bed. Then sat in the middle, but on the edge, she gestured for me to come to her. Less hurried tonight, but with purpose, she disposed of my wet swimmers. She kept her bikini on.
My penis was stiff with anticipation. This was the tit fuck I had been promised, and what I had almost from the first time I saw their size and stunning cleavage.
Sophie started kissing my penis head and making sweet love to my little guy. She slobbered all over him and then transfer that to the valley of her breasts.
"Tonight, my lovely hard friend, I want you to make love to my breasts. I want you to show my titties that their size is an erotic blessings. I want your spermies to paint them cream.
I just stood and took it in. My head was spinning. Slowly Soph took my cock and ran the glans under the bikini ring and glided it into position. With her hands she grabbed my glutes and controlled my body. In and out, up and down.
"That's it fuck me. Slide that monster through my breasts."
With her arms she pressed them into her breasts which had the effect of enveloping my penis in her soft flesh.
"Yes that's it. Faster." and she slapped my butt. "Fuck me Jack, fuck me. Pretend this is my pussy."
She dribbled spit on me and I pulled her head back while I added my saliva to the mix.
"Pinch my nipples Jack. Yes that's it. I think I might cum with you Jack."
Her hard sternum with its hidden bumps rubbed the underside of my hardness. My head, the glans, pushed in and out. The precum streamed from his eye. I started to bump her chin at the extension of my stroke. Her breasts had risen toward her chin as I began to ram into her.
"Open your mouth Sophie."
She tilted her head forward and I was aware one of my hands was pressing her head down toward my dickhead. I hoped I wasn't being a dickhead, so I eased the pressure. Soon her tits, mouth and my glans were making regular contact. Sophie's dribble continued to lubricate me through her open mouth.
"Shit I'm going to cum soon Sophie. Where do you want it?"
"In my pussy."
I almost stopped in shock.
"I mean my tit's pussy. She put one hand on the top of the breasts and squeezed so they made an end to push into the other hand squeezed my butt cheek as she drove me home.
"Cum Jack, cum, I am, crap."
"Cumming, arhhhh cumming."
Powerful spurts forced their way through her closed cleavage crack and flowed down.
I spasmed as spurt after spurt added to the sticky mess between her tits. Freshly fucked Sophie pulled me to her and rolled her breasts between her body and mine. I felt the ring of her bikini top pressed into the top of my penis shaft.
Suddenly Sophie was on her knees cleaning the sperm from me. She looked up at me with sparking eyes.
"I did want it in my pussy, my real pussy, but this was fantastic. Shower time my Big Brother. Then I think we have a movie to watch."
The Dish was a great movie. It was so funny, very Aussie. I could see why it was a hit, particularly here in Parkes.
"So that's what they meant by a ride, when we got to that part. Shit that thing is so strong. I'm getting excited Jack."
We paused the movie.
"Sophie you know when they picked Daisy up, that was weird, you don't suppose they might be planning to take Daisy for a ride as well."
"You're right. She would look stunning. Like a bee on a flower. I think so Jack."
"It will make a great photo for Grandpa."
"A great photo for our Grandkids."
I kissed her. "I would like that, but please control your motherly urges, we have only just started. I think we might need to get some genetic testing before we risk that.
We finished the movie and cuddled our way back to sleep.
"I love you Sophie."
"I love you Jack."
..........
Sophie
.........
We have our rings! It's been an exciting morning.
Well we have two of our rings. The wedding bands.
My engagement ring they didn't have in my size. But they had it in Dubbo. Our next stop. So we pick it up on Saturday. So long as we make it there by five pm.
In the tradition of arse about, we went to the river and gave each other our rings, without ceremony. But we are planning something special to do our exchange of vows. Even if we can't do it legally. But we wanted rings to cover our story, so we have them on.
Mine is a simple 18ct. gold band with a profile that matches the engagement band. Jack's is something different. Tantalum with a rose gold insert around the outer surface of the ring. I love it. Very sexy, manly but with a warm soft core, just like my Jack.
Jack's bank account is almost empty, so I guess I'll need to do payments for a while. I don't think we can say to Grandpa, look we spent it on rings.
We are at the Parkes Swimming pool to kill time before the Dish. Jack wanted to stay at home. I think he wanted more sex stuff, but I'm feeling a bit crabby. I know, just when I've actually got and am wearing my wedding ring. But it's nearly that time of month. Yesterday I was happy us groping and my tits held. Today it's annoying me.
"I'm sorry Jack."
I held his hand, our two wedding bands new on our fingers. I twirled his.
"I'm feeling a bit unsettled and even grumpy, but it's not this or these. Yep, frustrated we have to wait, it's not really how I would have dreamed the moment."
"PMT?"
"Yes, I think so. Dame Brother you're good."
"Well you did tell me it might get rough. I've been looking out for the signs."
"It is amazing that you get it. Like actually see me."
"You're not just your body and boobs you know?"
"Am I that worried about them?"
"I think so, they certainly are a focus of your negative comments."
"Have I been negative?" I snapped.
"No darling, in fact so much the opposite. Perhaps I mean sensitive about them."
"Well this is the first time I've ever really had them out in public."
"You did it for me?"
"Well yes, but not just for you to look at. It's that you make me comfortable and safe. It's like it's okay."
"I think you need some sunscreen on them. They are turning pink."
"Shit just what I need to keep me grumpy."
"Let's go screen up."
Did I let Jack do it? The sexually awakened Sophie in me said shit yes, but the quiet, nervous me was saying no way. He can do my back.
"Do you mind if you just do my back Jack? I'll manage my front."
"Gladly, but are you okay?"
"Yes, it's just become a bit much."
I was fiddling with my ring.
"We can put the rings away for a while, if you think that will help."
"No, it's just I should be happier but I'm not. I mean deep down I'm very happy. It's just the PMT taking over. I always feel grumpy and negative about everything in this week."



"Well you have your appointment tomorrow, so some resolution will happen."
I started crying, softly. "That's the thing. Like I'm about to get my periods. Even if we could fuck tomorrow night I won't feel like it and we have to wait for another four days at least."
"Well that was always on the cards. As in waiting for the contraception to become effective."
"I know, but that doesn't change how I feel."
Jack silently did my back. It was nice. His hands were gentle and he didn't try to push boundaries. I did my legs and breasts. They were obviously a little burnt.
"Do you want to do my back Sophie?"
"No, I actually want to do all of you. Lie down Jack."
Jack lay on his back. It was good for me. It bought my focus back to us. Back to Jack's wonderful body. My fingers lingered as they enjoyed his flesh. I kept looking at the lump in his shorts as it began to grow. I make it a mission to have him rock hard before I asked him to turn over.
I moved to his feet. I played with them.
"Sophie, no I'm too ticklish. Firm but quick please."
"Good to know. Just like the shower hey?"
"God that was so sexy and erotic. If I think about that wonderful experience I might have to ban you touching my feet."
My mood was lifting. But I felt vulnerable.
"Do you mind if I put a shirt on Jack."
"Not at all. Always do what makes you comfortable Sophie. I love you covered or naked. In fact there is something erotic in being covered. Particularly if the covering is light and loose. Does this mean you're done with swimming?"
"Probably Jack. I think I need to find a romance novel or something to read. Curl up with a book."
"Should we leave and find one then?"
"No, not just yet."
"Do you mind if I keep swimming?"
"No, I'll be happy just watching you. "
"Ok, I'll leave you to it. Go get an ice cream or something."
"How did you ice cream was just the thing?"
"Same way I know PMT is a thing. The ice cream always ran out in the households I stayed at."
Jack got up and kissed the top of my head. He went to the swimming lanes and lined up in the fast swim lane. I grabbed my purse and wandered over to the canteen. If I pretended to get one for Jack I could have two. It made choosing easier.
Back at our towels I watched Jack. Crap he was good and fast. I figured he was releasing the tension. Stretching out. Lap after lap. Wow. He did some butterfly, like three laps. Now that's hard. Finally he settled into backstroke. I think I want to learn that one next. He was gliding comfortably.
I must have nodded off because next I knew Jack was at my side dripping wet. But he didn't splash me. He just picked up my two wrappers and sticks and put them in the bin.
"Shall we go back to the motel?"
"Yes, I want to tidy up for our date at The Disk."
"If they want us in the picture should we do it? I mean it could get some publicity."
"Good point. Maybe not."
"We do need to be in ours though."
"Maybe in silhouette for them?"
" Yes that would be okay."
"I need to be in big boys pants then."
"Definitely Jack."
............
Jack
............
The access road into the Dish was the same as seen in the movie, except they had security at the gate. We were expected.
"Look the Dish is moving Jack."
We were on the drive up when we saw The Dish was slowly, but definitely turning toward us.
"It's like it's trying to catch what we are saying, Jack."
"Then let it hear that I love you, I love my sister. I want to fuck my sister." I shouted the last bit.
Sophie giggled. "You don't suppose it can, like it's very sensitive."
"It only hears in EMR so we are safe. It can't hear sound waves."
"What's EMR nerdy Brother?"
"Well we studied it in school, I assume you did too. Electro Magnetic Radiation, things like radio waves."
"But it picked up pictures and sound from the moon."
"That's because they were transmitted in EMR."
"So was the moon landing faked?"
"God don't say that to one of these scientists. They will get so mad at that conspiracy theory stuff. They might just send us packing. That dish is so directional specific, the only message it could have got was from the moon. It was teamed by Aussie scientists so no, Aussies are very sceptical and don't take crap."
We pulled up and were soon surrounded by scientists with expensive looking cameras. It was hot in the bubble. Both Sophie and I had sweat stains on our shirts.
The Dish kept moving toward us.
"Is it okay if I take so pictures of that?"
"Go ahead, not many people get to see this from so close. "
"Wow it's huge. Do you really play cricket on it?"
"Ah, I see you saw the movie. Technically no, but a occasionally yes. But only when it's down for maintenance."
"So how can you be allowed to put Daisy on it?"
"It's more than strong enough. We have other maintenance vehicles that are used on it at certain times. Shall we say it's logged into maintenance for the next two hours, and leave it at that. We go active again at twenty one hundred hours."
The dish halted almost on the ground and a team of guys lifted Daisy easily onto the dish, then moved her a little bit away from the edge.
"Can we get a quick photo of just us and the car before the serious stuff starts??" I asked.
"Sure hop up."
Those on the Dish ambled off. Someone took our phones to take them on and we posed. One stood a long way back. I assumed to get the big picture.
"It's hard not to cuddle and kiss." I whispered to Sophie.
"Silly, they think we are married. Lay one on me."
She wrapped her arms around my neck. And I got a very non-sisterly kiss. When we got down I talked to the big boss, Stephen.
"We are happy for the car to be on social media and stuff but not sure about ourselves."
"Don't you have social media accounts yourselves?"
"We do but we are not putting this trip on it. It's sort of private and special, not for the world to gawk at."
"Wow that's refreshing it hear. TEAM gather a minute."
"It's nearly time but can I ask, at Jack and Sophie's request, no images of them get posted to social media. Just the car. They are doing us a huge favour here. Now get to your stations. Happy shooting."
"Thanks Steve."
"I totally respect that. We are running an internal competition of whose photo will be picked as the best for the international competition. So they are all keen."
We sat on the rails at the car park and watched the sunset and moonrise. It was funny hearing the photographers scurrying like ants and yelling at each other to 'get out of my shot'.
The sun set and the sky turned a hazy blue. The moon climbed further and they were finished. Daisy was careful passed down off The Dish and carried to the car park.
"Ok Sophie and Jack, time for that ride."
We walked up and climbed back onto The Disk. The steps went upward but as we rose the up steps turned to down steps. From there we had a simply walk to the centre but slow as the big dish rose to horizontal. We waited until it stopped. We actually took photos of the moon from inside the Disk on our phones. We were asked to put them on aeroplane mode to reduce radio noise, particularly as they would start running tests soon.
I pulled Sophie back and had one last cuddle and kiss. One of the guys riding with us volunteered to take a photo for us.
Sophie gave him her phone, as it was the better one. We kissed and had some intimate moments. I assumed he had the moon still in frame from his angle. Later we found we had our romantic silhouette.
The dish stopped and we walked through a door into the centre control room of the dish.
"It is not much different from the movie." Sophie commented.
"Not much changes in radio teloscopy. The changes are in the computer room."
"Is it digital or analogue?" I asked.
"The waves are analogue so are recorded as analogue. But we do have digital sensors attached and conversion is done in the computer. AI is proving very helpful to recognise unusual patterns in signals."
"Wow, I don't think I'll ever have the smarts to be a scientist but wow, this is amazing."
"We are lucky to work here."
All too soon we were ushered out to our car.
"Crap it's dark Jack. You are definitely driving."
"Opps we hadn't considered that."
"At least this is not the main highway out of town."
Tentatively we moved down the access road and onto the road to town.
I had been driving twenty minutes when Sophie said "Pull up in a safe place. You have to see this."
It was a quiet country lane junction with the road.
"Put the top up and come and join me back here Jack?"
Well I knew two could fit, as Grandpa had traveled with us. So I hopped in and we snuggled.
"Look up Jack."
Holy crap it was beautiful. Although the moon was full and up, the stars where brilliant.
"It's a bit cloudy through the middle Jack."
"Sophie, what clouds."
"Those." She pointed.
"They aren't clouds Sophie they are stars. That's the Milky Way."
"Your kidding?"
"No it's our Galaxy."
Sophie sat in quietness for a while. "It make me feel tiny."
"Yes, and yet my world is here right next to me."
"Kiss me Jack."
We kissed for a few minutes in the romantic light of the moon and stars.
"Hop up on the boot edge Jack."
I smiled. I sort of got where she was heading.
Slowly she unbuckled my belt and kneeling on the canvas of the back seat, she started to love on my cock.
Sophie smiled up at me and grinned.
"For being patient and kind today. Please cum in my mouth."
What followed was a slow, delicate, and caring blowjob. At times she pushed my tip into the back of her throat. But not enough to gag on or deep throat. But mainly her hands and mouth worked together as my climax approached.
"Look at the stars as you cum Jack."
She changed her speed, and I was cumming, flooding her mouth. I hadn't cum today, so it's more than it has been. Sophie swallowed and slurped, then licked me clean.
"Do you want to take my place darling Sister?"
"No, I came a quiet cum with you. I'm not ready for a full on session tonight. I just want to sleep in my Big Brothers arms."
"That I can do."
We crawled home. The road was alive with animals. Some behind fences like cattle. Their eyes were scary high in the night. It was the rabbits who stopped on the road staring at our lights that were the worst. The kangaroos were big but we traveled at 30kph. So we could stop and brake as they decided if to bound in front of us.
We pulled in at the Motel at Eleven pm. Tired, exhaled and exhilarated after a unique evening.
Sophie was quickly asleep in my arms. I nuzzled into her hair and drank her scent. The day played through in my mind. Very content sleep took me into dreams.
........
Sophie
........
We lay in bed snuggled together as dawn broke. But I was not in any comfort. Content yes, but I became aware of the cramping in my abdomen. Shit my periods have started. I crawled out of bed, doing a quick check of the sheets as I did. Ok so far.
But definitely confirmed on my bathroom trip. Bugger it's at least a day early, maybe two. No wonder I was not myself yesterday. Except I was myself for this time of month. Tampons found and all fixed I snuggled back into Jack.
I could feel myself getting a bit turned on by his bare butt in my groin. It was warm. So I snuggled closer. Not quite a hot water bottle. Which I didn't have with me. Neither a warm pack. I might need to get one and a book. Automatically my hand traveled around his body and grasped his dick. It was small and limp. Well when I first held it. I could feel it growing.
Crap, my uterus appeared to cramp more as I got more turned on. I had better stop it, I said to myself. Reluctantly I let go of Jack's penis and held his chest instead. Slowly I replayed last night's adventure. It was truely amazing. Taking Jack's load under the starlight was the cream on the cake. Cream certainly.
I was quite hungry, which was a bit unusual. Until I remembered we didn't actually have dinner. Opps. At least I had a protein blast, Jack must be starving.
"Sophie, why did you stop holding my dick. It was nice."
"Oh you're awake."
"Just. I need to go now. Back in a minute."
Jack hopped back into bed with me and immediately started fondling me.
"Sorry Jack, my period's just started. I don't think I'm up to play."
Jack held me. "Can I get you anything?"
"A coffee may be. Are you hungry? "
"Yes I think I am."
"Do you realise we missed tea last night?"
"Shit we did too. That's funny. It was an awesome night. Do you want to go to the dinning room early? It's after six, so they should be serving."
"I don't think I want to brave public just yet. Would you be a darling and go and find a bakery. Maybe bring back a nice hot Mocha and some pastries."
"I can do that. Sweet and hot, just like you Sophie."
I watched Jack hop out again and dress. He put on his shoes, then came back to kiss me.
"I love you, take it easy. Just ask or ring if you think of something else."
Taking the car keys he slipped into the early morning light. I slipped back to sleep.
Next I knew I was awoken by the smell of fresh coffee.
I opened my eyes. There was my Jack, as naked as a baby. A hand towel over one arm. A hot coffee in the other. Sporting a big cheeky grin.
"Would you like a bagel and cream with that?"
I looked down and there was his dick sticking through the bagel with the cream cheese smearing his engorged penis head.
I giggled. "You're a dag Jack. A cute, loveable dag." I giggled some more.
(For my international readers a Dag is a likeable endearing term for someone who doesn't follow the rules but has harmless fun. If you look up the dictionary definition it will say it's the sheep's droppings attached to the wool at a sheep's rear end.)
"Shit that's hurts, laughing, but worth it."
I took the mocha and warmed my hands as I sipped.
"Come closer dag. I'm hungry."
I licked the head of his penis and gathered the cream cheese that clung to the ridge of his helmet.
Mocha, lick, mocha, lick. I leant in and nibbled the pastry smushed against his balls.
Jack put the towel down on the bed underneath his food offering. After another drink, I nibbled some more. I had a wicked thought to match Jack's.
I took a big mouthful and put the coffee down. Pulled his thighs toward me and pushed his very erect penis through my sealed lips. Mocha dribbled everywhere but he got a hot blast over his glans.
"Fuck, Sophie. Wow, shit."
I swished the fluid around.
"Swallow Soph, I'm going to cum."
I pulled him in further until my nose was buried in the bagel and Jack erupted in my mouth. Bagel and cream, yum. I swallowed as much as I could, but he painted my face with the rest.
Pushing him back, I spasmed in pain.
"Shit cumming. Fuck hurts, cramping shit, fuck."
Jack looked down at me with concern written all over his face. I was clutching my abdomen, the cramping and spasming did not want to stop.
"I'm so sorry, I didn't realise."
I pulled his head down and kissed him deeply, sperm and cream cheese included.
"It's ok, neither did I. That was, ahhh, that was intense."
I calmed down, breathing deeply.
"I've never cum while having a period. Wow, I'm not sure I want to do that too often. But shit that was as sexy as hell. Come here Big brother, I want to finish my breakfast.
Jack fed me the crumbled bagel pieces, detaching bits from his body as he did. He was still smeared with cream and cum.
"I'm hungry, I think I need to eat." Jack said as he hopped up retrieved his coffee and a variety of baker's brown paper bags. He spread a fresh towel between us and lay down the feast.
Jack grabbed two orange juices from his shopping haul and reclined on the bed.
We shared an intimate breakfast, like no other shared in either of our lives.
"Jack if this is what life's going to be with you, yes please. Don't stop being a dag."
Finished I sat up on the edge of the bed.
"Come here Dag, I have some cleaning up to do."
I proceeded to lick and suck the spunk and mess from his body. I swatted his butt.
"Take me to the shower Jack."
The shower had a detachable hand shower. So I showed my love how to use it on my cramping abdomen.
"Sit down between my legs Sophie, that way I can snuggle you."
So we ended up with Jack against the tiles and me nestling his hard penis up my butt crack. He took the shower head and washed us both.
"I need to pull this out Jack", and moved my hand to the string between my legs.
"Allow me, if that's okay."
"Are you sure, there will be blood?"
He kissed the side of my neck.
"I want to share everything sweetie."
Gently Jack pulled in the string,.
"A bit harder."
Plop, out it came with a rush and with it my flow which was extra large. I'm sure I added juices when I came.
Jack directed the water flow over my body and down toward my vulva. We watched as the blood and lining diluted and flowed down the drain.
I took over the nozzle and directed it as I needed. Jack just sat and held me. I moved his hands to cradle my abdomen more.
"A little bit of pressure Jack. That's it, now hold."
"This is special, wow. I've only ever gone through this alone. It's the biggest shock of puberty. Periods are normally so embarrassing, and mixed with shame. You have just made it okay. In fact wow, for the first time I actually feel good about my natural cycle."
Jack kept his hands still but nuzzled my neck.
"I love you Sophie. I would do anything for you, you know that."
"I know. Thanks."
Deep in thought I wondered what anything might mean. I noticed his dick was now soft behind me.
"Not now obviously, but sometime in the future would you actually consider fucking me during my period?"
He thought a bit and his dick started to harden again.
"You know I think I would. I'm not sure about oral, but I think my dick down there is voting for something."
"You thought about oral? Wow Jack."
I turned and kissed him. It was a slow passionate kiss of love. Deep soul reaching love. We lingered in the moment.
"What time is your appointment at the health clinic?"
"Eleven am."
"I'll just check the time."
Jack helped me up, then padded out to a phone.
"We have an hour darling."
"Good."
I watched him come back to dry properly. There is something about the intimacy of being with Jack I love.
"Should we post that picture to Grandpa before or after the appointment?
"Before. Grandpa must be getting impatient to hear."
I was still ringing mum once a day, well she was ringing me. But I keep information to schedule, weather and stuff. I'm not sure how much she passes on. I try to be nonchalant about Jack. I'm safe, he's a gentleman, I'm enjoying getting to know him.
Dressed we chose a picture from last night. Grandpa rang back almost instantly.
"That was fast Grandpa?" We were on speaker.
"I'm alright, just laid up with pulled tendon. One of the Rams went cranky on me."
"You are ok though?" Jack added.
"Yes fine, just old that's all."
"Look when we get back, can I help you on the farm for a bit Grandpa?"
"Jack it would be my honour to show you the ropes. But take your time."
"Okay tell me about that photo. It's stunning."
........
Jack
........
Sophie spent a good ten minutes chatting about the event. It was hard to contain her excitement.
"Sophie, I can see you are getting on well with your brother. I hope he's treating you well."
"The best Grandpa. Wow he is fantastic, so supportive. To think I didn't know I had such a wonderful guy in my life. One I never knew and a brother at that. And all down to you Grandpa."
"That's very pleasing to hear. So this is worth it."
"Yes absolutely." We chorused.



"Then take your time. How's the money holding out Jack?"
"Well I'm running low as I'm paying for a lot of the stuff, but we are good."
"I hear a but there. I will put some more in. It's not like I need it. My aim is to make this a top class experience. Spoil my grandkids."
"Thanks Grandpa, I love you." Sophie blurted. "It's taking a bit longer because of the heat, but Jack has taught me how to swim."
"That's great to hear. I know I'm old school but I love that the man is paying. Keep doing that. I guess you are going to Dubbo next?"
"Yes we head off tomorrow."
"Well Jack just a word to the wise, you may need to stop a while at the stop after that. Do a little research and planning. Remember the hint: Up up and away."
"I'm intrigued, will do."
"Well stay safe and look after each other. I think I need a nap. The cricket's on this arvo. It will keep me occupied."
"Bye Grandpa." we said in unison.
"Well we had better get going. Contraception awaits." I said.
"I'm not sure how this will go. It should be straightforward. I hope we get something to take straight away. I assume it will be the pill."
"You make the decision on what's best Sophie. It's your body. I trust you."
I dropped her off with a kiss.
"Ring when your done, I'm going for a walk."
I parked the car and wandered down the street. Hell I was nervous. How must Sophie be feeling? I wanted to go with her, but she thought it best if I didn't. Just incase us being brother and sister came out or was obvious.
I had hoped to wander down the Main Street or something, but it was a bit far away. So I sat under a tree in the park next door and waited. It was hot again.
I decided to look up the next reference after Dubbo. We were trying hard not to plan ahead. It was like cheating. The next place was called Canowindra. Up up and away, the only thing I could think of was a balloon. I was right. Wow Canowindra hosts, actually hosts, an international ballooning festival.
So hot air ballooning was a thing there. Excitedly I made plans. I decided to make it a surprise for Sophie. But on advice from the Balloon Operator, I booked us into an Air B&B for five days. I was hoping for a good weather day in that time frame.
I checked my bank Balance as this was going to cost. Wow, Grandpa had already shifted a stack of money for us. Twice last time. Shit. He must be wealthy. I didn't feel so bad about using a lot of the money on an engagement ring.
The phone rang and Sophie was finished. She sounded excited. I told her I was in the park next door. It was like a movie set. She ran to me, flung her arms around my neck, and her legs around my waist. I spun her a few times for good measure and then we had a long kiss.
"Ok tell me about it?"
"We can fuck."
"I sort of figured that, when?"
"As soon as we like."
"So doesn't the pill need time to work."
"It's not the pill. It's an implant. Look."
She showed me her inner left arm and a small bandaide over a sort of imbedded longer bit.
"It works for two years. I don't have to remember pills and it's more reliable. All we have to do is wait for this period to finish."
"That's fantastic."
"Also she thinks that my periods should be a lot less or minimal. So win win. She also thinks I probably shouldn't be fucking my brother, but this is the best protection."
"You told her!" I exclaimed shocked.
"It was hard. She was asking questions and did a physical exam. Checked for clap etc, STD's. Noticed the wedding ring and wondered what gives. If I was married but we hadn't done it. I couldn't lie, well not convincingly. She realised I was head over heals in love."
"Are we in trouble, I mean we haven't done it yet but, incest."
"Well that's the thing. She said she couldn't approve, but in her job she saw it a lot. But mainly from DV and familiar abuse. She was pleased it was mutual, that you had controlled yourself, and that we were doing the right thing by each other. So she couldn't complain. Actually wished me luck. Told me the implant method was absolutely the best given the circumstances."
"Will she keep it confidential?"
"She has to, its her job. It's all anonymous, they didn't even record my name."
"Wow. So then let's go find a book or two for you to read. Hole up at our room till tomorrow. Then off to Dubbo."
"Lunch first. I'm suddenly hungry."
"It's the adrenaline and release of nervous tension. "
........
Sophie
.........
We spent a dreamy afternoon in each others arms. Me reading my romance book, and Jack on his phone reading incest porn. Apparently Literotica was good. He was hard a lot of the time.
How did I know? I had my hand on his cock, oh and we were naked. I managed to keep him softer by giving him blowjobs. He would get to a particularly sexy passage and read it to me. I would put my book down and slip down the bed until my mouth could enfold his hardness in its warmth. I gave him head as he read, well until he couldn't concentrate and started pumping into my mouth.
"That's nice Jack." I said as I licked his remnant from my lips. "I'll go back to my book now."
Mostly we snuggled and Jack provided warmth and pressure on my still cramping body. We did that three times before we needed to go to dinner. I certainly kept him drained.
After dinner I suggested shower time.
"I want to cum now Jack."
"Even though it could hurt a bit."
"Perhaps because it will hurt. Last time wasn't bad, just a hyper-arousing mixed of pain and release.
So we settled back into the wall of the shower like last time. Jack was rock hard again, so I sat on him with his penis sticking up between my thighs.
"Look Jack I have a short fat stubby penis."
"I would go down on you if I could, that looks hot little Sister."
I took my hand and rubbed his hardness onto my clit.
"Allow me." Jack said as he took hold of my tampon string.
He pushed his penis down as pulled the tampon out and my monthly flow of mucus and blood flowed over his hardness.
"Oh My God, that was so fucking hot, Jack."
He then proceeded to fuck my thigh space. His hard penis wedged between my labia and his glands rubbing on my swollen clit.
"Shit cumming Jack, fuck pain, spasms so intense," I murmured. "Cum with me Jack."
He put his hand down and masturbated himself against me. Then he shot his load directly onto my clit. I was screaming my orgasm and adding spray to his cum, and my blood and mucus.
I woke to Jack lovingly washing down our bodies as I lay cradled against him. I watched mesmerised as the last of the pink coloured water swirled it's way down the drain.
We didn't speak. Words were not needed. We dried each other. Jack watched as I slipped another tampon in. We went to bed, satisfied and happy. I spooned Jack so I could have the pressure of his warm bum on my aching abdomen.
"I love you Jack."I whispered.
"I love you Sophie."
........
Author's note.
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.......
Sophie
.......
"Well I guess that's where we are going Jack."
There was a big, I mean very big billboard on the road advertising Taronga Western Plains Zoo, Dubbo.
"Well that must be it. How about you look it up? See what's there."
We had decided on a back route to Dubbo over breakfast. Otherwise it would have been on the truck highway all the way. It was going to take a lot longer though. There were two swimming options on the way. We were on the highway at that moment, but the turn off was just ahead. Jack was driving as my periods were continuing to cause me grief.
"Wow, the Western Plains Zoo is one we can drive through Jack. It's open range. That will be fun in Daisy."
"You're kidding, that's a surprise?"
I looked at it on Google Earth. I got more excited.
"How long are we intending to stay in Dubbo Jack?"
"Well I was hoping only two nights."
"Can we stay an extra night?"
"I guess so. I might have to change our booking in Canowindra."
"Can we please. There is somewhere, actually at the Zoo, I'd like us to stay. My surprise for you.
"Well at this late stage it might not be possible, but you can always try."
"Thanks Jack. You won't be disappointed."
I looked it up and rang. We were in luck, they had just had a late cancellation. So we could get Sunday and Monday night. Today was Saturday, and we were booked in somewhere else. We could cancel the extra night there.
I made the booking, and paid over the phone. It was very expensive, but we were paying for experiences. My account balance also went up due to Grandpa. So we were all good.
"That's done Jack, Sunday and Monday. Can you cancel the Sunday booking when you get time?"
"For you Sophie, yes."
Our trip meandered through back roads but was taking forever. We headed toward Peak Hill for lunch. They also had a swimming pool.
Once again our car was recognised. The pool manager made us feel like celebrities. We just wanted to get cool. I left Jack, bless him, to fend the questions while I went to change. Orange being the new normal bikini at public pools. I actually got rid of my one piece to make room in my bag.
Once changed I wandered past Jack to tell him I was going straight in. He was talking about two stroke engines. I hope he got the hint to get in the water.
I had swum a few laps before Jack joined me.
We had a discreet kiss, hanging on to the side at the deep end. There was a diving board, and being a Saturday, the local kids were having fun diving.
"Why don't you have a dive Jack? I can see it in your glances you want to."
"I do Sophie, but I don't want to leave you on your own again."
"It's aright, I'll just sit on the edge here and look."
"Are you sure?"
"I don't think I'll ever get tired of looking at your body."
"Perv!" He said with a grin.
Jack lined up to take his turn. He was way bigger than most of the kids. Once on the board, he double checked to see if it was clear, then he launched himself into a forward somersault thing with at least two turns. His landing was almost splashless. He hopped out grinning. I clapped.
"More Jack! Again."
He lined up and I could see the kids stopping to look too. Down the board he went, but turned around. He was going to dive backwards? Again he sailed high and somersaulted, stretching out and entering hands first. I not only clapped, but the kids did also.
This time at the board the kids made way for him to go ahead of them. They asked questions and put in requests. Jack was great, chatting and encouraging. Soon a few kids were trying simple somersaults. After a while he came over to me.
"Time for you to get wet Sophie, we need to go soon. We need to get to Dubbo before five."
"Shit I forgot about that. I slipped into the water and we both swam to the shallow end."
"I'm going to stay in my swimmers Jack. But I'll drive for a bit. Although I do need to change out you know what first though."
"We need to eat. Do you like Chiko rolls?"
"Love them."
"Well I'll get some and some hot chips."
"Good, I think I can drive while eating those. And a cola thanks."
As we walked to the car the pool manager announced over the PA to everyone, that we were leaving. He encouraged the kids to line the pool fence to wave goodbye and thank Jack for the diving demonstration.
So we had dozens of excited kids ooing and ahhing at the car, yelling out their thanks.
As we got in the car I asked Jack about his diving.
"Well it looks impressive but I'm actually not that good. At boarding School I needed a winter sport. No way was I playing Rugby. I was not good enough for the Aussie Rules team so I decided the water was safer. Even though that meant the occasional missed dive."
"Like belly flops?"
"Worse, landing on your back. But I enjoy the freedom of flying if only for a few seconds."
"Don't you mean falling?"
"Ok, point taken falling. Did you know weightlessness in space is actually just falling?"
"Imagine making love in space?"
"In our Daisy space bubble."
"Not much room."
"Sophie, drive we have to get there."
.......
Jack
........
With Sophie driving I held chips out to her as needed. It was one handed driving as her other hand clutched a Chiko Roll.
The Chiko Roll had always been a phallic symbol in Australia culture. I'm not sure why. But I know I always compared my dick to one. Like, was I longer or thicker? I'm a bit weird. I like to put my hand on handrails, wrap my fingers around them, so thumb and forefinger touch, or not, and ask, am I bigger or smaller in girth? I think I'm just a bit longer than a Chiko, but also a tiny bit thicker.
"Sophie, here's a question. Do you think I'm as big as a Chiko Roll?"
Sophie giggled. "Not fair I'm driving."
She thought some. Her Chiko was half eaten.
"Bigger than this one Jack. So hard to tell."
I watched her move her fingers around what she had left.
"OMG, I think you might be fatter."
She then took the roll and wrapped her lips around it. It looked like she was giving it a blowjob. Sophie took her hands away and sucked on it as she drove. I imagined her doing that to my cock. My hand dropped down to my swimmers and I released my hardening penis through my board shorts leg.
"Are you playing with yourself Jack?"
"Yes, that looks so erotic, my sexy little Sister."
"I wish I had a whole one to compare."
"Well you're in luck, I bought a spare one."
Next thing I knew Sophie slammed on the breaks, backed up a bit, and pulled into a wide shaded spot on the side of the road. The lid went up and she knelt on the front seat looking over at me. The Chiko Roll was still in her mouth. I leant forward and gave the exposed end a blowjob, so that our lips touched.
The roll must have been no more than three inches by then. We tried to pass it between our mouths. But it was wide, and we were gagging a bit in our efforts. We were both drooling and sharing spit with broken bits of the roll. Sophie bit down and we ended up with some roll each.
Once we had chewed and swallowed Sophie held her mouth open for me to look.
"Shit Sophie, don't you ever do that to my Penis."
"No Jack, it's my Penis! I'll do what I like with it. But I have better uses for it than masticating it. Why kill the goose that lays the Golden egg?"
We laughed.
"Okay, get it out so I can compare?"
I dropped my pants totally and stood up. I admit, I was keeping a constraint eye out for traffic. I reached down and lifted Sophie's Bikini top up, but kept it on.
"Inspiration my darling Sister. I want to be as hard as possible for this."
Now Chiko Rolls come in their own little baggy. So you can hold them while hot. I handed the roll to Sophie. The roll was still quite warm, but not burnies. She took off the bag and put it over my cock.
"Look it's own little cover, how cute."
"I should wear this out as a costume."
"I doubt your brave enough Jack."
"Or stupid. But for you anytime, so long as it's private."
Sophie then proceeded to give oral to the Chiko. Then she measured how far she could go down on it. My Sister gagged a bit then pulled it out. She removed the bag from me and then did the same to me, gagged again and withdrew.
"Okay review. You are fatter Jack. And smoother, less salty, but your soft head is easier on the back of the throat."
She then held the chiko against my very hard penis.
"Mmm it's close, but I think you're longer. Which side should I measure from?"
"With a tape measure it should be the top but as this is 3D I think from the side."
"Yes longer, by maybe 15 mm. That's my man Jack, bigger than a chiko. Okay now for the Chiko challenge. You take the roll and I'll do your penis. How far can you go? I go down on your cock and you see if you can go down on the Chiko as far?
Sophie started shallow which was good. My teeth were a problem. Shit lucky it wasn't a penis. How do girls do that?
"Good Jack." Sophie smiled as she took her mouth off my dick. "Ok further."
My Sister went down again and marked the depth on my penis with her fingers. There was still 5 cm of my dick to go.
"Now you Jack. Mark it before you pull out."
So I did. Then Sophie turned the chiko upside down to compare with her dick mark. Shit, she was a little deeper.
"Ok, keep up Jack, remember you have the advantage, the Chiko is thinner."
Down she went again, this time she gagged a bit but kept going. Fuck only a couple of centimetres to go. I tried, but it was too much.
"You win Sophie."
"News flash teenager dies trying to deep throat a Chiko Roll. Company denies responsibility for its penile shaped product."
"Ok smarty pants can you go the whole way. I need to cum."
"I'll try Jack, but I don't think I can take the spunk at that depth as well. So I will pull out a bit if you're cumming."
"We should finish this Chiko Roll first."
So we duel sucked the Chiko which was now covered in drool. We sort of face fucked each other until all that was left was kissing.
"Ok, let me try Jack?"
My sexy sister sucked my cock into the back of her mouth. Gagging she pushed further, came up a bit, then down again. I could feel the entrance to her throat on my glans. It was hot. Fuck she was close, but not enough yet. She came up for breath.
"Pump Jack, fuck my face."
"Ok, but hit my thigh if it's too much."
Down again, so close. I started to pump in and out but I wasn't deep enough to stay in her throat. Sophie pulled my hand up and indicated to push her head with my hand.
"That's even hotter Sophie, are you sure?"
She nodded on my dick.
So I thrust in and pushed her head with my hand and that was it, all the way to the base. Sophie's lips made it to my base.
Then she encouraged me to move some more. The sensations were amazing.
"I'm going to come."
Sophie pulled off and said, "Fuck my mouth Jack. Go for it."
Soon I was really giving it some serious fucking motion and I exploded. Pump after pump of fresh sperm flooded out the side of her sealed lips and spilt over her breasts.
I had finished but Sophie hadn't. She slurped, licked and cleaned around my groin. I pulled her off and then attacked her mouth, neck and breasts: Slurping our juices into my mouth, before feeding them back in a kiss. A lot had caught in her swimmers. She pulled this off and was topless.
"I want to drive like this but I don't think I'm game."
"One day maybe."
Driving in a bubble canopy was much more public than a normal car. Sophie settled on her loose, see-through shirt but didn't button up. I was drained, so I started to doze in the back seat.
Next I knew Sophie was calling me.
"Jack, Jack wake up."
I groaned.
"Something's wrong."
I was suddenly alert.
"Listen Jack."
The car was coughing and spluttering. Shit.
I listened some more.
"Do we have fuel?"
"I think so."
"Pull over and kill the engine."
Sophie stopped half on the road. There was no traffic and we were in a scrubby forestry section. I hopped out and surveyed where we were.
"I'll push us right off, just past that post. Sophie, if you could put it in neutral and foot off the break."
It was easy to push. We stopped in some shade and I lifted the boot. First thing I did was check the petrol. It was oily so I knew I had added the oil. Being a two stroke, we added that each time we filled up.
I had worked on lawn mower engines so I knew my way around. The trouble was I had no tool box. I wanted to check the single spark plug as they often clog up with gunk, but I couldn't access it. I could get the air filter off to check for dirt but it was very clear and obviously new before we started.
"Turn it on Sophie."
"Ok give it a rev."
Clouds of smoke covered me, but it coughed and spluttered, then died.
"Let's have a cold drink while we think."
So we cracked a can each from the car fridge and talked.
"We are not going to make the jewellery shop today are we?"
"I'm afraid not."
"Do we have roadside assist?"
"I don't know. I'll ring Grandpa and find out."
Grandpa answered. I heard him turn off the tractor so he could hear. I explained the situation.
"Did you check the spark plug?"
"I tried but I don't have tools."
"I think you do Jack, have you tried behind the spare wheel. It's basic but it's a basic engine."
I was on it like a flash. There was! It included a spark plug remover, feeler gauge, screw driver to fiddle with the carburettor, and a multi wrench.
"Got it Grandpa, look I'll ring you back if I get stuck."
The engine was hot, so I had to be careful, but I removed the spark plug. There was a quite a bit of crud around the top. I retrieved my pocket knife from my bag. That way I could scrape this off and clear what I could. I reset the gap and put it back.
Next, I checked the butterfly valve was free in the carbie, it was a bit oily so I cleaned it off as best I could. I left the air filter off and asked Sophie to give it a try. Daisy spluttered into life. She wheezed and belched then started to run smoother. I put the air filter back on and adjusted the fuel flow.
"That's much better Jack."
Sophie jumped up and down in joy. She went to hug me. I backed up.
"What's wrong Jack? You deserve a hug."
I held up my oily dirty hands.
"Oily!"
"Then oil me up Jack."
She grabbed my hands and flipped open her top which was still unbuttoned and pressed her breasts into my hands.
"Shit you're incorrigible."
Then she pulled her top aside to show me the two greasy handprints I had left.
"Proof I'm more than a handful, hero big brother of mine. You can clean me up later."
I leant in and killed the engine. Daisy was running as if nothing had happened. I packed up elated that I had managed that. As I was tying down the suitcases I heard the distinctive sound of urination.
I spun to watch Sophie without her bottoms, squatting on the roadside. Piss flowing off the bitumen.
"Sophie, at least find a tree, there are plenty."
"What and risk grass and ants, no way. No one's coming."
Ok true, no one has passed in the hour we have been here. So I took a leak next to her. Just to show solidarity. Ok, maybe to show off a bit. I did write her name in piss on the road. With a love heart.
We kissed and got on our way. But not before I rang Grandpa to tell him I had fixed it.
"I'm proud of you Jack."
"So am I Grandpa!" Sophie chirped in happily.
"Look after your man Sophie, he is well worth it."
"Don't worry Grandpa I am. He's a bit of a hero at the moment."
"Well you had better get on your way. Have fun kids."
It was now late but we made it to the motel before dark. I booked us in.
"Swim Jack?"
"Um Sophie we need to clean your tits first."
"Opps I forgot that."
We showered together. I had a devil of a time cleaning my hands in the basin. Oil is a bugger. I tackled Sophie's breasts.
"Not too hard Jack."
"Sorry darling, this stuff sticks around like glue."
I tried every soap they had, but it was stubborn. Sophie was nearly in tears.
"I'm sorry Jack. I didn't think."
"You didn't know darling. Have you ever worked on a car?"
"No." She wheezed.
"Then don't blame yourself."
"Will makeup remover work?"
"We could try."
"Well it takes off greasy lipstick. That stuff can really linger."
She dug out some from her small makeup bag. She put in on and wiped it off with toilet paper.
"It's working Jack. Ok swim and for your effort I'm wearing the blue bikini.
I hugged her and we kissed for a long time, naked in the shower.
"Still have my periods Jack, or I would fuck you as a reward."
"How is the pain?"
"Much better but I'm still flowing. Can you pull out my tampon?"
I reached around her as she spread her legs, rather like a horse rider. I pulled the string and released the remnants of her day.
I left Sophie to wash herself. I didn't want to get too turned on. We dried and Sophie inserted a new tampon.
"I think we need to eat first Jack. Maybe a night swim?"
"Sounds perfect."
.......
Sophie
.......
It's like someone fulfilled all my romantic dreams. Jack actually fixed the car. He can so do stuff. I know we talk of marriage and we actually wear the rings. But a marriage has to be based on more than just sex. As much as I want sex desperately, it's the companionship I'm enjoying most. Plus Jack is actually a great protector and provider.
Sometime we actually have to make some vows. He hasn't actually proposed yet. I think I want to wait on the full sex thing until at least that happens. It's silly in this day and age. I know all my thoughts are not PC, but based in the romance novels I read. Plus they are hardwired into my genetic cultural make up. But Jack is the one. This waiting has only made my love stronger. I think I'm getting something a one night stand can never provide.
We were in bed, naked. I was thinking this stuff while we were having a passionate make out session.
"Jack, when we were making out just then, what were you thinking?"
"Just how not to roll you over and thrust into you. Plus tactics to delay coming or raping you."
"Wow really?"
"Well, when little head is throbbing, big head spaces out. Why, what were you thinking?"
"I'm not sure you want to know. My mind was going ten to the dozen."
"Surprise me?"
"Well lots, marriage, proposing, romance novels, why I'm not PC. Genetics, heaps of stuff."
"What not about me?" Jack looked downhearted.
"Oh yes! Everything was about you. Being a hero, your protector status, that you can fix stuff. It was all about you. It's why I was thinking of the other stuff."
"Shit really? Do you ever just not think? Like go into space mode enjoying the physical without thinking."
"Don't get me wrong I think about the physical and feel it. I don't think I could cum without that. But my brain keeps going. Come to think of it, it's probably why I had never cum before you. My brain was chatting about what I was doing and what wasn't working. Not allowing my feelings to take over."
"Fuck I've got a lot to learn about the female mind. I'm just lying here hoping you'll make me cum again."
"Jack darling you have a one track mind in stereo."



I bent down and kissed his flaccid penis.
"Why is it soft?"
"Too much talk and not enough action. My mind actually shut down my erotic responses."
"That's strange because this talk has made me wetter."
"Is talk foreplay for you?"
"Strangely sort of. It affirms my guy loves me for who I am, not just my tits and body."
"Well both those are spectacular."
"How do I get you hard then?"
"Well I know you have a tampon in, but how about you sit on my face and I get to lick you everywhere else?"
"Oh god really."
"Are you up to cumming with your periods?"
"Hell yes. Do me."
I swung over him and faced his cock, which was rising as I leant down. Jack started a sensuous journey with his tongue around my labia major. Every now and again his tongue would play with the string. I could feel my emotions soaring, and yes, my mind was also running. I was wondering if he kept going on one spot was that better than fluffing around, changing all the time? I know I moaned approval when he hit a right spot, but my mind was playing too much for me to progress. Fuck. Maybe I think too much?"
"I want to change Jack."
"I swung around and sat on his hard penis. I ran it up between my lips and humped away without penetration. Sliding back and forth along his harness. His glans parting my lips and rubbing against my clitoris.
"Fuck that's better."
Jack started pumping me, pistoling through my enfolding lips. My inner lips worked his head like little petals taking his form. Jack's eyes were glued on the action. It was clear he was not thinking at all. I meanwhile was enjoying analysing his movements and my state of heightened arousal.
"Keep going Jack I'm cumming."
I reached down and caressed his chest and breasts, well dimples of tits compared to mine.
"Keep feeling my body Sophie, shit that's good"
His penis was adding lubrication.
Suddenly he pushed me up and off a bit. Grabbed my string and yanked out the tampon. I didn't have much flow but what I did poured onto his penis.
"I won't go in but please rub yourself all over my dick."
Fuck that was hot, I doubled my speed as my slipperiness flowed from me. More sexual fluids than blood I think. I watched his bloodied head fuck my clit. I clamped down and together we yelled cumming. Sperm joined a new batch of virginal juices, and painted the sheets. I collapsed and sucked into his neck as our passion released in shared body tremors.
In the quiet we enjoyed our post climactic release.
During the peace of a later shower shared I asked Jack, "Do you have a thing for menstruation sex?"
"I doubt it, I've always swiped past porn that was fetish. No my sweet sister, I just have a fetish for you. I figure it's once a month and so long as you're not uncomfortable, both in minding it, or in worse cramps, it's only blood."
"Well also the lining of my uterus wall."
"True, but it's natural. Put it this way. If we are together for thirty years, and I hope much longer. But for the maths, say thirty years, then four of those years at least will be with you menstruating. I'm not wasting that much precious time with my lover. I might as well suck it up now and deal with it."
"Shit I never thought of it like that. Fuck four years of cramps and crap, as well as feeling down. Shit us girls have it bad."
"Well then the more need for your brother to grow a spine. So long as it cheers you up."
"How long have you been thinking about this?"
"Only since I first pulled out your tampon a few days ago. I've been very conscious of your period and how it affects us both. I figured I need to get comfortable with the idea."
"So you do think?"
"Maybe what I think is shaped by little dick, but that's not it. I just love you at a level I've never felt possible. I'm sorry, not, but I'm smitten. I want us to last. Not have any reason to blame PMTs for dinting that love."
"With that we kissed. We shared a deep slow intimate kiss standing under the warm shower. Jack was hard but we didn't progress past simple love."
.........
Jack
.........
We woke curled in each others arms on one side of the bed. It was a new normal and besides we left the other side of the bed a bloody fluid mess. Lucking we were only staying a night. We will need strategies for dealing with our four, no eight, years of menstruation, well maybe six years, with a menopause discount.
Sophie slipped out of bed humming.
"What are you humming Soph? I think I know it."
"'We're going to the zoo, zoo, zoo.
What about you, you, you?
You can come too, too, too...."
We sang it together as we dressed. Holding hands we skipped our way down for breakfast.
"I think you gave me an ear worm Sophie."
"Well maybe they can take it from you at the zoo." Sophie giggled. I giggled.
" It would have its own little exhibit." I added.
"Yes, but it would have to be sound proof."
"With a sign: 'Enter at your own risk. The most horrifying animal at the zoo.'"
"Like the nocturnal house at Healesville sanctuary." Sophie continued.
"Maybe other ear worms could be dropped off?"
"Donate an ear worm today."
"Except even if it was sound proof, one just has to read the words and it's stuck in your head."
"So yes, a nightmare exhibit."
"Okay enough, I just want to see a lion."
"And a zebra."
"And a lion eating a zebra."
Sophie leant over and punched my arm.
"Oh no! Jack, yuck horrible, poor zebra."
"So it's not really open plains then?"
"I suppose not, or it would be filled with fat lions."
"Or skinny lions, as the food ran out, because they ate all the other animals."
"True even the zoo keepers."
Over breakfast Sophie received a text from our lodge for the next two nights. Essentially it was to drop in to the accomodation before we went to the Zoo to pick up our passes. Apparently it was an all included exclusive deal.
Sophie drove as she knew were we were going.
"Fuck Sophie, awesome! It's actually a Safari Lodge. What! we are sleeping in tents?"
"Yes big Bro, but I think they are luxury ones."
"Way cool."
We pulled up at reception, and soon we had a small group of staff gathered around Daisy. We were used to it by now, but we still rolled our eyes at each other.
Checked in, the concierge recommended storing our suitcases there. He would see them to our room. We would have a bike hire for our second day. Apparently staying a second night was unusual but not unknown. He would arrange some animal experiences for us including a dawn tour tomorrow morning and a dusk tour for the second night. Although it would include further costs. We readily agreed. Not surprisingly he was a bit surprised as we did not look like the typical rich tourist. He carded us to check that we could have alcohol.
"So are you married?" He enquired.
"Yes." Sophie blurted, "Just not had my licence updated. "
"It's sort of a delayed honeymoon." I added. "I had to tie up some ends in the West."
"Oh that explains the Vic and WA licences. Well, enjoy your special stay. But please remember that these are tents, so not exactly noise proof, if you get my drift."
"I'll make sure she only makes animal noises then."
"Jack! Your embarrassing."
At the Zoo we lined up with the others. Our newly acquired passes made entry easy. We could drive Daisy around but it was clear it was not really open driving through open animal areas. They each had their own enclosures. Be that they were very large open ranging enclosures.
Daisy was almost as big an attraction as the animals. We did need to park and walk a lot to really see the animals up close. It was fun just being a normal couple. Holding hands, walking through the footpaths for foot traffic. Stealing kisses. It was a Sunday, so there were a lot of tourists.
"Jack, do you suppose we are tourists also?"
"Funny I hadn't thought that. It's like we are doing something special, not in that category. But yes we have to be."
"That's what I was thinking. It's like we are wrapped in a special bubble doing our special thing."
"A Daisy bubble." She giggled. "But yes, we are touring."
"It's sort of an ultimate touring."
"Do you suppose we could do the whole of Australia?"
"Not in Daisy, she proved yesterday it's easy to get stranded. But, we could get a special off road type explorer that has a special section to carry Daisy in."
"Like an RV?"
"Well maybe not a normal RV, more like Unimog or an Oka. They are used for specialist tours in the Kimberly's. They come up in auctions in Perth regularly."
"Would we have a bed in it?"
"Oh yes, even a shower and loo."
"Would you fuck me all around Australia?" She snuggled under my shoulder looking up at me in a sexy seductive way.
"Sophie that would be our source of fuel." We broke up giggling.
"News flash. Young couple fuck their way around Australia in their new lust driven vehicle."
"Locals worried about the sperm emissions polluting local environments." I added.
"The couple's defence is animals have been doing it for years. It's more natural than diesel."
We were rolling around in laughter when we heard a deep gut churning roar.
"Fuck me."
"That's what that lioness is saying, Sophie."
Off to the side of the Lion Range, under some
low trees, amongst the bushes, a mating pair of lions were actually fucking.
The female was low on the ground. Her partner was humping her from behind. It was quick and semi violent. The male had her neck in his teeth and she was hissing back. Then he was finished. He backed off and paced a bit. She remained available.
"I hope I'm not that quick Sophie. It's something I worry about. You know premature ejaculation? It's so easy for you to get me cumming."
Sophie cuddled me. "Don't worry Jack, we can train you to last if it happens."
We stayed a bit as the lions didn't appear to be moving. After a while the male was back at it. Again for less than a minute. Followed by same routine.
Sophie had her phone out.
"Recording it perv?"
"Nooo! Looking up lion mating habits. Shit, Jack. They go at it for up to four days without eating. About every twenty to thirty minutes. Fuck me, forty times a day plus."
"No wonder he appears worn out. Why does she growl and hiss at him when he finishes? Does it say that?"
Sophie put her hand on my dick. "Just checking Jack. His dick is barbed. It hurts to come out."
I pulled my sister to me as we leant on the rail. I put my mouth on her neck and took some play bites. I growled like the lion.
"Fuck that's hot Jack. I just flooded a bit. I want to lie in the dirt and have you take me right now."
"Later sweet Sister, there are people coming."
As we were under no pressure we hung around for the twenty plus minutes and sure enough they were at it again. Most of the tourists came and went. I pointed out the lions, but I felt a bit mean not telling them about the mating ritual that was happening regularly. Most just hurried on to the next thing.
"So when are we going to finally do it Sophie?"
"Well, we probably could tonight but I sort of don't want to do it where we might be heard. Also, and I know it's a big also. I sort of want to wait until you properly propose. I trust your planning on getting down on one knee."
"Oh I have plans. I want to pick up the ring tomorrow on my own if you don't mind. I sort of have something romantic planned. When I booked in Canowindra, I'm thinking it can be like a honeymoon pad. Well at least a love nest for the week."
"Love nest please. I sort of want to plan a wedding or have the pleasure of planning a wedding. So that will need to come later, Jack."
"Oh but we need to get Daisy looked at before we leave. That may delay us here though."
"Well if it's past Tuesday we will have to book another room. We can't extend here."
We heard a growl.
"Sex time."
We bolted up off the seat and both of us got our phones out to video.
"Talk about a hair trigger. He hardly got it in."
"I think we had better move on Jack. These guys will be up all night."
As we moved around every now and again we could hear the lions guttural roar in the background.
"Where do we take our photo? We really are bad at taking photos aren't we Sophie."
"Well your phone is particularly old. I really think you need a new one."
"It could come in handy here."
"Well maybe tomorrow morning when we go into town, I can do that while you to pick up the ring. Just tell me what type you want."
"I guess tonight I can research it. So long as it's an android. Best Zoom lens might be helpful. "
"I think the photo can be from our lodge. We will have a view over the Savannah section. It faces West so we should get the sunset with animals."
"Perfect. I'm hungry, let's stop at the cafe and see if we can get a bite."
"Then back to our tent, I want a lie down and a cuddle Jack."
"Too much Lion bonding Sophie?"
"Well I want you to nibble my neck again, that was sexy."
"Stop it I'm getting hard. "
Well we had motivation to get back to our accomodation. So in no time we were being shown our diggs. We could order a room service meal so we booked that in. Complete with champagne. Our cases were in our room as promised.
The tent, although it was looking out over the park, was very private. Its verandah was shielded from one side. But we could open the bedroom doors to the veranda and have complete privacy.
It was after four and the park had closed so we had the view to ourselves. There were animals constantly in our view. Giraffe, antelope, rhino and zebra all grazing near us.
"Jack I want to sit here naked. Do you think that's ok?"
"You might awake the lion in me."
"That's what I'm hoping. Come and strip me."
What an invitation. Slowly I removed Sophie's clothes and she mine. My Rhino horn was proudly sticking up. I nuzzled her neck and groaned my need. I came up behind her and nestled my horn in her butt cheeks.
" On the floor. Now Jack."
I pushed Sophie down and we rolled on the hardwood floor.
"Do me Jack. Well pretend. Keep that monster from penetrating me yet."
"Grroar."
I made only guttural animal noises. Soon I was humping her peachy arse cheeks. I licked her neck and side of her face as she hissed and groaned under me.
"Fuck Jack, don't stop." As suddenly I rolled off her and stood pacing a bit. Like a lioness she rolled on her back and showed her genitals to me. Sophie's fluids were flowing. I paced then as she rolled back and presented her butt to me I pounced on her sliding my rampant cock through her cheeks again. Thrusting, biting her neck.
"Grrroarrrr."
I felt her cum. That quickly. I hopped up and paced. My own climax was building. She rolled again and spread her juices between her legs and into her crack. Ready for my next assault she lay pone again and presented herself.
I was on her in a second. This time I slid down toward her clit then back up to slide my moistened cock between her plump bottom cheeks. My mouth clamped onto her neck, but without teeth. I growled in her ear and in two pumps was spewing sperm over Sophie's arsehole and up her back. Spurt after spurt and she joined me in an almighty climax.
Spent we collapsed on the floor. Sophie was still having mini climaxes as I stood up and literally threw her over my shoulders.
"Me Tarzan, you shower. Me shower with you."
Giggling we made it to the shower and I turned on the cold water. We both yelped under the shock of it. But with a little warm added we enjoyed each others attention in cleansing the day.
.......
Sophie
........
"I guess we should dress for the photo, Jack."
"Don't want to give Grandpa a heart attack."
"Or a hard-on. Sophie giggled."
"Or me' it might show up in the photo."
"Jack I've been meaning to ask, about Grandpa. You know when you rang to tell him you fixed Daisy he made a strange comment. He said, 'look after your man Sophie'. Not look after your sister. But your man. Do you think he suspects something?"
Jack slumped onto the divan.
"Wow I missed that. Fuck. Do you recon? Like that's something you say to a couple, not brother and sister."
"He was proud though. Proud of you. You don't think he was hoping 'this' would happen, do you? "
I straddled Jack and deep kissed him to make my point.
Right then we heard the lion growl in the background, reverberation across the stillness.
"Lucky bastard." Jack chuckled. "Me, not the lion." Then he ground into me.
We were interrupted by the arrival of a cart which brought our dinner. Our waiter set up a small table on the deck. Complete with candles and a champagne bucket. The sun was low on the horizon and the giraffes were close and feeding from special artificial tree canopies.
"Do you want me to take a photo of you." The waiter asked. "Such a romantic setting and shot."
Yes please."
He filled our champagne flutes, and as we made love eyes as he clicked away.
"Perfect. Bon appetite." Then he faded into the night.
I looked through them.
"Should we send this one?" I showed Jack.
"Yes perfect."
It was perhaps the least romantic of them. More two people in an incredible shot. Than lovers the other shots suggested.
"Eat first. I want to enjoy this before it gets cold."
We toasted, fed each other, and kissed our way through the meal. The Zebra moved up to the fence line. Obviously they were used to the human presence. They grazed the green remnants of grass along the fence line.
"So do you think Grandpa knows?" I bought us back to topic.
"Hard to tell. I think he knows us well individually, but it's hard to know if he is perceptive enough to get that from the brief interactions we have had this early in the trip."
"Except he set us up. If he knows anything about human sexuality, putting a boy and girl in close proximity to each other like he has, surely raises the possibility of sexual intimacy, incest between siblings aside."
"You mean he may have wanted this to happen?"
"I know it's deviant but it's possible. It must have been one of the potential outcomes of this wildly amazing journey that he ran through his mind."
"I was too busy being proud of fixing Daisy to get his comment, look after your man. I was saying to myself. Yes, score I'm your man. Fuck it certainly hints at possibility he has guessed."
"Well we need to send this photo. It's not too over the top is it? It's not exactly a holiday shot. More a honeymoon shot."
"I say if he has guessed Sophie, he wanted it. I know that's way weird."
"Or he hasn't guessed but is hoping and putting suggestions into our heads."
"Well if he is fucking with our heads. I mean in the nicest possible way. Then maybe we should feed back some thought stimulus. That photo is perfect."
With some trepidation I posted it.
"What if he realises his mistake and calls us on it?"
"Well we could just continue, we have money and the car." Jack countered
"But it wouldn't be the same without his excitement. His journey being enacted through us."
"Do you think we are surrogates to an incest fantasy he can't have?"
"Or had in the past? Maybe he had a sister." I suggested.
"But we have never heard mention of an aunt."
"True, so that cuts that out."
"He is taking his time ringing back. You don't think he is deeply troubled and working out what to do?"
The phone rang. It was a messenger call, with video.
"Fuck I think it just got serious." Jack muttered
"Well answer it Jack."
"Hi Grandpa." We chorused.
"Wow you two certainly know how to enjoy experiences."
"It's the best Grandpa."
"Come on put the video on the view. Show me the animals."
I did. "Opps that's Jack. Hold on."
Grandpa laughed. "Is he being an animal?"
"No, he's the perfect gentleman." 'Unfortunately' I muttered in my head. I would have been okay if he had penetrated me on the floor earlier.



Grandpa got a shot of the Zebras with a Rhino ambling over toward us.
"We are getting a new phone for Jack tomorrow, this one is antiquated."
"Well get him the best. I'm sure he deserves it."
I went all fluttery on the inside. In fact I felt tears welling in my eyes.
"He does Grandpa. He's the best thing you could ever have given me."
"How's that?"
"Well he saved me from drowning, taught me to swim, fixed the car when we were stranded, and is the most amazing caring brother a girl could ask for." I gushed.
"So I take it Jack you don't mind sharing everything with your sister."
I could see Jack's mind swirling.
"Well I can't say she has rescued me. But my sister is being amazing to me also. I'm learning a lot about women. Well Sophie anyway."
Grandpa chuckled at that. "So is she getting in under your skin?"
"Only in the best sort of way."
"Yes women have a way of doing that. My advice is roll with it. Enjoy the moment. Always with a girl you can sort out the entanglement later. "
"Hey I'm still here Grandpa."
"That you are precious one. That you are."
"You're a tease Grandpa."
"I haven't changed. So where to next?"
"Canowindra, I have plans." Jack said.
Grandpa just started rolling in laughter.
"Say that again Jack?"
He did and Grandpa lost it.
"Did I say something wrong?" Jack look concerned.
"No son. Just sometimes you plan something and it works out better than imagined."
"I'm still confused."
"When confused Confucius say: think on it and enlightenment will present itself."
"Did he really?"
"No, I just made that up. Enjoy the animals kids... and each other. I look forward to the next photo. You have both made my day."
"Bye Grandpa." Jack hung up.
"Shit he knows." Jack gasped.
"He has to know."
"But if he does he was encouraging us. Like enjoy the moment. Sort out the entanglement later."
"It was like he was saying go on fuck her. Don't hold back. Shit we are entangled aren't we big Brother?"
"Very. But I don't want to untangle us."
"What should we do? I mean I'm conflicted. I know we want to fuck and we are planning to fuck. I so wanted you to fuck me then and there on the floor, Jack. And I still do."
To make a point our lions added a distant growl.
"But I don't, don't want it to be just fucking." Jack responded. "I want it to be loving. Sure the animal instinct in me is driving me toward going all the way tonight. But I don't want to be driven by my lust."
I started stripping. "Well take your lust out on my mouth Jack. Fuck my mouth and suck the life out of my cunt. Shit I can't believe I said that word."
I pushed him down and straddled his head.
"My clothes, my slutty potty mouthed Sister."
I ripped them off him and released his monster. I lay back on our bed and dropped my head off the end.
"Well fuck me bro. Give me your spunk in my throat my spunky hunk."
He drove is cock into my awaiting mouth. I held him back with a hand on his groin.
"Let me get you wet first." I groaned.
His mouth followed on my sex ravishing me with sloppy enthusiasm. I got him very moist with saliva and his precum.
"Ok now."
Jack did not hold back. I was not an expert at deep throating yet, but I pushed his butt with my hands and controlled his depth as I needed. Suddenly he sprang up and rushed into the bathroom.
"What!"
As quickly he returned with some towels which put under my lower body. He pulled out my tampon.
Without a word Jack drove back into me and attacked my clit with his tongue tip. His hands rubbed my swollen lips and fingers explored my vaginal hole.
Just then amid his groans we heard our lion couple copulating.
"Fuck!" Jack growled in a vibrating low pitch right on my clit. Then he came. Pistoling in and out as he did. My mouth was a sloppy receptacle for his baby making sperm. I followed suit flooding Jack open mouth as he tried to form a seal over my sex.
He rolled off me and I flipped around and drove his penis head into my clitoris as wave after wave of my climax flowed through me. I was so close to driving my Jack into my depths but he held me back.
"Enough Sophie, enough."
I rolled off him and we caught our breath.
"Shit that was close."
"So close. We can't wait much longer."
I think I got some blood too. Very strong taste of iron.
We snuggled together to the sounds of the wild. Slowly we drifted off to sleep, with the candles burning low and the stars rising with the night.
"I love you Jack," I whispered.
"I love you too my darling little Sister."
...........
Thank you for your encouragement in your comments. I know many of them are anonymous comments. I have lurked and read on this site for over twenty years before I made a profile. Then only because I actually started writing.
I encourage you to make one too, as there are many benefits, including saving and following favourite authors. I was surprised. But it will also help us writers. I can then get to know my readers a bit better. Even if it is only in linking your comments together.
I have my reasons for being very anonymous on this site, but I have found I can maintain that under my pseudonym. But either way thanks for taking the time to make my writing richer.
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Journeys often take flights of fancy to new heights. Sometime one's dreams are fulfilled other times dashed. Time always tells.
......
Jack
.........
"Fuck mozzies!"
I looked over at Sophie who hadn't stirred. Her beautiful skin was covered by at least a dozen feeding mossies. Frantically I swatted those on her before I attacked them on myself.
"Darling, mozzies. Wake up."
She groaned and moved a bit. We were so out to it from our lovemaking session that we hadn't even heard their annoying buzz.
"You hit them darling."
Well I tried to be gentle as I slapped all over her body. I got a few mid-feast, her precious blood spilt once again. It was a week for blood. That thought flowed through my mind.
My slapping finally woke her up and comically we were soon both doing the great Australian wave. I frantically closed the folding doors. Too late a barrier to the invaders. The problem was we were both stark naked. Easy targets.
Then I searched the bathroom for bug spray. It is Australia, so there was a can. I desperately tried to fumigate the room. Us in it unfortunately.
"Shit that's toxic, yuck." Sophie pronounced.
"All's fair in love and war. This is war."
Mosquitoes were still landing on us.
"Do you see any Aeroguard?"
"Dijahavagoodweegend"
"No the bloody mozzies ate us alive."
"Don't forget the Aeroguard and aveagoodweekend." We chanted together.
I started scratching.
"Don't start that Jack, it only gets worse." Sophie was on her phone.
"Shit we only have one of these cures. Cold shower."
So we bundled under the cold shower.
"Stand don't rub."
"That's no fun. "
It relieved the initial itch but it was clear we were both covered.
"Ok new game. Bite count. The most bites gets a trophy."
I started counting on Sophie. Front, back, even souls of feet.
"Thirty seven." I proclaimed after I lost count and had to start again.
"Okay you Jack, damn that's a lot."
"Cute there's even one in your butt crack. Seventeen, eighteen, turn."
She worked my legs and thighs.
"Jack, Jack you have three on your dick, and another on your balls."
"How am I not supposed to itch those?"
"Thirty five Jack. I win!"
"Don't genital bites count for two at least."
"No Jack."
"Does saliva help?"
"I could try."
We patted ourselves dry trying not to rub.
I sprayed the room again as there were still some mozzies left. It was only one AM. How were we going to sleep? I tried licking one on my arm.
"Hard to tell. Sophie. Fuck my ball is itchy."
Sophie was down there in a flash, gently sucking my ball into her mouth.
"Oh that's nice but I think for the wrong reason. My cock started rising."
"Fuck Jack there are two more, under your foreskin. They must have got you while you were hard."
"So we are a draw."
"Shit too much blood down there I guess."
"It's not snake bite." I said as she hoovered my cock into her mouth.
"But it is a snake."
"Fair point."
"Not sure about the bites but the distraction is helping."
I was only semi-hard.
"I doubt I can cum though, too many other distractions wanting a scratch."
"Check my folds please I'm feeling itchy down there now."
We sixty-nined.
"You win."
I licked the red mozzie bite in the folds of my favourite Labia. The smaller ones that stuck out from her bigger ones. I love seeing them when Sophie bends over naked or in the saddle gap between her thighs.
"Shit this could go on for ever. The licking I mean, but I think it's not really helping, just highlighting the itch."
"Let's try and get to sleep."
"Maybe the anaesthetic of sleep will take the mind off it."
We put on a sheet to hopefully protect against stray nasties. Then we lay sort of in each others arms. The cool was better than the heat. We chatted a bit about tomorrow. Lotion was added to the list of must buys.
"I can't sleep." Sophie complained.
"I tried counting sheep, but all I could see is killer mozzies buzzing Zero, Zero, Zero. Kamikaze bastards."
Eventually we must have dropped off as we were awakened by predawn caroling birds.
"Might as well get up and go on that early behind the scenes tour." Sophie pronounced, "but don't itch."
"Fuck it's hard not to."
Both of us were covered in red dots that appeared to have grown overnight.
We had an early breakfast. Followed by a behind the scenes tour of the zoo. It included meeting keepers and feeding times. The giraffes were keen to meet us. They had huge tongues.
I leant close to Sophie's ear and whispered.
"I wish my tongue was that long last night."
"Dream on lover. If it was that long I would have no need for this."
She grabbed my crutch.
"Point taken."
The tour took us to the lion enclosure. This was a feed time. Large cut carcasses of cows were on the menu. There was an uproar as the male took his first share. The lionesses waited.
"We are missing the dominant male at the moment."
"Is that the one shagging under the bushes back there." I quipped.
"That's the one. Very perspective of you Jack."
"We came across them yesterday, and looked it up."
"The mating habits?"
"Yes. They were at it all night. We could hear them in the distance."
"Well done you would make a good keeper son. As keepers we have to be alert. Especially during mating. Just incase they get out of control. Lions have such difficulty getting pregnant. Every birth is important."
There were about ten people in the tour group. Including some younger kids.
In a quiet moment away from the others I asked the keeper.
"So if a lion does it so much, but for only seconds,how much cum does he actually squirt?"
"Great question. Do you want to hop in and find out for us?" He laughed. "Seriously the truth is we don't really know. Some scientists have tried to see if diet can increase the volume. But it is so little. Perhaps he manages 2- 3mls day. Not much reward for effort. It's why he has to shag himself out."
He called the group together.
"Jack asked a good question. Males produce so little sperm, that over a day, our male will produce much less than a teaspoon full in that time. Although that's an educated guess. The female, although fertile, is an opportunistic ovulator. Which means she may or may not release an egg. The biting and aggressive behaviour of the male is thought to help her release that precious egg. So the lions have a hard time of it.
"Notice they haven't eaten with the rest. Mating can take three or more days. When finished she will go off and find him some food."
"How long have they been at it?" Sophie asked.
"It's over fifty hours now."
"Poor bugger." One of the men quipped.
"That's way more than your quota for the year Charles." His wife added.
"Poor bugger." Another man added and we all laughed.
Well the Zoo is now open. Feel free to continue around from here, or cycle back to camp.
The family had a golf cart. They continued on.
Sophie and I peddled around to see our lions.
"I need to get busy and find a garage that will look at Daisy."
So we sat as I made phone calls and Leo made another deposit.
"Found one. I can bring her around today for him to make an assessment, as he's not heard of the car. He may be able to fit us in tomorrow."
"Well how about we get going and come back in the afternoon."
"Do you realise we have not gone swimming for a few days."
"We will need to soon, we have some long trips ahead."
We cycled back to our quarters.
Our first call once we got to town was a chemist. We ended up with three remedies. An antihistamine, which we took immediately. The chemist was worried about how many bites we had. Some Aloe Vera cream for immediate relief and some calamine lotion for overnight. I can't say we haven't scratched it was diving us both mad. We found a disabled toilet so we could smother ourselves in Aloe Vera. It meant a total strip.
I'm sure the old lady waiting outside when we exited thought we were fucking in there. I did not say that groping and some stimulus did not occur. It mainly amounted to giggles and tickles. As well as massive relief.
Next it was the motorcycle mechanic.
"Wow, very impressive. I looked it up last night. But to see one in the flesh, so to speak. It will be a privilege to work on it.
"Look we are really booked to the hilt tomorrow, but if you recon you can give me a hand early in the morning, I'm willing to squeeze you in."
"I would love to help. I may not be able to find someone to work on her further down the trip. So the more I can learn the better."
"Well you did well to get her going after the breakdown. So happy to give you some pointers as we work. Eight am okay with you."
"Perfect."
That dealt with it was ring time. So back to the Main Street.
"Jack the phone? What do you want?"
"Well the top of the range Samsung would be fine but there is one with Hasselblad lenses, and much bigger sensors and better cameras. It's an Oppo X8 pro. JB carry them. That would be better."
"I might need to take the car then. Those places are never on the Main Street."
Sophie dropped me off, and left me to navigate to the jewellers.
I was strangely nervous walking down to buy the ring, even though we had already bought it. It was the commitment I think. I hadn't really thought of engagement and ring buying growing up. Although I think girls do. But I certainly had never thought it would be for a Sister.
This was certainly not conventional. In one way it felt like a sham. Window dressing on an illegal relationship. But then, rings are only ever window dressing on relationships. A sign of intended commitment. A bond to the future and a pledge of faithfulness. Okay yep, reason to feel nervous. It was a big step for a nearly twenty year old.
But I has also giddy with excitement. I had plans for popping the question. We had already been delayed. But my plans were also reliant on the weather. So it could happen anytime in the next week, or later. The next stage would take patience.
But then we had waited so long already before we would have full on sex. What's a few more days? That's the problem, we are so hot for each other. We almost crossed the final line yesterday. We are also in a perfectly romantic setting. Granted except for the bites. Although Sophie had applied plenty of cream to my cock, it was still itching and annoying me. The swelling looked even bigger on it that elsewhere. I doubt I would totally enjoy sex until they improved.
So perhaps the mosquitoes have cast the dice for us. I sighed in resignation. At least we were both having exceptionally great foreplay and sex without penetration. So the time has not been wasted. Plus we are really getting to know each other.
I was looking in a jewellery store window. I realised I had been for a good five minutes. I looked up at the sign. Our ring was inside. So time to enter into our long term future. My guts churned a bit. Not because I didn't want it but because I did. I wanted it so badly. Badly enough to overcome the incest barrier.
I loved my little Sister. I loved her so deeply and passionately. These two weeks had been wonderful, so wonderful I could not imagine marrying someone else. If fact I could not imaging my dick being in any other vagina than hers. This was it. I walked in and made the purchase.
With the ring now burning love in my pocket I ambled down the street. A proud man, head high, grin from ear to ear, that was who I saw as I caught my reflection in the windows.
Sophie rang. "I have your phone, are you done?"
"Yes darling. How about you meet me here. I just passed a nice eatery, we should have an early lunch as breakfast was so early. Then we can go back to check on the lions."
"Do you need inspiration, lover boy."
"Hardly. You are enough. Also the Aloe might need reapplying by then."
I gave her instructions on where to find me. "See you soon."
There was a grocers across the road so I slipped over to get some insect repellent. I chose the other brand because it was stronger.
Sophie pulled up just as I crossed back, so I put the spray into Daisy, and hand in hand we wandered to the coffee shop/patisserie.
........
Sophie
........
"You get it, Jack?"
He smiled a warm smile and kissed me.
"I think I've got more than it. But patience Sister."
"Well my brother you have my heart. Hold it gently while I wait."
"That's very poetic, Sophie."
We ordered and sat in quiet looking into each others eyes.
"We did get bitten a lot. I wonder if any of those mozzies had a bite of you and me."
"I would say given how many bites we share highly likely."
"Did you do any poetry in school Jack?"
"Oh course, but none I remember. You?"
"We did a bit, particularly in advanced English, I actually learnt one by heart."
"I'm happy to hear it then."
"It's not really romantic more prosaic. But quite apt for us. It's called the Flea. By the poet John Donne."
I recited the first Stanza to him.
"MARK but this flea, and mark in this,
How little that which thou deniest me is ;
It suck'd me first, and now sucks thee,
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be.
Thou know'st that this cannot be said
A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead ;
Yet this enjoys before it woo,
And pamper'd swells with one blood made of two ;
And this, alas! is more than we would do." (1633)
"Ok I think I need a translation."
"Simply put, he wants to fuck her. But she denies him for sin, and shame and does not want to give up her virginity, maidenhood. But they have both been bitten by the same flea. Thus their blood has mingled and the two have become one as in marriage. So the flea has crossed the line for them. So why object if I fuck you."
"All that in those lines. Wow."
"He goes on.
O stay, three lives in one flea spare,
Where we almost, yea, more than married are.
This flea is you and I, and this
Our marriage bed, and marriage temple is.
Though parents grudge, and you, we're met,
And cloister'd in these living walls of jet.
She goes to kill the flea but he pleads for mercy for the flea. Because of this flea we are actually married, no matter what our parents think. So let's just get down and have sex."
"What happens?"
"She kills it, and he laments that she has killed three people in one, assuming their bond as well. And thus his feeble excuse is no longer valid."
"So what are you saying Sophie. Are you on his side or hers?"
"I would say give the amount of bites we share we are married thrice over."
"Me thinkest those bites preventeth me fromth performing myeth marital dutyeth."
"That's ok Jack, I can wait. Butteth notteth tooeth longeth."
Our lunch arrived to break our giggles.
"So did you get the phone?"
"I wondered when you would ask."
I pulled the box out of the bag I brought in with me.
"They tried to sell me a plan with it, but I said you were happy with the one you had, and I bought the phone up front."
"Well, I'll set it up when we get back so I can test it on the lions."
I love that Jack doesn't have his head stuck in his phone. I'm much worse. Also that he is not a massive gamer. I doubt he has played a game while with me yet. I looked admiringly up at him. That phone could be risky though. The salesperson did make its gaming possibilities an big selling point. These thoughts ran through my head as we returned to our lodge.
"Jack do my body with Aloe please."
That was the first thing I said when we got back to the tent. Jack was starting to unpack the phone.
"Mmm tough choice. Phone or your body. Mmm"
He put the box down quickly and made a grab for the Aloe.
"No contest darling."
We both stripped.
"Maybe we do the same body part on each other. That way we both get some relief. It will mean we won't miss any spots either."
We started with the head and then arms. Followed by legs. Back, buttocks, then front working our way down to genitals.
"Jack can I try something?"
"I could say it depends, but I trust you."
"Can I get you to shoot your sperm on the spot on my inner labia."
"I like the idea of that."
"For it to work though I can't get Aloe on it first, but I will massage the cream into you for lubrication. Just fire when ready."
Jack had been hard for a while. I worked my hands on his cock. Lathered in Aloe Vera to make sure he would not get itchy in the process. My hands moved up and down and then in opposite twists. Occasionally I would reach underneath and caress his balls. Cheekily I also let a finger circle his arsehole.
"Fuck Sophie. That's intense."
"Tell me when you want to cum."
I pushed him back onto a chair and straddled him. All ready for him to fire. He took hold of my breasts and kneaded them, my nipples caressing his palms.
I gathered speed pushing down into his groin.
"I'm close, yes like that."
I took one hand and parted my sex lips. His cock was pointed directly at my swollen mozzie bite.
"Now Jack, cum!"
Cum he did. His hot blast scored a direct hit. Then I aimed it at my clit.
"Shit coming too" I groaned as my clit took three squirts. Together we rode out our climaxes.
After we had cuddled a while, Jack grabbed a washer and cleaned me up.
"Ok you can put aloe on it now."
"What didn't that work?"
"It wasn't supposed to work. I just wanted to play with you and have you cum on me. I would say that worked perfectly."
Jack slapped my naked butt.
"Minx. And thanks."
I kissed him. "The pleasure was all mine."
"Now let me get this phone set up and let's go shoot some animals."
.........
Jack
........
"This phone is awesome. I should start with you Sophie."
"What am I an animal?"
"Technically yes. But I want my first photo on the phone to be you."
"What naked like this?"
"Yes, with that Giraffe looking at your beautiful butt."
At the time a Giraffe had wandered over to the fence and leaned his head toward us. I think he was hoping for a feed.
"Like this?" Sophie posed with her butt out and leaning forward rather like the classic Marilyn Monroe pose but without clothes.
I snapped away, trying the different lenses available.
"Wow they are spectacular nudes. Good enough for Penthouse I reckon."
Sophie came up behind me and squished her breasts to my neck. She made me go through them all for her.
"Your're right good enough for Penthouse, except they have such sharp detail you can see every mozzie bite."
"That's ok they can airbrush those out."
Sophie whacked me with a tit to the side of my face.
"No Jack! the bites are evidence of our marriage. Rude."
"Do you know what I love Sophie? Your very sexy bikini line. You're getting quite tanned so it's showing more. Plus the hint of the smaller bikini even whiter under it."
"Well I'm going to cover up and put on insect repentant. I don't want to add to the bites."
Fully dressed we mounted our bikes and joined the quieter Monday crowd peddling around the zoo. This time I had my camera out and firing.
"Sophie this Zoom is incredible."
We were watching the monkeys out on the island.
"I can get them almost full frame. It's hard to hold still though."
"Wait, I forgot, I can do video."
I put it on 4K vid and started shooting.
"I want you in the video Sophie?"
In a David Attenborough voice I added commentary.
"Here we are in the wilds of Dubbo and we have a prime example of a female primate. While her companions play in the background she is displaying all the signs of recent sexual fulfilment. Her lips are still swollen and her nipples are poking seductively through her loose covering. As she leans on the log she presents her rear end in an overt sexual attraction display to her mate. It's her way of saying come and take me."



I deliberately jostled the camera down to make it look like it had been dropped.
"And Cut."
"Fuck Jack that was funny. I had to bite my cheek to stop me from laughing. You got the voice really well."
We continued our journey around the animals. I made a few more Attenborough videos. At the Waterhole cafe we bought coffees and ice cream. It was still hot. We sat and watched the Meerkats ever vigilant.
"They are so cute and funny, Jack."
"Well maybe you can do a meerkat experience in the morning. It's one of the activities available to us."
"But what about you?"
"I have a car to fix. No point you just hanging at the garage."
"True. I'll ring and see if I can book in."
I watched my Sister as she rang, then do a happy dance at the answer.
I needed a toilet break so we watched each others bikes as we did. Sophie was wearing a dress. When she came out she gave me a cheeky grin.
Sophie wheeled her bike ahead of me then mounted as if it was a men's bike.
I wobbled and fell off mid mount.
"Fuck Sophie!"
She giggled. My sexy sister had no panties on. She just flashed me the full biz. Fuck.
I dusted off as. She circled me.
"Give me a heart attack next time, crap."
"I guess you want to ride behind me."
"If nothing else, to fight off the unsuspecting public."
I had no idea where we were going but follow I did. Sights of delight, as the 'fat bottomed girl made my rocking world go around.' One thing's for sure I was marrying one game, sexy provocative individual of a sister, and I loved it. We pulled up at the cheetahs and parked our bikes in the rack provided.
"Come this way big brother."
She led me to the side we were sheltered a bit from the road. I think I knew what was happening. Now the cheetahs were not in sight from there.
"Sophie no cheetahs. And no cheaters."
"It's not cheating Jack be patient. This is on their wandering track give it five minutes and one will walk through there."
She pointed to a path through the bushes.
"Animals in Zoos do that, they have a regular path to pace on. Even in open area zoos. Just get you Attenborough on."
She looked so innocent standing there in her summery yellow dress. I grabbed a couple of shots of her just being natural.
"Ready Jack take in three, two, one...."
"We await here in eager anticipation of the sleek animal, the cheetah. Will his spots appear through those bushes?
"Yes there it is, the cleverly disguised movement of yellow. Wait can I believe what I am seeing. A female cheetah has appeared right in front of me and flashed her plump niceness at the camera, wait the male animal is attracted to her scent. One can see the spotted rump moving languidly as she waits. There is our male, resplendent in his coat. There is debate whether a Cheetah is a cat or a dog? The Maasi think we are mad believing it to be a cat. For them it is plainly a relative of the dog. Again the female reveals her lush rump as if an invitation. One could say that that is truely an invitation to dogging. You can see her sex dripping fluids, marking the ground. She is truely wanting to be mated. The male approaches. No wait, oh no, he has decided she is not quite ready and ignoring her signals, wanders down the track. There viewers we have it. We need to wait another day for the mating."
I zoomed right in as I said this last bit until my Sisters rump and pussy filled the frame.
"It looks like pussy to me viewers. And cut."
I looked around and still no visitors in sight. I backed up behind Sophie and thrust a finger into her exposed sex. I nuzzled her neck.
"Fuck Sophie that was sexy. Cum for me. I know you're ready. Cum now."
She came and with it sprayed the ground between her feet which she had quickly splayed.
"Fuck Jack."
"I wish."
I licked my fingers and palmed the fluids dripping down her thighs. These I also tasted.
"I've grown addicted to you taste..." I sang. "I have no idea where that came from Sophie."
"My Fair Lady, dear brother."
"Mm that's debatable right now. The lady bit that is."
For that I got a kiss and a giggle.
"Thanks Jack, I love teasing you." She grabbed her bike and mounted.
I rearranged my tackle and followed.
"Sophie, this is hard with a hard on."
She flipped her dress over the saddle, so I was very aware she was now lips to the leather so to speak.
"Let's ride a bit, I need to dry out."
"You mean you want to hump the seat some more. Not helping my hard-on go down."
So we rode around aimlessly enjoying the moment, and me the occasional extra view. Which was provided by my sister flipping her skirt when no one was around.
We made it back to the lions. Leo was still at it. We had being hearing him all afternoon through the park. He looked very tired. Shagged out in fact.
"He is shagged out. I wonder if that's where the saying comes from."
Sophie was looking around. "Come over here Jack. Lean on the rail."
Sophie came up behind me and pressed against my butt. In my ear she whispered.
"I want to make you cum when he does."
Her hand snaked around my waist and entered my loose shorts. She wrapped it around my hard-on. I had been hard for quite a while. Surreptitiously she started wanking me. The female lion was doing the back roll genital display. With her other hand my sister worked my shorts down over my cock so it was exposed. She kept her body between me and the road.
"Fluid please?"
I was dry, as my precum had run out long ago. My Sister took her hand off and worked herself under her dress then returned it very wet and slippery.
"Fuck."
"Better Jack?"
"Yes." I groaned. Next the female lioness rolled and presented.
"Now Jack with him."
The lion lurched and growled a deep roar in our direction. It was frightening. He mounted her and thrust.
Sophie hissed and growled with the lioness, I came in big loads. The lion sensing our nearness,and smelling our scent, just released, swung, and rushed at the fence. Roaring again. There was a barrier and mote between us. Our insides turned to liquid with the guttural sound.
I startled and backed up quickly pushing Sophie with me. "Fuck." We both fell and scrambled to make ourselves decent. The adrenaline pumped hard and we froze.
"I think we need to go" Sophie whispered in a very scared voice. The lion watched us until we left. On our bikes we tried to peddle away quietly.
As we did an announcement said the Zoo was closing in fifteen minutes. This caused us to change directions back toward our compound. This also meant we had to pass by the lions enclosure. Only to see two keepers deep in conversation near where we had been.
We tried to make our riding say not us. Nothing to see here. We were quiet all the way back to our lodge. Once inside Sophie crumbled in my arms.
"Fuck Jack, I think they smelt me." She stripped naked and encouraged me to do so.
"Just hold me Jack."
Naked and unashamed in the quiet, we let our bodies put our innards back together. Both our pulses were racing. I mean over 160bpm racing. My sister listened to my heart as the adrenaline started to wear off. We said nothing, did nothing. Eventually her minor quaking stopped as did mine and we slept. Safe together.
We woke to a little ring at the door.
"Dinner is ready."
"Shit. Give us a minute."
Sophie took her dress to the bathroom and I pulled on shorts before I answered the door.
"Smells great!" I covered.
"Afternoon is always a great time to sleep off the day's excitement." The waiter smiled graciously.
He set the table and candles once again and departed.
"All clear. Sophie.
"Naked please Jack, but spray first. Keep the doors open."
Before I stripped, I noticed the mosquito torches on the porch. They were citronella based. I lit them as well.
"Wish I had found these last night. I'm still itchy."
"I still want the doors closed before we fall asleep." Sophie added.
We had a very romantic dinner. Hearty thick scotch fillet steak, with salad and chips. I opened a red wine to go with it.
"Perhaps we take the champagne with us."
"We'll make room."
"I'm not sure where to put your ring until we get there."
"Where's there Jack?"
"That's the trouble I can't say exactly where?"
"You mean you won't say exactly where."
I made a sweeping gesture. "That's it. It could be anywhere but I don't know."
"Jack!"
"Let's just say it's a part of the puzzle. The pieces are scattered, some bits are in place, but there is still a lot to fall into place."
"I don't mind puzzles, but I hate those sky bits."
"My point exactly." And I laughed. "Enough trying to guess. I have it in hand and it will be romantic."
"Where is the ring now?" Sophie gasped.
"I put it in the safe over there, before we left this afternoon."
"Oh thank God, I thought it might have fallen from your pocket at the lions."
"News flash. Puzzled keepers find unopened engagement ring at the location of two mating lions. Speculation is that he was an animal, so she said No.
"Something spooked the lions though and they moved away from their mating quarters. Keepers are hoping that someone was just inspired to make a romantic gesture and the inspiration has meant a litter of cubs are on the way."
"You're a Dag Big Brother, a loveable Dag."
"How was that roar?"
"The most terrifying thing I've heard and not heard."
"What do you mean?"
"There was something about it that was so deep, so low, that my guts vibrated."
"True I nearly shit myself. I had to clamp down my clacker."
"Pity you didn't have your camera on."
"Yes a pity. Now I suggest a quiet night on the couch reviewing the days shots. I wonder what's for desert?" I stood and moved to the food trolly.
"Wow 'Peach Melba' always a favourite. Oh and ice cream."
"Smoking." It was. The fog lifted up as I lifted the lid and crawled down to the table. The container had a fake bottom, which obviously had dry ice in it.
"Don't even think about it Jack we have had enough excitement for the day."
So Peach Melba was served.
.....
Sophie
.......
Satiated, we decided on a shower first. No sex, just romantic washing and nurture. Sometimes that is enough. Enough to hold, and love, and be intimate. I had trouble thinking back to when I didn't have showers with my brother. I would give for a bath with him again. But this was fine. It could hardly be called roughing it.
The sun was setting again so Jack was happy playing with his camera. I put on my blue bikini so I could walk out on the deck. Jack put on some budgie smugglers.
( Budgie Smugglers are the name Australians give to tight swimming briefs. Also known as Speedos. They are the normal male swimmers one sees in the Olympics.- named so because the male genitals look like a budgerigar is lying trapped between the legs.)
Jack of course got some great photos of me in that bikini. As well as the other animals. I was beginning to feel like I was an animal after todays flirting and public expressions of lust. But I think mostly I just felt free. We were 'incesting' so the other stuff seemed tame. I enjoyed pushing the boundaries, but mostly I enjoyed turning Jack on and flirting with him.
We sat together on the couch and started to go through the photos.
"Fuck I think I might have got it. I didn't think I had it on."
Jack clicked on a frame and the video started. It was on the lions but we heard my request to lean on the rail. He obviously wasn't aware he was filming. His hand holding the camera flopped down.
"Shit Jack your filming me jacking you off. The camera focused on the cock action."
"Wow I had no idea."
True because his focus was all over the place. Our dialogue was clear.
"I think it's this bit I'm close."
We heard the first growl and roar. My instruction to cum. And as the first cum started toward the lens Jack stood, more to shoot his cum by pushing out his groin toward the lions. The phone flipped sidewards and he captured the lion cumming and it's charge, still sideways in the frame. The roar blasted the speakers to crackle level. Followed by his fuck and us falling. The video cut somewhere in the fall.
"Shit that was both amazing and frightening." I said.
"You know we can't ever show anyone."
"Why it's awesome."
"Well first it's evidence of our public indecency. Second it likely to get us kicked out of Australian Zoos forever. And three it's for us. Just us having private moments."
"Pity. What about Attenborough?" I pouted.
We went back and checked them.
"No definitely can't show the cheetah one." Jack stated.
"We could get away with the monkey one to someone like Jan and Ben."
"Yeah that's ok. but definitely not Grandpa."
"By the way what is it with Ben and Jan. Ben didn't raise an eyebrow when I confessed I had feelings for you."
"You don't know? Shit I forgot you didn't know."
"Know what?"
"Ben and Jan are brother and sister."
"Fuck me! really?"
"Yes really."
"Wow, it's good to know I'm not the only one. So when did you find out?"
"At The Rock pool when we first met."
"How? that was early."
"Well she saw me getting a massage and saw how you were looking at me. Of course I didn't see you looking. She asked who you were and I said my Brother. So she dug further and told me you had the hots for me."
"Simply by the massage."
"And your looks. So I confessed to mutual crush."
"She then told me about Ben and that they were married, by their vows' not the law."
"So from them, you thought this was a possibility."
I kissed him. "Yes Brother dear."
"So did you set out to seduce me."
"Well there were the masturbation incidents at Grandpas. I think I didn't have to try hard."
"True, I've been thinking it was very much love at first sight."
"Yes. Maybe because we had never seen each other before. Hard to love at first sight a sibling you have grown up with' and squabbled with."
"So what did Jan think?"
"You'll have to ask her. But I know she was surprised by how easy it was for me. It took her years to get Ben to notice her sexually or at least acknowledge his desires. She thought I would be lucky to get to second base before the end of our trip."
"I thought she might have been coming on to me."
"No, she was trying to get me to open up a bit and you to notice. I was so innocent back then."
"So she wasn't wanting me or us to join them."
"Oh no, Ben and her are very mutually exclusive. But they do want to be friends."
"I think I would like that. I don't know if I could become a farmer, you know at Grandpa's. But it would be nice having their support so close by. Someone we don't have to keep this secret from. Plus someone to teach me about farming, particularly if Grandpa dies too soon."
"Well that's on the cards. But if he was expecting to die tomorrow, I doubt we would be on this trip. But what I don't get is why Grandpa is so encouraging of us."
"Well that's obvious in wanting to undo our parents estrangement. But he is happy for us to go with the moment. "
"Maybe he just reads that incest porn you read."
"But that would mean he set this up for that to happen. Sort of like the movie inception."
"You mean 'incestion'?"
"Is that a word?"
"Doubt it, I just made it up."
"Good pun sister darling. I so love talking with you. It's, I don't know, refreshing."
"It's called bonding. Also we have similar senses of humour."
"And intellect but I think you might be brighter than me."
"I doubt it."
"But you quote poets and English stuff."
"Yes but you know science and practical stuff Jack."
"So we are split on gender determined lines."
"Did I say that?"
"Ok Maths how did you do. Percentiles not score."
"Fair WA is unique. Top ten percent in advanced maths."
"I guess I win, top five percent in top level."
"See you're smarter, gender hasn't anything to do with it."
"Maybe but interest does. I don't actually give a shit about maths. Just wanted to pass well."
"With that we should go to sleep. I need to be up to get the car done in the morning."
"And I have a date with the Meerkats."
"Sex?"
"We are waiting remember."
"That hasn't stopped our non penetrative sex."
"True. You know we have been naked all this time and you're not hard?"
"I love sleeping with you after cumming."
"Sixty nine then?"
"Perfect. Let's do teeth and stuff before we do."
"You can eat me out properly. No tampons or blood."
"Goody."
"We toileted and teethed in each other's company, flirting with each other in the mirror."
In bed I took Jack in my mouth and enjoyed him hardening up in situ. Jack laid down a towel to catch my fluids and we worked ourselves to a mutual orgasm. Well I actually came twice. I think I had the nice end of the stick. Or was it the thick end of the stick? No matter I had the stick.
"We forgot the calamine lotion."
"Fuck" I said in a drowsy voice.
We snuggled as we sleep in post-sex euphoric bliss. I considered myself very lucky to have found my lover in my Brother Jack.
....
Jack
.....
We woke and needed to rush. We kissed, but I have to say post oral-sex morning mouth was not that pleasant. I could smell my sister all over my breath and the taste was fungy.
I washed my face, but did not have time for a shower. The hot water released all the love juices and the aroma was powerfully sexy. I got hard instantly. But needed to cool it. So I splashed cold water on my face, and some on my cock, then dressed for the day.
"You look like you just got fucked Jack."
"I wish."
"Let me fix your hair."
There was something very sexy about having your naked sister fuss and fluff your hair while you're fully dressed.
"Thanks Darling, got to go. I'll get breakfast later."
"Do you want me to keep you some?"
"Only if it's pastries and stuff."
"I'll have mine after the Meerkats."
We kissed and I dashed out the door. It felt like I was going to work. Good hubby leaving naked wife. Fortunately Meerkats were no milkman, I chuckled to myself.
....
That was fun I thought as I degreased my hands.
"Thank you so much for fitting me in. We would have been stranded otherwise."
"Well it's an amazing car. It was a pleasure. And you were great to work with. Very good with your hands. Remember to always use this oil. Carry a small bottle on you, as many petrol stations don't carry a range these days. The modern lawnmower two stroke is too thick for your engine."
It was two hours later. We had to remove the carburettor and clean it, as well as drain the fuel and replaced it. The oil had been too thick and was clogging up the works. Also with a new spark plug and she was purring like a baby.
When I got back, Sophie had just returned from the Meerkats. So we went to the dining room for breakfast together. I was famished after a hard mornings work.
"It's going to be a very hot day Sophie but I don't want to delay any longer."
"So we go back to pool hopping."
"Nothing for it. But we are also late out this morning, so maybe we might have to stay somewhere on the way."
"What about our place in Canowindra?"
"I've booked it for a week, I'll ring them and let them know we might not make it tonight, but we will pay for it anyway. That way if we do make it we can. Otherwise we stay somewhere on the way maybe Maloney."
"Well let's map out route."
"Shit another major highway."
We were poring over the screen on my new phone. I had Google Earth loaded. It was easy to find the pools in each town. We could map back routes but this added time. Although it reduced trucks.
Overall the back roads were safer and they often had shade from overhanging trees so we decided to the take longer route.
It was going to be over 40 degrees C (105 F). So by our rules we should stay put. Technically Canowindra is only two hours drive away in a modern car. But in Daisy that's four hours without stops. Then add back roads and that almost doubled. So seven hours plus pools because we don't want heat exhaustion, so it's a two day trip.



"Hey there is a pool at Cumnock. It's about halfway. Maybe we stay there." Sophie suggested.
"You just want to stay there as it has the word Cum in it."
Sophie giggled. "I do. Nocked up in Cumnock. I bet the locals are finding the name problematic these days."
"Well I'll drive first and you see if there is anywhere to stay. The more exciting the better."
We packed, but not before I hid the engagement ring in the tool area under the spare tyre. I did let Sophie know where it was just in case something happened. It was eleven am before we left and it was hot. We donned swimmers and ran ourselves under the cold shower before we left. I had placed a wet towel on the canopy when I got home keep it cool. It was bone dry by the time we departed.
I wore loose swimming trucks, Sophie came out in her blue bikini.
"Your wearing that?"
"Yep, cool over cover. Besides after the zoo I think I'm game to wear this in public."
Our first pool was only an hour away Daisy time, but fuck it was hot. The only advantage was it was a pretty drive.
"I wish this thing had a removable roof, we could go topless." Sophie suggested on the intercom.
"Well you can anytime you like darling but we don't want to loose Daisy's top, that would be irreplaceable."
"Oh to drive with the wind on my face." Sophie declared.
"There is not much traffic in this section."
"Like none Jack."
"So do you want to try something?"
"I'm game."
I pulled up in the middle of the road.
"Open the lid and stand up."
"Now put you bikini between your breasts."
"Done, I'm liking this."
"Now hold the canopy tight, while standing."
"Are you going to drive?"
"Yes but just very very slowly."
I set off at five miles an hour.
"Ooh that nice."
I have to say I was getting distracted by breast wobble.
"No faster Jack, I can't hold this any faster."
I stopped. "Mm fun but impractical. Lid down."
"At least we changed the hot air over. "
"Yes from fifty inside with forty outside perhaps."
We crawled into Geurie and found the pool.
"Sophie put your breasts away."
"Opps I forgot."
We did not tarry getting in the water. It was a small pool and the patronage was low. Only a group of mums with kids and some old ladies.
I could hear the tut-tuts from the old set.
"Disgusting."
"She has no shame."
"Hussy."
"Not in our pool thanks."
After five minutes the pool manager came over. An older chap. He called us to him.
"I'm sorry but there have been complaints. I'm afraid the young ladies costume is too indecent. You need to change or leave."
Well I was indignant. "Don't say that to my wife,." I shouted. "She is perfectly entitled to wear that bikini."
"Not at our pool."
"Well they wear less on Bondi Beach."
I could see Sophie push her breasts out more as she quietly hopped out of the water, revealing her near naked butt in the process. The young mothers started paying attention.
One of the oldies, spoke up. "You heard the man leave.."
"No don't, beautiful, she's just jealous." One of the mums spoke up.
"Don't you speak to my like that, I have a good mind to talk to your mother."
"Put a cork in it Mrs Mchaughty." The young ones giggled.
"Address me properly, I demand it. Do something Mr Peters."
"Pay no attention to the old bat, keep on swimming."
I could see Sophie gaining courage.
"We would but we actually have a schedule to stick to. This was only to cool down from the car." She said.
"Well you go then. This fight has been coming for a while. The old bat thinks she owns the town."
The young mum leant forward and gave my Sister a hug.
Sophie turned to face them as we left the pool deck. She lifted her top and shouted "Solidarity Girls. Bare breasts to the wind."
The old ladies started spluttering, but the five of the mothers and young ones lifted their bikinis and bared all.
"We dare you to do anything Peters!"
I watched the most naked tits I had ever seen.
We walked to the car and my sister got in. I took the wheel quickly and accelerated out of there, slowly. To the cheers of the other young ones.
Once out of sight, Sophie but her boobs back in.
"Shit Jack I'm shaking."
"My sister, a modern day Joan of Arch."
"No more the French liberty. Boobs to the wind, Delacroix style."
"Wow I think we started a war. Let's get out of this town..... News flash: War breaks out between young tits and old boobs in a non-descript country town. Rumour has it that trouble had been brewing like an old CWA pot of tea for some time."
Sophie took up the commentary.
"The catalyst appears to be a well endowed young lady who was asked to leave the local pool because of a revealing bikini. Local young girls took up the cause and bared their breasts in Solidarity. The symbol of revolution is a peacock blue string bikini. Although other bikinis have been see flying from flag poles."
"The CWA tried to girdle support but they have been thwarted by their recent drive to recruit young members. Mobilised by Tictok and Insta reels the movement quickly gained support among the young. The old busybodies are galvanising the traditional rural grapevine in a counter move." I added.
We both ended up giggling.
"Next is Wellington. Will the revolution beat us there? Will it be our Waterloo?"
"I hope not I'm hungry. You might have to cover up in town if we want a feed."
"Good by me." Sophie agreed, "but I want to swim in the Wellington pool in this Bikini."
"Author's note......"................
As you look forward to my posts I look forward to your comments. I want to thank particularly 1stltdan and Frankie1952 for your comments and encouragement. True this is sadistic at times in holding off the moment. But if it was over in part two all that is left is sleeping around in unrealistic scenarios.
That's the problem of slow burn. But it is also the problem of life. Sex doesn't always just happen. I am aware many want this to go on and on in terms of family and future. I have some parts in mind. What I don't like is parent children incest, so the future will be contained within the generations. I can't keep up the pace of eight to ten thousand words every few days. But I'm not abandoning our lovers once the line is crossed.
I'm glad you have guessed what's next 1stltdan. It has been planned from the beginning, but I hope the next part fulfils your excited expectation.



        Journey to Love Pt. 11

        Siblings journey of love and lust continues.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/journey-to-love-pt-11

Title: Journey to Love Pt. 11

Author: KoraKuros

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Siblings journey of love and lust continues.

Tags: love, oral, incest, romance, brother-sister, siblings

Series: Journey to Love


Journey to love pt. 11
Journey 11
Journey to Love Pt.11
This story continues a novel length story. The Brother and Sister and all characters are over eighteen at the time of sexual activity.
A journey can bring with it opportunities that reveal depth of character we never knew we had in us.
..............
Sophie
..............
Lunch over, it was back to the pool for a cool-down. I was determined to go in my blue bikini, which I had covered up with a light top and some shorts. I found the morning liberating even though it was a scary as hell. I don't know how I had that in me. But more than this I loved Jack's reaction. How he stood up for me. It was gold. I'm sure it could have been embarrassing for him. But it gave me confidence.
Mind you, the way his eyes boggled at all the breasts on display. His eyes were darting all over the place. But he stood his ground for me. But what would happen here at the Wellington pool? Were all country pools that archaic in their attitudes? Well at least pool managers.
It was with fear and trepidation I left the change rooms. I could feel eyes on me as soon I walked on the pool deck. Jack came up behind me and took my hand.
"I love that view from behind, I think I need to get in the water before I get hard."
I giggled and together we walked to the steps. I'm sure I sashayed my hips as we did so. It was still early afternoon, so we didn't have much of an audience.
"Brother of mine time to teach me backstroke."
"Absolutely, let's start by floating."
We floated together for a while.
"Open your eyes and look at the sky. Now see those flags over the pool. "
I stood. "Yes, why are they there?"
"They are the backstroker's friend. Their major purpose it to let the backstroker know the wall is close."
"Keeping eyes open is important and your head back. Chin up. Now watch how I do a stroke. Try not to be a windmill. But reaching out as you come over."
"Ok I've got this."
I took a few strokes and stopped.
"That's actually relaxing."
"My favourite stroke for just that reason. But I have to say I now have a new fav reason for why I like it."
"Are you getting off on my boobs?"
"Absolutely. But think of this, with backstroke those mammaries won't produce drag. You should be faster."
"Well in this bikini yes."
"They still wobble something awesome. But practice for for the moment. We left our goggles in the bag, next time I want to show you some underwater techniques, but for now swim away. I'll watch."
"Perv!"
"You're telling me."
I started off but soon found I hit a wall. Just not the right wall.
"Ow!"
I stood. "Stop laughing."
"You went almost in a circle. Your right hand is obviously doing it stronger than your left."
"Oh, so how do you steer?"
"The trick is to keep your eyes open and hopefully see an object in line with where you are going. I find pool lights helpful for that. There is nothing worse than going fast and hitting a lane rope."
"Well show me smarty. Up and back. Besides I want to perv on my brother now."
I watched. He was sleek, fast and straight. I could see him making minor adjustments. I could also see him spotting.
"Ok smarty, well done."
"It's actually my favourite stroke."
"Not breaststroke."
"Well I've won ribbons for backstroke."
"So the winning a decent set of breasts does not outweigh a few bits of tat?"
"Okay, put that way yes. But only if it's your breasts I'm stroking. But it's time to get out. More hot car coming up."
As I walked up the steps out of the pool, a stranger just fronted up and hugged me. She looked sort of familiar.
"Oh thanks so much." She blurted. "What's your name?"
"Ah Sophie, who are you?"
"Oh sorry, that was a bit forward. I'm Belinda. I was one of the bare breasters from Geurie. I was hoping I would catch you up."
"What you actually followed us here?"
"Well not followed more searched. That car of yours is unique."
Jack came up behind me and cuddled me as we talked.
"I wanted to tell you what happened when you left."
She was excited.
"We won. Mrs McHaughty, not her real name but we all call her that, has been terrorising us at the pool for years. Making snide comments and putting people off. She sort of has a possie of spinsters. I doubt she has ever been fucked. Needs to be."
We laughed. "So what happened?"
"Well we confronted Mr Peters. Told him that a perfectly nice couple had been turned away and frankly it was his business. We would boycott the pool if something wasn't done.
"My friend asked if anyone had ever seen McHaughty swimming. No one had. The pool has a unofficial don't swim, don't need to pay entry. Actually it's against the council policy. All entries the same. Works out her possie have never paid. We were their moral entertainment.
"McHaughty said as much. 'We are here to protect the morals of the town.' Well Peters saw a way out. He asked them to pay or leave.
"They refused so he banned them from the pool. The whole lot of them. For the whole season."
"Shit that's awesome." Jack spoke up.
"All because you were brave. So I wanted to find you and say thanks. We are having a bit of a pool party at late night opening tonight. Our fellas are coming down. Who knows a bit of groping might happen and be allowed for the first time."
"And I caused that? Wow."
"I know some of the girls are heading off to Dubbo to buy new bikinis to celebrate. Where did you get yours?"
"Wagga.
"Tell me where, I'm there next week? I hope they have one the same as yours. I want to fly the flag."
"Well once again we have to get going. We are staying at Cumnock tonight. This car might be unique but it's bloody slow and very hot." Jack said.
"It's why we pool hop."
We both got hugs and thanks again. She walked us to our car. I put a wet towel over the cockpit before we took off, while Jack talked a bit about the car.
"Can I have your number. My hubby does window tinting and other things, I recon he could make this cooler for you."
"Well we'll be at Canowindra for a week from tomorrow night. But he would need to come to us. In this weather it takes us two days to get there."
"That long! You guys are awesome. I'll chat to hubby, James, and we'll be in touch."
Belinda took some photos as we took off. I was driving. I whipped my bikini top off and waved it out the window as I slowly pulled away.
"I'm leaving this off Jack."
"Even through town? You realise it's easy to see in here from any car next to us."
"I don't care. It's amazing to know something good happened from back there."
Jack leaned forward and held my breasts.
"Just keeping you decent darling."
"I bet."
The road to our next pool at Yeovil was through Mount Arthur Reserve. It might have been a mistake as suddenly we were climbing a mountain. Not a big one but in Daisy's terms the steepest she has done so far. We slowed to a chug.
"Just watch the temperature gauge Sophie. We don't want to boil the old girl."
"I think this might add half an hour to our trip Jack."
"The scenery is nice though and it's actually a bit cooler up here."
We finally reached a sort of summit and there was a spot for sight seeing, so we pulled over. Again being a weekday and a back road there was no traffic. Which was lucky, as we could easily have a backup of traffic behind us on a different road.
"I'm not looking forward to the next few challenge stops Sophie, they take us into the heart off the Great Dividing Range and the Blue mountains. This hill is small in comparison."
We hopped out. I was bare breasted. The air was slightly cooler and the wind hardened my nipples.
"Jack can you sunscreen me. I don't want to get burnt."
"I thought you would never ask."
"If you keep up this bare-breasted driving I will loose my bikini line."
"Your bikini line?"
"Yes mine! I'm quite attached to it."
Jack traced it with his sunsceeny fingers. Then he did a lap of my nipples.
"All over Jack. Don't want tan lines that spell out stuff."
"Foiled again."
I turned and did Jack, as he was also topless. True I did slip a hand inside his swimmers and give his hard-on a rub. He was just getting into it when I pulled my hand out.
"We gotta go Big Brother."
"Fuck Sophie no fair."
I hopped in first, which meant Jack had to part climb over me.
"Try not to cum before Cumnock Big Brother."
"Cum - not, impossible."
It was mostly down hill from the lookout which made for pleasant driving but I had to ride the brakes a bit as I could feel the car tilting too much in the corners. A dangerous thing in a three wheeler. Before we pulled into Yeovil, I stopped and made myself decent.
The pool was a welcome relief once again. Being late, the afternoon crowd was bigger. You could say my bikini made a splash. I did score a few Wolf whistles. Where they still a thing? Well they were in the country.
We didn't swim long. But decided to find food for tea before moving on as it was clear that by the time we hit Cumnock the shops were likely shut. We did have plenty of daylight left as daylight savings and a longer evening twilight meant we still had three hours of light left.
I dressed again before we left, meaning the Silverchair T over my swimmers and shorts. Jack also put on a T-shirt.
I would like to say the drive to Cumnock was uneventful. But a cool change was in the air and the sky turned dark. I could see the clouds building in massive billows.
"Sophie this looks bad. We are about to get a big lightning storm hit us."
The sky was turning green. I could sense Jack beginning to panic.
"We need to find somewhere we can park this car, and shelter, fast."
His eyes were scanning the road ahead.
"Yes over there a hay shed. There's a gate."
I could tell he was serious.
"I'll open the gate, you drive through and straight into the shed. I'll leg it behind."
I've not seen him get out so fast. I was through the gate and driving across the paddock to the shed when the rain started. Big drops that soon became small hail.
I nosed into the shed between the bails of hay. I lifted the lid and stood to see Jack running for safety. There was a roar. I couldn't work out what it was.
"Fuck" Jack cried as he grabbed at his back and dived into some loose hay.
"Shit made it."
But I could barely hear him over the roar. Hail as large as golf balls were hurtling down and drumming into the tin roof.
Jack stood and I rushed to him for a massive hug.
"I'm scared."
"We're safe it's ok".
"But will the shed hold up?"
"Yes darling but the roof might have some marks. Just stop and enjoy it. This doesn't happen often."
"Enjoy it!" Jack enfold me in his arms and held my breasts. Next he was kissing my neck.
The adrenaline kicked in and suddenly I got what he meant. We were safe but had front row seats to natures might. I giggled. Next we both giggled. Jack got inspired and threw me onto the pile of loose hay.
Suddenly we were making out. The storm raged as did our storm of passion. His hand as in my shorts and his fingers sought my centre.
"Yes Jack." We kissed and rolled, my hand wrapped around his dick and as our passions increased so did our impending climaxes.
"Fuck Jack, yes, there, deeper."
I felt his finger bend upward and press behind my clit. The storm was loud as was my scream.
"Yes, yes cumming! fuck!"
My hand pumped his hardness and I felt him start to spasm. Just then a lighting bolt struck nearby and there was an instant thunder that rent us mute in our mutual climaxes. Spent we collapsed and the hail moved on down the road.
We lay breathing deeply, laughing and cuddling.
"That was awesome little Sister."
"Shit look at the hail. It's like snow. Big bits of snow."
"Well we will need to wait here a bit. We can't drive over that."
"Jack you're got spunk all up your body again."
Jack grabbed my bra and started to wipe it off along with the attached straw.
"Wait Jack that's not my bra."
"What?" He looked puzzled at the object in his hand.
"Wow it's not, it is too small for you" He checked the label. "Only a B cup."
"Opps, I guess we just made out on someone's love nest. It explains why there was a convenient pile of straw."
"Well I'm going to leave her my sperm to puzzle over." Jack said cheekily as he wiped himself down.
"Do you think it could be her brother?"
"Possible. Who else would be on the farm with her."
"Maybe he comes up here for a wank and has hidden one of her bras."
"More likely she forgot it in a rush to be decent. He would have kept panties."
I looked around. Next to our love bed I noticed also something wedged between the hay bales.
I giggled. "Look condoms. Definitely a love nest."
"Well we certainly added our juices to their pile."
"Bury the bra again. I think we had better leave before we get caught Jack."
"True, but I think that storm would be evidence enough of why we took shelter in the farmers shed."
The ice was melting quickly on the warm ground. So we pushed Daisy out of her haystack. But not before we took some photos to back up our stories of this wild storm. I took one of Jack plastered in hay.
Jack backed up and took a wide shot of the car and me and the ice that was piled along the shed wall. The sky was still green in the background.
"You can drive Jack. I've had enough excitement for the moment. Just be careful of the ice." I went ahead and opened the gate and Jack drove through.
Back on the road Jack took it slow. The hail was limited to certain areas, obviously it was heavier in some places than others. The road was littered with shredded gum leaves, sticks and debris. At one spot we had to drive around a large tree branch that had fallen on the road. Just before town we were halted by a tree right across the road. Two farmers were there with chainsaws working to remove it. Jack hopped out, retrieved his runners from the back shelf, then went and helped.
It took a while. But I enjoyed the crisp cooler air. It had that post storm smell that invigorated the soul. Or maybe it was the sex we just shared. I rang our accomodation ahead and let them know we were coming.
Once cleared Jack pulled down our lid and drove carefully through. Then he laughed.
"You were right. It was a brother and sister."
"How do you know?"
"Because Harold, the bigger of the two, asked how we had not written off our car in that storm. Both their trucks had hail damage.
"I explained we hightailed it to a hay shed just off the road. It worked out it was his shed. He congratulated me on bright thinking. Also commented that that explained the hay in my hair.
"I asked him if he had family. He said two kids, well the lad was probably my age and the girl a year and a half older.
"He asked what we were doing travelling in Daisy. I gave him the edited version.
'Should send my two kids off on something like that they might grow up some.' He said."
We laughed as we pulled up in front of our diggs for the night.
........
Jack
........
The shed at Cumnock was sort of a shed attached to the end of a restored church. We were greeted warmly and they inquired how we survived the storm. So our tale got told again. They knew the farm, and the shed, and the young adults who lived there. But then they knew everyone in Cumnock.
I wanted to ask about the name of the town, but given its innuendo. I decided googling was better. We were bushed. It had been a long day. So when the obligatory orientation was over we bid them goodnight.
We were planning to be off early in the morning to avoid some of the heat. Because, although the cool change had come through, it would be back to very hot by the afternoon. But also I was keen to get to Canowindra asap.
We had both only recently had our sexual needs met. I have to say it was wild, dramatic and may probably never happen that way again. Because shit, cumming at the same time as a very close thunder clap was awesome. But we decided on a good night's sleep first, and maybe play in the morning.
We chatted about our day and all it's drama as we snuggled together. We didn't shower. Sophie wanted to smell our sex as she slept.
Morning was heralded by the galvanised iron that lined the outside of the shed creaking, as it warmed with the sun. During the night I had heard possums scampering over the roof.
The inside of the room was fully lined and the air conditioner kept us cool. There was a mosquito net hanging over the bed, old style. Once bitten twice shy. We definitely used that.
I hopped out to go to the loo. As I sat on the can I looked up the origins of Cumnock. Wow interesting. It gave me an idea. As I climbed back into bed Sophie stirred and greeted me with a kiss.
"Ohh I love you Jack, but I think we need a shower. Come on."
This place was definitely rustic. I started the shower while Sophie emptied her bladder.
"I love the rusty iron walls Jack, but I'm glad we are not fucking yet. Imagine you banging me up against that corrugated iron."
I started to harden at the idea.
"Oh see you are imagining it. Crap I am now too."
"You still have hay in your hair Soph."
"Well then wash it dear Jack."
There is something sexy about washing your girl's hair. Maybe it was the suds lubricating my cock on her pert butt. Or perhaps it is the finger tips massaging the scalp and the groans of pleasure emanating from my sister. Or the purr of contentment of shared intimacy. But perhaps the trust a sister gives a brother that is more than just getting it done at the Salon. Whatever it was, fuck was sexy.
"Now I'll do yours Jack. But can you kneel.
"And put my face in your pussy? - Sure."
She whacked my head which sent my nose directly into her clit.
She kept it there as she shampooed me up.
"Fuck little Sister, here I was thinking that this hair washing was intimate and sexy."
"It is."
"Sorry can't use my tongue. Too much soap."
"Your nose is fine."
"Can't talk ei..." splutter splutter spit, "yuk soap."
So my nose it was. I had to breath through it as well but was I complaining. Yes I was, if I could. I decided not to fight it but to enjoy her massage of my scalp. My cock was rock hard and aching.
Once finished with my hair I stood.
"Wait I haven't cum yet Jack."
"Good I have something else planned for you minx."
We washed each other quickly. I sensed my little Sister wanted me to bring her to completion. Under the rinsing shower I lapped at the hollow of her underarm.
"There's my little Cumnock."
"Don't tease Jack."
I spun her around and did the other underarm with my tongue.
"See Cumnocks abound."
I turned off the shower and started to dry Sophie. I lifted an arm.
"Goody another Cumnock."And I suckled her elbow inside.
She started giggling.
"What does Cumnock mean?"
I did the other arm's soft inside of the joint.
"I'm going to lick, kiss and suckle every Cumnock on your body Sister, minx. Until you guess. But by then you may not want me to stop."
"Fuck Jack, I'm so horny already."
Took her hand and licked her palm.
"Shit Jack."
Then the hollow at her wrist. I used my tongue to caress that sensitive spot.
"God that's sexy."
"Go with that thought." I attacked the other palm and wrist slowly.
I pulled her to me and tongued the back of her ears, her eye hollows, her nose crease, her neck under her chin. Then the hollow at the front of her throat.
"Shit I'm cumming Jack. God hold me up, crap. How did you do that? Is that a Cumnock? Licking my sensitive spots till I cum."
I grinned. "No. I shall continue."
With that I carried her to the bed and gently put her down on her stomach. I started at the back of her neck. I lingered on the gap between her shoulder blades then under the shoulder blades.



"You had better not be making this up Big Brother."
"Do you want me to stop? I keep finding cumnocks."
"No don't, I'm loving it, it's just, crap, I'm on fire."
"Well a lot of these Sophie dearest might be erogenous zones, but that's not what a Cumnock is."
I moved to the hollow of her back and nuzzled it with my damp hair. Kissing the cute dimples either side of her spine.
"Shit I'm going to cum again."
"Let it go, let it flow."
I felt she quake as it sent a gently ripple through her body. I licked and kissed the top of the smooth skin at the start of her butt crease but then then moved to the dimples in her glutes as she tightened her pelvic floor with each tremor that washed through her. Not done I moved to the sexy crease at the bottom of each buttock and lingered. I could smell and see her release flowing from her gaping vagina. But I skirted past her big crack and anus.
"Fuck. Just ignore the sex bits why don't you."
"I don't need to do them because they are not cumnocks. Sister dearest."
Lifting a leg I spent some time behind her knee.
"Shit this is torture."
Well if torture had a definition, what I did when I made love to her foot, had her wreathing in erotic agony. Finished with one I stuffed it against my hard cock and started on the other. I moved to the other knee hollow and she spasmed big time. She scissored me and rolled over.
"Thanks darling yep this is next."
I ignored her breasts altogether and her big valley between.
"Can't guess yet?"
"Fuck can't even think."
I stopped at her bellybutton and tongue fucked it a minute. She was now giggling and laughing. I moved down to the crease in her thighs. I sucked the soft flesh avoiding touching her genitals. The top of her mons was next. It was swollen and proud forming a great Cumnock. Finally I ran my tongue up between her very swollen lips. I hit her clitoris and she exploded and spray all over me.
With that I could contain myself no longer and slid my cock up her pulsing and quivering sex. I moved my glans up and down her drenched Cumnock. She spasmed and I felt my tip part her lips and start to enter her virgin hole.
"Crap" I pulled back and came hard. I drenched her vaginal hole in cum and then fired the second blast at her clit.
I ground my cock on the outside of her crease and shot my final load up into our kissing bellybuttons. Stilled I held her as she rolled through a full body quaking orgasm. She passed out.
I held her until I became aware of a gentle snore. I had been listing to her breathing and heart beat, trusting I hadn't broken her. I then padded to the shower and cleaned up my girl juice soaked body with a fresh shower. I dressed as I watched her still and sexy body.
Finally I found a bucket and a washer. Gently I washed and dried her as she slept. I rolled her to the dry side of the bed and cleaned her back and groin.
"Jack you loveable bastard." she muttered into the soft bed. What the fuck is a Cumnock?"
"Well sweet," I whispered into her ear. "A Cumnock is a village in Scotland. But in Gaelic it means a small hollow or little valley. Crap you have quite a few of those. My tongue is sore."
She rolled my way and kissed me.
"Thanks, I think. You had better be good in the sack with that dick of yours. I strongly doubt you can turn me on as much as you did then."
"Crap, bar too high."
"Yes, but it wasn't low enough."
"You know I almost penetrated you?"
"Oh yes, you bastard. Why didn't you. I was so ready. Let me change that. You sadistic loveable bastard."
"Are you okay? Seriously."
"Apart from needing a safe word, yes. Please do that again. But maybe wait for our anniversary of Cumnock. It may take me a year to recover."
Just then Sophie's phone rang. It was our hosts letting us know our breakfast was ready.
"Did we book a breakfast?"
"Yes, opps I forgot, for eight o'clock." Sophie confessed.
"Well that's fantastic, I'm starved."
Sophie got dressed quickly, and we walked around the corner to our hosts' kitchen.
We greeted each other warmly and exchanged pleasantries about our sleep.
"Do you mind if we join you?" Melinda asked.
"Not at all. It will be good to have conversations that are not just between us."
"Not getting sick of each other?" Ted asked.
Sophie gave me a long stare and a wicked grin.
"No not yet, but we do spend every waking hour in each other's company. So a change is welcome."
We chatted a while, Sophie and I exchanging glances and touches as we spoke.
Melinda kept looking at us both, like she was puzzling over something.
Ted, gave her a frown in silent communication. But Melinda didn't take the hint.
"If you don't mind me asking, or at least observing. You two look like brother and sister."
Sophie started and spat out the tea she had just sipped.
I was stunned. I stammered, "I suppose we do." Trying desperately to cover.
Melinda smiled a broad smug smile.
"I thought so. Don't panic. It's alright, your secret's safe with us."
"But, but."
"It's obvious you are both madly in love" Ted offered. "You see Melinda and I are first cousins. Yep just as incestuous as you guys under the law. Our families disowned us. So we set up here, in the back of nowhere special. We have a great life."
"I hope it's not intruding further, but I know it's helpful to chat with others in the same boat. Our place has become a bit of a retreat for similarly situated couples." Melinda added.
"What? like you get into swapping and stuff with them. Because..." I jumped to the conclusion.
"No, no, never. We are very exclusive. But it helps us process life, as well as helps our friends."
"Look," said Ted, "you don't have to take this up. But we make our B&B available for siblings to use free of charge. A bit of a community service. While there are not many folk who are close related partners, there are a few. Sometimes siblings refer others to us."
"So if you don't mind me asking," Sophie asked, "How old are you both and how long have you been together?"
"Well Melinda turns forty next month and I'm two years younger. But we have only been together twelve years. We did play around a bit at family gatherings before that."
"What about you two?"
"Well only less than a month."
"What? So this is very new then?"
"I notice you both have wedding rings on." Melinda observed.
"Well that's part of the cover." Sophie said.
"And part of our commitment. Look I should tell you a bit more of our story. If that's okay Sophie."
"Oh yes please. You have no idea how hard it's been to want to blurt stuff out, but not be able to. It goes against us girl's way of sharing."
I gave a brief outline of our trip, Grandpa's challenge and our brief but very happy time together. I finished with.
"The truth is, while we are very sexual together we have not crossed the final line yet. We are both virgins. I actually have an engagement ring on me, which I hope to give my darling sister very soon."
"Thanks Jack, you know I'm busting for that moment. Jack is a romantic softy, but I've also said I want to wait until that happens before we go all the way. I know it's all arse about and topsy-turvey. But well we are young and it's a lifetime commitment."
"I get that." Melinda added. "Couples these days just jump into bed without commitment or counting the cost. I can see you want your relationship to last."
"Well it's a big line, with big reproductions. So my perception, Jack, is you have big shoulders and much wisdom for your age. And we can both tell you love each other deeply. This trip certainly is a great pressure cooker to test that out with." Ted commented.
"Look I don't know if this is out of turn, but perhaps you know." I said hesitantly. "We are only guessing, but you know that farm shed we took shelter in. We discovered it was a bit of a love nest."
"Like we found a bra, buried in the hay." Sophie added. "We think it is maybe the kids who live there."
"Also I found a box of condoms tucked between two hay bales. If it is, they are not being very careful. I reckon it would be easy to find if the farmer, Harold, I think it is, went to move some bales."
I watched as the colour drained a bit from Melinda.
"Bloody idiots." Ted said.
"I know it breaks confidence but you hit a nail on the head. They often shack up here on a Saturday night. They use too much to drink at the pub as an excuse to not drive home. They are good friends but we will need to talk to the lad." Ted added.
"Wow if you two could put two and two together so easily, Harold's no fool. Thanks for the heads up. I take it you didn't do much snooping."
"Not at all we were having a roll in the hay so to speak, while we waited for the storm to pass." Sophie giggled, "Jack thought it was mine for a second until he realised it was too small." Sophie pushed her tits together for emphasis.
We all laughed.
"Look we need to get going, breakfast was fantastic but we have a love shack to get to."
"Do you mind," Melinda asked, "if we tell them about you. We have to warn them regardless."
My Sister and I exchanged glances and nodded.
"Yep but maybe no names yet. Maybe we can come and stay sometime and meet them then. I sense a bit of a fellowship of the incestual rings developing. We already know one other couple. We might need some mutual wisdom as we journey this journey to love."
We stood and hugged. The girls shared some tears of joy. I liked Ted. His handshake developed to a shoulder bump.
"Until we meet again."
Sophie gave me a hug and passionate kiss.
"It's good someone knows. Thanks Melinda for being brave enough to ask." Sophie said.
Ted came down with me to help pack the car. Besides he wanted to check out the car further. Soon we were on our way.
.......
Sophie
.........
"Well that was a surprise. I know you have read all about incest, but it's good to know it's not all made up and Brothers and Sisters actually do this."
"Well there's Ben and Jan also."
"I sort of thought that might have just been a freaky coincidence."
"It's nice and cool this morning, let's skip Moloney pool and go to the next one."
I was driving and Jack had out his map. "Good plan Jack."
"It should only take us an hour. We head to Moloney but turn right before we get there. I'm enjoying these back roads."
Half an hour later I was in a bit of a day dream. Looking ahead I notice something strange. Not a mirage but something moving. A big thing.
"Jack what's that ahead." It was still a way off.
Jack laughed. "It's sheep darling sister. Someone is droving. I did see a sign earlier that said Stock Route."
"What people just move sheep on the roads, not in trucks?"
"Well would you prefer them to be on a truck?"
"Yuck, no way." I giggled. "What do I do?"
"They are coming this way. Slow down and when they are close just stop."
"What and they will walk past?"
"That's the plan. We don't want to spook them. They will be driven by a farmer and his dogs."
"It looks like a big flock."
"Yeah it could take a while."
I slowed and stopped.
"Kill the engine and enjoy it. In fact just open the lid. We might as well not be stuffy. I'm going to take some pictures."
When I lifted the canopy the sounds of the sheep flooded in. Jack sat on the back rim and I climbed over to join him. The sheep were nearly upon us.
I snuggled my brother. "This is sort of romantic."
"Very. It's the romance of the bush. Times almost lost. This used to happen a lot in the West. In fact I used to help on one of the relatives farms I stayed with. But we only moved from one paddock down a road to another. This mob must be on the long paddock."
"What's the long paddock?"
The sheep were now passing us slowly.
"There must be thousands of them, Jack." They were grazing as they went.
"The long paddock is when a farmer's place is in drought or feed is scare. They used to take the sheep down stock routes to fatten them up. Into country that was not drought affected. Or the routes had not been eaten out. This mob might have come from as far away as Queensland."
"We could be here a while. Get out a drink Jack?"
We cracked open some colas and Jack took a lot of photos on his phone. We got a great selfie with the sheep all around us. It was fun. The smell was very sheepy. Nicely so. Five minutes later we saw the stockman approaching. His dogs were moving back and forth behind the mob keeping them going. But I could tell they were in no hurry.
When they got to us the stockman was an old bloke. He rode a quad bike car thing. He stopped next to us and killed his motor.
"G'day. Good to see someone doing it slow also." He said.
"In this old girl we have no choice."
"Well congratulations you know how to treat a mob of sheep. Young ones these days tend to plow right on through."
"Well I grew up in rural Western Australia, so I sort of know what to do."
"Where you headed?"
"Well Canowindra today but basically on a trip exploring the state."
"Ah the old Can-o-wind-ra, he drawled almost pausing for emphasis. Nice place. Been a while since I drove sheep through there."
"Been on the road long?" I asked.
"Oh about three months."
"Wow, that's a long time."
"Used to be on the long paddock up to two year, back in the day. Don't get jobs like this much anymore."
"Where you from?"
"Up on the Darling. Dry as chips up there. Last nights rain was welcome but the thunderstorm spooked the mob a bit."
"Did you get the hail?"
"Nah, lucky I guess."
"You're telling me, it was stones bigger than golf balls."
"Blimey dead lucky then."
"Where you off too?"
"Wagga, the owner is selling them there."
"Well they should be nice and fat by then. We've just come from there. The grass is still green underneath but it's drying off quick." Jack informed him.
I felt a real sense of pride and hope. Jack actually knew a bit about farming and was so comfortable chatting.
"We'll need to get this mob moving before they strip this patch bare. Been a pleasure to talking to you. Hooroo."
He moved on and I gave Jack a kiss, well I took my time. Then hopped back in the saddle and fired Daisy up.
Back on the Comms I said. "That was awesome Jack. Oh and I'm more in love with you now, just watching you, and listening to you talk so comfortable like."
"It was a bit like been out near Narrogin. I loved the farm there. I used to help out a bit around the place. Have the odd chinwag. Do some sheep work."
"So the idea of working Grandpa's farm doesn't faze you?"
"No, in fact after that I'm looking forward to it."
"Jack I was a bit scared to think we might do that. But now I'm not. I think you will be an awesome farmer."
"But will you make a farmer's wife?"
"Guess I'll have to, But wife? Not yet but yet hubby of mine."
"Well we see how things pan out with Gramps. He may not be happy with my fucking his granddaughter."
"Shit Jack, the shit. Those sheep left the road covered in the stuff. It must be thick on the tires, as I can feel them slip a bit."
"Just take it easy. Our turn off is just ahead, hopefully it will get better."
"Unless they came that way. Like us, they are avoiding the main roads."
"Reckon we might be out of luck then."
I swung down the road toward Manildra. And apart from the shit trail it was very pleasant. Once we got to the town Jack navigated me to the pool.
"Shit we are out of luck. Looks like a school swimming carnival Sis."
"Well what do we do?"
"Drive on to Cudal, it's only twelve kms further. Do you want me to drive?"
"Yes please, you can drive through the shit."
We hopped out and stretched our legs. Jack looked around at the tyres.
"Yep caked in crap."
"Smells like sheep shit too."
"There are worse smells."
"Lucking the dogs don't get droved by sheep. Is droved a word? Driven doesn't sound like it quite gets the idea of droving."
Jack laughed. "Imaging dog shit that thick. Fuck no. But what a crazy world it would be if things like that happened."
"Jack, I like lamb meat, no way I'm eating dog. I'd become vegan real quick."
We headed across country to Cudal. Fortunately we left the shit trail behind.
"Jack I want a cuddle in Cudal. A long cuddle."
"Just don't get us thrown out of the pool. It's starting to heat up again."
"Swim then lunch?"
"Sounds like a plan."
I was in the change rooms as this was our first swim of the day. So I changed into the peacock.
"Crap" I said as I looked in the mirror. I could see my pubic hairs growing out. As in starting to appear out of the sides of my swimmers. I really needed a shave but I actually didn't have any razors with me. I left them behind at the farm. I couldn't even swap my swimmers, as the orange number I left in my bag. Sort of a defence from chickening out.
My very self-consciousness was coming out for the first time in a few days.
Fortunately there was no one else at the pool, except for the lady who took our money. Jack was swimming laps, so I did a quick dash to the water. I was suddenly aware of my big boobs, my almost naked bottom. And the fact that my bikini showed a lot of my nether region. I felt like the shy girl Jack first met.
God I had flashed my boobs at a swimming pool yesterday and caused a revolution. Why was I feeling this? I did a few laps but didn't even want to do backstroke.
Jack met me at the shallow end and I threw my arms around him. I was actually shaking.
"What's up Sophie? Did something happen in the change room?"
"No, well yes, but no." I was suddenly crying.
Jack cuddled me and held me close. Even the irony we were cuddling in Cudal pool was lost on me.
"You can tell me."
"That's just it I don't know I can. It's embarrassing I think."
Jack held me at arms length and looked deeply into my eyes.
"It's just, you know, down there. The hairs, they are coming back?"
I could see Jacks eyes glaze over a little in non-comprehension.
"What hairs?"
"My pubes."
"Well it happens."
"But I, it's like I am back to the me before we met: Shy."
Jack took me in his arms. "Three weeks ago you wouldn't have been cuddling any boy. Let alone one who loves you so much it hurts to see you cry."
"I know it's stupid. But...Oh... I think I get it."
"Let it out."
" I think I want it to be perfect. Tonight we will be in Canowindra and you, we, will commit to everything. Suddenly I think I'm scared. Like it's too much but it's more than anything I want in the world. The stupid pubes sort of cracked my mirror. Made me feel exposed."
"Yet this morning I was sucking those locks into my mouth and making you cum."
"Did you feel the stubble?"
"I must have done but I didn't notice. It's only hair."
I burst out crying again. "I don't even have a razor."
Jack kissed me.
"Yes but I do. Do you want me to shave your pussy for you?"
"Would you?"
"Most definitely."
"Can I ask a question Jack? Do you want me totally bald, like the full Brazilian or just trimmed?"
"Well if it wasn't for this great bikini I wouldn't care how much hair you had down there. I actually like hair down there. I think this current bald trend just makes a girl look like she's too young to be fucking. It's worse on an old lady."
"How do you know?"
"Porn darling, I've seen a bit."
"So do you Jack off to bushes or no bushes?"
"Well first, yes I do Jack off, but not since, well your've been keeping me drained. But I often like Japanese porn, because they normally have cute bushes."
"So I keep it, so this thing gets nice and hard for me."
I reached down and massaged his dick. I could feel it growing.
"Do you think I'm being silly?"
"No my sweet sexy Sister. I'm actually nervous too. Like will I get hard or worse, will I fire off before I actually get in? I think a lot of love is about the mind."



"But we have had some great practise though haven't we Jack?"
"Still a bit of practise to come. But very soon I hope."
I ground my sex into Jack's hardening manhood.
"I don't think hardness will be a problem."
"You might need to suck me dry before we actually do it, though. I think I'll have a fully cocked cock. It might help me have more control."
"Well Jack, deal. You shave me and I'll give you a blowjob just before."
"Done."
"Let's find some food. And get on our way."
"I suggest change first. I have some surprises up my sleeve, but we won't be stopping at Canowindra pool today."
Back at the car Jack offered to drive.
"I think I had better Jack, it will keep my mind off things. You navigate."
"Food?"
"Yes food. See distracted already."
We managed to find a cafe that had some wonderful hamburgers and we both had milkshakes.
It was only an hour in Daisy to our love nest. When we got closed to town, Jack took over directing me and soon we were travelling down a small dirt farm track to a house nestled among some trees.
At the gate Jack hopped out and I saw him entering a code into a box next to the gate. He held up a key. Then he swung the gate open and left it unlocked.
Cattle grid, but I knew what to do. I backed up and Jack climbed back in.
"We don't have to lock the gate after us. Just put your foot down."
So rattle we did. Over it in one go, much to my relief.
"Welcome to our love shack Sophie."
"You mean we have this to ourselves?"
"Yep, no one will hear you scream."
"I hope your not planing to murder me Jack."
"I'm thinking of another type of scream Sister dearest."
I jumped into Jack's arms. "Well carry me over the threshold hubby."
"I will, because in the spirit of arse about, that works.
I wasn't expecting the fireman's carry he put me in though. He nearly fumbled me as he fumbled with the key. I decided to do the damsel being kidnapped act and kicked and screamed. Like screamed really loudly. He struggled but managed to get me to the lounge room were we both flopped on the couch.
Wow I liked the strong man act. I could feel myself getting moist. We kissed for a while. In fact a long while but only kissing.
"I love you Sophie."
"I love you Jack."
I bounced up out of his embrace.
"I want to explore our house. You know it's our first house?"
I dashed around while Jack, being practical unlocked some doors.
"Look out here?" He said as he opened the back door.
"A pool!" I squealed. "Just for us." I turned and hugged him. "Thanks."
"Just for us. No one for at least a kilometre around maybe more. Just one of my surprises."
I stepped outside and looked around. "A hot tub."
"But wait there's more."
He took me back into the house. In the bathroom was not only a double walk-in shower but a spa bath.
"Fuck Jack. Spoilt for choices."
"That's right I plan to fuck you in all those choices but the bedroom is reserved for loving."
They had left the aircon on. It was a pleasant change from the Daisy sweat box.
"Let me get the bags in. We can actually unpack them here."
Jack brought them in, then went back out to the car. I saw him remove the spare tyre.
Goody I almost squealed. It was going to happen, but when, where?
"Do you want me to shave you now or later."
"Later Jack. I don't think I need to wear swimmers here. Let's skinny dip. You can shave me in that nice spa bath before we go to sleep."
We shed our cloths and made a rush for the pool.
......
Jack
......
Sophie was so excited. I had anticipated this place as I had seen pictures, but the reality was so much better. In the pool we had fun. Like little kids, mucking around. So comfortable with our nudity. I think we both needed to let our hair down and relax.
"I think we need sunscreen even now." I suggested after ten minutes.
But even then we just got on with covering each other without the need to stimulate the other. I has a semi, but more floppy than hard.
"Have you every been skinny dipping Jack?"
"Only on a few farm dams. Oh and Barmedman."
"Well I haven't until now. I still had a bikini top on at Barmedman, except the girls were free."
We were lying on some lounge chairs waiting for the sunscreen to soak in.
"I need to make a phone call or two to let people know we have arrived."
"I'll just stay here until you're done then."
First I opened the fridge to check if the supplies I asked for had been purchased, they had. Then I rang the owners to say we were in and it was fantastic.
Next I rang the Ballon guy, to tell him the same.
"Well Jack we are right for the morning. It's a very early start. Can you be ready to go at four am?"
"Absolutely."
"Do you have many warm cloths?"
"Well not really. Our luggage capacity is very limited."
Well I'll pop in some puffer jackets and over-pants. Just make sure you're both wearing runners. We need you to help us set up and launch.
"This will be fun."
"And don't forget you cameras. We will pick you up at the farmhouse."
" Got it. So the weather is good?"
"It's either tomorrow or in four days time."
"If we really like it, and I think we will, could we do it again in four days?"
"Certainly. But remember it's expensive with just the two of you."
"That's fine. We can cover that. Can you operate a camera for us while we are up there?"
"Depending on when, yes. Are you planing something special?"
"Let's just say I will have a ring in my pocket."
"Perfect. Hot Air Balloons are nothing if not romantic. Just hopefully the weather will hold. If there is a problem expect a text at about 3.30 am. And we could even have to abort just before take off."
"God I hope not. We'll be ready. If we need to we will stay an extra week."
"Don't forget we are doing a romantic breakfast once you land. But a snack bar or two comes in handy. See you in the morning."
That done I trotted outside and did a bomb right near a dozing Sister.
"Fuck! Jack!"
Sophie lined up and tried to do a bomb next to me.
"Jack that was pathetic. Teach me?"
"And what? Be a target?"
She grabbed my nuts.
"Ok ok."
We spent a good half hour practicing different bombies. Then we finished in each others arms, getting amorous.
"What are we doing for tea Jack? Do we have to go into town?"
"No we can order in."
"Really."
"We have a choice of Thai or Pizza. They both deliver out here."
"Pizza Jack. Thai sounds nice but I think I prefer it at an actual restaurant."
"Can we hop in the Jacuzzi?"
I hopped out of the pool and removed the lid.
"It's actually warm, Sophie. Let me work out the bubbles."
I watched mesmerised as my naked sister emerged from the water. The soft curve of her hips, the slight roundness of her abdomen. The curve of her neck as it proceeded down to her fulsome breasts. I delighted in the white shape of her bikini line that formed and emphasised the breast's shape. Proud nipples that hardened as she realised I was drinking her in. The cute way her lips turned up in a glowing smile. Her eyes that played over my body and took in the hardness that I felt swelling between my legs.
Her cute inner lips dripping the vestiges of water as she walked toward me and the hot tub. The play of the sunlight between her legs highlighting that gap between her thighs. Thighs firm but well proportioned which wrap around my hips when I lie between them.
Her beautiful pert bottom as she immersed herself amid the bubbles taking with them the promise of intimacy to come.
"Did you enjoy that Jack?"
I know I wore a goofy grin. I shook myself out of my fixed stupor.
"Beer or wine Sophie?"
"Well I vote for soft drink. I don't want you drunk when you shave me."
"Good point. I'll order the pizza while I'm at it."
"Damn, that means I'll need clothes."
"Maybe just the wrap hanging on our bedroom door."
"Perfect. Isn't it a bit early for dinner."
"Well that's the thing. We have to be up early in the morning."
"Like when?"
"Like Three am, Three Thirty at the latest."
"What!!! What for."
"Well that's the big surprise."
"You mean something is happening." I could hear the excitement in her voice.
"Well pray nothing changes between now and then, but yes."
"You know I won't be able to get to sleep now."
"Oh I think you will if what I have planned for you after your shave happens."
"You win. Yes I will. You put me to sleep in such delicious ways."
"What type of Pizza?"
"The menus is on the fridge. I'll bring it with the drinks."
We lay out once again on the deck chairs as we ate Pizza nude. I continued to graze on the sight of my Sister as I ate.
"I love how you look at me Jack. It fills me with confidence."
"It fills my cock with blood and fulfils my primal male urge of visual stimuli. But more importantly, it swells my heart with pride that such a beautiful girl would allow me to drink of her beauty."
"That's soppy Jack. But this view is for my Brother only."
My penis twitched at the thought. "You know how taboo that sounds?"
Sophie giggled. She put her hand between her legs as she ate the last of her slice with the other.
I watched as I continue my feast of food and eye candy. Lazily Sophie curled her fingers through her pubic hairs and over her lips.
"Time for that shave Brother dearest. This pussy needs some serious attention."
She dipped her fingers lower and removed some moisture, as if to make a point.
"Bring that penis over here so I can feast some more while you finish your last piece."
I stood and held the last slice of supreme and watched her tongue lick the corona of my glans. Then she sucked me into her mouth.
"I want you to cum for me before you shave. Or you might just forget to finish the job."
I groaned.
"This is a reward for you lovingly ogling me, and making me feel good about my body again."
I watched as she drew my hardening penis deep into her mouth. Her tongue worked it's magic on my underside. Then her hands joined in in intensifying my pleasure. My Sister pulled me toward her and I knelt ether side of her body on the deck chair.
"Fuck it!" I threw the remainder of my slice toward the box and grabbed the chair behind her.
Encouraged by my undivided attention Sophie pushed my bottom in fucking motion to indicate what she wanted. Her saliva oozed out of her mouth as she took me deep. My pubic hairs grazed her lips at each deep stroke.
She slapped my butt. I quickly pulled out. She spluttered a bit in a cheeky grin.
"When you cum Jack, push in me deep. I want to feel you squirt directly into my throat."
I groaned and drove my penis back into her mouth. I didn't want to hurt her, or go too hard, but fuck the invitation was inspiring. Back into her depths I could feel my balls churning and the signs of imminent release.
"Fuck cumming Sophie." I groaned in warning. I felt both her hands grab my arse cheeks and push me in further. I pushed as well, her lips smushed into my groin and ball sack into her chin. With a cry of pleasure I started pumping down her throat. I felt her oesophageal muscles gulping at my fluids. Pump, pump, pump, my spurts fed sperm directly to her stomach.
I was aware that that was probably enough so I pulled out and ejaculated the last spurts over her face. My sister gasped for breath and continued to swallow the remnants. I slid down and lapped my spunk from her face and fed her the last of the spoil in passionate kisses.
"That was wild Jack."
"Do you want to cum, did you cum?"
"Look at my clit Jack."
It was sitting proud and stiff between her fluid drenched lips.
"I came a bit Jack, but please shave me first."
I needed a revival, so I moved off her and sprinted to the pool. The shock of the cold water brought me back from the brink of sleep.
Splash, my sister, bombed me. Bombed me good.
"That's was your best yet, well done."
She dragged me to the steps. "Shave, now!"
Dripping wet we left a trail over the flagstone floor to the bathroom. I could see my sister start to get nervous again.
"Do you want to shave me first Sis?"
"What down there?"
"Well I was thinking of the bum fluff on my chin. But if you like, my balls could do with a shave."
She giggled. "No I want them as they are. Besides I'm not risking cutting them at this stage. But you I can do."
I laid out my razor and shaving cream on the vanity. Then retrieved a chair from the kitchen to sit on. Sophie filled the basin up with hot water.
"Fill the bath too,so it's ready for when we are done."
She lathered my face and chin with my shaving brush.
"I assume you have shaved your legs before, so you know what to do?"
"Yes Jack, but my razors have self soaping strips on them. This is a bit different. I think I put too much cream on."
"Well just wipe a bit off."
I guess I shouldn't have been surprised when she took her breasts in hand and smushed them over my face. I wiped my lips clear once she was satisfied she had removed the excess.
I giggled, "I'm not shaving your tits Sophie."
She started shaving down my cheeks.
"Against the grain is better sweetie."
"Oh yes." She changed direction.
There was not much to shave and most of it was soft. She grabbed a washer and cleaned off the rest of the cream.
She had been wiping the cream from her hand onto my dick when needed. I noted she left that there.
"Okay my turn."
We swapped seats and roles. As I had to kneel, I put a think layer of towels under my knees.
"Where do I start? "
"Up the top. But I do need you to do all the way down to my butt hole. String bikinis demand it."
So I started on the edges that had grown out.
"Can you go a little closer, well a smaller bush. Just in case."
"Do you want a shape or strip or do you have anything in mind."
"Maybe a big arrow saying put it in here Jack." She giggled.
"I have an idea. Close your eyes."
I got creative, well not really, as it had been done before. But I topiaried a cute love heart. It was easy going over her mons as the skin was taut and obviously swollen a bit from the attention. I then removed some bum fluff type hair from her inner thighs.
"Okay now for the main event."
She stood and looked in the mirror.
"I love it Jack. Okay I trust you."
She ground my cock into her crease. She sat and moved forward on the chair. My penis had already part creamed her, so cheekily I squirted more cream on my cock and used my penis to apply the cream over her outer lips.
I looked to watch Sophie's eyes bulging with desire.
"You need to stretch my lips skin tight Jack."
I knew what she was suggesting as I had shaved my own balls before. The lips kept slipping through my slippery fingers so I rinsed them and dried them on the towel.
I had to lay my forefinger in between her inner and outer lips then pull the skin over with my thumb.
"Stop squirming."
"Tell that to my clit you're pressing."
I managed to get a firm enough grip and gingerly moved the razor over the stubble. It removed the offending hairlets easily. I went over it again before I changed grip to the other side. This meant coming at it upside down so to speak.
This afforded Sophie a handle to grab, in the form of my cock. I was enjoying the view her flowing fluids and the way they combined with my masculine scented shaving cream.
"Done."
I breathed a sigh of relief. I left the remnant cream on.
"Now can you kneel on the chair, perhaps with one leg on the ground?"
"Like this?"
"Shit that's sexy. Yes perfect."
I started back from her perineum and pulled back one peach shaped buttock?
"Fuck Sophie I can see right into your virgin hole this way."
"Lucky you, you will know where to find it tomorrow."
"You need more cream."
Again I used my dick to work her butt crease and spread the love, from her open hole, to her cute butt clenched rosebud. I admit I was a bit distracted by the sensations pulsing in My balls.
"Shaving Jack."
"Opps, distracted. Lucky I have only just cum or I would have added my own cream."
"Just remember I haven't really cum hard yet. Get on with it Perv."
The razor was much easier and safer to yield on her bottom region. I removed some inner hairs and some bum fluff. Because it was on her bum.
"Okay, other side."
Try as I might, it was hard not to be distracted. Finally my fingers got to 'check out' the smoothness.
"Jack shower, I don't want to get that cream in my vagina. Just incase my sensitive skin reacts."
"Good point."
So we quickly washed off the soap, with the requisite groping and play. The Sophie parked her butt on the edge of the spa bath.
"You haven't finished yet Spunky. Now test me out with your tongue."
First I ran my tongue around her nipples.
"No hairs there."
My Sister cuffed the back of my head.
"Lower you loveable bastard."
"I'm not a bastard. I have the same mother as you."
"And the same father. Just remember that. Respect your families wishes. Lick me now."
She pushed my head straight past her belly button, which I attempted to stop at. Soon I was lost in the soft locks of the mousy coloured heart the pointed me in the right direction. I skipped the main event and slid my tongue down the thigh crease to her anus. I did a lap or two of her rosebud then back up the other side. Ducking back to her tight hole, I traced up the length of her genitals but avoided her cit.
"Jack, you're so frustrating."
Next I attacked her vagina and satisfied some of her urgent need with a stiff tongue. I searched out the flowing fluids and worked up my own saliva lather around her inner lips.
I could tell she was desperate for some clit action as she grabbed a fist of my hair and pulled me northward. I clamped onto her clit, sealed its surrounds with my lips and sucked strongly. I could feel her thighs tremble, so I added my tongue to her clit and she exploded. Leaving the now sensitive clitoris, I searched out the source of her flood, and tried to stop it with my nose,. At the same time, I sucked her juices into my gullet.
"Enough Jack, fuck I'm still cumming."
I blew a steady stream of air on her sensitive button and she came some more.
"You know I'm jealous every time you cum and cum, because I can't."
We cuddled in the warm water with Sophie cradled between my legs. My Penis poking up between us. I was as hard as ever. Sophie pressed the bubble button and soon the jets fired up to stimulate our bodies more.
My sister lazily played with my penis against her now satisfied clitoris.
"Do you want to cum again Jack."
"Oh yes please."
The bubbles ticked my balls and anus as she stroked my cock with her hands.
"I'll just sit here and masturbate my new penis that I suddenly grew between my legs." Sophie commented.
I began to thrust with her ministrations and soon I was close.
"Cumming Sis."
I thrust our bodies out of the water and groaned as my first load sailed over our heads into the wall behind. My second splattered her breasts and face. My third and final load filled her bellybutton.
"Thanks Sophie, shaving you had me on a razors edge."
"Very funny smart arse." She flipped over and floated above me as we kissed. "Time for bed."
We did our teeth together surveying the nights work in the mirror.
"I love my heart. I love you Jack."
Ten minutes later we were in bed, holding each other as we had as kids in the shape of a heart.
Naked, content, we slipped into our dreams.
..............
Apologies for a long read but still our lovers haven't crossed the line. This story keeps writing itself in unplanned ways. Like the Cumnock section. I had no idea until I got inquisitive how this strange town name came about. It has opened future story lines.
Next chapter will definitely be the one, so I had better get writing.
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To take one's lover to the heights of passion is like a hot air balloon ride. The journey of our lovers and siblings goes to new heights. Which incidentally also takes one to the depths of love.
.........
Jack
.........
Ten minutes before my alarm went off I woke up. My body clock does that. Carefully I got out of bed and turned off my alarm. I could see a faint outline of my naked sister in the blue light of phone chargers and appliances that insist one should see them all the time. I stretched and contemplated what to do. I didn't really need a shower.
Swim, yes perfect. I crept out the back door and shimmied into the cold water. Invigorating to say the least. I swam a few very short laps. The pool was about eight metres so I did some tumble turns. Then I floated.
Wow best move ever. It was a moonless morning. The sky was filled with the universe. Billions of stars no one could count. As I always did, I found the Southern Cross and calculated south. Floating beneath the Milky Way on a night like this was awesome. I watched a Satellite pass over.
The water became warm. The air was chilled. It's like that. It's the nice thing about swimming at night. My thoughts turned to today. Big in many ways. But most importantly and perhaps significantly was my proposing. Loosing my virginity might appear significant to the young man I was. But marriage is an ongoing commitment. I didn't want to throw the moment away on a quick root. But then today I would likely have both gifts. Gifts from my precious sister. A yes and a yes.
I thought about it mathematically. Two positives, did they make a negative? In this case love can't be derived into a formula. But then in C++ it did. One adds to the other allowing growth. So maybe it does, but I was looking for exponential growth. The sort that takes up the fight against entropy.
Shit I've not though of school learning all year. Why spoil the day with science and maths? I decided to get out and check the time. But then today did rely on our understanding of Science. Hot air rises. Up up and away. Without it there would be no romantic proposal. At least the one I planned.
I dried and padded to my phone. Opps it was twenty five past. I was now cold. Talking of entropy I needed warming and Sophie needed waking. Cheekily I slipped into bed and wrapped myself on her warm body.
"Jack, fuck you're cold." Sophie tried to push me away.
"Wake up darling we have to be gone in thirty minutes."
"What there are not better ways to wake me?"
"I can think of a few but they would take more than thirty minutes."
My slightly pissed off sister jumped on me and started tickling me.
"This had better be worth it. What the fuck could you have planned that requires us to get up at this god forsaken hour. And Jack, how did you get so cold?"
"Swimming under the starlight."
"I want to roll over and go back to sleep."
"Well we are getting picked up in twenty five minutes so I think you had better get dressed."
I flipped her on her back and kissed her. My shrivelled soft dick barely made contact with her groin as I ground into her.
"Listen you need to get dressed in your warmest stuff. I suggest layers so you can strip a bit later in the morning. Plus we need to put on our runners."
I jumped off her and started dressing. I had some chinos that were warmer than my jeans. I put undies on underneath. I doubt I've worn undies at all this three weeks.
Mumbling, Sophie went to the bathroom and splashed her face.
"Jack,"she yelled, "if this doesn't mean I get fucked by the end of the day you are dead meat."
I quietly packed the engagement ring in my day pack along with some snacks for us, plus some fresh fruit from the fruit bowl.
"Ten minutes and a guy will be knocking on our door darling."
Sophie dashed in and started dressing.
"You're serious aren't you?"
"Deadly. Jack don't rise this early even to milk cows."
It was the fastest I'd seen my sister dress. Mind you I had mainly seen her undress. My shoes on, I took pity and gave her a big hug and kiss.
"That's a deposit on the day, I think the loving can only go up from here." I giggled. "Mmm must give more hints."
"Don't laugh Jack. Promises promises."
"You think I'm full of hot air?"
I checked my phone, opps forgot to do that. I was dead meat if I had a text.
Well I did have a text, shit. I opened it but it said 'see you in five.'
I breathed a sigh of relief.
"Make sure you have your phone."
"Do we need swimmers?"
"No, not even when we get back here."
We grabbed a few last things.
"What about drinks?" Sophie asked.
"Good idea."
I grabbed some bottled water from the fridge and added it to my day pack.
"We need to travel light or we may not..."
"May not what?"
"Halfway through that sentence I sort of decided I couldn't finish it and not give stuff away, Sophie."
Next we heard a car horn.
"That's our ride."
"I'm glad we are not taking Daisy. It's too dark."
We bundled outside in the dark. Two posh four wheel drives greeted us in the driveway.
"Is this a kidnap Jack?"
"Sort of, but only if you consider yourself a kid."
For that I got an elbow in the ribs. Both cars had trailers attached. We were met by the lead vehicles driver.
"Hi Jack, Sophie. Welcome to Flights of Fantasy. I'm Jim."
"Great to meet you at last Jim. All good for the morning."
"It couldn't be more perfect. Hop in and we will get underway."
"By the way, Sophie has no idea what we are doing."
"You did that well."
My sister clung to me as we moved to share the back seat.
"No fair Jack. It had better be good Jim? Whatever it is. What's in the trailers?"
"That's our means of transport. Let's just say that Jack is not a Basket case."
"I'm not going in an ultra light, just saying that now."
"I think I had better let her know, Jim. Remember the clue for Canowindra Sophie?"
"Look to the sky's, so we are flying."
"Sort of darling. Try up up and away."
I got blank looks.
"Then around the world in....."
"Your kidding, what! A balloon ride."
"We are going to need all the hot air we can muster darling."
"We are going Hot Air Ballooning?"
Suddenly I got a huge hug and cuddle.
"How romantic. Wow."
"Followed by a Champaign Breakfast."
"We have about a forty minute drive to our launch site, so we should be lifting off just before sunrise." Jim added.
My sister was almost beside herself with joy.
"This has been on my bucket list in like forever. I forgive you Jack for the early morning wake up. Please forgive me for doubting you."
"I've been busting to say something. I was afraid you would look up Canowindra and discover my intent."
Jim chuckled loudly.
"What's funny so Jim? "
"It's just the way you say Canowindra."
"What say that again?"
"Canowindra. It's pronounced 'Can- own as in town- dra.' Can-own-dra'"
"What no wonder Grandpa chuckled. My Grandpa that is, the one who sent us on this wild goose chase."
"I love your Grandpa for it too Sophie. Great move to see if I'm really committed to his wonderful Granddaughter. Canowindra, that explains that drover's reaction as well."
"But Ted and Melinda said nothing when we pronounced it that way?"
"Don't worry," Jim added. "It's a running joke in the district. People who are local love pulling the wool over newbies eyes. It's the great local joke. Rather like Drop bears are on a National scale."
"Or in the case of Albany and Albury then." I added, "that's funny."
"I know where Albury is but where is Albany?" Sophie asked.
"In Western Australia darling."
I watched the light dawn on my sisters face. You mean it's Albany not All-bany. I always said it like Albury."
"Exactly." We all had a good chuckle.
"Can I ask where you came across Ted and Melinda?"
"In Cumnock. We stayed there two nights ago."
"I thought it might be. Our two kids are great friends of theirs. You'll meet them soon. They are in the other car with their mother. They are part of the launch crew."
Sophie dug me in the ribs and whispered in my ear.
"You don't suppose?"
"So Jack, Jillian and Gerry are taking over the business one day. They are about your age. Jillian has her Ballooning licence already and Gerry is putting in a few more hours before he can gets his. If you decide to fly again later in the week, they'll be your pilots."
"So how easy is it to learn to be a pilot?" I asked.
"Almost as hard as being an aircraft pilot. It's a very regulated and safe industry these days. When my wife, Rachel and I started, it was in the early days. But a few unfortunate accidents showed the need for good training.
"So the big Balloning festival, that must be a awesome sight."
"Yep. Flying with and among all those balloons is incredible.We were part of the early pioneering group that put Canowindra on the world ballooning map."
"So have you flown in interesting places?"
"All around the world in fact. Normally we rent Balloons when we travel outside of Australia. Here we often go as a family."
"I guess that's expensive."
"Definitely, this business keeps our local flying financed. But we have been fortunate to have inherited enough to do our world travel off the interest. Also we rent balloons to qualified Pilots. But often we swap balloons when visiting our international friends."
"Like vacation swaps."
"Exactly."
We swung into a local sports ground.
"Okay you two, we need you to help, it's mainly unfolding the Balloon and holding ropes while we inflate. Gerry will give you gloves. You need them to protect from rope burn. In case we get an unexpected gust. If you ever feel like you can't hold on. Just let go. Better the balloon gets a bit away from us than we have an injury. It's why we only fly on still days.
"Jillian will run you through some occupational health and safety stuff. There is a toilet block over there, I suggest using it before we are ready to leave. I do suggest doing number twos if you can. That can be awkward once off the ground."
"Gee the things one doesn't think of when going Ballooning."
"Will we feel seasick?" Sophie asked.
"It happens sometimes but very rarely. It's a very gentle ride. But if it happens, then it's like a boat. Spew with the wind."
Jillian ran us through some safety instructions and showed us how to fit our harnesses. We would be tethered to the basket. Just in case a basket tips. Unlikely but possible. Most things were simply sensible.
Then it was all hands on deck unfolding the balloon and assisting in the inflation. We got allocated ropes and I could still take photos of the balloon beginning to rise in the dawn light. Jim told us our basket was a mid-size. The size of the outfit depended on passengers. The more weight the bigger the balloon and heavier the gas tanks, everything scaled.
Jillian saw our day packs safety stored in the basket and weights were secured to hold us still until we took off. It was an amazing sight seeing the scale and size of the balloon close up. Nothing like I imagined watching TV images or movies. Soon it was a toilet run and then harnessing up. There was little time to think. It was all action. Finally we boarded as the last of the balloon was filled as it floated above us.
"It's noisy Jack." Sophie shouted.
"Not what you expect."
"It will be until we get up. Remember we are right underneath the burner." Jim told us.
We started rising on our tether and suddenly we were floating. Tethers and weights released, we rose gently but quickly in the initial phase to ensure we cleared tree height, then it was a gentle rise with the heat cutting in and out.
.....
Sophie
.....
I watched the land slip away beneath us. It was that fairytale miniature world that appeared below us. Jack made himself busy helping pull in the tether ropes and securing using them.
"I'm impressed Jack, where did you learn rope skills."
"I did a bit of scouting. Mainly Absailing as a venturer."
Wow something I didn't know, I thought. Jack might have had a disrupted childhood being farmed out all over the place, but it gave him some skills. Job done, Jim told us to relax and enjoy the ride.
Soon we were in each others arms. Snuggling in the colder air which got colder as we rose. Eventually we were at what was a cruising height and we drifted slowly over the landscape. Jack turned me around and kissed me. It was a long and passionate kiss.
I wondered if one could join the mile high club on a balloon? But then the harnesses would make that nigh impossible. As would the company of a pilot. But when would Jack actually propose? We spent a lot of time excitedly pointing out land features and trying to guess names.
Jim pointed out the support vehicles scurrying ahead of us. They were white matchbox cars. I guess they knew where we would probably end up. Jim was steering the ballon as well.
Jack left my side and I saw him hand his phone to Jim. It wasn't a surprise as I knew it was happening today, but it was clear that this was the moment. It didn't make me any less giddy with excitement.
Jack bent down to retrieve something from his bag then enfolded me in another kiss. I looked at him in loving expectation. My handsome Jack, my big brave Brother Jack. My spunky Brother with whom I have shared all my sexual experiences with. I watched him as he tried to go down on one knee, but then pull up again. Puzzling how to do this, he moved me around into a corner. I think more for the camera angle which Jim had running. Finally he put one knee up against the basket edge. He took my hand and opened a small box.
"Sophie my darling. Will you marry me?"
"Yes Jack yes!"
I immediately moved into him and kissed him passionately.
He took my hand and I was shaking with excitement. Carefully he took the ring out and suddenly dropped the box.
"Shit the ring."
My heart stopped.
"Only kidding." He carefully placed the ring on my finger.
"Jack my loveable br..bastard." Shit I nearly brother. "I love you so much. Even if you are a dag."
We kissed again and Jim offered congratulations. Then we snuggled, Jack pressed into my back as I gazed at the ring on my finger, and showed it off to the camera.
Whoosh, the gas's fired and we rose again.
"Sorry to break the moment with the firing, I tried to hold off as long as I could." Jim apologised.
The next hour was spent in a shared flight of fantasy. It truly was a fantasy land up here. Jack was my Peter Pan and I was his Tinker Bell. Floating in a wonderful Neverland. Neverland where one never really gets married, or grows up. I sighed to myself. But nonetheless this was real, not a fairytale. Would we have a fairytale ending? Happily ever after. In this moment I believed we would.
We kissed and made out at intervals between gazing in wonder. Jack was making the best of the phone as well. Taking video and zooming in on some things. But mainly he was here for me. Much of the time the phone remained in his pocket. I don't think I got mine out once.
"Our photo Jack, for Grandpa. Jim can you take some stills for us?"
"Certainly."
We smiled beaming at the camera. With curvature of the earth providing an amazing backdrop.
"Should we send it now. Check if we have reception Jack."
"We should,"Jim said, "not much gets in the way of a signal up here."
We selected a safe photo to send. I noticed we were slowly descending.
"All good things must come to an end you two love birds. We will be landing very soon."
Just then the phone rang.
"I looked at Jack." He nodded.
"Hi Grandpa. It was a video call once again. Jack moved it so Grandpa got the view."
"Can't talk now we are about to land."
I heard him say congratulations, but what did he mean? Congratulations for having a ride on a Balloon or had he guessed? The whoosh of the gas happened and Jack wisely said a hurried goodbye and hung up.
Then it was all hands on deck. Jim instructed us to take a rope each and be ready to cast it overboard. We saw the support cars below and Jim masterfully steered our decent toward the three people on the ground preparing for our landing.
"Okay now."
The ropes unfurled downward and Jim let out some air from some vents in the top and magically we touched down with a gentle bump.
"Stay put. We need your weight as ballast."
The balloon deflated gently and the team directed its fall away from the basket. There was no wind so it was an easy process.
"Be careful of the burner it will be hot. Just make sure nothing drapes over it." Jim instructed as we begin to pack. We kissed again. It was funny being back on land.
"Okay you can get out now.
Rachel helped me over, and as she did she saw my ring. She hugged me instinctually.
"Congratulations. We were thinking this would happen today. One of the best things about running this business."
Jack couldn't help himself and set about helping the guys with settling down the bladder.
"Leave them to it Jack, breakfast is ready."
Jack bounded over and cuddled me as we walked over to a carefully laden and decorated table. White linen service with silver platters and champagne on ice.
Jack held my chair out and saw me seated. Then seated himself, he took my hand, my ring hand, and gently kissed it. He opened the champagne and filled our flutes.
"Rachel could you take a photo?"
He handed her his phone and then got lost in my eyes. I don't think he once looked at the photographer. We toasted our future. Referred to each other as our fiancé and revelled in the romance.
"Jack this is so beautiful, sitting here with my handsome fiancé. Taken to the sky and back. Wow what a way to propose."
"You had no idea?"
"Not a clue. Although I was hoping it wouldn't be parachute jumping. This my darling, was the way to fly."
"So important question. Do you want to do it again this week? Grandpa said we were to spend on experiences. We can afford it."
"After that ride, yes please. I'm even happy to do another early morning wake up. I could even go another breakfast like this." I was definitely very hungry.
We had been served a hot chicken and salad breakfast with fresh bagels, pastries. Fresh juices and barista coffee.
"This champagne is going to my head Sophie, lucky I'm not driving."
"This Breakfast is almost brunch and may end up lunch. I hope I'm not too sugar doped for our afternoon special."
"Me too big boy. But these chocolate brioche are to die for."
We could finish in our good time, but eventually it was time to move. The balloon had been stowed. Rachel and Gerry were hanging around in the background. Once we stood up they looked keen to talk with us.
"Dad said you might be interested in flying with us again this week?" Gerry asked.
"Definitely and it's a yes. We both want to do it again." I said as I leant into Jack making love sick eyes with him. Because I was,at that moment, very love sick.
I looked at them together for the first time.
"Are you twins?" Jillian looked at Gerry, I could see her loving gaze.
"Jillian's older by twenty minutes. And she lets me know it."
"But it's clear you get on very well considering you're brother and sister."
"I wouldn't swap her for the world, but we have our moments."
"Changing subjects, how do you know Ted and Melinda?" Jillian asked.
"Quite by accident. We needed a place to stay between Dubbo and here so it was a spur of the moment call to do that at Cumnock."
I could see Melinda's face drop a bit. I was on alert to it, as I knew Ted and Melinda's mission to support siblings in love. Could this be another couple?
"Hang on why did you need to stay on your way from Dubbo, it's very close." Gerry enquired.
"Oh, you don't know about our car." I answered.
"Maybe when we go out next you can stop off at our digs for lunch and a swim. We can show you the car and give you a ride. But we may leave that as a surprise. Reward for being fantastic pilots." Jack said



"But that's not conditional, if the weather doesn't go our way come over anyway."
"We would love to. It would be great to hang out with people our age. Most of our clients are Grey Nomads filling bucket lists."
"Deal, so Monday. Sunday if the weather is good. We could do Tuesday but we may need to move from our current digs."
"I don't think that will be a problem. We know the owners. It's free all next week." Gerry said.
Jillian giggled. "You're a tease Gerry. We actually own it. It's our house. We have it on air B&B."
"It's our investment property. Mum and Dad's is board free and they are very supportive. So why not. It makes good money to pay for our Ballooning habit."
"I think your folks are ready to go and I want to take my new fiancé home and give him a special reward for today. If you get my drift."
"Well I think Jack deserves it. He managed to have kept this secret, plus treat you to such a romantic occasion."
"True, but the love we share can't be bought at any price."
Jillian squealed in delight and hugged me. "I can't wait till Monday. It will be so great to share our ballooning life with you."
"And us, the tales of our travels."
As we piled back in the car, Jim commented.
"It's so good to see our young ones socialising a bit. They are so dedicated in what they do. Gerry holds down a few casual jobs in town and Jillian is doing the accounting for the family business, as well as studying the subject at Uni. But I'll let them fill you in on that."
"I'll transfer the balance for today when I get home Jim, and put in a deposit for the next flight as well. Well home being back at where we are staying." Jack informed him.
I giggled. "Yes we don't have a home yet. But he did carry me over the threshold last night."
"True, home is where Daisy is."
"So when I drop you off, is it okay if I have a quick look at Daisy? I assume it's the car Jack mentioned when he was booking."
"Sure thing. It is the real reason we are here enjoying your services. We would not be together, nor engaged, if not for Daisy."
"So tell us about this trip."
Jack started sharing a very edited version of our journey and purpose set up by Sophie's grandpa's wicked sense of humour. Plus the challenges he has laid out.
I snuggled into Jack from the middle seat and drifted off to sleep.
I woke as we stopped at the farm house. Jack took Jim over to look at Daisy and I excused myself and went inside. I came back out immediately, as I realised I hadn't thanked him. Finally I disappeared to organise some thing special for my man.
.....
Jack
......
"Nude swim darling? I think we need to wake up."
Sophie popped her head out of the bedroom.
"Put these on Jack. I want to be able to take something off later."
She dangled my budgie smugglers out the door whilst keeping herself covered.
"I'll join you in a few minutes. Jump in."
"Strange, but Ok."
I stripped there and then, and put them on. It was strange having my tackle confined again. I got the need for a refreshing swim though. I don't think I was ready just to go straight into virgin territory yet.
I did a horsie into the water. God that felt good. Followed by a few laps then I stood and looked to the house. My anticipation as up. What was my Sister planning?
"My bloody oath YES!"
I fist pumped the air. Shit. What a vision. Sophie sort of shyly walked out the back door.
"That is stunning darling, you are beautiful and I just went hard as, crap."
She was wearing the last bikini set I had saved in my spank bank. The little Daisy-Yellow ittsie, bittsie, tiny, weeny bikini. It consisted of two micro triangles barely able to hold her generous breasts. Actually barely able to cover her nipples. The bottom triangle managed cover the newly cropped pubic hair, but nothing else. That rest was string. I watched mesmerised as she seductively walked to the pool. If there was a bottom to the fabric it had disappeared between the swollen lips of her sex. Her labia minor covered more than the bikini did.
I groaned. "You bought it. I can't believe you bought it. Like back then when you were still so shy. Fuck."
I watched, with my mouth still wide open, as she descended the steps into the cool water. I actually could not move. I was so stunned. She giggled that cute infectious giggle of her's.
"Just the reaction I wanted. This one is definitely for your eyes only."
My sexy, very hot, little Sister traversed the water to me and draped her arms around my neck.
"It's not a sexy neglige, but I wanted something to turn you on before we go to bed."
"Wow my cock is loaded. I might not make it to that blowjob you promised, but I certainly need something to take the pressure off, so I can actually make love to you."
Sophie moved down my body and pulled herself underwater using my torso as a pole. She ran her hands all over me. It was turning me on to know that,while covered, that incredible bikini was tantalising my mind. That's it, turn a guy's mind on and his dick will follow. I had seen my sister nude plenty of times by now. We had so done so much sexually together, but this raised me to another level.
I pulled her up to my level and my waiting lips. My eyes drank in the sight of the water flowing over her skin and trickling between her breasts, which were held together by string and yellow.
As we kissed passionately, I felt her hand untie my speedos and delve in to hold my aching penis. She led me to the steps. I stepped up one step and my penis was exposed and almost level with her breasts.
She ducked a little and placed it between those magnificent breasts and began moving me in and out of her cleavage. It was too much. It was what I needed. Her mouth followed, and I thrust into its slippery wetness.
"I'm going to cum darling."
"That's my intention, let the backlog out, so this penis can spend a good while taking my virginity. She whispered in a throaty voice over my cock.
Her voice vibrating on my cock did it. "Cumming."
She took the first load in her mouth then the next few over her bikini covered breasts.
"Take me to the bedroom, make me yours forever."
I scooped her up, and dripping, took her to the bathroom, where fluffy towels waited.
"Leave the bikini on a bit Jack. I think it will get you hard again."
Once again I carried her to the bedroom, which had the curtains closed and was lit by a myriad of candles.
I carefully placed her in the centre of the carefully laid out towel. I lay her down and kneeling, I bent to kiss her lower yellow triangle.
"Just making sure you're wet darling. Also I can't get enough of this bikini."
I licked my way along the string. Granted it had a mixed flavour of Sophie and pool chlorine. I dipped my tongue into her centre. Then up to her clit. I took a bit of time there, building her anticipation. But before she came moved to her hips where I used my teeth to untie her strings. Then back to her core where I slurped the ittsie, bittsie, tiny, weeny yellow triangle into my mouth and pulled it up her body, dragging the lower string through her lips as I went.
"Jack, I'm ready, stop playing."
I kissed her and passed her sodden bikini bottom to her in the kiss.
"Jack!"
I then proceeded to remove her top but with my fingers. By now I was rock hard. I leant over my very turned on Sister.
"Do you want me on top or below for this?"
"On top, I want you to take me. I want to see you above me, parting my lips with that monster, while I hold you tight."
I got the gist and spread my weight on her. Slowly we kissed and made precious love with our mouths. All the while our hands roamed and felt out our needs. My hard penis ground her core. I was now in no hurry. I wanted us to enjoy this once in a lifetime experience. It was an exquisite time of mural love. We folded our legs in and our of each others in slow movements.
Then the moment happened. I had moved down a bit and my penis slipped toward Sophie's waiting virgin hole. Instinctually I pushed and prodded until I was seated. My glans snug in her waiting entrance. I leant up on my elbows, and gazed into the eyes of my sweet, sweet sister and lover. She gave a slight nod of approval and took hold of my buttocks. Sophie's legs spread wider and silently I pushed some more. I could feel her body open slightly and my head moved into her waiting space.
I leant and kissed her. A deep passionate kiss. I felt her as she quaked in a small silent cum.
"I'm sorry sis but I think this next bit might hurt."
I could see the anticipation on her face, mixed with fear, steeling herself for the pain. The most she had had in her was a single finger or tampon. I was much much thicker.
She pulled at my hips and I bore down. I could feel my stiff penis constricted. Pushing up against her maidenhood.
As if by a signal in the depths of our eyes I gave a solid push at the same time that Sophie thrust upwards.
"Fuck! Yes. fuck stop. Wait."
Sophie lay still beneath me and I looked down to see more than half my penis had entered her. I waited.
"So tight," she gasped. Tears formed at the edge of her eyes. "Stings a bit."
"Tell me when." I was not going to backtrack and loose the territory gained.
"That's better, more Jack give me everything."
Slowly I pushed further, and with the barrier broken, I was able to slide my length into her snug tightness.
"That feels amazing Sophie darling. You are wrapped all around me."
I took her hand and placed it between our groins so she could feel our union.
"We are no longer virgins, big brother."
We kissed and without moving out I ground Sophie's fingers onto her clit with my body.
"Keep doing that Jack I need to come. God I'm going to Cuuuuuum."
All up and down my stiff intrusion, her vaginal muscles spasmed. I gritted my teeth as I tried to delay coming myself. It was only her tightness that prevented me joining her.
"I want to see as you pull out a bit Jack."
I perched up on my hands and dragged a pillow under her head. We both watched intently and I moved out a few inches. There was clearly blood, colouring my withdrawing penis. I kissed her. No longer married by mosquito bites. This was the real deal.
"Jack," Sophie slapped my butt hard and I slammed back in.
"Crap that was good. Do it again."
I moved out the same amount and quickly drove back in.
"Yes, that's good."
I came out a bit more and began to get a rhythm. I moved back down pressing her breasts to my chest and thrust. Her legs wrapped around me and I kissed her. Slowly I moved my body in time with hers.
"I love you Sophie." and started to suckle her neck.
"Yes Jack, faster. I like it". We started to thrust more urgently.
"I'm going to cum soon Sophie."
"Me too, fill me Jack."
Next we were thrusting fast in joint passion, our groins grinding at their conjunction.
"I love you Sophie. Fuck I love you so much my sexy sister."
I clamped on to her neck with my mouth and my body churned its seminal fluid up the length of my penis.
"I love you Jack yes, I can feel you coming. Arhhh."
Jointly we fell over the cliff of fulfilment and slammed into our mutual climax. My penis was buried as deep as I could go in my final release. I slumped, but made sure not to crush my lover.
"Stay in me Jack."
I did and we looked into each others eyes with joy and amazement. I could feel my sisters vagina trying to suck my sperm further into her depths. Finally her orgasm stopped. Her body relaxed with mine. Careful not to withdraw I rolled her on top of me. I was happy to take all her weight.
Suddenly Sophie was crying, then I was crying with her. Our emotions finally released from our weeks of buildup and frustration. They were happy tears, although I could feel that Sophie also had some pain. Slowly she played with my chest. Feeling again my now sweaty body. The aroma of sex filled our flaring nostrils as we sucked breath into our lungs.
"I love you Jack. That was perfect."
She ground some more and my penis, which was starting to go limp, stiffened with her movement.
"Shit I can feel you growing. Yes I want more."
With Sophie on top she took control and started to move her hips into me. She gained pace as my penis hardened to fullness again.
She sat up and I moved further in. I had no idea that was possible. I rose my hips up to meet her and before I knew it she was lifting herself right up. Almost to my penis exiting, then dropped down again. I could read pain in her eyes and determination in her mind.
My hands sought out her breasts and they both held her up and mushed the fingers into their softness. She was literally fucking me, and I could feel my climax building. I doubted I had sperm left to give. But give I did as my Sister crashed into and through her next climax.
Without words Sophie collapsed onto me and I rolled us both until we were in the position that that innocent photograph foretold. There we slept, spent. Lovers in arms.
.......
Sophie
........
Some hours later I woke. Well we did have an early start. I was in the arms of my lover, brother, and friend not to mention new fiancé. I felt I had just had a foursome with all of them. My vagina was sore but I was totally satisfied. I looked down at Jack's dreamy body and began to recall how I felt and what I experienced when he took my virginity.
We had made love. It was passionate and caring. I recalled feeling him push into me, into my tightness. I actually had my doubts, but he did fit. I shuddered a bit at the memory of pain and the sting that was still present. I prayed silently that my vagina would heal quickly. Because, as I caste my eyes over Jack, my impulsive desire was to have him again.
My body produced more fluids at the thought. He had slipped out of me and his penis lay limp across his inner thigh. It was encrusted with dried blood and the obvious fluids of our lovemaking. Tentatively I moved my hand down to insert a finger. My little lips were almost stuck together. Carefully I pulled them apart only to release a built up puddle of my brothers spunk. I dipped my finger in the mix, and popped some in my mouth. Not quite yuk, but the taste of blood and sperm was not as pleasant as Jack's sperm in pure form. Contentedly I was thankful that I had protection and could not fall pregnant. But deep inside was a desire to breed him, my stud brother.
My internal reproductive organs cried out in my mind. I moved my hand up to feel the implant that was stopping this. I sighed relief that it was still in place and told my heart to get over its disappointment. That little tube meant we were free to keep making love. Jack would be free to fuck me whenever and where ever we both felt like it. Granted we needed to have some circumspection to keep our true identities hidden.
I was content. Very content. All my desires, urges and lusts had their fulfilment. I couldn't believe Jack came in me twice and he actually came three times in about an hour. But I'm not sure how long he actually lasted. We had no concept of time in our lovemaking. He certainly didn't fire off before he got inside me.
I thought of that chiko roll. The one Jack was bigger and fatter than. My stomach let me know I was hungry. My bladder let me know I needed to go and relieve the pressure. So reluctantly I rolled away and stood. The fluids of our union started to flow down my legs.
I looked at the bloody towel dishevelled on the bed. Blood stains also marked the sheets. I tiptoed to the shower and realised I actually needed to wash. Although I wanted to shower with Jack, I knew I could not take him again just yet. But I also thought that toileting was going to make more mess. Resolved I moved to the shower and stepped into the warm water I had turned on. I luxuriated a minute then released my urine where I stood.
The relief was a blessing, and gathering body wash, I gingerly washed my vulva. Dazed I watched the pink of my virginity make its way down the drain. We were married. A thought crossed my mind. Digging deeper, I remembered the history of kings and queens in Europe. In the Catholic tradition, not the ceremony, nor the paperwork mattered. It was the consummation that signalled a legitimate marriage. So arse about again, the order of our union mattered not. We were one. Two become one in the traditional marriage test. Sister and Brother defying rules, laws, convention and society. We were one, married, joined and together.
I continued washing my body, breasts and torso. I knew I was washing away the direct evidence of our lovemaking, but I also giggled at the images of Jack marking me again, and again and again through life.
I took the last towel left and dried myself. Then padded out to the kitchen. Now to feed my man.
The fridge revealed all manner of snacks and foods. I puzzled a bit on how it managed to be so full, as we had not shopped. It was clear that making up a cheese and meat platter with various fruits and berries was possible. So I went about preparing the marriage feast. Ok technically the engagement celebration. Definitely the loss of two virginities.
The sun had set but I had candles lit in the bathroom and around the table. Time to wake Jack up. The candles in the bedroom were burning low, so I didn't have to flash his eyes with the bright overhead light.
In the flickering glow my Brother looked so peaceful. The gentle rise and fall of his diaphragm emphasised his sleek torso and outline of his rib cage. I realised there was not much fat on my man. He was more an almost wiry love machine. I was lost in the wonder that was my lover and the vision of him driving his penis into me. Content I settled in the comfy reading chair and watched.
It was this body that had just taken me to heaven and back. My brother that had treated me to a flight to the heights above the earth. He had taught me how to climax and had loved me to one almost every day since we met.
I counted back the days. It can't be? It has been less than three weeks. It seemed forever. Nineteen days ago I didn't know I had a brother. Somehow this journey became my world, and that world was my brother.
I saw his penis move. It stiffened a bit and rolled across his thigh. Was he dreaming? A faint groan filled the silent room. It twitched and grew some more. His hips thrust a tiny bit. Then his body settled as if to say I'm not done sleeping yet. Or at least I'm enjoying this dream. I was tempted to join him and encourage his growth. But I stayed, my hand nuzzled into my groin.
His penis grew to almost full hardness, his forskin slipped below his glans. In the light I could not make out the blood stains clearly. But it was stained with my blood.
He rolled and thrust toward the missing form that had shared his bed but two weeks. His hand moved to hold me but found emptiness.
"Sophie," he groaned. "Sophie sister darling." The words mumbled through parted lips, "I love you, do you love me....." he felt again. Half awake half asleep he groaned almost in disappointment.
"It was such I nice dream. I dreamed I had a sister and we made love. It was so real, I don't want to wake up."
I could hold back no longer. I tiptoed over and leant in to kiss those moving lips.
"It was real, Jack darling. I am your sister and you did make love to me."
His hand found mine and pulled me to him. Our kiss extended to become a full bodied hug. He rolled on to me. His penis nudging my vulva in his half waking state. My mind realised he wanted to go again. I was aware that my body wanted it to. I was so moist from my watching him sleep, and granted, my hand that had rubbed my need as I did so. I was sore and would be sore but yes.
His penis found my entrance and gently Jack pushed himself through my folds. I breathed to relax my body so it could welcome him back. With minor thrusts he worked his way into my depth and held himself there.



Our kiss deepened and he ran his fingers through my hair as our passion increased.
"So good that it was not a dream."
"Well it was Jack, but now it's not. Gentle. Love me gently, my body in not yet used to your thick cock."
We moved against each other in a slow dance. My hand explored his buttock firm beneath my grip. His hand took my breast and moved explore my soft fullness. We had not broken our kiss but muttered words of love. As our tongues danced with our growing passion.
I could feel the moistness flow and lubricate him more. His penis slipped freely and his thrusts more urgent.
"Cum in me Brother."I moaned as I moved my head to lick and nip his earlobe.
I could feel his penis swell in me and his body tense. With him my own climax hit in the suddenness of his release. They were urgent but gentle thrusts as his sperm filled my recesses. My vaginal walls clamped, in fulfilment and pain around his fatness.
He looked down at me as he pulled his upper torso up.
"I can't believe we just did that again."
"Neither do I. But you need to come out. I'm still sore."
"Sorry," he moaned, and he pulled his hips back.
I watched as his still hard penis withdraw whom my gaping red vagina. Followed by his creamy fluids that dribbled out. My body clamped in its loss and the final spasms of my orgasm. This expelled a full load that flooded down to my anus.
Jack looked back at me and kissed me.
"I guess I just gave my sister a cream pie," he giggled.
His penis was still hard.
"I think I need to piss. This thing won't go down until I do."
"Shower with me Jack. You can piss in the shower." I giggled. "I did when I first woke up."
I had more energy than Jack so I pulled him up and guided him to the shower. Deliberately I set it on cold and pushed him in.
"Hey, fuck, that's cruel."
"I'm still your cheeky sister lover boy."
He reached for the tap and added warmth. I looked up at him and he leant forward and kissed me. I turned him and pressed my groin into his bum while my hands cupped his flat breasts.
"You can piss now Jack. Relax, that's it, let down."
His flow found the wall tiles and I let him piss freely. Finished, I took some soap and began to clean his genitals.
"Careful Sophie I'm a bit sore."
I slapped his butt. "Whose fault is that. A bit sore! You should feel my aching and stinging vagina. You might have to give me a weeks break."
He groaned. "I doubt I could hold off that long."
"Good news neither can I, but that was your last fuck until tomorrow."
"I can live with that."
We lost ourselves in sudsy groping. Then rinsed clean.
"Do you realise Jack, I've only known you for eighteen days?
"What, wow we did move fast?"
"I know, best eighteen days of my life."
"Mine too. In fact it's like it's my entire life. What was lived before no longer matters."
"Oh yes it does, what went before shaped you into the wonderful young man you are today."
"Okay I'll take that."
We dried ourselves on the one towel that had already dried me earlier.
"I guess we need to wash some linen", Jack said as he gathered the pile of towels in the corner of the bathroom.
"There must be a laundry somewhere?" I asked.
"It's off the back veranda. I hope there's a drier as well." He took is bundle our towels out while I stripped the bed.
"I noticed you made a feast while I was sleeping."
"Gotta feed my man. Cold water only Jack, there is a bit of blood on this stuff."
"Good point. Let's run it while we eat."
Domestic tasks done we sat together naked and fed each other morsels of the finger food.
"I have that champagne from the motel in the fridge."
"Perfect Jack, yes please."
"How did you fit that in, I didn't see it in Daisy."
"I squeezed it into my case. I wanted to keep it for the day I proposed and we made love."
The cork popped and shot up to the roof, then splash landed in the dip. The bubbles flowed and Jack rushed to fill the glasses.
"It's a bit of an interesting metaphor of your dick Jack. Popping your cork." I giggled.
Eventually we found our way, with the rest of the champagne, to the jacuzzi. Jack found some mosquitoes coils and citronella candles and we relaxed in the bubbly warmth of each others arms. The rest of the evening was spent quietly, enjoying each others company while the Milky Way made its slow journey across the sky above.
...............................
Author's Note.
Well we finally got there. But their sexual life has only just begun. Thanks for following so far. This journey will continue. As you are aware other siblings who have crossed the incest line have appeared. Once this,main journey narrative is complete I will be writing their stories.
They will be desperate one part stories not sagas. I will also contemplate Jacks and Sophie's life together post their return. As I write they continue to endear and conscript my deviant mind to continue to fill out their story.
Writing Part thirteen has already begun. The honeymoon. So to speak. Many more towns left to visit.
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Journey to love. Part 13.
Good journeys always have times where one stops to delight and savour the things discovered and the moments shared. In stopping new things are discovered and uncovered.
......
Jack
.......
We slept in. My Sister was wrapped in my arms. I could tell the sun was high in the sky. It was a deep peaceful sleep. My mouth curled upwards in a satisfied smile. I was no longer a virgin. More than that, I had performed, no disfunction down there. All through my teen-hood I had been concerned, wondering if I was man enough. Good enough to satisfy a girl.
I smiled because technically I was still a teenager. I was nineteen. In fact the same number as the days we had known each other. Did I seduce my sister, or did she seduce me? I knew the answer was neither. We were clearly in love before we crossed any line. I had this beautiful eighteen year old stunner draped over me, totally satisfied with the love making we shared.
Three times, no wonder we were shagged out. I could feel my penis stiffen beneath her. I looked down at my sister's body. Her beautiful breasts smushed against my chest. It's cute line of tan bulging outward with the pressure. My eyes travelled further down. Her sexy bottom showed a small white line,left by the peacock bikini, down through her centre. I guessed that would soon go over this week. I liked the idea of our nude love nest.
Sophie moved and ran her hand over my form, before settling it around my growing cock. She moved her top leg further over my thighs and snuggled my penis, now pressed hard into her body. She looked up into my eyes.
"I love you Jack." She whispered.
My smile turned into a grin. A smug satisfied grin of knowing. I reached my hand down and tucked her hair behind her ear, leant in and took her lips in mine. Our tongues sought each other out and played together.
"I need to go to the toilet, I'll be right back."
Right back I was. My sexy sister had rolled onto her back and her legs were parted. One hand was testing out her genitalia.
"Are you sore?"
"Yes a little."
"Do you want me to kiss it better?"
She giggled, "Yes please."
Her legs parted further and I knelt between them. My lips began to kiss. Kiss her all over. Gentle caring loving kisses. She held my head in place at her centre.
"Lick me Jack. Add your sweet saliva to sooth my pussy."
The scent of her sex filled my nostrils and my saliva flowed. Her moistness grew with my passionate commitment to the task. Sophie's groans and whimpers indicated her growing need.
"Come up here and fuck me Jack. And I mean fuck me."
"Your not too sore?"
"I don't care, I want you. Take me."
I slipped off the bed and dragged her hips to the end of the mattress.
"I want to watch me take you. I want to see my penis part your lips." I explained.
"Shit yes Jack, let this week of fucking begin."
"You don't want tender love making?"
"Yes I do. But not now. Not yet, I want you to harden my vagina up. So it can take you anytime."
I spat on my hand and rubbed the lubrication on my cock. I spat again directly onto her open vagina and standing, ran my penis up and down her valley.
"Give me a pillow, Soph?"
I lifted her legs and placed it under her hips.
"That's better you are at the right height now."
"Put it in Jack, please?" She pleaded.
I lined us up and slowly I pushed. I watched my thick stem make its way into my Sister.
Sophie groaned a bit.
"Are you alright?"
"Yes," she said through gritted teeth. "You're thick and stretching me. I am sore, but I want this. I want you burrowed in me so much that it becomes normal."
I held and felt her relax a little around me.
"Deeper Jack."
I pushed some more. In this position I had great access to the rest of her genitals. I let some spit dribble down onto her labia and with my fingers massaged her lips at my junction with her.
"Fuck Jack yes, that is helping."
My fingers played gently with her labia minor and I pushed again until I was fully seated.
"Feel this?" I took her hand and my sister felt our junction.
"Jack, I need to empty my bladder, can you wait a minute."
I could feel my climax building so this was good.
"Yes I need a break to stop me cumming."
I pulled out slowly and watched her lips pull outward with me. I popped out and my penis flipped up to hit my abdomen. Instantly Soph was up and racing to the toilet. I left my penis alone. It was very ridged and almost vertical.
"That's better, there should be less pressure now."
She placed herself in the same position. My penis had dried a bit so I spit on my hand and relubricated, then I knelt and applied my saliva directly to the her open vagina.
"Yes Jack, more mouth, make me cum first?"
Her mons was sitting proud, elevated by the cushion. I feasted on her glorious swollen sex. I avoided her clit which was standing stiffly out of its hood. I could see its ridge hard beneath. I blew on it, a gentle steady breath and she came.
"Now Jack put it in me. Fuck me."
I stood and pushed my cock against her escaping fluids and entered again.
"Fuck yes, shit, fast Jack."
I thrust hard and buried myself to our groins. My sister's cry filled the air,
"Cumming, shit Jack, fuck me."
And I was pumping. Pumping hard. I could feel her sex trying to push me out as her climax continued. I held her legs which were shaking, no spasming, with her body. I knew I didn't have to hold off, but I was also aware that my own climax still had to build some more. Her legs came up over my shoulders and scissored my neck. I was pumping deep into her.
"Fuck Sophie this is awesome. Fuck it's so good."
"Keep fucking me big Brother."
I bent her over on herself and looked into her eyes.
"I love you Sophie, shit I'm fucking my Sister. Fuck."
"Faster Jack."
I was so deep. My balls slammed into her arsehole with each penetration.
"Cumming again Jack, yes."
That was it. Almost without warning I exploded and fired sperm deep into her uterus wall, which in hindsight I realised I had been slamming into.
My sister came and squirted all round me. The pressure of this pushed me out and she sprayed all over my body. Her body entered a whole body spasm. My penis was pulsing out sperm.
"Go back in Jack. More." She screamed.
Driven by her need, I plunged myself back into her and fired my load again. She rode her climax on my dick,then spent, slumped, almost lifeless. I straightened up and looked down at the mess we had made. Her vagina was still gapping and contracting.
My legs went to jelly. I climbed on the bed and held her head to my chest. My precious sister. I knew she had only passed out, as she had done that before. But I could not avoid the swell of pride that swept through me with the thought that I had done that. Fucked her silly.
My cock was so sore, how must she be feeling? I let her slip into sleep and returned to the bathroom to prepare the spa.
All prepared, including some drink and snacks I returned to my sister.
"I'm awake Jack."
I scooped her up from the bed and carried her to the warm bath I had prepared. I stepped into the bubbling caldron with her and settled her between my legs. Sophie tilted her head and offered her lips.
There we nibbled on each other and the food. It was enough to keep our hunger at bay, until the water went cold and we went pruny.
"Ok Jack darling what do we do now?"
"I think deck chairs next."
"You know we still have to fuck in the bath?"
"Yes, but I don't think we are ready just yet."
"And on the deck chairs?"
"True they need christening."
"Then the pool?"
"All today?"
"Perhaps not."
'Or on the floor, behind the door, or on the kitchen table...' I sang the old baudy song.
"Well Jack, from now on I'm always willing and able."
I swatted her bottom in playfulness.
"I'm going to be busy then. I know we don't need them, but I'm going to wash some clothes. Do you want me to do yours?"
"Yes please."
........
Sophie
.........
Jack sourced an empty wash basket and we sorted clothes for washing. It was fun doing domestic stuff naked. Jack was sporting a semi, it flopped around as he moved. A pendulum passing time. When it got stiff it was time, I giggled to myself.
I kept running my eyes up and down his nakedness. I knew I wanted him to take me again. But I was sorer now than last night. In the laundry I took every opportunity to press myself against him.
"Jack, do you think the Aloe Vera cream would help my lips heal a bit?"
He traced a finger over my lips, "I didn't know they were sore. Too much kissing?"
"Not those lips stupid."
"Oh, ohhh, probably, it's good stuff."
"Can you put some on for me?"
"That would be my pleasure."
He picked me but and put me on the lid of the washing machine. It's fill cycle just finished, it began a gentle agitation right through my buttocks.
I watched Jack ferret around for the cream, then trot out the back and around the corner to the car.
He came back with it in his hand.
"It was on the parcel shelf." He informed me as he held it up triumphant.
I was enjoying my mechanical stimulation. And I was certain I wanted Jack to take me again.
"Please put it on."
Jack knelt and delicately parted my lips.
"There's still some fluid from last time." Jack groaned.
Tempted, he leant forward and sucked the juices into his mouth.
"Mm definitely spunk in there."
"Jack focus."
He licked my clit.
"No, not focus there, the cream."
I was flowing with my juices preparing me, but I had plan. Wickedly I smiled to myself. Jack gently applied the cream to my nether lips and around my vagina.
"Mmm That feels good. I can feel it's soothing me already."
"Perhaps a bit deeper Jack."
"Is it alright to go in you?"
"I think so, it can't hurt."
He worked a finger around my inner walls.
"Oh that's nice."
"Sure it's not you just been turned on."
I gave a cutesy smile and sucked a finger into the corner of my mouth, in sexy girl thinking, fuck me look.
"Mm I'm not sure? Jack do you think you could put some on your dick and apply it deeper?"
"Well my dick has been sore? Do you think it will help me as well."
"Oh yes Jack, come up here."
I took the bottle that was dancing on the washing machine with its vibrations, and squirted a lot onto my hand, then massaged my Brother's now rampant penis.
"Yes that feels good, Sis. Slippery, greasy and fuck soothing."
I loaded his dick directly with the cream.
"Push it into me Jack and work it all about."
I parted my lips and watched as his penis pushed in to my aching hole.
Most of the load was scrapped off by my lips. Jack pulled out and gathered the spoils on his glans' and pushed back in.
A song entered my head so I sang.
" you put your cock in
You pull you cock out
You push your cock in
and you shake it all about.
You do the Hokey Pokey
and you turn right around
That's what's it's all about."
Jack was giggling. He reloaded his cock with some more cream.
"Again my Sexy Sister." He sang with me.
"You put your cock in...."
By the 'turn around' he pulled right out and turned right around before he plunged back in. My vag as so full of Aloe it splurged and burped with his movements. But if felt fantastic.
"Fuck me Jack, pump that stuff right in."
He started pumping. I was virtually seated above him so I had a Birds Eye view of action. I held on to his shoulders as he fucked away.
"This is so hot Soph, it's only that I've cum already this morning that I can keep going."
He took a hand and scooped some expelled cream from our junction and smothered it over my breast. I took the bottle and put some on his pecs and abs.
"They must be sore Jack from the workout you're giving them."
I rubbed the cream all over his front while he continued his steady fucking motion. It was syncopated with the washing machines agitations. All the time our eyes made love, and our breath mingled with kisses.
There was a click and fuck! The spin cycle started. Suddenly the machine started vibrating violently. Jack took the cue or perhaps he was driven by the changes of the vibrations travelling through my body into his cock. But he started to drive into me like a sex-starved maniac.
He was almost on his tip toes, as he slammed in and out in a fast frantic action. I flung my legs around his waist and pulled him tight. He actions reduced to rutting, his hips working tirelessly. The vibrations finally triggered me and my orgasm. Followed by his, as he pumped all he had left in solid thrusts.
As he did, he picked me right up and finished fucking me standing. Then as I slumped, spent, Jack carried me, we were still joined, to the pool and toppled with me into the water. Our lips locked together as we splashed down and then bobbed to the surface.
We clung together, breathing in the shock of the cold. We watched as sperm and aloe lifted from our genitals and floated freely in the water.
"I hope this thing has a good filter."Jack laughed.
"It might if you turn it on."
We backed away from our mess and edged to the steps. Jack found the filter switch and put the creepy crawly into the water.
"I guess we sunbake for a while. While it does its thing."
"Yes baby Sister but that will mean sunscreen.
Ok let's not. Let's just lay on the couch and watch a movie or something."
"With popcorn?"
"Well I have crisps? And lollies, no popcorn."
"Sounds good. And coke please."
"Let's fuck without alcohol today. I want to feel everything."
"True your fucking is drug enough for me. I'm still coming down from my Jack induced buzz."
"Never come down from that little Sister sweetheart."
"Good, that means you will keep fucking me. Promise?"
"Promise."
We both drifted off part way through the movie and woke for the credits.
I had my head on Jack's stomach. I could hear it growl in hunger.
"I think you need something more than lollies. How about I cook us those steaks I saw in the fridge?"
"Great idea. I like mine medium rare. Just saying."
I saw my Brother watching me as I walked naked around the open plan kitchen. It felt so good to have his eyes on me. I could feel my centre responding.
"Sophie sweetheart is there an apron you can put on. I don't want those tits getting fat splashed."
I found the aprons in a draw and chose a sexy one over a practical one. My boobs were contained, just. I tried it off so the cords draped over my bottom. I did a little fashion walk in front of Jack.
"Crap that's hot."
Jack started growing.
Gyrating toward him I gave him a little tail action. Almost a lap dance. This left him stiff as a board. I swatted his hand away. It looked like it wanted to drag me onto his gorgeous penis, but I went about cooking.
I prepared a salad to go on the table. Granted the coleslaw came from a tub. I took every opportunity to keep him hard.
........
Jack
...........
"Steaks are cooked they just need resting for ten minutes Jack." Sophie informed me.
"Great!" I said and I leapt up off the couch, my dick leading the way.
"It means I've got ten minutes for this."
My sister met me in a cuddle.
"Not so easily temptress."
I spun her around and folded her over the island bench. Hurriedly I pushed some things aside. I held her with my left forearm across her back and my right hand assessed how moist she was. Not quite ready. I knelt and buried my nose in her arse, as I lubricated her with my tongue. All I got was muffled groans. Satisfied she was now juicy and sort of prepared, I stood.
"I need to get on and fuck you now my sexy Sister. We don't want the steaks getting cold do we?"
With that I drove my hot rod straight into her waiting body.
"Fuckkkk, so deep."
"Is this doggy or lion?" I asked, as I started thrusting.
"Of fuck, I can't think I think it's called, fuuuck meeee!"
"Oh shit, so good."
"Grab my hair Jack? I want to know what it feels like."
I looked at my helpless Sister been taken on the kitchen bench. I bunched her hair in my fist and pulled her head back as I drove in with my penis.
"Oh yes, I get it. Yes, like that."
I could feel my balls slap against my Sister's clit. I was so deep my glans were hitting the back of her vagina.
I lifted a leg up so her knee was on the bench. This opened her up further. I watched as my cock pumped in and out. I could smell those steaks. I could smell our sexual union, competing for my offactory attention.
"Nearly there Jack. Breed me Brother."
That was enough encouragement for me.
"Cum with me Sophie." Like the lion, I roared from deep within and plunged my lion sized cum load into my Sister. Which was not very much. My sister came hard and as she did she spun around and disengaging slapped me hard on the arse.
She growled at me a deep growl then laughed. "Is that how the lioness does it Jack?"
"Exactly, now bring me my steak. The lioness always brings the food to the Lion. Grrr."
If looks could kill, but she giggled.
"I hope my lion is ready again in twenty minutes. Eat up stud. Fucking aside, Jack that was intense. What was it like to take your sister like that?"
"Well first awesome. But I think I prefer the gentle stimulation and a slow lovemaking session to that wham bam thank you mam."
"I think I do too, but that was very stimulating for when a quickly is needed."
"True. These steaks are just perfect. I'm glad I couldn't last longer."
"Okay that's three for the day Jack."
"And it's only lunch time."
"Well it might be three for the day for you a Jack but I have lost count of how many climaxes you have given me today."
"How is your vagina feeling?"
"Actually a lot better after the cream. I think I'm hardening up."
"You must be stretching also as your no longer vice tight like yesterday."
"Mm watch me walk?"
Sophie stood and walked to the back door and back.
"You look like you just got off a horse," I giggled. I had taken my phone out and recorded her movement. I showed her the vid.
"Oh yep, I've been well and truely fucked. That apron is so sexy. No wonder you couldn't resist."
We had just finished eating when Sophie got a phone call. She chatted a while, then held her hand over the Phone.
It's Belinda from Geurie, wanting to know if her hubby and she can pop in tomorrow arvo and see if he can fix our windows to make them cooler.
"Sure, maybe about one-ish. Tell them to bring their swimmers."
"Cool."
They chatted a while longer, and I got up and cleared the table. Then set the dishwasher going.
I took my phone with me to the spa and turned it on. I needed some deep muscle therapy if I was to survive the week. I got lost in google earth, planing the next few legs. They would not be easy as it took us into the heart of the Blue Mountains.
Our next port of call was Cowra though. Not far down the road and a relatively easy driving. I decided to not find out why this small town was famous. If it was actually famous. But then Grandpa had come to the party with his grid references. The few after this were doozies. I would leave Cowra as a surprise to be explored.
Soon Sophie joined me, she put a jug of iced water and glasses next to us.
"I hear these things dry you out and you should drink water."
I gulped down a glass immediately.
"Thanks definitively needed. So Sophie, I've been doing some planning and I think maybe you should too."



"Okay I'm intrigued."
"In a week or two we will end up in the Blue Mountains. Grandpa suggested we stayed at the Hydro Majestic. It's sort of a classic old resort. Apparently Grandpa and Grandma went there on their honeymoon."
"Well I'm thinking it might be a perfect place to get married."
Sophie squealed in delight.
"I mean we can't actually get married but we can pretend."
"True."
I watched her wheels ticking as she got deep in thought.
"No good Jack, we need witnesses. We don't have any."
"Well I'm thinking, maybe we do, if Jan and Ben can get away to join us."
"Ohh yes perfect."
We spent a bit of time in the spa contemplating dates.
"Should we book for Jan and Ben if they can make it?"
"Yes definitely, but it might be hard to get into the Majestic, it's a hot place for weddings."
"Well we could be in luck if we plan it in the middle of the week. Should I ring Jan?"
"Maybe leave it till tonight when Ben will be home from out in the paddocks. I'd like to do a group call if we can."
"Can we do a video call?"
"Yes but we will need to get dressed."
"I guess I can manage."
"Does Jan know we are engaged yet?"
"No actually. I've not talked to her or texted since Dubbo."
"You have a lot to share then. So she doesn't know about my reactions to your bikini, nor the revolution you started?"
"Opps I forgot that bit."
Sophie was nestled on my knee. It was exciting to be sharing like this. Planning and reminiscing.
"What if we can't get in to the Majestic Jack?" I could see Sophie worrying.
"Well we could take a place in Blackheath for longer and travel to have our wedding, it's just down the road."
"Maybe a house to rent that we can all stay in?"
"So long as it has two large bedrooms and beds that will work."
"This short term planning is hard, Sophie. Finding places, particularly as we don't know how long we will be getting there. I had a devil of a time booking a place in our stop after Cowra. I've also decided if it's a Grandpa location, we need to stay at least two nights. As getting there in Daisy always takes a lot of time. I've had to make a special Calendar on my phone for the trip."
"I'm getting pruny again, do you think we can get out?"
"Definitely. I'll go get a towel or two."
We dried each other off and I noticed Sophie yawning.
"Do you want to come and lie down with me? I feel like we could both do with being horizontal."
My Sister giggled. "Is that a cute invitation to fuck?"
"It might be, I can feel the blood going to my little head with the idea. But no, it was just a let's have a sleep."
"Ok I can do that, so long as I'm in your arms."
"It's the nice thing about sharing a bed. It tends to happen whether planned or not."
We curled up together on the fresh sheets, I had put on earlier in the day. Then we just caressed each other gently, and I have to say erotically.
"You getting stiff Jack."
"I can't help it, my sexy Sister is in my arms."
"I'm getting moist too, I know what you mean?"
My Sister wrapped her hand around my penis and slowly jacked me to full hardness.
"If I put you in me Jack, do you think you could just stay in me while we fall asleep? Without fucking me silly that is."
"I could try. I doubt I could cum again just yet. It might work."
With that Sophie threw her leg over my thigh and lined us up.
"Worth a try, worst that can happen is you cum. Before we sleep that is."
She took her hand and lubricated it with spit that she applied it to my penis. I did the same to her vulva. Then slowly I pushed into her. I came out a little then back in to spread her natural lubrication and finally I was buried deep.
I could feel Sophie gripping me on and off with her internal muscles.
"Are you deliberately doing that Sophie."
"Definitely! Now kiss me. Stop talking just feel."
We kissed. I moved neither in nor out. I would twitch my penis every now and again, and Sophie clamp her vagina on me. I was hard with the eroticism of it, but felt no need to start fucking. It must have worked because we fell asleep like that. We woke sometime later but we had rolled apart. In fact I was spooning her.
Well I couldn't help it. I started feeling her up. I had my bottom arm under her head and my hand had dropped down, sort of holding her breast. But more because she was lying on it. My top hand moved down my Sister's abdomen until I cupped her sex. I quietly thrust into her butt cheeks as my penis hardened up.
But my sister was asleep. Deeply asleep. I became conflicted. I wanted to seat myself in her once again,but did I have consent? Sure I had it before we slept. But was it right I fuck my sister while she slept, without her knowing it?
Now one thing was for sure, I always tried to do the right thing. It was in my makeup. In fact it's what got me through life. Stopped me rebelling in my life. But was this a different thing? I mean I was fucking my sister for crying out load. Surely that breaks my, do the right thing attitude?
What would I want if I was a asleep, and my sister was looking at my very hard cock? Fuck I'd want her to impale herself on it and fuck me awake. But then I'm a male. A male would always want that. Shit.
All the while I was pumping my hardness into her arse crack. I rationalised. This is no different. Cock in or cock out, I was still making love to my sleeping Sister. My cock was also crying out for the sweet warmth and lubrication of Sophie's vagina. A pleasure it had only just discovered.
"Shut up head," I muttered to myself. "I'm doing this."
I moved my penis down and with my glans and fingers parted her lips to spread the juices. She was so wet. Surely she must be awake. I lubed my cock with her juices, and my precum, and pushed into her. I held still. She was still asleep. Her breathing was that slow deep gentle breath of sleep.
Slowly I fucked my sleeping fiancé. I could feel her opening more to me, welcoming the intrusion into her depths.
"Fuck!" I groaned.
I pulled her body toward me and nuzzled her neck.
"Wake up darling."
I wanted her to enjoy it with me, well enjoy it in conscious land.
She sighed and leant back into me. I continued my slow rhythmic dance of the ages. Primal, needy.
"Jack yes,"she tilted her head and we kissed. Sensuously, luxuriating in our feelings.
"Fuck what a way to wake up."
"You're not angry?"
"Why would you think that. Stop thinking and fuck me."
My little head said 'yes, get a grip.' So I pumped and fucked faster. I loved this position. Sort of sideways. With my free hand I picked up her leg and increased the depth I could get.
"Fuck Soph this is good. Can you use your fingers on us both, you have open access?"
She stuck her hand in my mouth and I spat on it. I got her intention. Her hand on my cock shaft increased the pleasure tend fold. My sexy Sister explored the joining, as my thrusts became more urgent.
"Oh god Jack I love feeling you going in and out like that."
"I'm going to cum soon."
"Wait a sec nearly there."
I gritted my teeth in erotic agony trying to hold back. Sophie bought her other hand down and attacked her clit.
"Cumming, now Jack!"
I started firing but her body spasm and back arching meant I slipped out. She immediate took my cock and pumped it, shooting my sperm all over her pulsing body.
"Back in Jack." She pushed me back.
Soon I was firing blanks, my penis trying to suck up nothing from my reserves. Sophie kept cumming and I kept thrusting, until it hurt too much.
I pulled out and swung her around. My mouth zeroed in on her gasping vagina and I fed to my hearts content. My sister's hand still flashed over her clitoris and she spurted all over my face in one last almighty climax.
I crawled up my spent sisters body and shared my wet hair with her breasts. Then rubbed my sperm, our sperm, over us both.
Our sperm. I giggled to myself as I looked into my sisters loving eyes. Ours because it was my gift to her, but more because I felt deep down she owned my body now. We were in fact one.
"Shit Jack we made a mess again. Quick strip the bed before it soaks into the mattress."
We dried ourselves in the sheets, then raced into the shower.
"You know little sister, this is my favourite activity after fucking you. Showering with you. It's sort of taboo, but exciting. I get to feel you up and do something useful."
"Well I think it's third place for me."
"So what's in second."
"Maybe giving you a blowjob and you firing into my mouth."
"Well going down on you is almost the same as showering."
For that I received a whack on my butt. We ended up tickling each other.
"Last one to jump in the pool is a rotten egg." My sister screamed as she tore outside.
I turned the shower off, "No running near the pool!" I shouted after her.
"Opps, shit almost slipped" came the reply.
Then I heard a big splash. I followed behind and did the biggest bomb. Right next to my surfacing Sister. Then we just played and played like young kids again. Reliving the childhood we never had. Brother and Sister safe with each other. I had to remind myself that neither of us was twenty yet. Somehow we had slipped into adulthood in the last three weeks.
.......
Sophie
........
After our swim I settled onto a deck chair and started reading one of my novels. The sun had moved and they were now in shadow.
Jack was full of Beans,. I'm not sure how because I kept him drained, I smirked to myself. I can't believe how quickly my soreness went after the Aloe Vera treatment.
"Jack come here and get sunscreened if your going to be out in the sun." Obediently he trotted over with the sunscreen and a grin.
"Only sunscreen, that stuff is not going in me." I put down my book and worked his whole body with the cream.
I made sure to do his penis and balls really thoroughly.
"I don't want these burnt at all Jack."
I slapped his naked butt. He bent and touched his toes facing away and I did right into his butt cheeks and slipped a creamy finger straight into his butt hole.
"Fuck!"
It went straight in, right to the second knuckle.
"Shit sorry. Fuck now I have to wash that finger."
I swatted him away, noting that his floppy had now become a semi. I raced to the bathroom to wash my hand. Then came back and flopped down to read. Next I heard Daisy start up. I could hear him driving around the parking circle a few times, then sound of the car came up the other side of the house and through a side gate onto the back lawn.
He cut the motor and hoped out.
"What are you doing, you idiot?"
"Nice to know you're finally speaking to me like I'm your brother. Just wanting to wash the car. On the lawn not on the drive, which will just produce mud. This way the grass gets a water also."
"So not an idiot, just a Dag."
"Watch I don't wash you also," he said as he grabbed the hose and turned it on.
"Don't you dare? I have a book."
After a pretend splash my way, he put the hose down and disappeared into the laundry. He returned with a bucket of sudsy water and a big sponge.
I buried my head back in the book. But it was distracting, my buck naked Brother and lover, prancing around washing Daisy's sexy curves. At times his penis and balls looked like they were contributing to the wash.
"Crap there are a lot of bugs splattered on here." Jack observed. "Bloody hard to get off as I don't want to scratch the Perspex. It's looking old as it is."
Jack washed and I watched. I so enjoyed ogling my Bro's sexy body I was getting moist again. I was lost in a daydream of flesh and feelings. Remembering fragments of our last twenty four hours. Fuck he was a stud, and I'm marrying him.
Fuck, Fucking, Fucked. Marry, Marrying, Married. I tried to decline the verb like we learnt in language classes. To marry was future. But in the question of the vows: do you marry? Marry was a point in time. An act like a fuck was an act. Was Marrying also that length of time, the process of getting married? Like fucking, I'm fucking my brother implies I'm still fucking, over many times. A process. We are fucking, is more in that moment of our actions, so long as his cock is imbedded in me. I'm fucked, being that happened and this is the consequence. But in the passive, I've been fucked. It happened to me. Where, 'Fuck me', was an invitation of a future fucking.
So while we were not technically married, we were in the process of marrying, in a funny sort of way. Yet we said we were married, when needed to cover our ambiguous status. In our minds I think we were married. So should I call him my husband or my fiancé? It was like the boyfriend, brother conundrum. All technically right. Just complicated. I think my mind just died.
You're obviously not reading Sister dearest. What do you say about a swim and a good fucking before tea?
"I think you read my mind hubby dearest."
He looked at me strange. He held out my hand and we walked, like Adam and Eve to the waters edge and took the plunge together. I like that metaphor.
"This is a bit like the Garden of Eden Jack. Naked and not ashamed and sexually free."
"Could be, but I think my mind is a bit polluted with all the porn I've been exposed to over the years."
"So not, not ashamed?"
"Or Guilt free? Remember I am still fucking my Sister."
"And I my Brother. But will we get kicked out of the metaphorical garden."
I knelt and slipped my breasts around his growing hardness.
"You know when Grandpa said Congratulations? Did that mean he knew, as in knew it was more than just a balloon flight?"
"Or worse," Jack noted. "Playing God by putting us together to see if we can resist temptation."
"Fuck we failed then, " as I added my tongue to his cock.
"But did we in fact pass. I don't think fail goes with congratulations. But more like likely, he is just old and happy we are getting along well and completing the task."
"I guess we will find out on the farm." I slurped his cock deep into my throat.
Before he came, and I could tell he was close, Jack grabbed me. He lifted me onto the pool edge and buried his head in my labia. Soon I was cumming. Once I settled, he picked me up and slid my body down into the water and onto his waiting cock.
I adjusted him into position and in no time he was bottomed out. Or was it I that bottomed out? Then he took me. There was water spouting with each thrust. I was almost weightless he pulled me into the centre of the pool and grunted one word.
"Float."
He had my hips and I gave myself to the water, trusting I could float while his thick hardness pumped away. He fucked me toward the shallow end so he was standing, cock clear of the water. Suddenly he had better control, one hand supporting my hips the other cruised my sex spots in caresses
"Shit cumming again. Fuck me Bro, Fuck me."
My screams frightened a flock of cockatoos that were feasting on the pines behind the house. Their screeching all but drowned out Jacks cry of fulfilment as his body spasmed in release.
Pump after pump of freshly minted cum filled my pussy. Then Jack repeated his word.
"Float." He pulled out and floated next to me.
I sank because my body was still spasming in Climax, but once it stopped I floated again.
We floated together and lightly took each others fingers as we relaxed on our sea of love.
"Does it ever get any better that this Sophie darling?"
"I don't care if it does or doesn't, so long as we can have this. This is heaven."
Later we were sitting on the deck chairs when Jack suggested.
"I think we should have Thai for tea. "
"So long as we can order it in. I don't want to go out tonight."
He trotted in to get the menu and gave it to me.
"The problem with Asian food is always choosing what goes with what and how much we need?" I commented.
"There was a banquet for two option."
"But I doubt they deliver it."
"Well I can ask? It would take out the guessing."
Jack rang and they did, it was an hour twenty minute wait. Again they knew the house.
"Sophie, how about you wear that new string bikini. If it's a young delivery guy I want to see his eyes pop."
"Are you trying to show me off?"
Jack snickered, "Maybe it's more, see what I'm banging, dream on delivery person."
"And if it's a girl?"
"I'll wear my budgies."
"Be careful bro or I'll buy you a mankini!"
"What's a mankini?"
"Look it up."
"Doing so now. Shit, crap no."
We changed into our swimmers and I set the table. Well cleared it and put out some glasses.
"How about we ring Jan now? She will love that I'm actually wearing this. "
"It will give Ben a moment I'm sure, but why not. "
Jan picked up the video call straight away. I held the phone at arms length so she could see.
She squealed. "My God you're wearing it. How was Jacks response?"
"He fucked me."She squealed again. "We are on speaker Jan and Jack's here. "
"Hi Jan, get Ben on as well. We want to talk to you both about something."
We could hear Jan calling out to Ben.
"He's just come out of the shower and grabbed a beer."
He came into frame with a towel around his waist. He raised his beer.
"I think I heard congratulation are in order. Join the club buddy."
"Club?"
"The we love our sister and fuck her silly club."
"He is certainly doing that." I added.
"So news when did it all go down."
"Well the fucking only yesterday. "
"What!"
"And the engagement, yesterday."
"And the planning to fuck weeks ago, just we had to sort some stuff like contraception first." Jack added.
"Also I wanted Jack to propose before we went the whole hog. " I flashed my engagement ring. Jan Squealed again.
"I just sent a video to the chat." Jack said.
"You proposed on a Hot Air Ballon! You got class Jack."
"And a rich Grandpa."Jack added.
"Wow we have a lot to catch up on when you get back."
"Well that's the thing, we are hoping we can do it sooner. "
"Sophie needs you Jan to do some wedding planning."
Another squeal.
"Yes we want to invite you to the wedding and be our witnesses. So we are wondering if you can come up to, where was it Jack?"
"Blackheath, to stay with us then the wedding at the Hydro Majestic. That's if you can get off the farm."
"You say when and we'll be there? Mum and Dad won't mind looking after the farm for a week." Ben added excitement in his voice.
"Is ten days time too soon? That's if I can find us an air B&B house that is."
"Yep, " said Ben, "I have one meeting I can postpone, the harvest is a month off so it's a good time."
Jan was squealed again. "I just calculated it's been less than a month. Well done girlfriend. How long was it for you Ben?"
Ben groaned, "Don't rub it in, six years."
"Really Ben."Jack said, "I didn't take you as one who was slow. By the way I've only just found out you're Jan's Brother. So I sort of get it."
"Well in my defence for the first four years I thought my sister was just being an annoying little sister. How long did it take you to think of Sophie like that?"
"Well I jacked off to the thought the first night I met her. But then I didn't grow up with my sister or know I had one to be annoyed by. It was love at first sight."
"Well we have a few tales to tell then."
"Our food will be here soon guys. So pleased you can make it. Jack will get you the dates and directions as soon as we know."
"Yeah, look travel in Daisy is so unpredictable, I'll book a place and if we are delayed you can have it to yourself until we arrive. It's all on us by the way. Or Grandpa actually. "
"Sounds fantastic, it could be a second honeymoon for us also. " Ben added.
We said our goodbyes. I sat lost in thought, well planning actually. I will need a white dress. Jan can help me with that. If we have their car available we can easily travel to find one.



I looked up. Jack was writing something on the fridge.
"I hope that comes off?"
"Don't worry it's a whiteboard marker."
He was doing that score type graphics of strokes. I came up behind him.
"What are you doing, obviously scoring something?"
He giggled. "I'm trying to work out whether the time before we went to sleep counts or only the time after, was it once or twice."
"Are you scoring how much we have had sex?"
"Only counting the times, today I'm loosing track."
"So we have done it five times today?"
"Or six if it's my penis in you that counts even if we didn't cum."
"That many times, your a machine Jack. So do we only count when you cum?"
"Yeah I guess so."
"But I've cum way more than that.
"Should we start a column for you?"
"Shit I would have lost count? And does it count oral? I mean you often make me cum before you get it in there."
"Mm that complicates it. But then it makes me prouder."
"Maybe I should cut notches in your dick Jack!" I tickled him playfully, reaching for the cutlery draw. "That's such a male perspective. Or should I say fixation?"
He retaliated by tickling me. My boobs had great trouble staying in their triangles and Jack started to grow a bit. The budgie looked stuffed tight. Just then there was a knock on the door.
I answered it as Jack had pushed me forward. There stood a little old Asian lady. I could hear Jack busting hard not to laugh in the background.
"You order Thai?"
"Yes." I said.
"I set up for you, show you what there is."
She bustled past and went to the dining table. Where she started unpacking multiple dishes.
"I pick up plates tomorrow. You leave on Verandah. You can't have banquet served in plastic." She explained.
"Wow this is great." Jack said. He was standing discretely behind the kitchen island bench. He looked like he might have been caught nude.
The lady looked at us both in turn, quizzically. I could see her thinking. She explained the dishes, and suggested order.
"Put desert in fridge." she said handing Jack two plates. Then she looked at me.
"I see you are Brother and Sister, no?"
I was stunned. Her eyes were knowing.
"How did you know?"
"Same nose, also alike in embarrassment."
I nodded.
"You Fuck each other, yes! I see you walk. Just new to lovemaking. Fuck a lot."
Her eyes went misty and for a moment she was somewhere else.
Jack and I stared at each other. Like how did she know? Guess were we that alike? I could see the questions race through his mind, as they did mine.
Then she said." My brother and I fucked a lot." She giggled, almost becoming a young girl. "We like rabbits...... I'm sorry, I shock you."
"Maybe yes! what happened? Are you still together.?"
"No he was killed." She said matter a factly. "We were trying to escape Vietnam. We Vietnamese not Thai, but restaurant always been Thai, so we cook Thai style.
"We tried to escape on boat, but he got bullet as we left the beach. Last I saw he was floating in water. He was shielding our kids. We come here."
"Did the kids live?"
"Yes, they back at restaurant, cook this."
I gave her a hug. It was strange, almost like hugging a grandma I never had.
"I'm sorry, unprofessional, but you remind me."
"How old are your kids now?"
"Nearly fifty," she laughed. "Tell you a secret, they don't know I know. They fuck each other. But don't love each other like you do, or I love my Brother. Just brother and sister with benefits, as they say these days.
"I keep your secret. I keep many secrets," she said. "They don't know their father was my brother. I must go. It get cold."
I hugged her again and led her to the door. I could see the tears of remembrance in her eyes. As soon as she left I fled into my brothers arms. I was crying and shaking.
"How awful, you could see how the memories flooded back."
Jack held me. "You know I would take a bullet for you too?"
"I know, but for now we have each other. Let's celebrate that."
"With this fine food. Served by a fine lady." Jack started dishing out some rice.
"I thought she was being nosy at first." I said.
"Yes I did too. But I think she was being brave."
"Something in us triggered in her."
"But they were happy memories of love first."
Jack poured the white wine.
"A toast, to the little old lady, and may we never forget the love we share, and treasure it, as she has treasured her's all these years."
We feasted. Our conversation centred around how much we did and didn't look alike?
"Maybe it's because we are brother and sister lovers, that we notice the same in others." Jack observed.
"Like pickup the vibe. The incest vibe."
"Maybe, she certainly picked up our vibe."
"And we have picked it up in others. I'm feeling a bit melancholy after that. Can we just cuddle in front of a good movie tonight?"
"Sure, I think I need it to be a romantic comedy though Sophie. And I won't promise we don't end up making love before we sleep."
"What about Sweet Home Alabama?"
"I don't think I've seen it."
"Never grew up with your sister I can tell."
Jack put the left over food in containers in the fridge. The lady had left some takeaway containers for just that. Then he put the dishes in the dishwasher and set it going. Meanwhile I found the movie and set it up.
We snuggled in our swimmers right through the movie. Not that the swimmers stopped Jack's hands much.
"I liked that." Jack said when it finished. "Though how come he didn't get hit by lightning?"
"Well he did in the directors cut. They bought his dead body back. I'm glad they didn't actually finish it that way."
"Yes it would be like the Vietnamese Lady loosing her brother and lover just at the moment they were escaping. That was a tragedy. But then here she is, surviving, even if misty eyed with memories, with their two kids."
"Did you hear how she wished they loved each other?"
" Yes, it's like their love would bring her loss back in love, but it hasn't. They just fuck."
"Maybe that's what she saw in us. The love she had for her brother."
"Maybe. We should dine there before we go."
"Yes let's."
"I'm still very melancholy. Make gentle love to me Jack? Let me know your deep love."
We prepared for bed, then prepared to love.
Unlike the day, the love shared was very gentle and deeply involving. Once my brother had entered me, we barely separated, apart from the movements and thrusts of our hips. We spent what must have been over half an hour making love. I came quietly many times. Our kisses and caresses eventually bought my brother to his climax. He filled me with his seed. But more importantly, he filled my heart with his tender love till it overflowed.
Once again we found ourselves holding each other as we did as babies.
"I love you Jack."
"With all my heart Sophie."
..............................
Again thank you for your comments and support. They certainly inspire me to keep writing and often contribute to the direction of the work when you say what you love about the work.
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........................ Journey to Love Pt. 14
Journeys are discovering what is within and what should be withheld......... Sophie.......... There it was, rampant, poking straight up from my naked Brother's body. The sunrise light beam through the window danced over his glans and down his shaft, warming it for me. He was sleeping. He was obviously having an erotic dream.
I was still quite sore from yesterday, so I reached for the aloe vera cream and prepared my passage.
So as not to wake Jack yet, I walked around the bed and carefully planted myself on his penis. Now I was bathed in the warmth of the sunlight while internally, his hot sex organ stretched me once again. Slowly, I ground on him. Building up my need to fuck my Brother harder.
Fuck this was hot. He was in that state of dreaming where his mind was working, but his body was still paralysed by the drugs of sleep. The ones that stop you from acting out your dreams in your sleep. I was doing the acting out for him.
Gradually, I felt his state of consciousness alter as he began to thrust with me. He groaned, and as his eyes started to open, I met his mouth in a kiss.
"Morning, sleepyhead."
"Oh god, wow, wait, what?"
The reality and the dream blended.
"Shit, Sophie, I thought I was fucking... Never mind."
"Who, Jack?"
"No," he thrust up harder. "It was just a dream."
I took his nipples in my fingertips and giggled in delight as I began to squeeze them hard.
"Who?"
"Ok, I give. I don't know her name."
By now, we were both humping each other hard in lust.
"I truly don't; that chick in the movie, sweet..."
"Oh, Reece!"
"No, Melanie, not the actress, the character. I don't give a shit about actors. It's the characters that get to me."
"What were you doing in the dream?
"We were out in the lightning storm. Except the beach was covered in hay. And I had my rod in the air tempting lightning, but then she impaled herself on me. I was waiting for the lightning to strike so I could cum. I wanted that thrill again."
Jack was now holding my hips and pushing me up, and thrusting me down hard on his penis.
"But then it was you, and we were in the haystack, but this time we were actually fucking. But I still couldn't cum. Something was holding me back".
He took my breasts; I could see the desperation in his eyes.
"Maybe you needed my permission, Jack," I whispered. "Cum for me; fill me with your seed; I want your cum."
His eyes rolled back, and his final thrust of climax raised me up, and he blasted his sweet juices into my pussy.
I came with him, then wickedly jumped off and swung my legs over his head and plastered his lips into my pulsing climaxing labia.
I took his still pulsing penis and swallowed him into my mouth, and took him deep. Taking and sucking the remnant of his sperm into my stomach. At the same time, I could feel his tongue scooping the same sperm from my vagina. His mouth clamped down on my clitoris, and I came again, growling and gasping on his firm flesh.
He pushed me off him and leant over me. He dribbled remnant sperm and spit into my mouth.
"Enough, baby sister. Lightning defiantly turned my guts to glass." Then he giggled.
We rolled and giggled back and forth on the bed. He slapped my butt and bolted for the door.
"Last one in's a rotten egg."
I chased after him but caught him because he was not running, and I was.
I pushed him into the pool but beat him into the water as he toppled on the edge, trying to stop himself from falling.
We played dunkems and then tunnels, followed by piggybacks and shoulder rides. It was like the pool was our childhood. It contained the memories we never shared as kids, but it sent us straight back into childhood.
After our swim, Jacked cooked us bacon, eggs, avocado, and juice for breakfast. I came up behind him. He had on the apron I wore yesterday, but it didn't even cover his dick. I cuddled into his naked butt.
"I forgot to ask, where did all the food come from?"
"Oh, I asked the house owners to stock up on food for us before we arrived. I placed a pick-and-collect order from the supermarket. One in Orange at their suggestion."
"Smart thinking bro. I wouldn't have even thought of that."
"I think it comes from fending for myself in life. Sometimes, I even had to feed myself. I always had a stash of food somewhere I could raid. Mainly two-minute noodles and Mac cheese, mind you, but it kept me going when occasionally I was forgotten about."
"That's terrible."
"Mostly, they didn't mean to. It was more the elderly relatives who didn't eat much themselves and had forgotten how much a growing boy needs. But I liked the independence at those times. Dad always made sure I had money. He also trusted me not to spend it on sweets and things."
"So, what did you do with your time?"
"That depended on where I was. If in a town or city, I would explore the streets a bit. But mainly, I was stuck in my room. But if I were on a farm, I would be free to do a lot more. Sometimes, I would help out if there was something happening.
"Other times, play in the shearing shed or muck around at the dam. Sometimes I would make some money for myself by shovelling sheep shit from under the shed into bags to sell at the farm gate. I always had to wash under the tap before I was allowed in.
"Other times, I would go skinny dipping in a dam. But the best fun was catching yabbies. I had an old five-gallon drum I would boil up on a small fire near the dam and cook them fresh. Much better tucker than instant noodles."
We had finished our breakfast and were chatting on the deck chairs.
"Jack, do you think you can teach me?"
"What?"
"To catch Yabbies, there's a dam over there. Do you think they have them in it?"
"Sure too, but we need to sunscreen up, and I suggest old shorts and a T-shirt. "
"Why not skinny dipping?"
"It's fun in a pool, but the bottom of dams are muddy, and the yabbies do like toes. That is if you stay still long enough. Also, because it's muddy, you can fall on your butt, so better to have some protection."
Jack was up and about gathering things needed. He found a ball of thick string in a draw. And a big bucket from the laundry.
"If we are lucky, we can get enough to feed our guests when they arrive. Can you find the biggest saucepan and fill it, then put it on the stove?"
"Do you want me to heat it up?"
"Not yet." Jack was cutting two slabs of meat from a thick steak.
"Scotch fillet for yabbie. Fair swap. These boys will think it's Christmas."
"Don't we need spare bait?"
"The idea is not to let them eat it. You'll see."
We put on runners to trek across to the dam. Dame, my brother, looked fine with his shirtless, bronzed body. He was so hot in his footy shorts. The dam was about half full. One patch was quite muddy on the shallow end.
"We want to be where we don't cast a shadow." He half-filled the bucket with dam water.
"Okay, cast off, not too far. Jack had found some sticks on the way, which he pushed into the mud and tied the other end of the string to them.
"Now we wait."
"Don't we hold the string to see if they bite?"
"No, it's not like fishing. We want them to get their claws into it and start feasting."
"Look, the sting's moving."
"Yep, there are yabbies here."
"Can I check?"
"Patience."
After five minutes, Jack hopped off his haunches.
"Now, watch me. Stand back."
Slowly, he pulled the string to the bank. It became clear that some Yabbies were attached. Slowly, slowly, until they were right in the shallow water. Carefully, he put his hand behind them and, quick as lightning, scooped the yabbies and water onto the bank.
He hopped up to grab the flapping creatures, who looked keen to get back to the water. They were two big ones, each with a massive pincer warding off the air.
Again, with deft movement, he moved from behind and grabbed its back shell near the head. He did the same with the other hand and stood proudly holding two decent-sized Yabbies.
"Let me take a photo, Jack."
"It's in my pocket."
He held the creatures high over his head as I deliberately reached into the wrong pocket.
"Oops, wrong creature, and I rubbed my prize."
"Careful, I don't drop these, my cheeky sister."
I squealed as he moved the snapping pincers toward me. I quickly grabbed the phone and snapped a few images.
"Well, Jack, I won't starve if I'm with you."
He put them in the bucket and flipped the bait back into the water.
"We just need to keep an eye on them. Sometimes, they will crawl out. It's more likely, though, once we have a few. They use each other as stepladders. Okay, yours now, Sophie."
Gingerly, I pulled my string to the bank. Yes, there were also a few yabbies clinging to the meat. I was scared, as those nippers looked big. Trying to emulate Jack's stealth, I moved my hand behind and went to scoop the group, but I hesitated a second and did a half-arsed scoop.
Expectantly, I looked at the bank. No big one, just a small one looking lost.
"Don't worry, Sophie, it's a good size to practice picking up."
Even with this one, the claw looked dangerous, and I had a few false attempts before picking it up and holding it high. Jack was there with the phone camera rolling.
"Well done, try again. Put that one back."
Jack repeated his performance and scored a monster this time. He then let a few little ones find their own way back to the water.
"Next time, Sis, bring them a little closer and be faster. Don't think it, do."
Wow, I pulled mine in, and sure enough, a few big ones were attached.
"Slowly, slowly. Like you're trying to splash my face in the pool with a surprise attack. Take as much water as you can with them."
I bit my lip and struck. Three Yabbies sailed through the air and landed on the bank.
"That's it. Well done. Ok, now the hard bit."
I approached one. He was not happy, his nipper striking out.
"Use one hand as a decoy and grab with the other."
"Wow, I did it!" I yelled and quickly dropped it in the bucket.
"Quick, the others are getting away. Help me, Jack."
"Oh no, you have not caught them until they are in the bucket. These are yours."
"Jack, meany!"
I grabbed the second one and safely put it away. I could see the third nearly at the water. I squealed and chased it. I grabbed it as it entered the water. Just before it had a chance to swim, I toppled over and fell backwards into the dam, right in the mud.
Jack was killing himself laughing, but he also had the camera out. I held up the Yabbie, its claws only narrowly missing me.
"Jack, how do I get up? Are you filming that, you bastard."
I flung the yabbie at him. It was a reflex cricket catch, but it was no cricket ball.
"Ow fuck he's got me."
He raced to the bucket and shook the claw free, then sucked his finger.
"Good catch, Bro, but does that count as a dropped catch?"
I hopped up and was covered in mud. When I went to step out, I left a runner behind.
"Fuck it's in the mud somewhere."
I felt around until I found it and pulled it out. I threw the muddy runner at a laughing Jack.
"Jack the lines, your turn."
For the next ten minutes, Jack was busy pulling in the critters.
"Ok, that's enough for a good feed. This dam has not been Yabbied for a while by the size of these beauties."
I was crouching at the water's edge, trying to wash me and my shoes. Yep, you guessed it. I scooped some mud and flung it at Jack. I hit him directly on his chest. Splat! I giggled.
"That's it, mud war." He cried.
He flipped his shoes off and joined me but took the strategic position where the shallow end had more mud.
It was on. Mud flew everywhere. He was onto a good source, so I braved his barrage and tackled him into the mud. It only took a few minutes of rolling, and we were covered head to foot.
I stood, and my mud-encrusted shirt clung to my skin. My boobies were very prominent.
"Fuck it!" I said, pulling my mud-heavy T-shirt over my head.
My breasts looked entirely white amid the mud. I saw the gleam in Jack's eye as he approached me with two handfuls of mud.
I glared as if to say don't you dare. But he did, as I actually hoped he would. He massaged that mud right into my tits and surrounds.
"You pay a fortune for this at a health spa, darling."
Then we cuddled and squirmed. We went to kiss, but the mud on our faces put a stop to that idea.
Instead, we looked into each other's eyes. Desire rose quickly. We both knew we wanted to fuck, but the mud was no place for that.
"Let's get these beauties back before they escape and walk off."
We slipped on our muddy, gritty runners and trudged back, arm in arm, giggling.
"Over here, Sophie, away from the Car."
He pulled the hose around the side, and I turned it on. As I turned the corner, I was met with a full spray of water.
"Hey!"
We continued our water fight with the hose. It was not really a fight, more play to get the mud off. Our shorts appeared on our bodies through the mud.
I had the hose and stuffed the end down his shorts directly onto his dick. Jack got the hint and dropped his daks. He rotated as I washed his genitals and butt crack.
He took the hose from me, and I did the same. My nudity turned blond under the water.
"I think we can hit the shower now. Jack. We need soap."
I grabbed a towel each from the pool fence, and we towel-walked our way to the bathroom. Soon, we were lost in the luxury of hot water and soap.
My hair was a muddy mess still.
"Wash my hair, Jack?"
I knelt, and he moved to my front so his cock was basically in my face. I took him in. He was still quite limp. I felt the shampoo trickle onto my scalp. His fingers worked their magic while his cock grew in my mouth.
"Keep your mouth closed Sophie you don't want to suck in shampoo."
"Bastard" I groaned with my mouth full and getting fuller.
I worked my tongue around his head and along his shaft. He took the moveable shower piece and rinsed me off. I was now flowing with my own needs.
I pulled off his cock, and forced him to his knees. His mouth attacked my centre and I washed his much shorter hair with the shampoo.
"Fuck," he groaned, "shampoo."
"Suck it up, lover," I said as I held his face in place.
Clean I let him stand and he buried his face in the shower head, spitting out shampoo.
Then he picked me up and slammed me into the tiles of the shower wall. His cock quickly found its home and he was fucking me hard.
"Fuck I've wanted to do this since Wagga," he grunted, thrusting into me. My passion matched his and I latched onto his neck with my mouth, as I groaned in ecstasy. He dropped my leg to the floor and held my other one in the crook of his arms.
I reached a hand down and hit my clit which was protruding hard.
"Cumming" I cried and he rode my back into the tiles.
When I stopped climaxing, he turned me around and took me from behind. I was bent double as he pounded into me.
"Yes, fuck yes' keep going Jack."
It was hard to stand and soon we both slumped to the floor, Jack reentered missionary style and thrust away while the shower rained down upon his back.
"Cumming my sexy sister!" He screamed as he blasted everything he had into my depths.
Jack moved off me and pulled me into a seated cuddle. We were content to sit there in the spray, letting the feelings and memories of that hot session imprint themselves on our psyche.
"Time to move he whispered, our friends will be here soon."
We dried each other and changed into our swimmers. I proudly put on the Peacock Bikini.
"I need to attend to the yabbies. I think our clothes need a wash. But word to the wise we will never get the mud stain out. Put our runners in as well. We may need to get new ones, if these don't scrub up."
We had a light lunch while we waited for Belinda and James to arrive.
....... Jack..........
They arrived on schedule and Sophie rushed out to greet them. I think she was missing female company.
I followed behind and observed the interaction.
"You have it on, fantastic. You look as hot as you did last week." Belinda exclaimed excitedly.
"I had better change into mine straight away, so I can redirect James's gaze."
James was grinning ear to ear.
"Hi, I'm James."
"Jack." I shook his hand.
"You have no idea how much your wife transformed our town's pool culture."
"Well I know how much she has transformed me, so I guess it's a fantastic change."
"It is." The girls disappeared inside. "Where is the amazing car? I've only seen pictures."
"It's out the back, I took it to the lawn to wash it."
"Great move, I'll need a clean windscreen."
We went out to the pool area. Daisy was sitting neatly dressed in her yellow on the green lawn.
"Wow, that's amazing," James said as he strolled around it. "No wonder it gets hot in there."
"Bloody hot."
"Leave the lid down Jack, I want to get a thermometer to take its temperature before I start. I can certainly do some things to make it cooler. Come and give us a hand."
"Good idea, work first, relax later."
"Don't tell the girls that, I think it will be all relaxing for them."
We came back with a bit of gear. We did a second load. James put a digital thermometer on the dash and we watched it climb.
"The problem with these canopies is they were designed for visibility. And if on aircraft it was the cold that was the problem." James said.
"I read somewhere that they may not have been used on actual aircraft."
"But then the manufacturer had the right gear to manufacture them so it's probably a moot point. But that doesn't matter, I have a few things that will cool it down."
We discussed the ideas and got to work.
"Ok before we do this I want to polish the Perspex, it's quite marked and it will take the tinting better when we do."
He took out two polishing units and we got to work. We had to cut it back quite deeply.
"Holly shit! "James said. He nearly dropped his tool. "Fuck that hot."
I looked up to see my Sister and Belinda wearing the same bikini.
"Fuck," I groaned, "I'm with you James."
Now I was used to Sophie in her peacock bikini but to see another beauty in one also was wow. The girls did a bit of a model for us, turning to show that two ripe bums were better than one.
Belinda was taller than my Sister by fifteen centimetres, maybe her boobs were the same size but looked smaller on a larger frame. Sophie had lost her early tan lines but Belinda sported pale boobs and a distinctive line from her old modest swimsuit. Same with her bum.
"Bel we're trying to work here."
The girls came up to us. Fortunately, each to their appropriate partners and draped themselves on us.
"Can't take the heat fellas?"
"Fuck' Sophie darling, we are trying to reduce the heat of Daisy. Come any closer and you'll blow the thermometer."
The girls draped themselves on the car.
"Photo Jack," Sophie demanded.
I think it was the price of owning a good phone. Not that I was complaining. I got to take the very erotic pictures. I grabbed a few.
"I think it might be better once we are finished."
"Okay'" they said in unison and sauntered over to the pool. They held hands and jumped in. Turning, they stood up and revealed their boobs were loose in the home paddock.
"Fuck!" we groaned.
"I hope you don't mind us looking at the wrong girls' boobs here ladies?" James gasped.
"Yeah," I said, "my eyes don't come programmed with anything else. I think we had better get back to it or we will end up not being able to see out of Daisy again."



We picked up tools and got back to it. I noticed we both had chubbies. Fortunately, the work distracted the blood flow.
We went through a few grades of polish compound and suddenly Daisy's canopy was sparkling and clear like I'd never seen it. We did the headlamps at the same time. These were glass but they buffed up just as well.
I stood back and we took some photos.
"Now for the tint. We have a new product that will take the curves well. What we do is give the Perspex an electric charge. The material forms an airtight layer. But we need to protect the bits we don't want to be tinted, like windscreen and back window.
That done he layered the film lattice over the Perspex and with a heat gun it formed down. Finally, he gave me a set of protective glasses and yelled to the girls to not look this way until we were done. Then he passed an intense ultraviolet light over the surface. This glued and bonded the layer.
"Ok one layer done, now the second."
This was a thermal reflective layer. It went on easily, and finally a clear protective layer.
Before we started the temperature was sitting at sixty-two degrees C. We opened the canopy to let the heat out. James grabbed the hose and cooled down the Perspex. Daisy had tan lines, clear at the front and back but a beautiful bronzed surface. We closed her up again.
"Swim to cool off," James suggested.
We stripped off our T-shirts and raced to the water. The girls had abandoned the pool for the deckchairs. We splashed around a bit but then got straight back to it.
Back at Daisy, the thermometer was noticeably cooler, now only thirty-nine degrees.
"Wow, that makes a difference. What's it like from the inside?"
I hopped in, and James sat in the back. Yep, the vision was still good but nowhere near as glaring. And much much cooler.
"How about a spin?"
"Absolutely."
So I fired it up and we took off over the grass around the pool, waving, and out the side gate. I took James down to the main road and back.
When we get the last part done, James, I'll get you to drive. It's easy really. So long as you don't force the corners and tilt her over.
We returned to the tools and began installing a new solar panel system on the middle of the roof. Again it was flexible and took the curve with beaded side rails to slide it in and out. This had the effect of giving us a hard top. Plus the shade from it. We could pull it out when we wanted the extra vision above us. Our inverter was a good one and we didn't need to change that.
"All done. Swim?" James announced.
"I think the girls should join us." I winked.
We approached the girls and lifted them squirming from the chairs, then threw them in the water. We followed behind. We spent a great thirty minutes enjoying the pool with other people. The game of Marco Polo was much better with four. The problem with two girls wearing the same bikinis it was easy to mistake who was who. Both girls got a few inappropriate grabs from the wrong husband. Oops!
"I hope you guys like fresh Yabbies?" Sophie asked.
"Absolutely," James confirmed.
Well, we caught some before you came. So I say let the feast begin." I added. "But I owe James a drive of Daisy. So let's do that first."
We hopped out of the pool and we grabbed our thongs to protect our feet. ( in Australia Thongs are the name of footwear, often called flip-flops elsewhere, the bikinis the girls wore could almost be called a thong, but most Aussies can tell the difference.)
James did a lap or two of the drive and we went down to the road and back.
"This thing just be frightening on the highway?" James commented. "And fuck the suspension is shocking."
"It's why we take the backroads. The problem of upgrading seats is not only losing the original look but the extra weight is always a problem."
"I can see that, I doubt they make seats small enough either."
"Well, there is an end goal for the trip. So we grin and have fun on the way."
As we pulled up at the house James's work truck was parked. I noticed his business logo plastered on it.
"Say James how about you park near your truck and we take some photos of your work that you can use for publicity. Something like - if we can make a Messerschmitt cooler, your car will be no challenge."
"That would be great."
So we soon set up a photoshoot.
Belinda came over and dropped herself on Daisy.
"This is one sexy car, it needs a model."
"Or two!" Sophie squealed.
Instantly the girls went into a range of sexy poses. Both our camera phones got a workout. We were seeing double. It included some scanty butt photos and tit-to-tit bikini shots.
"I reckon I could make a work calendar out of these."
I looked at Sophie and she nodded.
"Go for it James, the least we can do for the help you've given us."
I took some of James and Belinda in front of Daisy and their logo.
"Make that December, thanking your customers for the year."
"Ok, one more," Belinda said. "In celebration of the bikini revolution." She undid her bikini top and waved it above her head.
"Oh yes." Sophie cried as she removed hers.
James and I looked at each other and shrugged,
"Why not?"
"So long as you don't mind it going in my Spank Bank," I added.
James grinned, "It's in mine already. But not for the calendar. "
"I agree. But fuck that's hot."
The girls put their girls away.
"Ok guys, time for food."
"If they can walk with those stiffies." Sophie giggled.
We got busy, the girls set out the dips and finger food while James and I dealt with the live yabbies.
I had found some malt vinegar in the cupboard earlier and Sophie picked some lemons from the lemon tree. James took the first batch out.
Sophie came up behind me as I was putting a live yabby into the boiling water.
"That's gross Jack. Poor yabbie."
"Well, it's actually the fastest and best death they can suffer, instant."
"I just came out to see how they had turned so orange. But I guess if I'm going to be a farm girl I'll need to deal with harder things."
"Well let's get stuck in, you need to decide if you actually like them."
I had changed their water a few times with clean fresh water, so I hope a lot of the muddy taste you get, when cooking them straight from the dam, will have been washed out. Getting the meat out of the claws is always hard with crayfish. There was only worthwhile meat in the larger claw and the tail. I found an old nutcracker that helped break these open.
"I like them Jack, but I think I'll leave the boiling to you. What I don't see I'll live with." Sophie said once we had finished them all. "How about we hit the jacuzzi before you go?"
"I'll get the beers." I volunteered and we all hit the warm bubbling water.
......... Sophie .........
"I wonder what colour humans turn in boiling water?" Belinda mused.
"Well, if we get the boys hot enough we might find out," Sophie suggested. "What better place to try that but in a jacuzzi."
The boys both went a shade of Red.
With four of us, it was cosy, although I think it seated eight. We sat opposite, in 'couples' seats. The jets ensured bubbles played with our genitals. I put a hand down and cupped Jack's junk. I giggled to myself. I've never called Jack's bits junk, and they were far from that for me.
I think Belinda might have been doing the same with James because he squirmed a bit and went redder.
I leant forward and gestured to Belinda to do the same. I whispered in her ear.
"I think we should sit on their laps."
"Good idea," she replied. "Let's try and synchronise things."
We sat down but it was clear we both had busy hands. The boys got redder.
James coughed.
"Are you ok James?" Jack enquired.
"I think so. Not used, to these bubbles.
"I could turn them off."
"Oh no!" James looked mortified.
I figured he was as hard as my Jack.
It only took a wink. Belinda and I stood together and then settled on their respective laps.
I now had Jack's cock firmly wedged between my bottom cheeks. I assumed Belinda did the same as she said.
"I can't seem to get comfortable," Belinda commented in a sexy voice. Then she put her hand down between them. I made an assumption and did the same, pulling my swimmers to the side.
"That's better Jack." The boys twigged and slipped a hand around our waists and started to assault our pussies.
"Well it's good for me" Jack said and held up his beer in the other hand.
Here's to Jacuzzis Jack." James replied and clicked bottles with him.
We just gave them a slow lap dance. Chatting at the time about some innocuous girl talk. We girls had left our beers on the edge, so I stood and turned around to face Jack and leant over him. I used my non-beer hand to untie and pull down his swimmers. Releasing his hard cock.
I turned to see Belinda do the same a few seconds behind me. But oops, if I was the same as her in the process, she had left her swimmers to the side and her butt hole and pussy lips were clearly on display. Then so must mine.
Jack and James choked on their beers. I'm sure we heard stereo fucks, issued under the boys' breaths.
Belinda and I looked at each other and leant forward. I told her what I saw.
"Oh shit," she giggled.
I was now flowing juices on the inside. I desperately wanted Jack's hard cock. Well, I got it. Jack had put his cock on an angle enough for me to impale myself on it as I sat. I groaned.
James looked at Jack quizzically. Jack nodded.
"I.. um... I think I should ask. Before we go on. Like um, are you two swinger? James asked.
I choked on my drink this time.
"Um God no. Well..." I looked at Jack. He shook his head. "No, that's a definite no."
Belinda added, "Neither are we but we have thought about it for a bit. But we don't think so."
"Ok I think that's settled," I said, "but now I need to ask, are you both ok if I have Jack buried in me at the moment?"
"Only if James hurries up and puts his in me. I think we cope with doing that." Belinda was obviously turned on.
She lifted up a bit and it was clear James followed suit.
"Oh yes!" Belinda groaned.
James and Jack grinned at each other. Then raised their beers.
"To the best wives ever?"
"I'll drink to that," Jack added.
We then got busy quietly fucking our men, underwater.
"Well I guess it's no secret," I said, "feel free to groan guys." I encouraged us all.
I was definitely the more adventurous of the two of us. Eventually, the boys started thrusting harder and faster and it was clear we were adding our waves to the bubbles. I turned and kissed Jack side on and Belinda mirrored me.
"Well, I guess we have all seen these boobs without bikinis," Jack said and he untied the string of mine. Now the girls were loose Jack attacked my nipples, way out in the open.
James followed suit and it was on for some solid lovemaking regardless of company. I turned around and straddled Jack, face to face, and put him back in. The water was a bit annoying and also drying out our natural juices. So Jack lifted me and started fucking me in the open. He put me on the edge. I had a clear view of our friends as I was now facing them. God, it was hot. I knew at that moment I had a lot of voyeur in me. Jack was pumping hard and I saw James grimace and groaned cumming. That triggered Belinda's orgasm and thus mine. Jack who couldn't see heard three simultaneous orgasms and joined us.
Satiated we all collapsed into the water. And caught our breath.
"Um," James noted, "I hope you don't mind sperm in the Jacuzzi?"
"That and girl juices," I added.
"Fuck hadn't thought of that," Jack answered.
"Well, I can see sperm floating," Belinda observed.
Oh all, let's get decent and head to the pool to cool off. Still in sync Belinda and I did a quick underwater clean out of spunk before we stood with our bottoms intact. We did a quick hop out and scurried to the safety of the other water. James was clearly still hard. I think Jack might actually be bigger than him I thought to myself as we regained our composure.
"Well, that's never happened before," Belinda commented.
"For us neither. You guys looked hot, but I don't really want to go down the swingers path." I noted.
Belinda and James looked at each other.
"Mm, maybe we will one day, that was wild," James said.
"Well, I think we probably need to leave it at that. But I do hope we can get together some other time. But as friends." Belinda added.
"I think I owe you a ride in Daisy before you go, Belinda, the boys had their turn."
"Cool, but I'm not driving."
James and Jack made sure all the gear was put into the truck. Well, it was a Cab-ute affair. Belinda and I settled into Daisy and I took her for a ride.
"Wow, Belinda it's so much cooler in here. Thanks so much for lending us your James and his skills."
Belinda giggled. "He is pretty skilled, isn't he? In more ways than one."
"I noted, I have thoroughly enjoyed today. It's been so good to have a girl to chat and share with."
"Same here. You know I was so up for swapping just then."
"Well I'm sorry, but I was actually getting a bit Jealous of Jack looking at you. I was sort of glad he turned us around. So maybe not for us. But then I got off totally on watching you guys cum. So perhaps I shouldn't judge."
"Sophie, your Jack is built, in sure he is bigger than my James."
"I thought he might be." I giggled. "He certainly knows how to use it."
"I'm not jealous, James is very good with his cock and his tongue."
"Oh my God, I love Jack's tongue."
"Sophie, do you think guys talk about sex as openly as we do?"
"I don't think so. I'll ask Jack."
We pulled up back at the house. So our talk ceased.
"This thing is a bit like the 'cone of silence' from Get Smart." Belinda giggled.
"We thought the same thing."
We hoped out and Belinda retrieved her stuff from the house and we said our goodbyes. Jack and I cuddled as we watched them head down the driveway.
"Well, that was different Sophie. Are you okay?"
"Yes, I am, strangely, because I have you. How about we snuggle on the lounge and talk about it."
On the lounge, we were enjoying just holding each other. We still had our swimmers on.
"Jack I was glad you turned me around. I was getting jealous of your looking at them."
"I thought as much. It was hard not to look. But then I needed to be fucking you on stable ground."
"Except I got to see everything, looking over your shoulder. It was so hot."
"You didn't want to try swinging?"
"No, it's just in the moment it was real live 3D porn right next to us. Fuck that was exciting. I might not be into swinging, but I think I love being watched. I love someone watching us. Watching you take me. That you are my brother, it was even more exciting. A guilty pleasure that kept on giving."
"I still can't believe I'm fucking my incredibly sexy sister. It did spur me on to like, show off."
"Is that why you raised your Leg on the seat toward the end?"
"Probably."
"You should have seen James' and Belinda's eyes pop when you did that. It caused them both to climax."
We were quiet for a while. Just enjoying reliving the moment.
"You know Jack, Belinda thinks you're bigger than James. I think she seriously thought about riding you."
"How do you know that?"
"In the car, we talked. Can I ask you a question? Did you and James talk about sex at all?"
"God no."
"Not even after' while we were driving?"
"It's not something guys do Sophie. Shit, we rarely talk about that stuff."
"But I thought guys always bragged about their conquests."
"Only the shithead alpha males. Then none of us trust what they say. Most of that is bullshit, in an effort to maintain their alpha status. What, is it common for girls to swap notes?"
"Very, those of us who are virgins shut our mouths and listen in the hope to learn. Sure we can tell a slut from a genuine love encounter. But we do like to talk, no share, our deep stuff."
"Fuck guys never do."
"You know Belinda and I talked a lot about how I only just lost my virginity."
"What you told her we were siblings!"
"No, just that we were distant relatives that our old Grandpa was trying to get us together, via this trip."
"So how distant?"
"Of course, I was thinking of distance to Western Australia but I led her to believe I meant fourth cousins of something. I did tell her I never even knew you existed until the day before we left. So I think that sold her."
"True, who wouldn't know their own sister."
"You, smart arse."
"Remember I did know you existed, it was you who had no idea."
"Should we have Pizza again tonight? Maybe go into town tomorrow afternoon and have Thai."
"But maybe let's try not to freak out the delivery person."
We laughed.
While we waited Jack updated his Tally list on the Fridge.
"Do you realise it's only three times today, so far?"
"What are you afraid your stats will suffer?"
"Well, we did it seven times yesterday."
"That was a bit over the top, don't you think."
"Only if I'm over the top of you. I like you on top also."
"Very funny."
"Are you still sore?"
"I should be but strangely no. I think vaginas are built to take a beating."
"Well, it beats beating my own meat."
"Okay stud, but did you ever masturbate seven times in a day."
He took a while to think.
"No, never in fact. I think maybe my record was four. Which if you get the implication, you, my sister, are fucking hot. I have never been so turned on the whole time.
We started to get amorous on the lounge but there was a knock on the door.
I went to answer it. The delivery boy looked a bit disappointed. His eyes were scanning my shape anyway. Boy, he had to be at least my age.
"Thanks a lot." I smiled at him. "Sorry, no bikini today."
Well, that got him spluttering and red.
"Tell the other guy he just got lucky," I smirked.
He stumbled on the way back to the car.
He was opening his car door when I called to him.
"Hey, does this help?"
I lifted my top up revealing my naked breasts. Jack came up behind me and held them up. The guy went redder and drove off. His eyes were like saucers.
"I hope he doesn't have another pizza to deliver right now."
"Why Jack?"
"Well, it might have extra toppings."
"Do you want to put some on our pizza?"
"No. At least I don't think so. I think we will just eat."
As we ate, we got a phone call. It was Gerry from Balloons. Jack put it on speaker.
"Hi Gerry, good news I hope?" Jack greeted him. "Sophie's here too, we are on speaker."
"Terrific, tomorrow is a goer, but Jillian had a better idea. Tomorrow is Sunday but on Monday, the wind will take us over toward Orange. Mum and Dad want to do some shopping in town, so we can have a support vehicle there."
"I'm not getting it yet Gerry?"I said.
"Well the point is it's a longer trip, but if you want to, it means you can go shopping in the big smoke. We'll bring you back here when you're all done. Also, I won't charge you for the extended ride. We are both looking forward to travelling with guys our age."
"Sounds great, in that case maybe you can stay for tea here and enjoy the facilities some kind owners went to a lot of effort to make available."
"We would love that. I'm sure Jillian won't object. But word to the wise. She loves shopping."
I squealed in delight.
"I guess that answered it Jack."
"Sure does Gerry. We might have to find a pub and drown our sorrows."
"Ok, same deal' we will pick you up at the same time."
"How do you cope with these early starts Gerry?" I asked.
"Jillian's the early person, she gets me going."
My mouth dropped a bit at the double-meaning possibilities.
"Well in our case it tends to be Jack. Although not this morning." I giggled.
"Given you two just got engaged I don't think I'll think on that. See you Monday." He hung up.



"I hope you're not jumping to early conclusions sister of mine."
"I know, I have the possibilities of incest on my mind at the moment, for good reason."
"Yes, it does change the thinking lens. I found myself hoping James and Belinda were siblings."
"Jack, suppose, you know Gerry and Jillian were lovers and they had a spa with us, and we did what we did today?"
"Yes."
"Well, we would be watching a brother and sister do it. That would be hot."
"It would be and I just got hard, but wait on. That's what I mean by jumping to conclusions and fantasising. Like that's too far."
"I know but it's like we have something so special and secret. Sharing anything would be great."
"I get it. Maybe I want to watch next time too, but that doesn't make it right."
I looked down at Jack. His cock was hard as fuck.
Mm maybe, I thought to myself, I could get that topping on my last slice of pizza.
I ducked under the table and released my favourite attribute of Jack from his swimmers.
"Hey, I'm still eating here Minx."
"Go ahead, so am I," I said, as I slurped his hardness into my mouth.
"I think my new nickname for you is Minx. I can't use bratty sister when in public."
I giggled on his cock and nodded my head. Which brought his glands in contact with the rough part of my hard pallet.
"Fuck!"Jack groaned. "I liked that."
I nodded again. I left his cock high and dry and backed out. I could see the look of disappointment on Jack's face. Jack, who was eating two-thirds of the pizza, still had some slices to go. I grabbed my plate with my last slice and ducked down again to complete the task.
"Pizza and Penis, look who's greedy," Jack commented.
I took his cock in my hand.
"Are you complying Jack?" And squeezed him hard.
"No Minx, just excited."
I dipped his head in a saucy bit of my slice.
"Yum, BBQ penis." Then I licked his head clean.
Muffled groans were all I heard from the table above me. I started masturbating my brother. I had had some good practice at that. With occasional tongue action, I had him on the edge quickly.
"Tell me when Jack, I want sauce on my pizza."
"Oh Fuck, do you? Shit, bloody hell, get ready because cummmming. Shit."
I got some on my face but managed to aim him at my slice for the majority of spurts. Done, I licked him clean, then backed out to sit opposite him again. I had cum dripping off my face and a Pizza slice with extra... anchovies?... well they were swimmers, so fish of a sort.
Jack was in that, just cum stupor, but grinning ear to ear. I didn't hesitate to take a big bite of my spunk topping.
"Yum. For my tum."
Jack looked at me with sultry eyes, burning with love and desire. I could see the cogs turning I knew he was planning something. As he did he was fiddling with his final two slices. Slowly he stood and moved around to me.
"I love you little sister I really do."
He bent down and met me in a kiss, which I'm sure was still cum flavoured.
"Mm, I can't get quite enough of you, darling."
He pulled me up and turned me to face him. His hands moved to my butt and I felt him lifting me. I could feel the hardness return to his penis as it poked along my labia.
I wrapped my legs around his hips and slowly he walked me. Not to the bed, nor the closest wall, but around the table. I could feel him smile on my neck.
"What are you doing Jack?"
"I want some sister topping on my pizza," he growled in a low voice. God my lion was taking me again. Then he dumped my butt square onto the pizza slices he had left.
"Ohh," I giggled, "you really did mean a sister topping."
He pushed me back onto the table. Then took the other slice and smushed it into my pubic hairs and genitalia.
"My turn to feast."
He looked through my legs and I have to say, his handsome, sexy, face, and piercing eyes, sparkled with desire when he savoured the dish before him. Essentially I had a pizza bikini with the topping side down.
"Oh god, that's filthy, Jack, Sexy filthy."
I squirmed as the warm toppings made their way through my pubic hairs to my mons and labia. My butt had well and truly flattered the other piece. My mind wandered into thinking how he might clean that side up. Fuck. My juices, which were flowing from eating my cum pizza slice, travelled downward to join this bottom slice. The pizza was still in its cardboard box. If it could be called a box any more.
Then Jack proceeded to munch away on the top piece. He made short work of vacuuming up the crust and cheezy pieces of the meat lovers.
"Careful Jack, I don't want you chewing my little lips off as you go."
"Good point," he grinned.
"You are like a pig in mud big brother."
"Fuck yeh!" he grunted and snorted as he rubbed and muzzled his chin and mouth into me. There were still bits of pepperoni, beef and chicken plastered to me when he stood picked me up by the hips and flipped me over. I was now humping the box.
Jack continued to make animalistic noises as he used his mouth to peel the pizza crust from my bottom. It was not a fast process, licking and gathering the scraps squashed in place. Finally, down to sauce and stringy cheese, he parted my butt cheeks and licked the length of my crease. I think my juices from earlier were the more dominant fluids.
I lifted one knee onto the table, then the other, so I was in the downward dog position. This gave him unfettered access to my arsehole and my dripping pussy. I will just say his cleanup was surprising and thorough. I asked him later if he could taste my arse flavours. He chuckled and said no the pizza was too dominant. It was why he lingered.
I was so close to cumming but the novelty of the cleanup kept me on the edge. Once my nether region was clean, he removed the box and flipped me again. His face was covered in pizza sauce. He then attached my vagina and clit.
Make me cum Jack, please!
He inserted two fingers and crooked them upward to make them press from the other side of my clitoris which he was flicking with his tongue.
I screamed my climax at the top of my lungs. Then sprayed Jack full in the face with my juices. My convulsing vagina expelled his invading fingers. My whole body was convulsing. Jack was effectively washing his face with his hand as it rubbed the juices away from his eyes. Again I had a brief glimpse of Jack's surprised look as I passed into unconsciousness.
I woke up to Jack cradling me in the warm shower.
"I'm not sure if you were sleeping or actually out to it," Jack whispered to me as I came around. "But I was worried."
"Thanks, Jack, I love you. I'm not sure I can take many of those. But I feel safe in your care."
We kissed for a while then used soap to remove any pizza his tongue missed. Ooh, and my pussy juices that covered us both.
Dried, we settled into watching another movie. Later that night we went to bed and made quiet love. I didn't feel the need to cum. Jack did but he took me slowly and sensuously from behind as he spooned me. I was warm throughout wrapped in his love.
"I love you, Sophie," he whispered as he came. It was the quietest cum from him I had experienced. He shuddered his release and drained the last of his sperm for the day. Thank god he keeps making more I thought to myself.
"I love you, Jack," I whispered back to my already sleeping brother.
.......... Author's note: this has taken longer than intended. I think I wrote myself out getting to this point. I will continue but at a more leisurely pace. Please follow if you don't want to miss out on future postings. I hope to get one more part finished this week but I am going on holidays with family till May, so I am not sure if I will be able to write anything during this time.
To give a hint; no one in my life knows I write erotic literature and I want to keep it that way. I have enough guilt and shame in my life to not add to it. In a real way, this helps me get out of my mind, but also traps me in it.
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Now the damsel has been secured, a journey and quest always requires the hero to navigate the journey back home. In the mean time they take more time to indulge in their flights of fantasy.
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Jack
.......
We spent most of the next day swimming, punctuated by lovemaking. I had added three checks to my scorepad by mid-afternoon. I noticed I was lasting longer. Our sessions had stretched out to over thirty minutes. It was keeping me fit and I noticed my abs were getting more defined.
"Are we still on for Thai tonight, Sophie?"
"Definitely, I'm keen to at least see Canowindra. Not that I mind being shacked up with you."
"God I wished we were together for COVID isolation, but then we would have been too young to actually do anything."
"True, I was a bratty teenager through that. I gave Mum hell. So better you didn't know me then." Sophie confessed.
"One thing it taught us all is the need to get out and enjoy life, and enjoy the moment when we can. That's what I like about this trip. It's so full of amazing moments."
"Definitely, but I need a physical break from some of those moments. At least I don't want to spoil the fun by making our lovemaking just sex, morning to night.
"Are you saying the honeymoon is over?" I was a bit worried I might have overdone it.
"Got to be married first Big Brother."
"True."
"Just remember, that you are entering your sexual prime right now, so yes, you are a fucking machine. But then my prime will come when I'm thirty-five. I don't want to break you before then, or I may just start swinging."
"Shit I need to be careful. Fuck, just thinking of fifteen years at this pace. Maybe we will need to slow down. Umm, maybe next year."
Sophie giggled that cute giggle of hers.
"So back to tonight. Let's dress up a bit." I said.
"Good idea, but I don't have much."
"Point, I have some dressier jeans and a button-up shirt. But I don't know if my baby-making tackle will enjoy being squished into clothes again."
"Well, you can go commando."
"Ok, but don't turn me on."
"Challenge accepted."
"Minx."
It was daylight saving time, so we decided to get there by six, which meant we may have a chance of being home before dark, which was close to nine pm. The day was still very hot.
Driving in Daisy was wonderful. Well comparatively. So much cooler and you didn't feel so public.
"Jack, are you going to drive home as well?"
"Are you making me the designated driver?"
"Yep," she giggled, "besides it could be dark."
"I'll take that."
Canowindra was a cute old-fashioned town, it looked like it was from a western, but definitely pioneer Australian flavoured. The entry had plenty of billboards advertising it as the hot air ballooning capital of Australia. So luckily we didn't come through to town that first day. In a way, it's a pity we hadn't explored it when the shops were open.
We found the restaurant easily and parked out front. We were greeted by a middle-aged man. I guessed it was the son. We were taken to a quiet table for two. We were the only ones there. It was early for eating but I doubted there would be many customers in tonight.
The place was typical rural Australian in setup. Formica tables with tablecloths and scant decoration to make it look Thai. But we knew the food was wonderful.
Our waiter came back with menus, and as he started asking about drinks, we heard a squeal of delight from behind the bamboo curtain. Followed by a spiel of what I assumed was Vietnamese. The waiter looked at us.
"You know my mum?" His English was broad Australian.
"Yes, she delivered our food earlier in the week."
"I don't know what happened. But she was been very spritely since she came back."
"I think we reminded her of something," Sophie said.
By now she was nearly at our table. She dismissed her Son.
"I serve this wonderful couple." Her wave shooed him on his way.
"You come here. Thank you."
"The food was fantastic and we loved talking with you," Sophie said. She stood and gave the old lady a hug.
"Tonight, you have special food. I cook you Vietnamese style."
"Well, we will have whatever you think is the best. But," I changed my tone, "we will pay full price for it. We can afford it."
I could see her brain ticking. But eventually, she nodded.
"Do you like spicy?"
"Yes please," we both said.
"Very?"
"Well, maybe not Vietnamese very spicy." Sophie realised in time.
"Ok then, hot for you but not for me. I will do."
As the food came out we had snippets of conversation with her.
When she brought out the first dish, Sophie asked. "We don't know your name? This is my brother Jack and I am Sophie."
"Call me Toën." She giggled. "My son and daughter don't call me that. But my Brother did. His name is Hüng. "
She went wistful again. She giggled, "he well hung, as you say, my Hüng. All week I think of him, more than normal. My daughter thinks I have boyfriend."
As the meal progressed to dessert I invited her to pull up a chair and join us. Her son was sticking close, listening when possible.
"I say husband, but you know." She whispered. "Big ears son."
We nodded. She told us some of the story.
"My Husband worked with Australians during war. When we lost he had to hide. Our village, we don't know whose side folk on. Lot of fear.
"Husband hide in old Vietcong tunnel near our home. Dangerous, very dangerous. Booby traps in tunnels. I go take food to him in night. Dangerous, dark. We just have one candle at time.
"We get close, we get very close. In dark hold each other. He fall in love with me. I love him much longer, from before, but he was away too much.
"But there in dark, we make love. Many time. Rabbit in burrow. Soon I become pregnant. Now more dangerous. I tell village I was raped. War rape common. I get sympathy, but now more dangerous. Eventually have son. But realise we must escape by boat. Many people try. Many boats, but dangerous. It take time to find boat.
"We keep make love, I pregnant again but cannot use same excuse. We decide to make escape. Husband go to other village where not known. I join him later. With son, he meet for first time. He love him much. Sometime later at water, ocean, we find boat but crowd get on. Too many. We leave but Soldier discover us and shoot. Hüng shelter us with his body but shot. He die in my arms. We need to put him in ocean."
There were tears in all our eyes. Even her son's, who was now close.
"Last I see him, he float then sink."
Sophie stood and hugged her.
"That is so sad, but you have your two children to your husband."
Her daughter had also joined sometime during the last part of her story.
"Yes, this my special son, Craig, and my daughter Rose."
"Forgive me an old lady, but this Jack and Sophie. They reminded me of my Hüng, this week."
"So that's it!" Rose said. "She was thinking about our father all this week. Mum, you have not told us all this before. You must share more of our father. He must have been a very brave man."
"So where was Rose born?" I asked.
"Well, I was on boat very sea sick and pregnant sick. Not good. Boat trip too long and dangerous. We even got bordered by pirates once. I have nothing to give. We from poor family. They took watch from me that Hüng given by Australian soldier. Soldier name was Craig. That all I had of Hüng's apart from my precious children."
Rose was now in tears. Craig put his arm around her and she wept into his shoulder. Toën continued her story.
"We got picked up by merchant ship and transferred to Australian Navy ship. I gave birth to Rose on way to Australia on that ship. They look after me well. Rose come a bit early but not too bad. Australian Navy and Government very kind to us. Not like they are now.
"We taken to Villawood in Sydney where we spent six months, before being free to live. We Iive in Cabramatta with other Vietnamese families. Until kids grow up. I work in Vietnamese restaurants until I could start my own. I also did street food. Not allowed now.
"Eventually we come here as Cabramatta became dangerous place. Too many brat children of Vietnamese parents. Run wild in street and drug problems. I bring our kids out of there. We moved a lot but now being here twenty years. Kids do most of work now. But not married."
She looked at them wistfully. "I wish they find love like I loved my Hüng. Maybe too late for grandchildren now."
She stood as if to say enough. I stood and Sophie followed, we hugged her together. Tears were now running down her eyes.
I whispered in her ear. "I think soon you should tell your children the whole story." then in a louder voice, "Thank you for sharing your story and your love. We will never forget this night."
Sophie added, "I hope we will come back again one day, this has been very special."
Toën turned and shuffled off, suddenly she was an old woman again. I paid for the meal and included a tip, a good one. What Toën gave us tonight was a priceless gift.
Rose and Craig saw us out. We were the only customers that night.
"I don't know what it was," Rose said, "but our mother has never opened up her heart like that. It has made me think. Maybe the truth is more important to be known than secreted in the heart."
"Yes," Craig added, he looked fondly at his Sister. "Mum has always carried the pain but not shared the love. Tonight she shared her love. We will be ever grateful that you have come into her life. This week we have seen her love."
"Maybe, hopefully," Sophie said bravely, "your family will now share the stories of love. I think we have learnt a lot tonight also. Hopefully, our family will be brave like Toën, to share our family stories too."
"We will come again. I think we might come back to do more Ballooning, maybe next year." I added.
"That's for sure. We fly again in the morning, we need to get home."
It was now dark and after ten o'clock. I had to drive home in the dark. Fortunately, it was not far and there were no trucks on the road.
At home, we were quiet and contemplative. We snuggled in bed. Facing each other in our baby position.
"Maybe we need to be honest with Grandpa when we get back. If we are to be honest with ourselves." Sophie suggested.
"I think you are right. Maybe even before we find out about our inheritance. So that does not be the reason to be secretive about our love."
"I can't believe Toën has locked that up for nearly fifty years. Do you think Rose and Craig will come clean?"
" I think they will if Toën shares that their dad was their father."
"But do you think they love each other?"
"I'm sure they do. But maybe more like an arranged marriage. One that grows in time. Not like us who got hit with the Mac truck of lovesickness."
I stroked my sister's hair out of her face. I used my fingers to explore the beauty that was my love. I moved myself closer to her as I felt my penis swell with the intimacy of the moment. Fingers turned to lips and lips devoured our souls into one. My hand opened up my sister's lower lips. She was wet and ready. Gently I pushed my penis into her.
"I need you right now Jack. Just this way, it is perfect." We started to gain a rhythm.
"I love how you fill me." Sophie said between thrusts "... not just physically.... but emotionally... I feel safe with you.... one with you."
"I... still can't believe... I'm making love... to my Sister... my cute... vulnerable... sexy Sister. I love that... you trust me."
"With my life Jack." She started crying
I think I understood.
"I can't imagine... you dead in my arms... because you protected me..."
"I can't imagine life without you, Sophie.... never."
"You know I want your baby?.... not now... but sometime..."
"I want to have Grandchildren.,..." I added, "Did you see the loss on Toën's face."
"Somehow we will... make love to me now... as if I can have children at the moment... give me your sperm... all of it."
"Forever sweetheart... forever. Shit, I think I'm going to cum."
"Slam into me then... I am... so close. Shit... yeah."
I was now thrusting so hard that neither of us could talk but were caught up in each other's climax. My sperm released and I continued until I was drained. My love spasmed beneath me. Then I collapsed into her. Staying joined I rolled to my side. We slept.
We slept so deeply it was only a knock on the door that woke us. I looked at the time. Four in the morning. Why, what?
"Fuck Sophie wake up. I forgot to set an alarm."
I grabbed a sheet and staggered to the door. Sort of decent, I opened it a crack. Jillian was standing there with a big grin on her face.
"Shit sorry, we forgot to set an alarm, give us fifteen minutes."
"It happens, more than you think."
She turned away and I shut the door. Shit, I reeked of sex. I heard Sophie in the shower. I raced into it as Sophie exited. I gave her a big kiss nonetheless.
"Go commando, I'm sort of hopeful."
"Cheeky" and she slapped my butt hard. "I think I'll try and poo now, easier."
Sophie was sort of half-dressed when the door sounded again. It was Jillian. I was drying myself in the main room.
"Sorry put these on now if you want. We don't have, much... time. Shit sorry." I was still naked and rushed to cover with the towel.
"Nice body," she commented.
I went red. Sophie giggled, "All mine."
"What I was going to say is put them on under your clothes like we do. She dropped her tracksuit daks a bit at the front to demonstrate."
"Much more comfortable. Mum and Dad will be at the site starting the inflation. It might take us a while to get to Orange as there is little wind. Perfect for flying."
Sophie took the harnesses and closed the door.
"Fuck I'm naked on the top half, shit with the backlight Gerry probably had a great view."
"Fuck, well that's one way to get to know your clients."
"Umm Jack, Jillian was going commando also."
"So maybe we can join the club. The mile high club."
I sported a reasonable cubby as I went back to poo. Finished and back in the room, Sophie was now dressed with a harness in place under her jeans.
"Lucky they are stretch jeans but I think we ate too much. She groaned. We basically dressed as we did the last time. Sophie put her head out the door.
"Jillian, can you come over here?"
I scurried into the bedroom. I heard Sophie ask. "Do you have any looser over pants? I think I need to ditch the jeans. Too tight."
Five minutes later she returned with two pairs of fleece line track-daks.
"I think Jack will fit into Dad's spare, and you can have my spare one. But make sure you bring clothes for shopping with you."
Sophie changed again, and I did likewise.
"Do you think it's wise to go commando? Fuck I'm already moist."
"Maybe we suggest we wash them."
"Do you think they actually fuck in the balloon?"
"Well, when on their own, yes but only if they are doing incest stuff together."
"Shit in these my hard-on can move but shows with this harness."
"Challenge of the day. Don't get hard."
"Impossible now you mentioned it as a challenge."
........
Sophie
........
Fortunately, our go bag was as we left it. We both added wallets to it for shopping. These pants were warm, but my experience from last time informed me that in the air they would be perfect.
"I tell you, it's much more entertaining when it's young people who sleep in," Gerry said cheekily.
Jillian was on the phone to her folks, informing them we were on our way.
"So it does happen?"
"Yep, but normally the grey nomads have not fallen asleep after making love."
"Oh my god, was it that obvious?"
"Let's just say we will have to air our place out when you leave," Jillian added.
"Fuck." Jack exclaimed.
"That was the cause." Jillian joked. "Sorry, it's fun teasing you, but I think it's great to be hosting such a sexy young couple."
"I think I am going to really enjoy this ride today," Gerry said.
"Don't you enjoy it sometimes, I thought it would be impossible not to?" I asked.
Oh with some clients, when it's one or the other who wants to go, but the reluctant partner can be such a damp squib on that occasion. One client we had, the woman, sat on the floor, bitching and moaning the whole time. Berating the husband as a useless dimwit. Then she spewed up because she made herself seasick by not looking out. "
"Shit that must have been horrible."
"We laugh about it now," Gerry added. Cleaning spew from the basket is not fun."
"Strains the chunky bits," Jillian said with a screwed-up face.
He pulled into the town oval. "Not far today, we start here."
We had a different coloured balloon.
"Why the balloon change?"
"It's a larger Basket and balloon envelope as we need to carry more Gas. We are also carrying food and drinks so we will dine in the air. But only plastic glasses in case we drop anything overboard."
"Great, we haven't eaten anything, too busy waking up." Jack grinned. "We have snack bars on us though."
We were soon on the guy ropes and watched the balloon inflate it was majestic. It was big and yellow.
"Wow, it's got a smiley face," I shouted to Jack.
"Yeah like an inflated Tweetie Bird, not quite the gif smiley."
Soon we were on board. And waiting for caste off. Rachel came over and had a nice chat with me. Then it was Bon Voyage, or was it lift-off? But much more like a Zeppelin than a rocket.
It was just as magical as the first time. The sun beat us up today. Definitely due to our tardy start. But its golden rays lit up our Balloon in iridescence. It was magical. Jack held me from behind as we watched the world shrink into insignificance. Gerry was the pilot today. Jillian had a check sheet marking off his actions.
"Is Gerry doing an exam?" I asked.
"No," Jillian replied. "But I have to record his actions to make sure he demonstrates the skills. Sort of a self-check really, but the report goes in with his experience log. Next flight he will be qualified to do the exam. The practical one."
"I've already passed the theory one," Gerry said proudly.
"Do you have to take an examiner up? Like a driving licence."
"That's it."
"So who does that, there must not be many of those around?" Jack asked
"Well at the moment the only one in Australia is Dad. But that's worse. He is very strict because he is my Dad. He was much tougher on Jillian when she did hers."
By now we were at cruising height. The land floated slowly below us. It was hard to judge our speed but cars on roads appeared to be going much faster. Jillian opened a picnic hamper and handed out croissants with ham and cheese, then Apple cider, non-alcoholic.
"We can't have alcohol on board, regulations. It would fail Gerry immediately."
"So how long will we be up for?"
"Probably about four hours. We can't go higher to catch stronger winds as there is a cross wind at about five thousand metres so we need to stay out of that. We are at 2000, to be safe."
"So over a mile high then?" Jack asked. "Um, like, does anyone try to join the mile-high club."
"Oh it happens," Jillian giggled.
"On your balloon."
Gerry coughed. "Maybe."
"So have you joined the club then Gerry?" Jack asked.
He went a little red and nodded.
"So just a point of order." Jillian interrupted. "Why does it have to be the guys that get asked that, why not the girl?"
"Omg you have to," I exclaimed, "how romantic."
Jillian looked at Gerry with longing eyes. I had seen that look before. I debated with myself whether to ask. Jack held me close. He held his glass out.



"A toast, to love in high places."
"On top of the world." I clinked with Jack and Gerry reached over to clink with Jillian.
"Um, you guys are twins aren't you?" I braved to continue.
"Very much so."
"Sorry I've got to ask, have you joined the club together?"
Gerry sputtered in his drink and I could see the eyes dart backward and forward to his Sister.
"You have, haven't you? Fuck that's hot."
We received two faint nods.
Jack spoke up. "I'll tell you a secret. Sophie and I are siblings. Brother and Sister."
"Really!" Rachel screamed and immediately hugged Sophie.
I looked over at Gerry he was all smiles, almost as big as the one on the balloon above us. We all started talking at once. Then stopped and laughed.
"We were hoping you were," I said. "When we found out you were friends with Ted and Melinda."
"I had my hopes up on that too, but then you said you had not planned your stop with them, it made it unlikely," Jillian added.
"A happy chance, serendipitous. But we weren't, well hadn't consummated our love until after our last flight."
"Wow, so tell us a bit about how you got to be here. It sounds intriguing."
We all but forgot that we were passing over spectacular landscapes. Except for the periodic firing of the furnace, as Gerry made sure we maintained our height. Jack and I retold fragments of our story and our growing love.
"I can't comprehend not knowing and loving my sister all my life. It must have been a shock to find out you even had a sibling." Gerry said.
"Well, I knew Sophie existed, even if I didn't know her name. But it was a primal memory." Jack said. "But for me, it was love at first sight. It just took time to find out if the feelings were mutual."
"Well, I'm not sure a week was a long time." I giggled.
Jack was cuddling me close.
"So you two were obviously ballooning since you were young. But how did you discover love? As in physical, not familiar.
"Up in the air really. Probably on our first flights together without a parent."
"At least that's when you held me close Gerry, closer than a brother should. We had turned eighteen the year before and we were working toward becoming licenced pilots. There are different stages and we both had qualified to fly with each other but not paying customers."
"So how old are you?"
"We have just turned twenty-two."
"I'm eighteen and Jack is nineteen, but do go on.
"We were in the air together. I could feel Gerry getting hard, as he leant over me while we shared the view. I turned with questioning eyes and the next thing we knew we were kissing." Jillian added.
"Yeah, we were both so turned on. I think the years of closeness collapsed at that moment into lust. We had the love covered, and the caring for each other. It was just the barrier of Jillian being my Sister and this shouldn't be happening."
"At first we made a rule, what happens on the balloon stays on the balloon. But after three months of enforced frustration, we realised it needed to be a life thing. As in all of life."
"It's funny up here you feel like you are released from social and legal norms. Like its fantasy land and we can act out our fantasies." Gerry was wistful.
Jillian smiled at Gerry. "We both lost our virginity, right here in this basket, with 'smiley' looking down on us. It's an amazing feeling cumming while looking down on the world, you should try it."
"Well, maybe it's because I'm a guy but I was sort of hoping that it might have been possible today." Jack grinned.
"We have not done it with other people in a balloon before but," Jillian looked at Gerry, "but, I'm willing to try it."
"So long as we can make love at the same time," Gerry added. I do want to be an exhibition exhibit.
"I know without asking her Sophie is a yes."
I already had my hand down Jack's pants encouraging Jack to grow.
"That's if you don't mind us looking at you while you do. I've discovered I'm a bit of an exhibitionist, and voyeur this week." I added.
"So long as I don't have to share Jillian, I'm ok with that."
Jillian turned around and kissed Gerry hard. "God I love you, Gerry." Then she turned to us. "It takes a bit of doing while in the harness and Gerry has to maintain our height, so he can't be distracted from that or I'll have to fail him. But he has proved he can multi-task at least that much."
She had her hand now slithering into Gerry's pants. "I think my Brother is ready for some action."
"So's mine." I moved aside to reveal where my hand was.
"Well blowjobs are the easiest," Jillian said as she pantsed him.
He was going commando as well. My eyes boggled because although I saw James's two days ago, he was already imbedded in Belinda when I did. Gerry was stiff, thinner than Jack and maybe a fraction longer.
Jillian dropped to her knees and sucked her brother into her mouth. Jack started working his pants down.
"It's cold up here, wow bracing."
"The hot mouth helps," Gerry groaned.
I followed Jillian's initiative and soon Jack was in my mouth also.
Gerry checked his altimeter frequently. He saw me looking.
"It's easy to lose height when Your sister is blowing you, I get a bit more paranoid I'll lose concentration. So I check more. It's almost second nature." He groaned as he pulled the ignition handle. It was a two-burner affair.
Hot air blasted out Jillian's sounds. Fuck it was hot. Watching someone getting blown while trying to use two hands to control the balloon.
"Take me, Gerry, I'm ready. Jillian stood, pushed her pants down and bent over the edge of the basket. " Show them what a stud you are."
Jillian was leaking and her labia was swollen. Gerry closed in and in one movement drove himself home.
"Ok your turn Jack," he said.
I didn't need telling twice, I copied Jillian and soon my bare buttocks were facing Jack.
Jack lubricated his penis on my juices and slipped back and forth, savouring the moment before penetration. I clung to the basket's edge as he drove his penis into me.
"Fuck!" I screamed over the noise of the blaster.
You know that tingly feeling you get when you look over a cliff face, or down from a tall height. The one that travels down your legs and makes them jelly. I know I was tethered, but Jack's thrust was like someone pretending to push you over the edge. Like you will fall, pit of the stomach thing, but when being fucked it is overridden by lust and sexual energy welling up with it.
"God, I'm going to cum."
"Right, I know, I am too," Jillian yelled, "it's like he is driving me into the air. Pump Gerry."
As Jack and Gerry began pumping in unison the basket began to sway.
"Gotta change Jillian, not safe." He stopped, pulled out and swung her ninety degrees to the other edge. Within moments he was pumping again. This time our brothers' combined movements counteracted each other and the basket settled back from its rocking. Jillian came in that moment. Her climax triggered mine. But Jack kept pumping.
"Gerry, other position, show them how it's done."
She turned to face him put one leg up onto the basket wall and wedged it against one of the basket ropes that sailed up to the canopy. I could now see, and so could Jack, Jillian's open sex awaiting Gerry to fill it. She had slipped a shoe off. Gerry checked the height, pulled the burner control, and drove himself into her.
I struggled to lose my shoe but managed it and did the same. Jack entered me after a few misses. Then we cuddled as he thrust. I noticed Gerry and Jillian were now lost in a passionate kiss. We locked lips and got lost in each other. I could feel Jack getting close.
"Look over the edge as you cum Jack, it's indescribable."
He moved to suckling my neck as he rutted harder. Although I couldn't see his eyes I could tell they were gazing into the empty space behind me.
"Cum for me Jack."
On command he did. I could feel his penis swell as it released his hot load deep into me. I looked up at the open hole of our balloon and the gas pipes let out their firey roar. I came with them and my lover.
I looked over at the other siblings, Gerry had slipped out of Jillian and was busy adjusting the direction of our flight. His pants were still around his ankles. His cock was semi-swollen, wet and red. Jillian had her leg up and his sperm was dribbling out and down her leg.
Jack pulled out of me and said. "I think I had better clean you up."
For a second I thought he meant Jillian, but he got on his knees and slurped his sperm from my leg, then proceeded to eat my pussy clean.
"Gerry I think you could learn from this. Get to it, brother."
"Fuck really. I guess if Jack can, I could try."
Jillian pushed his head down.
"You had better take control then darling."
I watched as he tentatively licked his spunk from her leg. Then I got distracted from my viewing because Jack's tongue attacked my clit. I was so turned on by the view, both in and out of the balloon that my sexual peak hit me once more and I came again.
Gerry had grown some balls and was following Jack's lead. Jillian was soon shaking in her climax.
I pulled Jack up by the hair and lowered my leg.
"My turn," and I began cleaning Jack's hardness once again.
I pulled my tracksuit pants up. Shit, it was cold but I only just noticed. Jack was now rampant. I took him deep in my throat. I looked to our pilots and Jillian was following suit. I say she was fired up. The boys looked at each other with big grins.
"Fuck that is hot Gerry."
"You're telling me." I know they had trouble not staring at the other couple as they received head. Gerry fired first and Jillian took it all. Jack was close behind and soon I was slurping up more breakfast on a stick.
All over, the boys pulled up their pants and we kissed. Snuggling to get warm again.
Jillian broke the moment and said, "Well that was something else. I think it's time I fed you two studs."
"Don't forget me!" I giggled.
"Oh girlfriend, you deserve a banquet!"
"Well, I've had my starters."
We then got stuck into a gourmet selection of pastries and finger foods.
"I don't think this is a flight I'll ever forget," Gerry said.
"Well, it's certainly embedded in my memory," Jack noted.
We started to look out over the landscape passing under us.
"Is that Orange in the distance?" I asked
"Good piloting Gerry," Jillian commented, "right on target. It will still, be fifty minutes until we get there. So take your time."
"I think I need to take some photos," Jack said.
"Now you think of it," Jillian said cheekily. We all laughed
"Lucky he didn't," I added, "what happens in the Balloon stays on the balloon. But I may have to leave my mind on it as well. Fuck you two are sexy."
"Siblings in love." Jillian held up her glass
"I'll drink to that." We laughed.
"Just to clarify, Sophie and I are not wanting to swing or anything. But we do enjoy sharing moments like this."
"Well, we have never had anyone else, nor for that matter, had an encounter like this. I love my sister too much to share her. But fuck it was hot sharing that love with you two watching."
"We watch a bit of Porn together," Jillian added. "This was a real-life porn moment."
"Yep, a real Flight of Fantasy," Jack quipped.
"May there be more times we can fly together then, Sophie and Jack."
We raised our glasses. "Welcome to the mile-high club."
"I'll drink to that."
Gerry hopped on the phone and talked to his Dad.
"There in fifteen minutes."
"Ok, will do that. Over."
"Slight change of landing location. Going to the soccer ovals."
As we came toward it I saw what looked like a target on the oval.
"What's that?"
"Just Dad, he likes to challenge us, good preparation for competition. We have to land on the target." Jillian informed us.
"Wow, that's impressive after four hours of flying."
"These modern Balloons are impressive things."
We watched as Gerry worked the steering and the ground came closer. There were people gathered on the edge of the oval, and we realised they were school kids, in sports uniforms.
"We have an audience, we had better behave. Well, we had, you two not so much."
"Are you worried your parents will find out?" I asked knowing it was a big worry of mine.
Jillian laughed, "No, they know and have known a long time. They even knew before we did. We have very supportive parents."
"Really, like that you fuck and everything."
"Yes, they saw our deep love as we grew up and decided not to pressure us to follow social norms. Our grandparents left a decent inheritance. It helped them set up the Ballooning business and provide a house for us".
Touch down was about to happen so we cut the conversation. Jillian went back to her check sheet as Gerry performed a light, almost perfect, landing.
Jim was talking to the school group and brought them closer to look. Rachel helped me and Jack out. We moved away while Gerry demonstrated controls and the burner. Then he began the shutdown procedure. They looked like a junior high student. The class watched the balloon deflate, then proceeded over to their playing pitch and began a game.
"I hope you didn't mind the audience, it comes with the territory," Rachel said.
"Oh we understand, we get it with our car. Just like now, we have even had a school group checking us out," Jack informed her.
"That was an awesome flight, wow," I added
"Are those toilets open? I've got to go." Jack asked.
"Should be, particularly with the school group."
"I'll go also, I want to get this harness off."
"Yes, five hours is a long time in those."
"Race you, Sophie, I'm desperate and I think I need to stretch these legs out a bit."
"We didn't run so much as jog/hobble. I was also still a bit squishy on the inside. Another factor was my harness was a bit damp from the lovemaking. So when I got it off I had to clean it up. I gave it a blow dry with the hand dryer. Jillian entered as I was doing this.
" I know right, mine needs it too. We do wash them between clients, particularly post-COVID."
"I guess it was quiet over that time? Hard to keep social distance."
"Yes, but we got a bit of solo practice in. We isolated together so we could still be support staff for each other."
"Fuck I was living in Melbourne, our Hitler premier would not have allowed that."
"I hear the isolation stuff was officious down there."
"Fucking hell it was. Glad it's over. What I wouldn't have given for the freedom of flying in a balloon at that time."
"How did Jack fair?"
"I don't know, we have not talked about it. But he was in Western Australia, they locked that State down but on the inside it was all business as usual."
We kept our conversation to normal stuff, as two schoolgirls entered, obviously avoiding the sports activity.
Jack joined us when we exited, and carried our harnesses back for us. We helped with the final pack-up. Getting the basket on the trailer took all our effort as we had to take it off the playing field. The car couldn't drive on the turf.
Gerry and Jillian's car was parked back near the change rooms, so we said goodbye to Jim and Rachel and walked back to do a full change of clothes for shopping.
.........
Jack
.........
We went to a nice coffee shop cafe for lunch and sat in a quiet corner. We chatted about ballooning and our trip. It was great to be normal young adults getting to know each other. Gerry and Jillian were holding hands and generally being touchy feeling with each other.
"It's great to be free to be a normal couple, we can't in Canowindra. It's a small town and we grew up there. We have to be a bit careful here too. We both went to high school in Orange," Jillian explained.
"I noticed you checking the door when people entered. We haven't had to worry about that yet," Sophie noted.
"Well if we settle on the Farm, hopefully we can introduce ourselves as husband and wife. The advantage of being separated all this time."
"Lucky you, but on that count only. I still can't imagine not growing up with my Sister."
"Did the twin thing play into that a lot?"
"Absolutely, that and our parents being a bit alternative. We had good friends at school but none we could share our growing feelings with."
"Did you date others?"
"Sure we tried that, but it was different. More we went on group dates. As into the pictures as a group. We were in the same social group. The Canowindra kids tended to hang together at school in Orange, as we all went to primary school together." Jillian explained.
"Don't forget the daily school bus trip. Fun, not."
"Living in a small town is like living in each others' pockets. I don't know if the rumour mill has us fucking. I'd be surprised if it didn't."
"Do you think incest between siblings is common in the country?" I asked.
"I think it's more common than we think. But it's not always motivated by love," Jillian sighed.
"Mel and Ted certainly know of a few of us in this area. We certainly appreciate having a place we can go and people we can share with."
"You know Sophie, maybe if we do settle on the farm, we could make it a similar sort of retreat for loving Siblings."
"Shit yes please, we'd love to come and stay," Gerry affirmed.
"So what sort of inheritance is at the end result of this trip?" Jillian asked. "You may need a bit if you want to go ballooning as well."
"That's it, we don't know. We won't find out until we get back. Sort of a blind challenge. Gramps has certainly funded this trip very well. But we joke we may just get Betsy the cow," Sophie explained.
"I do want to stay on the farm and help him run it when we get back."
Sophie cuddled into me. "I'm even willing to be a farmer's wife if I can stay and have Jack as my farmer."
"So you Grandpa knows about you two?" Gerry asked
"That's the thing, we have no idea. He has said a few things that indicate he may be on to us. But then why did he set up such an intimate trip? You guys have more space in a balloon basket than we do in our bubble car."
"You realise we have not seen this car of yours yet."
"In a way, it's as intimate as it can get in a balloon. Do you think you guys would be together if you were not travelling in such a romantic manner growing up? "
"That's a good point. I think if we hated each other we would have avoided flying altogether. It's very close. Although we are used to it as we have always flown, it wasn't until we were adults and doing it together that the possibility of romance entered our minds. God, I love my sister, we are very much soul mates."
"That's a concept I've not actually thought about, have you Sister darling?"
"No, but I like it. I think we have a lot to learn about each other yet. The only fights we have had, if you can call them fights, were early on when we were both trying hard to contain our lust and growing feelings. Trying to work out physical barriers."
"Yeah, we had to stop ourselves from just all out fucking early on. We needed the space to work out the attraction, was it love?"
"We don't even know each other's bad habits yet, or what annoys us with each other."
Gerry and Jillian laughed. "Oh, we know each other too well. But that helps us get over things."
"Yes it's like, that's my sister, foibles and all and I love her for them."
"I'm learning some, but it's a bit limited in knowledge and experience. Like this week I've learnt my sister is very much an exhibitionist. I can't believe when I first met her she covered everything up in floppy clothes and a hoodie."
"True, but then Jack has made me feel safe about my body. It's like a freedom I never knew."
"Well, with those tits it would be a pity to hide them," Jillian commented.
Gerry almost choked on his food at that.
"Don't worry Bro, I know you. He has a thing for big boobs. My size Cs keep him busy though. I used to get a bit jealous of his gaze early on. But then I know him so well. He knows these are his."



"Well, I think I need a change of wardrobe. The problem is we have limited packing space. If I buy something I'll need to throw something else."
"Or buy skimpier clothes," I commented.
"That's the thing we really don't have much for cold weather, or balloon trips as it is. Also, nothing to go out in that is dressy."
"We have gotta shop then. You can always leave spare stuff with us and we will store it for you. I assume we will see you again."
"If you come to the farm, could you bring a Balloon with you?"
"Absolutely," Gerry answered. "Where is this farm?"
"Just out of Albury."
"Then definitely, it's great ballooning country. We have done comps down there."
"So while the girls shop what do we do Gerry?"
"Good question, there is a gaming cafe in town, do you play?
"Fuck yes, but it's almost as if that's another life. I couldn't fit a console in. Besides too busy playing with my sister."
"Jack has learnt all the controls on this body well. He can play me like a master," Sophie giggled.
"I noticed," Gerry added.
"Enough I'm getting randy," Jillian giggled, "shopping calls."
We gamed our afternoon away. It meant we didn't really get a chance to talk about our sisters and our mutual commitment to incest. But it was great to zone my mind out in the challenges of a first-person Shooter. We made a good team. About four o'clock I thought about food.
"What say we stop the game here and pick up some meat for the BBQ?"
"Sounds good, that swim sounds promising too."
I rang Sophie, she was in some change room.
"Sounds great, can you get some premade salads as well?"
She chatted with Jillian to get details of a pickup spot.
"Ok meet you outside the post office in thirty."
Supplies acquired we pulled into the ten-minute park zone, and the girls were waiting with a bevy of bags.
"Don't panic bro, I can see the questions in your eyes, wardrobe change, Jillian will bring a heap of my old clothes down with her when they visit."
"I guess after a month, shopping can be classed as paying for experiences."
My Sister giggled, "I'll take that."
"It's okay I just gamed with Gerry. It's been more than a month for me also."
"Swim first," I said as we pulled up at the house.
"It that your car, Fuck!" Gerry exclaimed. That explains a lot."
"Ok, Car first. Jack, get it out of your system. Jillian and I have a bit of a fashion show to give you. So when you're done slip into the pool. We will use the patio as a fashion stage."
We got out, but it was Jillian who did a B-line for the car.
"No wonder you fell in love. That thing must be a heaven of boy smells and testosterone."
"Except when Jack farts. Then it's all station evacuate."
"Have you had sex in it yet?"
"Well not really, a bit of masturbation and oral. Yet to properly christen her."
"Ok scoot, Soph will take you for a spin later."
"I get what you mean about being more cramped than a gondola. Siblings should never be put in close quarters if you don't want them fucking their hearts out". Gerry said.
"Two cases in point, right here."
I lifted the boot to show him the motor.
"My god my lawnmower is more powerful than that."
Then we lifted the canopy.
"You get in the front, Gerry. I'll instruct."
"Can you trust me?"
"Well, you had our lives in your hands up in the air. So yes."
"Balloons are statistically safer than cars. You know that right?"
I went through the how-to procedure then we cautiously headed down the drive.
"Can I take you to our folk's place?"
"It is far?"
"It's just that house over there."
"Well definitely."
"I don't think we told Mum we would not be back for tea."
"So who owns this farm?"
"We all do. It's two farms in one but we lease it out to a share farmer. He lives in that prefab house over there. So we make a bit of money, but he does the work and takes the risk. He has a good deal. It's profitable for him. He should be able to buy his own place in a few years."
"If I'm going to be a farmer I have a lot to learn."
"So you seem set on the idea."
"I love farms and grew up on a lot of different ones as I got farmed out to different relatives. If Grandpa decides the farm is ours if we want it, we have both decided to go for it."
We pulled up at his place. The big farm shed door was open.
"Come and see the Ballons."
"Fuck Somany of them." I said as we entered the shed.
"It's a thriving business. We sell them too. Import them from all over the place."
"Hi, Jack." Jim surprised me as he stood up from inside a giant Gondola.
"It's been an awesome day Jim, thanks."
"Dad, Jack and Sophie know."
"Oh so I don't have to be so careful, that makes conversation easier."
"Sophie and I are also siblings, it's been great being able to share with them today."
"I get that, good to hear, I think that's the right thing to say but in this journey the language of appropriate words is difficult. We try to support them. Rachel and I love our kids, so we can keep the scandal secret for them. They are so deeply in love."
"We have seen that. It's been great to have others who have walked the journey of love before us. But we have yet to face family with this. It's only new for us. Gerry can fill you in later. I think we need to get back to the girls."
I hadn't noticed Gerry slip over to the house, to talk to his mum. When he came back we hopped back in Daisy and he drove us home.
"Do you have a problem with, you know, bedroom sounds living in the same house?"
"Not really. We are at opposite ends of the house. We have to ignore them also. We try to be quieter than our parents." He chuckled.
"So you're a fairly open family?"
"We have to be. Our joint business and close quarters in Balloons make things uniquely different. Each commercial flight requires four of us."
"You can get away with two when solo flying but then I wouldn't get to fly with Jillian."
We pulled up at the house.
"Well, I guess we need to change into swimmers."
We entered the house and I went to go into the bedroom. Sophie pushed the door shut on me.
"Stay out."
"But I need my swimmers."
"Bad luck, go skinny dipping. We will be out soon."
"You heard her," Gerry said, "are you game."
"This is the bit of my sister I least understand. Suddenly she is a powerhouse of naughty. So different from my first impressions."
"I think it's you that has released her. Like shit, you actually ate her cream pie in company."
"I noticed you had never done that."
"I have always sort of wanted to try it but was never game enough. Shit let's get in the water before I get too hard thinking about it."
We stripped and took our naked butts into the pool with synchronised bombs. I tried not to glance at Gerry but he had an impressive stiffy going on.
"That's better. What were you saying."
"Well after I've cum I sort of normally want to just curl up with Jillian."
"I get that with the chemical endorphins kicking in."
"Then I hesitate and the moment's lost."
"I figured if my Sister is happy to slurp me down, it's hypocritical if I won't."
"Well, I've never really tasted myself until today. More just on her mouth, or an experimental lick."
"Oh, maybe it's a bit embarrassing to say this, but I cum so hard, particularly when I've been edging that I often get myself in the mouth. Getting the wall behind me is a bit too much hard work to clean up."
"Shit, that's strong. How high can you shoot?"
"Sophie told me I hit a motel ceiling once, in our first week. She wasn't there, it was me just letting out my sexual frustration. I was fixating on my sister, when knew I shouldn't."
"That's awesome! It's not easy on the mind when you first discover you have it bad for your sister."
Just then we heard music playing and the fashion parade began.
"First up hippy style Chantilly lace tops set off with, what are they called again Jillian?"
"Kallots."
"Yes Kallots, for the uneducated these are shorts that hang like a skirt. No easy access Brothers, but doable."
They were in matching sets. Obviously, Jillian had a smaller size top, the Kallots were different base colours that looked hand tie-died.
"Shit they are braless under those Jack?"
"Hot as fuck."
They paraded around the pool so when they moved in front of the low afternoon sun we could see their breasts in silhouette. They then dashed into the house to change.
"Shit, I was hoping the cool water would calm me down," Gerry confessed.
Next, they came out wearing boob tubes and hot pants. The difference in boob size was very obvious. Both had very hard nipples.
"I love the Budbies Sis," Gerry called out.
"What are Budbies?" I asked.
"It's from a Spike Millican book on words for things that don't have words. It means the nipple bumps that show through clothing, whether on a cold day or sexually induced."
Sophie giggled, "I like it, expect more budbies boys."
Jillian flicked her nipples and they poked out more.
"No need to do that Jillian, they are gorgeous as they are," I groaned.
The hot pants hugged their butts and they put in extra sway back to the house. I could tell we were both giving our raging cocks some love in the water.
Next, we were greeted with matching satin, slinky negligees, with a lace strip down the centre and string ties on the side showing bare skin right down both sides and significant side boobs.
"Fuck me dead, what did you do to my Sister, Sophie?" Gerry sighed.
"You can fuck me dead in this later Stud Boy," Jillian whispered in his ear once she came around behind him.
"Next, we have some beachwear, don't cum yet guys."
"You know Gerry, sometimes, in fact often, a little bit of clothing is sexier than fully naked."
The girls came out in loose discrete beach shorts, in soft swaying fabric, brightly coloured. They wore cotton shirts tied under the breasts. Bikini strings hang from the back.
"Fuck hold onto your dick Gerry, I think I know what Jillian is wearing."
The string down her back was Daisy yellow. A strip tease followed as the shirt ties were undone. All we could see were strings suspended between cleavage.
Sure enough, Jillian was wearing Sophie's yellow triangles. Sophie had an almost identical black number.
" I just died and went to heaven," Gerry exclaimed.
The girls scantily displayed their sexy bodies as they paraded around the pool.
"Am I right that Jillian was no tan lines."
"Yep," Gerry grinned, "we love being nude when we stay here. Which we do any weekend we don't have guests."
"Don't let us stop you." Sophie challenged.
"You two are the ones with clothes on," I retorted.
"Well, one more thing to tempt you with."
Essentially they were naked from behind except for tantalising strings.
"Um Gerry, your sister must have shaved, I'm sure I saw bush this morning."
"Fuck you did too."
"How much is the question?"
We weren't disappointed because shit the the next costume was very sexy. They came out in skin-tight white bikinis that moulded perfectly to their bodies. They were opalescent. Immediately I imagined running my hands over the silky fabric. They did the obligatory lap.
"I have a feeling," Gerry said.
"In your cock?"
"Definitely in my cock."
They came to the steps and walked down them together into the pool. Slowly they submerged, they must have bent their knees as they were neck-deep in the shallow end. They slowly, tantalizingly slowly, stood revealing two naked pairs of breasts totally visible through the now transparent fabric.
"OMG!" we both exclaimed. "That's awesome." our two sisters walked to the steps and climbed, eyes on us but butts toward us.
"Hands above the water brothers. Those things are all ours now."
We groaned as they emerged and turned.
"Fuck me, what, no hairs."
"I know, I told Sophie I preferred hair down there only this week. But shit a guy can change his mind."
"That is hot." Gerry groaned.
Wet lap finished they entered the pool once again. Seductively they joined us. Sophie's hand caressed my hardness.
"Careful darling, I'm on a hair trigger."
My hands found that wonder fabric and they were not disappointed. I savoured the silky stimulation covering the very visible breasts. Jillian was getting the same treatment from her brother.
We had been sitting with our backs to the pool wall for the show. Not too close together but close enough. Sophie pulled me up by the dick until my hardness emerged from the water. Cradling my balls she opened her mouth and took my hardness into her. Her other hand lifted me by the butt. She then proceeded to take me all the way to the root.
"I think I need to work on that Gerry darling." Jillian's eyes were fixed on my cock buried in my sister's mouth.
She then lifted Gerry up and took him into her waiting mouth. He was definitely longer than me, by maybe an inch. His dick was not as thick, more like a long snake.
"Up on the wall guys. Too much chlorine water ruining the taste." Sophie said as she pulled off.
In seconds we were both sitting on the edge, rampant with anticipation. Our sisters, still in the pool stepped between our legs and went back to their oral worship of our cocks. This was the third time Sophie and I had shared sexual activity with others present. I could tell my sister was turned on as she attached me with gusto. She was taking me into her throat and out again in rapid succession. Literally fucking me with her mouth. Her eyes were on fire as she looked into mine.
I was aware that Jillian was gagging a bit.
"It's ok Jillian, what you are doing is fantastic, don't make yourself sick." Gerry encouraged her. "I'm going to cum real soon. Enjoy it."
"Me too," I groaned.
Sophie took me out of her throat and added her hand to the bottom of my cock. Some quick twists and pumps and I was pumping my spunk into her mouth.
"Cumming!" I cried. "Shit yes, fuck!"
That triggered Gerry. I looked sideways at him and noticed Sophie was also looking. We saw his balls tightened and pulsing release of their load.
"I don't like it was much if Jack is buried deep in my throat when he cums. I don't get to taste it. It's much better if you can feel him spurt on your tongue."
Jillian turned and nodded then opened her mouth to show it was full of Gerry's cum. She slurped and swallowed then said. "Thanks, I'll remember that."
Gerry and I sat there stunned. We watched as the girls sank into the water. Then they splashed us with a torrent of pool water.
"Wake up dopies, you haven't finished yet."
They climbed the steps out of the pool and walked hand in hand to the deck chairs.
"Get your butts and tongues over here. You got some eating to do yourselves."
"Yes, we didn't shave these pussies for nothing," Jillian added.
Gerry and I looked at each other and grinned.
The transparent bikini revealed a dark slit and nothing else. They were skin tight. I tried to attack her with my mouth but apart from keeping them clear, I didn't achieve much else. Unlike the string triangles, these bottoms behaved like a chastity belt, albeit bloody sex and tempting ones. I could see Gerry getting frustrated too. Nothing for it but to pull them down and off.
My hand ran over her bareness with a newfound delight. Her mon's mound was much more pronounced. My tongue followed and I lingered in her revealed skin.
"I love it Sophie, but you know I'll still want you to grow it back."
"I thought you might."
"Don't you dare Jillian, fuck this is awesome," Gerry announced.
We proceeded to give our sisters the tongue treatment. It was not long before fingers were added. I smiled up at my sister from between her legs. She was obviously distracted by what was happening on the seat next to us as it took a few moments for her to see me.
"It's alright darling, Jillian is also looking at you."
Fuck, my brain told me that that was hot. I pulled her legs up from my shoulders and bent Sophie double so her knees were near her ears.
"Hey I can't see that way, Jack."
I gave a fake maniacal laugh. I continued my oral assault. Finally I stood and drove my hardness home. She came in that instance spraying me in the process. Then I fucked her hard. Jillian had a grandstand view. Gerry had stopped pumping and just watched.
Although I had cum just recently, putting on a public display of my prowess got my balls churning. I thought of that lion. Did lions like having an audience? I let out a guttural growl from deep within my throat as I pumped a significant load into my sister. Sophie had not stopped cumming from the time I first entered her.
I know I was showing off, but I pulled out and immediately cleaned her out with my tongue. I released her legs and they clamped around my ears as she peaked, spraying once more.
"Fuck that got me," Gerry shouted, then he went wild, fucking his own sister hard until he also came. I'm not sure if Sophie actually saw it, as she went very limp.
Gerry dived back in with his mouth. Not hesitating this time. Jillian came hard on his tongue but I don't think she was squirted.
Gerry stopped and smiled like a cat that got the mouse. "Thanks, guys, that was unbelievable. You animal Jack."
We lay down with our sisters and cuddled. Well until the first mozzie bit. We quickly jumped up and lit citronella candles.
The evening proceeded with a lovely BBQ followed by some time in the jacuzzi, complete with wine. The girls put back on their white bottoms. They, or we, had kept the tops on when we made love earlier. Not that that made much difference to our view. They did turn opaque during our meal as they dried. Only to reveal it all again in the Jacuzzi.
"Well, I guess all good days must come to an end. But we want to ask you one thing. Can you come to our Wedding?" I asked
"If we possibly can, when is it?"
We shared the possible dates. Which were only in ten or eleven days.
"I have booked a house in Blackheath for the week. It's got three double bedrooms. Jan and Ben are coming up, they are also siblings. They are going to be our witnesses."
"Sounds great," Jillian responded, "but I don't think I want to end up in an orgy."
"I get what you mean. It's my wedding, I definitely don't want to share the sex with anyone. So I suggest sex only in our own bedrooms," Sophie said.
"There is great wisdom in that," I responded. "Are you good with that Gerry?"
I could see he was a bit conflicted.
"Yes, I can keep my animal instincts in check. Jack here has shown me a few new things. You are one lucky lady Sophie."
"Don't I know it?"
"Shucks Gerry, I'm just learning on the spot. I can't help it if I have seen a bit of porn over time."
"Boys!" Jillian raised her glass, "No to Brothers"
"What would we do without them?" My sister grinned as she clinked Jillian's glass.
We bid our new friends goodbye as we were leaving in the morning.
"Leave all the cleaning to us?" Jillian said. "Just leave your unneeded clothes in a pile on the table and I will store them for you."
"Well make sure you take and use any leftover food and drink. We sure as can't take it with us."
" We might spend the next few days here," Gerry answered. "It is like you have rekindled some sexual energy in us. I don't want to stop."
Once they had gone we suddenly realised how tired we were, we had been up since four. I added some checks to the fridge. Sophie took the marker from me.
"All graphs should be titled," she said. "Maths exam techniques 101."
Carefully she wrote JACK'S FUCK COUNT across the top. Down the list she put the Day and on the other side the numeral tally.
"There, now they will understand what a stud you are, my loveable big brother."
"Well let's get to bed. I'm tired and this stud needs some sleep before adding to the tally." We snuggled together in our usual manner.



"I love you, Sophie and only you."
"Yours is the only cock I want. I love you, Jack."
Some time in the middle of the night we added to the tally one more time. But I guess that should go on the next day's total.
..................
Just a note:
I will not be writing a separate Toën and Hüng account. I don't know enough about Vietnamese culture to do that justice. But I will record Craig and Rose's story.
Over and out for four weeks. I might get to write in that time, but will not attempt to publish anything until I get back. This story is a bit longer so I could tie up the Canowindra story.
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A very short Sci-fi incest story about a brother and Sister.
Primordial
It could have been called a primordial soup, a goop. Stuff that covered the surface of this small planet. But it wasn't. We had discovered this by now. It was made of little modules. Identical tiny stuff, neither hard nor soft. Weirdly in the shape of tops, spinning tops. Conical cones if that were not a tautology. Turning, spinning, undulating, forming shape and form. Together sculpting, well things. The bits were never alone and could not be separated. They were one organism. One wreathing thing that controlled this place.
We knew the stuff was alive and in fact intelligent. I had watched as one of our brave souls who had braved the soup, stepped out into the unknown. How it had taken her, held her aloft. It formed into ideas and shapes which she reported back were probably the inner thoughts of her mind, her desires. They were proto-erotic. The stuff stripped her of her suit. And carried her nakedness, explored her nakedness. Dare I say raped her nakedness. Only to reject her.
She tried to resist, but when she did the goop formed hard, solid and crushing, we could see she was like to bust. It was dangerous, capable stuff. Then it carried her almost lifeless back to her pod and deposited her back inside.
My sister and I had travelled in different pods. Did we have an age? Yes, but it was hard to calculate. In our planet years, the one we escaped from, they termed it in our twenties. But how long had passed in the intermediate suspended journey I had no idea. It mattered not, we were separated for genetic security reasons, in case one should perish.
I say pods, more ships inside, each with a crew and support. Now all our pods floated on this goop. Separated but in communication. The hope for resettlement forsaken. This place was our last and only hope.
We knew our minds were being interrogated by what was out there. It's like the soup-goop knew us and called individuals out. To resist was impossible. We watched as one by one settlers were called, explored and rejected.
"I think I'm next," my sister said over the monitor. "I can feel it." Her flaxen fair filled the frame of the monitor.
"Ev, no I couldn't bare it. "
The thought of seeing my sister stripped of her tight-forming suit. Naked and shamed for all to see. But privately, I knew it was for me to see. My hidden lusts were locked up in my mind. Lusts for the forbidden. Lust that wanted to take her purity by my purity. Virgins both, I had only imagined her naked form, never seen it. Not even growing up, such was the taboo of our race to the coupling of siblings.
"Well, you could come with me at the same time, Ad. That way you would be spared seeing my form exposed on the monitor. We could go together."
The idea hit home. Perhaps two would do what one had not. Then I felt it. The goop latched onto the idea. It was compulsion.
"Thanks, Sis, the stuff agrees, I can tell. We need to do this together."
Suddenly we had no choice. Our teams prepared us for the exit, sullen, resigned for yet another failed attempt to understand the destiny that called us to this planet.
Where my sister's pod was, I had no idea? Bereft of navigation, nor bearings, neutered by the magnetism of the stuff, we just knew we were in different places.
It was strange. Unworldly. To be somewhere and nowhere all at once. The soup spiralled up my form, caressing and holding. Exploring my body the moment I stepped out. As with the others, it began to tear apart my suit. It could not be said that the word tear was sufficient for the process. It was more that each active spinning top consumed the clothing and broke it down into its elements. Carbon and oxygen, all the rare elements embedded in the threads but fragments falling through the goop to who knows where.
I was not standing but held up. But I knew I was now naked, exposed and ashamed. My youthful form now clearly displayed on every monitor in every pod. I knew also, but could not see, that my sister Ev, was suffering the same humiliation. The stuff caressed my skin. God, it was exhilarating. My flesh tingled with desire. I looked down to see them form around my penis. I felt it rhythmically stimulate my sex as I had done. It read my mind, it knew of the secret times I had self-harmed, my embarrassment of need, and overcoming the taboo of masturbation. Now all could see I was a secret masturbator. I groaned in the pleasure the goop now gave me. In my desperation to withhold my darkest secret, I had been exposed. The pictures in my mind now played in physical form before me. The goop taking on the forms of my imaginings. My sister's form appeared in its shape painting of my mind. Her breasts formed in spinning tops, naked and bared, it filled my desires.
My cock was now rampant and throbbing my need. It jacked me off but I knew, deep down, I could not cum. It, the goop, kept me there, edged me as it played my favourite scenes from my spank bank. All my imaginings now life actioned on the space around me. God, I had a corrupt and wicked depraved mind. My guilt was before me, laid out. I struggled with my mind.
It knew the scenario where I took my sister on the learning table, her legs splayed and on display, her inner sex revealed before I drove my penis home taking her blood with me, spilling on my homework.
Then it was the shower scene, our lips devouring our souls, as I thrust past her virgin barrier against the warm wet tiles of our bathroom.
Strange, as they played out, it was clear she was always a virgin and it was also always my first time, our first time. There was never a second time, or an imagined future in my spank back. Just me deflowering my beautiful sister.
I felt the soup bare me up, take me, as it caressed my abs, played with my pecs and licked at my balls. I locked my sphincter down in surprise as it penetrated my arse to play around with my prostrate. Cruelly I could not cum, but my sexual excitement built up in my balls. The stuff licked at my precum and then followed it down into my urethra. It was pleasurable torture as it tubed itself to play in my sperm on the inside of my scrotal sack. It was like it was analysing, cleansing, and preparing the way for release.
In all this time I was aware that I was being transported, me and my depraved sexual scenes across the surface. How fast I knew not?
Now let me describe the surface. It was a rainbow soup of refraction. Each top had colour in its form but always changing. As if to make my lusts more real they played out in colour. That's right, super high-definition colour. Three-dimensional depictions. Fuck it was exciting. To see my sexual desires for my sister displayed in hyperrealism.
Behind my latest scene, I spied another stage. Coming closer it was, god it was me, but this time not from my mind. From another's. There I was in three dimensions taller than life, fucking huge. My body thrusting into, shit, my recumbent sister. I was looking through her breasts. Me, not the image of me. Down her body, toward Ev's sexual mound, my penis driving into her vagina.
I realised that these scenes were being played in buildings tall scale. There being no reference point to measure from. Then I was taking her from behind in yet another shower scene, but this one had never played in my spank bank.
Then the scenes just stopped. My sister Ev, was now before me naked. I was the same as her. Her cheeks were flushed and her upper chest was pink with desire. My cock was hard and larger than I had ever known it. Pulsing out its priming fluid that dribbled down my glans. Likewise, Ev was running with fluids from her plump swollen lower lips.
"Ev is that you?"
"Yes Ad, my god you look even better than I have dreamt of."
"You dreamed of me? I lusted after you for so long. Is that really your beautiful sexy body I see before me, or are you yet still another temptation of my mind?"
"This is real. I need to say this Ad. I love you. More than a sister should for her brother. More than is decent."
"Did you just see my mind played out as I did yours, my precious sister?"
"Yes big brother, oh my god yes, you held that lust for me?"
"It was lust but more than lust. It was love but more than love. I love you so much and want you so much. I have for a long time, since well before we escaped."
Ev giggled. "I guess they know now. They will have seen."
We were still some distance from each other. The goop became our hands. My sister's hands, while her arms were still and frozen by her side, as were mine. Animated in the goop and reached out over the distance to take my penis in her fingers.
"You feel so hard yet soft Brother."
I watched as she manipulated me with her fingers.
"I have always wanted to hold you, know you."
My hands reached in spinning tops toward her. They held her breasts. Firm handfuls, nipples piercing my palms in their hardness.
"Better, than my imaginings Ev. I can't believe I'm holding my sister in my hands, my naked, sexual, sensual sister."
"You aren't you know Ad, not really. But I wish you were, without this stuff."
"I want to take you, lose my virginity with you but what is this torture? Why are we being held apart?
I love you".
"I love you too, forever."
"Forever."
Then it happened, with those words the primordial ooze bore us up. As if an offering, on a pillar we rose. I watched as the goop spread my sister's legs and in the form of fingers parted her labia to reveal her inner passage. At the same time my penis was stroked, the fire lit furiously in me. Then taking my body, it lay me between her thighs. I felt the spinning tops lining me up but left it to me to thrust my penis home.
Suddenly we were both hands, real hands, exploring and feeling each other. Our lips touched and kissed in growing passion. Tongues released to fuck each other's mouths as the lovemaking that would soon follow. Suddenly it was us. Us on something solid. Soft warm earth, fine soil made our bed.
"Put it in my Ad, take me. I am ready."
Slowly I thrust forward, my penis head slipping into her virgin passage to stop at her maidenhead.
"Are you sure, it could hurt?"
"It could not hurt as much as my desire that hurts for you. End this torture Ad, make love to me."
With that, I thrust too hard and drove my penis to its full depth. We both cried in pleasure and pain. I paused and looked into my sister's eyes. Her loving eyes bore through to my soul. We were one. I moved and all the thrill, excitement and sexual urges I had ever felt, formed themselves into my penis shaft as I drove into my sister. I know she came in that instance. Her passage played my length, her clamping, punctuated by the fluids released around me.
"Yes Ads, cum in me. Fill me. Please please give me your sperm."
With that, I cried my release. "Cumming!"
Then pumped load after load into my fertile sister. Finally, we slumped together. Complete, completed, consummated in our love. The grass tickled my back.
I watched as did my sister, our pods, our colony rise from the retreating ooze and fly off into the blue nothingness. With them also went our memory of the past, of the technologies and our culture. We stood in amazement. Around us, the goop formed itself into a new world. A new creation. It was a world full of fruits and wonders. Until there was no more spinning goop matter. All that mattered was by my side.
"Eve, I feel complete."
"Adam, so do I."
"I know it's..., we..., we're naked."
"But not ashamed."
Eve giggled. "I feel your sperm dribbling down my thigh."
I looked, my penis grew, still glistening from our recent union.
"I think I need to replace it, can I love you again."
"Yes please, love me, fuck me, live out the dreams we both have shared."
"This is real Eve. This is our world to populate. For the first time, I am naked and not ashamed." This became our saying, our slogan but from then on we did not know what the word 'ashamed' even meant.
In the moment, that sacred moment, we fell into our lusts and love, and over time populated this new Eden, this new earth.
...........
This story came as a surprise after a dream I had last night. The dream included the world and the mechanism of this planet. The characters and story followed as my creative mind played. But as a dream, and story, I think it says a lot about my guilt and my mind.
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Journey to Love Pt 16.
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Sophie
........
I woke the next morning wet, cold and sticky. Jack's soft penis was literally stuck to my hip. So I guessed we made love sometime in the darkness then fell back to sleep. The wet spot was big, so I also figured I had cum hard. I only hoped the mattress was not ruined. I giggled, Gerry was planning on sleeping in this spot tonight with his precious Sister.
It was so good to know that we were not alone in our illicit love. Others have walked this path. Even Toën, from another time and culture, knew the endearing love I felt for my brother who lay naked beside me.
Was this action of love as enduring as time itself? Adam and Eve started a family. If they were the first. The text that said Adam and Eve had other sons and daughters, could only imply that the very next generation was propagated between siblings. I giggled. Something the holier than thou church conveniently glosses over. Then think again after the flood. If not between brother and sister then at the very best first cousins. So if that was like this at the start, then I had no need to feel guilty.
So love between a brother and sister had its roots in the first roots. ( Note for non-Aussies, a root in Australia also means to fuck.) Logic aside, it was comforting to know we were not the first and would not be the last.
In my mind, I think I decided then and there that I would risk having children with my handsome brother. Craig and Rose appeared to be normal people. No two heads. The only problem for Toën is they are not in love. Well as far as she knew. Nor being honest with each other. Jillian and Gerry and their parents were at least that.
I guess Jack and I could make the excuse we did not grow up with each other, nor have the society conditioning that may have put the brakes on this. Daisy's brakes were pretty ineffectual. So like a gondola that brought together siblings in flights of sexual fantasy, this journey in Daisy was almost fated to do the same.
What secrets did Grandpa have? In fact, why did our father and mum separate? What were the irreconcilable differences? Why were they so great that they needed to keep a brother and sister from even knowing the other existed? Why were they so scared that such a drastic action was deemed necessary?
The people who loved us kept us apart from love. Did incest run in the family? Our Dad, Brad, was trying to do his best, but he left his son high and dry so many times. Sure it shaped my brother, my man, but at what cost? I did keep seeing the scars. But then I had scars too. A girl growing up without a Dad. A teenage girl needs a dad. A role model for the type of guy she should fall for. But then like father like son. Shit, no wonder girls fall for their brothers sometimes.
I know I had my uncles, Dave and Rob. They did their best to be role models for me. They were close to mum also. Always over to fix this or that. Babysitting me when Mum had to work. So it's not like I missed out. But why had they never married? They were great catches. I sometimes wondered if they were gay. But then there were never any other males in their lives. They both had their own houses, so they weren't living together.
I stopped to think. My mind just threw up a random spanner. If brothers and sisters could end up loving each other. Fuck, could brothers be the same? As in actually fucking love each other that way. Fucking being the operative word. Now I started to question everything I had been brought up thinking.
I looked down at my naked brother. They were his uncles too. He just didn't know them. Like not at all. Why, if they were so protective of me, did they allow Gramps to send us into the sunset unsupervised? Fuck did they even approve? Yet they happily waved us off. Neither did they act like any Dad would and give Jack a good hard talking too before we left.
I put my hand down and stroked my brother's soft penis. It started to respond and swell. I licked my fingers and added moisture to it to unstick it. Jack stirred.
I watched him stretch out.
"I love waking up with you, Sophie."
"Can you hold me?"
He curled me into his arms. Suddenly I was crying.
"What's wrong?"
"Just hold me."
After a few minutes, I said. "I've been awake a while, I've been thinking. Thinking about my family, about our family."
"Well, your family is the only family I have.
"It's just how will they react. Like what other secrets have they been keeping, especially if they were so committed to keeping you secret from me?"
"Wow, that's deep. No wonder you have tears. I try not to think about Dad and whatever distance I had from his family. As far as I know, he was an only child. But then he said his parents died before I was born."
"I think it was seeing Toën and her story and seeking life in a new world. Even after fifty years, her English is still stunted. But she made this her home. She had never been back. Her parents lost two children that day. Fuck they may not even know Hüng was killed.
But more than that, I want to know the truth."
I kept to myself the conviction I wanted to bear Jack's children even though we role-played it in making love yesterday. We are young, we have time. But the desire and need were there.
"You know Jack I'm sick of secrets. Look what they did to us. I want to be honest, not only with Grandpa but with Mum and my uncles."
"Our uncles. I haven't thought about this, but what if they get so pissed at me that they do me over. I agree but the cost could be great."
"Well, we walk away then, from everything. We go live in another state. We disappear, so long as I have you."
"But disappearing is only another excuse for lying. Lying to ourselves and others. I agree with you, Sophie. We have to be upfront so to speak."
"Wow, this is heavy for early morning, brother of mine. Please make love to me again. I need to feel your warmth surround me. I need to feel your seed in me."
"Allow me to empty my bladder, I'll be right back."
In the dawn light, I watched him slip out the door. Then slip back in to lie again beneath the sheets. He moved his body onto me. I felt the coolness of the night on his skin and the deeper warmth of his body radiate through to my core. My hands explored again the wonder of his flesh. Slowly I addressed his back, moving down his shoulder blades to feel the bumps of his spine all the way down to his tight buns. My hands luxuriated in their form as I pressed him into my groin. The top of his thighs were firm because he was taking some weight off my torso through his knees.
I rolled him sideways and felt them release their tension. Jack was now free to caress my body also. His hands moving over my softer flesh in light but firm mirroring of my own hands. I moved back up his outer thighs to pause at the sharp curve of his hip bone. Access now limited for my lower hand, I moved it the hold his head in the crook of my elbow and ran my fingers through his locks. Our eyes met and locked together in the early light, deep pools of love. Dark within the shadows of the fading night.
"I love you, Jack." My only words.
My other hand was free to feel. I followed the crease of his hip down to his groin the over it avoiding stopping on his now hard penile flesh that lay raised above his groin. But moved my hand under it. I sighed with him, as I felt his glans caress the back of my hand. But I moved up and away from the temptation to explore his stomach muscles and the abdominal six-pack, that formed just below the surface of his scant body fat. My fingers counted their number to assure themselves they were indeed six. Muscles that work so well in concert each time he had occasion to thrust into my softer body.
I was glad that my body was not so taut. That my flesh was feminine. It made a wonderful contrast to his. The Ying and Yang of our sibling world. His finger even now exploring my softness. I moved up to his ribcage and explored the curve of bone beneath his flesh. He had no man-boobs but nicely formed pecs that housed his nipples, hard to the touch of my palms. I traversed the hollow of his rising chest to feel its partner's hardness between my searching fingers. Squeezing lightly to send that shiver to his balls. I felt his penis jerk on my thighs and some coolness dribble onto my searching groin. My upper leg as if on its own volition moved to encase his thighs between my own and caress, as my hands had done, his shapely hips. Conscious of my actions now, I moved my leg to fall into the hollow of his waist and pulled him to me with my lower leg.
Delightfully, I felt his hardness nuzzle into my waiting groin, his balls now resting and rolling in their sack against my hardening clitoris. My hand ran up his shoulders to feel the form of his neck as it rose from the hollow of his shoulder. I spread my fingers to enjoy the meeting of his neck with his well-formed chin. The neck that turned his head to mine. I brought his lips to mine and we played with the fire within. Lips and tongues now dancing in our growing passion.
Jack's hand passed over my bum and then between it to free his manly throbbing cock and move it down to my waiting, gaping vagina. His gentle fingers parted my labia and brought his glans to my nest. As my hand urged him in his kiss, he pressed his head to mine, his penis surged forward and he slipped into my tight wetness. I felt him thrust into me, filling me. Satisfying my primal need to have my yearning ovaries pasted in cream. I felt my vagina release some fluids to lubricate their welcome invader. The only thing left now was to encourage my brother to dance within me. My hips thrust forward to begin the rhythm of our lovemaking.
His groan into my neck heralded our successful union. He met my thrusts with his. He rolled back on top of me and began to pump, in earnest. Now free, my two hands held the sides of his face which locked his eyes on mine. The sun was casting its dawn light into our room. I could now see the glint of love sparking through those pools of blue. Pools of love I fell into.
"I love you, Sophie. I love you more than my body can express."
He nuzzled my hand and I slipped two fingers into his mouth, in imitation of his cock within me. His thrusts grew more urgent. My body feeling this, moved toward my climax.
"Harder Jack, I want to feel you deep within."
Suddenly I tensed around him, those words released my need and I was cumming. Quietly at first, but then it built as he thrust harder and deeper. I could feel his release was soon. Still holding his head we screamed our release together. Then fell into a passionate kiss, as sperm and my girl juices mixed deep within my womb.
Jack rolled me onto him and took my limpet weight on his. Our kisses continued as we slipped back into satiated sleep.
Jack added two more checks to the list. We left it there for our hosts to find. I left a note of apology on the bed we left stripped bare, stating we would pay for a new mattress if needed. The sheets, just caked in love, were washed in the machine, along with sex-soaked towels.
We had a breakfast of bits of food left in the fridge. Cold pizza, reheated. This satisfied Jack's need for volume food.
This house was our love nest, our pre-honeymoon, honeymoon location. The place we took each other so many times. Our first, and well not the only times, as we did fuck on the Balloon. But this was our place of fulfilled love. It was hard to say goodbye. Always in our memories that later, would do their bidding to ward off moments of hardship and doubt.
Jack was feeling it too, like me he remained silent all the way into Canowindra. Cowra was only an hour's drive. So we decided to explore this town before we moved on.
Canowindra had a famous bushranger, Ben Hall and his gang, who held it up. Like not just a bank, but the whole town. But not for money or stuff. He herded them into the pub and threw a party. He made the town folk party for three days. He even paid for the cigars and alcohol. The town still had the classic old main street look with most of the old buildings preserved. Many of them now host craft and specialty shops, great for attracting tourists.
So we had fun window shopping and acting like the lovers we were. It was a change from swimming and sex. Or should that be sex then swimming? We found a nice coffee shop and had a light lunch.
"You know Jack, it will be so good to settle down and share a house with you."
"Yes, living out of a tiny suitcase is very limiting. But I get the sense you mean a bit more than that?"
"What do you mean?"
"I think you might be nesting."
I looked at my brother trying to read his eyes. They were easy to get lost in. Did he like the idea of me nesting?
"You could be right. I don't see the need to be unsettled when I have found the man I want to spend my whole life with."
"I find it hard to imagine what I thought I was going to be doing just a month ago. So yes, I do want to nest with you. But I don't think for guys it's nesting. More like building a future. Building the home, both physically and metaphysically. I have an urge to do things with my hands, to make."
I put my foot up into his groin and felt for his penis.
"Not just your hands, Jack. Do you want this to be making things also?"
He put his hand down and grabbed my foot. He pressed my sole into his growing hardness.
"This Sophie darling is reserved for your nesting instincts. But I think we need to get moving before I can't."
I paid because Jack had to keep his problem from being obvious. Back in Daisy, I drove.
We took the main road through to Cowra, given it was a short drive, although a main road, it was less busy and had few trucks. They did get a bit frustrated having to pull up behind a strange slow car, but generally, they were patient. That they were prepared to wave, and playfully toot horns, was an indication of our novelty on their journey.
I was also used to driving Daisy these days, but the biggest difference was we were no longer in a sweatbox. We had much less need to stop to air the canopy out. As we came into town some brown tourist signs came up on the left.
"Jack, what's a POW?"
"Either, a Batman punch, or a Prisoner of War. Where did that come from?"
"On the sign back there. "
I slowed down as another sign was coming up.
"POW breakout site, and Japanese Gardens, well I guess that's where we are heading, but why would we have prisoners of war so far from the action? It makes no sense." Jack said.
"Well, we find out tomorrow. Can I suggest a swim at the pool before we go to our motel?"
I think we had been spoilt this last week with our own house and pool. It was back to being more public. One of those problems I now face is which bikini to wear. I had acquired four different ones. Mind you, I preferred my birthday suit most, but that was the luxury of a private house, with a private pool. It came down to the original orange-red or the more revealing purple. I was more comfortable with the revolution starting one but was Cowra ready for it? Jack navigated us to the pool.
"I guess that answers my question, Jack."
"What question?"
"Which bikini to wear? Look at the flag pole."
"What the fuck! Awesome!"
There on the flag pole, some wag had flown a bright yellow flag with a purple bikini symbolically emblazoned on it.
"I guess Geurie is not that far away," I said as I pulled my swimming bag out of the back. "I had better check it's in here."
"Long live the revolution, let the puppies out to play I say," Jack yelped.
School was not yet out, but it must be soon for the regular pool invasion to happen. In the pool, there was quite a collection of young mums setting up family spots. They were all wearing revealing bikinis.
I went to the changing rooms with some pride and a lot less trepidation. Had I really changed that much from the shy teenager of a month ago? I felt brave in the company of people I trusted. In the ladies' change rooms, several young mums were chatting while they got changed.
"I'm not sure how my teenage boys will cope with my new bikini." One commented
"I wouldn't worry, their eyes will be everywhere."
"That's what worries me."
"Just count it as educative. If they lived in Bondi it would be normal. They will learn to cope."
Quietly I stood in the corner and slipped into my bikini.
"Wow girl, that looks like an original. Where did you get it?"
"Original what?" I asked. Even though I knew the answer.
"Revolution bikini, you look great in it. I've not seen you before. Where are you from?"
Just then another lady burst into the room all excited.
"Guess what's parked outside? The actual yellow revolution car?"
The group of ladies stopped and looked at me. There were about seven of them.
"Wait," the one who was just talking to me said, "you're Sophie, you must be."
I giggled, "I guess I can't keep it a secret then. Yes, I'm Sophie but how, what, what the?"
Suddenly I was in a crush of female boobs, some still changing. Flesh pressed all around me as someone yelled "Group hug."
"Ok, give the girl some space."
They backed off. I was left wondering about the merits of turning Lesbian.
"I can't believe it, you actually came."
"Came to what? We just turned up for a swim."
"Oh, you don't know?"
"Sorry, I'm very much in the dark here."
Again the ladies all chatted at once.
"You tell her Sue you're president."
"Well tonight," someone in the back started speaking, "we are having a fundraiser for the CWA, (Country Women's Association). The young ones are taking hold of their destiny.
We are also on a member drive, giving new blood to the old organisation. No longer crochet and cake stalls, we are going twenty-first century."
I giggled again. "You could crochet bikinis. Make it a competition or challenge. Most delicate, largest hook size, and most revealing. Bikini fashion parade."
"I love your thinking Sophie. You don't want to be on our committee do you?"
"As tempting as that is, we will be living near Albury, so no thanks. But what is happening tonight?"
"A big family pool night with BBQ. Our fellas are doing the cooking. Special entry fee, chook raffle, hubby for hire auction. Oh, and the new bikini fashion parade. The men are voting over the night. I hope you will stay."
"I have talk to Jack but yes. We will have to go and book into our motel but we will be back."
Finally, I made it out of there and dived into the water. Oops, my girls popped out. I tucked them back. Then I swam over to the lane Jack was swimming laps in.
I stopped him by grabbing his swimmers at the back. He was bare-bummed for a few seconds as he struggled to make sense of what just happened. I pulled him in for a cuddle and kiss.
"You took a while getting changed."
"I got mobbed in the change room, someone recognised the bikini and the car. Cuddle me and I'll tell you about it."
So we held close. I wrapped my legs around his waist as I updated him on events and plans for tonight. As we talked it was obvious we were the centre of attention, with stares and constantly being pointed out. There was excitement in the air.
"Well let's give you a chance to have a swim, then go book in. I think I might need to drain my balls before I come back though. I'm not sure I could prevent a boner with all that flesh on display."
"So long as it's me draining them I don't mind."
I did some laps. After all the attention it was nice to get lost in the rhythmical movement of my body through water. I was chuffed I could still swim, and do it reasonably. But mostly, I tried to forget about the revolution I had inadvertently started. I might as well join the CWA though. If I was to be a country woman. I liked the idea more and more as our trip progressed.



I pulled up next to Jack. "Time to go home I think I want to wrap myself in your arms for a while. As in take up your suggestion of draining your balls of your man spunk."
.........
Jack
.........
The accommodation was nothing to write home about. It had a good queen-sized bed and a big enough shower. But very much a small country town without the pizzazz of modernisation. But it was only for a few nights and I knew there was much better coming soon. Our next stop was Bathurst, I certainly knew why, as did every Australian boy. But I'm not sure Sophie had a clue.
I loved arranging our shack-up locations, or should I say shagging locations as they had now become. Bathurst would be fun, followed by some massively romantic locations, but this meant some forward planning to even get rooms.
I thought back to the pool, wow my sister had certainly started something. That pool was filling with hot bodies, and the local lads were almost queuing up so as not to miss out. Some spunk would fly tonight. Either into warm wet pussies or against the bathroom walls of the town. That said I needed to unload mine.
I noticed however that Sophie had gone into her quiet, insecure self. So I nuzzled up to her and wrapped her in my arms.
"Are you okay darling, we don't have to go back if you think its too much."
"But we do Jack. It's just a bit daunting."
"I get that. Turn around and let me love on my beautiful sexy sister."
I had an idea for tonight's lovemaking. But it will need to be delayed until tomorrow night, well mostly, but now was a perfect time to start. I was thinking about Japanese porn while I was swimming. It's so different. I think the Japanese culture does everything differently and sex is no exception.
On a surface level, it is all about the girl. It's more complex than that because it is also about subservience and dominance of older males. But that aside, the goal is to make the woman cum and cum often before the male ever gets his dick out, or for that matter gets naked. I sort of liked watching this stuff as it was great for edging. That is if I could find one that didn't have the lower genital areas pixelated out. Weird rules given the rest of the content.
So I figured tonight I would love on Sophie and bring her pleasure, before I approached my own needs. Therein lay the problem I did not have much time. The other goal of the Japanese man was to get her to squirt. Now I know I can do that for Sophie, but it was not appropriate for tonight.
Gently I lay her down, and accompanied by a lot of kissing, I gradually stripped her. Making sure to caress her skin, I avoided the breasts and labia for now. She tried to undress me.
"Not yet darling, this is about you. Stay still and enjoy it."
She groaned and sort of reluctantly let me have my way. That's the thing, there is a big element of reluctance in the Japanese process. The Japanese girl puts her arm over her eyes and behaves embarrassed. This was not Sophie at the moment, she was more impatient.
"Come on Jack, please just fuck me."
"No sweet sister, this will be slow."
I worked my way to her tits. Now the Japanese give a lot of nipple play, both male and female. They know the importance of the male nipple. Maybe it's the smaller breasts, but flicking nipples, pulling and tongue action is important. So I worked on my sister's.
Perhaps it is the subservient attitude that allows this extended play. Sophie was having none of that. She sat bolt upright, threw me on the bed and ripped my shorts down to my knees. Followed by immediately impaling herself on my ridged cock and fucking me like a banshee.
"What the fuck are you playing at Jack, fuck that's good. I need a quick fucking, not whatever you were doing."
She then pumped on me until she came in a massive wave. My own orgasm, which filled her with sperm, was lost in her violent spasms, all I knew was I came heaps.
"Okay, thanks Jack, now shower!"
She dragged me off the bed and into the shower.
"Wash and let's get back to the party."
"So you want to go now?"
"I always wanted to go, I feel honoured but not so self-assured. Fucking you was a good cure."
Then and there I decided arguing was futile. But I also realised I may have to show her some Japanese porn to explain what I was trying to do.
Back at the pool, our arrival was heralded with great joy. They insisted we drive Daisy into the pool grounds and park her for all to see.
Sophie wore her purple number to the pool. But I noticed she had a few more bikinis with her. I spent a lot of time talking to the guys about the car and helping young kids into the front seat to have a pretend ride.
The ladies wore an amazing variety of bikinis. Even the oversized big girls threw modesty aside and mostly fell out of the morsels of fabric they sported. There was liberation in the air. It was clear there was no real body type just bodies. The guys mostly wore board shorts but a few brave ones were in Budgie Smugglers. The guys on the BBQ wore coconut bikini tops and grass skirts.
It was interesting to note the social dynamics. The younger kids just carried on as if nothing was out of place. The tweenie boys huddled in groups, too embarrassed to do anything but hide behind sniggering hands and occasionally point out bikinis that stood out.
The tweenie girls walked around in small groups strutting their newly acquired modest bikinis that parents obviously consented they could wear.
The teen boys mainly had long baggy board shorts on. They were divided into three groups. The nerds and shy ones who kept away from the action but took everything in. The more adventurous who chatted to the girls walking past, but lacked the guts to have a real conversation. Then the last of the guys were the players. Obviously they were the alpha and popular boys who had at least one girl hanging off them.
The older girls sort of matched these boy groups. Some of the shy girls stayed close to the family picnic rug. Some just read a book, hoping the embarrassment of the night would finish. One group of girls sat in the shadows fully dressed in hoodies and refusing to have anything to do with the night.
Sophie came up to me and hugged me. Nodding to this group, quietly said, "That was me a month ago. I get how they feel."
As the night progressed small events took place raising money. The big bikini parade was coming up. Sophie grabbed our beach bag and headed into the girl's changing rooms. It was an event only for the adult participants over 18 years.
I noticed a guy about my age sitting on his own but talking to a pretty girl who looked like she could be a sister. She like Sophie was getting ready to parade. Once she left I walked up and introduced myself.
"Mind if I join you? My name's Jack."
"No worries, I know you're Jack, sorry that was a bit rude. I'm Mathew, Mat for short, one T."
I sat next to him on the grass.
"The girl you were talking to, was she your sister?"
I saw a flash of the familiar in his eyes, then a downcast guilty look. A feeling I knew too well.
"Older or younger?"
"Oh, older by four years. I'm nineteen, Sue is just twenty-three."
Again there was a winsome tone. I perceived some infatuation at least.
"Tell me about her Mat? She had on a very hot bikini, is that normal for her?"
"Hell no, but then she has been away at Uni, so maybe."
"As a brother does that worry you? Or do you feel protective of her?"
"How do you know I feel that?"
"I'm a brother too. So, I don't mean to put you on the spot, so please tell me to bugger off if I'm overstepping the mark here. But I perceive you sort of love her."
"Of course, I love her, as a sister."
"I mean as more than a sister?"
This was met by silence. He glanced down, embarrassed but by no means stopping my line of enquiry.
"I know it's wrong Jack, but I can't help it."
"I get it, I really do. I love my sister more than I should also."
Well, his head turned so fast to look at me in the eyes for the first time.
"No kidding, really. I thought I was the only one. Like I'm weird and mad. It's so wrong".
"Perhaps we need to talk later once the parade is done."
We had all been given a slip of paper with three lines and categories: The sexiest, bravest, and most desirable while still modest. The adult guys were to judge. The girls came out of the changing room one at a time holding a number.
Mat and I exchanged comments along general lines and muted approvals, but when one brunet came out in a black bikini Mat fell silent. He was stunned and mouth open. Her bikini was a thin satin silky material. Her nipples were hard and clear. It was a string bikini, obviously smaller than her normal as there was a lot of new white flesh.
"Fuck."
"Your sister Mat?"
"Fuck, I never knew she had that one."
"She is hot Mat. No wonder you are having guilty feelings." I looked down, Mat was sporting a sizable boner.
"I get it Mat, sisters are not supposed to be so hot."
"I'm going to hell then. Shit, I thought I had a wanking problem before. How the fuck can I stop after this."
"I think the thing it is to not feel guilty, or that you're to blame. You can't help who you get hard for."
"Yes, but sisters are out of bounds."
Suddenly a hush fell on the crowd. I'm not sure how many girls we missed in our conversation, but the girl that came out next was my sister Sophie. Fuck she was wearing the tiny yellow bikini and waving her purple bikini top, which had become a symbol of the movement, above her head.
You could hear the proverbial pin drop. I leant forward and whispered in Mat's ear.
"I know how you feel, that's my sister."
He just looked at me.
"Yes, and I'm fucking her."
Tears appeared in his eyes. He followed her movement back into the shed, and the crowd erupted in a roar. A massive standing ovation, for those who were not too worried about their hard-ons that is.
"Mat, please keep what I told you a massive secret, not many people know. We pretend we are married."
"Fuck I have so many questions."
"I know, so maybe we can catch up before we leave town. Happy to help you if I can. But if that doesn't happen please know this. Love breaks all boundaries, all things are possible. It will depend on Sue's feelings."
Just then Sue came to talk to her brother.
"I hope that didn't break you Mat," She giggled.
Mat's eyes were having trouble knowing where to look. "
"Fuck Sis, sorry, you are hot. Bugger it, shit."
He went bright red. She flushed pink but looked at him with that look Sophie always gave me. The I love you look.
"Sorry, Sue, this is Jack, Sophie's..."
"Husband, good to meet you," I cut in.
"Wow Jack, that bikini Sophie wore, I thought I was being brave."
"Well between the three of us. Two guys here certainly were blown away by how you look. Your poor brother still doesn't know where to look."
Sue walked up to her brother and stood in front of him. She sort of tussled his hair but I swear she almost buried her pussy in his face. I know I could smell her sex juices from where I was.
"Oh is my wittle brother having trouble with his sexy sister's new swimsuit?"
"Don't be too hard on him. You already broke the poor man."
Mat was just splattering incoherently.
"I think I had better leave him alone, I want to get a chance to talk to Sophie before she goes."
"Sue," I said, "and Mat, promise me one thing, can you two have a talk tonight, before you go to bed, about what just happened here."
Mat looked at me and just nodded a fraction. Sue looked more puzzled at first but said, "Yes I think it's overdue."
Mat watched his big sister walk away. She had a little extra sway to her hips. He then looked at me.
"Thanks, Jack, but now what the hell do I say?"
"Just tell her the truth. I saw the look in her eyes, she was really into you. She also made sure you got a real close-up view of that bikini."
"You're right. Jack she was wet! As in turned on wet."
"I know I could smell her from here. If she didn't want you to know that, there is no way she would have thrust her pussy in your face. She wants you to know."
"So what do I say."
"Just tell her you love her, but more than as a brother. That you can't get her out of your head no matter how hard you have tried. Tell her you are sorry, that you lust after her, and you will try harder not to."
"So what if she rejects me?"
"That's the thing if she does it will help you to put her behind you, or, and from what just saw more likely, she will confess the hots for you also. It's a win-win either way. Although one will be a hard route to go down. You are already on that route. So roll the dice.
The results of the bikini challenge were about to be announced. So we stood and moved over to join the crowd. The brave award went to one of the super-sized ladies. She was obviously well out of her comfort zone, but a fun person and much loved in the district.
The modesty award went to a short slight person who wore a black rubber one-piece with a variety of openings that showed nothing but hinted at everything.
I shouldn't have been surprised when Sophie was announced as the sexiest bikini winner. I could tell she was very turned on as she walked up in the yellow triangles to accept the award.
She stepped up to the microphone.
"Thanks for your vote guys. But, I would like to decline the award. I know I started this revolution with one brave, and maybe in hindsight foolish, rebellion. I couldn't have done it without my hubby, who stood up for me when I was threatened with being kicked out of a country swimming pool. But this award needs to go to one of these very sexy local girls who have bravely joined the movement. You all look so sexy. Please can you let us know who was the runner-up.
A name was announced and a dark-skinned girl in a very sexy leopard-skin bikini stepped up to the podium. Hoots and cheers erupted for the local girl. Sophie hugged her and handed over the prize.
"That's some sister you have Jack, Mat said quietly to me."
"I know, I'm so proud of her. Can we exchange phone numbers? Please let me know how it goes, even, and especially if it doesn't go well."
Just then Sophie walked up to us talking with Sue.
We sat together and chatted, waiting for the hire a hubby auction. But they didn't need to be hubbies.
"Did you put your name down Mat?" I asked.
"Sort of, Sue insisted I did."
"Good move Sue," Soph commented.
The Auction was fun. Often the wives bid high for their hubbies to take them off the market. Eventually, Mat's name came up. Mat made his way to the stage. Bidding was quite brisk. Apparently, he was the popular quiet guy. The bid was at a hundred and twenty dollars when Sue yelled out two hundred dollars.
The tactic worked, she won her brother.
Someone yelled, "Yuck who wants a brother?"
Sue replied, "Sisters revenge, Mat won't know what hit him."
Everyone laughed.
"Don't worry Mat, I will try to make it as pleasurable as I can," Sue whispered to him when he got back.
With that, the night continued to rage on. A lot of the families left to get the kids to bed. Sophie and I decided to call it a night. We said goodbye to our new friends and let the organisers know we needed to drive Daisy out of the grounds. Our departure was announced and everyone formed a guard of honour at the gate and cheered as we drove away.
"Well so much for quietly going about this challenge," I said.
"Jack, do you think our being siblings will eventually be known?"
"I hope not. But let me tell you about Mat and Sue."
I spent the short journey to the hotel filling my sister in on the siblings.
"You know Jack, until I heard the person in the crowd comment on Sue being her brother, I thought she was a girlfriend. She certainly has the hots for him."
"That's how I read her also. I think Mat will be presently surprised by the outcome of their talk."
Back at the Motel Sophie realised she still had her reveal-all bikini on. She suddenly went shy.
"Jack, can you make sure no one is around as I slip into our room?"
"I get it. You know, I really like the shy you. It's so sweet."
In the room, she flung herself at me. She was shaking, I think the adrenaline had worn off. We kissed for a while. I certainly enjoyed the yellow bikini.
"Jack what were you trying to do earlier tonight? I kind of cut you short and fucked you".
"I had an idea I wanted to try. You know that tomorrow we are going to the Japanese Gardens."
"Yes."
"Well, the Japanese do things very differently. Not only in gardens and architecture but in the bedroom. Like Japanese porn is so different."
"How so?"
"Well on the surface it looks like all the focus is getting the girl off, many times. Lots of tongue, fingers and caressing. If she can squirt all the better. "
"Sounds great, western guys could learn a lot from what I hear."
"Yes, but, underneath there are signs of male domination and female subservience. Japanese girls are easily embarrassed and very shy. It's common to see a girl covering her eyes with her arm. She will turn her head in embarrassment or even shame, rarely is there direct eye contact with the guy."
"That is different."
"I think it's the way they are bought up and the male patrimony. But then it is her pleasure first, then he will stick it in and fuck her. Missionary is certainly the dominant position.
"Also No certainly does not mean no. Well her no is always ignored, but I'm not sure it translates across culture. She is or appears to be a willing partner. So maybe the word no doesn't translate as stop, or I don't want it. Maybe it's more like our 'oh no,' which we might use like 'oh oh here it comes', our 'oh no, yes!' but I'm not sure, this is only inference and conjecture from watching Jap porn. I'm not sure an expert, just a young guy learning from these masters of making girls cum."
"Well Jack, you have learnt bloody well. God, I love your tongue. You certainly look after my needs ahead of your own. I think I would like to see some."
"I can put some on my phone. We can watch together."
Sophie snuggled into me. "Yes please."
"It is hard to find uncensored Jap porn but I had a few shortcuts to get there. I always use private browsing on my phones and computers, that way I don't get spam and advertising on my normal feeds. I found this out the hard way while staying at a relative's house. I've never been so embarrassed in my life. I was grounded from all screens as well.
I found a video and played it.
"It's too small Jack I can't see any action. Can you screencast it to the TV? "
"Okay, I'll try."
It took a bit, but soon the porn was showing in big detail. We turned the sound down so that the rooms next door could not hear the porn. It was in Japanese with English subtitles.
I was uncomfortable at first. I have only ever watched porn on my own. It was a new sensation to be sharing it. I was hard as a rock. My sister had her hand in my swimmers holding me but I could tell she was more gobsmacked by what she was seeing.
When the first video ended, I chose a seventeen-minute one, Sophie commented.
"I get what you mean. Weird and bloody exciting. Fuck I'm turned on but I want to keep watching."
........
Sophie
.........
Jack put another one on. I didn't know so many things could be done to a girl. Although I recognised so many things Jack did to me.
"How the hell can they just lie there and take it? It's like they are in neutral and the guy's her slave."
I watched with fascination. All sorts of questions were raised. I'm sure a lot of the 'wam-bam thank you mam' set of the Western males would get a big fat failing grade in Japanese sexual scorecards. It was like, how rude they are to just stick it in and cum without getting the girl there.



Jack was right these men were masters of the female body. Like everything in Japanese culture, aim for perfection. I noticed something also.
"Jack, do Japanese men all have small dicks. You are way bigger than them."
"Maybe that's why I like Jap porn darling, it's good for my ego. But I do think the Asian men's penis size is why the average is just below six inches."
"And why African men, who have whoppers, are the exceptions that break the rule.."
"More Asians than Africans in the world I guess."
"Mind you, I think Japanese girls might not be as big inside either. White guy cocks must be huge in comparison."
We watched some more without comment. Jack flicked between a few videos as well, so we could make some judgements about what we were talking about. While our analysis was not a total turn-off, it helped keep our need to fuck in check.
"I wonder if Asian guys have developed the art of female stimulation to make up for the fact they are smaller. I mean, fuck, I would have an hour of that stimulation over a quick fuck on a big dick, but then be left high and dry without cumming."
"It's getting late Sophie, but can I suggest tomorrow night, we put on a slow video and I do to you what is done to the girl at the same time."
"I would love that, my big brother, my sex dildo. Not that I have ever used a dildo before."
Jack turned off the phone and TV.
"Toilet, teeth and bed beautiful. Then I'll give you my aching cock to ride."
We flirted over the teeth cleaning. It was still a thing we did. My yellow bikini, which I still had on was so wet in the crotch. But then it had been for hours. Jack stood behind me and untied it. Then he took the fabric and rubbed it into his nose smelling me. Finally, he put it in his mouth.
"Yuck," he spat it out. "Toothpaste does not go well with pussy juice."
He washed it for me in the sink with some motel shampoo. Then hung it over the towel rail to dry.
"Time for some love big brother. Wow, you really are big."
"Well, a billion Asian girls probably agree. So I should be happy."
We settled on the bed and kissed. Jack was about to put his fat cock in me. I was so wet and ready. Essentially we had had a few hours of edging and foreplay.
"Can you do it like that scene where he took her from behind, on their side? I want you to play with my nipples and reach our union while you fuck me."
"Yes, I love that position. But maybe because it's great for the camera, without needing gymnastics."
I giggled as we quickly settled into position. I tucked his glans into location and he slipped home. Very soon he was playing with my nipples as he slowly thrust into me.
"Fuck Jack I won't last, yes, like that."
I could feel the ripples start and work through to my vagina from my nipples. He increased his speed just a bit, and that did it, I came and came hard. His upper hand travelled slowly down my body. I knew where it was going. The slow tease kept my climax going. His hand cupped my mons and he put pressure on my abdomen.
"Fuck Sophie, I can feel my cock pressing through your skin. It must be this angle."
He felt some more, then took my hand and replaced his with it.
"Fuck that's hot. I can feel the head on my palm. It's deep but definitely, it's your head I'm feeling. When you go shallower you push into the back of my clit, fuck. Harder Jack, let me feel you pump."
Jack continued to press my hand down as his fingers hit my clit.
"I'm coming again. Cum in me Jack."
With that, Jack groaned and thrust hard. I know I couldn't feel it on the outside but on the inside, I felt the hot gush of his sperm fill my spaces as his penis swelled larger. I definitely felt that on the outside.
"Just stay in me, Jack. I want to fall asleep like this."
"Thank you Sophie that was amazing. You did squirt."
"Lucky we always put a towel down these days."
With that, and Jack's tender caresses, we both fell into a deep sleep.
Early in the morning we unstuck ourselves and crawled into the shower, metaphorically speaking. Then we went back to bed, fresh and holding each other as was our norm.
When we woke it was past nine am. We dressed and headed to the dining room for late cooked breakfast.
Over breakfast, we discussed our day. Breakout site first. Lunch at the Japanese gardens then home for some serious love-making, Japanese style.
I had an outfit to wear today to surprise Jack with. I needed to decide if it should be sans underwear. I asked Jack.
"Well sight unseen I can't tell, but the breakout site, I think, is a war memorial of some sort, so perhaps with. Also, we need to talk with Grandpa. We don't want him to get a heart attack before when we finish this trip. I would like to avoid that after also."
"Like us telling him we are in love and going to live together."
"Yes, that too." I was playing with my rings unconsciously.
"Sophie, we need to make sure we take off our rings before we go on camera."
"Fuck Jack I think I stuffed up, I didn't do that on the balloon."
Jack's face dropped. "Not just you, me too."
"Have these wedding rings been on before that? Like Dubbo."
"Hopefully as Grandpa is a guy he may not have noticed. Also lucky it was not recorded but live."
We went back to our room to get changed. I made Jack wait in the main room while I robed up in the bathroom. I did my hair appropriate to the outfit and put a few bright fabric flowers in it that I purchased at the same time.
"Ready Jack," I called and came out.
"Holy fuck! Wow, that is hot, so sexy. I didn't know you could up it a level from what I've seen already. I can see your almost naked body right through the fabric in the right light."
I opened the door to the outside so I was very backlit in the harsh Australian summer light. The outfit was made up of a pair of muslin pleated pants, loose and free-flowing from a drawstring waist. The top was of cheesecloth, with a pleated back panel but the front had a bodice of loose fabric with a square cut neckline and slightly puffy sleeves at the shoulders but open and wide mid-forearm. The fabric was a bleached bright white in both articles.
"Wow, oh perfect, that white bikini is wow, so sexy but covering everything." Jack was drooling.
The drive to the breakout site was very short. There was a hill with many paths both for cars and walks, but the breakout site itself was on a gently sloping open field. Through the paddock were scattered remnants of old buildings, now really just concrete slabs. But there was plenty of signage and memorials at the car park end.
As we got out of the car and proceeded to walk to the memorials an audio commentary started up. It scared us both a bit. In silence, we listened.
"Did you know any of that Jack?"
"No, crap that's significant. Three hundred Japanese soldiers actually broke out of the prison camp in one big rush."
In silence, we walked the paths around the information signs.
"But not just Japanese Sophie, come and read this. Before the Japanese were sent here it was Italian and Germans. They even were allowed to work on farms, and they became a part of the community."
"Maybe the beginnings of a multicultural Australia we now have. Many came back after the war to live. Some even married local girls."
"But not the Japanese Sophie. They were so ashamed to be prisoners, that many escaped so they could have an honourable death. Many committed suicide as soon as they were free."
"A different side to the males we saw on the videos."
"Yes but maybe honour goes deeply in this culture in ways we Westerners could never understand. Even now seventy years later."
We wandered down to the centre of the old camp. It was very hot and the dry heat was stifling.
"Imagine being a prisoner from Japan here." I said. " coping with this dry heat.
We turned in silence and walked back up to Daisy. Jack dropped back a bit when we were almost there. I giggled I knew he was checking me out.
"Let me get a photo, Sis."
I was delighted and struck some poses for him. Jack was groaning in appreciation.
"I think we had better ring Grandpa before your bikini gets more transparent."
"What?"
"You are sweating in the heat, it's changing the fabric."
"Firstly not sweating, glistening, secondly, fuck is it bad?"
"Well, we may need to do the Video call sooner than later."
So we chose a spot where it was clear where we were and took a snap to send. Then we went to Daisy to grab a cool drink.
We were resting on Daisy in the shade when Grandpa video called us.
"So you made it to Cowra Joy, who is that fellow with you? I could be getting jealous you know."
"Grandpa it's me, Sophie, and Jack."
Grandpa was silent for a while. "Yes, oh, I suppose it is."
"Are you alright Grandpa?" Jack was clearly concerned.
"Sorry yes, it's just.... you are Joy.. are you not?"
"Who is Joy, Grandpa?"
"My Joy? Oh yes your Grandma, you look just like her."
"Was Grandma's name Joy?"
"Yes, Joy Gay Daniels, oh I loved her..... So who is the fella, if he hurts you I will rough him up for you my sweetheart Joy?"
"I'm Sophie Grandpa, this is my brother Jack."
"Oh, so it is. Is it going well, Jack?"
"Yes Grandpa, very well. We are off to the Japanese Garden next, we will have lunch there at the restaurant."
"That's good. Look after Joy for me and bring her back safe to me soon."
"I will Grandpa, but why do you keep thinking she is Joy?"
Grandpa stopped again. A haze went over his eyes. Then he shook his head.
" Sunbury Music Festival. Joy and I went. She was dressed almost the same. We were real hippies that week."
Then he chuckled, "Except she was naked under her clothes. I could see right through in the right light. We were very randy that week. Free love and all that stuff."
He giggled again, "Oh and the weed. High as bloody kites."
"Grandpa really," I exclaimed.
"Really Joy, such a beautiful sexy body you have.... I had better go, I'm a bit confused."
With that, Grandpa hung up.
"Shit," Jack said, "that was weird. I'm not sure Grandpa is alright."
"I guess I reminded him of a trip to some festival with Grandma. Do you think I look like her?"
"You must, to think Grandma was a hippy and naked under a similar outfit."
"Is that getting you hard Jack?"
"No Sophie, but I reckon Gramps may have been hard."
"So blood to the little head causing confusion. But seriously Jack, that was weird."
"I agree, let's check in with him later in the day. Just to be sure."
With that agreed, we got back into Daisy and headed to the Gardens.
.......
Jack
.......
Could it have just been the outfit? Was Grandpa getting Dementia? Or has he got it, but we had not been told? Or was it worse, something misfired in his brain? Whatever it was I was worried. We still had a long way to go before we got home. I could see Sophie was quiet. Definitely discombobulated by the incident. I like that word, it was the word of the term for my year Twelve group.
The Japanese Gardens looked in amazing condition. It was not a memorial but a gift to Australia as a sign of friendship post-WWII. We walked around the gift shop but decided to eat at the restaurant before going in.
Strangely the food was not Japanese but a standard lunch menu, not upmarket but still classy. I was looking at my sexy sister as we waited for our food.
"It's funny Sophie, that conversation with Grandpa has certainly coloured how I'm seeing you at the moment."
"Yes, I get it. It's also how I'm thinking of Grandpa, you must have got your sexy stud genes from him."
"And you, your looks from Grandma. But did you really look like her? I wonder if he has photos."
"You just want to see Grandma's tits."
"No! Shit, I didn't mean it like that, but it's very hard to think that Grandma was a hippy, no less Grandpa."
"They must have been fucking Jack, did you see the look on his face. Very like the look you have, after I fuck you. Dreamy cute and starry-eyed. See you're doing it now."
"Maybe it's me still not able to believe I'm fucking my incredibly sexy sister."
Lunch was delicious. It was now time to explore the gardens. As we entered the gardens there were toilets to the left, so we both took the opportunity to go. Of course, I finished first, so I sat on the lawn with some ducks while I waited. Being careful not to sit in the duck poo that is.
It was another moment to hold my breath and go rock hard in an instant. Sophie came out having taken off the bikini. She was now clearly naked, if still somewhat covered, underneath the outfit.
"Fuck Grandpa must have been hard all festival." I groaned.
I stood up and adjusted my penis to be facing north. Then I closed the gap between us and hugged my sister. In that position, I looked around to check how many people were in the park. There were a few but they were scattered around the paths.
"You're not worried are you Jack? Should I go back and put it back on?" I could sense the insecure Sophie surface.
"No, but fuck, that is so sexy. I may not go down this afternoon."
"Concentrate on the gardens, but get photos, I want to see."
We ambled up the path. It was a beautiful garden with a deliberate scene or setting at every turn and direction. The trees were all shaped but looked like sculptures in that bonsai manner. There were also themed areas. We came to the Koi Pond with its bridge.
"Time to take photos, Sophie. Model but look natural."
I got busy snapping shots. Fuck her arse was amazing, tantalisingly visible through the fabric. It was like shutters of vision, winking open and closing, as the fabric flowed around her buttocks. I could feel my penis leaking in anticipation.
"Your nipples Sis, are so hard. Stand on the bridge and pull your shoulders and head back."
Her hair, now more sun-bleached, fell into the air behind her as her breasts pushed out. The shot was different on both sides. Backlit she was almost naked and front-on the sun caused shadows in the veil of the fabric. Some people were coming up the path so Sophie quickly lay on her belly on the wooden bridge looking over at the fish. This did render most of the views null and void, but it left her butt clearly without a panty line.
Good strategy. Not. It meant the people had to step over her. Plus being a fish pond, of course, they stayed to look. I could tell that was not the only thing being spied on at that moment.
"Sophie you had better sit up."
I sat next to her and whispered, "Like me."
I dangled my feet over the bridge, put my chest against the bottom railing and looked over at the fish. Sophie got the idea and in that moment she was finally fully covered. But not before giving the visitors some mighty sexy views. We waited it out. My cock was still rock hard and my shorts were getting wet in the obvious places.
The others moved on, so we stood and followed at a distance behind. Above us to our left were some large granite boulders, carefully arranged to look natural with some terrific gum trees making the area a more Australian section, but still with the Japanese design look.
"Can we walk on the grass, Sophie?"
"I've not seen anything that says we can't."
"Well follow me, but naturally. I'm looking out for possible video surveillance cameras."
Sophie giggled, "Yes please Jack. I am so wet."
As we went, we saw a few places with sheltered nooks. But we continued up until I saw the perfect spot. A large boulder overhung by a gum. There was grass underfoot but a small private space. We kissed. As we did I looked up in the canopy checking.
"I think it's all clear," I whispered.
I turned Sophie so she was pressed front forward over the curve of the rock. I just had to get to that sexy bottom, so I pulled her pants down enough for Sophie to spread her legs a little. The thigh gap was delightful and her juices dribbled down her legs.
"Hurry up Jack? I'm so ready."
I pushed my shorts down. They dropped to my ankles. Fuck I didn't mean that, but neither did I want them soaked if Sophie squirted.
I closed the gap and lubricated my dripping cock on her crease, then in one movement thrust into the hilt.
"Fuck yes Jack, fuck I'm gonna cum."
I got the hint and drove deep and fast. I could feel the resistance of the boulder against my sister's body as I drove her in lust into it. As I rutted I could feel her body lifting with each thrust.
"Fuck, Jack my feet are no longer on the ground, fuck me.... shit, cumming, fuck yes, more harder."
I put my hand over her mouth to keep her quieter. Then I felt her body quake.
She screamed into my hand and I grunted my release with her, I latched on to the back of her neck with my mouth to smother my sounds.
Then I pulled out and wanked the remaining blast of cum onto the rock next to her.
I pulled my strides up and reached down to cover Sophie's nakedness. She promptly pulled them down again and started shovelling my sperm into her mouth as it dripped from her. She dropped to her knees and released my cock to clean it up properly. I looked down in wonder at my Sister. Then at the rock painted wet with her cum juices and dripping with my sperm next to it.
"Awesome Jack," Sophie hugged me and we kissed.
Make sure you get a photo of our graffiti Jack. Wait a minute Jack, then you go that way and I'll go this way. Meet you at the creek.
As if nothing happened Sophie casually disappeared around the rock. I pretended to be photographing the garden but included some close-ups of our cum. I had seen on YouTube that moss grows on yogurt if put on rocks. I wondered if we would have our own moss garden in this shady spot in the future.
I found Sophie sitting by the creek next to the melodic bamboo drum that gathered water and spilt it down the creek when full. I got some more photos.
Come here, Jack?
I did and received a hand full of water right down my swimmers.
"Minx."
Sophie giggled, "Your shorts were so soaked in my juices, disguise."
"Great idea!"
I splashed her in return. We didn't quite have a water fight but we did get our nether regions wet. Then she tackled me and we rolled across the grass trying to tickle each other.
The water was ok for me, but all it did was plaster Sophie's muslin trousers to her bare mound. Thus making them more transparent than before.
"Oh my god Jack."
"How about we sit over there, we'll lay down, and put our bits in the sun. It's so hot and dry they might dry out quickly."
"True the fabric is so light."
So we found a spot well off the track and lay in each other's arms. Our heads in the shade and our groins in the sun. I was tenting a bit again. But only because the view of Sophie was so erotic.
We chatted for a while. Still around Grandpa.
"We should ring Sophie."
"Talking about ring we fucking forgot again. Take them off, I'll put them in my bag."
We did. We still had the beginning of a ring band as our hands had tanned.
"Are you dry enough Sophie?"
"I am if we keep the Camera up here."
So we sat together, probably too close but we were videoing together.
This should test if he still thinks I'm Grandma."
We rang on video chat, it took a little while but Grandpa picked up after a few minutes.
"Oh, didn't I just speak to you?"
"Well three hours ago."
"Was it that long ago? I must have been napping in my chair."
Grandpa stopped and did a double-take.
"I'm confused again, you look like Joy."
"No Grandpa it's Sophie and Jack."
"Fuck you have nice breasts."
Sophie went bright red.
"She does Grandpa' but you shouldn't be looking."
"Neither should you Jack, but I can't blame you if you do."
"Are you sure you're not Joy?"
"Yes, Grandpa."
Well if you are Joy, lower your camera a bit but if you're my granddaughter you had better raise it up. I'm getting, well. Let's just say I'm thinking of Sunbury."



"I think I need to look-up this Sunbury festival."
"Oh, it was Australia's Woodstock."
Grandpa paused. "I got umm... Joy pregnant, with your mother. Bloody good thing too. It meant I got to keep her, even if the family disowned us. "
"Mum or Grandma?"
"Both."
"So how are you feeling."
"Well, now you mention it a bit woosie. Had a devil of a time getting out of this rocker. But not sure."
"Do we need to get you some help?"
"I don't think so. I'm good."
But I could see the doubt on his face.
"Well, you travel well. I think you know what you need to do in Bathurst Jack. But watch that sister of yours closely. Bloody sexy thing in that outfit."
"Surely you mean not to watch her too closely."
"Yes, umm that too. I wish you were Joy, Sophie. But get back here in one piece."
"Ok bye, we love you, Grandpa."
With that, we hung up.
"Sophie, that getting out of the chair is not normal, can you ring Deborah."
"I was thinking the same. But phone only, no video."
She pointed to her boobs that were visible through her top. Sophie rang and I joined her on speaker.
"Where are you, Mum?"
"In Melbourne with my Brothers."
"Fuck."
"Language Sophie, what's up."
"It's Grandpa, we don't think he is right."
"What about?"
"Not that right, unwell, somethings happened."
I cut in, "I think it could even be a stroke."
We went through some details, leaving out the clothing details. But getting stuck in his chair was unusual.
"Ok, I'll, get up there straight away. I'll leave within the hour but I'll get a neighbour to drop in, it will still take me four hours."
"Well' let us know if anything develops."
"Now you two, don't worry, keep on with your trip. I'll ring you tomorrow with an update. I'm sure it's probably ok. He was talking alright?"
"Yes clearly."
"No slurring?"
"No, but plenty of confusion."
"Probably not a stroke then."
"But he was very muddled, living in the past more than the present at times. Kept calling me Joy."
"Well darling, you look so like my mother did at that age. I'm not surprised he got confused."
"Grandpa said Sophie reminded him of Sunbury, not that we really know what that was."
"Wow, that's special. It was a special event for my parents. Look I may want to fill you in on a bit, but it will have to wait. I need to get moving."
"Travel safe Mum," I said.
"Jack........ fuck you just made me cry."
"What?"
"I've not heard that word from your mouth since you were two. God, I miss you."
There was silence followed by some distant sound of sobbing, then that dreaded click.
Sophie snuggled into me.
"She loves you Jack. Deeply loves you".
"I get it, but then I don't. But I'm glad I said it."
"I love you, Jack."
"I love you, Sophie."
We must have dozed off on the lawn, it was so quiet and peaceful. We woke an hour later, I was dreaming about twin sisters Sophie and Joy, at a music concert. That was weird. I realised I needed to go wee, so I peeled Sophie from me and walked to the facilities. I groaned as I rearranged my hardened penis. Imagine servicing two sisters at once. First, fucking boys wet dream. Second, I would be so shagged out I would be good for nothing. I decided one was enough.
I returned and kissed Sophie awake.
"Nice way to wake up bro."
"My pleasure."
We quietly continued our exploration of the Gardens. In one corner was a traditional Japanese house. I carried my sister over the threshold.
"Jack, no, security cameras," Sophie whispered in my ear.
"It would be a good place for our activities tonight. Pity we can't get back in."
The house and rooms were small and by our standards, austere.
"These tatami mats must be hard."
"I can't imagine sleeping on them."
"They do roll out thin beds as well. Our beds these days are so focused on comfort and support. I think we forget that in the history of humanity, what we do is so abnormal."
"Different culture, different culture. Very thin walls, definitely not soundproof."
"No wonder there is a culture of quiet cumming. Everyone in the house must know that rumpy-pumpy is going on."
"Jack, can I take a rain check on the extended playtime tonight? I'm sorry but my mind is worried about Grandpa. I don't think I can put that aside so I could enjoy a long cummy session."
"I get that Sister darling. He has been on my mind a lot also."
"I just want to curl up in your arms. Watch a movie together and make gentle love if we feel like it."
That's what we did. A nice restaurant meal for dinner, then a movie. Yes, we made love before we went to sleep. But it was a quiet fulfilment of our romantic needs.
...........
Thanks for continuing to read what has become an epic. A reader posed an interesting question. Is there too much sex? Granted he had just read two chapters built around the honeymoon, their first complete sexual explorations. But what do you think, dear readers?
I try to put one big sex scene early on in a chapter plus one at the end. But as the chapters get longer, sex does pop up as they go along. It's about balance, but it's also about keeping it spicy. Let me know what you like? Also what your favourite sex scene is in any particular chapter?
What would you like to see that I haven't included? I'm still writing this and am also keen to get started on the side stories, so lots in the planning.
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…………………….

As journeys end another one always starts. Death is the only end to Life’s journey. All humans must die it is living with the possibility that is hard.

.........
Sophie
.........

I just can't help myself. There was my man with his penis as stiff a board, naked next to me. Was it temptation or intimacy? I had to make a choice, mouth or pussy? Mouth was easiest, but our juices from last night would change the flavour and experience. Then my vagina did need warming up to get my fluids flowing, as his penis would be dry and need lubrication. Which brought me back to my mouth.

I worked my fingers in anticipation when I realised a third way: Masturbation. It's funny, I had not done this since we first made love. I spat in my hand and started to spread the load onto his firm flesh. He was obviously in a dream state but still immobilized by the drugs of sleep. I took more fluids proffered by my growing wetness.

I played with my favourite bit of flesh in the whole world. Was it that, in spite of my own vagina and sex organs? Yes, probably, because I wasn't a big masturbator before I knew Jack’s impressive cock. I was definitely obsessed with it right from the start. Fuck I loved it.

Jack started providing me with his precum fluids. I took a finger and removed a bead. It made its way to my mouth. I love the slippery feel on my tongue and the sweet flavour as that small drop coated my taste buds. I started to use both hands, kneeling over him. I was keen not to wake him. New challenge: can I make him cum in the dream world? So I stayed silent and did not stroke the rest of his body, as tempting as it was.

I wanted to catch his cum if I could, in my mouth. But then, I was also fascinated by how high he could shoot. Yet could he achieve greatness while unconscious? I could feel his body starting to twitch. My left hand did some work on my clitoris in the hope of coming with him. He was close, I added my fluids to his impending orgasm and pumped him down his length. I put pressure on his underside as I did this and suddenly he was imitating a fountain.

Bugger not to the ceiling, so I quickly opened my mouth to take his second and consequent spurts.
Jack groaned, I got coated in cum. Then I gently lay next to him as I facilitated my own climax.

I grinned. Success displayed on my cum soaked face. Jack started snoring, I presume as the dopamine effect flooded his body. I was pushing three fingers into my vagina, riding myself to a satisfying conclusion.

Finished I snuggled into my boy and smelt his overwhelming pheromones just released. Wow, I love his smell. Man smells; the hint of my olfactory memories still present within the aromas of his manhood. Yes, sperm too was a component of this experience.

I didn't quite fall back to sleep but played with his chest. I kept his nipples hard and eventually his penis started growing again. But this time he stirred and woke up.

“Wow, what a dream.”

“Tell me about it?”

“It's kinda hard.”

“Like your prick.”

“Don't confuse the symptom with the cause. Wait, crap, I'm covered in cum.”

I giggled.

“Minx, what did you do?”

“I might have helped you dream.”

“Did I really have a wet dream?”

I was now using my tongue to scoop up the cum I missed earlier. Though I had rubbed a lot of it in.

“I might have been trying to make you ejaculate without waking you. I won.”

My big cheeky grin returned.

“I was, no I think I was, shit. I was having a threesome with you and, fuck Joy.”

“Our Grandma?”

“Well yes, but like at a music festival. Like she was your age. Fuck you were like identical twins. We had a makeshift shelter, very open at the front. But people kept walking past looking in as you both had a competition to see who could jack me off first.”

“So you have a thing for Granny now, do you? Lucky for me she is dead.”

“So I stayed asleep?”

“Yes, but I only touched you cock. Okay, balls too. I swear you came about a meter high. I was hoping for the ceiling.”

“Yes, but when I did that I had some powerful visual input, plus a pent-up disposition. You had just drained me eight hours ago, plus three times yesterday. I can only produce so much.”

“Do you think you can use your hardship to give me some pleasure?”

Jack was still hard, but probably because I was still playing with him as we talked.

“I can try. But it might have to be doggy if you want me to cum again. That position really gets me going.”

Immediately I was on all fours pointing my bottom in the air expectantly. Jack did not disappoint. He drove himself into the hilt and like a madman took out his pleasure in my body. In no time I was cumming. Fuck I needed his aggression after his passive none participation. Minutes later, and at least three cummy moments from me, Jack poured what seed he had left into my depths.

We collapsed. I got caught in a thought.

“Jack if you were sleeping the whole time, might that qualify as my raping you, seeing that I hadn’t asked consent.”

“Fuck Sophie, sex has become so tricky these days. That I'm a guy, probably not considered as risky as if I did it to you. But for the moment, until I tell you otherwise, consider you have my consent whether I'm asleep or not.”

“So what if you are blind drunk and passed out?”

“I probably wouldn't even get a hard-on. But then I would never make love, or fuck you if you were passed out drunk. So fuck, where are the bloody lines.? No wonder some of my friends from school just didn't bother dating anyone.”

“We need to get moving. This has been a wonderful distraction but I'm still worried about Grandpa”.

“We haven't heard from Mum, so I guess it's not critical. But I would like to get to Bathurst as soon as we can. If we can do the photo tonight, it would be good. Daylight saving means we would even have time after tea,” Jack added

Over breakfast, we looked at maps.

“Let's try the direct route through Blayney, and hope the traffic is okay. If not, we head to the side roads. But I'm worried about hills and mountains as we enter the next stage.”

“We had better watch the temperature gauge as we go,” I cautioned.

“It's a cooler day that should help.”

Jack was sure to check over the engine and fuel situation before we went. Although it had been a few weeks since the service we had not travelled all that far.

“You drive first Sophie. I think I should do the stretch after Blayney. It's much more mountainous.”

“Happy to let you, but mmm, for the first time you are showing misogynous tendencies.”

“I think it's my protective instincts. I want to protect the one I love. It's alright for you to nest, but I get to protect the nest.”

“Put that way, god I love you.”

………
Jack
………

It took two and a half hours to go the seventy kilometres to Blayney. There were some slow hills and the road was windy at times, but at least the traffic was infrequent.

We had lunch at Blayney. Their pool was an indoor leisure centre, but I was keen to push on. The air was brisk so we didn't feel the need for a swim to cool down.

"Sophie, do you know what Bathurst is famous for?" I asked as I headed into the outskirts of the city.

"Not a clue."

"Wow, you certainly have been brought up in a female world."

"What has that got to do with it?"

"Bathurst is the home of Australia’s most loved motor race. See the hill over there?"

"Mount Panorama." Sophie read the giant letters on the hillside. "So what's special about this race?"

"It's a thousand-kilometre race, up a mountain on a public road. It’s also done by supercars, so very fast. It has become a contest between Australian-made Ford and Holden cars."

"I thought these brands no longer existed."

"Okay, it embodies classic car makers rivalry of Holden and Ford, but now made by their American parent companies."

"Can other cars compete?"

"Yes, occasionally brands have done so. Unfortunately, Australia had stopped producing its own cars. So the Fords are now all Mustangs. The Holdens are now replaced by Chevrolet. It has also become a bit exclusive. It used to include all makes and classes. But we were not alive in those days."

"Wait a minute how long does it take."

"Almost a day."

"Uncle Rob and Dav used to be glued to our TV all day watching some car race."

"Are they into racing?"

"That's it, not really, almost the opposite. But they got into this one. Rob drove a Falcon and Dave I think had an old Torana."

"Then definitely this race. They used to bet on if their team would win."


"Let’s book into our accommodation, it's a bit classy. Then we can go for a drive."

"You mean we can drive on the track?"

"Yes, the race was a few weeks ago, so it has reverted to a normal road with normal road rules."

Our accommodation was right next to the main straight. It was six-star, so some luxury after Cowra. Obviously, on race weekends, the place would be packed. But it was quiet.

We booked in and went to our room. The porter insisted on carrying our luggage to the room even though it was minuscule. He even had one of those golden wheelie things. He might have started by playing the ironic card, but when he saw the cases were Louis Vuitton, he took the job a whole lot more seriously. Of course, as Aussies, we didn't tip. It was a three-room suite. We had a well-appointed living room and kitchenette, plus a king-sized bed in the spacious bedroom. The bathroom included a large spa bath.

Although it was Grandpa's money I loved spoiling my Sister with the best. It was late afternoon so we decided to freshen up and have dinner before going to look at the track.

Sophie's phone rang.

"It's Mum. Hi Mum, I'll put you on speaker Mum, Jack's here."

"Hi Jack, Sophie, thanks for letting me know about Dad, I think he is ok, but I've booked him in to see a doctor tomorrow just in case. Then I'll head back to Melbourne if we get an all-clear. He has been vague a few times. I'm not sure what that photo did, but it certainly switched him into remembering the early days with Mum.

"I think it was my outfit, it was very Hippy."

"So I saw, grandpa showed me the photo, and the others you have sent so far. You are obviously having a fun and interesting time. I hope Jack can cope with that outfit."

"Mum! Finding something cool to drive Daisy in has been a challenge. I am an adult"

"I've got to say in that picture you look great together. I'm so glad Dad persisted in getting you both together. I trust you are treating your sister well Jack."

"I try my best."

"Don't sell yourself short Jack. He was been fantastic. I love my brother."

I twinged a bit. The way she said it was deeper than normal for siblings. It has that romantic intonation in the words.

"Great to hear, well you carry on with what you're doing and I'll give you a call after the Doctors before I go home."

"Thanks, Mum," I said.

"Jack, can you say that again?"

"What thanks, Mum? Seriously thanks, Mum."

She was silent for a while.

"Mum, when I get down to Melbourne to visit, what say we get that bottle of Jack Daniels off the shelf and have a drink together."

Another silence then she whispered.

"Jack you just made a mother the happiest person in the world. How did you......?" Tears were flowing freely. "Don't worry tell me when I get to see you and hold you."

"I might not stop hugging you."

"Sophie, treat that man like the treasure he is. I think the hurt of decades is starting to heal."

"I will Mum. He is certainly my treasure. I'll hug him for you till then. Bye."

Well, they hung up after the fifth teary goodbye. Sophie was gushing tears as she hugged me close.

"Thanks, Jack. Wow, what a gift you just gave mum. You have every right to hate her."

"I don't know the circumstances, but I have been thinking about it a lot. It must have been something very serious and threatening to a mother to decide to split us. If Dad was violent and an abuser, I would understand it. But he wasn't, he was very caring in a strange way within his capacities."

We showered together but left the love-making out for now. The emotional burden of the phone call was heavy on our hearts. So we took comfort in our naked hugs and kisses under the steamy water.

Dinner was a romantic affair. We had a table for two overlooking the racetrack. As the sun set low in the sky they lit the candles on the table. We spent the time going deeper. Talking about moments we treasured in our separate lives and also talking about the future.

We held hands across the table. We shared morsels from our plates. It was more of a high-end chief experience. Amazing food but not enough in each serving to fill up. We had the gastronomy experience so the morsels kept coming. The champagne was French, the night blurred in the intimacy.

"Jack, do you think you could take me back to the room and give me that Japanese experience?"

"Yes definitely."

We settled up and I left a healthy tip. Arm in arm we walked to the room. As we did Sophie slipped into the role, becoming shyer and submissive. Taking quick glances at me and then looking away bashfully. So that is how it was going to play out. The old Sophie was back. I had to seduce her this time. All over again. The thing is the first time I wasn't the seducer, she was.

.......
Sophie
.......

It was not hard to go all shy, I did have six years of practice. I wore my yellow dress to dinner and a full lacy bra. I normally wore bikini tops in my travels, so it was interesting to have my girls so restricted. Also, this bra was tight. It had fitted well before. I must ask Jack if he feels my breasts have grown.

For panties I put on a plain white pair, to suit the Japanese schoolgirl vibe. So I was well covered. At one stage on the walk to the room, I felt Jack move his hand to my butt. I batted him away demurely, with an embarrassed girlish giggle.

Inside the door, Jack pulled me to him, but I turned away so I slipped in next to him sideways. He nuzzled my neck and whispered.

"It's okay, let me teach you."

I bowed my head. His arm wrapped around my midsection and caressed me through the dress. I giggled. He moved to kiss my ear lobe. I sighed but pulled away from the intense feelings that travelled to my groin.

His hand travelled to my breast, but I softly said "no" and pushed his hand away.

"Just so I'm sure my Sister our safe word is 'Spider'."

I nodded and said, "Yes."

Jack continued to feel my torso. His right explored while his left hand fiddled with the buttons below my breast.

I pushed that hand away but a button did come undone. He turned me and went to kiss me. My head tilted away and his lips landed on my eyelids. He kissed these gently. I was already getting so wet down below.

With his hand, he turned my chin to him and stole a kiss before I could turn away. I was too busy pushing his hand from my breast. It was a three-fronted attack.

"No" I squirmed but he ignored me. His left hand slipped over my shoulder and made its way to my breast under my dress straps. I did not notice the two buttons he successfully undid with his other hand. One button remained holding my dress together.

Jack turned me so my back was against the door. He took one hand and held it above my head while he kissed me again. His lips stayed and again an embarrassed "no" was muffled in his mouth.

I squirmed a bit but realised I could feel his hardness pressed into my abdomen. He fought to slip his tongue into my mouth. I did not try to stop him, but neither did I open my lips for him. The kiss continued but the attack was persistent with his free hand. My other arm and hand were pinned against the door by his shoulder and chest. I was captive, I could smell his body releasing pheromones that made him hard to resist.

Jack then slipped his hand into my dress and up to my breast. I felt my hard nipples press into his palm through the bra. By now I actually wanted him to just take me. My desires rose in inverse proportion to the speed of my seduction.

By now his kisses were persistent, sometimes I would escape his lips, only for him to use them on my neck and ears.

"No Jack, oh god no," I swooned against him. He slipped his upper hand into my bra and made it to my throbbing nipple.

"No, no, oh oh."

He slipped his hand out only to cup my buttock and pull me to his groin. His hardness was pressing into me. His desire was obvious.

Then he released my hand above his head only to bring it to my waist where he lifted me with ease and carried me to the bed. I buried my head into his neck and groaned my built-up pleasure.

No sooner was I lying on the bed, than Jack was half on top of me, his hand went back to my breast. I pushed at him and tried to push him away, but he took my hands in his and brought them above my head. Then he held them there as if tied. His body slid over mine and his mouth travelled down my chest to suckle my breast through the fabric of my bra.

"No, no." I squirmed but all he did was go to the other breast and take my nipple in his teeth.

Fuck, I wanted to cum right then. Shit, this was intoxicating. He joined my wrists and held me with one hand, which gave him freedom to continue his assault on my body. He pulled my bra over one breast and proceeded to consume the naked breast with his mouth. The other hand slipped behind me as I squirmed and undid the bra. Released, he moved it up my arms and lightly wrapped it around my joined hands to, at least, symbolically affect their capture.

Then the nipple play began. Flicking quickly, pinching, kissing and suckling. This went on for minutes, hours, I was losing track of time. Then I came. It was a quiet cum. I tried to make it a submissive groan, when I wanted to shout out, just fuck me! My dress was still largely on me, but this did not stop Jack from pushing it to my waist and exposing my now-soaking white panties.

He groaned, I could tell my brother was as keen as I was to penetrate me but we both knew he had a way to go.

"No no," I wiggled my body under him trying to avoid his groping hand that was working over my white panties. Jack released my hands and immediately I covered my eyes with an arm.

Embarrassing, "No, no, ah." My other hand feebly attempted to bat his fingers away. I refused to look at my brother. God, I missed his eyes. They were his soul in lovemaking, but I denied myself the pleasure.

Jack's other hand continued their assault on my nipples. Fuck. He just played with my panties over my sopping sex. Finally, I felt him move his body down. His nose led the way. I could hear him sniffing in my sweet aromas. His chin nuzzled my panties, and then he brought his mouth to the white cotton and started to suck and lick my mons. Again he was careful to avoid my clit. I tried to push his head away. I really tried, I swung my head from side to side.

"No, no, no, no, no!" But he resisted and put his hands under my buttocks and raised me up as an offering to his mouth instead. Shit. I came again as his tongue worked its way under the side elastic of my panties and worked its way toward my vagina.

With his teeth, he pulled my panties to the side and tongued my labia, both major and minor. My arm covered eyes and I pushed and pulled at his hair. It was getting harder to resist. Fuck he spent at least five minutes just using his tongue in this position. I rolled through waves of climaxes. If the goal of Japanese men was to make the woman cum and cum and cum, Jack was a champion. His hands finally went to the sides of my panties, he pulled them down and I tried to pull them up in a token gesture.


"No, no, no." I really needed to know that Japanese word. My mind was screaming yes, yes, yes. As well as enough, enough, enough. How many more cums can a girl have. Then he clamped his lips down on my clit and I sprayed so hard. I screamed into my elbow, biting down as I did. When I chanced quickly at my lover I saw Jack's hair was plastered to his head and his face sopping. His grin was contagious but I refused to engage.

He moved back to my tits. I held my right hand over my sex as he moved to prod me with his hard dick. He held me down again and forced my hand away. I rocked my hips making it hard for him to line up.

My 'No's' turned to grunts, err, err err. Jack bit down on my neck and his hand guided his hardness to my core. One push and he was home. That one push fulfilled my need that had been there from the beginning, aching, aching, aching for his cock. That one push also brought with it another climax.

Through my hand, I could see my lover pumping hard. I don't know if I felt so much as observed his actions. My mind and body had disassociated. I was a mess.

Next, I knew Jack was thrusting in his final release deep into my womb. Warmth gushed as spurt after spurt fulfilled me. I came again, I squirted again, my whole body shook and spasmed in uncontrollable muscular convulsions.

Black, blank, nothing.

Jack told me later that I truly passed out. He ran the large spa bath and sponged me with cool washers. When I woke he gently carried me to the bath and ministered to my needs. Water bottles lined the ledge and he encouraged me to hydrate. My mouth was parched and dry.

"I love you Sophie, but please I don't want to do that again. I think it was too much. I was scared I had put you in a coma."

I turned and kissed him.

"Jack, never say never, but for now I agree. That was the most erotic thing I have done, which means we have done. Thank you."


Jack continued his tender care in lifting me from the bath, drying me, and then carrying me to bed.

"I love you, Sophie."

"I love you, Jack."

We slept like babies naked in each other's arms.

........
Jack
........

The sun broke through the dawn and shone a beam of light on my Sister's naked body. I thought back to last night. As erotic as it was somehow I was uncomfortable. Permission is important to me and even though I had it last night, I wanted our relationship to be equal. Not built on dominance.

Deep down my male conditioning was saying fuck it be a man. But I missed the intimate connection. The looking into my Sister's baby blue eyes as my penis joined her. The sharing was more important than the possessing. I knew Sophie was mine and I was hers. Ours was an equal love. Somehow last night was an expression of destroying that equality.

Yes, she had cum countless times and I only once. I was so proud of that. But that was not what this was about. There was a darkness in the Japanese method built on a culture that was not ours. Was it wrong for them? How did they adapt to a growing equalisation of the sexes? These were questions for their culture. But it was not me, the Jack I was, nor the Jack I wanted to be.

My sister stirred untouched except for my eyes. She saw me looking and rolled onto me. I was greeted by a beautiful deep kiss.

"I agree Jack, let's not do that again. It was too much. I never want to shield my eyes from your eyes again."

"I love you, Sophie. I woke thinking the same thing."

"I don't think I can have sex this morning though. My bits are still numb."

"Well, I suggest breakfast in bed then a drive in a famous racetrack."

After breakfast, we went out to do a few laps.

"You drive first Jack, it's your dream," Sophie said as we stood next to Daisy for Photos. The hotel was right on Conrad Straight.

"Should we send a pic now or after we do a lap?"

"Now just in case we don't make it around. How long is a lap?"

"Just over six kilometres."

"So how fast do they do it in?"

"Two minutes six seconds is the record."

"Wow, and that is up that mountain and back down."

"Yes, and some of the bends are second-gear bends. We need to watch Daisy on 'The Dipper', we could easily roll on that one. Three wheels will be challenging."

"So if we do it in fifteen minutes we will be doing well."

We took the picture and sent it to Grandpa. I half expected Grandpa to video call straight back. But figured we Sophie could drive with him over the course if he did, driver cam.

I drove us around to the start line. Signs were everywhere warning of speed cameras and that this was a public road, Drive on the left there will be oncoming traffic.

We pulled over at the start line for some more cheeky photos. It was a thing. It was Thursday and there was no traffic.

"Sophie set your stopwatch. I won't speed, but I do want to know the difference."

Sophie counted me down and I took off as fast as Daisy would allow. It was like a snail compared to my memories of getting to the first corner to go up Mountain Straight.

Here's the thing, in a race car they eat this section up. In Daisy, the gradual gradient just slowed us. By the time we got to 'the Cutting,' we were crawling at nine kilometres an hour in second gear.

We had our comms on, we felt like we were a race car with that active.

"Shit Sophie, this is so steep. I never realised."

"I think you need to revise fifteen minutes we are eight already."

I glanced at the temperature warning light. It was off but Daisy was struggling and we had more hill to go.

I needed to change down to first gear. It was with some relief we were starting to reach the top along ‘Skyline. I saw the temperature light flicker. Fuck. But we were at the top. I held my breath and backed off on the engine, as we started to speed up along the top. We had come over the top and were nearing the Esses. I put the brake on to now take off speed as we were about to go steeply downhill. The road just fell away below me into the famous S-bends that caught so many drivers. I changed down to third to take off more speed and to relieve the brakes. The Big Dipper was next. I was struggling to contain her. I did not want to roll on the dipper.

We slipped a bit but luckily she held and I slowed down further to negotiate Forrest Elbow. This was almost a hairpin bend. I remember Tigger warning when he was stuck up the tree, 'It's not the going up, it's the coming down.'

"Yes" I yelled as we turned onto Conrod Straight.

This was the fastest part of the track. But straight down, they added some bends at the end to slow traffic before the last corner, but essentially we had made it. I started to cruise down the long hill.

"How fast are we now Jack?" Sophie said looking over my shoulder.

Shit, my precious sister didn't have a seatbelt. I forgot that.

"We are up to forty-five - about seventy kmh."

We were adding speed. I was still well under the road speed limit of 100km, but we were almost redlining. I gently added some brakes, I could smell them. The single rear drum must be hot. I was able to keep her steady at sixty mph, the fastest she has been. As the road tapered to flat I brought her back to a safer fifty mph as we negotiated the curves. I slowed further as we went past our Hotel.

Just then the phone rang.


"It's Mum!" Sophie yelled.

"Just a minute mum." I heard her say

"Don't forget the time Sophie."

"Shit yes, hold on Mum."

We were coming up to the finish line.

"Now."

"Got it"

"Jack is just pulling over Mum so we can talk."

"What was the time Sophie?"

"Nineteen minutes and forty-two seconds."

"A new record for slowness."

We pulled into a side road and stopped.

"Sorry Mum," I said, " we just finished a lap at Bathurst."

"You mean Mount Panorama Jack?"

"Yes."

"Rob will be jealous."

"Not at our time!" I laughed.

"Ok seriously kids, you need to get back to Albury as soon as possible."

Our hearts sank.

"Grandpa?"

"Yes, he is in hospital. He wants you back."

"Is he okay?"

"We are not sure he is having some sort of mini-strokes, they call them TIA's. He is going in for an MRI at the moment. But he wants to talk to you two in person if at all possible."

"Will he die?" Sophie breathed the question.

"The specialist does not think so, but nothing is guaranteed. Particularly with the blood system to the head. He likely will need surgery if he has a blockage in an artery. We will know more in a few hours."

"Mum, if we started driving now we would take two to three days to get there in Daisy. It's not safe to drive at night."

"Jack I trust you to figure a way out. But whatever you do get here safely. I don't want to lose any of my family. I need to go, I'll call as soon as I have more information."

We were holding each other in shock.

"What do we do Jack?"

"I know we can't drive back in Daisy but we can't just leave her."

"We can hire a car I guess."

"Let's go back to the Hotel and think."

I turned Daisy down a side road that ran behind the pit lane.

"Jack, how do race cars travel between races?"

"In one of those." I pointed at a big pan tech on an advertising billboard.

"So what about we get a truck to take us?"

I stopped, the solution was on the tip of my brain, to mix a metaphor.

"Daisy is small, why don't we hire a truck."

"Or a delivery type van."

"Yes, that would work."

"Let's pack, and do some searching for a hire place."

We hurried back to the Hotel. We didn't have much to pack.

I rang a car hire place. I asked some questions. Yes, it was possible. So we booked out of the Hotel explaining our circumstances. They didn't charge us for cancelling. Sophie navigated us to the hire place.

We started to tell them our problem when they asked,

"How old are you."

"Nineteen, nearly twenty."

"I'm sorry sir, we can't hire a car to you, as you're under twenty-five." Sophie burst into tears.

"There is no way?"

"Sorry sir, no one will. Particularly a P plater."

I held Sophie and we walked out together. There in the yard was the perfect van, A Ford Transporter.

"No Jack we can't steel it."

"No, but we could buy one."

I raced back into the dealer.

"Do you sell secondhand rentals?"

"Yes but not here, they all go to Sydney to sell."

"So if a Ford Transit was to be sold what would it go for?"

"I'll look it up for you. ... Two-year-old rental, around fifty-four thousand."

"So we could do it with a slightly older model."

"I guess if you have the money."

“Are there car yards here that might stock them?”

“Sure to.” He gave us directions and wished us luck.

“Sophie, how much money do you have? I think I have about fourteen thousand left.”

She was silent as she logged in and I followed Google to a car sales area.

“Around thirty, no thirty-five thousand three hundred.”

We pulled up and scanned the yard. I checked mine.

“I have fifteen-four hundred left. So we will have transfer fees, rego and insurance. But we have about forty-five thousand to spend.”

“Ok let's find a van.”

Unfortunately, most of the vans we found were fitted out inside, some for camping, some for trade tools and racks.

We had no luck in the first few yards?

“What about that one Jack?” Sophie pointed to a vehicle at the back of the next lot.

“It's a Benz, so probably too expensive, but let's look at it.”

Sophie raced to the back and peered in the rear window.

“It's empty Jack.”

“Great I went to the sticker to check the price.”

“I'll give you a good trade-in on that yellow thing.”

“That yellow thing is probably more expensive than this van,” I countered.

“You are probably right son.”

“The question is will it fit in the back?”

He lifted the back tailgate.

“Easily.”

"Don't say anything, I think I'll need to bargain," I whispered to my Sister.

I looked over the van, tapping panels, looking for rust, I had no real idea what I was doing but hoped to look knowledgeable.

“So what was it used for?” I asked

“Just a local business for running around Bathurst.”

“Plus back and forth to Sydney no doubt. The mileage indicates some travel.”

He smiled.

“But can you get finance, you are young?”

I looked at him as if to say fuck off.

“So the sticker says forty-five grand. I don't want to trade Daisy in, just transport her. Given you add extra for covering trade-ins, what can you do it for?”

“Well, I could go to forty-two-five hundred. But I'm not sure I can get finance for you. Do you have a parent to take the loan?”

“So you won't take cash.”

He spluttered.

“What's the price for cash?”

“Come in and I'll talk to our finance person.”

Sophie and I sat in the office of the showroom while he went next door.

“I love you, Jack, keep up the good work.”

Another older man came in and introduced himself.

“Well we could do it for forty-one thousand but you will need to sign away your cool-down period rights.”

“Could we drive it way today?”

“Why the rush?”

“We have to get back to Albury quickly, the car doesn't travel well or fast. We just did Mount Panorama in nineteen minutes. Our Grandpa is in hospital with a stroke and wants to see us urgently.”

Sophie started crying. It was genuine but it helped.

“Well if we have a deal, let's get the paperwork done.”

“How do I transfer that much at once?” I asked.

“Well, we can do it in a few ways, maybe a deposit. Then lump sum transfer of the balance.”

“It's coming from two people's bank accounts.”

“Well if you can do five grand each immediately and the rest on a bank transfer, that will work. In the old days you would be lining up, to get a bank check.”

“You're not worried about us cancelling that?”

“No, we will have your driver's details and records. But just to confirm you have enough can you show us your current balance?”

“Yes, we can do that.”

All we had to do was show him our balances on our phone screens.

“I have to say, not many nineteen-year-olds have that much available,” he said as he recorded our licence details.

It took forty minutes but we had a car. I rang up the insurance and got a cover note. Rego we could fix in Albury.

“Can you help us get Daisy in the back, please? I asked. ?Four of us can lift her easily.”

It was very easy.

“You will need to strap her down.” The finance guy said as we looked at Daisy snuggled in the back.

“Oh, we don't have straps.”

“There is an auto shop around the corner, you can buy some there. Lock the Sprinter up and I'll give you a lift. You two have made my day. Ok yes, we made some money but this is a sale for the storybooks.”

We went and as it always comes out, the nature of the challenge became the topic of discussion. We were met back at the car yard by a few of the workers, the I assume mechanic who supervised strapping her in and suddenly we were on the road.

It was nearly one o'clock. Sophie was looking at me grinning.

“Jack, do you realise we can sit together for the first time while we drive?”

“Yes, and you have a seat belt. I realised as we came down Conrod Straight that our speed in Daisy was so dangerous for you. So how far to Albury from here?”

“I assume we are going to Albury Hospital. Wait on. Shit, it's only five hours nonstop.”

“And we took what nearly a month to get here?”

“Well, you did need to give me some loving on the way.”

Google was giving directions.

“Do you realise we are going back through Cowra?9

“It makes sense and a lot of other places I presume. Well before we leave Bathurst we should fill up and eat. Service station food from now on.”

Sophie rang Mum to tell her we should be in Albury before visiting hours at the hospital close. And to boast about how I got us a good deal on the Van.

We chatted together on speaker for a while. The results of the test were not in yet. It could be tomorrow. But Grandpa had lost some function in his left side. But he was talking and glad you were trying to get back.

“Give him our love, but maybe don't get his hopes up of us getting there tonight. If we do it will be a nice surprise.”

“That's wise. He needs to sleep this afternoon. We don't want him awake anticipating.”

I pulled into a service station.

“Shop for snacks while I fill up Sophie.”

I paid for the fuel and noticed Sophie had a load of snacks to go.

“It's only five hours darling.”

“Yes but do you realise we have the room?”

“Ok, but maybe not so much the money now.”

“What do you want to eat?”

“I think I could have two pies.”

“Well I only want sandwiches, but I'll get some spares. Can I drive while you eat the pies? You can feed me a sandwich or two.”

The van was luxury, it might have been ten years old but it was a Merc.

“Look Soph, cup holders.”

“Air conditioning!” Sophie squealed.

“Do you notice a thing? Listen.”

“Quiet, it's so quiet, Dairy is still doing a hundred ks an hour.”

So the journey began, well actually the end of our Journey.

…….
Sophie
……..

The journey south went fast, as did the Sprinter. Such an amazing contrast to Daisy, who seemed content snuggling down behind us. We swapped drivers every hour so we didn't have to take much downtime.

I started to think through the change of plans, when I realised we would have to cancel the wedding plans. A sadness washed over me. It was bad enough that Grandpa was in hospital. But the realisation that life was going to change inexplicably in the next few hours gripped my heart.

We had to confess our incestual love to Gramps, in case he died. As worrisome, would telling him tip him over? Into death I mean. Somehow I suspected he had twigged but to what? This was his doing. But I doubt Jack or I would blame him.

Jack was dozing next to me. I wanted to put my hand on his leg, to hold him, but these modern cars with bucket seats prevented this. Besides they were too far apart.

We were getting closer to Gundegai when I saw the sign. OMG, we had to stop for this, even if only for five minutes. I slowed for the turn-off when the words came back. I sang them.

“Da da da da da da beneath the sunny skies
Where the Dog sits on the Tuckerbox
Five miles from Gundegai.”

“You have a nice voice, Sophie, you should sing to me more.”

“Shucks thanks.”

“Wait are we at the Tuckerbox?”

“I think it's that fountain just there.”

It was late afternoon, the place looked rundown and sad. We hopped out and read about the legend of a dog who refused to hop off his master's tuckerbox as the swaggy lay dead beside him. The story had become an important part of Australian folk law.

“Sophie I think this place is on our list. I know we didn't drive Daisy here but we need a photo.”

“How about I back up the van and open the tailgate so she can at least photobomb the picture.”

“Great idea.”

I couldn't get the van to the front of the statue but I was able to back reasonably close behind it. I opened the back and made sure the interior light was on. We got a few photos. Just then the sun broke through the gum trees and highlighted the dog and Daisy behind him. Perfect. Maybe it was a good sign. The sun will shine on us.

“I have to go take a leak,” Jack said and followed the signs to the toilet.

“Shit they are closed.” He called back to me.

“Find a tree.”

Jack sprinted over to the paddock fence behind the car park and watered the parched ground.

“It's sad Sophie, this place is so run down.” He commented as we climbed back into the van. Jack started back to the highway.

“There's the reason Jack. A bloody big fuel and comfort station four hundred meters up the road. They are sucking the tourist traffic away from the very reason it is here.”

“Just like these highways suck the life out of small towns.”

“Yes, towns we have actually taken the time to explore and love. But you have to go off the main roads and go slow.”

We were just under two hours away from the Hospital.

“Let's eat dinner after we visit Grandpa. I don't want to stop again if I can help it.”

“We still have enough supplies so let's do it. Jack, I realised something when I was driving last. We have to cancel the wedding.”

“Sophie, wrong word, postpone.”


“Ok but when, until when?”

“Well let's see how it goes with Grandpa first. But we are closer to Ben and Jan, I'm sure Gerry and Jillian would be happy to come down. They could even bring a balloon.”

“That could be just as romantic. Do you think I should ring them now to tell them about the change of plans?”

“No harm in that, I will cancel the accommodation tomorrow.”

I rang Jan and then Jillian. Both were very disappointed, but Jan immediately saw the bright side, we were just down the road from them now, so we made tentative arrangements to visit them on their farm later the next week. Jillian said when you know, we will be there.

I guess I had chatted a bit, as the next thing I knew, we were turning off the freeway and into the outskirts of Albury.

I rang Mum to let her know were were almost there.

“I just left the hospital, Grandpa is doing okay, but you will notice changes. I'm heading to the farm. When you are done, come on out. I'll get beds ready for you.”

“We might be late, we are going to eat after visiting.”

“That's fine, I'll stay up, I'm so excited to see you two.”

“We will ring when we are heading to the farm.”

“Okay see you soon.”

“Text me the room number.”

“Will do.”

The hospital was not far off the freeway, so soon Jack was parking the Van.

“Before we do this Sister Dearest, I need a hug.”

“And a kiss Jack.”

“Yes. I'm afraid I'm nervous. Not just about Grandpa’s health but about telling him.”

“Should we put it off till we know what's wrong?”

“It's tempting but I think we need to come clean now. Particularly as no one else will be around. God I don't want to do it with Mum, or our Uncles around.”

“Well, let's do it. I took one last hug and smell of my brother and we held hands walking to the entrance.

“Jack the rings.” I could feel his on his finger.

“Maybe leave them on. They might help start the difficult conversation.”

“I like that, besides I want to own our relationship not hide it.”

“Maybe we will need to take them off tonight when we get to the farm.”

“Let's decide that after we see Grandpa's reaction.”

We navigated the warren that is every hospital, getting directions along the way. Outside the room, we heard Grandpa talking to a nurse. He sounded playful. I looked up at Jack, his eyes told the same story I was feeling. Slowly we let go of each other's hand and stepped through the door.

“Joy you came!” I was shocked oh no, not again. Then he burst out laughing.

“Just kidding, Sophie come here and give me a big old hug. You too Jack.”

As we hugged he said. “I've been waiting so long for this day. I just didn't expect I’d be in a hospital.”

“How are you, Grandpa?”

“Well this arm is not working so well, but I don't feel crook. A bit woozy at times. I see the specialist in the morning, something is wrong up here in the noggin. But that doesn't matter I have you back. How did you get back so fast?”

We told him about the Van.

“Great thinking, I love that problem-solving.”

“But we didn't finish the quest,” I said.

“Oh yes, you did.”

“But we are only halfway through,” Jack added.

“Boy, the quest wasn't about the places but the journey. That journey was about getting to know and love your sister. I think you passed it weeks ago.”

“Grandpa, that's the thing. Maybe, no I think I failed. Sorry Grandpa but, I ah...”

“Spit it out.”

“I love my Sister but… too much.”

“Not possible.”

“I mean not, .… not just as a sister.” Jack held his head down looking at the white sterile bed sheets.

“I mean we are lovers,” he whispered. “I couldn't help myself. I failed as a brother.”

Jack couldn't see it but I did. The light in Grandpa’s eyes caught fire.

“Look at me, Jack. I know. I couldn't be happier.”

“But, maybe you don't understand?”

“Oh I do, you're fucking your Sister. As I said you have surpassed the quest.”

“But, what? Oh, but it's not fucking. It's making sweet love.”

Suddenly I was crying and hugging Grandpa. Grandpa was crying and he pulled Jack in with his one good hand to complete the hug.

“You're not mad at us?”

“Look Jack that was brave of you. That took guts. You passed a character test just then that most men would run from.”

He looked at our questioning eyes.

“I know, I have a lot to tell you and explain. Now give me a look at those rings Sophie dear.”

He held my hand up to the light. The diamond sparked.

“Beautiful. You know you both were not too good at hiding these. They were clear in a few photos. The only thing I'm disappointed in is that I missed the wedding.”

I immediately hugged him. “But you haven't, well not our ceremony. We had to postpone it to come back. We wore these as decoys early on so the motels and people we met would think we were married.”

“But we fell in Love well before the rings,” Jack clarified.

“I'm getting tired, and you have had a long trip. But you have made an old man very happy.”

“A few things before we go,” Jack started. “We are going to stay on and help you with the farm. We actually decided that a few weeks ago, but now it's clear you need the extra hands.”

“But we will want to sleep in the same bed Grandpa,” I said as I was still hugging him.

“I hope you always do. Wow, this day just gets better.”

“Also Mum, and our Uncles. I don't want them to beat me to a pulp when they find out,” Jack continued.

Gramps roared laughing.

“I'm sorry, I guess from your perspective that is a genuine concern. As soon as I get out of this Hospital we will have a family truth-telling session. We all have some home truths to share with you both. A lot of old family secrets that can now come out.

“Oh, and I've arranged for you to meet with my lawyer and accountant regarding your inheritance on Monday. Mainly just paperwork for you to sign. But they have some good news and will be able to answer questions.

“Now I think I need to sleep. Your Mum is keen to get some time with you tonight.”

We kissed him goodbye. Then turned and hugged each other before we left the room.

“Have a kiss too. It will help release the nervousness.” Grandpa chirped behind us.

“So we kissed, a loving soulful expression of our love.”

“Ah, that takes me back, Bye kids. If I die tonight, I know I will die happy.

“You are not going anywhere, Grandpa. See you tomorrow.” Jack stated.

We almost skipped through the quiet ward and passageways back to the Van.

I was feeling so happy and so randy after our visit. This was going to work out alright. Maybe better than our wildest hopes.

Jack opened the van and I slid the side door open.

“Get in here Jack. I want to be I do something I had planned on but missed out.

Jack jumped in and I closed the door.

“Make love to me on Daisy. I'm so happy and I want to celebrate.”

“I had better turn off this interior light. We will still get some from the car park.”

The car park was almost empty. So I felt we were relatively safe.

“If the Van starts a rocking don't come a knocking,” Jack shouted into the emptiness.

At that point, I wrapped my hands around his neck and dragged him into a long seductive kiss. He backed me onto Daisy’s fender. With my butt supported, I wrapped my legs around him.

“Aren't you forgetting something, my sexy Sister?”

“What?”

“Clothes, too many.”

Well, we tore at each other's clothes until we were stark naked and they were strewn around the floor. We repositioned ourselves back on the fender. Jack’s hardness pressed upright in my folds.

“Shit this is exciting, I don't think I’ll last long.”

“Well put it in me, dear BIG Brother.”

He lifted one leg up to his shoulder as I positioned him at my entrance.

I felt Jack restrain himself as he slowly pushed forward. I was so wet, even without a warm-up. He tilted forward and his tongue took my mouth. He gathered a slow rhythm and pace, plunging deep and withdrawing slowly. Our Van took up the rhythm of our love and rocked gently.

“I love you, little Sister, so much.”

“Thanks, Bro but please fuck me hard.”

It's like I threw a switch. Jack thrust hard and pistoned into me like a true one-pistoned two-stroke.

“Yes, fuck, cumming.”

“Not so loud,” Jack cautioned as he covered my mouth with his hand.

He continued in with his frantic pace. I slipped from one climax to the next. He picked me up carried me deeper into the rear of the van and parked me on the rear racks but our cases were still attached. He was still fucking me as he stood.

“Not working, Back to the front.”

He carried me back to the snub-nosed front. There was no hood.

“Turn around,” Jack said as he withdrew.

I turned and lay across Daisy. I put one foot on the bumper and then the other. My rear was presented open and ready. Jack thrust into me and doubled his pace from before. I screamed into my arm as he took me to new heights. My body spasmed around his thick cock.

Jack grunted and plunged deep, releasing load after load of baby-making spunk into my womb. He kept me pinned to the car as I quaked through my final climax.

“We don't have anything to clean up with Jack.” yes we do, my inner monologue said, towels in the back, but I wasn't letting that get in the way of a good tongue cleaning.

“I have my tongue,” he said.

Immediately he was on his knees cleaning my cum and his sperm off my legs and vagina. He even licked up to my tight butt hole.

“Fuck Jack, no not there.”

“Okay,” he grinned and turned me around to tackle my spend from the front. I was turned on but I did not need to or want to cum again.

“Now you Jack.”

I pulled him up and we swapped places. I slurped his semi-limp cock into my mouth and took my pleasure as he stiffed once again.

“Enough Sophie. I need to eat a proper meal. And Mum will be waiting.”

We scurried around in the dark and gathered our clothes. Dressed, we kissed.

“It might need to be Macca’s as it's late,” I suggested

We kissed.

“Well need to wash your face, Jack, you smell of me.”

“You might have my sperm in your hair.?

“I suppose it might be hard to keep all this from Mum, but we can try.

“I think rings off until we get the lay of the land. Maybe until then Truth-telling, whatever that brings.”

“Besides Grandpa can moderate any angry reactions.”

“Even one-handed, he is a tough old bugger. But what was with his reaction? So strange. It is like they are all in on it.”

“Perhaps they were, big brother. But shit, you realise we will be in separate beds in separate rooms tonight.”

“Don't worry sweetheart, I'll sneak in when Mum has gone to sleep.”

I had always been circumspect with Mum during her calls. Keeping things on the pragmatic about where and when. But missing out on the love revelations. I don't know how I did it. But I mainly sent photos that were about the place, or of Jack, clothed. I sent some selfies as well.

Jack was starting to pull out of the McDonalds when he asked,

“Um Sophie, where is the farm?”

“Near Gregory.”

“That's fine but where near Gregory. Grandpa picked me up from the Station and your mum drove you.”

I checked Maps.

“Jack there is no Gregory in NSW.”

“Well, we had lunch at the pub there. It was before we got to Culcain. You had better text, Mum.”

“Already on it.”

We waited until a message came back.

“That's funny. You know how we were getting Town names wrong? Well, it's Gerogery, not Gregory. I always thought it was Gregory as a little girl. In fact, the Farm is in East Gerogery. Let's go, it will take about twenty-five minutes.”

Driving into the dark with my illicit lover and Brother. It was like driving into the unknown. But the known I knew. I knew I loved my Brother, and we both had the support of Grandpa. Google didn't do farm tracks. It suggested we walk the last bit. Jack went back and forth trying to remember the road we had come down on twenty-seven days ago.

“Is that an RMB number?” He stopped and got out with his phone torch.

“This is it.” He gave a thumbs up.

There was no moon, but a farmstead had lights on ahead. We came to that cattle grid and knew we were in the right place. Jack stopped.

“Remember the cattle grid, Daisy, welcome home,” Jack spoke over his shoulder to our faithful car.

“Well here goes,” Jack breathed. “Remember I love you, Sophie.”

“I love you so much, Jack.”

“Together in love.” we choruses.

……….


Note: the next few episodes will be different. It's a bit more of a choose-your-own love story for a while as there are many threads to tie up.

Journey to Love 18. will cover the Truth-telling. But will be short. But I will post multiple parts and you can choose what order you read them in. They are:

‘Grandpa's story’ as a self-contained narrative. That can be read without having read anything to this point.

‘Mum's story,’ which again will be self-contained but reveal the cause of the split of the siblings.

‘The uncle's story,’ which will feed out of Mum's story.


You can choose to read them in the order posted, or read part 18 until you get to the person's story who is next on the truth-telling, read their story. Then go back to episode 18. To continue until the next story.

Sounds complicated. It could be. But I hope in telling the other stories it will encourage new readers to the series. I will post them as ‘Grandpa's story JTL.’ etc

I will cover Grandma's story in the form of a diary.

None of these stories will be longer than one post, but some could be long.

After this, we will get to the wedding as JTL 19 plus.

At some point, we will get all the other side stories as separate tails of Sibling love.

That said none of this is written yet. So hopefully I can keep up the pace. But I'm excited to tell the other stories. They have been thought about as I've written this epoch.

I also have some other short stories I wish to write that have been put on hold. So keep on following my work.

Oh and please comment, this is the only way I can know if I'm hitting the spot. It also gives me warm fuzzies that this journey has been worthwhile.
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Grandpa's Story Pt. 1/2 JTL series.
.........
This is a stand-alone slow-burn story between a Brother and Sister in the late sixties. Their illicit, incestual love begins the start of a family dynasty of sibling love. Culminating in the story of Jack and Sophie who are the subjects of the Journey to Love series. If you have not read that series, you can start here with this story. That's perfectly fine.
If you are a fan of JTL, then enjoy reading the story that started it all. Or you can wait and read it in conjunction with Journey to Love Pt. 18. (yet to be published) as Grandp's Story is a long read and will be in two parts I decided to publish part 1 now.
All sexual activity is by persons over eighteen years old.
.............................
I was a Spok or square eyes. The term nerd was not used in the late sixties and early seventies. But I was a maths and science freak. I still am, but most people don't know it. For most, I'm just the farmer from down the road.
One day I turned up with my young new wife and settled into a little patch of heaven nestled against the distinctive forested hills of the region. They didn't know I couldn't farm, but they soon guessed it. But over time I learnt the trade and our farm began to thrive.
It was a place of seclusion and retreat. A place to bring up our little girl and the twins that were extending the abdomen of my one and only love. But behind all of this normality, many dangerous secrets abounded. Not the least that my wife was my sister.
This is my story and how all this came to be.
My name is Augustus, but I am known as Gus. My Sister was baptised Joylene but she was always known as Joy. I think Dad made a spelling mistake on the birth form, it was probably meant to be Jolene. But that song didn't come out until 1973, just before our precious Daughter was born. So my Dad wasn't the wiser about the correct spelling. Mum forgave him and so my Sister was Joy.
I did think it hilarious as a kid, every Christmas singing Joy to the World. In my early adolescence, I was sure the world could keep her. She was a bit bossy and while not a dobber, would try and stop me having more biscuits than I was allowed.
But I lived in my little world of Maths. Computers were becoming a thing in the science world, if not really known to the populous. I would scour the Magazine Popular Mechanics in our local library for the latest editions. I even started to try and learn Fortran which was an early computer programming language.
I was fortunate to have a good librarian as when she found out my interest she actually bought a copy of a Fortran programming book for the Library. Then she sort of let me borrow it as a permanent type loan. She would renew it every two weeks, but on the proviso that if someone wanted to reserve it, I had to hand it back. Are you kidding, that was not going to happen in the backwaters of NSW. Later she added a book on Cobal as well.
I had no computer to program on. Hell, those things took up large rooms and even the Australian Government only had one at the time. So I wrote out programs on my homemade punch cards and pretended they actually worked.
Now we lived in the Coomealla Irrigation Area near Wentworth NSW. We both went to School in Wentworth. But they were starting to build a new regional school in Dareton by the time I left. Dad was a Blockie. It is the local name for the Sultana farmers. At the end of the First World War, the government set up soldier settler blocks of fifteen acres each. Now that's not big enough to grow much. After the second war ended, Dad was given a Block that a First World War veteran had given up on. Irrigation from the Murray River was the lifeblood of our poverty.
Now fifteen acres was not considered a farm, thus Blockies. It was big enough for us kids to get lost in. But as teenagers small enough to be as boring as hell. Of course, we had to work on the block after school. It was all sultana grape growing. Now there were four types of work.
Grape picking, cutting out, pulling out and rolling on.
We all did the picking. Mum and Joy did the cutting, Dad and I did the pulling out and rolling on finished the winter work by anyone who was available. Pulling out was brutal work, pulling the old grape vines out from the new growth. Dad wouldn't allow the women to do it as it was not good to get hit on the breasts.
Now as I said I was a Spok, so not very physical. This part of the year was torture for me. Coming home at the end of school for a session of getting cuts and bruises. I was also as itchy as all get out while trying to concentrate on my homework. Most kids left school as soon as they turned fifteen to become part of the family workforce. Many six months before that.
Joy left as soon as she was fifteen. Dad insisted she go to TAFE, to study secretarial, which she did for a year but Jobs were scarce. Eventually, she got a job at the local Coomealla Club as a waitress. Then once she was eighteen she started doing shifts behind the bar.
Now on to Joy, the real reason for this story. She had barmaid breasts. In those days it was almost an unspoken requirement. Now the 'Coomie' club was much safer than the local Hotels. Dad was happy for her to work the bar there but definitely nowhere else. Dad was also on the club committee, so he could keep a watchful eye on her.
I first noticed the breasts when Mum insisted she wear a teeshirt around the farm. Before that we spent the summer bare-topped, we were kids.
But I had my head in books, girl germs were a thing even if my science brain said that was bullshit. I was not interested in girls. Even in Senior High when they started to cause my body to react in certain ways, I was not interested.
This worried my big Sister. She would try and encourage me to open my eyes. I think that is how it started really. I think she thought if I got to see her tits, my life would change.
We still liked to sit under the vines in the cool and eat the odd grape or two. Against the tee shirt rule, Joy would often lose her top when the olds could not see her. She thought it unfair boys could go topless. There was nothing sexual in it. I just grew up watching those breasts grow. Granted through the leafy windows of the grape vines often as not.
The only time on the Block I enjoyed was when the water was on. This meant that each block was allocated a time to take water from the canal. It didn't matter what time of day or night, when the water was on you had a limited time frame to draw water. It was the only reason Dad missed Church. Water was the god around here.
Water ruled. But I was fascinated with the working of the gates. It was a time when you ran around the block opening and closing gates. Watching the water flow down the rows soaking the ground. Now the gates were on-off switches and it dawned on me, when I was around fifteen, that this was directly analogous to computer gates, it's on or off. I studied what happened as I worked the water. Soon I realised that what we were doing was so inefficient. I designed a farm-sized circuit board for watering that would get more water to all the vines in the same amount of time. Because it was a time-based allocation it meant I started to get more water from the canal. Thus better sultana grapes.
I secretly employed new systems over one season. We normally produce standard grade 3 sultanas that season we produced 4's. I then fessed up to Dad. He was over the moon. He said he thought I was doing it differently.
This changed a few things. He started to respect my computer programming interests and later told me he was putting money aside from the extra profits to send me to University. I taught Dad what I was doing and from then on we always had better yields than the district's average. But he was happy for me to do the water when it didn't take me from school. I benefited by missing church every now and again.
So that's how I ended up at Melbourne University. My scores got me in and as soon as I could I found the computer department. Well, it was a part of the engineering department. They had just received a new mainframe. But what surprised them was I actually knew Fortran. The professor set me a challenge and soon I was putting my own punch cards in an actual computer.
My first program wasn't simple and it didn't crash. The result was I was fast-tracked into the new programming course and was able to spend many late nights running cards. I was better at programming than many of the lecturers, so I picked up a tutor position by the end of my first year.
I came home for the Semester break in July, but I was too engrossed in my computer work to come home in the other holidays. Now two things happened that July. I turned eighteen in June, but the July break meant I was on the block for prime pulling-out time. Bugger, wrong season. Even Joy was working rolling on. She followed after me, as she mainly worked evening shifts at the club. Mum and Dad had gone into Mildura on this pivotal day.
We sat down among the winter vines for a break. It was still warm in the sun. We got to talking.
"So Gus, have you got a girlfriend yet?"
I shook my head.
"Well, have you ever taken a girl out?"
"No."
"So I assume you have never kissed a girl."
"I know it might disappoint you, but I have been busy."
"Disappoint is the wrong word. But be careful how you answer the next question. I want the truth. Do you actually like Girls?"
"Yes."
"I mean sexually."
"I think so."
"Okay, the other alternative is boys."
"No, no, definitely not Boys."
"Any girls remotely interested in?"
"Sort of, but please don't ask any more questions it's embarrassing."
"Ok little brother, but I will want to hear of some more action next time you are home. You don't mind if I take my shirt off, do you? I want to get some sun."
"Ah, no, it's not like I haven't seen..., but aren't you worried that your brother gets to see them?"
"I think you are the only one I'm not worried about."
"Can I ask some questions?"
"Sure, fair's fair."
"Are you seeing anyone?"
"Not at the moment."
"Has a boyfriend actually felt those?"
"Well, sort of. But I still had a bra on."
"Oh, I thought you might you know be..."
"I'm saving myself."
"So then you are a, a, ..."
"A virgin, yes."
"Oh. "
"So I get to see your tits, but others don't."
"That's what I mean. Do you want to feel them?"
"What?" I thought a bit, of course, I wanted to feel them. Who wouldn't?
"Here, time to at least have some experience."
Joy knelt in front of me and took my hand. Her breasts were so close. She put my hand on one. They were soft, sort of squishy and her nipple was hard in my palm.
"That feels nice Gus. Put your other hand up."
Suddenly I was holding two boobs. Big boobs at that. Brown well tanned boobs. My Sister's boobs.
"I think you just grew up a bit Gus." Then she looked down at me. "No correction, up a lot."
I died on the spot. I was so excited to touch a boob I went hard without realising. My penis was sticking right out, tenting my shorts.
I was so embarrassed I pulled my hands back and covered my obvious problem. I was sitting she was kneeling.
"Sis, please leave, god how embarrassing."
"From what I can see you do not need to be embarrassed."
But she took pity on me, stood, put on her shirt, then began rolling on.
I was so excited and so energised that I pulled out more vines in a short space of time than ever before. It helped. My stiffy went down.
But that night, as I went to bed, all I could think about was the soft warm feelings in my hands and the magical look of those tanned breasts. My penis returned to its stiff state and my hands sought my release.
Up until this point, sure I got morning wood and had occasionally given myself a fondle, but I had never actually cum. Sure I had heard about it, masturbation that is, but there was no easy access to sexual material in the late sixties. I hadn't even had a wet dream. It was like my sex was in an off-state.
Well, that night it turned on. My hands found ways to heighten my pleasure as my mind replayed images of my Sister naked among the vines. I came. I came hard. Sperm was everywhere and I had no idea how to clean it up. As I lay wondering what to do, and if this experience was good or bad, the euphoria hit me and I drifted off into a contented deep sleep.
That holiday was spent dreaming about my Sister and finding my release at night. Except for one day. It was very warm and Joy lost her top. I was working two rows over. I noticed Joy stop and start to feel her boobs.
The sensation returned to my own hands. My hand slipped into my shorts and wrapped around my hardness. Then she put a hand into her shorts. Shit was she masturbating, did girls do that? Could girls do that? I heard her sigh. Her hand moved in rapid little movements.
I was so turned on my hand went into overdrive. I had a thought, could she see me? I could see her. There were a few vines between us that had not been pulled out, thus partly blocking the view. But the one next to Joy, she had just rolled on, it didn't cover much.
She sort of looked to the sky in my direction. I released my cock from my shorts. I was wanting to cum, but not in my shorts. I quickly learnt that that was not a good thing. I shot my load among the branches and as I did I saw Joy quake, her legs shook and a sigh filled the quiet.
Did she just come? Quickly I pulled my shorts up and got back to work. That night I had the most vivid dreams of my sister naked, tangled in vines and wreathing in self-administered pleasure. Then I got entangled with her and I had my first wet dream. I woke the next morning thinking I had wet the bed until I felt the cold sticky stuff.
I went back to university changed. I now thought of two things, computers and my Sister.
On the computer front, I found I was very employable even in my first year. It was such a new field. Startup companies wanted to employ me, even a big bank. So I was busy. I took some summer jobs but scheduled to get home for Christmas and New Year.
Our Family was not too huggy, but my big sister suddenly was. The vines were in fruit and watering was critical for plump fruit. I had the chance to run my watering algorithm through an actual computer. I went through the results with Dad. We could get a seven per cent increase in the amount of water to vines.
The next water was due two nights before Christmas. Joy was working the Bar and came home late to find me out on the block. I was like a pig in actual mud. She joined me as I opened and closed the gates.
"So Gus have you had that kiss yet?"
"Sorry Sis, it just hasn't happened."
"It never just happens, you have to make it happen."
"Well, then I failed you. Why are you so interested in if I get a kiss?"
"Because I made myself a promise."
"Go on."
"That if you didn't have your first kiss before Christmas, I would have to give you your first."
"But I have kissed you before."
"Not like I'm planning."
"So not a brother kiss. Shute, I have to close this gate. "
"No Gus, definitely not a brother kiss. How much time do we have left for the water."
"Just on two hours."
"Well, how about I help you, or at least keep you company."
"So long as you don't distract me. I want to get this new system right."
"Okay, I won't kiss you yet."
"Yet?"
"Yet, before you go in, you are getting your first kiss."
Now I had two things to think about. Water, and my Sister again. Shit, it had been six months since the boobs and my cock brain was screaming at me to add some new fuel to the fire. I was obsessing enough about her boobs without a kiss.
We worked together. Joy was no slouch on the block and could work a sluice gate better than most. This was good as I was out of condition for farm labour. Too much computer and desk work.
We chatted about the year past. I told her how I was making some decent money on the side and was even involved in a few start-ups. I was investing in a few computer company start-ups and already had a small share portfolio. I let her know that since September I have been paying my way through Uni.
"That explains why Dad is so proud of you."
"Well I'm glad, it takes the pressure off."
"So what is life like in Spokville?"
"Mostly an intellectual challenge. Writing code is just like a jigsaw puzzle. Making sure all the pieces fit. If one bit doesn't a program won't work."
"Rather like having a relationship."
"Maybe, working out the complexities yes, but in the end isn't it just two pieces that have to fit together?"
"You wish Gus, you wish. You can't program relationships. Have you ever tried to program emotions?"
"Ok, I get your point. Even in the future, when they want to create robots, that will be the sentient stumbling block."
"Do you think we will get to robots? Like human-looking ones."
"Yes, but we have to find better ways to do data storage and retrieval."
"You losing me now Gus."
The last gate was closed and our water allocation time was completed.
"Come here, Gus. Time for your first kiss."
"You were serious?"
"Very serious. You have two choices. See it as opening and closing two gates. Analytically and cold, yes robotic. Or you could see it as passing on emotional knowledge for which nothing can describe. But it's your choice how you want to receive it.
Joy pulled me to her. She pressed her breasts into my chest and brought her mouth to mine. I approached her lips straight on and pouty.
"Not like kissing an Aunt, Gus. Tilt your head sideways opposite to me."
I tried again. Deep down I was excited. This was my secret wet dream about to kiss me. I wasn't going to let this opportunity pass. But I was afraid I would be bad, as I had no idea what to do.
Our lips touched and it sent tingles through my body. My penis was fully erect.
I pulled back. "How do I Do it?"
"Little brother don't think, feel. Feel with your lips."
We started again. Our lips touched and Joy opened her mouth. I copied and the feelings came. In fact, they overwhelmed me. I remember her taste and the smell of her hair. We went on for at least a minute.
Joy pulled back and I groaned.
"That was, wow. Like far out." I gasped.
"One kiss and you're a hippy now Gus?"
"I felt it, like electricity. I felt the emotions. But you are my Sister, that shouldn't happen."
Joy looked into my eyes, "I felt it too. I'm glad I was your first kiss."
"Can I have another one?"
"Yes, but only one. We can't have you getting addicted."
We started again, it was longer this time. Then I felt her tongue. Shute that was weird, but like up a level. We played with each other's tongues in the kiss. My body was now on fire, I was feeling so, so over the moon.
Joy pushed me back. "Enough Gus, we can't have you losing control. How was your first kiss?"
"I get it, emotion not by the book."
"Never a how-to, always a feel."
"I'm not sure I trust my feelings."
"Maybe that's why I made us stop. It's early morning we should go to bed."
"I need a shower first."
"Not together doofus." Joy giggled
"I didn't mean that. I'm just covered in mud. Thank you for the kiss. I will never forget it."
"I have to say that was better than most of the kisses I have had. Thanks, Gus."
That night in the shower my normal wank was fused with the memories of my first kiss. I blasted the wall so hard.
Christmas Day was always special in my family. We gathered around the tree after the Christmas Service. It was present time and I could actually afford to buy decent presents. When it came to receiving one from Joy, it was a small box shape.
"For you, because you've grown up Gus," was all she said but the cheeky glint in her eyes spoke of a fun present. Imagine my horror as I opened a packet of condoms in front of our Parents.



I went instant red and tried to hide them.
Dad coughed and Mum said, "You didn't! Joylene!"
"Well I guess it's better than an unwanted pregnancy, he is at University. But I'm not sure I approve of my daughter buying them."
At this point in our history, condoms could only be purchased at a chemist. They were very much an under-the-counter item.
I gave her my gift. It was a pretty pendant with a pearl drop. Okay, my mind imagined it dropping to just above her cleavage. She asked me to put it on her. It did and I got a close-up of it nestled there. My parents didn't realise but it was real gold and a natural pearl.
There was one parcel left.
"Sorry Gus that last one was a joke gift, this is your real one."
It was square and flat. I guessed it was a record. It was two. The Seeker's latest, and a Band I had not heard of Billy Thorpe and the Aztecs.
"Great idea, but I don't have a record player."
"Well, doofus, buy one when you get to Melbourne. How else are you going to pull the cool chicks?"
"Oh, I see. Part of the campaign to help me with my love life."
"But seeing as it is Christmas, how about we listen in my room tonight?"
Mum and Dad shook their heads but refrained from telling us to turn it down when we do. Joy told me sometime later they liked her record player louder if they were planning sex. It was Christmas after all.
Well yes, some of my Christmases came at once. Joy was very into modern music. That was folk, hippy stuff and the newer rock stuff. So we chilled in her room. She had some funky lights and was burning incense. I kept looking at the necklace.
"I love it, Gus. Is it really gold, like 18ct as it says?"
"Yes, nothing but the best for my big sister."
"But how could you afford it?"
"Oh, I'm earning some good, no, very good money with my side jobs. Apparently, I've got talent and ability."
"I will give you that, but in computing and watering. We need to work on your girl skills."
"I'm sorry I still haven't managed to you know, have a girlfriend. I'm not sure I'll ever get to use those condoms."
"It's hot in here, how about I take off my top so you can see your beautiful gift better."
With that, she shucked her top. I was instantly hard even though she had a bra on. She was about to take it off when she stopped.
"No better idea, you need to learn how to do this. Can't have you all clumsy in the front seat of the Holden."
I was gulping air like a goldfish. Well, technically they were gulping food. Fish don't breathe through their mouth.
"Come and sit with me on this beanbag."
I did and we shuffled to make ourselves comfortable. She leant forward.
"First just unclip it while you can see it."
"Wow, not the easiest of things."
"It's harder if the girl has big boobs."
I did it and her boobs dropped forward.
"Okay again," she said as she did it back up.
We did it half a dozen times. "Okay now while you hug me."
Maybe alright in theory but the catches were in the opposite direction and I was hugging. That meant being close to my sexy big sister. So my mind was overoccupied. Clumsy would have been good.
"Okay Stop Gus. Your position needs changing. Here," She took my outer leg and lifted it, "Now swing it over my body."
"But, oh, shute, um."
"Yes, I get it you are hard. And so you ought to be if you just spent an hour making out with a girl on a beanbag."
"But you can feel it."
"Maybe she wants to 'feel it'. Remember feelings and emotions."
Did she mean herself, Joy, or the pretend girl? I was confused and so turned on.
"Now hug, now bra."
I struggled but eventually, it came undone.
"Ok, at last. She will have slapped you by now or shut down the date in frustration. Again."
We did that maybe ten times.
"Okay, much better. But remember not all Bras have the same catches."
She got up and removed it completely. It was the first time that night I actually saw her breasts fully exposed. She moved to her chest of drawers and twirled the pearl in her fingers as she did.
I groaned. She opened the top drawer and selected another Bra, a sexy lace one. It was red. She turned away to put it on.
Sorted she sat back down on the beanbag and started cuddling me. I cocked my leg over.
"Great Gus you didn't even ask. Now for that, you deserve a kiss."
We got into kissing. I mean it took us both five minutes to realise we were supposed to be doing something else. Like learning about Bras.
I didn't see her put it on, so I spent a few minutes trying to find the catch. She kissed me and laughed.
"Sweety this one undoes at the front."
"Oh."
"Before you do it, it would be normal for a guy to be feeling her breasts through it."
I hesitated.
"You have felt my boobs without a bra remember."
"How can I forget?" I groaned.
I did not expect the concept of feeling through clothes to be a step up in the randy ranking. But that sexy red number was, wow.
"So kiss and feel first, Gus. She needs to be ready for the next big step. If she is letting you feel through a bra, chances are she will want you to take it off if you do things right. If she is wearing a bra like this she definitely wants you to see it."
So we kissed. I felt. I squirmed. My cock rubbed on Joy's hip bone. The memories of last July flooded back. Except last time there was no bra. So I moved to the front of the bra and felt for the join. I redoubled my tongue action hoping it would distract from my fumbling. It didn't.
"Okay, look, then try again."
Looking was easy as I wasn't kissing. It popped open and I remember seeing the pearl swinging in the space where Joy's cleavage had been. Her breasts separated sideways taking the red cloth with them.
"Again." Joy redid the bra. She was slightly red in the face.
"Everything?"
"Everything."
We kissed again, I was loving it and I think my big Sister was enjoying it nearly as much. This time I got almost immediate success but continued my kiss. Now free, my hands enjoyed the freedom to grope my Sister's big breasts. My groin started grinding onto Joy's thigh and I felt my thigh rub against her groin.
I would have continued but I came. Shute I came. Shit, I pulled back. Joy also groaned and I noticed her upper chest was flushed pink. But I had a problem.
"I think we had better stop," I said. "I have to go."
Joy looked down at my groin as I tried to extract myself from the bag.
"You might want to change."
As I got to the door she cried. "Wait hold on. I think, let me check."
She ducked her head out the door.
"Sorry, you can't leave yet."
"Why not?"
"Mum and Dad haven't finished." I looked puzzled then the penny dropped.
"Oh."
I was still trying to hide the big wet spot on my shorts.
"Gus, stop it, I know you just came."
"How embarrassing."
" I'll let you into a secret".
"What secret?"
"I just came too."
I was stunned into silence.
"Come here, Doofus." I did and she kissed me. Her breasts swinging. She looked at the pearl. "Thanks for this, I love it."
I touched her breast and ran my finger around her nipple.
"It looks at home between your breasts."
Joy changed the subject. "Look plan B, maybe I have something you can wear."
She went to her closet and pulled out a cream long dress.
"Not a dress, really Sis."
"It's not a dress, it's a Kaftan. The male hippies wear them all the time. Get undressed."
"No. I mean I can't."
"Okay, I get it. Just your top then."
I took my teeshirt off. I was much whiter than I used to be.
Joy slipped the kaftan over my head and it fell to the floor.
"Now take your shorts and undies off. I can't see you now."
I squirmed out of them but I could still feel the sperm all over my skin.
"Maybe wipe yourself with your tee shirt."
I turned around and completed the complicated maneuver.
"Now put them in my dirty clothes, I'll get them in the washed tomorrow."
After I dumped them there, she went to the basket and buried them deeper.
"Can't have Mum finding spunky men's undies in my clothes basket now can we."
I was a bunch of nerves and it showed.
"Let's listen to Billy Thorpe for a while."
We were back in separate bean bags. My heart rate returned to normal. I sort of liked being stark naked under this dress thing. My junk swung freely but I was totally covered. If I got another stiffy it would be easier to hide.
Well, I did get another one, just sitting there listening, while my mind replayed the last half hour. My sexual experiences had expanded but the only problem was it was my Sister who delivered them. I said to myself she was just training me. But then I knew she had also cum. Was that what she was getting out of this? I mean she had masturbated in the vineyard also.
I was conflicted. Billy finished. I liked it. I would have to buy a record player. Joy put The Seekers on and turned them down a bit so they became background music.
"I want to ask you some stuff, Gus."
"Sure that's cool." I laughed. I felt like a hippy in that moment.
"Well, these are big times. Like we landed on the moon.""
"But the computer on board couldn't handle the last instruction, so Armstrong had to land manually," I added.
"How do you know that?"
"It's all we computer students talk about. We had an assignment to write our own computer code. We had to learn the special language it was written in: AGC. But that was for the advanced students."
"Like you."
"Yes," I said shyly.
"My Brother the computer genius."
'I guess."
"Well, I'm proud. But I have a serious question. Next year you turn twenty, well in a year."
"I know, it scares me shitless."
"So what will you do?"
"I don't know. The professor thinks he might be able to get me out of it if my number comes up. Under National interest."
"They can't put my computer genius into a war surely."
"That's the thing. But my number has to come up."
"This fuckin Vietnam war, we shouldn't be in it. Sorry for swearing Gus."
"I feel the same way. It's been a big year. My first boob. My first kiss. But I'm afraid I'll die a virgin soldier."
"Have you seen the movie??
"What no, I've not been to a movie since we saw Fantasia as a family."
"Really and you live in Melbourne. Bastard, what a waste. Okay sorry, I know computers. What about we go to the Drive-in next time you come home?"
"You would go to the Drive-in with your Brother."
"I would be proud to be seen with him."
"Like in the dark with steamed-up windows?"
"That is not what I meant."
"Okay, it's a date. No, no that came out wrong. It's on the calendar."
"You coming up in July? I wish it was earlier."
"You do."
" I miss my little Brother. He's in the big smoke and I'm pulling beers in a bar in the boondocks. They are building a new building, did you hear?"
"No, a better bar?"
" I hope so. I saw the plans the other day. It looks like it will be classy."
"Classy and Coomie don't go together that well. But better than Pooncarie."
It was the district joke. Pooncarie kids were considered the dumb kids of the district. The joke was about inbreeding.
"Look it's late. You keep that Kaftan. I bought it for a hippy dress-up night at the club. Did you hear of Woodstock?"
"No, why would I?"
"It was a big music festival in the States. I wish we had something like that. What I'd give to see Boaz, Joplin and Hendrix all at the same time."
"Do I know them?"
"Augustus, really! I will write to you and send a list of records for you to buy. You can play them on your new record player."
"So I am getting one?"
Joy gave me a look that would make sultana grapes turn to sultanas on the vines.
"And make it a good one, no cheap shit. I know you can afford it. Wear that Kaftan and at least pretend you're here."
She was still naked up top. I moved in and copped a cheeky feel. She turned me toward the door and then swatted my arse.
"Bed big boy."
It was three am. But it was Boxing Day, so we could all sleep in.
"Can you come to the club on New Year's Eve? I'm behind the Bar all night, but I want someone to take me home. "
"I guess I can. Goodnight and thanks for teaching me... stuff."
Joy giggled and closed her door.
I went to my room but couldn't sleep until I rubbed another one out. If I had trouble not thinking of Sis when I masturbated last year, I was toast this year.
New Year's Eve was essentially boring. I did have quite a few conversations. Everyone knew everyone. A few friends from school came up to me. Mainly to comment on my sexy sister, and see if I could put a good word in for them.
She was popular working in the bar, very busy and great at her job. She plied me with drinks that looked alcoholic but were essentially fizzy soda. I needed to be sober.
One or two girls stopped to speak. I tried to imagine asking them out or kissing them. But no male body responses said, go for it. I was worried about the compulsory kiss at midnight.
There were fireworks planned if you call it that. Every man and his dog had them. Well, not the dogs. This night was a dog's worst nightmare. Fireworks were freely available and kids could buy them with pocket money. They hadn't been banned yet.
Thirty minutes before midnight Joy called me over.
"Can you stay by my side till after midnight? I don't want some drunk old blocky trying to get a kiss. In fact, come back here and pack some glasses. Be useful, seeing that you haven't picked a chick up tonight."
So I became a dish pig for a few minutes. The Telly was the countdown clock. We only had two channels in those days. It was the country. But the city only had four.
Some locals reckoned we should have two countdowns, as Adelaide was bloody closer than Sydney by a good stretch. They were half an hour behind.
Of course, fireworks went off early depending on some person's watch at which party. I stuck close to Sis. The countdown happened and she turned and kissed me, like proper. I nearly stuck in my tongue. Oops.
"Happy New Year Gus."
"Joyous New Year Joy."
We hugged and I stood my ground as customers begged her for a kiss. Her standard line up and down the bar was... (insert their name here) I'd rather kiss my brother..... Which brought their mates into a friendly ribbing situation. Thus Joy avoided a bunch of kisses.
It was past two once Joy and the team had finished closing up.
"Take me to the River Gus."
"Most of the spots will have drunk parties going on."
"Good point. Take me to Fletchers Lake."
Fletchers was a salt lake behind Dareton, which was the town the club was in.
"I'll drive, I know where I'm going when I get there."
"You mean, shute I could have had a drink."
"Why here?" I said as we bumped along a bush track down to the lake's edge.
"Sometimes Gus, I come here after work and just look at the stars. I wanted to share the New Year with you. I think we have gotten closer this year. Which is strange as you were not here for most of it."
She pulled out a brown paper bag from the boot. She took my hand as we walked out onto the surface of the lake.
"Just be careful you tread on the hard stuff."
"I know, I have been here before."
The moon had just set its quartered shape below the horizon but the white salt shone in its own light.
"I reckon the lake reflects the starlight on a night like this."
I looked up, there were the heavens I knew so well. The Milky Way was so thick I felt I could walk on it also.
"This spot is very hard. Lie down, Gus."
We lay and held hands as we did it.
"Remember when we were kids? I'd take your little hand in mine and we would walk through the vines to the canal bank and lie down looking at the stars."
"That's right we did, didn't we? You don't get stars like this in Melbourne."
"I don't think I could live there then Gus."
"Well I don't like the crowds, nor the noise or the isolation. I talked to more people I know tonight than I would meet in a bar in Melbourne."
"Gus, I always want to live in the country. But not here. I like the Murry River, but give me green hills with rocky ledges. Plenty of good rain and county folk. I could work on a farm, but a block is too boxed in."
"Well, I think dreaming is important. If I could I wouldn't be in Melbourne. It's just they have computers. One day Joy every kid will have their own computer they carry to school."
"You're kidding, right? Don't they weigh tons and take up whole rooms."
"They do at the moment but they won't forever."
"I guess we can both dream."
"It never hurts. Well, these types of dreams don't."
"Gus I bought some fireworks. Seven rockets, the perfect number."
We set to spreading them along the salt surface. They pushed in easily. Then she pulled out a half-full chilled bottle of champagne and some club glasses.
"Someone left it there."
We filled the glasses and put them on the lake.
Then we scurried like rabbits lighting the wicks as quick as we could.
"Whoosh, whoosh, then came the bangs and pops as starbursts lit the sky. The lake turned the colour of the sky with each explosion.
We lifted our Glasses.
"Happy New Year Joy."
"Happy New darling Brother."
We kissed under the falling light of the last rocket's burst. It was definitely a tongue kiss.
"We don't have to practice tonight Gus."
"That wasn't practice, I wanted to do that."
"So did I. But I think we need to leave it at that."
I know it was feeling for both of us but the shadow of the night dropped its curtain on my soul. For I knew that this was all it could be, and as good as it could get.
"That was a perfect end to a magical hour Gus, but we need to get home."
We walked back hand in hand to the car. Strangely I didn't get hard. It was a different feeling that I had.
"You know I go back to Melbourne in two days."
"I know."
"I'll miss you."
"So will I. But I'll always remember tonight."
The train took me back to the big smoke. Joy sent me that list. I bought a top-of-the-range record player. I could afford it. I worked hard that University break writing software for a bank.
I bought the records. Almost all of those on the list. I spent any downtime I had in a beanbag listening to them and thinking of those two magical nights with my sister.
The music and my hand became my escapism. I couldn't get it up for anyone but my Sister. I knew I had a problem, but that was drowned in computer code.
I know I promised her July, but I got a really great job opportunity that took the whole mid-year break. I wrote to Joy explaining but promised to come up in September. I booked the Train before I could change my mind.
The September should have been good but Joy was distant. Nothing went to plan. She was grumpy, I knew I had upset her by delaying, but she did not even take the time to talk to me about it.
I was only home for a week. I was miserable by the end of it. It was her birthday at the end of October so I left a present of four new albums from artists on the list. I included a note that simply said, 'I'm sorry' I gave the wrapped parcel to Mum to give her on her birthday.
Christmas came. I hadn't heard from her regarding my present and I knew I had blown it. The trouble was I was still fixated on her as I took my sexual relief.
I felt guilty and maybe it was because I was her Brother. Maybe she decided we needed to cool it big time. I didn't have the guts to draw that line. Absence makes the heart grow fonder. My time in the dog house made it worse. I had to do something special for Christmas.
I bought a car. A new car. Not for her. Not that special yet. But so I could bring her present up. I wasn't trusting it to the train.
I arrived by car, a week earlier than normal. Driving up I suddenly thought, long drives do this, make you think.
Shit she had a boyfriend. Probably wasn't a virgin anymore. I still had not gone out with anyone. Still not kissed another person, nor undid another bra. Shute, I was screwed. How could I explain my lack of effort?



As I passed through Mildura I bought a local paper so I could check out the Drive-in movies. The problem was she worked nights and I had no idea which nights she would be free. But I guessed I would find out soon enough.
I arrived at the Block but no one was home. With My new Brahman Holden sedan parked near the house. I unloaded the present, which took a few trips into an old shed no one went into and covered it with a tarp. Next, I went for a walk among the vines. The crop was looking healthy. I also had a present for Dad and Mum, but it was already here.
I thought about the year. It was a lot of work. Work I loved. The pay was unbelievable. But it was the side investments I made that made the real money. Maybe I went on a spending spree. But for me, everything was an investment. God knows I spent nothing on myself for two years.
I disappeared through the vines for an hour to check out the state of things, and my big surprise. I only came back when I saw the family car come back up the drive.
Mum and Dad were standing around my new car scratching their heads. I was not expected for at least three days.
Dad was out looking for the stranger. I bumped into him as we both turned a shed corner together.
"Gus! What? It's you. Is that your car?"
"Surprise."
He shook my hand. "Impressive, fine family car, I guess you have a big loan now."
"No Dad, Cash. Bonuses from the July work."
"So it was worth not coming back."
"I wouldn't say that. Joy was pissed at me for breaking a promise and probably still is."
"Probably not the reason," Mum said as she hugged me. "But you will need to talk to her."
"Where is she?" It was a talk I wanted to have sooner than later.
"She is working as usual. Her car broke down and she hasn't been able to afford to fix it. We dropped her down this afternoon before our meeting. Maybe you could pick her up, she finishes at eleven. Now come inside and have a cuppa. Tell us all about how the year has gone."
I received the third degree, I didn't tell them about everything. Dad went on about the car.
"It's not even a small car, like a Torana. Are you sure you're not dealing drugs?"
I laughed. "No Dad, it turns out writing computer code for banks is much more lucrative."
"So you're employed by them?"
"No, not employed, I'm a consultant. I go in and solve problems. That way I can work for several clients at the same time. That car represents a week's work."
"And here I am a lowly blocky."
"Who is making better money than the neighbours, because his genius son designed his watering system." Mum chipped in.
"True, did you hear about poor old Jim next door?"
"No, well not directly. What happened?"
"Two things, I think it was the War. He kept on having episodes. His son got drafted and his own World War Two experiences came back to haunt him. He ended up going AWOL, he was so behind, so the Bank foreclosed on him."
"So who bought it?"
"That's it we don't know. Some out-of-towners. It's the big mystery. A work crew came in four weeks ago and cleaned up the house and property, gave the place a lick of paint. But who is going to run it, the vines are a mess."
"I guess the vines have suffered from lack of water?"
"No, I couldn't allow that. I actually ran the water, the last two allocations, so those vines would at least survive the summer."
"You're a good man Dad."
Mum served up a nice meal of chops and three veg.
"Do you mind washing up love, while I make up your room? You sort of caught me short. I always like to give your room a good dub before you come home."
I gladly helped as it took my mind off meeting Joy. I turned up five minutes before closing. She was busy moving the last few drinkers on and closing down the Bar. I stood inside the door and watched for a minute, then moved forward.
"Gus!" Her yell broke the silence. She vaulted the bar and ran to me, arms open into a huge swinging hug.
"It's you, you're early, shit, I can't believe it."
She kissed me. She whispered in my ear.
"I'll give you a proper one later."
Now I was confused. It's like last year didn't happen. I was on tenterhooks while I watched her close. I knew what I wanted to do. It might just work.
As I walked to my car she linked her arm into mine and put her head on my shoulder.
"I'm sorry."
"Stop Joy. I want to take you somewhere so we can have a talk and then we can enjoy Christmas."
She started looking around.
"Where's the car?"
"Right here," I swivelled to unlock the passenger door next to her.
"What you are kidding. Did you steal it?"
"Funny, Dad thought I was running drugs."
"I can still smell the leather," Joy said as I hopped behind the wheel.
"I picked it up last week. I had to drive real slow on the way up here as the motor had not been broken in. It's all good now though."
"So little Bother, you are doing all right!"
I smiled, as I drove out the back of town toward Fletchers Lake.
"Yes, thanks I so need this," Joy exclaimed as she realised I was not going home.
I drove off the dirt road onto the track that led to the Lake. I stopped on the ridge looking down on the Salt. The moon was waining so it threw its silvery light off the white. It was very romantic but I wasn't there for that.
"Remember that night, New Year's."
"Yes, it seems an eternity ago."
"Well, I wanted to say I'm sorry for July and breaking my promise. I hadn't realised how important it was."
"I'm sorry for September."
"Well, that did leave me confused. I must have really pissed you off."
"I can't deny you didn't Jack, but I was over it by then. What were you doing in July? "
"I was asked to do a very well-paying job. It was the sort of opportunity that opened doors."
"I hope it paid well then, as it took you from visiting me."
I could read the hurt still in my Sister's voice.
"It was a six-week contract. Let's just say that this car was just one of those weeks' salary."
"You are joking. And here I am with a crappy car that breaks down and it will take me six months of work pulling beers to save for its repair."
"Life is not fair, I agree. I think I've found that out. To think I've just fallen into the top job of a new age. But I don't want to talk about that now. I want to say I'm deeply sorry that I chose money over you. It's not the sort of life I want to live."
"Gus, I'm only your Sister. I wouldn't have hesitated to do what you did if it was me making the choice. But I forgive you."
We were silent for a while.
"My turn. About September. There were three factors controlling why I was such a bitch."
I began to protest.
"No, let me talk. Perhaps the main thing for my mood was it was the wrong time of the month. I was just feeling lousy."
"I think I know what you are talking about but I'm not sure how that affects mood. We males don't get to find out anything about a girl's periods.
"I think I might need to educate you on it, but later. Second I was shit scared."
"Why?"
"I'm sorry, but you waltz in here for just a week and then you leave two days before the big day, and you say bloody nothing. I was so worried but you didn't even think to even talk about it."
"It wasn't your birthday, what did I miss?"
"Bloody hell, WHAT was on the eighteenth of September?"
I stopped and thought.
"Oh, Shute, conscription lottery day."
"Yes you bastard, I was dreading my little brother would be called up and you didn't give a shit. I was so pleased your birth date wasn't picked. But nothing, before or after. What gives?"
"Well, I forgot about it. I came home to a grumpy sister and my mind was trying to work out why. No excuse, but I had it from my professor that if my number came up I was to get an exemption on importance to county grounds. I had done a bit of consulting for the Department of Defence. I think the Prof organised it so he could make the argument if the worst happened."
"And you didn't think to tell me."
"I didn't realise you were so worried."
"Okay, I didn't take the time to talk to you. In fact, I made myself scarce. That was my fault. One question about conscription and I would have saved myself a lot of pain."
"So why did you make yourself scarce? I was thinking maybe you had a boyfriend and lost your virginity or something."
"Oh Bro, well I went out with a few guys but nothing happened. That sort of brings up the third thing. I was worried we were getting too close. Like my lessons were..."
She left that hanging.
"I get it. I've been having the same feelings. But then you said lead with feelings, not process."
"I know, my feelings were winning. You missing July showed me how deep they had become. I missed you so much it hurt. It still does, I see you in Melbourne with all the opportunities, but you bury your head in a computer.
"If I was there I would go to the movies, see Bands live. Live a different life. But I'm stuck here living with Mum and Dad."
"And I'm mister independent living my dream. That brings up a question. Do you like living with our Parents?"
"It's okay I guess. I do like my job. I left school at fifteen, so I don't expect much. I had hoped a knight in shining armour would take me away and give me a baby by now."
"And all you get is your Brother. Must be depressing. So if you could, would you live on your own, even if it was just down the road."
"I've thought about it but I can't afford it. I would move to Melbourne, but I don't like cities. Neither could I afford the rent."
"You could stay with me?"
"I have actually thought about that. But read the previous statement about deep feeling for a Brother."
"Yeah, I might not get anything done. Truth is this year you would never have seen me. I was never home except to snatch sleep. It would have been September replayed every month."
"Enough talk, let's go down to the lake."
The stars were shining bright even through the moonlight. Kangaroos and rabbits scattered as we edged down the slope.
We walked hand in hand across the white until we found a place for our backs and lay down to look up.
" Gus can we forget last year, pretend for us it didn't happen."
"So long as it doesn't include New Year's here I would love to. But then we would have to walk home, I wouldn't have that car."
"And I wouldn't have those Albums you gave me as a present. Thanks for that, I've nearly worn them out playing them so much."
"Music is very important to you isn't it?"
"It's my escapism. I get lost in the sounds."
"Maybe my programming is the same. I get lost in the patterns and rhythms in the code until they just fall into place."
"So did you buy a record player?"
"Yes."
"A good one?"
"The best I could find."
"So you bought the albums."
"Let's say My collection of opera has grown."
"Gus!"
"Rock opera that is."
"Bugger!" She whacked me in the stomach.
"I think I've got every artist on the list but some are not released in Australia."
"Seriously."
"They are in the boot of the car. I thought we might get to listen to a few. It's why I needed a big car."
"Stop kidding."
"Cross my heart. Okay, deal. You can choose to keep fifty per cent of them to listen to this year and we can swap next Christmas."
"Deal, I'll enjoy listening to my three albums then."
I just smiled.
"You know I love you Sis."
"I do, and I owe you a kiss."
"I'll take what I can get."
Joy rolled onto me and we kissed. A passionate sexually charged kiss. She started to move her body onto me and I got harder and harder. I know she could feel it.
But suddenly the salt got softer. Mud crawled through cracks that were popping in a radius around my back.
"Stop Joy, shit!"
"Did you cum again?
"No, but the lake did."
Aware of the changes my sister laughed. We had broken through the salt crust into the black oozing mud below. Thick and pongy.
"Hop off Joy."
"No way, I'm still mud free."
"Well, how do we move."
"Stay there I'll use you to stand."
Like a spider, she raised up and moved herself to harder ground on her hands and feet. Then she stood on safe salt.
"Now you, I'm clear."
I struggled to move as the mud was like glue. I rolled onto harder stuff but mud transferred to my front as well. Eventually, I stood and we walked toward the shore. But I was imitating a scarecrow or the Tin Man as I walked.
"You know you stink." She was laughing so much she snorted.
"State the bleeding obvious dear Sister."
We got to the car. By the time we got there, we were both laughing our heads off.
"My new car, I can't sit in it."
"Well," Joy said as she held her chin in thought, a gleam entered her eye, visible in the light of the silvery moon.
"You will just need to strip."
"I doubt I have a choice."
Joy helped me strip so I could avoid spreading the mud. I was down to my undies. The mud and stink meant that I was very soft and unlikely to harden up.
"You have to lose those too, Gus. You can't sit in them."
I turned and stepped out of them. My naked body glowed in the moonlight.
"Do you have water? You need to clean your hands if you're going to drive."
"You want me to drive?"
"Well I'm not, it's a new car and I don't want to crash."
"Why would you crash?"
"I would get distracted by the naked man beside me."
My hands were sort of covering my dick as we talked it through.
"No fair, then I can't, you know, cover myself."
"Yep, another good reason. I can sit back and watch my naked brother drive."
"Do you have water so you can at least wash your hands?
"Yes. In the boot. Can you get it for me?"
Joy popped the boot and walked around the back to open it.
"Shit Gus you weren't kidding. There are, what!" she screamed," how did you get this one, holding up a rare album."
"Stop going through my albums I'm naked here. "
"All is forgiven, take me home."
"Not until I wash my hands."
"Oh, that's right."
Joy poured water on my hands and we got them sort of clean, using long grass to help scrub and dry them. I almost forgot I was naked.
"So cute, just like I remember it from bathing you."
"You aren't supposed to be looking."
I looked at the pile of stinky, muddy clothes.
"I'm leaving those here. They need to go in a bin. But definitely not in my car."
"Bring the Block truck down tomorrow, and pick them up."
"Good plan. Come with me?"
"Maybe."
The drive home was very interesting. I was driving, my mind got distracted. I started to get harder. My sister flashed a boob or two. I got rock hard. It was night, but the moon and street lights kept illuminating my predicament.
"I always wondered how big you were?"
"Well, now you know."
"You are quite the man."
"So that's how you judge a man."
"You have nothing to be ashamed of Big Brother."
"But everything to be embarrassed by."
"You're my brother I have a right to see you naked."
"Since when."
"Since you were tiny."
"You know I have never seen a penis. Well, an erect one."
"I guess there are none displayed ever. Not even in Playboy."
In the late sixties censorship was very strict. Magazines were the only source of nude images but these did not include male anatomy.
"Sis, when we get home you will need to smuggle some clothes out to the car for me."
"You need to wash in the laundry before you come in. You stink, as handsome as you look. Then you will need a proper shower."
The folks were in bed, so Joy had no problem getting clothes. My suitcase was still packed and locked so she grabbed old clothes from my drawer.
I tried to wash myself in the dark which was working fine. But then my Sister turned the light on.
I screamed.
"Well, I had to see to put these down somewhere. Give me a hug big brother and then I'll give you your clothes."
"Do I get a kiss too?"
"Yes fair deal."
I stepped into her embrace. My big sister's hands when straight to my naked butt cheeks and drew me into her. The kiss was passionate and I was instantly hard again. We got lost for a few minutes.
"Okay enough, get dressed, Gus."
I made it to the shower before I embarrassed myself again by cumming while we kissed. I did cum within a minute of stroking my cock in the warm water of the shower. I was resigned to a life of wanking over my sister, but tonight was definitely grist to that mill. I went to my room with a towel wrapped around me and found my pyjamas.
I listened to my sister shower. I heard her groan and imagined she was taking relief as well.
That talk had gone well. I told myself as she called my name as she came. Sure it raised questions as did the rest of the night. But I was so pleased that we had moved on. Even if sexually it was in the wrong direction for siblings.
We went back to the lake the next morning. We took a gunny sack, a light hessian bag, the sort used to store chaff. The clothes went in the sack and we went to look at the scene of the incident in the daylight.
It is amazing how the salt recorded in detail our sins. One body shattering the surface, two sets of prints beating a retreat. One was very muddy.
"Look over there, Sis."
"Where?"
"Come" It was a used firework. We found five of the seven from almost a year ago.
Across the lake someone had been riding a motorbike, drawing long arcs in the salt surface. Now their happiness was almost permanently etched in dried black mud. At the shore, the lake threw up a collection of oddities. A dead fish, that left his hexagon-plated exoskeleton perfectly preserved in the salt. But most amazing was a dead turtle beached on the white salt. So well preserved its parched skin intact in the position it died in. Death came cruelty and that was seen in its mummified face.
"It's why I love this place, Gus. There is always something to see and find."
"Let's get back and listen to music before you need to get to work."
I threw the gunny sack in the back. We dumped it at the tip before we headed home.
The rest of the week before Christmas involved listening to music with my Sister in the mornings. Dropping her off at work, then coming back to work on my big surprise. I had to be sneaky as Mum was often around.
We didn't get all kissy-touchy-feely, we sort of came to a silent agreement that as siblings we needed to cool the hormones, and just enjoy each other's company. I certainly handed myself sexual relief in every quiet opportunity I could.
Christmas morning came. I was excited, but we did have to go to church first. The presents were under the tree. But none from me.
"Gus, go get your presents so we can start."
"All sorted Dad. Mine will need to come last."
Mum and Dad gave me a proper Akubra hat. Joy gave me a gift certificate from a Record shop in Town.
"I wasn't sure what you had bought. Lucky I did because all the ones I thought of were in your collection."
I hugged her and gave her a quick kiss on the lips in front of Mum and Dad.
Later she told me that was gutsy and worth all the records in her collection.
The Christmas tree empty, it was time for my surprise. I hope it wasn't too much, but if one goes over the top one ought to go big.
"Okay, we need to go for a walk."
I led them into the vines, through our block and into the vacant neighbours.
"What gives Gus?"
We stood in front of the newly painted fibro block house.
"Dad, Mum, this is yours, your present."
I could see the light in Dad's eyes fire up and the tears come to mums, as they stood silent and shocked.
"That's right, I bought the block next door for you, so you could have a decent chance of making a living."
I handed them a big Manila envelope.
"The deeds are in your names."
"You mean outright," Dad gasped.
"Yes, cash."
"But, you..."
"Don't say shouldn't Mum. Gus sacrificed a lot for this, but you both deserve it." Joy said beaming proudly.



"Now for yours big Sister."
I led them through the kitchen door and through to the lounge. In the corner was a large wrapped present, in fact, three around the room. Plus lots of little ones as well.
"I figured you needed to grow up and get a place of your own. So you might as well live here seeing that Mum and Dad have a spare house."
Dad hugged Mum. "The day had to come dear, better here where we can still have her close."
"But you will still need to work on the Block. Your Brother just doubled our workload."
We all laughed. "And you had better come back in July. You have a Block to pull out."
"Shute, I hadn't thought of that." They all laughed.
"Well unwrap it, Sis."
The big present in the corner was a top-of-the-range Stereo system, with amplifiers and a graphic equaliser. The two big speakers were also the best available.
On the record player was a small single, by the Beatles.
"Well play it," Dad suggested.
'All my loving' blasted into the room in high fidelity sound.
"Oh I do like the Beatles," Mum said. Dad was too busy reading the contents of the envelope to realise. But my Sister got the significance.
"You had better write every day then." She whispered to me. She gave me a long hug.
"Music at my place this afternoon?"
"There is a new Bed in here," Mum shouted as she went through the house.
She came back in. Joy had flopped in a bean bag, very overwhelmed. Mum came up to me. It was a command as much as a comment.
"You sleep at our house in your own room with us, when you visit."
"Of course Mum." I hugged her.
"It's good you're home Gus, you can help your Sister move out." Dad was ever practical.
"We might need to do some shopping before I leave also," I said to Joy as I flopped in the bag next to her. "We need to sort a car out for you."
We went back to the main house as it became known and had a terrific Christmas lunch.
"Okay," Dad said about four pm. "You two can go to Joy's place, that is weird, to listen to music. I think I want to take a nap."
"Randy old bugger," Joy giggled as we both carried a box of LPs through the vines to my Sister's.
We chatted as Joy unwrapped some of the smaller things. They included Lava lamps and a Blacklight. One of the packets contained queen-sized sheet sets for the bed.
"Ohh, I haven't even checked out the bed."
She dragged me by the hand and through to the bed and pushed me onto it.
"No salt this time." She said as she crawled on top of me.
"Now where were we, yes kissing."
We kissed and rolled all over the bed testing its softness and spring. I think my penis stayed grounded to her groin the whole time. I was so hard it hurt. We went no further, but eventually rolled onto our backs, once our lips got sore.
"Shit Brother, wow. You know how to kiss."
"I was taught well," I giggled.
"You didn't go for my Bra."
"Not this time. I think we need some ground rules. Mum and Dad are at home doing it. But I wouldn't put it past Mum to just pop over or Dad. Walking, so we wouldn't hear them. So I think no kissing during the day."
"Yeah, I heard Mum's veiled threat. Do you think they suspect something?"
"Possibly and if they do they will be looking for signs."
"So we make sure we give them nothing to suspect."
"Maybe we can keep it, kissing, to nighttime. I do want more of this." Joy added.
"But I always go home to sleep."
"Let's go back to the lounge and listen to some quiet music, then we can continue our talk."
We settled the bags so our vision was always on the back door. Don McLean was singing ballads in the background.
"' All my Loving', not that subtle Gus."
"I know but it expresses what I feel."
"So you love me."
"Yes."
"As more than a Sister?"
"I'm afraid yes." Joy took my hand in hers.
"July like made me realise that I did too, as more than a Brother."
"It hurts Joy because I know what I want us to be doing, But we can't."
"I know, I want to use that bed in the worst possible way."
"We need time. I am leaving again after New Year."
"You'll come to the Club again."
"I wouldn't miss it."
"After, perhaps we can come back here and listen to Music. Her fingers did that air quote, thing."
"So much to learn. If you want to teach me that is Sis."
"You might need to teach me some stuff," Joy said looking down at the stiffy in my pants.
"Maybe special lessons should be left till I'm about to go again. So we can control the desires a bit."
"True, it also gives my mind something to dwell on until we meet again."
"My mind is a traitorous instrument, but my hand is worse."
"Would I replace my hand with yours then?"
"So we continue doing whatever 'this' is two or three times a year."
"Yes until you find a man to sweep you off your feet and take your virginity."
"Or you find a bimbo who wants to marry you for your money."
"Either way we are Brother and Sister forever."
We went shopping, mostly practical stuff for the house. Bits of furniture and some kitchen materials. It's like nesting without the commitment.
"Ok car, what do you want?"
"Not want little brother, need. Definitely a small car. This one would be great for making out in and at the Drive-in, which we haven't done by the way. But I need a small car, I won't be driving far."
"It needs to be reliable. I'm happy to get a new one for you."
"Gus no. What I don't need is people asking questions. They will think I won the lottery or something."
"They will probably think that anyway when they find our Dad is the mystery owner."
"True and I'm living in it. So no, not new."
"Well maybe two or three years old."
"A later model Cortina should work."
We went to the Ford dealer and found a black 67 GT Cortina. We made a deal and then headed to the bank to get a bank cheque written.
The clerk serving looked at my Brother's account and called the Manager.
"I think it best if the boss serves you himself, sir."
We were treated to a nice cup of Tea. The manager sought to find out more.
"I know your father, and I'm pleased to meet you. You have done some significant business through our bank lately. Including a fruit block. Can I ask, as it appears our bank pays you some significant consulting fees, what do you do?"
I watched my brother suddenly go all professional and business-like.
"I'm a computer specialist. I get the bank out of problems when their computer system has issues."
"My goodness, and you're a Curlwaa boy. Impressive. Where did you go to school?"
"Wenty High."
"Most unusual, and this is your Sister." Gus nodded. "Well, young Lady, anytime you need a loan or help from a bank please ask for me personally."
A clerk brought in a bank check and handed it to Joy.
"It is your car I take it. I suggest handing it to the sales department yourself. It will impress them. Business is about impressions, which I am sure your Brother is well versed in."
We laughed all the way back to my car.
"Impressive little brother. You certainly were the quiet confident man in there. I also am convinced you didn't hold up a bank."
"In a way, a computer programmer, working on a broken mainframe is like holding a bank to ransom. That's why it pays well."
We picked up the car and I followed my Sister home.
On my way home I had time to think in the car. Did I really want to spend my life just reeling in the money and working long hours to do it? There must be a better life. Maybe one day soon I could have my own computer at home and work from there. The university was part of the ARPANET project that I was working on with my Professors.
Maybe one day I could work on the code and send it over the phone in packages. It was possible to compile punch cards and send them in the mail but that was tedious boring work. Even though I played punchcard computing as a kid.
It is exciting to be at the forefront of a new revolution though. It helped my mind could read code as easily as reading a book and recognise spelling or grammar mistakes instantly. No one in our department could do that.
New Year's came around too quickly. We talked as a family about our newfound wealth and decided to make the story we tell that a rich uncle of Dad's died and left us some money.
It was fortunate we did as the grapevine was very active throughout the district. A farm, house, and two cars were not normal acquisitions in the area in a short space of time. Many of my conversations that New Year's consisted of fielding those questions.
I even had a local girl, known to be a bit loose, hint strongly that the front seat of my car might be an advantage, and the back seat better still. It was a first. But I'm sure it had nothing to do with my personality.
After closing I drove my Sister home. Our house was dark, so I parked the car and we slipped through the vines to Joy's house.
We continued the party by listening to Floyds 'The Piper at the Gates of Dawn' album. It cleared the possums from the roof right smartly. We sat side by side on the bean bags.
"I know why you like this album, Gus, it's the soundscape of a computer room."
"I guess it is. Those mainframes do whir a bit."
"Gus, can I ask you something naughty?"
"You can ask always."
"Can I hold you?"
I looked at our held hands puzzled.
"I mean your Penis."
"Oh."
"The other night was the first time I saw a stiff one. So maybe I should find out what they feel like too. You know for educational reasons."
"Are you sure, it is a big step, for me at least?"
"I can't get it out of my head, I might as well find out more before you go."
"You masturbate don't you Joy? I mean girl style."
"Yes Gus, normally thinking about you these days."
"I can't stop masturbating thinking about you. That's the big problem."
"So if we like to do something now, it will help when you leave. To last the distance to July."
"I guess that's logical."
"You could feel me also, at the same time."
"You mean masturbate each other?"
"Sort of, but, maybe just feel for now."
We sat and listened to Floyd for a while, thinking about what would soon happen.
"I think Gus I need to get some towels. I am already getting wet thinking about it."
"You get wet, like down there."
It was a new concept, for once again there was no real sexual information available in general.
"Yes Doofus, how else does a guy get to get in here," she pointed down. "We need lubrication."
"Oh I get it, like me, I produce some slippery stuff, but I can't think it would be enough to get a seat wet."
"When I climax I do, sometimes a lot. So yes, I'll get towels."
I stood and we put the towels down on the beanbags. We moved together to kiss. I was stiffening up quickly.
"I don't think we should kiss. If we have no pants on it might be too easy for us to go too far."
My big Sister certainly thought about this stuff more than I had.
"Good idea. Just touching."
"And looking."
True it will be the first time I've seen a girls privates.
"So we just pull our pants down."
I guess but have them handy just in case.
We had the lights off but were lit by three lava lamps and a black light. I shucked my shorts but left my underwear on. Joy did the same.
"That looks awesome in the black light Gus. Your undies are glowing."
"So are yours."
They were a bright iridescent purple.
"Far out cool."
"I hope your penis glows as well you are very white down there."
Nervously I slipped them off.
"Not so much, but I love the way it is sticking straight up."
I started to sway to the Music. My genitals bobbed and moved in syncopation with my hips.
"I love that Gus."
"I love you watching me. I actually don't feel embarrassed."
"Come here Gus, time to feel."
I walked up to my Sister as she sat in the beanbag. She had a good view looking up at my balls and cock. Just like sitting under a vine and looking at grapes, big grapes. Tentatively she reached up her hand and touched the low-hanging fruit.
"Wow, I can see them turning in their sack."
Joy cupped them tenderly. I didn't have many hairs there yet.
"Kneel, Gus, your penis is too high from here."
I knelt next to her head.
"That's better." Joy pulled my penis down to the horizontal then let go.
"It has some spring. It's warm too."
Next Joy wrapped her fingers around me and gently squeezed. I groaned. It was so different when it was someone else hands. That it was my Sister was blowing my mind.
Like many of the boys born after the war, I was circumcised. The Soldiers knew the problem of keeping a foreskin clean in trenches.
"It is so soft on the surface, I didn't expect that."
I moved her hand up and down a few times.
"I feel the hardness under the surface. It stays still while the outer skin moves. It also feels great."
"It is why us boys can't leave ourselves alone."
"So if I squeeze you tight down there you could still move."
I nearly came at that. The idea was marvellous. It was the first time either of us indicated that we might end up fucking.
She moved her fingers to the head, which was very deep purple by now. I had a nicely shaped top. Slightly larger than my circumference. It was very sensitive.
"Oh, it's spongy."
My sister cupped it in her hand and squeezed it. Watched the blood leave it as became lighter, then observed it swell again as it filled with blood.
"What is the fluid at the top it is very slippery Gus."
"That's a guy's lubrication. It's not sperm, but it can contain some."
I showed her how to squeeze out more. Joy ran this fluid around and over my head with her fingers.
"If you keep doing that I might just cum."
"Can you, I would like to see that."
She got enthusiastic and ran her other hand down my shaft.
"Careful......" My warning was too late. I blasted a load right into her face. The second load slashed into her mouth which had opened in surprise. She stopped the third load with her hand. I watched her mouth swallow its contents.
"Oh my God, Gus. I'm covered in the stuff. That was so hot."
I picked up a towel and gently cleaned her up.
"I'm sorry I didn't mean to do that." I was panicking that this might be the end of everything.
"Don't be sorry Gus, that was the most exciting thing I've ever done."
"Really."
My Sister nodded and her cheeky grin concerned her statement.
"Okay, sit, my turn."
"I think I had better take this top off as well, it already has some of your juices on it."
She unbuttoned the blouse revealing a black bra.
"Can you still undo a bra, bro? Get up here."
I stood again and we hugged. I kissed her again and could taste my sperm on her tongue. My right hand snaked around her body and undid the bra in one movement. It was a fluke.
"Impressive," she moaned.
My left hand removed the bra as we continued kissing.
"Down boy," Joy gasped and pushed me back into the beanbag. Looking up I realised that apart from her panties we were hugging totally naked.
She then slowly removed those panties and she was totally nude. I just stared. Although I had just cum, my penis rose back to full hardness.
"Your hairs are very neat unlike mine," I said.
"That's because I trim them with a razor."
"But who is going to see it trimmed?"
"Maybe I did it just for my little brother."
"Oh shute, that is hot."
"Time for lessons. Female anatomy 102. 101 was breasts."
She straddled the beanbag and I had the perfect view, except it was dark.
"I can't see well in the shadows."
"Wait there."
She returned with a torch and gave it to me.
"Just don't get my face, I like watching your dick twitch."
She showed me the structures of her lips. Again no sex education or texts so she used big lips and little lips for the labia. It really was an era of self-education, which we were acing.
"This bit between my lips I call the runway, as it leads to my vagina. It is smooth and slippery. I think it would help a dick find its way in the dark. You can feel it later."
"Now down here is my actual vagina. It's a long way down. So don't go poking that thing too high. It will slip upward and away."
"Um Joy, are you saying you want me to try, like put it in?"
"Read that as you like but this applies to any old manky dick, so don't get ahead of yourself."
I noticed some fluids release and start to trickle down her legs.
"What is that fluid?"
"That's my girl juices, lubrication."
"Why did you just release some?"
"I liked the idea that you might try. I get turned in too you know. Now you know what an arse hole is. It is very close to the vagina, so don't go too low. I don't want you... I don't want any guy missing and going in back there."
I was stunned at all I was seeing and learning.
"Now this is how we masturbate."
My sister slid her fingers in and around her lips. She slipped a finger in.
"This is called fingering. Some guys and girls do this instead of going all the way. It was what you saw me doing in the vines a year and a half ago."
"You saw me?
"Yes doofus, that's why I was fingering myself. It was so hot."
Automatically my hand went down and started playing with myself.
"Hands off, I don't want it going off again, at least not without my help."
Her fingers started going faster and one was hurried deep in her vagina.
"Oh shit I'm going to cum soon myself."
She pulled her hand away.
"One last place, the most important place. No, not the hole, up the top here. See this little button thing, yes she has come out to play. Give me your finger.
Now like I ran my finger around your head, run it around this without touching the button."
"My finger was on a girl's, what's it."
"Yes, shit, press a bit. Now, press it on the button."
"Yes like that, move it, yes cummming fuuuck yes!" she screamed.
Her body spasmed as she held my finger firmly in place. I looked up to see her vaginal passage clamping open and shut, then she pissed on me. I spluttered.
She settled, but I was too traumatized by Joy actually pissing on me to notice.
"Why did you piss on me, Joy?"
She laughed, "Taste it."
"I'm not tas.... wait a minute."
It was already in my mouth.
"It is different. What is it?"
"That my dear sweat innocent Little Brother is my cum juices. Sometimes, when I'm really turned on I release a lot at once."
"So I made you cum."
"Oh yes!"
I smiled up at her grinning. I grabbed the towel from her beanbag and started cleaning her and myself.
"I'll get more towels."
I stood, the one under me was very damp.
"Lucky the bean bags are vinyl, Sis."
She put new towels down and we sat naked together.
"You're hard again."
"You're still naked."
"Point."
"So now we know about each other, let's put on another album and help each other."
"Like, play with each other."
"Maybe one more cum, then you need to go home. "
We sat listening to Cream. We thought it appropriate. Our hands crossed, I got to explore my Sister. There were a lot of firsts tonight. But when I slipped my finger into her that tipped me over.
Joy had been using her juices on me. She became more purposeful in her strokes. The heel of my palm was pressing down on that little button area and she was grinding her hips up to meet it. My finger, buried deep, was experiencing her passage pulsing around it.
I groaned "cumming" and thrust up into her fist. We came together. Both our buttocks were off the bean bags and I was trying hard to paint the ceiling.
My spunk only flew a few feet and splashed down over both of us. We sat stunned and satiated and stunned.
"Wow, that progressed quickly."
"It's why you need to go home. Both now and to Melbourne, I don't think I can control myself anymore."
"I get what you mean. You are my Sister and we shouldn't have intercourse".



I stood and started to dress.
"Wait, you need to shower first. You can't go home smelling like that. Mum would know that you had sex even if you only walked through the kitchen. She stood too and smelt me. I got a loving kiss before she turned my naked body toward the shower.
"You go first, I don't trust myself."
"You can watch if you like."
"No not even to watch, your body is so turning me on the moment."
I dressed in the bathroom and came out to find my Sister still naked. Man, could I smell the sex in the room? Joy threw herself at me for a long kiss and cuddle.
We pulled back.
"Now scoot. And no more of this until next year."
"But it's already the first of January 1971. That's a whole year."
"Good point. But we should try. It will give us a chance to assess how we feel."
"You mean you want to... fuck... me?" That word was around, but so taboo that saying it was difficult.
"Yes, I definitely want you to fuck me, Little Brother, that's why we have to cool it."
"Well, at least you gave me enough memories to last a year."
"So long as you don't wear the thing out," she grabbed my crotch. We groaned.
"Now scoot. Happy New Year Big Brother."
"Happy New Year juicy Joy."
I wandered through the vines to home and my bed.
The last two days flew so fast because I was in a daydream state of mind. Sex truly was at the Gates of Dawn, but I was yet to pass through. But who was the piper?
July came and I took five weeks off to work on the Block. Joy got the flu just before I arrived. Mum was looking after her and sleeping at her place to keep an eye on her.
But true to our word we cooled it. Yes, we had sneaky long kisses, once Joy recovered, but that was all. We secretly knew we could wait. Besides we had waited nineteen years. Each other's company was enough. Just. But it was harder listening to music together, as the memories of that New Year's session were burned deep.
What I did discover was that my sister's company was the most treasured thing in my life. I just loved being with her. Working on the block together. Eating with her, even if normally in Mum and Dad's company.
I would make love to her through the music. Through Albums I purchased for her to listen to. By sneaking into her house, while she was sick in bed, and putting a soft love ballad on the Stereo.
Music wove its way into our souls and bound us. So when I returned to Melbourne that July it was in a soulless car. The car had a radio but county music channels did not cut it. The night before I left, our last real kiss, my sister put her hand on my hard penis and whispered.
"When you wrap your hand around this beast, think of it as my hand. When you dream, dream of my breasts and when you cum, scream my name into the night."
I sighed, my longing to take her was overwhelming, but I knew I couldn't.
"I know Gus, I feel your hands ever present on my breasts. Maybe Christmas we will have sorted out what to do about it."
So the car trip was a nightmare. The more miles I put between my Sister the more I wanted to turn around and chuck the Melbourne thing in. I drove into despair.
I still thought, read and slept code. It was all I had but to drown myself in, a sea of numbers. Don McLean's 'And I Love You So' taunted my mind, although I did change the words slightly. And evening brings those 'mammaries' I can't forget. I screamed her name into the night every night. I felt guilty every morning and got lost in code every day. Only to go back to the beast in my hand at night.
Wanking is like holding your destiny in your hand. Sperm is wasted on sheets and walls. Prodegy unrealised. I knew it had to change. I received a phone call one evening in November that got that ball rolling, although I didn't know it at the time.
It was Joy, from down at the town pay phone.
"I can't talk long, but you have to make sure you are not working at the end of January. Please please please clear these dates: January 28th to February 2nd. Promise me."
"Why what is happening?"
"Your Christmas present. I don't care if you don't get back for Christmas, just be with me on those days."
"Do I get to know beforehand?"
"Maybe, Mum and Dad, said I can't go unless you were with me. They took some convincing, so you can't back out."
"So how are the Olds?"
"Doing well. They are planning a trip next year after the Harvest. The double crop made a huge difference. Even though the grapes from the new block were of a poor standard. They should be better this year. Particularly thanks to the new watering plan you recommended.
"It helped us cooling it in July. Mum confided she was worried we were getting too close. I think if she suspected anything, there would be no way in hell she would let me go in January."
"So we won't be in Curlwaa."
"No, Bro, I'll drive down to Melbourne a few days before and we will leave from there."
"I'm more and more intrigued. Ok, I will block out that time."
"Look, if you can make some big money in early January, do it. I'll even give up New Year's, but if you do come home for Christmas, perhaps you should express that you are not that keen to go with me, but will do it because you're my brother and you will keep me safe."
"You know I miss you so much, and I so want to continue our education."
"I know we set Christmas as the time for turning us both on again. But can we wait so as not to make Mum suspicious? I promise I will make it worth the sacrifice."
A voice interrupted us.
"You have thirty seconds left, please insert more coins if you wish to continue."
"Sorry, I'm out of coins, I love you, Gus. Much more than as a brother."
My heart lept. It was the first time she said it so clearly.
"Joy, I love..." the fateful click that disconnected us did not allow me to finish.
I must be dumb. I have so much money, why haven't I had a phone connected at Joy's house? Maybe I could organise it for Joy for Christmas.
I did make it up for Christmas, but only for a few days. We cooled it in a way. Joy was so thrilled I made it. I tried to get more info out of her but she told me to wait till present time.
I arrived on Christmas Eve. Dad was keen to chat with me about Joy. I told him not tonight, it has been a long drive, maybe tomorrow. I needed to at least know what I was defending.
Christmas morning brought its own routines. This year my presents to Mum and Dad were the biggest, a luggage set. I found out they were going on a cruise. I included a cheque for some spending money.
"Your present last year is paying for the cruise but this is nice. Thanks, son."
"Thanks, Pet," Mum added. "You look after us all so well."
My present to Joy also was a smaller box. She unwrapped it eagerly.
"A telephone, a funky one granted, but a phone? I don't have a phone line."
"Yes you do," said Dad. "Gus and I organised it last week. Your brother is paying the bills so feel free to chat STD to him as long as you like." He chuckled. "You might regret that son. Maybe both ways."
"How so."
"Hip pocket and ear damage."
"Dad!" Joy shouted as she dove on him and tickled him.
"I'm just pleased that if anyone tries to break in, or worse attack Joy, she can ring for help. I've been a bit worried about that since she moved in."
"Mum, I wished you had told me that, she could have had a phone all year." I protested.
"Well, you are next Bro. She handed me a small envelope. I was intrigued, as I still had no idea what was planned for our time in January. There were two tickets.
"Sunbury Music Festival. What is Sunbury? Thanks, Sis, I know you planned this and begged me. But who is playing at it."
"Billy Thorpe and the Aztecs for one."
"Really, well it might be worth putting up with my big sister to hear them I guess."
"Well, who knows? You never get out. You might even meet a hot girl."
"Okay, okay," said Dad, "we are trusting you to keep her safe from any unsavoury types. We trust you, Gus."
Joy huffed and said under her breath. "And I'm twenty-four." I silenced her with a wink, encouraging her not to take the bait.
Christmas Dinner was a joyous affair, but in our family it always was.
"Did you bring any new albums up with you Gus, Joy always looks forward to them."
"Yes," Dad, "I did."
"Well, maybe you two can go over to Joy's place after lunch and listen to them. I'm sure you want to catch up."
"Dad," Joy giggled.
"What?" mum glared.
"I'm twenty-four we know you two want some peace to hehum."
I laughed. Dad chuckled. Mum went red.
"It is someone's special birthday soon, Gus." Mum tried deflecting.
"Yes, you're twenty-one, our Baby has grown up. Are you sure you can't be here for that?" Dad added.
"Or at least be here for New Year's and we can combine the celebration."
"I'm sorry, I also have news. I will be flying to Boston in three days' time."
"You mean the US of A."
"The same one. I get back on the twentieth, that's why I can fit Sunbury in."
Joy was almost beside herself with questions.
"I have been asked to work on an international team to help governments and universities communicate using their computers. Things like file transfers. I've been working on the Melbourne University side of it most of the year. It will count toward my honours, instead of a thesis. We are having an experts collaboration at Harvard. The Uni is paying for me to go.
"One reason I have only got you something small this year Joy is I'm hoping to pick up some albums for you over there."
I got a big hug from Joy.
"I'll make a list. Ones we can't get here."
"I'm still worried you will be on your own for your twenty-first Birthday Gus," Mum said
"Here's an idea. You can all come down to Melbourne for it. I'll put you up. Well, pay for a hotel. Then Joy can stay down with me before we go to this festival.
I could tell Joy almost wet herself. Both ways.
Dad hopped up to consult the calendar.
"No can do. The water is on that day and next door a few days later."
Mum was thinking. "I just feel we can't do that to him. Joy, could you go down early to represent the family."
"I can check with work."
"They had better give you the time off Love, you work so hard. I'll talk to the committee if they won't."
"Well, that's settled," Mum said. "We will send a pressie down with Joy. Next time you visit we will all go out for dinner."
We couldn't contain our excitement as we danced through the vines to Joy's. We put a new Zeplin Album on. I flopped on a beanbag and Joy flopped on me.
"I can't believe it. I get an extra four days with you."
"I didn't put anything on between the states and you so I can show you the town."
"Take me shopping."
I grinned, "Things a little brother does for a big Sister."
She ground herself into my hardening cock.
"Do you have any of those condoms left?"
"Are you kidding me?" She gave me the dirtiest of looks until she got the double meaning.
"No actually."
I almost got frozen out.
"I gave them to a colleague. He got lucky. Later he told me he used them all."
"Lucky bastard."
"You are telling me, the most unlikely of the lot of us."
We kissed long and hard. I was going long and hard down there. Is that a physical tautology? I mused as I felt my sister's breasts.
"Cool it, I would hate Mum to have second thoughts and suddenly walk in." She cautioned.
We listened to the album until it was time to turn it over.
"Do you think they are starting to let me grow up? It sucks being a girl. I mean, I'm twenty-four already."
"I think it's because they trust me."
"That's right my little brother, goody-two-shoes who wants to fuck me right now."
"Shit, busted."
"Do you think we will end up going all the way?"
I breathed a sigh. "I hope so, I can't keep going on like this much longer."
"Me neither. I will see you in less than a month."
"I might have jet lag."
"You bloody better not!"
"Can you buy condoms in the US?"
"I had better not, I probably won't get them through Customs. Imaging how embarrassing that would be."
"Getting arrested for sex stuff."
"Don't hold your breath if we 'go all the way' then we are breaking the law in every State of Australia."
"Do you want to risk it?" Joy asked, suddenly serious.
I leant in and kissed her passionately.
"I take it that is a yes."
"A big fucking Yes! I'm going to enjoy getting your 21st gift."
"Gus, you just ruined my surprise. Now I have to think of another present."
We were getting very randy with Joy straddling me.
"Gus, let's go for a walk, among the vines."
"I agree, I need to cool off."
Joy led me to the far side of the property. The vines were lush with green and the grapes seeding well.
"I wanted to do this," Joy exclaimed with excitement as she pulled my pants down and grabbed hold of my penis which had been going down.
"You need some relief if you are to last two days. I wanted to do this that time I saw you wanking. Shit, I love the feel of your dick."
I slipped my hand into Joy's panties. She was still wearing the Christmassy summer frock she had on in church.
"Hold on, I don't want to get them wetter than they need to be." she removed her panties then Joy leant over and spat on my penis to give it lubrication. I had my finger in plenty of lubrication. We masturbated each other while remaining standing.
It was a rapid desperate search for relief. Both our bodies went to jelly as we came.
I painted the vines. My sister licked my sperm from her fingers. I licked mine as well. We were nearly out of the vines when we heard a phone ring.
"What is that?"
"It's a phone. I think it's yours," I said. "But I've not heard it before."
Joy took off for the kitchen.
"Hi, mum."
"What's the use of having a phone if you don't answer it?"
"Gus and I were just out checking the vines. He has not had a chance to see how they are doing."
"Well dinner is ready, come on over."
We washed hands and faces just in case and wandered over talking of ideas for Melbourne.
Dad pulled me aside after tea.
"Son, I'm impressed. You have made yourself someone in the world like no one I have ever known. Joy in contrast is struggling. She is in the best job in this district to meet boys, and she has gone out a lot of times, but no one for a second date. I think she is getting despite"
"I have observed that she is not happy with the dates she has been on."
"Well, I am sort of pleased she will spend some time in Melbourne with you. But."
"I knew there was a but coming Dad."
"But I'm worried she will attach herself to the first loser that comes along. A rock music festival is probably crawling with them. Not to mention the risk that he is taking drugs.
"Struth if she gets pregnant while there I'll never forgive myself for letting her go and I'll chase him down and kill him. So I'm relying on you to keep her safe and close. I would say don't let her out of your sight. But she is a twenty-four-year-old. It's time she grew up and made something of herself."
I listened carefully as Dad continued.
"The house here has been a good step. Maybe you could help her find a career in the big smoke. Maybe one of your intelligent friends might be what she is looking for. Bugger all intelligence up here among the Block boys."
I could think of one off the top of my head, me, but I was definitely not what Dad would want. Is a son son-in-law a thing?
"Well, you go spend the rest of the evening with your sister. Your presence certainly perks her up."
"Okay Dad, and I'll ring when I get back from the States."
"And as soon as your sister arrives after. Thanks, Son."
I joined Joy in the bean bags and we listened to the latest from Jethro Tull, which I brought up with me. It was hard for us both to ignore the elephant in my pants. We were so excited. I filled Joy in on our conversation.
"Flip the favourite Son is surely going to disappoint his Dad then."
"But look on the bright side. I do perk you up."
"You go in the morning."
We were sharing a beanbag and the closeness it forced on us.
"I'm leaving in the morning, earlyish. But I will ring you as soon as I get home."
"I'm working tomorrow night."
"Okay as soon as you get home."
"I might wake you."
"It will prepare me US time."
"Deal."
Time flew but the trips dragged, The drive home, then the flight over to the States and back.
I rang Joy as soon as I arrived back home from Boston. I was jet lagged but that didn't stop us talking for hours. My phone bills were going to be massive.
"Gus I can't wait, I'm leaving tomorrow, I was planning the day after, but I'm too excited."
"Well get a good night's sleep. It's a long drive. You have not done that big a trip before."
"Do you realise it's the furthest south I've been, ever?"
"True, when we went on family holidays to the city, it was always Adelaide. This is twice the distance. Stop and get some sleep if you need to. I'll see you tomorrow night. I can't believe that."
"You will need to clean up."
"Too jet-lagged, you will have to bed down with my dirty clothes on the couch."
"First I wouldn't mind that. I miss your smell. Second you get the couch. I'm sleeping in your bed."
"If you're in my bed we won't be sleeping."
"Promise."
"Certain."
"And no wanking off. Save it for me."
"I Love you, Joy, I want to be your lover."
"You are my lover Doofus!"
"Ok, I love you more than any Brother ever should. And there is no bloody STD voice to cut me off saying it this time."
(STD - stood for Subscriber Trunk Dialling in Australia at that time. The other sort of STDs were known about but not called that.)
"Gus, I love you.... You have thirty seconds do you wish to..."She imitated the voice and hung up.
I slept half of the next day. I panicked, my Sister would be here in hours. I did have a suitcase to unpack and a lot of little presents to either wrap or hide. Plus I did only have one Bed. It was a queen, fortunately. But would Joy want to sleep with me?
I was expecting that after my birthday neither of us would be virgins. But we had a few days to wait till then. I was still renting the same flat I had when I first moved down. It was in Lygon Street. Lygon Street was not the trendy place it is now. It was a reasonable walk to campus and there were trams that ran to uni within a block of my place.
Maybe I should get my Sister's help in choosing a bigger place to buy. I was putting much of my earnings away into technology shares. I had a chance in the States to talk to colleagues about interesting new projects they were working on. Thus I was able to draw by implication companies to follow, should they be listed on the Stock Exchange. My growing share portfolio was earning much more than my consulting. I could probably buy a block of units in this part of town. Rent them to Uni students. As you can tell I was still interested in making money.
I went down to the Vic markets but had forgotten they closed halfway through the day. So I called into a supermarket for some basics, and we would go to the markets together in the morning. I just made it home when I got a call from Joy.
"I'm lost, Gus, Melbourne is Huge."
"Where are you?"
"I'm on Sydney Road."
"How did you get there, You're not coming from Sydney."
"Don't sass me, Gus, it's frightening driving here."
"Ok, well keep going down that road toward the city until you hit the Brunswick shops. Anywhere along there turn left and three or four blocks over you will find Lygon Street. Then turn right into it and keep going toward the city. Look for the numbers, my unit is number 3 when you do. Parking may be a problem. But park where you can and I'll sort it when you get here. Maybe I'll wait on the street for you."
"I should hope so Gus. Now I have to find my car. I had to walk back to this phone."



She hung up.
While I waited on the street I thought about the problem she was having. Having to find a payphone. Needing a map, locating herself, then finding me. Thinking about the ARPANET Project I was working on, was it possible to invent a way to do all that with a phone that didn't need a landline? Using satellite or something.
Dream on Gus, I said to myself we have only just landed on the moon. Shit, but they still talked to us from up there. So actually it was possible.
Just then a car horn sounded and a black Cortina pulled up. The driver was screaming at me. Screaming for joy. I giggled Joy screaming for Joy.
Double parked, she hopped out and threw herself into my arms. We kissed and received hoots from cars starting to pile up behind her.
"Park down here Joy, I've cleared my car park for you.
I guided her down the drive."
"Where is yours?" She asked once she got out.
"Parked around the corner in an unrestricted zone."
We unpacked the car, not that Joy had much. As soon as we were in the door, the bags were dropped and we were all over each other; Mouths, hands and hearts.
"Welcome to Melbourne, "I managed to breathe between kisses. I pushed Joy back a little. "You need to ring Mum before we continue."
"Good point where is the phone?"
I watched as my big Sister made the call. She had on a tight pair of hot pants that sculpted her pert bottom. Above those a naked midriff and a light loose top that barely hung below her large breasts. These were encased in a flesh-coloured bra. The result was it was hard to tell if she had a bra on under the top.
She was talking to Mum and leaning forward on the counter wiggling her bum at me. She wasn't tall, but she was all legs in those hot pants. It was too tempting. I stepped up behind her and ground my very hard penis against her bottom.
"Yeah, he is right here, do you want to speak to him?"
"Ok will do, tomorrow then, yes thanks, Mum."
She hung up. But stayed where she was.
"Cheeky but I like it, Gus. But we need to talk. Can you get me a cold drink?"
"Sorry, where are my manners."
"Down here little Brother," and she rubbed my dick through my shorts.
I groaned.
"So how was the trip?"
"Hot, real hot, for most of it the temperature was well over 100 degrees."
We had not yet converted to Celsius, and neither did cars have air conditioners.
"I need to go to the toilet."
"It's in through there, do you want a cool shower you look hot. Although I was enjoying your hot body all over me."
"I think that is best, then we need to talk before you get this hot body."
We put her suitcase on the couch and she grabbed some things to change into. I listened to her piss and shower. The walls were thin, and definitely not soundproof. I had never been in here with anyone else, so I hadn't noticed how small a flat it was.
Joy was singing Dylan's 'Little Boxes'.
"This truly is a little box." She said as she came out. "I was sort of expecting a Playboy-type mansion."
I didn't reply as I was looking at my nearly naked sister. Meaning she had a pair of large white underpants on and nothing else. Her breasts moved and bounced as she walked.
I moved to cuddle my now cool Sister. We kissed passionately for five minutes. Yes, those boobs got some attention.
"We need to talk, Gus, first."
We sat on a beanbag together.
Joy looked into my eyes and ran her fingers through my hair. "You need to grow this Jack."
"I know I was starting to, but the Proff said I should get it cut before the states. He was right. All the programmers had short back and sides. The US was much more conservative than us, at least in the engineering department. But you wanted to talk."
"I have a problem you need to know about before we keep going with the kissing and stuff."
"Dad put a chastity belt on you before you came down."
"No!" she thumped my arm. "But I'm sure he wanted to. Periods, I still have mine. I thought I would be finished but apparently not."
"Thus the big panties."
"Yes, so we can do stuff but you can't go down there."
"I don't care. Well I do, but we can still kiss and I can enjoy these." I said as I rubbed her nipples.
"Did the periods make the trip even worse?"
"It did, but I've not been cramping much, it's just my discharge that is hanging on."
"Thanks for the warning."
She took my face in her hands and brought my lips to hers.
"You are such a sweet adorable little brother. Kiss me."
We made out for quite a while. I moved from her lips to suckling her nipples, slobbering on them may be more accurate. I was so hard and I had not masturbated since Boston, so I had very full balls.
Joy looked into my eyes longingly.
"I want you to take my virginity, but on your birthday, until then there are other things I want to try."
Her hand snaked down to my hard penis.
"You must be so backed up, I assume you have been saving your sperm for me."
"Yes," I groaned, "I might cum at any moment."
Joy's fingers undid the buttons on my shorts and I helped her pull them down. She took my tee shirt off as well.
"Lie back Gus, there is something I've been wanting to try."
Her hands were re-familiarising herself with my cock. My precum was leaking, almost flowing from my swollen head. But when she leant down and licked the flow from the head my other head saw stars.
I had no conception that what she did next was a thing. My big sister put my penis in her mouth. Like she sucked it into her mouth and ran her tongue around it.
"Shit I'm cumming," I blurted and I did.
I shot a massive load into her mouth. While Joy was surprised it didn't stop her. She swallowed and sucked some more. I shot much more in successive spurts. When I stopped she pulled her head up, my cum was dribbling down her chin. Her grin was contagious.
"Gus that was fun."
"Really, I mean, I really really enjoyed it but what, I didn't even know or think that might be something someone would do."
"A barmaid I worked with a few years ago told me about it. I've been wanting to try it on you ever since."
"But you swallowed."
"Yes, it wasn't as bad as I thought it might be. It saved a lot of mess." My Sister scraped a dribble off her chin and offered it to me.
"No thanks."
"Chicken."
She sucked it into her mouth. Then she kissed me so quickly. Shute I was tasting it anyway. She went full tongue and soon I was kissing her with newfound enthusiasm.
"Ok," I gasped as I took a breath. "Not as bad as I thought. If it means I can keep on getting that, whatever it is called, I'll keep on kissing you."
"Smart move dear Brother, it's called a Blow Job by the way."
"It should be called a suck job."
"It's Oral sex, in this case, it is fellatio."
"I have heard of that but never knew what it was."
"Well, you can do cunnilingus on me later. But not now, I'm still bleeding."
"Oh, you mean down there?"
"Yes little Brother, lick me down there. I hear it's the best."
"Shute, I am ignorant aren't I?"
"Yes, little brother, but so cute because you are."
"So had anyone ever..." I nodded to down there.
"No cutie, I'm very inexperienced, unlike my friend, but I certainly want to change that up."
"Are you hungry, I mean not for more sperm, I mean so you want to go out for tea."
"Famished actually."
"Well we live in The Italian quarter of Melbourne, so as long as you like Italian let's eat."
"You should shower first, but only if I can watch."
"Well, I promised Dad I would not let you out of my sight so that works."
It was funny, odd having someone watch me shower. Let's just say I got hard again, the soap helped but more so my sister's, staring, lustful gaze.
We chatted about my trip overseas.
"I have lots of stuff for you. I managed to get to a big music and record shop. I had to pay a fortune at customs to bring them in. Fortunately, the customs officer liked Rock, so he let some through that the censors might have rejected.
"Apparently things had relaxed a bit a few years ago and rock music was not as censored. Drug use was the key issue. The British bands were pushing this further than the States was comfortable with."
"I think you just said it was present opening tonight Gus."
"What, this is not enough?" as I turned my hard cock in her direction.
"Sucking your Beautiful penis will be my thanks. But a girl can't live on sperm alone, so let's go eat. Do I need to dress up?"
"Well, public nudity is still censored so yes. Maybe good casual. We will be at a Restaurant."
Hand in hand we walked Lygon Street and chose an intimate little restaurant.
We might have had too much red wine to drink with our meal. We were giggling and were being silly all the way home.
Joy nearly raped me as soon as we got in the door.
"Pressie that we can listen to, then I can give you my reward."
I gave her the first hastily wrapped album.
"Chicago III, I've not heard of them."
"An up-and-coming band, not yet released here."
We put it on and Joy had my pants down so fast.
"Hopefully you will last longer this time," as she knelt before me and tackled my penis with her mouth.
I started semi-soft but quickly swelled up to fill my Sister's loving lips. I stripped out of my clothes while she explored. We made our way back to the beanbag.
"Gus I need to cum. Rub me down there but I have a big pad on so, shit I hate this time of the month. I hate it more now."
I tried but Joy just got more frustrated.
"Not working, let me get you off at least."
Joy used her hands on my cock and balls as well as her mouth. In no time I was cumming again.
"Almost, I almost came," she sighed.
"I have an idea. Stand up and follow me."
I led her back to the shower. Then I stripped her and removed her pad. It didn't look too bad but it was still red and Joy's sex juices had turned much of it pink.
I turned on the shower.
Come here and sit against me." I sat against the shower wall and let the tepid water flow over us. That way I could put my arms around my Sister and cuddle her, as I began to explore her vulva and all its bits.
"Oh yes Gus, I love you."
Joy tilted her head back and we locked lips in a passionate kiss. My right hand continued its ministrations as my right played with her breasts and flicked her hard nipples.
"Fuck yes, like that, shit cumming, keep going."
"Ah," she grunted, "that cramp hurt, but don't you dare stop. Again."
I made her cum five times in my arms before she called enough. The spasms of her climaxes released a lot of blood and mucus. We watched as it drained away.
"Hopefully that got rid of the last of it," Joy said.
Eventually, we stood and dried each other.
"Stay naked, I'm sleeping with you tonight Gus, but I will have to put on another pad."
We were both so tired. Cumming certainly helped this. So we crawled into bed after doing our teeth and slept like babies wrapped in each other's arms.
My dreams that night included a new element that fed from last night's experiences. But this time the dreams were filled with warnings of being drowned in blood as my Sister blew me. Then all of a sudden the blood flow stopped and I was, or at least my penis was caught in the sensations of a warm wet mouth. I was waking and dreams became reality.
My sister's eyes looked up at me longingly. I felt downward, dopy with sleep but transitioning. I felt my Sister's hair and her hand clasped mine. Dreaming no longer I was swamped with the reality of my desires.
My sister was trying to take as much of me in as she could. She spluttered and gasped.
"My friend said that the challenge was to take a cock all the way, so your lips touch his pubes. If you do that his cock is actually in the throat. She said she was training her gag reflex."
"Darling don't. I like it best when your tongue can play with me while it is in there."
"Ok let's do that, but I will keep trying to learn to do it."
"Well later maybe when you get bored of doing this.""
"Little brother with a big cock, I will never get bored of this."
She slurped me back in and played. Shit, her tongue really worked my glans and shaft. I groaned.
"Tell me what works best, we are learning here."
I looked down at her serious face as she examined my cock.
"I have no idea what things are called but the edge of my head," (which I later learnt was the glans ) "is more sensitive than the top with the hole. See how it sort of makes a pinch-point at the bottom and there are little bumps, that is the most sensitive spot on the whole head."
"Wait let me try that."
Joy took me in and concentrated her tongue around these spots.
"Yes, damn that's good."
I was building toward a climax but the breaks in the action helped me to not explode.
"Now see how the trunk, or stem appears to have three sections like tubes held as one. Well the bottom one, the bit facing you, that seems to have something to do with cumming. When I concentrate my finger on pressuring that part as I pump up and down that really helps me cum."
My sister tried it. "Like that? "
I adjusted her fingers a little bit. "That's it fuck. Now another trick I learnt only this year. If you press hard on that same part down here near my balls I can stop myself from cumming, so long as I touch nothing else. It's like crimping a hose when you want to control a drink of water."
She pretended to try and bend my penis over.
"Shit no, don't even think about it."
She giggled. Joy tried that move as she pumped, and sucked, her hands adding the right pressure.
"I'm about to cum, shit."
I love her willingness to learn as she clamped down on me and removed her mouth. My cumming moment passed.
"I will let you into a secret, which I might yet regret. If you do that a few times, when I finally cum, I cum hard, with plenty of spunk.
She attacked my cock with renewed vigour. As I started again to indicate a pending explosion she stopped me again.
"Tell me when it's safe to let go. Gus, I noticed something, your penis goes through your ball Sack and continues down here."
She stoked me hard along that part that appeared to go internal before getting to my anus.
"Fuck, shute that's."
Suddenly I was shooting without warning. My big sister immediately took my head in her mouth as I continued to shoot my load. Finally, when she had sucked every drop from me she bobbed up.
"You are covered in sperm darling," I observed.
"I don't care finger, finger me now for god's sake."
I dove into her panties and under her pad. I figured it was only blood anyway.
I slid down her lips and inserted a finger as I ground the heel of my hand into her clit. She went off in a screaming orgasm.
Once she settled she snuggled into my chest, sperm and all.
"I guess I was ready for that. Sucking you sure turned me on."
I pulled my finger out and examined it.
"No blood. Let me double-check."
I slipped my finger into my mouth.
"Yummy, I like the salty aromatic taste. No blood, if there was I would taste it."
"So my periods are finished, goody."
My sister played in my sperm.
"I think we need to shower little brother." She said this as she flipped my small limp dick with her finger. "I love how your dick grows so much. Maybe she was talking about sucking a soft little dick."
"Enough or it won't be little anymore. After the shower, I want to take you to the Vic Markets for breakfast and some shopping."
....................
I was trying to write this in one part, but it kept getting longer. Now it will be in two parts.
I had hoped to publish this story within days of publishing Journey to Love 18 as they are interrelated. But this story went deeper and longer than planned. So I will publish it in two parts, and keep them coming as I write.
Thank you for all the kind comments on JTL 17. I trust this one keeps the faith to the style and focus of the series. Nearly all the stories in Journey to Love are scoring 4.7 to 4.8s which is difficult to do. So thanks for your votes. I just trust I can keep going at this quality.
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This post is short in the hope that those who choose to read the longer stories interdispersed with main narrative don't get too frustrated. I broke here before the final say of Truth-telling so I could work on the other components now we all know why the siblings were split up.
Also I know Jack is a character I've created, but I couldn't keep Jack waiting any longer.
I'm working on the second part of Grandpa's story.
Then Debbies story,
then part nineteen of JTL
then the Twin's story.
Finally we can hopefully move toward a wedding.
Thanks for faithfully following.
All characters partaking of sexual activity are onver eighteen years of age.
Journey to Love Pt. 18.
The journey completed, a journey just begun, so are all journeys to love.
.........
Jack
.........
Pulling up outside Grandpa's farm farmhouse marked the disappointing end to the journey for Daisy. She bristled in the back of the van longing for the company of the two who had just made passionate love on her fenders. It was not how she envisaged the end of the journey would be. Who am I kidding? She would have felt this if only she was sentient.
I knew I had more family truths to confront. The most threatening was a mother I never knew. A mother who had at the least condoned to disown me, and not try to find me. It took my brave Grandfather to turn back the clock of injustice.
But we weren't brave enough to waltz in there and declare our incestuous relationship. We hid our rings and prayed the ring marks would not be noticed.
Grandpa said I had guts, but I wasn't prepared to be foolhardy. One part of me, the hurt part said fuck her, she deserves that I love my sister beyond acceptable physical norms. The other part of me cried as I wanted my mother back. To love her as a son should. I wanted to know her no matter how much that hurt. The rational side just wanted to know the truth, the story of why. That 'why' I had carried all my life and it was a milestone around my neck. Or perhaps a dead albatross.
Sophie was out of the van in an instant and enjoying a warm loving hug. I was jealous and when it was my turn I was reserved.
"Welcome back son," she said as she accepted my stilted hug.
"Thanks, Deborah."
For some reason, I didn't feel I could say Mum yet. My sister looked at me, tears welled in her eyes. She knew my struggle and read my mind. It was a sadness that she had felt many times in our journey.
"Let's get in and have a cuppa. Then we can chat, and catch up. It must have been difficult getting back so quickly. I'm proud of you both."
The conversation started around practicalities. Mainly Grandpa's health. The Specialist would be in in the morning to talk with Grandpa, Deborah and the Uncles about treatment. The registrar indicated they had found some partial blockages in the arteries in the neck. Apparently, simple surgery could put stents in but it was not without risk. It was possible Grandpa would come home before he had the treatment. He was on blood thinners to reduce the risk of clots again.
"Mum, Jack and I have decided to stay on and help run the farm. We had wanted to do that before this happened. We just wanted to do that while Grandpa could teach us how." Sophie directed the conversation.
I looked at my mother, tears were running down her cheeks.
"I'm sorry, that is beautiful, it makes me so happy and proud. I know I can't take back the past Jack. And the past hurts so much. But having you here means we have a chance of moving on."
"Grandpa told us about having a Truth-telling day. I know I'm struggling at the moment to call you mum, I know I did a few times on the trip. Give me time to sort out my conflicted feelings. But can I ask something?"
"Yes, Jack."
"Please just tell me the truth, no matter how shitty it is. I need to know."
"I will. We all will. But I think we should all be here together as a family. Including your uncles. They are an important part of the story also. I hope we may be able to bring Grandpa home tomorrow for the weekend. We should start as soon as he is up to it. He has an important story to tell also."
I looked over the kitchen table at Sophie.
"Are you okay Sophie?"
"Yes, this is just strange. The two people I love most in the world trending carefully, because they don't know each other. It's strange."
"So the journey worked then Sophie?" Mum asked.
"Yes, I know my brother and I love him so much. I'm tired and emotionally drained, but I'm the happiest I have ever been Mum. Jack is unbelievable. An amazing man."
"I can't wait till tomorrow then. Let's get you unpacked and settled in your rooms, I have to be up early."
We went back into the rooms we started in. I was reunited with my gaming console but had absolutely no interest in playing it.
Sophie called me into her room. "Jack look at the stuff I used to wear. I wouldn't be caught dead in it now."
"I heard that Sophie," Mum yelled down the corridor, "I noticed you had a very different look."
Deborah appeared at the door. "Not shy anymore."
"You don't know the half of it, Deborah. I'll show you photos later." I added.
"Good, I was waiting for her to become comfortable with her beautiful body. Well done Jack she would not be that if she was not very comfortable with you."
"One thing I learnt was I don't have to keep everything I'm going to fill one of my suitcases for a charity shop. Look, Jack, I had forgotten how small our Daisy cases were."
She held hers up in comparison to the two she left here.
Deborah left us to it. I called my Sister into my room.
"Come and look at this." I took her to the wall next to my bed.
"Ah, the scene of the crime."
"Yep, but look, see that." I pointed to a dusty brown mark. "It appears I didn't get everything and neither did you."
"Is that some leftover sperm?"
"I think so the stickiness picked up the dust."
Sophie cupped my cock and balls. "Should you try and repeat the feat, Jack? That was some cum."
"I don't know if I could, you keep me so drained these days."
It was nearly midnight.
"How far away is our Mum sleeping?"
"Just down the hall."
"Do we risk it?"
"Not yet, not until she is asleep, but maybe if we wake up in the middle of the night we can pay a visit. I don't want to spend a night not sleeping with you."
"We haven't done that since forever, I don't really want to start now."
"Okay, the first one who wakes, sneaks."
I held Sophie and we kissed passionately.
"Let's do teeth together."
We had trouble separating but eventually sleep invaded our discomfort at not being in each other's arms.
Sophie made it into my room first, the sun was shining early through her window. She slipped into bed with me and after a tender suck of my penis, I woke and we put it to a more intimate use. Both of us satiated we fell asleep in each other's arms.
........
Sophie
.........
It must have been ten AM when we both woke again. I looked at my brother then over at the door. Shit it was wide open, it must have not snibbed properly when I came in. That could only mean Mum would have seen us. Where was she, shit?
I hopped out of bed quickly, I was totally nude.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck we are screwed." I did not want Mum to find out this way. I said the first bit out loud as I pulled at my brother to wake him.
I hastily threw on my PJs that I had removed next to Jack's bed. I raced out to look for Mum. The house was deserted, and her car was missing.
On the kitchen table was a note, wedged between two glasses waiting for the orange juice. And the table was laid for three. I was too scared to read it on my own, so I went back to find my brother.
He was just leaving the bathroom wearing his satin boxers.
"Is she there?"
"No, the house is empty, but she has to know, there is a note."
"What did it say?"
"I haven't read it, can you, I'm too scared."
Jack hugged me. "Morning Sister, lover, wife or whatever we are. Just remember I love you, Grandpa is happy with what we are doing, nothing else matters."
"I'm sorry Jack, Mum matters. Just read it for me will you."
Jack pulled me onto his lap as we sat at the kitchen table and opened the note.
"Good morning darlings. You looked so cute together I didn't want to wake you. It is obvious you two have some things to share at our truth-telling time. Enjoy a quiet morning on the farm. We should be back for lunch, I will bring it with us."
"Cute," I looked at my Brother, "Yeah I agree with that."
"But she doesn't sound angry. Like she..., I don't know what to think, except this all is strange. Weird even. You know her Soph, she is not being sarcastic or something?"
"No Jack she thinks we were cute."
"We were both naked."
"And we had kicked the sheet off us. It was hot last night."
"So our Mum saw us naked?"
"Yes and probably with your sperm running down my thigh, remember you stayed in me once you had cum."
"But we are not dead. This isn't a dream."
"No, I think the adults may have actually wanted...., no that's too strange."
"I'm hungry I think we should eat."
"A boy's stomach responds to nerves. You're right stud. I need to feed my man."
I opened the fridge. "Look Mum left pancake mix for us. Jack, she never does that unless she wants to reward me."
I set about cooking pancakes.
"Do you realise Jack that we haven't cooked for ourselves for so long?"
"Back to normal then. Except I have a sort of wifey."
We ate but I was still a bit nervous, while Jack demolished every pancake I put in front of him.
"How about we shower and then we should explore the farm?"
Tempting as it was, for we showered together, we did not make love. We were dressing when I got a text from Mum.
'Grandpa is coming home, just waiting for his discharge. We will be home by one. Will bring lunch. Your uncles are coming too, they are with me now.'
I showed the text to Jack. Exploring the farm helped to stop us from thinking about what would happen next.
I don't remember much as I was eight when I was here. But there were some strange buildings on this farm. I loved visiting Grandpa on the farm. I led Jack to a brick building that could have been a house but obviously wasn't.
"It had his machines in it. It made noises and stuff. Sometimes I thought he was a mad scientist."
"Well, that could explain the half dozen different types of wind turbines I can see scattered around the place."
We approached the building but it did not have many windows. It did have a big air-conditioning unit attached and large air vents in some walls.
We looked in the main window. There were security bars on it and I could see an alarm system.
"I think Sophie it's a computer room but look, some of those computers are ancient ones. It's like a museum. Maybe a working one looking at those consoles. That would explain the industrial air-conditioning."
"I thought Grandpa was a farmer. Strange."
We heard a moo and wandered over to say hi to Betsy.
"I think someone has milked her this morning Sophie."
"Probably Mum, no one else around to do it. She did grow up on this farm."
The farm sheds were typically farm sheds, except the equipment looked in good nick. Not like that typical array of farm sheds with rusty tools and dust everywhere.
"Notice every spare roof has solar panels, Jack."
"He must believe in climate change and take it seriously. This place must be energy-positive."
"I know you are enjoying all the technology stuff Jack, but I can't help thinking of all the places my big brother could find to fuck me in around here. The options are numerous."
Jack picked me up and was about to carry me to the hay shed when I noticed two cars coming up the drive.
"They're home Jack, put me down."
I rushed to meet my uncles, but I noticed Jack held off once again.
It was fantastic for me being enfolded in the arms of my two Uncles, I loved them so much. But it appeared that Mum had not said anything.
Jack immediately went to Grandpa and helped him out of the car. It was clear Gramps had a leg that was dragging as he walked. I watched my Brother support Grandpa into the house.
Mum came up to the three of us as we watched Jack's care in action.
"I'm so happy it worked out so well Sophie. Now I can't wait to know my own son."
"Yes Mum, but give him space you three, he has a lot of hurts to work through. He really does want to have you all as close family, but he is very bruised by time. The Jack I have come to know and love is fragile and scared right now. But he is a tower of strength and love."
We moved to the house. Mum went back to the car and retrieved lunch. We settled in the lounge while Mum got busy with the food. I sat next to Jack and held his hand. My uncles sprawled at each end of the three-seater. Grandpa was in his recliner.
"Well, what's the news, Grandpa?" Jack asked.
"I have some build-up in my arteries in the neck. They are going to put in two Stents. It's a simple procedure these days but it has some risks."
"When is that going to happen?" I asked.
"Maybe Monday, but if not definitely Tuesday. I can stay home till they call me, so long as I don't do anything on the farm."
Mum called us into lunch, it was a typical excited family gathering. We had only recently just eaten but still, Jack buried himself in what was on his plate. I could see him drowning in his thoughts.
Suddenly he stood up.
"Sorry, this is too much. I've never had family like this, watching you all sharing and loving hurts too much. I'm going to say this now, my Sister and I are lovers and sort of married, I know it's wrong but I can't lie or keep up the pretence. But I do not want to lose the only family I have either."
With that, he slipped back into the lounge room.
The family looked at me. My uncles had big smiles and did a high five.
"What?"
"I think it's time we started the truth-telling. It appears Jack has already begun." Grandpa stated.
"Give me a minute to go and cuddle him. I'll let you know when to come in."
I went into the lounge and found Jack curled up into a ball in the fetal position, sobbing his eyes out. I sat at his head and held him. It reminded me of that time early on in Wagga when he blamed himself for loving me too much.
I talked quietly to him, first about my love for him. Then about what I saw. Jack everyone in there is so happy. Unbelievable I know, but so happy for us, for you, my uncles, correction, your uncles even high-fived each other and they couldn't get the grins off their faces.
Jack stopped his sobs. I could hear him thinking through his body.
"Are you sure?" I lifted his head and looked into his eyes.
"They are happy for us. Unbelievable I know but genuinely happy."
"So my world hasn't imploded."
"No, in fact, I think they have just made our new world and future possible."
Suddenly Jack was up and kissing me, it was deep, passionate and he poured his soul into me through the kiss.
After a few minutes, I pulled back.
"Grandpa wants to start the truth-telling now. Are you up for it?"
"So long as I can cuddle you through it yes. I need you, Sophie."
I was sitting on Jack's lap his arms around me. I wiped his tears on my shirt.
"Ready?"
"Yes, now or never I suppose."
I called them in.
Jack kissed me again as they entered. I think he was testing out the grounds.
"I told you they made a cute couple," Mum said.
"Go for it Jack," Dave said.
Jack looked up at his uncles.
"I know how it feels Jack. But you will hear our story later. Just know watching you two has melted my heart," Rob added.
Grandpa took two leather-bound books down from the shelf. He sat with them on his lap.
"I wrote this one for you Jack, and the family, but particularly for you in the hope you would someday read it, and understand."
He held it up. Embossed on the front in gold was the Title. Grandpa's Story. A tale of love between a Brother and a Sister.
Jack and I sat there stunned.
"Yes, your Grandma Joy, was my Sister. Now I'm going to tell you essentially what I've written here. But I need to say that this contains much more erotic detail than I'm prepared or able to share today."
He chuckled, "I got a bit carried away remembering the spicy events. Mind you, my Joy records it all here," he held up her diary. "She kept a diary at the time, so as I read hers my memories returned on some things I had forgotten about.
"But let me tell my story.
"I was a Spok, or Square Eyes, the word nerd had not been invented in the late nineteen sixties.. "
We listened rapped and were enthralled as Grampa took us through to our mother's birth and then our twin uncles.
We stopped at one point while Mum retrieved some red wine. I was cuddling Jack and my Uncles were cuddling Mum.
(at this point, if you have not read it yet, you might like to read Grandpa's story before you continue here.)
"We love hearing this story," Rob confessed, "there is more to come."
Grandpa continued until he got to the point where it was clear that Mum, Deborah, needed to tell her story.
"So as latter teenagers Jack, we all knew Mum and Dad were brother and sister. We kept it a secret because we did not want the law to step in. We were in the little bubble of seclusion here on this farm. And we all loved it." Dave explained.
"But that will need to wait till tomorrow, how about Dave and I cook our famous pizzas?" Rob cut in.
"I think I need to have a snooze right here. That took it out of me." Grandpa sighed contentedly.
"I think Jack and I might need some alone time."
"Well, I'll help the boys in the kitchen," Mum said to give us space.
I went up and Kissed Grandpa. Jack leant in and hugged him.
"You have no idea how important that was to me, Grandpa," Jack said affectionately.
Grandpa grinned and put his books into Jack's hands. These are for you to keep. Now I think you need to take your sister to her room and give her some love." He winked.
"Grandpa! Ok, good idea."
.............
Jack
.............
My sister and I walked up to the bedroom holding each other tight. It was strange because the family knew we were going with the express purpose of making passionate love. What was this family I had been born into but never knew? Grandpa's revelation was surprising but made sense of his commitment to us as young siblings, but what of Mum and her brothers? They sure looked cosy on the couch.
But for me, the burning question was why had my mother given me up. What could have caused such a split between a couple who had obviously been so in love? Of course, this question determined my exile to the West and estrangement from such a loving family.
I clutched the two books to my chest with one hand. We sat on the bed.
"Jack if you don't want to make love just now, or if you want to start reading those books, I understand."
Sophie's innocent offer shook me. "No darling, that can wait until I've heard the rest of the stories. But I'm not sure I can make love with an audience, even if they are not technically in the room."
Sophie giggled, "It didn't stop you in the past."
"I know but that was different. They were friends and this is family."
"I know I get it, it is weird. How about we just strip off and cuddle?" I nodded. "Do you mind if I undress you, Jack?"
"Not at all."
My Sister slowly stripped me and I then stripped her. It was still hot outside but we covered ourselves in a sheet and automatically fell into our baby positions.
"You know Sophie, this is the first time we have gone to bed naked or otherwise that I have been soft, as in real soft."
"I think it speaks to how important this is and how hurt you have been in the past."
"It's been a hard day. Totally surprising in every way. I just want to hold you."



I pulled my body into my Sister's. Naked and not ashamed perhaps for the first time. As in knowing this was totally acceptable to her family. My family, but I had some way to go before that thought would be a natural one.
We whispered sweet thoughts. They were not nothings, but hopes and dreams, ideas and condolences. Memories of our journey, thoughts of a wedding with Grandpa able to attend. Dreads for the unknown. But together.
I don't think we slept. At one point my Sister held me by the cock and balls and my body welcomed her by providing blood in thanks. I in turn held her breasts. Sophie put her head on my heart and my beating heart comforted us both with its life and rhythm, my life blood mixed with tears.
Sophie's phone rang. It was Deborah calling us for Pizza.
We emerged from our cocoon. I was not transformed with new wings, but I was more at peace with the evening.
Rob had laid out a selection of gourmet pizzas. They smelt divine. The meal was served on an outside patio. There was a range of drinks.
"Beer," Dave offered,
"Why not, do you have a Pale Ale?"
"Man after my own heart," Rob commented.
The Uncles gathered around me as we drank.
"I know it's a bit jumping the gun but we feel it's right you know before we get to Debbie's story." Dave started.
"Dave and I are gay partners. We have been together since before you were born." Rob continued.
"Oh, okay, that's cool, so identical twins and gay. Wow. Sorry, my head is spinning a bit. Another sibling pair of lovers in the family then."
"Are you okay with that news?"
"Yes, in fact, how about you both hug me? I have been a bit jealous of the ones Sophie keeps getting from you."
It was a bit awkward at first but it was nice.
"Um Rob and Dave, I don't think Sophie knows this."
"What, surely she does."
"I doubt it I think she would have told me."
"Crap we just assumed, we have known her all our lives and half-lived at her place."
"Sophie darling can you come here?" Rob called.
Dave spoke. "We are so sorry we just shared something really important with Zack because we thought you already knew."
I pulled my Sister into my arms.
"Oh my god, how embarrassing," Rob continued. "Your two uncles are homosexual, like we are gay, we are partners, we have been for a long time."
"What! So you and Dave. Like oh shit."
"We wanted to tell Jack before Debbie's story as it comes out in that."
"Is it a problem?"
"No, of course not, but it is like all the puzzle pieces just dropped into a different picture. Like some stuff suddenly makes sense. The bar?"
"Yes, the bar is a renowned gay bar."
"Fuck." Then she giggled and laughed. "OMG, you two sweeties I love you. Jack our Uncles owns and runs a piano bar in trendy Brunswick Street. I just thought a lot of alternatively gender-aligned people just hung out in that area."
Then she looked at me.
I shrugged my shoulders. "Nothing is going to surprise me tonight. I have two Uncles, I don't give a fuck that they are gay, but I do care that they love each other and I want to get to know them better."
"To Jack," Rob raised his beer in a toast. "One brave and surprising nephew."
"To Jack." Dave, Grandpa and Debbie joined in.
"To Jack and Sophie, may they continue to fuck each other's brains out until death do they part," Dave added.
"Dave!" Mum scolded, "It's love each other passionately and intimately."
"Ok, I meant that." We all laughed and got stuck into the Pizza.
"How are you going, Dad? Do you know think you are up for more storytelling tonight" I heard Mum ask.
"Well I'm not telling it, so I'm happy to listen."
"Sophie told me that Jack is keen to hear the bit that affects him. I think it's better now if we can." Deborah added.
We gathered back in the lounge. Strangely the Uncles still sat on either side of Deborah.
"Ok, you will get a more complete copy of this later but for the sake of tonight I'll summarise the first bit."
My Mum started, though I still mainly thought of her as Deborah, I noticed the others called her Debbie.
"Well, when we grew up on this farm, my little brothers and I had the run of the place. We were the three musketeers, pirates, princesses, everything. We even had a secret lair.
"I was two years older, so as I developed the boys took no notice, but as puberty hit the teenage boys they suddenly did. I think we were about fourteen, well they were when Mum and Dad had the talk. I think the catalyst for the talk was I was beginning to feel romantic about them. They were cute. My friends at school thought so too.
"Anyway, Mum and Dad laid down some rules. First, they shared they were Brother and Sister, but that this had to remain an absolute family secret, as if police found out they could go to prison. Second that loving a brother or sister was ok, nothing to be ashamed of even though the law said it was wrong. But what was wrong was to act on that love in any way until we were eighteen or older.
"Besides they explained, being hormone-driven teenagers was not a good age to make wise judgements. So we swore to them we would behave and keep our activity to ourselves. We all understood that as masturbation. Again nothing to be ashamed of but private, not together.
"It was hard but we stuck to the rules. Part of this was wearing clothes around the farm, which we were in a habit of not doing. All innocent stuff."
( feel free to stop here and wait to read the full unabridged Debbie's story when it comes out, before continuing. )
"As we grew up at school we came to understand the taboos others held about Brothers or Sisters. We could see the dangers.
"Well time passed and I left school to begin working in an office. Mainly PA work. But I secretly loved my brothers and wanted more.
"The twins turned eighteen and with the restrictions lifted we began to experiment. We actually played paper scissors rock to find out who would take my virginity."
"I won," smiled Rob.
"It was cool though because Dave lost his straight after. We shared everything. This went on for a few years. The boys went to uni so it became a holiday thing.
"One Christmas we were making love as a threesome. We often just paired off though. When I noticed something. The boys were bi, I knew that they did stuff together, but it was in that moment it became clear that I was the odd one out. A third wheel. They were actually in love with each other.
"That got me thinking, did I love them as more than brothers? Sure I loved the sex, we all did, but I saw their love and knew I didn't feel it. Not like that.
"So we had a chat. I told them I needed to find the man I loved and pointed out their love for each other. We decided that the sex was too good to pass up but once I found someone I was serious about we would stop. Well, the boys wouldn't but I would stop sleeping with them.
"That happened, I met your Dad, Brad. It was love at first sight, absolutely. I know he is dead now but I still miss him and love him, and I have never been in love since. But I did something foolish."
Mum stood and went over to the mantelpiece. There was the old bottle of Jack Daniels whiskey on the shelf.
"Get the glasses, Rob, I think we all need a drink for this next part."
Suddenly I saw the significance of what Deborah, my mum was going to do. Sophie gasped in my arms.
"Are you sure Mum?"
"Jack, I have kept this bottle in every mantel I've ever slept at. It was to remind myself that I have a Son, and if he had come with me he would be Jack Daniels. Well, today I have my son back. I don't need the bottle but we all need the drink."
"Mum, thanks, I get it. Sophie and I put two and two together some time back, about the bottle. But I still don't know why."
Mum poured the contents equally in all glasses, it was a fair bit of alcohol between six.
"Take a sip and I'll continue. To Jack, welcome back."
"All was good, after a few years Jack was born. We were all happy. Grandma adored you and then Joy came along. Brad was studying engineering in Melbourne but I wasn't coping so well with the two little ones while he was so busy.
"My brothers came over to help with the kids. They were asleep. I was struggling and one thing led to the habits of the past. Next thing we were all in bed together. The boys were double-teaming me when Brad walked in.
"Well, the shit hit the fan. Betrayal is a hard thing. I betrayed Brad. We had a family truth-telling. Mum and Dad shared their stories as well. Brad couldn't cope with knowing that he married into such a den of incestuous lust, to use his words. He asked for a week to think about it."
Mum took a big gulp. I did the same. Tears were streaming down my face.
"Well he came back with a plan, the one we eventually did. He would take you to WA, so he could break the familiar cycle of incest. He was dead against you two
growing up together just in case this happened. Of course, we all disagreed with that.
"But he played his trump card. If we didn't agree, he would report us all to the police and the press if necessary. Hands down he would get full custody, but he would likely put the baby girl up for adoption. Thus keep you separated. Some of us probably would end in gaol. We had to keep the whole thing an absolute secret."
Sophie was now crying sobbing in my arms. We were all a mess.
"Joy and I tried so hard over that time to change his mind. We really liked Brad. I kept popping over to WA. I knew Brad was struggling and eventually regretted his actions but it was too late." Grandpa added. "Eventually he allowed me to pay for your boarding school."
"So there you have it. Jack, I don't blame you if you hate me. But please don't do what your father did and run."
"I can't Mum. I am so in love with my Sister. It's going to be hard, I can see that although you made a dumb mistake, you really had no choice. Dad didn't give you one. I can see that now.
"I loved Dad, he was my Dad. But he was not a model Dad. I know he struggled to bring me up. In a way, I'm pleased he didn't try to bring us both up. Sophie was spared a lot. But worse if she had been adopted."
"Jack, you called me Mum again." Tears running down her face. I stood and took her in my arms. Our hug was warm and unconditional.
"I know and I want to. That will be hard for a bit, but together we can get there."
Sophie spoke as she joined our hug. "Thanks, Mum, wow, this is as much a revelation as it was for Jack. I see now why I had two uncles as Dads, not my Dad. I love my brother so much. I don't ever want to lose him again."
We sat back down. We had a lot to process.
Grandpa took the floor. "We forget that we had weeks and months to process what we just landed in Jack and Sophie's laps. They will need space. The boys will tell their story tomorrow, then I guess I have an operation to go through.
"There is a matter of the inheritance and the money side of things. But the lawyers will deal with that if need be. But I'd like to finish off the truth-telling by explaining what will happen in my will and before I die.
"Grandpa," I interrupted, "we still have to tell our story, our love story, the story of our Journey to Love. And we have pictures."
"Well, not all the pictures Jack."
"Oh yes, we will censor them first."
We all laughed.
"I'm off to bed. You guys chat as long as you need." Grandpa gave us all a hug.
The rest of us stayed up until the small hours we all had questions we wanted to clarify. Eventually, it was time for bed.
"Where are you sleeping Uncles?"
"With your mother of course," Dave said.
"You don't think we stopped do you?" Rob added. We love our sister also. You know the feeling."
"Mum! Oh," I could see the pennies drop in my sister's head.
"I don't think I want to know." I chuckled. "Let's go to bed, Sophie."
This time I was ready to make love. It was raw and passionate. I wanted to let Sophie know I was not going anywhere. This time I had my answers. Sure they would take time to work through.
My naked sister spread her legs in the middle of the bed.
"Take me, Big Brother."
I was rock hard, no foreplay was necessary for either of us. I took my hard dick and rubbed it up and down my lover's slit to lubricate in her juices then plunged home.
"Yes Jack, fuck me hard. Oh god, I love you so much."
"Did you cum the first time you heard me masturbating through that wall?"
"Yes Jack, I imagined your cock but the reality is so much bigger and better."
I took my Sisters's mouth as she took my hard flesh. Connected at both ends my hips thrust in synchronisation with her groans. I felt her hands on my bum, pulling me in with each thrust.
"I love you, Sophie, fuckkkkk, yes forever."
I felt my sister's body arch up under me to meet my thrusts.
"Keep going I'm nearly there. Yes. Fill me, Jack. I want you, I want your baby, shit yes."
That was it I pumped her so hard and full. But I kept going wild with the desire to breed her. Until she came again and my penis spasmed in the pain of nothing more to give.
I collapsed on her and then rolled my sister's limp form onto me.
My fingers sought out the implant beneath the flesh of her inner arm. It was still there.
"Sophie darling, one day this will be gone and I will give you a baby."
"I know darling, but for now just feel the freedom of loving me unconditionally." My sister giggled.
"I love how your body responds though when I ask you to breed me. I know you want it. I know you want to have a family with me. Knowing is enough for now. Thanks".
"I love you, Sophie."
"I love you, Jack."
...............
I really appreciate all the supportive comments. Thanks.
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Grandpa's Story Part 2 conclusion.
We were like two lovesick teenagers as we caught the tram to the markets.
I took her to the popular French patisserie where we bought chocolate brioches. I got some extras to take home. They were to die for. We found a place that had a coffee expresso machine, not a common thing in those days, then we found a bench to eat in the bustling market.
I had brought with me an old ladies' shopping cart to stash our supplies in.
"Let's do the clothes and fun stuff before food shopping, that way it will be fresher. I wasn't planning to cook much but a selection of cheeses and cold meats should go well for the celebrations.
We found a stall that sold hippy clothing, staffed by hippies.
"I need, no we need, some stuff for Sunbury Gus. It's time we updated your clothing."
"Probably, I wouldn't want you dating a computer Spok."
Joy giggled, "Spot the Spok could be a game to play at the festival."
"Are you cool cats going to the festival?"
"Yes, Sunbury, are you?"
"Yes man, far out, it should be good."
"Like Woodstock?"
"I hope so, free love man, peace in our time."
"Make love not war," Joy kissed me hard.
"Yeah, that's the spirit."
We spent big in his shop.
"See you at the festival dudes. You have bought so much that I have included a little something in there for you to chill out on when you're there. Get my drift man."
I nearly choked but nodded.
"Thanks, heaps, we're cool."
We spent freely, my Sister insisted I get some new body shirts. These were skin-tight almost see-through body-hugging things that were the latest fashion.
We also got new jeans, the fashion was changing, these had flared legs and tight-fitting waist and groin.
Joy dragged me into a change area behind a curtain. She helped me change. I had a semi, she tucked that down one leg and she zipped me up. My package was bulging. They were also showing my balls alongside.
"Perfect Gus, that is the trend, show off your size."
"Well if I get any stiffer something will give."
She rubbed me and I grew.
"See it goes downward."
"Okay, I get it, it's looser the lower it gets."
"That is hot Gus."
"It's tight, and will take getting used to, but for you, dear Sister, anything."
It should be noted that stretch Denham was not a thing, one had to wear jeans into shape. I also bought some cutoff jean shorts. A cock could only go upwards in those, or be exposed.
We spend a lot of money. Everything was cash in the seventies, we did not even have cash terminals. If you didn't take it with you, you couldn't buy it. Then you had to plan to get to a bank before they closed. Fortunately, I had a stack on me in preparation. I had a feeling I might need to top up before the festival though. I also kept an emergency supply of money at home. Strange we didn't have to worry about bank terminals breaking down, because the retail end of banking was all handwritten in little bank books.
We headed home once we purchased our groceries.
"Try on your jeans again Gus, I'll try mine. I think we need to break them in. Commando Gus."
"What is that?"
"No undies, Doofus."
"Oh, I didn't know." I pulled them on.
"I think we need to wash them, Joy, they are so stiff."
"Take me to your washing machine."
"What we need is an old boiler and a wringer machine. Cook and squeeze the crap out of them."
"Goody, it's a front loader. Not that I've ever seen one before. Gus before you take them off, take a bucket outside and half-fill it with those round white rocks in the garden."
"What my rock garden? That's the only ground cover this block of flats has."
"Yes, not too big or small, medium but round"
"Why?"
"Something I read in a magazine to give your jeans a used hippy look."
I came back as requested and my sister stripped off her new jeans and added some others from her collection plus the jeans shorts. I was distracted looking at her very naked lower body. My cock had trouble moving in my jeans.
"Earth to Gus, your jeans, please."
She came to me and knelt as she pulled my jeans over my hard cock with some effort.
"I should have got a size larger."
"You just need a smaller cock. Shall we take this one back?" She giggled as she fondled my newly released penis.
I groaned and my dick grew.
"See it has a fault, it keeps changing size."
Carefully Joy placed all the pebbles in the washer along with the jeans and some detergent. She set it to the 'wash the guts out of it' setting.
"Shute the noise, Joy, we will probably break the machine."
Joy sat up on the machine and her weight cut the noise back a bit.
"I also read that this is a good place for some self-pleasure. Time for you to explore me with your tongue. I think you owe me."
Joy spread her legs opening her sex right up for me. Meanwhile, the washing machine rumbled as it tumbled the rocks through the fabric and water.
Needless to say, despite the noise distraction, I was quickly on my knees. It was actually daunting. Kissing and licking as I went, I worked my way up one leg until I came to its inner junction. I loved the smoothness of the skin in the crease between the groin and thigh. Joy giggled a bit, as it was slightly ticklish. I skirted her vulva and approached the other crease from the top. I could taste the moisture of her body sweat. Salty with the tang of sex that awaited me just a tongue-width away.
I decided to bridge the gap and lapped along her swollen big lips. These were filling with blood and changing colour as I worked my tongue over their surface. They also had soft downy hairs that got thicker toward her mound. I sort of munched on them, brushing those hairs with my teeth.
Suddenly the machine clicked and stopped. I thought that this was a good time to start on the inner surfaces. My tongue was working its way up her slit when the machine went into a spin cycle.
The jolt sent me straight into her flesh, my nose forced hard up against that secret button. Above the clutter of rocks and the machine trying to gather speed, Joy's scream won for loudness.
"Cumming! shit yes, ahhhhh."
Her hands held my face into her flesh as she rode the washing machine as it bucked. Out of balance, it stopped. I gasped for breath but then it started again. This time I added two fingers and I could feel the vibrations of the washer through her vaginal walls. I had to try that sometime with my dick I thought, but maybe not with the rocks next time?
Her clitoris was now very pronounced so I latched on with my lips. The movement of the machine vibrated her clitoris in such a way it was like it was fucking my lips. Again her screams of ecstasy were so loud and this time she squirted all over my face and body.
Once again the machine sought to find its balance and stopped. I picked Joy up off the machine and carried her to the bed.
"Thanks, that was too much. But that doesn't mean I don't want to do it again. Maybe with your dick next time."
"My thoughts exactly, first you nearly suffocated me then downed me."
She giggled, "That would have been tragic. Fancy not getting to fuck my little brother."
We fell asleep to the sounds of the washing machine getting its rocks off. It was mid-afternoon when we woke. I made us a coffee and we ate some brioches in bed to ward off the hunger.
Still nude, I checked the washing and pulled out our jeans. Then I unloaded the stones. The inside of the washer was scratched and dented a bit. But the jeans survived and definitely looked worn. We decided to air dry them in case the clothes dryer shrank them.
Joy was sorting out the bedclothes and purchases.
"Gus, come and look at this." She held up a small plastic bag.
"Oh, that's was what the hippy was talking about."
"Wow, he was considerate he even included some cigarette papers."
"Do you think it's weed?"
"Um yes Doofus, have you not tried it before."
"No, of course not."
Joy smiled.
"Don't tell me your barmaid friend."
"We might have tried some after work one day."
"Joy!" I was shocked, but then I wanted to find out more.
"What was it like?"
"Strange, very chill, relaxing, sort of fun."
"Do you think we should try it?"
"Yes, but at the festival."
"Big sister certainly gives little brother an education."
Joy pulled me in for a kiss.
"Mmm, little brother smells and tastes of big sister's vagina. I think we should shower."
"Then go out for tea. But this time in the city."
"Really, fantastic, dress up?"
"If you like. It is the city."
"True."
We hit the shower and enjoyed cleaning each other. Certain areas received more than just cleaning.
"Gus, I realised you didn't cum at the washing machine. Let me fix that."
Next I knew, she was on her knees taking my cock in her mouth. Shute, it was sexy watching her look up at me with her beautiful eyes as she sucked me off.
"Fuck my mouth, Gus, go on pretend it's my pussy."
"Shit really."
Joy grabbed my butt cheeks and pulled me in and out until I got the message. She was dribbling and gagging but she insisted I didn't stop until I came deep in her mouth. Once drained she stood and shared my spunk with me in an open kiss.
"We probably should brush our teeth after that. I thought we were washing to get rid of pussy smells not replace them with spermy smells."
"Good point. We dried each other and then brushed."
We walked through the University to get a tram that took us all the way to Finders Street.
"Are you going to show me your computers, Gus?"
"Not tonight, but I thought a tour would be a good thing to do tomorrow. Most people are on holiday, but I'm sure I can find a Spok or two for you to meet."
We hopped off at the terminus next to the famous Flinders Street Station.
"Now something I like to do in the city. Starting here try and get all the way to Burke Street without going on Swanson or Elizabeth Streets. Just using lanes and shops. It is nearly closing time so it might be harder than normal. But you get to find and choose the way."
We wove our way through the arcades and looked at the specialty shops. When we came to the Mog and Magog clock we stopped and had a kiss and cuddle waiting for it to strike five. This was still a time when nearly every shop closed at five.
"I could live here Gus, just spending hours in these amazing alleys."
"Incentive to come and live in Melbourne Joy."
"I might have an even better incentive," she said as she looked at me with dreamy eyes.
We didn't quite make it as the gates on one thoroughfare had closed. We cut across Burke Street and up to Chinatown.
"I hope you like Chinese Joy. This is a very old part of Melbourne's tradition and the best food."
"Oh, I love Chinese food."
"Warning it is nothing like back home, once you eat here the crap they serve in Mildura will be obvious."
I took her to a very busy restaurant.
"The secret Joy is to go to the restaurant that is crowded with Chinese people."
We went in and were shown a table. The waitress came to the table and gave us menus in English. I handed them back.
"No, serve us a banquet for two, the best you serve. Just tell us what it was after we eat the dish. Surprise us. Cost is no factor."
"Wine?"
"Yes please, maybe a quality White plus a pot of Chinese tea."
"Yes sir."
We talked and ate for hours. Two bottles of wine later it was fortunate we were getting a tram home.
Once home we tumbled into bed together exhausted. We cuddled and kissed a bit then fell asleep naked in each other's arms.
I woke in the morning with my beautiful big Sister lying on my arm, her breasts snuggled into it. The problem was it was numb from restricted circulation. I tried to pull it out but to no avail. So I bought my other hand over and decided I might need to wake her.
Joy's bare bottom is a delight to see and heaven to touch. I stroked it, feeling the curvature and plump roundness in my palm. I contemplated how much I loved my Sister. It was special that she waited for me. These last two days confirmed for me how much I wanted to do life with her, the whole of life.
I wanted to show her off to my friends and professors at work. I wanted to wine and dine her. Do laundry with her. True, I giggled, fuck her on that washing machine. Put a baby in her and raise our kids.
But Mum and Dad were going to be a big problem. They were both very straight-laced. Protective of Joy. Overly so in my book. Yet here I was fondIng her cute backside in a way a Brother should never do.
My arm was still trapped so I decided to roll her on to me and over to the other side. Good plan, it worked as my arm was finally free, her butt now on top of me wedging my cock between its cheeks. Then as I rolled her the rest of the way I miscalculated. Shit my sister teetered on the edge of the abyss that was the edge of the bed and in slow motion began to fall. Try as I might I couldn't prevent gravity from doing its thing and we both tumbled to the floor with a thud.
Once the shock wore off both of us Joy commented.
"Shit Gus you could have just asked me to move. I was enjoying your hand playing with my tush. Now I'm going to have to punish you for being such a naughty little brother."
I had fallen on her but that didn't stop her from planting a huge smack on my arse. I still had a dead arm so couldn't defend myself. Smack.
Joy sat and turned her body to lean on the bed, I was now perpendicular to her torso, my butt raised even more. Whack.
"Naughty boy, big Sister has to punish you for waking her so rudely."
She ran her fingers lightly and lovingly over my now red arse then wack, wack, wack.
"Oh, I have a drum. Goody." She started playing me like I was a set of bongos.
This was much more enjoyable, I suddenly realised I was as hard as nails and each drum forced my cock down onto my sister's sex. I was no idea where down there but I could feel her wetness start to soothe my cock's contact and movement.
"Sister keep that up and I might cum on you."
"Yes do it Gus, cum," and she thrust her hips up into me to the beat.
"Yes, your penis is running along my slit, fuck Gus."
I started to fuck her thigh gap as well. Fortunately, I was at a totally wrong angle to enter her. But our excitement grew with each thrust and smack and I was cumming.
"Yes, me too,.... cummming, fuck me. Yes, little brother."
My sperm jetted along her inner lips and coated her passage and butt hole.
"Naughty brother you just coated my sex with your baby-making stuff. Get down there and lick it all off before the little Gus's find their way into me."
She pushed me down and with her hand in my hair forced me into her spunky folds.
Now I was not totally into slurping my sperm, but I was beginning to love giving oral to my sister, so I got stuck in with enthusiasm. I had gone semi-soft after my release but I quickly came to hardness again.
"Let me clean you while you do me. Give me that cock."
We both swivelled and I knelt so my penis was hanging over my sister's face. She lifted her head and started to suck and lick me clean.
My tongue was now paying more attention to turning her on than cleaning. I realised I had left her button alone so worked my tongue around it.
"Shit, cumming, yes keep going Gus," my sister cried, as she pulled my cock back into her mouth and yanked hard on my tender butt cheeks.
As she came I was aware that my cock had gone in further than ever before. Fuck I was in her throat. The thought and sensations were enough to have me cum again directly into my sister's throat.
Then I panicked that I might be choking her, so I withdrew quickly and blasted the last spurt on her face. My face was still buried and wedged between her convulsing thighs. I realised I needed a breath also. I pulled her legs apart and popped up, red in the face.
"Up you get, lover." I stood and helped my sister up. We looked at ourselves in the wardrobe mirror. We were a mess.
"Gus sorry I didn't mean to hit you so hard, look how red your butt is."
"Well, you will just have to kiss it better."
"I think I settle for cleaning it first. Shower big boy."
She took hold of my cock and pulled me into the bathroom.
"Well Gus, that was our first sixty-nine and I loved it."
"Sixty-nine, oh so, wait, that's what a sixty-nine is?"
"Yep, I've certainly taken my little brother's innocence away. Yes darling, that was a sixty-nine."
We kissed under a warm shower and soaped each other clean as we did so. We resisted further temptation but decided to eat breakfast in the nude.
"It's like we pulled the plug on all the boundaries we have been taught. It's very freeing Joy."
"I know and I feel so comfortable around you. You are safe and a fucking turn-on all at the same time."
"I was thinking this morning, Mum and Dad."
"What a way to kill the mood, Gus."
"Sorry but what are we going to do?"
"Simple, they just don't find out. It works if I come down here to live."
"I might need to get a bigger place. So you can have your 'own room.'" (air quotes)
"I need a job. Uh uh, I know you can afford to keep me, but I need to do something while you work. I would go crazy. But I don't want to work in a bar."
"I assume this conversation means you want to live with me."
"Absolutely, but that would be the only reason for me to want to live in a city. I still want to be in the country. I really love having my own house on the block."
"Ok, so what if Mum and Dad found out?"
"That would be it. I'm not sure who is the stricter Mum or Dad, but it goes so against their faith and old values that we would have to disappear. They would cut us off." Joy said glumly.
"I was thinking the same. I know it's jumping the gun, but I would like to have kids with you."
"Me too. We are getting very serious, aren't we."
"It's your birthday tomorrow, Gus. You're not getting your present if I didn't think we were serious."
"I'm thinking about that and kids, I still don't have any condoms."
"Gus, really."
"Today is Saturday, tomorrow, my birthday is Sunday. Where can we find a chemist open on a Saturday afternoon?"
"Let me think." Joy was fiddling with her fingers. "Yes, it's okay we don't need one," Joy said with a big smile on her face. "I just finished my periods, I'm safe for at least a week."
"So I don't need to wear one tomorrow?"
"So long as we get them before say Thursday. We will need them for the festival."
"Good, I hear condoms are not the best for feeling the sex in the dick."
In those days condoms were much thicker, with no fancy choices.
"I don't know, I've never done it either, but I want to feel you, not just rubber Gus."
"Well, with that thought I need some distraction. How about we get dressed and I take you on a tour of the Uni. A lot will be closed, but I know the computer rooms will be accessible. We always have technicians on hand to replace valves should one die. Mind you that is the older machines, our latest one is a solid-state model."
"Gus you just did a Spok on me. Leave it until you can show me. I might understand better."
We walked arm in arm to the university. Kisses were stolen. Romance was high. Not that the University on the surface was a romantic location. But I assured my Sister it was the centre of free love here in Melbourne. Not that the computer room was anything to judge by.



I explained to Joy that we were in the process of changing over to a new IBM computer. We had a peek in the room of the tall magnetic tape recorders that stored information and could retrieve it. Proudly I let her know had the new system had 64kb of RAM. That's right for you modern junkies of computer power. Not 64 megabits or gigabytes: Kilobytes! The lunar landing module only had 16kb. It meant when we programmed, nothing could be junk or frivolous. Because the computer also kept University enrolment records and department records, much of the student use happened at night.
"Does that mean if I do live with you, I may not see you at all?"
"Well, it could be better if you got a night job."
I sat down at a terminal and checked a program I had written. Joy was drooping herself over my shoulder. As I did a student walked up and threw a pack in front of me.
"You might need these Gus, thanks for the lend. Wow, what a week that was."
He looked at Joy and winked at me. It was obviously a packet of condoms.
"I hope you washed them good and properly before I let Gus use them on me," Joy commented.
"Oh shit, I didn't know you were supposed to reuse them. Sorry, these are new."
Joy was killing herself laughing. "Just joking. Just in time thanks." Joy commented as she kissed me passionately in front of him.
He went totally red. I sort of followed.
"Maybe you can take me up against that new machine Gus."
The student in question fled.
"Enough Joy, Joe might never recover. I think we should leave."
As we left we passed Joe in the corridor. Joy blew him a kiss and said. "We thought we had better not."
"I'm still not using one of those tomorrow Gus," she said as we walked into the sunshine.
"Well, we are going to need them for Sunbury. I hope these are enough."
We were in the main quadrangle.
"Gus, what do we do now? What is close by to visit?"
"Well, we could go to the Melbourne Cemetary."
"Gus, seriously."
"It is a fascinating place but no. Not romantic enough. But I have a better idea."
We went through the Uni to the other side and hopped on a tram. Not many stops later we were at the Melbourne Zoo.
"Gus, seriously. Thanks, I've never been to a zoo."
"Neither have I, guess our parents never took us."
The zoo kept our minds off tomorrow, well except when the bull elephant had a wee. His penis grew and almost touched the ground. Then he had the longest piddle. A small girl and her family were also looking. Her father, trying to make light of it commented.
"That was a big wee."
The little girl looked in horror.
"I thought that was his trunk!"
Well, Joy and I had to leave real quick, it was so funny. We laughed ourselves around the zoo. She led me into the Snake exhibit.
"Don't worry Gus these will be more your size."
It was dark in the viewing area, so she grabbed my cock as she said so. I groaned. There was an empty glass tank, obviously getting cleaned.
"Joy, do you want me to hop in there and be the one-eyed trouser snake exhibit?"
"Well, you might be the most popular exhibit."
But then we turned a corner and came across a giant Boa Constrictor.
"Shit maybe not."
"So you don't want my snake?"
"Maybe tomorrow. Wow, that thing is huge."
"I'm not sure the zoo was a great idea."
"It's okay Gus, size doesn't matter. I think you will be a perfect fit. I can't wait."
"Well then, let me take you out to dinner I need more distraction. I'm trying to save my sperm for tomorrow."
"I get it, either that or I take your virginity tonight, but I really want it to be your twenty-first special memory."
"So we cool it when we get home?"
"Yes I guess, but I'm still sleeping in the same bed. I want you to wake up holding me."
That's what we did, we had a great night out. Then we came home quite nervous but not wanting to set any lust off, Accidental or otherwise.
My mind must have been active with anticipation. Because my dreams were filled with a scenario of being naked with my sister in all sorts of situations and each time I went to enter her we would get interrupted. I was desperate to lose my virginity but just couldn't. I was in a cold sweat as our mother glared at us, when I was finally about to take Joy on the communion table of our small church. Fuck.
I woke shaking with trepidation. I was seriously wondering if this was going to be a good thing. But then I looked at my sweet sister next to me, naked, and so sexy. My penis was hardening back to desperate.
I caressed Joy's bronzed skin. So soft under my fingertips.
So you are awake Gus. Happy birthday Twenty-one year old. She rolled over into me and gave me a delicate loving kiss.
"I want us to make love but do you need to drain the snake first?"
"Definitely a good idea." I slipped into the bathroom. It took a bit to let down through my turgid penis. Then I brushed my teeth in anticipation of the next.
Joy met me at the door and slipped in.
"Wait in the bed for me Jack."
Around the bed were a row of hastily arranged and lit candles. There were no covers, so I lay naked and fully exposed in the flickering light.
I tried a few poses to try and make myself look sexy but felt I failed miserably. I needed to do some serious workout if this body was to meet that image. My cock though, I was proud of. It was more than up to the task and I knew my sister thought it was big.
Just then the door opened and Joy entered wearing a sexy silky white Negligee. It formed a V at her breasts and tied below them on either side. The sides were nonexistent, the front and back were silky in two halves joined with three ties. Her breasts bulged at the sides, her bronzed skin in contrast to the white. Down the front delicate lace hinted at her form beneath. The fabric flowed to just below her knees.
Sexily she turned so I could see the back or lack of it. The neckline plummeted to just expose her bottom crease. My penis released some beads of juice in anticipation.
"Happy birthday little brother, I wrapped it special for you."
I groaned. "That is so hot. Can I hold it?"
With that Joy crawled up the mattress and slipped her slippery silk-clad body up mine. Her breasts encased and caressed my hardness. My sexy sister slid up and down finishing with her tongue caressing my glans before moving up my torso.
Suddenly we were kissing and wreathing our bodies together. The white silk provided a sensuous barrier for almost frictionless connections. My hands took hold of my sister as they enjoyed exploring the covered and uncovered forms. I found a string or two and released them.
I rolled on top and knew this was how I wanted to take her. My hand dipped below and I could feel Joy's wetness as my fingers felt her through the silk.
"Take me, Gus, I am so ready."
I bunched the silk up to her waist as my fingers sought entrance, wanting to be assured she was prepared. She lifted her hips as I slide between them my penis rubbing on her slippery runway to heaven.
"Yes Gus, I'm yours. Take me, love me."
I looked in her loving eyes and sought to align myself. Her hand came down to help me, then she gently nodded.
I pressed my hips gently and I felt her vagina open to my head.
"Yes just there."
I pressed again and gained entrance for my glans. It was tight, very slippery but tight.
"I think this is it Gus. Next push and you will take my virginity. It's my birthday present to you Gus. Happy birthday little Brother."
She took my hips in her hands and indicated I should push. I tried but the way was tight.
"Hard Gus, just push hard."
I almost bit my lip trying not to hurt my sister but I knew that was inevitable. So I thrust forward hard.
"Fuck!!," we both cried as I slipped through her barrier into her tight snug warmth. I froze in place.
"Yes wait, fuck you are big Bro."
I looked at her, there was pain behind her loving eyes.
"I love you, Joy. No longer virgins."
"Give me some more Gus."
I was still only halfway in. I pulled out a bit, which spread the juices, then I pushed back in some more.
"Yes, that's better. Again."
I came out and noticed blood around my cock.
"Don't stop, more."
I pushed again and was only an inch from completely embedding myself in my virgin sister. Virgins no more.
"It's feeling much better Gus, keep moving."
I bent down and kissed my Sister. She enfolded me in her arms and we kissed passionately as my hips found their primal rhythm and began to pump.
Joy took my head in her hands and l leant up, joined at the hips. Our eyes danced in delight and joy. A big grin spread over our faces.
"I love you Joy" I said as I punctuated the simple but profound statement with my thrusts.
"Gus this feels incredible, fuck I think I'm going to cum. Keep going."
I felt a splash of moisture deep in her centre around my penis. This provided lubrication with made my thrusts easier and fluid. I picked up speed.
"Yes, don't stop. Take me, yes. Gussssssss."
I felt her climax all the way down my shaft and suddenly I was cumming with her. My sperm burst through her tightness and spasming walls to burst out into the depths of her vagina.
"Fuck, cumming, yes!"
My hips thrust forward with each spurt as my body sought to impregnate her deeply. My Body shook with hers as we became one flesh. One in love, forever bound by the bonds of intimate sexual union.
I slumped and rolled to take my weight from her. We remained united. Then spent the next five minutes continuing our lovemaking with our eyes, lips and hearts.
I moved my hips just enough to remain hard and joined. I knew we hadn't finished but we both needed time to regroup our feelings. Thus we captured the moment in our souls.
"Ready to go again, little big brother. My god, you are still so hard."
I punctuated her comment with a thrust.
"Yes, fuck I'll take that as a yes. Stay there, birthday boy."
My sister rolled on top and straddled me without withdrawing. She rolled her pelvis and I felt myself massaging her insides. Her negligee flowed around her. I slipped my hands under it to fondle her breasts as she quietly took her pleasure on my stiffness. I no longer felt the need to drive into her and our combined juices escaped around my girth. They coated my groin as she moved. I could see her rubbing her clitoris on my pubic hairs.
Joy looked down and felt our union.
"That is so hot Little Brother."
I looked down. "I can see some blood, are you okay?"
"It stings a bit near the entrance but the rest of the pleasure is overwhelming the pain. Look, Gus." Joy pointed out as she lifted the back of the white silk around her. There was a bright red blood spot that was probably under her as we lost our virginities.
"I think I'll take it off, I don't think I want to spread that."
She pulled the negligee over her head and flung it to the floor. Then she started fucking me in earnest. I know it was new to her also, but crikey it was erotic being passionately loved with her on top.
As she continued to move in a way that stimulated her clit she started to quake in another orgasm.
"Gus, oh my, shiiiit, yes," then she collapsed on me.
But I wasn't finished, I began to pump my groin and hips into her. Her new position enabled me to move freely as I pistoned into her. This had the effect of lengthening her climax. She bit down hard on my neck. And sucked. I knew I was getting a hickey out of that.
"Keep going, Gus."
"Not stopping Sis I'm nearly there."
"Fill me, my love, yes pump me full again."
That did it. I arched my back as I drove home in powerful sperm-blasting spurts. Joy's whole body quaked in spasms, and then she collapsed on me. Still, except for her vagina which kept its gripping movements on my spent penis.
Spent I rolled her onto our sides and. Slipped from her. She was out to it. I smoothed the damp hair from her face in loving concern. She was breathing and I could hear her heart thumping in its recovery. I sighed in relief, she was alive. For a moment there I thought she may have had a heart attack. This lovemaking was so new to us. So I was not sure if it was normal or possible to have such a total body climax.
"Joy, are you okay, speak to me."
She groaned and gasped in some breaths.
"Fuck Gus, yes but fuck that was... come here, little brother."
She pulled my head to hers and kissed me gently looking into my eyes.
"I'm okay. Wow. Happy twenty-first. But I need to sleep."
With that, she snuggled into my shoulder and was soon fast asleep. I stroked her naked form and joined her. That is until the phone rang.
"Shit the folks." It rang out as I pulled out from under her and tried to stand.
The phone was in the other room. I stumbled out and grabbed a drink directly from the tap. Allowing the water to run over my face.
The phone rang again. I answered faining just waking up.
"Gus, good your home. Happy birthday Son," two voices spoke in unison on the other end of the line.
"Thanks, Mum and Dad," I sort of squeaked.
"Are you okay?"
"Sorry, I just woke up."
"Is Joy there?"
"Yes, but she is in the other room. I was on the couch."
"It's nearly ten in the morning. We are about to head to church. How come you're still in bed?"
"Big night," I lied.
I looked up to see my naked sister in the doorway.
"Joy and I had a birthday celebration early at a Chinese restaurant in Chinatown. It was a banquet. Not much is open on a Sunday."
Joy came up to the phone.
"I'm awake now Mum. We might have had a couple of bottles of wine."
"Have you given Gus his present yet?
"Sorry no, still waking up."
Of course, we didn't know it at the time but thank God we did not have video calls in those days. We were both a mess of sweat and body fluids.
"Well, we wanted to catch you before we went to church. It's an eleven am service today."
"I hope you didn't drive home last night. You sound like you have a hangover." Dad said over the top of Mum.
"Just a bit but the trams here are brilliant."
"Look Mum, how about I ring you back after you get back from church? Say one pm."
"That's good. I want to hear all the gossip. And that way it will be on your phone bill Gus."
"Happy birthday Son. I'm pleased Joy is there to represent us today." Dad added.
"Thanks, Dad. She is doing a good job of getting me up, out and about."
"Great to hear, speak soon."
Then the click and I hung up.
"Good white lie about the restaurant Gus, even if it was two nights ago."
Joy hugged me.
"Shower time Joy."
Then we laughed and laughed all the way to the shower.
"Fuck that was close. Wash me, Gus, I'm spent."
Fucking changes things. Ok, making love, but suddenly I felt confident, like a sex god. I had successfully navigated that hurdle and had not embarrassed myself by cumming early or being soft.
I had these thoughts while I soaped and stroked my Sister. Exploring her body again in this new reality. Sure I had washed her before, but now it was as if a new light had been turned on. I had a clarity that had been clouded in a fog of uncertainty.
Maybe it was that my manhood had been proven. Certainly, all doubt I loved my sister, or that this was a wrong move for us, had gone. Sure it was taboo, but I wanted to shout from the mountain tops that Joy was my lover and my Sister.
Next, her hands started washing me and my mind was snapped back to the present erotic moment. My cock was so hard once again.
"Fuck Gus, what a gun you have turned out to be. But I'm sorry. I'm very sore down there."
Joy held me closed and took the soap and lathered my cock up.
"But maybe I can make you cum again."
She turned off the shower and masturbated my cock against and between our soapy bodies. Joy's good-sized breasts caressed my chest. One hand worked my hard penis and her other played with my arse cheeks.
"Will you cum on me, Gus?"
"If I can, shit this is hot."
Her fingers parted my buttocks and slipped between them to my butt hole.
"Fuck."
"I have to make sure you're totally clean." Then she slipped a finger into me.
"Fuck sis what are you doing? That is, wow, so bad, fuck."
"Can you cum now?"
"Yes, keep going."
She dragged my cock through her folds and started stimulating her clitoris with it. It was intense stimulation on both ends.
"Deep, push your finger in deeper, yes there, fuck I'm going to cum."
"Cum on my clit, Gus, I'm going to cum with you."
My yell of release echoed in the bathroom as I a shot a load of newly minted sperm against my Sister's clit. The warm blast had Joy cumming on my penis and her juices sprayed out over our legs. I found out later she had hit my prostrate gland and my cock ended up more flowing out juices rather than spurting.
We finished with a kiss. "Happy birthday."
"Is twenty-one cums like twenty-one claps? And one to make me grow."
Joy laughed as she removed her finger and held my rapidly shrinking cock.
"You wish little Brother, you wish."
The shower back on, I suggested we could just stay naked all day and find out what cums up.
"Presents next Gus, presents."
Mum and Dad's present was tiny.
"Another box of condoms," Joy quipped.
It was a set of modern-designed silver cuff links and tie pin. Along with a silk tie.
"You are so hard to buy for now we know you have money, Gus. Cudos to Mum and Dad, those are beautiful and smart."
Joy gave me a heavy box wrapped up. It was a tool kit. Hammer, screwdrivers, wrenches, pliers and even an electric drill.
The card said. 'For the man in my life, some tools to play with so he stops just playing with his own.' And a copy of the Seeker's single, 'If I Had a Hammer'.
"I don't know I have ever used stuff like this, Joy.
"I know but I needed something here if I was going to fix things up for you, little useless Spok brother. But I did enjoy you jackhammering me this morning."
"This is a rental, I'm not supposed to fix things. Which reminds me. I'm thinking we have four days to fill before the festival.
Joy grabbed my cock. "You can hammer and fill me, Gus, I don't mind."
"Stop distracting me. I was thinking you could help me find a house to buy."
"Really, like you can afford that, it's only a year since you bought a Block."
"A house around here is much cheaper than a block."
"Our first house together?"
"That's the idea. I know we can't get married, but I want you to come down and live with me as soon as possible."
"Did you just propose?"
"I guess I sort of did. But maybe we keep that as a special thing to look forward to. I really want to spend my life with you."
"Oh, Gus I really want to fuck you right now? But I'm still sore. Shit you are big, wide, fat, I think more so than long. I don't know if all guys are that big, but I'm happy with your hammer."
We snuggled.
"A house! This is exciting. Are you hungry Gus?"
"Starving!"
Well, let me cook you a nice breakfast. Oops, it's late breakfast/lunch."
Joy found an old apron of Mum's in the drawer and started making pancakes. I watched as she covered the front of her body with the fabric, but was nude under it. I liked the sexiness of my Sister spoiling me. Her boobs refused to stay under the bib and kept on moving sidewards to pop out displaying their fullness.
"I still want to get a Job, but being the nude housewife at home cooking for her man when he gets home from a hard day in the office, is sort of a turn-on."
"And I'll buy a pipe and read the paper while you bring me a beer."
"What and miss looking at this beautiful body. You will do no such thing hubby of mine. I'll be so wet from waiting for you to get home, you will need to put me on the kitchen table and fuck me hard every day as soon as you get home."
"Or I could do that. Okay, I vote for the second one."



My penis had already raised his hand in agreement.
We had a wonderful meal of pancakes and toppings, and then it was time to ring the folks. Duty done we spent much of the afternoon listening to the albums I picked up in the States
As I said there were no restaurants open on a Sunday, so we slipped across to the local Fish and Chip shop for dinner. Washed down with a bottle of coke.
That night we made love again. I was on top. It took a bit to enter my sister again, as she had tightened up over the day. I used gentle slow long strokes. There is something erotic about slow. It is rather like sipping nice wine, getting the flavour and richness of the experience savoured on the pallet of emotions. We also lasted longer. Cumming together gently was powerful in the complete bonding that the intimacy brought. We slipped into sleep with words of love. Content and fulfilled.
The next few days were spent house-hunting together and making love morning and night. We bought a house! It was in Carlton on Rathdowne Street, slightly closer to the city. Still an easy walk to the Uni. It was a federation brick house with three spacious bedrooms and nicely appointed. Carlton was not yet the trendy suburb it is now. It was slightly more than the average house price but forty grand bought a lot of house in those days. It's the house our twin lived in at uni and still own.
Again I could pay cash, but it had a three-month settlement period. So we started planning for Joy to find a job and move down, once it had settled. Mum and Dad were supportive of the plan because Joy would have her own room and somewhere safe to live. Little did they know.
The plan was Dad would drive the farm truck down with her stuff, after Easter and the harvest, once they got back from their cruise. Joy would look after the farm while they were away.
Before we left, we tried out our first condom. Neither of us had seen or used one so we ruined the first one we tried. Eventually, we had one on and we made love. Damn, it was horrible compared to without one. I found it a bit too tight on and the feelings were not really there. Not in the same way. I lasted a lot longer but the Joy got a bit dry also. So we improvised with some moisturiser. The next day we found some KY Jelly which apparently was the go for dry vaginas.
Suddenly we were on our way to Sunbury. It wasn't far out of Melbourne but 'far out' we were ignorant. We had no idea what to expect but we certainly didn't come prepared. We assumed there would be food to buy. There was but it was basic and thirty-one thousand fans meant queues were long and food often ran out. Portable toilets were basic and not enough. It was a long trek to the car park and getting into the festival itself meant a lot of waiting.
We left a lot of stuff in the car to effort to have an easier carry. But it became clear we should have bought a small tent. We got to the arena which was a hill looking down on the stage. We hunted around for a spot and had a strategy meeting.
"What do we do for a tent?"Joy asked. She reached out her hand to my cock. "I want some of this."
"Shute. Build a humpy?"
"Seriously?"
"Look I have a tarp in the car from when I brought up the stereo for you. I'll go back and get it."
"Good and the water bottle from your trips north."
So I hiked back and lugged the heavy tarp and water container. There were taps but they were already getting muddy around them from use.
I came back with a plan.
"Joy, you mind our stuff here and I'll go make us a tent spot."
I was no Boy Scout, but I made a makeshift bivy against the bushes, using old sticks to form a canopy for the tarp to drape on. It was basic but it would do. I even designed a flap to fold over for privacy.
"Nice mate," a group of guys commented. "I guess we are sleeping in the open."
Others copied my idea further up the line of the bush. Set, I went back to find Joy.
I sat and snuggled. "Most of the people here are guys, you realise."
"I know I noticed. Not many girls were game to come or they have stricter Fathers than us."
"Or lacked brothers to escort them."
MadderLake were setting up to play. We left a modicum of stuff on our blankets to reserve our spots and took our bag back to the makeshift tent.
"Gus, you are a marvel. That's cool."
We set up inside as much as we could. We left our canvas carry bags in the tent, put on some sunscreen and wandered back to the arena. It was packing out. I carried my money in the toe of my Dunlop volleys. We had to trust the rest was safe.
We settled just as Madder Lake was announced to loud cheers and the festival began. I had a small notebook on me to take notes of Bands we wanted to find records of later. There were a lot of Australian pub bands and rock groups. Madder Lake went on the list as a solid rock band.
We loved it. It was hot in the sun and lots of guys lost their shirts. Some of the girls stripped to bikinis and Bras.
"Maybe later Gus, when the sun is less burning," Joy said as she saw me staring at the talent.
The day rocked on into the early evening. Joy lined up for food as we noted girls appeared to be let in ahead of others and were always asked for orders ahead of guys once they reached the front. Joy being a barmaid was no chicken in a crush and could handle herself well, if things got dicey.
I was glad I had her with me. This was not a place for a verifiable Spok, even though I was now dressed much cooler. Who would guess that this skinny kid was making big money working for banks and the man?
We cuddled under the blankets when it got chilly at night. We noticed a lot of groping and love-making going on in the crowd as the night moved on. Mostly naked feet sticking out from under blankets but the occasional in the open fucking.
It certainly was a free love festival. We were both randy by the time the last band started, so we scurried back to our bivy with our blankets and stuff.
The noise of fucking was in the air as we walked past various tents.
" I reckon half of it is guys getting in a wank," Joy commented.
"Well, we had better make sure everyone knows we are doing it, not just wanking." I joked. "Can't see a need for silence so much."
"Thirty thousand randy fans do make a racket. Gus,
Take me."
I was hard, I flipped over the flap and went down on Joy. I was determined to get her as juicy as I could before I tried that condom.
It was better that time. I think Joy enjoyed encouraging me vocally.
Occasional rye comments came our way. Like: 'Lucky bastard!' or 'Go for it, man.' I was lasting a while. Maybe it was semi semi-public nature of it, but probably the condom. I finally came when a guy from the shack next to us yelled. "Hurry up and cum, it's driving us nuts in here. I'm afraid, my mate will start fucking me!"
That did it. I came big and loud. I heard three groans from next door. "About bloody time." With some claps.
We tidied up a bit and I escorted Joy to the loos. The band was going off. Some guys we passed were masturbating to the sounds. Joy had a good look.
She snuggled into me and said. "Gus, I think you're big. A lot of these guys are much skinnier in the dick department."
I looked a bit closer as we returned as much as the dark afforded. Joy shone her torch on a few cocks accidentally on purpose.
"Some are longer, I'll grant but you are up there big brother."
On the second day, Joy wore her cheesecloth top braless underneath. Plus her muslin white pants that did not stay white long. She gave up on the idea of underwear. Fuck she was hot and I was definitely the envy of many of the thronging guys.
One guy came up quietly and asked.
"How did you score her?"
"She's my sister, Man," I replied.
"Fuck that's hot, I wish I had bought my sister. I might next year. I've always wanted to fuck her."
"Don't fuck, man, love is much better," I advised.
"I might bring her next year she will be eighteen then."
"Well apart from the discomforts of last night, we had used five condoms. We might have skipped a band or two to get some fucking done. Thrusting in time to the heavy rock beat was awesome. We made our way back to the arena and saw one couple fucking. She was face first on the blanket and he was driving into her from behind.
Joy commented. "I want to try that tonight."
It was our last night and I was up for it. We found the little stash in our clothes and realised we hadn't used it yet. The area stank of the sweet smell of weed. It was obvious there was plenty of the stuff going around.
The cops were thin on the ground. I don't think they had anticipated such a crowd so left us alone. Better than to stir trouble. Besides it was a hippy bunch for a lot of it and everyone was chill and happy.
So we lit up along with the others. Yeah, I coughed and sputtered. My sister insisted on shot-gunning me. She coached me through it and soon we were as high as kites. We almost made love where we were, but discretion won out. We scurried back to the tent to try out the new position.
We were well on our way to starting when I went searching for the condoms.
"Hey man where is the stuff, Like the rubbers?" It was almost a perfect Cheech and Chong routine.
"Fuck man where did you leave them." we took up the druggy voices, not that we had to try hard
"Just here luv, on the blanket so I could find them."
"Shit man, they are missing."
"Fuck I want you." Joy's arse was waiting in the air already.
"Common man put one on."
"I think they got stolen."
"Really just fuck me." We were stoned to the max.
"That's really cool Sis."
"Hurry up."
"You sure sis?"
"Yes, just put it in."
"Fuck!" I cried to the feel of my unprotected cock in her pussy once again.
"I love our pussy big Sister its so juicy."
"Fuck your deep bro."
"Far out that is deep sis"
" As in far out, cool deep like."
"No your just big Bro."
"Am I?" I giggled.
Next I knew, Joy was cumming and I was cumming.
" Fuck Joy, we didn't put the flap down. Take this last bit" and I spurted deep into my sister one last time.
I rolled off but she remained with her arse in the air.
"I think you had better put that down. A few guys out there might want to be next."
"But it's comfortable and your stuff is less messy this way." I threw a blanket over her and tugged the flap down.
"Shows over guys, sorry!" I yelled into the night.
I heard one lad groan "fuck coming." I think it was the guy from earlier with the sister.
"Man, I think I'm stoned, Joy. Happy but stoned."
"Me too Gus." My sister snuggled into me and we fell into a deep sleep. We were on the ground but it was a deep sleep.
In the morning Joy stirred. I went into the bushes for a leak. It stank of urine, but it was better than the trip, to the toilets.
I came back to Joy in a panic.
"Where is the condom from last light?"
"I don't know. Fuck yes I do, I think they got stolen."
"Fuck that's right." She spread her legs and dug two fingers into her sex. "Shit Gus, sperm."
"Fuck." I looked at her worried.
"We were stoned weren't we."
"High as kites."
"Well. Hopefully, I'm still safe. I think no fucking today. We have to find more condoms before you do. Shit."
"Luckily we like oral."
"True."
So we did that, we cleaned up and went back to the arena, ready to hear Billy Thorpe and the Aztecs who were billed to finish us up.
They were worth waiting for. We knew much of their material so we really rocked out to them. Joy got right into them, stripped her top and we danced up the front. Her boobs flew every which way along with a lot of other topless individuals. Joy's tits I adjudged were some of the best on display.
I certainly had lost a lot of my Spok status. Joy enjoyed rubbing them into me at every opportunity she got. Finally, it was announced that it was over and time to go home.
The crowd left steaming up the hill.
Joy pulled me into, our bivy and said.
"Oral Gus. Eat me out. Sixty-nine. Might as well have fun while the carpark clears."
So that's what we did. We had a good long fulfilling lick and suck to finish off our festival. Then we decamped. There was so much stuff left behind including tents and sleeping bags.
"Gus leave the tarp there. We don't want to make two trips. Some truck will come and cart it away with the other crap."
We straggled back to the car, which was looking lonely in the car park. Just up the hill, we found our condom packet, with one left in it.
"Fuck Jack we needed that last night."
"Are you worried Joy?"
"A little. We are pushing the safe period, but I still have four days before I'm at my peak."
The traffic was still congested at the exit. We actually needed food. The takeaways looked very busy near the site as others probably lost weight as we did that weekend. I took some back roads into town and we found a pizza place. We were grotty and smelly so we had takeaway in a park and took home two extra pizzas for later.
There was a chemist near the pizza place. So I ducked in and got another box of twelve. First time I'd done that myself. Somehow I felt man enough to not be shy.
"Next year?" I said to Joy. As we talked about the music over pizza.
"I hope so Gus. That was awesome."
"I hope there is a next time."
Once home we hit the showers individually. Clean again we put Billy on the record player and chilled.
I rang Mum to tell her we were home safe and nothing happened to Joy. Another white lie. I assured Dad I had my eye on her the whole time and she didn't run off with a hippy looser.
"So how's my hippy loser Gus?" Joy said once I hung up.
"I'll take hippy Big Sis."
"Not loser though, that thing Is big. Now I want to know how big."
"As big as a piece of string."
So Joy found some string and a ruler and got me hard. Her mouth might have helped. With a few tries she measured me as six and a half inches on the top.
"Now how fat. I reckon that's where you shine......
Wow, you're a square man. A Square hippy man. Six and a quarter in girth."
"Fuck that's two inches in diameter."
"You're the maths size Gus I trust you. Now put one of those rubber things on and fuck me good. On a soft bed."
"My joyful pleasure Joy."
After I came and we disposed of the used rubber Joy commented.
"I'm going on this new pill thing before we get together next."
"Good, I hope they work. I've got to survive another twenty-four hours using those."
"Thirty-six Gus."
We hit the soft comfortable bed and quickly fell asleep.
In the morning we started with oral. I wanted to put off the condoms as long as possible. I was finger fucking her when I noticed how slippery she was. I pulled my fingers out and her juices stretched between her vagina and my fingers.
"You are very slippery Joy."
"Yeah, I noticed that before. Like when I'm near my peak fertility."
"It's very sexy to feel and shit so tasty." I went in to feed some more.
"Put one on and just fuck me, Gus."
I did and shit it was actually quite good as the condom glided in and out. Joy did not take long to cum and I came just after her.
Between lovemaking sessions, we organised ideas for her coming down to live. I took her to a classy restaurant that night and we slept our last sex-fuelled sleep for a while.
It was a long drive home for Joy, so reluctantly we said goodbye early in the morning.
"Drive safe. Come back, so I can carry you over the threshold of our new house."
For the first time, I felt lonely in Melbourne, so I lost myself in making money. We rang nearly every night and I think we invented phone sex. All was good until I got a phone call. Joy was in tears. It was two months later.
"What's up Joy?"
"I think I'm pregnant."
I was stunned.
"Say something, Gus."
"Are you sure?"
"I've missed two months. First I thought I might have missed it because we had just had a lot of sex. But I'm now getting morning sick and my tits are changing."
" Fuck. So the festival."
"Yes I think so, it has to be."
"Fuck".
"Can you stop saying Fuck."
"That's awesome. We are having a kid." I said excitedly because I suddenly was excited.
"Yes Gus, parents."
"Fuck, parents. Not us Darling, ours."
"Yes ours, I'm trying to hide it."
"Ok, we will work it out. I'm actually excited for us. It changes things, but you will need to get down here soon."
"I don't think I can take a job though, not yet."
"True. But I can tell another white lie I suppose."
"Gus, I don't want to hide if we can help it. Eek, we have a month to go until the harvest is finished and the folk go on the cruise. I think we need to tell them."
"Shit. Maybe together?"
"Definitely together Gus, I'm not that brave."
" Neither am I. Well, we have a month to work it out unless Mum twigs."
"I scared Gus. "
"It must have been hard living with that secret all alone. I wish I had known earlier. Shute, I wish I was there holding you."
"You do? Oh, that makes me so happy. "
"Oh course I do. We should be going through this together. "
"You know some part of me was thinking you would have not been happy and told me to get rid of it. "
"No! Fuck, never. Never to both, I love you and now I have reason to love you more. "
"I hate this long-distance stuff. "
"Well, it's not long now. We have been doing long-distance for a while. "
"Yes, but not since we became lovers. I miss your dick in me. Hold it for me pretend it's me. "
"Hold our baby for me. Boo might be a boo boo but they are our boo-boo."
"Are you going to cum big little Brother thinking of my pregnant body? "
"Shit, yes, that's so hot. Are you feeling yourself? "
"Yes, god I'm so wet right now."
"You know I keep a bottle of moisturiser cream next to the phone for when we do this."
"Is it ok that you think you are in me while I'm carrying our baby? "
My hand was now working overtime. My imagination was working harder.
"Bloody oath it's right, such a turn on."
"Cum Gus, come on my pregnant stomach. "
"Cum with me Joy. "
Our mutual cries echoed around our empty, lonely houses eight hundred miles apart but joined by the umbilical cord of life.
So we spent the month nightly on the phone. Planning, assuring each other and replanning. Dreaming and helping each other face the loneliness and fear with mutual masturbation.
Finally, the time came for the truth to come out.
Joy drove my parents down to catch the boat, they were staying in a hotel near the wharf in St Kilda. She was struggling to hide her pregnancy. Fortunately, she was not too morning sick. She would have been found out if she was still sleeping in the main house. Joy was planning on staying with me.
We decided over the phone that this was a good time to tell them. Mum and Dad would have the cruise to work out their response and cool down. We knew it would make their cruise less pleasant, but maybe their lovemaking on the cruise would remind them of love.
It was a hard call and I was as nervous as all get out. I met them at the hotel and helped them unload. Then we sat in the room.
"Before you go, there is something we need to tell you." I started.
"It sounds serious pet."
"It is," Joy continued. "I might as well just say it but... I'm pregnant."
There was a stony silence.
"How far gone?" Mum asked the question.
"Three months."
Dad was red in the face, real red.
"Who is the father?" he asked between clenched teeth.
I stood, "I am Dad. We love ea..."
Dad stood and confronted me, then he actually hit me. Hard. I was having trouble standing.
"You bastard, you low-down betraying shit. If you weren't my son I would kill you. Get out of my sight before I do. And Joy you had better have moved all trace of your stuff before we get back. No kids of mine are going to live in sin. What you have done is totally illegal, I have a mind to call the cops." he continued.



Mum was in tears the whole time, sobbing her heart out. "Don't do that Albert I couldn't face the scandal. But as for young Miss."
What followed was a tirade of the most foul abuse I have ever heard. She finished with, "I never want to see the two of you again, nor that bastard child."
We didn't get another word in. Joy was now in a mess of tears. I led her out as quickly as I could. I could not see out of one eye, I didn't want to risk the other one.
We got to the car and I navigated to my flat seeing through one eye. Beside me, Joy was heartbroken and curled in a fetal position on the front seat quietly sobbing.
I almost hit a tram I didn't see coming from my left. But we made it.
I held her as we walked to the door.
Joy looked up at my bruised face.
"Well, that went well." I joked.
"Shit Gus, your eye. Fuck that's funny. 'That went well!' classic."
Then we kissed.
"We have each other love, and our Baby. That's all that matters." I said as we held each other for the first time in three months.
I put my hands on her pregnant abdomen and felt the baby kick.
"I felt it, I felt our baby kick.
Then we were kissing. I hadn't seen Joy for months, this was the first time. Fuck we hadn't kissed for months, that kiss was the first.
"That's your Daddy little one. He loves you, and me, that's all that matters. I've been calling the baby boo. Boo wants you to get closer Gus. Boo heard that bad stuff and wants you to love on the boo."
My sister shed her top, and I helped her undo the dress that covered her obvious pregnant body. I dropped to my knees and whispered sweet words of love to our child.
"Daddy loves you Boo, more than anything else. I also love your mummy, you are a package deal."
Joy caressed my head as I kissed my unborn child. Boo rolled and moved a limb over my lips.
"Make love to me Gus. I need you in me. Boo needs to feel your love."
I stood to kiss, my lover. "Ow I might need to be careful how I do that for a while." I scrapped my brushed eye on a breast as I stood.
Joy moved my longer hair out of the way. I had been growing it out.
"I probably should put frozen peas on this."
"It can wait, It's probably too long since it happened. But I want to make love to you. That first."
We are both crying inside let's replace that with love.
I started slowly and somewhat reverently as I worshipped Joy's body.
"Gus, just remember I won't break."
"I guess I won't need a condom."
"No stud I want to feel your sperm fill me."
"And I won't need that towel and mat near the phone."
"Gus, I wondered how you did it."
"Come to bed."
We were both naked by the time we reached the bedroom.
Three months pregnant Joy wasn't sticking out there too obvious, but my sister's abdomen was swelling enough for me to have something to hold and work around.
I moved to her breasts. My lips found them plump and her nipples swollen.
"Gus, yes, god, they are so sensitive. Suck on them."
I spend a good amount of time suckling and playing with both.
"Gus, that's driving me crazy, touch my clit I want to, cum."
My fingers eagerly sought out their target.
"Yes make me cum."
I held my naked sister's pregnant body as she climaxed.
"In me, Gus put it in me."
"Which way?"
"It doesn't matter, I need you."
I climbed between her legs and entered her missionary style. She was tight again. Very moist and ready but almost like a virgin, like our first time.
"Yes, slowly, Gus, let me get used to you again."
I pushed slowly in and out until my sister's warm vagina had me completely in its warm grip. I wasn't going to last long. I had been saving myself for a few days.
I reached down and held our boo in both hands as I started to pump my hips.
"Yes Gus, like that."
I put my hands under Joy's bottom and lifted her up. I pulled her body to mine so I was kneeling. I could watch the three of us in this position. Joy's loving eyes, her swollen pregnant abdomen, and my penis pumping in and out of her tight vagina.
The view was too much.
"I'm going to cum."
"Yes, fill me with your baby-making sperm."
I cried out my release. Between the primal cries, the words 'I love you Joy' slipped from my heart and out of my mouth. I'm sure Joy came with me when she heard that.
Spent my penis slipped out and I lay next to my love. My injured eye determined how carefully I did that. In the quiet and caresses my eye started to make its pain known.
"Fuck Joy, it hurts now."
"I think you need those peas."
Joy hopped up and toddled to the kitchen. She came back with frozen peas wrapped in a tea towel. I noticed my sperm running down her leg. I was so happy but sad it had come to this.
Gently my Sister cared for my eye. Tears filled hers. Tears for my pain and tears that it did not go well.
"I'm going to miss them, Gus. They are still our parents."
"Maybe with the cruise and distance that will change their mind."
"We can hope, Love. We can hope."
But we never heard from them again.
We slept cuddling as close as my injury would allow.
The next day we drove to Mildura, well Joy drove, my eye had completely swollen over. We took the big car. We spent the next day loading the farm truck. We left most of the heavy furniture. I tried to protect Joy from any heavy lifting.
She had a friend's boyfriend come over to help with that. Joy rewarded him by offering him her stereo.
I realised I had to clear out my old bedroom as well. So I quickly emptied it into boxes, to be sorted later in Melbourne.
It took two days. I also checked the block and sheds making sure all was well.
We made love in our empty house the night before we left. They could have the bed.
We left the Holden parked at the house, we had stacked the records in the boot. I wasn't risking them Ion the truck. We had to bring the truck back.
I had timed the settling of the house well. It had settled while we were away so we could pack straight into it. We arrived just in time to catch the real estate agent for the keys and at last we were at our new home.
"Joy, this is it."
Excitedly I unlocked the front door and carried my sweetheart over the threshold.
The next two days were exciting. I organised a couple of local lads from my favourite pizza restaurant to unload the truck for me. Then found a moving company that could move the furniture and other things from my unit once we got back from returning the truck.
My eye was getting better so I did some of the driving. It took two days. We said goodbye to the block and Sultanas. We cuddled as we looked at the vines as they lost their leaves.
"I don't want to see a grapevine ever again," Joy commented.
"Well, we won't see these ones."
Let's go to the Lake to say goodbye. Before we drive home. So all loaded with those final bits one always finds, we drove to Fletchers. I parked on the ridge. I didn't want to risk sinking into mud at this stage.
We cuddled on the front seat. The cars in those days mostly had big bench seats. Particularly the big ones. We started getting turned on.
"Gus make love to me. I always wanted to do it here. I came regularly here while I was learning to cope with the idea of Boo. I would think of you, of our New Year, and tell myself it was worth waiting."
We started out on the front seat but it was cramped.
"Take me on the Bonnet Gus."
So that's what we did. My white naked butt reflecting the white glare off the salt. My girl was still bronzed. The baby was kicking in the warmth of the sun and my movements, which were so close to its secure womb. It was soulful passionate and caring love. Once I had deposited my load, Joy said. "I think you had better clean me up. I've missed your tongue."
My eye had prevented that privilege till now. So I happily sucked my sperm back out and gave Joy another orgasm in the process. She then cleaned my semi-hard cock with hers and we finished the cleanup with the damp towels from the morning's shower that we had spread over the load on the back seat.
It was a melancholic trip back to Melbourne.
The next six months passed quickly, and on the thirty-first of October, our Debbie was born.
Life was filled with living. I worked hard saving money for the next venture. Debbie was a bit of a live wire. She kept Joy busy. I loved coming home, flopping in a beanbag and reading her stories. Music always filled our house.
Debbie had her favourite albums, not kids' songs but Rick Wakeman and Queen. We used the pill for a few years, then decided to grow our family. So the twins were conceived. We thought we were getting just one for a long time. There were no ultrasounds or other stuff to check inside. Just a small doctor's Horn. So when he heard two heartbeats we knew it was time to move out of the city.
Joy always spoke of living on a farm. After an extensive search, we chose here. It was isolated enough to raise a family but stay quiet from potential scandal of a brother and sister raising a family. We decided that we did not want Mum and Dad finding us. It was easy to track us down in Melbourne, but they hadn't bothered.
Also, I could keep my real work, and my computer business under wraps. My plan was to buy a mini mainframe so I could work from home.
The twins were born in 1975 and we suddenly found that three children were a handful. We had no parents, to help. Because we were siblings, the children had only one pair of Grandparents to step in, but they had stepped out. So it was a hard and lonely time for Joy.
If I had to work in Melbourne for any length of time, we all came to live in Rathdowne Street. Joy made friends in the farming community and her social life improved.
Eventually, the kids went to school at the small Gerogery primary. But Joy was now feeling unsettled.
"Gus I need a job, something to do."
"The farm is not enough."
"Maybe, but I need some skills, something to work on."
"You have farm projects galore and have kids. But I get it. I would go spare just doing that."
The next week she came to me.
"I bought a car."
"A car, like we don't have enough."
"Not just any car, a doer-upper. I was at Val's and they sort of have a farm yard of old vintage cars that are just sitting there rusting. Bob has ideas of doing some up but never gets to them. So I convinced him to sell me one. It's cute."
"Really. So you want to do up, a car?"
"Yes."
"Well, maybe you should do a course in Albury as well, to skill up."
"So you're happy with me doing it."
"Of course, I think it's perfect."
"Great because Bob is dropping it off this afternoon."
So imagine my surprise when I saw Daisy on the truck. Well, the rusty shell of Daisy.
"Probably good it's a small car, Joy."
"That's what I thought Gus. It also has a small engine."
So Daisy was Joy's car. She loved it back to life.
Between kids and qualifying as a small engine mechanic and the farm, Joy was busy and very happy.
She painted it that bright yellow because it reminded her of Sunshine and Sunbury. It was my rocking hippy chick's yellow submarine. She was the sunshine of my life.
Life went on in this happy valley. We were aware that as the kids became young teenagers, they loved each other and were starting to get a bit frisky, so we had our first truth-telling. They found out we were siblings and they promised to cool anything physical until they came of age. We trusted them and they were true to their word.
Having identical twins is interesting. Both have their personalities, which you will learn about, but in a way, we were pleased they were not Brother and Sister twins. As cute as that was it made their growing up as teens easier.
It didn't surprise us that when they turned eighteen, they would disappear to their fort even as young adults. We also knew they swapped rooms and beds almost nightly. So we knew they were very sexually active with Joy.
What surprised us was that our boys ended up realising they were gay. Once that became apparent, mind you to Debbie first, before the boys realised it themselves, we had more family sharing about it. Debbie realised that her love for the boys was not as deep as their love for each other. So she stepped back from the passion and became open to finding her own love.
While the physical things continued it was less often and became more of an emotional need for love in our daughter. The twins joined an active Gay society in Melbourne. But that is their story.
Deborah realised that unless she moved to Melbourne she might miss out on finding her true love. So we organised for her to move to Rathedowne Street with her brothers.
We employed her in our Melbourne office. With the view to her taking over the management of it. She studied management at Melbourne Uni, which is where she met Brad and fell in love. It was a great time, but of course, Brad had no idea about the sibling love in our family. I'm sure he suspected the twins were gay. But he was okay with that.
Jack was born after a few years of trying. Debbie was having trouble conceiving and her age was old for those days, but at thirty-four she had Jack.
Joy and I were absolute dotting grandparents but. It is a big BUT. Not long after Jack was born Joy was diagnosed with Melanoma cancer. This shocked us all. Thinking back Joy was topless in the sun as often as she could. She always had an all-over tan.
But the Cancer, when they found it, was a stage four cancer and treatment was hard. In those days, even now not many people survived stage four. She was given maybe six months to live.
Debbie was pregnant by then with Sophie. I think it was this that kept Joy alive for eighteen months. She was determined to hold her granddaughter. It was a miracle but Joy had no strength and was a shell of herself. She couldn't give the love and care to Debbie that she had given her for Jack. The truth was that neither could I. I was so busy supporting the love of my life. So we could not look after the kids when Debbie needed it. Brad was in his honours year. It was hard for him to give what the children needed. A lot of the care fell to Debbie. So Dave and Rob stepped in.
I can't speak for Debbie but she was devastated by the news and deterioration in her Mum. I don't know if it was post-natal depression or just plain depression. But her world fell apart.
Her Brothers were there for her, whereas Brad wasn't. It was easier for him to work on his thesis in the library than among the chaos at home. In hindsight, he should have taken six months off study.
What followed was a tragedy. Debra got desperate for love, so she turned to her brothers. The love became physical one day. Old habits, yes, but also emotional needs. That's when Brad walked in on them having sex. The three of them.
He walked out, devastated. Debbie was beside herself. That week as Brad came to some decisions, it was so hard on us all. But your mother bore the shame and guilt. She begged forgiveness but none came.
The ultimatum was in the form of separating the children. It was a punishment for Deborah. Like a tortuous purgatory. That he threatened to adopt the girl if he won custody was an indication he had failed to bond with Sophie at all. He was more concerned with the incest though. More concerned that it was a genetic danger in the family. That was a massive slap in the face for Joy and myself.
But still he didn't stop me from visiting Jack over the years. As a male, I could understand it. He had been cuckolded by his brothers-in-law, even by gay men. For any man that would have been hard. Just that his solution was worse. Worse for everyone and ultimately worse for himself.
Debbie threw her love into Sophie. She became her treasure. But she locked Jack away. The only thing she could cope with was the bottle of Jack Daniels on the shelf. Soon the photos disappeared. To cope she erased memories. Debbie made me put away the albums. Brad for his part did the same. It was part of the blackmail. Jack was never to find out about Sophie.
Two months after the separation Joy passed away. While expected it was devastating. Her grave is actually on the property. There was an historical Gravesite here so we sought and received permission to use it as a family cemetery. I will be buried next to my sister at the end.
Debby lived with me for a long time and Sophie spent the first three years living here on the farm. I know for that time, the boys and Deborah didn't go back to physical love.
But eventually, Deborah needed both of the boys back in her life intimately. She tried all she could to find restoration and forgiveness. But failed. So she returned to Melbourne. Threw herself into managing the company. She had once again the love and support of her brothers who did their best to fulfill the Dad role for Sophie.
It was only with the untimely death of Brad that I could attempt to get the kids back together. Daisy, that indomitable yellow car became the tool for restoration.
Did we want Jack and Sophie to fall in love and be intimate? I think we all hoped so. But it was not a surety. What we did want though was restoration for the kids, and for Jack to forgive Deborah and have her back in his life.
As I write this last bit, Jack and Sophie have just completed two balloon rides. It is clear to me they have fallen in love. It now remains to be seen if this Journey to Love will result in the restoration of Jack with his Mother.
.................................
Next will follow Debbie's Story which will go into her sexual relationship with her twin brothers and the tragedy of the separation of Jack and Sophie; The main characters of Journey to Love. This story can be read totally independently of the main story or skipped altogether if you desire. It will contain bisexual activity and some homo sexual activity.
Following will be a continuation of the main storyline of Journey to Love. All main details or what happened next is covered in the next instalments of Journey to Love.
The background relationships and sexuality are covered in Debbie's Story and the Twins' Story and Grandpa's story. These are outlined contained in the main storyline. You could skip reading these but you would just miss out on slowburn sexual details of these relationships as well as their perspectives of events.
Thanks for sticking with this very long series. I trust you have enjoyed this part.
Let me know. Always open to ideas.
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Darkness
This is a shorter story between a brother and sister, both over eighteen. Read my note at the end to find out how personal and autobiographical this story it for me.
...............
Darkness
Today is a day of darkness. It washed over and through me as I lay in a fetal position in my bed. The covers pulled up, the blind down, in total darkness on what is outside a beautiful sunny day.
For me, it is not beautiful. For me it is nothing. I cannot think, cannot read, cannot hope. I can only live it out in nothingness until the fog lifts one more time, so I can etch out a semblance of my former life.
Hours pass. Only my nose pokes out so I can breathe the stale air of my bedroom. Feted air, that is worse because this twenty-year-old male has given up on cleaning his room. Besides he keeps the bedroom door shut so as to reduce the sounds of normal living his family make. He needs to allow them to live in the light.
Sometime, as day moved toward night, a slim body slipped into the room. The lips of my sister kissed my forehead.
"Not a good day," she states the obvious.
I groan. This is the time I look forward to most. When my sister, two years my younger, comes to show she cares. I know she cares deeply. But she can do little.
"I'm a nine," I whisper.
I rank my days out of ten. Ten being the worst. I joke that if I'm a ten call an ambulance. Today is a nine and a half. I dare not proclaim it a ten as it could get worse.
"I wish I could do something to help you."
She knows she can't do much when I'm a nine.
"You being here is enough."
She has not done this before, but I hear her slip off her shoes and she crawls under the covers to cuddle me from behind. It is a gesture I appreciate more than words can tell. I feel her clothed body spoon me. Her hands wrap around me and she holds her slightly cold hands to my chest.
In my state, I realise my chest is naked. It takes more to realise my body is naked. I am not wearing boxers. But I have no energy to protest. Besides my brain gets its first good feeling of the day.
My sister snuggles with me and I fall into sleep. She does too, but not before she buries her head in my hair and quietly weeps for me.
When I wake I am hard. It's morning wood, but it is not morning. It is, need a piss wood, but it is not that. It is, my sister holding my nakedness to herself, even though she has kept her hands away from my groin. I am not sure she even knows I have no boxers on. I slip away from her body and out of the bed. My Boxers are on the floor. I slip into them, then reach for my sunglasses on the nightstand.
In the dark hallway, I shuffle my way to the toilet. I wait for my boner it subside a bit, so I can let down. The toilet windowsill is my friend that props up my body. It is now night outside. My night and the word night come together as I piss away the horrid day.
Finished, I move to the kitchen.
"Oh you are up, not good today pet."
Everyone states the bleeding obvious. It had been seven long months, so my bad has become my family's normal.
"Dinner is nearly ready, do you want to eat with us."
"I will try."
"Have you seen your sister?"
"I'll get her," I say. I don't want them to find her asleep in my bed, even though it is innocent.
I shuffle back to my room and put on the bedside lamp. My sister is still asleep. I return the kiss to her forehead. I have not forgotten that kindness.
"Dinner is ready Fi, thank you for the cuddle, but you need to get up."
I find my soft dressing gown that is my comfort blanket in my illness. Except I'm not sure that it is an illness, more a condition, a syndrome.
My sister rolled out of bed and snuggled into me.
"What are you now?"
"I think I'm a seven. The sleep did me good, but I think your love is what made the difference. Thank you."
"I would sleep with you all day if I knew it would make you better."
I put on a cap to keep out the overhead lights. I tried not to think about what my sister just said.
Not every day is a nine. They come in cycles. Normally a few bad days in ten, but never good days, I have not had a one or two in months. I can do things when I get to five.
Brain fog is my constant companion. I have been here before. This is my third bout of Long Covid. When it goes the world becomes clear again. Even at a two the fog is still there. But it is such a companion I didn't realise its presence until it lifted totally for the first time. I had five months of normal after that. Not that I had anything to do. I had to pass up my University course. Long COVID had stolen two and a half years from me.
The meal time is subdued as my family knows I can't bear loud noises or constant chatter. But they accommodate me.
Dad, whose name is Frank, sits at the head and tells of his week. He earns the money that allows me to not need to work. He is a good family man. He loves us equally and does his best.
"The footy is on tonight. I take it you can't join us, Russ."
Oh, that is me, I have a name. Some days I think I'm just a nothing. A phantom soul nearly existing. I shake my head. I found out that tracking the football with my eyes does my head in. I can manage it if I'm a four but not a seven. Then I might only last a quarter.
"Do you think we can win Dad?" My younger Brother Andy is a big Carlton fan. But so are we all.
"Not sure, we are up against Richmond, they are playing well this year."
Andy is a good player himself, it is Australian Rules. He has speed around the pack. As a small, he picks the crumbs up in his fingers like the ball is glue. If around goals he can snap a fluky one. I love him and miss playing kick-to-kick with him.
My Sister sees my disappointment.
"Do you want to play cards with me, Russ? Maybe in my room, your room stinks a bit."
"Yes please, that will be great."
Mum kissed us goodbye as she had a regular Friday night get-together with her sisters doing photos.
Fiona has a nice mood light she can use so my eyes can cope. We sit cross-legged on her bed and start to play Uno. Well, I prop myself up on her pillows, because otherwise I would become exhausted.
We play quietly. She knows not to shout with glee when she puts down a pickup four. She just gets a cheeky grin and whispers Uno. She wins that game.
"I have an idea, Fi suggests, "the next person who wins gets to ask the other person a question, any question."
"Is this truth or dare?" I ask.
"No, ... she stops to think... no no way. You don't have to answer. Just some fun to make winning more interesting."
"I can live with that, but remember my brain fog will mean I probably won't get to ask you anything."
She just grins wickedly.
I lose the next round.
"I'm going to start with a big question first. Get it out of the way."
I wait as she gains courage.
"Are you a virgin?"
I almost choked on my water.
"That is a hard question for me, as I planned to lose my virginity at university. But that got stuffed up. Have you seen me have the chance since? Not even a casual hook-up. Not that I'd give myself to a cheap slapper."
"Thanks for being honest Russ, I'm sorry I didn't think such a question would actually be painful."
"I guess I have to wait. I think you need to deal."
I noticed Fiona was distracted this round. She wasn't trying to lose but I think my answer threw her. I won.
Now I had to pull a decent question out of my foggy head. I guessed she was still a virgin, so I wasn't wasting that one.
"Okay, Did you or your group of school friends ever think I was hot?"
Fi went red. "Not fair that's sort of two questions."
"Well, answer for your friends?"
"All the time, they would have been happy to throw themselves under your body, if it had not been for the brother rule."
"What's that?"
"Though shall not covert, date or fuck your best friend's brother."
"Bugger that rule, without it I might not be a virgin now." I sigh.
Fi grinned, "Oh you definitely wouldn't be. Sorry."
I got distracted thinking of which girlfriend I would have liked to nail. Consequently, I lost the next hand.
"Remember you don't have to answer."
"True but I'm also liking that we can be honest."
Fiona took a deep breath.
"Were you naked under the covers today, like no boxers?"
"Maybe, maybe not. That's for me to know and you to find out. Does a Scotsman tell what is under his kilt?
"I'll take it that that is your answer and it's a challenge."
I Groaned.
"So long as it doesn't mean you won't snuggle me when I'm bad. I think today you raised my levels up from a nine to a seven."
We played the next hand. I lost again.
"Did I turn you on while I cuddled you today?"
I looked Fiona directly in the eye. "No. When I'm a nine nothing turns me on. Not even porn. I don't think, I barely feel. But I loved it because it was you and you cared. It warmed my soul from its darkness."
"Good, I'll do it again then."
Next hand I won. I phrased my question carefully so as not to give the answer to my Scotsman's conundrum.
"Did you enjoy cuddling my body, that you thought might have been naked down below?"
Fiona went red again.
"I sort of couldn't get close enough to you. I loved your smell and your pecs in my hands. It was nice."
I felt myself getting hard. Shit.
Fiona won again. My hard-on was competing with my brain fog for my brain.
"Do you think my boobs are too small?" She bit her bottom lip as she asked me.
I was flustered. How do I answer to build her up? She obviously wanted a brother's opinion.
I sized her up and spent some time goggling her tits, which were well contained in her top. Fiona was a small slim girl, they had to be more than an A-cup. But beyond that, it was hard to tell in her clothes.
"Fiona you have an amazing body. I felt you pressing into my back today. I know I said I didn't get turned on. That was because I was a nine. Normally I probably would have. I know you are on the small side. But then you have a small body, so I would say perfect for you. Even though you are my Sister. If I wasn't your Brother, they would make me happy."
I got the answer right because she bounced over the cards and gave me a kiss. Brief, appropriate, but on the lips.
Fiona quickly sat back down, her doubts returned with the sitting.
"You're not just saying that?"
I shook my head but knew it was not enough. I looked down. I was now fully hard and obvious. It was dangerous but she needed to know, needed to be reassured.
I looked at her sheepishly. "My penis doesn't lie."
"Oh my god, sorry."
I hurriedly put a pillow over my lap.
"How embarrassing."
"For us both," I said. "Perhaps we should stop the questions, well the risky ones. How's Uni going?"
"Frustrating. Since covid, most of my classes are online. I might as well not be going to Uni. It's nothing like Mum and Dad talk about. I swear our generation will miss out on the social life and finding that special person. I do most of my work here at home. I've had two face-to-face lectures in six months, so fuck all chance of getting to know anyone."
"More than what I got. I didn't even make it to my orientation week. But I understand. You're right, even without long COVID, I would probably still be a virgin."
"Virgin Students unite. We should form a club."
"Or a What's App group," I suggested sarcastically.
"Shit no, that would be worse."
"I can see the headlines now. 2035 young people are starting to gather in the old university derelict precincts in the chance that it will be better than online AI-matched love lives."
Fiona added. "It is one of the anomalies of the mid-twentieth century that grandparents who chose love matches over matchmaking practices are watching their grandkids matched by computers."
"Shit my head is hurting, too much thinking, I might have a bad day tomorrow."
"Sorry Russ, I will stop. Let me cuddle you before you go."
Fiona snuggled under my arm and placed her closest arm over my pillow. I could feel the pressure on my dick, even if it was not helping me go down, she couldn't have known.
I buried my nose in her hair and committed the moment to memory. After thirty minutes of quiet, I stroked her head.
"I need to go to bed. Goodnight sweetie."
"Good night big brother."
I slipped out. Fortunately, I was soft once more. Because I think I saw her check.
I was right. The thinking last night had fatigued my brain and I woke with a headache and was back down to an eight and a half. I stayed in bed. I could read a little. So turned to find short stories online.
Over the last months, I had read through a number of short story sites but one kept popping up in the searches I had not dared to try. But my Sister had woken some sort of sexual need in me, so finally I clicked on Literotica.
There were a lot of choices of genre, but I chose First Time. I read a few, skipping the anointing first-time anal. I wanted to read about people like me; Virgins. Not my tenth time but first with some scrubber.
I have to admit I was hard most of the morning. Fortunately, I had put my iPad down and was asleep, when my sister slipped into my bed. I heard her, so drifted awake. I heard some rustling of clothes and she carefully tucked in behind me. Then I felt her nipples, hardened points burning into my back.
I stopped breathing. She snuggled closer. Her breasts squashed into my flesh and I knew then she was topless.
I groaned as I sucked in a breath.
"You're awake Russ?"
"I am now."
She giggled. "Good this might be a waste otherwise."
Her hand curled around me and she spooned me. I could feel, wait, shit, that was her, it has to be, her pubes tickled my bare arse.
"That answers the Scotsman's Challenge." She whispered in my ear.
"You know this is wrong."
"So wrong, but if it helps you get better it's worth it."
I relaxed. True to my level of fog I didn't get hard but I felt so loved. My body tingled with warmth. It was strange as I hadn't felt this before. Fiona was good. She did nothing more than hold me pressed all the way down my body. Her top leg encased my torso. She put her bottom arm under my head and once again her other arm held the hand that held my breast. My hands clutched hers to my heart.
We slept, but when Fiona heard the garage door she bolted from the bed. I looked to see her naked body pick up her clothes and bolt from the room. I liked the sight of her little tushy naked for me to see. I got hard then.
I needed the toilet, so got up, made myself decent, and headed to the toilet. Fortunately, I beat my little brother who was suddenly doing the busting dance. I guessed the family had just arrived home.
I toddled into the kitchen to greet Mum.
"How are you pet?" She gave me a hug.
"I was an eight to nine all day but I've just woken up and feel good, like I could be even a six."
"Well, don't overdo it. Is your sister home?"
"I think so. I might go and watch some tele. I'm so bored not being able to do even that."
My little brother burst into the room.
"I was busting Russell. I nearly wet myself."
"Well you didn't, how was your game?"
"We won, I scored three goals and assisted two."
"Good on you champion. I wish I could have been there to watch. Maybe next week".
"It's an away game next week, so probably not. Too far for your brain."
"Yeah." I was genuinely downhearted. "Did the Blues beat Richmond last night?"
"Wow, you were bad to not know by now. Yes, we did, by one point. Luckily you didn't watch, the stress was huge. I'm going to get a shower."
"Well if you see Fi, no better still, can you knock on Fi's door and tell her I'm going to watch some TV?
Five minutes later I heard Fiona talking to Mum then she brought us some popcorn to eat.
"Mum said it would spoil our dinner but I smiled sweetly and said you needed a treat."
Fiona snuggled into me and we watched the latest episode of Dancing With The Stars.
"Interesting choice Russ?
"Well, I knew you liked it and it will drive Andy away from bugging us."
"Clever boy. I knew I loved you for a reason."
"Thanks by the way. I'm a six, thanks to your cuddles."
"Did you like it?"
"More than you dreamed."
"That might be hard. Were you hard?"
"Cheeky, I was level eight/nine, so no." But then I stopped debating whether to tell her.
"When you left in a rush, nice tush by the way. I got hard then."
"So it wasn't a waste on you?"
"Dangerous move, but I feel so much better thanks to you little Sis."
Just then Andy burst into the room. I doubt Andy knows how to enter any other way.
"What! You are watching this crap? I'm out of here. Seriously, Bro, our Sister is polluting your mind."
Fiona high-fived me once he had disappeared. Then we laughed.
"Was it weird for you Fi?"
"Not weird, just, I don't know sort of freeing."
"Did you get hard yourself?"
"You're an idiot."
"I felt your nipples. They were hard in my back."
"Ok, but if you are asking was I turned on, then yes. I was wet."
"Oh..."
"I'm surprised your bed did not have a wet spot."
"Shit, I didn't even check."
"Consider it a present if I did."
"Is it okay that we are talking like this?"
"Maybe, a girl has to be able to ask Big Brother stuff she can't share with the olds."
"So you think I'm safe."
"I guess, sort of but, Russ," she looked into my eyes. "I hope not too safe."
Just then we got called to dinner.
After dinner, I went to my bed to read and Fiona let me know she had a friend's chat organised. I settled into some more erotica reading. My sister sure turned me on just then.
I read a few first-time stories but decided to check out the site more. That's when I saw the incest category. I groaned to myself. I was glad I was in incognito mode. It took a little to find out how to use tags but soon I was searching for brother and sister stuff.
I sort of knew it was a thing, but fuck, this stuff was mind-blowing. I read a few stories but liked the slow-burn stories best.
I rolled over on my bed to my other side when I felt it. Damp. The penny dropped. Shit, my sister. I threw back the covers and sniffed the wet patch. Fuck my nerve cells spasmed right through from my nose to my cock.
I was already turned on from my reading. My cock demanded me to give it relief. With my head buried in the wet spot and my arse in the air, I sipped down my pyjama pants and pumped my cock. My tongue sort of got a taste. It was not much but I managed to pull some sheet into my mouth and suck. At the same time, I came. Bu that I mean I had the most erotic, hard, body-shaking cum I had ever had. My jizz actually blasted my chin and joined my Sister's wet spot.
Then embarrassment followed and guilt. I quickly wiped myself clean on the sheet. Fortunately, it is a queen bed so I could sleep on the dry side. But I needed to air out my room and wash tomorrow no matter what my levels were.
As I tried to nod off, my mind cycled through guilt about wanking over my sister and thinking about how I could make it right. Right to keep, going with this path we both appeared to be taking. Fuck I was screwed.
In the morning Fiona poked her head in the door.
"Bro this room stinks. I don't mind fresh Russ smells, but rusty crusty disgusty months-old crud smells no.
"I can't help it I'm sort of stuck in here with no energy."
I watched her little face light up with an idea. She waltzed over and kissed my forehead.
"Can I clean it for you?"
She was genuine.
"Really, yes it's actually getting too much for me. I was going to have to wash my sheets this morning anyway."
"So I did leave a wet spot?"
I went red.
"Goody you found it." She giggled. So can I clean up for you?"
"I won't be much help you know."
"I have a suggestion. You can camp in my room. That way I can open the curtains and blinds and let the sun in. If it's okay you won't need to do anything just sleep in my bed.



"But won't you get my boy smells?"
"I hope so, but clean ones. You're showering first buddy. I'll just go let Mum know what I'm doing so she doesn't misunderstand. You coming out for breakfast?"
"After my shower. But maybe coffee and toast is all."
Fiona leant over and kissed me. On the lips. A soft, gentle, nice, ball-turning, kiss on the lips. She then skipped out to tell Mum.
I dragged my naked and hard body out of the sheets and doffed my dressing gown. I shuffled to the bathroom. Naked I weighed myself. My weight was creeping up because I was getting zero exercise. Worse I was hardly doing even normal stuff. My step count rarely made it over 200.
My body as I looked in the mirror had lost its tone and was getting flabby. But exercise fatigue was a real thing with this shitty condition. Ten minutes of anything strenuous could put me in bed for two days unable to move.
My cock was limp. I took it with me to the shower. If I did manage to find a girlfriend to use this appendage on, ten minutes of lovemaking might be far too much exercise. I groaned as the shower cascaded over me and I lost myself in warmth and soap. But I refrained from giving myself a helping hand. In the back of my mind was the thought of being in my sister's bed today.
Mum welcomed me into the kitchen.
"I don't know what had possessed Fiona but she wants to clean your bedroom for you."
"I know, a bit amazing."
"So you'll camp in her room until it's done. What level are you?"
"Seven/eight, a bit better than two days ago but I still need the dark."
"Well, you make sure you rest. No helping your sister. But I'll give her credit. I've been dreading needing to go in and do that myself."
"She loves me I guess."
"I do too you lug head, but that is some love. I'm pleased she is looking out for you though. It must be tough living through this?"
"It is Mum, real tough."
I wandered back it my room to find the vampires had fled with the sunlight streaming in where it had not reached for months.
"Too bright."
Fiona bounced around and shuffled me to her room.
"Give me that gown, it needs a wash."
She all but dragged it off me.
I stood in my boxers. I could see she was taking a good look.
"These too," she said as she shipped them to my ankles.
"Fi!" I cried as I dashed my hands to cover my genitals.
"Hop into the bed and I'll bring you fresh ones, if I can find any."
I quickly slipped between her sheets but not fast enough as she slapped my bare rump and said.
"Nice tush."
I was beet red. Her soft clean sheets were pulled to my chin.
I peeked at her impish face. I didn't have any words.
"It's sort of sexy having a naked man in my bed. I think you just took my bed's virginity. So to speak."
"Well, I guess you took my bed's V card last night. So they are even."
"Maybe when I finish your room I can slip in with you and you can cuddle with me."
"Not helping me calm down."
"Good, I want you to smell my bed up a bit, so I can smell you when I sleep tonight. Till then sleep well in mine."
She turned off the light and her room went dark.
I lay there trembling. What was happening? My sister was openly flirting with me. I was turned on. I rubbed my hardness on her sheets. I was tempted to leave her a wet spot. Then I buried my head in her pillow and let her fresh smells send me into a new darkness. One fed with love and lust mixed together with my fatigue. I sunk back into sleep. Sleep was my constant companion and my one escape.
My dreams were erotic. I was trying to fuck my sister. I was wrapped up in her smells and in her warmth but my penis couldn't find the hole. We changed location in the frustration of seeking completion. The lounge with the TV blaring, the shower warm but no relief. The kitchen but Mum kept popping in and out. Finally my bed with its funky smell. My body was between her legs finally at the right place when I woke up hard and sweating.
I lay there. I hope that gave her the pheromones she asked for I sighed. I needed to go. But I was hard, naked and my sister had taken my clothes and gown. Fuck.
I grabbed my phone from the bedside table. Eleven o'clock. I had slept for two hours.
I rang my sister.
"Hi, big brother, what's up." Then she giggled.
"I need to go."
"Well go."
"You have my clothes."
"So I do. I think the family are all out."
"Except for you."
"True."
"Well?"
"My dressing gown is behind the door. Wear that."
"Thanks".
"By the way you look so cute lying in my bed."
I looked at her dressing gown behind the door. Fluffy, pink and small compared to mine. I hopped out of bed. Fuck I was naked in my sister's room. I liked it. Shit. I saw myself in her full-length mirror. Naked man in girls' room, was sexy. I decided to walk around a bit. To soak in the stimulation it. Ideas are strange when they permeate the soul, the idea of something risky, forbidden, Eros embodied in moment.
I made my way to her gown. It barely wrapped around my larger torso. I was not fat but I was tall and well-built, notwithstanding the fatty tissues I had acquired recently. But the gown was warm and fuzzy and fresh. It came to just below my ball sack. As I said my sister was short. I was six two, she was four ten.
I was even harder, but needed to go really bad now, so I snuck down the hall to the loo. On my way back my sister was leaning on my bedroom door frame watching me.
"That is hot dear brother. I'm sorry, but that is turning me on."
She met me in the hall and tucked her arms around me in a hug.
"I'm nearly finished. Everyone has gone out. I'll come and give you a cuddle soon."
My cock was hard pressing just below her breasts. She had to know.
"Are you trying to seduce me, Sis?"
"Yes," she breathed and tilted her head up for a kiss.
I knew I shouldn't, but my lips were drawn to hers and we kissed. Way beyond a brotherly kiss. After an eternity she pushed me away.
"Hop into my bed I'll be there soon."
I turned and stumbled into her room.
"Oh, Russ?"
"Yes," I turned.
"Did you find my present for you under my pillow?"
"No."
"Enjoy."
She stopped and looked at me passion poured out of her eyes.
"Nice view."
God, my cock was poking straight up in front of my exposed naked torso.
Suddenly I didn't care. I waved my hips, thus cock at my Sister and let the gown slip to the floor. Naked I turned to slip once again between her sheets.
I snuggled into her smell the remembered the present. My hand slipped under the pillow and found something small and silky.
I knew what they were before I bought them to my nose. That was what I had been smelling all morning. They were dry now but obviously, she had cum in them recently. I wrapped the panties around my cock. Fuck I needed to cum.
I was almost there when my sister poked her head in the door.
"Don't waste it I'll be there in a minute."
I froze. Stunned.
Five minutes passed when Fiona came in and shut the door. I think I heard the lock.
I looked at her, lust in my eyes.
"If you hop in here with me you know I'm going to make love to you? You won't get out until we have lost our virginities."
She nodded, suddenly shy. "Yes, please."
She started to strip.
"Put on the bedside lamp I want to see."
I flung my sunglasses away. This moment was not going to be consumed in the darkness. I watched as my sister revealed her petite body to me.
"Fuck, your breasts are perfect."
I pulled back the sheets to reveal my body to her. Her satin pastel blue panties still wrapped around my penis. Both our sets of eyes were everywhere. She slipped her panties off revealing her dark but small tuft of hair, on her cute mound.
She stepped to me. "Here these are wet. She held her sodden panties to my nose and took my penis into her hand."
I came and came hard. I splattered her body with my sperm.
"Good," she giggled. "You might last now when I take this monster in me."
Then my sister pushed me onto my back. She straddled my prone body and nestled her vulva along my length.
Looking at my wide-open eyes, eyes she rarely sees as they are hidden beneath sunglasses, she massaged my sperm all over her body. Her lower lips massaged me and kept me hard.
"Do you want to take my virginity, Russ?"
"Yes," I breathed. My hands slipped to her breasts, still slippery with my spunk.
"Fuck now, play later. Don't worry I'm on the pill."
She rose herself up and grabbed my cock so my glans smooched along her slippery lips, parting them in readiness, she was so wet. Fuck.
My head found the hole. It was small and tight, I doubted I would fit, But then she did the unthinkable. She dropped down with force punching me into her depths in one movement. Her cry pierced the house. I was buried so deep our pubic hair squashed between us. Fiona flung herself onto my chest and kissed me in a fury of passion. I could feel her passage spasm on my cock right up and down its length, as her body struggled with her demand that it stretch.
"Oh god it hurts, she whispered in pain as she bit my neck. "Fuck yes, oh fuck cumming."
Then she was shaking and spasming on me I hadn't moved.
She slumped and held me. My body started to want to move. Slowly I withdrew an inch then pushed back in.
"Does it hurt?"
"A little but keep going."
Her fluids released deep in her cum began to lubricate me. I began a slow loving movement that expressed my love.
My sister sat up a bit and we looked into each other's eyes. Now we were making love. I only came halfway out. I was afraid of giving up this velvet tightness that gripped my soul through my cock.
I could feel my need to cum again build.
"Cum in me anytime you like, don't worry about lasting. We have a lifetime to play and experiment."
I thrust a bit faster.
"I love you, Sis, fuck I love you, Fiona, fuck I'm going to cum."
"Fill me, Bro, I have loved you for years, I've wanted this. I have wanted you to cum in me forever."
I thrust hard and came with an equal hardness. My spurts pumped into my sister, deep into her. Then she came again, on me and with me.
Stilled, she reached for the lamp and returned the room to darkness. We remained joined and I cradled my small petite sister in my arms.
We were too excited to sleep. I was too exhausted to move. I played with her hair as it barely came up to my chest.
We held each other in our love as long as we dared.
"I need to get you back to your bed before the family gets home."
Slowly she pulled my shrinking penis from her vagina and our juices flowed onto her bed.
She pulled me up and led me naked next door to my room. My bed was ready and I slipped in. Her lips met mine and her hand coddled my genitals.
"Sleep, well. Tomorrow we have the room to ourselves."
Naked she turned toward the door. She turned off the light leaving my room in darkness and her nakedness silhouetted in the door frame.
"Thank you, Fi, for turning my darkness into light."
...........
Note:
Like 'Russ' I suffer from long covid. Specifically swelling in the brain. I wanted to write what I experience in my daily life. I am well over their age and nothing in the story reflects how I lost my virginity. I have lost over three years to this horrid disorder. I have spent many many months in eights and nines.
Without long covid I would not have started writing erotica. So I guess that is the good from the bad. At least for you my dear readers. What you read is my life, without the sister or the sex.
I am halfway through writing Debbie's story JTL series. I needed something more innocent than that one for a while. I hope to have that one finished within the week.
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Debbie's Story.
I was just two weeks off being three when the twins were born. I know I should have been jealous of Mum's attention being lost, but she said she had two so I could have one to look after. Except I had trouble telling which brother was which, they were identical. Also, mummy had boobies and try as I might, the boys just didn't take to mine.
I became Mum's little helper. I would hold one brother sitting on the rug, while Mum changed the other. No way I was helping with that poopy job. It was a big time in our lives because we had just moved to the farm. We had a cow and ducks and lambs. But lambs turned into sheep, which were not so fun. I can't say the same for my brothers. The older they got the more fun we had.
As we grew up we became inseparable. We had a whole farm to play in and adventures became our forté. Sure we had farm jobs to do but after this, it was adventure time. Mum and Dad were not too keen on us having to do homework. It was enough travelling to school and back on the bus, taking up home time.
So long as we concentrated in school and used our brains, they were fine with telling the teachers to keep it to a minimum. Now my brothers were smart. Real smart. I was too, but they had ambition and I was content to go with the flow.
On our own initiative, we built a schoolroom in a barn and when we wanted to, I became the teacher and taught the boys my maths. I figured later this helped me learn mine better anyway.
Now Dad was a computer nerd. I mean big time. He had a building built especially to hold some older computers that the university was throwing out. I think he paid something for them.
We had own own computers in his computer room as well. So Dad taught us coding. C++ had recently come out, so we would sit with him in the room and write fun little programs.
By this time I could tell my brothers apart. Dave was the computer/maths wiz but preferred science. Rob was the arty person. He was softer and more gentle. Dave wanted to lead, Rob was happy to follow so long as he could make up the stories for our current adventure. Rob was very into musical theatre and he rewrote Pirates of Penzance for three actors. We had a family concert in the hay shed. I think I was about fourteen at the time.
I became more interested in the business side of things. I was sworn to secrecy. Family stuff was family stuff, no one should know about what Dad really did. He was a farmer, but it was very part-time. It is why we didn't grow crops. Too much work.
I found out later that a lot of the animals belonged to neighbours and Dad leased the paddocks. He was keen on Landcare and environmental farming. So much of the place had little trials going on. He programmed stuff to get the best from the land.
Then he would disappear to the city and do special jobs. I found out it was not spy stuff, as we used to think, but he was one of the top programmers in the country and these trips were well-paid troubleshooting trips. I used to talk to Dad about business management. He recognised my interest, so when I graduated year twelve, I went to university to study business management and investment. At the same time, I worked in an office. No one knew that it was our family's company. Thus I could learn the business from the ground up. Practical should always lead theory. That was Dad's motto.
My brothers joined me in Melbourne. Dave was doing Biomedical Sciences, but at Monash, because they were leaders in that field. Rob studied drama and performing arts at a number of different places. We have a three-bedroom house in Carlton, which the family trust owns.
We lived with each other once the twins went to Uni. The house was near Melbourne University, where I was doing my honours, so boys had to drive or take public transport to where they were studying. But that stuff is the boring technical stuff of our lives.
The three of us kids loved each other. We always had. I missed the boys when I first went to Melbourne. We were always a bit 'lovie-dovie' with each other when we played families or doctors and nurses. It was all innocent play. But our parents sat us down and we had a good chat about the rules, legals and stuff.
It was then they told us the biggest family secret. Why we never saw our grandparents? Mum and Dad were brother and Sister. They always demonstrated love and trust. They trusted us. So we took our secret oath that we used as young kids and promised there would be no sex play until we were all over eighteen and then it had to be by mutual agreement, if we still felt that way.
Well I did, and I dreamed of a time when we came of age.
We all came home for easter the weekend the Boys turned eighteen. I was turning twenty-one two weeks later so we had a combined turning-of-age party at the Gerogery community hall.
The next day Rob made a suggestion.
"How about we visit the old lair?"
"Great idea," said Dave. "For old time's sake. So long as we don't have to sing Pirates or something."
"What about you, Debbie?"
"Sure. But let's take the four-wheeler. Can't say I want to walk all that way."
What they didn't know was that I had taken regular trips up there recently in the hope we could do so stuff together. I had been waiting for the day they turned eighteen for three years. I gave it a good clean-out and installed a new futon roll-up mattress. One of my brothers had buried a Playboy under some Phantom comics, so it hadn't been totally unused since I had left for Melbourne.
I even stashed up there some alcohol, and snacks I kept in a secure eski. Possums and rats had done some damage in the past few years. Candles and incense provided ambience.
I didn't suggest anything, but I was hoping my brothers were up for some sexual activity. I loved my brothers and was keen to explore those feelings that I had buried so long ago.
The lair was in the hills under a distinctive rock face. It was a cave with an inner chamber. We used to imagine Captain Moonlight used it as a hideout. But I think a rock fall had opened up the access more recently.
As soon as we got close Dave yelled, "Someone has been here. I can tell the track has been used."
"Arm yourselves, Pirates," Rob cried, "prepare to defend the honour of our Lair."
We grabbed sticks and approached the entrance.
"It's a girl. I can smell her perfume."
"Arh a damsel to rescue."Rob proposed.
"Or a wench to fuck," Dave cried.
"You wish boys. But this one just wants to have a chat."
So we settled in and I broke out the alcohol.
"So we are all eighteen, what do you think of the oath we took? Are you wanting to create a new one?"
"Do you mean we can experiment with sex and stuff?"
"If we agree. But one for all and all for one."
"You mean threesomes are on the table."
"Or on the floor."
The internet had opened porn to the home computer although modem bandwidth was very slow so it was mainly text-based stuff and pixelated photos.
We had early access to graphics computers, but we could navigate stuff via code. Bulletin boards and the like.
"I've been on some interesting sites, Dave and Rob."
"Go on, we might have found some ourselves."
"You know that Mum and Dad are siblings."
"Of course. Well, I looked it up, incest. It is quite a hot topic. So I read a bit. Sometimes made-up stories, but other times real experiences. I have always loved you two. I mean I've found myself masturbating thinking about what it would be like. "
"So I think what you are saying is you want us to have sex and things together," Rob replied.
"Of course she does," Dave added. "I'm sure our sister can help your creative imagination come up with some exciting stories."
"What does Dad always say?" I asked them.
The light switched on in my brothers' eyes.
"Practical should always lead theory." They whispered in unison.
"So how do we start?" Rob queried.
"Kissing," Dave suggested.
"Is it all for one?"
The boys nodded.
"No one gets left out. If that happens we stop. I don't want to be exclusively with one of you. I don't want one of you to dominate me and leave the other out." I looked at Dave.
"I get it, I'm the more upfront one but I love my brother, I never want to leave him out."
"Well, if we do this then we need to be clear. If anyone of us is feeling left out, or hard done by, we need to speak up. Sometimes we can't tell in the heat of the moment."
"So agreed."
"Agreed."
We had long had a secret handshake thing. Except it wasn't just hands.
We stood and put our heads together in a triangle and our right hands moved to the person next to us onto their right butt cheek. We would cup the buttock and shake. It was like a woven hug.
We then paused and looked into each other's eyes.
"Forever," we said together.
We didn't normally stay this way but I leaned toward Rob on my left and kissed him then turned and did the same for Dave.
"Again" I breathed. I moved to Rob and we kissed more passionately this time, for longer. Turning to Dave we repeated the kiss and began to open our mouths to touch our tongues.
Our hands were still firmly planted on our butts and we squeezed our hands and pulled each other in tighter.
"Kiss me together Brothers."
Two sets of lips attacked mine with passion. Open-mouthed we duelled three tongues equally.
I pulled back my head. "You didn't mind that your tongues actually touched each other?" I asked my Brothers.
Rob looked down sheepishly. "No, it was hot."
"I agree, fuck, I felt sparks. It was different with the three than when you kissed us separately Debbie." Dave agreed.
"Well, I think that proves that this will work."
We stepped back from our grips and I got to look down. Both my brothers had significant hard-ons. I could see worry cross Rob's face.
"It's alright boys. I'm very wet down there also, that was hot. I'm so turned on right now."
They both smiled at me. I loved their penetrating love smiles. Just imagine getting two identical ones at once. I have been getting them since they first smiled. Well after the windy smiles of newborns, that is.
"Okay. Can I ask some questions before we go on?
Do you want to go on?"
I got two eager nods.
"Do you masturbate? I knew the answer but needed to get it in the open."
"Yes," said Dave.
"But never together."
"But you have seen each other hard?"
"We share a room, der," Dave stated the obvious
"It's hard to hide morning wood," Rob added.
"But we normally do it in the shower. Or when no one is around."
"Do you masturbate Debbie?" Rob asked.
"Yes, darlings, I've had three years waiting for you to catch up."
"Have you done it with anyone else? It's a long time to wait."
"If you mean fuck. No. But I have kissed. But nothing as exciting as what we just did."
I got my smiles again.
"I might have had a feel or two and been felt. But only over clothes."
"Can I make a suggestion for today and then we should wrap up? I know I'm your big sister but I'm also a responsible sister. Those three years mean I have a duty of care for you. So I want us to go home after and I want you both to think really hard about whether you want to continue this after today. Today we are getting some practical. But I want you to now think and question. Because if we continue everything will change. It has implications. Do we want to lose our virginities together? Will we be exclusive? Do you want to go into the world and find true love in another person?
"Although I've been thinking about it for longer, it's untested for me also. Is there a man out there for me? Not discounting the two men standing in front of me.
So I want us to be sure before we cross lines that can't be uncrossed."
"I get it, Debbie, it's a big step."
"Every step is a big step, Rob. I love that our sister cares to make sure we are all on the same page."
"So what next?" Rob asked.
"Can I hold you, as in feel you? Over our clothes only today." They nodded together their excitement showing.
"But what do we feel? Dave asked.
"Would you be alright if it is a breast each today? I don't think I could take two hands groping me at once down there just yet.
"Oh god, I've dreamed of feeling your breasts," Dave said.
"We are twins, shit yes, same dreams, same desires," Rob added.
I put my hands down and gently cupped my brothers' groins in each hand, stepping forward as I did so. I felt two hands move to my breasts. I was a C cup, so not as big as Mum but definitely two hands full. We all groaned in unison.
Then I started to explore. "Bros, I think you are the same size. Shit, that's hot."
They giggled. "It's what identical means silly." Dave quipped.
"True, but things happen. One of you might have a better blood supply down there."
"Keep that up and I'll cum, Debbie," Rob gasped.
"How do you like my breasts? I wore my lightest satin bra today."
"So soft and squishy, I can feel your nipple, hard in my palm," Dave said through whispered breath.
"I love it big sister. I can't wait to feel them without clothes."
"Same here," I said to my Brothers as I ran my fingers up and down their hardness. Or is that hardnesses?
"Well, one last practical. Then we need to head home."
"Would you like to masturbate with me while we all watch each other?"
"Fuck yes!" Dave said.
"I won't last long," Rob confessed.
"Well let's sit on the couch, I'll go in the middle. But no touching each other. Just ourselves."
"Um, when I cum where do I shoot it?" Rob was always the thinker.
"I brought some towels up with that in mind." I retrieved three from a suitcase in the corner.
"You need one?" Dave questioned.
"Too right I do. I'll sit on mine. I might need to fold it double."
"That much?"
"Yes Rob, I've soaked my jeans already."
I opened my legs out and the big wet patch that had been forming there was so obvious.
"Fuck!" the boys said in unison.
"I think we need to strip our bottoms off. Leave our shirts on. I will have a spunky guy on each side of me. I do not want to lose control."
"Together?" Rob said.
"Yes."
We stood back and slowly undid our jeans buttons then our flies.
"Next time we might wear shorts," Dave suggested.
"God, I hope there's a next time." Rob breathed.
"Only if we all come back next time and agree to keep going."
"Right, think. I'm liking this practical."
Without words we shimmied out of our Jeans, our undies got caught in the jeans as they often do so came down with them. I stared as two identical hunks of man meat were pulled down only to flick up once released.
I spread my legs a bit to give the guys a fair look. Our jeans were now around our ankles.
"Let's get these off," Dave cried.
What followed was a comedy of struggles. Getting jeans off while standing was bloody hard. I fell backward on the futon and worked at mine. My legs were so apart from the process that the boys got a very graphic look between my legs. I was flowing wet.
"Fuck," Dave said. "You certainly are wet."
"I can see the fluid running," Rob added.
The boys still half de-jeaned flopped either side of me and completed the task. I looked down at two magnificent penis's, or penii, sticking upward in the middle of what were frankly two trim groins and abdomens. Smooth, yes hairs around the top of the cocks but not much else.
"So fucking sexy boys."
There was fluid beading on both cocks but Robs started to almost flow.
"Rob, you are producing a lot of precum, is that normal for you?" Dave asked.
"Yep."
"Well," I said, "our first difference. Otherwise, you to look identical."
"I think so," Rob added.
"It's heaven in stereo from where I'm sitting. But can you shuffle over more? I may need more room. I don't want us to actually touch. I'm having enough trouble stopping myself from raping you both just now as it is."
"I get it. The thought crossed my mind." Dave confessed.
"Except it wouldn't be rape, because I'd want it," Rob squeaked excitedly.
They shuffled and I lifted my hips to place my towel under me.
"Okay, slowly start. But remember, I'm a girl so I might cum more than once."
My hands reached to my aching vulva. At the same time, I saw my brothers gently grasp their hard penises. Rob was left-handed and was conveniently on my left. Dave was right-handed, so I had an unimpeded view of both their actions. I spread my legs wide so I could maximise their view. With that in mind, I deliberately parted my labia major and spread my juices around. The boys were focused on me, but their hands gently stroked themselves. I watched them look at each other and begin to mirror their actions. I'm not sure it was deliberate. Maybe just a natural synchronisation. But you never know with twins.
Rob had plenty of initial lubrication, but Dave was less fortunate. I saw him spit on his hand.
I pulled on my Labia Minor and showed them the stretchiness of my inner flaps. Then I dipped a finger into my vagina. I might have technically been a virgin, but I broke my hymen two years ago experimenting. I bought a dildo to help me imagine my brothers doing me. Mm, I kept this secret, but after a while, I bought a second identical one. Let's say more than one hole was prepared.
I picked up the pace as I felt the need for my first cum. Both hands fought for access to myself as I stuffed a finger in from both hands.
"Shit, I'm cumming boys," I arched my hips in response.
My brothers took their hands off and watched as my body shook.
I settled down and they resumed.
Both boys spat some more for lubrication.
"I'm sorry I didn't think of bringing lube. I have some in my room."
I can't seem to get enough spit." Dave sighed.
I had an idea. "Maybe I can help."
My mouth was salivating so much I was almost drooling at the sight of my brothers. I sat up and leant over Dave's cock and hands. I then dribbled and spat onto his cockhead.
"Fuck," said Rob, "I thought you were going to suck him then. That was so hot."
"You want some?" He nodded, so I repeated the action for him as well.
"I see what you mean Rob," Dave affirmed.
"Wow I'm going to cum soon," Rob informed us.
I had my hand wedged between my thighs and sat back again then picked up the pace. My top hand started to work around my clitoris. It was hard and sticking out significantly.
"Cum any time Rob, I don't mind if you don't cum together, that way I get to see both of you cum much better."
"Ok fuck," Rob's other hand started working below and on his balls. He arched his back and came hard. Over his shoulder, onto his face and then up his tee shirt.
My climax followed as I squeezed my clit as he shook.
"Fuck that was awesome Rob, I'm ready to blow Deb."
Dave was using two hands in an opposite twisting fashion then switched to pumping his penis into his fits like they were a vagina.
I was still cumming from watching Rob cum, so my climax rolled on.
"Here it comes, fuuuuck," Dave cried. He held himself straight upright with groin thrust up into his hands and he came. His sperm rose up at least a metre before so, splashing down on himself, the second pump actually got me, which sent me into uncontrollable spasms. He must have ejaculated at least half a dozen times before he slumped spent.



I meanwhile was still cumming. Then I squirted. I didn't squirt as far as the boys, but both their legs got wet.
Two jaws were wide open in amazement. After five minutes we silently took our towels and started to clean up. By unspoken agreement, we put our clothes back on.
We stood together. We did our head together, and butt shake.
"Thanks, brothers, that was awesome."
"Unbelievable," Rob whispered.
"Fucking brilliant," Dave added.
"Ok," I said as I gathered my thoughts. "Let's come here again tomorrow, but feel free to talk about it in the meantime. To each other or with me, or even Mum and Dad if you need to. But please think. Don't let the extreme pleasure of what just happened overshadow your hesitations or real thoughts. We love each other, we know that, but is it enough? For the future or perhaps even forever."
"I get it Debbie, wow intense stuff," Rob added.
"Yeah, I need time to think. I'm normally just action first. Thanks, both of you."
"Can I suggest a kiss to finish," Rob tentatively suggested.
We looked into each other's eyes as we came close and unspoken, kissed in three-way passion.
"Fuck." We groaned together. Then we silently walked out of the cave.
"Hold on guys," I said as I dashed back in.
I came out with towels. "These need washing."
We laughed then. Freed from the tension, we chatted excitedly all the way home.
I know the boys took time out for quite a few chats. I was pleased they were taking it seriously. At times like this, I wish I had a Sister, but I had Mum. We could always talk openly. So I sought her out.
"So you and the Boys have started experimenting."
Mum came straight out with it.
"How could we not Mum?"
"I get it. Like you, I'm the older Sister. I have recognised the love you share for a long time. Perhaps it's complicated because there are two Brothers and one Sister."
"Being twins Mum, shit it's worse, it's being in love in stereo.
Mum chuckled, "I'm not sure I could have coped with two Gus's. "
"You mean in bed?"
"God yes, your father is a stud, even now."
"I'm not sure that doesn't classify as too much information. But I'll give back some of my own. Crap they are so alike down there, if you know what I mean."
"Well, perhaps you keep that to yourself. But I'm glad you're finding out."
"It's weird, having a Mum where this is not Taboo."
"Well, I hope for you it's different than it was for me. The day we left that hotel, we became instant orphans. All we had in the world was each other. Now you all have family that understands."
"It's the best Mum. It means we can sort of go further without that over our heads."
"So have you decided, or perhaps what have you decided?"
"Nothing yet Mum, I have sort of taken the lead, but insisted they think, and at the moment, it's all of us or none of us. Together or not at all.
"What if one of the boys wants to find love outside of the family?"
"That's okay, but we will all mutually agree that will happen. We are very tight Mum."
"I know. I only really want all of you to be happy and none unhappy."
"I'm not sure how I can balance that once we actually start having sex together. Like I don't want it to be an orgy, I want it to be lovemaking."
"Do you know the definition of an orgy?"
"Well, I thought I did."
"It's when one person is left out in the corner of the room, wanking, crying 'oh gee, oh, gee.'
"That was a joke, wasn't it." We laughed. "Good one Mum. But that's actually it. I don't want any of us feeling left out."
"So where are you up to?"
"Well practically, we are getting together tomorrow. Either to cool things off..."
"I can't see that happening if I know my sons, but go on."
"Or we experiment some more until we decide this can work sexually."
"So how far have your experiences gone?"
"Well, today we masturbated ourselves in front of each other. But that's all. We didn't even get fully naked. I knew I might go much further if we did that. Oh, and we kissed."
"How was that?"
"Well, first I kissed them individually, but then the three together. We used tongues. The twins sort of kissed each other while they kissed me."
"Was it weird for them?"
"That's it, Mum, it was hotter. The boys were into it I could tell."
"So a threesome is a possibility then."
"I think so. That's what I want to test out more."
"Gave you considered that the boys might be open for some Bi action?"
"That thought crossed my mind today."
"I think that is something you need to be prepared for."
"I only have one vagina. But I do have two holes, plus a mouth."
"Oh Debbie, that's something we have never done, the anal that is."
"Well, I've been preparing. These last two years I've been using two identical dildos. I want both my brothers at once."
"I don't think I want to think about that. Funny enough I'm ok with siblings, but cross-generational sex is sort of taboo for me. Gus is going to have fun tonight."
"Ok, too much Mum."
"So I think we had better cut the sexual details talk. I'm getting a bit wet."
Mum continued, "But I guess the big picture is that incest does create problems in this culture. Three people living together long term will raise eyebrows. That two of them are identical, that just can't be hidden like Gus and I have been able to do. "
"I hadn't thought of that. I guess will have to go into this with eyes open."
"And at the back of your heads. Your Dad and I were careful, but even afterwards the parenting thing, it wasn't smooth sailing. Having kids is hard. Genetics is not kind to incest."
"Dave is studying genetics isn't he?"
"Yes, and he tells me, someday soon the DNA will be mapped so closely it will be easy to find out who is related to whom. You three will need to talk about that. But Dave won't be much help for quite a while yet. He has just started his training."
"Thanks for this chat Mum, it helps me a lot. I'm glad I have someone I can be open with."
When I went to bed that night I left the dildos in the drawer. I was looking forward to the real thing.
The next morning I packed a bag with fresh towels and that bottle of Lube. I might have to get a bigger bottle, I chuckled to myself.
On the journey up to the lair, the boys on the back of the four-wheeler were laughing and giggling. When we arrived and I had killed the motor, I asked what the laughing was about.
"Oh, Mum must have been so randy last night. She sure gave Dad a workout." Rob said.
"What you could hear them?"
"Everything."
"It was hard not to do something about our cocks, but we were coming here. So we saved it." Rob said.
"So you have always been able to hear?"
"Yeah," Dave answered, "but normally they are not that vocal."
"Mum was on top. I can always tell, a very different rhythm."
"It is amazing with all our wealth that we never built a bigger house, or you guys had separate rooms."
"Oh we don't want that," they both spoke in unison. "We always sleep together."
"Oh, I forgot that you two used to sleep in the one bed all the time as kids. Mostly naked.""
"How old were we when we stopped doing that Rob?" Dave asked.
"I think about ten. Dad saw us one morning asleep but both of us had boners."
"That's right, Dad had that talk with us about boners and how we had to be responsible with them. So we all agreed separate beds were needed." Dave remembered.
"I missed my brother snuggles so much at first. But as we were getting bigger it was okay as we needed the room." Rob confessed.
"He also told us what they were for. Remember, I asked him what the noises were that we heard in the night. That's when we got the full birds and bees talk. He said they would try to be quieter in the future."
By now we had settled into the lair. I noticed we all were wearing loose shorts.
"So I heard you two chatting a lot last night. Did you come to any conclusions?"
"Yes," said Dave. "We want to continue to explore and learn together with the view to us all being together for a long time. Debbie, you are our dream come true. We have always loved you. Then as we got older, we started fantasising about you. A lot of our talk last night were sharing about times we sort of saw you naked, or we got turned on."
"We even had a bet about if you would end up with bigger boobs than Mum."
"Do you want to see them now? To settle that bet."
"Fuck yeah," Dave said.
"Well, how about we all lose our tops together?"
We stood and quickly took off our T-shirts. Both pairs of eyes stared in awe as I took off my bra.
My breasts were the round type with darker areola and my nipples were about a centimetre across.
"I guess you win Rob," Dave conceded. "I was going for bigger. Rob was insisting no, but more delicate and less droopy."
"Well it's a bit unfair to make a final droopy call, I haven't been pregnant yet. That affects size and droopiness. But I doubt they will ever get as big. Mum said at my age she had D-sized breasts, that became double D's in pregnancy."
"So how big are yours at the moment?" Rob asked.
"Only C cups, sort of nearly D's"
"Well, they are perfect on you Sis." Dave smiled.
"I think we need to do our oath before we go on."
We stood close. The boys had swapped sides. Our hands found each other's butts and our heads formed the triangle.
"All for one and one for all. Forever."
As we breathed our words because we were so close I asked.
"So are we committed to losing our virginities together?"
"Yes." we all replied.
"Are we committed to not leaving anyone behind or out?"
"Yes."
"Forever?"
"Forever."
We were naked on our top half so I pulled my brothers in tighter until my boobs pressed upon their chests.
"Seal it with a kiss?"
Our lips met. It was harder with three but our tongues made up for the loss of lips locking. We groaned together and I felt my brothers move their hips so their penises, their hard penises, pressed against my hips.
Innocence was lost at that moment. We knew where we all wanted this to go. We were committed to our strong tripod of love.
"What do we do now Debbie?" Rob asked.
"Well, maybe full touching. We only have today and tomorrow here and we have to go back to Melbourne. Do you think you can both wait till we get to Melbourne before we lose our virginities?"
"Well, we have a big king-sized bed there. Makes sense."
"Better than here in a rock cave," Rob added.
Dave took the initiative and put a hand on my breasts.
"Shit that feels nice Dave."
"Rob, you have to feel the other one. How many times have you wondered what they feel like?"
Rob was more tentative, but when he did he was also more tender and delicate. I put my hands to use by running them over the twin's chests.
"Rob, how did you get so firm, like your abs are really developing?"
"It's the drama, it's very physical. We even have fitness lessons."
"Shit," Dave said, "here I am sitting reading books. I think I might have to work out a bit. Can I feel you, Rob?"
Rob grinned and nodded. Both of us felt Rob's physic for a while. I ran one hand down his groin into the top of his shorts. I looked at Dave, I did not want him to miss out, so I ran my other hand down his. I could feel his penis touching the back of my hand.
"I think it's time I got to see these fine specimens of masculinity."
Unspoken, but as if by mutual agreement, the boys took either side of my shorts and began to pull them down. I tried the same with them but soon their shorts got stuck on their hard cocks. The brothers helped me free the other's cocks from the fabric and just like that we were all naked.
We stood back and stared. Rob was looking at Dave as much as he was me.
"Sis you shaved, that's hot," Dave said.
I giggled, "waxed." I was so smooth. "Feel me." two hands explored my mons and slit.
"You're very wet Sis," Rob groaned.
"I'm very turned on. I have been imagining this for quite a while."
My brothers stood proud and hard. Identical bushes of dark brown pubic hair topped their penises. I reached forward to grab hold of them both. At last! I had so much desire built up over a long time, but at last I had hold of my brothers' dicks. I felt them jerk with my touch and I jerked. Someone's finger slipped into me and the other hand hit my clit at the top as it caressed my mons and I was cummming.
"Shit Bros, I'm ahh cumming fuck."
I looked at the surprise in their faces. I felt the precum ooze from their cocks. Rob's dribbled down onto my hand. They froze, but I took my hands away. I didn't want them to cum just yet. I licked the precum from the fingers on my right hand.
"Wow, Deb, you must have been primed. I thought it took a lot of work to get a girl to cum." Dave said in awe.
I smiled, "maybe it was that there were two of you. But I think it's my turn to get you guys cumming."
I knelt but realised I needed a cushion. "Rob sweetie would you grab me that cushion?"
Once in place, I was much more comfortable.
"Now bring me those hard tools." Dave looked around for the tools and then realised what I meant. He stepped forward and thrust his cock toward my face.
"I could only find this one." he grinned.
I took hold of it.
"You too Rob," and I was in my slutty sister's heaven once again. I spent a few minutes exploring the hard hot flesh in my fingers. Gauging their girth, they felt the same.
"Do you mind if your dicks touch each other?"
"No," I heard them squeak.
I pulled them closer.
"I want to check their length."
I held them so they were pointing at each other then pulled them closer so I could lay one penis on the other. As their cocks touched I looked at their faces. Two groans and blissful smiles let me know that this was all right.
"I think they are the same length." I swapped their positions. Rob's glans bumped into Dave's hairy groin mound and Dave's gland nestled into Rob's ball sack.
"I think I need to try side by side." I needed two hands to get them into place. I noticed the boys had an arm around each other's shoulders and one each on mine.
We were a tripod once again. The desire on the boys' faces told me that this was more than okay.
"It's ok, you can kiss each other if you like. Your dicks are kissing."
I could see their eye-play testing if that was okay and slowly they closed the gap. As their lips touched their cocks spasmed in my hands and leaked more juices. No tongues yet but they held for a moment then pulled back.
"That was hot." Rob sighed.
"I felt it in my dick," Dave added.
They pulled apart just a tad. Rob's cock was leaking precum while Dave only had a little. I brought the two glans together and rubbed them to lubricate them evenly. Like lips, cocks kissed, boys groaned.
"Fuck, keep doing that Sis," Dave encouraged me.
I moved my hand back and forward on both cocks so their foreskins slid back and forth over their helmets.
"Hey, you can have a sword fight." I cried. Then started I to parry the penises against the other.
I needed to swap hands. So I crossed my hands so I could cup the balls with my hand and just hold the dicks between my thumb and forefinger. This gave me control and them maximin length to fight.
"Let the fight begin." Dave cried.
"To the death?" Rob countered.
"To the cum," I corrected. "The first to fire the killing shot from the sword cannon wins. The loser gets to blast his cum on my tits as a dying act."
"Fuck!" Dave said, "What a choice."
It was on. I was controlling the cocks but the boys were thrusting through my fingers with their hips. Effectively I was masturbating both cocks in the play.
Groans accompanied pirate arrrrs and threats. I noticed hands move to each other's necks as they parried and thrust. Lust filled their eyes. I could feel they were close as the balls tightened in my fingers. Then Dave pulled a master move. He leant in and kissed his brother full on the mouth with a sloppy heart-felt tongue kiss. That was enough for Rob. He blasted into his brother's groin. I groaned as I felt the spasms in his balls and cock, as he pumped his spend.
Dave was about to fire so I pumped some more and pointed him at my breasts. That was enough. They had broken their kiss and watched Dave coat my breasts with sperm.
I came a little as the hot sperm blasted against a nipple.
"Shit that was hot. Unfair Dave but hot." Rob gasped.
"But fun," Dave's cheeky grin said it all.
"I think I might need to clean you up, and I pulled Dave to me by the dick, and buried my face in Rob's sperm that matted Dave's pubes. I slurped and feasted on my brother's offering. This included running my tongue up Dave's cock and around to his balls to catch the dribbles. Rob's cock twitched in my hand. So I pulled him forward and laid his cock on Dave's so I could clean his head as well. I was sort of giving oral to both. But I wanted to save that for later. So I pulled back. I kept some of the sperm in my mouth, running my tongue around it savouring the taste.
"Lift me up, boys."
Two arms lifted me under my armpits. My legs were shaky.
"Okay, your turn. Lick my breasts clean."
I thought they would be hesitant but the boys dove right in. The cocks hardened once again in my hands, so I jerked them. Once clean I felt lips suck in my nipples and my brothers enthusiastically suckle me. Rob's hand found my slit and thrust two fingers into me. Dave attacked my clit and this time I came hard.
I looked at my brothers with open passion and our three pairs of lips locked in lust. I responded pumping both cocks and simultaneously they came again. We were a shaking mess trying to stand up as we leant into each other.
"Futon" I groaned and we flopped into it but continued to kiss and grope.
I felt Dave also grab Rob's cock and caress it. Rob's fingers remained buried in me, but still.
"Too sensitive," Rob sighed.
We all stopped and flopped back, breathing hard. Open-mouthed we looked at the mess of our groins.
"Fuck I just cleaned that," I said in the voice of a scalding mother. "You boys are such messy grotts."
"It was Dave's fault." He kissed me.
"But you splashed me!"
Then we all broke out laughing.
I threw them all a towel and some damp washers and we cleaned up. Then I sat on mine. The boys were half deflated.
"I think we need to talk. Then maybe go home for lunch and showers."
"Does that mean we are finished for today?" Rob said wistfully.
"No, but maybe a change of location. Like the hay shed."
"But that's all scratchy," Dave complained.
"I've already stashed blankets up there."
"Mmm a Big Sister who plans, do you think she is trying to seduce us?" Rob asked Dave.
"Then seduce away, she doesn't have to try."
"Okay, little Brothers, safety check. Were you both okay with everything we did? If not you need to speak up."
"Totally fine," Dave said. Rob was a bit glassy-eyed but nodded.
"I noticed Dave that you initiated things with Rob, like kissing him then later joining me in stroking his cock. Rob, were you okay with that?"
"Shit yes, I've sort of wanted that for a while. But I don't initiate stuff well."
"So if that's the case, do you think you both might be Bi?"
"Fuck yes," said Dave, "well at least as far as my Bother is concerned.
"I agree, I've loved my Brother for quite a while I fantasise about him as much as I do you, Debbie."
"Yeah me too, I think I love my brother as more than my twin, if you know what I mean."
"I think you two need another kiss. Over me if you don't mind."
They learnt forward and locked lips. What followed was minutes of kissing heaven. I could tell as both their cocks rose to full strength. For me, it turned me on so much watching it. I wanted to join in.
The boys must have sensed this, as together they turned and included me. We did some turnabout kissing while the other watched. Finally, we parted and took a breath.



"That was important Bros, I wanted to test if I was jealous. No, I wasn't. I was so turned on and happy for us all. What about you guys?"
"No, not jealous at all, but desperately wanted to include you too Deb," Dave said
"Same here, both my dreams were fulfilled."Tears formed in Rob's eyes. "I love you both so much it hurts. Best day of my life. "
I looked down at their hard cocks.
"Do you think you could cum again?"
"I'm not sure, three times already it is less likely."
"But I want to try," Dave said. "Hold my cock Rob you have not done that yet."
"I want to be in the middle but I think it can work if you both face me." I grabbed the bottle of lube I had stashed behind me. Rob reached for David's penis and I squirted lube on their junction and Dave's glans.
"Fuck yes," Dave cried as he grabbed Rob's.
I lubricated that as well. Then the boys gave me a lesson in masturbation as they applied their personal techniques to their brother's flesh. They were different but shit so magical. I tried to keep an eye on them, so I pushed their heads down to rest on the pillows of my breasts. I got off on just the view of what was happening on top of me.
Now and again a forearm or hand would brush against my vulva. So my sexual pleasure rose with theirs.
"I'm going to cum soon," Dave said.
"Me too," Rob breathed.
"Cum on me and your heads boys. See if you can share that cum."
I held their heads in place to indicate I did not want them to move. But I did move them off my tits so they got busy with their tongues on those as well.
"Yes," Dave cried. He shot load hard as his brother pumped, knowing how to get him to shoot more.
Rob followed with the first jet clearing the target and getting my mouth, Dave re-aimed and the next shot got him in the mouth. That was enough for me I climaxed hard with no stimulation to my genitals.
'Fuck three times' Dave stated counting his cums for the morning. But Rob was busy slurping their cum from my tits. Dave looked up and started cleaning my face but then sharing the love of spunk with tongue-loaded kisses.
Rob initiated this time and suddenly bent down and slurped Dave's shrinking cock into his mouth for an oral clean. Eventually, Dave pushed him off and returned the favour. Then they both looked at my sex. I grabbed the hair at the back of their heads, to stop them.
"Hey I was saving oral for tomorrow but we might have to include it now in this afternoon's session. Enough for now."
"Fair call," they giggled.
I could see the implications of what just happened going through their heads. We were so excited by the time we left. Adrenaline out-trumped endorphins for our bodies' responses.
"Showers when we get back, but individual ones. Let your reserves resupply." I cautioned as we hopped on the four-wheeler.
Back at the farm, we walked through the kitchen.
"Well, you all had fun! God, you reek of sperm. Showers!"
"Trust my loving wife to know a good cum when she smells one. Warning for you three, Joy has the nose of a bloodhound. I'm glad you enjoyed yourselves."
The boys dashed to the two showers.
"You go first Bros, I called after them." I think they were very embarrassed to be called out by Mum.
I stayed back and sat. I poured a cup from the pot.
"Well, Mum, definitely Bi."
"Really," said Dad, "I suspected they might love each other a bit more than as twins."
"Are you doing things together or are you being left out Deb?"
"Oh definitely not being left out."
"Good sweetie, I would hate anyone to be left out."
I had just finished my tea when Rob called, "Showers free."
I hopped up.
"Lunch is in twenty is that enough time? "
"Mum! Ok, I get it, but I've cum enough for one morning."
"Fuck," said Dad, "I don't need to hear my daughter share that. Scoot."
Lunch was a fun affair. The twins had the biggest smiles and occasionally shared silent jokes.
"So are we going to see you three this afternoon?" Dad asked.
"Probably not," Dave answered.
"Back to the lair?"
I watched them dart eyes back and forward to me, unsure how to answer.
"I suggest you don't go to the hay shed this afternoon," I answered.
"Good," Mum responded, "I think I want some alone time with Gus. My memories have been flooding back all day."
"Sounds like a plan. But maybe we should spend tonight together as a family, playing board games. We will miss you too much if we don't get to see you at all." Dad was wise.
"Treasure this time kids. Not many kids are allowed this freedom and have open parents like us." Mum added.
"That was weird," Rob commented as we walked to the hay shed. "Like who's parents would think this is okay."
"Parents who are siblings, Rob," Dave said as he took Rob's hand.
Rob took mine, "and a sister who shares everything."
"Where are we setting up?" Dave asked as we entered the shed.
"Up there," I pointed.
There was a bail step leading to the top. We had the small bails, so big steps but manageable. We scrambled to the top where the boys found blankets already laid out over a tarp.
"Again Big Sister who plans," Dave commented.
It was warm near the ceiling and autumn had not yet set in. So it was very warm.
"Clothes off, before we start. And put them over there." I pointed to a smaller tarp over a few bails.
"I think we should do you first Debbie, I've never gone down on a girl before," Rob suggested
"Maybe let us know what works for you," Dave added.
"It will be hard to get both heads in there, so just make sure you share."
I lay back and opened my legs. I gave them a brief but important anatomy lesson. I made particularly sure to clean my anus in the shower, just in case one of my brothers got game.
Both boys started pleasuring me with their fingers. Dave was the first to add his tongue.
"Good, but lower down, leave the clit till later, I need to warm up. It's too sensitive to start with. Wait until it starts poking its little head out. She will tell you when she is ready."
So he dipped lower and started parting my inner labia.
"Rob, rub your fingers on either side of my outer lips. Right into the crease. Yes, that's it. Kiss me while Dave licks."
That got Rob excited and involved. Dave was very involved down below.
"Bring your legs over my head," I whispered to him. "I can reach your penis then."
Carefully he knelt above me and I look his penis and directed it to my lips.
"God, yes Sis, that's awesome."
I had barely licked my brothers earlier, now I took my first penis head into my mouth and began to lick and suck around the glans. Dave looked up and watched as he progressed up and down my slit. I felt his fingers circle my vaginal entrance.
I bucked into his lips. Rob went lower a looked at Dave's action close-up. I could not see as my view was blocked by my brother's cock and balls. But I felt Dave move up and kiss Rob, sharing my taste.
Then once again Dave's tongue was calling the shots.
"Look, Dave, her clit has come out to play."
"Use your tongue on it, Rob, I'll watch."
Watch he did, but put another finger in me to finger fuck me with intent. Rob's tongue gently circled its target, then his lips sucked my hard little love button into his mouth and I opened my mouth to scream.
As I screamed I also lifted which jammed Rob's cock right into my mouth until it hit my throat. I almost gagged but my climax was rolling on, so I clamped down on his penetrating penis.
He detached instantly, "Fuck! Teeth Deb! Careful!" he cried.
I dropped my head. "Shit, sorry Rob."
Rob fell sideways and was holding his sore cock.
Dave was there in an instant and examined his injured member.
I was in tears.
"It's all right Deb, no blood but there are teeth marks."
Suddenly they were both hugging me.
"I'm sorry, so sorry."
"It's alright." Rod said, "I can guess what happened."
"What?" asked Dave, who basically was in the dark.
"When Deb came she took me right down into her throat but in her orgasm, she clenched her jaw. It's ok, but I nearly deep-throated her. Which is sort of awesome."
"Fuck," said Dave. "I guess that is what the warning about 'watch the teeth when giving head' means."
Rob was so limp and small by now. "Let me kiss it better for you," Dave said.
I watched as he lovingly kissed around the marks. He added his tongue to soothe the owie. Then slurped Rob's penis back into his mouth and sucked it back to life.
Rob started kissing me. "It's all right, no damage done. You know when you fall off a horse you need to get straight back on. Well, how about you try again."
Rob stood and pulled me to my knees. Then offered me his penis. I took it in my hand and examined it. The marks were already disappearing. Tentatively I started to take it in my mouth. I made sure to cover my lips with my teeth."
"That's it." Dave encouraged me. "I never thought of doing that. So if you bite too hard you bite your own lips first. Good to know. I hope one day Rob and I can climax together while, you know, 69 ing."
I felt Rob's cock jump at the thought.
"Just hold your mouth open Deb, and I'll try sort of gently fucking it."
Slowly he moved in and out. I think we were both tentative and regaining trust.
Dave was giving his penis the occasional tug. "I think Rob deserves the first cum in your mouth, Deb."
I pulled back.
"I would like that, I will have to work on relaxing my jaw a bit, I can feel it getting sore already"
"Ok," Rob suggested, "how about I stay still and you control the action? Use your tongue as well."
Dave stood behind Rob and caressed his brother's chest, then added his hands to the bottom of Rod's cock and balls.
I got busy with my oral technique. I was drooling so much and then Rob's precum started to flow. The taste and extra slipperiness were intoxicating.
"Dave I can feel your cock between my butt cheeks. That is hot," Rob commented.
I groaned on his penis at the thought.
"Deb groan some more, hum on my penis, that was fantastic."
I started to get vocal giving guttural groans.
Rob suggested. "Deb, give Dave a suck and get him all slippery so he can slip up and down back there."
Dave bought his cock around and I took him in deep then drooled as much as I could on him.
"That will do" he said and immediately he went behind his brother again.
"I want to see how deep I can take you, Rob."
Those were my last words for a while as I lunged back onto his cock and practised going as far as I could. My gag reflex was there but not bad. I didn't take him into my throat, but I was confident I could one day.
Meanwhile, Rob was groaning. "Fuck Dave, I feel you sliding up and down over my arse hole. I'm going to cum soon you know."
"Me too!" Dave cried as he humped his brother's arse crack. "Cumming, shit," Rob told us later he felt Dave's sperm spurt directly onto his anus. That was what triggered his eruption right into the back of my mouth. I had one hand between my legs frigging myself like mad. So in a chain reaction, as Rob came and I tried hard to swallow, I came. This time I was aware enough to to keep my teeth back. Rob couldn't stand any longer and slumped to the blanket. I shared his load with Dave, then turned to Rob. His arse was in the air.
"It's mine, Dave. Let me lick your cum off his arse."
Rob's crack was coated with spunk. On my hands and knees, I proceeded to clean him up. As I did, I eventually licked right around his hole.
"Fuck, on god, shit big sister that's wonderful," Rob cried.
I think I tasted sperm more than anything else. Cleaned I lay next to Rob and he rolled onto his back. Dave lay on my other side and we looked up at the tin roof of the ceiling.
"Fuck that was good," Dave said.
"I think I've died and gone to heaven," Rob said.
"And it only can get better," I said.
Then we giggled.
"I'm sort of glad you bit me, Sis."
"I think that might be enough for today," Dave said as he nuzzled my neck.
"I think so, just cuddle.'"
We did. We all fell asleep tangled in each other's arms.
We woke to Dad calling out, "Dinner in forty minutes."
It was getting dark.
"What time is it Dad?"
"Nearly six thirty," came the reply from outside the shed entrance.
"Shit, we fell asleep."
"Oh to be younger," Dad called up. "Take your time but shower first ok?"
We burst out laughing as we tugged our clothes onto sticky bodies. We stood and formed our triangle.
"All for one and one for all"
"Together forever."
We kissed and then crawled down from our hay castle in the air. Well, the hay shed.
We had a family BBQ. Then we all settled into a game of Squatter. (Squatter is an Australian board game invented in the sixties based on Sheep stations. It has been loved by families for a long time.) Mum managed to win.
We got ready for bed when Mum sought us out.
"Any plans for tonight?"
"No," Dave answered. "We hadn't thought to do anything."
"We were planning to leave the sleeping together to Melbourne," Rob added.
"That's fine, just helps me to avoid walking in on anything. It sounds like you all are taking it slowly."
"Well fast enough for me, Mum," I replied. "We are still experimenting and working out the mechanics. Still virgins. But not for long."
"Well, how about I do you a full-cooked breakfast to give you strength for the day? Got to keep my babies growing fit and strong."
"Thanks, Mum." The boys cuddled her and she wished us a good night.
"So what do we do tomorrow?" Rob asked.
"Well, I think we should try some three-way oral. But what about I bring my two dildos with me as well?"
"Why do you need two?"
"Well, I'll tell you a secret. They are identical dildos."
"What, fuck," said Dave, "you use them at the same time."
"Let's say I've been getting ready for my two stud brothers?"
"At the Sa...., " the penny dropped for Rob. "You mean..... how?"
"I've got two holes Rob dearest, but sometimes I use them in the same hole."
"Fuck." Dave's grin was spread from ear to ear. "Yes bring them."
"We had better use the lair, I left the bottle of Lube there."
"I don't know if I'll get to sleep tonight, my brain and balls are both doing cartwheels," Rob stated.
"Well how about a three-way kiss and we get some sleep?"
It took five minutes to get past the kiss and we went to our separate beds.
I spent some time wondering about how we might utilise the dildos. Maybe only on me tomorrow, at least I was prepared. So maybe not in the guys' arses until we got past losing our virginities. But then if one of the guys got experimental, maybe I wouldn't discourage it. Who knows one of them may have experimented with a carrot.
In the morning I was up early. After defecating I made sure I cleaned myself back there. I had an empty sauce bottle to squirt fluid up. Not quite an enema but it did the job.
Then I went to my brothers' room and saw they were still asleep. I went to Dave, I knew it was him because they always slept in the same bed. It is hard to tell when all you can see is the tops of their heads.
I kissed his cheek and slipped my hand down to feel his morning wood. He groaned and his cock grew in my hand. I licked his ear lobe and whispered, "Wakey wakey."
I then went to Rob. He was a lighter sleeper, so he groaned when I kissed him and opened his eyes fast once my hand got hold of his cock.
"Morning Sis. Nice way to wake up properly."
I couldn't resist and flipped his covers off and bent to kiss his penis. Then I looked to see if I had left any damage.
I spoke to his rampant erection. "Sorry little buddy, I promise I won't bite you again." His cock replied by releasing precum. I licked his tip.
"Mm, breakfast is very soon. If you get up fast you can beat Dave to the shower."
"Fuck, okay but I was sort of daydreaming about what just happened."
"Save it for the lair, big boy."
He dashed out.
Dave was still stirring so I whipped his covers off quickly and sucked his glans into my mouth. That got his eyes open.
"That's all you get Stud. Breakfast is soon. Rob is in the shower, but save this for the lair." I said the last bit cupping his balls.
"You're cruel Sis."
"I have to be cruel to be kind. You get the kind in the lair."
He rolled over and buried his head in the pillow. So I slapped his butt hard. Then ran from the room.
Mum was so happy as she served us breakfast. Rob commented on it.
"Just so you three know. I'm happy to see my kids able to explore their love freely. Your Dad and I had to be very careful and it took so long before we could consummate our love. It was painful and frustrating. Of course, the result was our parents disowned us. So this weekend I get to know that it is not the same for you three. Go and enjoy each other without guilt."
Outside the lair, we joined our triangle.
"Let the fun begin."
"All for one and one for all."
"Together"
"Forever."
I think I was enjoying the kissing that followed most. Those words, which showed a distinct lack of childhood imagination to come up with something new, suddenly took in some deep sexual meaning never intended.
We entered our haven and slowly stripped each other. I dragged the futon to the centre of the space and dropped to my knees on it. The boys got the hint and brought their hard dicks to me.
"I want to see if I can oral you both at the same time."
"Shit yes!" Dave swore.
I noted Dave was the more likely of the brothers to swear. They scrunched close, a hand each clutching their twin's bum, while the other held their cocks expectantly.
My hands wrapped around my targets and I brought the heads to my mouth. My tongue started to lick the soft flesh of their glans.
"That is so hot," Rob sighed.
"Yes, and this is hotter." Dave turned Rob's head and started passionately kissing his brother.
My juices started flowing as I watched their love from below. I noted their helmets swell in my lips. Rob started flowing again, so I used my tongue to spread his slippery emissions onto Dave, and then I endeavoured to take them further at once. It was impossible, my mouth could not open that wide.
I pulled back. "From each side boys, too hard this way."
My hands got busy wanking my brothers as they rotated their hips. I then proceeded to smush their glans together as I slurped along their hard shanks. The guys had not stopped kissing.
I noticed Dave bring his hand down to his finger to the outside of his brother's arsehole. Rob groaned in response. My hands got serious in jacking them, as I felt they would cum soon. I changed it up and pushed my mouth onto Dave's cock and took him deep. Then Rob's, then Dave's in rotation.
A muffled cumming came from Rob.
"On my face" I groaned as I withdrew him and took Dave deep. They parted just in time to watch Rob paint my face and Dave's penis.
"Cumming too!" shouted Dave, so I reversed the dicks and swallowed the last spurts of Rob, as Dave came with even greater force. I came with them, my untouched vagina spasmed beneath me. I slurped cum from both of them. I was awash in lust.
The boys joined me on their knees and two hands took my climax and extended it with fingers bold. While they cleaned my face with willing and enthusiastic mouths. Once again we had a tripod of kissing and of love.
We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, my smile was contagious and spread to my brothers.
I didn't know the word cumslut the time but that is what I felt I had become. I just came only by being coated in my brothers' cum and I loved it.
We rested and talked quietly of our love.
"Did you bring the dildos?" Dave was obviously keen.
"Yes, can you grab my bag next to you Rob?"
Within seconds he was ferreting around inside it. He took one out and dove in again. He held them up together like trophies.



"Shit, they ARE identical!" and he passed one to Dave.
The boys examined the flesh-coloured fake cocks. They cost me a lot as I was keen to get them as life-like as possible. But I was going on the package descriptions.
"Fuck, they even have visible bluish veins below the surface," Dave said.
"Yes, and they are a little soft on the outside while hard inside."
"I love the balls underneath."
"Yes, that helps me grip them when I use them."
"Do they vibrate?" Rob asked in awe.
"Sorry, boys I felt the vibrating ones lost the feel of the real thing because of the mechanics. I wanted as close to both your cocks as I could.
"Wow, are they the same size?"
Both boys immediately compared them to their dicks, which had hardened back up.
"Almost," Rob breathed. "Maybe I'm a bit longer but it's very close to girth."
"Same here," Dave said as he had a sword fight with his own cock.
We all cracked up.
"Well, boys perhaps it's the time to start using them on me. Dave grab the lube."
It had fallen against the rock wall when I moved the futon.
"Lube them up." Dave delighted in pretending to masturbate the cock. He did his real man-flesh at the same time.
He threw the bottle over to Rob who copied his method.
"Um, you two wankers, me!"
"Oops, sorry," Rob said and he moved his dildo to my hole. Dave was still a bit distracted, but Rob got on with the program and soon I had his dildo at my entrance.
"Ready Debbie?"
"You have no idea."
"Fuck," said Dave finally attending.
Rob slowly pushed his toy into me and it slipped in effortlessly.
"Imagine Rob, that will be your cock soon," Dave said longingly.
"I guess we don't have to worry about breaking your thingy or hurting you."
"You are at least three years too late for that Rob."
"So you're not a virgin."
"I didn't say that, but these boys have kept me going until you came of age."
"How do you use both of them?" Dave asked as he sat there holding his dildo as if it was now redundant.
"Dave, apart from the obvious, I pointed south, let me show you my trick I've been preparing for you both. I'll put it in as it's tricky."
I took his dildo. Then parting my legs I pushed the first dildo down to create a gap in my vaginal hole and slowly inserted the second on top of the first.
"Crap that's tight, but shit that is good, so full, so full."
Both boys stared in awe as two dildos were embedded in my vagina. Rob dropped to his stomach to look from below.
"That is awesome. Dave imagine you cock alongside mine as we do this. I would feel you cum on me as well."
Dave was just sitting there drooling.
"Well get to work guys. They won't move on their own. You can go deeper, but if you pull too shallow my vagina will spit yours out.
Dave took hold of his dildo's plastic balls and gently pushed it in further.
"Can you take both deep at once or do we see-saw?" Rob said careingly.
"Both are fine, you can mix it up."
Suddenly the boys were fucking me and experimenting with movements. I was getting very turned on and arched my back to thrust up into the movement. I had done this to myself, but this was so different. I squeezed and pleasured my tits as they drove me to orgasm.
I was busy screaming my lungs out when I felt lips on my clit. My eyes shot open, Dave the cheeky bugger was full-on sucking my clitoris into his mouth. I don't think mine has been that enlarged before. Rob not to be left out fingered my arsehole with the juices that were exploding from my vagina and slipped a finger in.
That is when I had a full-bodied climax that ejected the dildos from my body and I sprayed all over my brothers.
I fell in a twitching heap that went on for minutes.
The boys told me later that they stopped touching me totally and just watched. They checked I was breathing, then fell into a sixty-nine for the first time. They quickly brought each other to climax. I was disappointed I didn't get to see it, but then I knew it would not be the last time. I certainly couldn't do anything in that moment to get them off.
Then they slept with me holding me. I was conscious and aware of them holding me as I succumbed to the chemically induced stupor of sleep that followed.
It was late morning when we stirred.
We giggled and played with each other's bodies as we looked up at the cave's ceiling. The candles were burning low, so Dave hopped up and installed new ones. As well as lighting the myriad we had missed when we entered. Soon we were enshrined in a temple of romantic light that matched our passion. The cave had a coolness that tempered the dry heat of the outside.
Rob was licking one of the dildos. I could see his mind turning.
Not yet Robbie my love. I need to give my vagina a little time to recover, but there is something I want to try. How many times can you guys cum in a day?
"Well, my record is seven," Dave said proudly.
"Shit, I've only managed five," Rob admitted.
"Well then, we have a few more to go till we wear each other out. Good."
"So what next?" Dave prompted.
"I want to try a love triangle. An oral love triangle."
"How's it work?"
"Basically we all suck and lick each other off at the same time. One of you will have to suck a cock though, but from what I've seen, that won't be a problem."
"From what I've done so far I like sucking Dave." Rob volunteered.
"Okay, well we can start. Dave, you start licking me."
He was quickly on task.
"You need to lie down so Rob can get to you and I can suck Rob off."
My twin brothers got into position and soon we were enjoying a slow build-up of oral stimulation. Groans and some gagging occurred. Rob pulled back.
"I want to learn to take my brother right into my throat," Rob said as he thrust Dave's hard cock as far down as he could.
"Fuck," Dave cried into my pussy, "that is prodigious bro. You can do that any time."
Dave added three fingers to me as he said that.
I decided to give Rob the same treatment, and this time I felt him push past my gag reflex actually into my throat.
I pulled back and did it again, to make sure it wasn't a fluke. I kept my teeth well clear. I pulled out again.
"Rob, next time I take you please push into me I think I can get you all the way."
I took him again and put my hands on his butt cheeks and pushed with him.
Dave had his head up watching as he worked his three fingers into me. "Push Rob, fuck her mouth."
Rob thrust and I was breathing into his pubic hairs.
Rob pushed further into Dave's groin and he groaned as he came down my throat. David cried cumming and attacked my clit. Rob was spluttering with Dave's load and pulled up. I needed to breathe as my climax hit and our triangle exploded in lust.
"Quickly, everyone turn and do the other person", I shouted.
We tangled a bit as we did, but soon I was slurping the remains of Dave's cum. Dave was sucking Rob like a maniac and Rob drove me to a new peak in my rolling climax with his tongue.
The boys remained hard enough to keep the oral up. And Rob used his fingers to keep me just below boiling point. After ten minutes it was clear we were not going to cum soon so we agreed to just lie there, each head resting on an inner thigh. Breathing in the aromas so close to each other's genitals was a new and different form of bonding.
"I think I know why dogs like a good sniff," Dave chuckled.
Rob's stomach grumbled.
"Didn't I feed you enough Rob," Dave commented.
"Mum packed us lunch, how about we eat now?" I informed the boys.
We returned the futon to its couch shape and slumped as I unpacked a substantial, array of food.
"Shit," said Rob, "Mum expected us to be hungry."
"Wise Mum," I giggled.
We ate and talked about how it must have been for Joy and Gus, in the early years without supportive parents.
"It's amazing. They know what we are doing and provide a feast." Dave reflected.
"We need to thank them tonight. It's sort of gutsy to leave it to us to work it out." Rob added.
"I've had a few talks with Mum this weekend. She is mainly concerned we don't leave anyone out. I assume no one feels left out right now."
"Fuck no," the twins said in unison.
With food still left over, we had another sleep snuggled together in each other's arms.
"Let's get up and stretch," I said as we woke some forty minutes later.
"I have an idea, let's get some sun and spend some time outside naked," Dave suggested.
"Maybe sand shoes on. That bush can get prickly."
"Even better let's climb up onto our fav rock lookout," Rob added.
So naked we scrambled up the rocks above us until we were standing three naked warriors on our favourite rock. The freedom of nakedness was intoxicating. We formed our triangle and kissed.
"All for one and one for all, we shouted at the top of our lungs."
"Cumming together," Dave shouted.
"Cumming together," we shouted.
"Cumming together is awesome," Rob added to the chant.
We repeated it.
"Arhh" I cried in a fake climax vocalization.
Then we laughed.
"Look," Dave observed, "there is water in the waterhole. Should we go for a skinny dip?"
"Like the old days, yes," Rob shouted.
We high-fived and followed an old track of ours down. Unless you were on our rock ledge one would never know the pool was there.
"It must have rained well recently," I noted.
"Dad told me they had two inches the week before we came. That's fifty mms." Rob informed us. We were still getting used to the changeover from inches to mms.
"Well, I could use a good rinse of my bits. The lube gets sticky as it dries out." I added.
It took thirty minutes, but soon we emerged at the swimming hole. It was too small to do swimming strokes in but deep enough to come up to our waists.
"Remember when we were kids we used to think it was so deep."
We hopped in. It was quite warm from the rocks it was carved from. When it rained there was a small waterfall that had gouged it out over time. It was fun having showers in it when that happened.
"Wash each other," Rob commanded.
We got lost in the excitement of groping and feeling. I know I felt a finger or two play at my bum hole. I started to pump my brothers' cocks underwater.
Then I put both hands under the water. My two index fingers found their way to my brothers' bum holes.
"Just making sure these are clean," as I wiggled them in. "It's important. You might want to get intimate back here one day."
"Fuck Sis, gentle," Dave said.
"Have you ever done any bum play bros?"
Dave shook his head.
Rob looked sheepish. "I might have used a carrot or two before, but I was a bit scared I might break one off."
I pulled them both close to me. My fingers went deeper.
"I'll tell you what's next. When we get back I'm going to let you use a dildo in my arse."
My brothers groaned.
"But be warned it took me a bit of stretching to get one to go in and plenty of lube. So just don't think you can put one straight in," I wiggled my fingers, "without some preparation. I also cleaned out my Butt this morning in the shower, nothing worse than a shitty dildo."
"Won't your fingers get shitty then?" Rob queried.
"It's why I'm doing this in here. If we hadn't found the waterhole with water I wouldn't be doing this."
"I'm glad I did a crap this morning then," Dave commented.
"Ok time to stop the analysis, how about you jack each other off while I keep doing this?" I started pushing my fingers in and out.
The twins got into it.
"And don't forget to use your spare hands on me."
"Cheeky." One went for my butt hole while the other put two fingers in my vagina.
"I looked at Rob, you can put two fingers in there sweetie. I can take it."
We were close so I kissed Rob, and then we all got into kissing while we played.
"Do you want to cum?" I asked.
"Yes," they groaned.
"Now?" I asked.
"I don't think I'm ready," Dave responded.
"How about now?" I pressed directly on their prostrates.
"Fuck cumming, shit fuck,..." the chorus of cries came from both boys as their bodies drained them of cum straight into the water. It was not so much spurts but outflows, I watched as the sperm remained in tube form and floated in the water around us.
With two fingers in each hole, I came with them. We groaned as we kissed out our joint ecstasy.
"Bloody hell that was intense" Dave breathed as I removed my fingers from their butts. I washed them in the water.
"Shit Deb, what did you just do?" Rob asked.
"I did a little research, that's all."
"But how did you, like what was that you pushed?"
"That my brothers was your prostate gland. It controls your cumming and pissing."
"Fuck, no wonder I felt like really needed to piss as well. It's still tingling."
"Well maybe don't piss in this water, there is not enough water in here.?
Dave scabbled out to release a stream on the rocks below our hole. But he was having trouble letting down. His cock was still rock hard.
"I think I need to join him."
I watched as my brothers turned back into little boys and tried to outdo each other in their length of pee.
I made sure my fingers were clean and hopped out. I looked out and watched the strings of spunk floating about in the water.
"I sort of expected sperm to just dissolve," I said. "Look at it floating in the water. Not even on top."
The boys joined me grinning.
"We knew that," Rob said.
"That stuff is like glue, it will stick your pubes together if you let it dry." Dave educated me.
"It will also stick your dick hole shut if you leave it."
"Yeah, nothing worse than trying to piss when it does that. It will spray everywhere when it opens."
"Just like putting your thumb on a hose. Had to clean a toilet floor or two in past."
The boys laughed at their shared experiences.
"Well I thought I was educating you, but I've learnt a few things I didn't know until just now. I don't want to get back into that water though, so how about we go back?"
"There was a different path to the lair. We picked up some scratches on our bare bodies as we made our way back through the overgrown path."
We sat in a circle, who am I kidding it was a triangle. The twins had already picked up the dildos. They hadn't been washed so they were sniffing them.
"Ok, this time you're going to use one on my anus. Both boys were practising giving it head.
"I prefer sucking you Rob," Dave said.
"Well let's start. I have a way to choose who gets the first go at my bum. Seeing that you two appear to be very into butt stuff."
Big brothers put their hands up as if in school.
"That's funny. No, look at the bottom below the balls there are two dots of nail polish. The red one gets my bum."
Dave cheered.
"Okay, you get the anal Dave."
"But why the colours?"Rob said.
"So I don't get them mixed up while I'm playing. They were clean this morning, but if I put the arse one in my pussy after I've used it, it increases the risk of urinary tract infections."
"Oh, I guess a guy wouldn't think of that," Rob said wisely.
"Well, this girl didn't think of that a few times until she had a UTI a few times. So lesson for you, don't swap holes without a thorough clean. Well back to front. The other way is fine. That's my house rules."
"I guess that is the same if I'm in my brother's bum first as well," Dave clarified.
I nodded. I could see the idea of Dave being in Rob's bum, excited Rob as he groaned and looked at his Brother with passion.
"So now we have some ground rules let's start. Lube them up, brothers.
"Dave, you have my rectum, so you can lube me up as well."
Rob started applying his dildo to my vagina.
I whispered to him. "Take yours out when Dave is ready. It will give him room. Then come back in after. It's easier to get the second one in the front."
Dave now had his index finger in my butt to the second knuckle.
"Shit I can feel the dildo in your Vagina."
"Imagine what it will feel like when it's Rob's Dick." I tempered him.
"I've thought about that a bit," Rob continued. "Happy for you to make my dreams come true Dave."
Up to this point, we were all a bit clinical. But I guess it needed to be, as we were learning and experimenting. Then I felt Dave remove his finger and start to apply pressure to my anus with his dildo. Rob, good on him, slipped his out. But he remained kneeling, keeping a good eye on the main event. He sucked the dildo in his hand that was covered in my cream.
"Rob, slide under me, with your cock where I can suck it. That will give you an interesting view and you may be able to use your tongue on me as well."
Dave had not yet managed to get past my puckered hole so he paused while Rob got in position. Rob started to finger me as I positioned his very hard cock toward my mouth. Then I felt my artificial brother circle my puckered entrance and push the tip inside. I pushed back against it as if I was about to do a poo and my hole opened right up around Dildo's head.
"Fuck yes," I groaned.
"Awesome," breathed Dave.
Rob drove his finger in and bent it away from the Dildo. This meant he hit my magic spot, which we later learnt was the mysterious G spot. Rob then attacked my clit with his tongue.
I came a bit, not massively but enough to give Rob some juice.
Dave pressed his dildo in further and I sucked it in quickly until it touched my second sphincter valve. He stopped pushing and although I couldn't see it, I knew there was about an inch to go before I was feeling the plastic balls on my bum.
"Now you Rob."
Rob took his Dildo and passed it between my legs. He was shaking. Possibly because I sucking down on his cock.
"Here let me help you align it, brother."
I felt the second penis line up correctly.
"Push Rob."
"Slowly," I commanded as I came off Rob's cock.
I needn't have worried Rob was always gentle. His dildo spread me wide and soon his was buried balls deep. It was so different having other people in control. I just had to trust and surrender to the process.
"Dave swing around a bit so I can hold your cock." Rob suggested.
I went back to pleasuring Rob's man flesh and I saw Rob starting to pleasure Dave's. Dave took the bottle of lube and added it to Rob's hand.
"Shit, that's better. I wonder who can cum first."
Then he started moving the dildo in my arse back and forward. Rob moved his hands in synchronisation and soon I had two dildos going in a contra movement in and out.
I was doing ok as I was used to it. But then Rob brought his tongue back into play. I had trouble not biting down on my brother again, as my next climax tore through my body. But they did not stop? I would have stopped, but my brothers kept at it.
I added my hand to Rob's balls the realised I could reach Dave's as well.
"Fuck yes," Dave cried.
Rob wanked him faster which meant his dildo slammed into me faster. Dave drove his that extra inch which meant his dildo was repeatedly played in and out of my sphincter.
"Fuck," I groaned around Rob's cock and slammed him into my throat. Rob came first deep into my gullet. I came hard with that and fired off a round of cum and squirted all over Rob's face.
"Me too," Dave cried and he came all over my tits that hung in the space between Rob and me. My climax peaked in a total body spasm. Rob had taken his hand off his dildo, so my spasming jettisoned his dildo across the cavern. Dave held his in place and I collapsed on Rob. Somewhere he had pulled his cock from my throat and I gasped for breath.
Then we collapsed to fall asleep as we lay, a mess of cum and limbs tangled together. All for one and one for all was never truer.
We spend a quiet night with Mum and Dad telling and hearing stories. Dad opened a nice port. We talked about future hopes and dreams. But avoided relationships. Everything was too new in that department.



The next morning we all sat around the table and shared a cooked breakfast. I sent the boys on an errand to retrieve our stuff from the hay shed. While I packed the car.
It was only ten weeks till we would be back. We all loved the farm and our parents more, so couldn't wait to return. The journey home was filled with nervous excitement. We decided that tonight was the night. None of us could face waiting till the morning to lose our corporate and individual virginities.
Because of this, by the time we got to Rathedown Street, we were all as randy as rabbits in a burrow. Rabbits don't worry if the bunny in front of them is a sister. They just go for it. I thought about this and the bunnikins plates we had as kids. I needed to show my brothers something on them. Maybe at breakfast.
I have not seen my brothers so enthusiastic about unpacking the car. Within five minutes we were done.
Dave was the last one in the door carrying a large suitcase. I tackled him against the door with a big sloppy kiss. Rob made a sandwich of me and their hands had me naked in seconds.
"Fuck," I cried as four hands sought my sensitive spots.
"You started it, you wicked Big Sister. Can't keep your hands off your virgin twin brothers. What do you suggest we do Rob?"
"Take the damsel and give her some distress on the king-sized bed."
"But you already got rid of De-dress," I shouted as I went on a tickle counter-offensive. The twins lifted me over Rob's shoulders and Dave held my feet so I wouldn't kick. My hands went to find Rob's belt buckle.
"Who goes first?" Dave shouted over the noise.
"Fuck, we haven't decided."
"Well quickly guys, this pussy doesn't fuck itself."
"Paper, scissors, rock," Dave announced.
I was still over Rob's shoulder, but he got a hand free. Dave came to the front, stripping as he went.
Two fists touched, one, two, three. Rob's paper, covered Rock.
"Damn," Dave said.
"Best of three?" Rob offered.
"No Rob, you go first."
"You realise what the consolation prize is, Dave you get my arse first," I told him.
"Fuck, so win-win."
"All for one and one for all,"
"Together,"
"Forever."
Rob placed me in the centre of the bed. Dave worked to strip his brother in preparation. Once we were all naked, Dave fell to his knees and slurped Rob's cock into his mouth.
"Lubrication Brother, take her." He then parked himself to get the best view of his brother losing his virginity.
Rob started with his mouth, making sure I was ready. A big waste of time, if that was the motivation, but I would never complain about a good tongue-lashing. Finally, he let up a bit and I pulled him up by his hair to kiss him.
"Dave, you line me up," Rob whispered in awe. He looked deep into my eyes and pushed forward. He slipped right in and his brother ensured maximum penetration by pushing down on his bum.
"Fuck that nice, wow, flesh is so much better than plastic. Crap, you're warm, even hot."
Dave went to our head end and kissed his brother.
"No longer a virgin, brother. Fuck our sister for me."
With that Rob started moving his hips while supporting his body on his arms. That way we could all observe the junction and action.
I was so turned on. Dave snaked his hand down to my clit, while I grabbed his cock and started stroking.
The double action almost had me at my peak.
"Sorry, can't last, gotta cum." Rob cried and he thrust deep into me. That triggered my orgasm and I came around his spurting cock. Both our cries echoed through the house.
Rob slumped.
"Rob, off Bro, I don't want to let Deb cool down."
Dave quickly took his place.
"Fuck, look at your sperm dripping out Rob." Dave took his cock and wiped his swollen glans in it, then pushed into me.
"Fuck, I so needed to do that." He said as he plunged into his brother's spunky deposit. Then he became ruthless in his fucking.
"Shit!" I cried, "Gonna cum again."
Rob kissed me as I came, and came hard.
Dave did not last much longer than Rob, but soon added his sperm to my cache.
It took five minutes for my climax to settle down. When I opened my eyes, I saw my brothers in sixty-nine mode cleaning each other off with their tongues.
"There is more down here brothers," I said as I scooped sperm from my sloppy vagina. I realised that the dildo use had taken all the thrill of my losing virginity, if that meant virginity was all about a tentative tight entrance. In a way I was sad. But then, if I hadn't, I might have committed statuary rape well before now.
This session sort of set the tone for our years of lovemaking. It was more about lust and fucking. The lovemaking tended to occur more when we paired off when the other was out of the house. We were all good with that, but our threesomes were at the heart of our relationships.
It had been a long trip. So we collapsed together in a three-way kiss and slept until it was dark outside.
On waking I could sense Dave not knowing what to start.
"Dave, sweetheart, tomorrow morning, ok. I want to show you how to clean yourselves out. Then we can all get some anal in. I want to watch my brothers lose their other virginities as well. Sorry, but that could be a little painful first up. So best be prepared."
"So we shower and go out for tea," Rob suggested.
"Definitely, 'The Little Pig'?" I suggested.
The Little Pig was a famous pizza place on Rathedown Street, you normally have to line up around the corner to get a seat. It was a local tradition. Being Tuesday night we will have to wait, but maybe not as long.
We showered in the oversized shower together. Dad spent a fortune on this bathroom. Including a bidet, which we would use in the morning.
We washed, felt, kissed, and felt some more, but did not cum.
Clean, we wandered down the street talking about how we felt when we lost our virginities. We were well known in the street, or at least I was, as I had lived there three years. My brothers had only moved in three months ago. But our parents were loved and respected by the local Italian community, that had settled in Carlton. Most of them had watched us growing up as kids, as well as served us in their restaurants. This meant we had to keep our joint sexual activity under wraps. So we chatted as friends while we walked, not amorous lovers.
At the Little Pig, we waited with the rest, but when our turn came we were treated as local royalty. Our photo was not on the wall yet. By that I mean the wall was plastered with photos and signatures of global celebrities. Many Formulae One race car drivers, as this was Ferrari central, particularly on Grand Prix weekend. We were given a slightly quieter seating under a signed photo of Elton John eating Pizza. It was that sort of place.
There was no room between tables. One can expect to be sat next to strangers. Because we were three, a single girl was placed next to me.
"I hope you have one to spare," she said as she sat and looked at my brothers.
"Sorry, they are both mine."
"Damn girl, lucky this pizza is to die for. I will just have to sit here and be jealous."
"Don't be," I said and decided to have fun with her.
I whispered in her ear.
"My Brothers are Gay."
She nearly choked on her Chinnotto.
"Well if I had the chance I'd try to turn them."
Rob kicked me under the table.
"What did you say?" Dave asked.
"Just told her you were Gay."
Rob put his arm around his brother. "Happy to be known as Gay." He smirked.
We introduced ourselves. "I'm Debbie, this is Rob on the left and Dave on the right."
"Hi, I'm....," she hesitated, "this is going to sound awful but I'm Gay. Yep, that's my name. Hetro as they come, but Gay."
We became good friends that day. But I never gave her the chance to have my brothers. We kept our bedroom fun to ourselves. It also had a very helpful outcome. Many of the folk around us were locals, and the waiters well known. So it got around that the twins were gay. Somehow it didn't matter that they were brothers. A sort of communal understanding of 'yeah we get it, so good on them.'
In the morning the air was thick with anticipation again. I made coffees and I encouraged the boys to have a shit if at all possible. Then we gathered in the bathroom, while I demonstrated the enema process and the bidet. I finished with a shower and watched the boys figure it out and help each other. I was content for them to deal with their own shit.
Once we had showered we met on the king bed once again. We kissed and warmed up, but I could tell that my brothers were nervous. Maybe not so much in taking me, but each other.
"I think the same order of operations is required."
"The right passes to the left" Rob quipped. It was a computer coding joke which we all got, so we laughed.
"Seriously, both of you do me first, then work out which Brother gets to be on the bottom. Two things; we are clean, so some rimming should be fun; Second use plenty of lube. I will be using my fingers to stretch you both a bit back there. So happy for either to help with that. A cock, particularity your nice cocks, are bigger than three fingers, just go gentle with each other. Me, not so much, as I can take two dildos if desired."
I realised how slutty that made me sound. Fuck I was, but only for my Brothers.
I knelt and presented my butthole to Dave. He immediately got into position to use his tongue on my arsehole.
"Mmm clean, mainly fresh soap with a hint of something earthy. Not bad" and he worked his tongue tip into me a bit.
Rob hopped behind Dave and tasted him.
"Shit yes, well not shit, no shit, but I like it. Not what I expected." Rob gave his approval.
"Boys, we can make this a triangle if we like."
"Yes please." They chorused.
We shuffled, so our tongues could each have a puckered rosebud to lick. I had Rob on my tongue. I added my hand to his cock. Rob continued rimming Dave. Dave added his fingers to my vagina.
I pulled my head back. "Remember no vagina once anything has gone in an arse."
"Thanks for the reminder, Sis."
I put my tongue back on Rob's hole and yelled into it. Well muffled into it.
"All for one."
We started again
"All for one and one for all,"
"Together,"
"Bums together," Dave added.
"Ok, let's get started. Come up here Rob, and feed me your cock when Dave takes me.
I felt Dave use the lube on my arsehole. Then on his cock and he pushed a finger in to lubricate my inside. Rob was kneeling at my head, so I began to suck him. He only had eyes for what his brother was doing. I felt him jerk in my mouth each time Dave changed action.
"You can simply push it in me, Dave," I said as I pulled my mouth off the identical cock.
Then I felt his rubbery glands push into my bud. Fuck it was so much nicer than plastic. Once past my sphincter he slipped right in and was soon balls deep.
"Shit it feels so different to a vagina, not that I've felt one more than once," Dave noted
He pulled out and pushed back in again. "It is really like there is a tight ring gripping me."
"Hold still and I'll show you."
I worked my sphincter on him. Again it was nice for me also, gripping flesh, not dildo hardness.
"Now move slowly I want to try something. Tell me which is better?"
When he pushed in I tightened my arsehole, gripping him almost vice-like in my muscle. It gave him something to push against.
"Fuck that's tight! Awesome but fuck." He continued for a minute.
"Have you done the other thing?"
"No, changing now." Then I pushed back onto him like wanting to poo him out as he went in. Then tightened, as he withdrew, trying to hold him in.
"Shit Sis, that way. Yes."
"Now fuck me hard and I'll try and get a rhythm going."
Next, he was thrusting me onto Rob's cock. This caused me to go in and out of deep-throating Rob. It was hard to concentrate on finding the rhythm, but soon I had it.
"Fuck," Dave cried, "Fuck, fuck, fuck."
I felt him blast me on his inward thrust and I squeezed his cum out on the outward.
"Cumming too sis," Rob joined in filling me with cum at the other end.
The twins probably spurted half a dozen times before they ceased. I didn't cum. But only because I was concentrating on my rectum muscles.
Dave stayed in and Rob dropped down to my sex. The sweetie knew I hadn't cum so he began some serious oral on me. Dave turned us over into his back so my sex was openly available. Rob continued his assault and soon I was cumming, screaming like a banshee.
I felt Dave's cock still hard in my arse. I had gripped it in a sphincter death lock since he finished. He got the benefit of my vaginal spasms as I rode his hard cock in my arse.
"Sorry Deb, I didn't mean to cum." Rob uttered.
I looked down at Rob his cock had deflated.
"That was awesome, but I'm not ready to go in your arse yet," Rob added.
"Well, can I suggest showers again, then a hearty breakfast? You, my brother, are next."
We kissed and occupied the shower together. I realised that the shower was going to get well used. I hoped the hot water tank was big enough.
I made up a yogurt and muesli with frozen berries to go with toast. I ferreted around until I found the bunnikins plates we used to use as kids. I served the yogurt in these.
"Why the plates?" Dave asked.
"Oh, just something I thought of in the car driving down. Seeing that we are fucking like rabbits, I wanted to show you something.
The boys finished the bowlfuls and started staring at the pattern as it was revealed.
"I can't see anything odd," Rob commented.
"Turn them over".
"So, another picture of rabbits."
"Look closer."
"Shit are they fucking?" Dave said.
"Sure looks like it," Rob added. "God that is funny!"
"Look some more."
"Shit could they, no surely not."
"Yep, I think so."
"Two male bunnies! Fuck."
"Might not be, but I like to think so."
"Wow, and how did they get away with that!"
"An innocent era I suppose."
"Well, brothers are you ready to fuck like rabbits.?"
"Fuck yes."
"Dave once I'm in Debbie can you finger my arse
and try and stretch me a bit?"
Dave grinned. "Getting ready for my cock, little brother."
"Yes, definitely, maybe don't cum before you can do so hey."
"I like that. Do you want me to try while you're in our Sister, like be the sandwich?"
"If I haven't cum quickly. Yes."
"Ok Dave, but be gentle it's not like going into me. If you get in just hold still and let Rob control the action."
I went head down, butt up position and both Dave and Rod, lubed me up.
"I can still feel your sperm up there, Dave," then Rob laughed. "Guess I get sloppy seconds this time."
I was well and truly ready and Rob's penis slipped right in. I encouraged him to experience the difference in my sphincter applications.
"It's lucky I came earlier Deb, fuck that is intense. So different than your vagina. Dave, I want to experience you, if you are ready?"
I couldn't see anything, but felt Rob twitch in me as Dave applied lubrication, then added his fingers to the stretching task.
"Now or never Dave, I think I'm ready."
Rob was as hard as a rock in my anal passage but I felt him swell when Dave bought his penis to his puckered entrance.
"Rob, when he pushes try to poop him out."
"Fuck you are tight," Dave added. "Shit, I'm going in. My head is in, I can feel your ring."
"Dave hold still, Rob push back when you are ready."
This action brought Rob slowly out of me and onto Dave. Dave groaned.
"Stay with me as I push back into Deb, I don't want to pop out of my sister's arse. Fuck this is intense."
I felt Rob push back.
"I'm about halfway, fuck bro, it's like fucking myself, your arse is gorgeous."
Rob pushed back again and stopped.
"About an inch left mate."
"You push the last bit, Dave, push me back into Deb."
I was so turned on. I shoved three fingers into my cunt.
"Deb, shit I can feel your fingers through your wall," Rob cried.
"And I can feel your cock moving."
"I'm all in what now," Rob informed us.
"Fuck me, Dave, I'm so ready, fuck me hard into our sister."
I felt his thrust. Rob had no control as Dave took over the pace. But he also had double the pleasure, his cock in my arse while Dave began to fuck him in earnest.
"I'm going to come, my hunks of brother meat, keep pumping, fuuuuck!" I cried
Rob screamed at the top of his lungs. "Fill me, Dave, fuck cumming too. Fill my arsehole with your hot cum bro."
I felt Rob shoot loads into me, and I assumed Dave did the same into him. We all spasmed in an interconnected orgasm that left us so weak we toppled sideways onto the mattress.
"All for one and all to cum," Rob squeaked.
We just lay there. We knew in that moment our lives, and definitely our sex lives were changed forever.
"Well, I still have a virgin arse," Dave said.
"Not for long bro, not for long."
"When Dave pulls out Rob, tighten up your arsehole so his stuff doesn't get everywhere. Slowly Dave."
"Fuck it's like I've got diarrhea."
"Not the sexiest of images, but yes. Hold it in."
In the shower that followed, we both let the built-up sperm out of our orifices. We were groping and kissing, groping and loving. I noticed Rob was hard again.
"Dave, are you up to Rob taking you in the shower?"
"Shit yes."
"I'll just get the lube. I dashed out dripping wet to grab the bottle. Word to self, get a bottle for every room and towel supplies.
Back in the warmth with my brothers, I found Dave on his knees with Rob in his mouth.
"Just keeping him Hard."
Then Dave stood and presented his very sexy glutes. I turned the shower head away and poured lube into his crack. Rob rubbed his penis in the fluid as I inserted one finger to ream the lube internally.
There was a small ledge on the wall of the shower, Dave put one foot up on it. This opened up access to his arsehole.
"Please Rob, I want it, I want you. Fuck I can't wait, just go for it."
I guided Rob's hard cock to his brother's hole.
"Push back Dave when you're ready."
Dave wasn't waiting. He drove Rob into his anal passage, halfway in one thrust.
"Yes, fuck, shit what's you are that hitting, shit," suddenly Dave was cumming, well sort of cumming, it was more like flowing from his penis.
"I think I hit his prostate," then Rob wiggled his cock head around.
"Fuck!" Dave cried, "Yes fuck!" Dave flowed some more.
"Mercy, please, push all the way in Rob, fuck.
Rob pushed in to the hilt. I had a job supporting Dave as his legs went to jelly.
"Fuck me hard, I need you to cum. Can't stand up much longer."
Rob pushed his brother up against the shower wall and thrust hard and fast into his brother's arse and torso.
"Cumming!" Rob screamed and filled his brother.
He pulled out and pumped one more spurt onto his brother's spasming hole before it closed, and then I helped them both onto the shower floor.
Drained, their bodies drained themselves down the drain. I took the moveable shower head off the wall and joined them on the floor. We washed each other until the shower ran cold.
"I think I need it Cold," Dave said.
So we let it get really cold, then turned it off. Slowly we dried each other and staggered to the bed, it was a mess.
"There are still two more queens in this house. My room." Rob suggested.
I put a hand on each of my brothers' buttocks.
"I think I have a pair of queens here boys," I said, as I tweaked their flesh.
We giggled all the way to the bed and collapsed into kisses and sleep.
And that was the pattern of our lovemaking for the next four years, utter decadent, lust-driven experimenting and mutual pleasuring. But then two things changed.
I was beginning to nest and had decided that if we were to have children together it should be soon. Fortunately, Dave was in his master's years of his genetics degree. Because he is a twin, he and Rob were perfect to do some genetic twin studies. He had access to the latest DNA sequencing methods and machines. Because I was a full sister, he took my DNA as well. Two weeks later he sat us down around the table.



"Not good news, I'm afraid. We all carry a recessive marker for a nasty genetic condition. The risks are high, far too high that if any of us had kids together they would be born with significant and severe disabilities."
This was a blow to the guts and suddenly I was in tears. I hadn't understood how much I wanted children until that point.
"The problem for you and me Rob, is that we carry it on our Y chromosome, we will pass it on."
"So how do I carry it?" I asked.
"That's it, it's rare but you also carry it on your x chromosome. So fifty per cent chance it carries through. If you were with someone without the recessive all would be good. But both of us are the last sperm donors you want."
"What should we do Dave?"
"I actually suggest we get vasectomies. Particularly as Deb is our only Female lover and likely to stay that way."
So this conversation went on for weeks and finally, the three of us decided to take pregnancy off the table. Six weeks later I came off the pill. It freed our lovemaking in a way as my system normalised its cycle. But it was painful emotionally. The PMTs were the worst. All pain and no chance of fertilisation.
About this time I took over the Family company in Melbourne and was made CEO. We were doing well. Of course, we all discussed the situation with Mum and Dad. We were particularly interested in the genetics of siblings. Dad came up with a bright idea.
We start a genetics research lab. Dave would run it but employ the best available. The family trust had many more millions than were needed, as Dad's early investments were paying off big. The new company would focus on genetically linked disorders. Dave would do private sibling studies on the side. Dad would write the software, and the financial management would fall to me.
So that kept us busy for a year. Eventually, Rob spoke up at a family council meeting.
"I need something that is not science, I mean, I'm happy doing theatre, but it's a hard gig getting gigs. Lots of downtime."
Mum had an idea.
"Rob, what would you like own or run a theatre?"
"Well that's it, I would really like to run my own theatre, bar, club, joint, whatever it's called. We have close ties to the gay and lesbian community and they lack a supportive venue at the moment. Also, I can do a few shows with friends."
"Brilliant," Dave said. "I love those sort of venues. Where would you want it?"
"Easy, Brunswick Street. It is really moving and shaking as an alternative space. Definitely not St Kilda."
We were all in favour. So Rob had a task. But he also had the passion and the drive.
Dad let us know it was likely we would see a lot of them in the next two years. Something about a Y2K bug. They were going to pay him a fortune to make sure the whole of Australia's banking system didn't collapse.
It's funny because Dad wrote most of the software in the first place. The three of us knew exactly what the problem was because Dad had taught us well as teenagers about the importance of memory resource allocation in databases. But the outcome for the family business was pennies from heaven. Very few programmers were left who could fix it.
Dad was busy with the Y2K conversions, so we decided to open in February of 2000. Dad's work meant the company was awash with money. This meant we could make new investments in some very early AI start-ups and a few in robotics and drones.
We had been a trouple for seven years now, almost an institution. Inseparable and each other's lifeblood.
The second event that rocked the boat was later that year. We were making love. I watched my brothers. Their love was so pure, their love for each other. True, I was never left out, but as I watched them that lazy Sunday afternoon, I realised I did not have the same depth to my love for them. I tested this over many sessions. I know the boys met up for sex together without me. But then so did I with Rob or Dave. But I found myself longing for the depth of love I saw but didn't have.
I knew, deep, down they had found their true loves but I hadn't. Fuck. Within a week I called us together.
"Guys apart from me, you are both more Gay than Bi."
"True, neither of us chases other pussy." Rob confessed.
"I think, that our time is almost up. I think for me it's about lust and love for my brothers but for you two it is deeper. It is soul mates."
Dave glanced at Rob, who nodded.
"We know we have just begun to feel the same. God, we love you Debbie, but it is not the same."
I think I need to be free to see if I can find love out there, outside the family. We hugged and cried but agreed that the 'all for one and one for all together forever' had a different definition of forever.
"Does that mean we stop all sex with me?" I asked.
"No, but when you find someone, yes."
So suddenly, I was in the dating pool.
I was lost for quite a while, I had my brothers to service my physical needs, but it took a while to find out who I was and be open for love with someone else.
Over a year I had a lot of dates, some went to second dates and some ended up in the bedroom. But the connection of love was missing.
Then it happened. I was in the Engineering Department of Melbourne Uni to have meetings about investment opportunities. There he was, he couldn't miss me as I backed right into him sending his books flying. He gripped my hips so I didn't fall. Looking up I fell into his eyes. Frozen we were lost in that special moment of time.
I was quickly on my knees picking up his books. Helping him. Again as we both knelt our eyes locked. I wanted to kiss him right there.
"I need a coffee," I spluttered instead.
"I know just where we can get one."
We walked out together, with me still clutching two of his books.
"What are you studying?" He asked.
I looked at his book in my arms.
"Um Dynamic forces of geoengineering, I read the title, all about being swept off one's feet."
"I'm studying that myself but I'm a bit shaky. I'm Brad by the way. "
"Debbie, Debbie Daniels. We shook hands. Well, I'm not sure when the shaking turned to just holding hands.
That was it. We dated a few times, and each time we became more passionate. On the third date, he took me to his tutor's apartment and we made passionate love. It was so different to my brothers. I truly thought I had found my soul mate.
I need to say that I'm not going to go into the details of our lovemaking, as the memories of what we had are too painful. I had found my true love. I still think that. We married and moved into Rathedowne Street. The twins took a unit behind the club. I doubt Brad knew they were gay, just close brothers.
For two years we tried to have a baby. Dave secretly collected some DNA from Brad and it proved to be great news, he was clear of that genetic recessive.
Eventually, I fell pregnant with our Jack. It was a joint venture. We were so excited, going to birthing classes together. Brad helped with the delivery. I stood back from work a bit but kept up with the company's operations.
I could see Brad wanted to go further with his career, he was a great home Daddy. I was earning much more than he could living where we were. He really needed to get into the field for practical experience. We wanted a second child, so we came to an arrangement. He took up studying for his PhD. And once number two came along, we would seek a post some were in the mining districts.
Good plan and I soon became pregnant again. But, it was a big but. Brad was busy with his doctorate. So he had little time for the pregnancy excitement. Don't get me wrong he was excited. My hormones were a mess as I breastfed Jack while pregnant with Sophie. Sophie joined the family as a little joyous bundle of joy. But I was not so joyful. I had my hands full.
Brad was locked away studying much of the time. I knew he was missing out, but then so was I. Missing out on his devotion to the family. After Jack was born within weeks were fucking like rabbits again. Suddenly after Sophie, I had lost some libido. Brad was distracted and even the cuddles diminished. Often he came to bed late, well after I was asleep. Then often as not, it was with a crying kid wanting a feed.
Mum was dying. The news spread through our hearts and buried us in sorrow. Stage Four melanoma was untreatable. It had metastasized throughout her body with no one being aware of it. She went through chemo only to prolong her life long enough to see Sophie born. Mum was a shadow of herself. Dad dropped everything and became her carer. The consequence I saw much less of the grandparent help I received with Jack. In hindsight, it would have been better if Brad had postponed his doctoral work. It was a hard time for all the family.
Jack was still breastfeeding when Soph was born so I would feed them both. I made sure Sophie got the full breast and Jack would finish it off.
One day Brad came in with me feeding both our kids at once.
"You know that's sick. It's time Jack gave up the breast."
Jack was still not saying much, but he shook his head in a no and latched back on. He understood. Brad came and took him. He was not happy. I heard him telling Jack to calm him down.
"You're a big boy now. Breasts are for babies. Sophie needs the breast milk to grow, she can't eat mashed bananas like you can. So how about you be a big boy and leave the milk for her."
Jack looked at me sorrowfully.
"Can you do that for Daddy, Jack?"
Reluctantly he nodded.
Brad didn't even discuss it with me first. I was pissed. It was in that moment I realised I wasn't coping with everything so well, but that was a straw that broke this mother's back.
Things got darker and I lost the joy of motherhood.
Years later, after a lot of therapy after the family was split, my counsellor suggested I had post-natal depression.
So it was then that, my brothers stepped in and helped with the kids. To Brad, they were being good helpful uncles. But this just meant Brad could feel justified in working at uni longer. Rob and Dave had more to do with putting the kids to bed or organising bath time, and reading stories to them, than Brad.
I remember looking at my brothers lovingly thinking; this could have been us. These could have been my brothers' children. Fuck I miss them. My libido awoke but attached to the wrong lovers. For the next three weeks, I struggled with love, desire and depression. They fought a battle in my mind. I fell further into the rabbit hole of darkness.
In Brad's absence, once again I snuggled my brothers on the couch. I kissed them both with some passion. They pulled back, they knew what I was wanting.
"Why Debbie?" Rob asked.
"Fuck. Brad has not touched me since Sophie was born. You know I can't go that long. The dildos do nothing for me. Just this once. Make love to me like we used to. Well, at least fuck me like you used to. I love you both, but I will keep my deep love for Brad, but please wake my body up with your gorgeous cocks."
My hands were working their hardness. We put our heads together and chanted the old saying. Suddenly passion took over and we were making love. I took Rob first, followed by Dave. My vagina had tightened up after the birth but they both gave me their cum. We quickly moved to oral as I prepared my brothers for both cocks.
"Double vaginal please boys, fuck I miss that."
We had only just achieved the desired penetration when Brad walked in.
"Fuck! What the Fucking Fuck!"
I could see him clenching his fits, he was in blind range.
"No Brad, it's my fault. Don't fight them."
Brad took a breath, turned and stormed out. Doors slammed. I heard his car spin out as he left the drive into a busy Rathedown street.
Inside we dressed. I could feel my brother's sperm soaking my pants. Secretly I thought at least I came, as in got off both times I had them one on one. But then I cursed myself for being so sick. Jack woke and was crying, so the four of us sat on the couch crying together.
"Don't cry Mummy, I love you, Uncle Rob and Dave love you, Daddy loves you."
That broke me
"It's alright. Sophie loves you too."
They were not the last words Jack said to me but they were the words I always remembered.
I rang Dad, we needed his wisdom. Mum was in the hospital having her last Chemo dose.
He came straight over and we discussed what could be done.
"We need to give him space. If he doesn't show up by tomorrow night I will go and find him. But I'll sleep here. You boys best go home."
I think Dad understood, better than the rest of us why things happened. He didn't agree with what happened. And I could tell he was pissed that his sons had not shown better sense.
Dad talked quietly with me and helped with the children. The next day Dad brought Mum here. It was a conversation I didn't want but needed to have. I held her frail body in my arms and poured out my guilty soul to her. Her dying didn't make her less wise.
"When Brad comes back we need to have a family truth-telling." Her words were whispered through the fog of painkillers. She had refused the morphine.
Brad didn't show up the next morning. Dad sought him out and convinced him he should hear some things before he made any decisions. So that afternoon we all gathered in the lounge. It was icy. Dad did most of the talking. Mum sat slumped in the rocker, a skeleton of death waiting to happen. But she kept up.
Dad started perhaps with the most startling news for Brad. He and Joy were siblings. I watched as horror passed over Brad's brows. But he listened. He steeled himself against saying anything.
Then Dad told him of our sibling love, the twins and I. Nine years of faithful commitment to each other. Love that we all gave up so Debbie could fall in love with you. I made Brad aware that that was the first time in five years we had ever done anything sexual.
The boys told him that they were now officially Gay and living as a gay couple since they left Deb. They also said they had both been faithful to each other forever. So not the stereotypical gay lifestyle he might be presuming.
But for the most part, they just hung their heads in shame, as I did.
At the end, Dad asked if he had any questions.
"No, but I guess that does change everything. Thank you for at least being honest with me, even if perhaps four years too late. I need time to think. A week. Maybe meet here again this time next week. We will see where the cards fall.
It was a tough week, very tough, but the toughest was to come.
A week later Brad laid down an open misere. He undercut whatever plans or concessions we might have made by undercutting us all with his plan. In one hand he tore a part of the family apart. It is always the kids that suffer in things like this. But this was beyond the pale.
By taking Jack and disappearing interstate, it could have been considered a kidnapping. But then we had to agree with it. We had no real choice apart from calling his bluff and facing Goal.
Dad saw his trusted lawyer that night. He came back sullen. Not only could he bring the law in for incest, for my brothers and me, but also Mum and Dad. On top of this Victoria still had anti-gay laws. With one phone call, he could shut down the nightclub and have the twins in court. Now the public might have worn the gay thing by this time in our history, but the public exposure of a family dynasty of incest was grist for the tabloids that would be relentless.
Reluctantly, we agreed that Brad had to win this round. Dad spoke to him with his lawyer and they agreed that a sealed statement of intent and understanding could be drafted to protect all sides. Brad had no lawyer but was content that we would not contest him. All parties signed it. Even our dying Mother. Grandad reserved the right to at least be in Jack's life enough to make sure he was treated right. But that was the only contact anyone could have.
Two months later Mum passed. My depression deepened. I moved back to the farm with Dad. It helped us both that we could enjoy little Sophie growing up on the farm. She had Grandpa to love her in place of the Dad hole she did not even know she missed. My Brothers and I did not go back to our physical love. Well for nearly four years. Brad was silent and Grandad's trips bore no change. He reported back but wasn't even allowed to take photos. But at least he maintained contact. Jack was not a missing person, just a missed one.
I was tempted to turn to drink. I went down to the liquor store in Albury, wanting to stock up on the hard stuff. That's when I say my Jack. Jack Daniels. I bought just one bottle that was on the top shelf, Jack Daniels. It remained on the top shelf ever since. I had an occasional wine, but that's as far as my drinking went, and then only with family celebrations. Jack's birthday was the hardest. I couldn't even send a card.
Eventually, we realised I needed to get back to the company in an active role. Collectively we agreed my brothers could be back in as a sexual presence in my life. But I decided that only one at a time. No more lust-driven double-teaming. Just love expressed as needed.
And that has been our life ever since. We have a great love-filled life but with a big hole. A Jack-sized hole. With Brad's untimely death, there was an opportunity to bring Jack home. That's when Dad, your grandpa revealed his great plan. The best bit we knew was that Grandma was travelling with you.
Daisy would bring life to that which was lost and our hearts travelled with you. Hope that you would be together again.
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Darkness: Through the Shadow.
I was not expecting to write a sequel to Darkness so soon but then I heard the haunting Lyrics of the song by Kris Kristofferson 1970. 'Help me make it through the night.'
The sequel wrote itself. The song provided structure and many lines that became commentary on the song and Russell and Fiona's lives. I cried many times in the writing so if you cry often have tissues handy.
Because of copy-write reasons, I can't reproduce the lyrics here. But it is available to hear in all good media locations so I suggest it provide some background music for you listening.
Enjoy the sequel to Darkness.
......................
Darkness: Through the Shadow.
"Help me make it through the night Fiona."
My silent plea reached out to my Sister. We had the house to ourselves. We had the room to ourselves, but once again, I was a nine. Comatose I lay in the night, that was only ten o'clock in the morning.
Today would be forgotten with so many of my days. Memories are hard when you can't remember. Feelings are overwhelming. All I do is bury myself in this imposed, brain-imposed darkness.
I knew that yesterday my Sister and I wrapped our virginities together as we lost them. But that was yesterday. I just longed to recreate that yesterday today. But like so many other days, I feared the preciousness of what happened would get lost. Today may not happen.
So I lay wondering when, not if, but when Fi would slip into my bed. I did not know she had poked her head in the doorway three times already. For I was asleep.
Finally, she appeared in my fog of time.
"You are awake. A nine?" She could read the signs.
I groan and nod.
"I want to lay with you."
I knew help had arrived to drive down the darkness.
"It's not fair. I can't really see you. I want to see your winsome body." I whisper.
Fi was young, just over eighteen. She was a slip of a girl. Her long blond hair made her look much younger. Sometimes, when I was well and younger, I would brush it for her. We would count to a hundred. It was hard to tell her age. Before COVID stole my light from me she was sixteen. Now she was eighteen.
Fiona paused, "I'll be back."
Darkness and quiet filled the space, creeping its tentacles around my bed.
Quietly the door opened. "Sorry that took a while, I had to find a different light bulb. I have an idea."
She came and kissed my lips. No longer innocent, but delicately longing. I did not get as hard as I would have on any normal occasion.
"I think I can show you my body." She turned me over toward the blank bedroom wall on the other side of the bed.
"Close your eyes," she giggled. "Maybe put your sunglasses on as well."
She handed them to me.
I heard a rustling around, a chair moving, then a click.
I know a light went on. But it was a dull light.
"It will work," she came up to me and whispered. "Is it all right if I take the covers off for a bit? I want to see your handsome body as I do this."
I nod. I was already naked under here and she has already had my hardness inside her. I was delighted she wanted to see. I heard my sister remove her clothes. Then she knelt beside me.
"Now slowly open your eyes, slits will do, just enough."
I saw her shadow on the wall. Her pert pointy breasts pointing in a silhouette of shadow. Her hair was tied up in a ponytail. I could see the bow when she turned her head a certain way. Slowly my sister formed her body to give play to this puppet show of darkness.
Slowly, ever so slowly, she pulled the ribbon from her hair and draped it over my nakedness. I felt its satin trace my skin, seductive and slow. I groaned in its erotic presence as I watched my sister play with me. I knew she could see me clearly. I focussed on the shadows.
Fiona shook out her hair and it unfurled as a flag on a pole. She let it fall upon my nakedness. A thousand ribbons of silk fine hair caressed me. If a picture painted that thousand hairs, it would not bring as much pleasure as those hairs which brought delight to the light-play cast upon the wall.
She danced on my nakedness. Her hair travelled in its dance slowly, joyously up and down my nakedness.
A man is not made of stone. Neither could my nine prevent my body from bursting through the darkness. My sister found a way. My penis rose in the shadows as her hair swished across its form. I was hardening fast. My love, accompanied by those thousand hairs, rose to meet her lips, now held above my erection, in an anticipated shaded kiss.
I felt those lips part over my penis head and lick around the tip that poked its head out of my foreskin.
"Don't stop, I love you, my head hurts but my heart wants more."
My sister's hands joined her hair to play with my laid-bare body.
"I love you, Russell. So much. Do you think you can cum?"
"Probably not. My head is pounding."
"Then I will turn off the light and we can spoon."
She slipped off the bed and the click heralded the end of the light. I expected her at my back. But she moved to my front.
"You can be the big spoon tonight. Hold me."
She slipped into place and my penis, still hard, pressed her soft bottom. She slipped a hand between her legs and brought me to lie in the wetness of her sex.
My hands found her breasts and it was me who cried into her flowing sweet-smelling, silky soft hair. Her hand pressed my harness to her clit and she quietly came. I slept content. I had given my sister pleasure. She slept enfolded in my living embrace.
This time the sleep did not bring relief. My nine persisted. My sister decamped from my bed and busied herself elsewhere. But not before we shared a long and loving kiss. My hands paid homage to her nakedness even though my mind was missing.
"Do you want some food? It's one pm." Fiona's head once more entered my room to ask.
"Coffee please."
"You need to eat."
"What do we have?"
"Not much. I tell you what. Would you like some hot chips?"
"Yes please."
"I'll go to the local chip shop. I'll also have fish. Do you want some as well?"
"You choose, I can't think. Something easy."
Quiet descended. The shop was only a block away. I heard the door close. My sister walked. Eagerly I listened for her return. Little sounds played loud in silence. Loud sounds were a gong to drive me mad with pain. I realised my prayer was being answered. Fiona was helping me make it through the night. Her playfulness caste out the darkness of depression that was mocking at my door only last week. Now I felt I could make it.
Sometime in the waiting, I had a dreaded thought. What if? What if she doesn't? What if she can't? Return that is. I gave myself nightmares as I waited in the dark. Time stretches when the mind worries. Time moved by the fidgeting of thoughts playing havoc with reality.
The front door opens and relief washes over me. The smell of hot chips precedes my sister's entry.
"If you are naked, I want to be naked." My sister strips. "It is cold outside. I put the central heating up before I left, so we could be nude in comfort."
I prop myself against the bedhead. She sits between my legs, our groins almost touching. She feeds me chips out of butcher's paper, the traditional way. The big ones are hot and we blow.
Fi, my Fi, my little Fifi licks the salt from her fingers to hold my limpness lying on her leg.
"That's nice. My headache is less. The aspirin has kicked in."
"Are you sure it is not my sister medicine?" she asks.
"You are inspiring. Probably."
She feeds me battered fingers of fish. I feed on her love. In time the paper is empty. She scrunches it up and throws it to the door.
We share our salt-lined lips with a kiss. Our tongues lick around satisfied mouths. The hunger of that orifice satisfied. Another gets hungry in its lust.
My nine became a seven, along with my inches between my legs. Fiona's hands now bring me to full hardness and she moves closer until I slip into her wetness.
Suddenly what we did yesterday repeats itself today. We move by the rocking of our hips. Love consummated once more. I feel her moistness lubricate my balls. The smell of chips is overcome by the aromas of love.
My mouth devours her mouth in passion as my hands seek out my sister's breasts. Those breasts that were but shadows playing on the wall earlier today.
"You stay still darling Brother, let me move for us."
The bed moved and my universe shook. Still seated, her legs locked around my waist as she drove my hardness into her willing body. Our groins meshed in an intimate beat as my Sister took up the rhythm of passion.
I thrust as I could, seeking to drive myself deeper for my pleasure and hers.
"Yes Russ, I want to cum, please fill me. Fuck, I love you."
She clung upon my neck as her body shook. Her nipples, hard, trembled on my chest. Then I came. My urgent thrust spewed my passion deep into her gasping body. Our lips locked so we could taste the cries of our climax. Guttural cries echoed in the chambers of our mouths.
Stilled once more, I held her glistening frailty to my chest and we sucked in air as we came down from lust. My penis limp once more slipped from her tightness and our fluids flooded onto my sheets.
I giggled, "That is where I will lay my head tonight. I want to breathe our love. To remember that we made love on that very spot."
Fiona kissed me. "We should shower before they get home. I will open the window while we do. This room smells of sex."
"Can we shower together?"
"Yes, you go ahead while I let in the light and air. I will join you soon."
I leave the bathroom light off and we are lit only by a small high window. I watch my sister enter naked, lithe and vulnerable.
"Do you like my body, Russ? My breasts are small."
I reach to hold them as she enters the falling water with me.
"I love your body little Sister."
I move to rub myself on her.
"You make me hard. You are sexy. Yes, you are small, but these breasts fill my hands and your nipples are made to suckle." Which I do just then.
I gather soap and lovingly explore her body in every nook and cranny. She soaps me back and we play in suds between our skin. Slippery bodies dancing in water. Darkness is no more, just life-affirming love.
I want to lift her like a man and thrust into her suspended in the air, but my body has had enough. I feel fatigue sap my strength.
"I need to sit down."
"Let's dress and watch some tele together."
My sister dries me, then herself and leads me naked to the lounge.
"I want to do this, be naked together in the house."
I'm still hard. She gently pushes me to the seat.
"I'll go get our clothes."
I sit there hard, waiting. I think we have time before the family arrives. One part of me wants to be seen making love to my sister. I'm sick of things shrouded in shadows. I want a bright light to cast our silhouette upon the world. To declare: I love my sister! My penis throbs: Wanting my sister as this public nudity exposes my desires.
Fiona returns and seeing me, she kneels and takes me in her mouth. No words just love. Her hands join her mouth in this moment of fellatio. She tries to go deep but gags too much. I hold her by her damp hair and pull her upward off my length.
"Just work the top. I am close."
I caress her face and feel my penis push her cheek into my palm. And then I cum. Not gallons, but she seals her lips and swallows what I offer. Excited, she straddles me again and shares my cum in a kiss. I do not mind because it is my Sister's mouth that had swallowed the lion's share.
"Let's get you dressed. We don't want to get caught," she giggled. "Imagine Andy barging in."
She pulls up my PJ bottoms that I wear around the house and lovingly tucks my penis in. I stand to put on my dressing gown, then slump again onto the couch.
I watch as Fiona dresses. I cannot believe how lucky I am to share her love. She is in normal clothes, as if to say, we were never naked.
The tele is on and we watch as I brush the tangles of our lovemaking from her locks. My hair is short, so it dries enough that Mum may not wonder why both our heads are wet.
True to form my brother busts in unannounced. School is out.
"Not again, do I ever get to watch what I want?"
"What do you want?" I throw him the remote.
"Mandalorian."
"Sounds good to me," we both say together.
We watch and enjoy the drama, but I ask for the sound to be lower. My brother understood and complied.
Mum comes in and smiles at our closeness as siblings.
"What number love?"
"I'm a six but only because my sister cared. I was a nine earlier."
"Well, whatever you did keep doing it. It is good to see your brother up and about."
The double entendre plays in our heads, we both want to burst out laughing.
"I bought some crisps and drinks today and coloured popcorn."
She knows I love coloured popcorn. Mum brought them to us, then went to work on tea.
Memories of Shadows played in my mind as I retied the ribbon in her hair.
The next few days, there was always someone else in the house. But I was a much better five or six. Our days had so much joy. Fiona and I did normal stuff. I so wanted to make love in the light. But instead, we talked in snatches, played games, and snuggled watching movies.
One thing we did was play some of Mum and Dad's old records. But Mum assured us they were her parents. Mainly folk music from the sixties. It was nice. I could listen to them without increasing my headaches.
That's another thing about long COVID, some music was too busy for me to hear. Certain types of classical, or heavy rock, modern electronic, anything sharp and jangly. Anything that vibrated deep. My brain was over-activated. Folk music was gentle so I coped.
I felt like I had autism. That hypersensitivity to environmental inputs. I couldn't sing, shout or cheer. A bass sound was worse. If I hummed the vibrations went straight to my sensitive brain. The doctor says the brain is attacking itself. It thinks I still have the virus. So it is inflamed by an overactive immune system.
Mainly we talked about incest and how we might cope with it. Like how we might keep it all hush-hush. Fi would slip into my room at night when everyone was asleep. She lay down by my side until the early morning light. We set an alarm to make sure we were awake well before our family.
Our nights were filled with passion. Mainly my sister riding my hardness to completion. My energy was still drained by love, but it was worth it. Her love helped me make it through the days. I could sleep through the day. Somehow, my sister survived on less sleep.
But good days ended and once again I was in darkness. I went back up to eights and nines. It was Saturday. Dad had taken Andy to footy. Mum was catching up with housework. I was bad.
Mum and my little Sister came in at the same time.
They talked softly for a while. Then Mum made a surprising comment.
"Slip into bed with Russ, Fi, it seems to help."
There is pause as we both hold our breath.
"When you do he always goes up a point of two. You can just cuddle and sleep. Help him through this darkness."
Fiona almost made as if to protest. But she slipped in behind me fully clothed and cuddled into me.
"You are so cute together. When you were little Fi, Russell would cuddle you to sleep."
"Thanks, Mum," I groaned in my pain. "It helps, it really does."
"Anything for you big brother. I could use some extra sleep. I'm not sleeping so well at night these days."
Mum left us to it. My sister's hand snaked around my torso to cup my limp penis and soft balls.
"Lucky I drained them last night," my sister giggled into my hair. I was soon asleep and my sister with me.
Sometime we had turned over and I was spooning her. My hand automatically cupped her breast. That was how Mum found us when she came in to announce tea.
I fained sleep. Fiona froze like a rabbit in the headlights.
"I did want to wake him," she confessed to Mum.
"That's all right sweetie. It's sort of nice to be held like that. It's alright, he is asleep. If that's what is fixing his nines then I'm okay with it. You both look very cute."
"Mum, not helping."
"Come, it's dinner time. You can bring Russell's back later. You are so good for him and so good to him. I'm proud of you Fi."
I sort of heard the conversation but didn't dare move unless Mum realised I was awake. I had been tweaking my sister's nipple through her shirt. My penis was hard pressed into her buttocks. I was again a seven.
I giggled when my sister left, that's my size. I was about seven inches down there. Fiona adored all seven of them. But I had to be a seven to be a seven. Once again, thank god, Fiona had nursed me through the darkness, through my nightmares.
That night when the family was asleep my sister came in and stripped.
"Put on the light," I asked. "I think I'm a six."
"I want to try something different tonight big brother. It's called reverse cowgirl."
As was her habit she licked and sucked me hard. Then impaled herself on me. We sort of knew not to take too long in foreplay as my fatigue tolerance was very limited. Once I was embedded deep she swivelled around, so she faced me backwards. I raised my knees and she clung to them as she worked her body on my hard cock. The view was incredible, at least from my side. My sister was getting my cock at a very different angle and her groaning was getting louder.
"Shhh, remember Andy sleeps next door."
"Oops," she giggled. But continued to drive herself onto my cock. We both called out each other's names into the night as we came together.
"Fuck that was good, but shhh." I sighed
"Too late for that. At least Andy is a deep sleeper."
"I want to try something now."
I pulled her hips back toward my face.
"Let me clean you out with my tongue."
She left a trail of sperm right down from my navel to my chin. I spent a delightful five minutes sucking our combined juices. My sister then cleaned up my torso with her tongue.
Fiona held me naked on the bed and we slept until our alarm heralded the morning light.
Morning came with no regrets, our night love heralded a six, so I camped in a darkened lounge room while Fiona spun the records.
"Do you care that we are committing incest?" I ask my sister.
"Yes I do, I take a lot of care committing that incest. I care for you. I don't give a fuck about the rules. What matters is today and you are much better because we love each other."
"But what about tomorrow?"
"Does tomorrow ever come?"
"Point."
"Then let the devil have tomorrow. He is too good at spoiling the now. So to hell with the rules."
"Can we stay like this forever, without the long COVID I mean, but loving each other?"
"Forever Russ."
"I want forever, I will love you forever. I will love you past death, our death."
Fiona sits in my lap and we kiss.
"Forever includes tomorrow. Let's snatch it back from the Devil. Say, love goes here, Fuck off."
We listen to Bridge Over Troubled Waters. We live that song in the night.
The next Album is by Kris Kristofferson. I lie down on the couch, my sister lies next to me.
Our mum comes in, the record has reached the end of the side and does that over and over scratching sound.
"Let me turn it over Pets. You look so comfortable. You know this is one of my favourite albums of all time. I've been listening to it in the kitchen."
"That's awesome Mum," Fiona says.
"When did my kids get such good taste?"
"When the only records we can play come from your collect."
"True," she laughs. "Play on."
She disappeared into the kitchen, and then we heard it. The song, so hauntingly beautiful. It was us. It took our souls and played it into lyrics.
When it finished my sister bolted upright, found the track and played it again.



'Help me make it through the night' it was us. I played with the ribbon in my sister's hair. Was.. No, it was spooky.
Fiona grabbed the album cover and looked up the lyrics.
"Russ, it was written in 1970. But this is us."
We are listening to the end of the song.
"No, I do not want it to end up that way, alone."
We play it again.
Mum comes in. "You two used to love this song, you must have been very young, but it always put you to sleep."
"Maybe that's why my Sister helps me make it through this current darkness."
"Maybe." She wanders off again.
"Maybe we should move on to the next album," Fiona suggests.
We try Tubular Bells but it is too jangly. But the song that became us runs around in my ears.
"I think I should sleep."
My sister pulled me up. We walk through the kitchen.
"I'm going to put Russell to bed. He needs to sleep."
"Maybe once he is asleep come and help me make some cookies, he loves your chocolate chip ones."
I smile, "Thanks, yes please."
In the room, I stripped but Fiona stayed dressed.
"Mum is dropping in too much today. Let me spoon you."
Under the covers, she takes my nakedness and my penis and slowly masturbates me. She slipped her panties off and wraps them around my hardness. They are wet and the slipperiness of my precum helps me to ejaculate into the satin.
Now spent I start to slumber. My sister whispers in my ear.
"I'll put this under my pillow until I join with you later."
"You had better put on a clean pair before you make cookies," I suggest.
"Good point. Sleep well big Brother," and she kisses me, then leaves.
I sleep well. When I wake to use the toilet I smell fresh cookies in the hall. I wander down in dark glasses and hat.
Young Andy is at the table scoffing my biscuits and drinking milk.
"Hang on they were for me."
"It's alright," Fiona hugged me, "I have a second batch in the oven."
"A bun in the oven, hey!" Andy jokes.
He cops a damp tea towel in the face. His sister then spins it into a rat's tail.
"No, they hurt," he claims.
He backs away,
"Then don't be rude!" His big sister grabs the tray of cookies, no more for you until you apologise.
Andy looks at me as if I might come to his aid.
"That's your fight buddy. I sit down to the cookies and his milk."
He looks at us both, sort of weird, eyes darting between us. But then shrugs and walks into the lounge. The TV breaks the silence.
Fiona comes up behind me and gives me a hug.
"If I did, I would know whose bun it was in the oven."
"Cookie" I correct her, but put my hand above her womb. "One day," I whisper, "one day."
That night my sister joins with me. We practice making buns. But the birth control has our passion in its grip.
I remember the song.
"Tonight I need a friend, tomorrow you can have the baby. Maybe sleep will bring a possible tomorrow." I whisper to Fiona.
It's a promise she holds dear as she sleeps with me.
I am a six when I wake. We have the house to ourselves once again. But my sister is not home. She had an early appointment to do her driving test. I showered, wanting to be fresh to help her celebrate. I giggled to myself as I left my erection alone in the shower.
Today I think I have the energy to do missionary at last. My sister has always been on top. It protects my fatigue. I wait in anticipation.
I keep things dark but have a small light in my room. I want to see my sister as I penetrate her body.
I know the answer before I see her. It is in her skip and step as she enters like her brother would, bursting with excitement.
"I can Drive! I passed big Brother." She throws herself at me and we kiss in joy. Joy flows from her to me and I am hard again.
"Ooh yes, let's celebrate with your hardness."
I stand and we hurriedly tear her clothes off. I am naked already. I push her onto the bed.
"I'm on top today. I want to drive myself into you and deposit my love in celebration. At last, you can drive me places. So let me drive just now."
I leaned down and brought my mouth to her vulva. My tongue takes some time exploring her folds and lapping her juices.
"Fuck."
I realise the head-down position is bringing too much blood to my big head, and I feel it ache. I look up at her concerned.
"That hurts too much, let me give you my penis instead."
"I enjoyed your lips on mine, but I really wanted you to take me, so fuck me, Big Brother."
She guides my erection to her folds and slithers my head between her lips. I take control and in one push drive myself home. Her vagina is my nesting place. This time I am in control and I feel good. It is new, but I feel like a man in the moment. A man whose primal purpose is to take his women.
I start to pump my hardness and my sister screams her pleasure.
"Yes god, that's it, wow, yes take me. Fuck me. Harder big brother."
Words of affirmation flow from my sister in what could be viewed as dirty talk, but it was born of our mutual love.
I grit my teeth, I want to last. But I am also aware that this is going to cost me. My lovemaking brings Joy and light to our souls but now I am overdoing it. I can feel my brain want to let the darkness back in. My head thumps with my heart and blood. Building, building. I don't dare stop. To stop is to let the darkness in.
My fight is desperate. My sister holds my head.
"Russ I know, this is hurting but thanks. I love that you love me enough to take this risk."
That tips my pleasure and I cum hard. Because I am thrusting I cum harder than I've ever done before. My sperm fills her womb. My penis is pushed into her internal tightness. My sister shakes beneath me and she shouts out my name as we complete our orgasms together.
I slump and hold my head. It is aching from the effort. I know I am on my way back to a nine.
Fiona reaches over and turns off the light. We kiss, although I am just a shadow of the former self I had just demonstrated.
We sleep a bit. But it's clear I'm now a nine and a half.
"I will never forget this sacrifice," my sister whispers to me.
Later she says, "I'm going to go for a drive. I promise only for half an hour."
She pulled her panties over her body.
"I know you can't go with me, but I'm going to take all your millions of little Russ's for a ride. So in essence you are going with me."
I sit half up and put my lips to her abdomen. Her panties are already getting wet.
"Enjoy the ride, little guys," I whisper to my sperm. "One day perhaps your brother will take the ultimate journey to birth."
My sister squealed in delight. She kisses me passionately.
"I'm so happy, my driving licence and a promise to bear your child all in one day. Not to mention your amazing lovemaking. Fuck I'm blessed."
She skips out and leaves me in darkness, but that's Ok I know she will be back.
I slept for hours, at least I think it was hours. I listened in the dark for my sister. Normally I hear her footsteps. Sounds of living through the empty hall. But it was quiet. She must have her head in study I tell myself. So I go back to my comatose fetal position and wait it out as I do almost every other day. Then there is activity, it is Mum and Andy back from school. Mum is a teacher at my brother's school. So he often waits till she is done. I do not know that it is getting dark.
"Do you know where Fiona is Russ?"
My world dissolves in horror.
"Her car is not there."
My mum sees my concern.
She paused.
"I know I dropped her off."
"But she went for a drive," I say
"That's okay, she should be back soon then."
"No!" I almost scream. "She went for a drive before lunch. She promised only half an hour. I have not heard her since, but I have slept most of the day."
I grab my phone and text. My mother now understands my concern.
Mum rings her best friend. "Perhaps she visited Jill."
I hear the conversation.
"No, she spoke to me earlier to tell me the news. I've been trying to reach her all day. She hasn't replied to my texts." Mum drops the phone.
Recovering she picks it up.
"We think something has happened, keep trying I'll get back to you.
I hear tears on the other end, they mingle with the tears in this room.
My darkness suddenly becomes fear so great my nine slips into ten. Darkness wins for the moment at least.
I am aware I have not eaten all day. I hear voices, people coming and going, cars coming and going.
Andy comes in to hold me.
"I know you want to help. We are searching. We think she came off the road somewhere. The police and hospitals know nothing."
"Thanks, Bro, that's the first news I've heard, if not good," I whisper through my pain.
"What did she say?"
"She said she would not be long, maybe half an hour."
Andy pauses, "fuck I think I know where she is."
He races out and I am alone again. It's so hard to be alone.
It is getting colder. Help her make it through the night I whisper over and over.
I hear Dad and Andy in the hallway,
"Right buddy, let's go. Show me the way."
I hear a car take off. The world holds its breath. My prayer to my sister, uttered so many times in darkness, becomes my prayer for her. The house is quiet. Everyone is searching. Time moves backward as I wait. I remember she has my sperm on board. Shout out little buddies, shout we are here. God may she be alive.
My next memory is Andy rushing into the room. He flung himself on me balling his eyes out.
"I found her Russ," He balled. My heart sank to depths beyond life.
"She's alive. I saved her for you big brother."
"Slow down, she is alive?" My questioning breath was interrupted as my Dad entered.
"Yes, she is alive, she will be okay. Thanks to Andy here." Andy was still sobbing.
"He realised she went to that lookout you used to take them to when you could drive. Andy spotted the tyre marks go off the road and down the embankment."
"She was alive and asking for you Russ." Andy sobbed.
"Where is she now?"
"At the hospital. I'm going there now. The other searchers are rallying back here. I've ordered a shitload of pizza."
"Dad," Andy said. "You swore."
"Tonight is a night for swearing. I will ring when I know more."
Dad left and Andy cuddled into me.
"It was horrible Russ. But I found her in time. I saved her for you big Brother."
"And for the rest of us."
"Yes, but for you," he could not stop sobbing. I knew he was in shock.
"She was saying your name. Again and again. She looked at me and pleaded - don't let Russ be alone tonight. Help him make it through the night."
I looked at him in shock.
"You kept her alive out there, she didn't want to leave you alone."
I stared trying to discern what Andy knew.
He whispered in my ear.
"I know you two are lovers. I heard you crying out each other's names in the night. But I don't care what others think, I love you both, and you need each other. I knew I just had to find Fi for you."
"Oh Andy," I cried into his hair. "You know? You don't care."
"I don't care if it's right or wrong."
"Do you care enough to not breathe a word of this to others?"
"I care more than that. Your secret is safe. But can I ask you something? Don't be so loud when I'm next door trying to sleep."
"Shit, you heard. I think we both owe you, little brother. You just became my favourite little brother."
"I'm your only brother dickhead."
"You swore." I gave him a playful headlock.
"Dad said I could swear tonight."
"Well, fucking thanks."
"Fuckity fuck fuck fuck." Andy swore back and we laughed, somewhat relieved.
People started to arrive. It began to sound like a party out there.
"Bring me in some pizza. And a beer."
Dutifully Andy returned with three slices of my favourite.
"The beer is for you Andy, drinking makes my head worse."
"But I'm too young."
"If you can swear tonight you can have one beer. Hop up here and drink it with me."
My brother sat with me as he drank his beer and ate one of my slices.
"Careful, not so fast."
"Just don't want to get you in trouble."
"You're the hero tonight. Drink it in."
He burped his beery breath in my face. "Thanks, Bro. I'll be back with more pizza."
Five minutes later Jill knocked and quietly entered.
"Are you alright Russ?"
"I am now."
"Just wanted to say that Fi will need you close these next few weeks."
"I know."
"You know she is in love with you?"
I looked surprised. I stared at her trying to read her face in the darkness.
"I know."
"I mean really in love."
"So what has my sister told her BFF?"
She giggled, "Sorry sworn to secrecy."
"I think you just spilled some beans. But it's okay, I know. I guess she hasn't talked to you much this week."
"Russell. Really. Awesome."
"I'll tell her she can fill you in when she sees you, in private."
She hugged me.
"A nine?"
"I was a ten an hour ago. Never been a ten before."
"I guess all we can do is wait and see what the doctors say."
"I need to rest," I say. Revelations of the last half hour were doing my head in. Jill slipped out the door.
I drifted into sleep that was punctuated by nightmares. But it was not until dawn let me know the sun was up through a crack in my curtains that I heard Mum and Dad return. Mum came and sat with me while Dad disturbed Andy.
"We just got back. She is okay."
"What does okay mean?"
She has a broken leg and she needed surgery.
I sensed Mum was weighing up what to say.
"What surgery?"
"Please don't say anything to her if she wakes, the doctors will speak to her first. But she had to have a complete hysterectomy."
"You mean, her sex organs," I gasped.
"Yes, her womb and all the plumbing. She had massive internal injuries. She would have bled out otherwise. We are lucky Andy found her when he did. The surgeon said she would have died within the hour.
"She is a young girl. This will be very hard to take. You are going to need to help her through this as she has helped you. Be strong for her."
"Can I see her?"
"We will get some sleep and bring you in as soon as we wake."
"She was asking for you in the ambulance before they sedated you."
"I don't care if I'm a nine, I'm coming."
"Ok, well how about you shower, and change your sheets? Your bed stinks again."
Internally I groan as my sheets, while funky, contain the smells of our love-making this memorable week.
My body must be plastered with my sister's musk. Reluctantly I showered and stripped the bed. Surprisingly my levels rose to sevens and I could function.
I tottered out to the kitchen and had reheated pizza for breakfast. There must have been some celebration here last night. The lost was found.
About noon my parents woke and the four of us travelled to the hospital. She had a private room.
My sister looked peaceful lying there. It did not stop me from hugging her. Tubes all over her innocent face, spoiling the view. Her leg had a sheet and a special tent over it.
"They had to put pins in to hold her leg together. Don't look. It's a bit unpleasant. They won't put plaster on until they can be assured she has no infection," the nurse says.
Andy went pail. "I saw the leg in the car. I'm not looking again."
"I hear you are the hero," the kindly nurse said.
He blushed but said nothing. Pride swept through his face. "It's good she hears your voices. She is in a coma. She can hear."
After a few hours, Dad announced we should go home. All this time I had my head on her bed as close to hers as I could go.
"You do look sweet together," Mum commented. "I'll take a photo so your sister will know."
I heard a ping from the draw on her bedside table.
"I just sent it to her. In case she wakes before we get back."
"I'm not going, she has stayed by my side in my darkness for weeks. I can't leave her now."
Dad looked at Mum and nodded. "Okay Buddy, you get night watch. But can you cope with these bright hospital lights?"
"I'll talk to the nurse." Mum went off and she returned with a blackout eye mask.
The nurse will dim the lights when we go. She is arranging a recliner for you.
My parents left and we were alone. I whispered my love to her. I assured her I was here. I told her I loved her no matter what. I sang for her the words of our song.
"Lord it's sad to be alone, I'll help you make it through the night." Then I cried. I must have wept myself to sleep.
The nurse who was so kind came in. She put some sandwiches and a fresh coffee on the table for me.
"I'm about to go off duty. You must love your girlfriend so much."
I didn't realise I did it but I corrected her.
"My sister."
She stopped in her tracks. "That's what I meant. You don't look all that well, what is wrong?"
"Long COVID, it's bad, a bit better tonight, but my sister normally nurses me."
"That must suck, tell me about it?"
I tell her the full story of my last few years.
"I might as well be here holding my sister, rather than at home in the dark being scared shitless for her." I finish.
"Well, I'll pass it on to the night nurse. I think your sister needs you here, you need each other. Try and get some sleep."
"I have been, I can't help it. This shitty Long Covid all I can do is sleep."
I sleep fitfully, my head gets cricked on the bed at that angle. A recliner arrives and I sleep in it, my hand outstretched to hers.
I am awake in the morning when the surgeon visits.
"So you're the brother."
"Not the one who rescued her. The other one".
"I guessed that. Do you mind popping out with me to the consulting room? I would prefer Fiona does not hear this yet."
I move slowly.
"The nurse told me of your long covid. It must be tough."
"My sister has kept me alive. I would have been suicidal without her."
"I think I understand."
I doubted it, but let it pass. In the room, we had some privacy.
"You know your sister had a hysterectomy." I nod. "Unfortunately I had to remove her womb."
"So she can't have sex?" I breathed. I needed to know. He was a doctor after all.
He paused, "Not the vagina, just the womb. She can have sex, but not have babies."
Relief washed uninvited through my face.
"You know when I removed her womb it had fresh sperm in it." He paused as panic struck my soul.
"I don't normally break confidence like this, but your sister, your lover needs your help more than ever.
I splutter.
"How?"
"I know the look of a brother who loves a sister. Also, you were the last person to see her in the morning. Right, now when she wakes up, she will hear that devastating news and she will need you with her.
"Do Mum and Dad have to know about, you know?"
"She is over eighteen, so no."
"So sex is ok then. Aside from the sister thing."
"Yes, just be careful for a while, maybe not for six weeks. She might also have scaring. Here is my card. If it is painful for her make an appointment to see me. It can be fixed."
"Wow, that's big."
"One more thing, perhaps inadvisable for me to say, but you need someone to trust. My sister and I are in the same sort of relationship. I understand. If you want any help dealing with this just make an appointment."
I sit there stunned, he does understand.
"Now you, you should get home and have some sleep."
"But she could wake up?"
"Oh, you haven't been told. We have your sister in an induced medical coma to help her recover from the trauma. She won't come around until we bring her out of it.
We are planning on bringing her out tomorrow afternoon. So long as you are here tomorrow lunchtime you won't miss it."
"I doubt I could sleep."
"I could prescribe you some sleeping tablets."
"I think that might be needed. My body is screaming for me to rest. I need to be my best for tomorrow."
"Well, these could give you twenty-four hours of sleep. They are strong so only one." he had his pad out scribbling the medication.



"I hope to see your parents when they get in. I'll give your mum the prescription."
We stood and he saw me out, he gave a script to the nurse. "My sister will sort this out for you."
I stood trying to put the two and two together.
"Sister or sister sister?"
"Both. She knows we had this chat."
I went back to Fiona and talked to her. Told her that they put her to sleep so she could heal. Told her I would be here when she woke up, and told her I was going home for sleep and I would see her tomorrow.
Quieter, I whispered of my love. That her body was beautiful. That I would hold her every night. Together we would get through this darkness.
Quieter still I whispered, "I want to marry you. To live with you. I didn't care what was right or wrong so long as I could hold you through the night."
I looked up to see the nurse in tears. "Sorry Russ, I overheard. Your parents are on the way up. That was beautiful." she left hurriedly to compose herself.
My parents walked in. Andy came to me and hugged his big brother first. The surgeon took my parents to the consulting rooms.
"You doing ok Andy?"
"Just, I did sleep well last night. You?"
"Yes, I slept some, but mainly Fi and I have been chatting. You going to school."
"Yes with mum."
"Well, how about you chat with Fi? Maybe not tell her what you saw, just how beautiful she is."
I giggled," Tell her you have the hots for that nurse."
"Russ!"
"I was sixteen once," I laugh.
Mum and Dad came out.
"I'm taking you home Russ. Mum needs to work today." Dad informs me.
The nurse Rachel, who had a name tag on, came up and gave Dad a box that had come up from the hospital pharmacy.
"Make sure he only has one."
At home, I sleep nearly twenty-four hours. Like my Sister, my body needed sleep to heal some. The trauma of the last two nights had torn me up.
I wake. No one is home again. I shower. It is ten am but I am a five. Best I've been for ages. I have reheated pizza again. It's getting a bit past tasty, but it does.
I panic a bit about getting to the hospital. Until I think, an Uber. It cost a shit load but I am there by 12.
My sister hadn't changed. She does look Pinker in the flesh. The rest has done her good.
"Good, you are here. I can turn this off." The nurse disconnects a tube from the intubation.
"Don't worry it will take a while until she wakes. Press the buzzer if you think she is waking.
She does her obs. "Good her blood pressure and heart rate are healthy. Are you alright, you look a bit more with it today."
"That sleeping pill did me good. I slept for twenty-four hours. Better than I've felt for months. Apart from Fi, I'm scared shitless, even now."
"Well, keep talking your sweet love to her. It will do her a world of good just hearing your love."
"So you love your brother the same?" I enquire.
She tussles my hair. "All my life."
"And it's working out well."
"Better than well, best decision we ever made."
"So there is hope?"
"More than hope, love."
I sigh and lean forward to kiss my sister on the cheek. Her mouth being occupied with tubes.
"We will get those out once she is awake, you can kiss her properly then."
"If our parents are not here."
Rachel giggled. "You two are making my work so worth it. Thanks."
Just then my phone rings. It is Mum.
"I'm at the hospital."
"Good, I was about to come and pick up you up."
"I caught an Uber."
"Smart thinking."
"They just turned off the drugs. She should wake up sometime, but it might take hours."
"Are you alright then if I don't come in until after work? I'm going to skip the staff meeting."
"She might be awake by then."
"That's ok, she needs to see and hear you, not me. Too many of us might be overwhelming. I'll bring Andy, Dad might be a bit later. But text us when she wakes."
We say goodbye and I hold my sister. I sit next to her and lean in.
Rachel comes in.
"It's okay if you want to lie down by her side. Just take off your shoes and don't bump that leg."
I put my head on her shoulder and smell her hair. It needs washing, but it is still my sister's smells. I hold her hand and talk. Talk of us. Talk of my dreams for a future. Tell her that I love her over and over. Let her know she is not alone. She will make it through this darkness, this night. I am holding her. I won't let her go. I'm here for when she wakes. I tell her all this and more. That she is sexy and that she turns me on. That I'm even a bit hard now. I tell her she is loved.
I could tell her all these things for hours and I do.
Rachel comes in.
"How cute. I'll just do her obbs."
"Good, she is coming out of the comma." She shines a light in her eyes. "Not long now."
"Can you take a photo for me on my phone? I want her to know I am with her all the way if it gets tough later."
Rachel smiles and takes a few.
"I'm going to put it on video. Talk to her as you have been doing."
She records and I pour out my soul.
She puts my phone on the tray.
"Maybe not show anyone that video. So cute."
It's about two when I feel her move. My hand presses the buzzer.
Rachel comes,
"She moved."
"All in good time. Just let her come out as she will."
I think of our song. 'All I'm taking is your time.' Time is the most precious thing we have and yet we spend it cheaply. The early morning light is spreading on her face. Not the light from the sun, that day is well spent. But the light in her soul. This is her morning, our morning. She sighs.
I hold my breath as Fiona breathes a breath bigger than the whisper-quiet coma breaths. I tell her I love her. She sighs some more. Happy sighs.
It takes a bit, an eternity for me. She turns her head. Her eyes slowly open. We fall into our hearts in that moment.
"I knew you would be here."
I wipe a single tear from her face. We make love in silence. Love not of flesh. Love of spirit. Our eyes are where all the action is.
Rachel puts down my phone again.
"Sorry, I couldn't help it. How about I get rid of those tubes? Your oxygen levels are good."
She pulls the curtain and I stay holding my sister as she pulls the tubes from her throat.
"My throat is scratchy." She says. Then she looks at me.
"Is it all right if I kiss my brother?"
"I'll leave the curtain closed for a bit. Call if you need anything."
I guess that meant we could. Our noses touch. My mouth is dry. Fi's mouth must be dryer.
We kiss. Tentative at first. I do not mind that her mouth tastes of hospital. I give her some of my saliva that suddenly my mouth decides to give. I lick her dried lips.
"I think I need a drink. Thank you Russ for holding me through the night." She is weak.
"Shhh, you can tell me later, you need to rest. I'll get you a drink."
I press the buzzer.
Rachel comes and does her obs again.
"Probably best you get down now," she says. "Before the family arrive."
I look at the ward clock. Ninety minutes have passed in her waking. It is only time. Time I have. Time is all I have. But my long covid is kind today. I can enjoy the time with my sister.
"She wants a drink."
"Yes, but only a little. Just wet your mouth, and keep it there before you swallow. You have not had fluids or food for three days. You need to be careful or you will throw up."
I giggle, "You just don't want to clean that up." I stir Rachel.
"Oh no, that's a job for Nurse Russell." She retorts.
My sister giggles.
Rachel comes with the smallest plastic glass of water.
I hold the back of Fiona's head as she takes a mouthful. It dribbles a bit. Her mouth is still waking up. I lean in and kiss her wet lips.
"Much better, I love you, Russ."
"I love you Fi."
"I know" she smiles. "I really know."
Just then the footfalls of my family echo down the corridor. I pull back as if sprung in an intimate moment. It is Andy who bursts in first.
"Gently little brother. Just quietly," I warn.
He looks at Fiona and hugs her. Tears are in his eyes.
"You found me, Andy, thanks, I know, I remember."
Mum arrives next. Her tears are also showing. She has a gentle hug. Her hand draws back her daughter's hair and she kisses her forehead.
"It will be alright now Pet."
We talk a bit. Then Fiona notices her leg under the tent. I watch some fear go through her face.
"Can you wiggle your toes?" I ask.
"Yes," she breathes.
"Then the leg is still there. You just have pins in it holding it together."
Andy goes to lift the sheet to look.
"I need to, I need to see that she is all there." He peaks.
"Cool, it's like roboman down there. Lots of metal."
We laugh.
"Enough," I cuff his head. "They have not put the plaster on yet, in case it got infected," I explained to Fiona. "You do have a bit bit of titanium in there, so Andy is not too wrong."
"So long as they also put a servo motor in, so I can kick his arse." Fiona jokes.
They stay a while but Fiona is sleepy.
Mum reads the moment. Mum draws me aside.
"She didn't know yet?"
"No," I shake my head. "The surgeon will tell her when he does his rounds."
"Can you be with her, if I am not here when he does?"
"I'm not leaving her side. The surgeon has clued me in."
My mother looks at me.
"You really love her don't you?"
"Yes Mum, I really love her."
She hugs me and weeps. "I don't care if it's right or wrong. Thank you, just help her get through this."
"I will Mum."
I let the unspoken slip past. But I know we will have to talk of how much I love my sister later. The family kiss her good night and leave.
We are alone again.
Fiona sleeps between sips of water.
Dad arrives, and they spend fifteen minutes talking. Dad tells how Andy insisted he knew where she was and how he found her. He is beaming with pride.
"But enough, are you staying Russ?"
"Yes, all night."
"How are you?"
I stop and think. Shit, I did not realise it.
"I was five when I came in. But wow I feel like I'm a three at worst."
"Well don't overdo it, but that is amazing. Ring if you need someone here to take over."
He knows that I am not leaving.
Tea arrives, Rachel has gone off duty, but the new nurse is great. I am more careful because she does not know we are lovers.
She props Fiona up so she can eat a little. She brings a hot meal for me as well. As Fiona moves she groans a bit in pain.
"I'm sore down here." She pointed.
"That's expected, you had some surgery."
My sister hears something had, has happened for the first time and is worried.
"It's all right, the surgeon will be here soon to explain what he needed to do," the nurse informs her.
Fiona looks at me. I reassure her with my eyes. "It's okay, you are healing well."
I avoid more. She eats a bit. I pick at mine.
Fortunately, the surgeon arrives. He pulls the curtain around.
"How about we talk first and then I'll do an exam."
"Can my Brother stay?"
"Of course. Well, you know about the leg. It's sort of obvious. But I had to do some other surgery."
I squeezed her hand, I knew that this was it.
"Unfortunately you nearly bled to death, your reproductive organs were a mess."
I see fear and feel it through her fingers that grip me tight.
"This meant we had to do a full hysterectomy."
He let that sink in.
My Sister looks at me in fear, she knows what that means, I lean in and kiss her.
"We can do this," I whisper.
"Your vagina is in good condition but we had to remove your womb. You will not be able to have children."
Fiona screams her loss and buries her head in my shoulder, tears stream. I weep with her for our loss.
I whisper in her ear. "The doctor knows we are lovers, he is a good man."
It takes ten minutes but my sister quiets. He is patient, and not in a rush like most specialists.
"Are you up for that exam now?"
"I think so. Is that the worst of it?"
"Yes. The best is you are alive and you are loved." He looks at me.
I turn to my Sister.
"It's alright Fiona, he knows and he understands."
First, he looks at her leg.
"This is good, we can get this in plaster now."
He calls the nurse. Rachel enters. Now they are together I can see the family likeness. I hold my sister's hand. My sister is looking at them both.
"Can I tell her Mr Edward?" I ask.
Mr Edward Hollingsworth grins. Rachel almost claps her hands.
"Yes Russell, but no one else, ever."
"I understand. Fiona darling Rachel and Ed here are Brother and Sister." I watch her face light up. "And they, like us are lovers."
Rachel giggled. "We have been for a long time."
Suddenly my sister weeps. "So it's alright, we can make it?"
"It's a hard road, but so worth the love." The surgeon smiles.
"Now back to work. If you can hand me the speculum, Sister."
He gently inserts it and examines her vaginal walls.
"Great, it's healing well. Do you care to look, Russell?"
I hesitate. Fiona squeezes my hand.
"Nothing you have sort of not seen already," she whispers. "But hurry it sort of hurts."
I squat as invited.
Can you see the stitches at the end? That is the cervix. Fortunately, it survived, and it will give your sister structure at that end of the vagina. Those stitches will dissolve in about three weeks. But I suggest no climaxes if you can avoid it, and as you know, no sex for six weeks.
My sister listens and realises he has already talked to me.
"Sometimes the end of a stitch does not dissolve properly so if once you achieve penetration, it's rare, but you could feel a prick on your glans. If that happens just get in contact with me and I can arrange to have it removed. He retracted the speculum.
"Sister, can you make an appointment for me to see Fiona in four weeks and again in six? You should come too, Russell. But remember any issues in the meantime ring through to my secretary. She will have you on a priority booking list."
He then looked at the scar that ran horizontally across the bottom of her abdomen. There was a bit of bruising.
"That's good. Can you organise an ultrasound, Sister? I want to be sure there is no more internal damage or bleeding. I think you may be able to go home in three days. I'll be back tomorrow to answer any more questions.
"Now Sister Rachel is supposed to be off duty. I think I'm finished for the day."
He looks at his sister with the same eyes I look at mine.
"I think we can go home together. You two are remarkable young people. It will work out fine."
They leave and I hold my sister. The curtain is still shut.
My sister looks at me scared. I can almost read her mind.
"I'm not going anywhere, Fiona. You are the love of my life. My only love. Yes, I would have loved to give you children. I can't begin to feel how hard this will be for you. Maybe one day we can adopt. But I am never leaving you alone. Let's leave tomorrow for tomorrow. Today is hard enough. I'm staying here. I want to hold you through the night."
A resident shows up and they get busy putting plaster over Fiona's leg. It still had some metal spikes protruding but they were able to remove some of the framework. Her knee and lower leg have been reconstructed. They tell her they will remove the external rods in four to six weeks. The plaster will get redone then. They finish it with a pretty pink more waterproof plaster.
"You are going to be the first to sign it." The resident hands me a Sharpie. He came prepared.
We hold each other. The ward goes quiet. Staff do obs, but other than that we are undisturbed.
Rachel wakes us on her morning rounds.
"Your dad dropped this off on his way to work, Russell."
"Good, I asked him too. Fiona needs to have her hair washed." It's her shampoo.
"Perhaps Nurse Russell would like to do that for her."
I looked at her.
"That's right. I'll let you shower her. I'll make sure you are undisturbed."
"Your Dad also brought you a change of clothes, Russell."
"That's good," my sister laughs. "He is starting to stink."
"Perhaps you can shower together."
She carries my clothes into the ensuite shower and toilet room.
"I'll get some waterproof bags for legs and show you how to use them. Maybe shower every second day, it's a bit of a pain to protect with those brackets. You can sponge wash in between."
We get her all strapped up.
"Look, there might be a bit of dried blood dislodged in showering but don't attempt to clean inside yet. If you see any new blood then call me immediately."
She shuts the door, snibbing it on her way out.
We kiss.
"Well, nurse Russell get to it." My sister is getting into this. I strip my patient. Oh, I have missed her body. It looks frailer.
She puts her hand to my belt and undoes it.
"Can't get your trousers wet, can we."
I give her the joy of stripping me, as much as she can while in her shower chair.
I finish off and carefully put my clothes away from the shower.
I take my duties seriously, but cannot avoid getting hard. My sister soaps me and plays with my hardness. Because I am standing and she is seated. My penis is head high.
"She didn't say anything about you not cumming Big Brother."
She pulls me between her legs and sucks my clean cock into her mouth. Her hands join in and soon I cum. I cannot last long, it's a while since I have cum and then it was in my sister on that fateful morning. I stifle my groan, but my cum face tells it all.
"I think you got some in my hair, nurse Russell." She hands me the shampoo.
Lovingly I wash her long locks, massaging her scalp with fingers and the occasional semi-hard penis. Her soapy strands play around my flesh. Okay, I might have made the hair do that. I am careful to clean her anus and her vulva. Then we are done.
I dry her and we dress. Although she wears a hospital gown, as panties cannot go over her leg. My sister has the cutest bottom. It's even cuter sticking out the back of the gown.
I call Sister Rachel in and she helps me move Fiona to her bed.
"You both smell so much better."
"Thank you so much," Fiona said, "you have no idea how important that was for me."
I just wear a goofy smile.
"I also 'thanked' my brother." She giggled.
"Well breakfast is ready, I hope he didn't spoil your appetite."
"No, Just made me hungrier."
Mum and Andy turned up as we ate.
"Mum, can I talk with you? Maybe go down to the cafe and I can get a real coffee."
"What level are you?"
"I'm a three mum. Andy are you okay to chat to Fiona."
We go down. I have some things I need to get off my chest. It is tight with nerves. We grab a coffee and sit on an outside table in the morning sun.
"You know yesterday, you said something."
"Yes." She pauses, I think she knows what conversation.
"You asked me if I really love her. Well, Fiona feels the same. But you also said that you didn't care if it was right or wrong."
I had tears coming.
"I think you need to know. We are lovers."
Tears well in her eyes also.
"We lost our virginities together less than two weeks ago now. We want to be together."
Mum hugs me. Her tears flow. She whispered, "I thought as much."
I looked at her. "You don't mind?"
"I meant what I said, I don't care if it's right or wrong. You mean so much to her. She has had a massive crush on you all her life. That you love her as deeply, which this week proves you do, is wonderful. I don't care. I want you to be together."
The dam bursts in my chest. We cry as we attempt to drink our coffee.
"Does Dad know?"
Mum nodded. "Not that you have crossed the line, but we have talked about your mutual love. I think he will be pleased to know that this was sealed before the accident. It will be so important for Fiona now, that you continue to love her. She has just lost her motherhood. It is a blow we women dread. A hysterectomy is a big thing even for a woman of sixty, much much more for an eighteen-year-old. I've been crying for her loss for three days now."



"I need to let you know, Andrew also knows. He heard us in the night. He is thrilled for us. It's why he kept saying he found her for me. He knew how important it was."
We stop and let our thoughts sink in. No more needs to be said at that moment.
"Well, we should get back," I suggest. I have been away from my love too long already.
"I guess life changes again. This time I think it's for the better. I'll have a chat with your Father tonight."
Back in the room, Mum went straight up to Fiona. She gave her a kiss and whispered in her ear.
"I know and I'm happy. Give me a day and I'll be over the moon with excitement."
Andy sidled up to me. "I just told our sister I know about. You know."
"That's good because I just told Mum."
"And she didn't kill you?"
"Does that look like she will?" I nod toward Mum and Fi.
"No, but Dad might."
"He is finding out tonight, keep low if it goes bad. But from what Mum told he is sort of expecting it."
"I'll text you if the shit hits the fan."
"Thanks, Buddy."
"Maybe talk to Mum on your way home, she knows you know."
"You know I should feel ripped off?"
"Why?"
"Well, you are sort of my brother-in-law now. I could have had a few of them if you two got married, like to different people. Or I could have fallen in love with a sexy sister in Law. But now nothing. Ripped off."
"But look at the quality Brother in Law you inherited."
"My point exactly."
He took off. He knew the headlock was my next move.
"What's up?" Fiona asked.
"Just brothers being brothers," Andy giggled.
"Hey little Bro, you need to sign my cast."
"Cool!
"You probably need to be careful you don't just whip off the sheet, I laugh a warning to my Sister.
"Bloody hospital gowns," she mutters. Fortunately, Andy had his eyes elsewhere.
"What did they do plaster an echidna in there with you?" Andy was enamoured by the metal latticework.
"You got this ladder for life then?"
I loved Andy's sense of humour. He signed the cast, then drew a mouse playing on the scaffold.
"Cool," Fiona proclaimed, "my own Banksy."
"More than just a talented footy star," I add.
"Well leave the rest of the spikes for me. I've got some other cool ideas."
Mum and Andy stayed another forty minutes. We don't discuss the secret we all know. Too public, but neither do they know Sister Rachel knows.
Andy sidles up to Sister R and asks. "Know any nice nurses?"
"Only the one in my mirror," she clues in straight away.
"Really," his eyes bulge.
"In your dreams son. I'm taken."
"I tried," he said as he walked over to me.
"Well bro maybe ask someone from high school next time."
"Can't hurt in aiming big."
"I think you just tried a dropkick and it failed."
"Rude."
He kissed Fi good night and hugged me.
"I'm so happy for you bro. But I think you got a home goal."
"Cheeky," Fi interrupted.
Andy was in good spirits when he and Mum left.
Dad visited later and had some news.
"Your Grandma and Grandpa are coming down for a few days."
"Fantastic. Mum didn't say anything," Fiona noted.
"She doesn't know yet, they will be here tomorrow."
"Where will they sleep?" Fiona asks.
"I thought they could have your bed Fi, your room is at least clean. Maybe Andy can bunk with you Russ, and Fiona you can go into Andy's when you get home.
I was thinking about sleeping arrangements. I was looking forward to going back to us sharing beds, both Beds.
"I think I'll be home in two days. I'm not sure Andy will be pleased. How long are they staying?"
"I'm not sure at least three nights."
I knew Mum was saying something tonight, maybe if I plant a seed, I thought.
"I'm not sure how I'll cope if I have another few nights at eight or nine. Fi often cuddles me through the night when I'm bad."
Fi giggled, "Can't see Andy buying that role."
"I'll talk to your mother, but then I doubt my parents would understand you two cuddling either."
"Good point. I hope I don't take a dive."
The problem is that after a few very good days, I always take a dive into darkness. These last few days may have been the grace I needed to look after Fi here, but then what? It was great, but I had given up hope of falling into clear fogless days. I'm sure that once the need to be on deck for Fi was removed, then I would be the one needing nursing.
Dad needed to go home so we bid him goodbye.
About an hour later, I got a text from him.
'Oh, that changes everything'
Then another,
'Don't worry, not mad.'
Then another,
'sort of expected it.'
Finally, I got one from Andy.
'Dad, wow, didn't lose it. We are all talking together about what this means. It's like I'm an adult at last. They are including me.'
Fiona and I cuddle in the dim light of the room. The night nurse tells me I can lie next to Fiona if I don't bump her leg. But I spend most of the night in the recliner.
I wake in the morning and I'm an eight. The hospital is too hard, too noisy, too light.
Fiona looks at me knowingly.
"You need to go home, Russ. This isn't good for you today."
"I wanted to shower you today before the Grandies arrive."
"I get it, but you can't, you know that. Nurse Rachel will have to earn her keep. I should be home tomorrow."
"It's been amazing I've lasted this long. But ok I surrender." I curl up in a ball on the recliner.
Some time later Rachel comes over.
"Is Russ ok?"
I hear my little Sister explain.
"Wow, that's bad, I have never seen a Long Covid person at their worst."
She comes over to me and whispers.
"Do you mind if I do some obs on you? Just for interest's sake. I like to learn."
I nod. "That's fine."
She does a range of tests, including some neuro obs. She explained what she was doing as she went.
"Remarkable. Vitals are normal, but yes, your eyes are very sensitive to light and your coordination is shot. But then both sides are normal as well. So like a migraine, not a stroke. I agree with your sister you are better off at home.
"It's hard to be alone, I hate to leave Fiona alone."
"I know, you have been a wonderful help. But I'm afraid Fiona can't help you at the moment."
"I'll ring Mum for you," Fi cuts in. "Maybe she can pick you up."
My sister is on the phone straight away.
"She was on her way to work." I sort of blanked out, it wasn't until driving home that I heard what happened.
"I decided to take the day off. I was almost there, so dropped Andy off and called the boss, family emergency. He understood. I felt it would also be great to be around for Merle and Tony, (Dad's parents).
Silence fell for most of the trip.
"You are bad. It's amazing you lasted this long. We have talked about your situation with Fi. We sort of agree you should share a bedroom permanently."
I was gobsmacked. "Really, how did I deserve such great parents."
"Rocks in our heads, but we love our kids most. We will help you through."
"I want to chat more but can't right now. Thanks."
"Just to let you know we decided to let Fi sleep with you while grandparents are here. But please wear a full set of PJs. I think we can sell it with the bigger bed and Fiona's caste.
We got home and I crawled into bed. I was a nine again. I remember getting a kiss from Grandma, and a pat from Pa, but that was all for the next twenty-four hours. It was so sad to be alone. All I could do was pray. Lord help me through the night.
Darkness came and darkness went, but darkness never left. Just the shadows played differently. The sounds of Grandparents changed the ambience of the house.
Andy came and lay down with me after school. Just to hold me.
"I'm no sister, but I'll have to do. Fi is coming home tomorrow."
I wasn't sure what tomorrow we were on. All my yesterdays and tomorrows were dead. But I wished the present would be the thing that was gone.
The next tomorrow my sister was home. I could hear Merle flapping in the wind over the bedding arrangements. Mum was trying hard to explain that my little sister helps me make it through the night. Eventually, Fi was helped into my bed. She was wearing a neck-to-ankle nighty.
She grinned. "She doesn't realise I can't get panties over my caste," she whispers in my ear.
It is about lunchtime and Fiona loves me to sleep. I wake to her hand, slipped inside my PJ's, holding my limpness.
I start to harden up.
"My medicine is working." She giggles. "Everyone is out shopping, how about I take care of this."
It was hard with her leg, but she encourages me to turn so she can use her mouth to help me cum. It has been a few days, but I'm impressed her skills in the oral department have improved. Her tongue was very active and her hands helped in finding the best way to make me groan. It does not take long before I cum. My sister takes it all. She does not let a drop escape.
"The only problem with that big brother is my pussy misses you, but I dare not cum. I think my cervix might hurt too much. But for you, anything dear brother, my lover.
"It's going to be a long six weeks."
"Correction buddy, five now, I'm counting."
I turn and kiss her spermie mouth.
"What are you now?"
"No more than a seven. You have brought some lightness already."
"Can you handle the Tele? I want to do something normal."
"Yes, I think so. It might help us with the Grandies as well."
Mum had hired a wheelchair for Fiona. Deciding that crutches would not help take pressure off her healing abdominal muscles. I wheeled her down.
When the family arrived they found us with the TV running mindlessly, and the two of us cuddling up, but asleep.
Grandpa sat on the recliner and changed the TV to news. It was a bit too loud. He was going deaf and I was noise-sensitive. I texted Mum about the situation and she brought me my noise-cancelling headphones.
"What levels Pet? she asked as she handed them to me.
"Just below a seven."
"I wouldn't have believed it, I guess it works," Grandma commented.
Mum winks at me. Fiona stirs, she is lying on my chest, her plastered leg along the couch. Dad gets home early today and soon we are all together. Andy is still the hero of the hour. He laps up the attention. Fiona snuggles in and is happy she is home and alive.
Grandma and Pa head home as planned and life turns days to weeks.
Fiona makes room for her bedroom to become our bedroom. My room becomes a study room and lounge for us. It gives us a space between our bedroom and Andy's ears. I fluctuate between sixes and eights but get the occasional four.
Three weeks on our sister gets the plaster changed and the scaffold removed. Andy has impressed everyone with his extensive Banksy art. Now his sister's old plaster lives on his wall as art. Minus the manky smelly cotton wool that is.
Fiona can now bend her knee. We head to Mr Edward's surgery for a consult. It's funny that surgeons are addressed as Mr, not Dr. So for us he became Mr Ed, which our grandparents thought was funny, we have no idea why. But he also became a confidant.
He walked us through the process of returning to sex. Chances were we would need more lubrication than before and advised it best to start with more and reduce if possible. Also, he gave us a cream to use to help the scarring.
"Probably best applied once a day on your finger. Once you start having sex then from the end of your dick, to get the scars at the end. It should also soften the traumatised flesh of the vagina."
I looked puzzled.
"Oral should be okay now. But nothing dramatic. Try a climax or two, but let your pain threshold be your guide."
Soon we are finished.
"Please pass our love on to Rachel?" Fiona asks as we prepare to leave.
"She misses you both. She told me that her work was the most fun while you were there."
"I don't think I would have survived as well had she not let Russ stay with me. It was a traumatic enough time to go through without being alone."
"Perhaps once you are no longer my client, you might like to go out for coffee with us. I know my Rachel would love that."
We were at the door. I turned and shook his hand.
"We would absolutely love that. You have made our time through this hardship a blessing."
"I'll see you in two weeks for the final all clear."
Fiona gives him a hug and we depart.
Two weeks pass, and I vary between fives and nines. It appears to go in a cycle. I wake in my sister's arms. Her plaster came off yesterday. It is so good to wrap her in my arms again.
Fiona whispers to me. "It is six weeks. I want you Russ, I want you now."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm desperate to find out if I can still take you, you know and not be hurt."
"I know what you mean, although I get that I cannot know how important that is for you."
"Grab the lube."
I do. My darkness lightens as I rip off my sunglasses. My sister wraps her hands around my hardness and lubes me up as my fingers prepare her.
She does not have to say gently but she does. I push forward. She is tight but I feel her folds preparing the way as I push forward.
"Yes, so good Russ. No pain at all."
"Can I move some then?"
"Yes please."
We go into the rhythms of love. I feel my sister getting slippery.
"Go as deep as you can. Check for undissolved stitches."
I thrust upon her cervix. She does not break, all I feel is pleasure.
"Fuck me hard Big Brother, as hard as you can."
"Yes, no pain, just pleasure, more!" she screams. "Yes. I'm going to cum."
I know this is the final test. I don't hold back but plunge my sister to new heights. We both shout cumming together.
We collapse in the consummation of our love.
Fiona is crying. I hold her close.
"No pain Russell, only pleasure. I can work for you, for us. You have no idea how relieved I am right now."
"You have a heavy burden to bare, but we share our burdens, always remember that."
We lie in emotional peace.
"Shit," Fiona says "I have my final exam today to get the all-clear. I meant for us to do this after the consult."
"I don't care."
"But Mr Ed will find your sperm."
"It's nothing he didn't find before. I guess we came full circle. I love you Fiona, I don't care, he will only find the evidence of our love."
Today became our tomorrows, and these turned into years.
We loved our lives in each other's arms. We held each other through so many nights. We were helpmates, lovers and friends. My long covid came and went and came again. We gave up hope of not living without it.
But that's a story only time may tell. Tales like shadows dancing on the wall: Fleeting tomorrow's.
.............
Thanks you for your support and personal messages after your read Darkness. There won't be a sequel to this. Best we leave Fiona and Russ to work out their own lives.
I have other short stories coming and of course more of my Series. Journey to love.
Watch out for my Story 'Is that Normal.' In final editing now.
I love reading you comments.
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I'm having fun writing a series of shorter stories. In this story a brother shares on a website his embarrassing problem. But it turns his sister on. Do you have SDS? Find out.
All sexual activity by people over eighteen years of age.
Is this normal?
It's a website Ben and I often watch together. Ben is not home today, but there is a new video I am looking at. The site is one where viewers post videos and ask other viewers if that is normal. It could be a misshapen vegetable or a weird light in the sky. There is a special section for the body, massive pimples, lumps on hunched backs, that sort of thing. Then within this area the place assigned for genitalia. Some nights in the quiet, when our parents are asleep, we watch these ones together.
I'm Julie, Ben my older Brother. I am nineteen and he is twenty.
Ben is not with me today, he is at college. But now across our widescreen TV is a video of a guy's groin, closeup. That's not normal. The guy is not fat, well not rolling in fat, that makes what I think he is not old, thus kind of not normal. His dick is sort of peeking out of his ball sack. By that I mean, I can hardly see it. Shit, the poor guy must be small. Not normal. It takes a few more seconds of video before the head swells a bit and peeks out. It's like an Attenborough video of a desert mole. Definitely not normal. It ducks its head back into its scrotum folds.
This is painful to watch. Whoever it is must be so humiliated. This is off the scale for abnormal. It has thousands of comments but has only just been posted this morning. We both refuse to read comments until we make up our minds first.
Ben has to see this one. I remind myself to tell him to watch it once our folk are asleep. No, better still when they are out tomorrow, then he can see it on this big screen. It is a fucking wonder of skin. Cute as fuck I might add. I want that mole dick as a pet I decide. I unpause it and pause my mind.
It grows again, well grow might be the wrong word, it pokes its head out of the nest. Fuck I breathe, I have been holding my breath. That guy is circumcised. I was expecting much of what I was seeing had to be foreskin. This guy had none of that.
A dew drop appeared to grow from the mole's one eye. Fuck it's crying. I sort of sympathised. But he popped out some more. Scale is so hard on a TV screen, that the lens the camera uses can often make something small look huge. It is a technique often used on this channel. But those faked videos get lots of hate. This one has none. It has lots of loves. There is a love-hate counter on the side. The love tally is growing so fast. People must be sharing this.
Now back to this guy's cock. I watch as it appears to get fatter. The definition of a chubby. Short and fat. The mole's head is now fully revealed. It looks like a normal penis head, in shape. In fact, it's sort of perfect. No abnormal lumps or bumps often seen in this section. No massive mushroom head or tiny Lego head attached to a massive stork. Just normal and I might say beautiful. Fuck. I feel myself getting damp.
The mole has added pet appeal. Yet it continues growing. Its body shows its veiny sides. I pause again and try to understand its size. The bit I see is maybe four inches. The thickness is almost standard cock size, maybe an inch and a quarter in diameter.
The guy is not that unlucky. One could fuck with that. But then it's actually not hard yet. There is the tell tail bend of a floppy. Now I'm even more intrigued. Fuck, I restart it once again. That counter is going wild. This thing is going viral. Top ten legendary moles of the pubis habitat. It is racing to the top.
I watch closely. What? That mole transforms, it swells some more. Fuck it is thick. My virgin vagina questions me if we could actually get it in. Because my little honey is screaming at me to find that mole and try. My now-soaking Vag is pleading for me to hunt it down.
Shit, it grows some more. The camera does a slow pan. The background is blurred. The owner of the mole is pixelated when needed. The mole is weeping streams of precum. Its owner pats it on the head and spreads the glisten to preen the deep maroon helmet head. There is a rule of this channel. It's called no climaxes or ejaculations. Curiosities only. Plenty of other places to find cum compilations. So I know the mole will not spit at the camera.
Pride must be all over that pixilated face because a hand now demonstrates that that fat mole ain't coming out no further. The balls that looked so big in the beginning are normal mid-sized balls. Their sack contracts to protect them from the cold. But that cock must be at least six inches and two across. Well that's it I think, as the timer showing twenty seconds left appears. I go to hit the love thumbs up. Then it happens, the guy picks up a can of Redbull and holds it to his dick. Fuck his red bull is as big and fat, and as large as that can is. Five seconds left he rips the can lid and it explodes in fizz over the mole and all. A splash screen adds a title. In bold letters over the cans ejaculation. (yeah he gets away with that) SDS: Shrivelled Dick Syndrome.
My hand has been working on my clit. This one I want to cum too.
I hit love and hit replay.
Back to where it started. I cannot believe what I have just seen, from cute and small, to cock anyone would be proud of. So fat that this virgin of my groin wants to lay out a memorial to her death. Before she has even had the chance at a normal cock.
I hit auto-repeat. The video is ninety seconds long. The maximin length allowed. Fuck the person who put this together knows his stuff. The editing is tight. But I don't think it is edited. The timing is magnificent, now it's up to me to repeat the trick so I can come with that can. I see the countdown and I hit my button when the can appears and yes, score! I shout. I cum with the can's explosion on my screen.
Then I vote: absolutely not fucking normal but fuck me dead, please.
I scroll the comments. Females and gays vote with me: fuck me, please. I want to feel it grow in my mouth. Hetro males make comments like: to think I felt sorry for him, or I have SDS it's a bugger. I may shrink, but not that small, that is not normal. Then the trannies write. I WISH mine was like that I could hide it in my little panties. Or no surgery required just sticking plaster.
I clean up and swap my feed to something my parent won't object to when they get home. Ben arrives before them, normally only by fifteen minutes. I can see he is keen to go to his room.
"Wait Ben come here."
"Don't go on the site tonight, someone has posted the most awesome vid ever. I want to watch it with you on the big screen. To see how you react."
"Can't I watch it in my room?"
"NO!" I'm emphatic. "Tomorrow here once the olds go. Hint I've cum to it already. But I think I might cum again tomorrow."
"That good." He smiles a hidden smile.
"Best vid ever posted and not normal. It is going wildly viral. I expect it will be over two million overnight."
"That's a big call what was it today?"
"It was over two hundred thousand when I turned off. The counter was like a Geiger counter, it was that radioactive."
My brother appears excited.
"Promise."
"Ok promise."
At tea, Ben was fidgeting like he was sitting in an ant nest. He took his Redbull and was about to head off.
I looked at the redbull in his hand.
"Fuck I wish," I said to myself, "remember," I said to him. Later on, I checked his room, the door was locked.
"Go away," he said suddenly at the door.
I rang him.
"Please don't disturb me at the moment Julie," he pleaded.
"Ben your not..."
"No, I'm keeping my promise."
He stopped, "You have cum today right." He is a bit fractious.
"Oh, "
"Yes, so leave me in peace ok. I neeeed to get some relief."
"So not ants in the pants at dinner. Blue balls."
"Julie." He pleaded.
"Ok, tomorrow at nine. Lounge room. Wear loose pants."
"Yes, mam."
I listened a bit and thought I heard him swear and say, "damn, I have to start again."
In the morning my parents left at eight-thirty and Ben was on the couch waiting for them to go.
"Wait Ben, let's wait. Mum often comes back because she forgets something."
I make a fresh coffee. I'm as keen as Ben. Not sure why he is so keen though, he has not seen it yet. I come in at nine. The coast was clear.
Ben logs on and the video pops up, as the top post.
"Fuck" he says "Three million views that is awesome."
The Geiger counter is still going off. He has a goofy smile.
"Ok, let's start this."
I hit play and the mole peaks out. I'm already excited because I know. I would say many of the views are replays. I wonder how many like me have wet couchies in anticipation of the miracle that is soon to appear.
I watch my brother out of one eye. Strange he appears to be watching me as much as the video. He is interested, but not as much as I would think.
Little Mole has become limp dick mole. Awesome. I do note he is adjusting his dick. I have my hand in my pants so maybe that's what's exciting him. Maybe little pet mole is not so exciting for him.
My head replays my commentary. The second viewing together is where we open up for comments. The cock is now fully revealed and I wait excitedly for the can. The hand is soft and young, no old man's hand. His hand can't reach around the can, nor his cock.
I wonder, does my brother reach around his?
"Best finish ever," my brother says. "I agree Julie that was awesome." He scrolls down a bit to watch the comments still flooding in.
"No comments we need to vote first."
"It's a bit obvious how we will: Fucking not normal."
"But we need to talk first."
I hit replay and hold the pause button. The little mole.
"At this point, I was not sure what I was seeing. Scrotum or pussy lips, was Moley a big fricking clit?" I start the commentary. Our commentary is what binds us to this show.
"I can see that, that in itself is not normal." Ben contributes.
I play fifteen seconds.
"See that, it's like the scrotum is a nest. I'm glad the dude has shaved.
"Couldn't see it for hairs otherwise."
"I'm not sure if the dude is young or old here. But I realise it's not dick lost in belly fat, it really is all shrinkage."
Ben is super attentive but quieter than normal. He is the one normally providing excited commentary. I play some more.
Little Mole gets his tear of precum. It is paused, widescreen.
"By this time, I want it as a pet. It's as cute as fuck?"
Ben laughs, "never thought of having a dick as a pet."
"That's because you already have one, Dickhead. You treat it like a pet all the time. Petting, scratching playing with it."
"Fair point, but is that mole, as you call it, turning you on by this point.? I don't mean after the reveal but first time through."
"Well first, by now I knew it was a dick. Wasn't sure before it cried. Second, yes my pussy cried with it."
"That's sort of hot."
"It's fucking hot!"
I started it again. I pause on the perfect helmet head finally revealed.
"Up to this point, I thought it was just a lot of foreskin, that and scrotum folds. The helmet head demonstrates that the dude is circumcised."
"Do you prefer circumcised or uncircumcised?"
"How would I know, never actually held a cock to know, let alone two to compare. But I want this cock. My honey pot was screaming at me to go hunt that mole and bring it home. At this point."
"Really."
"But Ben what are you thinking? By this point I mean."
"Well, a dick is a dick. I was thinking the dude would be embarrassed if seen with one that shrunk."
"So poor dude?"
"I guess, I sort of know what he means by SDS."
"You mean you have SDS?"
He is embarrassed. "Let's just say I'm a grower, not a shower. Please, I'm a bit uncomfortable, please focus on the video, not me."
"Ok, sorry."
We watch as Mole becomes limp dick.
"At this point, I'm thinking that it's okay, not poor guy. At least he can fuck with four inches."
"A bit small, but not uncommon. How fat did you think he was?"
"Maybe an inch and a quarter, what's that three centimetres? Standard dicks max out at an inch and a half, so he was in proportion and in the ball game."
"But he has a bit to grow."
We watch and I pause just before the can appears.
"I like the pan around, it works well."
It is the first time Ben had really initiated a comment, then it's technical not penis based.
"I fucking loved it. First dick, OMG, my vag who was keen to invite Mole to her tunnel was suddenly a bit squeamish. Worried about how fat he was. That's not to say she didn't want me to try. But fuck."
"So you would fuck that dick."
"Oh, yes. More so because the Guy is young not some old fucker. He has a little bit of puppy fat, but yeah, my age."
"It was smart of him to not show his hand till now. Keep it in an animal documentary style."
"Yeah, I was thinking that, bloody amazing filmwork for a home movie."
"Yeah, great editing. It looks like one shot. Dude must have spent ages on it."
"You would know, you are studying film photography."
"True, but the can was genius. Guys always compare their dicks with stuff."
"You do?"
"Sure, it's about the insecurity. Like am I big enough, is my dick normal? This pole I'm holding is it fatter or thinner than me?"
"Fuck, you do that?"
Ben realises he has said too much and goes bright red.
"It's okay, I really love your honesty. So the can is proof."
"That's the genius, show the real size."
"But can't that be faked? Wide angle lens and dick just a bit closer to make it look can-sized."
"True, but I think it really is can-sized."
"Maybe tape measure comparison would dispel all doubt."
"Mm didn't think of that."
"Strange comment."
"No, I mean never done that for myself. Used a ruler but not circumference."
"Ben, how big are you?"
"Big enough."
"Ben, numbers.?"
He is really embarrassed.
"You can tell me," I plead.
"Nearly 7, just short, unless really turned on."
"So grower with a great-sized dick."
"I suppose. Def not porn star sized."
"So like this guy?"
"Sort of."
"Good to know," I get a bit flustered, "I mean that you will be able to keep girls happy."
My honey pot was wondering if I might not be just as satisfied with swapping out the mole fantasy with one closer to home. I shock myself. That is, definitely incest. Def taboo and def making me very wet. Fuck too much cock today. Big can cock is huge on the screen. So not surprising, but Ben!????
I stop again as his hand lifts the tab.
"That must be hard, doing that and holding the camera."
"Still he managed it," Ben noted. "See how he presses the can into his groin to stabilise it for the money shot."
"Talk about a money shot. That one was genius. Like metaphor heaven, but stays in the rules of the site."
"Must have made a mess? That stuff has so much sugar, it is sticky as."
"Well, the dude is a hero then. Brave, shows the problem, and then has to clean up. Back to that, shit that's a brave move, it can't be easy having that extreme SDS problem. Why haven't I heard of SDS before?"
"I know," Ben admits, "too embarrassing, but the dude might have made up the acronym. Not heard of it before."
"So you admitted you sort of know what it's like. What problems do you have?"
Ben is a red again. He thinks.
"Ok, but just one example. You just get out of a swimming pool and you go to the showers, communal showers. Your mates are showers, you have no dick, it's hiding. Cold and timid. Definitely not a situation he is likely to be chubby."
"Fuck Ben, sorry, that must have been real hard."
"It's the stuff of nicknames." Suddenly Ben is crying.
I shuffle over and hold him. Ben is so stoic as a person, I never knew.
"Do you need a break?"
"No, just memories and youthful trauma, still hurts."
"Maybe we should read the comments, they are classic."
He brightens, "been waiting to read what the viewers think."
We click out and go to comments and Stats.
"Fuck almost up to four million now." Ben takes out his phone and actually films the Geiger counter spinning through the loves. "Fuck never seen that before."
I giggle, "you are really into the tech stuff."
"You know this site rewards views if over a million, it's a lot of playtime, revenue."
"Really?"
"I'm not sure what it pays but that guy must be making a few bucks."
"Dream on, probably only ten bucks a million views or less."
We start with the comments, this is the fun part. We are laughing so hard. So many funny classic comments and the comments are getting close to half a million, that is unprecedented.
"I noticed you commented and voted on here so I need to go to my computer to vote." Ben looks keen to do so.
"You go off and do that. I need a break and maybe get some uni work done."
He nearly runs to his room.
I wonder if that run was hiding a stiffy. I might have a good cum before my uni work.
We meet again together for lunch.
"Views still going crazy." Ben appears extraordinarily happy.
"Do you suppose he will make a follow-up one?" I ask.
"The guy would be an idiot if he didn't."
"So what could he do."
"It wouldn't hurt if he filled us in a bit more about SDS. He obviously has some hell of a story to tell."
"I just want to see that dick transform again. You know I've cum three times watching it already."
Ben chokes on his drink of water and sprays me from across the table.
"Fuck Sis, too much information."
"I told you I wanted moley in my holey."
Ben looks so embarrassed.
"So back to what he can do next." Ben redirects.
"One of the big comments was about the faking thing. Is it really that big and fat?"
"Yeah, he maybe needs to give proof positive."
Ben hops up and retrieves a can of Red Bull from the fridge.
"Got to admit, that is fat. He hands it to me."
I try to put my hand around it.
"Impressive."
Then I try to give it head,
"Almost impossible."
I stand and hold it to my pussy hiding behind my jeans.
"Fuck, if only. My hat that is fat."
I then walk around the kitchen like I have a can dick.
"Shit Ben imagine having one like this? You try."
"Sorry, Sis you just made me hard. Not showing you sorry."
He pulled his chair in further.
"Ok, but I do like it when I make you hard. From what I've seen you are packing enough to not need to be embarrassed."
"I think I need to leave."
He takes the can with him. But takes a tea towel on the table with him to cover up his embarrassment.
"Feel free to wank that monster for me," I tease.
"Fuck trying not to think of you, not helping." Then he bolts.
I am fucking flowing with pussy juice. Somehow what we just did became flirting.
Ben remains buried in his room most of the rest of the day. I get an assignment completed. I have a week off Uni, Ben handed in his last assignment for the term a week ago. I have exams, he, the lucky Bastard is all practical and teamwork. The next morning he knocks on my door as soon as our parents leave for work.
He has just posted a new one.
I fly out. "Really! I need a break."
We sit together on the lounge. Big screen viewing and we haven't seen it yet as it's our preferred sharing mode.
'The mole is back.' It's the fucking title.
"What? That's my name for him."
"Don't get too possessive, a lot of comments were using that name," Ben said dismissively.
So first we have a quick comparison of can and mole. Then it cuts, and the can comes back, it has been cut. As in, now a tube, top and bottom removed. Those soft hands demonstrated the tube is empty. We get a camera view down the tube. Then the mole comes out to play. At first, the can looks huge compared to Moley. Along the bottom is a bit of a commentary in scrolling text.



'Moley won't come out to play so I play him some erotic videos.'
Moley grows. We watch as Moley becomes penis formed. We are fifty seconds in. There is obviously a time-lapse happening as the mole swells. It goes from four inches and by the time the twenty-second countdown timer appears, he is filling the can. The mushroom head is actually above the can.
The scrolling text apologies for the can being a bit shorter because he had to roll the edge so as not to cut his dick to shreds. A quick comparison shows the can before use with an uncut can to show it's not shorter by much.
We get to the five seconds to go point and the guy goes to remove the can.
"Fuck! It's stuck." It is a genuine cry of despair. The voice has been put through a filter to disguise the owner.
I'm rolling in laughter. Ben is holding his dick between his legs like someone kicked him in the balls.
"I don't think it's funny."
"Shit, I hope he got it off."
The love counter is going off again.
"I can't believe he did it again. Genius." Ben comments.
"But did he plan that end? Genius if he did, fucking brilliant if he didn't."
We play it through again.
"I think he proved the first one was not fake.
"Very clever, nice production values," Ben comments.
"Such a film student comment."
"Okay, but did it turn you on like the first one."
"Well, I'd like to get it stuck in my honey pot. Shit, Pooh Bear in Rabbit's burrow."
"So turned on?"
"Not so much, a bit technical for that. Now if Moley came out to read Winnie the Pooh for us, that would turn me on."
"Or maybe Toad of Toad Hall. Playing the part of Moley."
"Yeah dick coming out to read, and growing to full fatness. Maybe slammed shut in the book at the end."
"So a series?"
"I so want a series. Maybe he can do a best compilation and go on a porn site so we can see him cumming at the end."
"You have a sick imagination, Sis."
"Not as sick as my next thought. Close-up of mole going into my honey pot. Camera view from inside a vagina and swelling up to full size. Money shot spurting sperm at the camera."
"Fuck little Sister, too much."
We vote. 'Still not fucking normal, more please.'
Then we spend all afternoon reading comments as they come in. I was so turned on. Ben had a cushion over his lap most of the time. We got popcorn and drinks for the interval. Ben sure looked a good size when he ducked off to the toilet.
We almost missed Mum and Dad getting home. We quickly switch to YouTube.
Later after tea, I run into Ben.
"I really have to study tomorrow Ben."
"Okay, what do you think he will show next."
"I hope it's outtakes. How did he get the can off? Fuck I hope he didn't cut Moley."
Ben groans.
That afternoon I find myself thinking about Ben and his SDS problem. I have not seen the evidence, but then I giggle. If I see evidence then he will be hard. SDS is not not having a dick, but dick crawls into the cave to sleep when not needed.
I do get exam prep done.
But I get distracted so sit on my bed and read more comments. All doubt is dispelled. Many confessions that people thought the whole SDS thing was faked. Many, many guys thanking Moley for exposing the problem. Again over two million views.
Eventually, I sleep. In the morning I discover a new video. Ben sleeps in and this time I have ants in my pants. Wishing it was Mole in the Hole. Diagnosis hole dripping with my honey, panties soaked.
Eventually Ben drags his sorry arse to the toilet.
"Did some editing last night, tired now."
Editing is always intense and often results in getting stuck in the process well into the early hours of the morning. I wait near the toilet door.
"Fuck, fucking hell," he screams, "I hate SDS."
"What's wrong Ben?"
"You still there?"
"Just waiting to tell you the mole is back."
"Fuck. Sorry not your fault, just got my pants in the piss. Can you leave, I gotta clean this up."
The silence, at the door he says, "If you really want to understand SDS Sis close your eyes while I go find clean pants and I'll show you. Fuck."
I close my eyes, hear a flush and don't cheat as my brother bolts past me. He is gone so I open my eyes. Shit, the toilet floor is covered in piss. His boxers are in the middle of it, soaked.
He comes back, red-eyed and in tears.
"What happened."
He grabbed the mop.
"Sorry bloody SDS, this is one of the worse problems. You sit to do a shit. This morning I was too tired so forgot. Mole in cave. Who can shit without pissing a bit? Bloody impossible. I obviously piddled without realising, too busy pushing one out. Being the morning it's a big piss.
"But two things. Fucking toilet seat has a gap. If I'm small enough, piss hole finds the gap. Then I'm not aware of pants, they fall in piss. Fuck I hate it."
He finishes cleaning up. "Sometimes I don't even realise it happens and find the piss later. Mum stepped in it once. The worst time was when it happened while I was out. Those disability toilet seats are the worst, you know the ones with a big Gap. Fuck you don't need SDS to miss on those fuckers."
"So how do you stop it?"
"Gotta remember to pull mole out of the hole and tug him a bit. Wake him up. Then hold him down the whole time so he points down the bowl."
"Ben, thanks."
"What do you mean?"
"Thanks for sharing, being honest."
"So why are you hanging around?"
"Oh, Mole guy has posted again."
I pull a frustrated brother in for a cuddle.
"Come let's take your mind off."
"Not sure watching the mole will take my mind off the mole, so to speak."
"Yeah, but we can get a laugh."
"Not at mole guys expense I hope."
"How about I make coffees and you grab a shower? I'll meet you at the big screen."
Ben is nervous. The mole guy has exposed his weakness. At least that's what I assume. We sit to watch with coffee and bagels.
"I wonder if Mole guy would fit through the hole of the bagel?"
"You are bad sister, you are obsessing."
"I can see another vid. Moley looks for a new home?
So long as he finishes in mine."
Ben goes red. I think if I continue I might break him so I stop.
It's almost like Ben and I have called the shots. It's a behind-the-scenes video. It starts with removing the caps on the can and various attempts to round the ends to take out the chance of dick murder. Things are put together in quick-cut shots or fast motion. There is a pile of ruined Red Bull cans upon the floor.
"Fuck if that guy drank the bull first he must be flying."
Some more short shots where the guy tries to encourage the mole to grow. He commentates in a chipmunk voice. Across the screen, the text says, yes sex video that looks like my sister does the trick.
"He must have a sexy sister like me." I spurt the words out loud. Not in my head as I intended. "Oops."
Then we cut to the real problem. The can really is stuck. Images show skin being pulled and can resisting twisting.
Butter, soap and even WD40 tried to no avail. The text explains if only SDS just came back right now but the blood supply maintained by the can is acting like a cock ring. Twenty seconds left and we move to a gamers modeling table. A little pair of spruce tin cutters makes its way from the bottom to the top.
Seconds left and can bursts off revealing a sore red penis. Then little mole head, in a really close shot, talks. "Free at last, thank God almighty we are free at last." In Martin Luther King's voice.
I'm in stitches. Fuck that was funny. In the middle of my laughing something plays in the back of my mind. Something familiar.
Ben is acting strange, like again enjoying my reactions much more than the vid. But I pass it off as I have done the last two vids as just Ben.
Again the loves are counting in radioactive style. But we are used to it now.
We get down to our second viewing. I stop and start and discuss the problems being addressed. We turn to the gamer table.
"My vag was cringing in sympathy by now. Like wanting to shout don't cut the mole, don't cut the mole."
"My balls were so retracted by the same fear," Ben says.
I pause the vid, and then it is obvious, plain as day.
"Fuck Ben, that is Horus Heresy, your special model, painted in your livery."
Time stands still as my brain connects the dots.
"Fuck Ben, you are Mole Guy."
My vag is doing celebrations but Ben is bolting from the room.
"Oh shit!" and other profanities slip from his lips as he flees to his room. The distant door slams.
I am stunned. My brother is the Mole. How many times have we sat here and I proclaimed my honey pot wants to give cute mole a new home?
I rewatch the video, and with this new knowledge, I see so many signs. I know those hands, the carpet, below the ruined cans. So many signs that it is my brother.
I sit stunned.
Fuck my brother is viral famous. The last video plays on a loop.
I pause at that text. Shit, he said a sex video of someone who looked like his sister did the trick. He gets hard for me. Fuck fuck fuck that is hot. My vag is screaming at me. My fingers find their mark and I am wreathing in climax on the couch. It takes but one touch of my tiny mole.
I shower, because I have soaked myself and cum juices are stinking up the TV room. I opened up the windows first. I'm excited but think of poor Ben. His sister knows so many truths in that one reveal.
Clean and dry, I put on loose clothes and go to his door. I knock, but hear the answer "Go away," it is gasped between sobs.
First, he might be embarrassed, but he has nothing to be ashamed of. I listen to his weeping.
"Ben it's ok."
Silence.
"Ben I think you are awesome, but more so now."
I know he hears as his breath pauses each time I speak.
"Can I come in?"
"No."
"Please?" he cries some more.
I try the door, fuck he forgot to lock it.
"Bad luck, I'm coming in" and uninvited I enter.
He is in a fetal position on the bed, his covers over his head. His bedroom is littered with the stuff of video making. Dead Red Bull cans are everywhere.
I slowly move into his sanctum. He knows I am there. I lay behind him, spooning and draw my body close to his.
"It's ok," I whisper, my hand wraps around his chest. He holds my hand.
"I know your secret is out, but I am proud and pleased."
We stay that way for ages until his simpering stops.
"I love you, Ben," I whisper in the silence.
He turns his head to mine. I see both sorrow and longing in his eyes.
It is in that gap. That small gap of anticipation that lips like before they kiss. Magnets of attraction waiting for building passion to lock them tight.
Suddenly we are kissing. Kissing that knows no bounds. Kissing that dances in tongues. Hands that follow. Bodies that roll. Suddenly, we feel at once the mole so fat grinding on my honeypot hole. My little mole pushed up to join the party. It is then we freeze. Ben throws himself off me.
"Sorry shit fuck." He slumps onto the floor beside the bed. I look over at him, longing still pouring from our eyes.
"Fuck!" he races to the shower and must be standing in it clothes and all. The shower must be cold as he cried fuck as the water hit.
I slip to the bathroom door to eavesdrop. I hear water then the tell-tale sound of soap on flesh. It offered up its rhythm to my ears and to my groin which is still on fire. Then my name is groaned in his release and I know he has painted the tiles in my name. I cum with him, then scurry on my tiptoes to my room.
I need to draw him out. My way to his heart is food, an old remedy. I leave my smells on me just for him. First I go to the lounge where Horus is still frozen on the screen. I log out but not before the counter once more rolls over the million mark. My brother is now a hero and legend all in one.
I cook a feast of mushrooms with bacon. It wafts its vapours down the hall. Avo smashed with spices and thick sourdough toast.
He has not appeared.
I text, 'I've cooked you breakfast.'
I hear his door. I know he smells it. Like the mole in his hobbit home. I imagine my Brother sniffing out the dangers. His steps are silent but there. Mole pauses at the kitchen door. I know I have his heart and soul.
Humbly he sits.
"Thanks," his quiet word, feeds my soul.
I sit opposite.
"I guess neither of us expected this week to go like this."
His mouth is full. He savours the flavours and assesses my love which still pours out to him.
"No," he swallows. "I just wanted to share my struggles."
"I'm proud of you Ben. Moley must have had a rough week."
"Moley has had a rough life."
I stand to get some juice but it's an excuse. I walk behind my Brother and hold his head to my groin. I ruffle his black hair and pass my pheromones to his locks.
I lean over and kiss the top of his head.
"I don't regret our kiss, not one little bit."
I know I am leaking again. He sniffs the air. I pour his juice from behind into his cup. Then rub once more and sit.
"I know now Ben, is that not good?"
I see him wonder what I know. The question floats between us. Does he know I know he loves me, lusts for me?
I sit and think.
"Ben, I need to tell you, this is important. Please look in my eyes."
He looks up and I catch his mind.
"I and my honey pot, we are virgins. Just then I wanted to offer myself up to the mole. I still do. I would have gone on."
He is silent.
"Ben, I love you. It is not lust but this week it has become desire." I start to rattle on. "I'm here for the taking. But, please, please don't close yourself up."
I feel him stand. I sense I've said too much. But he leans right over the table and closes that big gap with his lips. Then he climbs over the table, heedless of the food and captures my mouth completely. Now on my side, he sits on the spare chair next to me and pulls me to his lap.
I know he has just cum, but he is hard as rocks below me. I turn and straddle him. My honeypot wants the mole and we grind again.
Our lips part only in the removal of clothes. My dress over my head, my panties wet, he rubs upon his chest. Then he lifts me to the table and his mouth devours my honey from the inside. I hold his head to me, completing the task of marking him.
His fingers reveal my little mole and his lips encourage it from its home until it is hard and I am screaming out his name.
I realise I am crying "Take me, Ben, take me right here.
Give Moley my warm hot home. It is his now."
Ben stands upright, and his pants fall with standing to the floor. Now I see Moley thick, can thick, and long. My lust goes through the roof. I cum some more at the sight.
Moley smushes his head around my lips. He burrows for the tunnel.
"Gentle," I whisper, "gentle but yes fill me up."
Ben, my Ben, pushes slowly forward, I know my honeypot wants this because I feel her opening to receive. His head is in but stops. I wrap my legs around my Brother's hips. I don't mean him to escape.
He looks into my eyes. The darling is seeking another yes.
"Please yes!"
He pushes hard, he needs to because he is so fat.
I break and cry and take him in. Halfway at least. We both pause.
"Virgins no more," Ben sighs. "This is my dream come true, my sister, my little sister. I love you."
"I know."
I pull his head up to me and kiss him. He moves a bit then thrusts some more. I take his hardness as he takes my virgin hole. I am so juicy he does not need to withdraw to speed the lubrication but he does, then thrusts again.
"Yes, Ben. More! Fuck me!"
My head watches as he joins us to completion. Fuck he is big. I am so full. I lift my hips to him and he holds me by the thighs. Then he is taking me, thrusting in and out. My head turns to and fro. I know I bury my cheek in mushroom and avo. This drives him wild, as he takes me on the table. But he is not finished, he lavishes his breakfast from my face while he continues to thrust into my core. I wrap my hands around his neck and pull my breasts into his chest.
He takes this as a signal and stands up. My body falls onto him deeper. My clit now drags on his mon's mound and I cum. I scream his name and he does mine. Like in the shower, but this time he paints my insides with his sperm.
I continue to shake my orgasm as I clutch to my love.
My god my brother is strong because he carries us joined to his bed whereby he falls with me. Embedded still, we kiss. Then looking into each other's eyes. We renew our love.
"Well, Moley found his new home. I'm so glad."
"You know we fucked."
"We made love dear brother. I want to make love to you every day."
"Well, Moley is happy with that." Moley twitches in delight.
"Can I keep Moley as a pet?"
"I think we need to share. I'm rather attached to Moley."
"Fair point but he can visit anytime he wants. Anytime, anyplace."
"I think the kitchen table speaks that loud and clear."
"I guess we need to clean up the mess. In a while, I think we have three hours before they are home."
I roll my Brother to his back and pull the mole half-hard from his new hole. My brother's sperm flows out onto his groin. Moley is red but I realise it is my blood, not his.
We stare at the virgin mess. My brother reaches for my breasts, two plush round grapefruits in his palms. But they are also smeared in smashed avocados. He moulds them in his loving, gentle hands. I wonder how I failed to recognise my brother's loving hands, but now I do. He explores my treasures. Moley stiffens up so I take control and plunge him back into his new home.
And we make love. This time gentle caring love. Our hands take time to explore each other's naked form. My mouth insists it sucks my brother's nipples. We both get close to our release. I fling myself prone upon his chest as he pumps furiously into me from below. My mouth sucks above his beast, on his firm pecs. I give him a hickey as he gives me once again his sperm.
We stumble to the shower to wash away the mess. He leans one hand against the shower wall and kisses me.
"Julie I'm so sorry I didn't ask but we used no protection."
I show him where the implant is on my inner arm.
"It's okay my love. I can't get pregnant just yet. But we will have a lot of fun trying."
Tears form in his eyes, and relief and joy flow mingled down as he draws me to himself.
We scurry to clean up. We start cleaning naked but are too distracted so we dress and soon the kitchen is clean.
Ben looked at the table where he took my virginity.
"I'll have trouble eating there from now on in."
I giggle, "but it will keep me moist at mealtimes."
We go back to the couch and check the upload. Still going viral.
"So what next lover?" Ben asks.
"I think Moley should share its most embarrassing moments. Maybe in a top ten format"
"Like here at number ten, type of thing.
"Yes like that."
"Well, I think I need a good camera women."
"I'll volunteer for that."
"But Moley may not be able to climb into his hole."
"I'll keep him drained of spunk so he can."
"Yes, that will work"
We put on a movie to watch until our folks come home. It is hard not to cuddle on the couch.
With the front door opening, we return to just brother and sister. But not to normal life.
...
The big news is I have started a novel. Called 'Riding Boundaries' it will be published in one piece once complete in novel category. It might slow down my other writing. Let's find out. As always with me, yes a sibling slow burn. It is a mystery set in the outback of Australia.
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Journey 19
Journey to Love. Pt. 19
A story of two siblings separated as children continued.
Today we find out more about the family's story and their inheritance.
All persons engaged in sexual acts are over 18.
The Journey to Love implies getting there. But can you arrive at a feeling, a concept, an idea, or do you just live it?
Sophie
................
I woke with my brother's morning wood pressed against my clit. Our legs were intertwined. All it took was little movements of my hips to keep myself on the edge of the dream I woke from. I was dreaming of an orgy with three brothers, all Jack. All clones built to give me pleasure. My body tingled all over from the dream cocks and the real live penis pushing precum around my clit.
I giggled to myself, could I make him cum like this? Just spurt this load onto my button.
I was sure he was dreaming, for his body was still immobilised by the paralysing sleep drugs that stopped one from acting out the dreams. I thought, had passed into wakefulness. I carefully slipped my hand between us, so I could help the contact and spread the love. My other hand held his butt and kept him where he was.
I was close, so close, fuck, yes my head screamed. But my mouth simply encouraged my lover.
"Cum Jack, cum with me," I whispered in his ear.
My climax tore through my body as I jerked on my lover's penis.
"Yes cum!"
I felt his penis jerk and his issue shot strong upon my clit, coating my button with his seed. I rutted on him, my climax peaking with each spurt of sticky fluid at our junction. My fingers and his groin taking the overshoot. I felt his body relax in mine, then he groaned a single sigh and passed back into his sleep. His penis withdrew from my clit, softening with the seconds.
Perhaps it's the drugs of sex that I have learnt take hold of my brother after a climax. I rolled him to his back and lapped the sperm from my fingers and my palm. I scooped the spunk from my inner pussy lips. My clit, too sensitive to touch, I left alone.
I grinned at what I had achieved. To test his sleep further, I started to clean his body with my tongue. Finally, I slurped his soft penis into my mouth. Shit that felt nice. Room enough to play with the soft sponginess of flesh on my tongue, while tasting sperm, boy musk and sweat from his sensitive genitals.
He kept sleeping. Perhaps it was also the release of tension in his mind after weeks of fear and dread of what his new family would think. But clearly, he needed the sleep of a teenager. So I left him be, stole a kiss from his lips and tidied myself up enough to find the shower.
Refreshed and dressed I found Rob at the kitchen table nursing a coffee.
"Let me make you one?"
He went to the full espresso machine plumbed into the wall.
"People come miles to have my coffee at my club. What would you like?"
"Oh yes, can you do cuppachinos? Yes please, but make it strong."
"I need to teach you this machine before we go."
"Yes please, but I might get a bit addicted to the coffee."
"Where's Jack?"
"Sleeping like a baby, I think I wore him out. But I think the momentous day yesterday took a toll emotionally."
"I get that. Same with Debbie, sharing yesterday was so hard, so full of risk. What if Jack rejected her?"
"True, it took a bit for Jack to have any love for his mother, particularly as a teen. He started to melt when we finally put two and two together with the bottle of whiskey. But then it took time."
"Dave is giving her some special tender love at the moment."
"Is that weird?"
"No, it's sort of our role now. Though we don't double-team anymore. If we are both helping her, then one of us will slip into the brother. I hope that's not too much information."
"I'm learning. What's it like being gay and how did you figure it out?"
"I guess we are Bi, but only with our sister. That in itself is weird. I think for me it has a lot to do with being a twin and the way a male sees bodies, their body, but any body really. I always got hard around my sister, couldn't help it, but had to put that on ice. Then there was my Brother. Same deal, no action. I knew I loved Dave, but only as a brother until the weekend at Mum and Dad's where we unleashed our sexual drives. That kiss Dave and I shared, fuck it spun me out. That's more than just cock play.
"I loved kissing Deb, she made me hard, but it was not the same. It took years to realise what that difference meant.
"A boy sees his body differently to a girl. I found that out over time. Looking in the mirror we always fall in love with ourselves. A girl sees the flaws, the fat, even if there is none, the lack of size in breasts, or if too big.
"Boys don't, they see a rocking stud, the cock will harden at an image of themselves. Muscles appear where none exist and his penis is as big as the last fish that was caught. Sure we do ask are we big enough? We like to compare, but so long as we can get a hand around our meat and wank, all doubt leaves.
"It is very narcissistic. My problem was that looking at Dave was looking in a mirror. Personality-wise we are different animals. But if I can get hard looking at myself, by god I can get rock hard looking at Dave.
"You asked about being gay? Well, it really is a matter of the heart? I think anyone can intellectually and emotionally love anyone. I don't think gender is a barrier to love. But it expresses normally in platonic relationships."
"So what makes the difference?"
"I guess it's that moment when you get hard, or in your case wet, for the other person. Suddenly chemistry takes over."
"I found that out on our first day together, shit I got wet for Jack, but he was supposed to be my brother."
"That's it, you can't help who you get hard for. But being Gay, lesbian or any other flavour, it also could be who you don't get hard for. If a guy can't get hard or maintain hard for the opposite sex, there is not much he can do."
"I had a friend at school who said she was asexual, nothing turned her on."
"It's not uncommon. Sex in a way is following the chemistry. The problem is when this chemistry is bound in family relationships or taboo. I run a club in Melbourne that welcomes all who don't fit social and societal norms. It is a place to fit in when you don't feel that you fit anywhere."
"I don't get anal though."
"You don't have to. Don't go there if either of you doesn't want to. It's a thrill for me and Dave, but for others a complete turn-off. Follow the love, not the lust. I have plenty of Gay friends who have never done anal, oral is more than enough to express the deep love for a partner."
"But what of the gay lifestyle we hear about?"
"It's real, too real at times. Guys do like to have full-on lust sessions. It's sort of what we three musketeers had for years. But never confuse lust for love. Some guys just go full-on lust when the gay world opens for them. But normally they are also sex addicted, but as lonely as fuck. I often have to counsel lonely souls who have sex and dangerous sex every night but lack a partner, love and commitment."
"Can girls be like that?"
"Yes, but I think it's the cock that rules for the dopamine release. In the long run, true connection is sought and sadly missed."
"Do you think Jack and I will make it, over time?"
"So long as you seek each other's hearts and understanding, yes. You will get wet for other boys and perhaps girls. But what you have is precious, it's not worth risking. That was Debbie's and our mistake. Made harder by our mutual years of lovemaking together. She found her soul mate but in the difficulties of the time turned back the clock."
"Do you feel guilty Rob?"
"Everyday, and regret. You being here and being in love with each other is a big release of that burden for us. I know Dave feels the same."
"Do you think Mum will fall in love again?"
"Never say never, but at the moment that capacity to love is locked up. Be gentle with her. This whole nineteen-year-long affair and the pain has much more healing to go."
Grandpa toddled in on his stick.
"Rob is wise, we all carry scars that are at the very surface at the moment. But today is a great day. One Joy would have been thrilled to share."
I felt arms wrap around me, I could smell my brother, feel his gentle touch. I basked in the knowing.
"I was afraid I would not be able to do this in front of my, our family. I love my sister so much it hurts at times."
"I guess we should eat," Grandpa suggested.
"Let me," Debbie called from down the corridor. "Mum's privilege to cook for her family, next week it will be different. Fend for yourself," she laughed.
"Do you want coffee Jack, As if I have to ask?" I said looking up at my brother.
"Yes, strong."
"I'll make it, Rob is teaching me aren't you Rob?"
Rob came over to the machine and he helped me start, grinding the beans first. Well showing me the button. I kept an ear on the conversation.
Jack was busy telling Grandpa of our slow lap of Mount Panorama. Then they got into the mechanics.
"We need to get her out of the Van, if you and Rob could help me after breakfast?" Jack asked Dave who had joined us.
I missed the tamp on the first attempt, so that coffee went down the sink and we started again. Rob was a patient teacher.
"I'm sorry Grandpa, we spent everything we had left on buying the van," Jack apologised.
"Then I think we should keep the van, it makes great transport for Daisy," Grandpa suggested.
I handed Jack his coffee, and this time wrapped my arms around him from the back.
"Does that mean we can go back and continue our trip at some stage? " I got excited in Jack's ear.
"We thought you would've had enough." Mum said, "I've driven in that thing before."
"Not a thing Mum," Jack corrected, "Daisy has sensitive hearing."
"Um Sophie, where is my Coffee?" Dave objected,
"Mine too" Debbie added.
"You two were too busy doing the naughty, but I guess I can do one for you too. Come on Rob, let's try again."
Breakfast was like that, everyone contributing, butting in.
Afterwards, we all went out to watch Daisy being removed from her resting place in the Sprinter. Of course, the boys all had to have a drive. Grandpa stayed inside so I went back in to keep him company.
"I guess you were a bit anxious as we took off on our trip."
"There was a lot at stake so yes. But mainly the rehabilitation of Jack into the family. If you two hadn't hooked up, then the news of yesterday could have been met with the same anger and rejection that Brad had."
"You could be right. But I'm worried about you now."
"I'll be right. I think the problem I have and the surgery is the best outcome I could have expected. At least they don't have to remove a tumour from the grey matter and it's not dementia."
"Well, Jack and I will look after you. We do intend to stay and help run the farm. Jack is very keen to become a farmer."
"What about you?"
"I've taken a bit to the CWA movement, so I look forward to being a farming woman, perhaps with a spattering of charity work, helping farming communities modernise."
"Isn't that a bit of an old people's organisation?"
"It was, but a revolution is happening, at least in NSW. I might have accidentally started it."
"Really? How's that?"
"Well, we had an incident in Geurie. It involved taking off my bikini and waving it as a sign of rebellion against some old biddies who terrorised the local swimming pool. They controlled everything including the CWA branch, so the young ones took over. They made a flag which was a purple bikini top on a Daisy yellow coloured ground."
"That was you? I saw a news report on the movement here. It seems the young farmers' wives are getting involved and about time."
"Speaking of young farmers' wives. On the first day, I met a girl who lives almost locally, near Culcain. She is also partnered with her brother. She helped me navigate my feelings for Jack. She also helped me buy that purple bikini."
"That was fast, really,? You had feelings for Jack day one?"
"Gramps I think we both fell in love the first night. Just took us a while to get over the sibling taboo thing."
"That's amazing."
"I wanted to ask, is it all right if I invite Jan and Ben over to the farm? I'm desperate for them to hear our story."
"Well if they can get here for tea tonight, they can hear it as you tell us about how you fell in love."
"Awesome, I'll go and give them a ring straight away."
I had been very busy and distracted this last week so besides, telling them the wedding was postponed, I hadn't made contact. So imagine the joy of our conversation.
Jan put her earbuds in and drove out to Ben on the tractor to give him the timeline he had to come in and get ready. I was listening. She didn't give him a choice. Then we chatted until the others came in and we got ready for the twins' storytelling.
Dave started.
"Now Debbie has sort of covered the important bits about how we started. But perhaps I'll give a personal perspective then Rob can give his.
"First of all, I had no idea I was gay. That said, I dated a few girls in high school, but had no real sexual attraction to them. It was great company and the girls liked me, but I thought it was because of my feelings for Debbie, not in general. Girls didn't really turn me on. Could I be more generally Bi? I don't know, I've never tested it.
"But that first kiss I had with my Brother, it sort of blew me unknowingly into the gay pool of what the fuck. It was sort of what I'd thought a first kiss with a girl would do. But comparatively nothing like any I'd had on dates."
"Same for me," Rob murmured.
"When we got back to Melbourne it was life full of sex between us all and study. My genetics study eventually led to a Ph.D. in the field. I was working on the Human Genome Project and also some AIDS research. It was a hard time for anyone Gay. Although those who suffered most were from the community in the twenty years preceding. I have many friends who watched their partners die.
"Now this meant we all became very careful and kept our sex mutually exclusive. My doctoral thesis was in twin studies and inherited diseases. It was a shock to us all when it was clear we couldn't have children with Deb."
"Is it possible that you could check Jack and me? I am already feeling like I want to start a family with my Big brother."
"How do you feel Jack?" Mum asked.
A smile spread over my brother's face while his brow frowned.
"I would like nothing better, but I want to hold off a bit, until we get settled into farming."
"I guess I can only advise you to prepare for the worst, but hope for the best. Hopefully, Brad's contribution to your genetics will clear that minefield for you. If you agree I can take some swabs before I go back and test them for you."
"Yes please!" we both chorused.
"It's the big advantage of owning the company. I can run tests for you on the quiet. I provide the service for siblings who come our way during the testing. Often we get two samples from couples that ask for genetic clearance. But few realise we can tell that they are siblings so fast. I employ a special genetic counsellor to sensitively handle those cases."
Jack spoke up. "I think we made some friends along the way that could be helped by your services then. Hopefully, some of them will be at the wedding."
"Ooh, I forgot to tell you all, two of our friends are coming to dinner with us tonight. Ben and Jan, they live just up the road. Grandpa and I arranged it so they could hear the story about how Jack and I fell in love."
"Awesome," Jack exclaimed. "I so want to catch up with Ben."
"Well, that's about all I can tell you that you don't already know. Rob what about you?"
Rob took the floor.
"My time in the theatre certainly opened me to the breadth of expressed sexuality. But I was very over the moon in love with my brother. I was at a bit of a loose end much of the time, between shows, different theatre groups, and drama schools. So when mum suggested I follow my dreams and start a place where LGBTQIA+ theatre and shows could be held. That became my purpose in life and I have never looked back. It was hard in those early years because technically our activities in the bedroom were illegal.
"So our Cabaret walked a fine line. When Brad threatened to blow the whistle we postponed a few Risque shows for a while just in case. But since then we have gone from strength to strength.
"I do a late-night piano show every Wednesday night to keep my hand in. I would love to see you there. It is very R-rated mind you, I do a lot of parodies and political satire to show tunes.
"But as for love, it wasn't until Deb pointed out that we might be more Gay than Bi that things made sense. Dave's and my love kept growing and getting deeper. We might be a couple of old fags now but we love it."
"Hardly Old Rob," Dave objected.
"Yeah, what does that make me," Mum concurred.
"So you both have never had sex outside this relationship?" Jack asked astonished.
"That's right, just a married couple in life for life."
"So did you get married?"
"Yes but no. We are allowed to have a gay marriage but alas the sibling thing still gets in the way. It doesn't matter that the taboo genetic issues can have absolutely no effect in our case."
"So we have private ceremonies as proxies, ours was what fifteen years ago?" Dave clarified.
"No Dave, seventeen," Rob corrected him.
"Rob would know he is the big romantic in the marriage. Shit, we are getting old."
"We had planned to have a wedding at the Hydro Majestic? But that got delayed." Jack spoke up.
"That was planned for next weekend, sorry. Now I see we should have waited. Lucky you got sick Grandpa." I suddenly thought that a marriage without our family there would have been a mistake.
"So we should set a date then," Jack suggested. "Let's wait till Jan and Ben arrive. Christmas is coming soon. But I assume family will be together here then."
Everyone affirmed that.
"We also have some other friends who we want to be there. So we will check." Jack added.
"Well for me it depends a lot on how Grandpa is? So, maybe wait until after the operation before we finalise anything. I'm expecting you will be alright Grandpa?"
"I'll be there darling Sophie. Well, I think it's time for lunch. After lunch, I want to talk about the inheritance and money stuff. Have you got the presentation ready, Debbie?"
"Of course Dad, I'll also give the family financial update."
"Great, good to do this before our guests arrive. When do we expect them?"
"I suggested five for pre-dinner drinks and family introductions."
"Excellent. Who's cooking?"
"BBQ again is easiest. So menfolk."
We sat down to Spaghetti Bolognese and salad for lunch.
..........
Jack
.........
After the meal, Debbie ushered us to the boardroom. Well, they all took off for a farm shed, a huge one. I had my arm around Sophie. We straggled a bit.
"This is where we find out we win Betsy the Cow," Sophie giggled.
"Well I get you, and the cream, so not complaining."
Inside the shed was a corner with a second-story structure, and everyone climbed the steps.
Well fuck me dead. We entered a boardroom. I mean the interior was a boardroom. Kitted out as if it were the executive suite of a big business. A big table ran down the middle. There were twelve leather full-on board executive chairs and up one end a full screen with a computer set up.
On the screen, the opening slide read 'Daniels Family Enterprises.'
Sophie and I stood in the doorway just gob-smacked.
"Well sit down you two, over next to me," Grandpa said.
There was a suit already seated when we came in.
Grandpa introduced us.
"This is Charles, our family lawyer. He will meet with you on Monday to sign the paperwork."



Deborah stood up and moved to the computer.
"Welcome to our meeting. It will be in two parts. First, some company business, and then Grandpa has some surprises for our lovers.
"So I formally call this meeting of Daniel Family Enterprises (DFE) open.
"First on the agenda is to vote in our two new members. Sophie Daniels and Jack Southern. I assume you two are happy to be full members?"
"I guess so. So long as you don't dump me with the bill."
Everyone chucked. Sophie nodded.
"Well, you have been associate members since you were born. This just gives you a say in things. All those in favour?"
The motion was on the screen re our membership. It was unanimous.
"Welcome to the company guys."
I was liking where this was going. Next, Deb, fuck it, Mum, put up a performance chart. Showing business enterprises.
"You have all the paperwork in front of you. Just remember this is strictly confidential. As you can see our bottom line is now $485."
"Um excuse me," I put my hand up. "Is that thousands?"
"No millions." Everyone cheered.
"That is also adjusted down for Sophie's and Jack's inheritance which we will hear of later."
Now my Sister and I were struggling to comprehend. I was now nervous. Very nervous. This was a multi, multi-million-dollar company.
The next chart showed performance across categories. Including shares, investments, Rob and Dave's businesses. Grandpa's quarterly income from consulting. Deborah had her own company as well, trusts and other funds.
"As you can see we continue to do well. Let me break that down into some categories."
Next came a pie chart showing investments in tech, renewables, research and development.
"As you can see we have finally divested from all fossil fuel stocks and RND is focused on three fields. Computer tech - naturally, alternative energy, and environment with a focus on farming.
"We also aim to pay taxes properly, so we don't run minimisation schemes. We are blessed with wealth then we should pay. So we aim for the company tax rate. If we didn't we would already be a billion-dollar company.
"Finally charities. You can see that we spend ten per cent of our income on charity work. We plan to increase that to twenty per cent in five years while maintaining investment growth of eighteen per cent a year.
"Well done everyone. We met the last financial year targets and are tracking above that at the moment." Deborah was finishing off.
" I think that's all from me any questions?"
I looked at Sophie, and everyone looked at me.
"Not that would be intelligent. I take it this means we are all rich."
Everyone grinned.
"But no one is even driving new cars?"
"We keep a very low profile. We all have some fun wheels in garages in Melbourne."
"Ok, I take it that our new members might take a year or two to get to grips with what we do, so for now I suggest I call this meeting to a close. Unless anyone has other business."
Everyone shook their heads.
"Well over to Dad."
Granddad moved to the front but sat.
"First we want to congratulate Jack and Sophie. Today wraps up years of planning and conspiring to get Jack back into the fold.
"Now the will.
"I bequeath Betsy and her offspring as your private property." Every laughted.
"See told you so Jack?" Sophie kissed me.
"I want to give you the farm but it is part of the family trust. But I pass to you both the exclusive right to run the farm and continue the farm enterprises as you both see fit. If you decide to move off the farm the group will consider options for management.
"Second you both have investment funds which will pass immediately to each of you once you sign the paperwork. These were invested before your birth as a result of my work on the Y2K conversions. The company has invested these for you. You can choose to keep them in the holdings as separate trusts or cash out as you please.
"Charles, can you put the graph on the screen? Again it's in millions."
We had slightly different amounts as the funds diversified differently.
"Sophie you have nineteen million and Jack eighteen and a half."
"So we are both millionaires?"
"True, but it doesn't mean as much as it used to. Billionaires are the new rich. We are a mid-sized organisation.
"Now only matter left is the stipend. You will receive the same yearly salary as the rest of us. This year that figure rose to 1.1 million per annum. This is a living fund. So groceries etc. you have been paid for this since you were born and it has added to your portfolio. It also paid for your trip so the Sprinter is yours.
"That brings up Daisy. We have agreed that you should inherit this also.
"Did I forget anything, Charles?"
"Just your will."
"Oh yes because the above is family enterprise stuff. If I should die on the operating table my private estate will divide my possessions equally among all family members individually along with my shares in the company. Because you were a part of the family trust at birth none of us loses our share portion because you have joined. You owned this anyway.
I think that covers it. I suggest we have a round of Champagne."
A trolley on the side was uncovered and top-level champers came out. We were both treated with hugs and celebrations.
Finally, after much celebration and chatter, we moved back to the house. Charles confirmed our meeting at his offices the next day.
The twins hopped on two quad bikes in the shed which were loaded up with some gear and rode out to who knew where.
Mum walked between us.
"Take a while for this to sink in. I suggest saying nothing to your friends when they arrive. The secret is to be rich but don't show rich. Spend well, but don't be flashy. Treasure experiences but keep your feet on the ground."
"Speaking of that. Gerry and Jillian." Sophie said.
"Oh my God yes!"
"Mum, do you think we might be able to start a Hot Air Balloon enterprise here?" Sophie asked.
"So you loved the Balloon ride?"
"Not only that Mum, our good friends Gerry and Jillian are siblings like us. Their parents know, and they run their family business out of Canowindra."
"Well, Jack so long as you call me Mum, you can do whatever you want. So long as Sophie agrees that is."
Mum was in tears by the time we entered the house.
Sophie went about making coffees and we sat around the table. Mum started unpacking fresh vegetables.
"How did you get those?" I asked. I was sure Mum was busy all morning.
"Charles picked them up, and I rang as soon as I found out we had company coming. Give me a hand with the salad Jack."
Grandpa and Sophie nursed coffees, while Mum and I made a variety of salads. Once done Grandpa said,
"Jack and Sophie can you bring some beers up for the outside fridge and choose a few wines. Just through that door."
We opened the door and there were stairs leading down.
"What?"
"Take your time, we still have an hour or so before your friends arrive."
I found a light switch and the steps led down to a cellar. Well, it was much bigger than that. There was a large commercial fridge with beers stacked according to style. Then around a corner was a large wine cellar, no two. One for reds and one for whites.
It was cool. Earth cool. At the end another door, this revealed a quaint reading nook with a sofa and a place for writing.
Sophie threw her arms around me.
"I don't think Grandpa is expecting us anytime soon. How soundproof is this?"
"Very I think we came more than one ceiling or floor thickness down."
We kissed and I plopped onto the sofa with my sister straddling me.
"Well my millionaire fiancée, Fuck, can you believe what just happened? I asked.
"No, I mean, I guess someone has to make money and I'm sure Grandpa worked hard to set this up. But you're still my brother."
"Please don't let me change, Soph."
"Me neither."
"Promise."
"Promise, but can we seal with a good loving fuck."
"Here?"
"Here."
"Sealed with a fuck. That can be our business stamp of approval. No loving fuck, or no way we proceed with major decisions."
I was already busy undressing Sophie.
"I'll put on an alarm just in case we get carried away."
Sophie engaged her phone to warn us. We stripped quickly, and our pent-up excitement and nerves from our board meeting, overflowed into our passion. There was an added element to this almost secret room. The room had an earthy smell that quickly mixed with my Sister's body aroma flowing from her juices. These were already running down her legs.
"I'm so turned on Jack. No foreplay take me."
I lifted her by the hips and her legs wrapped around my torso. I was hard, rock hard. She found her target and dropped onto my penis as soon as she was confident we were aligned. I sat her on the edge of the sofa and started pumping.
"I can't believe we get to do this under our families' noses and they don't care."
"Oh they do care, but in a good way. Care that we care about each other. Care that we love each other. Care that we are happy, care that I fuck you with the passion that comes from being a part of this family."
This was punctuated with my thrusts.
"Shit Jack, I'm going to cum."
"I guess we can afford a new couch if we need to."
"Shit yes, ride me, big bro. Pump that million-dollar sperm right in me. Fuck. Cuming. Arhhhhhhh."
With that, I blasted my Sister with my sperm.
"Fuck I hope we can have children sometime," I groaned as I filled my sister.
"Got to pass on our money to someone Jack, yes keep going. Cumming again."
I kept pumping even though my penis glans was so sensitive. Then we slumped onto the couch.
"Ok, that was intense."
We looked around.
"Jack there's another door."
I stood dribbling our juices as I disengaged. When I opened the door a light came on to reveal a shower room and toilet.
"Good news we can freshen up."
Sophie raced into the room holding her cream-pie in as she entered the shower. The place had exhaust fans and heating. We washed and caressed each other. I grabbed a towel to dry ourselves only to reveal a panel. But this had a security pad and a fingerprint reader.
"Do you think this could be a bolt hole. In case we get held up or something." Sophie looked puzzled.
"Maybe. We'll ask."
We dried and I put the towel back covering the panel.
" It's not a door Jack."
"Yes, but I bet it opens one. I'll ask Grandpa."
We dressed and selected the drinks. There were carry baskets available. We knew nothing about wines but I knew enough to leave the Penfolds Grange collection alone. Then we surfaced back into the kitchen.
Mum and Grandpa grinned.
"I see you found a few secrets," Mum said as she tousled my wet hair.
"Just treating my girl to the best."
"Good on you Jack."
"Grandpa, do we get the code?" I asked.
"We would have missed it if we didn't need a shower," Sophie added.
"I'll set you up before I go into hospital. Dave can do it but I want to. Then I'll give you a tour."
"Are you preppers Grandpa?"
"No, nothing like that, just cautious. You have to be with a half-billion-dollar company. But enough for now, get those drinks in the fridge, guests will be here within ten."
Our guests arrived while I was stocking the fridge. Sophie disappeared to the car park and I could hear the squeals of delight echo around the verandah. I followed the sounds and found Ben. I could see he was a bit embarrassed by the schoolgirl antics of our sisters.
"G'day Ben welcome to the farm."
"How's Grandpa?"
"He is having surgery this week, but is doing fine You'll meet him in a minute. If we can drag the girls in."
They were busy looking at Sophie's rings. Then gabbing about wedding ideas.
"Sophie, perhaps we can introduce them to our family before we get distracted by weddings. Jan and Ben, before we do you need to know a few things we have only learnt since we got back.. We have told our family that you're siblings."
Ben frowned.
"It's ok I need to let you know everyone here is in sibling incest relationships."
"What?"
"Yes, Grandpa and Grandma. Grandma died when Sophie was a baby. My mum and her brothers, yes both, but they are also bi/gay. So they will keep your secret and we trust that you will keep theirs."
"Wow, that's an outcome I didn't expect Ben," Jan added.
With that, we went to the entertainment area and introductions happened. Dave found beers and drinks for everyone. Grandpa walked out of the house to join us.
"This is Gus, our Grandpa who concocted the trip in Daisy."
Ben shook his hand.
"Haven't I met you before?" Ben asked.
"I'm not sure."
"Wait on at the University. While I was studying agriculture."
"Could be."
"Yes, the wind turbines everywhere, you were giving a lecture on sustainable practices."
"Then yes."
"This is your farm, we saw pictures and some of the results."
"Well, I'm hoping Jack here will continue some of those."
Jan and Sophie had joined us.
"Does that mean you're staying?" Jan asked.
Sophie came up to me and snuggled a bit.
"I'm marrying farmer Jack here. So yes."
"Well, Grandpa is showing me the ropes, we trust, but yes we have decided to run the family farm. I'm hoping to be able to get some help from you now and again Ben."
Well, that got Jan even more excited.
"I think you two need Girl time. Sophie has just had me for months."
They peeled off and occupied a couch against the wall of the verandah.
"I would take you on a tour of the farm, but I've not had one myself yet."
"My fault, I'm having an operation tomorrow or at least going into the hospital in preparation for it. Bloody hope I don't die on you, Jack. It would be a bit of a nightmare sorting what I'm doing without me."
"Don't joke about it, Gramps."
"I hope, I'm not serious, but still I have some computer access and stuff to set up for you in the morning before I go in. So maybe no sex in the morning, you'll need a sharp head."
I could see Ben was shocked.
"My parents are supportive of us but begrudgingly. My Grandparents don't know. They think we just run our farm as partners." Ben explained. "This is refreshing."
"Well then you two, while here it's okay to loosen up. God knows it's hard enough out there to watch yourself every step of the way. This is our haven. I trust you to protect it."
"That I get Gus, I'm going to value our friendship with Jack and Sophie, we won't do anything to jeopardise that. They are the first sibling partners we have met."
The twins were busy cooking and Debbie carried in and out various nibbles. All too soon the meat was cooked and we settled in for a typical Aussie Barbie.
Grandpa called us to order and toasted our return. Then added.
"To the new farm managers, Jack and Sophie, may they not do too much damage while they learn."
Everyone laughs.
"Really", said Ben.
"Well, it was either us or Betsy the cow would need to milk herself."
"That reminds me," Debbie added. "Sophie and Jack, six am milking duties, you have to learn very soon I'm going back to Melbourne once Dad is out of the hospital."
"Wow steep learning curve." Dave chipped in.
Ben and I chatted some more and once the mains were done Mum spoke up.
"Can I suggest we gather in the lounge to hear Jack and Sophie's story and we break for dessert halfway?"
Sophie and I had not planned how we would do this. She looked at me.
"We just wing it," I suggested.
"I think a little bit of background is needed for Ben and Jan, re our being separated." I started.
Sophie took up the story without the sordid details of the causes.
"Because of a separation situation, I was separated from Jack when I was born. Well within three months. I grew up not knowing I had a brother......."
Sophie and I had fun telling our story with each of us cutting in and adding commentary and banter. Because of time, we didn't go into the detail we would later write down. We were inspired by Grandpa's story to do this with the detail that is contained in our Journey to Love.
Jan added the story of Sophie nearly drowning at Wagga Beach.
We spent a little time telling them about the bikini revolution. Jan was pleased she talked Sophie into buying that one.
We got ribbed about failing to hide our rings.
We took a break for dessert at the point of my proposal.
Everyone had questions, and the atmosphere was charged with excitement.
"I can't believe you waited till you proposed before you consummated things," Rob said. "Let's get back I want to hear more details."
So we gathered for the final weeks until we got the emergency call. We were praised for the smart thinking regarding purchasing a van for Daisy.
Grandpa needed to get to bed. I apologised for no photos, but promised I would send some around. Then Ben, Jan, Sophie and I sat around the kitchen table and had coffee while the others went to bed.
We chatted and answered questions. Finally, we made arrangements for us to visit their farm the following weekend. We talked about dates for the wedding, but figured that with Christmas coming maybe either New Year's Day or Australia Day.
"It will depend a bit on the Canowindra mob. But let's keep both free just in case." I suggested.
"Well, we need to get moving?" Ben being the sensible one.
"Once our family go back to Melbourne, you will be able to stay the night. I think all the beds are taken at the moment."
"That's fine, next time. Thanks, guys," Jan said. "This is going to be so good having you down the road."
We ushered our guests to their car and had hugs all around.
"Well big brother, if we are milking cows in the morning I need to get practice on milking my stud bull tonight Jack."
"True also Grandpa wants me brain fresh in the morning for passwords and things. I think you should have equal access for that as well, so let's fry our brains with love drugs now."
We turned off the lights and made our way to the bathroom where, in a way, our romance started.
"I remember you getting hard that first night we cleaned our teeth."
"I was checking out your tits poking through Pikachu."
"Let's replay that moment. I'll go put Pikachu on."
"Fuck yes."
"I popped back into the bedroom and put on my boxers, I think they were the same ones."
I was back in the bathroom and started to get my toothpaste ready.
"Mind if I join you?" My Sister giggled.
She was so hot. I can't believe that moment. I watched her in the mirror and tried to recall my feelings. Her nipples got hard and so did I.
We were checking each other out once again.
"I think this is where I fell in love with you. I didn't know it at the time, but it wasn't the hard nipples. It was your cute smile and our giggles and knowing we were both doing the same thing, checking out our sibling for the first time."
"Yes, Jack it was honest checking out. Then you spat in my ear."
"No Sophie, you minx, you spat in mine."
"Opps yes I did too, but you tickled me."
"And you got me harder. But I know it was the relationship smitten thing, as I didn't notice my growing hard."
"Fuck, you were hard. I noticed. I thought it sweet you didn't think to cover up, because you were engrossed in me. It was the first time a boy had gotten hard for me."
"I doubt it."
"Well no one had seen me so undressed to that point, so I'm claiming it."
Sophie moved to me. "I really wanted to do this."
She put her hand on my hard-on.
"I went back to the room and wanked, but this time can I fuck you right here in front of the mirror?"
"Yes, please."
I moved behind her and feasted on her body as my hands wandered to the front of the T to tweak her hard nubs. I kissed the side of her neck, then her ear and put my tongue in her ear in a sloppy lick.
"Payback," I whispered.
She ground back on my hard cock. We looked into the mirror and made love with our eyes while our hands sought the genitals of our sibling. I pushed my sister forward and exposed her bottom. My hands delighted in her flesh. Sophie pushed my boxers down and they fell to the floor.



Looking at her eyes I lined myself up and very slowly entered my sister's warm wet lips. My hands found Pikachu and I tweaked her nipples.
As I slowly fucked her, I was aware her clit was bouncing on the edge of the vanity. I used my hands to make sure that with each stroke I was able to rub her on the curved bench top.
Within minutes this brought her to a climax which we both enjoyed observing in the mirror.
" Fuck Jack that was good. Now please cum in me."
I pulled out and lifted my sister onto the vanity and we kissed again as I slowly entered her sex. This time it was my balls that slapped on the cool surface of the curve.
I watched us in the mirror as I began to pound harder. I crooked a leg over my arm and we both could see my hardness thrusting in and out.
"Look Jack you are creaming me."
She put a hand down to wipe some bubbly girl cum from my cock.
"You are foaming me up, Jack."
Then she fed this to my mouth.
"Fuck!" I increased my pace creating more. I took some and fed it to her and she sucked my fingers as I did hers. That did it, it was so erotic I came hard and deep. My fingers had found her clit, which was dragging on my penis,and she came hard. Spraying us both with her cum.
As our passions decreased we looked into each other's eyes.
"Wow, it just gets better." Sophie gasped.
"Please I hope we are still doing this at Grandpa's age."
"I hope you can carry me to the shower at that age."
She wrapped her legs around me.
"Giddy-up horsey." She clung to my neck and dug a heel into my bum.
I had to be careful I didn't slip on her juices that covered the floor, but I managed to get her to the shower. I turned on the cold over both of us.
The cold blast hit my sister. With the cold and the movement, she actually came again on me. Not as intense, but I could feel her vagina grip me as it spasmed.
Finished, I put her down and slowly added warm water. It wasn't chill cold as the water had to pass some distance through the warm earth around the house. But experience said it would not stay that way for long, so my timing was good. We finished with a steaming hot shower and plenty of soap.
"I want to go to bed wearing Pikachu tonight. Put on your boxers."
"It will be the first time for ages darling."
"I know."
..........
Sophie
............
It was lucky we did sleep in these clothes as Mum woke us up at five thirty in the morning.
"So cute, just like you as Babies. Stay there I'm getting a photo."
I looked at Jack's sleeping form. He was sporting morning wood. We find we often go back to the heart position of sleep we did as kids.
"Morning Mum, I'm glad you think we are cute but shit you could have walked in on anything."
I ruffled Jack's hair and whispered, "Wake up Jack, Mum is in the room."
Groans
"Can you leave so I can do this properly, Mum?"
"Oh sorry, milking in the dairy in twenty-five minutes."
The door clicked shut.
"Jack, I rolled him over, Mum can see your hard on it's sticking out of your fly."
"What?" He bolted straight upright covering his groin.
"Just joking. BIG brother. She has gone. And no you weren't sticking out but it got you awake."
"Sophie, I would tickle you but then you would win and I'm busting."
This time he bolted for the door. I got up and tied my hair back. I had heard cows can shit on you when you milk them. When he got back, I also went and splashed my face after splashing the porcelain. I came back to find Jack pulling on old trousers and an old T-shirt.
"Well, we might as well get used to it. I hope we can use all the milk once the family go. I think Betsy will produce more than we can drink."
"We might have to get into cheese like that Coolamon factory we visited, Sophie."
"I think we might be biting off more than we can chew," Jack.
We continued chatting as we walked to the dairy.
"I definitely need some training, Soph. Maybe I could go to Agg school. Ben went to Charles Sturt Uni in Wagga and Albury."
"Great idea, but maybe part-time, lots of practical stuff to lead the theory here. Maybe I should do it too, enrol together."
"Why not?"
"Ah, Betsy is waiting."
Mum greeted us.
"Good to see you two cheerful on a cold morning. I hope you can cut it when you get to winter."
Betsy was a beautiful Jersey cow with a lovely golden coat. Her calf was much bigger than when we saw her in October, she was waiting in the paddock next to the dairy.
"What you don't take, the calf will, but remember the less you milk the less she will make and eventually she will dry up. Dandelion there is almost at weaning herself."
"The calf is Dandelion?" Jack asked. "Lucky Daisy was named after her grandmother. I think it could have been more embarrassing to call a car that."
Mum laughed and went about teaching us how to prepare for the milking and locking Betsy into the stall.
"She'll come in alright if you put the sweet lucern hay in for her, she also likes beer hops excess."
"We brew beer?" Jack said hopeful.
"You will have to ask Grandpa. He did have a microbrewery at one time."
"So many things to ask Grandpa, shit I hope he is here for years to come, Mum."
"He's a tough old bugger, I think you're safe for a bit."
I volunteered to start first. Jack went up to get to know Betsy, giving her a scratch while she ate. I felt Betsy relax a bit, but I was hopeless. Well, I got some milk, but not the swish swish swish in the pan you hear when I watched videos. More the dribble I get from Jack when I milk the last of his love juices.
"I'm not very good Mum, but I'm not giving up."
Mum demonstrated again and I got a swish every now and again. I couldn't get Jack out of my mind though. Fuck. I think I was producing more juice than this cow.
Jack was kind and encouraging, but had a glint of amused laughter behind his eyes.
"Well, I'd like to see you do better Jack, get down here," I said grumpily.
I looked at Mum and grabbed my brother's cock as he went to sit.
"The last thing I milked was this Mum," and I gave him a squeeze.
Jack went red. Mum laughed. It should have thrown Jack off but he talked to Betsy, rested his head on her flank, then I heard the swish, swish, swish into the bucket.
"What the fuck, Jack?" I leant down to look. I saw his hands masterfully drawing the milk out. I thought of his hands on my udders, fuck. Too much.
"Where the hell did you learn that, fuck!"
"You forgot, I was farmed out to farms. Milking the cows was my solace, particularly on places I didn't feel comfortable in or fit. I could come to the Dairy and pour out my troubles to the cows. Plus I got to have fresh milk.
Jack tilted his hand and squirted some into his mouth.
"Can I have some?"
"Sure bob down."
Jack the bastard, gave me both barrels all over my face. Mum was in fits of laughter. Jack continued milking like nothing had happened. I was dripping milk.
"Jack I think you'll pass. That was so good," Mum said.
"Perhaps I'll get you both back one day," I said trying to wipe milk from my eyes.
"Now both of you, don't change having fun, I love that you two are this comfortable with each other."
We took the buckets into the dairy and Jack washed down the cow. He had the hose, so I didn't dare disturb him. He released Betsy and then washed her shit down the drain hole.
"Where does that go?" I asked Mum.
"We have a biodigester that generates gas. We use it to warm the sheds when it's needed. It was going in the board room yesterday."
"So really serious environmentally friendly."
"Jack, I assume after watching you, you know what this is and how to use it," Mum said pointing at a round contraption.
"Yes Mum, I noticed you like your milk full cream non-homogenised, but Jersey milk is very rich."
"We don't need more milk in the house at the moment, so how about you do a full separation of the cream?"
The contraption was a cream separator using centrifugal forces.
"This one is much more modern than I'm used to. I normally had to crank a handle. Mum, keep an eye on me so I don't do a miss-step?" Jack asked.
Soon we had cream. The machine even had a setting to gauge the fat content.
"Can I have some light milk? I think this stuff will put on weight so fast."
"What percentage of Fat?" Mum asked.
"No more than two but maybe one."
"That's not milk," Jack said, "that's why bother water."
"That is skinny. See this setting here Jack, just dial the number. Notice it reads five and a half per cent at the moment. That's what she is producing. Grandpa has written software to record that, it will give the computer that number when you start."
"Seriously."
"Seriously, Dad is perhaps the best computer program designer in the county. You think he wouldn't do that all around this farm?"
Jack started the machine and soon the forty litres we took from Betsy were turned to cream and a light milk. The milk went straight into a machine and came out chilled into an old-school milk container. The cream was very thick and again came out chilled. It made just over a litre in a smaller jug.
"Excellent, well done Jack."
"I didn't do anything, but how do we clean this?"
"It's a button first. That blue one." Steam went everywhere and piping hot water cleaned the machine. At the end though there was still some manual disassembling and rinsing in sterilising fluid.
"We leave that there to air dry and reassemble it at the afternoon milking. We tend to do separating in the morning for that reason."
"All this modern equipment but still you hand milk?" I asked
"We only have one cow, give us a break Sophie. Far too much cleaning to go that way. We don't sell it, so we are all clear for regulations as well."
"I think we had better find Grandpa to do some passwords." Jack directed us to our next task.
"Breakfast first you two. Grandpa can wait."
"Fresh bread, cream and Jam?" I asked.
"And Coffee.", Jack added
"You need to learn that machine, I'm not doing it everyday for you, Sophie."
"Fair point."
We all met around the kitchen table for breakfast. The twins were up and sorting dishes from the dishwasher.
Grandpa was chipper, but I could tell he was nervous. I cuddled him and let him know we were feeling for him at the moment. But without words.
Finally, he took us both to the computer room. Behind an air conditioning unit toward the back was another control panel. Grandpa put his finger on it and looked in a camera. A computer on the back wall swung open like a door to reveal more steps. The light went on automatically.
"You can probably tell I enjoyed setting this up. Very James Bond."
He led us down the stairs and we were met with a much more modern computer set-up. Plus another doorway with a downstairs.
"Seriously, this is awesome," Jack said.
"Well before we go down there we need to set up your access. Both of you will have complete access, no point in one of you having it and the other needs to carry you down to escape."
"So seriously serious, like an escape system," I said.
"One I hope no one will need to use."
We spent twenty minutes recording retina details and our fingerprints on scanners.
"What if they cut my finger off? Jack asked.
"It has a blood oxygen reader, plus a heart rate system. It will know if you're not living."
Then Grandpa put in the admin details for access and shut down the access screen.
"Dave knows how to set this up, he will train you when you have time."
That done Grandpa asked me to try it on another panel in the room. Another secret door opened.
"Good, yours worked Sophie, Jack can try the next one."
We walked into a corridor leading slightly down. Maybe a hundred paces on my right was another panel.
"Jack this one is yours."
It opened for Jack. It opened up a sliding panel to reveal a medical facility.
"It's basically for first aid but has a full pharmacy if needed. Each station also has a full supply of food rations."
"So is this a nuclear fallout facility?" Jack asked.
"Not really, it might help for a month but no, not a fallout space. In the southern hemisphere, that danger is less critical."
"It reminds me of the tunnels of Gaza, what is left of them, or Viet Cong tunnels," Jack commented.
"Yes but with luxury wall linings and power."
"We met a wonderful woman in Canowindra who kept her brother alive in tunnels before escaping to Australia on a boat," I added.
"I feel there is more to that story but maybe save it for later." Grandpa said. "Grab me that wheelchair, we have a way to go yet."
Jack grabbed the chair and we wheeled back into the corridor. The door closed behind us.
"Yes," Grandpa chuckled "it knows when no one is inside and shuts automatically."
We continued to a junction.
"That one goes to the board room, about fifteen paces further down is another door leading to a bush bolt hole. I'll leave that for you to explore later."
"It's a bit like Stalag 13. Hogans Hero's fun." Jack was really into this.
"Good for making surprise appearances also, but play that trick on family only," Grandpa warned.
"Good for lovemaking," I suggested.
"True, but remember security cameras will record your activities. Your Mum and your Uncles can access that in Melbourne."
"I don't mind being watched," I giggled.
"Just another warning. In the board room, the whole table and things on it descend into the tunnel. In case we are all together with important documents open. Near it in the tunnel is a documents archive and most of our security and investment facilities are housed there. That room has extra security. A false floor will cover the table's position and reveal a basically empty room. The panel is on the table."
We continued down the corridor a good while and it was a dead end. The panel on the wall opened yet another room and we were up under the house. We progressed back into the wine cellar.
"I figure a person who knows no better will get distracted by the alcohol and search no more. If we are lucky get drunk and be easy to round up."
Back around the kitchen table, the twins were drinking coffee.
"Are you surprised?" Dave asked.
"Stunned more like," Jack affirmed.
"It's a bit James Bond, I know," Rob added. "But Dad is right with great money comes big risk. We try to live a normal life outside."
"Pay for rich experiences, not Gold Toilets. Much more rewarding." Dave laughed.
"Have you packed your bag for the hospital Dad?" Mum asked.
"It's in the hallway."
"Well let's go. The twins have things to show you both."
We sat down and Jack and I asked a thousand questions.
"Remember Mum's story about the cave?"
We nod.
"Well after lunch, we will take you there."
We had a rest for an hour just cuddling in the lounge room.
"It's a lot to take in," I commented hugging my brother.
"We need a to-do list."
"Like who do we invite to the wedding?"
"I think we should make it siblings only."
"Yes but maybe Gerry and Gillian's parents as well. I would love to do some ballooning here." I added.
"And Melissa and Ted from Cumnock. They are cousins so will respect what is happening. I wouldn't mind providing relief for siblings like they do."
"Maybe not in the main compound here but nearby. It might push our security," I said.
"We need to make some phone calls, but maybe after Grandpa has made it through the surgery."
Rob called us in for lunch, which consisted of leftover salads, luncheon meats and fruit.
Dave disappeared and came back with a four-wheeler. We all climbed on and off we headed toward the scrub.
"Are we going to the cave?"
"Guessed it in one Sophie," Rob answered. "Just make sure you keep an eye on how we get there."
"It wasn't difficult but the last part meant walking."
"We won't spend long here, as I need to show you a few things, but I suggest you both come back in the morning for some alone time."
"You mean Sex, Dave?"
"I'm not saying, just suggesting, but the cave is rather partial to intimacy." We scrambled through the bush and came upon the entrance.
Dave turned on a lantern.
"We cleaned it up a bit for you. Refreshed supplies."
Rob got dramatic. "We hereby declare that this is now your haven. The three musketeers hand it to your keeping."
"That means we won't use it again it's exclusively yours. Mum and Dad always respected our right to a private space."
"Let me show you to the lookout." Dave took the lead.
Again we scrambled through old paths up to the rock ledge above the cave. From there we could see all the way to Albury in the very distance.
"Sophie, there's the pool." Jack pointed.
"Well spotted, as it has no water at the moment." Dave pointed out a path to the North to take to get there. We went back down to the four-wheeler.
"One last security thing."
We travelled two hundred meters further on. This track goes on to the other side of the range, it's a great vehicle escape route. I suggest going for rides until you know this reserve like the back of your hand. We had to do it on pushbikes and on foot.
He pulled up at an old gun tree. Around the back of the truck was a small round hole, it looked like a tiny animal nest.
"Look in the hole with your dominant eye."
Jack did. There was a whir. Near the tree was a rock face. Slowly it opened up. There stood a tunnel.
"It's the only one that does not have a finger panel. We decided it was safer not to have one here. If someone else looks in the hole nothing will happen. Obviously, you can get back to the house this way but avoid doing it if necessary. There are bikes inside, which are escape bikes and two four-wheelers."
We went in. Dave showed us where they were. Rob stood outside on the very off chance someone came along the track.
"Needless to say this is a state reserve but no authority knows this is here. We don't take the vehicles outside to test them and keep them maintained. We do that in the tunnel at this end. It maintains the secrecy of the camouflage."
We went back out. The sensors closed the tunnel once again, knowing no one was inside.
"It will lock for thirty minutes so don't leave anything inside."
Rob checked the seal and camouflage. Satisfied we headed back to the homestead. Mum was waiting for us when we arrived.
"The surgery is happening tomorrow morning early."
"You have an appointment with the lawyer in the board room now. Feel free to read the fine print, but we all have already. I suggest you sign and read your copies later. We can adjust anything you're not happy with."
So we did sign. At the end we were millionaires. We were issued new bank accounts and a Black Visa card each. A bank manager actually came in toward the end to deal with the banking. Suddenly we were very important customers. Our accountant and lawyers had already authorised the issue, as they were in essence company cards but linked to our personal accounts.
We were able to create access on our phones and check balances. We were staggered. They suggested we keep using our ordinary cards for transactions locally. The Black cards do draw attention. With those we could buy a Rolls Royce if we wanted to. No questions asked. But verification was tight.
Again the advice was to do nothing for a few months just to let the emotions settle. Perhaps we could plan an exclusive honeymoon though. Our Uncles were probably best to get advice on those.
By the end of this session we were exhausted. From our brains exploding with the knowledge of our last few days and the wealth we now shared.
"I think I miss the simple life already Jack."
"I know what you mean. Can we commit to keeping it simple?"
"Yes please. I give you permission to let me know if I am going over the top and making it complicated."
"For me too. That said let's just watch a movie after tea. I need some escapism."



"And I want innocent Sister cuddles."
That's what we did. We watched 'She's the Man'
and snuggled. In bed we didn't make love. We decided that we might leave that for tomorrow when the waiting for Grandpa's results would be stressful. We planned on some Cave time.
"I love you, Sophie," Jack said as we drifted off to sleep.
"I love you, Jack."
...........
Author's notes for future work.
One of my loyal followers suggested I not write any short stories or other stories until I finish all these. The problem is I'm getting bored and need to be fresher as a writer. Particularly as we have just finished all the background and technical stuff.
For those still reading I know this is important to you. The next JTL story will include the wedding. I want to concentrate on the couples that are invited to the wedding next. But I will probably take a long break from the series after those. I never intended the story to go this long. Time will tell if I have the energy to return to it post the wedding.
So I am working on other short stories and the new novel will take time. This will be written over a longer time and released altogether. Who knows it might take a year to complete. I'm excited though and it will be another long slow burn sibling story. Two chapters are complete already. But you will get other stories in the mean Time.
I am also having fun writing shorter pieces that explore concepts and styles. This helps me as a writer. The big problem is that Journey to Love now has only a very limited but loyal group still reading it. These other short stories are bringing in new followers and plenty of audience. Many of these are now also reading the JTL. So please enjoy these side stories for what they are.
Thanks for your support.
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Thin one
Thin threads
Important: Trigger warning. This story contains mental health issues and a suicide.
This was a stand alone story, but as I wrote the characters from Journey to love appeared. Uninvited but welcomed. So the story is now in the JTL universe and gives you further insights into some of lives post what has already been written in that story. Hopefully no spoilers exist.
But it is able to be read totally independent of the larger body of work.
This is a story of two siblings, who in the midst of tragedy find love in each others arms. Love that brings new life. All persons engaged in sexual activity are over eighteen years of age. While places here are real. The rest is fiction.
...
An event that disrupts lives is tragic. It becomes tragedy when it plays out into the fabric of all lives and others hang by the threads of that sad moment.
Scotty and Dot, siblings, found love rekindled when brought back together through a family's tragic event. But did they go all this way for birth or death? The birth of love and hope. But life was held together by thin threads.
Thin threads connect. They join in tenuous manner. Strung between reality and the possible. Serendipitous joining of moments in the continuum of time. Linking past and future. What is and what could be. Hope and pain, love and gain. Threads throughout the universe of life. Each thread, each connection vulnerable. Potential rich, disaster hanging. Threads that hold the sword of Damocles over our very existence.
That thread that joined two mortal beings. The stretch of fertile mucus that shouted warning as our loins parted for the briefest instant before I thrust my sex starved virgin cock into her forbidden being. Tissue rent. The thread of life was waiting to turn passion and idea into form. To weave the thread in an open womb of incestuous making. To bring the warp altogether with a weft of the same thread. To interleave the fluids that tested the thin threads of life.
...
Delightful dancing of doped tissue paper. Cobalt blue field to play in the wisps of air. Form with tail tugged the connection between heaven and earth. Kite sailing, soaring, dipping, diving, skilfully played on a thin thread. Pleasure streaks of laughter to cries of 'let me, let me.'
My arms were around her, helping her learn the skill of flight. Fantasies flung to the wind. The ebb and flow of time. Time moved through the years, the skills imparted but then packed up as life demanded. The making of thicker bonds. Adulthood stole playful youth.
Threads were rolled, tissue torn discarded at the top of shelves to be shredded by further time. No heed was taken of the freedom once contained in its colourful playful play of light and wind. Kite forgotten.
So on that crisp autumn day that heralded the Easter holidays, threads brought family back together.
...
My sister arrived at our old house just minutes after me. We met in a tentative hug. My hand fell on the strings of the red bikini covered with her loose tank top.
"I aim to get some sun." She lets me know as I withdraw a little from my awkwardness.
"What else are holidays for?"
"You are in my old room. I get the sleep-out."
Moments of chance play into serendipity as I tell her, she has my former space. The sleep-out was more exposed. It was constructed to make use of the wide verandah of this old brick farm house.
"Mum feels you should have the air conditioning and seeing that you are staying longer, why move again?"
"I feel bad."
"Don't, anything for you. Besides Mum uses it as her sewing room now. The place is more feminine with its discarded threads and fabrics cut to suit a different cloth. Much more feminine."
"So not much has changed then? Mum has just spread out."
"You have no idea. But you will see."
"So how is she coping with Dad's passing on?"
"It's been a year, I try to get back regularly. I think she is holding on."
"By a thread?"
"Fuck, by a thousand threads. They are her escape, her way to hang onto life."
Tentatively we move over the threshold. I carry her bag into the house to be greeted by a sobbing mother. Our presence brings forth the grief of loss. Our bodies squashed in her matrimonial embrace tell of the time our absence grew fonder.
She lets us pass to put our bags into the rooms. The sleep-out is accessed by my old room and also from the distant side of the verandah. I look in despair that this room, which was once my haven, my retreat, now overwhelmed by a tsunami of fabric fragments.
"I hope you can find your bed in all this."
"You might find me dead underneath Mum's stack." She giggles.
We move back out to sit upon the couch to find cups of tea ready. Mum has given up on the pot. Now this tradition hangs from a slight string. Fingers grip the tag and the bag disgorges its dust into the now brown water.
Life dangles in that moment. I ignore the horror. We chat about the past months.
"I've sold the farm, but just left this homestead half acre for myself," Mum mutters, embarrassed.
We pause to let that sink in.
"Your father was attached to the farm like an umbilical cord. It was his shortfall and his downfall."
We do not talk of the tragedy of his death. It was too gruesome. The newspapers published reams. But my mind cannot forget. The tractor passed through two paddock fences before it swam in the dam. The hay baler, still attached as if trying to pull it out.
The image of the lack of body, missing for a few days before the family dog was found whimpering upon the third last bail it made on autopilot. The large type of bale. Our father entombed within. They speculated he got caught in twine he was trying to untangle, before he was tangled and dragged in and through the machine with straw. Before being bound with the same twine. Life was hung by that crude green thread.
This was the unspoken grief that we shared in minds' imagery, as we drank that turgid fluid. None of us was there. Mum closest, was protected by her worry and farmers' wives who served cups from her old pot, while husbands searched for him. Perhaps that's why we have tea dust.
"What's in my old room?" My sister asked.
"All of your father's stuff. You both need to sort it out, take what you want, dump the rest."
I wandered to the room and looked in. It was a lot of stuff and a lot of nothing. The remnants of a farmer. Another image crossed my mind. Feed it to that ravenous baler and bind it together as a memorial to a life once lived.
I shuddered at my cruel comic mind that could think of that. But then no better than the depth of depraved dreams I had had of late.
I have moved on. It's been a year.
In my heart, I knew our mother was stuck somewhere between heaven and earth. Her heart was with her love, her veins, like threads, held on to life on earth. She lost herself in fibre. When she died, ironically this house of yarn would probably be bailed in warehouses of secondhand cloth to be recycled.
Mum was quiet, withdrawn, putting together the patchwork of another unneeded quilt. Almost catatonic.
"Let's go for a walk. Enjoy the farm one last time," my sister suggests.
We rose and cuddled close as we walked into the early Easter heat. The tractor and baler stood with old police tape flapping in the breeze. We bypassed that. The hay shed where we played suddenly became a memorial to memories we wanted to avoid. Everywhere we went we saw our Father, who art in heaven.
"I know somewhere we can escape," my sister breathed.
"Our place."
"Yes."
We wandered down to the creek. Fed directly from the hills behind it had not been polluted yet by the excrement of cows.
Our place, where we frolicked as kids. Skinny dipped in innocence. Cooled and talked of childish things. As we grew we avoided it as too intimate. It carried the threat of exposure and things taboo. But now as adults, we don't care. We needed the escape.
A rotted rope hung over the water from a now-dead branch. Another thread whereby we swung and hung in air before dropping into the water's depths, all giggles laughs and bravado.
"Do you want to swim big brother?"
"It is tempting."
"I have my bikini on."
"That's fortunate."
"I miss the innocence of our past."
"I don't have swimmers."
"You have shorts on, or," she hesitates "you could have them off."
"We shall see."
"One way or the other, I shall see."
My sister sheds her top and shorts. Her red bikini is indeed held together by thin threads. One passes right between her butt cheeks to define a heavenly peach. Like a peach, I can make out ultra-fine hairs defining the smoothness of the skin.
This reminder that my sister is now grown and refined, moves as she walks into the water. For a moment that peach is mirrored in the reflection of the pool. My temptation doubled.
"Are you coming in? The water is cool."
My body, now hard, decides for me. I need to keep my shorts on. I take off my shoes and secretly adjust my hardness to where I hoped it would not be seen.
While she is turned, I scurry into the cold and hope the chill will shrink the beast that threatens incestuous longing.
Then we are lost in play. Frolicking in the shallows and depths. Time is transported as we are into innocence. Suddenly we are best friends once again. The trauma and uncertainty of our adolescent years washed away. My sister confident in her red suit cares not that my eyes linger longer over her breast-swollen form. Breasts are hardly contained.
We pause and look into each other's eyes. This is hard, as my eyes want to travel down to the hard nubs that push at the small triangles of red.
"You like my suit I see"
"What's not to like?"
She giggles.
"I mean there is not much to like, nothing to hate."
I feel myself swell in the cool water. We tread water around the moment.
"Go on."
I twist myself into a pretzel of desire.
"I mean it doesn't cover much. Is it the red I like or the flesh I love?"
My sister coughs.
"Shit, did I say that aloud?"
"Just one thing, but we need to get back." She turns and walks, a nymph appearing from the pool of temptation.
"I bought this just for you. I'm glad you like it."
I emerged as she put on her shorts and tugged her top over her wetness.
My liking showed strongly through the clinging fabric of my shorts. I figured if my sister had shown me her near-nakedness dressing in red, she could handle my hard appreciation of her form.
Her eyes followed my groin as I emerged. I heard her sigh, but she said nothing. As we walked back, she had a sparkle in her gait, and in her talk, that was missing when we had escaped the moroseness of the house.
Our holiday could now start on better footing.
"I am going to have first shower if that's alright Sis."
"That's fine I'm going to catch the sun on the verandah while it lasts."
I walk through my old room, now hers, and pull dry clothes from my bag. My sister walks through, holding a towel, still in her damp red bikini. She needs to go this way to get the sun. I pause as she spreads her towel on the hot concrete and lies her body down. As exposed as the red triangles allow. Joined by threads of silk or is it gossamer in the light?
Through the rusted warp and weft of the fly screen coating of my makeshift room, I am held frozen by the moment. My sister's form is sex displayed as if on a stick.
Does she know I have not moved? Can she feel my presence? For I am trapped.
Another drama played out in front of me. A supple movement in the fabric of time on the corner of the flyscreen. A wasp, wearing a banded bikini of red-orange gets momentarily caught in a spider's thread. The Daddy Long Legs is quick to take up the challenge and advances on the struggling form. I watch as the battle ensues. The wasp was trying to sting to save its life. Spider uses her legs to keep away while her abdomen fires threads of gossamer to entrap it further. It is a battle for life. Life held in balance by thin threads, invisible from here, but clearly binding. Who will win? I shiver at the thought.
I find myself caught between this life and death, a vision of my sister now asleep in sunlight. Temptress of my soul reawakened by today. My hardness returned now rampant in my shorts. The spider battle continues. I escape distracted by a thought. We call them Daddy Long Legs but surely all the big ones are female. Dominatrixes that mate and dispose of the male once his job is done.
I think of my sister. Has she cast her web on me? Her words, I bought this for you, ring loud amongst my lust.
I pull myself free, grab a towel and escape to the shower. As I pass through the family room our Mum calls.
"I've made spaghetti for tea. I eat early these days don't be long."
I escape to the shower which I broach cold. My hardness freed from the clinging of my wet shorts and underpants. It does not down, so I turn on the hot.
My hand wraps around my form and provides the stimulus it has longed for since the pool. Mechanical movements simulating sex I've never had. Imagination and memory so fresh of sister's flesh. I scream into the shower head, mouth full of water, as I cum onto the tiles. I did not even need soap. My body convulses in its release, time and time again until spent. I hoped the water muffled my sounds. I had tried to drown myself in a baptism of lust.
Now I use soap to try and scrub away the guilt, to cleanse myself of the sin just committed.
Like I had done many times before, I scooped my hands to gather water to wash the sperm from the tiles. The old shower head is fixed and movable.
I find I did not bring the clean clothes with me so I wrap myself in a towel. But these old towels are small. It requires me to clutch it against exposure. I carefully wander past my mother stitching. Myself without a stitch on.
As I near the door she says, "You remind me of your father at your age."
"Damn, ow." She pricked herself with her needle.
I quickly escape and wonder at her words. Back in the sleep-out, I notice my sister has rolled over. Her back is bare. The red threads that covered her nakedness now lay beside her. The bulge of her breasts is clear. I am trapped once again and I notice the wasp too is trapped and bound, now dangling on a thread. I watch as Mumma spider bends her head to bite between the armour plating delivering the final venom. She will suck him dry once his insides have turned to mush.
My sister moves.
"Dinner is almost ready Sis. Come look at this."
"She pushes up and for a moment her breasts are displayed. She gathers the triangles and presses them to her body. Then stands and walks to me.
I point out the spider and her prey. We watch fascinated for a moment, mainly I watch fascinated by my sister.
"Can you tie these please?"
I realise there is a flyscreen between us, preventing moths from being drawn to the light.
I open the door for her, and both our hands are full. I still clutch my towel. She turns and presents her naked back. I need two hands, so hurriedly tuck the towel back in. Then hope my tenting penis does not appear between its folds.
Her hands hold her breasts in modesty. I take the threads of red and bring them together at her back. Fumbling, I manage to tie a bow. Bows are things that are made to be pulled and released. I'm tempted, but instead I place my hands on her expanse of flesh, that is her back, and rub.
"You know you are beautiful?"
"Only if you think so."
She leans back into me and I realise my towel comes undone in the movement and falls to catch on my hard maleness.
"Fuck, sorry my towel, I need to dress."
I clutch at myself and my sister skips into her room. I'm left, hips bare, bottom naked and genitals still covered by my hands and cloth.
"Don't let me stop you getting dressed."
Now the thing about this sleep-out is it's built against the window of my room. I can see in and my sister can see out.
She moved to her bag and pulled out clothing to cover herself.
I do the same, my hand still hoping the towel is covering enough. But we are both looking. We both know that there is a show to begin, a curtain to be raised.
My sister's hands move to the tiny bows at her hips. She is seductive now. Deliberate and scheming she pulls and those thin threads fall to the sides. The red triangle folds over revealing the fibres sparse upon her mons pubis.
I see her naked as she opens out her legs and pulls the spaghetti thread from between her cheeks. The fabric falls and dangles between thumb and forefinger. Ready to be dunked into the fluid that is now my brain.
I know it's my turn. This time I blow embarrassment to the wind and drop my towel. I watch as my sister's face moves from astonishment to delight.
My hardness, now released, pulses outward, its red hue turning purple with engorgement.
We are both looking. Sis pulls the bow I just tied and she is naked. My eyes see, for the first time in years, her naked form. Her breasts are round and full, her nipples hard set in areolas of darker brown. These are set in white triangles of skin not kissed by sun.
My groan is interrupted, our mother calling
"Dinner is served."
We scurry to put on clothes. Our moment of dalliance with desire brought back to reality by spaghetti threads swimming in sauce sourced from cans. At least the spaghetti's not from a can.
We complement Mum's cooking as you do.
"I'll cook tomorrow for you Mum." My sister puts her hand up.
"That would be lovely pet."
"I'll do a BBQ the next night." I know our Mum won't let me in the kitchen.
After tea, we sit and watch the Tele. Many things we could say are sucked out into the tube of ignorance that plays a life no one lives.
My sister looks at me. We know the futility of an intervention into our mother's head.
"When Mum goes to bed, perhaps we can watch a movie?"
"I'd like that."
Mum's evening soap of Home and Away concludes with yet another thread untied to draw viewers back to tomorrow via yesterday. Anything but the present reality of life unlived.
"I'm off to bed."
"It's early Mum."
"I know, I am asleep by eight these days."
We know she will be up at dawn, so leave her to her routines.
Sis searches among the DVDs. Yes, real old school. Mum and Dad have not upgraded anything in years.
"This was our favourite." She holds up a tape.
We sit on the couch, but it conspires and thrusts us together. The springs have gone and the webbing broken. It creaks and all we can do is cuddle together.
Dad's recliner had been dragged into the room of his stuff, an off-cast with memories, although it was the better one. I'm uncomfortable because I have seen my sister naked.
She is very happy to snuggle in and lean into my shoulder. We know this movie by heart. I think I grew up wishing to be Jim Craig, the Man from Snowy River. My sister wanted to be Jessica. I fell in love with Sigrid who played that role. I dreamt of her often, but each time we watched my traitorous mind replaced her face with my sister's. Even then it was a signal of the love we wanted in life together.
So I got to rewatch my loves conjoined with me on the couch. Music drew its thread through the movie, binding us to the story and the poem. Weaving romance that the poem had for the bush, but not for a girl who was not put into verse.
As we snuggled in, Sis took my arm and drew it over her shoulder to hold it in hers. I can't say when it happened, maybe it was while horse scenes of brumby stallions played. But soon I felt a breast under my palm. My breathing stopped. Fuck, had she put it there or was it me? Either way, I dared not breathe. But felt her nipple harden in my palm. I felt like that black Stallion.
We watched the romance play out on the screen. It was mere allegory compared to the love that plucked the strings in our hearts. I began to breathe again, but my dear sister, now my not-so-innocent sister, rested her hand along my rampant cock. I stopped breathing again.



Sis, then looked up, eyes aflame and smiled. She knew, by god she knew. I sat there and took it. My other hand moved to hold hers in place. This was the permission she needed. She stretched out and lay her head in my lap. Her hand now pretending to be a pillow for her ear. My hand moved to her locks. I ran fingers through her hair, gently. Her hand moved along my length exploring it. Her free hand moved between her thighs and wedged itself into her sex.
It might have been the dirtiest thing I've ever done. My hand on her breast, now feeling her plumpness and squeezing her nipple. Then that famous ride down the mountainside side risking life and limb. We moved in unison with our actions. I reached my climax in my shorts against her ear. My sister, I'm sure, came with me, indicated by her rigid body which was worked by her hand. Then we relaxed.
No words were spoken. My fingers slowly played in her locks and with her ear. Her fingers puddled in the wetness that soaked the fabric barrier of my shorts. I heard her nose breathe in the fragrances of spunk.
The movie came to an end and we stayed stunned as the credits rolled.
"Thanks, big brother, and I mean big. I needed that. Tomorrow night another movie?"
"Wow, I really enjoyed that. But don't you think we are crossing some boundaries?"
"Definitely, but maybe we should chat about that tomorrow." She looked at me and licked the finger that had played in my mess.
"I need a shower, maybe you do too, but perhaps don't join me tonight Bro."
"Fuck that's on the table?"
"Until we decide to take it off."
"Maybe we should skinny dip first."
"Good plan, wind back the clock."
It was then she lifted her head. I felt myself harden again.
I stood and pulled her up. I hugged her.
"Good night. I hope I can sleep." I whispered in her ear.
"Leave that alone for me will you," and she dragged a finger over my cock to make it clear.
I felt like that wasp. Doomed to my fate. But inside I was not complaining, just stunned.
Morning dawns early in the sleep-out. Carolling currawongs, noisy as crap. They start before the sun is up. Maybe they too have morning wood and are really saying, 'I'm horny as crap.'
My wood calls me to have that needed piss. Cautiously I pass through my old room trying not to look at the sleeping form of my sister. Her room is cool. The air conditioning has done its job. The sleep-out is already stiflingly hot for late March.
I return relieved, but cock still cubby. I know what I tried not to see as I passed through. This time I pause at her bed. Sis wears a light loose crop top that flows across the curve of her breasts. Their bulge, full on display, as is one soft nipple.
Fuck, again I'm caught in this thread of lust. I have only seen her nipples hard. Now it sits almost flat in the round shade of the fabric. I wish I were that fabric lightly caressing her with each falling breath.
My eyes move down her smooth body. I notice the button of her belly. Her outy that fascinated me as a boy, as mine went in. A true belly button. Why not name them belly holes? For that's what most had. The umbilical cord of life cut off and retracted. Another thread but lost in the tying.
Her sleeping shorts, very loose, like the top revealed too much and not enough. The folds of her fleshy fabric integrated with the folds of cotton. I wanted to bring my nose close, my tongue closer. My penis, now raging hard, cried 'bugger it with closeness, please enfold me.' My mind wondered whether this is where we would end up. The inevitable conclusion to our growing lust.
But then guilt descended. Here I was, a dirty voyeur to my sister's secrets exposed in the innocence of sleep. Fuck, what a creep, I tell myself and pull myself out from the sticky thread of lust, back into my room.
I fell on my bed. Rampant, I thrust into the mattress. Wanting to hump out my guilt. My hand made its way down to help me take my sin again. But then I stopped. My sister's words, 'leave that alone for me'. Shit, did she want me so drowning in lust that I could not resist? Each thought was full of pregnant possibilities.
My mother entered as she is want to do. She looked at her daughter, took the sheet and covered her indecency. Her tongue clicked her disapproval. I feigned sleep. Through slotted eyes, I watched as she went to the window and watched me. She stopped. What? Was she pervying on me? I was awake, my boxers were low on my body and my butt crack exposed a bit.
Was she thinking of Dad? We always looked alike and yesterday she said as such, as I walked past with my towel clutched. She kept standing, still. She keeps looking. I stayed hard.
I decided to play the devil. It would probably send her running, but perhaps that was best. In my sleep, I rolled onto my back. My turgid penis pushed at the band of my boxers and I felt my crown pop into open air.
I didn't dare look this time, but stayed still, as if sleep had me in its grips. I didn't hear her move. My head was lolled to her side, so eventually I spied through slits. My mother was almost comatose. Riveted to the spot, except one hand which was at her ancient crease. To me she was ancient. Dad's passing had made her so.
I flexed my cock. She groaned. Shit. My cock slipped further out. My mother was getting off on me, I was sure.
"Are you alright Mum?" My sister asked Starling Mum from her stupor. She recovered and turned quickly. Too quickly.
"I was going to wake your Brother up, but he was sleeping like a baby."
I took the opportunity to roll back over. This time muttering as if waking. Mum now beat her hasty retreat with an unnecessarily loud "Breakfast is on the table."
Sis came to the glass and looked out. I turned my head, eyes wide open and winked.
"What was that?"
"I was asking the same. I have morning wood."
"I did ask you to save it."
I rolled back to my back. My cock now almost free.
My sister put her hand down. A younger version of the Mum I just spied, standing with the same thrown hip.
I was on tender hooks. I flexed my muscle in a fucking rhythm. Precum was pouring from my slot. My Sister groans.
"If I say cum, could you?"
I nodded.
"Then cum for me."
That was enough, my penis jettisoned its load up my chest. The second spurt was more powerful, as my body thrust upward against the elastic of the band. This one hit my chin. The third filled my navel. Then my penis just wept tears into my pubic hairs.
"Fuck!" my Sister swore.
I looked around for something to wipe myself with. My sister grasped some undies from her bag and tossed them to me through the door.
"Use these, I want to smell them later."
Hurredly I wiped myself, shuddering at the thought.
"I'm desperate again for a leak." I raced through her room, pushing the sodden white briefs into her face.
"Enjoy."
I then dashed to the toilet. This like many old farm houses was off the back verandah near the kitchen door. Separate from the bathroom. I raced past my Mother, but noted her flushed look.
She knew where I was going. Fortunately, I was not so hard, but flying half-mast. Shit.
Empty, I walked the long way around the verandah to the sleep-out. I don't think I thought about it much as to why, but it meant I saw into my old room from the verandah. The morning light, still low, shone a light on my sister, naked in the sunbeams that populated the dust that hung in the still air. Her hand held those white panties to her nose, her mouth sucked on my sperm and her other hand had fingers buried in her centre.
Once again I was caught in the moment of lust drawn in by what I saw. This time it was through two fly screens and glass. It was only the direct sunlight that allowed me to see. I moved to the outer door. But moved again to find a better angle. I dared not enter as that old door squeaked. I needed to oil it and soon.
Now voyeur instead of voyeured on. Or is it voyeee? As I mused my sister took her pleasure up a notch. In my new position, I spied another spider. Black with spherical abdomen. Static it rested. Across its back was a bright red splash. Not a black widow. In our country the more dangerous Redback Spider. She waited for insects to find her web. Her babies were waiting still cocooned in a sack of woven white. Incubation chambers suspended on those thin threads. She would end up eating most of them when they hatched. At least all the males. Males did not have the red, which is why you don't see them often.
I almost missed the ending of the show. It was only my Sister's high-pitched squeak that alerted me to her climax.
She wiped herself on the same panties.
"Thanks, Bro, I needed that."
I realised she had seen me. I entered the sleepout. Now again hard, tenting my shorts.
"Mum said breakfast is on the table we should get dressed."
My Sister put on her red number once more with a loose top and shorts and I put on my board shorts and a singlet top. Dad always wore a blue singlet when he worked the farm. I hope this was not too cruel for my mum.
Together we went to breakfast. Our mother had returned to her sullied pale complexion.
I think it might have been guilt, for her head was down. She hadn't bothered with a bra today. Her matronly breasts hung flatted on her chest, only taking form when she leant forward.
My sister raised an eyebrow.
"Where did you go yesterday pets?"
"We just walked around."
"Be careful swimming in the dams." She knew we used to. "You have your swimmers on."
"They are not our dams now Mum," I state the hard truth.
"Well put a sprinkler on the lawn. It needs a good water."
"Great idea Mum." Sophie sounded enthusiastic.
"The patch outside the kitchen window needs a good drink."
"I guess we could do that for you."
"Before the afternoon sun burns the grass. That's how I kept you two busy in the summer holidays."
In my mind, I was sure she wanted to see me frolic. The adult body being innocent, so she could watch.
I winked at my sister and she giggled.
"What was funny?"
"Just the thought of adults, all grown up, under a sprinkler," I answer.
Sis looked longingly at me. Mum, I felt, looked longingly at me. I looked longingly into the remainder of the stale Wheet-bix in my bowl. Sugar helped me consume them.
"Tomorrow I will shop Mum. I need new Wheet-bix."
I slid the empty carton in front of my sister. The best-before date was stamped for my fifteenth year. She read the date in horror.
I gave up that cereal at that age. I used to have twelve at a sitting. Mum remembered but apologised that there were only nine left. I slogged through those stale bricks in loyalty to her current frailty.
My Sister ate toast and jam. At least the bread was fresh, if only fit for toasting.
After breakfast, we frolicked as suggested. Two adult children were transported under a sprinkler. We played tag, jumping through. Chased each other with the sprinkler. Mum watched, still, unmoving from the window. Transported to another time perhaps. Or worse pleasured by our play in a sexual way.
Things got saucier as we went on. A breast popped out uninvited, but very much welcomed. I laughed as my sister pretended she was young. Not long after she pantsed me. Rolling in the wet grass laughing at my bare white tush. My penis is still covered but close.
I chased her as I pulled up my strides. I plunged to do the same and missed. My penis smashing into damp turf.
"Fuck that hurt."
"Truce?"
"Truce."
She dove again and managed to reveal my cock.
"Not fair, I cried truce."
"Someone always fires the last shot."
I quickly straddled her. My back to the voyeur's window. I pinned my sister down. She had a close-up view of my red sore crown staring back at her.
"Ok give."
I relaxed but still on guard. Still sitting on her. My knees on her arms, breasts pressed against my thighs but boobs free to wobble in the red bikini.
"I seem to think this is why we stopped playing around," I say.
"Yes, too embarrassing, for both of us. It was a truce that has lasted until now."
"It's why nothing happened till now."
"Mum was watching back then, just so you know. She had a talk with me. I also got my period soon after."
"I did miss this. I lost our innocent friendship at that time. That's when we became aloof siblings."
"But you always looked out for me. A true big brother."
"So did you ever lose your virginity," I whispered.
"No. I couldn't bring myself to love anyone enough."
"And you?"
"Same here."
"We are sort of stuck."
"That could be seen as a metaphor. Is Mum still looking?"
"Yes."
"Well here is what we will do. I will bolt for the house, you grab the sprinkler and chase. I'll get to the sleep-out. You give up and turn off the hose.
So we became unstuck. Except I didn't have a towel. My hard-on, covered by my run around the verandah. Mum came out of the back door with two towels.
"You forgot these." She hands them out to my sister.
"Where is your Brother?"
"He disappeared around the verandah."
I decided to find the sun on that side and sunbake in it. My Sister dried herself and followed around with a towel to find me.
She joined me in the baking. But unlike yesterday it was as if we were eleven and twelve. We simply chatted.
"You know it's maybe seventeen years ago we last did this." I start the conversation.
"Strange really. It's nice. Innocence bears no guilt."
"Nor lust."
"Would you turn back time?"
"Not really, we both have lives away from here. I don't wish to repeat all my long list of mistakes."
"Except I wish now we were closer. I sort of don't want this, whatever this is so stop. Not like last time."
"It doesn't have to," my Sister suggested.
"We should do something about our virginities."
"Probably. Those pacts, if not lost it by..., then why the hell not?"
"I think I'm past that... but I also think we should shop. God knows what we will eat tomorrow if we don't."
"Or what I'll cook tonight."
"Well, if we go now we can have lunch in town, and maybe get back for that swim."
We went back to the rooms to change for town. I put on trousers that had pockets, Sis wore a dress, a yellow sun dress with square straps and a horizontal bodice that passed along her breast. It was somewhat form-fitted so her breasts pushed up like old-time barmaids. Hers weren't that big. Maybe C cups.
We walked through the kitchen to tell Mum we were going to Town to get food and would have lunch there.
"Shouldn't you be wearing a bra darling?"
"You aren't today. This is decent."
Mum flushes, I wonder if she dressed that way just for her son. It shut her up anyway.
But the time we get to the cars Sis's nipples are hard.
"We are taking yours, Bro."
"I hope you have panties under that, I don't want my seats getting stained."
"That's for me to know and you to clean up."
"Cheeky."
In town we find things stifling. It is a small town and we are known. Some people cross the street when they see us to avoid conversation. They know of course of our father's gruesome and untimely death. They clearly don't want to confound us with their awkwardness. I understand, but it hurts from people we once went to school with.
We come across the local Rag's office. It is a rag. Old clips of their witty headlines are pasted in the window. Not just our misfortune, but others. Among them, we read. Missing Farmer Found Baled Up. Tragic Accident: Dog on Tuckerbox Moment. Is it possible to survive encased in straw?: The inside story. The straw that broke the farmers' back.
"No wonder Mum had become a recluse. Let's go shop elsewhere," I suggest.
"I agree, I can't imagine dining here. It means an extra forty-minute drive but worth the effort."
"We should stock up on things mum can eat and not go off. How does she cope shopping in Town?"
"Perhaps we need to see her move to a retirement village or something, get her out of the memories."
"It will be hard, she has been tied to this community all her life."
"Today she was perving on you big brother."
"I know, I wasn't asleep. I rolled over in the hope of scaring her off. She stayed and looked."
"You do remind me of Dad, not that I have seen his... no wait a minute, there was a time I saw them... making love. It was fleeting, no, in truth I stayed and watched. But the image of Dad's cock was fleeting and rapid as it thrust in and out. I had expunged that from my memory."
We pause to reflect.
"They loved each other, it was passionate and intimate."
"So perhaps she sees me as a memory held dear."
"Well you have successfully embedded yourself in my memories this holiday and we have only just started. I am not surprised."
"So 'This'. What is it?"
"I don't know yet. Lust yes, but..." she paused. "I just got very damp. Sorry about your seat."
"But..."
"I have always looked up to you. My earliest fantasies were of you. I have not found a boy I want to give this bodacious bod to that is worthy in the comparison."
"So it's a crush?"
"A crush lasts but a short time by definition. This is much more than a crush. You?"
"So 'this' is not exactly an accident."
"No, I wanted to find out if it was possible, or just my girlish fantasy. I need to move on with life if it is. I'm holding on to hope, no matter how tenuous the thread."
"So you bought the red bikini to help."
"It did didn't it?"
"Too much."
"You? You haven't answered."
There is silence for a while as I get my feelings straight.
"Before you mean?"
"Yes, regards the life we have lived together till now. My crush has been that long. Wait on, it's not a crush, it is longing and almost worship."
"Ok, I get it. Yes, I have that longing, lusting, pubescent, dreaming, fantasising, probably as long. But I am your big Brother. My role is to protect you. Which I would do to the death. To enact is to abdicate. Better I was born a random man than a Brother.
"As a man would you have me?"
"As a man, I would have had you years ago. I'm pushing thirty. I wanted kids by now. As a Brother you are unattainable."
"Yet you attained me years ago."
"I attained you at your birth. That does not extrapolate."
"Have you seen a heart dissected Bro? It is pure muscle except for the valves. These are thin membranes held in place by tiny threads the heart tugs on to pump the blood."
"They set my heart racing I know that."
"I do? Or is it the threads that bind us?"
"Two ropes joined at the top, will fall back together and twist themselves if left hanging, no matter how far apart the other ends are held. It only requires that they be let go."
"Very philosophical of you Bro. So after this, we can go to the corners of the globe, but if we let go the inevitable happens."
"So a brother tries to build the distance, it might not work if the ropes are brought back together by another tragedy."
"Or simply a family birthday."
"The question is are we bound at the top. Our adolescence sort of says we are. The sprinkler today demonstrates that childhood bound us, then the estrangement that separated us, as we found ourselves and our changing bodies of puberty hard to reconcile.
"And our lusts. Have you ever masturbated without thinking of me?"
"It is hard. But then I guess I do always think of you, because I resort to 'step-sibling' incest like all the time. I always look at the participants to check their facial similarities. I hate the neck down only shoots although these are more likely to contain actual siblings."
"I can always tell by the connections."
"You watch them too?"
"Avidly, but mainly I read erotic slow-burn sibling stories."
"Fuck I hadn't thought to read those."
"On our way home I'll read a favourite to you as you drive. I know you can't read and drive, or be in any passenger seat."



"Fuck are you trying to prime me up. Trap me."
"Said the fly to the spider. I think I caught you years ago, Bro."
"I admit more than a crush. But the question remains should we cross the line?" I ask her concerned.
"That line is like that sign you are now entering the city of... It's arbitrary. Here it's even two kilometres out. But we crossed it without blinking without seeing the evidence of a city. See as we crest this hill we are entrapped in its complexities."
I pull up outside a Thai restaurant that I know has sectioned cushion seating.
"I want us to feel like we are not at a cafe eating farmer food. Somewhere I can pretend it's exotic. "
"And erotic."
"One night in Bangkok."
We ate our meal erotically. We flirted the whole time. We fed each other. We hinted. Touches touch of hand, wipe of partner's dribbled laska.
A woman was eating alone, opposite. She watched like Mum was watching. We were not too dissimilar, but that siblinghood was on our faces. Like the porn we talked about, she searched out our faces for clues.
We were unknown in this city, at least we thought.
Although discrete we were her lunchtime entertainment. We played up to her, as one would do in a play. Touched here. A hand finding hardness in a lap. A foot using the seating as an excuse for a toe massage. All the while seductively slipping morsels into each other's mouths.
When it was clear we were nearly finished she stood and wandered our way. She handed me a card. It was simple, it said Melinda and Ted Accomodation Cumnock, and a phone number.
"We run a B&& but offer it gratis to sibling couples that want a place to escape to, outside of prying eyes. No questions, no expectation. Just space. Ring if you want to find out more."
"Thanks, My Brother and I might take you up on that."
She smiled at us knowingly. Then turned and walked out?
"Well, that would be a waste if we weren't siblings. Pity Sis."
"Pity for what?"
"Pity to waste it."
"I'll keep it safe then." I took it and added a photograph of it to my phone as well.
The card twirled in my sister's hand. It was like the card held the sum total of our passion and had made up two minds with its unspoken simplicity.
"So does this mean...?"
I was hanging on the space. Silence ran throbbing through the blood vessels in my temple. Suddenly my heart rate was up and my excitement palpable. I was in a world of the chemical possibility of which I had only dreamed. The card made it real. The card made it so.
"Serendipity brother, or thin thread?"
"Can I choose both?"
"Only if I'm part of that choice."
"You are the only choice, let's go. We need to shop."
"That was worth missing our swim over."
"Maybe not. Missing that is. Mum eats at five. Daylight savings are still on until next weekend. We can leave Mum with her soap and still make the creek."
"Yes." Sis does a fist pump.
On the way home my sister opens up her phone.
"I'm reading you a story. It's an author I've just discovered. I'm going to read the first story in a series that is quite long. Maybe if you like it I can read to you as we holiday. It's called Journey To Love. His handle is KoraKuros. Makes sense as it is integral to another story he has written. It's a slow-burning sibling story.
She started reading. I was hooked, almost from the start. We got home and I was hard all the way. Almost.
Hold that in Bro, maybe at the swimming hole we can help each other.
Mum greeted us, still in a haze and staggered by the food we bought in. We had a pre-made lasagna for tea which my sister put on straight away. It was served by five.
I explained to Mum we were going for a walk after dinner. While she watched her soap and she would see us in the morning. Don't wait up.
I took a knapsack with two towels, a small picnic blanket, oh and wine and plastic flutes. I also packed two large torches in case the night beat us home. Yeah and bug spray. I was hoping for a lot of bare skin.
It was still hot but not stifling. The crickets sang their last choruses before going dormant for the coming winter. We disturbed a wallaby at drink. It was nice in the later light. The pool was still and mirror-finished. The old gum tree creaked as it shed the last of its season's bark.
"We should skinny-dip Bro. We have been nude together already."
Slowly we shed our outer layers in tacit agreement and hand in hand walked into the cool. It took a bit to acclimate to the temperature, but as in many evenings, the water became warmer than the air on our wet skin.
"Are you alright if we hug?" I asked.
"Yes, but finish with a kiss. We have not done that yet."
"A kiss will unlock the passion of our hearts. Are we ready?"
"You won't get me kissing this before I get a real kiss." She grabbed my semi-inflated cock.
"Fair call," I turned her to me and she kissed me. A sisterly kiss. Then giggled at my reaction.
"Um not that sort of kiss, we have done that many times."
I came closer, leaning in to kiss. Our eyes locked and the desire flowed. The gap reduced further. I took control, or the magnetism that tensioned between us did, and took my sister's lips in passion.
With passion, our bodies pressed together as electricity passed from lips to brain, lips to heart, lips to groins. Time suspended as we took our souls on a dance. Our tongues joined in, and our hands followed the lead.
My sister lifted herself so her legs, suspended by the water, wrapped around my torso. I moved us slightly deeper so only our heads were not submerged. Her arms around my neck, my hands on her round lush bottom. My now very hard cock was pressed against her folds. My Sister shuddered. We continued as she went limp.
We parted.
"I came then, Brother."
"I thought something happened."
"I want to leave our virginity for a bed. But now I want to suck you off."
"I've never had oral. But then, I've never had a kiss like that."
"You haven't tongue kissed?"
"Yes, but it was swapping spit. Nothing compares with what just happened. This cock has been hard most of the day, now it's torture. My balls are aching."
"How or where do we do this? I will need the how. Only seen it, never done it. My mouth is a cock virgin also."
There was a rock I used to sit on, that took my bum but left my groin out of the water. I moved my sister to it.
"Can you stand?"
She did, her breasts were exposed. I shimmied my butt up and sat.
"Perfect height Big Brother. You were not wrong, you are hard."
Lovingly my sexy Sister cradled my penis to her breasts and sought another kiss. I could just bend down to take her lips in mine. Sparked flew again a along with groans. She pushed me backwards so she could explore my organ unobstructed.
I watched as she was fascinated. She played with my foreskin a while pulling it up and down over my crown.
"If I had one of these I would play with it all the time."
"Much like I think about your breasts then?"
"Oh, I play with them a bit too."
"I think I get a trans person who wants tits."
"The ones I know sort of don't like their dicks that much. It depends."
My penis started to produce precum. It beaded on the top.
Sis came closer and smelt.
"Taste it, it's different to cum. If Cum tasted like that, guys would always get their cocks sucked willingly."
Her tongue poked out and delicately scooped the drop from my cock. I was dying inside from desire. Fuck that was erotic. I watched as she swished it between her tongue and the roof of her mouth.
"It's sweet and slippery as fuck. Not sure, can you give me more?"
"Here I'll show you, then you can do it. But don't waste it, eventually it runs out. Precum is like gold compared to the silver sperm, Supply and demand. In this case not much supply."
I put my hand to my cock and brought my stiff index finger up the underside toward the head, then squeezed the soft spongy flesh to make it give more. Quite a bit came out.
"Put some on your tongue, but use most to feel my helmet with your fingers."
Delicate fingers swirled the juices on my cock head.
"Fuck intense."
"Such Fun. I feel like Miranda with her chocolate penises."
Suddenly her mouth engulfed me and her tongue did as her fingers, it played.
I stiffened my legs as I lay back.
"Fuck, I've seen it on porn but, wow."
Sis pulled off. "Are you going to cum?"
"Not yet just enjoying the erotic torture."
"Well then, I'll torture you some more."
Naturally, her hand found some rhythm with her tongue as she took up the action of simulating sex.
"Imagine your mouth is your vagina." I started a commentary and she groaned. Her mouth added vibrations to my flesh. This cock is yours but it has only just penetrated your virgin hole. Now comfortable with its soft top and stiff stem you want it deeper. Like your vagina, your mouth is giving fluids to my penetration. Gentle in and outs. That's it suck in, pull out. Seesawing the sensations in your love tunnel. Your mouth makes love not just fucking, savouring, enjoying. But you want it further in. You push against your lover signalling for him to push. Yes like that."
I started gently clenching my butt, which pushed my cock further. I could feel the back of her throat.
"For now that is enough, you know he could go further but that might bring discomfort. Your lover groans. You groan."
"I might cum soon," I interrupt the commentary with an announcement. Her hand moves to my balls and cups them holding my seed factory and feels them move in the sack.
Then she lets her mouth lose in rapid action.
"Yes, fuck, god, yes, cummming, quick decide where you want it."
She pushed deep and I came into the back of her mouth. Bravely she took each spurt in her stride. I could feel my Sister cum with me. Her other hand was wedged between her legs.
Sexily she swallowed and I was a spent man.
"I can't believe you have not sucked a dick. That was awesome."
"I can't believe no one has done that to you. Your cock is awesome."
I slithered into the water and I kissed her.
Fuck it I thought, she took the load, I should not be afraid of the taste. We kissed for hours. Well, time stood still, so of course we did.
The sun hung low through the gum trees. Beams of light faded the shadows of the branches.
"We should go home."
"Yes, we should. But one day make love to me under the stars."
"So we are going that far. Good."
We emerged wet, the air now cold. Like kids, we looked at each other as we dried and dressed. Fascinated by what had always been hidden, now so new. Forbidden then, tempting now. I stiffened up at the sight of my sister as she put on clothes but left her panties off.
The red bikini, not used, spilled its thin ties from the bag as if to ask, Did you forget me? How dare you do that nude? I might not cover much but I am the seductress of temptation.
We wandered back with our torches on, but the beams were ineffectual in the twilight. Hand in hand, an unspoken gesture of togetherness. So tomorrow Bro?
"We need to deal with Dad's stuff. Maybe most could just go to landfill. I don't think the locals will want to scavenge any of it."
"Do you think Mum will cope with it?"
"Probably not."
"I wonder if the old truck is still ours. I'll check. If not, if it's been bought by Bill next door. I will go see him and ask to borrow it."
"Maybe it would be best to get Mum out of the house."
"She needs a haircut, but I'm not feeding her to the gossiping local lions. I'll need to go to the smoke."
"Perhaps you take her out for the afternoon. I'm cooking that night so long as you're back before the soap."
"I would like that. Should I get a wax?"
I stared.
"Down there."
"Oh? If you like. It might take you back to look prepubescent."
"Is that a turn on?"
"Well, I would like to lick you to death, not hairs. But maybe leave a cute mons patch to show your twenty-seven years."
Quietly we entered the house and settled in front of the TV. Sis found Summer Holiday with Cliff. We needed something cheerful and romantic.
Soon we were singing all the songs together. At one time we got up and acted out certain parts pretending the couch was a bus. Weird I know, but we did this as kids. No wonder we fell in love back then. Happiness and play acting destroyed our barriers.
We went to bed with no plans to take our sexuality further that night. Content with where we landed at the end of the day.
I woke in the darkness of very early morn. A bird, a single bird, sang lyrically of the coming day. Of all the song birds this one was Pavarotti. I listened but soon my need to urinate forced me from the bed. I didn't want to go through my sister's room. I decided to go via the verandah.
A light from Mother's room cast its beams onto the verandah. I stopped and saw her naked, sagging, and tired body in the mirror of the old wardrobe. She was dressing for the day. I backed away. I have no desire to spy on her. It was in fact a sad and poignant moment. Her nakedness brought no real hope, just hopelessness.
I decided the trees could take my bladder full and wandered over the cold damp grass. In a month that would be frost.
The Butcher bird, the source of that delightful song was feasting on the early worms, flitting back and forth to its convenient perch. I watched mesmerised.
Then it spied a moth, a very large moth, perhaps a Bogon moth, struggling to flip itself inside a planter pot. The bird became excited and flew toward his prey. Perching on the edge, it pecked through the dead foliage of the long-gone plant. The plants' parched branches shook as the madman shook the dead geranium. It's hard to kill a geranium. The moth, drawn to the light, had stunned itself on the window pane, before falling to be the feast. Triumphant the bird took off toward its perch, before throwing back his head and swallowing the moth into its gullet. An efficient butcher of a bird.
My feet now cold I sought the warmth of bed. The veranda door creaked as I entered. I lay and recalled my sister's mouth upon my cock and its blood filled quickly. My hand rubbed the satin of my boxes trying to emulate the feels of her wet tongue.
Dawn makes one aware of sound. The presence of someone on the veranda. Footsteps on parched weather-boards, weathered and un-oiled. They stopped and dawn light revealed my prone body in the shadows. My cock hard, me hand working satin around it's form. The voyeur was back. Did she see me lying there or was it Dad? Again I could not resist but shucked those boxers. Was I an exhibitionist? My excitement certainly grew.
At first I slowly stroked myself, making sure that I was ripe to catch the intruder on my privacy. I heard the old moth flutter as it drew close to the fly wire. I wondered if my sister was awake. Was she like yesterday part part-dressed? I used this imagery for my handy work. Mind full but also heedless of my observer I slowly stood to look through the window at my sister. The observed observing in a perverse parody of life. Fortune struck because my darling sister had been sleeping nude.
I observed her form, the form of my dreams. All the imaginings of puberty to this thirty-year-old virgin lay bare before me. I knew her body was mine, just waiting for the moment. Waiting for the taking. Waiting for the mutual moment of shared bliss. Waiting for the drought to break so seed could be sown.
In that moment a ray broke through to light my sister's heavenly body. Chiaroscuro of a painting by Rembrandt. Or perhaps the lady Ophelia. No Juliet in the tomb waiting in sleep for Romeo.
Her eyelids fluttered. She saw me there.
"Cum for me Brother dearest," She whispered.
I did.
A gasp behind me signalled our sacred act did not go unnoticed. Footprints retreated less carefully than before.
Tragedy averted for now.
My sister stood on the other side of the glass. Nude together, our palms reached out and touched behind the transparent wall. My sperm ran down its smooth but dusty surface. My little sister traced its moving path toward the sill. It was erotic to the last.
Disturbed. There was loud clashing of pans in the kitchen. I don't think she knows what to think. She wants to stop us but she desires her desires more.
"She sounds angry."
"But with herself."
We dress.
We heard sobs, heart-wrenching.
My sister leads the way.
Our mother slumped in uncontrollable grief and sobs.
Between the sobs, I make out short phrases. "I miss him. God, I miss him. I'm seeing him everywhere. I can't get him out of my mind." My sister lays an arm around her but shakes her head no, as I approach. I retreat in relief.
I walk out to the back verandah. In the quiet, I tell myself off for going too far. I'm sure my physical body has been the trigger.
My sister suggested a trip to the hairdresser's. In the city. I can hear all their conversation from where I sit.
"I would like that. I can't go to the one in town."
"How about we have a girls' day out?"
She nods, stands and wipes her tears on her apron.
Silently she goes back to preparing breakfast. I get twelve fresh Weet-bix this morning. Far too many, so I secret some of the sog away when I can. Perhaps she needs a dog. But this is, or was a farm. The only dog is an outside dog in farmers' books.
Once they go, I ring up Bill. He offers to lend a hand. I keep an eye out for things we might want to keep. It was not much. Dad was a simple man who wanted for nothing. These things I moved to a shed for Sis to go over also. But I am brutal and Bill understands.
"You don't mind Mum selling me the farm?"
"No, not at all it was a relief."
"Did you buy the plant?"
"Well, most of it?"
"The tractor?"
"I'm not silly, besides the coroner has embargoed it for now. It was a WHS incident. Workplace death. We got into trouble for dragging the blessed thing out of the dam. But we expected to find his body inside. Sorry, that problem is yours. I doubt any local will take it. We are all spooked."
It is afternoon before we finish.
"Can I put the truck at yours till the morning. I will miss the tip by now."
"Sure thing."
I thank him back at his. He offers a beer but I decline. The others should be home soon and I have a BBQ to clean. He drops me home.
"Your Mum's not doing well."
"We have found that out. We will try and find a retirement place."
"She should have enough for that. I paid market price. I couldn't do otherwise for your Dad, he was my mate. You look like him you know. Spitting image when he and the Misses moved onto the place."
"Yeah, I know."
"Bloody good farmer too. The place was well looked after, the pasture good."
"ThanksBill, I'll see you in the morning. We will be staying a few weeks."
"Hooroo."
The girls arrived home giggling. The trip had certainly done Mum some good.
"Love the haircuts."
They both spun for me. They sort of had matching bobs except Mum's hair was sparse and grey.
"She wanted the same as I had. I think it made decisions easier."
It made me uneasy. I wondered if life was becoming vicarious. Mum is living through her son's and daughter's actions.
I turned my attention to cooking the steaks. Mum went into to do the salads, only to find them done. She appeared at the back window. Watching. Sis came up and tweaked my butt. I threatened her with the tongs.
She then leaned in to my ear.
"I got that wax."
I groan. "Dessert tonight then."
"Yes please."
Suddenly the steaks got boring. But I knew I needed protein for my blood and muscles. I was pumped. Mum was old school and liked hers overdone. We two liked our juicy and spilling blood.
It reminded me of something.
"Sis, when we, you know, the first time. Um, will there be blood?"
"In this thing," she grabbed my dick, "I hope so. But the truth is I don't know. Maybe."



"You know Mum can see."
"I think she likes to see."
We talked in whispers as we knew the kitchen heard everything. At one stage the gossip of the district was heard over cups of tea. But now that had dried up.
We ate in time for the soap, and Mum disappears. We wash up. My sister is excited.
"Without hairs, the fluid has no sponge."
I looked to see her dribbling down her inner thigh. She grabbed the sponge off the sink and wiped her leg with it. Done, we scurry to the bedroom. We know our mother is busy for thirty more minutes.
"I want to show you."
Sis pushes me on the bed. Then slowly strips. She leaves the waxing until last. Surprised for she had panties on, but they are soaked. She drops them on my face. Her hand has taken their place.
"Fuck!" I groan through her ripeness, desperate to taste the source.
Slowly she does a teasing hand tease like the song, Keep Your Hat On. Finally, all is revealed. My sister stands, as young as I imagined, all her lips are bare and swollen. Clit is already out. Her small tuft of hair on her mons pubis is discreet and thin. Something in the grooming gets me hard.
She turns and bends to her toes, pulls apart her cheeks and says, "Look no hairs."
I go to sit up. But she pushes me down. Suddenly my pants are off. My hardness smashes north.
"Someone is musky today," as she smells.
"Sorry forgot to shower after all my hard work."
"Good, I like to smell a man not soap."
I still have the apron on.
"Leave it on."
She straddles me and tugs my T-shirt up and over my head through the thin threads that held the protection of the apron. She recovers my sex with its fabric and moves up my body. Her sex now clearly displayed her knees resting on my shoulders.
What do you think?
There are no words. Her skin is still pink from the wax. Her hair is so sexy. Like a young pubescent girl's.
"They look like they have just sprouted."
She giggled, "It's called a fade. Some thickness was lasered out. The rest was cut like a fade."
I pulled her to my mouth by her butt. My tongue caught the dribbles on her thighs, until I had no choice but to me have intimate contact with her lips. There could be no foreplay for the oral. My tongue was ravishing directly at the source. My nose pushed into her clitoris. She came, and came hard. She held my head there and I almost drowned in her juices. She rode me into ecstasy and beyond.
Finally, she backed up.
"God I needed that, next time, you can take your time. Show me your love tongue."
My hardest was cruelly testing the thick cotton of the apron. My face and hair were soaked.
"I need a shower."
The music for the end of the soap was playing.
"Give Mum a minute to brush her teeth. But I dare you to walk to the shower wearing only the apron."
"That might be too much for Mum".
"If Mum is in her right mind she will tell you off."
"If not, is that not cruel?"
"She said, in the car, she saw Dad this morning. She was worried because he was naked. It's why she had a wax, to make herself look young and sexy."
"What the fuck!"
"It's time to go," and she pushed me to the door.
I was as hard as fuck and my cock led the way. My naked tush got a sharp slap. Mum was coming out, she paused in the hall. As I walked past I felt a pinch on my bum. I turned at the bathroom door. My sister was starkers leaning on my door. Mum leaned on the other side in symmetry.
"I always like Dad's bottom. I see you do too." Mum giggled.
"Mum that's not Dad! That's your Son!"
Having heard enough, I slipped into the bathroom. I was told later Mum just sighed 'oh well,' and walked dazed to her room. Reality hangs on a moment and at times is hard to get a grip on.
I stood in front of the mirror. My hair, like my sister's, is dark but not black, more rich than seventy per cent Lindt chocolate. In comparison, I was thick and unkept.
While I waited I decided to do some grooming. I found hair scissors and trimmed the long hairs short. Then with the blade began to work on the hair around my cock. My sister had worked in this unkept forest but had not complained. My cock was hard which helped. I shaved the edges to my balls. Like Sis, I left a patch to match. But it could not be as beautiful.
At this stage, my sister walked in naked.
"I like," she said and sat on the wooden clothes chest to watch.
"I'll cut myself. You are distracting."
She played with her baldness exploring the newness of touch to her fingers.
Tenderly I worked my crinkled ball sack, my testicles had beaten a retreat.
"Can I do your bum and bum crack?"
"I can't see it, so I never could do that area successfully."
"So you have shaved before."
"I tried everything to do the job but gave up when I was twenty-five. I had no one to clear the Forest for. I think I gave up hope."
"Yeah, modern porn has taught young people to hate their pubes."
"The problem was no one was willing to take a look."
"Are we too quirky, I mean two hot-looking late twenty-year-old virgins?"
"I think I was safe to be around. I think I loved you too much."
"Yet not enough till now."
I stood spread-eagled as she soaped and shaved my butt. Then worked that razor into my butt crack. Finally cleaning up below my balls. Occasionally a soapy finger tested me at my rose.
Finished she slapped my arse. "Shower time."
This time we showered together. Rinsed of lather and soap, we had squirmed for five minutes in making sure all was clean, little Sis slipped to her knees and took my hardness in her mouth.
"Fuck my mouth, Bro, I know you won't last long."
She put her small hand around my base to control my depth and slapped my butt to get me to fuck her good. I held her head and her eyes looked into mine oozing extreme pleasure. I doubt I lasted a minute before I filled her mouth.
Complete, she led me from the shower and sat upon the vanity. "Now is the time to take it slow."
Starting at her cummy mouth I worked my way to her breasts. Then spent eternity on her outy. Before I took her to heaven on my tongue.
I loved those remnant hairs, I sucked them into my teeth. Then down the sides. Her juices flowed and diluted the scent of soap.
Finally, I lapped at her virgin hole. This time, in control, I teased her back and forward to the point of cumming. She screamed at me and hit the side of my head with a slap.
"Fuck Bro, just let me cum."
The second slap, I thought I just should do it. It was that or walk away. So I sucked her clit into my mouth and showed mercy in showing no mercy.
She came so hard she locked her legs around my head and I took her weight. I struggled, but stood in a reverse shoulder ride. I plastered her on the shower wall as my tongue continued its onslaught. I knew she would spray on me. Knew we would need a shower. I turned on the cold and positioned us to aim a bitter cold burst into the junction of my face and our joining.
She spurted with that. I needed breath. My mouth was full of juice. Her full body jerked and spasmed as I pulled back and she pushed me away. Now too sensitive. I gasped for breath and caught her as she slipped to the floor. Gradually I added warmth and tenderly washed her naked body once again. She was out to it, slumped against the wall.
I turned the water off, dried myself. Then dried her as well as I could. What should I do?
I picked up her limp body and fireman carried her to the bed. Carefully I put her down. She wrapped her arms around my neck.
"I love you. stay."
So I did, we curled into each other.
"I love you too."
"Make love to me in the morning."
I kissed her deeply.
"Yes, I will."
Fuck it I thought, that is mum's voyeur hour. Oh well, she has to know. Come what may.
Sometime in the night we both emptied our bladders, but fell back into a deep deep sleep. Entwined by our love.
I woke and trotted through the house at dawn. I was too excited to go back to sleep. I was naked. I forgot. This was an important point. Mum was in the kitchen making a cuppa.
"Dad," she never used his real name. But then no one in the family ever did unless we were formal. It was weird but that is how it was.
" Dad, your daughter may see you, are you wanting to be a nudist again?"
I was stunned. I decided to find out more.
"You mean like in...?"
"Yes like before we had kids."
I played along. "I forgot, when did we stop?"
"You know, our kids were about to go to school."
"Oh yes. I'll put clothes on if you like."
I was bladder dancing my now.
"Gotta go." I raced to the toilet, my morning wood was less than wood as I left. Not wanting to risk anything else, I went back around the verandah to our room.
I crawled into bed with Sis. I was cool as I had been out for a while. I spooned up to my new lover to get warm.
"You took your time. You're cold."
"Mum, problems. I'll tell you later. I might not be able to get it up if I think about it too much."
Suddenly we were kissing.
"Shit, I need to go too."
"Don't bother with clothes. Mum's in the kitchen."
"Won't that be bad?"
"You two had your bits waxed together yesterday. I think you're fine. But I want to know how she reacts."
When Sis came back she said, " I got told off. Her words, 'Your brother and Dad might see you. Boys get hard you know.'"
"Well, that confirms that she thinks Dad is in the house. I want to put this behind me, but I'm finding it hard."
"I know, Mum has lost the plot."
"I want to do it but I don't know if..."
Just then we heard the sleep-out door creak open.
"Shit," I whisper, "she is next door."
"We can't do this now."
"No."
"How about I go into the sleepout. I'll make something up.," I whisper. Then in a loud voice.
"Sorry Sis, habits, I went to the wrong bed. Don't panic I'll go back to the sleep-out."
"No worries Bro, it happens this was your room."
We heard a scurry and the screen door close.
I went back. In case she was still listening, I said. "Just getting dressed I'm awake now, might have an early breakfast."
"I'll join you."
It was like a pantomime. We got dressed and soon we heard noises in the kitchen.
"Let's wait a while, give her a chance to settle. What happened to you?"
"That's interesting. First, she called me Dad. But then as I stopped she said again. Dad your daughter might see you. Are we being nudists again?
"Well that threw me, so I asked her about it as I had forgotten that fact. She informed me we were until we went to school."
"So she really thinks you're Dad."
"I must look like him in every department"
"I think, no I don't, I don't know what to think."
"One thing I'm sure I don't want to lose my virginity with Mum looking on."
"Worse she might think Dad is fucking me. That could send her psychotic."
"Yet she was ok with you yesterday."
"Yes normal and happy."
"So maybe it's me. Trauma of Dad and me looking like him, deepening delusion each time she sees me."
"We need to do something. Get a motel in town for a day or two to give us time to think and her mind a break."
"That would be nice. Plus space for us to make love properly. Maybe an Airbnb."
"Well let's get breakfast and work something out later, it's still very early."
We went out to the kitchen and there was Mum starkers. Her body carried her age in rolls of cellulose and wrinkles. Her breasts are quite flat without the bra. I stopped. She sported a full Brazilian. Her inner lips elongated, flapped as she walked toward us then stopped.
"I thought we were going nudist Dad, why are you dressed?
"Mum this is your Son. Dad died a year ago, remember."
"Did he?" She stopped. "Oh dear, I'd better put clothes in then," and wandered off dazed.
I made coffee while she changed. I had four Weetbix, I figured I could say I've eaten some already
"Is it possible to get trauma-induced dementia?"
"No idea, but it's like it."
Mum came back dressed, but within five minutes had called me Dad three times.
After breakfast, we went for a walk. We held onto each other shattered. To find our Mum, so far gone.
We wound up at the creek. We sat against a boulder and let the stillness of the place calm us.
"We are only three days in, and I don't think Mum can cope with me in the house."
"That fits with the normal mum I took to the hairdresser."
"So you stay and I go?"
"No, I'm not passing up 'this', you know 'this' now it's in our grasp."
"So maybe an air B&B or something for a bit, maybe a week and you come back Sis alone, for a day or two to test out how things are."
"That would sort of see our holidays over and we need to be back at work."
"Shit, we need to think. This is not going to go away," I said sadly.
"Wait on. Do you believe in Serendipity? That card the woman gave us. Maybe?"
"We should ring at least to find out what it's about. I need somewhere safe so I can fuck you silly."
We leaned in a kissed a bit. Tender caring kisses as we held each other. Then I took out my phone and rang the number.
A male answered.
"The Shack B&B, Ted speaking."
"Hi Ted, this might be a bit weird but two days ago a woman gave us this card, a Melinda."
"Yes, I take it you are the couple in the Thai restaurant."
"That's right."
"You are brother and sister."
"You're on speaker, my sister is here as well."
"I hope it's not forward or presumptuous but are you two in a sexual relationship?"
"Well, that's it, umm sort of, yes. But the situation here is a bit unique, we sort of need to get away to go the whole way. But it's more problematic than that. We have a mum who we think is going a bit mentally disturbed. It might not be safe for her at the moment for me to be here."
Sis started crying. "I think we need someone we can at least talk to as well. Mum needs help. We need space to think."
"Well you are in luck, we have the room free for a week. It's unusual, our booking was cancelled on us yesterday. If you can get here you can come tonight. But tomorrow is fine?
"Where is Cumnock?"
"Sort of between Orange and Wellington but off the main road. Where are you?"
"Gooloogong."
"Yes, I know it. Look get here if you can, I'll text you the address. Come for a night or two and if it suits you and us, you can stay free for the week."
"I think we need to get away as soon as possible. Don't you think Sis."
"Yes. Till we sort out what's next. It's not far if we need to get back here."
"Well, let me know when you leave and we'll have the kettle on."
We said goodbye and my phone pinged straight away.
"Wow, this looks nice. We pored over the Airbnb listing."
"Now how do we leave Mum?"
"Well maybe you get called in to work but you need me to come with you because it's a tricky situation. You will need some help. Safer if I'm with you."
"That should work. Frankly, I doubt she would remember after a day that you, big brother, were even here."
"Let her know you will come back, and put a date in the calendar so she knows."
"Well let's go break the news."
We sat her down in the lounge room. We told her of the problem and Sis would be back. I hoped I'd get back soon after. Mum bought it, but only because she kept getting confused as to who I was.
We packed quickly. As we packed the cars, mum came out for the goodbye kiss. But her lips locked mine and her tongue tried to force itself into my mouth. Her hand cupped my balls.
"Be back quick," she whispered. "I missed this. It was so hard for me this morning."
I gave her an extra small hug and pulled away.
We had two cars, I had realised we should take them both. So on the way I used hands-free and called Sis.
We chatted and I told her what Mum whispered to me. We talked about all sorts of options. We felt that maybe she needed a mental hospital for a while. But those things take a bit of time to get into. Still, we hoped the break from me would realign her brain.
At Canowindra we pulled in at the Cafe and bought burgers. There was a hot air balloon at the oval being inflated, so we parked and I joined Sis on a picnic table to watch.
"Now that would be awesome."
"Take me one day, Bro."
"I promise, yes."
We arrived at Cumnock and found the place easily.
Ted met us at the car park and took us upstairs to meet Melinda. As promised the kettle was boiling on the Arga.
"You two look a little shell-shocked compared to two days ago," Mel said.
"A lot's happened."
"Well first, we should tell you about us and what we do here. Then you can decide how much you want to share. How about you take it from here Mel?"
"Thanks, darling. Ted here is my first cousin. Our Mums are sisters. We grew up close, Ted and I grew up closer. We started fucking, but realised we wanted to be together for life."
"We were nineteen when we started. Sort of sneaking out at family get-togethers and stuff." Ted added.
"We always looked out for each other. I'm two years older than Ted. We got sprung when I was twenty-eight. We both lived at home. Anyway, we got kicked out, disowned. Just like that. Given a week to pack.
"It was hard to understand the reaction. But that was how it was in those days. We had nowhere to go and nowhere to turn. We had to move away which meant walking out of our jobs. Ted found a job on a farm near here. We moved into an empty shearer's hut until we had enough to rent a house. I found work in a cafe and we were sort of self-made.
"When we found this place we decided that others might be in our situation and need help. We had a dream to do this, and the air B&B was a great way to fund it."
"I found a better Job in the area I was trained and I can work at home three days a week. COVID was good for that." Ted added.
"So we have been doing this for a few years now. It's surprising how many of us are out there. Many couples live isolated lives but we are able to connect people if they desire."
"That brings up confidentiality," Ted continued. "It's important we keep this on the lowdown. It would stop us and our business if the local community got wind of our support. We appreciate no gossip. If you come across someone who might need support. Give them our card. Let them ring us, so we can do what we are doing now. Carefully check the need. That said can you tell us a bit about your situation? "
I started. "Sis and I have always loved each other, I think more than just as siblings, when we hit puberty, that is when we started to know the difference. Mum and Dad put the brakes on and we cooled it through those changing years. But we sort of lived on the edge of desire and temptation."
"I always looked up to Bro."
"Pause there a second," Melinda interrupted. "Do you always just call each other Sis and Bro?"
"True, our family just used relationship names, not our Christian names."
"Well, that needs to stop. You can't behave like you did in the restaurant the other day and use those names. Not now you're in a relationship. The other day looked like it was your first date."
"I guess it was. Sorry, I'm Scotty and this is Dot. Dorothy from the Wizard was Mum's favourite. "
"You're right Mel, wow so many pitfalls to discover yet. We had a crisis last year. Can you do this Bro, um Scotty, I get a bit emotional. "
"We live in different cities, we are twenty-eight and twenty-nine. Just over a year ago Dad was killed in a gruesome and tragic accident."
"Wait you are from Gooloogong, we heard about that, a hay baler?"
"Yes, That was Dad."
"That must have been traumatic enough?"
"It was and still is. We came back to help Mum try and sort things this week. Only our presence actually looks like it triggered a problem for Mum. Well, mine presence specifically. "
"How about we take this to the lounge, then you can cuddle as you tell us."
At the end of two hours of deep sharing, Mel was in tears.



"You poor darlings. No wonder you had to get away. On the edge of love, but tied to the past so traumatic. I'm glad you came here. That elastic band was stretched and going to snap."
"I think you need some alone time, how about I show you your rooms? Stay as long as you can for this week. We have bookings in ten days' time. As we said it's a free service. You two are exactly why we set this up," Ted was affirming of our need.
"How about you have dinner with us tonight. It sounds like tomorrow needs to be set aside for making love. I'll send you down with breakfast stuff after dinner. There are frozen meals available for you to reheat and the local cafe is good for lunch. Of course, Dubbo if you want to eat out. "
With that Ted showed us to our quarters and showed us the laundry and freezer in it. He left us to unpack.
We collapsed on the bed. We cuddled.
"Life is so, I don't know so tenuous Sis, umm Dot."
"We are needing help, and a lifeline appears."
"This place is awesome, and wow Ted and Mel, I thought the woman at the restaurant was just a perv getting off on our romance."
"Shit, I forgot to pick up the truck this morning to take Dad's stuff to the tip. Excuse me I need to ring Bill."
I walked outside and rang.
"It's fine, he will do it for us tomorrow."
"He's a good man."
We went back to cuddling, then kissing. But neither of us really became frisky. We fell asleep as the tensions of the last days brought us to that post-adrenaline malaise.
My phone rang waking us to let us know dinner was in fifteen. We sat down to a lovely leg of roast lamb and veg.
"Tonight let's not talk about the last year. Let's just share our stories and lives before tragedy struck."
We had a great night. While Mel and Ted were ten to twelve years older than us, we became good friends.
We slept peacefully and upon the morning did not feel rushed into losing our virginities. We luxuriated on the bed exploring each other, talking, and having fun as we did. We had a shower first. We washed each other. My sister's form, the icon of my dreams became the knowledge of my hands and mouth. I'm not talking oral sex, it was erogenous zone explorations that kept us both on the edge of the moment.
Importantly so my body was hers. Dot joined the dots on my body, kissed every dimple and licked every crease. Her mouth and fingers played with my nipples and her hands enjoyed each muscle of my torso.
Finally, by unspoken agreement, I moved between her legs, my fingers played in the creases of her folds. My little Sister was so wet, but here in the flow, the fluids were super slippery. I played with their stretchiness. My cock soon joined the play. My glans so big and primed with blood, oozing their special juices into her flow. I moved myself up and down that special concave silky flesh that directed a penis to its dock. I played in the space between desire and destiny. Before I pushed in I pulled back.
"Can you see our join darling, I want you to enjoy this just as much as I am."
Between us, the mucus for our union stretched.
"How long is that, how long can it stretch?"
"I went in again, gathered more and pulled back."
"Don't toy with Big Brother. I'm ready, please stop playing. Enough. I don't care, just thrust."
The stretch of fertile mucus shouted warning as our loins parted for the briefest instant before I thrust my sex starved virgin cock into her forbidden being. Tissue rent.
Her cry in pain was brief, but sharp and strong, rent the air. I held still.
"Fuck yes. Push more in."
I pushed some more.
"So big, so full. "
She did all the talking, because I was biting my tongue so hard to stop myself from cumming in that instance. I looked into her eyes and slowly moved, testing the tightness of her vagina while fighting the heartbeat of my rising lust. I tasted blood on my tongue, so I unclenched my jaw.
"I'm going to cum, sorry."
"Plunge in and I'll cum with you. So close."
I plunged and sent my semen, my sperm released in my fluids and her mucus, sent them to the furthest reaches of her passages to start their swim for destiny.
In that moment her body made love to me in its climax as if to say, Here take this egg. Reward for the pain now forgotten. Together we shuddered until stilled.
"Stay in, I'm not yet used to you. Can you stay hard?"
I kissed my Sister and in our passion and small movements I maintained my hardness.
"Again, but this time pound me."
"Is that ok? I mean you are tight, you must be sore."
"Tight and ready, fuck me now."
I started moving and we gained a rhythm of thrusting our groins. I watched those manicured hairs and knew I had just taken a maiden. Diluted stains of blood gathered at our intersection, maybe she was still bleeding. Likely so.
She wrapped her legs around my back and I pushed forward until we rose on the bed. Her bottom left the sheets as she arched to take me.
I pulled her back to stop her banging her head on the bed head, padded though it was. This angle stretched out her form. Her hands played upon her breasts.
I need to kiss you, Bro. I put her legs up to my shoulders and folded her to kiss those sweet lips and look into her eyes. I thrust her through two orgasms before my inevitable climax synchronised with her third.
I felt stream on stream rush up my cock to join the brother's race for gold.
Then we collapsed into a sweaty mess. Satiated, but even more so deeply in love.
We slept entwined. The cords of our childhood finally bound as one.
I don't know who woke first, perhaps it was by mutual agreement because my limp penis was still connected to my sister's by threads of mucus in our loins.
I tasted our spend which was mixed so thoroughly. My sister followed scooping it up to her mouth.
"I can taste blood. I guess that answers your question. Virgins no more."
We rested, hands gently moving once again, establishing the intimate connection of our love. Helping us to come down. At the same time cementing and fermenting our eternal union.
"Opps."
"Opps what?"
"That stretchy mucus. I forgot. I'm sorry."
"For what?"
"I'm at my peak. I'm as fertile as fuck. I'm not on birth control. I was not expecting to be making love with my brother this week."
I pulled her damp hair from her face and looked deeply in her eyes.
"Then it is my deepest hope that right now one of my boys will bring life to your sweet womb."
"You're not worried."
"No, strangely so so happy."
"You just bred your sister."
"I hope so."
"You mean that?"
"I really, really mean that. Life is catching up with us. It's hanging on to our family by a thin thread, it's time we started a new hope, a new generation."
"Well big bro, I hope there are no genetic nasties in union, but let's fuck like rabbits while I'm hot."
"You're always hot."
"I mean fertile hot."
"If we have a shower together will that inspire you to go a third time?"
"Fuck Sis, really?
"You just inspired me to try again."
"Well not in the shower, after. Just don't wash on the inside."
So we showered and talked about which position would encourage us to get pregnant. We decided on Down-Doggy. Head down bottom up.
"I think Mum needs something to live for. Let's give her that. She doesn't have to know you are the father."
"Is it any wonder you have been wanting fuck me for days. Did you realise?"
"No, too distracted by the home situation. But it certainly helped me trap my brother in my web of desire."
"Maybe it's better to think of it as the web of life. Not the femme fatale of the female spider."
We dried each other and my sister went to her knees to heat me up. Then pulled me by my erection back to the bed. She crawled into the middle and went bottom up.
"Come and take me stud, but maybe spread some juice love first."
I got down on my hands a knees behind her and started with my tongue. To reach her folds my nose tickled her rose. I smelt. Not bad. Not what I expected but then her body wash was rose scented. I tongued around her vagina, careful not to lap out remnant sperm that tasted on my tongue.
"That is so nice Scotty. I'm a bit sore, but keep going."
I added a finger and sampled her moisture.
"It's still very stretchy."
"Good, that's my fertile mix to help your swimmers."
My tongue added spit to her lubrication. Then I got tempted to try something I never thought I would want to do. I tongued around the rose.
"Fuck bro. What, really? God keep going.
That's when my finger found her clit, as my tongue tip stabbed in flutters at her rear orifice.
There was a hint of earth, I could live with that, I pushed my nose back into that target and my fingers pinched her clit and she came.
I waited no longer but rose and thrust my cock home before she finished cumming.
"Fuck Bro yessss."
I felt her grip on my flesh as I drove deep. I also found the remnant of my earlier spend in her depths and pushed it further into what I could only assume was her uterus.
Thrusting now with urgent passion I saw my Sister bite into the pillow with her teeth.
"Does that hurt?"
"Yes, so deep," she screamed, "but don't you bloody stop. Give it to me hard!!!"
"Fuck, so big."
My balls bounced on her clit as I drove again and again, her bottom cushioning the impact of my groin. I was as deep as anatomically possible. It was too exciting a position for me, as the undercarriage of my penis rubbed the inside of her pubic bone.
"Fuck!" I came hard. Deep and satisfying. I'm not sure if my sister had stopped cumming.
"Stay in and spoon me, brother. I need your cock as a stopper. Maybe there is a sperm in your tube that will swim out and win the race."
Carefully we rolled to the side and I spooned my sister clutching her breasts.
"Yes. Sleep with me."
We missed lunch. I was starting to feel hungry so we raided the fridge. A note on the door said 'Scotty and Dot use whatever you like.' So we made a plate of salad and meats with thick sourdough and avocado.
It was lovely having fresh salads after Mum's, although we bought a little for Mum because we knew she would only let it rot. Mum had been living off old stock that made its way to the back of the cupboard.
Fed we went for a walk around the small property. My Sister walked with a distinctive bow of her legs.
"Don't laugh, I'm sore."
"Do you want to go back?"
"No, no pain no gain."
There were little nooks to find and a range of sculptures, by the same artist. We wondered if it was Mel or Ted. There were benches near these to sit and enjoy nature and the artwork.
We decided to go on a chair pash. That meant a kissing make-out session on every chair. We had passed three, so we decided nearly every chair would be ok. We talked about which ones were safe to make love on.
"I think we will start the love-making challenge another day, or maybe two. Damn Bro your cock is fat. How big are you?"
"Big enough, when I did a penis size calculator website..."
"Those exist?"
"It's males you're talking here, I came up in the ninety-ninth percentile."
"So ninety-nine per cent of people are bigger than you?"
"Very funny. Just one per cent."
"They must all be porn stars then."
"Well here is the thing, I'm only just over six inches. I couldn't figure that out at first. But then I realised it is the thickness."
"So you are fat!"
"You can call me fathead if you like."
"I might just do that."
Dot put her hand in my shorts and worked at getting me hard. With her kissing it did not take long. Then she popped me into the open and put her fingers around me.
"I thought so, my fingers can't touch."
"Mine can but only by squeezing a bit."
"So how do you measure fatness?"
"Circumference."
"So there is a use for school geometry. And the answer is?"
"Just over six inches."
"Which makes what diameter?"
"The same as a two-inch plumbing pipe."
"Fuck I'm glad you are softish. Imagine stuffing that pipe up here."
"Remember when our babies' heads come out they will be much bigger."
"I guess you're right. Well, the stretching exercises will do me good."
"Are you going to do anything with that now?"
"I suppose I could do this."
She leant over and started to suck my dick.
She pulled up. "That explains the sore jaw I had two days ago."
"So I am a fat head and you are a big mouth."
Well, the red flag was waved and we started tickling each other. We ended up rolling on the ground.
"Stop my dick is in the dirt."
My sister's saliva coating was now covered in dust.
Sis took out her phone and snapped a photo.
"For the record. It proves we still are brother and sister."
"Fuck, no water around either."
We continued on and enjoyed kissing. Both our genitals being out of play that's all we did.
"I need a shower," I proclaimed when we got back.
"I won't join you this time."
"I think my dick is bruised," I yell out as I washed and discovered its tenderness in the shower. "The tip is tender."
"All that banging me deep." Sis was watching from the doorway.
"I think so, I could feel the back of your vagina when we doggied."
"So then a nine-inch dock would be useless. I love the feel of your groin hitting mine."
"I noticed that in porn videos, the really big ones rarely get it all in. It helps for a few positions but mostly no real benefit."
"So you're happy with your cock, you don't want to be bigger?"
"Not as long as you are happy."
"Fuck I couldn't take any more. More than fulfilling."
My sister followed me in the shower and I dozed on the bed.
There were games in a cupboard so we played cards naked on the bed. We played poker for a bit.
"Let's make it interesting. Every time someone loses they have to share something embarrassing," my Sister suggested.
"Kind of like truth or dare?"
"Sort of, but we are naked already so that game would be lame."
We played a few times. It was fun.
"Let's change it up. Let's call it the naked truth. Share something true that the other won't know, or a secret, or an embarrassment.
So secret, truth or embarrassment. Thus the rules of Naked Truth were invented. We would score. If the other person actually knew that information, then it didn't score.
We grabbed a piece of paper to keep track. Eventually, we scrapped the cards and we had even turns. This way we learnt way too much about each other, but that just deepened our bonds.
My phone rang again. It was Ted.
"Sorry to disturb you, but Mel has made her famous Pizza for tea, would you like one.
I asked Dot.
"Yes, please. We worked up an appetite."
"I will bring it down unless you want to come up and eat with us."
"Hold on I'll ask." I muted the phone
"Let's go up. I'm sort of fucked out for today and we will only end up doing a jigsaw puzzle if we don't."
"Yes, we are coming up."
"Great when you get here you can choose your toppings."
"Fantastic, we will come up soon. Gotta get dressed."
"See you soon."
Mel certainly could cook pizza, and even had a small pizza oven in her kitchen.
"I presume you crossed the line today, gauging by the way Dot is walking.?"
My Sister giggled. "My Brother is a bit of a FAT head."
"Sis!"
She cuddled me. "I'm working on getting used to him real quick."
"Is that the way girls always talk?" I asked Ted.
"I get you, buddy, they will go into more details later I'm sure. Like you, I won't. We guys don't share that stuff. But congratulations stud. Keep it up."
"See girls, that's all we need to share."
We chatted about the pitfalls of being siblings or cousins in love. Society expectations, the problems of rumours and gossip. But particularly how your family treats you.
"It's a real smorgasbord. We know one family who are three-generational incestuous. Not cross generational just Sibling, very supportive. Another family whose parents are very supportive and run a family business together, but it's only the kids who cross that line. Others get kicked out straight away." Mel informed us.
"I don't know how Mum will react, that is dangerous. She doesn't need this complication right now," I said.
"If she sees us kissing I'm sure she will think my Dad is kissing me. Do you know any good psychologists?"
"She may need a psychiatrist, I think she is that bad," I add.
Ted continued, "In fact we do. I've actually rang a friend today. I didn't give names or details but explained your basic situation. If you're up for it they can see you this week."
"They?"
"Yes a couple, one psychologist and one psychiatrist. They specialise in our type of family problems."
"I suppose we will need to get to Sydney for this," Dot stated.
"No, they work out of Dubbo. He tentatively booked a slot for you in two days if you want to take it up."
"I think we need to desperately, so yes."
"Well, I'll confirm the appointment and text on the details."
"I know you're visiting Mum, where do you live?" Mel asked.
"Well, that's the problem. Not together, not even in the same place. I work out of Wagga in a small town in aged care. So I see a lot of dementia. Mum has something very different," Dot explains.
"And I work in Taree as a land and stock agent. Just a junior at the moment."
"So I guess you haven't thought much past Mum, but that will need some dealing with if you don't want a big commute."
Both our faces dropped. We snuggled tight.
"Wow, reality certainly is the proverbial ton of bricks this week." I sigh.
"It's like knitting, pull a thread and the whole thing unravels," Dot adds.
"Or seen the other way you are starting a thick cosy winter jumper,but you are simply getting used to the pattern. Sometimes you have to frog it to get it right."
"What is frog it, Mel?" Dot asked.
"It's when you deliberately undo it to correct a problem. You obviously aren't a knitter."
We ate as we talked and enjoyed a local Shiraz.
"You know yesterday when you stopped to have lunch and saw the hot air balloon." Mel started another topic.
"Yes, I can't imagine how awesome that would be."
"Well, would you like to do it this week?"
"Totally," Dot said enthusiastically "but we couldn't possibly afford it."
"Who said anything about cost?" Mel responded
"But. Okay, go on." I added.
"Our friends run the business. They stay here often, when they need to get away."
"Does that mean?"
"I will let them tell you what that means. They have asked us to refer couples to them, who because of desperate circumstances, would like something to bring hope and get their minds off things. We have not come across anyone who fulfils that as much you two," Mel said still teary.
"They would love to give you a ride, free. No strings attached. They know a need but nothing else. So if it's a yes then they will let us know the night before if the next day is good for flying. It's very weather-dependent. So is it a yes?" Ted asked.
"I would say it's a hell yes. Really?" Dot was so excited.
"I'm just being blown away by the support we are getting. First Psychologists plus you guys now this."
Suddenly Dot was crying. I let her cry, it was needed. After five minutes she looked at me through wet eyes.
"I really thought we would have to do this alone, big Bro."
"So did I, wow what a community you have."
Ted chuckled, "It has surprised us too. The network keeps growing. It's like paying it forward."
"I wonder what we can do to give to the network," Dot said her eyes red.
"For now darling Dot, don't worry about it." Mel came and put her arm around my Sister on her other side.
"You need to get through this. But that might be a long time before the path shows up. But it will. Do you believe in serendipity?"
"We have seen a lot of it this week. Everything appears to be connected by thin and fragile threads. But wow what a tapestry." I add.



"To bed you two. Tomorrow is creeping up on you. For tea tomorrow night I suggest Thai in Canowindra. Maybe meet the Ballooning family before you do. Get to know them before the excitement of flight takes over. They are Gerry and Jillian, I'll let them know you are taking up the offer." Ted encouraged us.
Dot looked at Ted with warm eyes through tears.
"Thanks for pulling all these strings for us."
"Well, you two sort of have a busy time coming up. Don't forget that it's Psychs in two days' time. But if you do get a flight on that day you will have time to do both on the same day."
"Opps, we didn't mention. When you get to fly you will be picked up at four thirty am, so you are taking off with the sunrise." Mel added.
"Fuck, sorry, ok. We can do that."
"We will have to cancel love making that morning Scotty."
"Damn double damn. But then wow what a sacrifice."
Mel chuckled, "There is always later. You get a romantic champagne breakfast when you land."
"I still don't get how this can be afforded."
"Let's say that a wealthy family has set up a foundation to underwrite it. So please no more questions on that topic, just know that you are being looked after by many hearts."
We all hugged and we retreated to our room.
In bed, we cuddled naked.
"I know we weren't going to make love tonight. But I want to, in fact, I think I need to Bro."
"I agree, but maybe slow and very gentle, if neither of us cums, then it won't matter. It's the connection and unity that counts.
We slowly began foreplay. Just kissing and touching for ages, but I was hard throughout. Then I added my tongue to my Sister's vulva and all its attachments, and inner secrets. For a while, we sixty-nined then rotated to simple missionary. I slipped myself home with Sis's guidance and we moved languidly with full body to body contact. Slowly we built to a mutual climax. Not dramatic pumping just release. Deep passing of my fluids into my Sister.
Then we relaxed still joined in our love.
"I hope we make a baby, Big Brother."
"With my champion swimmers we probably already have. But you are still massively fertile. Let's keep trying."
"I don't think it will be that easy to actually fall pregnant but yes, we will keep on trying stud."
"I love you, Sis."
"I love you, Bro."
We slept.
In the morning we slept in. Then this time we made mad, passionate, physical love. We tried a few new positions. I didn't like reverse cowgirl that much as I couldn't see my Sister cum when she did. I think my favourite part of the session was me standing off the bed and my sister facing me with her bum on a pillow and me holding her ankles. We started talking about what we were doing and how great it was to finally be fucking our sibling. Taboo talk was a turn-on. We both came hard with that one.
In the afternoon we went to Canowindra to meet the balloonists.
Gerry and Jillian were wonderful. They gave us a tour of the Gondolas in the big shed and we went into the Family lounge for cuppas and a chat. We had a lot of questions about ballooning and obviously they were Brother and Sister, maybe six years younger than us.
"I hate to be forward, but as you are a part of Mel and Ted's network, we are sort of assuming you are intimate with each other like siblings."
"Yes, Scot."
"Scotty actually, baptised that. That's great to hear, we sort of, are only, you know, just."
"Spit it out, Bro. We lost our virginities to each other only yesterday."
"Really Wow, you must be sore girl, "Jillian says. "I was for a whole week."
"I can't believe how girls just go into the details, Gerry. "
He shook his head. "Me neither, but they do."
"So how did you two start?"
"Well we always knew we would, we just had to wait till it was ok. Mum and Dad also knew. They didn't push us but they sure made it was possible. We are a family that flies together. We had non-commercial pilot's licences by the time we were sixteen," Gerry continued.
"Mum and Dad are internationally accredited ballooning instructors and examiners. So it was sort of guaranteed. Except they were tougher on us than others. They are out at the moment doing instruction and training with two new pilots. They should be home soon." Jillian expounded.
"We were old enough to go for our commercial licences at eighteen. We figured, if we could have that responsibility we were old enough to fuck. It took us a year to navigate to that point doing it though, Gerry laughed.
"Our first time was in a Balloon."
"Shit, that's commitment."
"No, that's my randy brother."
Just then the door opened and two older people walked in.
"This is Mum and Dad," Jillian introduced us. "Jim and Rachel."
I stood and shook hands with Jim, then Rachel. Dot hugged Rachel.
"I hear you two have had a tough time."
"It's not been easy."
"Where are Jack and Sophie?"
"They are doing equipment checks and putting the gear away."
"Lucky them. It's good to have people in training. They get to do the hard work because they have to."
"Invite them in Dad? I want them, to meet our guests." Gerry asked. "They are staying at our Air B&B house for a month while they do training."
"It's sort of their second home," Jillian giggled. "Also our best friends."
I raised my eyebrow.
"Yes, part of the network."
"Siblings in love, I like it," Dot said. "It means I don't need to feel so guilty about crushing on my brother."
We refreshed our coffees and were joined by Sophie and Jack.
This time it was hugs all around.
We sat and Jack asked. "Mel and Ted tell me your story is one of tragedy, don't go into details, if it triggers you, but we would love you to share some of your journey?"
"That's ok, it helps that we have some people our age to share with."
I spent a bit of time filling them in about Dad, and then our Mother who believed I was him and was hitting on me.
"Shit," Jack said, "that fucked up and tragic. No wonder you need this time away. We are setting up somewhere similar to this near Albury. So let up know if you need another break later once things are sorted a bit."
"Where near where Albury Sophie? I work in Coolamon, but I live in Ganmain. Well, rent a place."
"What about you Scotty, I perceive you don't," Sophie said.
"That's right I live up at Taree. So we have to sort out jobs and stuff now. We go back to work next week. Then we have to manage Mum from a distance."
"What do you do for work, Scotty?" Jack asked.
"I'm a junior Stock and Station Agent. I work for a well-known nationwide company."
"And I am an aged care facility manager. I run the one in Coolamon."
"That's an achievement for someone young."
"I'm twenty-eight, but I did a health management degree. Plenty of jobs in the county in the field. Most people, like all health professionals don't like moving from the big cities."
"So you two need to get closer. You probably haven't talked about it, but who would be prepared to move?"
"It's hard for both of us. Stock and station work means knowing the local farmers and their needs."
"If I left it would take a while for Coolamon to find a replacement. So we are stuck between love and a hard place."
"And in the middle is Mum, who is in hell at the moment."
"Sophie and I are studying agriculture at Wagga. Maybe you two girls could get together a bit down there."
"I'd like that," Dot said.
"We have a farm a Gerogery it's a family trust actually but we are taking over from Grandpa. So still learning the ropes."
"Maybe I can find a position in the Riverina, it would be great to get an internal transfer."
"Do you have a business card," Jack asked.
I dug one out of my wallet and gave it to him.
"I'll make a few enquiries. Grandpa probably knows someone in the region."
We chattered for a few more hours. I let them know we were heading to town for Thai.
"Ah, Töen, Craig and Ruby are good friends of ours," Jack said. "We had dinner there last night. Tell them Jack sent you and you were to have the Vietnamese special. Don't be surprised if you get spoiled."
"But isn't it a Thai restaurant?"
"They cook both styles but are Vietnamese themselves. Thai just happens to sell better."
"Any chance of needing to get up early tomorrow Gerry?"
"No, take your time. But the next day is a definite possibility."
We had a wonderful meal and yes got spoiled. The next day we made love in the morning and left early for Dubbo.
Our psych appointment was for mid-afternoon and as a Friday, their last clients of the week. I think they planned it that way as they took time and our session spread over three hours.
The results were what we had hoped,some sound advice.
Mum would definitely need psychiatric help and would be best in a hospital for a short time, maybe two weeks. Off the farm and where she could get a break from her constructed reality. But she would need to agree. That would be the hard part.
They agreed I should not go back at the moment. She would be better meeting me on neutral turf, at my place even. Road trip with Sister to bring her to see her son. Framed in those terms.
They were okay with our sexual relationship. As siblings themselves, they could help us work through things if needed, but were happy with the maturity of our emotional commitment. I had a feeling they were part of this sibling intimate network, but they needed to remain detached as wanting to establish dual relationships for ethical reasons
Moving mum off the farm would be a good idea, but at this stage getting psychological help probably should come first.
So we returned hopeful. On the way home we got a text to let us know the Ballooning was on in the morning. We crashed that night after making love in the shower.
The knock on the door happened at exactly four thirty am. We had been up at four. We rugged up. When I answered, it was Jack.
"Where are Gerry and Jillian?"
"We are flying as well this morning. The others are going straight to the launch site. Jim and Rachel as well. We will have two balloons in the air."
We hopped in the car. And said hello to Sophie.
"Gerry will be your pilot and Jillian with be ours, for us it's a training run." She informed us.
We had a forty-minute drive. When we arrived Jack and Sophie ran us through the safety procedures and check. Also part of their training. Then it was all hands on deck and suddenly we were in the air.
We were transported, yes pun included, back to our fantasies and childhood. The world gains a different perspective when you are floating above it. True, the burners blasted through the peace like reality. But to be above life and beyond expectations for those hours was so healing. We knew we could rise above our trauma and concerns. We had hope. But best of all we had love.
There we were in our childhood. It was like the sprinkler, playful and fun. The whole time we were cuddling, I was aware that Gerry was just there. The basket was a small intimate space floating in a vastness of blue. Watching the other balloon float with us was beautiful. We needed of course to keep separation but we took a lot of photos also.
Mostly though we kissed, cuddled and enjoyed simply being. I thought about making love. I put my hand down the front of my sister's pants, as discreetly as I could. The basket and my body shielded my actions from our pilot's eyes. But I knew he knew. My sister clutched the thick binding of cords that ran up to the canopy as I brought her to a sexual high. She came with the burner drowning her vocalisation of release. I let her recover and my hand appeared again wet. I was rampant.
"My sister and I often make love up here. It's how we started. It's ok, I get it. If you like you can always give Scotty a BJ, I won't look."
Well, Sis was on her knees so fast. Fortunately, I wore pants with a zipper. She had me out and in her mouth in no time. I was grinning like a proverbial cat. I knew I would not last long. My sister still new to having me in her mouth pushed herself until my penis entered her throat. I came with her nose pressed to my groin. She swallowed my semen. Finally spent, she pulled up, spunk dripping from her lips. I pulled her to me and kissed her spermie mouth and licked the corners of her lips clean.
"You better put that away Sis."
"Opps." I was still hanging out.
"Next time you fly we will show you how to wear the harness so you can pull down your pants. But we will be able to see all as pilots."
"There I'll be a next time?"
"Oh, I'm almost sure of it."
"Wow."
"Look over there at the other balloon."
"Are Jack and Sophie..."
"Yes, they are full on fucking. They normally do. The four of us have done it together. Not swapping just sharing the moment."
"You can steer while you do?" I asked.
"I have learnt the art."
I could say I'm blown away, but then we sort of were. We were held in this heaven by cords bound together, separating as they rose to contain the balloon. Thin threads become cords, then ropes of strength when they become wrapped tightly together. We were being held together by others who were strong together. Bound in supporting us. Committed to making sure that sibling love did not mean the end of life, but a celebration of the closest intimate love.
Below the white car support team came into view. Jillian's balloon came down first and Gerry skilfully brought us down well clear of them on the Canowindra town oval. The ground helpers, whom I could see now were Rachel and Jim raced between balloons until both bladders were safely deflated on the ground. We were then able to hop out.
"Leave this to us," Jillian said as she helped us out. "We are going to have a champagne breakfast but there is hot tea and coffee over there, help yourselves until we can serve you."
The feeling of the earth under our feet was accentuated by the sensations of floating for a few hours of floating. Our hearts were also floating in the romance of the moment.
"This would have been the perfect place to propose or something, little Sister."
She hugged me tightly.
"I expect you to work harder for that privilege. But is that even possible?"
We were huddled together in a patch of sun leaning up against a car. The others scurried packing balloons and setting up a white clothed dining service for eight.
"Do you think it's possible to be married? I know not legally but in practice."
"Possible I think, so long as we live somewhere no one knows us. Our driver's licences have the same surnames."
"Plus for the first time, I'm really happy we don't look too alike." We watched as Gerry and Gillian walked over together. "Hard not to know they are siblings."
"Then again Mel did recognise similarities, so not that different. You could always dye your hair Jack, jet black."
"You going bleach blonde might be more possible. We are both dark enough at the moment."
Soon we were all seated, although Jim served things first.
"I have a question for you all, we were just talking about marriage, what are you all doing with that legal and social problem?" I asked.
The table quickly became lively with excitement. We heard their stories and struggles. The girls showed off rings and I noted the guys all had bands.
"If you two have only just become intimate, that's a quick move into marriage.?
"Yes, but we are also five years older than the oldest of you," I said.
"We have been unconsciously hanging out for each other for so long. Neither of us could find a person who lived up to our sibling. We didn't even have sex before this week." Then Dot giggled, "We might be trying to get pregnant already. We are hoping."
"Are there many risks? Even though it may be too late to ask," I ask.
"I guess you will need our uncle's services. He runs a DNA diagnostics clinic. We have all been tested. Fortunately, we can have children, but we have dear friends who can't, as they both carry very dangerous recessives." Jack said.
"We have decided to wait a few more years, but we hope we could have children by about your age. So go for it," said Jillian.
"But I do suggest you get tested sooner rather than later," Gerry said.
"I hope we haven't done the wrong thing," Dot was looking worried.
"My advice is don't worry about it," Rachel said. "Any couple could draw an unlucky card, they don't have to be siblings."
"I have a test pack in our car. It's discrete and free. Uncle Dave is a twin with Rob. They are Gay, Bi, and in a relationship with our Mum. It's complicated, but our Father was from outside the incestual pool, so we escaped one of those dangerous recessives," Jack added.
"Dave also conducts a Sibling support service and does a lot of research in the normally taboo area. Send the samples and if things don't look good he will organise some genetic counselling for you."
"In the meantime go for it. Roll the dice because ultimately every couple does." Sophie said encouraging us.
We dined on piping hot chicken niblets, other fancy food and lovely Champagne, at least those not driving. I was hungry so I had trouble stopping myself from eating too many of the pastries.
Sophie asked us all, "Would you like to come back to our place for a swim and a jacuzzi?" Choruses of yes's greeted the suggestion.
"One problem," Jack said. "We have no swimmers with us."
"I think we might be able to find some that will fit. I didn't think of that. We often just skinny dip." Sophie added.
"Oh!" My sister's face dropped for a minute.
"My family are nudists at home much of the time," Gerry informed us.
"We'll let you young ones decide and deal with the balloons for you," Jim volunteered.
I looked at my sister. "If you are game Sis?"
"Just so you know, we don't do any swapping or anything, but we often end up loving our partners in the presence of others. "
"In that case," Dot said, "I'm in. I liked the idea of you two couples doing it in the balloon."
"I have to confess, we watched you two make love in the other balloon," I added.
"These two also discreetly got it off," Gerry ratted on us.
We laughed.
"If it wasn't for the harness I think I would have followed up, knowing it was possible," I confessed. "I hated wasting those baby makers."
"They did feed me though," Sis grinned.
"A toast," Sophie cheered and held up a glass of glass of champers. "To Dorothy and Scotty. One of us, same stock, together. Joined in our love. Welcome to the family." Everyone cheered and hugs started with the girls and spread to us all.
"The pool awaits," Jack shouted, "let's pack up."
In the car, I double-checked with my Sister.
"I wouldn't miss it in the world. Ok, actually I would, if you didn't want to," she confirmed.
"I can't guarantee I won't look."
"I hope so because I'm looking. But if we feel jealous we need to say something."
"Like eyes on me."
"Yes, this will be very untested waters."
Their house was actually Gerry's and Jillian's. But they rented it as an Airbnb.
It did not take long for the others to hit the water, running. We held back a bit and slowly stripped. I had trouble knowing where to look. I was definitely getting chubby. Dot led the way for me and was soon shaking her booty and jiggling her breasts, enjoying the freedom. I should not have been surprised. She did initiate things with me.
Soon we were transported again to childhood. We played and frolicked in the water and I soon lost my hardness.
"Spa," someone shouted.
We all dashed to the hot water in the Jacuzzi, although Aussies traditionally call them Spas, we were now much closer.
"I know our Mum is confused at the moment, but she let slip last week that we used to be nudists, until my sister and I went to school. I've been trying to remember it. I think the play in the pool sparked some of those memories."



"I thought so too Bro. It's the feeling of freedom. I think I'm going to enjoy being free with my big Brother."
We cuddled in the water and I was soon no longer soft. After a while the three couples were getting frisky with their partner.
"It's all right for you lot, you all have got off once today. Jillian and I have to catch up."
With that Jillian straddled Gerry in reverse position and with hands not seen in the bubbles slipped him home.
"I can always rely on Jillian to get a hint."
Hands-on breasts were visible. I had never seen so many breasts in one place on display. I took the initiative and slipped myself into Dot.
She groaned. "Still a bit tender, but so fucking wet."
Sophie reversed herself and took Jack. Soon we were all pumping. It was Jack who lifted up his sister first onto the edge and fucked her in the open.
Soon we were all in the open in various positions, changing it up. I came first, I was not used to the stimulus. I pumped my sister full of sperm. When finished she crawled up on the deck, bottom in the air, and kissed me as I sank back into the water. We watched the others finish.
They gave a Dot a puzzled look.
"I don't want to waste those baby makers. Can't risk them being washed out."
The other two guys quickly turned to eating cream pies.
"I'm banned from that guy's, at least for this week."
"Fertile Sis?" Jillian guessed.
"So fertile."
Everyone cheered.
"You two might be the first to bring on the next generation. Wonderful!" Sophie said. Although she was having trouble putting the words together as Jack was doing an enthusiastic job.
My Sister was just about to grab the champagne we had been sipping in the spa.
"No you don't Sis, you might be preggers."
She pouted and poured hers into my glass.
"Didn't think of that, fuck. But let's give the little hatching the best start."
We all laughed. It was getting later and we hopped out. The girls formed a posse on a couch. We boys broke out the BBQ,
Jack stopped drinking early as he volunteered to drive us home.
"I don't mind, I enjoy driving a fast car. At least it's not Daisy, that took us two days one way."
When it was time to go Jack ducked out to a shed.
"He is picking up his pride and joy. I'm coming with you Jack, Sophie shouted after him.
"Well, we will finish up and head home," Gerry said.
Out of the shed appeared a large gold saloon, not just any saloon but a sleek modern luxury car.
My mouth hit the ground. More so when I saw the name Bentley on the badge.
It was a two-door, the press of a button enabled the front seats to move and fold forward and it was easy to get into the back. The back was very spacious, with its own bar.
"Hop in the back with me Dot, I'm sure the boys will want to talk about the toy."
So I got the front seat. Wow.
The road outside the farm gate was straight, maybe a bit rough being a country road. Jack stopped.
"Feel this." In seconds we were pressed to the seats and going sixty, then a hundred before Jack backed off and drove sensibly.
It was quiet and smooth.
"The car is over two tons. It can do two tons also, but I've only done that on a test track."
"Ok, two questions? First, what is Daisy? And how the hell can a twenty-one-year-old afford this?"
"Strangely the two are linked. We can afford this because one of our other cars is Daisy. I think that's an answer for another time that will take some telling. But Daisy is a 1950s, three-wheeler gem that brought us together.
"In answer to the second question, this car, we inherited some significant wealth. I went from being an unhappy disenfranchised and lonely nineteen-year-old to this, married to my sister and living with great purpose.
"I normally drive a beat-up Holden. We only get this out for special occasions. We keep it garaged in Melbourne most of the time. We try not to show off our wealth, but you do need to know that we do have resources."
"We set up the siblings' foundation," Sophie said from the back seat.
"But if you don't mind us stopping the background talk for now, let's drive and talk about the car. I'm sure the girls in the back will find other things to share."
Soon I was learning all about the Bentley Continental GT. I could see why Jack chose this one.
"We intend to keep it forever," Jack said as we pulled up at Cumnock.
It was now late and we had been up since four, so we simply stripped and hit the sack. It had been a magical and eye-opening day. One treasured forever.
In the morning, yesterday was like my dreams hanging in my mind, floating in the clouds, just out of reach.
My sister had her mouth around my dick, so no wonder I felt like I was still on the balloon. We sort of had group sex afterwards, I remembered. I was still processing all I had experienced. Not that I minded, I saw more guys' arses and pumping cocks than I thought I would see in one place.
It was like a club. Membership is very limited but with heaps of benefits. I loved watching Jillian and Gerry as they looked so much like siblings. Even better when they were fucking it was like our own private incest porn channel in the flesh.
"I can feel you pulsing in my mouth Bro, what are you thinking about?"
"Yesterday at the spa."
"Fuck yes." Suddenly my sister was riding me. I pulled her torso up so she could mash her breasts to my chest. Lifted her and I folded my legs under me. She semi-squatted and we pumped our passion keeling upright. Her mons could rub on mine, her clit received direct stimulation in our movement. My lips claimed hers and when I came she did too. We stiffened together and I pumped her deep.
"Stay Big Brother." Her hands about my neck she fell backwards so she could keep my cum entrapped in our joining.
"You know we need to go home today darling."
Dot started crying, "I know, I'll miss you. I need to spend at least two days with mum. You have a long drive ahead. Work for you tomorrow. I'm taking RDOs" (Rostered Days Off) "as it is. I'll get back on Wednesday."
We packed, I said goodbye to Mel and Ted and hit the road. Dot stayed a while to talk to Mel, she needed motherly care.
Australian roads are long and tedious. The New England highway is no exception. It was a back route to Brisbane, so it had a lot of B-double trucks. But the worst part was that every kilometre travelled was further from my love, further from this magical week of escape from the reality of Mum.
Once again I was thrust into my world of loneliness. I did smile a lot though. There was much to be thankful for. Number one was that my sister loved me even more passionately than I dared to dream.
I had lost my virginity a MASSIVE FUCK yes.
We had fucked like rabbits, and I was hoping to breed like them too. I figured if my Sis was pregnant we would have to live together. Whatever it takes.
I decided that tomorrow I would paint a picture of my mum to my boss. This wasn't hard, as it was all true and he knew about our tragedy. I would ask, plead, and beg for a transfer. If that didn't happen I would need to resign.
So my journey dragged. Dragged right back into the work world. I will let my sister tell you what happened next. She had to write it up for the psychs anyway.
...
'I arrived to find Mum surprised that I was there. She had trouble remembering I was there six days ago.
I tossed out the uncooked and off fresh food from the fridge. She hadn't touched it.
She started telling me my Dad was back. Over the first cup of tea.
"Mum, Dad died a year ago, in the accident."
"Oh, that's right."
Five minutes later, "I held his dick you know, this morning before he went into town."
"Mum that wasn't Dad, that was your Son, Scotty, and it was six days ago."
"Can't be, we made love this morning."
"Mum Dad is dead remember."
"Oh, that's right."
"Dad's room is empty, I don't know where his stuff went, I'm sure I kept it safe."
"Mum Dad died a year ago." The conversation went on like this all afternoon.
In the morning I heard her on the verandah. Staring in my window.
"Dad must be up already, he was here yesterday. Naked. God I love his dick, so big and strong."
"That was Scotty, your son, you were spying on him last week."
"Our son was here?"
"Yes, he slept in the sleep-out. See his bed is still unmade."
"Oh, no I'm sure I saw Dad. He was just there staring at you."
"No that was your son."
"Really, naughty."
"If it were Dad would he have been perving on me"
"No, I guess not."
"So dad died remember. You sold the farm."
"But he is in the paddock now. I must get tea together."
...
"It's hopeless Bro," my sister burst into tears when she rang me. I had just arrived home.
"It's worse, she is convinced you are him and she is getting off on the image of you naked. She told me you made love to her this morning. She was very graphic trying to convince me. I guess she has a dildo or something."
"Well, tomorrow introduce getting help. See if you can't get her to see someone."
The next day's report was the same.
"Oh I forgot," was interspersed with, "I don't need help."
"Do you think I'm mad?"
"No mum it's just trauma. P T S D. You're not mad but you need to talk to someone."
"I saw Dad this morning, as he left the room. I love his bum."
"Was he big and fat or thin? No thin, your Dad has always been a stud, so handsome. We made love for hours last night."
I showed her a recent photo. He was fat, folly poly fat. "Mum this is Dad two years ago. Remember he died."
Then ten minutes later. "No Dad is young, fit slim."
I took her to the grave. She needed to visit.
We read the text together, and we put fresh flowers on the tombstone. We said goodbye. But Dad was back in her mind driving the car. She actually put her hand on my thigh and reminded Dad how she used to give him a blow job while he drove.
Then she recalled her straddling him as the tractor bounced around the paddock, adding to her pleasure. Only last week she said. "See I'm good. I remember well, I don't need to see anyone."
"I'm giving up for now I can't keep this up. I'm getting traumatised. I'm going home in the morning. I've arranged to meet with the psychs on my way home."
I was able to tell her the boss had taken it well and was looking for another position for me in the company. He saw the need for me to be closer.
I told him we would probably get Mum into care in Wagga, so he is looking down there.
My sister returned to her flat in Ganmain. We zoomed each night, we made digital love, sex talking. We became nudists in our houses as we moved about our household tasks. We even set up multiple meeting videos so we could walk around the rooms. But we needed to be together. We lasted three weeks.
I got two phone calls. One was from the psychs. They had organised a welfare check. The report was that, even though she was loopy and dilution, she was living safely, feeding herself well, doing washing and ironing and keeping herself clean. So they had nothing to go on to help call in the intervention.
We'd best plan on visits every month to make sure she has food. They couldn't even justify home help at this stage, but would revisit to check she was not running out of food. Bill next door volunteered to do grocery runs and showed her how to do click and collect.
The second was from an excited sister. She was pregnant. Our DNA tests came back normal. The next day I resigned. I had to be with my love. I packed up and headed south within the week. I took a unit in Wagga and the next week my sister moved in.
The next week was a celebration of love. We made love in every room. We would have fucked on the ceiling if it were possible. We couldn't do this for too long with only Dot working. But she was paid well for a health worker in a management position.
Our sibling network was so excited. Uncles and Aunties in waiting.
A month later Jack came through with a job. It was over the border at Yackandandah as a stock and property agent for a small local rural development company. I would have a company car and my job was to help farmers stay on their feet. To advise on most aspects of the farming business. It was where I had my degree and I had had five years doing this with a National company.
We found a house and Dorothy quit her job. She had found a replacement whom she was training.
That day I carried my Sis over the threshold. We made it to the bedroom as I refused to put her down till then. Her womb was now showing in front, six months swollen with our child.
I was as hard as I have ever been. We experimented with a few positions as she grew, but my favourite one was cowgirl. That way I could stroke her pregnant form. Our sex always woke the darling up and he kicked on the other side.
We were having a Son. Life went on and got better. But we perceived that Mum got worse. We decided that Mum needed the hope of a new life. So we brought Mum down to visit us. Get her off the farm.
Sis picked her up, and they shared the joy of pregnancy. The trip down was encouraging. But then the threads of life snapped.
She stood on the lawn and lost it. I mean lost it. How dare Dad disappear and get his daughter pregnant? She slapped her hussy of a daughter and demanded she be taken home. She didn't even take her bags out. She demanded that I take her home. I felt this was safer than risking it to Dot. It was a fast three and a half hour drive.
Two things, she berated me most of the time for being unfaithful, she tried hard to get me hard so we could have make-up sex. She even tried to give me a BJ. I had to pull over and scald her. Tell her in no uncertain words I was her son.
I put her in the back seat for the rest of the trip.
I dropped her off and ran. She was still angry with me, as Dad, for doing such an incestuous thing. I shuddered as there was some truth in my actions. But not the way she could even imagine.
Sis rang the psychs and I detoured via Dubbo to get debriefed. We were both hanging on by a thread after that.
The last two months went by quickly. Mum just had to live through her unreality.
But our trauma was great and I suppose it was that that sent Sis into labour early. She was thirty-seven weeks when we made it into the hospital, Dot fully dilated and fighting the urge to push. The next hour was surreal when life, our son was delivered and placed on my Sister's abdomen, our screaming boy bonding with his mum. The Doctor asked if I would like to cut the cord. I was delighted.
I thought of all these thin threads, this cord now clamped, slowly losing its pulse. His lungs screaming out, I'm okay. Life was new and exciting for but five minutes. Wonderful because the baby was healthy and beautiful.
A policeman and a policewoman met me in a consulting room the nurses called me to with worried looks on their faces.
We sat down as directed and I was shaking.
"Your Mother, they found her this morning, hanging from a thin green rope of baling twine. She had jumped from the top of a hay baler."
I asked if it was quick. Wrong question, apparently it was not. New police tape had been put out over the old.
I cried and cried, because I had come all this way for life and had been delivered death. The day our son was born would be the day our mother died.
The local police didn't need to know that the mother who just gave birth was my sister. They were looking for her to break the news. I said she was on holiday at the moment and I would get in touch with her to break the news.
I excused myself as I had a life to love as a Dad with my wife. They understood. I heard them say as they waited for the lift. 'This was the hardest one we have had to do. Let's get a coffee.'
I returned to our baby and held him tight against his mother's breast. He was already sucking and rooting.
"Mum?" she asked.
"Yes, she is dead." I cried, hugging our new life dear. "I'll tell you details later. We have a life to celebrate."
We did. Later we would talk of the thin threads that bound us to life and death. But our network of loving siblings held us dear as we held our new son and created a different life of hope and love.
We ordered the bulldozers in to remove the house and shed. The foundation helped us set up a memorial garden in its place. Our parents' ashes were spread among new geraniums.
...
If you cried, so did I in writing and editing. Thanks for walking the story to its end. It won't get a sequel but you will probably read more of Scotty and Jack and perhaps a babies name, in further Journey to love stories.
It's like I created a monster. I have to start on part 20 yet.
I'm writing another of the side stories at the moment but will not publish that one until twenty is up, it it needs some action in twenty to make it work in the flow of storylines.
Thanks for the high ratings of JTL. pt 19. Currently at 4.85. My highest rated yet. I'm not expecting this to rate as high due to its difficult subject matter.
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The artist, the model and the Brother.
This is an incest story of the relationship between three people, an artist and a Brother and a Sister who model for a group of artists. But the artist had designs on the sister in the past. Includes brother sister incest and bi sexual moments. All sexual activity is between adults over eighteen years old.
The Artist.
Tuesday night was life drawing night. As small group of us would pool money together to pay a model. We gathered on the top story of a local bookshop and art supply store. One of our group was a manager there, so we had the venue free. There were about eight in the group if we all came. Artists of different skill levels.
It was the end of the term and we had money left over, so tonight was going to be special; Two models. We were told a boyfriend and a girlfriend.
As per normal we arrive and set up. I'm early. I do not want to waste time. I decided to work behind an easel tonight. Some work at desks. This is a fortunate decision.
The couple come up the stairs, they normally chat with the artists before going into the store to change. Tonight is no different.
Fuck, I know her. I even asked her out once in high school. She declined me nicely. Said her heart was already cast to another.
I hid behind the easel looking busy. I knew tonight I would see my youth crush naked. Nude, I remind myself. In life class it is nudity, nothing sexual, it's a body to draw as one would a pile of bricks, detached. This is what my life drawing lecturer emphasised at art school.
I had graduated and was working a job as I built the courage to go out and be an artist. This was my way to keep my hand and eye in.
I reminded myself that I had drawn friends nude before at art school. Fellow students were often our models, as it helped pay for their art courses. We all have to eat, I remind myself, although I feel myself growing in my pants. It's only because I had and yes still have the hots for her. I wondered who her boyfriend was, but I couldn't place him. He looked familiar.
She was in my year group so like me had to be twenty-five. I didn't see a ring. I wanted the possibility that her heart was less solidly committed elsewhere now.
No gold band to say I've made up my mind. She was sweet. We always got along well.
They come out nude. We always do short five-second then ten-second poses to get our eye in.
Immediately I am lost in the action and cannot think the thoughts I had been having. This was good. It sets the mood for the session. They posed individually and apart. Two bodies changing forms. Artist trying to get single lines of expression of form before the word change.
The secret of drawing is always looking at the model but never much at your drawing. Draw what you see, remove what you think you know. I don't know if she recognises me.
We move to five-minute poses. They sit apart still. We select who we want to draw. I draw the guy. It was easier to start with him. His body is well built although I think I made his chest too big.
Perhaps it's because he is close. We are drawing in a tight space. Body distortion close-up is always a problem for the drawer. Perspective warps. I like the butt and the chest, it's just the waistlines that suck.
Also, I feel myself getting jealous of him. He is sharing the body I have desired. But there is something more. I can't put my finger on it let alone my conté crayon.
We change again. We can't move positions but the models do. Now she is facing me. She has to see me soon. Recognise me. The two still stand apart but face each other. Looking at each other's eyes. It is intimate because they see into each other's eyes for thevduration. It is erotic in that they are nude.
She looks up before they set in a frozen stance. Our eyes meet in recognition. I am electrified and then I am relieved. I don't need to hide now. I can draw freer. A warm smile hits her lips. A slight nod and a wink. Then she looks at her lover and they freeze for five minutes.
It is an unusual moment in life when a moment is frozen in time while others are in a frenzy of activity.
I work in outward forms and lines. I feel my skills have leapt a level. I remind myself that this is nude. But my eyes can't seem to leave the W shape of her thigh gap. Her delicate crease, her slightly swollen labia majora, her body shaved bare of pubic hair, making me think she is younger than I know she is.
And then there is him. It was like looking at the obverse of a coin. His thigh gap, hers, his hips slimmer male and a male version of the hips that faced me. I am haunted by the familiar. But I know her. So yes I am sure that's it. She is and he isn't.
Five minutes are up. For all my thinking I have achieved a lot. They change. He now faces me. I see her bottom is sweet and formed. Her white bikini line tells me she is only nude for modelling. I like it, as it gives me further lines to draw form.
Her hair falls crinkled as if they have just skipped out of the surf. Arms crossed, closer standing but unsure. I cannot see it but her arm is folded over her breast. As his are crossed as well, a hand over his shoulder. I see him scratching an irritation on his upper back but frozen. I think our coordinator said this is eight minutes.
They are comfortable. Hips thrown, seeing Greek classical forms or is it archaic? Kora and Kuros. Female and male, nude. Although in the archaic the female was always clothed.
Now I must confess I am no good at faces. I avoid them if possible, and I don't waste my time on them in these short poses. I want to edit out the badness of them, the misshapen and distorted looks. But I am disciplined to leave in all my mistakes.
Now they are touching. I take a breath. This moment starts an intimacy I want to see and draw, but do not want to see.
The hands touching are the beginning of romance. Hold on, his hands say Not too close. Perhaps he is afraid his masculine appendage will grow.
I take it in. My jealousy surges some. I take it in but lose time, frozen with an empty sheet. I decide to use the side of the chalk and concentrate on form and shape not line. The drawing is as hesitant as their pose. So much is wrong. I know that I am thrown.
Time for me to regroup so I don't lose this golden opportunity.
The dance begins. The pose becomes dynamic as does my hand. Although I have had glimpses of his genitals now is the first time I see all. He is obviously a shower. He is big, or carries the promise of big. It is warm and his ball sack competes with his length.
I make some judgements, and determined that I hadn't make his tackle bigger than it is. It is often the problem of drawing breasts. Young males always draw these bigger when first drawing from life. I did my first time.
Maybe it is because he has revealed his masculinity to me. Suddenly I am captivated by him also. He is a part of the whole. He fits with her and I realise my jealousy is something else. Maybe regret, maybe longing.
We are moving again. She glances at me again. I know her name. I choose not to speak it. I want the distance. The new pose is a gesture of bowing to her whom he loves. She, still shy, twirls her hair but avoids his open nakedness. He has to hold their lean. It is hard to do. He is good. He has done this modelling before. Again I am distracted by her slit and overwork it. Her breasts still covered, I have not had the opportunity to draw them properly, as others opposite have done. I like the drawing though. I feel I capture the emotion as well as the form. His head is too small but, oh well.
A break is announced. It is a time of observing. Students go around looking at each other's work to this point. Some are better technically than me, some are not. I'm happy with the emotions and some comment I have captured this. But here is the thing the models also walk around and look at how we have captured them. They do this nude, as if it's natural. I prefer it that way. It keeps it in the nude category.
At college, I was used to this. One day a model was a bit cold. A student we all knew. A body not dissimilar to the girl I was drawing. She put on a crocheted shawl with big holes. Partly covered is much more erotic than completely nude. I had to go for a walk, the one and only time in years of life drawing.
He is standing next to me.
"I like your work. You have caught us. How we feel about each other."
I say a throttled thanks. He moves on. At last, she comes to me. She looks.
"You always were the artist. I heard you went to art school. It shows. I would like to see more of your work one day."
I look her in the eyes. They are playful. I feel a spark of what I felt before when I talked with her at school. It's why I asked her out. I felt I had a chance.
We are called to our stations. The male model comes over to us to start the move to the platform.
"He is good. I like his work, Sis."
"Do you remember my older Brother from school?"
"I knew I knew him, but couldn't place him."
There is a table where they stood before, and chairs. But they ignore these and sit upon the cloth draped on the floor. Kneeling, sitting they are back to back, their forward arms entwined, her hand upon his knee. His on her thigh. Intimate, but comfortable. Like they have lived together for life. I realise this is true.
They are brother and sister comfortable. Siblings sharing their nudity. Naked together and not ashamed. It is strange.
Suddenly I wish I had a sister. Now I'm confused. Did I have it wrong? I was imagining lovers. Was he the reason she turned me down? Or was he simply intimate as a brother? The touches familiar as a family's touch. The care in looks, care not lust?
I look at this pose. As I draw, my mind is now open but also scandalised. If they are lovers it is incest. That takes the taboo and morality to another plane. They obviously do this work together but what happens before and what will happen after? Do they make wild passionate love when they get home to release three hours of tension?
I imagine he had to lose a load before coming out. How else is he soft? Did she blow him first? My mind is now out of control and I stiffen up.
Or is he not hard because she is his Sister and he does not think of her that way. They change again and bring out chairs. I look at my work. I like it. It is minimal. Is that because my mind is distracted and I drew slower?
They sit on the chairs. They are utilitarian chairs and this does not help establish comfort. I struggle again.
It is a fifteen-minute pose but I freeze up. I see when I look at the faces that I have made them angry and aggressive. It is the opposite of how they look at each other. I realise this is my emotion I have drawn not theirs. I want them hating each other.
After ten minutes of struggle, I use my hands to mask out the heads. They are shocking.
Why do I not cut my losses, with scissors?
The same reason I don't use erasers. I found that if you take out a wrong line your next one simply recreates the mistake. Makes too small an adjustment. I'm no Michelangelo or da Vinci, and they rubbed nothing out. In fact, they left the lines faint and let the mind choose the right line. This then they would emphasise if necessary. They just ignore the false start or draw the corrected limb in the corner.
So I never edit a learning drawing. But the crop tells me I'm confused about them. They clearly love each other and I should be pleased. Whether it is as siblings or as sibling lovers who am I to judge? Their love is beautiful either way.
They change again, she sits sideways on her chair. He holds his hand out to her but has a clenched fist. I wonder at the symbolism of this. Does it mean he is violent toward her?
But then I realise it is practical. He has to hold his arm out straight for fifteen minutes. His fist makes his arm ridged, so he can take the weight of her arm. His knuckle locks into her collarbone. He is strong. That takes doing.
I need to say something about hands. No artist likes them. Rembrandt and others charged extra per hand required in portraits, as they were hard and took much more work. They need studies of their own for every pose. Most in the room leave them out. Hands are much bigger than one thinks thus mine are all over the shop.
He is relieved when time is up. He shakes out his hand. They walk around a bit. The next ones will be twenty-five minutes. She approaches me.
"How's it going?"
"Challenging but wonderful. You are so comfortable together."
"I guess we are. Can I talk with you before you leave?"
I hesitate.
"Once I'm dressed that is. I miss your friendship."
My heart spikes in hope.
"Of course, I look forward to it."
This time they sit closer. Her leg must be touching his penis in this pose. He is stoic, he should be hard. But they are relaxed, at home together.
I have time to tone and sculpt their bodies. The bone paper ground brings the opportunity to draw in light not possible on white paper. There you need to leave the light alone. But light draws form as does shadow. Without shadow, nothing is seen. Light dances on surface adding sheen and lustre to skin. Time is up. I realise he has but one leg. Ops.
The next pose offers two meanings, both possible, both intimate, both alluring. She sits on the floor and drapes herself over the chair and his legs. Is it one of submission, or one of adoration? Either way, she says I worship you. Their eyes see only each other, locked together for twenty minutes. Are they talking behind those eyes? Replaying moments of life lived together. Or is it longing for the moments that would follow were they not trapped in the absurdist time that stretches moment to eternity.
In a world of sexualisation, it is the moment she would lean further and take his penis in her mouth to blow him.
But this is neither implied nor taken, because the eyes remain frozen in their mutual love.
He is Big Brother. One she always looks to, admires in that trope of time. He is the one who captures her heart, where she has cast her heart. He is her hope, protector and friend. It is a barrier and a longing. Have they crossed lines, stepped over the precipice into the forbidden?
Frustratingly I am too far stage right to see the junction. To know what his other hand is doing? To see her breasts perhaps caressing his knee? Too obscured to see what she could see if she looked down? His genitals are on display as his legs are splayed.
It is a complex pose that takes all the time to help resolve in chalk. Chalk draws a line, a line must be drawn somewhere.
As if this were not enough the next pose blurs the line and brings the greater intimacy.
They simply hug full-bodied. Every surface of skin that can meet does.
It is a hug with many purposes.
A time to hug. A time to hold. A time that wraps itself in love. A time of one. A time of support. A melding of bodies into one.
For the first time, I can see he has grown a bit down her leg. Because I am on this far side, I realise I am the only artist that can see this. His penis pressed against her thigh. Not quite lodged between but clearly present. For fifteen minutes, no twenty it must be all they can think of. Fuck it's all I can think of. Yet somehow this closeness, this hug of love, this full-bodied expression of who they are together is the most beautiful thing I have seen tonight.
I love them both. Love them as one. They are together. They need to be together, they must be together. All these things scream at me in this pose. It is right. This love is eternal. Let no man separate.
They part, our time is up, and slowly they make their way to the store room to dress. They don't take long and soon join the excited chatter of the artists to whom they have gifted this incredible intimacy. We know that this was special. We look at each other's works, enjoy the successes and struggles. Our models move around and receive thanks and praise for a masterful night's work. They stop at my work.
"Feel free to look through the pad."
It is a large Folio pad. They move through it together commenting, enjoying the moments and memories, as one would a photo album.
"That pose was hard, my arm was aching." Memories of their inner struggles in keeping still. I was busy packing up my gear.
At the final pose, Anne pauses. Her name is Anne, I can name her now. She runs a finger up the drawn length of his penis.
"I thought this was covered."
"Apparently not." He looked at me. "Leo you have done well. I'm glad it was only your eyes that saw."
Ann giggled. Her eyes sparked with mine. "We will talk in the car park."
We reset the shop.
At the cars, we lean against them.
"Leo, many times I have regretted saying no. Ben and I would like to have you at our place for dinner, maybe later this week."
"I would like that." My hope rises again. My interest piqued.
"Bring these drawings with you. I would like to see them in better circumstances."
Also Ben adds, "Bring your drawing equipment. Perhaps we can sit for you, more intimately next time."
I have trouble imagining what could be more intimate.
We arrange for Friday night, and share contacts on our phones.
"I will bring the wine." I declare as we say goodbye and drive off into the night.
The Model.
We model at different places around this small State. Mainly it is up here in the north. Mostly we model alone, but occasionally we get a gig together. Most art groups pay cash. This is handy, as it's not a lot per hour. The uni, our regular client, is paid per session by bank transfer.
I work as a barista, but my partner has an office job. I say partner. More soulmate. What we are cannot be described, we just live it.
We have not been to this drawing group before but the word around the other models is it's a wonderful group, very loving and caring. I look forward to the times I work with Ben. It is always so intimate. Connecting comes naturally and we bring out the best in artists.
We walk up the stairs, having been let in at the back door. People are arriving with us some are already setting up. Immediately I recognise one of the artists. He is buried behind an easel, but I think he saw me first coming up the steps.
We chat a bit with other artists, but he makes himself scarce. His name is Leo. I can understand that this will be hard for him. The organiser announces we are all here and invites us into the store room to change. He tells us there is a staff toilet but this may be easiest.
As we remove our clothes I mention to Ben that I knew someone.
"I know, I recognised him too. I think he is hiding from you," he chuckles.
"I wouldn't be surprised to find him gone when we come out."
"Na, he's a guy, an opportunity to find out what he missed on seeing. Isn't he the one?"
I nod. "I knocked him back for you. Told him my heart was cast somewhere else. We stopped talking much after that although we lived the year out."
"That's right, at school."
"Yes, I think he was crushed."
"But you regret it now, I can tell."
"I do. Not that you have not been, shall we say fulfilling."
"Well, we need to get out there."
"Do you mind if I mostly start with my back to him. I think he might need to get used to me, nude."
It was a tight space. Artists working mainly on tables, a few on easels. We moved quickly through the five-second poses. These were the most dynamic because we did not have to hold them long.
We start apart for the first five-minute pose. I'm sure Leo is drawing Ben. If I had two boys, well men, in my life, it would be these two. But I have one. We move again, I can't help thinking things through. In modelling the artist cannot think. But the model has all the time in the world to think. That's not true, the artist thinks so fast but it is different thinking.



Time is up, five minutes are short. I face him for the first time. I carry a small towel to sit on in case I get damp. I hold this around my neck in both hands. This helps support the pose, it also means my arms are over my breasts. I think this will help. Just before we freeze our eyes meet. I smile and wink. His body relaxes as is to say ok, It's ok, I can now draw. There is a spark. An old spark though. A powerful spark.
I keep my eyes on my partner but my mind is on him.
We were close at school. Good friends always edging on the possibility of more. Leo is by nature shy. We did art together. It was little surprise he went to art college. We lost touch then. But we really lost touch when I turned down his proposal to go out, to be his girlfriend. I know it broke his heart. But I had to find out where my other love would go. He didn't know that two weeks after I turned eighteen Ben and I had turned our passion and explorations up a notch.
Perhaps it was bad timing. Had he had courage three weeks earlier I would have walked a different path with my Brother. I was thinking this all the time I looked in my Brother's eyes. He knew what I was thinking about, I could see it in his eyes.
Our next pose brings us closer. I have my back to Leo. But our body language with both of Ben's crossed arms speaks. My one arm over my breasts the other covering my lower nudity. As if to say I'm not sure.
I don't know if anyone realises but we carefully choreographed our poses to tell a story. We work deliberately toward the intimacy that will come later. It's like we both are hesitant to be naked together. Do we dare to touch across the gap?
Ben is good. He can turn off his mind and thus his lust. It is good that he is a shower. He is never small enough to cause him to doubt his manliness. It helped that I had helped him empty those hanging balls before we came. A task I love. I have ways to dry myself out before a gig, so I don't leak. Think of a device for cleaning a clarinet. We girls think all the time, guys zone out. I have the device in my bag should I need it. A trip to the toilet. It is possibly needed with Leo here.
Change pose. Finally, we touch. My hands on his shoulders, his on my waist, but as if holding me back a bit. It's a simple gesture of the hands but it communicated everything. Ben and I have a conversation in the silence. I know I have permission to explore more. To test what we talked about so many times. He knows how I felt about Leo. He knows that what we have is not totally complete. Not enough for either of us. He knew Leo from a distance. He approved of my friendship then. As we found out more about ourselves and how we did things together there were holes. Once the heat passed, nearly seven years now, we always talked about the possibilities of others. What that looked like we did not know.
I know he found Leo attractive in a way, albeit because I found him attractive. We often saw through each other's eyes. We found our sexuality fluid. We had to, to cross the line into taboo.
The time moves to our next stance and our bodies dance, we are caught mid-swing. Life should be danced. That's what our dalliance has taught us. Take the risk, see where things end up. Ben knew I doted on him as we grew up. Old enough not to be embarrassed by his little sister. Protecting me, a shoulder to cry on and counsel when I needed it. So he walked me through my feelings for Leo. He taught me the theory of sex. No touching, just giving me the birds and bees that our parents had abdicated. He knew my conflict between him and Leo. In both cases, he said Wait until you are eighteen. We were always cuddly. We shared movies, walks, he took me to dance, and he was my chauffeur. Watched me dance, I danced into his heart but I was always there.
I need to stop thinking about the first times we took while Leo gained his courage. I have a job to do. We change to a longer pose. We break after this one. It's as if he is about to fall on one knee, to declare his love. To ask me out.
Not that Ben ever did that for me. We were both constrained. Touching and desires meant we flowed together over all the lines siblings should not cross. Yet we did. My infatuation with my brother led the way, and I know he was waiting till we did not break more laws than one.
I willingly fell into his arms and have never regretted a second. But now we both wonder. We have talked. Do we have another soul mate that we missed out on? Someone who could give us children. Did he want another girl? I another guy? And as we have pondered those things serendipity brings someone from my past in the back door. But could we share our love? More importantly, could someone accept the love we shared? We doubted we could stop. It would take a special person to live with sharing.
It was break time. Time to put my thinking on hold.
"Are you alright Sis, I know what you are thinking?
"The spark is still there. I think it's mutual. I doubt he knows who you really are. You start his end I'll start the other."
We move looking at the work. This part we love. To see each other through considered knowing eyes.
When the time comes I talk to Leo about his art and art school. He is good. I let him know I like his work. Ben comes over and drops the bomb. I knew he would.
"He is good. I like his work, Sis."
"Do you remember my older Brother from school?"
"I knew I knew him, but couldn't place him."
He now pits his memories and vague recollections together. Ben was in year twelve when we were in year eight. That awkward time our puberty brought shyness to the possible, until we hit senior school. We became close friends in Seniors. I see Leo's countenance change.
The impossible now changes to possible. Was all he had seen just sibling closeness? He knew my brother was important to me in our later school years, but Ben was away at University. Although occasionally he would meet him in passing in the house.
Our next pose brought us closer, seated like we were about to have a serious chat.
Again Leo did not have the benefit of my face. He really had the worst position for this. Nearly always side on at best. I wondered if he would be up to coming to our place sometime for more drawing. A private session where we could be more open. I knew my brother would be up for it. Maybe a testing ground.
I didn't want to get too far ahead of myself, but I cannot help but think of Leo as a lover now. I had only known one. Was Leonardo a virgin? I hoped not, if so the damage of my rejection was great.
Leo, Leonardo is destined for art. He said his Dad liked the Turtles. While the jokes got stale he liked the ninja bit. He actually did martial arts right through school. I wonder if he still does. He never told anyone at school. Not something you should brag about. But he did take off his shirt and demonstrate once for me. Fuck his body was fit. Under that mild-mannered exterior.
I'm getting wet I need to stop those thoughts.
We are in the long poses now. We say a few things as we change.
"How's your mind holding up Sis," he whispers.
"Hard to contain."
"I thought so, tell me later."
We moved the chairs so that Leo's side of the room can see more than my back. I sit perpendicular to Ben sideways on my chair. My feet on his thigh. It is comfortable, and we have twenty minutes. Ben's bits are well out in the open for this. I remain demure. In this business, if my legs are spread to cause my curtains to part, then I cover with that small towel.
This is a big Brother pose. Him seated while the slightly annoying sister uses him as a footstool. We used to do it many times watching movies which I knew he tolerated, because little sister always had the choice. If I were lucky, he would rub my toes and feet. It was the most physical contact he would allow. It made me happy.
Sometime in year eleven Leo and I would sit the same way and he would rub my feet. It embarrassed him, but maybe because he was getting hard. He took me to the senior leavers as year elevens. We had the task of organising it for the outgoing year.
We dressed up. Fuck he scrubbed up well. It was then that I knew there was someone other than my brother I loved. But he made no move, not even a kiss. Even though we partnered most of the night.
I felt let down. I talked to my brother on the phone after, late that night. I woke him. He told me it was hard for a guy. He gave me some insights as to the conflict his mind was in. The long and short of it he was sure Leo liked me but didn't want to lose the friendship.
I would have fucked him if he had asked, against the counsel of my Brother. But he didn't even go for a kiss at the door.
The next year played out in the world of the Platonic. Study together, art classes, coffee after school, but familiar. He was almost more my brother than my brother. We were now thoroughly stuck in the friend zone.
Except I could say things to my brother I couldn't say to Leo. I almost asked him out once. It was then that I knew I had a conflict. I felt torn because I knew deep down I would be very happy if my Brother were my first. I was disappointed that he didn't wait for me to be his first. But then I know at University he had a few brief stands of sex. Never a week, more than one night. He confessed to me that year his feelings for me always got in the way. They couldn't make him happy.
Time to change again.
Same again, but this time closer. I looked at Ben. Ben looked directly ahead. He was face on to Leo. I knew he looked at Leo as he drew us. I could see something in his gaze that said Leo might be fine with things, other things. It was an artist's gaze and at this angle, the best torso to draw was his. Ben normally zones out. Looks beyond the artist. But this time I knew Ben was carefully observing the artist. Shifting his focus so as not to make Leo uncomfortable. I stop thinking and try to zone out on my Brother's face. The face of the one I love. The one who makes me cum every day. The face I know so intimately it hurts. Can another do the same? I leave the question hanging.
Our second last pose. It is another Brother pose. Me on the floor. Him seated. One we used this afternoon before we left, at the end of rehearsing the poses. When I sucked his long cock into my mouth until he was hard. Then worked him into a sweat, until he came hard. It emptied his balls so he could do this tonight. We showered before we left after we held each other in the last pose. He returned the favour then. It was our favourite precursor position to more. I would sit at his feet and look longingly until we moved into action. Big Brother, little Sister. It spoke of who we were. Him doting, me idolising. This pose was just for me. Leo did not cross either of our minds. Just us.
The last pose. Standing, we wrap ourselves in each other. It is a hug and more than a hug. Our bodies are almost identical fitting perfectly. His penis was down my thigh. Not too far in unless it looked indecent. It was only me who knew that the length of him hardened against my flesh. He grows a little but not much. What you see is what you get. Just a choice of soft or hardened. If he grew much he would be impossible to fit in. He filled me as it was.
This pose we called our one body. We were one physically and metaphysically. We could only get closer if he is in me. Which we often do. On modelling night we both are happy with the memory. It was also our celebration pose of a night well spent. The further a promise of things when we got home. Post-modelling sex was always very best. It was because we had spent three hours indulging in our thoughts and feelings without barriers but totally unexpressed. It was edging at its very best. It was Zen. Our zen. We hold this for twenty minutes and it's time. Discreetly Ben moves to the store door first. My body shields his growth from scrutiny. Artists are normally too engrossed in looking at their work to notice that we disappear.
In the store room, I held my brother's cock.
"You did well, I felt this monster tonight."
He drags a finger through my groove and slips it in.
"Fuck you are wet Sis, much wetter than normal."
I grin
"Leo?"
"Yes I say, do you mind?"
"No, I agree let's ask him over, soon."
We agreed on Friday night.
"Would you fuck him if I were there, watching?"
I cum at the idea, just a little. I use that little towel.
Let's get out there they are waiting."
This is when we get to see the calibre of the artists. Sure a few are technically better than him, some only beginners, but Leo is the only one that caught our feelings.
Watching ourselves on that journey to intimacy through the conté crayon in his hand was moving. He showed our love and our desires. I thought my brother was covered by my thigh but he caught him in this pose. I almost came again.
I wonder if he was jealous. It was clear in an early drawing that he was conflicted and he butchered our faces. But from then on, it was after he knew Ben was my brother, from then I felt he understood. His drawing said the people he had drawn were intimate right into the taboo. Leo grew up an only child and yet somehow he knew. But will he take up the offer?
In the car park, we waited for Leo to emerge. He had a grin on his face. I started off deliberately blunt.
"Leo, many times I have regretted saying no. Ben and I would like to have you at our place for dinner, maybe later this week."
"I would like that." My heart leapt, yes he will come. I want to see those drawings again to study the emotion he captured and perhaps talk about them, the three of us.
"Bring these drawings with you. I would like to see them in better circumstances."
Also Ben adds, "Bring your drawing equipment. Perhaps we can sit for you, more intimately next time." Leo's jaw dropped. He was stunned a little while at the offer. Then covered with a promise of wine.
We bid goodnight and we drove home excited with the possibilities.
We didn't say much. We just anticipated. That night as soon as we got in the house we made the wildest passionate love perhaps ever. Certainly the best post-modelling sex ever and that is saying something.
Ben came three times in me before he conceded he needed to work the next day. We slept hugging as one.
The Brother.
I arrived at their unit with some trepidation. No, a lot of trepidation, because my mind had been painting pictures all week. Images of Ben and Anne in more intimate poses. What did Ben mean more intimate? But that last hugging pose, what could be more intimate? Were they asking me to draw them having sex? Was this what this was about? If that was only it, then it was cruel. Asking me who obviously crushed on Anne to draw the intimate connection she had with her brother. To record their incest.
But then Anne told me she regretted knocking me back. Did she want me back in her life? But I knew I could not replace the oneness of that last drawing. The wildest possibility was they wanted to share me, share with me. Was this a three-way wanted? Then could I love both of them, could Ben love me? That raised so many never-tested questions.
So trepidation was present in my knock. Anne opened the door and threw her arms around me.
"You came! I so hoped you would."
I almost dropped my big drawing pad and the wine. Ben appeared and took the wine.
"I'm glad you came. It was all Anne worried about this week. Would you turn up?"
They ushered me into the open space kitchen family room.
"I'm cooking tonight," Ben said, "give you two a chance to catch up."
We sat together on the sofa.
"You don't seem to have changed much Anne. Now I'm not looking at you nude."
We all laughed, Ben could hear and was paying attention.
"Neither have you Leo except your drawing has improved. Are you still doing Tichi or whatever it is you did?"
I laughed. "TaiChi is the old people's form in the park?
I do Aikido."
"Wow impressive, are you belted?" Ben asked.
I hung my head and humbly said, "Double Dan Black. It keeps me fit."
"Shit, I had better not upset you then, seeing that you like my sister."
Anne looked at me. Actually up and down my torso.
"You must have spectacular abs?"
"Dinner is ready," Ben interrupted. Eat first, then we can talk after and if lucky get in some drawing time for Leo."
"You were serious?"
"Yes Ben, we often feel our public poses can only go so far. We both love modelling together. So why not let a great artist enjoy us and our hobby?"
"But food, if you can open the wine?"
We sit down to some tender steaks, salads and a quiche slice.
"I don't know if my body would hold up against yours Leo? You must be built, in that sleek fit way. You are not gym muscle-bound."
"I doubt I could compete with you though Ben. That's one impressive penis."
"Hey, let's not get into penis envy you two. I happen to think you are both very alright."
"Have you ever been on the other side modelling?" Ben asked?
"I did once. At college. The model didn't show. They asked if anyone wanted to volunteer. I wasn't feeling like drawing that day so I thought why the fuck not? It would be good to feel what a model feels. It would help my drawing. So I did."
"How was it?"
"Strange. For all my martial arts I thought holding poses would be easy. Fuck was I wrong." They laughed.
"Did it have any benefits?"
"Well, one of the slutty art students took me later and gave my body a work over. Good sex was a benefit I guess, but we had no connections."
Anne looked dreamily. "After modelling sex is the best.
That said we need to come clean. My brother and I are sexual partners and soulmates."
"I wondered, I couldn't perceive how you weren't."
"You aren't shocked Leo?" Ben enquired.
"Not really, I saw the love in your bodies. If an artist does not perceive what is going on under the surface he is not very good."
"Did the session make you jealous?" Anne enquired.
"Frankly yes, at first. Before I knew Ben was your brother. Then I enjoyed watching you both. I could see the unashamed love as different. I'm not sure what to think of it at one level, as I've never really gotten Anne out of my mind."
Anne reached her hand over and put it on mine.
"Sorry Leo, the truth is I haven't got you out of my mind either."
"Was Ben's the heart you cast your lot with or someone else?"
"No, it was Ben."
"Sorry buddy, but you were two weeks too late in asking."
"I guess you had home-field advantage. How did this happen, was it always there?"
"The love yes, but not the physical. Ben being my older brother was my confidant. I always asked him for advice."
"I tell you Leo, my sister was really into you. She rang me after the year eleven formal so frustrated. She said she was all ready to lose her virginity to you that night, but she didn't even get a kiss at the door. I explained it was hard for a guy to make the move. I tried to help her catch you."
"Fuck really, shit. I was so scared to break up our friendship if she didn't want me that way. I hadn't even kissed someone yet. I chickened out.
"So the next year was frustrating Anne? I know I was. I felt we moved into that friend zone. Senior study didn't help. But I'm sure Ben wasn't a rebound either."
"No, I always wanted my brother, he was my crush and first love. But I knew I shouldn't really want him like I did. But you were my first real love, on the allowed scale."
"I can confirm that Leo. I had to endure a lot of jealousy helping my sister in her love for you."
"So what turned it physical?"
"I was home from Uni having graduated in July. Anne turned eighteen, well you tell him, Anne. You initiated things."
"I turned eighteen. You said happy birthday and gave me a card. But that was it. I decided romance was not on your agenda. I also began to wonder if you might not be same sex attracted. I wanted to lose my virginity to someone I loved. I was going to Uni, I hoped. So I sort of seduced my brother. I knew he loved me more than brotherly. He was a pushover. I told him that while I loved you, I loved him as much and wanted him to have the privilege."



"Sorry buddy, but you asked two weeks too late. It took me a week to get with her program and get over my big brother protector taboo thinking. But Anne made it very sexually attractive. Anne was so upset the day she came home after you asked her. Not at herself or me. But at you. Our relationship bloomed."
"But I never got over you, Leo."
"Is that why I'm here tonight?"
"Yes."
"But I know you two love each other. That was clear in your bodies. I don't want to come between you."
"Perhaps you don't need to Leo. But my sister needs more than me. I can't believe I'm saying this, but I would give her up if it would make her happier. I was prepared to do that seven years ago."
"I don't know what to think. We haven't even kissed Anne."
"Perhaps we can now. At least try to see if anything is there."
I looked at Ben he was smiling and nodding.
"Ok, I think it might be a bit, arh forced."
Anne came around the table and sat on my lap. I got lost in her eyes. My eyes already knew the answer. But when she kissed me I was lost. It was sparking all through my body. We progressed to tongues and our passions rose. I have no idea how long we kissed but we were both breathing heavily when we pulled apart.
"I guess that answers that? Anne said excitedly.
"How did you feel Ben?"
"Fuck man that was hot. No jealousy, but very happy for my Sister."
"You need to kiss her now dude. I mean, I need to see it. The brother sister love thing. I need to know if I'm jealous."
Anne straddled her brother and it was like two gloves. I don't know if it was the Taboo or what, but I got harder if that were possible. I knew they were together almost one person. Anne was not as passionate as she was with me but just as lost in him.
"I want to be so jealous but I'm not. It was so hot, I mean more than that, so right. She needs to stay with you, Ben. I don't want to break this apart."
"You don't get it Leo, this is not what Anne is asking."
"You mean."
Anne came back onto my lap. "I'm wondering if maybe we could be together but my brother still be able to love me."
"You mean the three of us together?"
"Not necessarily, but if we formed a bond, then every now and again, would it be alright for me to show sexual love to my brother?"
"Fuck."
"Well, no decisions need to be rushed. I just want you to think outside the box on this one."
"I think we need a circuit breaker darling. Leo, are you up to drawing us again?" Ben asked.
"I want to look at those drawings, so can we do that first and then Leo you set the next pose?"
"We have a studio here with an easel in case an artist can't work from their place." Anne leads the way.
I grabbed my stuff and Ben grabbed a second bottle of wine and the glasses.
The studio had good lighting and plenty of room. Also furniture for posing on. I set up my easel and pad, while the two of them stripped.
"Sorry, we should have done this bit clothed."
"Nothing I've not seen before, but a bit more exciting after that kiss."
We pored over the past set of sketches.
"I was thinking at the time you were leading us all on a journey to intimacy. It was clear each time I reviewed them this week."
"So you looked at them a bit?.
"I always review my drawings, I need to learn from them. But I have to say I looked at these much more than normal."
"I said he was good Anne. That's exactly how we staged it. We like to bring the artists on a journey if they have no specific poses in mind."
"So Leo if you had to pose the next one?"
"Go to this last pose first."
They fitted together instantly.
"Now I'm going to do five to ten second poses. When I say rotate rotate one way. If I say freeze freeze. I will start where I was before. Don't worry about where your penis is Ben just let it do whatever it wants to do."
"Drawing now." I counted in my head, "rotate, freeze, rotate, freeze. I draw until I have a range of vertical
lines of their bodies as would be captured by a strobe on one sheet of paper.
"Okay next," I take a new sheet, "thirty seconds each. Anne your big brother is coming off a plane and you haven't seen him for a year. How do you greet him?"
She threw her arms around his neck and lifted her body until she had wrapped her legs around him.
"Freeze."
Thirty seconds later. "Swing her from her momentum. Freeze." We progressed around in a circle.
"Okay, now you kiss him. He's your brother but you have not crossed that line, yet this is a bit more than a sibling kiss."
Their arms change as she moves to kiss him and one foot hits he ground.
"Freeze."
Ben's penis has hardened a bit and is rubbing on her mons as she slips.
I draw.
"You can feel that Anne?"
"Fuck yes."
"You pull your brother into you. And kiss him again."
Her hands go to his butt and his to her waist.
"Freeze."
"Grind on him, look shocked Ben."
She does and Ben pulls his upper body back halfway trying to break the pressure upon his cock.
I say "Freeze."
"Ok, break a minute."
"You are at home. Your brother is in a chair watching TV. There are spare chairs, but you want to sit on his lap.
They move to position.
I do a quick sketch.
"He is hard against your butt. Feel it. Ben, you put a hand around her waist and one hand to hold a breast.
"Freeze."
I watch his penis grow between her legs. I drew a five-minute sketch.
I come over to them.
" Stay frozen Ben, but splay your legs, Anne, so his cock runs along your channel."
I draw again.
"Stay there. Ben, I hope it's okay but I want to adjust you a bit."
He nods. I take his cock in my fingers and bring it upward, Anne slipped a bit knowing what I'm going for. His glans is now at her clit.
"Fuck." He groans.
I get hard, I touched another cock. I've never done that before. My fingers part her lips and I push him half in so his and her juices coat their junction.
I go back to drawing.
"I'm going to cum Leo. Shit," Anne says.
"Hold it, not yet."
I am doing some close-up details on the side of the sheet.
"Ok, you can cum."
She does as her hand flys down to hold him and give pleasure her body spasms and I shout "freeze!"
They do.
I draw furiously trying to capture the moments. Anne is still cumming.
"Sorry Leo." Ben blasts semen into Ann's hand and clit.
"Relax."
"Shit that has never happened."
"You're the only one still holding on Leo," Anne says "How are you going?"
"He is the only one still clothed, strip for my sister?" Ben suggests.
"I'll keep drawing but ok,"
"Good, I want to see that body."
I put down my chalk and slowly take off my clothes. I am hard. Rock hard.
I know now Ben is longer. He is still full mast.
Anne looks at my abs and torso. Then my penis is revealed.
"You have a very thick cock. I know I will feel that stretch me."
I clearly understand that is where I'll end up.
Ben holds his sister on his lap he grips her thighs and lifts her body to me, open.
"Leo, do us both a favour and please fuck Anne, while I hold her as a gift to you."
"Yes please Leo,take me."
I step between her legs and rub my penis through the sperm Ben left there. His head is still there, where I need to be. Anne pushes him down and moves me to her gaping sex.
"Push Leo." I push I feel Ben's penis move down on mine toward my balls as I part Anne and enter her. She kisses me and I thrust home. I feel her brother move his hands to my hips to pull me in and we sandwich Anne in an act of sharing.
This is too much I start thrusting hard and fast. Anne's hands run up my torso, but I feel four hands exploring me. Anne turns to kiss her brother then back to me. My hands find her breasts.
"I'm going to cum. Shit."
"Come in my Sister Leo."
He puts a hand between us and works her clit and my shaft as I move in and out until Anne and I shout in mutual orgasm.
"Fuck..."
"Come to the bed," and they lead me, our juices dripping all the way. We collapse together, feeling, kissing.
"Ben,I want to see you fuck your Sister."
I tuck my head against her shoulder and Ben who is still hard moves in missionary between her legs. Anne drapes the leg near mine over it and I watch in awe as Ben pushes in.
"Fuck," Ben whispers. "I can feel you cum bro all around my head. I guess I'm getting my first sloppy seconds."
He leans into me and kisses me.
Fuck I felt sparks, I hardened the fuck up. Anne has her hand around my cock and she felt it.
"Sorry, Leo I didn't mean to do that."
"Then do it again like you mean it."
Ben is now thrusting hard into Anne and his tongue playing with mine, Anne joins the kiss and they both cum again.
Anne jacks me off and I cum over Ben's butt. We collapse together. Ben rolls to the side and sleep overtakes us. It is nearly two am by the bedside clock.
I woke up an hour later needing to empty my bladder. Anne is aware that I move and follows after me. She leads me to the toilet and waits for me to finish.
"Are you okay Leo? That was intense and I promised unplanned."
I hold her and look in her eyes. I know she is telling the truth.
"Shall we shower together Leo, I want you to myself this time."
She drags my sticky body with her into the shower and soon we are kissing under its warm spray.
I looked at her. "I think this will work. It has too, because I love you."
"I know and you are ok with Ben?
"Fuck you have no idea. I must be Bi because fuck he turned me on. "
"Don't make me too jealous Leo."
She takes my hard penis and pulls me to her.
"Take me here." I pull her body up so it is the same position they were in earlier and I take her against the shower wall tiles. We fuck with passion and lust. All the time sharing tongues in a long-lasting kiss until we both cum hard.
We rinse and dry and move back to the bed to sleep with Ben.
"He sleeps like a log when he is out." She giggles. "I love you, Leonardo. Thanks for enabling me to keep loving my Brother."
"I love you so much. Teach me how to care and love your brother as deeply."
When we wake it is to a brand new life.
...
I don't intend to write a sequel to this one. Let your minds write the story from here, one of your choosing. Your liking.



        JTL: Farm Boy My Brother Pt. 01

        Stand alone story of Twins who Fuck first, think later.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/jtl-farm-boy-my-brother-pt-01

Title: JTL: Farm Boy My Brother Pt. 01

Author: KoraKuros

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Stand alone story of Twins who Fuck first, think later.

Tags: incest, siblings, twins, intercourse, sister, brother




Journey To Love: Farm Boy My Brother. Pt. 1
This is a stand alone story in the Journey to Love series. In Part Eleven we hear of two siblings who have been having sex in a hay shed. This is their story. Please note that I have changed their age to twins, please forgive me for that inconsistency. I need to tell this story before you read part Twenty as they appear in that future episode. It will be in three parts.
It can be read without needing to read the series.
All sex is by consenting Adults over eighteen.
..........................
Farm Boy, My Brother. Pt. One.
..........................
My brother straggled into the kitchen.
"Bedroom, mirror, now."
"Not even a happy birthday?"
"Mirror."
I could see some eagerness in his eyes. We entered our parents' room, although Mum had died some time back.
"Strip."
"Not even happy birthday."
"Strip." He wasn't shy. I was a bit, but slowly we stripped keeping our eyes on our reflection.
We stood side by side looking intently at the eighteen years of growth reflected in our young nubile bodies. Twins, male and female versions of each other.
"Happy Birthday, Brother".
"Happy Birthday, Sis"
"You have grown."
"Your tits are coming in."
"But we still look so much the same."
"How long since we last did this?"
"I think it was our eleventh birthday. Mum sprang us."
"Just making sure we still look alike I told Mum."
"Take a good look she said," My brother giggled. "It's the last time you will do this."
We both sighed but nodded. And it was.
"Well, I figured today is our eighteenth birthday, so we can."
"Something to remember the day by. Coming of age."
We stood side by side leaning close.
We were always close
My brother's arm came around my waist and pulled me closer. I followed suit.
Still we stood. Watching. Observing.
He was taller now. My shoulder tucked under his. My budding breasts, just an A cup, although I hadn't bought a bra yet. Mum being dead, no one to take me. I wore a singlet and sports tops. They kept me flat.
I watched my brother's eyes skip around their tempting delights. His penis grew a bit.
"You like what you see?"
"Fuck yes, Sis."
Our stomachs were both flat and the passage to our groins chiselled from the same stone. My brother had small tufts of hair, not yet connected, passing down below his belly button. His pubic hairs are now visible but sparse, like an early autumn growth of new wheat after rain.
My pubes were soft and downy, visible, but only if up close.
I noted our hips. Mine had the swell of promised womanhood. My waist is thinner and the hips curved softly promising childbearing one day. My brother's torso ran straight down from his chest. Almost straight until his hip bone, which jutted out. This was at the moment nestled in the hollow of my waist. There was no curve. Just straight down to his thighs.
His legs were perhaps the hairiest part of him. Male hormones are doing their work to turn adolescence into man.
I looked at his feet. Fuck they were huge. Almost clown feet, gaining their size before the rest of his body. The promise of growth still to come.
I wondered at the saying. Although I think the evidence was right in front of me. His hand on my hip suddenly looked huge as well. They dwarfed my hands.
I reached over and took his hand. He guessed what we were measuring. We went palm to palm. His dwarfed mine.
I knew where we were both wanting to look, but I looked up instead. We both had a slight hollow in our chests.
His pecks were not much smaller than my budding mammary tissue. His nipples are similar size but flatter. Mine now puffy pressed just five centimetres below his. The under curve of my breasts pushes my nipples upward. Almost like begging for attention. Both our nipples were hard from the staring.
Our necks, long Modiglianisk. Our faces thin, male and female clones of each other. Unmistakable brother and sister. Unmistakable twins. His hair breaking out of boyhood, that cute surfer boy blond, yet far from the surf. So far we had never seen the ocean. Two years ago he insisted he should not look so dorky, and went for that unkept tousled look.
Two weeks ago I deliberately had my golden locks cut off. Dad was horrified. But I was waiting for this day. I wanted my hair to look closer to my brother's. So I had a layered bob. For the first time, I didn't waste time on brushing my hair.
This had been our tradition, this standing nude in front of the mirror. Until that day with Mum catching us, on our birthday sneaking in here and standing side by side observing how alike we were. For the first time, now seven years later we were different. Same flesh, same blood, differing forms. I suspect most of the changes occurred in the last two years.
I looked down at the biggest difference. My brother was big. I could say huge, but I was not the one to judge, I hadn't seen another cock to compare, at least in the flesh. He was hard. Sticking straight out toward the mirror. His weight keeps him horizontal.
He watched me staring and his dick twitched.
"Hold it down, big brother." He was older by minutes.
"I want to see how long."
He pushed his penis down. His thumb holding it down his leg, his hand splayed upon his thigh. He groaned.
"That is long."
I put my hand on his groin, flat, my fingers splayed as if to run downward to gauge his fatness. My hand was tiny.
"Fuck I'm big. I didn't realise."
"How big?"
"I don't know, I'm still growing."
We stood looking, my hand stayed where it was feeling the warm hard flesh of his groin.
I noticed fluid beading at his tip but said nothing.
"Spread your legs a bit Sis, I can't see much."
My vulva lips were small as seen from the top. So most of the time they were barely a slit. I spread my legs, but still, I have trouble seeing my sex in the mirror. All my lips were on the inside. Realising the problem, I used my fingers to part the curtains. I had a nice neat thigh gap.
"Fuck!" my Brother groaned. I watched his dick swing back up and hit his groin.
"Fuck Bro!" I mimicked him.
I then proceeded to pull on my liner lips and spread the juices that had gathered behind the veil. Shit, I was wet. I moved my fingers spreading the love and my big lips started to swell. It was like a lip hard on. Blood was now pumping. My Brother mouth wide open watched, mesmerised as the hidden bits gained a flush of red.
He unconsciously put his hand on his dick and drew back his foreskin. Showing me, on his dick, what I essentially had done. His penis head, which we were told in anatomy during veggie science was the glans. It blushed deep red, its juices forming around its skin hood.
Suddenly my Brother grabbed his clothes, dressed quickly and took off. I heard his motorbike start up.
I knew where he was going. He was going to have a wank. I knew where to, not that he knew I knew. To the big shed near the back road. I also knew he stashed his old porn mags there. But I'm sure now he mainly used his phone. Now that he had one. No one buys skin mags any more.
My hand found my dripping sex. Fuck, I was in Dad's room. I grabbed my clothes and dashed to the other end of the house to make myself cum. I grabbed a towel on the way. I can get messy.
Half an hour later I emerged from the shower and started to prepare lunch.
I kept thinking of my Brother's size. He was gifted. Wow, lucky the town sluts had no idea. I needed to measure that thing.
I left the lunch preparation for a moment and found Mum's sewing stuff. I put the dressmaker's tape in my apron pocket and giggled at my plans.
We had a hearty lunch fit for a farmer. My brother could wolf it down but never put on weight. I was lucky, I didn't either, but then I didn't eat as much.
"I'll bake a birthday cake for tonight Dad."
"That's right," as if he had forgotten, which he probably had.
"Happy Birthday you two. Sorry, I've not organised anything. What do you want for your birthdays?"
"I'm happy with games, but seeing it is my eighteenth, a new game console would be nice."
My Brother was a perpetual disappointment to his father. Dad wanted a burly farmer all he got was a gamer boy.
"What about you Emily?"
"I need some new clothes, Bras, would be good. I miss Mum."
"We all do pet. Well, seeing it's your special birthday how about I transfer a grand each. That should cover it."
Our eyes popped. We kept our enthusiasm low, in case he thought it was too much.
"Thanks, Dad"
Dad hopped on his phone and transferred it straight away. It was helpful that the wool clip had just been sold.
"We could go tomorrow Ethan."
I could tell my brother was keen to buy games. He always was.
"You can drive Emily."
"She has to drive dumbfuck. You lost your licence remember." Dad growled.
Ethan looked down and groaned.
Dumbfuck was Dad's normal name for Ethan. It was sort of endearing in our culture. Like being called a sick cunt. The truth was we were both dumbfucks. Dumb as fuck. We had to go through to year 12, the government made us. In the old days, Ethan would have left by the end of year eight. New rules to make our country smarter so they said. We both did veggie maths, veggie English, veggie biology and trade subjects. I did home economics, read cooking, but now it was called Design Technology. It wasn't bake a cake anymore. It was design and invent a cake. Fuck, I could bake the pants of half the CWA, I had Dubbo Show ribbons to prove it.
Our D&T teacher was an academic and knew fuck all about proper cooking. You can see I was pissed off, but then what would I know, I was a dumbfuck. What would I know? I just ran the household because Mum passed on just before our sixteenth birthdays.
"I suppose you're not coming out to help," Dad said to my brother.
"It's my birthday Dad, I'm taking the day off."
Dad shrugged and got back to the tasks of autumn. Turning over the soil for planting.
My brother looked at me excitedly
"Can you believe it?"
"No. Mirror."
"Again."
"Mirror, I haven't finished, you buggered off to have a wank."
"I didn't."
"Don't lie Ethan. You know, I read it as a compliment. You getting hard for your twin sister. Maybe you will get hard for me again."
We went back to the full-sized mirror and this time we both stripped quickly.
"It's alright Bro, nothing to be embarrassed by. I made myself cum too."
"Really, Fuck."
I watched him get hard.
"Bums first."
We always found this hard. Turning and seeing without turning.
"I don't think we are much different from behind, but your butt is pert. Is mine?" Ethan asked
"Mine are bigger, rounder hips and more flesh."
"Look, maybe we should feel." I put one hand on his and squeezed to check, taking its weight in my hand. He did the same.
"I don't think it's different, I can hold the same amount as you can." We looked at our hands on our bums.
"But your hand is twice as big Dumbfuck."
"Oh, true. So your butt is bigger. But in a good way," he quickly covered. "I love a bloody peachy bottom on a girl."
"Where have you seen one?"
"In porn."
"Yeah, and guys have big dick's in porn, doesn't mean you have one.
"I have a big dick, I think."
"Well that's just it, I want to measure it."
I bent over showing him my naked butt and the bits between.
"Fuck Sis."
I pulled the tape from my discarded apron.
"Come here."
I knelt as if about to put dressmaker pins in, or give him a blowjob. That thought crosses my mind. His hard-on was near my face. I took hold of it and inspected it. I felt it grow some more. I gave it a jerk.
"Is that as big as it gets?"
"Fuck, I think so, shit."
I took the tape. I had looked up 'how to measure a dick' while waiting for lunch to cook.
I laid the tape from his groin to his tip. It was an old-school tape in inches. Mum never got metric measures. Shit, I measured again in case I read it wrong.
My brother could see the measure from his angle too.
"Am I really eight inches?"
"No eight and a quarter. Fuck that's huge."
"I just thought it was normal."
"Normal is five and a half. You have a very big dick Bro. Now how thick?"
"Aren't they all the same?"
"No Dumbfuck. I can't get my fingers around you."
I was handling his penis like I owned it. I took the measure and wrapped it around the girth.
"It says six and a half inches is that fat?
"The average is one and a half inches thick or four and three-quarters in around it. You are just over two inches thick, or six and a half inches in circumference."
"I guess that makes me a fat fuck then?"
I slapped his arse.
"That makes whoever gets this a lucky fuck. Shit if she can get it in."
I had a closer look again.
I put my mouth around his head and licked.
"Fuck, I need a bigger mouth."
"I'm going to cum."
I wrapped my hand around him and jerked. He cried and splattered me with his cum. He coated my small tits.
"Sorry, shit."
"Don't worry I loved it. But we'd better clean up."
I grabbed the apron. I wiped him and myself clean, then we put our clothes back on.
"Tonight. When Dad's asleep. My room. I want to give you my present. Perhaps you could give me your gift as well." Then I said to myself. "My Brother, my Big Brother is gifted."
All afternoon I couldn't get Ethan's dick out of my head, it was like a visual earworm, the images just going round and round in my brain and his hot spunk. Fuck it smelt heavenly. I kept lifting up that apron to my nose.
To think, that massive woman pleaser was there all along in my Brother's pants. Well, it should be a woman pleaser, I just hope he knows how to use it.
But who am I to judge? Today was the first time I have held a dick. Fuck, and what a Dick!
We had tea, and the cake turned out nice, as always. We sang Happy Birthday and because it was our birthday Dad washed up.
I took Ethan into the lounge.
"How about a movie?"
"Okay, so long as it's not Disney."
"Star Wars is on Disney, Dumbfuck."
"Oh yeah."
But I was thinking horror. I put on Amityville II. It was R-rated, I figured we were now over eighteen. What I didn't figure on was the sub-theme; Incest, Fuck.
Dad went to bed straight after the dishes. Fortunately, he has sleep apnea, so once he is trusted up he rarely comes out.
We had the sound down low, because their bedroom was the front room. It had an ensuite so we had the back of the house to ourselves.
It was scary and soon I asked Ethan to sit with me on the couch. I needed to cuddle him through those bits.
He put his arm around me and I lay my head on his chest. Fuck I love my Brother.
Halfway through I said, "Sonny and Patricia's relationship is a bit intense."
"I reckon he is probably hard for her right now. I would be."
"You are Bro." I put my hand down to run my mind along my Brother's prodigious length.
"Fuck Sis."
"I hope so," I muttered under my breath.
Because we are Dumbfucks, we don't think things through, more just respond in the moment, particularly when feelings are involved.
So when the movie finished we were both charged.
"Bedroom now, I want to give you my present."
"You realise I don't have one for you yet?"
"I know. Well, one you don't know what you are about to give me yet."
We cuddled our way down the hall, turning off lights as we went. In my room, I looked at my Brother, my eyes flirty.
"Strip." He did and I did. I could see him light up.
"Do you need to go to the loo first?"
"Probably."
"Then definitely go."
I lay down on my bed and my fingers played in the juices I had developed during the movie. I would need all of them and more.
Ethan came back in and watched me a bit.
"Fuck, Sis."
"Exactly, lie down next to me."
I reached down and held his cock. Fucking huge, I doubted somehow it would fit, so I decided to add more lube.
"Enjoy Bro, this is my birthday present."
His eyes bulged and his cock released precum. I spread this as much as I could. It was a lot of dick for it to go around.
I knelt and started giving him a blow job. But as I found out at lunch, I wasn't going to get much in my mouth. Still, my tongue got active and my hands. I stroked and slobbered, spreading the saliva right up and down his shaft. Satisfied I had him wet enough, I moved to straddle him.
"Wait you are actually going to fuck me?"
"If I can get this monster in, yes."
"Fuck, yes! Best present ever."
"Better than a PlayStation?"
"Fuck, you can be my PlayStation."
I started to rub his cock head up and down my folds.
"Fuck the PlayStation, I want you," I said
I parted my lips and ground on him between my lower lips. He was huge. It was like sitting in a log.
"Do you think of me when you masturbate, Bro?"
"I can't not think of you."
"So if this thing can get in and destroy my virgin status, consider it your gift to me."
"Will it be a gift that keeps on giving?"
I leant down and kissed my brother passionately. It was our first real kiss.
"I hope so Bro."
I had to kneel on one knee and put my other foot near his hip to get the height to get his cock to line up.
I felt his head find the hole. But finding doesn't mean entering. I pushed. Nothing.
"Fuck," Ethan was watching closely. "You are small."
"Maybe," I felt the challenge. I pushed hard this time.
"Fuck," I screamed, "shit!"
His glans had disappeared inside, just his glans, but fuck!
I gritted my teeth. I pushed again, and an inch went in and stopped. I felt some skin in the way.
"I thought I got rid of that with a hairbrush handle."
"What?" Bro asked.
"My hymen, Dumbfuck."
"Oh, so I'm just a Dumbfuck?"
"No, you are my Dumbfuck, so fuck me."
I pushed again and Eth thrust against me. This time he went to halfway.
"Fuck! I screamed, "Stop! Let me adjust. Fucking hell."
We waited and as we did I leant forward and kissed his lovable face.
"No longer virgins Bro."
He grinned. "Best birthday ever."
"Fuck yes." Ready?"
"Remember this is hurting me also, fuck my cock will be bruised. You are tight."
I lifted up a bit and slammed down. We both groaned. I was literally being split in two. He was so deep. So deep. So deep I started cumming in the pain.
I literally spasmed on his dick.
"Are you okay? I think I broke you."
"No Ethan dearest, I just came on your fucking love pole. Fuck."
We thrust a bit more. I came some more. It was intense.
"You know you are so tight on my dick I doubt I can cum. But I'll have fun trying."
"Wait on cowboy."
"No, you are the one who is doing the cowgirl."
"True." I squirmed on his cock, and I could feel myself stretching. I rode him gently, moving my hips to maximise the sensations. My thighs started shaking, my abdominal muscles as well.
"Still cumming, fuck."
"Just let go Sis. I can feel your juices flooding around my dick."
He jerked some more and soon started pumping. He was fucking me.
I was fucking him.
Then we were really fucking. I put my hand down between us to feel how much dick was still out. Fuck, still three finger widths. I licked my finger, fuck, blood.
Bugger it, I said to myself. In for a penny. I almost pulled out then slammed down.
"Shit yes!"
I did it again.
"I might cum on the next up stroke Sis. It is releasing the stranglehold."
It took two pumps. On the second he came and came hard as his spurting penis thrust back into my depths.
I came with him, or I peaked with him.
Once our bodies stopped shaking, I lay on his chest.
"Happy Birthday Ethan."
"I love you Em', really love you."
"I know, I've always known."
He hadn't gone down much but it was less tight.
"I think I need to hop off. I think I'm bleeding."
I lifted up and our combined cum juices splurged over his penis and groin.



"Definitely blood Sis."
"Lucky I do the washing around here."
"I need you to check?"
I straddled his shoulder and parted my lips. His cream pie oozed out onto his chin.
"Am I bleeding?"
"A bit."
"How far in?"
He put a finger in and moved some juices so he could see.
"There is fresh blood happening about here."
He pressed his finger on the spot.
"That's good, it's definitely my hymen, at least that's the right area."
"So I didn't break you."
"You can pull your finger out now."
"Basic first aid Sis, apply pressure to stop bleeding."
He licked his chin.
"Mmm blood and cum. I think I'm a vampire," he grinned.
"If that's the case then..."
I buried my cummy pussy in his face. He quickly slurped and cleaned me up.
Fuck I came again, just a little, but that was hot. I slid down and started to clean his cock. Yes the irony taste of blood, but who gives a fuck.
"Blood brothers."
"Blood sisters."
We high-fived. Then we slept in each other's arms.
We were woken by the tractor starting.
"Dad's up," I said.
"Lucky he never comes down here."
"Until he does, then unlucky."
"True, I guess we need to be careful."
My brother was hard again. I held his dick.
"Sorry Bro, I really need to wait a day, fuck I'm sore."
"That's ok, there is always tomorrow."
"Let's shower together to save water, Sis?
"Old excuse but I'll have it."
We were on tank water, so we did have to conserve water. In the shower, I soaped my brother's dick.
"I think I am bruised too. I think I need to wait as well."
"Too sore for me to jack you off?"
"Yes."
So we kissed instead.
"I think shopping will help."
"Great idea. Breakfast first, I'm starving."
"I have to feed my man."
I thought to myself. My man, suddenly it was not feed my brother, or cook for the family as my unquestioned duty. But my man, My Brother had become my man. Shit, I was gone for all money. And I couldn't be happier.
I left Dad's lunch in the fridge with a note and we went off to town.
In town, meaning Dubbo, we separated, but agreed to meet at Maccas for lunch. Ethan went directly to the gaming store.
I looked around for a shop to buy my first bra. There were a few places. Bras and Things being the obvious.
The assistant was nice, she suggested a few options for my A-Cups that were not trainer bras. So I bought two. But I wanted something sexier.
As I was walking down the street I ran into a family friend. Melinda was sort of like an aunty to me since Mum died.
"How about a coffee Emily?"
I agreed
"Your first bra?" She said looking at my store bag.
"Yes, I so miss mum. Should have had this a year ago."
"If I had tits like yours I'd feel lucky. Big boobs are a pain. Plus your bras are cheap."
We walked to the coffee shop across the road. They had a nice garden setting out the back.
Our coffee and cake arrived.
"So first Bra and no longer a virgin in one day?"
"Wait, what, how did you know?"
"Girl you are walking like you just got fucked. I can tell you are sore."
"So fucking sore."
"So I take it your brother is a good lay?"
"Now you are freaking me out. How did you know it was Ethan?"
"I just ran into Ethan down the street. He had the goofiest grin and well he looked like he was in love. Sort of emotionally floating. Couldn't even tell me about the game system he just bought for his birthday without stumbling on his words."
"Shit, so you know. Fuck it's supposed to be a secret."
"It's also supposed to be wrong."
"I know," I giggled, "you won't tell anyone will you?"
"Promise. But I suggest you don't do much walking around Dad for a while. You are as bow-legged as a cowboy."
"Can I tell you something?"
"Yes."
"My brother is big!"
"Most boys think they are."
"Well, Ethan isn't most boys. He is fucking huge."
"What are we taking?"
"Just over eight inches, I measured it myself. And thick, we are having a day's break he is so big, otherwise we would be at home fucking right now."
"That good?"
"You have no idea."
"Who initiated the sex?"
"I did, I've been waiting for ages."
"Did you use protection?"
"Fuck, shit, you can't get preggers the first time?"
"That's when you are more likely to get pregnant sweetly. I suggest you get a morning-after pill today." I looked worried.
"I'll come with you and get your brother to pick up some condoms. He needs to learn to be responsible."
I rang Ethan straight away.
"Where are you?"
"Just about to go into the games shop to play."
"Before you do, go to a supermarket and buy some condoms. Like, I didn't think, but I could get pregnant."
"But I already spunked in you."
"I know, I'm doing something to stop it. I'll fill you in when we are going home."
"Fuck, I hope it works."
"So do I."
"Ok, that puts a bit of a damper on my feelings, but ok going now."
"I'm still fucking you tomorrow, so don't worry. I love your sex grin. You've been wearing it all morning."
"Thanks, Sis, see you at Maccas at one."
I hung up.
Mel looked at me. "You didn't get a sex talk from your parents did you?"
I looked sheepish.
"You think Dad would do that, he couldn't even buy me a bra."
"But what about the one the school gives you in year seven?"
"The folks felt we were too young, Dad and Mum being strict Wesleyan Methodists and Mum a Temperance nutter. So we were kept home."
"Maybe you and Ethan should come and have a meal with Ted and me. Then you can have a chance to ask questions and get any help. Particularly now you are doing it. I figure there are a lot of holes in your knowledge."
"Sounds like a good plan, I'll make sure Ethan comes."
"Let's go get that pill. Then I need to go."
We went to the chemist. Mel made me ask. She told me I might need to do it again one day. I told the chemist I wanted this on the hush-hush, so she took us into the room they had set aside for giving flu shots.
She asked questions, mainly about any medicines I could be on or if I reacted to anything. Then told me the side effects. The biggest one was that it would terminate a pregnancy. We laughed.
She then told me how it worked.
"When did you last have your period?"
"It finished maybe eight days ago."
"You might be lucky, if you are at your peak this will be less effective. It will delay your period a few days so don't panic if you are normally regular."
With that, she gave me a pill and I took it straight away.
Problem solved Mel hugged me goodbye.
"Don't worry, just be careful. It's special loving a Brother."
"I'll ring to confirm when we can get together for a meal. I like that idea."
"Don't wear your Brother out."
"Cheeky. Somehow I doubt it."
We hugged again and I started walking to Maccas. It did cross my mind about how come Mel wasn't freaked out about a Brother and Sister fucking. She said it was special loving a Brother. Was Ted her brother?
We sat down to eat and my Brother had the biggest goofy grin.
"We need to be careful talking, I notice Melissa who we went to senior high with is managing today."
"Ok, I love you though Em. You have made me the happiest."
We eat. Ethan worked his way through a whole family meal deal. I swear he has worms.
"But Emily, can I ask you to do me a favour?"
"Anything Big Brother."
"It's... can you not call me Dumbfuck, I know you say it in love, but it hurts."
"Oh, Dad calls you that?"
"That's what I mean. I hate him calling me that. I know I disappoint him. I don't want my Sister joining in. At least now we are... you know."
"But we are both dumb fucks we know that."
"Yeah, but we don't have to just wear the label. You are smart and talented in cooking and managing the house. Just because school made no sense."
"Oh, I get it. Sorry."
We ate thinking about that.
"I know you don't like farming, but maybe you can find the place you shine, apart from shoot-em-ups."
"That's it, I'll tell you a secret. Don't tell Dad. I actually like farming. It's Dad I can't stand, it's do this, do that, all at his command. If I make a mistake or drag my feet, I'm a Dumbfuck. It's bloody hard working with him. He makes me feel useless, so I gave up trying years ago."
"Wow, I'm sorry, I had no idea."
"I never told you."
"True, but shit, I can't believe you like farming. Why the gaming obsession then?"
"It's my escape, I can be my own man in that world. I can never do that on the farm. Plus I love gaming. I might just love sex more." He whispered under his breath.
He had finished his meal. I had some of his chips and a spare drink.
After lunch, I went looking for lingerie shops. We don't have Victoria's Secret in Dubbo, only in Sydney. So it was a bit hit and miss, but I found a boutique that had a nice range, with some sexy things for the small-breasted. I found an amazing pink bra and panties set. The panties were high hip G-String type with the bra made from ribbon triangles and a see-through lace insert, slightly shaped to hold the girls. I looked so sexy in it. I had a choice of colours but I chose pastel pink. I wanted to look girly for my man.
I found a nice white satin teddy. A pair of sexy bed shorts. A stunning black lace and silk baby doll negligee, so short that it fell to just above the groin. I imagined my Brother fucking me in that. I took a photo. And sent it to my brother.
"Do you like this one?"
Seconds later I get a message.
"OMG Fuck yes."
That confirmed my thoughts. I completed my purchases and I had a few hundred dollars left.
I walked for a bit, window shopping, feeling a million dollars, while trying to get the bow out of my walk. Fuck I was sore, but still so turned on. I think the shopping had a lot to do with that. I couldn't wait to give my brother random surprises.
I decided that seeing as Ethan had the condoms, we could do something on the way home. Fuck that I was still sore, I needed to get myself used to his big cock and quickly. I had a location in mind.
I rang Ethan.
"Hi, Sis."
"Look stud, if we go now I have a surprise for you. Involving your earlier purchases."
That got him alert.
"Race you to the car then."
When I arrived he was already there. Man, he could move when he wanted to.
"I win."
I went to his side to unlock the door. I cupped his cock.
"No, I win, Big Big Brother. This!"
Well, he was hard before he even sat down. I headed home the back way.
"I like what you are thinking, Emily. I thought we were waiting till tomorrow."
"I got too turned on by the shopping."
"Are you wearing any?"
"Not yet, let's say you'll get to enjoy my modelling surprises spread out."
At Little River, there was an ad hoc track network, used in summer if the river had water in it. It could be called a reserve, but I don't know what its status was. I do know that it was a known make-out spot. Being the middle of the week, it would be deserted.
Driving along the dirt track I had my hand running up and down my Brother's cock.
"What do you say to fucking me with your monster on the bonnet?"
"You know Emily, the thing about you I love is that you are straight up. You just say what you want and go for it. I don't have to stuff around trying to guess what might or might not be ok. I think that's one reason why I didn't really have a girlfriend. I couldn't read them."
"So you like my idea? You haven't answered."
"Is the Pope Catholic? Shit yes!"
I pulled up in a nice secluded spot. Ethan was out the door and around my side before I turned the car off.
I hopped out.
"Strip everything off," I commanded.
We both were fully naked in seconds.
"Condoms, fuck!" He dove into the back seat and pulled out a shopping bag. He put the contents on the bonnet. (Americans call it a hood.) He had five boxes.
"I couldn't decide what ones were best so I bought a box of each."
One was flavoured strawberry, one had ribs, one was extra thin, and a bigger box had colours of the rainbow. We leant over examining them. Ethan had his cock wedged up my butt crack while we decided.
"Fuck it, use a purple one Ethan. Sort of a celebration party feel."
Then we kissed.
Ethan picked me up and put me on the fender. He pushed me backwards and started to give me oral. It was our first time.
What he lacked in technique he made up for in enthusiasm. He added fingers and soon had me cumming.
"Fuck Bro, that's good. This pussy is yours anytime you want to eat it."
As I said, we both go for the feelings and if it feels good, fucking do it.
"Okay, let me see if I can get this cock in my mouth."
Ethan replaced me. My legs were a bit shaky. But soon I was licking that monster. I was pushed to get more than three inches into my mouth though.
"Sorry Bro, I don't think that I could ever deep throat you."
"Bugger that, oh well at least you pussy fits."
"Let's get this condom on."
I grabbed the purple one. I followed the directions in the pack but couldn't get it over his head. Instead, it pinged off into the dirt like a rubber band.
I grabbed an extra-thin one. I got it over the head, and as I tried to roll it down I felt it tear.
"What the fuck?"
"Sis that was tighter than you yesterday."
"So the thin ones won't cut it."
I tried a strawberry. Same thing too tight and it looked like it would tear. I put my mouth on it to taste.
"That would be nice, I like the flavour but I like your dick better. I'm just sucking on rubber."
"Fucking waste of money. What do we do, I'm dying here!"
"Just fuck me raw. That pill I took should cover me for now. I'll do some internet research about big dick condoms later."
"We need to swap again, but I think on the front bonnet will work better, Ethan suggested. "I couldn't reach you from this high."
I ducked into the car and grabbed my phone.
"I want to video this Bro. Your cock is porn worthy. Is that ok?"
"Fuck yes. I'd love a copy to look at in the hay shed."
"Ethan you can have me in the hay shed, your wanking days are over."
"Fuck, I forgot. Still, I want to see what I look like going into my sister."
"I want a record of it too. I wish I had it out yesterday to record our first time."
Ethan started sliding his cock head back and forth between my lips I watched as his head parted my thin lips and his cock eye kissed my clit that was starting to peek out of her hood.
"I hope you're getting this?"
"Fuck yes, I have it zoomed on the action."
He continued playing with me. I went wide so I could see his whole body as he worked mine on the bonnet.
"Ok push, my big brother, take your sister's little body with that big man cock."
He pushed, the tip, well lubricated, began its stretching.
He looked into my eyes and thus the camera, and grinned. His goofy 'I love fucking you face,' as I came to know it.
"So big bro," I screamed, "fuck, wow, keep pushing."
I moved the camera down my abdomen coming closer to the action. The wide angle made his prick look so fucking big. It was, but the lens turned eight inches into twelve.
I was shaking with the stretching, pain, and fucking absolute pleasure of his penetration. I moved the phone camera closer again until my pubes were clear and my skin stretched around his cock, which came into graphic clarity moving in and out as he began pumping.
"Can you get more in?" I groaned.
He pushed until I felt his cock head squished against my cervix.
I watched myself cum on the screen. I heard myself cum on his cock.
"So fucking tight Sis."
I moved the camera to our side so I could get him pumping into me. I wasn't sure if I had us in frame. I kept the camera on the bonnet to keep it straight and steady and hoped.
"Ok, big brother give it to me."
Then I got lost in my brother's thrusting I could tell he was beyond excited. I saw him turn to the camera and grin. I knew he was loving the thrill of location, naughtiness, open cool air, all contributing to the passion of his thrusting into me.
"Soooooo tight, fuck, but so fucking good," he screamed. He put a foot up on the bumper bar and pulled me to him. The angle went against the curve in his dick and he found different pressure. I pulled the camera back to my chin. The wide angle caught my breast this time and made it big. His body out of focus behind the new hard-titted mountain. I hit the zoom with shaking hands and now I had him full frame fucking me.
"Come on Brother, my Brother, fuck your Sister! Cum in me, fucking cum in me."
Then he roared and deposited his built-up load deep into my body, I'm sure he had found his way through my cervix, as his pubes now mashed on mine. It was my turn to cum. I rolled through my orgasm, screaming his name. Praising my brother to the silence of the scrub. He held himself in me until I settled.
"Fuck I can't move."
Ethan handed me back the phone.
"How come you had it?"
"I took it from you as you came and filmed your climax. It was so hot."
He pulled his massive plug from my body. Our juices spilled onto the bonnet.
"Fuck Sis, that was a lot."
"Yes, and most is still buried deep. God, I hope that pill works."
"I can't believe I got all of it in."
"I can't believe you took so long to cum?"
"You were so tight I couldn't cum. It was like an edging grip that stops me cumming."
"Fuck is that a thing?"
"I'll show you later."
"Please do."
"We should go."
"Pity the river is dry."
"I have a water flagon in the boot."
Ethan retrieved it and together we washed our genitals and the bonnet. Then we sat on the boot facing the sun to watch them dry out.
"Sis this is so exciting."
"It is the start of something big."
"Did you always want me to fuck you, Sis? Did you always want your brother?"
"More than I dared to say. Sorry darling brother, but I fucking love you so much it hurts."
"As much as my dick stretching you out."
"As much as that and more."
"Then it will be worth it getting you stretched and used to me. Because I ain't stopping. I love you. I love everything about you."
"Even my small tits."
"Especially your small tits. Can you send me that video?"
"Yes, but I will need to air drop it, the file will be so big."
"Good plan."
We dressed and Ethan grabbed his phone from his discarded shorts. We set up the transfer. He held our phones together as I drove.
"You know big brother, our phones are fucking each other right now."
"Sharing our intimacy like gossips, or voyeurs."
"Bro never show anyone that."
"True."
"Never put it on the internet."
"No."
"Let's watch it tonight in your room. We can screencast it to your TV.
"What are you doing tomorrow?"
"I promised Dad I would help him."
"Will you be okay?"
"Yeah, I guess. We are seeding the old way in the small paddock. I'll be riding on the seeder, checking it doesn't run out."
"I love that job. Sort of getting a ride."
We used to do it together as kids.
"I'll go into town to shop. Say I've missed getting some groceries. I'll do some research. Surely they make condoms for big dudes."
Once home, I got to cooking. Dad would be in for his chops and three veg. Nothing fancy today. I was pushing time.
Ethan came up behind me as I was cutting.
"Careful."
"I found out they do?"
"Do what?"
"Have big condoms, they are called trogans. I saw a tag for them today but had no idea what they were. But the row was empty."
"I don't really mind just now, it meant I got your load. I'm still leaking."
"Fuck Sis, when did you get so forward?"
"You know I speak what I think. It's your big cock, it sort of broke my innocence."
"In more ways than one."
We heard the back fly screen open. My brother pulled his hard dick from rubbing on my butt and hurried back to his room.
I texted him. 'Don't you dare look at the movie without me.'



'Ok. Saving my load anyway. Eggplant emoji.'
"I'll have a beer when I've had my shower, Luv. Can you bring it in, I want to catch the news."
Farmers' tradition, watch the news.
"I'll serve up at six thirty then."
"Thanks love. Good shop?"
"Yes thanks, I got what I wanted."
"I forget my kids are growing up. I guess Dumbfuck is on the video console already."
Twenty minutes later I hear the Tele go on and I bring Dad a beer.
When I give it to him I say, "How about you give one to Ethan tomorrow when he comes in. He works as hard as you when he does, he doesn't always get it right, but he tries."
Dad hesitates.
I make my point. "He will be lifting all that supper and seed onto the seeder all day. He will probably work harder than you tomorrow. And he's over eighteen now."
"You got a point, Emily. I'll think about it."
Dinner was quiet, but all good.
"Don't forget you are working for me tomorrow Son."
"Yeah, I'll be up. Might load the truck before we start, how many bags do you think we will need?"
Dad scratches his head, "Maybe twenty ten."
"Twenty wheat?"
"That's right."
"I'll do it after tea, I need a shower anyway."
Dad went back to the Tele for a while.
I cleaned up and went out to watch my brother haul bags.
He might be as slight as me, but shit he had wiry muscles under that. I enjoyed him lifting bags of grain onto his shoulders and onto the truck.
"Why are you doing this Bro?"
"I think after telling you I actually enjoyed farm work, but it was more Dad, I figured if I stopped doing what l like then Dad wins. Plus I figured I looked a bit puny in the video. So I need to bulk up a bit, to equalise my stud-sized cock."
"Did you watch it?"
"Just a little, as I set the screencast up."
He moved on to the superphosphate bags.
"I do these last, fuck they stink. I want to wash it off not rub it in."
"Maybe that's why you have a giant cock."
"Funny Sis."
He was covered in white fertiliser dust when he had finished.
"Can you wash me off with the hose?"
I have to say, I got more than a sadistic pleasure doing that.
"I'll shower in the laundry, if you can grab me a towel?"
We used this shower when the jobs were shitty. I went in and noticed Dad had gone to bed. It was getting dark.
I grabbed a towel to find my brother naked under the shower.
"Dad's gone to bed. Fuck, I want your body again."
"You still walk funny."
"I'm not surprised. You can stretch me out again tonight on your bed. After we watch ourselves."
"You like watching us together."
"Always have, it's that mirror."
He turned off the taps, and I rewarded his hard work by drying him. I used a big fluffy towel.
"Gee Sis, Dad always throws me scratchy ones."
"Wrap it around you when you come through in case Dad is still wandering around. I'll meet you in your room."
Before I went to his room, I changed into my new baby doll, with no undies. Ethan found me propped up on his bed, my sexy black see-through top barely covering my pubic hairs.
The towel dropped to the floor revealing my brother's semi-inflated penis that was growing before my eyes.
"I take it that means you like what you see?"
"The barometer never lies."
"Sit up here and cuddle. We have a video to see."
"Wow, it's eleven minutes long."
We hit play and Eth had to turn down the volume real quick.
"Shit, it's got to be loud when you cum," my Brother grinned. "I remember you screaming like a banshee."
We watched mesmerised.
"Fuck your cock looks huge in some shots."
"I can see myself bulging inside your abdomen. Fuck, how deep do I go?"
"Well at least seven inches, gotta allow for the joining."
"We watched my skin take a different shape with each thrust.
Fuck what am I doing to your guts?"
"Saying move over, my brother is in town."
The pan out to wide was amazing. My Brother was fully in frame.
"You're enjoying yourself."
" Fucking oath."
"Let's watch to the end without comments, then watch it again."
I reached for my favourite new toy and tried to wrap my hand around it.
My brother quickly followed with a finger penetrating my hole. We slowly jacked each other as we watched.
At the end, I saw my face for the first time screaming obscenities into the sky.
"You know, Sis there is a lot about that that was so hot, but like, I've not seen nothing like it."
"I know. It's why I had the camera. Do you know what I get sick of with porn?"
"No, but then I didn't know you watched any."
"All the time big brother, on my phone. But fuck it's hot on a screen this big."
"Go on."
"Almost all porn is what a guy sees. You see a guy's feet, you see a cock, you see some stomach. He keeps his top on, you rarely see his face."
"What does a girl see?"
"What you just saw."
"True, but it was hot."
"I know, but who makes videos like that. Not many people."
"I reckon I know why too. You could see the guy's everything. So many videos you never see the guy's face."
"I like to see them, also so that I can guess if they really are siblings?"
"Even though they say the step sister bullshit."
"Yes, or they are just a rando with the label to get it seen."
"So you into sibling porn Ethan?"
A grin spread over his face.
"You are, how long for?"
"As long as I knew that was a thing. What we are doing is all my fantasies come true at once."
"One other thing cheeses me off. When they pixilated the guy's face and not the girl's. It's a form of slut shaming. She can be known, she can be the slut, but mummy's boy is too fragile to own that he is doing porn."
"Probably half of that is him posting it later without her permission because she dumped him."
"So guys are bastards?"
"I take offence at that, some guys are, but then some girls are bitches too."
"True."
"Let's watch again. "
"I love this shot," Ethan declared when my tit mountain appeared. He froze the frame.
"That is so fucking hot. It's obvious that blurry person is fucking you, but wow, so well caught."
He unpaused it and I had zoomed in to capture my stud Brother pounding me.
"That's great camera work. How was it not shaky?"
"I think this phone has a good image stabiliser."
"Must have. I love the side shots too, not quite straight and a bit off centre but fuck look at me go."
I was getting very horny by this time.
"Let's watch again, but this time I'm going to Fuck you while we do. Sit up straighter?"
His cock was dribbling precum.
"I'm going to do this one more time before I get those frangers."
"Awesome, I think I'm going to miss going raw."
I juiced him up with my girl juices and lined us up. I was facing the TV, so we were sort of reverse cowgirl but more like in a chair.
I pushed down once I had lined my brother up.
Still as tight as fuck.
Ethan started the video. We watched as life imitated screen. I kept forcing him in. I was stretching easier and it hurt less, but I still have to work him in.
Finally, I was fully seated. My brother played with my tits as I rode him up and down. We found that we took the same rhythm as the video. Intense, so intense, and we were cumming as hard and as furiously.
When both of us were spent, I leaned back against my Brother as the screen showed my cum face.
"Do you want to make more of these Bro?"
"Fucking hell yes, that was so hot."
"That's good because look up there."
He looked up at his bookcase. There was my phone with one of his Lego mechs holding it pointing it at the bed.
I hopped off him and knelt on his desk to take it down. I dribbled spunk on his desk.
"I might have recorded that. It's probably too far away, and I'll need to edit it a bit, as it's been rolling for at least an hour. I'll send you the best bits."
"Shit you're a perv Sis, you sure you ain't a boy?"
I kissed him.
"If I am, you just kissed a boy."
"Ok, point."
I looked at his penis and cleaned him up with my mouth. When I had finished I looked at him and smiled. You have to work early. I really want to spend the night sleeping with you, but I think you need your beauty rest and my vagina has to recover a bit. But enjoy our love juices on your bed tonight. It smells of sex in here.
"I can sleep with that."
"Still I'll wash the sheets in the morning and mine. I've been enjoying your smells from last night."
I kissed him passionately. I did a twirl in my sexy BabyDoll and giggled., "I didn't even take this off."
"I know it was awesome. Thanks, Sis, night."
I curled up in my bed and played in the puddle my brother had left in me. I was very satisfied.
.....................................................
I will publish these three parts before I publish part Twenty of Journey to love. Ethan and a Emily are inspired by two photos a reader sent me of twins standing in front of a mirror comparing themselves. Enjoy.
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..........................
Mirrors are a reflection of ourselves.
I woke feeling thoroughly fucked. I needed another shower. My clock said eight o'clock. Shit, I slept in. A rare thing on a farm?
I knew Ethan and Dad would be on the tractor already. I wandered in my Baby Doll to Mum and Dad's room. I stood looking in the mirror. I wondered: How different did I look now I had been plucked? I loved that line in the movie Shakespeare in Love. We watched it in school. I didn't get Shakespeare, but I loved that movie. I twirled in my Baby Doll then took it off. I then sat on the floor and spread my legs. Shit, I was red down there. At least I could see my hole now. It used to hide. I put a finger in and pulled out some muck. I tasted it. Yep, definitely some sperm still in there.
I walked down to our shower and washed myself. I wondered if Ethan smelt of sex this morning. I hope Dad didn't get to sniff him. At least the super would cover his smell very quickly.
After breakfast, I looked at the video from the bookshelf. Yep, too far away, but still good stuff. I had done some multimedia in Year Ten so I had some knowledge. I used the phone editor to cut out all the time of an empty room. I then broke it into parts. Us watching the film first, second run through, us fucking while watching. They were still around fourteen minutes each though. I would need to air drop these as well. We were going to need storage space on our phones, as I was running low already.
I decided I would be better storing it in the cloud and giving my Brother access to it.
I did some research and found some cloud storage that was secure and private, not the ones that came with the phone. I paid nearly a hundred dollars a year but that gave us loads of room. I started downloading. That was the thing that would take the most time.
The guys came in for lunch. Well Dad did, I went outside to eat with Ethan under the tree. He stank.
"Thanks for sitting with me. I had a lot of time to think on the back of that thing. Lucky Dad couldn't see my hard-on."
"I'll fix you tonight."
I told him about the storage drive and grabbed his phone to give him full access.
"We can even use two phones to record. I'm planning on buying a tripod today when I get to town. I would get a ring light, but Dad might be suspicious."
"You are taking this seriously!"
"As I said, I love watching us."
Dad came out the back door, and with Ethan, they walked to the farm ute that took them to the paddock.
I packed up and went to town again.
I bought two packaged lasagnas for tea. The boys get hungry. Ethan showered in the back shower, while Dad showered in his room. When Ethan came out he stopped to talk with me. Dad walked to the fridge and grabbed two beers. He gave one to my Brother.
I could see that Ethan was shocked. "Come and have that with me."
I peeped in and they were talking about what needed to be done to get ready for the bigger paddock. Dad planted that small paddock first, as a test spot for reducing the risk of planting too early, or if the rains fail. This is what they were discussing.
It was a lot more pleasant at tea that night. Although Dumbfuck did get used a few times.
Ethan wanted some game time on his new console. I went back to my room and laid out my sexy nightwear.
I had an idea. I texted Ethan and asked him who he was playing with. He replied, a couple of gamers in America.
'Any one local?'
'Na.'
I stood at his door and watched. They had desktop video going on a second monitor, showing images of his dorky friends and himself. At least they were real friends, not AI.
Trap set, I went back and changed into my white satin bed shorts. These had an option to have the crotch open. I did not put on a top. I was naked waist up.
I approached from the side, so Ethan didn't see me come in. Suddenly I was behind his head, my breasts clear in the video. At first, the guys didn't realise, but then chaos broke out, I couldn't hear them, but they could hear me through my brother's headset.
"Wouldn't you prefer to play with me?"
I rubbed my groin on the back of my brother's head.
Then parted the shorts to reveal my slit fully in his camera shot.
He turned his head sharply to me. I took the opportunity to bury his face in my sex.
"Wouldn't you like to be Ethan boys?"
Ethan backed his head out and grinned at the camera.
"Sorry guys something came up," and buried his tongue in me. I held him tight.
"Shows over boys." I hit the kill button.
I looked down at my brother's very hard cock tenting his boxers.
"Bed now."
I loved giving him simple commands.
"Shit, I left the Trojans in my room."
I raced out and came back with them and the tripod. Well, it was a monopod with three little feet at the bottom and a phone-holding attachment. I also had a bottle of Lube.
I placed the tripod at the head of our bed and set the phone camera up. Ethan still had his boxers on and was lying in anticipation. He also had his phone ready.
I sexily approached him and straddled his torso. I kissed him and worked my way up until his mouth savoured each breast. Then I climbed further so my satin shorts caressed his face.
I saw he had his camera pointed at the right spot, so I separated the satin curtains and pushed my lips into his face. I used his nose initially, before I allowed his tongue to taste my hidden fruits. I was so turned on I came.
I looked at the camera and pulled a Trojan condom into view. I looked at my camera.
"My brother is so huge I need to use one of these supersized frangers."
"You don't believe me. Well, watch."
I travelled down his body again and slowly dragged his boxers to his ankles.
I giggled, "Told you so." I ripped the packet open with my teeth.
"For all you smart bitches who think, you can put condoms on with your mouth.' Think again, this one is so fat you wouldn't get it in your gob. One needs two hands to roll this baby on."
I surprisingly didn't botch it up and was soon rolling it down his long cock.
"And my sister is so tight I make her cum each time I enter."
I giggled, "True."
My shorts come off. Then I straddled him but this time on both feet so I could lift up.
I run his cock head up and down my leaking lips.
"I need more lube because the rubber is not as fun as this cock raw."
I grab the lube I bought at the same time. I coated that man monster and lined up.
"Don't think I can fit him in. Watch this."
I dropped fast and impaled myself on my Brother.
"Fuck, shit so big. Fuck yes, god cumming."
My body took over shaking and spasming. Then we fucked hard.
"Swap."
I hopped off and put my head toward the camera. My brother grabbed his heavy tool and kneeling, put himself in my entrance. He lifted me by the butt and thrust home. Then started pumping.
"Bro, put some pillows under me."
He grabbed a few and soon I was at a much more sustainable angle. He kept up a steady rhythm. He handed me his phone. Then picked up my ankles and drove into me.
"Fuck, so deep. Shit keep going."
He was smiling and groaning as he developed a sweat.
"Fuck these condoms are stopping me cumming."
"Not stopping me!" I shouted again, "Fuck!"
And I came for the fourth time. Shit.
"Shit sis, I need to cum but, it's so tight."
"Cum on my face Bro, paint me."
He withdrew then ripped the condom off. Both our hands attacked his dick and with two jacks and he was cumming buckets. He painted me pretty.
He then fed his cock to me and I had my first taste of a direct sperm blast into my mouth. I sucked his glans dry.
He collapsed and we snuggled. With his camera, in selfie mode, my Brother pointed it at our grinning goofy just fucked lookalike faces. Mine was cum covered.
"That's how you fuck your Sister." We kissed and together we cleaned up his sperm.
Ethan looked at the camera one last time.
"If you expect her to swallow your cum you need to be prepared to clean up after yourself. Don't be a prick. Treat your women well. It will pay back in liquid gold."
"Guys, if you don't like your own cum, she doesn't. Eat plenty of pineapple."
He turned off the camera and I leant over to turn off mine.
"Is that a thing?"
"How the fuck would I know? Are you working with Dad tomorrow?"
"Probably, I think he wants to begin crutching, so we are getting the shed ready."
"Nice and convenient place to Fuck in."
"Great idea. Shit when I think of it, a farm has plenty of make-out spots."
"And we are going to fuck in every one of them, Big Brother."
"I'll knock off when we have the sheep all penned. How about we meet in the hay shed?"
"Sounds like a plan."
Ethan was up early again. If he keeps this up he will set new records. I think he was keen to get the job done early. By lunch, they only had a few hundred sheep to bring in.
Our place is a wheat sheep farm, with a mixture of hilly sheep country and thirty per cent arable flats. It is the foothills of the North Western slopes, so it can get cold and wet. Thus the need to crutch sheep. Crutching is normally done once a year unless it is a wet muddy year.
The problem is dags. Not my brother, who is technically a Dag. But daggs on a sheep are their dung that sticks to the wool around their bum. If a sheep has a lot of dags, you can hear it rattle like a child's toy as it runs.
But the bigger problem is fly strike, where blow flies lay their eggs in the dags and wool. This turns to an infestation of maggots that eat the flesh around the sheep's butt and if left untreated the sheep will die a cruel death.
The solution is crutching. Bring the sheep in and shear around their arses. Free it of wool and allow you to check for early signs of fly infestation. It's an easy job compared to a full shear, but it is like doing the messy bit and leaving the fun bit. It is another reason why lambs' tails are docked, less risk of fly strike.
The other solution used is mulesing. This is where the skin of the sheep is stripped back from the bum and left raw to form scar tissue, so the sheep never grows wool there. The practice is being phased out thank goodness: Animal cruelty. It would be akin to peeling back the skin layer in which your pubic hairs grow in so they never have hair follicles, and leave you with scar tissue. Fuck that. I'm all for crutching. I chuckle, maybe waxing is akin to crutching.
Now Ethan is a dab hand with the shears. As a kid, he always hung around the sheds. He would get a shearer to show him how to do it in the breaks. So he was better than Dad at crutching. Most farmers have this skill in case they come across a fly-blown sheep. Sometimes they do it in the paddock with hand shears. But enough of farming life. Except to say, I love going to the shed to watch my brother shear. He takes on a different persona. He becomes the Man he will become in time. He can crutch me anytime. But I need to get more hair.
After lunch, I walk to the hay shed. I need to get out. I used to round up the sheep, but since Mum died I do the things she did. At shearing time it's full on, as we provide hot meals and morning/arvo tea for the shearers. I brought a backpack, in which I packed Arvo tea for my lover boy, and a blanket to put on the straw. Don't expect me to get fucked on raw straw, so itchy.
Once there I prepared a love nest.
"Opps, I broke a bale, pity."
I made us a comfy bed and put the blanket on it. Although Ethan will cop the blame, being the Dumbfuck in Dad's eyes. Can't even load a bale of hay properly.
I had my more utilitarian bra on. Not the place to wear the sexy stuff. I decided to leave the tripod behind. Not everything needs to be recorded. I put the condoms where we could grab them and noted the hide spot that my Brother kept his wanking mags in. I stuffed another box of Trojans there as well, for future use.
Then I lay on the straw and waited. Shortly I heard the Ute arrive.
"Lucky Dad didn't come with me, Sis. But I love the forward planning."
"Shit, good point."
"Dad wanted to help. But I put him off."
Then we were in each other's arms kissing and getting clothes off quickly. We made out for a while and my Brother went down on me.
"I love this bit," he said giving me a goofy grin through my legs.
"I do too, don't stop. Your tongue is heaven."
He added two fingers and started stretching me out again. I was still a bit sore but it was getting easier.
"I read about some G spot. Fucked if I know if it's fact or fantasy, but here let me try this."
He reversed his fingers and felt around behind my clit area from the inside.
"I can feel ridges but can't feel a spot."
"Fuck there, again. Yes there, shit it goes straight to my clit."
Ethan put a finger from his other hand on my clit and I came instantly.
"Fuck, yes, they're, like that."
My brother tried to make the fingers connect through my skin.
"I reckon," Eth said, "that I'm just feeling the clit on the inside,"
"Fuck yess. Fuck still coming, shit stop, too sensitive."
I pushed his hand away. I was flowing a storm.
"Give me that cock."
He unfurled a condom and was soon at my entrance.
"Shit yes Brother, push it in."
He didn't need lube as I had given him plenty. I felt him stretch me.
"Much easier today."
"Not so tight."
In no time he was buried in me and started to fuck.
"Bro, shhh!"
"What? "
"No, listen."
"Fuck the tractor and it's close."
"Shit, Dad's coming to help."
I grabbed my clothes, the blanket and backpack and headed around the opposite side of the shed to where Dad would drive. I hear Ethan swearing as he stuffed himself into his jeans and stashed things away.
I couldn't move up till I knew Dad was staying.
He pulled up and killed the engine.
"I thought I'd find you skiving off, get up and put your shoes on Dumbfuck. And take that stupid piece of straw out of your mouth."
I heard Dad loading bales.
"Get up there and pass some down. I notice you broke one already, you Dumbfuck."
I put my shoes on and hightailed it to the nearest treeline.
I got home just in time to see them take the hay to the wool shed pens. Fortunately, I had a slow roast in the Arga, and veggies cut and ready to go in.
Thirty minutes later they came in. Ethan looked like he had done most of the work.
"I'm having a beer once I get my shower. Thanks, Luv."
Ethan went off to our shower, which was the family bathroom. I waited five minutes and went down to see him.
I barged in he was just about to remove his jeans. He hugged me.
"Fuck that was close."
"Are you alright?"
"Yeah, just more Dumbfuck humiliation. He made me load the stuff once I got it down from the top. Then spread it for the sheep. I certainly have become his personal slave."
I undid his jeans and started to pull them down. The condom was still attached to his quite soft cock.
"I wondered how you dealt with that?"
"It was close, I had no time to take it off. I was about dressed when I noticed your bra on the ground I managed to hide it under the loose straw. But didn't get my flanny shirt done up so lay on the bra to be sure and stuffed a straw in my mouth pretending to be the country bumpkin skiving off in the haystack."
"My little Boy blue,
who's got a big horn," I sang.
"His Sister's in the hay shed,
She's waiting in the corn.
"I need to go, Dad will want his beer soon."
I went back to the kitchen and worked at setting the table. Five minutes later Dad came through and into the lounge.
"I'll get that beer, Dad!" I yell.
Ethan followed minutes later.
"Do you want a beer?"
"Yes, please. But do you think he will let me?"
"Well go in there and watch the country report with Dad, I'll bring it in. Then it's my fault."
Dad was surprised to see him and they talked wool prices. I brought two cans and made sure I gave one to my Brother first. If looks could kill.
I handed Dad his and said quietly, "He worked as hard as you Dad."
He grumbled and said, "I suppose so."
It was hard to break the ice that those two had built over time, but the beers would help. I hoped it would soon be a normal thing.
Later that night I joined my Brother in his room. We lay in his bed and talked.
"I had forgotten I had a bra on, sorry. I'm not used to wearing them."
"Well, I hope I can get it before Dad accidentally kicks it from under the straw. I was so worried he would do that today. We have three days of crutching ahead of us, so it should be safe."
"True crutching is back-breaking work, I doubt Dad will want to go looking."
"I saved the condom if you want to use it."
"What did you do with the used one yesterday?"
"I washed it out."
Shit, you didn't!"
"Had you there. No flushed it. It took a bit to go down. They float."
"Oh shit, we can't keep doing that."
"Why?"
"Because if Dad checks the septic tank, which he does, he will see hundreds of the buggers floating on the surface."
"Fuck yes." We laughed.
"So hundreds?"
"I doubt they biodegrade easily. How's your cock?
"Needing relief, at least you came on my tongue. I'm sure Dad thought I was having a wank."
"So long as he thinks that, he won't think you are getting relief with your sister."
"He must know I do it. Fuck, I just had a thought. Mum's been dead for two years, so he must do it too. Church straight-laced elder or not, he can't go with blue balls for long."
"Thanks, Bro, that's an image I didn't ever want to have. I think you might need to warm me up after that."
"Get the tripod, there is something I want to try."
I raced to my room and set up the camera.
"Have you heard of a sixty-nine?" Bro grins.
"Great idea."
We stood and stripped each other. Then got into position, Side by side first.
"You know Bro, this monster will be too big for my mouth."
"Well, do what you can."
My brother had no trouble distracting me with his mouth.
"Give me a minute to get used to this. That means stop what you are doing I don't want to bite you."
I ran my tongue around the ridge of the tip. It was made of different stuff, like a mushroom. I'm sure it has a name but I don't care. Probably a fancy scientific one. At school, we called it a nob. Thus nobhead was an insult, like dickhead. I loved my Brother's nob I could get it in my mouth because it was more squishy. I squeezed it between my fingers and watched it refill with blood. Because he had a big dick I reckon his cock hole might have been bigger, wider. So I try to stick my tongue in it.
"Fuck, yes Sis, but not too much, it makes me feel like peeing."
I back off and only do it occasionally. Ethan is being a good boy and not giving me his tongue yet. But he was lying there staring at my labia and running his hand all around the skin near my sex. I decided to try and see how much I can get in.
I open my mouth as wide as possible and push onto him. He pushes my tongue flat and I feel him fill me to my back teeth. I put my hand around him where he meets my lips and pull back.
"Shit Big brother I think I got in three inches only. I'll be back."



I race to the kitchen naked. God, I hope Dad is asleep. I grab a thin long carrot and two bananas. I race back.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Ethan asked.
"I want to see how deep I can put something thinner."
"I get it, you're not exactly deep throating me."
I take the carrot and inserted it until I hit that thing at the back that makes you gag. I measure it and pull it out. I then hold the carrot against my brother's dick.
"Shit, this says I should get at least four and a half inches in my mouth before it thinks about entering my throat. Well, I want to try."
I work on his cock. And manage a little more.
"I need to cum Sis. But I don't think I want to do it in your mouth tonight."
"Then let's get a franger on you and you can fuck me."
I lube up his condom covered cock and go into doggy position. He lined up and worked himself into my desperate hole.
"Fuck Bro, still so big."
He pumps into me and I'm getting really close.
"Lie flat on me and put your legs on the outside. Yeah, like that."
What he doesn't know is I have the carrot next to my hand and the lube. It's a pump bottle, so I squirt some on my hand. Then lube up the vegetable. My left hand starts working his butt as it pumps, and I drag my finger over and around his arsehole.
"Fuck Sis, shit intense."
I force a finger into the first knuckle.
"Shit that's, I don't know, hot I guess, I like it."
He is pumping harder. Then I do the switcheroo. I grab the carrot in my right hand and before he knows what hits him I push it three inches into his bum. He just explodes in me. He spasms, shakes, and screams into my neck. His cock is buried as deep as it can get in this position and I cum with him.
He eventually stops shaking.
"Fuck sis don't break it off in there."
I pull it out. It's a bit shitty.
"I had better clean this before I put it in the bin."
"So long as it doesn't go in the roast dinner I think I'll cope. Wasn't there a televangelist who got a potato stuck up his bum?"
"Trust you to remember that Bro."
The condom was still around my brother's cock it was very full.
"Imagine if this broke, Sis."
"It's why they say to pinch the top when you put it on. Give the sperm somewhere to go."
I pull it off and lick his dick clean. I also suck the sperm from the used condom. I smile at him as I lick my lips.
"I thought I was the grub who licked his plate clean Sis?"
"I think we need to shower."
"Yes and sleep, I'm crutching tomorrow. I'm going to be buggered by the end of the day."
"You got buggered tonight, big brother."
"Funny ha ha. Not the same. Besides you raped my butt, because you never asked permission."
"Sorry Bro, did you mind?"
"No, not at all, but I might have. What are the bananas for?"
"I thought we could see who can get the banana the deepest in our mouth before we break it."
"Peeled?"
"Yes, I hate the taste of the skins."
So we had an oral banana deep throat competition. It was funny watching my brother try. He got four inches in and gagged.
I got to the back of my throat and relaxed it, then I was able to push it further.
"Fuck Sis. How?"
I pushed a bit more but felt if I tried more it would break, so I carefully pulled it out, covered in saliva.
Not to be outdone. Eth pushed his too aggressively and he choked, coughed, and spluttered until he spat the banana in pieces out of his mouth.
Calmly I ate mine. He had to race to the bathroom where he threw up into the bowl.
"Brush your teeth!" I yelled before he came back?
"Okay Sis," I conceded. "Giving head is not an easy thing."
We showered and went to our individual beds.
The next day was full on and it was the first day we had no sex since we started. I did come and lie down with my brother, naked that night. We cuddled and talked. He was stiff and sore because he had been mainly on his computer for months. Dad had given him a beer, without asking or me hinting.
I set my alarm for 4am so I could leave before he was due to get up. Just in case we slept too long, and Dad came looking.
As I drifted off to sleep, I thought that this was the first time we had slept together and we hadn't had sex. But I snuggled into his back and held his big dick in my upper hand.
The next day should have been more of the same.
I was in the shed watching Dad and Ethan shear. They both had the compulsory blue shearers' singlets on. Dad was slower. In fact much slower.
I loved watching my lover work hard. He just grinned at me every now and again. All was going well when we heard a roar.
"Fuck, get the sheep under the shed if you can. Hail!" Dad screamed.
Leaving the sheep he was shearing half done. My brother slid down the sheep race to the pens below. We could hear him swearing and unlocking gates then pushing the closest sheep under the shed. Then it hit. Boy did it hit. I stood at the shed doors watching my brother try to avoid the hail. The sound on the tin roof was almost too much to bear.
I yelled at him to get under cover. He dove through the sheep shit under the Shed pushing sheep and being pushed by sheep. They didn't want to be in it either. Eventually, I saw him crawling back up the race.
He came up behind me and we watched.
"Keep your distance, bro. That is foul."
His front was covered in shit, much of it fresh. Then the power went off.
Dad was looking out another window. Eventually, it stopped and outside was white with ice. The balls were mainly the size of golf balls but there were a lot as large as tennis balls.
"Fuck, that will do some damage. The Ute roof is fucked and the windscreen." Dad said.
"Lucky the paddock we sewed three days ago had not spouted."
"True, son but the lucern crop will be ruined."
"What if we raked it and put it in the old silage pit.
May work so long as it dries out a bit."
The two of them were problem-solving.
"Well, no more shearing till we get the power on. How about Dad, you go check the power lines and I'll look to the sheep. I'll leave the ones underneath until the ice melts, then later we can try and sort them."
Dad sighed, "I suppose so. It's gonna be a long night."
He took the more modern farm truck, its windows were intact but every panel had hail damage. He put the chainsaw in the back.
I looked at Ethan. "I'll check the house. The veggie patch will be ruined."
"Just don't twist your ankle on the stones, Sis.
I watched Ethan check the sheep and start moving some into the shed pens. I could tell they were flighty, but they also recognised Ethan and stayed close to him.
Dad was gone for a while. The power was still out. I set a fire in the lounge, as it was bitterly cold. That front packed some punch. I also took a freezer bag and gathered some of the largest hailstones to put in the big freezer. It's something I had heard others do. Evidence if people don't believe they are as big as tennis balls.
Eventually, Ethan came back and called to me.
"Grab the hose, Sis."
I had already put towels and clean clothes in the laundry. I walked out and stared. Sorry lover boy, I need a photo. I raced back inside.
There was Ethan starkers, but most of his body was covered in a green black shit coating. His clothes were in a pile next to him. I snapped some stills, then ran the video as I turned the hose on.
"Not even taking this into the laundry," he smiled.
So I hosed him down to remove most of the lumps and some colour.
"Fuck it's freezing." He was shivering.
"Get in the shower or you will freeze to death."
I filmed him as his naked slimy butt entered the room. I turned the hose off and then followed with the camera running.
We giggled and made jokes until he was almost clean.
"I need a better shower Sis, this shower head is crap."
I gave him an old towel and he dried himself.
"Make sure you do your legs well. I don't want shitty footprints down the hall."
I kept filming and followed him to our shower. He shut the door behind him. Then ten seconds later he poked his head out.
"A little privacy please little sister." Then shut it again.
I turned off the video and barged in.
"Are you okay?"
He laughed. "You had better not stay, as Dad could be back anytime."
"When you are done. Come and stand by the fire. You had better put shorts on at least."
By the fire we made out in the warmth of its glow. We were getting turned on but kept an ear open for Dad. I had my hand down his shorts and my Brother had two fingers up me when we heard the truck pull up.
Ethan hightailed it to his room and came back wearing a dressing gown to cover his erection problem.
"You deserve a beer, Son. I saw what you did with the sheep. Good job. If the power comes on we should be able to finish by lunchtime."
"Great I'm very stiff at the moment."
"Well, get your sister to massage you before you go to bed."
"Oooh, boy germs, really." I pull a face as if I would rather not.
"I want him up to finish, I'm buggered this body ain't what it used to be, so look after your Brother."
"Well maybe by the fire. It's going to be cold everywhere else."
"If the power is still off then my bloody CPAP machine will be out. I'll get a bad night's sleep, so if you use the lounge be very quiet."
"Ok, Dad."
"What did you find Dad?"Ethan asked.
"A big tree had come down over the road. Bob and I were clearing it when a couple came up in the weirdest car. A three-wheel, a Messerschmitt. It was a young couple going on a challenge around the country. Their vintage car was spared because they pulled into our hay shed. Very smart thinking."
I looked at my Brother, and he grimaced.
"Anyway he got out and helped. Great lad, about your age. You could do with some better friends in your lives."
"Dad, really! I guess the pickings are thin in Cumnock."
"Well, I'll shower and maybe we can eat. I'll have the beer with dinner. No telly."
Dad grabbed a candle in both hands and went off into the dark. Ethan grabbed a beer and started drinking fast. He burped.
"If I'm lucky I can finish this before Dad gets out and have another with him."
"That's my boy, you deserve it."
"Did I hear him right? He wants you to massage me."
"Yes, but I think it's so he can get out for the hard work tomorrow. Little does he know."
"We so long as he puts the sheep in the pens and deals with the fleeces, I don't mind doing the crutching. But boy germs. Good one!"
"Couldn't sound too eager."
Fortunately, with the Arga I was able to keep the meat warm, and the veggies crispy. During tea, the guys drank their beers.
"Not fair, what can I drink?"
"Your mum drank sherry. There could be some lift luv."
"You could have a beer," Ethan suggested.
"Hate the stuff. I need a pear cider or something. I used the sherry in the cooking over a year ago."
"Maybe I'll pick some next time I resupply the beer."
Was Dad warming up? Dad was not a drinker. So this was a big statement. He had one after a hard day on the farm, but never two. Never drank spirits, never seen him drunk. He said Methodism didn't extend to one beer after hard work, but so long as the church didn't know. Everything else was out. He never went to the local. Had to keep his upright Eldership intact. There were a lot of temperance society members in the church.
After dinner, Dad went to bed early. Nothing else to do. Ethan stoked the fire and got it roaring, while I found some towels and oil to massage him with.
We sat snuggled on the couch until we heard Dad snoring. He was like a train, and you could hear him stop and start up often.
"Shit, I hope he doesn't die without that machine, not heard him snore like that in ages."
"Strip bro. I'll put a modesty towel on your butt in case Dad comes in."
I put a sheep skin down and put two blankets over it. For softness and protection from oil.
"I'm going to use avocado oil. It smells less."
My brother looked at me and giggled. "I used to keep a jar of that to wank with. Good stuff."
"Fuck, that's why I thought it was disappearing."
He stripped but I remained clothed. It was much more likely that Dad would come out without the machine attached.
We had fucked, done oral, and played around feeling each other up, but massaging my brother was a new experience.
I could feel his muscles under the surface. They were strong but also very knotted. So I worked him from shoulders to toes. Making sure Dad was snoring whenever I went near his butt. I put my hand under him and pulled his penis between his legs so I could access it. He only had the close his legs if Dad came out.
"We are going to have to do this more often Sis."
"Yes and the fire is nice but I want to fuck you so bad. Dad is never away at night."
"Maybe in winter, when he goes into town?"
"It's a date. Speaking of Dates." I pushed a finger into his just a little. I also had fun oiling up his cock, and keeping him on the edge.
"Front please Sis."
"I know, you want me to finish you off." I leaned near his ear. "You have to wait till the bedroom."
I massaged his shoulders and pecs, eventually working down his groin. Teasing his cock was probably a polite way of saying how I kept him from exploding. Eventually, he could take it no more and stood up and dragged me to the bedroom.
He stripped me fast, almost tearing my clothes in the process. I grabbed a condom and put it on. It went on sort of easily because his cock was oily. I rubbed my hands on his rubber in case he needed it. His penis was oily from every time I had touched him. Then I pushed him on the bed and straddled him. I was getting used to him and the oil helped. Soon I was riding him and cumming a storm. I was certainly the aggressor.
He had been physically relaxed from the massage, so he lasted a little while before we both came hard. I was sucking on his shoulder as I came. He came with me and we collapsed in a heap. It was dark. We hadn't even brought a candle with us.
So we slept. About three am the power came back on. Lights blared, waking us up.
I hopped up, put on a nightie, and went around blowing out candles and turning off lights.
I woke Dad to tell him he should put his machine back on. Then left him to it.
Back in the room, Ethan had his bum up searching through the sheets.
"I can't find it?"
"Find what?"
"The condom?"
He often flings them away to pick up later. But I couldn't find it either.
"Shit sis, I have a thought. Lie down. Maybe it came off. "
I spread my legs and he put a finger in.
"Shit, it is."
"Can you get it?"
I'll try two fingers.
"Don't push it further in."
"I'll try not to."
"Fuck, felt it but couldn't hold it."
"Tweezers?"
"It's in deep."
"The first aid box has a long pair."
"Try and splurge it out while I get them. You know like they do to show the cream pie."
I swatted next to the bed and tried to push it out, like a baby. Fuck wrong metaphor. It could well become one. Big Bro returned with the tweezers and turned his phone torch on.
"Squat over my head." We tried that.
"Too close. Reverse and semi-swat holding onto the bed."
"Careful with those things they are sharp. If you spike me I'll not be able to have sex for a while."
Gently he spread my lips with one hand, and I helped him with the spare one of mine.
"I can see it. Hold on, don't move."
It took a few attempts, but each time he got it closer, until eventually he pulled it out with an accompanying splurge of sperm and my juices.
"Fuck," we said as we cuddled on the floor against the bed.
"How did that happen?" Ethan asked
"And when did it happen?"
"I reckon not at the end. I normally bring it with me when I soften."
"Yes, but we are supposed to hold it when you withdraw."
"It was dark and I didn't think of that." Ethan looked like he was going to cry.
"It's not your fault Bro. I think it happened earlier. Your cock was very oily from the massage. I reckon it came off while we were fucking."
"That would explain why it was in so deep."
I picked up the franger. "Yeah and no sperm in the end. I hope it will be okay. I should be past my fertile period now. I'm expecting the PMTs very soon."
We started cleaning up the floor.
"I'll go back to put away the massage stuff. You get to bed. You have a hard day's work tomorrow."
I finished tidying up and climbed into bed. Calm on the outside, but internally I was a little panicked and dug my fingers to scoop out sperm, which I sucked off my fingers.
Fuck I was so slippery. My mucus was so stretchy. I knew that meant something, but I couldn't remember what. So I curled up to sleep with my fingers buried and replayed cumming on my Brother's big cock in my mind and later in my dreams.
In the afternoon, Mel rang me. Said we needed to chat. She sounded concerned.
"I need you and Ethan to visit. Come for tea, but if you can manage it even stay the night. The B&B is free."
"It's been a bit of hard work here. The guys were crutching when that storm hit. Did it get you?"
"No, it passed east of the town, It looks like you guys got the worst of it."
"We could do Friday night?"
"Well if you can talk Dad into it, come Thursday and Friday. We have someone booked Saturday night."
"I'll talk with Ethan and get back to you."
"How are you going with accommodating him?"
"He has a bed here you know." I was puzzled.
"I'm talking about fitting that big cock in."
"Oh," I giggle, "that accommodating. Almost painless now, but we are having fun."
"I think we need to have that talk about sex, can't have you getting pregnant."
"That's wonderful, I really need someone to share with. It's hard when it's your Brother. Having to keep it on the lowdown."
"I get you. We have some surprises to tell you both that I think you will enjoy."
We said goodbye. Ethan called out from the laundry. He was in the shower. I went out to see him. It was something I couldn't get enough of. I waited at the door, in case Dad was around.
"All done Eth?"
"Yes."
"Where's Dad?"
"He's checking the sheep for missed ones or hurt sheep. We lost three to the hail. He has collected them and we have them hanging up for meat. How much room do we have in the freezer?"
"We are half full, but I doubt three will fit."
I had come in by this time and was enjoying my naked Brother in the primitive shower. We didn't even have a shower curtain on this one. The water passed through an open drain out the back to water the veggie patch.
I gave him a towel. I had a stack to put through the machine so I did this as we talked. The shit covered clothes I had in the concrete tub were soaking in bleach. I intended to light up the old copper and boil it tomorrow.
"Come inside," I said as I helped dry him, well the special parts of him.
"I had a phone call from Mel today."
I had trouble keeping my hands off my Big Brother as he dressed in the bedroom.
"I thought I would never turn down sex Sis, but shit I'm knackered."
"And Dad is still on the loose."
"Do you mind if I play some computer games before tea?"
"You don't need to ask my permission, but I appreciate being asked. But first Mel's call."
I explained what Mel proposed.
"Are you saying we can sleep two nights in the unit, alone?" I nodded. "Fuck yes."
"I'll talk to Dad at tea, you just play along. I can wrap him around my little finger."
"One problem, the Ute is RS. We can't drive it to town and we have no wheels."
"Shit, that's a big problem, for more than this week."
"Dad's driving it at the moment, so hopefully he will understand the problem."
I left my Brother playing games and finished dinner. Around the table, Dad was keen to talk about problems.
"We need a new Ute, that one is not worth paying for new glass."
"Was it covered by insurance?"



"No, not worth it, they would write it off anyway. My truck is.
"So what do we do?"
"I need to get mine to the assessor. I'm booked in for Friday, in Dubbo. I figured I could look at utes then."
"So Dad, Mel and Ted asked us if we would like to stay with them a few nights." I started the conversation.
Dad paused. "When?"
"They have Thursday and Friday free, but not Saturday. I can sleep downstairs and Ethan can bed down on the upstairs sofa."
"That could work." Dad scratched his head. "I need to do a bit of business in Town." (Town being Dubbo.) "So maybe I can stay overnight, and look at cars on Thursday, buy a new ute."
We all understood that this would be second-hand.
"I could drop you off and maybe Mel could drop you back Saturday morning. I could do with a break."
"Can we afford it, Dad?"
"The wool check was good, but I also have some stashed away for things like this. The Bank manager is happy with me at the moment."
"Do you reckon we could get a twin-cab with 4WD, not many old-style utes around anymore?" Ethan asked.
"I'll see what I can do. We need one quickly."
"Do you think Emily, that Mel would like some fresh meat. It will be Mutton," my Brother suggested.
"She can have a whole sheep if she can fit it in," Dad said. "Sorry, Ethan, but tomorrow you and I are butchering. We need to start early, before it warms up too much. I turned on the old fridge in the shed. You had better ring Mel, see what she can take. Now there are a couple of friends I don't mind you spending time with.
"True but they are nearly old enough to be our parents."
"What are you saying love?"
"Sorry Dad, just Mum had us when she was their age now."
"That's what I mean, great person to help you pet, now Mum is gone. It's worth a whole sheep to have you two off my hands for a while."
I hopped up to get desserts and gave Dad a hug over his shoulder.
"Thanks, just remember if I'm not here, you don't eat."
"Baked beans on toast never hurt anyone."
We all laughed.
We finished up and I did the wash up. Funny I hadn't heard Dumbfuck once in two days. Maybe my Brother changing his mind about farming and his attitude is paying off.
I then went to my room to ring Mel. Ethan went back to his gaming. Dad watched the News and A Current Affair before he hit the sack.
Mel was excited that we managed to swing it. They had room for a full sheep. We would turn up at theirs early Thursday morning.
I went in to talk to Ethan.
"Careful, the camera is on." He said as I entered.
He unplugged his earphones so I could hear the chatter. None of the guys has had much luck with girls. It was clear my Brother was the hero, first to lose his virginity. Their chatter went wild when I walked into the room.
"He refuses to tell us who you are?"
"Fuck you're hot?"
"Come to the States and I'll do you?"
I thought I should boost my Brother's standing some more.
"Unless you nerds have eight-inch penises don't bother applying."
"What, do you mean... you're kidding?"
I stood behind my brother and rubbed my pussy on the back of his head.
"Not kidding and fat too."
That sent the chatter wild.
I still had my apron on. So I put it over his face and looking at the guy's face slowly removed my shorts and underpants. Then I turned my brother sideways and put my leg up over his shoulder.
He got the hint and started giving me oral. The guys couldn't see anything.
Again they went wild. I could see their hands quickly go to their groins. I'm sure one was wanking.
Ethan made exaggerated kissing and slurping noises. Not that he needed to, his tongue was lapping it up, so to speak.
I decided to go further. I did the girl trick of removing my bra through my shirt. I had put the lacy pink one on. The apron covered the girls but the sexy bra kept them going.
Someone said, "Show us those tits again."
A chorus of yeses greeted me.
Ethan popped his head out. His face was covered in juices.
"Ask nicely boys."
Then he ducked back under.
There followed pleading and pleases.
I decided I could take off the shirt and sort of leave the girls covered. So I slipped it off through the apron. I was now naked except for it. Ethan slipped a finger in me.
"Fuck Ethan, yes."
I held his head to my sex still covered by the apron. The camera showed only the occasional flash of a tit.
You know guys, lover boy here.... is.. about to.... make me... cum. Learn....to eat... fuck yes. Eat.. shit, Pusssyyyyyyyyy, fuuuuck, cumming. I spasmed hard on Ethan's fingers and his tongue.
The guys were silent. Although a hand or two still moved.
One texted, 'shit I came with her.'
"Well lover boy, if you care to come to my room I have somewhere for you to put that eight-inch monster."
I put my foot down and carefully swivelled so my back was to them. The apron strings caressed my naked bottom as I sashayed out of the room.
"Sorry guys, show's over. I have to go." He stood and held his dick so its hardness was obvious through his boxers.
"Fuck man, she wasn't kidding."
He hit the kill button.
"You enjoyed that didn't you, teasing the guys?"
"I figured that if they are in the States, they can't do much damage."
"I'm sure they had my screen pinned to full size."
"Big Bro get over here and fuck me."
"Condom, Sis."
"Shit, ok." I rolled one on and soon we were fucking. We tried a sort of sideways position. It meant our bits were clearly visible.
Ethan was busy pumping me when he saw the tripod, with the camera on it.
"Is that thing going?"
"Sure is."
"Fuck."
"Maybe we can edit out our faces and you can share it on Discord."
"You mean that?"
"Yes, maybe."
"Wow. That brings up some other stuff."
"Okay, fuck first, talk later."
Soon we were both orgasming. This time Ethan put his hand down and held the condom safely in place while he withdrew.
"I have to sleep in my bed again Sorry, Dad came in this morning to make sure I was up."
"I can't wait till Mel's, when we can sleep the night together and wake up together."
I kissed him goodnight and padded to his room to retrieve my bra. Best Dad didn't see that. Ethan went to the toilet and we cleaned our teeth together nude.
I slept soundly, dreaming of my Brother.
Dad and Ethan did the butchering on the solid kitchen table. We had a butcher's block at the end that could take the cleaver. Dad instructed Ethan as he went, and they did a half side of mutton each. But three sheep are a lot. Mutton is sheep meat that is over two years old. It is much more flavoursome than lamb, but tougher and roasts need slow cooking. Great on a BBQ as the chops are big.
Unfortunately, Mutton is rarely sold in the Australian market anymore. It's all about the turnover of young ones. It's we farmers who get to enjoy mutton. Normally we don't just eat sheep that have died, as there is normally an unknown reason for it. Hail strike was a quick way to die, no disease involved. The ice was so thick Ethan said, that some was piled up on the carcasses when collected, nature's freezer.
I had the job of vacuum sealing it and labelling. I was kept just as busy, with that, and sorting the freezer spaces for them. This meant bringing the older goods to the top and putting the fresh ones down low.
We finished by 2 pm and I cleared the table for lunch. None of us wanted meat, so I did fish and chips in the deep fryer. I would also use this later to render some fat down.
"I think we all deserve a few days off,"
Dad said. "Job well done both of you."
"Can you take me around in the Ute Bro, and show me the damage?"
"Sure Sis, I guess you've been stuck in here. What are you doing Dad? "
"I think I'll go into Cumnock and see who's around. Maybe visit next door, see how Sam is going."
When we got into the Ute it was almost a convertible. No front and back windows. Glass pellets all over the floor, although the guys had cleared away the stuff that mattered.
"Definitely a paddock bomb now Ethan. We need to go to the hay shed. I have a bra to find."
"True, I forgot about that."
"Maybe after we look at other stuff, so we can be sure Dad's gone. We have unfinished business there."
"Great, do you have condoms?"
"In your secret stash, remember."
"Great."
"I had my hand on his cock and I felt it twitching in anticipation."
"I love doing this with you. Pity we have to be careful with Dad around." Ethan said.
"I don't know, we get a fair bit of alone time."
"Yeah, but Dad can't be totally blind can he?"
"I don't think he trusts you, but me? I think he thinks I'm innocent."
"Yeah, and he wants to keep it that way."
"Eventually we pull up at the hay shed."
"Sis, things have moved."
"What do you mean. Well, the bra is in a different spot, more near the bales."
He went to his stash.
"And someone has looked at the mags."
"Yes, and the condoms are not how I put them," I added. "Fuck do you think Dad?"
"I doubt it, Sis. Like me, he hasn't had time."
"Shit, I'm worried..... I know, those young people who took their funny car in here. Maybe it was them?"
"Well if it was us, we would have parked and started fucking quick smart."
"Imagine fucking in that storm."
"Yeah, look my hay bed is a bit more disturbed."
"Maybe Dad did come back as he inspected the farm for damage."
"Bro, if you keep thinking then you're not fucking. Let's hope it's the strangers, and stop worrying."
I started working his pants down.
"Fuck, we don't have a blanket, straw scratches," I exclaimed.
"I'm happy to take one for the team. You can hop on top."
"That's why I love you."
"Only that?"
"And this giant cock."
"So I'm just a cock?"
"Don't push it, you are my life and you know it. "
Ethan lay down and soon I had him encased in rubber and impaled myself on him.
"Fuck so big, but it's getting easier each time."
I came three times before my Big Brother roared his release.
We lay exhausted. Well, I lay on him. He played with my nipples.
"Emily, I think these have grown a bit."
"Really?"
"Well, they are puffier."
I felt them.
"Maybe sex makes them grow."
"Probably, because your hormones are very active."
"Goody, I do want them to grow a bit."
"What would be your ideal size?"
"I want to at least get to a B. But a C cup would be awesome."
I felt them some more.
"They are also a bit tender. "
"Sorry, have I been a bit hard in my sucking?"
"No, they have just tingled a bit this last few days, more sensitive."
"Well, we had better get back. I know we had a late lunch but Dad will want to eat."
His ears must have been burning as my phone rang. I had trouble finding my phone and just answered it.
"Sorry Dad, had to stop the Ute so I could hear."
"That's alright luv, have you put dinner on yet?"
"No, we are still out looking."
"Well I won't come home yet, a few of my mates are having a counter lunch, well tea, at the pub, so if that's okay I'll join them."
"Sure take your time."
"Might be home a bit late."
"Just don't drink and drive Dad."
"Very funny. See you when I get in or in the morning. Maybe you two be ready by eight thirty."
"Will do Dad."
"Shit, we have the house to ourselves for a few hours."
"Score."
"Where can we fuck, Bro?"
"Great thought."
"I know, in the kitchen, all over the kitchen. I work there all the time. I want to be able to think of the time my Big Brother took me on the Table."
"Or over the sink."
"Or on the bench."
"Sounds great? I should be able to last, as you just drained me. What will we eat for tea?"
"Baked beans on toast."
"Awesome."
"I was kidding."
"No awesome more time for fucking."
When we got home, Ethan picked me up and carried me to the kitchen table. Kissing me all the way? We groped at clothing and had each other stripped in no time.
"God that feels good," I said as his fat, huge cock pushed into me.
"I love your cock."
I lay back and looked at the ceiling as he pumped away.
"So strong, bro."
I reached between us and put my fingers around the inch that hadn't gone in.
"If my brains were dynamite they wouldn't blow my brains out, but this cock was going to. Fuck I like it without cons...... Shit stop! no Condom."
"Fuck I knew something was good." He pumped some more.
"Do I have to Emily?"
"Sorry Bro, yes."
He pulled out and high-tailed it to the bedroom to retrieve some.
He came back with the pack and some lube. Safe again he used a bit of lube and slid in easily. He put my legs on his shoulders and went so deep he was hitting my cervix.
"Let me see if I can squeeze in further.
His cock head pushed and up I felt myself stretch back there.
"Fuck that's tight, what am I going into?" He asked.
"That's my uterus. It's where babies nest, or the womb I think, up further than the vagina anyway."
"Perhaps I shouldn't go too far. Do you think I can stretch your length as well?"
"How would I know. But we will have fun trying."
He was still moving in and out.
"Change position."
He soon had me bent over the table and fucking me from behind.
"I like this for the great look I get of your bum, and the different angle on my cock."
"Shit, you're pushing at the back of my clit again. Fuck cumming!"
He thrust harder and I rode out the orgasm to new heights.
"You still going, Brother? Wow, you are lasting more these days."
"I still think it's the condom's fault. "
"We'll make hay while the sun shines. Change positions."
He picked me up still on his cock and kept pumping. I tucked my legs behind his knees and my arms around his neck backward.
"We need the mirror."
"And the camera."
I raced to the bedroom and grabbed the tripod.
We met in Dad's room and I set up the camera.
"Photos, then fuck."
We did a few of us basically facing the mirror. Then he pushed me forward and entered me again. The video was rolling. We watched ourselves in the mirror.
Ethan lifted up my leg, so we could get a clear view of him going in and out.
Then changing positions and doing video stuff had the advantage of taking the edge off his need to cum quickly.
I added my fingers from the front and felt our union. I was leaking like a sieve.
"Shit that's hot Sis, we are making love with our eyes in the mirror."
"Can we do that standing position again?"
Ethan supported me with his hands on my breasts as I lifted my legs. I felt myself further impale myself on his cock and it acted like a third hand keeping me in position. We found our balance, with my hands locked behind his head, and we started fucking. Shit, it was hot. We were both facing the mirror and watching ourselves.
"Fuck Bro, I'm going to cum again."
"So am I, fuck Sis, so tight."
He looked at me fully open and on display, our eyes met and I came.
"Yes I am too, shit cumming, having trouble... holding... you.. up... fuck."
I felt the condom swell in my vagina and we sort of collapsed together in a heap. Fortunately, we didn't fall into the mirror but backwards onto Dad's bed.
We giggled, "We must fuck on this bed one day Sis."
"Yes, the day I do the laundry, then it won't look suspicious that I changed the sheets." The camera caught all this in the mirror.
"Well, we better clean up and make sure things are in order."
How long have we been fucking, Big Brother of mine?"
"No idea."
We stood and posed a few more times in the mirror ending on a long kiss.
I straightened the bed and Ethan took the tripod. He stopped the video.
"Fuck over an hour."
"We need to grab our clothes."
The condom was still dangling on his dick.
"Make sure that doesn't fall off in here, Bro. Imagine Dad stepping on it with bare feet."
"Fuck no."
We grabbed our clothes and hit the showers. We dressed in some decent nightwear and decided on a movie until Dad got back.
We had those baked beans, and talked about the images in our brains of us fucking on the kitchen table and Dad eating where my Brother had Fucked me.
"So funny. I'll never eat without that thought Sis."
"Remember I cook there every day. I'll be so randy."
We settled down to a romantic comedy. My brother was content as he got to cuddle me.
...............................
Thanks to my faithful followers. I trust part three will be out soon, but as I'm away with family for a while overseas, I can't gauge how much I will get written. Or for that matter how regularly I will post. Who knows you might get lucky and I get more time not less.
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We heard Dad arrive, so we separated to different ends of the couch.
"Have you two packed a bag for tomorrow yet? I want to get away by eight thirty. Remember, we also have to pack that meat."
That was Dad's greeting.
"This movie is almost finished, so we will do that before we go to bed."
"Night Dad," Ethan said.
"Night Dumbfuck, night Darling."
Ethan looked at me as Dad left. I could see tears welling in his eyes.
"What do I have to do to change that?"
I could hear him sobbing quietly.
"We can watch the end of this later. You need a big cuddle, and a lot of love."
I held his hand and led him to his room. Once the door was closed, I wrapped him in a hug.
His sobbing increased. We lay down together, and I held him tight as he cried into my shoulder.
Eventually, the tears ceased.
"If it wasn't for you Emily, I would have left home by now. I couldn't contemplate not having you in my life."
"Can we make it through, I mean with Dad?"
"I don't know I can, I tried really hard this week."
"Could you ask him not to call you that, like you did me?"
"I don't know, I don't want to risk a double rejection. That bias to you has been going on since I was little."
"Did it start at any time?"
"I'm not sure, but probably the time me and some mates got caught playing in the wheat pile in the shed."
"That was very dangerous."
"I know that now, but I was only eight. He called me Dumbfuck in front of them. He sent my mates home and the name became a nickname real quick in Primary school."
He started crying again. Deciding distraction was the better part of valour, I stripped off, then stripped him, and let him enjoy my hugs skin to skin.
We fell asleep as he settled. He actually nuzzled my breast and suckled himself to sleep. I became the de facto mum of the family once again. Shit, my nipples were getting puffier. All his treatment. I knew they would grow bigger, so I fell asleep happy. Sometime in the night I moved back to my bed.
In the morning it was go, go, go, because we hadn't packed. I managed to conceal the tripod in my bag. I packed the Trogans, mainly because I felt Big Brother would forget.
We were greeted warmly by Melinda. Dad dumped our stuff in the drive and took off. Ted came down and took the meat to the refrigerators and freezer. Once it was safely stored they took us to our room.
Ethan's eyes bulged like buns.
"This is all for us."
"Yes, and very private. I expect you two will be busy while here."
My Brother bounced onto the bed. "It's a queen bed, fuck better than our singles."
I whispered to Mel, "Ethan's a bit fragile today, he had a hard time with Dad last night."
"Well, I think we should have coffee and I'll do my famous Pancakes. Then we can talk."
"So you guys are cool if we spend all our time in the room fucking?" Ethan asked.
Melinda chuckled, "Typical male, but at least eat with us. That's our only restriction. Emily needs a holiday from housework."
"So what I don't get is, how you are all good with a Brother and Sister fucking?" My Brother continued with his one-track mind in stereo.
"Yes, I'd like to know that too?" I added.
Melinda got busy with the pancakes. Ted took up the story.
"First I need to ask you that what you hear needs to be strictly confidential. Just like the knowledge of you two needs to be. I'm sure that if stuff like this gets out we would all be run out of town."
We nodded.
"I promise," Ethan affirmed.
"Okay, what you are doing is incest, but what Mel and I are doing is also incest."
"Is Mel your Sister?" Ethan asked. I say, he was on point today. At least paying attention, which was a bit unusual for my Brother.
Ted laughed, "No she is my first cousin. Our Mothers are Sisters. So under the law, still incest."
"That sucks," I said.
"We think so too. In fact, our relationship got out in a rather public way, and our families disowned us. We got run out of house and home, and the town. We actually came from South Australia. So way out of home," Mel informed us.
"So how long have you been fucking?" Ethan's into using the word fucking I noticed. I would prefer making love.
"Quite some time," Ted replied.
"We are now approaching forty, we have been here five, and we so about thirty-five years old when we got sprung," Mel continued.
"So as cousins you were at it a while?" I asked.
"Maybe for twelve years sneaking away at family gatherings and the like. Before that it was hands and mouths for a few years earlier," she continued.
"We started that at Ted's nineteenth birthday party. I'm two years older. We had always been very close as cousins. We explored things like oral and mutual masturbation for a few years. We didn't meet all that often. It was hard to do stuff when tons of family were around. We felt like we needed to get closer. We started fucking. But it was many years later before we got sprung."
"Real cousins with benefits, except we both loved each other dearly." Ted contributed.
"Grandma and our Mothers walked in on us mid-passion. We were doing it on the quilt Grandma had just finished. They had come in so Granny could show off her needlework. Ted was threading his needle at the time. Needless to say, the quilt got burnt and we got the boot. But the scandal was heard by the whole family as the shouting at us was in no way silent. There were townsfolk at the gathering as well."
"We decided that love triumphed over family prejudice, so we beat a hasty retreat interstate," Ted affirmed. "We decided to set up a B&B that we can let other incest refugees stay at and give them support. In fact, we wanted to talk to you about something important we found out."
"Yes you two, you are not being very careful." Mel's tone changed.
"True, I sniggered, "we fuck first, think later."
"You know the storm this week?"
"Yes."
"Well, someone found your love nest. You are just bloody lucky it wasn't Harold."
"So it was those two in the funny yellow car that moved your bra, Sis."
"I guess that confirms it."
"Are they like siblings?"
"We can't share that, or confirm or deny. They stayed here that night and asked about who lived on the farm. It was purely by chance that they stayed here."
"So not siblings?"
"As I said," Ted zipped his lips. "Just like we will be for you."
"So, if you are not careful you will get caught out. Just like not having protection."
Jack sniggered, "It's hard, we have forgotten in the passion of the moment a few times now. I also hate condoms."
"Giving Ethan his worth, the first five packs he bought were too small."
"Well then it's important we get you on the pill, or something," Mel said. "With that in mind, I've booked Emily into a Sexual Health Clinic tomorrow afternoon. If you want to take it up."
"If it means my brother can fuck me raw, then yes please."
"I think I fuck you raw anyway Em," Ethan chuckled proudly.
"Emily told me you were big."
"I'm getting her stretched out."
"You still walk with a bow though Emily."
"Fuck, I've been practising not to."
Ted remained embarrassingly quiet in this last exchange.
"You two appear surprisingly open about your sexuality," he said.
"Like I said, I am very much go with the feels first and think later. Much more than my brother. He just uses the word fuck a lot."
"I sort of like that I can say it, and it means what it says. At home, shit, even now I would probably have to eat soap if I used the word."
"Yet still Dad calls you a Dumbfuck."
Ethan's shoulders slumped.
"He has been having a lot of trouble with Dad putting him down, so this break will do us both good."
We had consumed a considerable batch of pancakes as we talked. Mel even made a second batch.
"Do you think you will need lunch?" Mel asked.
"This probably will cover that," Ethan said.
"Well, if you get the munchies, there is food, crackers and cheese etc in the fridge in your room, including drinks. Let us know if you need anything at all. We won't expect to see you lovers until tea," Ted added. "I'll cook a BBQ with some of those chops you brought. Say six-thirty, seven. In the meantime, 'Enjoy Fucking'," he laughed.
"Bed now!" I commanded my Brother and we laughed and giggled to the door.
Mel had a cheeky grin. "Feel free to be vocal, that room is triple soundproofed."
I plastered my Brother against the door as soon as we shut it. We kissed passionately, while we stripped each other.
"Condoms."
Ethan put a dozen on the bedside table.
"I hope these last tonight, Big Brother."
His eyes became as big as saucers. We started in a sixty-nine, so I could get juiced up.
We certainly tried. We had used two in the first hour. My Big Brother took me standing, while I lay with my legs on his shoulders. He came quickly in this position. But it was like the starting gun had been fired and I was happy to take the load.
Next, I pushed him on the bed, removed the offending rubber and licked him back to hardness. I managed four inches this time. Fuck only half his length and my jaw was aching. My pussy ached with a different ache. So I went reverse cowgirl. We almost forgot again. Fuck, I need that pill.
Ethan got some great footage of me lowering myself onto him. My phone was busy on the tripod. I kept it on charge, as it was also uploading from our earlier trysts. We were glad Ted had installed great WiFi speeds.
My Brother filled another condom, although not as much in quantity of the pearly white stuff. This time when he removed it and went to the kitchenette.
"What are you doing with those Bro?"
He giggled, "Putting them in the freezer. Evidence."
"I don't think it's cold enough to be counted as a sperm donation you Dag!"
"Yeah, but bragging rights, could make a great video."
"Just get over here and cuddle. You will need to rest if you want to keep this pace up."
By the time we got the call for Pizzas, we had five condoms in the freezer. We dragged ourselves upstairs totally fucked out, but deeply happy.
"You two look like you haven't stopped?"
"What can I say, Ethan is a legend."
Ted came up to Mel and cuddled her. "We were like that the first time we had a place to ourselves."
"That brings back some great memories darling. I was probably as bow-legged as Emily here."
Ethan just beamed. His countenance had changed. It was as if any doubt of his manhood had lifted.
I cuddled into him as we stood. "I love my Brother so much. I hate seeing him hurt. I don't know how we can live at home in the long run."
"It's the problem farm boys have. How to get jobs that pay money? We have seen it many times. Great farm skills, but not many people want farm hands these days." Ted said.
"Well, I certainly wouldn't want to move to the city, that would suck. Besides, I don't have the smarts to do much else than lift wheat bags."
"You can shear, Bro."
"True, but that is backbreaking work. It's okay a few times a year, but the life of a shearer is no life for a wife."
Did he just say wife? I swung him around and mounted him, flinging my arms around his neck and my legs around his hips. Then I kissed him hard.
Mel coughed. Ted laughed.
"Opps!" I slid back down but looked in my brother's eyes as I held his face. He looked a bit shocked.
"Did you just say you think of me as a wife?"
He grinned, "I might have. Truth is, I've only ever wanted to be with you."
"I love you, Ethan, I don't care if society thinks this is wrong. I'm yours forever, if you'll take me."
"Just think Sis, can you put up with this," he gestured up and down his body, "with this Dumbfuck, all your life?"
"Yes, but no."
"No?" I saw his face fall.
"No, because you are not a Dumbfuck. You have to stop seeing yourself through that insult, you are the gentlest, most caring, loving big brother, a girl could wish for. True you have the added benefit of a massive dick. But I'm not spending my life with a dumbfuck, I'm spending it with you."
"I'm not sure if pizza can compete with that, but food is up," Mel stated.
"Would you like a wine or a beer," Ted asked
We looked at each other, "I've never tried wine, I would like to try it," I replied.
"I'll try it, but maybe a beer after," my Brother added.
"I think it should be the champagne Ted, I feel like we are sort of celebrating a bit here," Melinda suggested.
Well, the bubbles went to my head. We were not drunk by the end of the meal, but we were buzzing.
We were sitting on the couches to cuddle as we chatted. I got a bit distracted and unconsciously started holding my Brother's cock in plain sight.
I saw Mel looking at Ted, and Ted looked back with a smirk.
"I told you, Ted." She looked directly at Ethan's large bulge.
"You two had better go downstairs, before that thing goes off."
"Shit, sorry," I said apologetically.
We stood and I pushed Ethan, who was grinning like a Cheshire Cat, to the door.
"You two have already inspired us once today. Ted, I need you to fuck me, now? Shoo, I want my man too."
We raced to the room. I said raced, more my Brother walked and I hobbled.
Inside I stripped him and pushed him on the couch.
"Slowly this time Bro," as I slide yet another condom on his rampant dick. I mounted him sitting facing him. Then we kissed and necked with only enough movement to keep him hard. We spent at least thirty minutes wearing out our tongues. I loved pinching and sucking on his nipples.
"Got to make these as sensitive as mine, Brother dearest."
We made tender love. Whispered sweet passionate things in each other's ears. Found erogenous zones we were ignorant of, but sparked reactions. Fingers through hair was one such zone. Or finger nails up the inner arm.
"Do you want to cum, Bro?"
"If I can, yes but I'm loving this."
"Well doggy me on the couch, now, because I'm ready."
It did not take long for me to cum with the change of angle and pace. Ethan took a bit longer, but was soon following me. I'm not sure if I stopped coming in the minutes it took him.
Once we had recovered and Ethan freezered the evidence we snuggled on the couch.
"Movie Bro?"
"Yes, but how about our home movies?"
Ethan set up the screencast and we cuddled watching and commenting on action and the angles that worked. I held him semi-hard in my hands and my Brother had two fingers buried in me most of the time. Halfway through I set the camera up again to capture both us and the screen in the shot. We already had hours of footage saved on the remote server.
At some point I came again on his fingers, and I managed to masturbate him to a final cum of the day on his belly. This I licked up, then winked at the camera and turned it off. We left our cameras to upload, but kept the video feed going on the screen from our previous unions.
Exhausted we didn't shower, but fell asleep in each other's arms to the low sounds of our lovemaking on the screen. When we woke the cast was off and the TV screen was black.
We were a sticky mess, but that didn't stop us from making love in the shower. But again in our dopiness, we forgot the condom. It was only when my brother had pumped a newly minted full load into my depths that either of us realised.
"Well, I guess you can get another of those morning-after ones at the clinic today sweetheart."
"True, but if that's the case fuck the condoms for the rest of the day."
"That's my girl. What would we do if we did accidentally get pregnant?"
"Shit, I hate to think, because I so want your baby right now."
"We would get kicked off the farm, that's for sure."
We giggled.
"I wouldn't have to put up with Dumbfuck, but shit I'm not ready to go it alone. We are only just eighteen, how would we live?"
At that point, we were invited upstairs for a full cooked breakfast. The works, sausages, bacon, eggs, beans, and all sorts of homemade bread and toppings.
But when we came in, we were greeted by two very quiet hosts. If I didn't know better I would think they were embarrassed.
As we were nursing coffees Mel looked up shyly and said.
"We have a confession to make. Last night we had a long session of lovemaking because you inspired us."
"That's nothing to be embarrassed about, I'm sort of pleased," Ethan said with his goofy grin.
"That's not the reason," Ted continued. "When we finished we came in here to watch a movie. Well, we got one alright." His voice lowered, "I turned on the TV, and there on this massive windscreen were you two fucking, in front of a mirror at your place."
"Shit," I said.
"I tried to change it at first."
"But fuck it was so sexy, I sort of made Ted wait for a while. So I could watch a bit. I say, that eight-inch cock was more than impressive. No wonder you hobble Emily."
"So we might have watched a bit, then I tried to find out what went wrong. I found out that when you screencast it, you did it to the whole network and not just your screen. Because you set it up, I couldn't turn it off our end. I messaged you, but no answer."
"We were probably asleep by then," I grinned. "Did you enjoy it?"
"It was sort of compulsive viewing."
"Are you upset at us for breaching your trust?" Mel asked.
I looked at my Brother, but he just grinned and shook his head.
"I'm like Ethan here, although, I can see performance pride all over his face. I'm sort of glad. I think I liked recording it to be seen, not just by us. But you haven't answered, did you enjoy it?"
"It was fucking hot. I filled my cousin up two times on the couch before I disconnected the network totally," Ted confessed.
"That explains the black screen this morning."
"Who is the initiator here? There is some brilliant and unusual female perspective footage there."
"It was me," I confessed. "I have done most of the initiating and camera angles. I did media studies at school. I love it. Voyeurism is an added turn on."
"Yeah," Ethan said enthusiastically, "she even flashed my overseas gamer group, and had me eat her out with only an apron cutting their direct view. I have to say, I've gained legionary status with them. Although they don't know it's my sister."
"If they haven't figured it out they are blind. You two look so alike. It's the best sibling sex I've ever seen," Ted shared.
"Since we found each other as sexual partners, we have both been massive fans of sibling and cousin porn."
"I don't think we mind if you watch us on the screen. We were hoping to screencast more."
"We will think and talk about it, you two should also. It's true Emily, you are certainly a fuck first, think later girl."
"We have to go to Dubbo soon, so how about we meet you at the car in thirty minutes. I'll drop you and Ted off at a coffee shop, while I go with Emily. I'm sure Ted has a few things to run past you while you wait."
.......
"That was very erotic last night. Emily, are you still okay with us seeing them?"
This is how Melinda opened once we had dropped the boys off.
"Yes, I sort of love it. I think it's the hottest that you not only saw it, but you both got so turned on."
"That's the point of porn I guess. You do realise it's porn?"
"What, really, I thought of it as more like Ethan and me recording ourselves and enjoying it."
"Well, it becomes porn as soon as it becomes someone else's pleasure. So sharing is essentially publishing porn, no matter how big the audience. Live performance like you two gave Ethan's gaming buddies is the same. Just lucky you are both over eighteen."



"We always knew we had to wait till then."
"Australian pedophile laws are very strict, and a child sex charge will stick for life. You didn't do anything before you turned eighteen did you?"
"Shit, no!"
"Are you sure. Not even photos or phone snap chats, or phone sex with you or your brother naked?"
"No Mel, it's a very new thing, just like us fucking."
"Thank god, I know that Ted will have a chat with Ethan today about it while we go to the clinic."
We had a thirty-minute wait, so we went for a walk in the park next door.
"Do you mind if we don't talk about sex and stuff, just be two girls getting to know each other better?" I asked Melinda.
"Great idea." So we talked out other stuff. Music, fashion, what we liked about Cumnock, and what we would gladly walk away from. In no time it was time.
The clinic lady was fantastic, very supportive, and talked about a lot of contraceptive options. The one I liked most was the implant in the arm. It meant not forgetting, which my track record indicated was a big problem.
I informed her of what I wanted. She affirmed it was my best option, but needed to do some tests first in case I was pregnant. God forbid, I said to myself. I like the idea, but we were both so young I wasn't ready to be a mum. She also did STD tests that needed to go to a lab. I assured her we couldn't have those as we were both virgins two weeks ago.
While we waited she asked more questions, and I had to tell her that we had not been on birth control except for condoms which we had problems remembering.
She asked some other stuff, like were my breasts tender, and we waited for the more accurate early test to come through. She then asked about my lover.
While we talked she received a phone call from the assistant. I think I was safe, because she just nodded and was calm.
"Well Emily, that was the results. Unfortunately, I'm afraid you are pregnant."
"What? No way."
"Well we will confirm with a blood test in two weeks, but sorry dear, the test you just did rarely gets it wrong. It also means we can't give you an implant either."
I broke down in tears and she asked if I wanted Melinda to come in. I was a mess by the time Mel made it to me to cuddle me.
"It's too early to talk about options yet, and I'm sure you and your partner will need to talk about this. That is if you really know who he is, and you want him to be a part of the decision-making."
"What do you mean, of course I want my Brother to be a part of it......"
There was silence.
"Opps."
"I suspected as much. I know about the support that Mel gives siblings. It's okay, you have a lot of help in Mel and Ted, you are staying there?"
"Only till tomorrow, fuck, Dad."
"Well, you will be able to keep it secret for a little while, but yes that's a hurdle you need to clear. First, though, I will make an appointment to see you and..."
"Ethan."
"Ok right, Ethan in a fortnight. Get some more tests, and we will chat about medical options then."
I had trouble walking out without shaking like a leaf. I started crying once again.
"Seriously I didn't know you could get pregnant on the first time, or so quickly."
"Sorry sweetie, I still haven't talked to you about the fertility cycle."
"Yeah, a little late now! Sorry, that wasn't meant to be a blaming-you thing. Shit, I doubt if Mum had been alive she would have given me much detail."
Melinda cuddled me as we walked aimlessly around the park.
"I just thought, now I'm preggers, will Ethan still want to fuck me? Yeah probably, but does he want me long-term fat and ugly, and a kid hanging off these small tits?"
"I guess everyone has those questions Sweetie, but my guess is his love is more than just sex. I can see it every time he looks at you."
"Can you be with me when I tell him?"
"If you think that's what you need yes. But have a think, it might cramp his style of expressing excitement when you tell him."
"It might suppress him from getting angry too."
"Does Ethan ever get angry or violent?"
"No never, he sort of goes quiet and holds it in. I wouldn't like it if he went quiet on me."
"Well, how about we go home. You two can make beautiful love and tell him once you have drained his nuts. Guys are much calmer when drained."
It was a bit tense for the rest of the afternoon. Ethan could tell I was worried. So I whispered in his ear.
"When we get home we can make love bareback, it's okay, I have that sorted. I'll tell you how later. It's a bit amazing."
He kissed me and I smiled.
"I love you, Ethan.
"Forever Emily. So long as you love me forever."
"Oh, I will."
"I'd love you even if you didn't, you know that."
"Yes, I know you do, my big beautiful kind-hearted Brother."
"Good, never forget it."
We stopped for a big bucket of fried chicken and we ate in the car on the way home, although Ted kept most of his till later. Mel snuggled close and fed him morsels as he drove.
When we got home Mel took me aside.
"You got this girl. You might like to run a video, but don't screencast it. This one needs to be private. I'll tell Ted so he can support Ethan if he needs it. But I think Ethan will be so proud he is a dad and that he made the kid with you, he may have trouble wiping his grin from his face."
"You are probably right. But this changes everything."
"It does. But you are a glass-half-full girl, so I guess your cup is about to flow over."
"Thanks."
I gave her a hug and dashed inside to find my brother spread-eagled on the bed, naked and sporting the most amazing wood. I switched on the camera.
"Tender love darling. I love you. Please make beautiful love to me."
I don't know what inspired him, but Ethan kissed my whole body. I mean my whole body. He left my genitals till last. But I know I came when he kissed my neck. And again when he sucked each toe. He made love to my ticklish underarms, even though I giggled uncontrollably, it was a cum giggle. He insisted I shouldn't touch his raging cock even though he dribbled precum on me. He even squeezed some out onto my tongue, but only if I promised not to lick.
Once he made it to my rosebud I was a bundle of nerves. One kiss there and I had trouble stopping cumming. I felt so loved and his love was so unconditional.
I got excited about wabting to tell him the good news, as I knew he would be so happy. As he kissed down my abdomen, I knew the egg was so small, but I knew he was kissing our child. Finally, I came on his tongue as he licked my slit, but I pulled him up by the ears. I pulled him so close I looked into his eyes and commanded.
" Fuck me now Brother, you have made precious love already, but now I need you to fuck me and fuck me hard. Enough play."
I was so wet he slipped right in. I think it's the first time I felt no pain. Just warm accommodating tightness and my vagina walls folded around his ridges and fat thickness. He fucked me silly. I didn't stop coming until he sprayed his load deep into me. Granted he didn't take long. He told me later that the feelings were overwhelming as he had kissed me for over the hour previously.
"Stay in me my Beautiful Studdly Brother. I have something to tell you."
"Up at the end of your cock, just inches from where your beautiful soft helmet is, our little child is saying I love you, Daddy."
It took a while for what I said to sink in. Then I watched his face start to glow.
"You mean... I think... what.. do you mean..."
"Yes my Brother, we are going to have a baby."
Well if his head didn't say it, his penis certainly did. He hardened right up.
"Seriously, you're pregnant?....Fuck, as in fuck yes!"
He looked at me with love pouring out of his eyes. Then he looked down.
"So I guess these little guys were too late."
He put his finger at our junction and pulled some cream onto it, then fed it to me.
"Sorry little fellas, you're too late. But please feel free to feed my beautiful Sister so your tiny little brother or sister can grow big and strong."
At that, I burst into tears. He stopped, concern took his smile of joy and furrowed his brow.
"Are you okay?"
I sobbed into his neck. "I was so worried you wouldn't love me or want this."
He looked at me, "No way! I'm so excited, it's turning me on."
Then he did make tender passionate and slow love to me. We were lost in joy and feelings. We were lost in love. We were lost in the unknown joys of parenthood. It was indescribable. It was beautiful, it was love.
Once he had cum he slithered down to my abdomen and chatted with his unborn child, our unborn child.
"I want them to be so happy and know my voice. You get to have them inside. I guess I need to let them hear my love. I promise little guys, never to call you Dumbfuck or any other put-down name."
I was crying again.
"Fuck Sis, I hope our fucking didn't hurt the little tacker. Shit can you make love while you're pregnant? "
"I think so, let's ask Mel at tea."
"They know I presume?"
"Yes, I had Melinda tell Ted, just in case you needed to talk to him. Like if, you know, this didn't go well."
"Thanks, I think, what could go wrong?"
"Well, telling Dad."
"FUCK ME!!! I hadn't thought of that."
"Melinda says we should be able to keep it as a secret for a month or two, maybe till the end of the first trimester, so long as I don't get too morning sick."
"Um, what's a trimester?"
"It's three months. It's a sort of measure of the stages of pregnancy. The first three months are the danger time for miscarriages and stuff to go wrong."
Ethan quickly put his hands on each side of my abdomen.
"Not where the little guys can hear darling."
"You keep saying guys?"
"Do I? Well, I must want them to be twins, just like us. Wouldn't that be awesome?"
"So long as it's a brother and sister like us."
"Well if it's sisters. I hope the next one is a Brother. It's so special loving on a Sister, wow imagine two Sisters."
"Ethan you stud, if there were two of me, you couldn't keep up."
"But I would have fun trying."
We cuddled and fell asleep.
Ted rang to tell us that dinner was in half an hour. Ethan continued his loving and chatting to our child as he washed me in the shower.
We climbed the stairs to Mel and Ted's place giggling and happy. Ted greeted us and yelled back to Mel,
"You win darling, definitely a celebration table needed. Congratulations you two."
He high-fived Ethan and hugged me. Mel dashed in and hugged Ethan and high-fived me.
We spent a beautiful evening chatting about pregnancy and stuff. No negative thoughts was the rule. Any problems could wait until tomorrow. And yes, we could fuck right up to the end apparently.
I don't know what really, but our lovemaking changed that night, you could say more tender, but I think it was probably more committed. Committed to each other because we were now three. In my mind we were already a family. I know there are plenty of options to terminate a pregnancy, but we never talked about them.
My Brother was so besotted with me and would spend hours with his head in my lap just chatting to the little guys. Until he got a whiff of my flowing juices and began giving me oral at the same time. Which led to sixty-nine time, then a really good lovemaking.
Two weeks later we had it confirmed that yes, I was definitely pregnant. We managed to contain our excitement in front of Dad, but it was harder for me to maintain my stomach. That being morning sickness.
I struggled to cook so early in the morning, and it was getting increasingly hard to cover my morning sickness. I guess the good side was that my breasts were growing. Every chance I got I would say to my Brother, "mirror, strip."
"I like this time Emily, just us and the mirror."
I was starting to get the slightest of podges. Ethan would stand behind me and in profile caress our precious child. We started a photo log of the growth even though we knew Bubs was no bigger than a walnut. His favourite position was on his knees nuzzling me. Even though I was often nauseous, I was happy to let him show his love.
It was about four weeks in that I discovered a treasure. On the bookshelf, up high, was a well-worn copy of a book called Mother and Child. I pulled it down to discover that it was Mum's, she even made notes and dates as she chronicled Ethan's and my growth in the womb.
Ethan and I would retreat to my room and pore over the book. Reading about the stage we were in. It was also a good source of general pregnancy knowledge. The sort of stuff that Mum might have shared had she been alive.
Christmas came and in our family, it meant compulsory church in the morning. I cooked a roast turkey the same way Mum did. But it was way too big for us. Even though I had selected the smallest one. We used to raise our own, but it was too much trouble these days.
Christmas was a strange time since Mum passed. Dad would get very melancholy and was no fun. I woke Ethan early and gave him a sloppy vagina present to wish him a Merry Christmas. Dad never appeared before time for church. So we made love then gave each other private presents. Bubs got a rattle from Ethan and a cute outfit from me. The rest of the day was very low-key and moody. I had trouble eating much of what I prepared. Dad took the easy way out and deposited some money in our accounts.
We spent any available time on the weekends at Mel and Ted's place. This depended on their bookings. I think we were getting too comfortable and thus slack. More than once Dad almost caught Ethan cuddling into me. He started to look at me strangely, particularly as I was often eating dried crackers in the morning.
I made the mistake of leaving Mother and Child out on the kitchen bench and Dad came home early one day. Fortunately, Ethan was on the computer playing. We hadn't made it to the mirror yet. I needed to throw up in the toilet. So was out of the room making obvious noises into the bowl. The shit hitteth the fan.
I came in to find Dad holding the book, leafing through it. Not thinking, I had started recording our dates and data under Mum's.
"Emily who is the father?"
I stopped in horror. The silence was long.
"Don't lie to me now, you are pregnant, who is the bastard?"
Dad was red-faced and angry.
I stumbled trying to find words. My eyes must have flickered toward the door that led to our rooms.
"Fucking bloody idiots." He stormed down the hallway.
"Ethan! You fucking Dumbfuck, get the fuck out of here now, you slimy shit."
He was so angry I felt a heart attack might have been a blessing. Next Dad appeared holding Ethan by the ear and dragging him into the room. He pushed him onto a chair.
"You've been fucking your Sister and gotten her pregnant, you hopeless good for good-for-nothing dick."
Ethan spluttered. "So what if I did?"
Well, that was a red rag to a bull.
"Did you rape her you bastard?"
"Dad no, he didn't, it was me who started it." I tried to come to his defence.
Dad swung and glared at me.
"You slut!"
Ethan stood and confronted Dad.
"Don't you dare call Emily a slut. We are in love and..."
"LOVE! Dickhead and Dumbfuck, that's not love that's gross, illegal, and fucking downright the lowest thing a person can do to take the innocence of his sister."
I swear Dad was about to ring his neck, as he picked Ethan up by the shirtfront and pulled him close to his face.
"You get the fuck out of here before I fucking kill you, you low-life scum."
"I'm going with him you know Dad, we are a couple and we love each other so much, and we love our baby more."
"You'll fucking get rid of that abomination if you ever want to set foot back in here."
He almost choked on his words. "I'm going on a drive, so I don't find my gun and deal with you properly. You had better be gone when I get back."
He stormed out.
He came back before we could respond, he took the new Ute keys from the hook and threw them at me. "You had better take the bloody Ute, I registered it in your name."
Then he stormed out again. We heard his truck start and spin off down the track.
My Brother had his arms around me in no time, and we both shook like leaves as the enormity of the situation sent our nerves into a spin.
"Fuck, we had better get our stuff quick. I'll help with your room Emily, and then we'll do mine."
We had limited boxes. Ethan grabbed the old suitcases and dumped the unwanted contents on the lounge room floor. We emptied my wardrobe. And personal stuff quickly without care. I raced to the lounge and grabbed my favourite picture of Mum. Soon my room was empty but we were short of carrying cases.
"Fuck it, Sis, my stuff can just go straight in the back."
Ethan wrapped his gaming gear and monitor in his bed quilt. That went on the back seat of the dual cab. The rest we piled onto the sheets and blankets on his bed tied them up and bundled them into the back of the Ute. It took us forty minutes to clear out our lives.
I grabbed a washing basket of the clothes I had just washed, and I threw Dad's stuff back in the machine. Ethan grabbed his farm boots, hat and Driasabone and we were off.
"Back road Sis. Shit, I hope Dad didn't go that way."
We were both shaking. I had trouble driving.
"The reserve. We need to think and ring Ted."
The reserve had become our place, our sanctuary to fuck. We often used it on our way back from Dubbo, like that first time. I pulled over and killed the motor. These modern cars had no bench seat so we were forced to step out and sit on a fallen tree trunk.
It took a lot of kissing and cuddling for our brains to get out of the flight response, adrenaline-fuelled frenzy we had just gone through. Ethan must have perceived the danger to our little one. He went down on his knees and talked to the baby assuring them they were safe and loved, and not to worry.
"Mummy and Daddy are not going to abandon you. We love you. Always remember that."
It was so hot, knowing my Brother was so committed to us. My love deepened even more. We might be young, but I knew we were one. A family in this together, and because of this, we would be alright.
"I so want you to fuck me now Ethan. But I think we need to wait. At least until we call Mel."
There was some water in the river so we went down and put our toes in the water as we sat on a rock. I rang and told Mel we were on speaker. Together we managed to get the story out.
"Okay, we were afraid that could happen. On the bright side, we can put you up here for a while till we sort something. Ted is just checking out our last guests, so if you can wait an hour before you come we should be clear. Stay safe and don't do anything stupid."
Once we hung up, I leaned over and kissed my brother.
"I can think of a way to spend an hour." I started undressing him. "I always wanted to make love in water."
"Best we keep these clothes dry then," Ethan said, as he began undressing me.
The water was warm, we had had some unseasonal summer rains. These normally were confined to the other side of the rangers. Sydney often had wet Christmases. We were normally dry. It was parching hot, but the river flowed enough to keep the swimming holes fresh.
We held hands as we walked into the pool. The water was typical county brown. Too much silt to be clear.
I wrapped my legs around my brother and the water took my weight. Our bodies became slippery in the water and in no time my Big Brother's big penis found its mark and I slipped down onto him.
"Shit yes, Sis that's incredible. Lie back and float."
It took some relaxing, but soon he was pumping into me. The water waved by our union swirled around my lips and clit, adding to the sensations. I looked up at the trees above and the blue sky. Ethan's hands supported his thrusts, moving me toward him in the rhythm of love. He moved a hand to my clit and that was it. I spasmed arching my back. This brought an end to the floating and he pulled me up so I could fold my arms around his neck as he pumped a wad of boy cream deep into me. I bit down on his neck as my orgasm ripped up and down my body.



Finally spent I moved backwards to float again and my brother moved me to shallower waters so he could sit with me still embedded on his cock.
I opened my eyes and looked into his.
"Fuck I love you, Bro. I needed that."
"Me too. I guess Dad doesn't seem to matter much anymore. We have each other and our growing family. But I think we should probably get to Ted and Mel's to work out what's next."
"Let's sunbake dry first. I love being naked with you and I didn't throw any towels in."
We had no sunscreen so we chose a smooth rock in the shade and its heat warmed us from below as the dry air made short work of our wet skin.
Reluctantly we dressed and I drove back to Cumnock and our place of refuge. When we arrived, Ted met us at the gate and locked it behind us. That was unusual.
"Park around the back I'll explain in a minute."
Mel met us and ushered us upstairs, where hot coffee and sweet cakes waited.
"Good timing, Harold just left. Ted talked to him."
Ted came in and hugged us.
"Crisis over for now. I managed to convince him you were not here. I said we would put you up if you did arrive. But I warned him off from making a scene. I told him he didn't want the district to hear you were pregnant to your brother and if he wanted it to be on the down low, just to go home. We would make sure you were safe and we would find somewhere for you to live that would contain the scandal.
He swore and carried on, but realised that this was the better option.
The adrenaline washed out of my body and I was reduced to a crying mess. My brother was so supportive, but he was also in tears.
It was that release of energy tgat caused us to fall asleep on the lounge curled into each other. Ted and Mel let us sleep it off and they prepared food.
When we awoke it was to the smells of Pizza cooking.
"Have you eaten?"
"Not since breakfast," Ethan said rubbing his eyes. "Well, that went well."
"You call that well?" I said.
"We are both alive aren't we?"
"True."
"And we have our stuff and a car."
"I love you, Bro. But most important I have you and our baby."
"Then we are blessed, and Mel and Ted here to help us through."
Over food, we talked a bit about options.
"We have a network of Siblings in love who can help in putting you up for a while, but the important thing is you find somewhere stable to live and Ethan, you will need to get a job."
"Yeah, I figured that, I can do farm work, but it is hard to find from what some of my schoolmates tell me. I doubt I could work around here. All the farmers know Dad, and that would raise too many red flags."
"Our thoughts exactly. We have friends down south, but they are very busy at the moment. Perhaps they know someone though. We are going to visit them for the Australia Day weekend. Give us a week to sort something, but other than that stay here."
"But it's school holidays aren't you booked out?" I asked.
"That's the thing, no. We had someone cancel. Most people go to the coast at this time. We only tend to get people passing through. We have no one else booked."
"We have some money, we can at least pay for food." I offered.
"I think best you keep that, you will need it."
"But..."
"No buts, we have well-off friends who support people in your situation. You will be looked after, but you will need to become independent very soon." Mel refused.
"Stay low, for the moment," Ted advised. "That means keep on the property and away from the street. If I know you two, the bed will get a good workout."
We looked at each other and grinned.
"Apart from morning sickness, I think we can do that."
"Is it Bad?" Mel asked.
"Only in the morning."
"Hasn't stopped us yet though," Ethan grinned.
"It's just not eating much till lunch, but I will need a supply of dry biscuits."
"We also need to get you to see a doctor to check up on you and do an ultrasound to check on the baby," Mel advised
"We just threw everything in the back of the Ute, we will need boxes and things to sort and store properly," Ethan commented.
"Well, how about we make room for the Ute in the shed and you can sort it away from the public view. Might look a bit suspicious otherwise."
"Then let's do that tomorrow. You two go down and get a rest, and we will call you for a late supper."
I have to say retreating to our favourite love nest was a pleasure and we took it in each other's arms and bodies. Our delight was found in the climaxes of love, the passions of our deepest love. As twins, this was found in our togetherness. Our grief of banishment from our life-long home was swamped by the hope and love of raising a family together.
It was only when satiated, that we rested and slept knowing that the risk of being discovered had ended, and a new life together waited.
The sun was well down when Melinda rang to tell us that supper was ready. I kept my brother's fresh load of sperm deep within me. We must have reeked of sex, but all we did was wash our faces and brush our hair. Besides, they knew what we were up to.
Over supper, Ted told us of some phone calls.
"Well it's not yet clear about the long term, but some options are possible. We have friends from Canowindra who are keen to meet you. They are going to visit tomorrow. Also twin Brother and Sister, only a few years older than you.
"Then, I mentioned yesterday that we are going south for Australia Day weekend. Well, you're invited to come along. There is a spare house you can stay at."
"Really, thanks Ted," I said.
"It could be a solution for you to stay a while, maybe until the baby is born."
"Where down down south?" Ethan followed up.
"Just outside of Albury. The important thing is they have a good hospital there, better than Dubbo," Mel added.
"Awesome, I don't mind doing some work to help out. If it's outside Albury it's got to be a farm." Ethan was beaming.
"Great guess buddy. Yes, it's a farm," Ted said. "Do you really enjoy farm work. I thought you didn't. Certainly, your Father didn't think so."
Ethan's face dropped at the mention of Dad.
"It wasn't Farm work, it was Dad. He was such a bastard the way he talked down to me and made fun of me. I hated working for him. I would love the opportunity to actually enjoy doing what I love. I couldn't enjoy it with Dad over my shoulder."
"Well perhaps this is an opportunity for you to shine," Mel encouraged him.
"Then I think a beer is called for," Ted suggested.
"Sorry, Emily not for you pet. Not good for the baby," Mel quickly added.
"I can put up with that. We definitely don't want to hurt the little tacker. I'll have an orange juice and sofa or something like that."
"Coming up. I have a selection of finger food, seeing that we had Pizza for lunch."
So we sort of celebrated around the kitchen table.
"You guys haven't had kids?"
Mel looked at Ted.
"I'm afraid we can't. We tried and tried. We had three miscarriages. We later found out that there was a nasty gene that we both carry that basically meant any babies we had would not go to term. We decided the best way forward was to have ourselves sterilised. We both did it," Ted answered.
It was clear that Mel found this difficult.
"That said, our friends down south, Jack and Sophie, have an Uncle who owns a genetic testing service. They specialise in helping siblings. He is going to send a test kit through to you, so you can check if there are likely problems. One of the real problems siblings face is that they carry the same gene pool. So if nasties exist, it's more likely they both carry it. It's probably a major reason for cross-social incest taboos," Ted continued.
"But don't worry, not every sibling couple have problems. It's not much different from an average normal marriage. We just drew the unlucky straw. But it is why having your pregnancy near a major hospital is a big advantage," Mel said as she moved to cuddle me. I was obviously showing my anxiety.
"I hope this wasn't a mistake?"
"I think it's a happy accident," Mel said.
Ethan put his head down to the baby.
"La, la la la la, we love you darling Bubs. You're no accident, don't listen to that negative talk. Mummy and Daddy both want you so much. We can't wait to hold you. Keep on growing strong down there. Practice kicking mummy. We can't wait for that to happen."
"Oh, that's the cutest thing I've ever seen Ethan. I'm sure everything will be just fine," Mel beamed.
"It's my Brother's favourite pastime. Well apart from the sex that makes them."
I giggled as he blew raspberries into my abdomen.
The next day Ethan and I packed up our stuff from the Ute. We divided the suitcases for immediate use clothes and possessions. The rest we put into boxes that Ted had sourced.
After lunch a Four Wheel Drive pulled up and a young couple got out. Melinda greeted them and introduced us.
"This is Gerry and Jillian, twins like you two."
We shook hands, "Emily and my Brother Ethan. So you are lovers?"
Gerry grinned, "Yes, just like you from what Ted told us."
"Awesome, we have only just started getting together, we turned eighteen about nine weeks ago. How old are you both?"
"Twenty-two," Jillian said, "I love my Brother so much, but it wasn't until we were nineteen that we crossed that infamous incest line."
"Oh, I couldn't wait, I virtually fucked my brother on our eighteenth birthday."
"Virtually Em, nothing virtual about that. Giving me her virginity was her eighteenth birthday present to me. Emily is a fuck now sort of person. She couldn't wait."
"True, I figured, don't give my brother a chance to think."
"I'm a bit jealous Emily, Gerry and I danced around the possibility for over twelve months."
"Well there are consequences we didn't think of," Ethan continued. "Basically Emily fell pregnant from that first time. So we are having a baby."
He came up behind me and held my mini baby bump in his hands.
"Congratulations." They both said together.
"Thanks, but we just got kicked out of home. So I guess although it's exciting, it's scary as well. Do your parent know?"
"Yes, they have been very supportive all along. They basically knew we would take this step before we did. We are a close family and they run our business together with us," Jillian added.
"What's that?" Ethan asked.
"We run a hot air ballooning business."
"What, you mean balloons you ride in, awesome."
"Come inside and keep chatting over a coffee," Mel interrupted.
We spent the next hour or so sharing our thoughts and ideas.
"My problem is I only know farming and working on the family farm is now impossible," my Brother shared.
"It's a bit more complex than that, Dad has always been very hard on Ethan, almost to the point he began hating farming."
"It's a relief to get away from him. But I have a growing family to support."
"You really need to meet Jack and Sophie then," Gerry suggested.
Ted chuckled, "Our thoughts exactly, they are coming with us for the Australia Day celebrations."
"Awesome, Jack and Sophie are great friends of ours and have a farm, although they did not grow up farmers. They may need some help."
"Maybe we leave those things for Jack and Sophie to share," Mel cut in. "But they are open to Ethan and Emily staying at least until the Baby arrives."
"Awesome, you'll love them."
"The six of us are sharing the spare farmhouse for the weekend. Which is why I was keen for you all to meet."
I looked around and all three of us couples were cuddling on our respective couches as we talked.
"I can't believe we aren't the only brother and sister couple around. Umm are Jack and Sophie siblings?"
Jillian laughed. "Yes, theirs is a different story, which they will tell you, but Sophie is only six months older than you. Jack is two years older."
"I feel like we have just fallen into a group that loves and cares for each other, without judgment."
"Well, that makes me very pleased, because that is what Ted and I have wanted to achieve."
We shared a BBQ tea before Jillian and Gerry went home. Then we spent the next week in blissful lovemaking. It was like the world floated on clouds but also for me, punctuated with nausea.
Toward the end of that week, I had an appointment with a gynaecologist. It was a lot of fancy words, but he felt I might be a bit bigger for my dates. Not that that was fucking possible. The long and short of it was that he booked me in for an ultrasound on Monday.
Ethan didn't come with me to the Gyno, as we figured it might raise questions about incest. But I made sure he could come to the ultrasound, as a supportive brother, because the father had bugged off. Well, at least that was our story.
We had added plenty of video to our archive, so at dinner I asked.
"Ted and Mel, do you mind if we screencast again?"
"No worries, I can show you how to do it to your TV only," Ted answered.
"Umm, we wouldn't mind if you two want to watch as well, given that it turned you on. I sort of like the idea of someone watching."
Ted went red and Mel snuggled behind him. "I think Cuz here likes the idea very much. I think watching siblings who look so much alike is a big turn on."
My Brother had an idea that I really liked.
"How about we do it live. Cast directly from the camera. Like wave to you while I slam her."
"Fuck yes, or is that too much for you Mel?"
"Umm no, I'm already leaking like a sieve in anticipation. Does the baby bump show much?"
"I guess you'll find out soon enough," I giggled.
Ted reset the system and together with Ethan, made sure our phones could simulcast, although they couldn't make them do a split screen.
We went downstairs and set up the cameras. We could only screencast one. The other we decided to use as a handheld for close-up action, to edit in later. I had just finished stripping my brother when there was a knock on the door.
Surprised, I answered it. It was Mel.
"You might want... "
She paused as Ethan was walking up behind me. His hard-on rampantly leading the way.
"Shit, it's even better live."
"Did you want something?" I asked as I took his cock in my hand. "Sorry you can't have it."
"Shit, sorry, no I just thought you might want to borrow my selfie stick."
"Oh yes, that would be great. I have my own stick but I don't think I can attach a camera to it." I gave my brother's hardness a tantalising wank.
"Fuck', got to go, or I won't leave," Mel said as she turned red faster than she could turn to leave.
I shut the door then set the fixed camera to an angle I knew would work. Ethan had his phone on the stick and was playing with how to get the angles and stuff right. I slowly stripped for the camera as the simulcast had appeared on the TV, so I knew our hosts were seeing it upstairs.
"Okay Brother, let's get this show on the road."
He moved behind me and began kissing my neck and licking my earlobes. We soon forgot the main camera but Ethan was finding creative ways to use the selfie stick. It had a small built-in gimbal so it worked well for keeping the image of his level and steady. Soon he had his cock between my thighs and was humping my crease. His cock head pushing my lips aside and coating itself in my flowing juices. I could feel his glans bumping into my clit.
"I need your mouth on me bro, give me your tongue."
With that, he manipulated me to a good screen position and knelt between my legs.
"Take the hand-held Sis."
This freed him to make love with his tongue and fingers. Soon I was wreathing in my first climax of the evening.
My Brother turned me onto my front and I raised my hips, knowing he wanted to plunder me from behind. He knelt up behind me and watched the screen as he waved his big tool at the camera.
"This is for you Mel and Ted, I hope you're enjoying it." He said loudly. "I'm about to fuck my sexy sister."
Then he slowly inserted himself into my dripping vagina and gently pushed into his maximum depth.
"Fuck, I love how you stretch me to the max Big Brother. Now fuck me."
In no time I was cumming on him. He lifted my shoulders mid-cum so I was kneeling with him. My tiny titties were in his hands and my full body was now on display toward the camera. Once I had settled down from my climax. He lovingly held my baby bump as he pumped into me.
"This is our little baby getting Daddy love from the inside. Mummy and Daddy love you and love each other. Feel the rhythm little one? Is your little heart racing like Mummies? Do you feel her adrenaline, because Daddy can?"
Well, that got me cumming again. I had trouble holding the selfie stick, but I think I got some good sideways shots.
"Can you see Emily's red chest, it does that when she cums. Fuck, I think I'm gonna cum."
His hands parted my lips to show his fat cock as he slammed into me.
"Fuck, yes, cumming," and I felt his sperm fill me.
Pump after pump of glorious boy cream. I was still cumming from his earlier efforts. I don't think I had stopped.
"Stay there," he whispered. "I'm going to clean you up."
With that, he withdrew his hard cock and his cream pie spilled down my thighs. Bless him, he flipped onto his back and his head appeared between my legs.
"Shit, I love your tongue, Bro, fuck yes!"
He was humming and licking. My juices washed his sperm all over his face, but he was grinning big time between slurps. I couldn't hold myself up any more, so I slumped backwards over his body and nuzzled my head into his juice-covered penis. This had the effect of exposing my creamed pussy to the camera and my mons pubis to be thrust into the air. I groaned as I knew it would look so hot on replay.
"I think we need to shower Little Sister, should we invite our viewers in with us?"
"Fuck yeah!"
I peeled myself off my brother and grabbed the tripod. I tracked my brother to the door and as he turned on the shower, I put the camera just outside the open door, as I knew from experience the steam could fog it up. I used a two-times zoom.
We left the other camera on the bed. Maybe I could talk Mel into being a camera woman sometime. I was still keen to get a feminine look to our videos.
We washed each other tenderly. It was more kissing and soaping than sex, but we did both cum another time when Ethan pasted me to the wall, my legs about his waist.
Completely satiated we dried each other and went back to the bedroom. I was about to turn the TV off when we saw the screen flicker.
"Fuck!" Ethan explained, "Mel, and Ted are going to fuck for us, Awesome?"
"Shit yes, but you might need to play with my pussy while I watch Bro. This is going to turn me on."
We kissed on the bed, then watched as Mel started a striptease.
Now Mel was a mature woman. She hadn't had the privilege of getting pregnant, so her body was in reasonable shape. I would love to look like her at forty. She was buxom, although she assured me those breasts came in in her twenties. She wasn't quite Rubenesque, as she lacked the belly and hip rolls, but she was big-breasted and had a great firm bottom that would satisfy any male.
I wondered about mine as my Brother groaned when she turned around. Was mine big enough? I guess this was the risk of sharing like this.
"Are you getting jealous Sis? We can stop."
"No, I'm too turned on, but it's new, I'm just hoping I'm good enough for you when this is done."
"Emily fuck,
you are more than good enough. I love you so much. Yes, I'm enjoying Mel's body as she stripped, but no more than any porn I've already seen. Now you get to see Edward strip."
Ted was well-built. Thick set with a good firm stomach, even though his abs were not defined. It matched his square jaw. Mel and Ted were still kissing and feeling each other up, but Ted was as hard as a rock.
"Wow Bro, he is much smaller than you."




"Maybe it's his big frame that makes him look smaller."
"No, Mel assured me your eight inches are unusual. Apparently, he is about six."
"Do you notice something Sis, they don't have tan lines?"
"You mean they sunbathe nude?"
"They must do. I wonder where?"
"I'll ask Mel."
Ted had a thick bush of black hair but not unruly, well-groomed. His skin was more olive than Mel's. Another thing to ask about. They shared genes from their mothers and their noses were very similar. They both had deep soulful brown eyes. Ted also had plenty of hair that ran up his body to his chest. I watched as Mel ran her fingers through it.
"When you get hairs, I want to do that Big Brother, it's sexy."
"Shit really, I thought it would be a turn off."
"No, it proves he's a man, not a boy. I love your growing tuffs up your body."
"Okay, I was going to shave it all off."
Ted had shaved around his balls and nether region, but it was likely he had waxed. More questions. Mel had a nice neat bush, well contained, but like Ted smooth apart from her mons pubis.
We watched as Mel took Ted in her mouth and without effort, she was deep throating him. Soon he was seriously fucking her face.
"I wish there was sound. Something must have gone wrong. But that is hot," Ethan said.
"She is taking him well. But it's the advantage of a thinner shorter dick." I put my head on Ethan's lap and sucked what I could into my mouth as we watched.
My brother was hard, but I felt him swell further when I did. So I just played with his head as Mel took a full load from Ted and swallowed it down. But she didn't stop and Ted looked up at the camera and gave us a thumbs up. He said something we didn't hear.
It was now Mel's turn to take control and she pushed her cousin onto his back and quickly impaled herself on his hardness. What followed was beautiful. They clearly loved each other and it was passionate lovemaking that followed.
After making love in many positions they finished with Ted behind and both facing the camera. Thus we had a full view of their genitals as they moved as one.
We could see that both of them were on the point of climax, and they came together in silent screams.
"Listen hard, you can just hear them scream through the roof," Ethan encouraged.
Ethan had his fingers in me and we joined them in cumming, my brother's cock letting loose in my mouth.
Then he pulled me down and kissed me, sperm and all.
"That was amazing."
Just then the screen went black, so we curled up together and fell into a deep sleep.
In the morning, breakfast was dynamic. Just the excitement of shared experiences of lovemaking, albeit from the distance of a flat screen.
"Mel," I asked, "where do you two sun bake to not have tan lines?"
"Just take the track up to the right, near the end are some overgrown hedges and plants, there is a little entrance, just pop through and we have a little haven of deck chairs as well as a weatherproof box for cushions and towels. Feel free to use them."
"Would you join us?" My Brother asked.
"Maybe, we will have to think about it."
"Just sun, no sex?" I suggested.
"Mmm, more tempting," Ted answered, "but not today, you have an appointment to get to."
"Are you alright to drive yourselves?"
"Sure, it would be good to go out with Ethan, but we need to be a bit careful, we went to high school in Dubbo. Scandalous if we run into ex-classmates."
"Maybe miss Macca's then, half the school work in fast food," Ethan said.
"We should go to a more secluded restaurant for lunch."
"Or maybe the one at the Zoo, we could teach little one about the animals," Ethan suggested.
"Oh yes, I've not been there for years."
With that, we finished breakfast and promised to ring if it looked like we would miss tea.
It was great to go out, this hiding business was wearing. We just wanted to be normal people. But impossible in our small town. It was two weeks before we moved to Albury. I guess things would change then.
We were just in time for our appointment and the technician ushered us into the ultrasound room. I introduced Ethan as my big brother who was looking after me, as the Dad, the dick head, had pissed off.
"I assume you have decided to keep it?"
"Oh yes," I said, "I'm actually excited."
"Babies take a lot of work."
"I'll make sure she gets the support," my brother said. "And make sure the dickhead answers to me should he poke his nose back," Ethan said as he puffed himself up. Then he asked how these things work.
"This can't hurt the baby can it?"
Concern dripped from him. I wondered whether he could keep up the pretence.
The technician laughed, "It's not like X-rays it's only sound vibrations."
She got down to business with the cold gel and the hand wand. After a few minutes, she stopped.
"I think I'll call in the radiologist to have a look."
"Fuck, something's wrong isn't it?"
The technician simply smiled. "Nothing to be concerned about at all, but I need his eyes to confirm."
When she left Ethan bent down and whispered, "This is Daddy, not the nasty machine, you will be alright."
I laughed as he stood up, as he had gel on his ear. Just then the technician and a man entered.
I tried to sign to Ethan he had gel on his face, but he just looked confused.
The specialist took the wand and explored.
"Yes, two healthy heart beats? You were right Gale, let's check the skulls and hips."
"Stop, what? Twins?"
He laughed, "Yes, you are having two babies."
I watched as my brother did a little dance.
"So everything is good, I was worried something had gone wrong." He tried to cover.
"Yes, everything is normal."
Then they got busy doing measurements. "Yes, two healthy fetuses as far as we can tell at this stage. Both similar size which is another good sign."
"Do you know what genders?" I asked.
It is to hard to tell at this stage, as they are in the same placenta and wrapped up in each other's limbs at the moment.
"Does that mean they are identical twins?"
"Highly likely, we will be able to confirm this during later scans."
"Fucked if I can tell just by looking at that image any of the things you are saying," I said.
With that, the Radiologist pointed out the two skulls and the heart beats. He turned up the monitor and played us each heartbeat.
By this stage Ethan was sitting wide-eyed, tears streaming down his face.
"Sorry doc that's so beautiful. I guess I'll really have to help my sister now."
The Radiologist looked at us strangely.
"It's ok Sam, the father is AWOL, Ethan here is standing in, he'Sa bit of a softy."
"You two look like fraternal twins?"
"That's right. It's why I'm determined to look after my sister through this."
"Good on you, it won't be easy."
With that, we finished. No sooner were we out the door than we were whooping and dancing for joy. We restrained ourselves until we were in the car and then we were all over each other, kissing and celebrating.
Ethan was about to go down and talk to the babies again, yes babies, when I held him up.
"You still have Gel on your ear, my wonderful brother." I rubbed it in but it was very slippery.
"Shit, really, is that what you meant?"
"Yes, lucky the Radiologists were too busy checking out the bubs to notice. My Brother the Baby whisperer," I giggled.
"I don't think I held it together too well in there. I think blind Freddie would have seen that I was more committed than a pissed off Brother."
"And I love you for it. Let's go to the zoo, it will be tourists everywhere, but they won't know we are related and we can be free to be us for a while."
We were. We were free to celebrate. We couldn't tell family, but boy did every living creature in that zoo know we were having twins.
"Mr Rino, did you know that my horn got my beautiful girl pregnant with twins, first time. Yep, lift your game. I hear you Rino's are having trouble getting the girls preggers. Get to it."
This was my brother, having fun. At the Meerkats, "look at all you little furry critters, I bet more than a few of you are having it off with your sisters. Doesn't stop its the best, you having cute kids, and it shouldn't be wrong."
This went on all around the zoo. Most times there were not many people nearby as it was a weekday. The occasional person would overhear and say congratulations. It was nice to hear it said. I wanted so much to say 'My Brother is a stud.' But kept it in. We ate food from the cafeteria, but took it outside to lie on the grass together. Ethan had his head on my lap and between bites would talk to our kids.
"You know Ethan, you are already the best Daddy the kids could have. Fuck I love you."
"Thanks Em, it's like I have found purpose for being, loving you as dearly as I do. This is the cream on the cake."
"Remember that when you are changing shitty baby nappies, Bro."
That was our day, full of joyous freedom. We gave Mel a ring to tell them we would be home for tea, but waited until the Zoo closed before we left this moment in paradise. Although we had told all the animals, we were so keen to tell Mel and Ted. Together we bounded up the stairs to their unit.
Mel answered our knock.
"It's obvious you have something to tell us."
"Does it show?"
"You two can't stop grinning," Ted said, "spill!"
"We are having twins! Twins, probably identical twins."
Although a look of concern flashed across Mel's face, she broke out in joy and we all cuddled as we celebrated.
"Wow, congratulations, you were looking big in the video last night," Ted said.
"So the local Doctor was wrong about the dates, but right about the size," Mel added.
"Definitely, you can't get preggers without fucking. We definitely knew when we started that," My Brother grinned.
"Shall we ask them?" I looked at Ethan, we had talked about it in the car.
He nodded.
"Mel and Ted, we would really like you to be Grandparents to our kids. Like as in really full-time time not pretend Grandparents."
Mel, dropped the plate she was holding and burst into tears.
"Really, really, oh Teddy, I thought that was a pleasure we would never get."
"Don't move pet till I sweep up the China. But absolutely yes, we would be honoured to be grandparents for your children."
In that moment Mel and Ted became our family. Although for Ethan and me, we did want them to be really good friends, not parents. Besides we had watched each other fucking. Okay, my Brother's terms were winning, making love. Maybe one day, we might do it in the same room. Although I definitely was not keen on swapping. Ethan was mine, I was getting possessive of his penis.
We celebrated that night with lasagna and the others had red wine.
The next two weeks passed quickly as we sorted our stuff and packed up to move to Albury, well a place called East Gerogery. It worked out that we were actually invited to a wedding.
...........
That is the conclusion for now in the 'Farm Boy, My Brother' sub-series of 'Journey to Love.'
You will hear more of Emily and Ethan in Journey To Love, part twenty.
There may well be a sequel later, but don't expect anything soon. Other sibling stories to write first.
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Journey To Love part 20
Welcome to the final chapter of Journey To Love. It has been a long journey. Thank you for your support. More notes on this at the end.
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.............
Do Journeys have a point? Sometimes yes, often no. But this journey has come to a point or maybe it's a pivot leading down a different path.
.............
Jack
..............
Waking, we knew that Grandpa was soon to be put into an induced sleep. His surgery was scheduled for seven am. Perhaps he had the best seats in this house of stress. Mum was already at the Hospital. She had the task of negotiating poor Hospital food and bad coffee.
We simply had to wait. Sophie and I cuddled in bed. I'm so glad I had her as my support. I felt suddenly thrust into a future that while exciting, but was so dependent on the wisdom of our Grandpa. Wisdom that he had not had the chance to pass on.
What if he died? It was a real possibility. Or perhaps worse, a massive stroke caused by plaque released by the stent. So worry knotted my stomach. It was also so new to me. Sophie had had Debbie and the uncles in her life forever. I was, until these last three months, almost an orphan. Grandpa was my only rock.
Of course, I had Sophie now. My fiancé and wife-to-be. But this not being alone in the world was so new to me. If Grandpa died then this feeling would increase. He is the only person in the world who watched me grow up, even if that was once a year for short periods.
I felt a hand snake down my body and hold my very limp penis. This was followed by a kiss and my sister rubbing her large breasts on me.
"You're worried Jack, I don't think I've ever known you this soft in the morning. I get it, as much as I love sex with you, the mind controls the blood flow. Perhaps we should distract ourselves. Get up and have coffee, then go explore."
"So long as we stay in phone contact, good idea. I'm afraid my mind is very worried and needs distraction."
Sophie bent down and took my softness between her lips. Her tongue and sucking failed to raise me up.
"Wow, I actually love this Bro, I've never been able to enjoy all your dick in my mouth like this, so cute."
"Thanks, like I need cute right now." I ticked her butt, "Thanks. Never forget I love this, no matter how hard I do or don't get. But coffee, yes, you make such a good brew."
We dressed lightly, as the day was going to get up to forty degrees C. Our Uncles didn't join us, I guessed they needed time for themselves as well.
It's a very different place from what I remembered three months ago. Then it was a farm with an eccentric Grandpa who was tilting at windmills. I had no idea he was a genius who built a kingdom. True, Grandpa was just Grandpa, loveable and caring, generous but never excessive.
"Sophie, can we go for a spin in Daisy?"
"Great idea, um where did you put her?"
"I'm not sure? It was a shed, but there are a lot of them. It was dark when we did it. I think it was that way."
We had an explore and found all sorts of farm machinery, some antiquated, some modern.
"It's almost a museum, Jack."
We came across an almost empty barn, it was only the tyre marks in the soft dust floor that gave away that somewhere here was a vehicle.
"It has to be Daisy," I said. "I know we just put her inside the door."
Down the back was a wooden structure with a door in it. It was low and insignificant. The tyre tracks led straight to it. The door was locked and there was no obvious place to open or unlock.
"Sis, I reckon there has to be a scanner here somewhere."
"I think you're right. First to find it gets first drive."
"You're on." My sister scurried around aimlessly trying things.
I squatted and looked. If the car left tracks so must the person who locked her up. Two tracks followed the car to the container, it was clear from the weight on the toes that they were pushing. Two tracks led away but one peeled off to the left. My scout training came in handy. I wandered over to the workbench on the left and stopped where the tracks stopped. I might need to concrete this floor if we really wanted to keep Daisy's location secret I mused.
I looked at the empty bench. Mm, the only thing that looked like it was used recently was the vice. This I turned to open and as I did a simple small tin sheet moved to reveal a security pad. I looked into and placed my thumb on the scanner. I heard the door open behind me.
"Jack, did you do that?"
"Ghosts I'm sure. I guess I get to drive first."
We rolled Daisy out of storage and I checked for fuel. Behind us, the lockup closed. As we settled into the car, I commented.
"I love Grandpa's sense of fun."
"How did you find it? You went straight to it."
"I guess no one had used the shed since we left, the tracks in the dust were very clear."
"Clever, where to?"
"Maybe just around the trotting track a bit, like our first time."
"Yes, too hot for driving longer."
So we did a few laps and I tried a complete lap in reverse. It was fun but scary and difficult. Then we swapped.
"I always liked watching your rear assets when you climbed into the driver's seat, Sis."
She held her position at that and my hands enjoyed her form. Sophie managed the reverse driving much better than me. Finally, we put Daisy away and I showed my Sister the simple trick to open the door. We walked back to the house to find our uncles up and drinking coffee.
"We thought you two had gone to the cave. But then we heard Daisy. Well done for finding out how to get her out."
"It was all Jack."
"Not a King Scout for nothing."
"I thought you were a Queen Scout?"
"I was, I looked it up, wondering what happens now that there is a King as reigning monarch. Apparently, it's not a badge or fixed thing we get, but it's a bestowed honour, like a knighthood. They are either the Queen's Knights or the King's Knights, depending on who reigns. So I'm a King Scout now."
"Bugger, I'm going to have to change that whole skit, Dave," Rob sighed.
"He has a Cabaret act based on queer Queen Scouts. Sorry buddy, I don't think it will translate to King Scout well."
"Have you heard from Mum?" I asked.
"Only that they wheeled him into theatre about two hours ago."
Just then the phone rang, it was Mum, and Dave put her on speaker.
"He's just out of surgery and in recovery. The surgeon said it went well, but be warned his arteries could still throw off clots. They expect I can see him in a couple of hours."
"When can we visit?"
"They suggested visiting hours tonight, just me till then."
"Okay, sounds great we can relax a bit here then."
With that knowledge, we did relax and Sophie suggested a visit to the cave.
It was very hot, so we packed some ice into a cooler bag and hoped the cave would be much cooler. We had only been in it for five minutes last time and were keen to explore its intimacy.
"Just promise me one thing, Jack?"
"Anything."
"If there is no phone reception we come straight back."
"Absolutely, particularly in the cave."
It took us a little while to find it again, as we took a wrong turn. But the reception held and soon we were in the cool of the cave.
"It works in here Jack, and it has to be ten degrees cooler."
"Excellent, as I intend to be getting hot and sweaty with you," I said as I bought the ice in and tipped it into the eski.
Sophie grabbed some ice and sucked on it. Soon we were stripping each other. My Sister dropped to her knees and made short work of my shorts. Her tongue worked my penis to hardness.
Imagine my surprise when after a short break jacking me with a hand, her mouth resumed its love.
"Shoot, what the fuck!"
A piece of ice had joined her tongue on my cock.
"Crap that's cold."I attempted to pull back, but her arms were wrapped around my buttocks.
My glans were numbing up, but at the same time, it was exciting and somewhat refreshing. It had been a large piece that was melting fast. I needed to think and act fast. Revenge is best served cold. I pulled her panties down and my fingers spread her juices in preparation. My Sister was producing a lot of fluids.
I waited until the ice had totally melted, then quickly pushed my Sister onto the mattress and thrust my very cold penis, right into the hilt.
"Fuck, shit, cold, you fucking snow man." She giggled. "I guess I deserved that."
Now temperature is often about comparison. My sister's vagina felt like it was on fire. I didn't stop pumping to make notes though. It was way too sexy.
By this stage, we were both on the edge of cumming. Sophie latched her mouth onto my neck and started to give me a serious hickey. I knew it would form one but I didn't care, I was happy to be marked as hers. My penis had warmed up but not totally because as I filled her, the fluids blasting out felt hot.
"Shit that's hot spunk, Bro, shit cumming," my sister shouted into her love bite. Her legs clamped around my buttocks as her climax lifted her off the mattress.
We collapsed in together panting in the euphoria of our shared fun.
"I wonder, if it was ice in your pussy, would it be different?"
"Don't you dare Jack. But your cock was so cold when you first entered me. I almost came from the shock."
"Remember when you sucked me with toothpaste in your mouth."
"Oh I forgot that, I guess these bits are extra sensitive."
With that, we just lay together cuddling and running our hands over our partners. We chatted about how life had changed.
"It's a bit daunting to have the responsibility of a farm, but also having the advantage of knowing we don't have to get it right. It's not like if a crop fails we won't get to eat," I mused.
"You won't fail Jack, you are amazingly resourceful."
"I guess so. But just three months ago I was a virgin orphan boy, with nothing to my name, wondering how the fuck I could even get through university. Mind you, if I don't go back soon, I can't finish."
"Maybe you can get some advanced credits off a farming degree."
"Great idea. I wonder if farm engineering is a thing, maybe get a double degree out of it."
"Worth talking to a Student Counsellor about."
Just then the phone rang. It was Mum.
"Hi Mum how's Grandpa?"
"Hi kids, the truth is we are not sure. He is speaking with a bit of a slur. That could be the post-operation recovery, but they think it might be from another stroke. He needs to take recovery slowly, but maybe it's best you come in early, just in case."
"You mean?"
"It's possible, that's all I'm saying. Where are you?"
"In the cave, it will take us a while to get back to the hospital, maybe an hour."
"Well don't be reckless, I've spoken with Dave and Rob, are you okay if they leave straight away?"
"Yes sure, is it that urgent?"
"No one knows, Grandpa is putting his usual spin on it. Just don't speed, drive safely. You two are so precious to him."
"Okay mum, see you soon."
My naked sister was already in my arms, but now she was clinging to me, tears flowing.
"It's ok, let's get decent and get moving."
I kissed her and handed her clothes back to her. We dressed as fast as we could.
Back at the house we had a very quick shower and dressed in better than farm wear. We took the van as we had no idea if other vehicles were available.
Sophie texted Mum when we arrived and she met us halfway to the ward.
"I should fill you in," she started. "He appears to have trouble finding the words he wants. He understands well enough. But processing is slow. So ask simple things for now, just be cheerful and hopeful."
We entered and Grandpa's eyes lit up.
"Deb wells me you wo wascals were up at the cave. Nothing like a good wogering to pass the time." He slurred this out and not all that clearly.
"Grandpa!" Sophie exclaimed. Then she leant in to whisper in his ear. "Anytime Jack wants to roger my cave in the pirates' lair I'm up for it."
Grandpa roared with laughter.
"I'm not sure that laughter is good for your head Dad."
"Wuck that iw'd wather die waughing. I know w'm not working well but wi'll wimpwove."
"Good to hear Grandpa, I will need you to show me a lot more on the farm yet."
"Working won it Wack. I wink I need west, but bewore wou go, when the wedding. Wet working won it wor Wustwaliaw Way."
"Yes Grandpa, we promise."
With that, we all kissed him goodbye and he quickly nodded off to sleep.
The Neurosurgeon called us in for a meeting. The long and short of it was that he had a stroke on the left side of his head, thus his speech is affected. He will get a bit better if nothing else happens, but the slur will probably stay.
It will take a week for any brain matter tissue damage to show on the C.T. scans so we will need to wait on that. Also, they haven't assessed muscular functioning as they don't want him walking around yet. Unfortunately, that means he may well be in hospital for Christmas.
With that bad news, we went home sullen. Dave stayed on to maintain the vigil. Rob drove Mum home as she had had little sleep.
We decided we should set the date of the wedding for Australia Day. Fortunately, Flights of Fantasy had no bookings. So they had already blocked it out just in case. They were bringing three Balloons. Jan and Ben were as keen as mustard, and Jan was making regular trips with Sophie to shop for it in Wagga and Albury.
For me, days dragged toward Christmas as I felt like a fish out of water on the farm. Grandpa was slowly improving. We turned our minds toward Christmas. This brought a different problem, what do you buy a girl who can afford to buy anything? Not that Sophie had ever expressed the desire to have anything.
It was three days to Chrissy and we knew the shops would be crowded. But then we had never gone shopping in Albury. We sat down over breakfast to talk about it.
"I could buy you a hot air balloon Jack, but we know we are already getting that."
"I could get you a luxury holiday, but we are doing that on our honeymoon."
"You could get me my passport."
"Shit, it's Christmas can we get one in a month?"
"Bugger, so an exclusive Australian honeymoon then."
"Ok, so what?"
"Maybe I need something to do on quiet evenings when you're not boning me, like a hobby. We can't keep up this pace forever."
"So take up knitting," I said cheekily.
"No!... actually that's a good idea. I actually like knitting, but maybe something more like, we are running a farm, we have sheep, so maybe I can learn to spin my own yarn."
"Baa, baa, black sheep, have you any wool," I started singing.
"Yeah poor back sheep, they have a hard deal, always culled."
In no time Sophie was on her phone googling.
"Not much market for bulk black wool, but it is appreciated in the country craft scenes."
"Are you suggesting I buy you sheep?"
"No, I want to buy my own sheep. That way I can name them and protect them from being meat. You can buy the knitting needles."
"Helpful. Do you know how to knit?"
"Yes actually, but only simple stuff. What about you?"
"I have one idea. I have been thinking about what is going on in The Ukraine. I don't think Grandpa had done much with the idea of aerial surveys or not, but maybe I could get into drones. I love the aerial views we had in the balloon, maybe I could learn to fly them, or even race them."
Sophie giggled, "Or if Australia gets attacked get your other soldier going?"
"How about we go into town before we visit Grandpa today, and do some scoping out possibilities?"
"Even buy something, but a starter-level drone, no point buying you the best drone until you learn to fly one."
"Good point, I'll refrain from buying three bags full of black wool until you can spin."
With that, we buried our heads in our phones working out where to go. Then we headed into town. The problem was that we both needed to go in very different directions. We decided that we would take Taxis. But we needed to look at having individual cars soon. The van was way too hard to park.
.................
Sophie
..................
I started thinking about sheep, black sheep in particular. I wondered where you could get them. I looked up Gumtree, a swap or buying country things website. Nothing is showing up at this point. Well, there was something in Western Australia, but too far away.
I googled stuff all about sheep and types of wool. Thus learning occupied much of my downtime, not that Jack gave me much in the evenings. We were still making love on average three times a day. But as we waited for Gramps to come home, we were all sort of on hold.
Mum worked out of her office on the Farm, but Rob had to go back to Melbourne, as his cabaret restaurant had a lot of Christmas special events happening.
I bought Jack a good-quality, but simple drone and a VR headset. I figured if he crashes it, he will learn. Even still, it cost more than I've ever spent on a present. It was a weird feeling.
I started seriously looking for coloured sheep. So I rang our stock agent, yeah we had one of those, after talking to Mum about the idea. He informed me that there would be no sales before Christmas or until mid-January but he would put the feelers out to stockyards that we were looking. He asked how many? I told him less than ten but I wanted different shades or colours, Grey, black, browns, tan.
My plan was to spin stuff into different patterns with variations of colour. Not sure what Jack got me, but if it's only needles I'll just buy stuff later. Although I figured he would spoil me.
I told Grandpa what I was planning. He was excited. He told me where I could find Grandma's stash. Not that I knew what that meant.
As for Grandpa, he was kicking up a stink and coming home for Christmas. He was going to pay for a live-in nurse so he could. We were invaded by Physiotherapists at the house working out what needed to be done to help Grandpa live here full-time.
Grandpa was improving a bit and his slurring was not every word now, just the harder ones. But he would definitely need mobility scooters as now both legs were affected. He was very keen to do his physio though, he talked about the need to retrain his brain sooner rather than later.
On Christmas Eve we all sat around the lounge room and watched Carols on the TV. Grandpa was cheerful. Mum made her famous eggnog, and we told stories of past Christmases. This was Jack and my first Christmas together. We cuddled on the couch.
One year, when I was about six, Grandpa took us all to the Myer Music Bowl, for the Carols. So we always watched it after that. Christmas in Australia was so different to the cards, with their winter snow scenes. It was still thirty-four degrees Celsius outside and the cicadas were so loud this year.
"Grandpa, how come you never built a swimming pool?" Jack asked.
"I figured we had dams, rivers and the town pools to swim in. Also, it meant going out and enjoying the company of people. I know the kids had a swimming hole to go to when it had rained. So we never got around to it." This was said slowly with his slur, which we were still getting used to.
"Well, that explains why Sophie never really learnt to swim."
Sophie snuggled me with that. "My hero here not only rescued me but taught me to swim."
"Feel free to put one in Jack," Deb added, "we just never got around to it, then we moved to Melbourne. So if you're planning on staying to run the farm, then it's probably essential."
"Yeah," Grandpa chipped in, "can't have your little ones running around all hot, they need to learn to swim."
"Grandpa, really, you want us to have kids?" I responded.
"I'll stay alive for it, if I can."



"But we are not sure if we can yet."
"Well, that's the thing you two. The test results are back. Merry Christmas, you are good to breed whenever you want, no nasties," Dave said handing me an envelope with the DNA results.
I jumped into Jack's arms and kissed him hard.
"Um, I didn't mean here and now."
We all burst out laughing.
"I know Grandpa, you just put the pressure on. Sophie and I have discussed it, but we think we need to get used to all of this and the farm. Plus we both want to go to college to study Agriculture. So we have decided we would wait a bit."
"At least until this implant runs out," I added.
"When's dat?" Grandpa slurred.
"In about two years. Besides Pa, I'm hoping to keep you alive by making you wait. Can't have you giving up too easily." I went over and hugged him. "I'm still only eighteen, you have to teach me the ropes, so I can pass it on to the kids."
"But," Jack announced, "we should celebrate anyway with a bottle of Bubbly. Good Aussie Curvé Brut, none of that French slop."
We all laughed and celebrated the hope of the new life we had together. That night our lovemaking was different. There was a deep soul to our connection, knowing we could have a family together was enough. Even though I was not going to get pregnant with the sperm that Jack filled me with, this was a new life. We cuddled in our special way.
"Merry Christmas Sophie, I love you."
"Merry Christmas Jack, I love you just as much."
Christmas morning was how we often spent it, although it had been in Melbourne most years. Grandpa would come down to Rathdowne Street.
After a festive breakfast, we gathered around the tree for present opening. We had the lights on and an album of Aussie Christmas carols playing in the background.
As we started Jack started crying. In fact, tears flowed freely down his cheeks. I noticed and quickly cuddled him. My hand drifted to his tears and wiped them.
"What's up, Jack?"
The room went still. My Brother tried to say something but next he was sobbing. I think we all knew it was something important.
"This is, I'm sorry, this is, shit, I'm blubbing like a kid. This is my first Christmas, I mean, I've had them, and Dad tried to make it ok. But we normally had one present each and Dad took me to the RSL for a Roast Christmas dinner. This is my first proper Christmas."
We were all in tears at that.
Mum spoke up. "Sometimes I feel like the Grinch that stole Christmas, and this is not helping me from feeling guilty, but you were always here for Christmas in our hearts. In fact, I always put a present for you under the tree."
"Mum, that present every year, there always would be one left?"
"Yes, Darling."
"You said it was for someone special, and they would get it later. I so wanted to see what it was. For a mystery person, but you wouldn't tell me who."
"Yes, they were for Jack. Dave and Rob, would you be Santa for me?"
One by one the boys went next door and bought back a present. It was clear they were wrapped in very old tatty Christmas paper.
"Happy first Christmas you missed Jack, you where two."
Rob gave him the first one. He was crying, as I think we all were. It was a wooden Thomas the Tank Engine train set.
"I couldn't give them to you, so I kept them safe here."
Mum's presents took us all through the years. Memories of fads and early computer games, even a bike came out in turn. Tears turned to laughter as Jack received his seventeen presents.
"I'm not going to take things out of their packaging. Some of these are collector's items already. I want to build a display area to put them on show, sort of social history. Fuck, I really wanted some of these things at the time.
"Well son, they are yours, and I get it. I'm just so pleased you are in the family again. Now I can give you a present this year in person."
With that, she pulled out a small parcel from under the tree and gave it to him. It was a gold chain, a thick gold chain. It was in two tones of gold and each alternate link had a letter embossed on it. A J on the yellow gold and an S on the rose Gold.
"Help me put it on Little Sister."
Then Mum gave me her present. It was a finer Gold Chain with a locket on it. It looked antique but maybe it was simply twenty years old. Inside were two photos of us as babies. There was also a bracelet that matched Jack's. I loved it.
Jack and I wrapped Mum in a hug of love and thanks. Then Jack kissed me, and the family cheered.
Jack got his drone, and he gave me a big traditional spinning wheel and some things to process wool, plus a bag of black fleece.
At the end of the day, we all agreed that it was the best Christmas ever.
The next weeks were filled with planning and learning. Grandpa showing us the ropes, and me spending time with Jan planning the wedding and all the things. I had the wedding dress, the Chantilly Lace I had intended to wear at the Hydro Majestic. Mum joined us in our planning and was in charge of the food.
Jack and I got our University applications in, which meant we had to wait for second round offers, as they were late. Jack warned Grandpa not to pull any strings, we wanted to get accepted on merit. Jack needed to wait to be able to see a Student advisor, as everyone was on their summer holiday break.
From Christmas, it was only four and a half weeks to the wedding. I got a call from Mel and Richard, the hosts at Cumnock whom we invited to the wedding.
"Hi Sophie," it was Mel.
"I hope this means you are still coming."
"Definitely, but we have a problem. Do you remember those farm twins that left the bra in the haystack?"
"Hard to forget that haystack."
"Well, our worst fears happened. Emily is pregnant, and they got kicked off the farm and are staying with us. The thing is we are not happy with leaving them here on their own when we come down."
"Are they a handful?"
"No, it's the Dad we don't trust. They are just young and impulsive, unlike you and Jack. So can I ask a big favour, can we bring them to the wedding? They are sort of homeless and jobless. We need to find long-term solutions for them."
"I'll talk to Jack, I'm sure they can come to the wedding, at least come with you. As they are sibling we will be okay with them knowing we are too. Jack can talk to Ted about other more longer-term stuff. We have a farm here we are having trouble managing with Grandpa not able to do much. Give me an hour to talk with Jack."
We chatted about Grandpa for a minute, then I went off to find Jack.
"I can't see a problem with that Sophie, in fact the spare farmhouse is free at the moment, so they could stay there."
It had a sharefarmer in it managing the farming, but they had bought their own property. Grandpa had cut them a good deal.
"Do you know, Sophie, how much farming experience Ethan actually has?"
"Not sure, just that they grew up on a farm."
"I'll ask Ted, we certainly could use some help."
"Then ring Ted and have a chat. They're our age, at least mine Big Brother, it would be good to have a young couple around when the family leave."
We decided to let them stay until the Baby was born and minimally once they found housing and employment. We really needed someone who could look after the share farm long-term. They were getting harder to find. Young people were still walking away from a farmer's life. Who can blame them, it's a hard challenge these days.
Talking of farming I got a call from our stock agent, Bob. Some coloured sheep were coming up for sale at Holbrook next week. We decided to attend. The Agent would join us to help us out.
When we arrived it was an experience to behold, although Jack had been to a few over his life. Our agent was a bit disappointed in the sheep. Not that they might not be good, but we couldn't tell. They hadn't been shorn for nearly three years. They were huge. But that was the fleece, possibly they were sickly underneath. They certainly needed shearing very soon.
"The risk is yours I guess, might take a month or longer to find someone to shear them. It's not like you need to shear a whole flock. You have your shearer's booked in for April," Bob informed us.
"Do we have a shearing shed?" I asked.
"Yes," he laughed, "it's down near the share farmhouse."
"Fuck it takes a bit of finding out what we do and don't have," Jack said.
"I get that, Gus is certainly eccentric."
No one seemed interested in the sheep, but I was not going to let them be sent off for pet food or whatever they do to unwanted sheep. So we bid and got them for a steal.
"Guess I need to find a shearer for them now." Bob sighed.
"What happens now?" Jack asked.
"Well, you take them home. Did you bring a truck?"
"Were we supposed to bring a truck?"
If you were intending to buy, particularly a small load like this, most farmers bring their farm truck just in case. Not worth paying haulage on this lot."
"When can we take them?"
"As soon as possible after the sale is finished. Today if possible, or you pay a pen fee."
"Could we duck home and get it?"
"Sure, Jack how about you come with me to finalise payments, then you can high-tail it back for a truck. The truck by the way is parked in the sharefarm sheds.
"Um," Jack said, "are we allowed to drive it?"
"You are, if you grab the small two-tonner. There are twelve sheep, they will fit nicely. They even come with their own airbags," Bob chuckled.
"You know a lot about our stuff Bob?" I queried.
"That's because I'm good mates with Gus, and was his first Sharefarmer back in the day. Found out I liked the broader farm business, not the early morning rises and the crap working conditions. Not that Gus was bad to work for, the opposite. He helped me get through Agg college. That was when there were Agg Colleges, not Universities. But enough chin wagging let's go pay for these roughians."
"Well Sophie, you just bought your first sheep. Do you feel like a farmer yet?" Jack asked as we headed back to get the truck.
"Shit no, but I couldn't let those poor sheep get culled, could I?"
"I guess not. But we have a wedding just four days away. They will just have to graze in the shed paddocks till we can get a good look at them. At least they look like they are different colours."
"True, but crap the amount of wool, I reckon it's ten bags full compared to the bag I was given by you for Christmas, and that's per sheep!"
"You realise that's at least a hundred and twenty bags then."
"Shit. Maybe we bought too many."
Back at the saleyards, Jack had to ask for help to load them. It was normally a self-serve venture. But we had no idea. A local farmer chipped in, as his transport had just loaded his hundred head and left.
We returned to the farm to the sounds of bleating. We put them in the paddock that Grandpa had suggested. He had trouble not laughing out loud at our purchase.
"Well that's a lucky dip if ever I saw one," he slurred. "Are you sure there are sheep under there? I have to say one thing for you Sophie, you take after your Grandpa. You get daft ideas and follow through. Now the test is if you can make it pay off. If these sheep have good wool and are in good health then you got a bloody good deal."
With that, I was determined to make a good show of it. But first we had to get married.
"After dinner, we were cuddling in the bedroom. By the way Jack, no sex after tonight, before the Wedding. Got to make you horny for the big night."
The look he gave me.
...............
Jack
...............
"SERIOUSLY!"
Sophie giggled. "Why not?"
"Give me a few good reasons?"
"First, it will make the night special. Second, you waited more than a month to give me the ring, so why not the wedding night? Third, I won't get distracted while I plan, but I will be horny as, come the night. Fourth, you will be so full of spunk that you will fill me up. That reminds me, no wanking while you wait."
"You're serious aren't you?"
"I only just thought of the idea, but I think I just convinced myself it was a good idea."
"Fuck, really? Damn!"
Sophie looked at me with her doe eyes.
"We can have fun tonight though. Early to bed and early to rise," she grabbed my dick as she said that," makes Jack healthy, wealthy and wise.
"Horny, Randy and Hard, more like it."
"Prove it?"
"Minx!"
I pushed my sister onto the bed and stripped her fast. By the time I had done that I was rock hard. I straddled her body and released my cock so I could feed it to her mouth.
"Just so you can get a good look. At what you'll be missing."
"And tasting!" She grinned as she slurped me into her mouth.
After five minutes I grabbed some lube from the bedside table and used it to titty fuck her. She took over the squeezing and I was able to insert two fingers into her vagina.
Her mouth serviced my glans as I pumped in and out.
"I'm coming Big Brother, yes, fill my mouth."
"On the condition you keep me hard after. I'm going to make the night last."
With that, she got into making sure I came with her, which I did with her second climax. Then she pushed me down and planted her pussy on my face as she lived up to her commitment to keep me hard.
Once sure I was not going down, she span and impaled herself on my hardness.
"Fuck me now Jack!"
I watched as her pussy folds parted around my penis. She groaned as I filled her with my fatness. I had trouble looking up at her, the view from below was so erotic.
"I can't believe," I grunted, "that I get to fuck my very own Sister."
"I'm having trouble believing I actually have a Brother and he lets me fuck him."
We moved in unison for five minutes, enjoying the feelings and closeness it brought. I then rolled her over and took the missionary position. I leaned down as I started thrusting.
"I can't believe that you my sweet Sister are giving this up for a week."
"Shit, I might just regret that."
"Sorry, no backsies," I said and I lifted her up by the hips to pummel her deeper. My hand found her clit and she instantly came on me.
"Fuck Bro, Shit, yes more!"
"I could stop now until the honeymoon."
"Don't you fucking daaaare!" She was cumming in a rolling cum.
I lifted one leg over my shoulder and drove home my point.
"Are you sure you can do without this hard Jack meat for a week?"
"Noooooooo, shit!"
I twisted my penis in her the emphasise the stimulation.
"Keep cumming Sis, I've not finished with you yet."
With that, I increased my pace. Her clitoris was poking right out to play, so I withdrew and immediately sucked it into my mouth.
"Get back in there Bro, fuck, too sensitive."
She tried pushing my head away. But I held on, my tongue enjoying the extended button and my lips sealed around the base.
She came harder still. To the point she blanked out. I let her go, but immediately put my penis back in its holster. I moved behind her body and held and cuddled her. Her pussy continued to clamp down on my cock. I moved in and out slowly. My hands held her breasts as her pussy spasms decreased around my cock.
She groaned with each slow penetration.
"What are you doing to me, Jack?" Sophie said dreamily.
"Just loving you." Then I chuckled, "Plus trying to make you miss this, you nympho, I doubt you can hold out."
She put a hand down to my penis as it slid through her copious fluids. Her fingers danced on my stem as I moved in and out. Then she took hold of my balls and pulled up so I had to stop deep in her.
"You had better cum soon Jack, I can't take much more. Either that or you get to have blue balls sooner than you think."
"I'll get blue balls anyway, but fuck I really need to cum."
"Then stop fucking around and fuck me."
I rolled us over so she was flat on her stomach.
"Lion fuck darling," I growled and started wild thrusting, while I bit down on her neck.
"No hickies before the wedding, shit."
I became a wild beast as I pummeled in and out of my sister. She arched her back again.
"Fuck Big Brother, shit cumming again, fuck!"
With that I blasted my load deep into my Little Sister, claiming her as mine once again. I came and came as I drained myself. Her pussy spasmed around me and we collapsed in a heap.. The mattress was soaked. Well, the sheets were, as we had a mattress protector on.
We didn't move until the fluids turned us to cold. We reluctantly moved and stripped the bed, before heading into a hot shower.
"Thanks Jack," Sophie said as she cradled my semi-hard cock in her hands.
"This thing is quite red raw. So not only me." She kissed my little head.
"Stay safe Little Jack, see you Saturday night."
"Fuck. Ok. But remember you need to be able to cope also."
"I'm already regretting it."
It was Wednesday night. The next Day Mel and Ted arrived with their friends, the farm couple Emily and Ethan.
"Welcome to your new home for a while. I'm sorry I won't be able to spend much time with you before the wedding, but I promise we will catch up properly next week."
"That's ok, we feel a bit like blow-ins," said Emily.
"You certainly are pregnant," my sister said as she hugged Emily. "I'm excited for you."
"That's not all," Mel coughed. "Tell them, they don't know yet."
"We are having twins."
"What!" Sophie squealed, "Fantastic."
"Well, how about we guys go to the farmhouse and help with some unpacking. You girls will want to talk babies I guess."
Sophie hugged me, "Thanks Jack, I think Emily could do with the break after that long drive."
I took Ted and Ethan over to the spare farmhouse. We pulled up in front.
"You don't have much stuff, is this all, Ethan?"
"Yes I'm afraid, that's all we own in the world, the contents of our bedrooms."
We unpacked them into the master bedroom as I figured they would be staying the longest. As we began unpacking, Ethan kept glancing over at the home paddock.
"If you don't mind me asking, what the fuck are those?"
Twelve woolly blobs were moving around in the distance.
"Those are the sheep Sophie bought this week. At least I think they're sheep."
Before I had said anything more, Ethan had cleared the fence and corralled them. He grabbed hold of one and examined it. Then came back over.
"They certainly need shearing. At least they were crutched sometime more recently, but it's got to be nearly three years' growth there."
"I know, we got them for a steal, but it's going to take a while to find a shearer."
"Well, they need doing as soon as possible. I'll need to check the shed, but I'll do them tomorrow, if that's okay."
"What, you can shear?"
"He is a bit of a local champ, he won some junior shearing comps a few years back," Ted informed me.
"Just don't like seeing sheep in that condition, the sooner we can get that off the better. Some may need a vet."
"Well go for it, you're turning up is a bit of a miracle. So long as we can all come and watch."
"Why the coloured's?"
"Sophie wants to get into spinning and natural coloured wools."
"Those fleeces will need a bit of cleaning. But shit, it's a fuck load of wool. That lot will last her years."
We all laughed.
"I need to make sure the shearing rig is working properly and sharpen some shears. Jack, was it you who found our love nest in the hay shed?
"Yes it was, you were not too careful I see." I made the shape of a pregnant belly.
"I get it, no, and Em is worse. But fuck I love her, and I'm sort of glad we have a couple of little tackers in the oven. I don't ever want to love anyone but my Sister. I've had it bad for years. What about you Jack?"
"My love for my Sister is probably the same, I don't want anyone else. But as for years, we will tell you the story, at least in brief, at the wedding. I wish I had grown up with her as you did."
"Well, I had better get things ready for the shearing."



"And me for the Wedding. Big BBQ tea tonight at seven. See you then. I think I'm going to like working with you a lot."
"I could do with a good mate," Ethan said as we said goodbye.
"Ted, I'll put you to work helping with the marquees and layout."
The girls disappeared into town for manicures and basic hair. So we didn't see them until the BBQ.
I told Sophie about the shearing and she turned and hugged Ethan.
"Really, wow, I was so worried."
"Emily, would you mind rousing for me tomorrow?" Ethan asked Emily.
Emily took her guy back and kissed him. "Big Brother, you know watching you shear turns me on."
"Well no, not really. Not that I knew."
"It's why I loved hanging around the shed."
I moved up behind Sophie. "Don't get any ideas, sweetie."
"Never Jack." Then she whispered in my ear. "I might get turned on if I saw those two making love though."
"Yeah, I forgot that's your thing. I would say there is a high chance of it, but remember Luv, this cock of mine has been put on ice."
With that, I whispered back visual pictures of our new friends fucking all over the shearing shed.
"Shit Jack stop, I'm getting wet."
"Your fault darling, your fault." Then in a normal voice, "Ethan, what time do you want to start tomorrow? I take it the shed is in order."
"As early as possible. It's going to be stinking hot tomorrow, so better for the sheep and better for me. As for the shed it's got the best gear, and it's in amazing condition. I thought I might have quite a lot to do today, but it was mainly organising things to make it easy for us."
"What's early?"
"Maybe a six-thirty am start, it should only take an hour."
Everyone groaned, but were happy to have a reason for an early start to the day.
"I'll make Pancakes for breakfast," Mel volunteered.
"I'll help," Deb added.
"When do the Canowindra mob arrive?" Emily asked.
"Early afternoon. Jim tells me they are bringing three balloons, plus we have ours. Let's hope the weather holds. Thermal updrafts can be a problem this time of year."
We all headed to bed early.
"Sophie, Sister dearest, how the fuck can I keep my hands off you tonight?"
"I know I was thinking you might sleep in the other room, I forgot the rooms would all be full."
"Too hot to just wear protective clothing."
We kissed and cuddled, until magically we had nothing on.
Temptation was too much. We pulled apart and lay at the edges of the bed. Sophie had a pillow thrust between her legs. My cock floated in the air above my stomach, dribbling pre-cum everywhere.
"Do you think we could cum just by imagining we are making love," Soph suggested.
My cock lurched.
"I guess so, my penis says it can."
"Close your eyes. Remember the pool at Barmedman. You were spying on your Sister, floating on her back. Without touching your hard cock, you watched mesmerised. They weren't just breasts floating freely in the water, they were your Sister's breasts.
"Your penis is throbbing hard with need. You don't touch it. You know it's wrong to cum while watching your virgin Little Sister. The one you had only just met. The one you have cum thinking about every night since.
"But she is so hot, so sexy and she wants you. You know that. Feel the pre-cum oozing out and dribbling on you."
"That's right I'm watching her and see her smile, she is daydreaming. Is she dreaming of me? My hands are holding her afloat and caressing her buttocks underwater. Feel my finger circle your little bud, the one they call the rose bud. You shake in anticipation but my fingers move up toward your vagina. You desperately want your Big Brother to penetrate you as you float. You feel his eyes on your nipples. They respond by getting harder. The cold water laps them as if his tongue.
Your wicked brother holds your pussy lips wide and you feel the cool water envelop your folds, and penetrate where you want his hard penis to penetrate. You know he is watching. You want him to take you. But you had both decided to wait. Wait till you had protection.
"Fuck, you think. You want to say it. You need him. You need his hard fat penis in you.
"Say it, Sophie. Tell Jack what you want."
"Fuck Jack, yes, I want to cum, fuck me, Jack. Take me, Big Brother. Cum on me, over me, in me.
Cum now Jack."
That's all I needed as sperm flew from my untouched penis and blasted my onto face. I moved sideways and the second blast painted my sister's tits.
"Yes, Cumming! Shit Bro, Shit."
I watched her face redden, her body stiffen, and her chest flush red with need.
We had both cum without touching.
"Fuck Jack, waiting was supposed to fill you with spunk for the big night. That worked."
"Not."
"So fuck me for real, you might as well."
I was on her body in an instant and driving my cock into her sopping wet vagina. This action meant the sperm that was dripping off us both was smushed between our bodies and we wreathed together in passion and lust. Sophie came in an instant as I vigorously thrust into her. My glans were so sensitive, but in minutes I came again filling her gasping clamping depths with another load. With that, we collapsed and kissed.
"Well it proves abstinence leads to better sex," I whispered to my Sister.
"True, but we only lasted one day. Still two days to go."
"Do we want to do this?" I asked her.
"It's a toss-up, that was unbelievable. But I hate waiting."
"Then let's not. But can we do that fantasy talk again?"
"Fuck yes, and if we ever have to resort to phone sex it's going to be great."
"It's hard to believe that we have not been away from each other since we first met."
"And I never want that to change Big Brother, but I guess it will happen."
"True. Maybe we can play phone sex in different rooms until one of us breaks and rushes in to fuck the other."
"Yes please. Shit, yes please."
"I love you, my beautiful little Sister."
"I love you, Jack."
With that, we fell asleep all tacky with cum juices.
I was dreaming. I heard my name being called. My morning wood was wedged in the buttocks of my dream girl. Yes, it was my sister. I figured my name meant put it in, so I slipped through her wet folds in that half-awake state.
"Jack."
"Jack wake up. No, not that." My Mum's voice for some reason.
Sophie had morphed in the Dream to our Mum, Debbie. Fuck what.
SLAP.
"Fuck!"
Right on my naked butt, the biggest handprint leaving slap.
"What the."
"I know, it's probably one of the sexiest things I've ever seen, but you need to get a move on. The sheep shearing is starting very soon."
"Mum, what's happening?"
"I've been trying to wake you two for thirty minutes. So I figured I needed to come in and do something. Fuck it smells of sex in here."
By this stage, I had shrivelled out of my sister releasing more of last night's cum. My Sister was quickly up and dressing.
"I'm not missing that, they are my sheep. Come on Jack."
"Shouldn't you shower?" Mum asked. I noted she had not left, but was looking, smirking at the situation.
"Now one will notice, those sheep stink worse," I replied.
"True, but take a Four-wheeler. I'll follow in a cruiser."
The shearing shed was over a kilometre from the main house. It was as such, so the sharefarmer could deal with things and it stopped the shearer's being nosy. So we hightailed it over there.
We burst into the shed and received a round of applause. Mum had beaten us and had let the wake-up problem out of the bag.
Ethan was all set to go. He was in stubbies and a blue singlet with riding boots. He looked like he had stepped out of the Tom Roberts painting, 'Shearing the Rams.' Emily was dressed the same, no Bra.
"Shit Emily you look hot." Her nipples poking the singlet, her breasts small and pregnant abdomen showing bare between her top and stubbies that rode low beneath the baby's bum.
Sophie dug me in the ribs. "Jack! But yes, I agree. Hot. But us girls find the shearer hotter, don't we?"
Every girl cheered.
"It's why I like shearing with my brother. I love how he takes control of the sheep and rams his shears," Emily piped up.
Three pens were full behind his gate.
"They are so bloody big I couldn't get more in," Ethan said ignoring our lurid comments.
Suddenly he burst through the swing doors and manhandled a massive bunch of wool back through the doors and began to work.
I was impressed. I'd seen many shearers in my time on various family farms, but this was something else. Even though the task was enormous, Ethan was suddenly a different person. Grace in adversity, swift, clean, and purposeful, so much so that in no time he had finished and he applied some powder to the sheep's rear.
"Surprisingly no fly blow but close."He said as he stretched and pushed the shorn sheep down the chute.
"Wow, a grey one, it's tiny and skinny," Sophie commented.
"I think it's a Corridale," Ethan informed us.
We watched Emily fold the fleece and take it to the table. Then hurry back to clear the deck of the bits and bobs including daggs.
Ethan grabbed the next one that was obviously black.
"Fuck that's a heavy fleece," Em said as she flung the fleece perfectly onto the table and started moving around removing bad wool, dags and knotty bits.
We watched as Ethan finished off the black sheep.
"Ethan there is no way I can keep up. Too much work this end." Emily yelled as Ethan examined the sheep.
"Ok, we may need to stack them and finish later." He looked up at Sophie. "This one will need a vet, but I can treat it till Tuesday, but you might want to arrange a vet as soon as possible, Jack."
He dragged it to a nearby race and pushed it down.
"I'll keep the bad ones separate."
"Will it die?" Sophie asked worriedly.
"Probably not, I've seen worse but it needs antibiotics. It's amazing it has lasted under that."
By this stage, Emily was halfway around. I went over and joined her.
"You look like you're done this before," Emily said after thirty seconds.
"Sometimes I helped with the rousing, but it was mainly Tar Here Jack!"
"You were a tar boy? That's funny," Ethan shouted as he pulled another Sheep through.
Emily retrieved the black fleece and put it aside.
"Marino Ethan?"
"Definitely."
Ethan started on his third, while Emily and I finished off the grey fleece.
"Jack, we will leave the fly-blown ones till after, it saves maggots on the table getting into the better fleeces.
I heard Sophie and Mel groan at that.
"So snakes and now maggots, I guess I had a reason for not coming back to the farm often, Grandpa."
I had missed him, but Grandpa was sitting in an old wicker chair out of the way. Observing, staying quiet.
"Well get used to it sweetie," he spoke slowly. "Your sheep, your learning curve."
Thus we moved through the flock. We had three vet cases, two borderline but nothing a good sheep dip wouldn't fix, Ethan informed us.
"There are three sheep here I don't recognise, they have beautiful fleeces, browns, black and one had black spots on the brown. I'll need to find out what type. They look like they could be purebreds." Ethan said.
"Are they the ones with the cute white strip on their heads?"
"That's them."
I think they might be Finnsheep," Sophie stated, "I was looking up breeds. They have so cute lambs, I'm excited, as I was thinking of breeding them."
"Well done Ethan, that was amazing to watch." I congratulated him. "All the beer you can drink tonight."
"Shit, don't get him drunk on me," Emily said, "he will be useless tomorrow."
"A happy or sad drunk?" Sophie asked.
"Happy and silly," Mel added, "more than once he's stayed at ours after a heavy night."
"And randy as fuck," Emily added. "He got a bit high on the champers when we found out we were having twins. I was sore for days."
"To be fair," Mel added, "anyone would be sore with that stud ram."
"Hey, this isn't a cattle market," Ethan protested wearing a shit wide grin.
"Well you guys have a wedding to keep preparing for, I'll keep working on these fleeces," Emily said.
"I'll come back and help you once I have dealt with the shorn ones." Ethan grinned.
Grandpa called him over, and they chatted a good while. I heard him telling Ethan where he could find some Sheep dip and also the mouth-guns for deworming treatments. It was clear Grandpa was impressed. We left the farm boy to sort it out.
Back at the main farmhouse I went straight to the shower. Sophie wisely gave me ten minutes to clean up the shed dropping stains from my body. My clothes would need a good wash.
She then joined me.
"I'm impressed Jack, that you got stuck into the work there. I think you deserve to finish what you started this morning. Marry me tomorrow, but please fuck me now."
I manhandled her into the shower and rammed my rod until she screamed in delight.
Fortunately, the house was empty when we came out. That was because our other guests had arrived and it was left to Mum, to do introductions. Ben and Jan from Culcain, they brought a small RV with them, courtesy of their parents' Grey Nomad days.
Five minutes later Gerry and Jillian arrived in their Cruiser, complete with a balloon trailer. Rachel and Jim followed just out of their dust.
After the intros, Jim said, "We'll park the trailer and head off to our Motel. Leave you young ones to it."
"Will you come back to have a meal with us tonight. Mum organised a spit roast company to feed us all."
"In that case Jack, we will be back, won't we Rachel?"
"Yes definitely."
"Any time after six thirty, I doubt the food will run out."
Ben had to head back as he was doing some fire protection work on a neighbourhood. We enjoyed a late breakfast brunch put on by Mum and Mel. Then the younger girls headed off to do wedding stuff.
............
Sophie
............
Jillian, Jan and I piled into Jillian's Cruiser, and as we went down the farm track I had a horrid thought.
"Girls, we can't leave Emily behind dealing with sheep shit. Fuck she probably hasn't had any breakfast. Let's swing by the share farmhouse and pick her up."
"You're so right, you haven't met Emily yet. She is terrific, and really needs friends right now," Jillian said.
Jan and Jillian had met when she and Gerry brought the balloon we bought, down for us just after Christmas.
"So how did you meet Emily, Jillian?"
"We visited them at Mel's, because we heard we were staying with them this weekend. I love her, so impulsive, but great."
With that, we pulled up at the shearing shed and dragged Emily out to the house.
"You're coming with us. Shower girl, then a girly afternoon in town. Sort of a shopping Hens afternoon."
"But I don't really know you."
"That's why you're coming, we are not leaving you out, girlfriend."
"I don't really have clothes for tomorrow, do you think we could pick something up," Emily said shyly.
"Ohh," Jan cried, "Makeover time, yes."
"The babies are getting bigger."
"Babies?" Jillian said.
"Oh, haven't you heard, twins?"
Jillian squealed and it was hugs all around.
From the look of those shorts, you need some pregnancy wear. Suddenly Emily was in tears.
"I can't take your time today worrying about me, it's Sophie's special day."
"Nonsense, you just rescued my sheep today, you girl, deserve pampering."
"But,"
"No buts, I know you are basically penniless Cinderella, but today you are about to be turned into one princess. All on me, although I think it is my Grandpa who deserves the Fairy Godmother status. Now shower and dress.
Back in the car, after the rest of us had settled Jillian and Gerry's stuff into their room, we were quickly chatting like we had known each other for years.
We returned to the hairdresser and manicure place where Jillian and Emily got the works. Then we found some dressy clothes that a three-month-old pregnant Emily could wear.
After that, we went to a beer garden to celebrate.
"So, some hens games girls."
What followed was a lot of fun sharing things like the time we first saw our Brother's cocks etc. Though we had to specify after they were eighteen, not as little kids.
"Wait on right there. This morning Emily, the others didn't hear this comment, but Mel said something."
Emily went red.
"To quote: 'To be fair anyone would be sore with that stud ram.' Please explain."
"Well, Ethan has the dick of a stud bull."
"No way."
"Well not quite, but it is over eight inches and very thick."
"Wow, I know Gerry is a bit longer than Jack, but he's thicker."
"How do you know that?" Jan asked.
"We might have made love to our studs in our swimming pool, at the same time," Jillian shared
"No Spa," I corrected.
"Ok, then the swimming pool."
"Did you like, swing?" Emily asked in a whisper.
"No just looked. I sort of get off on some voyeurism." I confessed.
"Me too," Emily smiled.
"So how did Mel know?"
"She sort of accidentally saw a sex video we put on the TV's screencast."
"What? More girlfriend?"
"We like making videos of us, like, doing it. We were at Mel's and screencast to our TV, but didn't realise it went to the whole network. Mel and Ted saw it when they turned on their Tele to watch a movie."
"So what happened?"
"They got some movie! Let's just say the TV screencast has had a workout."
"Ok, so if that's the case, I think we need to see this wonder cock. Ethan can be our hens' night stripper."
"He would love that, but he's not here, maybe just a video for now. "
Emily got her phone out and searched for a video.
"Oh, I love this one."
"You need to put the sound down, we are in a beer garden."
"Oh yes," Emily said as she scrolled to a good bit. It was of her attempting to blow her Brother.
"Fuck, not wrong."
"I can't get more than four inches in, he is so fat. My jaw aches a lot, but I'm working on it."
Then she opened another of Ethan taking her in front of a big mirror.
"Shit that's so hot, fuck you are so obviously twins," Jillian said.
"And fuck, how can you walk? That is big and you're taking it all."
"Okay, but I'm not sure if this is not spoiling your hens' outing, the focus tends to get back to me."
"I don't know about the others, but I just want to go back and rape my Brother. I'm so wet right now Emily. No, not spoiled it, made it."
"I think our house is going to be full of cumming cries tonight, I doubt it's soundproof," Jillian added
"Okay, a little comp. We are in a different house, but there will be a reward for whoever makes love the loudest tonight."
"Poor Ted, how will he cope?" Jillian said.
"I think, from what I've heard, Mel might end up being the loudest. I wouldn't worry about it," Emily commented.
"Also" Jillian added, "which Brother gets the most embarrassed?"
"Fuck, I wish I were there."
"Embarrassed, that would be my Ben for sure. How about we do a wedding bingo card?"
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"A check sheet, like first to be seen copping a feel. Tit groped by a guy. That sort of thing."
We spent thirty hilarious minutes making up a check sheet on a phone, which we shared around.
"The first person to fill it has to shout Bingo."
"What's the prize?"
"Let's visit the sex shop ladies? We can select something there," Jan suggested.
"You obviously know of one Jan? How come?"
"I needed something to fill in my time while I waited for my Brother Ben to notice I was coming onto him, for six long years, and that was after I turned eighteen."
"Fuck, I'm glad I didn't wait."Emily sighed. "I just told Ethan to strip, and then I fucked him. Took both our cherries on our eighteenth birthday."
It was great to watch Emily open up. We were very much a close group of friends by the end of the afternoon. We drove back for the big BBQ just in time to watch the food being carved.



"Fuck Emily, you look gorgeous," Ethan said as she walked up to the guys.
"Ethan, behold your princess," I announced.
His jaw was on the ground. Emily wrapped herself in his shoulder and quietly wept.
I heard her say. "Bro, for the first time I have girlfriends, and special very ones I can share my love for you with."
"That goes with us all, Emily," I said.
"I know we have landed on our feet here. I feel so much a part of the guys' group already," Ethan added. "Today has been so great."
Later that night back at the house the noises of lovemaking permeated the house so loudly, Emily said she heard the possums evacuating the roof in search of peace and quiet. Our house was no better. Jack was responding to my very vocal responses which heightened his passion. So much so that Deb and Rob joined in the chorus. Dave apparently completed it by coupling with his brother.
It was the morning of my wedding. Something I couldn't have imagined doing as an eighteen-year-old. But I was smitten. Smitten with my Brother, my new brother. My handsome big Brother. He was my very first love, I mean deep down head over heels love. I never expected love to be like this. Not only that, but this love we share has brought me out of myself. No more hiding behind a hoodie. Before I was too scared to be seen.
It was love at first sight, and within hours of meeting, I was so horny for him. Who gets to meet their Brother for the first time when they are eighteen? The miracle is that he loved me back. He got hard for me that first night. Now today, we were committing ourselves to each other for life.
We have spent weeks working on our vows together. We would use the same words. We can't have a church or government-approved marriage, but that doesn't mean it can't be as serious. The paperwork is just legal fluff, the heart is where the long-term bonds are formed. Our bonds had already been sealed in blood, my blood, our virginity freely given. Sealed with open, deep, passionate lovemaking. These were the things of the heart.
I looked at my Brother, naked, sleeping beside me. I was blessed. But I didn't want to take him now, as much as my pussy was leaking and pleading with me. I was determined to wait till tonight. I giggled to myself, we couldn't manage twenty-four hours, it would be hard managing these twelve. We had been so loud last night.
Quietly I slipped from the covers and went to the shower. Jack's fluids had almost caked my pussy lips shut. I really need a bath but decided that that luxury would have to wait. The smells of breakfast wafted down the corridor, and we girls had to get to town for final hair and makeup. The Wedding was planned for two pm.
Everyone was gathered at the main house when I entered. We chatted quietly over coffee. Jack joined us looking fucked out.
"Thanks Sis, I slept really good last night. You fucked the nerves out of me."
Dave coughed, "Fucked the living daylights out of us all with that cat-a-wailing," he grinned.
"Our house was just as awesome. It was like an orgy over there, except just soundscape, no visuals, but fuck you girls could be so loud. What was going on?" Gerry asked.
Jan took the floor. "We might have had a little competition to find out who could be the loudest lovemakers. We wanted to make our Brothers know they are loved as much as the Bride loves the groom."
"Vote girls?" I said. My phone started pinging. It didn't take long to tally.
"Emily was right, Mel and Ted were the loudest," I announced, "by unanimous vote."
So we gave her a prize from the sex shop. A remote-controlled set of vibrating balls. Ted blushed.
"I was only trying to drown you lot out so Ted could concentrate on making me cum." Mel confessed.
I'm sure Mel was wearing them, or is it had installed them, during the wedding banquet, as she kept pausing mid-sentence and giving Ted dirty looks.
With that we broke up to head into town, the guys were left to do whatever guys do before a wedding. Most times I think they just laze around, while we go overboard with preparations.
Once back from town the guys were kicked out to the share house to dress. I had no idea what they were wearing, my only instruction was to match my chantilly lace dress, we were going retro country. To go with this I had bought a pair of white leather cowgirl boots with embossed birds, honeyeaters and bottle brush flowers on the sides, all in white.
My bridesmaids had square bodices smocked and embroidered with their favourite Australian flowers, over different very light pastel fabrics. As I now had money, we splurged out and had them custom-made in very quick time. These were complemented with full calf-length skirts with lace trim and hems, all in classy country fabrics. They offset this with matched riding boots. I figured it was a farm wedding to a farmer, among country people. I only hoped the boys could come up with something to match. But I knew Mum, had had chats with Jack.
The next two hours were a blur as we finalised our outfits and the photographer took photographs. Grandpa was resplendent in a suit, and he drove the wedding car. The guys were hurried off to the small family chapel, come gathering ground, just outside the cemetery where Grandma lay. Our path was marked by flower petals. A carpet of petals of every variety.
Outside the house, Daisy was waiting in her polished yellow. The canopy had been removed as its solar system would affect the look. They had made a plush seat on the luggage rack, so I was perched on this instead of the less dignified position low down in the passenger's seat. It was like riding in a carriage. Mum walked ahead like it was done when cars were first invented. The bridesmaids next to the headlamps. Grandpa drove gently over the flowers. We rounded the building. There stood our brothers lined up in a verdant alcove of plants and flowers in a horseshoe shape. They wore riding boots, dress jeans, and sculpted checked body shirts, straight out of the seventies. Think 'Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid', one of mum's favourite movies. Topped off with Acubra hats. We had only a small number of guests who were all seated around the edge of the circle.
But then, there was Jack, my Brother Jack. From that moment he was all I had eyes for. I know I alighted from the car, and the music started. The bridesmaids walked and I was lost in this fantasy of love. I floated toward him.
.......
Jack
.......
My heart caught in my throat. I watched my Little Sister beam as she walked toward me. I hadn't had any doubts, but I did have pre-wedding jitters. I was nervous, fidgety and had no idea what to do with my hands. But in that moment my heart leapt. This was my love, my lover, and my sister.
I remember Grandpa handing her to me. There was a marriage celebrant, but I don't remember much as he rabbited on until he muttered those famous words.
"If anyone knows any reason why these two should not be wed in holy matrimony, let them speak now or forever hold your peace."
There was a silent pause, then everyone shouted, "Yes! I do!"
He stopped and grinned.
"And why is that?" He asked.
"Because they are Brother and Sister." Chorused around us in all sorts of spoken phrases and variations.
With that, the Celebrant tossed a traditional marriage book in the air, and said, "Well I won't be needing this then. But I'm marrying you anyway, in the presence of these siblings, who know what it is to step outside the law in faithfulness to love."
Everyone cheated, laughed, and whooped for joy.
Then it came to the vowels.
"Jack: Do you take Sophie, your Sister, your love, your lover. To have and to hold, to make passionate love to, to cherish her, mind, body, and soul. To nurture her, uphold her, encourage and grow her in your mutual love, both now, forever, till death do you part and then into eternity."
"I do," my Sister breathed.
"Sophie: Do you take Jack, your Brother, your love, your lover. To have and to hold, to make passionate love to, to cherish his, mind, body, and soul. To nurture him, uphold him, encourage and grow him in your mutual love, both now forever, till death do you part and then into eternity."
"I do."
"You may kiss the bride."
I'm not sure how long that kiss lasted, but for way longer than at any wedding I had attended.
The officiant coughed. We broke apart.
"Seeing that we can't confirm this union in any legal way. Would all the siblings who are gathered here today as sibling lovers, and are at one with our bridal couple, pair up?
"I ask you to seal for Sophie and Jack their sanctity in their marriage, by kissing your sibling lover, or partner, in a sign that you know and understand their love. Please seal their union with your love for each other."
We watched as our friends paired off and kissed just as passionately as we had done. We turned as a noise behind us drew our attention to Grandpa Gus. He walked to Grandma's grave and knelt at her feet. The crowd followed our gaze and this moment became a sacred moment for us all.
"No greater Love; love overcomes all, love overcomes laws, love conquers all, even death. I declare Jack and Sophie married."
Cheers and tears were shared as we broke out of the formalities and gathered in the arms of love. Then it was photographs and party time. The reception was held in a big shed that had air conditioning running.
It was well into the high thirties, so a heatwave in anyone's language. We didn't do the normal stuff, we were fewer than twenty in number, so it was a casual feast. The banquet table was just that, a huge table with all sorts of foods, including an ice tray with the freshest seafood flown in that morning. Much more than we could hope to eat, but Grandpa spared no expense.
We danced and chatted, yes, making out was happening, and siblings were free to express their love. No public nudity, but there were a few soundproof love nest igloos scattered around that got used frequently.
Grandpa and I pulled Ethan and Emily aside for a quiet chat.
Grandpa started, "Ethan and Emily, we want to say we're impressed, I want to go out on a limb here, but perhaps, Jack can you take over, my brain is a bit overwhelmed."
"Thanks Gramps, you guys know your stuff, I don't know if you know much about the arable side of farming, but I take it you know how to do crops, being that you come from a mixed business farm."
"Ethan is just as good at that," Emily volunteered.
"Good to hear."
"I don't do cattle though, never had them."
"That's okay, we can all learn then. That said, we want to invite you to stay here and become share farmers for us."
"But we, I mean, we don't have anything to, you know, fund that."
"You don't need it. You will initially get a salary until your side starts to make its own money. We will have you on a one-year trial. If that works out for us all, we want you to stay on for as long as you want. Both of you will work with Sophie and me. Teach us the skills and train us."
"I wanted to do a lot of that training but I'm afraid my health has taken a toll. I need your help," Grandpa said encouragingly.
"I don't know what to say, this is wow, beyond my wildest dreams. I mean I wanted to have my own farm one day, but."
"Well you need to talk it over, you both have a young family coming, and that will take a lot of time from doing not much more than that at the moment. Maybe one day Sophie and I will have kids and they can grow up together."
"When do you want to know?"
"Whenever you are ready to commit. Even after the babies are born. Just help out till you are ready. Based on yesterday, your salary will start today regardless. Just help and do as you can," I informed him.
Well, he was one excited guy as he went off with Emily. I watched as she dragged him into an igloo, I'm sure they were talking, we did hear the squeals of excitement penetrate the igloo.
Five minutes later E mily poked her upper body out of the entrance. She was naked and her tits were hard as nails.
"Jack!" She shouted, "Yes, the answer is yes. Excuse us, I want to fuck my farmer man."
Let's just say that some used those igloos more than once. And we had ourselves some share farmers.
Before the alcohol took too much of a toll, we had some speeches. Jim stood and announced an early start in the morning, as it was right for ballooning at sunrise. I also announced the appointment of Ethan and Emily as share farmers. Grandpa made a speech. Mum brought out an elaborate wedding cake and this was cut. She told a little of our story for those who had not heard it.
Toasts happened, then we continued till ten pm. I took Sophie's hand and it was announced that the bridal couple were leaving. I led her behind a screen on the pretence that we needed to change into something more comfortable, but we disappeared. A puff of smoke Rob and Dave removed the screen to prove we had gone.
What non-family members didn't know was that we had used a secret exit to the tunnel system. There I led my Sister and bride to a room she did not know existed. It was a luxury bedroom suite. Decked out for our night of passion. I carried her over the threshold, once I had triggered the door. Red rose petals led us to the door. Inside candles and roses adorned our wedding bed.
While lovemaking was no longer new to us, this night was exceptional. I felt different as I entered my sister's hot wet passage. The end of my penis felt every ridge as it pushed through her gripping tightness. It was home, it was where it belonged, deep in the soul love of my precious sister and wife. For the first time, I was making love to my wife. My precious love, the one I had promised to love into eternity. Our hearts beat together, finding the synchronicity of our passions.
My thrusts became more urgent as did her hands gripping my buttocks, pulling me in to maximise depth with each thrust. We continued lying skin to skin, full length, Sophie's generous breasts pressed into my hard nipples. She gasped with each withdrawal and groaned with each thrust. We could not get enough of the closeness we felt. We wanted the oneness. That special oneness of marriage. Two becoming one, not just functionally, in the physical act, but in being, in our essence. One for life. Not the words of a ceremony, nor the signing of a statutory requirement, but of our deep union of body, soul, and spirit. This was marriage to me. Did I think these things as I thrust? No, but I felt them, believed them, experienced them, as our new reality.
"Cum for me, my husband Jack, my Brother Jack, my lover Jack, fill me up."
That was all I needed and I came at the same moment my Sister screamed these last three words, for she too came with me. We thrust and clawed our way through the fulfilment. Then remaining tightly connected, we fell into a deep slumber.
..................
Sophie
..................
I woke with the annoying buzz of an alarm. I felt my Brother stir before me. Then I felt him harden within me. I love it when we don't decouple after wonderful sex. I moved in time with the buzz. Jack reached a long arm over and smacked the clock onto the floor. It didn't stop the buzz.
"Shit Balloon ride. Whose idea was this?"
I dug him in the ribs.
"Right mine," he chuckled.
He pulled his penis from me. His seed started to flow out. My brother then did the thing I love most about his commitment. He dove down and slurped our spend down his throat and tongue loved me to a mini orgasm.
He pulled his head up and grinned.
"Matured to a fine mix, for what four hours. I should bottle it."
He dragged me up. I saw myself in the mirror. My wedding hair was a mess. I was disoriented, but then I remembered we were underground. Shit, I should have screamed louder when I came. It was pleasantly cool. We shared a shower with what felt like a thousand nozzles designed to stimulate every nerve ending. I quickly washed the hairspray and setting agents from my hair and we dressed. We decided that we would spend our honeymoon week down here when we could.
Jack had thought of everything. In the dressing room, he had laid out a range of suitable clothes for a cool morning balloon ride. We stumbled to the kitchen cellar entrance. Not sure who we would meet there, Jack grabbed a chilled bottle of Bubbly to take with us on the balloon.
The kitchen was humming with activity centred on the coffee machine. Jan looked at us.
"Best disappearing act and entrance I've ever seen. Where the fuck did you two go?"
"Rude Jan, we went to fuck," I proclaimed.
Jack waved the bottle. "Got up early to grab a bottle, we sort of got distracted."
Dave laughed, "I hope you didn't fuck her bent over the Grange Reds, those should not be disturbed."
He winked. Of course, he knew, but Jan bought it.
Coffee drugged, we dragged our tired, but excited arses to the trotting track, where four Balloons rose, glowing in the light of their burners. Jim had arranged a few members of the local Balloon club to help him with inflation and ground crew. Jim, Rachel, Gerry and Jillian were all individual piloting, so we could all fit. We all got our safety briefing, and we were soon rising slowly into the air.
Sophie and I had Jillian as our pilot. We were the only small gondola.
"I notice you have your harnesses on for action," Jillian shouted to us as she hit the burner.
"Unfinished business," I said.
We rose to cruising height. The air was crisp and still. The four balloons were not drifting much. I looked over to notice someone hanging over the edge. It was clear he was spewing his guts up.
"Who is it?" I asked Jack.
"It's Ethan I think. That's Emily holding him."
"Too much alcohol?" I queried.
"Maybe, balloons can do that," Jillian replied.
They were with Mel and Richard with Jim piloting. The Radio crackled.
"Got a bad one here, gang. Ethan wants to ditch."
"We are still over the farm, perhaps you can put him down and get a support car to pick him up?"
We watched as Jim put it down, and a car pulled up nearby. We watched Ethan jump out, just as the balloon touched the ground, and scramble away only to fall on his knees to vomit again.
The Balloons were drifting further away. The radio crackled to say he had made it to the car, but looked very green.
The rest of the ride went smoothly. Yes, Jack made love to me up against the corner of the gondola. Yes, Jillian had a hand working hard down her pants. Jack was pleased to get a load off this morning after our interrupted start. Finished, I sucked my Brother clean, but treasured the load he had implanted.
We landed two hours later, on a farm only to find out it was Ben and Jan's farm. The navigation skills were great. We found out later that the extra ground crew had recognised Ben as a farmer who allowed landings. Jim had arranged it all with Gus. There was a champagne and chicken breakfast laid out over an extra-long trestle table. Soon we settled down to a raucous breakfast.
Ethan and Emily came up to us.
"Sorry about that Jack," Ethan said. "I hear you have bought your own balloon. If you don't mind, I'm happy to be ground crew, but I'm not going up in one of those fancy things ever again."
Emily's face dropped a bit.
"Oh, you can go Em, but I just can't."
"Really thanks, but maybe most times I can stay with you, and do the cooking and food for the travellers."
I hugged Emily. "That's special Emily. Thanks, I'm sure we can make it worth your while. It doesn't rightly fit under sharefarming does it?"
"But it is sharing," Ethan said.
"How did the babies take it?"
"At first I thought it was butterflies, but then I'm sure they were kicking."
She grabbed Ethan's hand and put it on her pregnant bump.
"They are moving, feel."
"Shit, was that it... Wait there it is again." He turned and kissed his sister passionately.



"The babies are kicking!" he shouted and soon everyone was gathered around joining in the joy.
Once we had settled and eaten, my Jack stood up to make a speech.
"We still have another day to go for our celebrations, but my wife and I would like to thank you all for coming. We treasure your friendship, and your fellowship in sharing your sibling love and passions with us. This is not the end but the beginning.
"Our goal in this new life together is similar to Mel and Ted's goal. To look after and care for sibling couples who want to commit to each other in love. So you now know that we have the resources to do just that. Please respect it, but also contact me if you come across any similar lovebirds, that want to stay in the family nest. Our mission is to support each other. Anything else Sophie?"
"Yes, more weddings and more babies. I want to raise a toast to Brotherly love?"
Cheers rang out.
Jack followed with, "To Sisterly love?"
Grandpa, who had arrived with the ground crew slurred out.
"To your children, may they love as mine do. To Jack and Sophie. May nothing ever separate them again."
"To Jack and Sophie."
........................
This is the end of the series for now. Other chapters will get written, but it will be a while. I still have Jan and Ben's story to write, as well as Jillian and Gerries. Not forgetting the Vietnamese couple Rose and Craig from Canowindra. So it's not the end, but I want to concentrate on some other writing in the meantime.
There was no intention on my part to write such a long story and series. But then it sort of engulfed me. Yes, before you ask, you will find out what the twins are called and what gender. Will Sophie and Jack have children? I hope so, but you will need to be patient, it might even be two years before I get back to the central Journey to Love series.
I have a short story to write about sibling musicians, hopefully coming soon, and I really want to get back to the novel. If you missed this exciting news, I will write the whole novel and publish it in the novel section in one post. But other things will happen as I get inspired.
So please encourage my inspiration as I write and thanks for following. Your comments inspire me.
KoraKuros
Please remember that all creative work is automatically copyrighted in Australia, even anonymous work like this.
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A short 2000 word musical erotic fantasy.
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The music held a secret.
Brother and Sister musicians. He cello - she piano.
It is mainly written in the voice of the cello. The piano explains, tops and tails with her brother.
The score.
Sergei Rachmaninov's Sonata for Cello and Piano in G minor Opus 19
Lento - Allegro moderator
Allegro scherzando
Andante
Allegro mosso
The pianist speaks.
You need to have passion for the cello. Passion my brother has. It makes him one of the best concert cellists in the world. I'm proud of that. Now you can't say the cello is more or less passionate than the piano. The piano is my instrument. I would nail the traitorous sassenach to the wall that said the piano was less passionate, but you can play the piano as a technocrat. You can't play the cello like that. The cello must sing. It has a voice that connects directly to the soul of the musician. That you can say my brother has in spades.
He loves playing with me. I mean he 'Loves' playing with me. Oh, he would love to play that way I'm sure. But I mean play music. Rachmaninov, particularly our finale piece, Rachmaninov's Sonata for Cello and Piano. You could say it's our climax piece.
The concert is about to conclude and we move to our favourite piece. To this point the music has been for them, now it is for us. Solely for us.
The cellist's thoughts.
Lento - Allegro moderator
This is a dance of music. Lento and allegro moderator don't belong together, but they do. Sergie intended the cellist and pianist play together, which builds our passion through this first movement, counterpoints instruments as they seesaw through the piece like my bow. Slow fast, fast slow, sometimes together, sometimes in apposition.
The cello starts slow, passionate, I tell my sister I love her, I want to play with her, play with passion. The piano responds tentatively, sharper, as if to ask or challenge, Do you really? Should we really? But I can't control the music. The impulsive controls me. We only play the written notes, it's the interpretation that counts. It's the metaphorical construct that my mind plays.
Some say I play with my mouth. Some say I have the most active mouth of any cellist. Some crumbly shout, 'shut it'. But I feel with my whole body. My fingers play the fret board, my mouth plays my soul for all to see.
My instrument plays back to me, not in sound but in vibrations. But, you say, sound is vibrations. Yes. What you hear is years of practice to make it sing. What I hear, with the instrument securely between my thighs is more visceral than that. Vibrations feed back through my, dare I say it in the classy hoity-toity world of classical music: Through my groin, my balls, my penis. I feel each note playing through my most sensitive organs. Mouth and penis, lips and dick, say it as you like. These are filled with nerve endings to rival all. My finger's tips that dance across vibrating strings or feel the bow held lightly in my right. Together these, a holy trinity, make up my passion.
We dance through this movement sometimes I'm allegro, my sister is lento, Then her response is allegro and I'm lento, dialoguing without words to slow, enjoy the moment, feel the moment.
Her fingers want to play her instrument, my instrument. Who is playing whom? It is flirting, back and forth, it is the pillow fight on a bed, the tickle fight that ends in cries of enough, it is the quiet sitting on a couch, watching a movie, any movie so long as it's together. It is nerves before a concert. Will it happen tonight?
Teasing is the right of a younger sister. Her playing teases me, asks for a response, says I'm here, don't forget the piano. It's not all about you big brother. I love it, because it says she cares, she loves me. Even when I ignore her, and am caught in my own music, in my own world. There she is niggling, saying respond. Telling me she is my little sister and I have to love her. But that is the thing. I do too much, too deeply, too soulfully. To the point I could hurt her. Break her spirit. So I distance myself from myself. Try to feel as the cello does. Make love to the cello, as a surrogate for my sister and the taboo that would generate.
I take the melody, she the rhythm. I love that the piano urges me on. I stop, I listen as my sister, in Lento, slows her fingers, plays light again. I take up the response. The bow would caress heart strings if it could, we find a moment of harmony, a time to focus feelings.
I love that the cello is the shape of woman. Not girl, nor teenager, but woman. Rounded swollen hips, and I get to spoon it. Perhaps that's why I practice for so long, hours and hours. I need to, else I lose the notes in my ecstasy. With her hips embedded in mine, my hands can play on her neck, up and down the front of her torso. I pluck the strings with her staccato. Or draw a long bow over the long deep notes, sending the vibrations deep so my core rotates, testes tested.
I do not play facing my sister. I can't. I tried. I get lost in my fetishes, my fascination for her form, her face, her smile, her beauty. I need to hear her, not see her. We must always listen to each other's music in order to play, to be together. In her solos, I turn to watch, wait for my cue. Watch for her cute little smile, the nod of head. Which means two things. She loves seeing my passion, I know this from tapes of our performance. But does she love me as I do? Is the music a surrogate for her as it is for me? These things I do not ask.
I have learnt that going commando is best. Black concert trousers, loose fitting, made of fine fabrics, natural fabrics. Fine Marino for winter, silks for summer and warm concert lights. I do not wear them for rehearsal, I can't afford to get to my peak just for practice. But if the concert is right, the trousers are loose and responsive. If I hold off on my self-stimulation. If I play with a full load, then my mind will make love to my sister through the impulsive music.
Music has taught me how to read a woman. But there is only one I want to play. Even though classical concert widows would throw themselves at me and ask, beg me to share my passion with them.
I am young. I still keep myself in hope. I only have time for my sister and our art. Make love to the rhythms of this sonata and she will never want another lover. Feel her body as I feel my instrument. Learn to play her and your organ in harmony with each other. Build a slow tempo, always listening to her organs' responses and play accordingly.
This is how I imagine lovemaking to be. The first movement should be with the touch, the tongue. Lips that bring the movement's peaks and mini peaks. Don't peak too soon. Don't disappoint. The audience will know, particularly an audience of one. The only one that matters.
Be the master of the music, not its slave. Even though it is my cello that draws the crowd, we are a team, a partnership. I am nothing without my love. Siblings in concert.
Allegro scherzando
Her cheeky look, a challenge, introduces the scherzando. Keep up brother, two can play at this game. Don't call it love, that's too serious and frightening, call it play, roughhousing. Like we used to do as kids. Mussing up the music, improvising, trying different techniques, trying to put the other off in an effort to break up the boredom of the tedious rehearsals. Mum and Dad aren't here. The shackles are off, yes we have to practice, no one said how.
This playfulness spilled over into now. The who of okay this second movement. It's good, it takes my mind off my love sickness and lets me enjoy just being with her. If that makes sense. I'm a moody guy. Passionate but overaffectionate, overthinking my emotions. Does she love me back, or is this just a one-way wank? That thought will put me in the stocks of self-punishment, guilt and shame.
So I love that Rachmaninov tells us to play. Those two words written in italics over the music. Play and play fast, play with rough fun. We both love this bit. My sister knows that if we don't have fun I might peak too early. I mean peak. Premature climaxes must be avoided at all costs in music. It is hard with the great Russian composer. He is so strong and forceful, so dynamic in range. But if you peak too early there is nothing left in the tank.
Fingers skipping along keys. Lips mouthing lips, sucking in, playing with lips, teasing the moment. Using different techniques, plucking, vibrato strong, trills running in behind, always dialogue, interactions in the notes. Then we pause to look into eyes. To acknowledge an erotic undercurrent. The movement finishes with catching breath, the pause as groins meet at the end of a good tickle. That 'have we crossed the line' moment. Reluctant but necessary parting that introduces the next movement.
Andante.
Andante is a gentle stroll in each other's arms. Time to feel, time to commit. A time for peace, a time to love, it is the musical bond of decision-making. I feel it is asking, Do we take the next step? Is it time we take each other, our virgin bodies, to the next level? Do we dare, do we dare disturb the universe by breaking taboos? We have played, but deep down we know what is at stake.
Breathe, the plunge into the abyss is coming. Will it be together in an orgy of lusty notes, a cacophony of musical thunder, or at the end of it, and I alone, beating one out in the bowels of a concert hall toilet?
The choice draws its metaphors. The desire, the ultimate is the gold-gilded, marble-columned opulence of the concert hall or the lonely rough-cast concrete bunker of despair. A dressing room's closet. Closets that regularly receive the vomit or diarrhea of a megastar's nerves. Or in my case unrequited love's copulation.
The melody is strong, almost song lyric. My sister takes centre stage while I watch her musical answer to my question. It is lying, waiting, body parted waiting to receive the gift of love. Love I long to give. Gentle entry. Careful feeling to avoid pain. Virgin status penetrated waiting, fully seated. Pause, let me prepare for what will follow. Let me adjust. Your presence is strong, stretching, and requiring accommodation.
Allegro mosso
'Bring it home brother,' that's what I want to hear my sister cry. 'Fuck me hard, fuck me fast, drive this lusty bow.' But in the movement I hold off, masterfully making sure the music is lubricated to facilitate what is to come. Let me build, let our passions build. I'm struggling here to hold off until you're with me. But the piano part has other ideas, it rocks through little climaxes, fast movements, slow, but always building. I play my oversized fiddle delicately, varying my voice, timbre strong, sending vibrations strong and passionate direct to my groin, I want to cum. Build me sis, play me, encourage me, feel me, yes, that's it. I feel your hands, a lover of my music. Your voice whispers, I love you. It trills as your wave stills. My fingers play on you delicately, building you again until I can wait no more. I will climax with you this time. We get faster, harder, driving to the end that explodes in my pants. I feel spurt, after spurt soil the fabric of my dress trousers. The audience burst into thunderous applause.
I am left to stand. My cello covers my shame and the large wet stain. I feel my spend dribbling down the hairs of my thighs. I bow. My Sister joins me and she bows. Together we take ovations, standing ovations. With each bow, I feel my semen drop to the stage floor. It is not sweat. Holding the cello in front of me, we leave the stage.
......
"It happened again, didn't it brother?"
"I have a spare set of trousers in the wings."
"I need to change."
"Let me help."
She unties my shoe laces, pulls down trousers, the soiled fabric freed.
"Here let me."
She takes the cold damp washer from my hand and lovingly cleans my cock, still quite hard, of sperm. The Audience demands an encore, demand and demand. The adrenaline keeps me hard.
Then still kneeling my sister slips my foot into the clean trousers' legs. Her lips lightly kiss my purple glans, which bobs toward her, before hastily helping with the zipper.
We waltz onto the stage to bow again. My cello now held wide. She sits and the audience hushes. We play a slow quiet piece that one might find induces sleep after such a passionate display. It is Ave Maria, played in penance for my sins.
The pianist - his sister.
I wipe the moisture of his spoil on my neck and yes across my lips. I can smell his seed as our Ave resonates.
I know he is guilty. His whole body plays this song of repentance, rosaries. My Brother's forbidden passion drives our musical career. It is the seed behind his fame. I encourage it, but don't fulfil either of our desires. Desires to take it from the concert hall to the bedroom.
It is best that desire and longing make the music. Once again we will leave it on the stage. Just like the droplets of sperm visible in the stage lights, but truth, only known to me and my musical lover, my brother.
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The Speckie
I work weekends because it pays better, at a private clinic. I normally do the late afternoon shift. This means all sorts of sports people wanting to be put back together. My colleague Francine does the early shift, which means she gets the kiddies. I normally get the adults, as they play later in the day. We scan them and send them off to specialists as required. I do ultrasounds mainly in this shift, the occasional ECG and more EEGs checking for concussions.
I had just done a soft tissue scan of a kidney, knee in the back. It was an Aussie Rules Town, well city, the home of Aussie rules. It gets busy so we work two rooms. I have an assistant who settles them in while I work in the other room. I go between the two. We get very busy around six, when most arvo games have finished. But I also do the late-night sports, mainly basketball and the professional footy league, AFL. I work in Richmond, which is not far from the G, MCG formally the Melbourne Cricket Ground.
"What do we have next?" I ask as my assistant hands me the next clipboard.
"Footballer, groin, it looks bad, he won't be getting any for a while. Pity, he's a hunk."
I take the folder and smirk. Groins mean I get to play around junk. It also means they tend to be in a lot of pain. I put on my clinical mask and enter as I read the notes.
"Fuck!"
"Not how I'm normally greeted, but okay, if that's what you want." I hadn't looked up.
"Shit, oh no."
"I take that as a shit no to the fuck?"
Not very professional I know but he pissed me off with his greeting. In this job, with this injury, I did have the capacity to be rougher than needed... Best not fuck off the technician. I still hadn't looked at him. My back was to him gathering the bits I might need.
He was groaning like a girl. I paused, wait on, I know that groan. My mind quickly joined the dots. I scanned the top of the paperwork. A smile creeps over my face. A wicked Sister smile.
I turn to him for the first time. My Brother looks back.
"Isn't there someone else?"
"First you piss me off by saying Fuck. Shit, then you someone else. Isn't little Sister good enough for you? Mum would like to know, so she can make you eat soap." I smirk and laugh at the thought.
"Fuck Sis, I'm in pain here."
"And I'm the professional here. Please treat me with respect Bill."
So you know, he was on the bed, stark naked with a sheet covering up his injury. The notes said they wanted the works. Apparently, he came down hard. Possible concussion as well.
"So what happened, Big Brother?" I tried not to sound condescending, or gleeful.
"I went up for a speckie and some bastard fell in front of me, I landed on his knee fair square on my nads. Then whacked my head on the ground as I came down.
Ok, I could visualise that, gotta hurt but I take the female perspective.
"Did you get the mark?"
"Not sure, sorta couldn't focus on anything, fuck I was in pain Sis."
"Can't be as painful as childbirth, suck it up, Bro."
"Fuck Sis, just get this over with. It's humiliating enough hearing the whole MCG collectively groan. The bastards put it on the replay as they stretchered me off."
"Well, you know I'm going to have to take a look and move things around."
"That's why the Fuck."
I enjoyed whipping off the sheet in a most unprofessional manner.
He went to immediately cover up, but the pain stopped him.
"Shit Bro, that's bad."
"Not professional Sis."
"Ok, I feel for you, but I have to be honest, I've done lots of these, but fuck. Tell Mum on me if you like, but fuck Bro, I'll try and be as gentle as I can."
I took the handheld Ecco sounder and gelled it up.
"I'll start up here, and work my way down."
His groin was a mess of bruises which meant some extensive internal damage, I checked his bladder, I'm not a specialist but there was bruising.
"Have you had a wee yet, since you know?"
He looked at me with pained eyes, " I tried, too bloody painful."
"Any blood in the wee?"
"Didn't get that far."
"You might need a catheter. You're seeing a great Doctor after this, he wants the scans first. Please mention you hadn't weed yet, that it was too hard."
I ran the wand over his muscles. He had a wonderful body, fuck, it was glorious, but what does one expect from a first-class Aussie Rules footballer? I was very proud of what he had achieved.
As I got down toward the groin I realised I had a problem.
"I might need to move your junk."
I saw a look of horror on his face. "I can do that."
"No you can't. I'm a professional Bill, trust me."
I pushed his rather plump-looking penis to the side.
"Ow!"
"It's bruised too, but no need to scan that. It's mainly blood tissue anyway. Nothing to break."
He groaned. Now the male brain is a strange beast. His penis started to grow.
"Impressive."
"Not helping Sis."
"Keep it up."
"I'm trying not to, it bloody hurts."
"Maybe, but it will help me with the next bit. Gets it out of the way."
He groans again.
I started to carefully gel around his lower groin and inner thighs.
"Shit Sis, this ain't a Nuru massage."
"Every ultrasound technologist's wet-dream that, no need for extra lubrication."
"Fuck Sis, TMI."
I tenderly took his testicles in my left hand. He winces with clenched teeth.
"Keep still, this is tricky." I slowly separated the balls. They were big, but now bigger. Well, one was. One was squashed. I bit my lip and said nothing. My heart sank. I'm no doctor, but I had seen this before. My brother would end up a one-balled wonder.
"It's everything ok Sis?"
"I'm just getting distracted by my brother's junk."
"Don't, I like my junk."
It's hard not to like it, but I'm afraid bits were truly junk now. I breathe to steady myself.
Five minutes later after a lot of groans and care, "Ok I think I've done all I need to do."
I wrapped my hand around his penis, which was hard and bruised. I gently slide it down, up and off.
"Keep the spirits up, bro."
"Fuck Sis."
"Sorry couldn't help it, it's a nice dick. Look, I think you're about to go in to get an MRI. I'll leave you here a little bit to help this go down, before they wheel you out."
I put a sheet over him.
"Be honest Sis, how bad is it?"
"The specialist will tell you."
"No, I'm asking you, I trust you. I know you're not supposed to, but on a scale of one to ten what?"
"Bad."
"Shit."
"Bill, I think you are in for some surgery. Which means you will probably be in here a few days."
"That bad. "
I couldn't tell him the half of it.
"Now you're going to need some after-surgery care. Do you have anyone at your place to look after you?"
"No, I live alone."
"Sorry I didn't know, we sort of haven't caught up much lately."
"It's a bachelor's pad."
I imagined a hunk footballer's pad had lots of female visitors but not ones to care for my big brother with injured junk.
"Going home's not an option."
He shook his head. We both knew it wasn't. Home was in the country, way away from help. Mum was a dear, but would not be all that helpful. She was a massive ditherer.
"Well, you can come and stay at my place if you need to. I've got a good-sized second bedroom. I'd love to help."
"Really you mean that?"
"I do, not that you have many options. But I can play nurse."
He hesitates, I can tell his mind went somewhere else.
"Like I was today."
"That's what I'm afraid of."
I grin.
"Sis, don't tell me you didn't take liberties."
"Okay guilty, but not every day a sister gets to play doctors and nurses with her brother's junk."
"You're not helping this go down."
"Ok I'll leave, but you're coming back to mine once you get released. I'll give you five before I call the orderlies."
I leave for the break room, I need a coffee. I tell Francine who had just finished after pulling some overtime. Weekends were always good money.
"You look pale. I'll tell them you are taking fifteen. The next one can wait a bit."
In the lunch room, the nightly news is on. The Project, under the heading 'that's got to hurt', they replay my brother's speckie.
Mark of the year they were saying, damn he was high. You heard the crowd groan collectively as he landed.
"Fuck!" Francine said as she looked at me.
"You know that's my Brother in there."
"What, no, shit, no wonder you're as white as a ghost. Really your brother's Bill Turnbull. The legend of the Melbourne footy club?"
I nod.
"But you're not a Turnbull."
"I took my mum's maiden name. Dad is a bit of a bastard."
"Oh, sweetie that must have been hard."
Harder than you think, I thought to myself.
"He's going to need surgery." We watched as the commentators pored over his fall and pain. They were speculating when he would be back on the field. I knew his season was finished. The thing is, he did mark it, not that he could take the kick. They did score a goal, and it looks like it would put the D's into the finals.
That's cruel. My brother was working his whole career to play in the finals and now he would miss out. I'm going to be caring for a very broken brother.
I got back to work distracting myself with other people's injuries.
Later that night, once off duty, I found out where my Brother had been sent. He was just coming out of surgery, so I went to see how it went.
I saw the surgeon coming out as they wheeled Bill into recovery.
"Good work Debbie, your image making is first class that must not have been easy."
It was Brad, we call each other first names in the unit even the specialists, "Bill there is my brother."
"No shit."
"I know different surnames, same parents. Dad had left Mum, while she was pregnant with me. She refused to give me his surname, for which I was pleased."
"Come and have a coffee, I was wondering who I would have to talk to, like as in family."
We went into a break room. It was playing the after-game footy show, and we walked in just as the Vision was replayed.
"God Deb, wow, no wonder he was a mess in there." He went and mercifully switched the TV off.
"I'm sorry, I couldn't save one testicle. I'm not sure if the other will function after this, it will need time. His bladder is badly bruised but will recover. I have left a catheter in. He will need to use that for several weeks to take the pressure off his system. He will need some nursing once he leaves here.
"I have offered to do that for Bill already."
"You're a sport, he's going to need a lot of support."
"I figured, I'm the only family he has here, Mum would be absolutely useless as a help."
"As his support, he is going to need a lot of emotional support also. Injuries to the male family jewels generally bring a lot of psychological issues."
"I get that. It's got to be the worst injury of that kind I've seen, and I've seen a lot."
"Well, you did well, particularly as he's your family. He will be in good hands."
I shuddered a bit thinking about him being in my hands. He had a mighty fine penis.
"So how long will he be in for?"
"We will probably keep him in a day or two longer than necessary to give him some protection from the press and time to process. But he should be right to go home in four days, normally we turf them in two."
"Ok, I'll work something out, I might need to take some carer's leave."
"I think that's a good idea, you work too hard as it is. Make sure you see HR in the morning. I'll lend my support."
"Thanks, Brad."
"You off home now?"
"No, I'll wait till I can see Bill in recovery."
"I'll let them know you can have access."
"Thanks."
I was allowed to sit by my brother's bed. He was out to it. Brad told me they had removed the badly damaged testicle. I sat there thinking about how I could break the news. It was going to be tough.
My Brother, the one balled Brother, the one balled bastard, the one balled wonder. All these things floated through my head. Then I thought of the WWII song, Hitler has only got one ball....
I looked up the lyrics
Hitler has only got one ball, Göring has two but very small Himmler is rather sim'lar But poor old Goebbels has no balls at all.
Now it's running through my head. Fuck, I wish I hadn't done that.
He started stirring. I held his hand and suddenly I was feeling guilty for treating him like a big brother, and being a little Brat to him. Truth was I loved him dearly and my stirring was in defence of some deeper unsisterly feelings.
He groaned and opened his eyes. Looked at me and was out again. I chuckled, I have that power.
Next, he started talking. You know what they say about post-operative chatter. Very revealing.
"Sis I love you," it was slurred, "like really really, like lovvve..... fuck, yes that's what I want to..... You're sexy," he looked into my eyes as he said that. "Like so hot...." He looked down at my breasts sort of a bit on show in my uniform. "Love your tits... Always have... saw them in the shower, I peeked...." He giggled. "Do you love me..?"
"Yes Bill, love you to heaven and back."
"Am I in heaven?"
"No love, in hospital."
"Did something happen?"
"You had a football accident."
"That's ok, it happens playing footy."
He was getting more rational.
"When did you become a nurse? I like nurses' uniforms, like I'll tell you a secret..."
I couldn't resist. "Go on."
"I watch nurse porn. Like sister nurse porn. Like sister sister not sister shit I'm confused."
"Are you in pain?"
"Should I be?"
"No, not really, you're on some strong pain meds."
"Nurse Debbie,"
"I'm not a nurse I'm a technical technician."
"Ooh, wait on, did you..."
He stopped to gather his thoughts.
"Did you like examine me?"
"Not examine exactly, more technically did the ultrasounds."
"Oh, I remember, down there was."
"Yes down there."
"Did you see my stuff?"
"Yes Bro, I saw your stuff."
"What did you think? Pretty big hey!"
"I think we shouldn't go there."
There is silence.
"I think it's best if you have a bit more sleep. I'll be here when you wake up."
"Ok, love you nurse Debbie, a lot. Promise we can fuck when we get home."
"Bill, you're talking nonsense go to sleep."
"Ok......"
And he was out.
Fuck I hope he doesn't remember that conversation. I still have to tell him the bad news, but he has to be totally with it. I put my head on the bed and drift off a bit with him.
The real nurse comes to the bed, doing obs.
"So Bill is your brother or was that the drugs?"
"No, he is my brother."
"I'm Jenny, I'm looking after your brother."
"I'm Debbie, or Deb, never Deborah."
"I love hearing them when they come out, all sorts of secrets spilt."
"Yeah, I mean, do you think he meant what he said?"
"About fucking his sister or the nurse bit?"
"I know he sort of won't be fucking for a while, but would you do your brother?"
I noted she avoided the question. I looked at her, "Seriously?"
"Oh, I'd let him fuck me in my nurse uniform. But then he is hot property. I would love a stud footballer between my thighs."
"Even with one ball."
"It's not the ball that penetrates. If he ends up infertile that's a bonus."
"I'll keep that in mind if he is having trouble getting back on the 'fucking' horse. But if I do ask you to help, can you be discreet? He doesn't need anyone bragging about fucking a one-balled footy legend."
"I know a lot of secrets from working in post-op. I keep them all. Seriously, if he ends up fucking his hot sister I wouldn't trade on that either."
"I'm worried I'll have my work cut out getting him through this."
"I get you, it has to be a big blow to his ego. Will you be right to change his catheter? It will need doing every twenty-four hours." She said this as she changed the bag for a new one.
"He is still pissing blood."
"I'm not surprised by the injuries from what I saw on the scan. Have you seen the footage yet?"
"No, been too busy in here."
"Cruel, what a way to lose your nuts. That footage is going to be replayed for centuries."
"I'm more worried because I'm a Demon supporter. We needed him for the finals. Go the Red and the Blue."
"Sorry, but at least he got them in the door."
"I think we can move him to the ward soon, shout out if you need help with his rehab. If you know what I mean."
"Will do, Jenny."
She hugged me. "It's going to be hard Deb."
"I know, thanks."
Sometime later the Orderlies came to wheel him to a private room. A bag of his footy gear, which he came in wearing, was in the room when we arrived.
He was getting VIP treatment, but then it was a private Hospital with a reputation for privacy. It's why I trusted Jenny. We all sign confidentiality agreements here. The hospital is aggressive in firing and suing employees who cross that line. It's also why football clubs trust us with their merchandise.
I put my head on the bed and grab some sleep in between nurses doing obs. They put some morphine for the pain in the drip.
I feel a hand gently stroking my head.
"I like that Bill, I take it you're awake."
"Have been for a little while. I think I need to know what happened."
"You don't remember."
"Sorry no, just that I'm bandaged up down there."
I sit and look into his eyes. They are searching mine. I know I'm on the edge of tears.
"You don't remember what happened on the field?"
"No."
"The good news is you won the game, Jono took the kick for you. Spectacular mark."
"So how come I didn't kick it?"
"Let's say bad landing. Maybe I should show you the footage."
I got out my phone. I had no trouble finding it, it was going viral globally.
"Be prepared, this isn't pretty."
I held the phone out. He heard the collective groan of the eighty thousand crowd.
"Fuck."
"You are a legend for the wrong reason."
I knew I had to tell him the bad news before his surgeon did his rounds this morning.
"So if that's the good news Sis, what's the bad news?" he read my mind, but probably more my face.
"You needed, sorry, but they needed to remove one testicle."
He stared blankly trying to understand.
"Bill, you only have one ball. And the other one was very damaged, but hopefully redeemable."
"You mean?" I saw his hand move to his nuts.
"You can't access them yet, well, it, shit, them is plural. You're all bandaged up."
He looked at me, worry searching my face.
I nodded. "They have a catheter in, you can't pee at the moment either."
"Fuck, have I got a dick? Tell me they didn't take that? "
I laughed, "You gave a dick and it works. It's okay, it's just very bruised."
He sat and thought. I could see tears.
I reached and cuddled him. "It's okay bro, we will get through this."
"So how come you're here?"
"I work here, remember."
"No, shit, really, I sort of lost touch with what you were up to. I really only have one Ball?"
I nodded, kissed his cheek and wiped a tear away with my finger.
He chuckled, "At least I'm better off than Goebbels."
"That's the spirit."
"How long will I be in hospital?"
"Four days at least."
"We made the finals?"
"Yes Bro, but that's the other bad news you're out for the season."
He slumped and really cried now. I shattered his hope, his dream.



"Will I play again?"
"You should do, just not till next year."
"Fuck."
"So how come you're here again?"
"I did the scans on your junk."
"Like you... saw them."
"Had a good play with them, Bro."
"What?"
"Kidding, I did get to handle you."
"Wait on, that's right, my memories are returning. I sort of,... Did I get hard on you?"
"Yes, it's how I know it works. "
"Sorry, Sis."
"Don't be, you are well-equipped. I always wondered what my brother was packing."
"How embarrassing."
Look, Bill, I'm afraid you are going to have to suck up a few things. The media out there is going ballistic speculating on your possible injuries."
"Can I hide?"
"Only for a while. You're coming to my place when you get out. I'm going to nurse you. Sister nurse that is, or Sister Sister if you like."
I saw lust briefly pass through his eyes. So it is true, I fit his fantasies. Not that I'll let him know what he said in recovery.
"Does that mean you need to..?" He looked down.
"Yes, I will need to."
"Fuck."
He was squirming a bit, I looked under the sheet. Fuck, he was growing.
Time to change subjects.
"When do you want me to tell Mum?"
"Sis, she will know already, she watches all my games."
"Do you want her down here?"
"Fuck no. You'd better ring before she hops on a train. Tell her you're looking after me."
I grabbed my phone, just then the Doctor came in.
"How's the patient Debbie?"
"Hi Brad, I've told him the worst."
"Your Sister is the best, you are lucky to have such support."
"I'll go ring Mum while the Doc examines you."
I see relief in his eyes but also longing. I duck out and have a conversation with Mum, including some berating because I didn't think to ring earlier. She was all in a dither. I decided not to tell her about the one ball, she was the biggest gossip in the district. She was happy he was staying with me for after care."
"Got to go, Mum, the Doctor wants to talk with me."
Great excuse and I had my second cuppa with Brad as he ran through the care needed.
I sat with Bill through the morning. Francine visited early and said she would cover my shift. I looked a mess.
When Bill drifted off to sleep, I ducked down to HR. I found out I could take at least six months' carers leave on full pay. I was a bit of a workaholic, never took sick leave and barely touched my holiday leave. He was happy I could spend some of it.
I went back up to find Bill nursing a coffee. He was semi-sitting.
"Just cleared that I can take carers leave, I'm all good to look after you full-time for a while."
"Deb, I've got a problem. I need to shit."
"That's great, it's a good sign."
"But I can't get up, he looked at the door to the toilet."
"I'll get a bedpan."
I went and returned with a nurse.
"I'll help Bill, I'm going to have to at home."
"Really, shit."
"That's what I'm hoping for."
The nurse pulled the screen. Together we helped him raise his naked arse and slip a pan under him.
"At least leave me while I try."
We popped through the curtain and listened to him grunt, groan and strain.
"You can go back to your duties. I'll clean him up if he is successful."
She thanked me and handed me wet wipes.
"Don't flush those in the toilet, they block the plumbing. Just leave them in the bedpan in the toilet. I'll sort them."
Eventually, I heard a sigh of relief.
I went back in.
"When I lift the pan out, can you roll a bit to your side, arse to me so I can wipe you? You might like to stay in that position a bit, we don't want you getting bed sores."
Together we managed to get the pan out. Fuck he laid a big turd.
"Ok hold there, while I wipe your butt."
I looked at his magnificent back, his pert and well-formed buttocks, hard from years of playing. I took liberties to enjoy.
"These will be a bit cold."
I pulled his cheeks apart and wiped the small amount of excrement from his butthole. I grabbed a fresh one and made sure his butthole was clean. This was fun, apart from the smell. I grabbed another and cleaned his entire buttocks. Not that I needed to but because it was so tempting. I got a little moist.
"That's nice Sis, I think I'll enjoy you nursing me." I slipped a hand around the front. I found his cock semi-hard again. I gave it a squeeze.
"Sis, stop teasing me."
I slapped his bottom.
"Fuck, you... fucker."
I kissed the owie and pulled the sheet up.
I left him there to think while I dealt with the pan.
I took the opportunity to do a wee myself. I used a wet wipe to give myself a wash down there. I realised I was smelly and gritty. I needed a shower. I was also surprisingly turned on. I wanted to, but couldn't, rub one out.
I pulled the screen back and sat on the other side of the bed. In this new position, his head was close to the edge of the bed. I took the opportunity to give him a sisterly kiss.
"We will get through this Bill."
"You will, you're not missing a ball."
"Yes, but I've got to clean the one you have left."
I could see him processing that. Like it was probably his wet dream fantasy come true, but it was his sister. Or maybe it was because it was his sister.
I looked into his eyes, and our eyes connected. Fuck I had always had a crush on my Big Brother, but shit, was I falling in love with him?
"I love you, Bill, I hate seeing you hurting like this."
He looked deeper, and we were at that kissing distance where lovers are automatically drawn into a kiss. He put a hand on my cheek. As if he wanted to draw me in. I automatically closed the distance and we kissed. A slow, not-so-sisterly kiss. He groaned, I snapped out of it, and pulled back.
"Sorry Bro, that was..." I left the thought hanging. My insides were jelly.
Just then the moment was interrupted by two visitors. Jono whom I recognised and an older man.
"Debbie, this is Teddy. Our football manager, and Jono. This is my sister."
God, I hope they hadn't seen that kiss.
"Good to meet you."
"Jono drove your car home," Teddy said as he put the keys on the bedside table.
"I put your other stuff in your flat," Jono added.
"No point guilding the lily, how are your nuts?"
I watched my brother's face drop, he looked at me.
"You tell the Sis, it's a bit hard at the moment."
"Correction, nut, and that's a bit of touch and go." I watched Jono wince. "They couldn't save one testicle. So not good."
"Holy fuck."Teddy exclaimed.
I looked at him. "Players sacrifice a lot for the game. He is also out for the finals. What's left will take months to come good?"
"Fuck, shit we need you, can't it be sped up?"
"Ted, if he hadn't taken that mark you wouldn't be in the finals, so don't come the raw prawn over it." I was furious.
Teddy slumped, "Sorry, I get caught up. The club will see you right."
The exchange made Bill angry, I could tell.
"Ted I think you should go and deal with whatever you have to. Jono stay, but next time bring the coach instead."
Teddy tried to apologise as he slunk out the door.
Jono was also seething. "I knew he was a bastard, but that was bloody low."
"Do you think you can make the end-of-season trip? We will miss you." He looked at me, "Bill makes those trips rock, his teammates love him."
"Maybe if he took me, but I know wives and family are strictly not allowed."
"Fuck that's cruel." Bill was clearly struggling. Jono bless him came in close and gave him a bro hug.
"I speak for the guys, we are going to get to the grand finals, we are dedicating the rest of the season to you."
"Can you tell them what you know. But not to gossip. I know it will come out sometime, but I'm not ready for that yet."
"Can the team visit?"
"Not yet? Maybe I can get to the first final."
"Should we wear a black armband for the death of your nut?" Jono joked.
"Maybe purple, you know the colour of the other one and like. Purple heart. Injured in war," I suggested.
The two footballers broke up in fits of laughter.
"Shit that hurts," Bill gasped "but I bloody needed it."
Jono started singing.. "Hitler has only got one ball,"
"Too early? "
"Fuck no!" they both broke out into the bawdy song. Bill was trying not to laugh more. I joined in as I had just learnt the lyrics.
"Thanks Jono, I needed that."
"We sing it on our end-of-year trip, but we normally insert names in it. Teddy has featured a few times." Jono explained. "Look I'd better go, don't want to make you worse."
"You mean there is worse?"
"True, see you soon buddy."
As soon as he went, Bill curled up tighter and was clearly very upset. I tried to soothe him.
"Sorry Sis, I think I need some time to myself."
"That's okay, maybe I can go to your flat and get some clothes you can wear, instead of that hospital gown."
"That would be great."
"I might pop back to mine and get freshened up. I'll tell the nurses no more visitors."
I was just about out the door when I realised I didn't even know where he lived.
"Fuck Bill, I don't even have your number or where you live."
I have two numbers, I'll give you my private number. I answer that. Here give me your phone, I'll put it in plus the address? The security pad is opposite the door. The code is mum's postcode."
"Ok, your key should be in your stuff. Do you want anything else?"
"Maybe my iPad and Switch."
"Anything to eat?"
"Not yet, I'm not that hungry."
His hospital breakfast remained untouched on the tray.
Turned out he lived three streets from me. Those three streets were three classes above mine in property values. I always walk to work, so I had figured I could walk home and then go to his. But it was so close I walked to his first. I had his footy strip in a clear hospital plastic bag, the Melbourne jersey was obvious. I got to the lobby and saw the front crawling with news crews. Fuck.
I ducked back and went to my department, where I found a black garbage bag. I popped in on Francine and let her know I was on long-term leave. I then left by the back door carrying what looked like a garbage bag. There were the trolls there too, but they ignored me.
Fortunately, no one was at his place, I guess they knew he wasn't turning up there yet. I thought about that. I guess it meant he had to stay with me, if we could keep my location secret. Bugger his place looked mighty fine.
Getting in was a piece of cake. Shit, they paid him well. A huge flat screen TV took up one wall of the games room. Evidence of team parties and empty beer bottles gave that away. Shit, my brother was a player.
I found his bedroom. Fuck, he had a mirror on the ceiling. I flopped on the bed, looked up, and imagined. Shit, if he was ploughing me, I would get a great view of that back I enjoyed earlier. Shit, suddenly I was horny. I could see I hadn't slept much. I was a mess, but I took advantage of the view.
I shed my uniform and watched my body start playing with itself on the ceiling. Okay, it was very narcissistic, but who cared? In no time I was butt naked and working my pussy with my fingers. I couldn't help thinking about what my brother said. He wanted to fuck me. Fuck I wanted him too, right here. In no time I was cumming in waves, finishing with a decent squirt.
I slept until the cold from the wet spot woke me.
Shit, I needed to put the bedding in the washing machine. I had stained the bedspread badly. I stripped these and got them washing, then naked stepped into the shower. Fuck did I love my brother, or was it just his stuff? What a shower. Big enough for an orgy in it.
Was that my brother? Was he just a shallow player? It was not the brother I knew. Maybe that's why he was whimpering as I left him. His manhood displayed here was definitely on the line at the hospital. Had football castrated its stud player. I realised that in rebuilding his self-esteem, I had my work cut out for me.
I washed myself. I could smell my brother in the bathroom. It was his smell, always his smell. Strangely it wasn't on his bed.
After washing my hair, I turned off the shower and went about sprucing myself up. I went to his closet and found an older T-shirt that smelled of him. I looked at my breasts, I didn't want to put my old bra on. It was manky. It was still winter so I found a sports single, it was too big but my girls pushed it out at the front.
I was a good C cup, rounded with perky nipples. I layered this with the Tee and found a walk of shame sloppy joe to go over the top. I looked like any of the bimbos who would have been seen leaving this unit in the mornings. I found some training trackie daks. My hips were bigger than his. But I fit them well enough. In a way, in my overall outfit, I looked hot.
I grabbed a good sports bag, still stinky from unwashed training gear. I dumped these with his match gear next to the machine. It was a washer-dryer combined, so I set the dry cycle and hoped I didn't destroy the bedspread. I would come back tomorrow to do his footy gear. I might have to bring my favourite vibrator with me and reuse that bed.
Fuck, I was turned on again.
I filled the bag with some clothes appropriate for a hospital bed, found his gaming gear and checked his fridge. It was fifty fifty unhealthy food and beer.
I looked at his alcohol shelf behind the bar. It appeared he liked Brandy most. I saw a hip flask, so I filled one from a bottle of the best stuff, that had already been opened. A little contraband wouldn't hurt him. He had good reason to have a snort.
Snort? Shit cocaine, he was a player? I didn't think he was that silly, but I took the opportunity to check. I knew his normal hiding places from home. So I searched a bit. I was sure he was clean. Good on you Bro. You read about the temptations of the players. I would have to make sure he doesn't spiral and finds a good reason to start.
Yeah, I'd fuck him if he needed that reason to stop going down the coke route. Shit, I'd fuck him even if he didn't. But mostly I realised, I would prefer to make love with him in my bed, in my humble flat. It would mean so much more than in this Playboy stud's unit.
With that thought, I closed the door on his opulence and walked slowly to my place. Could my brother be my lover? I know I had a crush on him in my teenage years. I realised I still had that crush. Damn, and I was going to have to live with him for a while. Old feelings resurfaced.
At home, I changed into my street clothes, but realised I could look a bit like him. His sports bag might give things away. So I donned one of my uniforms. I chuckled, I did look like a nurse. It would feed his fantasy. I undid the top two buttons and put on a lacy purple bra. I put my staff ID back on. I would explain the HR so I could use it as a disguise. I grabbed some food for myself and put some comfort food in for later. The canteen was not open late at night. Plus it was hospital food. Then I headed back to the hospital. I didn't even own a car. The Trams here were so good, and I had little reason to leave the inner city.
Back on the ward I got stopped at the door.
"Sorry, no visitors."
"What, oh you just came on shift. I'm Bill's sister. I'm the one who gave the no visitor order."
She looked at me dubiously and at my ID. Good I liked her, she was doing her job well.
"Look just ask him, and tell him his Sister Debbie is back. I have his change of clothes and some gaming gear." I opened the bag to show her.
She was back quickly.
"Sorry love, I didn't know."
"That's good, it means those vultures out front didn't get in either."
"Vultures! You're telling me. I caught a few trying to find him. Wouldn't put it past them trying a hospital uniform to get through."
"I'm Debby from Radiology. I've worked here a long time."
"So you are, shit who would have known. Go right in love."
"Keep up the good security, maybe check with me if he gets any more visitors, there may be some he actually wants to see."
I walked in and it was clear my brother was glum. I bounded up and gave him a hug. I had left my top two buttons undone so my cleavage and lacy bra were visible. I figured I could use his fantasy to good effect.
"Wow Sis, you scrubbed up well. "
"I hope you don't mind that your sister used your shower. Fuck it's nice."
I saw him process a mental image or two.
"Have you been alright?
"The pain is starting to hit."
He was squirming again.
He looked at me. "How bad is my dick? It's not liking growing"
"Let's just see," I lifted the sheet, and I examined him carefully. He grew some and groaned. "You would pass as a BBC at the moment. It is very bruised."
"So corky of the cock."
"Good way to assess it. It might have saved the other ball."
He looked at me, he had had time to think of consequences and was adding up the sums wrong.
"Don't worry you'll soon be putting that bed and mirror to good use again."
He hung his head.
"Umm, I don't use it. That's the party bed for the players."
"What, where do you sleep?"
"I'm the second bedroom."
"Shit I missed that, but then I didn't look for it once I found that fuck haven. Ok, that raises a lot of questions, but not for now."
"Thanks, Sis."
"Look there is a lot of press sniffing around, hopefully they will go away and you'll be yesterday's news. But we might need to lay low for a bit. They don't know me yet. So you are definitely coming to stay at my place while you heal."
"I'd love that."
"Really."
"Sure, it means that I get to find out how you live, and you can share your life with me."
I leant in and kissed him. It was an unthought action, but wow. It wasn't long but I could tell we both wanted to linger.
"Sorry, I didn't mean..., like I just wanted to kiss you as it was so sweet you wanted to know about my life."
"Believe me Sis, I've always wanted to know about your life."
"So how come we haven't done stuff together?"
"I know it's weird. I can't really explain, maybe one day, but the life of a Pro footballer is so public, so shitty."
"You don't like it. Why do it?"
"It's the sport, the challenge, the training, the games. That's the fun stuff, the stuff I love. It's the private stuff. Being a public person, your life exposed, can't just go to a pub, as a dickhead will try to take you, to prove to mates they are a man.
"The girls just want to get in your pants. You have to be so careful you don't get accused of rape or something. It's a crap life. I couldn't drag you into it. Besides your name being different, no one knows you're my sister."
"So why the party room?"
"It's our safe place. We can get a drink, and the guys can get pissed if they like. They bring their serious girlfriends and friends that they can safely trust. We have an inner circle."
"But that bed is made for orgies?"
"True, some of the team like to swing. Or it's just a safe place they can pop into for some loving. I try not to go in there when it's party time."
"Do you have a girl you can trust?"
The question hung above him like a cloud.
"No. Like I could have, but no one I feel close enough to."
"At the moment, or ever?"
"No one ever, shit, it's complicated, I feel I want to love someone not, you know, just sex someone."
"Have you had sex? Surely you're not a virgin."
"Definitely, early on it was orgy time. Most young players go through it, but it soon becomes meaningless, so you stop."
"Bill, thanks. I miss the times we would just talk. This is nice. Almost back to the old days, when we were teenagers, and I could pour my heart out to my big brother."
"I'm going to love recovering with you."
I went back to his place the next day. I had only seen a fraction of it. I thought it was a unit or apartment in a complex, but it was actually a house, situated on a very thin block. Out the back, which I accessed via an underground car park, the luxury Playboy theme continued. There was a long lap pool along one fence, some privacy plantings protecting vision from neighbours, and a large covered outdoor entertainment area. What I found yesterday was just the downstairs. I climbed to the main living spaces where I found a proper kitchen, a picture window in an intimate lounge, and finally his bedroom. This was better and looked more homely, lived in.



His Bedroom has a long queen bed. But other than that resembled more of a boy's bedroom. It was almost as if he had just moved his stuff from home and kept it the same. First thing I noticed was it smelt of him. It was my brother, my sometimes messy, unkept, brother. He had clothes strewn on the floor where he had just taken them off. His bed was unmade. I slipped into his bed and enjoyed feeling him. I had done this as a teen in my crushing years. Slip into his bed when he was out, or sometimes even just in the shower. I would imagine what it would be like to have him with me.
Later when, I think I was nineteen, I would come home from Uni and slip into his bed to do much more than daydream. He was rarely at home, because he was normally in Melbourne at training camps, or playing in season. But it didn't stop me enjoying his missing presence.
I wanted to slip in next to him in the hospital bed. But I knew his damaged genitalia needed total rest, not a flirty Little Sister hell bent on making him hard. For fun, I told myself. I had reverted to type this week. I really needed to stop. What was I, twenty-six and my Brother twenty-eight? But here I was in his Melbourne bed, his actual bed. I started masturbating. This time I was happy to leave my juices to smell up his bed. Leave my pheromones as traces of my love, in the place he dreams.
I started losing my clothing and my fingers got active. One hand cupping my breast, the other trying to bury fingers deep, with my palm pressing on my clit. As I writhed on his pillow I noticed a photo of me right next to where he lay his head. It was printed on an inkjet printer, one of me in my uniform. It was one I sent Mum when I graduated and had my first placement. I remembered, my Brother used to stash his porn under his mattress, where he could pull it out while lying in bed. I wonder?
Pay dirt, my fingers found some plastic sheets. I pulled them out. Fuck bro, you went to the trouble of laminating these. My God, how many times have you cum on images of me? Me in bikinis, from family holidays, me in my Deb ball gown, me fuck. The sneaky fucker. Me in the shower! Not only had he peeked, he had taken a photo on his phone. I could see this one would have worn a lot of boy juice. Smart move laminating them.
But they were from now, like in current use. Shit, my Brother wanted me. Like at least in lust. I recalled his words in recovery, "Love your tits... Always have... saw them in the shower, I peeked...." But then he also said he loved me, and I knew then it was more than sisterly love. The way he looked in my eyes.
I stuffed his harder pillow between my thighs and rode it as I wanted to ride him.
"Fuck, me Bill, shit you have a big fat penis, drive it home. I'm here now in the flesh, not hiding, not plastic. Fuck me cum in me."
My fingers were buried deep in me. But I needed more. Shit, I brought a vibrator with me. I raced out and grabbed it from my handbag, it was one of those smaller purple ones with the clit massager.
It was buried in me before I reached the bed and I remounted his pillow. I knew he was much bigger than this, but I now had the freedom to use my hands elsewhere, on my breasts, spreading my arse cheeks as I rode hard on the vibrating penetration and his pillow torso.
My spare hand found my rear passage. I lubricated it with spittle and rammed it home. That was enough for me to cum hard, cum long, and cum loud.
"Fuck Bill, I love you," I screamed into his empty house.
It's amazing how emotions are intertwined when stress is close to the surface. As I came in a wild series of body-shaking climaxes, I started bawling my eyes out. My poor brother, his pain evident, his career in tatters, or at least his final dreams. His, fuck, love for me, kept hidden. Even the possibility that even if we became lovers, he was unlikely to have children. Suddenly his loss was my loss.
Sometime later I crawled from the warm cocoon of his bed and went about doing what I had come here for, the washing. It was winter and a bit chilly so I found a Melbourne jersey with his name on it. I slipped this on and wore it around the house, totally naked underneath. I'm keeping this one, I said to myself.
I put his bed back together, but didn't take anything to the washing machine. I wanted my cum smells deep in his pillow. His pics back where he hid them, it looked like I hadn't been there. Then a wicked thought crossed my mind. He needed more up-to-date spank bank material. Selfie time.
I went to work taking a range of selfies, in his bedroom. He wasn't getting them all, I might drip-feed them, depending on his reactions. These included lying on his bed, in front of the mirror, even a bfefie, or bumfie, where my naked butt peeked out from below his footy jersey, his name clearly on my back and my face making eyes at the camera. Fuck, that was so sexy.
Then I sent one. Front on, chest out, cleavage very visible in the V-neck line. My knees bent, butt out, showing nothing of my nakedness, but clearly very naked beneath. I tagged it 'I'm keeping this one.'
I help my breath for a long time waiting for a reply, as you do. It didn't come. But then I figured he could be asleep. I wrapped up. Reluctantly got back in my uniform, I realised I still had the vibe in. I had turned it off a while ago, but it was very pleasant. Shit, could I wear it into his hospital room? I would definitely notice it when sitting at his bedside. I decided to keep it in as I walked to my place to test my tolerance.
I didn't get too far, before needing to clutch at a lamp post as I climaxed. I staggered into my flat and decided I had better not. I did need a shower and a change of everything. I lovingly spread his jersey in my bed as if he were lying there under the covers. I took a photo of that as well.
We had decided I would bring back Kababs for lunch. So I gathered these on the way. Back in the hospital room, my brother appeared flustered. I handed him his Kabab, and a Max.
After a few bites, I said. "I'm keeping that."
"It's my favourite strip, it's very important to me."
"And your Sister's not important?"
"It was from my first season playing. It was the one I wore when we thumped Collingwood and I scored six goals?"
"So I'll be even more chuffed to wear it, my hero big brother."
He hesitated, I know he was torn, but not because he had been fleeced of his favourite trophy, but I could see the lust in his eyes. He was going to see me wearing it, and it would drive him crazy with desire.
"Would it help if I sent you some more selfies?"
He groaned." Fuck sis stop teasing me, my bloody dick is fucking sore every time it moves."
"Got to keep the blood circulating so it will heal."
"Is that a medical reason?"
"Actually it could be, can't have it getting necrotic."
"What's that?"
"Like gangrene."
"Fuck, is that a thing?"
"The old Antarctic explorers often lost their dicks from frostbite."
"I guess, if you're not shitting me, which I suspect you are. It would help get rid of the bad blood. Which I assume is why a bruise is dark."
I hopped on my phone and sent another. I tagged it 'First Aid'.
His phone dinged.
"Fuck Sis. I'll open it later."
I made a note to ask Dr Brett about any erection issues that might arise.
I brought a pack of cards from the hospital shop on my way in. So we spent much of the afternoon, playing cards and catching up on non-footy, non-technical things. Mum was a subject we needed to broach and we spent some time doing a message video chat reassuring her there was no need to come down. I promised to bring him up for her birthday which was late October.
She was happy to see her kids back in each other's company at last.
Later that day when the Doctor did his rounds I rounded him up into one of the consulting rooms.
"I need some advice. Bill is reporting pain in his penis when he gets hard. Is this ok or does he need to try and avoid an erection?"
"Good question. It's a good sign generally, it means his body system is interacting with his brain pathways. But too much stimulation could be bad as his testicle needs time to recover before too many messages to signal time to get making sperm."
"So what happens with testosterone production?"
"I ordered a testosterone levels test when he first came in. This will give us a benchmark of his levels before the injury."
"Smart."
"We can then measure it as he recovers. Normally one testicle can do the job and keep levels similar. If he were a horny teenager he may not get up to those levels. But at his age, they are already dropping off naturally."
"What if they get too low, will he start developing breast tissue or fuck lack of fight as he plays the game?"
"Another perceptive question. We have testosterone replacement therapies available. They should help."
"We do have a further problem, once the bruising has gone and his remaining testicle begins to function it may need kick-starting the process. "
"Like watching porn."
"Maybe, but often it needs more direct methods to get an ejaculation."
I looked shocked.
"By that I mean we use prostate massage. I take it, in your technical training you covered that in prostate imaging."
"Yes, I've had to do a few probes about once a week."
"So, I know you're his sister, but you might be the best person to administer it if needed."
"Shit Doc, that's a lot. He might not want me doing it."
"I would have killed for my Sister to do that for me, but I'm Gay so what would I know?" He chuckled. "Is your brother Gay?"
"Not that I know."
"Good, I mean, it's okay if he was, but I don't need the temptation if you can't manage it. Sorry, perhaps we are crossing ethical lines here."
"It's ok Brett. I appreciate having someone I can be upfront with."
I decided it was actually good to send him an image a day. He never said anything, but I knew I was building his spank bank. Also helping his recovery.
The pattern for our time was spent in this way. Although I did sleep in his bed most nights. He was discharged on day five, with daily check-ups with the surgeon for the next week.
..........................
Thanks for reading and following me. Things have changed in Author notifications. Unfortunately, the big changes happened the very day my last story dropped. I know I am not getting notified of some stories that dropped for Authors I follow and love. You also have to dig to find notifications of new stories.
The long and short of it you may have missed my story The Music Held A Secret. That said have patience, as it will take a lot of tweaking to get such a big change right. I'm sure the team at Lit are doing their best.
Your feedback is the only payment I get and it is important for motivating me to keep writing. Thanks for your support. KK.



        The Speckie Pt. 02. Recovery

        Footballer's sister has to put him back together, sexually.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-speckie-pt-02-recovery

Title: The Speckie Pt. 02. Recovery

Author: KoraKuros

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Footballer's sister has to put him back together, sexually.

Tags: masturbation, slowburn, prostate, siblings, brother, sister

Series: The Speckie


The Speckie Pt. 02. Recovery
This is apart two of three-part Love story of a Sister who cares for her injured football player Big Brother.
Part Two: The Speckie: Recovery. The Champion Footballer's sister has to put him back together emotionally if he is to function again sexually.
Warning: It contains prostrate massages as part of the medical recovery
All characters engaging in sexual activity are over eighteen.
The Game, the G and the Team are real. The rest is fiction and speculation.
This story is a slow burn incest story.
Part Two: The Speckie: Recovery. The Champion Footballer's sister has to put him back together emotionally if he is to function sexually again.
Part Three: The Speckie: Consumation. The proof lies in his Sister's womb. The conclusion should be out in two weeks.
This is an Australian story, using Australian English. Certain terms have different meanings to US English. For Example randy in our idiom means horny, not a boys name. If in doubt about a term, look it up. Also our spelling is different, more aligned with the original British English than yours is. I don't expect Americans to spell like the Australian English. So Please be tolerant of ours.
.......................................
A popular visitor for Bill was his Coach. He would pop in once a day just to show support and care. He would often talk strategy with Bill, he trusted his footy intelligence. This really helped Bill's self-esteem.
The day before his discharge, it was clear that Coach had something on his mind.
"I think we need, well you need, to make a statement. Not for the club, but for you. It's full of speculation out there, like Why do you need to be in the hospital so long?"
"I get it coach, I think I can man up. I know a lot of sports people lose a nut for the game. Maybe when I retire I can start a charity, the One-balled Wonders. Or TC, Testicularly Challenged."
"That's a big step, but I see the need."
"Look, I have a long way to go, I don't even know if I can be sexually active yet. But I need to end the speculation, it will come out anyway, so might as well own it."
I was listening in. I sat next to him on the bed and hugged my Big Brother.
"That's why I love you Brother, you keep on inspiring."
"He's very special Debbie, but from what I've seen, so are you."
We decided he would front up on the Hospital steps as they often do, have a quick presser with the coach and Bill would speak, dressed in a club dressing gown. Then Bill will go back inside to the ward. Coach would wrap up. We would engineer his escape in the dead of the night sometime.
The next morning the press had gathered for the news conference. I ducked out the back and walked around the block so it looked like I was an employee going to work. I stopped to watch the spectacle.
The club had a portable sponsor's backdrop and microphone stands were set up. The AFL broadcast Channel had the rights, and the rest had to make do with boom mics.
It took a minute before it was confirmed that the media was good to roll. The door opened and out walked the coach and my brother. My brother sort of walked straight but it was clear each step was painful.
The coach introduced the situation, then Bill, and praised his courage for coming out today. Ending with:
"I'll answer limited questions at the End. Bill will need to go back to bed. But Bill would you like to say a few words?"
He nods and takes the centre.
"I know there is a lot of speculation going on. So best I man up and tell you myself."
"First maybe I can ask you to leave me and my Family alone while I recover. Yes press, Man up."
"The reality is that I have lost a testicle due to the fall."
There was a collective puckering of arses run through the male reporters.
"My other testicle while saved, is a long way from recovery. There was other internal damage. So sadly I'm out for the season and I want to thank my club and teammates for their support."
"Can I say, players give a lot for their sport and teams. In my case, it's a lot more to give. For all the females out there who say it can't be as painful as childbirth. You might be right, but neither do you get a hysterectomy just because you land on your HooHaw."
There was a bit of twittering at this but I think the female reporters got the message.
"I know I am only one in a long line of males who have lost their testicles in sport and other accidents. Be aware, I feel your pain and know your emotional crisis. I've got a long way to go yet. I want to let you know I'm keen to use my position as a leading sports person to support your cause. But for now, I need a lot of time to recover. I have wonderful support from my family.
"I know I will live with that viral footage of the Speckie, for the rest of my life. Footy show, can't wait. All I can say is we are in the finals. 'Ev'ry heart beats true for the red and the blue.' My leftover bits are sporting the club colours."
This brought much laughter and I'm sure tightening of ball sacks.
"Thank you and I'll leave Coach to answer any further questions."
The doors opened and a wheelchair came out and my brother was whisked away. I hung back to listen to Coach. He was short and sweet, and wrapped it up quickly.
I walked through those doors five minutes later so proud of my Brother.
Bill was sitting on the edge of the bed, when I walked in. He stood and we hugged. He was shaking like a leaf.
"You did well. I held his cheeks in both hands and planted a sloppy kiss on him."
He pulled back looking at me strangely. Fuck, I forgot that reality was different from my orgasmic fantasies at both our houses.
"Sorry too much. I think I was just so excited at my awesome brother's manning up."
He pulled me into a full-bodied hug. I felt his manness pressing into me.
"I'm glad I have you Sis, surprises and all."
"So I can get another one."
"No!! shit."
I giggled. "You like my uniform?"
He blushed. "About that, how come you're wearing one, because you're off the clock?"
"Just to turn you on." He went beet red.
"Kidding it's our security arrangement. Helps me get past the reporters without looking like family."
"Good, I mean, fuck you are just sexy in it, and I thought you might be wearing it for me. You know, little sister flirt factor."
"I wouldn't flirt with you!"
"Liar liar pants on fire."
I lifted the front of my uniform to check. Truth was they couldn't catch alight as they were soaked through.
"Sorry, no, no fire."
"Come on sis you have been flirting with me most of my teenhood. I doubt anything changed."
"Do you want it to change?"
He blushed again. If a blush on a blush was possible.
"I like my little Sister as she is."
"Only like?"
I had raised the stakes.
"Fuck stop. I'm in massive pain."
I pushed him back on the bed, put my arms under his legs to put them horizontal on the bed.
"I liked that line, 'My left over bits are sporting the club colours.'"
He looked at me and muttered,"'It's a high-flying flag it's an emblem for me and for you.'"
"I'll never think of our team song another way from now on Big bro."
I patted his obvious flagpole. "You need to lower the colours a bit, Bro."
"The conversation is making it harder."
"All in the name of recovery Big, Big Bro."
"Shit Deb leave, I can't take the pain anymore."
I leant over and sisterly kissed him then skipped off to see Francine.
"I need a favour, Francine."
"I hope it's bed your brother?"
"Francine, no he's mine."
"You mean?"
"No, I, I just mean he's my patient."
I could see that she read the desire in my eyes.
"If you say so. What's the favour?"
"Can I borrow your car at midnight or later tonight?"
"Ok, I guess, but why?"
"I've got to sneak my brother out the back door tonight."
"Oh, I get that. I've been asked three times if I'm nursing your brother. "
"What did you say?"
"'Fuck off you clown I'm a radio therapist.'Seriously they don't get uniforms."
"Men!"
"Don't assume, one of the female reporters was coming onto me something bad before I crushed that hope. "
We laughed and made arrangements for me to take her car. She would take a tram home this afternoon and get one back in the morning.
"I owe you."
"A meal at your place when Bill has recovered, will cover it."
I pinched her butt, "cheeky."
"Cool three-way it is."
She gave me her keys. I thought of his bed, his spare bed.
"My brother is not like that."
"Well, I can dream can't I?"
Coach and Jono were chatting with Bill when I came back. I told them of our extraction plans.
"Great idea. Hopefully Bill's speech will hold them off," coach was encouraging.
"But what he said, and how he said it has got the sporting world alive with comment about how players are treated, or ignored, once the reality of injuries hits home," Jono added. "It might not take the pressure off yet."
"I have an idea, I know your time is precious preparing for finals. But the press are used to seeing you come in every day. Could you come in tomorrow as if he were here? That would give us two days to be well clear."
"We can do that. Could even bring the whole team and do some public relations... no not a good idea. The press would want in on that. "
"So keep it simple. Less to go wrong."
Once they had left I checked in with my Brother, changed his bag and pampered him a bit.
"I really am looking forward to living with you, particularly as I won't be able to train for a few months. It really was lonely living on my own."
"There will be nothing more that I would look forward to than just us chilling together. Like Netflix and chill."
"You know what that means?" he said with both lust and horror conflicting for face space.
I giggled, "Maybe. I leant in and kissed him in a half promise sort of way. I need to get a coffee, do you want one?"
"I can't stand that hospital coffee. Fuck that's a downside of not being at my place I have a full barista machine."
"Bugger."
"You go get that slop and I'll sort something for us. Just text your address I'll have it delivered."
I was having a coffee at the cafe when Jenny from recovery came in. I have to say she did look hot in her nurse's uniform.
"Come sit with me, Jenny." I looked around to make sure we were alone.
"So how's the patient going?"
"Getting stronger every day."
"You still serious about getting my help?"
"Sort of, if I can get over my own crush on him."
"Seriously, I might not be able to compete with his spank bank."
"Poor guy, he keeps getting hard in my presence, so he's in a lot of pain."
"And tell me you're not flirting."
I blushed, "In my defence, it's therapy."
"Pull the other dick."
"I need a favour. You and I are about the same size."
"So what's the favour?"
"Can I borrow your uniform tonight?"
"Do you want to torture him?"
"It will have that effect, but I want to wear it when I pick him up after discharge."
"He won't be able to walk."
"The plan is I drive a car up to the back door sometime after midnight."
"I wait and make sure no one is snooping. The uniform is a disguise for me. In case reporters are suspicious of my frequent coming and going in this one. Radiologists don't work that late.
"I whisk him off to my flat and we stay low until he recovers."
"Girl, you're on your own with him twenty-four seven, his dream fantasy. Please invite me to the christening."
"Have to make sure his juices have swimmers first."
I was excited to be taking my Brother home. Frankly so was he. But I think it had more to do with being able to sit on a lounge and play video games. He gave me instructions on what he wanted at my place earlier in the week, so I could move things before the stalking of the press began.
Thus I had been moving things in drips and drabs but I decided I would use Francine's car to move the more bulky stuff. So I went home early and parked in his garage. It had a spare space. I did a lap to assure myself no vultures were perched on the street lamps.
It was almost like we had decided to live together, but in reality, it was my decision. Bro was not getting a choice until his equipment was functional and tested. Fuck, what am I saying? I had two backup nurses who were ready to help out. But even then, they are only backup, if he doesn't want to test drive me. I had it bad.
Back at the hospital, Dr Brad met us to do some further checks and to sign his discharge. Brad had arranged a discharge pack of dressings and catheters. It was rather big, but he assured me the Club would get the bill.
The subdaffush worked well and soon I was helping Bill hobble into my unit.
"I think we should go to bed straight away, you've had a big day. I'll change the catheter and give you a wash in the morning."
"Do you think it'll be long before I can actually shower?"
"No, I doubt it. Like the surgery scar is small. I guess I can put your ball in a plastic bag and tape it down."
"It's funny strange hearing you say ball, not balls. But I'm sort of getting used to you playing with my junk."
"We have to change the terms we use Big Bro, it's not junk, but very precious."
"Do you know what they did with my fucked one?"
"Medical waste bin I suspect."
"Should have bottled it."
"I saw it in life and on the monitor, you did not want to see that."
"I feel like I've lost a part of me."
"You have, but it's not you, you're here. All of you, this is all of you."
I ran my hands up his back while I hugged him. "You're my Brother, not that big of squished meat in the bin."
"Yeah, but to a guy these bits are the most important bits. Like we think of them as little buddies, they rule our head, and fuck, bring the best pleasure."
I reached up and pulled him down for a soft kiss, I think he was getting used to my kisses.
I saw tears in his eyes. He had some way to go.
"I'm here to help you recover Bill. I hear that pain, but let me tell you, you one-balled stud. My love for you hasn't changed, now let's get you to bed."
I led him to his bedroom and helped strip him. Then helped him lie down. The catheter bag was the trickiest, I could see it falling off the single bed. This could pull the tube out.
"Sis my feet are over the end of this."
"Shit, it's not going to work is it?"
"I can make it work I guess."
"Better idea, you sleep in my bed."
"But I don't know I trust myself with you."
"Good to know." He was blushing again and his penis was growing. He was at least used to me seeing him nude by now. All he was wearing were his dressings and the catheter snaking down to the bag.
"I meant I would sleep in this bed."
"Oh, you sure."
"Here let's swap. You might have to live with girl smells." I giggled. As I know I had cum in that bed a few times this week.
"I'll change the sheets in the morning."
"Girl germs yuck."
"Suck it up, Bro. I know you love it."
I settled him in. We angled him a bit as his six-foot-five size was still a little long for the queen.
"Ok, sleep time." I hopped on the bed and snuggled him. "I hope you dream of me."
"Damn sis it's supposed to be 'Sweet Dreams'."
"Okay, you'll just have to put up with horny dreams of me." I put my hand down and held his growing penis through the sheet.
I kept it there while I kissed him goodnight. It was lingering but loving. He grew a bit and groaned in pain. I forced myself to let go and leave the bed.
"Don't worry we'll get that working soon without the pain."
"The we bit, is what I'm worrying about Sis."
"I'm not, night Bro."
Fuck I was so wet when I crawled into the spare bed. My hand found my centre and I came almost instantly. I then fell asleep with my fingers buried in my vag.
I woke in the middle of the night, who am I kidding about five o'clock, it was about two when we actually got to sleep. I was feeling funny. The bed was wrong and I was restless.
I ducked out to the toilet and realised I was naked. Shit, I needed to fix that, can't have him getting free views. But my nighties were in his room.
I used the torch on my phone and found a sexy one. I slipped this on while I looked at the sleeping form of my brother under the doona. It was also cold, winter doesn't really leave Melbourne until October.
I stood there longing to get in with my Brother.
"Just do it," I berated myself.
So I slipped in and spooned him as the big spoon. I felt his hand move to grasp mine that had wrapped around his fit body. He held me tight.
"I love you Sis" he slurred in his sleep.
Soon I was purring like a contented kitten curled up against my adorable Big Brother.
We must have rolled in the night, as I woke with my Brother's morning wood pressed into my bottom. But it was strange as the catheter tube looped across my hips and down my leg. Not exactly romantic. I certainly couldn't rub up and down on him, as if it were accidental or something. But my hand did slip to my mons where I lazily rubbed my clit.
Bill was still asleep, his hand moved to deepen the cuddle. His hand moved to cup my breast. I held my breath and listened to him. It was sleep breathing, so I relaxed and enjoyed the man-hand covering my C-plus-sized boob.
My other hand brought me to a quiet orgasm. Then I slept some more.
I woke, and Bill's hand had moved to the other breast. It had slipped inside my nightie. My nipple was hard in his palm. I put my top hand behind me to feel his cock. It was moist, hard but something was wrong.
It took me a bit to twig. Shit, no catheter. Fuck. I peeled his hand from my boob.
"I was enjoying that."
"I could feel."
He suddenly woke properly.
"Fuck! Sorry Sis, was I groping you?"
"Yes, big brother. Also, this blue and purple monster was trying to bury itself in me."
I looked at it then took off the doona for a closer look.
"It's getting better. At least it can get hard."
"Fuck, but not without pain."
"Suck it up."
"I have been for fifteen minutes."
"That long?"
I wrapped my fingers around it. "It feels good, but let me check for pain."
I started pushing bits methodically up from the base.
"Fuck there! That sides better. Shit sis, the underside is the worst. I ran a finger up the enlarged bump.
"That's because your urethra runs up here, and you are not only bruised badly along it, but you have had a catheter in."
"Shit, the catheter didn't break off in it, did it?"
I shook my head. "But the sheets need changing, you've been leaking."
"Sorry sis."
I noticed his cock was growing a bit and then saw his eyes glued to my breasts. I looked at myself. My nightie had ridden right up. My bush, was on show and my left boob was out.
"I guess I'm getting to see your body, so fair is fair," I giggle.
"Not really fair, I can't do anything about it, and you're my Sister. I fucking hate this, I need a good cum."
"I'm here to please, but the Doctor says not yet."
"Would you? Sorry, I shouldn't ask."
"Not would you, could you, but can't. One last check." I pushed on his glans.
"Fuck, no shit, stop."
"That has the most nerves except for here."
I ran a moist finger around his corona.
"Stop that's worse." Suddenly he was crying. Maybe from pain, but I think internal pain.
I snuggled into his armpit and put my head on his chest.
He was sobbing. Not something my Brother is want to do.
"It's not going to work, is it?" He gasped. Fucking dick's broken, one ball that probably doesn't even work, I wanted to be a father. That was my next thing after footy."
That thought brought more tears, "and then, will I ever play again, missing the finals. Might never get another chance."
Then I heard it. Under his breath but loud enough that I heard it through his chest. "And the one I love, I can't," gasp, "have."



I didn't let on I heard, but my heart leapt, my pussy juiced up, and I knew he loved me like I loved him. We just had to heal him and work through the taboo.
We lay there as his sobs petered out.
"You have me, Bro, that will have to be enough."
He hugged me tight and kissed my forehead. He lingered in that caring gesture.
"You, little Sister are the only good side, the bonus of all this."
"Bonuses are meant to be enjoyed, so please enjoy me."
I could feel his deep breath. I looked and his penis, which had shrivelled in the emotions, was on the rise again. I guess he got the double entendre of my comment.
"Bro, I'm giving you a shower. You smell of piss, and that catheter has leaked on the bed."
"Thanks Sis, but how?"
"Well first, I might have to have one with you, I will get wet and I'm covered in your piss as well."
"Sorry, Sis."
"Don't worry, I'll enjoy it."
"Yeah, sadistic bitch."
I elbowed him, hard.
"Last time you used that word, sadistic little sister is fine. But I'm no one's bitch."
He flinched and apologised.
"Sorry Bro, I overreacted, but I had a bad experience with a boyfriend."
"All the more reason for me to be a gentleman."
"Do you think you can park your butt on the vanity? It will give me the best access."
He pressed himself up there without having to move his groin. I forgot, for his work he had hit the gym hard, as every footballer did.
"I'll have to get you doing upper body workouts. But we will need to get to your place for that. I like your gym."
I carefully removed the dressing. He had three black stitches.
"They are as itchy as fuck." It was the first time Bill had had a good look at them. I was expecting a big scar, but that was all that was needed to do to pop it out?
"Skin stretches. Particularly here. Besides, all the damage was inside. They had to disconnect the plumbing, unlike a vasectomy, there were also blood vessels, gland tubes, and nerves to deal with. That's why you can't cum yet, too much healing to go. We do not want to risk internal hemorrhaging, or a hernia in the other one.
I examined the ball sack.
"Fuck the sack looks so big now. My ball is so lonely without his mate."
He grimaced a bit.
"I take it it is still tender."
"Fuck yeah but I feel it in the kidneys most."
"Referred pain, I've noticed that."
"Every guy knows that when hit in the balls."
"I think to get a good seal on a small plastic bag, I will need to deal with some hair."
Bill looked shocked. I took out my lady shaver and my clippers.
"It's okay I do this to patients all the time. Mainly fat flabby hairy Mediterraneans. It's my pleasure to finally manscape a hunk."
"Look he's growing again, you like this idea don't you?"
"He does, I'm nervous as shit."
"Might as well do the whole thing, you will look neater."
I was still in my nightie. My brother must have been getting the best views as I worked my magic in his forest. I knew he wasn't getting any. No girl would want that bush as untrimmed as it was.
He was rock hard when I finished the groin. I noticed some hair growing on his actual dick stem. I carefully shaved these.
Finally, I rinsed his cock, keeping a small hand towel to catch fluids from getting to his wound.
I then leant forward and licked down his groin and up his shaft.
He swatted my head playfully. "Damn brat."
"Just checking for smoothness."
"You don't need to do it that way."
"But you enjoyed it. Don't pretend you didn't."
"Sis," he pulled me up to stare my eyes. He was full of raging lust. "Don't start something you can't finish. And we both know we can't finish."
"Sorry, temptation is great for a little Sister."
"More reason not to get tempted. I think we need to have a discussion, when this shower is finished," he said firmly.
I hung my head and nodded, I had gone too far, I was breaking him.
Clinically I taped a baggy to contain his ball. I helped him down and turned on the shower.
"Will you do me the honour?" I indicated to him to remove my nightie.
"Sis."
"Well, I stripped you, fairs fair."
"Nothing fair about you, temptress Sister."
It was the first time he has seen me fully naked, with my permission that was. The picture under his bed not withstanding. He was standing stunned, staring.
I giggled and pulled him under the shower.
"You know I'm washing you, and you're washing me."
"I'm not dumb." He muttered.
I washed him first. Surprisingly washing his hair was the most erotic. Maybe it was me, rubbing my tits up his torso as I reached. But I think it was my fingers, sensitised, massaging through his hair. Mind you, his just-shaved groin was a close second but I did leave his cock alone. It had been tortured enough this morning.
"My turn Sis." He took the soap and my fluffy light blue thingy and loaded it with soap. I submitted myself to his loving hands.
"Lift your foot up, I can't crouch."
"Fair call." I leant back on the tiles and he worked my toes. I was aware that my crotch was fully opened and exposed in this position. He had a wicked grin.
"All the better to see you with my dear." He worked up my calves and my inner thighs stopping short of what I wanted.
"Other one." He was hard, but careful not to accidentally hit himself on my foot.
He read my mind.
"I'd clean your insoles with my cock" if it wasn't killing me doing this."
He worked up again stopping short. I was on a hair trigger and I'm sure he could see my juices flowing from my HooHaw, as he had called them in front of an audience.
My problem was, that I now considered it his HooHaw.
He put my foot down, and I was almost shaking in preorgasmic expectation. He then worked my shoulders and my arms. He turned me and worked my back. All the way down, until he rubbed that blue scrubber over my butt hole. It only lightly touched my protruding inner lips and I came.
"Hold me, Bro... I.. can't... Stand."
I came hard, and he wrapped me in his arms. His cock slipped up between my legs. Fuck, he had lifted me to achieve that. His hands started soaping and washing my breasts, as I was stranded on his rod that lay along my swollen pussy lips.
He groaned in pain. "Worth it little Sis." He groaned in my ear.
"My turn to touch your genitals," he sighed
"Do you want me to press your clit?" He whimpered.
I put my arms up and reached backward to hold onto his neck. My body arched and his right hand reached down and pressed hard on my rock-hard protruding clitoris. That was it. I came hard. Hard enough to ejaculate over my brother's cock. Hard enough for my bladder to piss over my brother's glans. Then I blacked out.
I'll give him his due, injury and all, he carried me to our bed, and I woke with him tenderly drying me.
I looked up at him and he kissed me. It was no brotherly kiss, it was a lover's kiss.
Gasping we released after five minutes.
"We need to talk. I think we crossed a hundred lines," He said wiping my damp hair from my face.
I looked up. I was so happy. I knew I was beaming.
"First I need to get that catheter in."
He groaned but agreed. "I so want to piss normally but I can't."
"I'm so sorry you can't."
"But fuck I wanted to cum with you, but I couldn't. It was like it was dead down there in the spasming department.
"It's your prostate gland, it's still recovering from shock."
I said this as I stood, still nude, and retrieved a new catheter and bag, also a little lubrication.
I took his cock and it hardened a little. "Good, this is easier when you're semi. Does it sting going in?"
"Shit yes, but only the tip, which is so sore from bruising, but on top of that it stings like I have a urinary tract infection."
"You shouldn't have, you are on antibiotics to stop that."
"I know, it just stings the same. I can feel the catheter move through my cock, it's weird."
I continued inserting till I felt it enter his bladder. All set with the bag attached, I released the valve. He really needed to go,as his urine rushed down the tube.
"Good no blood. I was worried about all that activity. You shouldn't have carried me."
"I think we should get dressed so we can talk. Your body is too distracting."
"How so?" It was a little sister's, Do you think I'm hot, question.
"Fucking hot, today's the first time I've seen you properly naked."
"So score?"
"Don't make me, not fair."
I got some boxers for him and a t-shirt. I put on that footy jersey I had flogged, but nothing else.
"You did that deliberately didn't you? Fuck, those selfies."
"Guilty."
"Was it just therapy?"
"No, I love you, Bill. Much more than I should. I've tried to forget my non-sisterly desires and just be a sister. But I can't."
"For how long?"
"Since school."
"Thank God."
"Huh."
"I've been crushing on you just as long. I thought it was just me. I tried everything to stop myself from doing stuff with you. I took up footy seriously, to drive my energies elsewhere. It didn't work, this week has been different torture."
"Oh, Bill!"
I held his hand.
"You know those bimbos I said I fucked when I first came down here. Well, I did. I was trying to fuck you out of my head. More than once I miscalled one Debbie as I came. It's why you hadn't heard much from me. I couldn't trust myself. Instead, I created a Playboy haven for my workmates. I played the honourable host. To protect myself from the embarrassment of my secret taboo getting out.
"I know Bill, like I know now. But I've known at least most of this week. It's okay. I love you, and I don't care if it's taboo."
"How did you know?"
"Well, you told me."
"What, when?"
"When you came out of your anaesthetic. You squealed like a canary. You said you loved me and wanted to fuck me when we got home.
"I did?" He groaned. "What else did I say?"
"Oh, that you watch nurse porn, particularly sister nurse porn."
"Fuck... sorry sis, it's true."
"The answer to your question is yes, by the way."
"Yes?"
"Yes, you can fuck me. But not yet. You have at least two weeks to go before we can do that."
He looked the happiest I'd seen him this week.
"So what about you? Do you love me?"
"Oh so much, so so much. This week has only made it stronger."
His smile could light candles.
"I know as a teenager, it was an adolescent crush. My girlfriends all wanted you to be their first. I put the, no doing the girlfriend's brother, rule on them."
"What's with that rule?"
"I think it's because, secretly, all sisters want their brother to be their first. But taboo prevents this. We just get cheeky and bratty to protect ourselves."
"Fuck, you must have had it bad, because you were relentless."
"And you liked it!"
"I certainly did. But then I was in love too, and it gave me an excuse to touch you, even if it was to bat you off. Can I kiss you, Sis? Just kiss. But I want to be close to you."
"Come out to the lounge, it's safer. I wouldn't mind watching a rom-com with you."
He groaned.
"Hey, it's the way little sisters can safely be close to the important men in their lives. I learnt a lot when we watched them together." I sniggered. "I used to secretly watch you get hard and uncomfortable in the hot bits."
"God yes, that was embarrassing."
"That kiss?" I asked as we settled onto the couch.
It was gentle and loving. Our tongues tentatively played. We both held off on bringing our hands to our genitals.
"Ok movie. Shit we haven't eaten. Wow, it's past twelve," Bill observed
"How about I order Pizza in? You just stay out of sight when it comes. Every local lad knows your face."
We settled into "Ten Things I Hate...."
The bell rang and Bill hid on the couch under a blanket.
I answered. The delivery boy stopped and stared.
"Sorry fuck that is hot. Wish I was a girl, Bill's my favourite footy player."
"Mine too, as you can see."
"I have a mate who lost a nut at a skate park. He is so proud this week."
"Well, thanks for the pizza, and don't wank too hard over me. Hate would you to lose one of yours?"
I might have flashed my boobs as he left.
"You tease," Bill said, as we tucked into the food.
"Can't kick the habit."
After the pizza sugar high kicked in, Bill fell asleep with his head in my lap. I dozed off not long after.
The phone woke me, it was Francine asking about her car.
I rang back immediately.
"Shit sorry. Coming now." I hurriedly dressed while we talked.
"How's the patient?"
"Dead to the world. It's been a big twenty-four hours."
"I'll get the deets when you arrive, meet you in the cafe."
I almost walked as was my habit, until I remembered the car. It was a five-minute drive.
The staff car park was almost full. It took me longer to park and walk to Francine, than it did to drive. It's why I don't have a car.
I found Francine, and she had my coffee ready, as I like it.
"Any developments?"
I blushed.
"I can tell something has happened, you look like you've been laid."
"No, not that, he is too bruised. But...."
"Tell, spill."
"I came on his fingers."
"You move fast."
"It's been building all week."
"I know, you've both been behaving like love-sick puppies."
We sipped our coffee.
"So you broke the ice."
"Nearly broke him."
"Go on."
"He was so randy, he confronted me about my intentions. It all spilled out. Then I had to shave him to get him waterproof."
"With him?"
"Of course. Poor guy he hasn't cum yet, can't even piss."
"But you?"
"I blacked out."
"Shit girl."
Just then my phone rang.
"It's him."
"Say hi."
"Hi," I was being careful not to name him or say Bro. "I'm just returning Francine's car, she says Hi." Francine had been a frequent visitor when she came off shift.
"Yeah, we forgot."
"He apologises and says he'll make it up to you."
"Do you need anything? Fair call, but any cravings?
Text me."
"Ok, bye my love."
"My love?" Francine questioned.
I changed subjects. "Who's taking my place at work?"
"They have locums filling in. But I talked to HR and suggested that if they find a good one, we could do with another technician.
"He agreed, he was looking at temporarily replacing you, and realised how much we were doing together as it was. We have a spare room of machines."
"Bugger me, let's hope a good one shows."
Just then, Jenny arrived.
"Jenny over here!"
She joined us with her coffee.
"Have you two met?"
"No, but I've seen you around."
"This is Francine, whom I work with, and Francine this is Jenny, she is a post-Op nurse. Jenny lent me the nurse's uniform."
"So what's with that?"
Jenny giggled.
"Under the anaesthetic B..."
"I cut her off, Sorry no names, ears."
"Oh I get it, the client let slip his love for D here and also his fetish for nurse porn."
"Wow."
" See, I was holding all the cards." I giggled. "Can I keep the uniform a bit, better still can I buy it?"
"Yes to the first, but technically, no to the second. I'll get them to issue another, but eventually I'll need to trade it in. You know accounts."
"True, I forgot that."
"So, do you know what's going on?" Jenny asked.
"More than you I think, D has just updated me on this morning."
My phone had been pinging with requests.
"Look, I need to go, but fill Jenny in Francine. I have a feeling we three are going to be best friends."
"Next Thursday girls' night. Client B can look after himself." Francine smiled.
"Text me the deets."
"Oh, Jenny one thing, what did they do with the bits. B was asking."
She giggled. "Cryo-frozen them along with some juice. Insurance if the bits don't work."
"Oh God. But that's good. The client will be pleased."
On the way to the shops, I remembered the scene from the last Eunach, where he kept his balls into his old age. Fuck they were important. Shit, if they don't work, I could get IVF, but would they do that for siblings?
I got home, and I had bought some champagne. Also some cheeses and dips. Might as well celebrate our confessed love, even if we can't consummate it yet.
His list included a new game that had just been released from EB. He insisted he transferred the money. So I sent him my bank details.
I was well off, only because I worked too much, and had nothing to spend it on. My brother was rich. He dropped a grand, marked expenses. But then I hadn't thought about it. Football contract for a senior player, a fast car in the garage, and a unit that was worth millions.
We kissed as I got in the door and handed him his game.
"I could have paid for it."
"Not the point, nothing to spend my money on. Until now that is. Look, Debbie, if I retired today, my investments would pay for my lifestyle till I die."
"Well, I have nothing to spend mine on. But only because I work weekends. But I do earn double time on Saturdays and Triple on Sundays."
"We need to work out how to spend some of mine. After I've recovered, and we decide to take this further, let's go on a trip together."
"Does that mean you see a long-term future for us. We have a lot to sort through."
"I know there is a lot to talk about Debbie, but we have to kill two weeks somehow."
I kissed him. "Can I still tease you?"
"Gentle, but as this cock gets better, yes please. Maybe I can get to learn more about your body while we wait."
"Oh God, melting already. Let me fix dinner."
Before I did anything I slipped into my football jersey. Conveniently I forgot to put on panties. I unloaded the shopping and put the bubbly back in the fridge. I had bought one pre-chilled. Then I cooked for my man. God, I liked that idea. I bought Wagyu Tomahawk steaks which I cooked with mushrooms and salad. There was no way, I was getting through mine.
I served champagne and nibbles while it rested.
"A Toast, to us." I toasted.
"May we find a way through to make our love last forever." Bill returned the toast.
"You know how to cook a steak," Bill said as he finished his off.
I had pushed my plate aside some time ago. I may have had a third.
"Do you mind if I have yours?"
"Wow, they talk about footballers' appetites. Sure, go ahead."
"So Sis, this thing between us. Well not thing, but it's not just lust. So what is it?"
"I'd call it love, but like love crossing over a croc-infested swamp filled with slithering snakes and spiders hanging from above."
"That's a scary picture."
"I think it's a scary journey we are on, but I absolutely love what's on the other side."
"Can we build a cocoon of love around us, like a force field to fend off the nasties?"
"I think that's what love, true love does."
"Princess Bride stuff?"
"Oh, let's watch that again? I always saw you, my big brother, as the hero Wesley. We would cuddle innocently on the couch, while you protected me from the Fire Swamp and the Pit of Despair. They were scary, but with my Brother's arm around me, I felt safe."
"I'm fighting the Pit of Despair at the moment. It isn't helped by the fire swamp of my taboo and illegal love for my Sister. I couldn't really imagine you would want me the way I was desperate to love you."
"Now you know your Princess Buttercup is all yours, heart and soul, we should be able to conquer life together."
"Can we define life?"
"My romantic heart says it's forever and ever. Can you commit to that?"
"As much as I can, with all the heart I have to give, yes. But I need to find out if it's just not my lust driving my answer. I want it to be a Wesley commitment, a happy ever after thing. But this broken body is crying caution, the big battle is ahead."
"I think that's all I can ask Bill. It's far more than I ever thought I'd get. Let's work out these feelings together. And I'm committing my whole body to the cause of getting your sexual functioning restored."



Bill groaned again.
"Getting stiff Bill."
"Fuck yes."
"Let's watch that movie, I actually have a DVD of it. I watch it on your birthday every year, dreaming of us on the couch together again."
"I think my birthday just came early this year."
We settled down with the rest of the champagne and snuggled close. We quoted lines, we pretended to sword fight, although Bill stayed seated. We even played giants. To do this, I climbed up on the couch behind my brother and secretly, or not so secretly rubbed my mons pubis on his hair. I was careful not to let Bill take my weight. Although sadly Andre the Gentle Giant passed away recently, I say recently fuck it was 1993, before we were born. We looked it up. We toasted the champion wrestler.
"Remember when I would ride on your shoulders. Shoulder fights in the pool, or I had this cape and pretended I was a giant. I think it was me claiming you as my own."
"Like now Sis, but this time I can feel my neck getting wet."
"Pause the movie."
"Ok."
"Now lie down."
He was now looking up my legs to my uncovered pussy.
"I knew you had nothing on."
"Well, my hero, time to worship my little buttercup."
I slipped down so I straddled his head.
"Time to do what I always wanted you to do, once I knew oral was a thing that is."
Gently he started to lick and explore. He knew his way around, that's for sure. I looked longingly at his swollen and now more yellow penis. The bad blood was being cleaned out. The bruising around his groin was gradually fading. It had been seven days since the accident. I watched his penis twitch every time I groaned in pleasure. He followed with a groan of pain. The pulsing of the penis tissue still hurt. But he was willing to put up with it for me.
"Fuck, I don't need this thing right now!" and he yanked the catheter out.
"That's better, still painful, but better."
He went back to feasting. I was getting close.
"I need two fingers, Bro? Please?"
Immediately his fingers entered me I started coming.
"Yes, thanks, oh God."
He held my clit tight between his lips and flicked the tip. That was it, I went into a full-bodied orgasm. I leaked so much he had to lift me up so he could breathe.
"Fuck drowning," he spluttered and dove right back in.
I had to call enough, but he was like a pig in mud.
"Seriously Stop!" I gasped.
I slumped down his torso. This brought my eyes level with his penis. I looked something was missing. It was rock hard and his glans full of fresh blood.
"Bro, like you're so turned on aren't you?"
"Fuck yes, it's bloody painful though."
I carefully parted his penile slit.
"Bro, do you normally produce precum?"
"Of course, normally a lot."
"Fuck, the well is dry."
"Hop off please?"
I did and he started examining himself.
"Shit that is not normal, not least for me, fucking tubes or glands or whatever produces it, are fucked.
He was certainly fragile as he looked on the verge of tears again.
"Let's check with Brad, you see him tomorrow. He is making a house call after work. But I'm sure we can kick-start you."
"How?"
"Well Brad has given me some techniques to help, but I don't want to spoil the party by telling you what yet. Besides we have another week of healing before I'm allowed to make you cum."
"What about that bloody Catheter?"
"Doc said about two weeks, but I guess if you can piss without it you don't need it. Remember your bladder is bruised, it might hurt when you try."
"Let's try before we go to bed."
"Good plan, but I'm putting it back in if it does hurt."
"If it does need to stay in, do you think we could lose it before we start doing what we just did. It's weird being hard and having a tube hanging out the end."
"I think that's fair. Ok back to the movie."
The big excitement the next day was that the coffee machine Bill ordered had arrived. It was the top-of-the-range automatic that didn't need plumbing. I doubt I'd drink the stuff at the cafe ever again.
Dr Brad was happy with the progress. And let us know that I could start trying the treatment as soon as Bill has no erection pain. He also removed the stitches. Dr Brad was worried about the lack of precum flow, but suspected it would improve once ejaculation happened.
The first elimination final is coming up this Saturday. We spent the week talking future, getting horny, trying things, but it frustrated Bill, while I was getting the full climax experience. Eventually, the pain went and the catheter stayed out. Bill was able to release his bladder naturally.
We experimented, without actually having penetrative sex. My Big Brother stopped getting pain with erections, but was not getting close to cumming, no matter what we tried.
"Time for me to start the treatment Big Brother."
"Yes please, it's unfair you have spent much of this week cumming without me. Not that I haven't minded sharpening my skills at female sexual manipulation. What are we doing?"
"Remember your comment about a Nuru massage. Well, come to the bathroom."
Taking up the whole bathroom floor was one of those silver air beds. I had a devil finding the gel.
"Did Brad recommend this?"
"Not exactly, but I figured it wouldn't hurt to add our own level of excitement. But remember this is about you. All you need to do is go with the flow, and don't try and stimulate me."
"You warmed up the stuff?"
"I'm not cruel, it's still almost winter out. Lie on your back."
Most of his bruising had gone from his torso and his penis was a healthy pink colour. I was very liberal with the stuff and soon I was applying my body to spread it on his.
"That is sexy Sis, fuck."
"Before you get ideas we are not fucking in this session, just cumming. Well, you are."
"I can't see you not, Sis."
My breasts were massaging his chest and I worked my way up and down his legs sliding my tits over every inch of his body. I then gave him a good tit fuck.
"Sorry, not yet even close to cumming Sis. I can feel my nuts, sorry, nut turning, but that's all."
"Stop thinking, enjoy." I too noticed his sole testicle moving on its own accord in its nut sack.
"Ok on your front."
He rolled, well, slipped and together we were all limbs.
"I thought you would start this way first."
"Nope, relax." I poured more 'oil' on, but it was more like gloop though. I worked his backside and his arse.
I whispered in his ear. "On your knees stud I'm going to milk this stud bull."
I loved watching his precious equipment hang between his legs. I wrapped my hand around his cock and started seriously wanking him. But felt his tension growing, but he was no closer to cumming. Without warning I drove my index finger right up his bum hole.
"Fuck, shit."
I didn't back off, I knew exactly where to find his prostate, and began to massage it.
"God what are you doing. I've got to wee, shit, it feels like I've got to wee."
I worked his cock up and down and pressed into his prostate with the same rhythm.
"Fuck, shit, I'm...I'm..."
Suddenly a dam was released and cum flowed out of his cock. It wasn't the spurting type of ejaculation. But it was cum, flowing in surges.
I could see him looking between his legs, his mouth open in amazement. He then collapsed sideways my finger getting expelled in the action.
He sat and examined the spunk.
"It's all lumpy sis, like serious lumpy, and some lumps are yellowish. But fuck I feel good. I needed that."
"You were backed up and by the looks of that probably blocked up."
"What did you do?"
I kissed him. "Prostrate massage sweetheart."
"Fuck that was intense."
"You might be getting a few of those before you're ready, we will see. But we have a footy game to go and see later this arvo, so how about we get showered and go face your adoring public."
I put the airbed in the bath and showered it. Then I joined Bill in the shower.
"I can feel the love chemicals releasing in my brain. Thanks, I thought I couldn't cum."
"We may have a way to go, but Dr Brad felt this would kickstart both sperm production, and the muscle memory of cumming. Hopefully next week you will be pumping me with little spermies all on your own."
"Do you have protection?"
"Good question. I stopped taking the pill a few years ago, as I had trouble finding a guy who could compete with my mental image of you."
"I think you might need to go on something."
"Let's talk about it. We still need to find out if you're actually producing swimmers, and in quantity enough to get me pregnant. I'm sort of willing to risk getting pregnant anyway, if it means carrying my Brother's baby."
"Fuck, that's hot."
"Think about it when you are trying to dump a load in me. If you think it's hot, it might help."
"You really are willing to risk everything for me."
"I don't count it risk, it's love, first and last."
We dressed in Melbourne colours and got ready to go. The coach was sending a limo to pick us up, to help avoid detection and crowds. The plan was that Bill would address the team in the locker room before the game. We would sit behind the on-field coaches' box during the game, and then mingle in the team rooms when done. The press would be informed he was attending.
The roar of congratulations and excitement when we walked into the team rooms was gratifying. I was so proud of Bill. His talk was likewise inspiring. But the biggest surprise was when the team ran out onto the field. The big banner went up. It was team red and blue with a big purple heart in the middle. The text said. "Purple is made with the Red and the Blue. Bill our champion, this Game is for you." And they all wore bright purple arm bands.
Bill looked sheepish on the big screen, I was beaming with pride next to him.
I could tell Bill desperately wanted to go out and play. It was close through three quarters, with the lead changing hands often. But right at the end we broke ahead by two goals. Suddenly we were singing the team anthem as it blasted throughout the stadium.
We won! We were in the semifinals.
The team came and took Bill from the stand and lifted him on their shoulders as they did a victory lap. I could only hear him shout to his mates.
"Hey be careful of my nut, I only have one left."
The dressing room was chaos. Reporters were everywhere, and Bill was in high demand. I tried to stay in the background. But they had seen me sitting next to Bill. The roving reporter caught me and asked what I was to Bill. We had talked about how I should answer.
We wanted to say girlfriend, but realised our family relationship would eventually come out. So we decided to be honest about that, and leave the lovers' stuff out instead.
"So luv, I saw you sitting with Bill for the match, who are you his girlfriend?"
"God no, I'm his little Sister, I've been nursing him back to health."
"Well, you have done a wonderful job. What was he like as a patient?"
"Very impatient, he really wanted to play, but he has taken the treatment like a man and is finally coming good." I sniggered to myself at the other way that could be interpreted.
"Will he be playing next week?"
"Sorry, that's already been made clear. Hopefully you'll see him in next year's opening round."
"What did you think of the Purple Heart tribute?"
"Like all soldiers injured in war, it's always the family that has to pick up the pieces. I know footy isn't like a war, but it is a fearsome battleground. Players get injured. Careers come to ends. It's families,that stick them back together, support through the crisis and help them get back on the road to recovery, that make a difference. I'm proud to have been able to help Bill."
"So what's next?"
"Let's see if Melbourne can make the Grand Finals first. But whatever happens, we will go visit Mum. Then have a holiday before training starts again."
With that, my press time was finished. I ducked out to a private room to wait for Bill to join me. I could tell Bill was worn out, so we simply took the limo back to my place.
On the couch that night, we replayed the press conferences in the rooms.
"You did well Sis. I've had press training, but I couldn't have done better."
"Thanks Big Brother. I think this week you'll get to actually fuck me. What do you think?"
"I'm not that confident yet, not of fucking, but of cumming.".
"Well, if I can make you come normally without a prostate massage, like with a blowjob or something then we are good to go. "
"Can I get another of those massage things now, I'm feeling randy,"
"Come on my purple-hearted brother. Let's go, but no Nuru, I want you to come on me this time."
"You're on."
We raced to the bedroom.
"I love you, Debbie, you know that." The three magic words love every girl wants a guy to say.
"I love you just as deeply, Big Brother."
To prove it, I stuck a lubricated finger deep into his anus, and began to massage this new chapter of our lives: as Lovers.
...........................................
If you don't know Australian Rules the Game, look up some videos. A mark, catching the ball on the full, is a Speckie. Plenty of ten best mark videos around. Remember it's played with no padding.
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The Speckie Pt. 3. Consummation
............
This is the final part of a slow burn romantic story between two siblings. It is set in the world of Australian Rules Football. Some readers have expressed a wish for me to include details of this game in the story. Sorry, that would be a turn-off for most. But I have written a brief description of the game as an appendix at the end. If that is your Ball game you might like to skip to the end to end first, before you get involved in the story's charged sexual conclusion.
I am an Australian Writer with Australian English spelling. I have noted a few different Australianisms along the way. Let me know if this is helpful or distracting.
All characters are fictional and over eighteen years old.
............
I sniggered, life's new chapter, and here I was knuckle deep up my dear Brother's arse. I maneuvered myself so I was under him. This gave me a good vantage point to inspect his equipment. I was pleased with the colour and he had no pain as I masturbated him. He was still not producing precum though.
I used my mouth to add lubrication. That added something, because within a minute he was flowing semen into my mouth like a tap had been turned on. Still no sign of normal climaxing muscles.
"Fuck. So good, but it's also not the same, I miss that thrusting, spurting, Little Sister."
I licked the sperm from around my lips and nips. I could feel it dribbling down the curve of my breasts.
"So do I, but it will come. Feel this part of your penis." I traced my finger around the base and pushed also into his core. "There is a muscle here that goes deep almost to where my finger is inside. It controls the spurt. It is not spasming yet. I'm going to concentrate on that for a while. You are cumming because I'm massaging your prostate, it's almost impossible for you not to cum with that stimulation. But I'm going to spend a lot of time now, around this ring of muscle. Hopefully, we can get you desperate enough and it will start doing its job."
He was still semi-hard and I started to work my hand and fingers around his base. I removed my other finger and caressed his flanks while I did.
"The good news it looks like this spunk is a fresh batch."
My mouth also engaged his flesh.
He went deep and as he pulled out I gasped, "Now fuck my mouth, Bro."
He pushed into my mouth, and my hands formed a tight ring around his base. They also protected me from him going too deep, then I slapped his arse.
"Get a rhythm up Bro."
He slumped forward and his mouth sought my sex as he rutted. His penis was knocking at the door of my throat and I started making that gulking sound of saliva and gagging.
Knowing guys also like the feel of humming, I tried some throat singing. Kidding, I had no idea how to throat sing, but I tried deep humming around his cock. I knew it was having an effect, because his mouth and sucking changed on my vulva, and his tongue went crazy on my clit.
"Fuck I'm cumming," I groaned around him. His buttocks clenched at that and he thrust deeper and bellowed. I let him into my throat and he pushed deeper still. His body went stiff. Desperate to breathe, I tapped out on his butt and he withdrew. Gasping he looked toward his cock.
He rolled to the side.
"Debbie that was amazing, I was right down your throat. It felt incredible."
"You came through, I could feel it in my body."
"My body spasmed as if it did, but notice, no cum? It was like a dry cum. My cock was in neutral."
I spun and crawled onto his body so I was prone on him.
"Was it fun?"
"Fuck, awesome fun."
"Just concentrate on that, try not to analyse. No thinking up here," I tapped his noggin. "Just enjoy and have fun."
"I was worried I was hurting you."
"No, but it was a real face fuck, I've only ever read about them, or seen porn stars do it. I'm rather proud of myself for that deep throat."
Then we kissed. Kissed and cuddled, looked into eyes, kissed some more. In fact kissed for a long time, until our lips were chaffed.
"Fuck I love you, my big hunky Bill. I just want to be with you forever."
"I can live with that. Just hold me."
That's how we fell asleep.
"I think you need to be backed up bit Bill, if you want to achieve the bigOS."
"BigOS?"
"Big orgasms."
"How do you plan on achieving that? "
"Let's just say, expect to be teased. Get you all horny, and find out what cums."
"I hope so. I get your point, but shit, Sis, just being in the room with you gets me horny.
It was Tuesday, I was going out with the nurses on Thursday night, so a plan was hatching in my mind. I only needed to get together with them to work out the details. Friday night was the next Footy match, so my thoughts were that he might need a boost on Saturday, depending on the result.
For the next two days, I dressed only in his team shirt. We kissed and cuddled, but I batted his hand away when it came to groping. Likewise, I pretended I was about to rub his hard-on, but backed off. My breasts were often squished into his back or rubbed on his arm.
"Naughty! I'm your little sister you can't do that," I said as I pushed his hands off my butt. Then I would stretch my arms over my head to reveal my cute little slit and its tuft of shaped pubic hair.
"No masturbating," I'd say as I pushed him into the shower. Or do you need a nurse to help with that injured Penis?
"Yes please, a nurse."
I raced to my room, slipped on the Nurse's uniform and walked in on him, just as he was turning on the water.
"Mr Turnbull you know I need to check the temperature, first. Allow me." I moved past him. My breasts were well exposed, as I had left half the buttons undone. He groaned. I turned off the water.
"First, I need to check your injury." I knelt and examined his testicle. Gently I rolled it in my fingers within its loose sack. "Looking good Mr Turnbull, now for this, oh my, we are hard aren't we? Naughty boy. Are you thinking naughty things again?"
Being careful not to overstimulate him, I pulled his hardness to the horizontal and looked closely at his penile slit.
I got excited because there was a bead of juice forming on the tip. I moved a finger firmly up the underside tubes. This brought more to the surface.
My Brother was gripping the top of the shower for support and looking heavenward. So I think he missed what I saw, my finger scooped the treasured bead from his penis and I ran it between my fingers. Fuck yes, precum. I took a second sample and put it on my tongue. I almost came with the taste, I hadn't tasted his preparation juices before. I wanted to clamp around his glands and suck from the source. It was working. But I didn't tell him.
I stood and turned the water back on. I kept him out of it and wet a washer.
"Allow me to wash you down. I can't get my uniform wet, so stay where you are."
"I could take that uniform off for you."
I slapped his naked tush.
"Don't you dare, Mr Turnbull."
I proceeded to slowly soap his upper torso and arms. Fuck, he was a specimen of pure maleness. The body of an AFL player is perhaps the best combination of tuned muscles and fit leanness. It was how he could fly high over the pack in the first place. He was known to run a half-marathon in every game and still lay on a hard tackle. No other sport could provide the all round fitness that AFL could. And I had my hands on one of the best of them.
I imagined that groin, thrusting above me as I viewed it between my breasts. My hands worshipped his groin and thighs. His very solid penis was reaching, trying to make contact with me, but I artfully avoided it. I turned him and likewise worshipped his back and buttocks. My soapy flannel sought every crevice, explored every muscle. Then on my knees behind him, I moved down his legs to his feet.
By this stage, he had two arms on the tiles bending over slightly. I lifted a foot and soaped his foot and between his toes. He was groaning.
"Fuck Sister."
"I'm just a Nurse Mr Turnbull. But I might report you to Sister. That turbulent flesh is very inappropriate don't you think?"
I stood behind him and fingered the surface of his rosebud. All clean, I took the washer and reached around and ran it up and down hard flesh. It was throbbing. Yes throbbing, I could see it bob as he clenched his buttocks. We were making progress.
I stood back and turned on the shower getting the temperature right. Cold. I pushed him under.
"Arhhhh!"
"That's right a cold shower for you, my naughty patient."
He went to add hot. I battered his hand away.
"Careful, or I'll put you in an ice bath."
"Promises, promises."
"Fair call, I guess you have them all the time."
"Nurse, if you try, I'll dump you in one."
"Promises, promises."
"Bugger we are at the wrong house. I even have an ice machine at my place."
I selected a really scratchy towel from my collection and gave him a rigorous rub down.
"Fuck Sis, you are going to get it when I'm better."
"I promise you can fuck me silly, once you are all functioning. I want you to blast your sperm deep so deep that it comes out of my mouth."
His penis bounced some more and another bead of precum formed. He saw it, tested it, then did a naked dance throughout the house.
"Mr Turnbull, get dressed at once, such a disgraceful display. But come over here before you do."
I sat on a chair and commanded him to lie over my lap.
"You're a naughty boy."
Slap.
Slap.
Slap!
"Now get dressed and put that gorgeous hard-on away. No masturbating either."
He dressed and I stripped out of my nurses' uniform in his presence and slipped back into his jersey. He groaned.
"Let's catch a movie darling."
I had an idea, we had watched a lot of these as kids. I found and cued 'Carry on Nurse'.
"You are wicked, little Sister!"
"If you are a good boy during this, you can choose and then show me your favourite nurse movie."
He groaned. I knew it was going to be nurse porn. I don't think he realised he had let that slip in post op recovery.
Carry on Nursing was hilarious for all the wrong reasons. We opened some wine and had nibbles with it.
"Okay, your turn."
He had to sign into a website on my TV to access his stash. He had saved a lot of nurse porn videos, but chose one that was forty minutes long.
"I'll do you a deal Bro, you can play with my body and make me cum as much as you like during this, but if you cum it has to be in your pants without external stimulation by me or you."
I snuggled into my Big Brother as he hit play. I guess it was a typical start to a porno. Patient arrives at a clinic, strips for an old Matron, and we see his lean muscular body. The Matron leaves and sends in the treatment nurse. Except. It was a big exception, the nurse was a splitting image of me.
I groaned in Bill's arms. He held me tight. I now knew why it was his favourite, but I had to get him to say it.
The nurse started doing tests and teasing him at the same time. It was almost like looking at our role play earlier that evening.
"This is hot Bill. Fuck, you like nurses don't you?"
He groaned, "You're my favourite Debbie. I couldn't believe my luck when you started technician training. I so wished you could have practised on me. But by then I was away training most of the time."
The nurse on screen was now taking the well-endowed porn star in her mouth, getting him all slobbery before pulling down the front zipper further and sliding him between her breasts. She might have been a size bigger than me. My brother brought his hands up under my jersey, or his jersey, no mine, definitely mine, and started to play with my breasts, pushing them together as if his hardness was between them.
"You want to titty fuck me like that Big Brother?"
"Fuck me, yes."
I could feel him throbbing through his shorts. My arse was as bare as a baby's bottom. In the video, the zipper was now down to her waist. She wore a garter and white sheer stockings. Then the nurse revealed no panties as she straddled her patient and ran his hard penis between her pussy lips. The transition from tit massage to pussy lip massage was almost seamless.
Inevitably I was soaking wet, and Bill played with my swollen nether lips with his big fingers. We both watched the screen. His head next to mine, his deep breathing adding new dimensions to the soundtrack.
He knew the video backward as he whispered, "Put it in Debbie, put it in," which was when the scene went close up to watch the actors cock part her pussy lips as she sank home on him. My brother buried his fingers in me in synchronisation with the screen.
What followed was twenty minutes of hard fucking on the screen. For me, it was twenty minutes of my Brother making me cum again and again on his fingers. Somewhere I lost the jersey. I could feel his hardness through his soaked shorts, soaked with my cum juices. He must have brought his penis horizontal between my lips at some point, as I was riding his hardness separated only by the satin shorts.
I didn't tell him but I would have been totally ok with him entering me at this point. But he refrained, his breath short, pre-climax, the screen actor's breath matched his, I could tell his climax was close. The porn nurse was on her back and he was thrusting and pumping hard. I came, the two actors came and Bill, bless him, came. I felt him pulse, his juices squeezed out in a continuous half-normal cum. I couldn't blame him, he had been held back all day.
"I'm cumming Debbie, like I can feel the spurts, fuck yes. Oh, that's so good."
"Like normal?" I asked as I came down from my high.
"Not quite, but close."
I turned and we kissed. Our groins were a mess of slippery fluids, his and mine.
"You like nurse porn don't you?"
"Fuck yes"
"Why is that one your favourite?"
"Because I can imagine I'm fucking you, but you're better, because you're your, " he fondled my breasts, "you're real, you're my little Sister, and you're all I've ever wanted."
"I think we need to go to bed. I think we just ruined this couch."
"It was getting tatty anyway, I'll buy you a new one."
"Maybe we don't need to. I think it's time to move into your place. I want you to fuck me on that big bed with the mirrors."
"Kinky."
"But the first time we do it, I want it to be in your bed, in your private bedroom. But I have a confession to make, I've already cum in that bed a few times. Your pillow might smell of me."
We showered in warm water this time and slept nude in each other's arms.
The next night I left Bill watching the footy show and went out with my nurse friends. I had relentlessly teased him all day. He needed a break and so did I.
The Local we met in was adorned with team colours. Our team, you needed to be careful of things like this in Melbourne. I did leave my Jersey at home though. Francine and Jenny were already there with a pitcher of margaritas. We spent the first hour getting to know each other better.
"So no boyfriend?" I asked Jenny.
"Nothing steady, I like a good man who knows how to turn me on, but they are hard to find. If truth be known, I'd prefer a woman down there using their tongue."
Francine's eyes popped. I knew her preference for Bi.
"Ohh, I love a threesome, A good hard cock to drill me deep, and a pair of lady lips to clean up after him. Unfortunately, that type of thing tends to be a product of one-night stands. Or being invited in to fill the male partner's fantasy."
"That sort of brings me to Bill. The problem is, I sort of want him for myself."
"We sort of figured that, but maybe we can help fire up his engines."
"I like your thinking Jenny. Three nurses, one man, get him going. Then you slip out to a private space to take him. And Francine and I can continue on with each other."
"So he watches with me for a while, live girl-on-girl nurse porn," I suggested. "Would you want him to join in or at least get your hands involved in turning him ok?"
"Damn yes, but you will need to play that by ear. Gauge how much jealousy you feel?" Francine suggested.
"We will do this at his place. You won't believe it, maybe we should pop over after this, so I can give you a tour. Otherwise, you will be too stunned to make the most of it."
"I guess this will test out if he wants to be exclusive with you, or if it's more the nurse fantasy driving him."
"And if he decides to just go for three on one?"
"From what he has said, I doubt it. But I'm keen to find out, because being in an incestuous relationship will be very pressured. I would hate to commit, only to find out later he didn't want to be exclusive."
We had finished our second pitcher of margaritas. We decided to Uber to Bill's, I could walk home from there, and the girls would share an Uber home at the end.
"God, this is a Playboy's pad," Francine declared as we burst through the front door.
"You haven't seen the bedroom yet."
Jenny raced in and screamed. "Fuck me, fuck me here, fuck me now please."
"I told you you needed to see it first."
"Yes, but girl, don't tell me he doesn't have orgies here."
"They happen, but not with him. Don't get me wrong, he used to, but now he retreats to his own bedroom when the bodies start tangling."
"Pull the other one."
"Follow me." I led them to his bedroom. Replete with pictures of me. It was a teen boy's bedroom.
"This is his space, he maintains the other for the players who want to party away from the eyes of the press and public. He is sort of the care person for the other guys, but does not get involved himself. His fetish for me, the sister nurse is too strong."
"So we party on the mirrored bed and then..."
"Yes, I take him here to consummate our relationship."
"Fuck that's hot," Jenny added. "Has he got any spare players that do party?"
"Probably, play your cards right you might get invited, but at another time."
With that, we decided to call it a night.
Bill organised tickets for the girls and Dr Brad to join us for the semi-finals. We sat in the stands in a team friends and family section. Occasionally we would see our image on the big screen, but it was also clear that Bill was becoming yesterday's news. I would like to have said it was a close game. It wasn't. We were playing the minor premiers, while our team scraped in eighth. Without Bill playing they had little hope. It was clear they missed him as a target up in the forwards.
At halftime, Bill popped down to the team rooms to give them some encouragement. When he came back he had an excited, worried look on his face.
"What's up big Bro?"
"I have to ask you something. I want to do it sort of alone, but I think you'll need Jenny and Francine to help you."
"You want a threesome?" Francine held back a squeal.
"I'm sure that would be fun, but no. Debbie, I want to take you on a Date."
I squealed, "Oh yes, please."
"But it's just not any date."
"Really, when, where?"
"It's Monday week."
I could see Jenny doing sums and she bit her lip in excitement.
I had no idea. " Monday is a strange night? Where are we going?"
"The Crown Plaza. I want you to partner with me for the Brownlows."
( The Brownlows are an award night for the AFL, where the best and fairest of the season is counted by votes from the on-field umpires. In Australian Rules it is like the Oscars.)
"Oh My God, like red carpet and everything. But, but."
"I know nothing to wear, that's why Francine and Jenny should take you shopping in Chapel Street."
(Chapel Street is the high-end fashion district of Melbourne.)
The Game progressed on toward its depressive conclusion, but we three girls were like teenagers planning a party. Every now and again, I saw Bill looking at me, with a silly grin on his face.
Brad spoke up. "I expect you will get a few votes, Bill?"



"I've been told so, I've also been told I must show up. It's a great night, but this year it feels a bit hollow for me."
"But you will have Debbie by your side."
"I think you have probably guessed some things by now."
Brad nodded.
"Well, it will be hard. She will be there as my Sister, but it will be bloody hard not to show my deeper love. The place is crawling with cameras that broadcast every expression."
(The Brownlows are broadcast live and is one of the most watched shows in Melbourne.)
"I get that, it's the big night of nights in town. You don't know any Gay footballers wanting a partner?"
"I do actually, but not that they have come out enough to walk the red carpet with one."
"Pity, but one can dream."
"Brad you would make an excellent partner for someone I know. Maybe I can matchmake you, if you like, but it's too late for Monday night."
"Oh yes please, but I'm looking for a long-term partner not just one-night stands, I'm over that scene. I guess your incestual relationship will bring with it even more challenges than a gay one."
"I'm only just beginning to realise. Fuck the Brownlows will be a test. Maybe I shouldn't..."
"No Fucking way Brother, I've been invited."
It was hard enough being in the stands and not snuggling into my lover Big Brother.
We lost. Bill avoided going back to the rooms. We quietly slipped out with the crowd. As we parted Bill turned to Brad.
"I'll invite you to a small intimate team gathering at my place, once the team trip is over. Someone I want you to meet. A wonderful guy and teammate, shy but faithful. I think he would like some company."
"What now ladies?" Bill asked as we got into the waiting limo. It's always a downer when you lose and the season is over.
"I was thinking Bill, home tonight, but maybe the girls can come over to your place tomorrow night, and have a bit of a housewarming for me in my new place. Just the four of us."
"Your place?"
"Yep, remember I'm moving in with you. You need that gym."
"As good an excuse as any. Let's move some of your gear in the morning."
We did the passenger drop off, which meant a longer trip to Francine's. Jenny and Francine were getting cuddly, and dare I say frisky in the limo opposite us.
This led to my Brother getting frisky with me.
I whispered in his ear, "Imagine those two in their nurse uniforms."
"Fuck I'd die, and go to heaven."
"I'm not sure heaven is the place for where your mind just went Bill."
I rubbed my hand down and over his groin. He was hard, very hard.
"Oh girls, look at this." I outlined his penis as it ran down his trousers leg.
"Don't tempt me I could just suck that one down my throat," Francine said in a deep throaty voice.
"Don't leave me out," Jenny said as she put a hand under Francine's skirt.
"We are there," the driver said as he knocked on the dark glass partition.
"Damn!" Francine said as she moved to the door, but not before kissing Bill on the lips and rubbing his hard on.
"Tomorrow night big boy. Don't cum until then."
"Oh Fuck."
Jenny joined us on our side for the trip to hers. Bill was trapped in the middle.
I kissed him, deeply and passionately while Jenny's hand caressed his hard-on over his pants.
"How up for action are you Big Brother?"
"That's the problem, I'm sure you put these two up for teasing me, but I really want you."
"If I promise to only have you, in that fuckity, fuckity lovey sort of way, but are you up for some play?"
"It's not you I'm worried about, it's me. Three nurses, shit, I've been wanking to images, imagination, and porn of that since I was....."
"Tomorrow night should test that out then."
"Don't tell me you're grading me."
"No, but it's a great idea." My hand was competing with Jenny's for trouser real estate.
"Jenny, do you think we can get Bill to cum in his pants before we get to your place?"
"No fair. Two to one."
I started kissing Bill and Jenny ran her hands up under his top. She pulled me onto his lap. My hands work on his neck and shoulders Jenny whispered nursey things in his ear. I ground on him. His hands looked like they had nothing to do, so I engaged them on my breasts.
Groans, exaggerated and genuine, filled the small cabin. I had plenty of clitoral stimulation, but Jen didn't, so I put my hand down to fill the gap.
Jenny's squeak alerted Bill to the action and he joined me with his hand.
"Together," he whispered.
I ripped her panties in an effort to get access and my brother's finger joined one of mine to plunge into her sopping wet vagina.
I kissed Bill, and within seconds Jenny was cumming on our hands.
"The challenge was to get you to cum Bill, not me, Fuuuuck, don't stop, again."
Jenny had a hand jammed between my Brother and me.
"Fuck, cumming, shit yes, I can feel it pumping, yes."
With that, I came hard with him while Jenny had a final little climax. We slumped in a heap.
Not long after we pulled up at Jennys. She leaned over and said. "Tomorrow night Bill, you better put that in your Sister and you cum your heart out. You hear, or I'm taking you home to do it."
Jenny took her torn, sopping wet panties and put them in his pocket. She slumped out, not drunk, just completely satisfied and waved us off.
I knelt and unbuckled my brother.
"I need to clean you off, you naughty boy."
I soon had his trousers down and began licking up his semen. It was everywhere. He started groaning. I took Jenny's panties from his pocket and stuffed them in his mouth.
"Here suck on this, I'm going to see if I can make you cum again."
With that, my clean-up turned back into the most creative blow job I could muster. My hands worked hard on those pumping muscles, my mouth and lips worked his shaft. I forced his glans into my throat to give it the groan and hum treatment. Just as we left the freeway my Brother spasmed and pumped. I mean pumped another load deep into my throat. Spurt, after spurt, after spurt.
I dragged myself off him to gasp a breath. Saliva and sperm flowed over my tongue and down my Melbourne colours. Then I kissed my Brother.
"You're ready, next time you cum it will be in my pussy."
"Can we do it now?"
"No, you need to build up your supply. Tomorrow night, in your Bed. And I know about your secret stash of photos of me. So, Bro, we might have to add to it.
I grabbed my phone and took some very compromising selfies before we hopped out at my place.
Bill reached into his pocket and pulled some crisp hundred-dollar bills from his wallet.
"Thanks Sport," he said giving them to the driver, "in case you need to clean up back there. Plus for keeping mum."
"My pleasure, I'm a professional, nothing I haven't seen, but that trip ranks as the hottest I've done."
"Thanks for helping me forget the loss tonight Sis."
"Bill, you didn't lose. Tonight was a huge win. You, my Brother, are back. Now to put my stud to perfect use. But not tonight."
"We need a shower though."
"Absolutely."
Shower times were almost as fun as sex, but we refrained from mixing the two. Then we crawled into bed, very much in love.
"I only want you, Debbie. I hope you're not disappointed."
"That's perfectly fine by me. Tomorrow night is just to get you fired up and fulfil a few fantasies. You, are going to take me, in your private room, I promise."
With that, we slept.
It was hard to ignore my brother's morning wood. But I slipped so easily into little sister teasing mode, that all he achieved was a massive hard-on, replete with massive frustration.
We walked to his place to pick up his car. It was a fully restored Red Holden Monaro, nineteen seventy two model. I hadn't really looked at it, as it was under a canvas. All I knew was it was red when I lifted a corner a few weeks back.
"Bro, these things are, shit almost priceless."
"I bought it four years ago, nearly priceless then."
"What, worth a hundred grand?"
"Probably a hundred short of a million these days."
"And if I scratch it?"
"It's only paint."
"True."
"The good thing is, these have enormous boots (trunks). I think I might need to get a runaround car."
"So long as it's a family car."
"I like that idea."
"I will collect a sample this week for a sperm count. But Big Brother, tonight I don't care. If you get me pregnant then all the better. It will prove you are truly back."
"Bugger Sis, you know how to get my engine running."
"As hot as this throaty V8 I'm sure."
He started her up and drowned out any further comments I may have made.
We loaded stuff into the entrance hall. I knew there wasn't much room in his bedroom, it was quite small.
"Where do we put all this? Your room isn't exactly big."
"How far have you snooped?"
"Snooped is the wrong word, explored maybe."
"But I sort of stopped at your bedroom."
"So upstairs?"
"That is upstairs. Your room and an office."
"Let me show you, I don't think I've been up there since I bought the place. Sort of too big. And I wanted to keep it for our marriage bedroom. Well, my marriage bed, but I was hopeful that one day it could be you who did life with me?"
He led me to the hall outside his bedroom and slid back a mirrored door. It sort of looked like a storage cupboard, but there was another staircase behind it.
"You go first, there might be spider webs," he chuckled.
"No way," I pushed him ahead.
He was right it hadn't been used. He turned on a light and we ascended to another room.
"You dog! Wow, what a secret."
I looked over a king-sized bed to a full window wall overlooking the Yarra River. This was the master suite. Complete with a luxury en-suite and a large walk-in robe. I walked to the window. Below was our pool and long yard. Behind the scrub, the Yarra River wound around and I could see Studley Park in the distance.
"I guess it's the price you pay as a top sports person. But what of that mirrored room?"
"That's a second living room. Our kids will need a playroom."
"Not with those mirrors they won't!"
"That's a false ceiling, it can come out."
"But not yet, I want to play first."
"Right answer, I at least, have to throw one last team bonding party before we do."
"Do you think anyone would like to have two nurses at once?"
"I think Johno might be partial to the idea."
Conversations continued as we unloaded.
"I'm going to enjoy resetting up the house as ours."
"Well tonight, big brother, no turning back."
"No turning back."
The girls arrived at eight pm as arranged. I had a coat over my nurse's uniform but I'm sure Bill guessed. Champagne flowed and we hung out in the TV room, with nibbles and much flirtatious banter.
"Bill, when you came out of your anaesthetic, do you remember what you said?"
"Deb had already told me, that I love her."
"And what else?"
"God I don't know. But it's clear you three know."
Francine pushed her breasts at him and slid down the zipper a bit as she did.
"I was told it had something to do with nurse porn."
"Oh god, did it, did I say that?"
"You did big boy," Jenny whispered in his ear.
"That explains, all the nurse action, you've been fucking with me, my little sister?"
"For good cause, now sit back and enjoy it. Perhaps the patient is in too many clothes, nurses. Help me strip him."
I could see the fire and light in his eyes as my friends made short work of his clothes.
"This way lover boy."
I dragged him to the bed next door and pushed him gently to a sitting position. The girls flanked him and rubbed their breasts on his strong arms. I knelt at his feet and slid my zipper down further until I could slide his penis up between my breasts.
There was precum seeping from his slit. I used this to help him get slippery.
"I see the patient appears to be functioning normally Nurse Debbie."
"Too early to tell Nurse Francine." Nurse Jenny added.
"I might need more lubrication." With that, I drooled spittle onto his glans.
He groaned, and I slid him with ease through my cleavage.
"I might need some more."
Jenny and Francine leaned over and started kissing. Soon they developed saliva, which they bent down to deposit on his penis head.
Poor big Brother had no idea where to look. It was definitely exciting him, because I felt him throbbing between my breasts. I was careful to back off the stimulation.
"I think you're overdressed girls and help me out of my uniform."
I held him between my breasts as the strip tease happened around us. Then in just sexy white panties, garters and stockings, they removed my uniform. Suddenly my brother had six breasts to contend with stimulating his naked body.
I winked at the girls and they peeled off to do some girl-on-girl action. They were really getting into it and suddenly we didn't exist.
"Time to take me to your room, Big Brother."
"Stay all night if you like ladies, we'll see you in the morning." Bill encouraged them.
Then he threw me naked over his shoulder and marched me effortlessly upstairs to his room.
"It's time little Sister. Your brother has wanked so much in this bed thinking of this moment. Time to make it real."
He gently lay me down, and working from my feet kissed me all the way to my lips. His body parted my legs and I felt his penis nudge my clit.
"I'm so wet Big Brother, take me now, I don't need foreplay, I just need you in me."
He looked in my eyes and I looked in his, his care and love replaced the fire and lust of earlier.
"Watch me as I join with you Little Sister."
I looked down and he gently thrust forward. I saw my lips part, his abdomen straining as he slowly took me. Little movements back and forth provided the lubrication needed. I ran my hands over his chest and nipples. His fists were clenched beside me. I was certain he was trying not to cum in this first penetration. We sighed in unison once he was fully seated. My Brother lent and took my mouth in the same way, slowly passionately. I could hear his slow breathing.
"Are you counting sheep Big Brother?"
"Close."
"Well fuck me. I don't mind how quick you cum, just fill me with that delicious sperm."
With that, he slowly withdrew and gained confidence, thrusting slow and deep. I was on the edge. As erotic as it was, I needed it fast and hard.
I slapped his butt. "Harder please."
Suddenly it was pure passion that slapped our bodies together. We could not get enough of each other. I started cumming in a rolling cum, my body spasming under his.
"I'm cumming. God, I'm cumming," Bill cried, as he slammed home. I felt a blast of semen hit me, hot and deep in my womb. Followed by spurt after spurt until we were both crying and blubbering messes: Tears of Joy. My Brother was working again. I had my lover. He has his sister as a lover, and we were one.
We collapsed in tears, relief, and kisses. Slobbering kisses and more cuddling, until he hardened right back up and started making love to me again.
This time it was languid, caring expressions of our Joy.
I'm not sure I had really stopped cumming, but I must have. He came again in that quiet moment of pure joy and erotic tension. We remained joined as we fell into a deep sleep. The anxiety of the last three weeks had finally been put to bed.
This time I could deal properly with my brother's morning wood. I watched him grow next to me. It was still encrusted with last night's debut with his sister. I leaned in and tasted the slightly stale and pungent remnants of our love. He groaned in his sleep. My mouth was dry, so I gently slipped from the bed and gathered some water from the bathroom.
I then crawled between his legs and took him with a mouth half full of fluid. I watched as this dribbled past my lips that were trying to get a seal, and down over his one ball. His testicle rolled in its loose container and he groaned in that sleep, but waking edge, of an erotic dream.
My mouth administered my love until I was sure he was about to wake. Quickly, I disturbed the still bed springs and dropped efficiently onto his ridged tower, until he was embedded deep in me.
"Fuck, Sis, wow, what a way to wake."
"Just enjoy Big Brother."
I proceeded to roll my hips and grind on him, building the feelings and passions of my desires. I had had a chance to build to my climax, and as it hit I screamed his name.
"I've got to, shit, I've got to,..."
I was worried he was dry cumming again.
"I've got to go!" and he rolled me off then scurried to the toilet. He was quick to return and drove his rigid penis back into me. But this time he was on top. It was no gentle fuck, because he put my legs over his shoulders and piledrove me into the mattress.
If I screamed loudly in my first climax, I woke the Gods with my second.
I think the piss-hard-on sustained my brother who spent the next ten minutes getting me to the moon, the stars, and the heavens, before he roared in climax.
We were covered in sweat and bodily fluids, but that didn't stop him from picking up my almost limp body and carrying me to the shower. I truly appreciated my Brother's athletic body, which was now pumped up like a bodybuilder's.
We were taking our time when two naked nurses appeared at the door.
"Excuse us, we wondered when you would finish, we need the toilet?"
"Oh," my brother stiffened at the sight, "feel free, in fact, join us if you like."
The shower matched the mirrored bedroom, room for an orgy. Bill activated the four unused shower heads and set them for misty spray.
The girls were discreet with Bill, but I encouraged them to add hands to my genital manipulations.
"I only go in my Sister, but I appreciate the aesthetics of my favourite nurses. Thanks for helping my recovery."
"Don't let me stop My Brother from giving you some mutual stimulation." I took both his hands and placed them on the two cleanly shaven nurses' mounds for him to explore.
"I doubt I can come again so quickly Bro, but I'm happy to have your hard cock in me." In response he pushed his penis into my waiting vagina.
"The feelings are mutual sister dearest. But first, let's get these two off."
Eventually, they came long and hard. We almost ran the hot water out. So we dried off and I suggested clothes might help us draw the festivities to a close.
Bill cooked us a hearty breakfast of pancakes and barista coffees. We talked of the Brownlows, the potential orgy with footy players for these two, and plans for the next month.
"Bill, I've been thinking. You really need to go on the team trip. You have recovered enough, perhaps totally. You don't need me there."
"Apart from the fucking."
"Sure, I'll miss that. We have only just got started, but it's important for you, and the team."
"Did you get much fucking in on previous trips?" Jenny asked.
"I did the first three years, but then the novelty wore off. I wanted commitment. Specifically, I wanted my Sister. I couldn't find fulfilment in the orgies and one-night stands. It's why I don't use the bed, it's there purely for my team mates."
"We didn't believe Debbie when she said that. How long since you used it that way?"
"Well aside from last night, I've not been naked on it for maybe four years."
"So last night was almost back to virgin status."
"Almost, I did have a few goes at longer-term relationships, but kept seeing my Sister every time I climaxed. I'm bloody lucky this injury has brought us together. It might not have happened otherwise."
I went and sat on his lap.
"I'm sorry you had to lose a ball for it, but I'm feeling so lucky also."
"Are we good to dress shop on Monday morning?"
"Absolutely, does she have a budget, Bill?" Francine enquired.
"I can pay for my own dress."
"Obviously, you haven't shopped in Chapel Street, Debbie," Jen commented.
"No."
"Think wedding dress prices and then add some," she clarified.



"Fuck."
"If I drop twenty grand into your account, will that cover it?"
I looked at my Brother, "You're kidding."
"I've seen those dresses up close, the less there is of them the more expensive they are. Besides I'm on a great contract, so long as I get to play a few more years the dresses will be pocket change."
I kissed him. "It's hard to go from humble technician to wife of a sports stud."
"Ohhh wedding to plan," Jenny clapped.
"Hold on the three of you. That's probably the only thing we can't do."
"A girl's gotta dream," this time Francine.
"Argentina."
"What?"
"I just asked my AI bot. Argentina you can, so long as you're both over eighteen," Jenny informed us.
"Argentina it is then Girls. I'll even pay for your trip if we do."
Squeals all round for five minutes.
"Ok, you guys have fun dreaming, I'm going to the gym for some exercise."
"What Gym are you a member of, or is it at the club?" Francine asked.
"The gym downstairs."
"Now Bill, no lower body exercises or things that strain your groin, your bladder, and your kidneys are not fully recovered.
"Ok, Sis."
"Oh, and we might come down to perve on your body. Don't be wearing much." Jenny added.
More squeals. While Bill wandered off to the gym I took the girls on an extended tour. First, we went upstairs to the master suite. More squeals.
"When Bill is away, I would love both of you to help me decorate this. Intimate modern chic, this will be our love nest."
"No mirrors?"
"I will decide that once I've tested out the one downstairs with my Brother. Could be weird always watching yourself getting fucked."
"Oh, then I'm weird," Jenny added, "particularly if it was my Brother's buns pumping me. No wait on, my Brother is a fat slop, your Brother's buns. Sorry Deb, but yes I have a Brother. No, I've never fantasised over him. Not really into incest, but then watching you and your brother go there, might just change my mind on that. Sexyyyyy as hell."
"I wish I had a Brother," Francine lamented. "I guess we could always call your Brother, our Brother, I'm going to fantasise about him anyway. Speaking of which, where is this Gym, I have to fill up my spank bank."
We proceeded to the basement. My Brother's groans and the sounds of the machines treated us as we descended the stairs.
"First I want you to check out the backyard." I led them through another door with more security than a normal back door.
"Bring on Summer, it's fucking freezing out here, but yes, I would love a swim," Jenny commented.
She bent and felt the water.
"No way, that's warm, yes."
Within seconds she stripped right there and naked, dove in.
"I guess I need to find some towels."
Francine was distracted. "I guess they are in here." Her face was pushed against the glass. "Fuck your Brother is fine."
It was the wall of the gym. Bill was in there exercising, naked!
He grinned, stood and opened the sliding doors right out. He wasn't hard to start with, but was starting to stiffen up. Nonchalantly he turned and went back to his upper body presses.
Francine straddled a workout bench and watched bug-eyed. Soon her hand found its way into her panties. She was getting into the swing of it, when she looked at the time on the big clock on the wall.
"Fuck is that the time? Shit, we are both on shift in an hour."
She raced out and got Jenny's attention.
"Move it, girl, we've got an hour before we go on duty."
Jenny rapidly exited the pool. My naked brother came to the rescue with a big fluffy towel.
"Sorry you missed the show, Francine was enjoying it."
My Brother continued exercising and I helped my girlfriends find their stuff and head out. I returned to find my brother covered in sweat.
I started stripping. "I always wanted to be taken on some gym equipment with a sweaty hunk. Put me where you want me?"
My brother lifted my now naked body and sat me on the chest press.
"You can sit and I can stand, this will work fine."
First, he knelt and made love to my pussy. My hands went to the handles. I tried to move them.
"Fuck Bro, you must be strong, I can't shift these." I groaned between tongue lashings.
"Just hold on tight." He quickly took me to my first climax. My legs made their way to his shoulders, and I lifted my butt up as I buried myself in his face. He hadn't had a morning shave. The rough stubble gave me something to grind on as I came a second time.
He stood, my legs slipped across his shoulders until only my ankles held them at his neck. I watched my Brother's big fat dick, find my centre and he plunged into me.
"You have no idea how much I've wanted to do this to my Little Sister. Wait you are my Sister. Fuck yes!"
In this position, all I could do was watch in awe at our joining. There was a mirror opposite, so I could see his magnificent man buns thrusting it to me. My hands lost themselves on his sweaty body. It was erotic pure masculine pheromones that took me through three climaxes.
My Brother took my legs and moved them to the arm handles of the press. I was spread wide, completely open and helpless.
Give him his due, he slowed right down and took me slowly, very slowly. I was writhing in ecstasy. His hands, now free, paid homage to my breasts and played at our junction.
"I love feeling my penis sliding in and out of you." His fingers caressed my minor labia as they pulled in and out with his movement.
"I'm going to cum, and I'm going to come slowly," he groaned. "Cum with me."
His thumb hit my clit. I watched as his body lock up, his face went red, his neck muscles stiffened, along with his abdomen, and his chest flushed pink. He groaned his release, first at my entrance, next deep into me, and finally he pulled out and painted my pussy hairs and stomach with his cum. Then he drove back in, to hold my shaking, cumming, body against his sweaty chest.
We were both jelly. I needed him to disentangle me from the makeshift stirrups. I wanted him to stay in me, so I wrapped my legs around his waist and held tight.
"Shower," I groaned.
"No, pool."
He carried me out into the chilly air and walked me down the steps into the pool. The water took my body weight and we kissed.
"I'm going to love living here with you," I said.
"At last I think I can truly enjoy being here. It was lonely without someone to share all this with. Welcome to our new home."
The next week was a frenzy of activity. Bill gave a sperm sample for testing. I bought a dress. Bill packed for his trip with the team. Bill purchased a new sexy sportsman outfit to wear with me. Plus I got thoroughly fucked. The mirror bed was awesome.
Dr Brad asked us to come in for an appointment on Friday, to discuss test results. He invited us both into his consulting room.
"I take it things are going well in the bedroom."
My Brother grinned, "And in the pool, the gym, the kitchen table?"
"That is good to hear. Now to the test results. Your liver function is good, as is your kidney function and your key blood markers, No signs of infection. It's been a fantastic recovery, thanks in no small part to your sister. You have the all clear, but.
"Always a but."
"True, but it may be helpful, your sperm count is very low. In fact, so low, it's unlikely you will get pregnant."
My face dropped, and I could feel tears forming.
"Oh, not good news then. We did gather and cryo-freeze your sperm and damaged testicle during the operation just in case. But there will be significant ethical issues if you want Debbie to use them."
My brother wrapped me in his loving arms.
"I want to get a complete set of scans redone, so I can check for any incomplete connections, or unseen damage. It may get better in time, your left testicle did receive significant damage also. I can only suggest continuing to exercise it."
"That I guarantee," Bill uttered as he kissed me.
"Well that about wraps it up, do you want to do the scans, Debbie?"
"I think I will leave that to Francine. I'm much too close to the patient. I would be trying to be a doctor as the scans come up. That reminds me I should call in at HR and change my leave from family leave to annual leave. Bill's going on the team trip, I'm not. Hard to justify I need it when I'm not going."
"Oh and Brad," Bill added, "my friend Phil, says he is interested in meeting you, but only if it's to look at a potential long-term relationship."
"Phil on your team?"
"Yes, that Phil."
"God, he is cute, yes please."
"Then you'll get an invite to a discreet party at our place. Are you alright if Francine and Jenny are there, given that you work with them both?"
"I work with Debbie here also, so that conflict of interest flew the coop weeks ago, so no problem."
It was with pride that I walked the red carpet with my brother. I acted the proud, dipsy, bratty, little sister for the press as we walked the red carpet through the interview gauntlet. It was really just like the Oscars.
I was asked about his recovery, how was he as a patient? I told them that allowing me to escort him to the Brownlows was my reward for a job well done.
I was asked by one cheeky reporter, 'if it was not a difficulty treating a family member in such a delicate area.'
I gave him an indignant earful about how I was professional, and my everyday job required me to handle all sorts of delicate areas. I told him to grow up, and hope he never presented with a similar catastrophic injury in my ER.
His camera crew were in stitches of laughter. He went bright red and flustered his conclusion.
"Well done Sis," Bill whispered, as we went to the next station.
The voting format, familiar to Aussie Rules fans, is that they go through each round and every game showing clips of the best of the round, then read the umpires' one, two, and three votes for each game. The tally board updates live as they are called.
The night was exciting. My brother got a lot of votes, but was consistently four or five votes behind the eventual winner. It meant plenty of cameras were on us, and also the occasional mid-count interview. After one such interview, the broadcast station's main female interviewer leant over to me off camera.
"Thanks for taking that prick down. That was gold. He is such a misogynistic pig. We have it on tape. Fuck, the editing boys are going to have a field day with that at our Christmas party."
Of course, there was plenty of footage of my Brother's fall from his graceful mark. Groans and applause and he received a standing ovation for his courage, followed by another on-screen live interview. He thanked the medical team and me, 'my wonderful Sister', and the night went on. Bill did receive three votes for that round. I kissed him on the cheek for the cameras. My hand though cupped his ball under the tablecloth.
The night finished with Bill coming in fourth in the vote. The cameras went off and the party continued in the room for a while. My Brother was inundated with fellow players from rival teams, many of them friends.
I left him to the mallee and talked with Jono. I sussed out the possibility of dual nurse action.
He grinned, "I got to know those two over the week when visiting. They are both hot. Tell them absolutely."
The Ballroom was emptying as fast as my brother's ballroom as different groups headed to afterparties. Except, that is, for the two Grand Finals teams' players who disappeared as soon as the formalities finished.
Melbourne, like every year, was overcome with Grand Finals' fever. Bill had to ride in the Grand Final parade down Swanston Street. We did get to go to the Grand Final together. Fuck that was electric. It was my first time.
Imagine a three-tiered stadium with just under a hundred thousand screaming fans. Highlights of the year played on the big screen before the game. One hundred thousand groaned, then applauded as my Brother's mark and fall was played. Twice, that is, the second time in slow motion. Bill stood arms in the air and owned it. They played Up there Cazaly on the big screen, with his mark edited into the end. I tried to hide behind him as the cameras caught him in the stand. Would we ever live it down? I doubt it.
As the teams ran onto the field my Brother said. "I'd give my right nut to be running out there."
I hugged him.
"Wait, I already have."
I looked at him with love. "Take it as a deposit for next year."
The team that put us out of the Finals won. Which was some consolation. Then Bill and the team left for Mauritius that week for ten days. I'm not sure how my Brother was going, re. his recovery, but my poor pussy needed a break from the flood of poundings it received before he left.
I spent the week with my girlfriends redecorating the Master suite. The first two nights, they stayed in the mirrored bed. I suggested they take some holiday time and use our place as a private retreat, which they did. We had our own Girls' time. I resisted the lesbian action with them though. I figured if my Brother was keeping himself for me, so could I.
When he returned, it was a very enthusiastic airport greeting he recieved from me. In the taxi, Bill hugged me.
"I've booked a fortnight for us in late October where we stayed. But first we need to visit Mum"
At home, after the home cumming sex, in our revamped Master Bedroom, we chatted.
"We need to tell Mum about us."
I bit my lip. "I've been trying to put that out of my mind. Like as in ignore that big fat pink elephant."
"Don't call Mum that Love, she is as skinny as a rake."
I pummelled him. "Still the little Sister, Bro."
"And never change."
We contacted mum and offered to drive up on the weekend.
"Please Mum, no publicity or friends dropping in. We want time with you. It's been crazy here with all the publicity." Bill cautioned.
We took the Monaro.
"It has a great backseat, even if it's a two-door." Bill winked at me.
He had done his homework, because forty minutes from Mum's, he pulled into a deserted reserve on the river.
"I'm nervous Debbie," my Brother said as we stretched our legs.
"So am I. I'm shitting myself."
"So I think we should get rid of some nervous tension." He lifted me onto the Bonnet (hood). We were soon locked in a passionate embrace.
"Bugger the back seat, take me here Big Brother."
I giggled and he stripped me bare.
"Another fantasy coming to life Little Sister."
"What you rooting (Australian for Fucking) me on the bonnet of a classic Australian car?"
"Shit yes, my dream girl and my dream car."
"Come close, so I can suck you," I said as I lay across the bonnet. It was nicely warm from the engine.
I took his penis in my mouth and worked his glans.
"Ohh face fuck," I cried. I moved, lying on my back, so my head was over the front of the bonnet and my feet just reached the windshield.
"Yes, I forgot you could do this."
He started working himself into me, taking it carefully. I could feel his penis extending my throat. He wasn't huge, but seven inches was enough to be knocking at the door of my gullet.
I stopped gagging as he slipped in and out. I tapped out and said.
"Go harder Bro, I can take it and cum in me. I know you can go a second round."
My hand took my wet vagina and made it sloppy as he drove into my face. We both came in cries that sent the cockatoos reeling into the air.
"Bonnet's a bit wet," Bill dryly observed.
"Let's change to the boot then." He picked me up and took me around the back. The Monaro had a nice sloping back profile. My Brother quickly embedded himself into my vagina, and the slope of the rear kept me pinned to his cock, as he drove into me once again.
"Shit Sis, this is wild." This time he lasted a lot longer. I didn't. I was a cumming mess. He came deep inside me.
"Fuck, Mum! We must smell of sex," I said as his cream pie flowed out of me.
"Fortunately we are at a river. Quick skinny dip, then face the Music."
I'll give Mum her due she was not blind. After hugs and a cuppa poured, we sat in the lounge room.
"Ok you two, what's going on?"
I ummed and ahed, Bill stuttered and fluttered.
"You two are fucking, aren't you?"
Nothing like a direct Mum. I went red, Bill nodded.
"Not that I'm really surprised, you were both always sweet on each other. Mums know things, find stuff."
Bill joined me in being red.
"So when did this happen?"
"Sorry Mum, only after the accident, Bill answered.
"Then only after he was better," I added.
"I guess that's better than some hussey nurse ensnaring him because she was handling the family jewels."
"Jewel Mum, only one left."
Mum laughed, and laughed. Then she stopped mid-cackle.
"Is it any good?"
"That's the thing, Mum," I said, "sperm count is way too low for kids."
"Well, I guess that's a blessing in disguise, no little deformed kiddos running around."
"That doesn't always follow Mum." I burst into tears. Mum was immediately by my side. The inquisition was over.
"You might not know it yet, but I am never going to come between you two. You are all I have in the world."
Bill joined our hug and Mum became hyper-dithery.
"Bugger, I'll never be able to tell my friends."
"Sorry Mum, no."
What none of us knew, was that a baby boy was already growing in my Sister's uterus.
Our Son Cazaly, Caz for short, was our only child. He was named after Roy Cazaly who was the master of the Speckie, and inspiration for the famous song 'Up here Cazaly'
Caz started playing for Melbourne Under Eighteens, sixteen years later. They still ribbed him about his one-balled Father. Bill never played in a Grand Final, but we had high hopes for our Son.
Jenny and Francine eventually married. But Jono was one of the regular 'friends with benefits', they developed with footballers of our era.
Brad and Phil also married, and continue to this day deeply in love.
I guess I can say a lot of good, even if to quote Francine, 'good-weird', came out of that Speckie.
"Worth the Nut!" my Big Brother always says.
...................
More exciting Sibling sex stories coming soon. Thanks for reading. @BigOS I hoped you got the reference."
.................
APPENDIX
AFL is played on an oval pitch. That is because it is played on a cricket field. The length ranges from 135 to 185 meters and the width 110 to 155 meters, note a meter is slightly shorter than a yard. This has implications for the gameplay.
There is no offside. Rectangle game fields all use offside rules. Soccer, NFL, Ruby, League. Teams move up and down the field in line-type formations. In AFL it is a free-flowing game. A player may work the ball off the back and even eventually be involved in the play to score in the forward.
Most players can kick a ball fifty meters, the best, kick well over this. A Soccer or Gridiron field is far too small for this range of kicking.
Scoring is:
A Goal = 6 points must be between the big centre posts off the boot and not touched.
A point = 1 point. The ball passes either side of the main goal posts. A ball hitting a main goal post is a point. The outer post is declared out of bounds. A ball touched before passing through the balls is a point.
In most games both teams will score over fifty points, winning teams often over a hundred. Scoring is exciting and regular.
The players generally form three subgroups, Forwards, Midfield, and Defence. But no restrictions are given to movements. Players often specialise in areas, like wings, or pocket players. There are players who take the ruck. Rovers play on the ball, often picking up balls from the pack and tend to play anywhere, but are a part of the midfield players.
A ball is moved by two means. Kicking and handball. Throwing is not allowed. A handball is a fisted hit on the ball.
The ball shape is ovoid, bigger and more. Rounded end to a gridiron ball. But smaller than a Rugby ball. Rugby balls have become rounder recently. I say those guys need it to be able to catch it. I'm biased.



A mark heralds a free kick. It must be caught on the full with no hand touching it in flight. In a contested mark then other players' hands can touch the ball.
There are eighteen players on the field at one time. Four on the bench as interchange and one designated replacement for injuries. So only twenty-three players per team are allowed to participate in any one game. The players play the whole game.
The game is twenty minutes plus time-outs. So most quarters run 25 minutes. The game is stopped for balls being out of bounds and serious injuries. Normally the game plays on unless the injury is in the area of current play. Of needs to be stretchers of. Runners and medical staff can be on the field while the play goes on but this is limited.
There is no radio communication with players, runners (max 4) bring messages and water to players. No time-outs by coaches. Players can interchange at any time. Video review is only used for scores if doubt exists.
Most players will run over ten kilometres in a game, many up to a half-marathon in length.
No protective gear is worn. Mouth guards are normally used. Gloves are allowed but with restrictions. Some players who are prone to concussion where a soft helmet.
It is a full-contact sport with restrictions on tripping, head high tackles and some forms of bringing a player down that could result in head trauma. Unnecessary violence and late tackles will bring reports. No red or yellow cards are issued. Serious infringements will result in tribunal appearance and you could be wiped out for several weeks if warranted.
I recommend looking up videos on best of: marks, species, tackles, highlights. It's a hard game to follow on TV at first, because it's fast and can progress back and forth quickly. Can I suggest looking at a Women's AFL, match AFLW in a video search? It's a bit slower thus easier to follow. Our girls don't become cheerleaders, they play Footy. In fact, Junior leagues are played by mixed genders until about twelve.
But the best inspiration will come from the myriad of video clips of speckies set to the song 'Up There Cazaly'.
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To be a Brother, or To be a Lover. Pt. 1
This is a story in three parts of a Sister and a Brother, who find the love of music and their common classical pianist idol, leads to acknowledging their love for each other. Yes, a famous pianist is referenced, and can be listened to, but she is not involved in the sexual incest play that develops. It is a slow burn with plenty of buildup. All sexual activity is between consenting adults over eighteen.
.........
To be a Brother or to be a lover that is the question....?
My Sister burst into the room with a bundle of new fabric under her arm. I could tell she was excited, I knew she was excited. I groaned, we had been here before.
It started when we were young. Being a family with a Chinese Mother, granted a Chinese Australian of the fifth generation. Our ancestors came out with the Gold Rush in the 1880s. But until Mum married Dad, no English blood had sullied the Chinese line. Weird right.
I digress, but it's important. In an attempt to keep the Chinese tradition going Mum had us banging around on pianos since we could sit on a piano stool.
It was either Music or Maths. It became clear that I was no musician and Yuli was no mathematician. Did it mean I could give up trying to learn piano? No way.
Yuli struggled in school. In truth, she struggled with piano but that didn't stop her obsession. To inspire us, Mum played piano music on the TV as often as she could. YouTube was crawling with classical piano pieces. As a fourteen-year-old boy though, I have to say Yuja Wang was as sexy as hell. If I had to listen to piano music, why not the hot pianist playing it?
I'm twenty now, and my sister just turned eighteen. But I need to go back a bit to explain why I groaned as my Sister burst into the room.
I got infatuated with the sexy Yuja. My sister got infatuated with looking like her. I know, I have a lot to figure out there. She agreed with me that if she had to play piano, she might as well be hot. That idea developed over time. It was nicer sitting on the couch with her older brother watching Yuja, than sitting at the piano banging keys.
Now I need to explain that I now play the Oboe. Dad said it would shut me up from my incessant talking. Mum would be happy if I could make a youth orchestra. More chance with a violin, more violins in an orchestra. But the other half of the Chinese population was forced to learn the violin. Dad said, he wasn't having that squeaking in the house, so piano it was. Except I failed at it, and when I turned thirteen I had to switch.
The Oboe is a double-reed instrument. Dad started hinting at the squarking I made learning Oboe, that I might as well switch to Bagpipes. Mum reminded him that the Bagpipes were black-banned in orchestras. So our fate was sealed.
At least I scored in the gifted Mathematics department, and was at Sydney Uni doing Pure Maths.
My poor sister was mostly academically challenged. During the COVID lockdown, she took up sewing. But what to sew? Easy, she said, costumes to perform in, like Yuja.
I should be thankful for small mercies, she might have infatuated on Swift. My Sister a Swifty? Thank God for Yuja.
Now, would you call Yuja slutty? I know the Traditional Classical set thought that at first. I would call her an elegant, classy, temptress. I doubt she has time to be a slut. She knows so many classical Piano concertos off by heart. She must practice twenty hours a day. Who am I kidding she is Chinese American, of course she practices twenty hours a day.
Would you call my Sister slutty, mmmm? Kidding, she is beautiful and cute. She has never had a boyfriend, that the family know of. I think she would tell me. Going by her piano skills, she doesn't practice twenty hours a day either. During lockdown that meant she had plenty of time to bug me. Sew and bug me. Although as time went on they tended to go together.
If you can imagine? Can you pin this for me? Should I make it shorter? What do you think, it's not sitting properly? I wish I had bigger boobs.
To which my reply was.
"You're Chinese, get over it, besides Yuja pads all her outfits."
This would end in us going back and watching the costuming and her wanting me to comment on how she did or didn't fill a dress. It also led to my teenage hormones making life difficult. She often cuddled up to me during these conversations. She was very insecure about her lack of endowments.
By now, as an eighteen-year-old, her sewing had improved, as had her piano playing. I suggested working in a costume department for the opera or something, so she was seriously going down that path.
Mum gave up on her doing academics, and piano, as a career path, so she saw the value in her being a seamstress. She sent her to work at a local uniform shop on weekends. At least her sewing was improving.
I just asked Dr AI how many hours Yuja practices a day. I'm not telling my sister, or Mum. She does have time for sex. I have hope! She is number one in my spank bank. I just have to bring the feels. Yuja is all about feeling the music. The only problem is she could be my Mum, if Mum had me at eighteen. Another conflict I have to sort.
The other conflict? I'm skirting around the problem a bit. I'm starting to see my sister's face during those private times. Not helping that she parades around the house in Yuja knock-off costumes. She won't practise unless she is wearing them. Is my Sister worming her way to the number one spot? Fuck, what do I do with that? On the upside, she is available, notwithstanding incest, taboo, and family rejection. Yuja will never be available.
"Don't groan at me, you're helping. Can you cue the Ravel?"
I nodded.
"What are you writing?"
"A new soliloquy for Hamlet, what do you think?"
"Well, it's not a list of Girlfriends."
"Thanks, I'm sure you want me to have a list as long as my arm. No, just writing ideas. I'm trying to work stuff out and I felt it best if I wrote it down."
"Like a diary."
"No. None of your beeswax."
"Ok, I'll get my sketch pad then."
I cued the piano concerto, and not long after my Sister flopped down beside me. She didn't say much for a bit, but every time I looked away she accused me of not watching.
I had not seen this one, I have to say Yuja's hips had filled out, making a nice arse. Or was I thinking of Yuli's? What a fuckable attribute, also, her tits had grown.
I thought about Hamlet, who waxed on about his murderous, incestuous Uncle, while trying to decide whether to skewer him. Apart from the murder, and the tool of skewering, I had a similar incest problem. My Sister, right here in my arms, was turning me on. I was falling in love. I say falling, because to admit 'being' was too big a bridge. I had to be sure, Hamlet had to be sure before he took action.
"Zen, have her breasts grown?"
Warning to self: Be careful, sensitivities here.
"No, you're about her size, this dress has to be her most padded."
"So you're saying I'm not big enough?"
"Well, I would like to have a handful of Yuja's, so no."
"They are very rounded."
"Look did you see that?"
"No."
I rewound and played back, then paused.
"See 10:39 minutes in, you can see the massive padding built into the dress."
"Yeah, you're right, I thought so."
"Then why did you ask?"
She picked up a bag of accessories.
"Because I bought these."
She pulled out two padded inserts for rounded breasts.
"What cup size do you think she is, Zen?"
"Sure, I'm the tit expert."
"So, what size?"
"Yuli, I've never ever felt a breast, so what the fuck would I know?"
She hung her head a bit embarrassed.
"You're at Uni, why not?"
"It's not like that, and most Uni lectures are online. Uni is not like that anymore. How does one even meet another human these days? Let alone the wild stories Dad tells of Uni life. COVID and AI have stuffed that as a concept of social progression."
"So you are a virgin?"
"Of course I'm.... Change subjects."
"Will these be big enough?"
She started stuffing the padded boobs into her top.
"Yuli!"
"What's wrong, you're my brother. Besides, you can't see anything?"
"Wrong, I might."
"What, my pimples?"
Another moment to tread carefully.
"They are, well, they are about Yuja's size, I'd love to be..."
"You said that."
"No, I was going to say," I went red.
"Go on."
"...To be sucking on those."
"What Yuja's or Yuli's?" She hit my arm.
"God."
We were quiet for a while as she shuffled the pads in her top. I could no longer see the hard nipples poking through the T-shirt.
"Do you want to feel them?"
"Yuli!"
"They are only padding."
I was a bit stiff in the shorts department. I went rock hard instantly.
I hesitated.
"Not yet, in a minute. I want you to see this bit," my Sister said, giving me thinking time.
It was the second movement. The most beautiful Oboe and Piano duet started. It was magical.
"Can we learn to play that bit?"
I rewound and we listened again.
"I actually think I could play that, with practice."
She leant over and kissed my cheek. Not something she normally did.
"Now, feel my breasts."
"Fuck, No."
"It's just padding."
"Ok, but just the padding, on the outside."
Yuli quickly took my hands and placed them on her breasts, fake that they were.
I groaned.
"That good hey?"
I nodded.
"Well squeeze a bit. Pretend you're on a date or something."
I was compelled to squeeze, but not by my Sister, by my lust.
"That's the first time anyone has ever felt me up."
"First for me also," I looked in her eyes. I was seconds away from kissing her. I pulled back, along with my hands, as if they were on fire.
"Too hot for you, Brother."
I was red, beet red, which was hard with my mixed complexion.
Yuli reached into the top of her T-shirt and pulled the pads out one at a time. Fuck, I got to see a hard nipple. No two hard nipples. I groaned again. Yuki smoothed down her shirt and her very hard and proud nips were poking through the fabric. I've never seen them that hard.
Unfortunately, I was staring, mouth open.
"It's not like you're not hard also big brother."
"Fuck," I grabbed a cushion and covered my groin.
Yuli was in stitches of laughter. She grabbed the remote and played the rest of the video.
"I need another favour?"
My mind went to breasts again.
"Can you borrow Ravel's Piano Concerto in G Major from the Uni Library?"
We had discovered this was the best way to get scores. I'd bring them home, Yuli would photocopy the bits she wanted and I'd take them back the next day. Yuli was the master of the second movement. They were the only ones she had a hope of playing because of the slow pace. She only ever played second movements.
I made the mistake of saying, one day, that if I could find a girl who could play Rach's Second Piano Concerto, I'd marry her. Fuck my Sister gives the whole of that one a good thumping. I mean thumping. It was the only full concerto she attempted.
Shit, I'm thick, maybe. Is that evidence for Hamlet in his incestuous thoughts? Does my Little Sister want to nail that piece, because she wants me to nail her?
I'm imagining it. I'm the sick one, thinking of my Sister as a possible sexual partner. That's SICK! Fully Sick. To fuck or not to fuck my Sister, that is the question.
Or is it to be in love or not to be? 'To be' is ontological, it's a state thing, a being state. I did a subject in basic philosophy as applied to Mathematics.
To be. You are or you aren't. It's a state of being. For Hamlet, the question is should I kill myself, or the king?
Some philosophers think there is no 'be', there is just do. So then, it is to do or not to do. This is the functional position. You don't exist unless you do, act. You are your actions. So Fuck or be fucked, or don't give a fuck, but that's getting into nihilism.
I'm going nuts. Loving your Sister does that. But as a Brother or a lover? To be a Brother or To be a Lover? That is the question.
The music had stopped and I heard my sister's sewing machine in the distance. I zoned out and fell asleep on the couch.
My phone buzzed, my phone rang? It woke me. Then a text came through.
'Zen can you come in here and help?'
I dragged myself off the couch. The problem was I liked to help, deep down. It meant we spent time together.
I wandered in all dramatic, at the top of my voice;
"To help or not to help, that is the... fuck me, what are you doing!"
My sister was standing there, almost naked, with a brown paper dress wrapped around her.
"I'm working out the pattern, it needs to fit well. Can you pin and tuck things a bit for me?"
Almost naked, she had those two fake breast pads taped over her tits with silver tape. You know the stuff that will fix anything, if not, then use WD40.
Unlike fabric, brown paper doesn't follow form. There were gaps and buckles everywhere. My Sister was holding pins and tape in her hand, almost in tears.
I wanted to hug her, but that was dangerous. I knelt to start aligning the bottom sheets of paper.
"I need it to be nice and tight."
To be nice and tight, there is the To Be again. But now I'm imagining my Sister being nice and tight on my...
"Bro concentrate."
"But if I manage to achieve that, you'll never get out of it without ripping it."
"I have a plan for that."
I stopped, shocked, through a gap in the paper I could see her black pubic hair.
"Really, no panties?"
"I didn't want panty lines, and I didn't think I'd need help. Don't look."
"My eyes are burning already, too late."
"Zen, just do it."
I started taping, doing pleats where she indicated. Sort of folds where the position for the fabric pleats goes at least. My fingers were constantly touching bare skin.
I was sweating I was so turned on. Every now and again I would see things, bum cracks, hair, even tiny pussy lips. What was worse, I knew she knew I was hard.
"Ok, that will do, now take some photos before it rips or something."
She gave me her phone. Fuck, I wanted them on my phone.
"So what's the plan now?"
"Cut me out of it, grab those scissors."
"What! but you'll be...?"
"I'll risk it, I'm your Sister."
"That's the problem, if you were my girlfriend, I wouldn't hesitate. But you're not, you're my Sister."
"I'll hold it in place."
Resigned I asked, "Where do I cut?"
"Pretend there is a zipper. Right up the centre of the back. Just cut on that line."
"Should I start at the bottom or the top?"
"Bottom I think, I can hold the top in place."
I knelt again and started cutting upwards. My eyes were trying to concentrate on cutting a straight line but her beautiful buttock cheeks and her mysterious crack were appearing.
I groaned.
"What?"
"Nothing, just your bottom is.... Spectacular."
"Really? Cut, but don't look."
"Impossible."
Cutting had another issue. Her aromas got released and it enveloped my nose. I was smelling her pussy I was sure. I wanted to bury my nose in the source. Then as I cut higher the paper parted and I could see right between her legs to..., wow they were cute, cute little lips poking out of big lips.
Shit, she was leaking. Her pussy was wet. I stopped.
"Okay Zen, get over it, don't think I'm not finding this hard Big Brother."
As fast as I dared I continued up her back and finally the dress fell in two. But it was paper, so fall it did, folded, buckled, and lost all integrity. My sister was totally naked at the back. Only her hands held the paper to her breasts.
I was on my knees so I couldn't turn quickly. My sister did the only thing possible. She dropped the paper and ran naked to her room.
I did the only thing possible. I watched, then ran to the bathroom and ripped down my shorts. Two quick strokes and I came buckets over the bathroom floor.
It was a bit of a clean-up, but once done I retreated to my room. I was ashamed, embarrassed, and still bloody turned on. I could only imagine how my Sister felt.
We both stayed in our rooms until Mum called us in for tea. It was a quiet mealtime.
"Did you two fight or something, you can't even look at each other," Dad said curiously.
We both mumbled a bit, looking down.
"Out with it, what happened? "
"I arh."
"Zen saw me... Naked."
"Accidentally? You are Brother and Sister, it can happen." Mum joined the interrogation, now being more interested.
"What happened?"
"I'm making another dress, I needed help, but it went wrong."
"It was a paper pattern it had to be cut off," I explained.
Dad started laughing, "For the Ravel?"
"Yes Dad, but what's so funny?"
He sniggered and looked at Mum.
"At least it wasn't the Bolero!"
Mum looked at him strange, then horrified, then joined him in laughter.
"What?" I looked at him.
"Oh, it's a movie," Mum answered.
"What movie?"
"Ten," Dad wheezed out, "never mind."
I looked at my Sister. She looked at me.
"It can't be as embarrassing as our parents," I said.
"True, we were well-trained to be embarrassed," Yuli added.
"See, you're back. The food's getting cold, eat."
After the meal, Yuli raced upstairs. We sort of used the upstairs living area, Mum and Dad normally chilled downstairs.
I ambled up to be met with an enthusiastic hug from my Sister.
"It worked Zen, like the pattern. It didn't rip. I'll be able to translate it to fabric. Thanks."
"My pleasure?" Umm, fuck it, that was the wrong thing to say.
"Really? Good. Reward for being the best Big Brother."
I was heating up. My Sister sauntered off down the passage way, her hips sashaying. She turned and looked at me.
Sprung, I was fixated on her sashaying buttocks.
"You really meant it, didn't you?"
"What?"
"My bottom is... to quote.... Spectacular."
I nodded
"Good, enjoy."
"You were sashaying."
"Good word, sashaying."
"Sashaying..."
"What fun!"
"Miranda, let's watch Miranda."
"Okay, what episode was sashaying in?"
We debated a bit, then decided it was early, so we started from the beginning.
Mum popped up, we were in our normal TV watching position. Sis, snuggling into me.
"Good to see you're okay. It happens, I'm surprised it hadn't happened before." Mum paused, "Has it?"
"No Mum," I answered.
"I doubt he has even seen a naked bum before Mum," Yuli stirred.
"Well perhaps keep it that way, Dad and I are off to bed."
That's way too early I thought.
"Okay, goodnight Mum."
"Goodnight," and she leant and kissed both our foreheads.
Mum's movement was like the bow movement Yuja uses for encores. Arm over chest protecting from a peek moment. I thought back to my earlier observation that Mum and Yuja were similar ages. Fuck another conflict to sort.
"I think Mum and Dad are sort of OK with it?" Yuli stated.
"I think Mum and Dad are about to go fuck."
"Yewww."
"Right yeah."
"What... no surely not,... because their son saw their daughter in the nudie."
"Yewwww."
"TMI."
Miranda quotes flew between us for a while, until we were clutching at each other in laughter.
In the clinches, I ended up lying between my sister's legs and looking in her eyes. Again I almost kissed her. We held in the tension zone.
"Probably not?" She suggested.
I realised I was hard and pressing against her sex.
"Shit, probably not."
"Probably."
We disentangled, but the desire was obvious in both our faces.
"That movie, do you think we can see it?" Yuli suggested.
"Yeah, it was probably that, that got Dad fired up."
"I hope so, if not it was the thought of me naked, Yewwww."
"Yeah, we had better watch the movie to make sure."
"Ten?"
"Yes, that's it. I think Dad has it among his old DVDs."
Yuli found it easily. Mum had arranged them alphabetically.
"Who's Bo Derek?" She asked as she handed me the cover.


The player was already doing its thing. Old technology.
"No idea, but fuck, what a body."
"Yeah, but she is all tits."
"Technically all breasts. The tits are the..."
I got a thump for that.
The movie was about a married man who got a free pass on a hot babe at the holiday resort, because her body was a ten, and he was in mid-life crisis, and his wife felt he needed to get over it.
It was as sexy as fuck. We were both squirming as we snuggled together. Perhaps not the best movie to watch after before.
Yuli stopped the movie.
"Zen what do you score me?"
"I didn't see it all."
"But if you did?"
"I'd have to see your tits and all first."
"Imagine."
"I'm trying not to, not helping," I groaned.
"Okay my bum then, you saw that."
"Now that was a work of art."
"You liked it."
"I wasn't lying."
"So score?"
"Eleven."
"Right answer but honestly?"
"At least a nine, if I compare to Bo's, but yours is cuter. Hers is perfect, big, peachy, and rounded, but then she is big. You, you are... smaller, cuter, it's like hers, but more refined, shrunk down to fit you. Like really perfect, not model-ideal perfect, just beautiful."
My Sister flung herself into my arms and kissed me. I mean on the lips, kissed me. Sort of not Sisterly, we kept our mouths closed, but it did last ten seconds. Try it on the back of your hand, it's a fucking long time when it's your Sister.
I peeled her off. "We had better finish the movie."
Both of us were flushed and gasping for breath.
"We haven't heard the Ravel Bolero yet."
I was unravelling.
"I have a joke, just thought of it."
"Go on."
"What did Ravel do when his sister kissed him?"
Yuli thought hard, "I give up."
"He unravelled."
"Fuck, that's actually funny. Are you unravelling Zen?"
"Way past unravelling."
"Good to know." And she hit the play button.
When we hit the Ravel, specifically the Bolero, very specifically, the sex scene, we sat frozen for the whole thing. I doubt we breathed. Fuck me dead. Sexiest thing I've seen, best, wow, everything. Sex set to music, and what music.
I could smell my sister. Same smell as before. My shorts were soaking in precum.
"No wonder Mum and Dad are fucking," Yuli said as it finished.
"I want to watch it again."
"I think you need to take care of that first."
She looked at my groin.
I looked at hers. She had a huge wet patch.
"So do you."
"Bedrooms, if you want to watch the bolero again, we will meet up in thirty minutes."
"I don't need thirty minutes," I muttered.
"Yes, but I'm taking it."
We raced to our own bedrooms.
I tried to edge, but I exploded. I thought of my Sister: girls could cum a lot of times in a row I've heard.
I stayed hard as I thought of that scene, and the music played in my head. I edged my re-hardened cock now. My previous cum became my lubrication. Fifteen minutes later I came again, to images of my Sister riding me, her tiny breasts and nipples undulating on my chest. She was no Bo Derek, better.
I put on my dressing gown and had a quick shower, before getting dressed in fresh clothes. I went back and sat on the couch. I know I was tempting fate. The plays the thing, well the movie is, to catch the conscience of the Big Brother.
Was I Big? I was by Asian standards, but I think I was just average or a bit bigger. Like my Sister, I wasn't a big build. More the Asian slim. Lean mean fucking machine, was how I liked to think of it. Not that I knew what that was like. Except for porn and ... The TV was paused. We hadn't even watched the end.
Yuli came and joined me. She automatically cuddled into me. We watched to the end.
"So he didn't cum, couldn't, couldn't be unfaithful," Yuli commented as the credits rolled.
"A conflicted mind will do that."
"I'm sort of pleased."
"Why?"
"I'm conflicted."
"So am I. Fuck."
"Precisely."
"I think we had better call it a night," I suggested.
"Yes, because of conflict?"
"Because of conflict."
We stood and I hugged my Sister. "Goodnight."
"Night kiss?"
I pecked her lips. It was all I was game to do.
"I need a shower."
"You do! I can smell you."
"Bro!"
"Good smell. Your sex gives sexy smells."
She giggled and we parted for our rooms.
Morning rolled around and I heard talking in the family room. I dashed to the toilet, then stopped short of barging in on the conversation. Dad was talking with my Sister.
"You know that an asian body should not be scored by European standards, Yuli."
"I know that in theory, I just can't help thinking the other way."
" And not all blokes think Bo is the standard to judge by. Many of us like the slim, small-breasted Asian look."
"Like you, Dad?"
"Like me. I married your mother didn't I?"
"So I'm not, deficient?"
She was talking breasts again.
"No sweetie, perfect. And they will grow a bit. Then when you have kids, grow some more. Your Mother's did."
"So not to compare, but by Asian standards, how do I score?"
"High, but you have a bit of me in you, so better in the hip department: Better arse."
"Dad!"
"You asked."
"I did," she giggled.
"So my tits aren't too small."
"No."
"I tried telling her that Dad, but she wouldn't listen," I said interrupting.
"Listen to your brother then, if not me."
He held up the DVD.
"I see you watched this last night."
I nodded sheepishly.
"It's okay, you're adults now."
"I can see why you, like, went to bed early last night."
"Yeah, it's hard to get out of one's head."
"I've only seen it once Dad. "
"It's the music, Ravel is dangerous, you both need to be careful."
"Dad!"
"I mean it, you are adults now. At least one of you was conceived with Ravel playing in the background. Sorry, that's TMI in your parlance."
"Dad!"
"Bolero?" I asked
"Of course."
"I bet it was Yuli."
"I think I need to go. Just remember sweetie, you are a hot, sexy, young Lady. Be careful how you play that around your Brother. He is only Human."
Dad stood, I could tell he was hard, but he ignored his condition as he walked away, DVD clutched in his hand.
At the stairs, he turned and said. "I had better take this for a while. I expect your mother will want a conversation with you."
It didn't come that day. After lunch, I decided to go to the library.
"Take your Sister with you. It will be good for her to see a University campus," Mum suggested.
"Like, what I'm missing out on," Yuli grumped.
"I'm only going to the Music Library."
"Goody, yes please."
I was hoping for a break. Not from my Sister, but from my mind. 'Don't you dare!' I commanded in my mind to my penis. I was at the table eating lunch with my family, but my mind was playing silly buggers. I should name him, my cock that is, so he knows I'm talking to him. But what?
"Is that OK, Zen?" My Dad was clarifying. "You just went off with the fairies."
"I suppose so." No one goes against a Mum suggestion. "Maybe we can grab a coffee after." I had seen the look of disappointment on my Sister's face. She brightened up.
Wang came to my mind straight away as a name. Wang, it actually was an alternative name for a cock in our culture. Plus it was Yuja's last name. Yuja Wang a world-class pianist, and world-class leader of the most highly ranked female for young men learners of the ivories wank bank. Wank, wang, wanking off, all go together.
I had decided before my next thought. Yuli Wang, Yuli on my Wang, Yuli riding my Wang. My wang wanking over Yuli, or Yuja, take your pick. I'm fucked. My head prayed that one of those would involve real fucking. Wang was excited.
"You're off with the fairies again Zen. I think you definitely need to take Yuli with you. You need to get some fresh air, Zen," Mum was firm.
"You just want us both out of the house so you can watch the Bolero." Fuck, "did I say that out loud?" My parents' faces dropped.
"Zen!" Then Mum started cackling in her high-pitched laugh. Dad spat his water over the table as he had just taken a mouthful.
"Hadn't thought of that, great idea Son. Take your time, even go out somewhere for dinner." Mum again. What The Fuck!
"Look you two are growing up..."
"We are adults, Mum," Yuli squeaked.
"That's what I mean, you will find the Chinese cultural reigns will be lifted a bit, so long as you're with your Big Brother, Yuli."
The message of that comment was loud and clear. Dad slipped me a credit card.
"Use this, so long as you don't go over a hundred bucks you won't need a pin." Shit, Dad was serious.
It was a Saturday, and we raced to our rooms to change.
"Stop Zen, what are you thinking?"
"Maybe a film, or even a show."
"What's on?"
We hit our phones. "No movies I'm interested in," I said.
"Sport for Jove are playing at the Seymour Centre," Yuli suggested.
"What are they playing?"
Sport for Jove is Australia's most progressive and innovative Shakespeare company. We went as a family to their Shakespeare outside series every Christmas.
"Hamlet." We were Chinese, so long as it was culture it was alright with the folks.
"But can we get tickets?"
"We could try at the door?" I suggested.
I planned to take my bomb of a car. So parking would be ok there. We lived in the Eastern Suburbs of Sydney.
"And if not, well we could try the Uni theatres," I added. "But no Yuja Dresses, too classy and too out there."
"I could wear the White Rach 3rd dress. Mum always makes me wear a body stocking under it."
I thought, I could see she was keen.
"Look pack it, just in case we can do Hamlet, but wear jeans. You can change at the uni, if we are successful.
I headed down and let Mum know what we were planning.
"I'll text if we get tickets to something, otherwise we will go to a movie theatre and let you know Mum."
"So long as you text when you're coming home, but don't keep your sister out too late, and NO clubs."
In the car I suggested we see if we can get tickets first, then Uni, for the library, and Uni theatre if needed.
At the Semour we discovered that it was on because it was an HSC, (Higher School Certificate) set text, so it was fully booked with HSC students and teachers, but one school had rung and wanted to get rid of a few tickets, sick kids.
It would be in the middle of a lot of school kids, granted Seniors, I hoped. But we took them. Then we went to the library.
Yuli's scream told me it was a big mistake.
"Halt, I'm only going to take one out, so don't go gaga."
She looked disappointed. "Ok I'll make a list, and she was off."
"Quiet Sis, it's a library."
"Spoil sport."
"Not my rules."
I went directly to the librarian. Experience had told me that this was wise, as scripts often went into the practice rooms attached to the library.
It was someone I knew from previous visits. I told her the script.
"I need a conductor's copy if you can, or else I need Piano and Oboe if you can."
She went to the computer.
"That's very specific."
"I'm an Oboist, my sister is a pianist, and we want to work on the beautiful Oboe Piano Duet contained in it."
"I'll need to get them out of the stack, but we can do that. All three versions could be helpful."
I found that if you were specific to this Librarian, she would be very helpful, she liked serious requests, from serious students.
"How long do you need them for?"
I hesitated.
"You can have them for a month on extended loan, I take it your library card is up to date. It's unlikely we will need them, but if we do, we will contact you. That Ravel has not been borrowed for years. The Bolero is another matter. They keep on going missing."
"The Film?"
"In one."
"I'll take the month, we might even do some adaptations to make it into a solo performance piece."
"I'll just get someone to retrieve it. It could take a while."
"How about we go to the Cafe for a coffee, and come back later?"
"That will work, but remember we close at five tonight so don't cut it fine."
"I can't believe I'm on a date with my Brother," Yula opened with that as we sat down waiting for our order to arrive. She looked at me dreamily.
"Yuli, a normal teenage girl would say in an angry tone. 'I don't believe my Mother doesn't trust me and is making me go out with my Brother!'"
"I'm not normal, and I'm an Adult."
"You're still eighteen."
"Yeah, but I never felt the reject Big Brother thing, quite the opposite."
"That's the problem. I sort of feel you have been coming on to me for a long time."
"Now he gets it."
"Is that why you dress up as Yuja?"
"It didn't start that way. I just wanted you to like me and you liked her. I played piano, she played piano. My name is like hers. I just liked spending time with you."
"All good reasons I'm sure."
"But then....?"
"Then the mind does that, think of one thing, one thing, and the mind tries to make it happen."
"How is that?" Yuli asked.
"Try this experiment we heard about it in psych."
"Ok."
"I'm going to tell you a word. Then every time you think of it afterwards, you tap on the table."
"Ok."
"Polar Bear."
She tapped. "That's distracting."
She tapped again.
Tap, tap, our order arrived. Tap.
"Thanks very much," I said to the server.
Tap. "It's hard not to think of..." Tap
"See that's the problem."
Tap "How do I turn it off?"
"Think of something more powerful like the Bolero."
"I'm not tapping when I think of that every time."
"The snare drummer has to."
"That's interesting Zen." Like this, she tapped her spoon to the same beat as the snare drum.
"I bet you can't not think of sex, (with me), when you hear this now." The 'with me' was said in a low saucy whisper.
She tapped it again.
"Fuck. No fair."
"Very fair, I've got you now Big Brother." Cue Snare drum.
"Talk about being snared."
Yuki started just tapping it quietly in the background right through our drinks.
"How do you know it so well, your timing is impeccable."
" I've been listening to it almost stop in my bedroom."
"Did you, like...."
"Yes, more than once."
"Fuck."
"Exactly."
"Stop it. Look, we have to sort some things out. The way I see it we have three options. I might have one or two extras."
"Go on."
"We just go home, or somewhere safe, and fuck like bunnies."
"I like that option."
"We do the socially acceptable thing and do nothing. Keep our fantasies to ourselves and private, you know masturbation."
"Don't like that one." She tapped the snare louder.
"We hold off a bit and take things slow, see if we really want this, maybe experiment a little."
"I could live with that."
"Or another I just thought of. We commit to never having penetrative sex but everything else is on the table."
"That would work, but not eventually. What are your extra options?"
"I take off, join the foreign legion, escape to the military and you don't see me again."
Silence broken only by tapping.
"Or I get really angry, tell you off, give you the cold shoulder treatment, and mostly ignore you."
I could see tears welling and her tapping was faltering. Yuli's bottom lip started trembling. I took her hands in mine.
"I could never do that to you. I'm sorry."
"This is turning out to be a shit date."
"Not my intention, I just need us to think about what we're doing and want to do."
"Like this." She tapped, I groaned, she grinned.
"Right now Yuli dear, that's the only thing I want to do, but we can't."
"So you want option one."
"No, yes, bugger it, no, yes."
"Conflicted."
"Yes. I think I want to try option three."
"What was that? I lost track."
"The: we hold off a bit and take things slow, see if we really want this, maybe experiment a little."
"Like this," she played snares enthusiastically.
"That's not taking it slow. Look Yuli, I don't want to ruin what we have. I don't want to be kicked out of home by Mum, because I deflowered her daughter. I certainly don't want to lose you because I just got randy listening to the Bolero. I want to be sure, a hundred per cent sure, that things will turn out fantastically, before I put my Wang in my Yuli."
"Wang?"
"You know my..." I nodded down at my dick.
"You call your dick Wang? Yuli gets your Wang. I like that."
"It's sort of growing on me."
Yuli tapped.
"I didn't mean it that way."
"But it did, didn't it?"
"Wang's a bit stiff right now."
"Not hard."
"Ok, more than a bit stiff. It's auditioning for the trombone part."
"The in and out part."
"Yuli you have a dirty mind, and we have to go and get the music."
The librarian had them waiting for us. The conductor's score was thick. Yuli tapped out bolero on the front desk as she waited.
"Bolero, I've already told your brother you can't have it."
"There you go YuIi you can't have it, I told you so."
"Spoil sport."
"No piano in that work anyhow. But have fun with this concerto." the librarian said, having checked them out.
We took the scripts to the car.
"You can get changed Yuli. Then we find somewhere to eat. We will park under the centre so we don't need to walk afterwards."
I showed her to nearest Uni toilet. I did the male thing of trying to not look like I'm stalking the girls' toilet, while waiting ages as she got ready.
The campus was essentially empty, or so I thought.
A fellow student called out, "Zen!" then ran over to me.
"What are you doing here? You desperate and hanging, hoping a girl turns up?
"No, I'm, I'm waiting for my date." I decided not to say Sister and we were on a date.
"Yeah sure, I believe you, but hundreds wouldn't."
"True."
"Look do you get that infinite-dimensional geometry stuff?"
"Not a chance, it's doing my head in."
Just then Yuli walked out.
Fuck me, she didn't! My Friend had to pick his jaw off the ground.
She saw I had company and immediately waltzed up and kissed me passionately. Not a Sisterly kiss. I was trapped. But to make things worse, but fucking fantastic for my Uni image, she was wearing the White Rach 3 dress without the body stocking.
I think she was hotter than Yuja. I looked straight down at her hardening cute, sexy brown nipples. The dress gaped a bit from above.
"Sorry, Zen, fuck me dead, how, never mind tell me about it later."
He had trouble leaving without his eyes travelling lustily all over my Sister.
My sister the brat, tapped out the snare with tongue clicks.
"That was fun, let's go out."
"You had better change before you walk back in the door at home."
"Won't need to, Mum and Dad will be fucked out having watched Ten."
"You know Mum will wait up, it's your first date."
"True, I'll just change back in the car then."
It was with pride, and a tight pair of trousers, that I took my date arm in arm into a restaurant. Actually, the third restaurant we tried, as it was a busy Saturday night. We needed to eat early and quickly, so we chose Tapis at a Spanish place that was fairly empty.
We told him we needed to be out by seven thirty to catch a show. He was encouraging, apparently Spanish people don't eat till late, and this place was booked out from eight thirty.
My sister sure did attract the eyes of the Spanish waiters.
"Yuli that dress is a bit revealing, each time you lean forward to eat. Notice the waiters serve from your side not mine."
"I know, I like it. Don't you act the high almighty though, you took a good look when I first came out."
"It doesn't worry you."
"Not if it gets you hot and bothered. Besides I've always been in the plain Jane category, Bo Derek clearly flaunts it, so does Yuja, so it's my turn.
"If my tits are too small I might as well be a boy and go topless, but seeing as you, and Dad, both claim they are not too small, there must be something there. So why not enjoy getting the gaze?"


"Maybe I'm just a bit jealous then."
Yuli tapped out the snare.
"Good," she smiled, "that makes me feel so sexy right now. I'm with a guy who wants me. More importantly, the guy I've always wanted to want me. Enjoy the show, the free peeks, and maybe later the fringe benefits."
"Remember I still haven't seen your top half naked yet."
"And I haven't seen Wang. It's a two-way street Big Brother."
"You want to hope Wang is big."
We turned up at the theatre. It was interesting watching the Senior School kids and a few younger classes as they milled in the foyer. You could tell a lot about the school by the way they marshalled the troops on a Saturday night. There were some schools where they had to wear school uniforms and were lined up. Some had uniforms but milled in groups. One lot of these even had Boaters, obviously a private boys' school. Some were just in civies. Some dressed up, at least the girls in the group, some dressed down. Some are outside having a last smoke.
Who would we be stuck with? We did score the middle of Row C. It was clear that Yuli was the best-dressed here. Her outfit caused a lot of the young lads to stop, stare, and start whispered conversations.
Yuli was beaming. I put my hand on her back, her bare back.
"I thought Yuja had a flesh body section here," I said as I caressed her skin.
"She did, I left it out, but I had to do it here between the two stripes of this middle section. They just wouldn't hold in position.
I maneuvered her to a quiet spot near a plinth. Then backed her in. I started to trace the lines of the V back down toward her buttocks.
"I love the lines in this, very textural, a blind man would love the feel of the dress, so much interest."
"It was a bitch to replicate, but I got a good mark in Design Tech."
"What's the fabric underneath?"
"Just a grey silver sheer curtain fabric."
"Sheer all right, in the right light I can see through it."
All the time we were talking I was chasing my unseen fingers over the ridges that curved snuggly around her butt.
"How did you do these cord divider thingies?"
"A lot of hand sewing, but some of the short textural bits I glued down. Also, the inserts are from other lace offcuts, thicker curtains and even some old crocheted doilies."
"Cleaver."
"How are you Big Boy? Is Wang wanting a wank?"
She tapped Bolero on the plinth.
"Wait. You don't have underpants on."
She looked up and smiled. I stole a kiss.
"So how, like you must be very wet, I can sort of smell you," I said as I nuzzled her ear. "Can't have you ruining this dress."
"I have protection."
That triggered a half-thought on a different topic but my brain buried it.
"It needs to be good."
"Tampon," she whispered.
"Periods?"
"No, just Tampon. Good secret women's business trick. In fact, at the moment I'm ovulating, so don't get carried away."
"I would say too much information, but then I should put that information in my diary."
I pulled out my phone. "I think I need a photo."
It was a good spot because on the plinth was a cute naked Greek goddess.
Schools were gradually going in, so I had room to step back a bit. I noticed a few schoolboys had their phones out to sneak a photo. Some had a teacher scold them, as they were supposed to hand them in.
I quickly texted Mum a time we might be home and that we were about to watch Hamlet. We put our phones on silent and proceeded to the doors.
Most of the schools were seated. This meant all eyes were on Yuli as she deliberately sasheyed down the aisle behind the usher.
Next to get to our seats. But this meant moving down a row of seated patrons to the middle. It was a boys' school. And in the row behind we had the Boater boys. Although I think that these were on laps, so they helped the guys cover any excitement.
I went ahead and Yuli followed in the path of legs but it meant each and every patron had to contend with seeing her nice sculptured butt close up, or in trying to look away, get an eyeful of a very exposed cleavage. The bodice was essentially two padded clamshells in shape, with little fabric cords holding them apart.
As we waited for the show to begin I turned to Yuli.
"As you know I studied this when I did my HSC three years ago. I have a theory, I reckon that Ophelia was pregnant to Hamlet, and that's why she drowned herself."
"Not that he killed her father?"
"In the play scene, he asks her if he can lay in her lap. She gives him a look and he quickly says, I mean not country matters. I.e. can I fuck you? Now either they have done the deed before, or they did just after this, but it speaks of an intimate relationship of some sort.
"In the famous 'to be' scene, Ophelia says I have something of yours I want you to take back. The keyword 'redelivered' is a birthing metaphor. Listen to this scene and imagine she is very pregnant and showing or revealing to Hamlet for the first time her pregnancy. Get thee to a Nunnery takes a different meaning. A Nunnery was where unmarried mothers had their babies."
"But how, like that takes time?"
"That's the thing, a play compresses time. Hamlet is exiled and his friend Horatio has had time to totally decompose into a skull. I'll nudge you when I want you to think about what is said."
"I'll tap bolero when I want you to think about sex," she whispered. The lights dimmed and she took my hand.
I knew the play well, as I often read the part in class and learnt a few soliloquies. I got a bit distracted tracing the lines of her dress in the dark. Particularly those on her inner thighs. Sometimes we tapped Bolero together.
I nudged her at the incestuous sheets reference. She rubbed my hard cock in return and tapped Bolero on it. It was handies all the way through.
At halftime under the glaring house lights, we behaved. We overheard a debate behind us.
"Ask her?"
"No you."
"It can't be her."
"I tell you it is."
"Then ask for her signature. Dare you."
Just as the lights were slowly dimming, the young lad behind leant forward.
"Excuse me, Miss, are you Yuja Wang?"
Yuli grinned a smug grin and nodded just as the darkness fell.
I heard a, "I told you so."
Yuli snuggled into me for this act, my arm was over her shoulder. My hand caressed the bare skin of her body. I heard the guy behind me say "Lucky bastard." I don't think he was able to follow the play at all.
I had trouble fighting my incestuous thoughts that threatened to consume my own too too solid flesh. Wang was solid. Oh that it would release the dew of semen and thus lose its form. I did not want to cum in my trousers though.
We decided to wait until the schools exited at the end. The young man behind us leaned again and produced a pen and paper.
"May I have your signature please, Yuja?"
Yuli smiled and took the pad. She looked at him with a wicked sexy smile and turned to write. I have to say she must have practised Yuja's signature. She encouraged him to 'keep it up, the piano I mean, not county matters. Love Yuja.'
"Read it later," she said as she handed it back. The boater came in handy as he exited the row.
"You are evil, Sister dearest."
"Are you soft enough to leave?"
"I need to be. I also need to go to the loo."
"So do I, I have something to remove."
We made our way outside. The moon was setting over Central Station, and the air had cooled significantly. Yuli snuggled in.
"You're cold."
"Just a bit, but before we go to the car I need a kiss."
I took my beautiful Sister in my arms and we kissed in the shadows of the street lights. I could not help myself. My hand travelled to Yuli's cleavage and I slipped my hand inside to cup her breast for the first time.
"Yes, God yes," she sighed.
Her kiss deepened and passionately she ground her groin into mine.
I broke the kiss for a second and looked around to make sure we were alone. I caught her hard nipple between my fingers and squeezed as I withdrew. My sister spasmed. I held her, my hand now repositioned to hold her bottom as we pressed together.
"We need to go home."
"I came then you know."
"I thought so."
"Poor Wang, he won't get to home base tonight. Fuck I'm fertile, so fucking slippery."
"Then my darling Sister, we are going to have to get you on birth control really fast."
We arrived at our car. The car park was almost empty. But then it wasn't full to start with as most of the audience came on buses. It was tempting to make out there, but the car park closed soon.
We lived in a quiet leafy street. It was Cinderella's curfew time. I parked down the Road.
"You need to change Yuli."
"You need to kiss me Zen, it was such a wonderful evening. Would you do me the honour of helping me out of this dress?"
She kissed me and my hand sought the clips at the side as we lost ourselves in love.
Her bodice fell forward and I pulled back to look at her beautiful breasts in the dim lights of suburbia. There was nothing suburban about my visual delight. Her breasts were a large A cup, they did not need a bra but held their shape in their naked perkiness. I leant forward and sucked the nearest with my lips.
The tender fragrance of her body, the saltiness of her skin, and the hard but satin silk feel of her nipple on my tongue embedded itself in my memories and expressed itself in my throbbing penis.
"You know, when you get this off I'm going to be naked. Help me."
"Up or down."
"Down I think."
I pushed the dress down her form. My sister planted her feet against the car's floor and raised her hips. The invitation was explicit. I shimmied the dress over her hips and it pooled at her feet. My posture, gear stick notwithstanding, meant I was looking directly at her dark pubic hairs which glistened in the street light. Her dew had provided orfactory, memories. She took a finger, and from between her thighs, took some of this dew and I watched it stretch from between her secret lips until it broke when almost to my lips. She fed me that sweet nectar.
"Not tonight, I might not want to stop. But a taste of things to cum. My clothes are on the back seat."
I was about to get them for her, when Yuli sprang around and almost dived over to retrieve them. Her beautiful bottom was fully on display. My hand could not resist and I caressed the treasure. I knew she had the plastic bag in her hand, but she stopped to let me explore some more. My hand, led by my willing fingers found her crease and followed down into her wetness.
Although I could not see, I felt her labia part and I ran my finger around her virgin hole. She came with some force, grinding her pubis on the shoulder of the front seat.
Naked, but with her change of clothes in hand she attacked my trousers. Wang was quickly exposed and she went down on him. No hesitation, just sucked that hard alter ego of mine into her mouth.
I was so strung up I cried "cumming."
My Little sister's sucking increased and I filled her mouth with built-up sperm. She had to be swallowing. Satisfied I was empty, she sat back up with a huge grin on her face and her tongue sought out rogue dribbles. My eyes feasted on her cute nakedness.
"I'm sorry I made a mess of your sheepskin seat cover."
"It will wash. I would love to keep it on to remember this moment by, but I fear your smells might not be as delightful after a week in the hot sun."
My Sister giggled as she re-dressed in her street clothes and I zipped up. She flung the bag containing the Rach 3 into the back.
"I'll leave this here overnight, it must reek of my juices as well. I'll retrieve it tomorrow while Mum is at the gym.
Mum was awake and keen to hear about our night.
"I'm a bit jealous you got to go to Sport for Jove without us."
"Don't be, it was a performance put on for high school students. The play was great, but the atmosphere was distinctly ... hard to say just what it was." I said distractedly.
It was actually riveting but only because I was with my sexy temptress of a Sister.
"Well, I'm glad it was a good night, goodnight pets."
"Goodnight," we chorused.
We made our way separately upstairs, as I refilled my drink bottle from the kitchen. Which was lucky as Mum might have caught us kissing. I found her at my bedroom door.
"Was it ok having to take your sister out?"
"I survived, we had fun and she has grown up a lot."
"Be careful with that one?"
I looked questionably at her.
"She loves you, you know."
"I know."
"Not just as a sister."
"I figured that."
"Well so long as you know, I would hate her getting hurt."
"It's okay Mum. I will always protect my Little Sister."
"Good, you're a good man Zen, a good man."
With that, she pecked me on the cheek and went downstairs.
"I heard that," Sis said as I entered the bathroom to clean my teeth.
My Sister kissed me with her minty mouth.
She grinned. "I was keen to brush mine before Mum kissed me. My mouth was all spermy. Yummy spermy."
"Smart move. Shit, it's going to be hard to keep this secret. Just remember Yuli, I love you as much as you love me. But we need to say goodnight."
"Thanks for tonight."
"Thanks for the spectacular ending. We will chat tomorrow."
"And make out."
"And make out."
"Love you."
"Love you."
"Night." Kiss
"Night." Kiss
With that, Yuli slipped into her room and I brushed my teeth.
I went to sleep wondering, no panicking, that Mum might have smelt my Sister's juices on my lips. Or my sperm that I had tasted in our final kisses in the car.
Fuck!
......................
Part two will follow in the next two weeks.
I promised a short essay on how to support our writers. It appears I can't publish it as a whole piece, so I am going to attach one point to each new work I write.
Tips on building a supportive literotica community.
I. If I take the trouble to read a whole story, I take the trouble to vote. If the writing doesn't grab me, I stop reading. I have left many novels unread by award-winning authors I don't read on because they haven't grabbed my interest in the first thousand words. Other readers could well love it. Don't penalise it because it didn't grab you.
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I slept in. Something Mum wouldn't allow, so obviously she was out. Ten-fifteen the clock said. I needed a shower. I don't wake up properly without that. I sleep in boxers, so I stumbled down the hall in my semi-naked state. Something I also didn't do if Mum was home.
In the Bathroom, after the necessary emptying of the bladder, I stripped and looked in the mirror. The mean lean fucking machine was indeed lean. I had the typical Asian black bush, but other than that, not a hair on my body. Shaving my face was a monthly event at best.
What would Hamlet have done if he had a mirror like this? Probably fall so in love with himself that he would make Narcissus fade from history. Speaking of which, Wang looks nice but needed some manscaping. Fortunately shaving cream lasts a long time with me. I got busy, sitting on the toilet seat lid so I could reach easily.
"My Sister sucked on you last night didn't she," I said to Wang. Yes, I enjoyed talking to him out loud. It gave him status. Now he had a regular name, this was easier.
He came alive at the memories.
"If we want her to do it again maybe no hairs to catch in her teeth."
I was procrastinating on the idea of a total shave. A vision of my sister pulling a pubic hair from between her teeth at the breakfast table was enough to convince me that the bush was going. I liked my sister's bush though. What if she likes mine?
I decided to start at the balls and precincts then go from there. I was afraid I might look too much like a little boy. Wang was demanding a wank. My shaving cream had a touch of menthol in it. This added an erotic coolness as I polished the knob, so to speak. I was getting distracted and started shaving around my balls that had retreated in fear of accidents. Ball sacks are hard to shave.
I was concentrating so hard, I didn't notice the door open. Yuli was so focused, she didn't see me behind her as she approached the mirror. I noticed soon enough though, as she worked the fabric of her new creation over her sexy body. That paper had been replaced with semi see through sheer fabric.
At the exact moment I was about to cough to indicate my presence, my Sister saw me in the mirror, holding Wang back as I shaved the junction to my testicles.
"Zeeeen! Fuck, when did you... shit, you're naked. Fuck, are you shaving?"
She accidentally let go of the front of her dress and it fell to her hips like Venus De Milo. Granted an Asian slim-lined Venus, but no less sexy. My hand gave my cock a stroke and Wang murmured thanks. I didn't mean to...like... do that, but for guys some things are automatic and I had a good hold on him already.
"I was here first."
Yuli giggled, "We can share, in fact, I want to watch."
"This is hard enough without an audience."
"True, Wang is hard enough, look he's leaking."
"I'm not surprised. My Sister is a stunning example of beauty. He is weeping for joy."
My sister sat on the edge of the bath to my side and stared intently.
"I couldn't see him in the dark last night."
"I think it was more that he was down your throat."
"That too. So cute."
"Cute, just what a guy wants to hear."
"Ok, manly."
"Better, I want to ask you something? Should I shave the whole bush off or leave the bit up here?"
"Don't make the bit up there too girly, but in most porn, guys are fully bare."
"Not the Asian ones."
"True, I hadn't thought of that. Leave a neat but good amount, and I'll tell you what I like after testing driving it for a while."
All this time I was getting an eyeful of my sister's delicious breasts and hard nipples.
"I like Wang, I think I'll keep him," my sister sighed.
"I don't even own him. How can you keep him?"
"Like a pet. Pat him, tickle under his chin, stroke him. Fuck with him."
"Don't fuck with me, Sis."
"Not you! Wang."
"True, he owns me more than I own him I'm afraid. He is screaming right now, Come fuck with me."
We were silent for a while. I think my Sister was seriously dealing with the conflict of her fertility versus her desires. I continued shaving.
"How big is it exactly?"
"Not an it, Wang's not an object."
"Ok, how big is Wang, the little cutie? Does Wang wanna play in my cubby? Is he grown up enough?"
"Having trouble stopping Wang from raping you, Sis."
"Little Sis wouldn't mind, because it wouldn't be rape."
"Ok, enough. I think we are going too far."
"Probably right, pity. But how big?"
"You have the tape measure draped over your shoulders, measure him yourself."
She looked down, the sewing measure was draped between her breasts.
"Oh, I forgot my girls were naked."
"I haven't".
"I just realised I haven't kissed you this morning."
Yuli stood up and moved between my legs. She lifted my head to hers and kissed me tenderly.
"That's for a great first date."
"Don't get the fabric in my shaving cream."
"Shit," she stood back and let the fabric fall the rest of the way then totally naked moved back for a second kiss.
"You realise this is the first time I've seen your front totally bare, Yuli. I love what I'm seeing." Wang bounced with his excitement, drawing my sister's eye.
"I want to measure him."
"Well, I doubt he can get harder."
My Sister knelt and took the tape. She held my penis, Wang, in the other. I groaned my pleasure.
"How do I do it? It's longer measuring from some directions."
"Measure along the top from my base here," I pointed, "to the tip."
"Mmm, I think that's fourteen centimetres. Let me flip the tape to the inches side."
"I think you just like playing with Wang."
"You're telling me. Ok, it's not six inches, like five and three-quarters."
"I think I've grown a little, but probably just harder because you're doing it. What about girth?"
"What's that?"
"Fatness."
"Oh, how do I measure that?"
"Wrap the tape around." Yuli did so and read off a reading, "eighty-seven, opps wrong end of the tape. Let's see. That's better thirteen centimetres."
She grinned up at me.
"Is that fat?"
"You will have to look it up. I think I'm big for an Asian dick."
My sister started wanking me, slowly.
"You need, more shaving cream Bro, it's getting dry."
She picked up the can and smothered Wang.
"Wang's got a beard," she giggled.
"Keep that up and I'll be painting one on you."
"A sperm one? Yes please."
"Fuck, I'm close."
"I've never held a dick before. Am I doing it right?"
"Fuck yeah!" I groaned as I came heavily on her chest. Yuki re-aimed and the second shot painted her right tit. The third gave her a beard as it splattered her chin.
"I would suck the rest out, but you're all over shaving cream."
I pulled her to me and stood, my mouth devouring hers. Then I licked my cum off her chin and fed it to her mouth. Then her right tit occupied my mouth for a while. I received a full dose of my own semen, I tried to retain some in my mouth for when I went back to kissing her. The rest got squished between our writhing bodies.
"Shower," I said as I turned the water on and pulled my sister in with me. "My turn to touch you."
My hand sought her vulva and my finger slipped between her swollen lips. She was on a hair trigger, as she came immediately, long and hard. She clung to me as we kissed and my index finger penetrated her depths.
"Yes Zen, there, there," and she came again.
I held her up and lovingly washed her. We stood drowning in our emotions. Eventually, my Sister washed me with the soap and a flannel.
"What's the time?" Yuli asked.
"I don't know."
"Fuck, mum could be home anytime now."
We dried quickly, Yuli picked up her skimpy half-made dress and tape measure and fled to her room. I cleaned up the shaving gear. But unfortunately, as I went to leave I slipped on a patch of sperm. I came down hard.
"Fuck!"I slammed my elbow on the tiles. I screamed in agony, holding my elbow. I was afraid I had broken it.
I was fully expecting Yuli when the door opened. Embarrassment of embarrassments it was Mum.
"Are you ok pet?"
"No shit, I slipped on... On shaving cream." It was all I could come up with.
"My poor daring," Mum said handing me my boxers.
I groaned my elbow too sore to let go of and cover up.
At least he looks nice and neat and clean. You did a good job. Very, shall I say, sexy.
"No, Mum, you can't! God! Get out."
"Come down when you are dressed and I'll look at that elbow." Mum giggled.
Mum giggled! I could die.
I was still in tears five minutes later when my sister slipped in.
"Fuck that was close. Do you need a hand getting those on?"
"Yes please, perhaps dress me."
Yuli pulled my boxers up and helped me to my room. Where she took them off again and helped me into clean undies, shorts and a button-up short-sleeve shirt.
"We need some ice on that."
She led me downstairs.
"Mum, I think Zen might have broken his elbow."
"Let me look."
I was in pain and shock.
"You might be right. I think we need to go to the hospital."
Eight hours later with my arm in plaster, we were on our way home. I had cracked my humerus.
"Zen, will you be alright tomorrow if I go to work?"
"I'll look after him, Mum."
"You're a sweetie, thanks, dear."
Zen, my name is very Buddhist, Karma was Buddhist wasn't it, or was it Hindi? God, what had I done? Was this Karma? Sex play with my sister. If I hadn't cum all over her, I would not have slipped.
It was my right humerus, I didn't find it funny, as I was in a lot of pain. They plastered me with my elbow bent. It was a greenstick, which basically means it had cracks up it, down near the elbow. But not broken through. Whatever it was I was in pain, even though I had been given strong painkillers. I had it in a sling to reduce movement.
"Do you want to watch something on Tele, I'll sit with you."
"Yes please, Yuli.
It was harder than we thought to snuggle on the couch. We had to swap from our normal side. It was now after nine. The pizza Mum ordered for a late dinner had just arrived. The hospital food sucked, but I couldn't eat anything until the X-rays were back, in case I needed surgery. I was starving.
I was right-handed. It was obvious that even holding a piece of Pizza was hard, the next six weeks were going to be difficult. My Sister saw me struggling.
"Do you need help with that?"
"No." I snapped. "It's just pizza."
"Yes it is, but why snappy at me?"
I indicated to her to come close so I could whisper.
"Yesterday was the best day of my life and this morning topped that. But now I'm fucking useless and..."
"Come on it's more than that."
"I slipped on my cum."
"Really, oops."
"But I think it's Karma, we should not have... you know."
"Oh, Shit, you think so."
"Well, how did the stuff get on the floor?"
"Carelessness."
"No Sis, passion."
"We were both responsible. I'm happy to take the Karmatic wrap, if that's a thing."
"Too late, it already got me."
"Shit, well, I know, I can be your slave. Like do everything for you."
"What, even wipe my shitty arse?"
"Um, maybe not."
"What, and get Mum to do it?"
"Fuck, see your point."
"Kidding, that I think I can manage. I'll just have to learn. I should be doing it that way anyway, left hand is the proper Asian way anyway."
"Lots of 'ways' in that sentence Bro."
"I'm a Maths major, give me a break."
(By the way, Maths is the correct term in Australia, not Math. It's plural. We 'do the math' for one sum. We study Maths because it's lots of equations. It's Short for Mathematics, not Mathamatic.)
"Well, you did get the break. I think you are right, maybe we should take a break."
"No, sorry I don't want to, but Karma is a bitch, is what we are doing so wrong?"
"Yes Big Brother, very wrong. But..."
"I get it. But."
The word hung there as Mum entered the room to say goodnight.
We watched Miranda for a while. Probably to make sure Mum was asleep.
"Zen, did Mum actually walk in on you naked?"
"Absolutely mortifying, to quote Miranda. She even commented that he, referring to Wang and his environs, looked nice and clean and sexy. "
"What? That's like... she's our Mother, Shit."
"I know, then she giggled as she left."
We stopped, both in thought.
"Something has changed. Mum and Dad, Ten, wanting us to go out," Yuli said.
"So they could fuck."
"True, but it's like overnight we are being treated as adults, but in a strange way."
"Warped?"
"Maybe,"
"Maybe she was just embarrassed and said that to me to cover her..."
"Her desires?"
"Yeeew."
I have to admit I was feeling like a real shit. Like I had bought this all on myself, because I was a bad brother and let my lust take over my brain. I was in pain which was not helping my mood. Yuli looked at me, I could tell her heart was breaking and I broke it.
"Oh Zen, what have I done today to make you feel... Bad." Miranda came out to lighten the mood.
"Loved me more than you should."
"I can't love you less, I can't control love."
"I know, I get it. Neither can I."
Silence.
"Perhaps I can love Wang less, but not you Big Brother."
"He and I are kind of attached."
"Yeah, and I can't have one without the other."
"We are a package deal, but what are we going to do, Yuli?"
"I don't know, but tonight's not the time to decide."
We had stopped Miranda at the end of the episode.
"I think we need to go to bed. "
Yuli leaned in and kissed me. A tender, loving, caring kiss of a concerned lover.
"I love you Zen, really love you. I know it's wrong, but we will have to learn to live with our love."
A thought broke through my warm fuzzy feelings.
"You know Yuli, nothing has actually changed these last three days."
"What, like what?"
"We have been living with our love for each other for years. We know how to live with our love, it just comes naturally. It's just that we are being more honest about it. Naming it for what it is."
"And expressing it physically."
"How can that be wrong? Honesty and integrity in our feelings for each other."
"I know, but it's still wrong isn't it?"
"Maybe... you asked what have I done to you to make you feel bad. No, I don't accept that. It's what have you done to me, Yuli, that makes me feel so fucking good."
"I know your arm hurts, but maybe we can make lemonade from this time. Like really take the time to explore each other, emotionally and physically. Zen, please enjoy me helping you, caring for you, loving you through this. Accept that I've loved you forever. I mean, more than as my big Brother. I've so wanted to say that to you. To honestly say, I love you. You're right, I've lived with these feelings, like forever. I've also lived, like you, with the guilt that comes from the sexual stuff I've done thinking about you."
She kissed me as I was about to say something.
"Shhh, let me finish. Yes, I've masturbated to you nearly every day. When I'm sewing my costumes I'm sewing them for you, so you can see how sexy I am. I'm very jealous of Yuja, as she has had your heart.
"Can I ask you something Zen, when you masturbate is it Yuja or Yuli you think about?
"It used to be Yuja, like when I first learnt that I could spank the monkey. But fuck it's Yuli that makes me cum. Like I can't cum unless I'm picturing you in my head. It's my Sister I love."
"Let me take you to bed."
"I don't think..."
"Not in that way, settle Wang. But we both need to sleep. You will find it hard enough to get comfortable without me in your bed. But I can at least change you."
She helped me up.
"Give me five, I need to find out if I can wipe my own bottom."
It was hard, but I managed. I had trouble pulling my shorts back up, so I let them drop.
Yuki knocked. "Can I come in?"
"Yes, nothing you're not seen before."
"Sexy."
She grabbed my naked butt.
"I hope this is clean."
"So do I. Fuck I'll need a shower sometime."
"Goody."
"Wicked."
I was struggling to get toothpaste on my brush.
"Yuli, playing with Wang is not helping."
"Oops, my bad, my very very bad," she giggled.
She stood behind me and took my toothbrush.
"Let me."
We were in fits of laughter as she tried to clean my teeth. Her groin and spare hand were taking liberties with my body. I felt her nipples, hard, pressed to my back. Wang was trying to make out with the basin.
When Yuli loaded her toothbrush, I took over and helped her. Wang was happier, as he was pressed into the soft flesh of my sister's bottom. It was hard though, as I kept bumping my arm in its sling on her, and I was definitely not left-handed. Somehow we both managed to get our teeth done. Yuli led me to my room using Wang as a hand grip.
"I love how he is so hard underneath and so soft, silky, hot and slidy over that hard core."
She sat me on the edge of the bed. Retrieving fresh boxers from my drawers she knelt to put them on.
"Do you need to cum before you sleep?"
I nodded.
"Then allow me."
She took Wang lovingly in her hands and started manipulating him. I could tell she was learning. Her eyes were riveted on the action. My precum started flowing and she rubbed this around my glans.
Her left hand disappeared into her panties and returned covered in her slippery fertile juices.
"Fuck" I screamed as the sensations of her lubrication overwhelmed me. Such a sexy, erotic act.
"Quiet." She pulled off her panties and held them under my nose. They were wet, very wet. With her fingers, she began to feed them into my mouth.
"Suck on these while I blow you. You don't want to wake Mum."
She started licking and sucking my glans into her mouth.
"Cum in my mouth this time. I'll swallow, we can't have you slipping again."
With that, my sister got busy giving me pleasure beyond words. Not that I could say anything. Her panties and their embedded flavours added pleasure by a factor of ten.
"Fuck," I screamed internally as I blasted cum down my Sister's throat. Satisfied, she swallowed and slowly withdrew her panties from my mouth. It was certainly a flavoursome kiss that followed.
"Let's take off your shirt and tuck you in."
Yuli put her head on my naked chest and sighed contentedly.
"I'm going to love taking care of you."
"Thank you, I love you Little Sister."
I stroked her short black silky hair and fell into a deep post-cum sleep.
I woke to fingers running through my hair and brushing it away from my eyes. I had that typical Asia bad boy unkept longish black hair do.
"So cute when you're asleep. You always were." I heard her sigh, almost groan.
My sheet was wrapped around my groin tight holding my hard Wang close to my body. Wang was taking advantage of it I'm sure.
"That's nice," I groaned coming out of sleep into wakefulness.
"How's your arm?"
"Aching, I need Panadol."
"Yes, you are cute when you're asleep Zen.
"Mum!!!" I died on the spot. "Sorry, that's something Yuli would say, I thought you were her."
"I agree with her. I loved watching you sleep as a little boy."
She chuckled. "Just checking on my young man before I go to work. I'll get the medication. The doctor prescribed something a bit stronger than Panadol. Have it now and the next one when I get home, you can have Panadol at lunchtime if you need it as well."
"Thanks, Mum."
She kissed my forehead. "Don't let a Yuli run rings around you. You know how doting she gets. This will be a terrific excuse to smother you."
I grinned, "I'll cope, I actually love my little sister. She is good company, I'll just make her my slave."


"Just don't abuse her good nature."
"Ok, Mum. "
She ruffled my hair. "You're a fine-looking young man but perhaps you need to be in more than just boxers during the day."
She kissed my forehead again and left.
I looked at Wang. Thank god he was well covered with half the sheet. It was good that Mum hadn't seen his morning wood state. Then I remembered going to sleep with Yuli's head on my chest, after she gave me an awesome blow job. Fuck, I'm glad she had the sense to go to her room.
Fuck, that was, wow, my sister blew me, ok twice now. But that time was not as hurried as in the car. Wang was now screaming at me. I figured I really needed a piss.
Pissing with a hard-on is hard. Doing it with one arm in a sling, and in pain, was nearly impossible. Trying to point a stiff boner at the bowl and let down at the same time. My boxers were on the ground around my ankles soaking in piss overspray. Normally, in this situation, I put my other hand on the wall, so I can lean over for a better angle.
I managed, sort of, managed to piss on the seat and on the floor. "Thanks Wang," I said as he went down after the event. "You could have made that easier." I went out to find a floor mop.
Yuli saw me coming up the stairs with the mob. Again. I was sans boxers.
"Where are you going with that?"
"I sort of pissed on the bathroom floor."
"Zen! Boys and their aim."
"Kind of hard to hit the bowl when you are as hard as a rock with morning wind, and only have one arm."
"I'll hold him for you next time."
"Thanks, he will only be harder."
"Why were you hard?
"Morning wood, plus I kept thinking of how you put me to sleep. Random thought, Wang wanted me to ask, Do you really like the taste of sperm?"
"I know it's a disgusting degrading term, but I could readily become a cum slut for your spermies. Yours tastes sort of sweet. Not that I've tasted anyone else's. The opinion of the girls at school was divided on that one. You know you're naked?"
"Yeah, lost my pants in the mess."
Yuli took the mop, "I'm doing this."
She went into the bathroom.
"Fuck Zen, you did miss. I'm washing the floor."
She went out and returned with a bucket of warm soapy water.
"Get in here."
I followed sheepishly.
"Before I get the mop pissy, I'm going to give you a sponge bath. Stand."
She grabbed a clean washer and dunked it in the water. She started at my groin.
"Fuck I can't help myself Zen. I've got Adonis in front of me, I'm doing the lot."
She ran the washer up my abs, under my armpits. I held the sling and arm alway. Then she washed my neck, my other arm, down my back, legs and finally back up to my bottom.
"In case there is shit," she giggled. Her finger even cleaned the rim of my arsehole.
Wang was in his own heaven. I mean his own heaven, as he was back in my Sister's mouth.
"I promised Mum, I wouldn't abuse you as my slave."
"You're not. I love this."
She started taking me deeper, fighting her gag point.
"Yes!" she gasped as she pulled back. "Cum on my face Big bro, I've got to wash the floor anyway."
She went back to sucking Wang in. My left hand held her head. Yuli's back hand re-found the ring she rimmed and I came big time. First, I sent a load down her throat, but she pulled back and aimed me at her face, Spurt after spurt covered her beautiful face and grinning smile.
My Sister licked Wang clean and gave him a final wash. Then she pushed me to a small linen box to sit on. She grabbed a towel and wiped me dry.
"You sit there while I clean up."
"Be careful you don't slip. Another broken arm might be hard to explain."
Naked and still dripping sperm, she washed the whole bathroom floor. Then put the bucket in the bath.
Just sit there and enjoy the show Big Brother.
She stripped, throwing her dryish clothes into the hallway, then turned on the shower.
"Sorry, but I've got to get off yet. I want you to watch me masturbate."
My God, it was sexy, if I didn't have a plaster I would have joined her. Wang was giving a standing ovation, even though he had just been drained. Yuli's hands brought herself to multiple climaxes. First with her eyes closed sighing my name, encouraging me to fuck her harder as her finger slammed into her pussy. Then realising I was watching, my Sister came twice looking into my eyes, and my eyes only, as she encouraged me to take her.
The final time, dripping wet, she carefully came to me, and put my towel on the floor to stand on. My good hand she grabbed in hers and thrust one of my fingers into her pulsing pussy to finish the job.
"Yes Zen, fuck just there. Cumming!" she screamed.
She finished with a kiss and went back in the shower, to wash away the copious fluids that dribbled down her inside thighs.
"We should get dressed. You are too tempting Big Brother."
She dressed me first, then took her gorgeous naked body into her room to do the same.
I fell back on my bed. God this was only the second day. And I was so fucking happy.
Yuli has been working away in the kitchen and invited me down for breakfast.
"We have waffles, and ice cream with berries and fruit."
"For breakfast?"
"I have to give you energy, I thought, sweet breakfasts are the thing."
"Not too many like this, I'm not going to get as much exercise as I normally do with one arm." I held out my wing. "You don't want a fat Zen."
She saw me struggling to cut the waffles and immediately cut them up, then with ice cream, fed them to me.
"Might as well peel my grapes as well."
"I'm not your slave."
"Look we have to talk about Mum."
"Look we have to talk about Mum."
We said in unison.
"You first,"
"No, you first"
"No, you."
I knew I couldn't win that with my sister, so I started.
"This morning I was asleep."
"I know, you looked so cute wrapped in your sheet loincloth."
"You saw me?"
"Yes, I was enjoying you, but I heard Mum come up the stairs so I scaddadled."
"Well she came in and ran her fingers through my hair, like gentle and caring, I thought it was you. In my dream, you were... well I was hard.. and you were..."
"Go on."
"Riding me like Bo Derek, except gentle and slow. I think I was fucking that sheet Wang was very caught in."
"My God, did she catch you humping the sheet?"
"I don't think so, but she said quote: 'So cute when you sleep, always were.' Then she groaned like you do. I thought it was you. I started coming out of sleep. I groaned, more sighed, That's nice. She was still absentmindedly running her fingers through my hair.
"I was fully expecting a kiss from you at this point, and if my arm was right, I would have dragged you in."
"But you still didn't think it was Mum?"
"Why would I? I hadn't opened my eyes. Then she asked how my arm was. I said I needed Panadol and she said again, 'Yes you are cute when you're asleep Zen.' Like she was agreeing with the first time she said it or she had been ogling my body all this time. That's when I knew it was her, not you."
"So what happened next?"
"I was shocked. I told her I thought she was you, Yuli. I said, it was something you would say. The next bit was sort of weirder. She said she agreed with you about me being cute asleep."
"Was that all?"
"She knows you dote on me, and you might smother me with that doting. She knows you love me, Yuli, I'm sure, I mean more than sisterly."
"I told her that was ok, because I really love my little Sister. That's when I jokingly said I'll just make you my slave. She said, Just don't abuse her good nature. Like, not go crook on me, or anything, just like accept her smothering me with love."
"Fuck, that's like big. It sort of matches our conversation."
"She was leaving but she sat at the table. I was preparing breakfast. I'll try and repeat the conversation."
"Zen is going to need a lot of help."
"It's okay Mum, I don't mind at all."
"I know dear but, maybe more than you think. I'll go to a chemist and get some tape and plastic sleeves to keep his arm dry. But he will need help showering."
We looked at each other, like you or me questions in our eyes.
"I might need you to do that," she was a bit flustered. "I have a very busy period at work at the moment, a few big contracts to tie up."
"It's okay Mum, I can, I can do it."
"Thanks, it may not be easy." I didn't tell her I was getting wet at the thought.
"What next, I can tell there is more?"
"Then she added. You know boys, men, have needs?"
"Needs?"
She raised her eyebrows, "he might need help with them."
"Oh, you mean..." I was fidgeting.
"In our ancient culture, it was a woman's duty to take care of the needs of the menfolk."
"Even the... sisters."
She bowed her head and I think she might have had memories. "Especially their brothers, if they have needs." She almost whispered this.
We were quiet for a while while I digested this.
"And if there is no sister?" I asked.
"Then it is a mother's duty."
"Do you... wait on Yuli... do you think..."
"I'm not sure what I think...."
"Do you think this morning in my room she was like thinking she might have to... what is it... service me?"
"Shit. But that would explain the relief she felt when I said I'd look after you."
"So, what we did after?"
"Yes, it's like she gave me permission to do that, like it was my duty. But I tell you it was no duty. Fuck I wanted that too."
"Fuck."
"I'm not sure she meant that far, but maybe."
"Oh, I remember one last thing, aside from kissing me on the forehead twice. She advised I perhaps wear something other than boxers around the house because I was a fine-looking young man. I thought she meant to protect you, but maybe she was finding this mean lean fucking machine irresistible."
"I know what she means. Wait is that how you think of your body?"
"It's become a mantra."
"But you mean you have had girls before?" She looked worried.
"No Yuli dearest, I'm hoping you will be my first."
She beamed at that.
"Whether Mum likes it or not, I think she just gave us permission."
"Yuli!"
"Well, I can always say that's what I thought she said, too late now, that sort of thing."
"We need you to get on contraception fast."
"What about Dad?"
"Where was he this morning?"I asked.
"He's been away for two nights, otherwise he would have been at the Hospital."
"But..."
" Did you bang your head when you fell?"
"I don't think so."
"Conference, Melbourne, ring a bell."
"Is that now?"
"He left Saturday evening, while we were on the date."
"That's right, I don't think it was my fall that made me forget, unless falling for my very sexy sister is the excuse. Shit, you have me in a dopermine-induced happy fog right now."
"I think I need to play the piano, I want to practice that Ravel, see how it goes."
I tried to use my iPad for social media to let a few people know I was armless, sort of. But it was too hard, so I rang them instead. I then rang the Maths department to let them know I might have trouble completing stuff for the next few weeks. Uni hadn't really restarted yet, but it would be full swing very soon. Then I sat on the lounge and watched my sister play.
After thirty minutes it struck me, her playing was much better. She switched to the Rachmaninoff No. 2.
"Fuck Yuli, you nailed those first thirty bars, what happened?" She stopped when she tripped up.
"I guess I'm happy, really happy. I'm just letting the music come out."
"Here is a challenge for you. That deep boom beat at the beginning, pretend it's my heart, the right hand you. Pretend you are making love to me. Playing with Wang with that tricky left hand."
"Ok." She stopped and thought like she was playing it in her mind.
Then boom, it was so beautiful, she kept getting lost in the magic of the music but never lost her place. I felt her fingers on the keys as if they were on my body.. She stopped at the first major orchestral change. Tears were running down her cheeks. She turned looked at me then raced into my arms, crying.
"Zen, I get it, I knew I knew the notes. Like but couldn't put it together, I was always worried with every boo boo. I mean I played for you, I always tried to play for you. But... but... Now it's I have permission to play you. To play with you, to make love with my fingers and it's good."
I kissed her.
"I want to try the end."
"Really, that is the big one, the climax."
She only played the last twelve bars. It wasn't perfect but it was spectacularly better than anything she had ever played.
Yuli stopped deep in thought.
"Zen, do you think Yuja practices naked? Is that why she wears as little as possible?"
"It gives her arms freedom of movement. I don't know but I'd like to see you play naked."
Immediately Yuli flung her clothes away and bowed to the Audience.
Then she started, stopped. "Sing the orchestra bits for me if you can."
Then she was into it. She made it through the first movement, the whole first movement. I watched that delightful tush lift off the seat as she moved to the top or bottom register. She almost rode my imaginary penis in the dramatic bits. I knew she was fucking me through the music. I saw her fluids coat the piano stool. As she drew to the end of the first movement, I stood behind her giving orchestra stuff as I could. She hit the crescendo, I wrapped my hand around and grabbed her pussy in the final cords, and she came. She came instantly with the Rach.
I was so fired up when she finished, I spun her on the stool, kissed her briefly, then on my knees buried my face in her vulva. I attacked her with my tongue. Yes, I bumped my arm. Yes, it hurt like fuck. But I ate her out like a man possessed. Her arms flung sideways on the keys and thumped her climax in deep visceral chaotic base tones, the upper registers mimicked her shrill screams.
Then my Sister squirted all over me: Over the stool, over the floor. Thank god the piano was on the polished wood section.
"Cleanup in isle two. Cleanup in the Rachmaninov section." I intoned. It was only lunchtime and the floors and I were getting a second wash for the day. I was running out of boxer shorts.
"Next time," my very naked sister said from her hands and knees under the piano, "I'm going to sit on a towel. But from now on, I'm practising the piano nude."
"What about all your outfits?"
"They are for performances for Mum and Dad, for you I'm naked."
"Can I take photos?"
"Abso-fucking-lutely. Zen, where did you learn to eat pussy like that?"
"On my knees, at the piano stool." I was wincing.
"My God. Did you hurt your arm?"
"Shit yes, but worth the pain."
"So couch and more Miranda?"
"I think that's best. But please, can you do our sex washing, it must smell like a brothel in here."
"I'll open the windows as well. Then cook something really smelly like garlic."
"Won't we taste of garlic down there, both of us?"
"I'll cook it, but we won't eat it."
"Smart thinking."
Yuli made us steak sandwiches for lunch. Then after she put the washed clothes in the dryer, we sat on the couch and we fell asleep in each other's arms, watching a random game show. I had my head in her lap and Yuli reclined on extra cushions," tapping bolero on my face.
"So cute, you two are so cute."
Our Mother woke us. We were wise not to continue our sexcapades into the afternoon.
"Has Yuli been looking after you Zen?"
I smiled as I remembered how well.
"I don't know if brilliantly covers it, but I have been pampered."
"Are you in pain?"
"It's a dull achy pain, I had Panadol at lunch."
"I'll get your other medicine now."
"I refused to peel grapes for him, but I satisfied every other wish Mum."
"You're such a good Sister."
"She even gave me a sponge bath, a bit embarrassing, but we survived."
"He was getting stinky."
"I'm pleased. Thanks for saving me that job. Oh, I picked up shower sleeves, and waterproof tape. The Chemist suggested waiting till day four to use them."
"I'm going to get out of my work clothes, I don't feel like cooking tonight. Did you cook garlic today, Yuli?"
"I made us steak sandwiches."
"What about Chinese then?"
"I doubt I can manage chopsticks, Mum. How about a range of dumplings, and maybe a soup?"
"Sounds perfect."
"Mum can I take Zen for a drive to our favourite place to select and pick them up. I think he needs to get out."
"I'd like that, what time is it?" I asked.
"Nearly six."
"What! We have been asleep for nearly four hours?"
"Maybe afterwards you can do a concert for us, Yuli."
In the car, Yuli asked me what dress she should wear.
"How about the Brahms Two,"
"You know that's basically a brown one-piece stretchy and see-through with sequin coverings."
"Yes, I love the way it hugs your body."
"I'll have to put a tampon in. But how can I play it like I did the Rach today?"
"It's a stately second movement, pretend you're flirting with me. Being hard to get, then tender, then running away, then gentle, then getting more passionate.
The orchestra is trying to ravish you by tempting you. In the second movement you resist my advances, but end up seducing me."
"You know I won't resist later."
"Later is the third movement, best left for when Mum is in bed."
When we got home Mum greeted me with a kiss and told me to wait in the dining room, the girls would sort the dishing up.
The dining room had candles lit and a tablecloth for more worthy food than dumplings required. Mum had already started on a white wine. What was surprising though, was how she was dressed. Mum was in a rather sexy form-fitting chiffon dress that had a low-cut neckline and flowed off the waist in loose flowing folds. It was clear she had no bra on. Her size was more like Yuja's as she didn't need the padded inserts. I almost gasped.
"Mum you look wonderful, what's the occasion?"
"Oh this old thing, I've not worn it since I was your age. Can't a woman feel sexy now and again? I sort of miss your Dad, I have needs too."
My God what was she implying?
Yuli came in, her dress hugging her slimmer form.
"Can I get a photo of my two favourite women before we eat? You both look stunning."
Even taking a photo left-handed on a phone was hard. Eventually, I rested the phone on the table and this gave the shot some sexy lighting with the candle close. The girls, with arms around each other, were romantically lit.
"I need a remote trigger for my right hand. I could manage then."
"I'll find you one," Yuli volunteered.
I used my fingers for the dumplings and managed the soup without too many misses. The noodles at the end Yuli fed to me.
Mum stood and moved behind me, then ran her fingers through my hair.
"Your Brother is a very handsome young man."
I tilted my head back to look at her. Fuck my hair buried itself in her cleavage. Wrong move. But she held me there, nestled me there. She looked into my eyes.
"Zen, you remind me of my Brother. When he was your age, he got sick, very sick."
"Is this Uncle Ben who died?"
"Yes, I had to care for him, look after his needs. Not that I minded, in fact they were some of the best memories of my late teens." Her fingers still caressed my hair and face. "Yuli is a lucky Sister."
I think it was the candlelight. Across the table, Yuli was looking jealous.
"Look after Zen for me Yuli, like I did Ben."
She seemed to shake herself out of the memories.
"It was your father who rescued me from my sadness. He replaced what I had lost and gave me you two."
"He's coming home tomorrow isn't he?" Yuli asked.
"Yes, your Father and I are very passionate together."
"So we will hear the Bolero then," Yuli giggled.
Mum looked at her.
"No, but expect Rachmaninov's Second Piano Concerto to be played loud. It's even better.


"You looked shocked Zen. Your Mother has needs too. I will wait until your Father comes home. It's always better," she said as she gathered our plates, "when we have been apart for a while. The reunion I mean."
She left the room for the kitchen.
Mum appeared to be implying that she sexually satisfied Uncle Ben's needs when she was our age. But she and Dad were together then I'm sure, when Uncle Ben died. I know I was born before they got married. Mum must have taken comfort in Dad's arms during that time. Dad was close to Ben also. They were best buddies at University. Fuck, was Mum fucking Ben and Dad at the same time? If that's what she meant by look after he needs.
"It's a lot to think about isn't it Zen. Wow." Yuli looked at me with love. "I know how she felt."
"Yes, but I'm not dying."
"Thank God."
Mum appeared with a tray and the ingredients for her favourite Gin and Tonic.
"I think we should retire to the piano room. I love that my children can both now drink with me. It's not healthy to drink alone."
"Are you ready Yuli?" I asked.
I put my good arm around her as we moved to the other room.
"I'm so turned on. I'm ready to seduce you with Brahms."
Mum was busy mixing drinks. She handed us a glass each.
"A toast before you play."
"Not too much alcohol Mum, I'll be worse than normal."
I was starting to wonder if the alcohol and my pain meds were a good idea. I was feeling a bit lightheaded.
Mum raised her glass. "To Family, may we grow ever closer."
I raised mine, "To Sisters, that love their brothers."
I could tell Mum was getting teary. I decided to push it further.
"To family, who look after the needs of their brothers, when they are sick." I toasted.
"To Ben." Yuli followed, "and to Mum and Dad who loved him until death stole him from us."
"I remember the nights when the three of us would lie in bed at night. They were special sharing times. My men loving me. Me loving them. Perhaps I've said too much. It is the alcohol perhaps, but you are adults now, perhaps you need to know. I loved my Brother Yuli. It is why I love watching you two together, so close. Never be afraid to sleep in your Brother's arms.
"That said I need to leave early in the morning. I won't disturb you. I have work to do before I pick your Father up."
We were stunned. Silent in the confession.
"Music Yuli, before I give myself a hangover drowning in memories."
Yuli approached the piano. She put her hand on the polished black wood. It was a Baby Grand Piano, it was Uncle Ben's. He was by reputation a talented, up-and-coming, concert pianist before he got sick."
"You don't mind if my Son holds me while you play Yuli?"
"Of course not Mum. It's cute."
Mum settled into my left side. I needed to put the gin down though. My arm was over her shoulder.
My Sister bowed deeply, then sat at the piano. She technically knew this Brahms second movement well. Just never played it well. I watched as she started silently preparing her mind with the memories of notes.
Softly her hand found position and she took us into the music. Seducing us, her fingers made no mistakes. Her passions played the drama of lovers we talked about. It was beautiful.
My Mum, pressed to my side, was surrogate to the feelings I had for my Little Sister playing seductively for us. Wang was totally immersed in the moment. Our Mother put her hand on my thigh, high enough to promise crossing lines, which she did not cross. My upper arm likewise dangled my hand precariously close to grasping the Oedipus moment. Together the three of us were bound in the magic of the movement.
I could not believe the transformation of Yuli's skills. At the end, before the applause, there was silence broken only by our mother's tears.
She picked up her gin and took a healthy mouthful.
"The piano has not sung like that since my Ben played it. Thank you Yuli. I am going to bed with my memories. No more piano tonight. Look to your Brother's needs Yuli, and thanks for the gift of tonight, both of you."
Mum turned to me and kissed me on the lips tenderly. Not long, but enough, no, too much. Then she rose and held Yuli, she whispered something in her ear and they giggled. But I could tell Yuli was shocked. My sister took me to my room, turning off lights as she went.
"My God Zen," she said as she flung herself on my bed. "Fuck! So much to think about, and Zen, that playing I don't know where it came from."
"Your soul Yuli. Tonight your soul and your love played, not your technique and your hatred of practice."
Slowly Yuli undressed me. Wang was paying attention. Sequins are sexy on stage, but they scratch on the skin when moved against their grain. I put my one hand down and slowly returned the favour. My sister helped with the other side and the fabric released the nudity that it had hidden.
"I need help at the toilet Sister dearest."
She giggled. "My turn to point Percy at the Porcelain."
"Careful, Wang will get jealous."
Yuli bent and kissed Wang's head.
"No he won't. He loves me and I love him. If anything he will get jealous of Zen, my Big Brother, whom I love even more. She stood and wrapped me in a lingering kiss. Her hand took Wang and led us to the toilet.
"How do we even do this?"
I put my good hand on the wall.
"Like this and you bend him down. It may take a while to let down though."
All Wang was producing was precum.
"This is hard, no wonder you missed."
"I normally have to wait till I go a bit soft. Sperm and piss use the same plumbing. They need to do a gentleman's agreement to sort out whose turn it is. I'm obviously too turned on by you holding me."
"I have a better idea."
My sister led me to the shower.
"Just piss in here." She stood behind me and pressed her breasts into my back, her groin into my buttocks.
"Now relax and let it all out."
Her hands held my chest and her lips sucked on my injured arm's shoulder blade.
It was erotic to say the least, but I could feel the change of the guard in my loins. My hand reached for and turned on the shower slowly. We were well out of the spray zone. Flowing water always helps.
I'm let down and my urine, unhindered by my hard-on rose, before falling to the drain. Yuli reached around and held me. Gently she played fireman with my hose.
"God, Big Brother, I can feel the flow through your skin."
I was very full, so it took a while to drain me. At the end, I made my body spurt the last bit, as if I was coming. When you piss with a hard-on it can be like that, like a mini orgasm.
My sister took a cloth and lovingly cleaned my genitals.
"He is going in my mouth next, I doubt I'm ready for the full piss sex experience. I doubt I will ever be."
I put my hand down to feel my sister's wetness and found a string.
"Stay there." Carefully I knelt.
Put this leg over my shoulder." Her right over my left, so as not to bump my injured arm.
I looked into her open sex. With my mouth and tongue, I managed to get the white string between my teeth and slowly pull. Pull the little tampon mouse from its hole. Except it was swollen with fluids and the dam behind it disgorged over my face. Yuli's body helped its expulsion from the garden by cumming. She screamed her climax and clutched my head to her pussy. My tongue made sure she received the most from moment by flicking her clit.
After she came down from her climax, my Sister tried to wipe me up with the washer.
"Leave it, I want to sleep with your smells in my brain. Who knows what I'll dream tonight?"
She did wipe herself down though.
"My turn."
She led me to the bed. Wang was as hard as ever, and she worshipped him with her tongue. I was a way off cumming, as the transfer of function always delays my climaxing. So my Sister had time to enjoy herself. I occupied my good hand on her nipple and my plastered fingers tousled in her hair, which rested, with her head, on my lower groin.
I started groaning and thrusting up into her willing mouth, when I glimpsed a movement. In the mirror, I saw a figure in the shadow of the door. Fuck our Mother was watching. It turned me on more. I had figured she actually approved and encouraged my needs being met. But it was clear she was meeting her own needs. Her hand was thrust under her nightie which was bunched at her waist. Her genitals were devoid of hair.
That was enough, I tipped over the edge of lust and screamed cumming as I came down my sister's throat. The figure in the mirror clutched the door frame and came with me. My climax did not quite stop me from hearing my mother's stifled cry. My Sister was too busy coping with my powerful jets of sperm to notice.
"Fuck you almost drowned me Zen. Wow, what brought that on?"
The last thing I remember seeing was my mother smiling at me as she retreated. She knew I saw.
"Yuli, what did Mum whisper to you back then?"
She turned and nestled into me.
"She said, that her Brother took her virginity, and she took his."
We rested in that shared knowledge.
"Mum watched tonight, as you met my needs just then. She was in the doorway."
Yuli giggled, "Well we did forget to shut the door. Fuck really, that's so... sexy. I'm sleeping naked with you tonight."
She rose, leaned over me and fed a breast to my mouth as she turned off the bed lamp.
"This changes everything."
"We are sorting your contraception tomorrow, but until you're safe we had better wait."
"Pity, I want you in me."
"So does Wang."
"I love you Zen."
I love you as much and more, Yuli."
We drifted off to sleep, my hand on my Sister's sweet bottom and her hand cupping our now flaccid Wang.
...............................
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...
I woke with my little Sister cradled in my armpit. Her slow sleep breath passed over my hard nipple. Her nudity was a thing of beauty. Her transition to full womanly hips was not yet complete. Her breasts were fleshing out enough to provide a nice feel in my cupped palm.
It was dawn and I heard our Mother in the Kitchen. I assumed she had not ventured back up here. I put myself in her eyes at the door. Yes, we would have been cute. But naked we should have been met with the fury of a 'normal' mother for our incestuous activity. But instead, she had brought herself to sexual heights, watching her adult children take their pleasure together.
I tried to imagine Mum, Dad and Uncle Ben, who existed only in photographs, lying as we were. Innocent in the morning, but the devil at night.
Three lovers' bodies intertwined, it was a powerful image feeding the imagination of my still young mind.
"I know Wang," I whispered. "I want to do something first."
Carefully I extracted my body from my Sister's. She groaned at my absence, but fell back into her sleep.
I wanted to ignore Wang, but left to make use of the shower before returning to stop at the doorway. Fuck it was a good view.
The sound of the garage door and the car starting brought me back to the present. My turn to worship my Sister's body. I started with caresses, simple long strokes, but not tickles. Over her torso, up to her breasts, then down to her thighs. My tongue trailed in its wake, like a submarine tailing a ship. My bad arm ached, but I cared not. I was mainly doubled over, my stomach muscles, I guess they are abs, taking the strain of the lack of support for this activity. Finally, my tongue found its way to the source of my Sister's secretions and their aromas.
Her legs parted to allow me in. I knew she was waking. My Sister's hand encouraged my head to press towards its goal. I fell to my left, her right leg followed my fall, desperate to maintain the intimate contact of my lips.
"Watch my arm," I warned. "Right over."
She was now in the recovery position. I was almost smothered and may soon need that position myself. But I found an air hole that allowed me to feast and breathe. We were like writhing snakes on the white sheets. I sealed my lips on her open vagina and blew a blast of hot air into her.
She screamed into the pillow.
My mouth drank the resulting fluids, and as if by royal command, my tongue followed to seek out more. I felt Yuli's hand reach and stimulate her clit to keep her climax rolling.
Again she washed my face in love: Then collapsed. Maybe blacked out. I extracted myself and used her naked fulsome bottom as my pillow and support. I heard her gentle breathing. She was asleep once more.
While I stayed still, my imagination played with me. Wang was full mast, but I couldn't reach him, wedged as he was against My Sister's thigh. I imagined all the positions of love I wanted to try with her.
My generation was not without the tutelage of visual aids. Internet porn was the source of all knowledge and often the only knowledge. Males were finding fewer practical pathways to experiment with and experience love. Particularly the nerdy ones. My maths department was full of virginal males with zero dating experience. Once upon a time, there were youth groups and blue light discos. Today it was the Raves that gave false views of teen sexuality. Free love wasn't love, when party drugs decided for you that anyone and everyone was fair game to feed your narcissistic urges.
The more silent majority of us youth suffered the fears of rejection and retreated to the safety of self-flagellation, I mean masturbation. Metaphorical flagellation surrounded by the guilt of our fantasies. Mine was sister incest, which had suddenly become reality forged in experiences. I fully expected the guilt to return. But with our Mothers' tacit and not so subtle approval, I hoped I would stave off those self-beatings.
"Has Mum left?"
"Yes, all clear?"
"To be fair I don't understand the world I've woken into." Yuki intoned in perfect Miranda modulation.
"Bare with.." She went to say something,
"Bare with...
"Bare with..." she intoned,
"And Back... No nothing."
"Neither do I, except I'm the luckiest incest sister loving dude on the planet at the moment. You're naked in my arms and I'm taking you to sort out contraceptives this morning, so we can spend our lives fucking bareback risk-free."
"I might want babies."
"Well, until you want babies, seriously, we are too young right now."
"So was Mum."
"True."
Yuli paused. She looked at me. Like seriously studied my features. She shook her head.
"Nothing, forget it, you are so handsome. Do you want me to make you cum here or in the shower? Like look after your needs, Wang is so red."
"He's been demandy for a while. But shower please or at least the shower room."
My Sister helped me up and disappeared to relieve herself. I went to the kitchen, where I took my pain meds and grabbed a bottle of avocado oil. This stuff was the bomb for masturbating. Soap just caused the skin on my frenulum to start bleeding. Fuck that's painful.
Yuli looked at me, very interested in my intentions.
"Zen, not in my arse please, I want you in me first before the back door and even then I don't think I want that."
I laughed, "Sorry, that was not what I was thinking, I gave another idea."
"Tell me, so I'm not surprised."
"Have you heard of a thigh gap fuck."
"No, what's that?"
"I put my penis between your legs, so my length rubs on your pussy lips but I don't go in you."
"Oh shit, yes please."
I opened the bottle.
"Oil up Wang, Sister dearest."
Fuck me, it was different to my hands and their fantasies. I stood in front of her and my penis slid along her lips.
"Oh, that's good. I like it."
"So do I, but my arm gets bumped between us this way. Take off my sling, it needs a wash anyway. Then turn and put your hands on the wall, bottom out toward me."
I grabbed the oil and dripped copious amounts down her back. I then spread this with my free hand.
"Yuli, you have the most delectable derriere I've ever had the pleasure to grope."
She slapped my thigh.
" I mean see, all porn included."
"Better, now fuck me, thigh fuck me to be absolutely clear."
Wang weaselled his way into my sister's gap. For her part she pressed tight on him, surrounding him with her magical flesh. I needed more oil. I even dribbled more into her bum crack.
"Stop playing Zen, fuck me."
Obligingly I started a fast slow movement along her slit. Then I started to thrust out the bolero. Yuli started humming it, to be fair we started halfway through the score. I joined hers, as our voices orchestrated, and my groin slapping became the snare.
I bit my lip as I tried to hold on, but to no avail. I came, coating her outer lips and the tiles in front of her with my sperm. My sister did the honour of cumming with me.
"You should clean up your mess before those swimmers get loose in my tunnel."
It was an oily spermy mess my tongue attacked.
She came again. And I grinned up at her.
"I need a good wash. I'm covered in oil."
"So am I."
"I have an idea."
It was a walk-in shower. I held my plastered arm on the outside of the glass, at my shoulder joint. The rest of me was in the shower bay.
"Ready, just use the portable shower head."
My sister set the temperature, as hot as she could bear. Oil needed a helping hand.
"Fuck that's nice Yuli. I've missed a normal shower."
"Nothing normal about showering with your Sister, Bro."
"I guess, particularly if she has your Wang bathed in soap."
"I will need you to clean my oily back Zen, and my bum crack."
"There are not many more things I'd prefer to do, sexy."
"Concentrate," she said as my hands started getting distracted. "I want my contraception and I need it now."
"You do realise we might have to wait a month for the pill to be safe."
We both groaned at that, but got on with the task of de-oiling our bodies. Yuli dressed me. She was in a rush now.
"This place, will it be open now?"
"Let's find out."
"You need to drive though."
"Back to the Uni in city peak hour, fuck."
"I normally take buses at this time."
"How about we stop somewhere local for breakfast and a coffee? Then catch a bus to Redfern."
"Much better idea."
"There is a coffee shop near Centennial Park, that my girlfriends always brag about. We can park there for three hours free, it shouldn't be crowded on Monday morning. Then bus from there."
"The place I'm thinking of is between the Uni and Redfurn so it may be bus, train. Are your friends likely to be at the coffee shop?"
"No, they all work."
"I just don't want to share you with anyone else just yet. And we are both so giddy-happy, people will say we're in love."
"That should be a song."
"It is dummy!"
"Don't go correcting me." I sang.
"Don't start, I won't get that one out of my head."
"I think we are going to have to be careful, Yuli."
"I get it but why, what makes you say that?"
"I'm at risk of drowning in my lusts, of getting so physical that I forget things like family, manners, right from wrong. All I'm thinking about is, what position I want to try, counting cums, zoning out on your naked body in between."
My Sister was lost for a moment in thought.
"I am sort of the same, adding lusting over what Wang will feel like buried in me. But what's so wrong with that?"
"Life. Can it last? Life will go on and when the bubble breaks, likely we will break with it. One of us finds someone else or worse, once the excitement wears off, we seek new excitement, a repeat of the same with a different body."
"Oh!" She thought, "I see. But that doesn't mean we stop now does it?" My Sister was clearly worried.
"No, don't panic too much, but when we get that little pill, the plug of restraint will be lifted. Just like another restraint has sort of been lifted."
"What's that?"
"Parents, most Sib relationships operate under the restraint of being found out. Mum has all but told us directly that she is fine with what we are doing, and she has been encouraging you."
"Like her telling me it's OK for a brother to take a sister's virginity."
"Yes, the Taboo restraint, crossing the line, all barriers to excess."
"And if it's ok with Mum, and I presume Dad, then it's fuck societies' norms, go for it kids."
"Yes, and we might even stand by and watch."
"Which Mum has done already?"
"It's huge isn't it? I can see the drowning in lusts. Zen, would you ever do Mum, like as in fuck her?"
"Or you, Dad?"
"Point taken, I could be tempted."
"Yuli that's the point. We will drown ourselves in lusts if we are not careful. There is not much difference between Mum watching me fuck her daughter, to her sitting on the bed, to you saying to me, 'It's okay, you can see she wants it. Fuck mum, I'll enjoy it. She can eat me out while you do.'"
"Shit, both that's so fucking turning me on as an idea. But remember earlier this week, we were going eeew to the thought of our Parents fucking to the Bolero."
"See, drowning, even at the thoughts."
"What's the solution?"
"At least have some restraints."
It may be embarrassing, but we may need to talk to Mum at least, and say no spying, we want to keep this between you and me."
"Let's get back to this, I want a chance to think it through more."
"So do I. Mum watching you blow me last night was a massive turn on for me. I'm not sure I even want to give up the possibility of fucking Mum yet. I've never thought it, but this is a different liberated Mum to the one we grew up with."
"I guess we have a month to sort this. What do you think about Mum and Uncle Ben? Were they a threesome?"
"It sounds like it."
"Or was it mercy fucking, just looking after needs knowing Ben was dying?"
"I'm wondering who was first? Mum and her brother or Mum and Dad?"
"Or Dad and Ben, best friends with benefits."
"Is Dad Bi? Or was it just sharing?"
"So many questions, hopefully they will share some of the story with us."
"They may not, if we shut them out?"
We finished our breakfast which had gone cold. There were things, possibilities I was thinking about that were so dangerous, I didn't say anything to my Sister. I'm the mathematician and things were not adding up.
Just then the waitress came and started clearing up.
She looked at us.
"I've not heard a conversation like that in here before, perhaps next time, I can show you to a more private space."
"Oh my God," Yuli gasped, "sorry."
"Don't be, I love my own brother so much, I wish I were you. Not only that, but I wish my Brother was as wise as yours. If he ever decided to plough me, fuck I've been hinting long enough, he would probably dump his load, then dump me I'm sure. Why did I have to fall in love with my dumb ass brother?
I spoke up. "Can I give you a guy's perspective?"
She nodded.
"Maybe that's his restraint mechanism. Be the dumb ass, pretend he is oblivious, because his feelings scare the shit out of him. It's an alternative to escaping to the military."
She looked at me, I could tell she was desperate for a solution.
"As a guy what do you suggest I do?"
"Confront him, gently, but with no seduction. Say I need to have a conversation, it might be hard.
"Tell him how you feel, but then make sure you ask him how he feels. Then give him space to process. His first reactions will be knee-jerk, that's ok. Even schedule a sit-down the next day."
"We might have breakfast here later this week. Let us know how you go," Yuli suggested.
"No pressure," then she laughed.
"What's your name?" Yuli asked
"Guinevere."
"The biggest pressure we put on is ourselves. If it goes wrong, at least you will know and can get on with life. If it goes right, it is so worth it."
They hugged, I paid and we went to repark the car before heading to the clinic. Breakfast sort of lingered.
We held hands on the Bus. We kissed a bit on the bus. We were up the back of the bus. I might have got in a quick secret feel. I refrained from groping on the Train. We were like boyfriend and girlfriend on the train.
We arrived and the person at the desk welcomed us.
"You are fortunate there is no line-up now. Are you after the morning-after pill?"
"No contraception."
"Monday morning is full-on morning-after busy, after a busy weekend of mistakes."
"No we have been holding off, it's hard, but it's time we went the whole way."
"If you can just fill this in, happy if you need to be anonymous but the doctor will need to know some medical history. I'm afraid sir, you will need to wait here."
"Look I'll just pop next door for a coffee to wait."
"You'll be buzzing Zen."
"I already am."
Thirty minutes later My Sister burst into the coffee shop.
All done. She was beaming. "Fuck I'm excited they had to do a pregnancy test first just in case."
"Discounting immaculate conceptions then?"
"No dummy. We can have sex straight away."
"What!"
"They suggested waiting three more days just in case there is still an egg waiting around for your spermies, seeing I was on the edge of my fertile time."
"I thought..."
"So did I. Not the pill, an implant."
"Down there," I nodded to her vagina, "I thought IUDs were not the best."
"No, here." She pointed to a small Band-Aid on her inside underarm. "See the little line."
"Under the skin?"
"Yes, that's the implant. Works for at least eighteen months. Needs checking in six just to make sure it's still working. It can last two years, but they suggest eighteen months to be sure not to get pregnant."
"And that's it? No forgetting pills."
"Free to fuck Big Brother, Free to Fuck."
"It's going to be hard to wait the extra three days now."
"Remember what you said about restraint? We can have fun while we wait. How is your arm?"
"Not liking the extra excursion."
"Well, three days before the extra exertion begins. Waiting might be a good thing. Such fun."
"It's a lovely day today Zen, I sort of don't want to waste it."
"How about we go home, get me some painkillers and walk to the beach?"
"Won't that be too much for you?"
"Probably, better than having free rain on my sexy sister's body at home. Being occupied is a valid form of restraint."
"Ooo yes, I have a bikini you haven't seen, Mum either for that matter. Not been game."
"That will test the restraint bit."
Yuli giggled, "I know. I just love teasing you."
We lived two blocks from Coogee Beach, but we rarely utilised it: Read family restrictions, music practice, the whole shebang. I thought of going further to Turramurra. It was a nudist beach, but restraint, and Yuli wanted to show off her new swimsuit. Maybe another day.
"You can't go in the water Zen."
"I'll be happy just watching you frollick."
"You haven't seen the swimsuit yet." She was wearing a beach jacket.
"It is getting late for lunch, how about we buy fish and chips on our way past?"
"How can you keep on affording this?"
"Dad forgot to get his credit card back. He had left before we got home anyway. I messaged him and he gave me permission to use it, if I was entertaining you."
"Cool three days of fun. Such fun."
"He is home today, he will probably want it back."
"Bugger."
Fish and chips at the beach was a rare treat in our family. We sat in the shade, as it was scorching hot in the sun and the sand likewise.
"Sis, you know how we are Chinese, yet Dad is Australian?"
"Surprise me."
"It's just that everything we have ever done is Chinese perspective. Like we are fifth generation for God's sake, speak with an Aussie accent, so why don't we take Dad's side of the Family? We are not immigrants, we can't go back to 'where we come from'. We are dinky die Aussies."
"True, you mean..."
"It's just that everything we do is Mum-oriented? Dad did marry her, but there is not much we know of his side of the family."
"I've always found that strange. We live in a Chinese bubble in this country, just like our grandparents and their grandparents did," Yuli responded.
"So much for integration, there must be a reason. We are the most integrated of anyone in Mum's line. We need to start calling ourselves Australians. My whole image of myself is Chinese. It's built in, yet I don't speak a word of Chinese."
"I get it Zen, my identity is the same, built into my limited understanding, the blinkers of culture. I think we should take this new relationship as a way to move outward."
"Yet, I can see a difficulty Yuli. As we try to keep our sibling relationship quiet, and under wraps, we will become more insular. Society will see us as taboo, and force us from doing just that, being open."
"Do you think it's the racism and early persecution of the Chinese in Australia during the establishment of the White Australia Policy at Federation that made being Chinese taboo, as in intermarrying and stuff. Did that cause the isolation we now know, to keep to ourselves? Fear, and generational long trauma, would be a strong motivator."
"That's right, we learnt about that policy, in year ten I think. You and I know there is still a deep racism in this multicultural country of ours."
"Do you think that could be the reason, it was a long time ago. I know immigrant communities often stick together when they first arrive. But they normally move on."


"Chinatown is an institution. I know Mum feels most comfortable there," Yuli replied.
"Not surprisingly though, Pópo and Gōnggōng (Grandma and Granddad) ran a restaurant in Hay Street. I'm amazed she was allowed to marry Dad."
"Then we have the mystery of the shared bed with Uncle Ben."
"It's hard to think that Mum would have two dicks in her at the same time."
"Maybe she was wilder than we think."
"The way she got off watching us, maybe 'was' is the wrong verb."
"Kids 'is' horrified again, Zen. Like you said this morning; 'what world have we just woken up in?' Time to show you my new Bikini.
My Sister did a seductive reveal, my jaw dropped, there was not much bikini there.
"Now that's what I call a bikini, just."
It was a hot red satin material. There were two small, no micro, triangles covering her breasts held by a halterneck string and one around the back. Then the bottoms were a glorified G-string. Fuck me, it was a fuck me please bikini.
"Not too brief?"
"Bloody hell yes! But not for me. I love it. Turn.
Shit that string would part a shit in two."
She giggled at that.
"Just never show Mum. Dad would be as hard as nails, use your own judgement there."
"It's good it's Monday, before school's out."
"What do you really think? "
"Wang is giving another standing ovation. Wait on, I recognise that fabric, you made it didn't you? The Yuja hot pants jumpsuit, from the Liszt concerto. Too distracted by the model to realise."
"I'm nervous Zen, I think I went too far."
"Or not far enough, were you short of material?" I laughed.
"I would jump on you, if not for your arm."
"I would protect you from the Bra Boys, but for my arm."
The Bra boys were a scary gang who inhabited the next beach south. Beach mafia who didn't take kindly to Asians or any non-white surfer boy.
"Perhaps this wasn't a good idea."
"Fine on a Monday morning, and not on their beach."
"Can you come paddle with me? I would like to get this wet."
"If you can help me get my shoes and socks off."
"Next time Big Brother, wear thongs."
"Sorry, but I think you are wearing them."
"Very funny." Yuli knelt and undid my shoes.
"Bloody good view though, your beasts, may be small but your nipples are hard, long and pointy. Let's say they are the highlight of that top."
"Or headlights, Big Brother, shining the way."
"Or Budbies, wonderful budbies."
"What are they?"
"A Spike Milligan term for nipples, hard and pointing through clothing. A friend found a book by Spike with words for things that have no words. I've always enjoyed your Budbies. So did Joey."
"What!" She was quiet for a while. "So Joey didn't mind my small tits."
"Not at all, you have always had the best set of Budbies."
We walked hand in hand down toward the rocks at the south end. Then sprinted across the hot sand, to the wet sand. This set Yuli's bum cheeks in delectable motion. She was essentially naked from the rear.
"I want to take some photos, Sis, is that all right?"
She immediately went into a fake modelling set of poses, until I had my phone was actually ready, then she got shy.
I preferred that cute shy look: Tempting innocence. Although the Bikini spoke far from innocent, my Little Sister was all skin.
"Yuli, look over your shoulder at the camera."
I snapped a few shots.
"Let me see?" Yuli pressed her body into mine as she looked.
"You're going to wank Wang to these aren't you?"
"Probably, but not at the moment, you are keeping him well drained."
"I need to get more sun."
As Yuli had not been out in the sun much this summer, her lighter skin was palest against the red fabric but she didn't have the clear bikini lines one might expect.
Then we frollicked and explored at the water's edge. The waves were gentle sets, and at this end of the beach were less dangerous than the other end. This didn't stop Yuli from getting caught by surprise and ending up sitting in the swirling white foam.
I was laughing. My sister was trying to splash me.
"Fuck, sand in my crack!"
"Don't blame the sand, you stuck your crack into it."
She stood.
"Um Sis, you didn't use a lining on that suit did you?"
She looked down.
"It's bloody sexy though."
Her dark black pubic hairs were suddenly clear behind the wet red fabric. As it was, they had been threatening to make an appearance from behind the curtains.
"I have to get out," Yuli said as she tried to cover up.
She raced ahead to gather her beach coat. I enjoyed her sandy bottom once again.
At home, she quickly went to the shower. I put the kettle on. It was late afternoon.
Mum and Dad arrived just as the kettle was boiling. I offered to make cuppas and they slipped into their room with their bags. Consequently, my sister, who didn't know they were home came bursting into the kitchen naked.
"Yuli, stop!"
Too late, Dad copped an eye full as he entered from the other side.
"Yeeek!" Screamed Yuli as she fled. I got to enjoy her retreating butt for the third time today.
"Son I think we need to talk. Does your sister normally parade around naked when we are out?"
"Not normally Dad, it's a new thing."
I think I was as embarrassed as my Sister, as I was left trying to explain.
Dad grinned. "Your Mother told me of some of the goings on while I've been away. Let's take our tea into the den, I'll leave Mum to talk with your Sister."
"So you are not angry?*
Dad laughed, "Maybe turned on a bit, as she looks exactly like your mother at her age."
"I'm sorry, but I'm having trouble coping with the changes. What did you do to our old parents?"
"We haven't changed, it's just that you two grew up. Now that both of you are over eighteen, we can be more open about sexual things."
I was stunned and still silent.
"If it helps, your mum told me about Yuli giving you head."
I hung my head embarrassed and ashamed.
"Wrong reaction Zen. It's ok. Not angry. We had phone sex right after she told me, which was actually ten minutes after she disappeared from the doorway."
"Sorry Dad, but years of training from you two have sort of crumbled up here." I pointed to my head.
"I get it. But you fucking your sister aside..."
"Not fucking, not yet Dad. We just sorted the contraception today."
"I knew we trained you well. Wise move."
"So you're happy for us to be fucking?"
"We have been observing your Sister's infatuation and love for you for years. We are just happy she did nothing until she was eighteen."
"Ok Dad, that said, I have a list of questions."
"Fire away, I'll be as honest as I can."
My mind was going wild trying to sort out what to ask first.
"You were best friends with Uncle Ben. How did that happen?"
"We shared a room for nearly two years of university."
"So that's how you got to know Mum?"
"Yes, as you know, her family is very tight and closed-shop to non-Chinese persons."
"Mum hinted that she shared a bed with the two of you."
Dad nodded. "Before the family knew he was sick, Dai was assigned to look after his needs, so he wouldn't feel the need to have sex with non-Chinese girls."
"Wow, that's sort of sick."
"Not from their very traditional perspective. It was about honouring family, as a family in a diaspora in Australia. With the white Australia policy came isolation. Many long-term Chinese-Australian families were deported in those years. Communities stuck together. Young adults had needs."
"So like Mum suggested to Yuli for me."
"Exactly."
"Ok, how did you know Ben and his sister were fucking?"
"I walked in on them one day."
"Shit."
"They invited me to watch. Ben told me later he figured it was the only way to keep my silence. But then things changed."
"How?"
"Ben got cancer. It's a bit trickier than that, if I'm being honest."
"How, that is already very tricky?
"Well, Ben and I had already played around together. I know more shocks coming, but yes, not gay per se, we were both bisexual."
"So when you said shared a bed, you meant really shared a bed with a brother and sister?"
"Best year of our lives, until it was clear Ben wasn't going to make it, then it became the worst."
"But you had each other, as in Mum and you. But did Mum love you then, or was it the Ben attachment, and her grief?"
"She had been secretly crushing on me since Ben and I started sharing the room. In fact, it was the reverse of what you were suggesting. Ben was duty, and he became a way for her to move outside the strict family expectations. For her, it was an opportunity to be free to love as she wished. But I didn't find this out until after the sprung incident."
"I'm having trouble keeping track, shit it's complicated."
"It is, maybe I will get together with mum and write it down one day. Yuli needs to hear about it as well. Although, Mum is filling her in at the moment also."
"So how did the threesome start?"
"Very quickly, Ben was taking her from the back lying on their sides. Dai invited me to eat her out with Ben still embedded. I couldn't resist tonguing the union of Ben and your Mum. Then she invited me to slip in on top of Ben."
"So both in the same..."
"Vagina yes."
"I bet that stretched her," it's all I could think to say.
"Yes, at first, but it came easier with each session."
"And we are talking about my Mother?"
Dad grinned.
"Do you guys still, you know, have threesomes? Are you still Bi?"
"I don't think one stops being Bi. Oh, your Mother is Bi too, so yes, occasionally."
"I don't know what to ask next, I'll have to think about it."
"I think we need a brandy, before the next bit."
Dad went to his bookshelf and pulled down his top-shelf brandy. Fuck, this was about to get, shit, how can it get any more tricky? Finding out Mum was into incest and threesomes and was Bi. Was Dad about to ask me, or Yuli and me into their bed or something, because I definitely was not ready or wanting that.
He poured a good quantity. He held his glass up in a toast. "To family."
He waited until I had taken a few sips. I knew he wouldn't appreciate me downing it in one go, even though I wanted to. He was very particular about how Brandy should be drunk.
"There is one last thing."
I knew it, I knew it must be big, universe big, but what?
"You know that Mum was pregnant before we got married?"
"Yes, I figured that ages ago."
"Did you calculate when your Uncle Ben died, in that equation?" Dad took a sip and waited. Cogs grated with a proverbial spanner.
"The truth is we don't know whose sperm got Mum pregnant, mine or his?"
Shit, it just got really serious. My world started spinning.
"So you might not be my Dad?"
He nodded.
I stood and invited him to stand, brandies still in hand.
I hugged him.
"Dad you are always my Dad, will always be my Dad."
Dad was shaking in my arms.
"Thanks Son, that was hard for me, I could have been rejected. Sit down, I'm sure you have more questions now."
"So do you know now?"
"No, we decided, as in Ben, Dai and I not to find out. You are special to us because in you lives the hope that part of you is also Ben."
"So Yuli could be my half sister? "
"Could be? Same mother though."
"I..." I started and stopped. Maybe I should talk with my sister first.
"So how, given the Yu family and their closed attitudes did they allow their daughter to marry you?"
"They knew how much I meant to Ben in his last days, plus I gave them an ultimatum."
"What!"
"I know, foolhardy or brave I don't know which. But we threatened to have a paternity test and expose the truth, one way or the other, publicly, if they refused to let us marry.
"They had two stipulations. One we never try to find out. And Two, to raise you as Chinese."
"But what did that do to your family? Like we don't see them. I don't think I ever have."
"That's a different story, they were Ten Pound Poms, and decided to go back to the motherland, England. I refused to go. I was seventeen and about to start uni. They paid for the tuition but that was it. We were never a close family. Dai's family was a welcome change, I was happy to dump mine for the bond of hers."
I looked at my empty brandy sniffer, it was red and hand-blown, a metaphor perhaps that what I had just heard. I was feeling the high alcohol content from what must have been four shots.
Dad watched me, silently.
"Thanks for being honest. Frankly, Dad, I think I don't want to find out either. I also can see why you are happy, if that's the word, that my Sister and I get intimate."
"So long as it is love, not to just fuck her and dump her."
"Oh, it's love Dad, lifetime love."
"Then you have Mum's and my full support."
Mum is not telling Yuli this last bit. We figured that it is up to you as you deal with the possibility.
"You know that's weird though, don't you?"
"Not to mention illegal, be we have walked that path. I think it's time we joined the girls. I'll just check they are ready."
Dad left me lost in thoughts, but no, actually more swimming in feelings. This was huge, universe huge.
Yuli burst into the room and wrapped herself around me. She was crying, tears that came from deep, but I couldn't tell if happy or tragic.
I kissed her. Not as a Sister but as a lover. I watched Mum and Dad leave quietly, but not before stopping to linger a while watching their offspring expressing their love.
"This is huge Yuli."
"Not as huge as it could be. But hearing about our parents as sexually liberated people from before they married, and incest and threesomes and fuck, Bi, both of them. Brain broken."
"Look can we go to my room and get naked?"
"You want to start now, forget waiting! Shit incest is not only ok, but prized in this family."
I could see that my sister was excited.
"No beautiful, I just want to look at the treasure you are as we talk about this."
She all but dragged me to the room. I could see she was keen to tempt me. She helped me undress and while she was down there slipped my penis into her mouth.
"Not yet Sis, but before we sleep I promise."
She pouted and sat on the bed. I sat in front of her cross-legged. I looked into her eyes, then scanned the body I prayed would soon be mine.
We reached out with our hands and held them.
"I know that was a shock. But I can't keep a secret."
"You think we should tell people we are fucking?"
She looked surprised.
"No! Dad told me something else, but left it up to me to decide if I should tell you."
"You are scaring me a bit, Zen."
"As I said I can't keep it secret. So bear with... Bear with... Shit, let's go back a bit."
"Mum, Dad and Uncle Ben were sharing a bed. Fucking their brains out Mum said. Shit, I can't believe she took both of them the first time. My little passage will struggle with yours."
My Sister was rattling on, but I let her get it out.
"I asked Mum just how big Uncle Ben was? She said, From what she saw last night about the same size as you."
Shit that was the one thing I thought I had inherited from Dad, a bigger than asian dick. I swallowed and tried not to make anything if it.
"And Dad?"
"Mum said thinner but similar size."
"Shit, you girls sure go into details."
"Why, don't guys?"
"Surprisingly no, we get too embarrassed, fear of being short, so to speak. But stop, I have to tell you this."
"Go on, I'll stop interrupting."
"You know I was born only six months after Mum and Dad got married."
"Yes, we talked about that. What, we were about fourteen when we figured it out?"
"But we missed something. Now, that we know Uncle Ben was also fucking Mum."
"I can't believe Dad was Bi."
"Is Bi," I corrected. "Obviously we had two very different conversations."
"Different questions I guess."
I leant forward and pecked Yuli on the lips. Brotherly style.
"Stop talking, this is hard enough as it is."
"Sorry."
"When did Uncle Ben die? Rhetorical question, Sis. The thing is it was after Mum got pregnant."
I watched some pennies drop, but not quickly enough.
"There is a chance Dad is not my Dad, but Uncle Ben is."
"What, what the fuck, like you're not my Brother?"
"I'm still your brother, but I might be genetically only a half-brother."
Yuli's grip on my fingers tightened, I'm glad she wasn't holding on to my broken arm's hand.
"So do they know, do you know which?"
"No, Mum and Dad never wanted to find out. But the good side was, not knowing helped them to get permission from the Yu's to marry."
I explained the deal.
"I need my Big Brother to cuddle me." We changed position.
"That is huge? But not so much for me, I love you regardless. If you were adopted I wouldn't love you less. But how are you coping? It's you who might not have a Dad alive."
"Oh, I have a Dad who is very much alive and probably fucking Mum right now. That won't change. It's just I might have two dads."
"If you are Ben's, then shit, you would be so special to Mum and Dad, seeing that they both loved Ben."
"It might explain why Mum likes staring at me so much. She has always done it, so I thought it was normal."
"Both our parents would always wonder, I'm amazed they didn't try to find out."
"You don't miss out though Sis. They knew for sure you were theirs. Pure bread Leonards. What's not to love?"
"So if your conception hadn't happened, it's unlikely they would have got married."
"Very unlikely to have."
"So something great came from the tragedy of Ben's death. Is that music I hear?"
"I think it's, come I want to know, it's not the bolero.
We snuck downstairs.
"It's Rach Two." I was about to leave when my sister shushed me.
"I think they are fucking to it, it's in the last movement."
She turned the corner of the hall and froze. I looked, their door was wide open. Both our parents were naked, Dad was two-thirds on his back and thrusting up into Mum. Mum was lying backwards in a sort of reverse cowgirl.
I looked at Yuli for a second. She swapped sides with me. I was puzzled, until she put her closest hand on my cock. Fuck we were still naked. Not to be left out I buried my left hand in her vulva and sought her entrance.
We watched mesmerised as our parents made love. They were not quite forty, so I guess they had a right to look hot. It was like looking at a slightly older version of my Sister.
"I wish Ben were here now, on top. Fuck I miss him, Jim."
"This is me Dai, it's Ben, remember, you have both of us in you. I can feel his cock on mine see-sawing against me."
The crescendo of the Concerto was approaching. Mum screamed, "Yes Ben, fuck me, I'm cumming, I'm cumming."
My Sister's hand went into overdrive.
Dad went into overdrive. Yuli, dropped to her knees and took my load in her mouth. She then came. Fortunately, she was unable to scream. She came with my blasts down her throat, even though my finger had 'left the building'.
Dad came, Mum continued to cum and Rachmaninov's Second Concerto came to its climax with us.
We backed away from the door, hoping they had not seen us. Although maybe some part of me hoped they had.
"I need more Zen."
"Then lie back, relax and think of nothing."
"No way, get down there and get that master tongue busy. Take me to the zenith."
I was getting more familiar with my Sister's sexual organs and applied myself to bringing her to multiple orgasms.
Somewhere in all the action my Sister looked up and waved.
"What?"
"Mum and Dad are watching," she whispered.
Fuck we forgot to shut the door, again. I looked up and grinned at them with a wet cheeky face. Two nude figures stood supporting one another in the darkness of the hallway.
"Please don't stop Son. You are doing an awesome job," Dad said, clearly impressed.
Encouraged I dove back in. The stimulus of being watched drove Yuli to a new height. She had her Zen moment.


Then I moved and cuddled my sister from behind. We looked over at Mum and Dad. Mum was taking Dad's load in her mouth.
Grinning, she looked back. "Payback, for your cheeky spying on us tonight."
Then she took a dopy-looking, or is that dopamine-looking husband back to their room.
We slept. Sometime in the night we used the bathroom. I really needed a shower in the morning.
Conversations over breakfast were wow, frank, elucidating and bloody erotic. We decided not to cross the parent-child boundary physically. Yuli and I were wanting to be exclusive. But, we agreed that doors could be left open, as we all enjoyed the voyeurism we had experienced last night.
"Mum and Dad, we haven't done it yet and tomorrow we can. I want to have a lot of time making love to my Sister. Do you think you can give us some space to express this special time alone?"
"Oh, I get it. Why not," Mum said.
"So two choices," Dad offered. "One of the couples will need a hotel room. We will pay, but the choice is yours. Here or at a hotel?"
"Here please!" we both said together.
"I think with my arm, home will work better. Plus I want to take my sister in her bed."
"And on the Piano," she giggled.
"Then we will go on a dirty midweek jaunt."
We spent a lot of the last two days of our virginity, exploring the music of the Ravel concerto. It was clear that a milestone of understanding had been reached by Yuli, her piano skills skyrocketed. The passion took over. Of course, when Mum and Dad were not home she practised naked. It was our special thing together. Our private secret.
We were going to put on a concert for the parents later, once healing had been completed. I was able to practice my oboe, left-handed only. Yuli even wrote some bridging music for this to pick up some of the rest of the second movement not covered by the score. Because she had the conductor's score she was busy showing restraint. It was clear we were both excited for the big day.
Mum and Dad took off for their mini fuck fest the afternoon before. They were flying to Melbourne. At the airport, Dad took me aside.
"It's a big step Zen, but it's not the only one. Don't put too much pressure on yourself to perform. If you only last a few strokes that's ok, you have time. Explore, and enjoy your sister. I was always jealous of what Ben and Dai had as siblings. It was a special bond I missed out on. Of course, being an only child I was never going to get it. Just remember love is first, sex follows love."
Back at home Yuli put on her red hot pantsuit from the Liszt concerto.
"Big brother, tonight I'm wearing this, to tempt you but also to have a barrier so we don't start early. Not that I think it matters now. But as you said restraint will make it better."
"That's not fair, that's the one you made the bikini out of wasn't it?"
She giggled. She sat at the piano and worked on the Liszt while I groaned in anticipation on the couch.
"You need a hobby Zen," she commented as she looked over at me.
"I have one, watching my sexy sister."
"I mean once you get to have this. Do some Maths or something."
"I think I will, I have a big problem to work on, sort of a department challenge for the holidays. Maybe I can give it another go."
I grabbed my workbook and a pencil and sat reworking the knotty problem. Soon I was lost in numbers as the Liszt played its musical numbers in my brain. They say music and maths are two sides of the one coin. Maybe they were right, as the solution started to reveal itself. Wang was finally subdued and was smaller than he had been all week. I assured him his time was tomorrow and to rest up.
It was hard to go to sleep with my sister as excited as I was snuggled into me. My arm was aching, my brain was going at a hundred miles an hour, my Wang tingled in anticipation. I think it's something in our culture that made more of this milestone than it ought. Then we weren't the only species to put mating on a pedestal. Think of the Bower Bird, who prepares the love nest in the hope of attracting the girl. Shit does he prepare?
Other male insecurities played beneath the surface. The 'am I'. Am I big enough, Am I man enough? Will I last, what if, will she? All thoughts floating through my subconscious and the building acids in my stomach. It's a miracle I got any sleep, but all too soon found myself looking over my sister's naked body in the dawn light. She at least slept peacefully.
It was hard being one-handed, my right hand, which wanted to be busy caressing her nakedness, was not up to the task, and my left hand being under her, was trapped and slightly numb. Then Wang wanted relief. I groaned and pulled my arm out.
My Sister was still asleep when I returned, so I sat cross-legged next to her and my left hand played, gentle smooth caring caresses along her spine and onto her fleshy bottom. She groaned and spread her legs in a subtle invitation. I watched as the dew of her centre parted her inner lips. My willing fingers scooped the morsels to my nose and tongue.
I wanted to feel her whole body and as my right arm would not give support I moved to press my nakedness to hers. My nipples attended to her back. Wang did his best to stroke her creases and my mouth took her neck and ears until my Sister was writhing beneath me. Her hand sought Wang from below and encouraged him to hit her clitoris. With that, she came. My working hand clutched her breast, squeezing hard on her nipple.
"It's time Zen, roll me over, take me."
My fingers sought her vagina to confirm her readiness.
I had to support myself on my good arm, so I asked her to line me up. I was more than ready.
"Slow Big Brother."
"I know," I nudged at her entry.
"Yes there, push, slow."
I pushed a bit but nothing. Wang was boiling, my balls were doing cartwheels and I went nowhere. I pushed again as Yuli pulled my butt in.
Nothing,
"Fuck am I"
"Yes, I think so, push."
My glans felt like there was a hole but.
"Shit, no, fuck cumming." I sent blast after blast into my Sister vulva. But no penetration.
She looked at me, her eyes full of love with a tinge of fear.
"Can you check if any stuff went in?"
I was embarrassed to say the least. My sperm was everywhere, I could confirm though but a spurt had penetrated, as her vagina ejected a small cream pie. It was something I had seen plenty of times in porn but never with my Sister.
"I think I was in the right place." I delved a finger in and harvested some more for my tongue.
"That's nice, more please."
I put a finger in, I had only ever really had a finger in her. I added a second. Well attempted to add a second. Fuck she was tight. I pushed some more,
"Is it hurting?"
"Stretching, but not actual pain."
"Have you ever masturbated with more than one finger?"
"No, I didn't want to break my, you know, before your cock could do it."
"No pressure," I said to myself.
My sister's hand sought out Wang. I managed two fingers but not deeply. Shit Wang was much fatter than that. But he was getting hard again.
"Can you stand at the end of the bed Zen? Then you can see what you are doing."
I grabbed a fat pillow to go under my Sister's hips.
"Just rub him up and down, let him play in my folds, maybe if I cum I'll be more relaxed."
So I did, in no time I was rock hard, and Wang brought her to climax as he kissed her clit. I lined up and pushed. Shit, I could feel it, see it, but penetration alluded me.
"Harder it's okay."
I pushed, I felt my glans enter but then I stopped, not willingly, it was too tight bloody tight, Yuli took a big breath and winced. Fuck I was hurting her. She clutched my butt.
"Stop a bit. Stay there."
She breathed hard, I could see tears appear, I had tears forming. Then Wang, who was feeling the pain, deflated.
"Fuck no, Wang!"
"What," Yuli asked.
"He just went soft." We stayed joined for a nano second then we both burst into tears.
"It's alright Zen, we made progress."
All the waiting and tension just tipped us over an edge.
We kissed and cried, and kissed.
"We have all day, and tomorrow, in fact three days."
It was hard not to be angry at myself. My Sister could tell I was though.
"How about a shower then some piano?" She all but dragged me into our parents' en-suite. This was always out of bounds territory.
"I'll need to plastic up that arm, no easy wall of glass."
It was a large shower with multiple shower heads.
"I think they might have threesomes in here." She suggested. My Sister got busy taping me up. Then pushed me under.
"I'll be in a minute."
I watched as she went to mum's drawers. She ferreted around until she found what she was looking for.
"Score."
She'd returned with her hands behind her back. She got in with me and kissed me. Then showed me her spoils.
"Fuck a dildo."
"Sort of," she squealed "but I think it might have been used on Dad more than Mum."
"What?"
"It's for the anus, specifically for anal prostate play."
"But how?"
I found Mum's stash quite a long time ago, and being curious I looked this one up.
"What?"
It had a small head, almost a flower bud on a stork, with a thin curved rod that grew toward the base into a fatter than dick sized girth.
"Time to stretch me out a bit." She gave it to me.
While I examined it with interest Yuli took a tube of lube and squeezed a bunch up into her vagina.
"I think if you sit on the floor with your back supported. Run the water down the wall."
She helped me down. Then sat splayed on my legs. This way I had good access and didn't need to support myself.
"You do it, Zen." She held her lips apart.
The small, bud head made finding and penetrating her easy.
"Yes, now feel for the passage I think it goes forward and up."
Soon I had about five centimetres of penetration.
"Now play a bit."
Wang was hardening up.
"See Wang, play up and you get gezzumped." I chastised him.
He had to be content running under my sister's labia minora.
"Ok now give me some thickness."
I was tentative and felt her stretching at the entry.
"Oh yes, that's nice."
I worked it in and out, fucking her with the pencil-thin dick.
"Imagine this up your arse as you fuck me, big brother."
"Wang doesn't need the encouragement to cum little Sister. He needs a knot tied in him."
"True." My sister petted the bit of Wang poking out below the dildo.
"Push the button, Bro."
"What button?"
"On the top." She did it, as I had trouble finding it one-handed. My vision was also limited by my plastered arm across her belly.
The thing started vibrating and my sister came almost instantly.
"Push it in hard. Yes, fuck yes, stretching, fuck cumming more."
It was not going right in, but I could tell the base had gone further than me.
"More."
I was almost brutal, but the shape and her vagina somehow prevented her from stretching to my dicks size. But at least Yuli came one last time and collapsed.
"Pull it out. Too much."
I did and she slumped on me. I dearly wanted to try again, but it was clearly out of the question. I was stuck until she recovered. The water going cold helped this and eventually she rose and found towels for us. One of the highlights of this arm was my sister drying me with the fluffy white towels. This she did with love.
"Breakfast, I think we both need nourishment."
We ate naked. Wang was trying hard to get my sister to give him attention. I was trying hard not to brutally take her over the kitchen table. It was on my list of positions to try.
"Ok, now for some Rach two. But different."
She led me to the piano and lowered the piano stool as low as it would go.
"Sit and hold me."
She then sat on my lap. Wang found his way to his second favourite place. Along my sister's pussy lips.
"Behave," she cautioned and then proceeded to play the first movement.
Her playing increased in passion. I could feel her flooding Wang. As the movement built and built, so did her hip grinding. Toward the end of the movement where the orchestra played alone, she was headcounting the bars, but put her hand down and then lifted Wang into place at my entry.
Then she started playing on time, the music built toward its climax and when she hit it, she thrust herself down in one mighty movement with the music. My penis split her in two, well her crescendo split herself in two on my penis and she screamed. It was blood-curdling, but I was fully planted.
Through tears, she reached back and kissed me.
"Stay Zen, let me stretch."
She was wincing and gasping, but then did something incredible she played the beautiful second movement. It was so Calm after the storm. I was being squeezed so tightly but snuggly right up to her core. I lovingly stroked her skin and breasts as she brought the music to our union.
At the end of the movement, she whispered, "Do you think you could cum if I moved?
"Maybe, but it's a long movement."
"I'll skip, skip to the end." With that she moved with the piano keys, fucking me now with the music.
Gradually she took me out a bit then in. Building building. Sure her playing was erratic, punctuated with cries of pain and pleasure but she persisted.
"Fuck me, Bro, thrust with me."
"Fuck I'm going to cum."
I lost it and pounded myself deep, until I came hard and deep into her. The music was lost in silent keys but our heads played it out with the full orchestra.
We collapsed against the keys.
"Yes, we did it!" She looked back and grinned, grimaced, grinned, I was still in her. Then we kissed and kissed and kissed.
Wang was held so tight he couldn't retract. In the end, my sister pulled up and off me. It was almost as painful for us both as going in.
"Fuck, stop, shit!
"What?"
"Blood."
"I expected that,"
"No bloody hell, blood, bloody a lot of the bloody stuff."
I was covered in it and so was the piano stool.
"Quickly close your legs and fuck we need a towel."
The ones we used in the parents' bedroom were on the floor near the door. I grabbed one and rolled it.
"Here sit on this."
By this stage, my sister was looking agast at the spill. I found some older towels and put one on the pool of blood then one on the piano seat.
"Grab a tampon Zen, in my bottom drawer, I have some old ones, called super-sized, they didn't fit me."
I raced out then realised I was dripping blood. Wang was coated. Fortunately, I was now in the kitchen, so I grabbed a dishcloth and cleaned myself up so it was no longer dripping. Then found the tampons.
I returned and Yuli was crying. "Fuck, shit, it stings," and "fuck, I've broken myself."
She got the tampon ready.
"Can you look Zen, see if it's stopped?" She pulled the towel away but red blood was still streaming out.
"No sorry."
She plugged herself with the tampon.
"That should hold it. It's worse than a period though. But look on the bright side the tampon fits now."
I held her face in mine. I looked into her scared eyes.
"Look on the bright side, no longer virgins."
"Look on the bright side, we both actually came."
"Always look on the bright side of life, do do, do do did do did do," we sang in unison.
Then giggled.
"Karma is a bitch though."
"Fucking karma."
"We need to shower and then we have a floor to clean."
My sister could hardly walk to the shower, we were both covered in blood.
"Zen take photos, proof that it was so bad, there is no way we can get it all clean."
"It's like a CSI scene. We need a cleaner, a crime scene cleaner." We were trying to contain our laughter.
In the shower, I held my bad arm up and we washed each other as best we could.
"Zen, I'm worried, what if I don't stop bleeding?"
"I'm worried too."
"In an hour, if the bleeding hasn't stopped I think we will need to go to the hospital."
"Shit, how embarrassing."
"I know, but I doubt we have a choice, you might need stitches."
"How the fuck am I going to have a baby then?"
We tried to clean up. But it was a major mess.
I started Googling crime scene cleaners.
"They exist."
I decided Dad's credit card was needed. I rang.
It was an eastern suburbs number. But I had to explain what I needed. Blood clean up.
I explained, "We probably would need to go to the hospital soon. Was it a problem if the blood dried?"
"No, but just a warning if a crime had been committed we will need to report it."
"No crime just, just, like we just made love for the first time and my girlfriend's vagina had torn or something and fuck," I was crying, "it's bad and there is blood everywhere and the parents are away and I think I've broken my girlfriend and shit."
I was a mess.
"Don't worry we can be discreet. Do you have photos?"
"Yes."
"Will they prove it's not a crime?"
"I have one of the blood pouring down her leg from, you know."
"That is fine, evidence if your story is not believed. I can send a small discrete team over straightaway. We will sort the payment once we know the time the cleanup took. Got to say I've never had one of these. I strongly suggest the hospital."
"Yes, we figured. We will get ready to go as soon as you get here."
"Have you stopped the bleeding?"
"Probably not, but a tampon is holding it in."
"Wise choice."
I gave them our address. I read the credit card numbers to him and they were on their way.
"I'm waiting in the car Big Brother. This is embarrassing enough."
They arrived and sheepishly I showed them the damage.
"You were wise to call, this takes the cake. We will also take photos, but can I have a quick look at yours?
He was stunned. You poor bastard. But how come on the piano stool?"
I explained why my girlfriend impaled herself there.
"So it's not rape, that's good. Ok, you two head off. I'll ring you when we're done and sort locking up."
At the hospital, my Sister hobbled to a chair. It was clear some blood was escaping. I saw the triage nurse.
I explained that my girlfriend was bleeding a lot after she lost her virginity.
"It happens, it will heal."
"You don't understand."
"I think I do."
"No," I took out my phone and opened a photo. "I don't think you do."
She went white. She hit a button and immediately the crew descended on the waiting room. My sister was whisked through to the treatment room. I followed behind. A nurse sat me down well away from the action.
Someone pulled the plug. There was more blood than before. In no time she was prepped for surgery. I was left to answer questions.
By now my sister was getting faint, and they put a drip in.
I was ushered to a waiting area. Not long after a social worker turned up. I'm sure they thought I had raped her.
I showed her my photos. Explained the morning difficulties and explained how my girlfriend impaled herself to overcome the problems.
We will need to confirm this with your girlfriend. So she willingly did this?
"Yes, I was too scared earlier to use much force."
"Well Zen, this is a first, for me. I think you might need some trauma counselling if you have, if both of you have trouble getting it up and making love."
I knew I was possibly in trouble for a different crime, incest. It was going to be hard to keep our relationship a secret.
"Are you a counsellor?"
"Yes."
"So you have to be confidential."
"Yes, unless I need to report a major crime or child protection issue."
"We are both over eighteen."
"That's a relief. What's worrying you?"
"Well, I can assure you, it's consensual, and our parents know we were doing it for the first time today. They even went to Melbourne for three nights to give us space.
"But technically, we might have committed a crime."
She waited, "Technically? It might be easier to tell me than the police, I'll be the judge, I can ignore some things." Tears were streaming down my face.


"She Yuli, is my... my..sister."
"Oh incest, I see. Well if she confirms it was consensual and she is over eighteen, I think I can ignore that. It wouldn't be the first time."
I received a phone call.
"I need to take this,"
"Yes, yes, I will pick up my keys when I pay you."
"Ok, I'll be in tomorrow."
"Were other people involved?"
"No, special cleaners. They have just cleaned the mess."
"Ok well, we might leave this here for the moment."
"Is my Sister going to live?"
"Oh you poor thing, yes, easy fixed. I can understand why you're worried."
A nurse came into the room, "She is in recovery, the doctor will see you soon."
I waited alone scared out of my brain. When she came in I burst out, "Is she alive?"
"Very much, the surgery went well, she lost a lot of blood but that can happen in the vaginal passage. The gynecologist, who was also the surgeon, will see you on his rounds in the morning, but she is safe and will need rest. I'm the surgical resident, I assisted."
"When can I see her?"
"As soon as she wakes, it won't take long, it was not a particularly strong anaesthetic. You're a lucky man you brought her in though. That must have been traumatic."
"It still is."
"This happens, but it is rare. Don't worry, soon you will be making love, risk-free and pain-free."
It felt like hours, sitting alone in that room, but it was only minutes, the clock on the wall just ticked slowly. But soon I was led to my Sister's bed.
I looked at her, still doped up with drugs. I was fighting back tears of relief. I held her hand and kissed it.
"On the lips Big Bro."
"Careful Sis, secret remember, I whispered in her ears. I told the councillor though about the brother sister thing. You can be honest with her."
Then I kissed her on the lips. Slow but deep and meaningful.
A nurse coughed, that interrupt, remember where you are cough.
So we sat quietly. It was only late afternoon. A bed was found on a ward and soon we were alone.
"I'm sorry Sis."
"Don't be, I forced the issue."
"I know, but it's my job to protect you."
"I know and I love you for it."
"But not to cause pain."
"Taking my virginity is a worthy sort of pain."
"Yes, but not that much. I guess we will not be doing that for a little while."
"No, not if they put stitches in."
"We are a likely couple, my arm, your vag. It needs a name."
"What about Betty? Do you know any Bettys?"
"No, it's not really sexy as a name."
"It's not supposed to be."
"Okay let's try it. But I obviously can't introduce Wang to Betty yet."
"Wang's feeling a bit miffed he had plenty of follow-up Betty time planned."
Hospital food came around for Yuli.
"Shit I can't drive, and you can't. Bugger the car, parking." Just then a nurse walked in.
"If you contact the social work department they can organise a permit to cover it."
"Where do I find them?"
"Second floor, follow the signs."
"I might try and find food while I'm away."
"I'm tired Zen, I might grab some sleep."
Parking sorted I found a Kabab shop down the street. Then sat in a park to eat it.
Fuck, I've not told Mum and Dad. I figured ringing Dad was best. Mum would panic and be on the next flight back.
"Everything alright Son?"
"It is now, but no, not smooth sailing."
"I perceive a story."
I had no idea how to start.
"Losing our virginities was traumatic."
"What?"
"I'm not sure what happened, but I couldn't get in, Yuli forced herself down on me. She is in the hospital, had surgery, and the things are a bloody mess."
"Ok, rewind. She tore I think you're saying."
"Yes, but major, bleeding so much, she lost a lot of blood."
"Oh, the poor darling. So not just the normal little bleed."
"No Dad, I called in a crime scene cleaner, to clean up the blood. It will be on the credit card tomorrow."
"Wise, you know Mum hates blood. Do you need us at home?"
"I don't think so."
"Then I might hold off telling your mother just yet. She is so enjoying herself. When will she be discharged?"
"I would say tomorrow, we see the surgeon in the morning for the lowdown."
"So did you manage to actually lose your virginities?"
"Definitely, but I doubt we will be fucking again for at least a month."
"So sort of like having a baby and she tears."
"I guess so."
"That sucks but at least your Sister is okay. Better than a car crash son."
"Dad it was a train crash? I have photos, but not till you get home."
"Wise. OH, think I hear the Bolero."
"Go get her Dad. Don't think about us."
I returned to the room and Yuli was sleeping.
There was a recliner chair that had just been placed in the corner. We had private hospital cover and the private room was nice.
The nurse came in and explained that she figured I couldn't drive home. She dimmed the lights and I dropped off to sleep.
I remember having cuddles and chats in the middle of the night but for the most part, we both slept.
The gynecologist arrived early on rounds. He checked the stitches and declared all was well. Yuli could go home this morning. Then he pulled up a chair.
"I need to tell you young man that this was not your fault. It was amazing that you both managed penetration with the result that there was a huge tear that needed stitching. But your girlfriend had something rare. She had an over-thick hymen, apart from a finger-sized hole, she was essentially blocked up.
"You would have been on the way to a gyno regardless of yesterday's calamity. She needed surgery, which I did while repairing. I needed to remove the thick skin entirely with a knife. No worries in that all's well now, but you will need to wait a good month for her to heal."
"I figured as much."
"It doesn't mean you can't have fun in the meantime just one finger only. I will prescribe some cream. I want you to use it daily. This will avoid scar tissue. If when you do finally have intercourse and there is any pulling, or pain in specific locations, come back to me immediately. I will need to do a check in a week's time and then once the month is up. Ring my surgery for a booking.
"Young lady you are lucky, unfortunate but lucky, you have a very caring boyfriend here. My only suggestion is that you both enjoy a lot of oral in the meantime."
"Lucky I love doing that," Yuli smiled. I watched the dark cloud lift.
The Doctor left and we were suddenly busy getting ready to go home. The nurse came with the papers to sign, and some stronger painkillers.
"I suggest not taking these until you get home. I'll organise a porter to wheel you to your car. I assume you're driving."
"Yes, but it's not far."
The house when we entered was spectacularly clean.
"Zen, I'm not sure I can climb the stairs at the moment."
"We have two days till the parents get home. I suggest we use their bed."
"In that case, let's get naked. I want to sleep in your arms. I'll take that medicine now, it's hurting."
"I think Uber Eats for food. I'm not trusting myself to cook one-handed."
We stripped and cuddled in the big king-sized bed.
"We need a big bed of our own."
My Sister bent down and sucked Wang into her mouth.
"Don't worry little buddy, your time will come. But for now, I need to sleep."
We cuddled and slept. Peaceful at last.
...
There needs to be a fourth part. Apologies to those who expected my normal sex filled romps after virginities lost. Next part I promise. Sometimes stories just write themselves into corners. I had decided to write a 'not all bed and roses' first time sex. Many people do experience difficulties but with a lot less blood lost.
Thanks for reading.
Question, at the moment I'm writing novellas of thirty thousand plus words. I then post in three episodes approximately two weeks apart. Does this frustrate you?
Are you like me and sometimes forget to come back to finish a story. Would you prefer it in one long part of ten pages plus or at the three page length that is current.
Please comment below.
Speaking of comments. Please encourage our writers.
For authors, comments are the most motivating or demotivating aspects of writing.
If I read a full work I try to comment. I can commit five minutes to well over an hour reading a work. It took the author ten times that to produce it plus. Even a brief comment is appreciated and always read. We hang out for comments after a story drops. It's actually disheartening if after three days you only have one or two comments and they are from those treasured followers that always comment. A one-line encouragement takes a minute, you comment more on social media, or when replying to a text. These works are 1000 words or forty thousand. Fifteen words are not much. We treasure and know who our regular commenting followers are. Sometimes I anguish if a treasured follower hasn't commented.
Thanks to one of my fav readers who does this and has commented on over 2500 works. What a legend. I read his comments on others stories, so encouraging.
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This is Part four of what will be at least a six-part series.
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...
To Be a Brother or To Be a Lover. Pt. 4
A month is a long time to wait. Fortunately, our parents were understanding and supportive. Mum got over the shock, and Dad for keeping it on the down low for a few days. But then Mum fainted when she saw the photos so it was probably for the best.
The advantage of the extra month was that we had time to restructure our bedrooms. Our parents bought us a king-sized bed which went into Yuli's room. My room was converted to a study room, come lounge.
I was back at the Uni a few days a week. Apparently, my solution to the holiday challenge was actually one of those unsolved puzzles that had mathematicians stumped. I was asked to write a paper on it.
I think my thesis, when I get to that stage of my degree, the Prof wants me to do a doctorate, will be on the interplay of music and mathematics in the 'n'th dimension. Sort of a theoretical quantum application two things existing in the same and different places at the one time. To be or not to be. But that was in the future. At the moment I just played with the maths while my sister practised concertos, and worked on my undergrad stuff.
We were diligent in our digital massage. There were a lot of stitches but they were dissolving ones and eventually neither of us could feel any left. We were also getting very skilled at oral sex. Yuli was managing to take most of my penis in her mouth and I swear I was amazed at how far my tongue was reaching inside her healing pussy. But then that could be just that there was room there now.
One day when Mum and Dad were at work and we both had the morning off. I halted my Little sister in her quest to have a cum breakfast.
"I want to try something."
"New?"
"Yes."
"Goody."
"I think Wang needs a massage?"
"I massage him every day."
"No, you know that special dildo, would you like to give him a prostate massage?"
"Like actually put that up your bum?"
"Can't see another way, Sis."
She squealed and dashed off to retrieve the implement. The Gyno had specifically told us no anal while we waited, something about thin walls between the vagina and anal passages. But he hadn't mentioned my anus. No vagina there to damage.
"Are you shitty Bro?"
"Well I passed a big one this morning, so I should be empty."
"Eeew gross."
"I looked up bum sex and most sites recommend enemas to clean out. So I did one this morning."
"How?"
"Well, I think Dad might enjoy it."
"Der, they do have a prostate dildo."
"Do you think Ben has been up Dad?"
"I'm sure of it. Because I found his Enigma apparatus in the shed. It was hard one-handed, but I gave myself a clean out while you were sleeping."
"Wow, proper Boy Scout. Hands and knees Bro."
Hand and wing more like it. I smushed my head on a pillow as I couldn't support my weight but I did stick my bum up high.
"Towels." Yuli wisely disappeared to get some.
Finally sorted she started lubing me up.
"It's strange playing with your bum. Don't expect me to use my tongue."
"No, shit, your finger is wow enough."
"This is very submissive of you Zen."
Whack. "Ow!"
She giggled, couldn't help it.
Whack. "Yelp."
"To even it up. Shit that hurt my hand."
She went back to rimming my a-hole with her finger.
"Going in Bro."
"Slowleeeee. Ok, not slowly. Fuck tingling."
My Sister had her index finger buried deep.
"How's it feel?"
"Sort of stingy, but like I want to wee feeling. More lube please."
She withdrew a bit and dribbled lube on the finger then slowly this time worked it in.
"Your anus is gripping my finger tight."
"It's not sure of the invader. Things have only ever gone out down there never in. Shit."
She looked, "No no shit. Not smelling though."
She went deep and felt around.
"Looking for the prostate," I groaned,
Just then I felt it! Wang did a leap and I squealed like a pig.
"That's it."
"I can feel a lump like a walnut."
"That's it. Fuck."
"Ok, I now know where to target the vibrator," Yuli said as she withdrew her finger and wiped it on the towel.
She then lubed up the vibrator and carefully pushed it home.
"It's like a blind person feeling with a cane. Can't see but trying to seek out the bump."
She twisted the end probing when...
"Yes there."
"Good, relax Bro enjoy."
"Easy for you to say. I'm not sure this is a good idea."
"Hehe, I am. I wasn't at first, I might invest in a strap-on."
"Fuck, no, I don't think so."
All the time my bladder felt like it wanted to pee. Connected plumbing I'm sure.
"I can't really get to Wang in this position. Roll onto your back."
"Ok, it's hard with this arm holding myself up anyway."
So I rolled and the dildo, still in, rolled with me.
"Legs up, right up near your ears."
Wang now stood proud but not for long, Yuli thrust her mouth down on her goal.
"God, thing in bum, Wang on tongue, Wicked."
Then my sister wickedly hit that vibrate button.
Fuck. It was like not cumming but cumming. Arse spasming, prostrate screaming. Mouth working my Wang meat and me wanting to cum but not coming.
"Shittttt."
"Relax."
"Can't fuck"
My sister added one hand to Wang's base and the dildo tip slipped erratically around its target. My body spasmed, my legs almost cramped, and then Wang flowed. Flowed, not spurted, it was like the tape had opened and my Sister sucked sperm up through her fat flesh straw. I came but unlike any cum I had cum before. Mercifully she withdrew the probe and I collapsed into a ball of pleasure.
She spooned me.
"Fuck I couldn't understand Dad being Bi. Fuck now I do. That was intense."
"Have you got the energy to lick me out, Bro. That was wild but I haven't cum and I need to."
"Straddle my head and I'll see what I can do."
My Sister sixty-nined me, as it was easier on my broken arm. And within minutes she was cumming hard. Cheekily I gathered lube from my crease and rimmed her rosebud with my finger. I kept her cumming for a few minutes until she could stand the intensity no more and she collapsed beside me. Top and tailed, we quickly passed into a post-nut slumber.
Sometime later we showered and returned our love nest to normal: Making music.
I could use the fingers on my right hand now. So I was able to cover the notes on the lower part of the oboe. Although my teacher would be horrified at my hand placement. Bagpipes would probably work better.
We rehearsed and watched movies. Yuli sewed and I scribbled numbers and somehow passed the month unscathed.
Intense as it was, I did not want the ass play to dominate my sexual mind before I had the opportunity to explore normal sex fully. We were no longer virgins but it felt like we still were. So we didn't go back to the experiences of that morning. I also felt that the pulsing thrust was a part of the cumming package that the prostate massage denied. I wasn't sure if I liked the alternative as much.
We were fast approaching our month Gyno exam. My arm appointment was first. So it was with relief that the plaster was removed. Fuck the cotton wool was manky. But then I had had quite a few close encounters of the sexual juice kind. Basically, it ponged. They did fresh X-rays without the plaster and the verdict was I could keep the plaster off, so long as I did not weight bear on it for a few more weeks.
Push-ups, I asked. No no push-ups. Bugger it would need to be Yuli on top or me standing then. But I'm sure we could get creative. Just that missionary was out unless we did the whole thing body to body. That had an intimate appeal of its own.
I had physio to do, as that arm was now leaner than lean. But it was great to be able to use it again.
As soon as we got home there was something I wanted to do more than anything: Shower normally.
I was an excited kid dragging my Little Sister into the shower with me. At last, I could use two hands to wash, grope and stimulate her. At last my fingers on my right hand could do their stuff. The Gyno had given us permission to add a second finger when we could no longer feel stitches and then move to three the week we were seeing him for the month checkup. Stretching and preparing he called it.
Before we ran out of hot water we turned it off and Yuli sat straddled on my lap. I grabbed the vitamin E cream, which was the basic ingredient of the massage cream and started working two fingers in.
"I'm going to make you cum Yuli before I add the third."
"Shit yes, you have no idea how it feels to be held by proper loving arms and not a lump of hard fibreglass cast."
I was determined to use my right-hand fingers as I would have normally, but I was getting better and stronger with my left. I could use my other hand on her clit at the same time I had two fingers buried.
"Cumming, yes!" Yuli squeezed her nipples as she came.
I lubed my third finger and as a triune, I gently pushed them home.
"Stretching, but so good brother. Yes, you're going to fit."
I could feel her stretch and I moved my fingers apart. She was so flexible down there now, I wondered if Wang could actually get in there with my digits. Probably. But I wasn't pushing my luck. Wang had other ideas and he was drooling.
My Sister turned around and wrapped her body around me. Her joy was contagious, as was her kiss. Wang was stimulating her clit. My fingers had come out when she turned around. She put her hand down between us and before I knew it she impaled Wang right into her Vagina. This time he slipped in effortlessly and she began fucking me. Fucking me proper.
We were one and it was delightful. Oh my God, the feel of her pussy was tight but also loose and moving freely on me. Having my penis stimulated along its length and my Sister movement and squeezing in her pleasure was nothing like I had dreamt, it was much better. All the time we were looking in each other's eyes, as we worked our sexual pleasure to an orgasmic peak.
We both looked at our joining in amazement. Her pussy lips pulling out around my solid penis on the out movement, then tucking back in as she rode me to depth. We started the rutting phase, gaining speed and with it vocalisations of our pleasure.
"I can't hold on much longer, fuck my hard Sis."
As she was on top and I was pinned to the shower wall she did just that, taking her weight on her feet she thrust her hips into my hardness. I added a finger to her clit and pushed it to my cock.
Fuck yes Zen, cum with me, oh fuuuuuck!
Cumming, yes Sis, take it!
My hips thrust and I lifted her as I went as deep as I could. I pumped her full of my cream at last. Pump after pump of glorious orgasm. She came screaming my name and crying tears of joy.
"No pain Big Brother, just pleasure."
I thrust some more, I was happy to go again. We rolled on the hard tiles. I was on top and thrusting wildly with the freedom. I couldn't lift myself so we ended up on our sides and used our hands to add pleasure to our lovemaking. It took longer this time and Yuli came a few times but we worked ourselves to a final mutual climax.
Hesitant, I eventually pulled out, only to reveal pure clean cum cream pie, no blood.
"What made you do that? I'm not complaining, but shit Sis, bold move."
"I didn't want us to get in a psychological mess of fear after we waited for the all clear. It was obvious I could take you after the three fingers so I did."
"That was wise, I was already panicking."
"We see the Gyno tomorrow, so I suggest we hold off another time until after the appointment we don't want him puddling in your cream pies."
"Oh I love you, and thanks for taking the initiative."
"It's what I do Big Brother, it's what I do, from the very beginning. Granted, the last time it didn't work so well. But we saved a few weeks of anxiety trying to figure out why you couldn't fuck me."
"True. But let's not tell the Gyno we have started."
My sister giggled. "Big brother I absolutely love your Wang. Lovers at last."
"Correction Sis, we have always been lovers, but joined at last."
"I want to try making love at the piano again."
"So do I, but can I suggest a concert. I think we can do the Ravel duet. After we get the all clear to celebrate."
"Yes and our Parents haven't seen me do the Rach 2 concerto, now I can actually play it."
"How about you wear the Yellow Rach 2 dress. Have you finished it?"
There was a new recording out of Yuja playing this Concerto in a canary yellow.
"I'm nearly finished it. But confession, I didn't have enough Yellow body stocking material so I made it a mini skirt."
"Fuck that will be hot."
"Oh, and I'll go commando."
"I'll do the little Oboe duet with you in the first movement as well."
With that, we set about rehearsing. Particularly as I had to get my right hand up to speed. For the first time, my left hand was not the one letting my oboe playing down. I also learnt from my Sister to feel the music, not to worry and panic, but let it flow from heart to, in my case, lips with fingers.
That night we sat down with Mum and Dad after dinner.
"Tomorrow is get the all-clear day, so you can expect a lot of fucking and screaming for a while. Same rules. If our door is closed please leave us be, but if open feel free to observe."
"I agree with Zen, but one more thing, although I know we will be tempted. We all may be tempted, but we want to be exclusive. Mum, I know Zen reminds you of Ben,... Oh one letter change, Ben/Zen, I hadn't realised, clever. But hands off he is mine."
"Ok, sweetie. Although you will be disappointed Jim, that you won't get to share me with another cock."
"Too true, but that's okay. I can dream."
"Fuck," was all I said. Somehow the idea was planted and it would be as hard to get rid of as a polar bear.
"But we also have something special planned for tomorrow night. As a celebration we are going to put on a concert for you," Yuli informed them
"What are you playing?"
"Yuli has extended a piano and oboe duet from Ravel's second movement. Then at the risk of you two fucking on the couch, we have the complete piano part of Rachmaninov's second concerto with me singing the orchestra."
"That's ambitious."
"You can ignore the mistakes."
"That will be easy, if we get carried away on the couch." Dad grinned.
"So," Mum sounded worried, "are you going to be okay after the trauma of last time. It was the Rach two you were playing."
We held hands and looked into each other's eyes then nodded in agreement
"Yes, Mum. We actually did it today and it worked. It was fantastic and my Big Brother fits. So we are waiting for our second time to be tomorrow night, but the psychological hurdle has been cleared."
"That's fantastic, we were worried for you," Dad added.
"We did it on impulse today, as I figured Zen here was going to get nervous. So I impaled myself on him, again. This time in the shower, when we were doing our final three-finger stretch, it was obvious he would fit."
I just grinned that Cheshire Cat grin.
With that, we finished clearing the table and headed upstairs to chill in front of the TV. It was hard to show restraint.
In the morning we headed off early. The specialist was in Paddington.
"How about we do some shopping and pop into that Cafe. Maybe Guinevere will be working again," Yuli suggested.
We were very early waiting for his offices to open. We browsed shop windows. I had my arm around my Sister cuddling all the way. I pulled her up in front of a jeweller's.
"Hypothetically, if I were to ask you to marry me," her little body went all mushy and soft against me, "what type of ring would you like?"
"Nothing flashy, simple and old worldly."
She scanned the offerings.
"No, none of these. I hate this modern trend to have a fake size chip encrusted monstrosity to hide the fact that the main stone is substandard."
She moved us on until we got to the next jeweller's.
"See that's better, simple, elegant more classy."
She looked into my eyes.
"You know we can't get married?"
"We could if we really wanted to in here." I put a hand over her heart. She spun and kissed me hard.
"Are you asking?"
"No, I'm more romantic than to ask on our way to a Gyno."
We were back outside the doctors.
"I love you Zen, let's find out what we already know."
We had the all clear. The Gyno was pleased with the thoroughness of our massages, as there was no sign of problematic scar tissue. He suggested continuing with the cream for a while. He looked at me.
"It would be okay to use your penis as the applicator. It makes a fine lubricant as well."
I went red. I'm not sure why given how we were at the Gynos in the first place.
We skipped out holding hands as we progressed back down Oxford Street to the Cafe.
A squeal treated us as we entered.
"My god you're here, I've been waiting and hoping. Thank you so so much."
She all but dragged us into a more private space. Then she kissed me. It was sort of inappropriate.
"Your advice was so spot on. My Brother and I have been fucking for weeks now." She spoke in an almost whisper.
"Tell us more?" Yuli asked.
"I'll just tell the boss I'm taking five, here are some menus. But take your time."
"I can't believe it's been six weeks Big Brother."
"It's been the slowest most painful, six weeks for both of us."
"Except for the love and oral sex."
"Except for that, and the music, and understanding parents."
"That sounds like there have been problems," Guinivere said as she came back and pulled up a chair.
"You couldn't guess the half of it. But spill, you first."
"Theo, he's my baby Brother by three years, he is twenty-one now. Well, he is not a dumb ass. As you predicted he was playing dumb in order to throw me off. He read my signals, but was scared because I was his sister and he was worried about the taboo nature of having a relationship.
"As you suggested, I had an upfront conversation with him. I confessed I loved him so much. But asked if he felt the same. I told him although he appears as thick as a brick, I find him sweet and as sexy as hell, and if I only ever fucked another guy, I would want it to be him, and that for life.
"His mouth was on the floor. I moved to him and kissed him passionately. Sparks happened. But I told him, if he wanted to know more, or have more, or whatever, he would need to come to my room after tea tomorrow night, so we could talk about how he was feeling.
"He was there waiting on my bed before I had finished eating. He wasn't hungry. We were fucking by eight.
"Look, I'll take your orders, and come back to hear your story. I assume you have been getting as much as us this last six weeks. Good to see you out of the cast Zen."
She took our orders and disappeared into the kitchen.
"It's so good to talk to someone our secret is safe with," Guinivere was simply effervescing with excitement. "We should go out together sometime and get to know each other. You simply have to meet Theo."
"We would like that, wouldn't we Zen?"
"Absolutely."
"Now, tell us what's been happening?"
"Here's the thing we haven't been fucking. We couldn't."
"What, parents stepped in?"
"No couldn't, physically."
"No way."
"That's right, well there was, but it cost us dearly."
"I had a problem with my vag." My Sister broke down in tears.
I reached over and kissed her. "It's all over, but it's good to share."
"We can now, we have only just got permission from the Gyno to start, that's where we have been."


"Show her the pictures Zen."
I got my phone out and showed just a few.
"Oh fuck, you poor darlings."
I spent thirty minutes going through the details.
"Shit, the boss isn't going to be happy with me. But the cafe is quiet."
He brought our food out and glanced at a photo.
"Crime scene huh, you had better take your time, Guinevere, I can tell your friends need to chat."
"Thanks Eddie I'll do the close-up later for you."
Yuli clung close, I think the tension of the last weeks and the trauma flooded out.
"I didn't even know that was a thing. I'm so sorry for you."
"We are going home to fuck, we might not surface for a few weeks. But let's exchange numbers and deets, we might need some fresh air."
"What the hell are you waiting here for then?"
"Because we are excited for you and Theo. I'm over the moon that things worked out," Yuli said then hugged her new sister in our crimes of passion.
"What does Theo do I asked?"
"He's a uni student. Maths nerd."
"Fuck we have a lot in common," Yuli squealed, "where?"
"Sydney."
"I must know him then. Wait, Theo, second year?"
"Yes?"
"I know him, shit we did a subject together last semester. Nice guy. Sort of cute in his own dorky way. In fact, that explains it."
"What?"
"I saw him last week. He had an air of conquest and confidence I had not seen before. A friend commented that he would bet he had been getting some lately. I added that the guy is obviously fucking his dork heart out.
"Don't tell him it's me or that I go there. I want to get to know him a bit before he finds out. Better to have a normal relationship before he finds out that he has me to thank for him nailing his Sister."
"Good to know," Guin giggled. "Maths stud boy. Fuck he's a stud too!"
"Not for long, Zen here is claiming the title back."
We high-fived.
"I'm getting horny here, time to go home stud boy."
We stood and shared a group hug. Then left in a hurry.
At home, I carried Yuli over the threshold of our house. We kissed passionately against the front door. Then we shed our clothes as we ascended the stairs.
"I want you to fuck me on these stairs Zen, but not yet."
At the landing, I picked her up.
"No weight bearing," she flung herself around my hips in a bare bear hug. I carried her to the room.
We fell into bed, I was on top.
"I'm taking control this time, little Sister."
"No foreplay please, I'm so wet and ready."
"Yes! So far it's all been foreplay," I groaned,
"So far, get that Wang in me now, you have to learn that fucking is better."
I moved my swollen head up and down her swollen lips. In no time I found the place of promise. Slowly I pushed forward and her petals opened for me accepting my fat hardness with ease. I slipped in, in one smooth movement, until our pubes mashed together.
"Yes, fuck so good, wow, just move a little but I want you buried. I'm going to cum. Fuck."
Her legs wrapped around me and her feet pulled me in tighter, thrusting her feet on my bum.
I put my weight on her to avoid damaging my arm and we got lost in our embrace and passionate kiss.
I started thrusting slowly; in, relax, in, relax, reaching reach but not pulling out. My sister spasmed beneath me. I knew she was cumming, but her cry was silent. She gasped for breath.
"Now go, Big Brother, fuck me deep."
I started rutting in and out only moving my hips as we clung to each other, we couldn't get enough skin on skin. My pleasure built until finally my toes gripped the sheets and I thrust deep in the throes of ejaculation. Spurt after spurt, after passionate spurt, deep into my love.
My sister bit down on my neck, as she took me and rode me to a simultaneous climax.
"Hot, deep, so hot, so fucckkkkkkk."
Then we collapsed. We rolled sideways, still engaged. We then took the time to hold each other's love, just expressed, and carried it deep into our joined and joint souls. I don't think our eyes stopped their lock of love.
Eventually, I got hard again. Who wouldn't? Yuli rolled me over and took the upper position and we made love again, skin to skin. The reverse of what we just did. She came again. I got jealous of her ability to have so many orgasms, but I wasn't worried, having just cum, I remained able to hold off.
After she settled from that climax, Yuli sat up, with me hard and impaled in her. Then she rode me like a wild woman.
"So different Big Brother, no pain just pleasure."
Then she fucked me hard to my climax which triggered hers, or at least brought her almost continuous cumming with an end worthy of Rachmaninov.
She came down to rest her nakedness on mine.
"I was rehearsing the concerto then Zen. Fully playing it in my mind. Why don't we play the third movement tonight with the piano seat lowered?"
I snickered, "If Mum and Dad are not on the couch fucking by then, they soon will be. Let's do it."
We then crashed and fell into a deep sleep.
I heard a door, a front door, but somehow integrated it with my dream.
"So cute, come up here Jim."
What was Dad doing in my dream? Yuli and I and Guin and Theo were tangled together on the floating dream bed. I think it was in heaven, because it sure wasn't hell.
I got hard at the thought and I felt my sister open to me again. In my dream, I felt her flesh snuggle securely around Wang. What was he doing here? Oh, that's ok it's Betty, they had been getting on so well lately.
"Aren't they cute?"
"Yes just like Ben and you. Apart from the shock, that's what my first thought was when I walked in on you. You were so cute and right for each other."
"Look, I think Zen is starting to fuck our daughter in his dreams."
"Not start Mum, is," Yuli spoke up.
"Oh, this is real," I muttered waking I looked at Mum and Dad. "The Concert is not yet perverts. Shut the door behind you."
"No, Jim we had better be on the other side of the door."
"Spoil sport."
We finished in quiet. Slowly making love. I was surprised I had much more sperm to give, but I managed a donation of love.
Finally, we found our love-sick way to the shower and got ready for the concert tonight.
"What do I dress in?" I asked.
"Oh, I hadn't thought of that. Particularly as we don't want too many restrictions for the third movement."
"Oh I know, just a white dress shirt, long to cover things, that's all, naked underneath."
"Yes, but a white bow tie," Yuli added,
We had these as standby dress for a proper concert should we ever get called up. Mum's hopeful mind. Sorted, we came down for dinner with the parentals.
I did have a chubby a lot of the meal, which made the girl's eyes water with lust.
"Thanks for priming my wife, Zen."
"My mother, Dad, but for you anything."
"I take it you have been very active today."
"Not sure if I've spent much time out of my sister's since we got home. So inviting she was, I think we even slept locked together."
"What is weird, is that we can just say this to our conservative straight-laced parents. I'm still not sure aliens haven't abducted the real ones, so that they can study forbidden love," my Sister uttered.
I felt a foot run up my thigh, I looked at Yuli and realised it wasn't her.
"Mum!"
Yuli shot her a dirty look.
"Sorry, I thought it was your Father."
"Not likely, I could do an algorithm to prove that that is impossible given where you are seated."
"Sprung darling. You can't argue with Maths."
"I think we had better start our concert before these two lose control," Yuli sniggered.
"Okay, you horny sex staved parents, on the couch."
I retrieved my oboe and started warming up the reed. Soon we were taken into the romantic and rewritten second movement of Ravel's piano concerto for piano and oboe. It was beautiful and for me, it encapsulated the love we had shared this last month. Longing, waiting, loving in the arms of music. It was almost perfect, I did squeak the reed a few times. But that's the art of the oboe. It happened because I relaxed my oboshon, thinking I was intimately tonguing my sister.
Mum and Dad were in tears.
"What happened? Neither of you has ever played like that."
"We found love and that love became the music," Yuli explained
"We stopped fighting it. We actually love practising now," I added.
"Bugger me," Dad exclaimed.
I think it's the first time I've heard him swear outside of sex. Both our parents had potty mouths during sex we had observed.
"For our final piece, we are going to play a special concerto for us both. My big brother said years ago, that if he found a girl who could play Rachmaninov's second piano concerto he would marry her. So in hope, I tried and tried to master it. As you know I dismally failed. Until my brother showed me the real music in his reciprocated love for me.
"So he will play the orchestra, while I play piano. Feel free to add vocal instruments as you see fit."
Yuli started that low thud heartbeat, passionate beginning. She led us through the first movement with all the passion I knew she was capable of. I looked at my parents as they got friskier on the couch. Dad was as hard as a rock and Mum's hand was working its way past his belt.
I picked up my oboe and added the small phrases in the right spot. The climax in the first movement was clear. The yellow mini skirt had slipped up my sister's thighs revealing her lush bottom and the wet seat.
She paused to breathe before she began the second movement. I could tell she had cum with the music because a few notes at the end were missed, or at least tangled in her fingers. But wow what a performance.
Slowly she began the romantic second movement, I all but caressed her body as she played, slowly I lowered the piano stool in preparation for the finale. Then my oboe played a duet again. I poured my love out in the romance of it. But my part was short but sweet. The second movement moved to its more energetic end. As my sister stood at the end I slipped beneath her and I felt her flowing juices envelope my rampant Wang.
This was enough for mum and dad. Mum straddled Dad in anticipation of what was coming. Most of their clothes had disappeared during the second movement, but we were too busy to really notice.
At first, my sister simply danced the music along my hardness, but in an early orchestra only piece she put a hand down and slipped me home. Fuck my brain cried as my instrument of love was wrapped in hers.
The music is a driver of its own and it took over our lovemaking. Sure notes were blended at times, but the rhythm and passion overcame the technical difficulties. Our parents had lost all control behind us and Dad was driving himself into his wife with her legs over his shoulders.
Yuli was in a rolling climax with the music and as we hit the climactic end all that was heard was the cries of four adults releasing their juices into and over their partners.
Somehow after a few minutes silence Yuli played the coda and the concert was finished.
"Leave the mess, I'll clean it up." It was Mum's weak voice, then she dragged Dad into the bedroom. Sometime later we heard the Balero.
We headed to our love nest. Mum and Dad hardly saw us for the next week. We would come down for food. I would leave for study, when I needed to go to lectures. Yuli had got into an apprenticeship at the State Opera, in costume construction, but was starting in a few weeks' time. Her Yuja outfits were the clincher. But for the most part, we found out what was possible in the art of lovemaking.
We did enjoy the stairs. More than once a parent would stand watching, to be audience to our acrobatics. Lean mean fucking machine I had truly become.
I ran into Theo two weeks later. I said hi and we talked Mathematics a bit.
"Didn't you solve that major maths puzzle?"
"That was me," I said humbly.
"Our pure maths Prof can't stop banging on about how genius your solution is."
"Well, how about I shout you a coffee. Not many people hang around here to actually get to know."
We chatted for a while about maths, strange I know. But pure maths was as much about ideas and philosophy as it is solving things.
I could see that Theo was a bit tired underneath his enthusiastic demeanour.
"I'm going to hazard a guess based on probability."
"Ok, give me the maths first Zen, then give me the guess."
I laughed, "True we mathematicians have a thing against pure guesses."
"Ok, here is the support.
"One: I really didn't notice you until about a month ago. But then something in you came alive."
I put one sugar tube aside. Then added another and said.
"Two: you are no longer maths nerd neutral, you have energy.
"Three: when you walk you have a confident swagger more seen in a rugby player.
"Four: you have had a grin on you that says you are the luckiest bastard in the universe."
"To be fair I think you have that grin, the whole time we have been talking."
"Five: For all the above you appear tuckered out.
"Six: it's a happy contented tired, not much sleep.
"Seven: you know I'm on to something."
"So what does it mean Zen?"
"You know why, but then, so do I. Notice we have seven sugars in our pile. The perfect number and the answer is sweet."
"Conclusion?"
"You are getting some, a lot of some. Getting your nerdy body fucked to heaven and back. Not a one-night stand, but you, Theo, are in love my friend, and you have it bad."
"Bugger me."
"It's not a guy, apologies to my gay friends, it's a girl."
"Shit Zen, that's amazing. But then I could perhaps say you meet most of those conditions."
"True, but there is one more thing. Don't say anything, we will talk, maybe later, but whoever it is, you need to keep it secret. Otherwise, you would have spilled those lovesick thoughts not long after we started talking."
He hung his head guiltily, as if he was caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
"With that, I need to go. I have my own lady waiting for me. In fact, it was watching her play Rachmaninov's second after she had given me a fantastic blow job that gave me the maths solution to that problem. I was in the dopermin zone.
"So, it's okay that I'm fucking and trying to do pure maths."
"So long as you harness the energy and harmonies, go for it."
"Shit Zen, I want you to meet my girlfriend now."
"I'll ping you my deets."
"Oh and one more thing. I didn't make a bet because I couldn't fleece you on a sure thing."
We laughed and had a man hug.
"Have fun tonight Zen."
"I'm not waiting till tonight," I laughed.
Once home I let my Sister in on the conversation with Theo.
"I can't wait to get together and see his face. I'm going to ring Guin and make sure she covers for you. I'll get her to tell him they are meeting up with another sibling pair, but no names. That will add fuel to the surprise."
Yuli and Guin arranged for us to meet up and go on a picnic at a remote rock pool in the Royal National Park a place I knew and suggested. We needed to head off early and carpool. So Yuli suggested they meet at our place and we take one car.
Our parents were thrilled we had met another sibling couple, but were happy to remain scarce, until we came back to the house. If all went well, Mum promised to put on a Chinese banquet when we got back.
"Not a banquet Mum. Limit it to no more than six dishes and rice," I growled at her.
She pouted, but saw the wisdom in it.
The day before I did a bit of secret business on my way home. I figured it could be a good day for a surprise.
Sunday morning came and we were awake early. Early enough for us to make unhurried love before we packed. I realised that my Sister would carry my sperm deposit with her while we walked. That idea would keep me randy all day.
The girls arranged that I would be in a different room until they were in the kitchen, then I'd spring the surprise on Theo.
So the warm greetings and instant chat from our sisters filled my anticipating ears. Theo stood back, nervous to meet the guy in the partnership.
"Where is my Brother? Bro get in here."
I slipped into the room behind them.
"This is my Brother Zen. Zen, Theo, Theo, Zen."
Theo almost dropped the glass of water Yuli had given him.
"What the, Zen, you. Wow, what?"
I grinned a knowing grin.
"You fink, you knew didn't you?"
I laughed, "I said I wouldn't fleece you on a sure bet."
"You bastard, and here I am thinking you're a maths genius."
"I am, but then compared to the average population we both probably are."
"Cough up Baby Brother, ten bucks."
Reluctantly he took a Banjo from his wallet and handed over the blue ten-dollar note.
(Our notes are different colours and have the faces of National heroes, not presidents. Banjo is Banjo Patterson, a renowned bush poet.)
"I bet him that there was probably a simple reason for you guessing he was fucking his heart out and not that the maths of the sugar pile could quantify love," Guin clarified.
"So where are we going Zen?"
"To Wattamolla beach, then a short hike to a special waterhole I know."
"Then let's get going. We can chat on the way," Guin suggested. "I'll drive, if that's your car out front, mine will be roomier. My air con has also just been serviced."
I sat in the back with Theo, and we mainly talked about Uni and Maths. The Girls talked about love, and things they wanted to try. I leant over to Theo.
"Shhh, listen up, we might get some tips."
So quietly we listened. It appears Theo needed some help with oral. Our six weeks plus of waiting had meant we were both skilled at the art of getting each other off with our mouths.
My Sister got enthusiastic in describing the things I had done with tongue and fingers. Theo was thinking hard. He was according to Guin, just keen to get her wet and then get in there.
It also appeared their positioning was very traditional. Yuli started listing the places in the house we had done it and the things on the to try list. On this list, I listened. My Sister wanted to take me in our backyard under the stars. Or better in the country, where the stars were proper. Or in the surf with the moon rising full.
"Oh, I want to try the Washing machine on full spin," Guinevere suggested.
"Yes, and also bent forward over the corned, so my vag is kissing the metal."
I looked over at Theo, he was hard, very hard and kept trying to adjust his penis in his shorts. I was also hard, but not as embarrassed, as I think this conversation proved I was the better lover.
We pulled up at the Park entrance. There was a line-up. Guinevere pulled out that ten-dollar note from her pocket and added a two-dollar coin from her ashtray. We were given a day pass sticker and navigated to Wattamolla.
This park was special. It was one of the oldest National Parks in the world. It contained a long stretch of coastal beaches, many of which could only be accessed by walking. It was the serious surfers' paradise and the great thing about it, no Bra Boys and much better surf than most of the Shire as well. Not that this skinny Asian was ever going to surf.
Wattamolla was a very different place.
"Zen, this is a very multicultural spot. What gives?" Yuli asked.
"Simple I was told by my scout leader it always was. It is a safe surf beach, but more than that, the big lagoon means swimming can be safe for new Australian families. Also, it's more like parks in Europe. So now there are a lot of Middle Eastern immigrants, but apparently it was very popular with Greek and Italian families in the seventies."
"So let's find a good spot," Theo said.
"Not here, I have somewhere special. Hopefully no crowds."
The car park was almost full. We sunscreened up and grabbed a small picnic set in a backpack. I came prepared, so we also took two travel rugs. I advised changing into swimmers first and the Girls took off to the change sheds, I saw a bright red tie string hanging out of Yuli's bag, so I knew what she was wearing. I only hope Theo had some intestinal fortitude.


We changed in the space of the car door with each keeping lookout for the other. Theo was obviously a shower and well-built. Bigger than me, that was for sure.
It was a hot walk, but only just over a kilometre. We came to a little inlet and gully. There were a few people using the track in both directions.
"We are here."
The others looked around.
"Not much chance to swim Zen," Theo said dryly.
"Just wait till this mob of hikers walk past, then follow me quickly, before the next mob arrive."
We looked casual, like we were catching a breath, and on the all clear I headed into the bush. There was a path but mainly overgrown. It was clear the rangers were keen to keep this spot secret. But then so was I. We went another three hundred meters into the bush along the creek bed and then it opened up to a magnificent little water hole, even with its own small waterfall.
"Shit, this is beautiful," my Sister kissed me. We put down our stuff and Guinevere took the lead.
"Strip guys, let's swim."
She stripped quickly to reveal a nicely shaped black Bikini with plump breasts, maybe even size D, but I was guessing. She also sported a lot of tatts. Small ones, not sleeves but she was clearly into it.
Then my sister stripped.
"Fuck me!" Theo exclaimed.
"Me too," Guinevere added.
I laughed, that was my first reaction. My sister hadn't put more padding in, so I knew what was coming.
I noted Theo was getting hard again, but then so was I. Perhaps the cool water would help calm me down. The water was crystal clear. This meant that we could find as much visual stimulation in or out of the water.
We quickly paired off and cuddled while we talked.
"This is an amazing location, how did you find it Zen?"
"It was on a long camp hike I did with a group of Venturers, ( Scouts). As much to do it, as not."
"You don't look much like an outdoor camping guy," Theo observed.
"I'm not really, but it was a part of our Dad's trying to normalise me. It wasn't bad, but I quit when I turned seventeen."
"That doesn't let us know the how. This is off the beaten track." Yuli nudged me.
"It was by accident, we had come up from the south, we didn't really know Wattamolla was just around the corner. We were short of water and I figured there could be fresh water up the gully. The others waited while I went to find out. Unfortunately, there was not enough room to camp here, but we stayed for hours swimming and mucking around. Oh, we need to be a bit quiet. Park Rangers on the main track found us, due to our noise. They weren't worried, but made it clear we needed to move on and not camp here, and make sure we took out rubbish with us."
"Well I'm glad you found it, this is wonderful."
My Sister put her hand behind her and adjusted my boner to slip up her crack. Guinevere saw this and did similar to Theo. So I slipped a hand around to the front and slipped it under the small red triangle.
"I can see the advantage of small breasts Yuli, those triangles could not possibly stay in place on me."
"I'd like to see that," Theo affirmed.
"Well, you can try it on," my Sister suggested.
"You just want to see Yuli's tits, Theo."
"That bikini is so transparent in the water that it won't make much difference. Go on Sis, try it."
I was game to see it, in fact, Yuli felt me throb at the suggestion.
"Zen wants you to try, his thermometer just jumped," Yuli giggled.
I undid the back string. Theo got busy untying his sisters.
Guinevere looked at Yuli's small breasts thinking that her bikini was useless on her.
"Just throw it on the rocks, I know my limitations."
The black bikini top sailed through the air but missed and it started sinking. I broke away and ducked down to retrieve it. I examined it closely.
"I could spunk in these," I commented.
"Sorry I already have," Theo confessed.
I dropped them, "Yuck!"
"That was last week, Zen, I love tit fucking my brother. These hold the girls in just right."
I picked them up again and smelt them.
"I washed them later, Zen."
I could tell my sister was getting fragile with the comparison, so I turned her to face me and took her now bare nipple in my mouth.
"I'm ecstatic to have yours, Sis."
"Thanks, Bro," then she ground herself on me.
Guinevere was struggling to put it on her big floppy breasts.
Yuli went to help. She tucked Guin's breast in as well as she could. The Bikini barely covered her areolas. She blushed a bit.
"They really are a handful," sighed Yuli. I could tell she was getting turned on.
"More than a handful," Theo commented.
Yuli giggled, "You know Guin, this is the first time I've held big breasts in my hands."
"Really,"
"Yes, Mum's are just a bit bigger than mine."
"Well feel way, it's sort of exciting."
"I could make you a set that would work," my Sister suggested as she played around.
"Could you?"
"She made hers, she's good at sewing," I added.
"Yes please, could you?"
"In white," Theo prompted.
"You mean transparent Brother, Typical."
"A body stocking transparent, who needs water," I laughed, "Yuli has plenty of scraps in all different colours."
"Fuck yeah, and a few sequins as cover."
"That would work, it would hold them together in place but from a distance only look like small triangles," I added.
"We will work on it."
"Yuli is just starting in the costume department of the State Opera," I informed them.
"Just as an apprentice."
"Try the bottoms too Sis, then give us a fashion walk," Theo was getting cheeky.
I removed Yuli's and smelt them.
"Mmm, they do smell like my sister."
I flung them to Theo, but before he could smell, his Sister lunged to get them off him.
"Keep ems off!" He cried and flung them back to me.
It was on. Groping happened as we played. I got to feel my first set of big tits. Accidentally I'm sure. Theo was just as handsy with my Sister. Squeals and laughter ensued, but I had to remind them to keep the noise down.
Yuli ducked under water and pulled Theo's pants down, Guinevere helped, then threw the swimmers onto the rocks. Not long after mine followed, but I might have undid the drawstring in anticipation.
Eventually, Guinevere grabbed the red g-string bottoms and hopped out to change into them. She was shaved bare.
I pulled my sister to me as we watched. Then I put my penis in place and pulled her down. I was embedded in her very wet pussy. The three of us watch the show on the bank.
"I want a set please," Guinevere said as she pretended to pole dance on a nearby sapling.
I started pumping slowly in time to her dance.
Guin saw us, "Shit you're fucking aren't you."
"It just slipped in," Yuli confessed.
Guin jumped in to join us.
"Theo, you're slipping get over here."
She mounted his front and soon both couples were making wild passionate love.
We changed position a few times. We were all keeping our eyes on each other. I moved my sister to the small waterfall and fucked her as the water drowned her cries of pleasure.
"Shit Zen, the water falling on my tits feels amazing."
The others joined us and the girls leant back while we took them to love-making heaven. Our mutual climaxes we tried to stifle with kissing.
"I think we need to eat," I suggested, "I'm tuckered out."
I hopped out and set up the picnic, naked. It was now the thing. I was less hard.
As I ferreted around in my bag, Guinevere joined me.
"Now?"
"Now."
The other two joined us.
"Guin, can you take a photo of my sister and me?"
"Sure."
I handed her my phone. She took a few snaps.
"Standing please?" Guinevere asked.
I pulled my Sister to her feet. We kissed and carried on, but then I got down on one knee and held my sister's hand. From behind my back, I pulled out a small box.
My Sister stopped, she started shaking. Theo grabbed his phone as well.
"Yuli, you are so special to me as a Sister, as a lover and as a life partner. Would you do me the honour of marrying me?"
"Oh fuck, oh yes, oh wow, oh really."
I put an engagement ring on her finger. It was the one she oohed over a few weeks ago.
She flung herself on me in a passionate kiss.
"Yes, a thousand years of yess's."
I was hard again, and uninhibited she slipped me in and rode me to a massive mutual climax.
Our friends watched the joy of our union.
"Ok, enough you two. Here take my camera, Zen?"
Then Guinevere pulled her brother up. Fuck he was hard, throbbing and massive. He must have been eight inches long.
Then Guin dropped to her knees. She pulled a rubber ring from her pussy.
"Theo, you satisfy my every need and I love you so much. I always have." She took the ring, fuck it was a cock ring.
"Would you do me the honour of marrying me?" She asked as she rolled the ring over his hardness.
"Fuck yes," he gasped. He pushed her over and drove his banded penis into his sister's body and fucked the living daylights out of her. The cock ring helped him last and last. Guin would have a great porno of the moment on her phone. Theo finally came.
We settled onto the rugs to finally eat. Two pussy, red and swollen, leaked as we ate.
"That cock is very impressive Theo, but you're not getting it in me. My brother has already broken me. I'm glad Quin is a bigger build. I doubt my surgery could cope with that monster, as tempting as it is."
I smiled I knew all I wanted was my Sister and her love.
We sunbaked a bit, as we caught the warmth filtered through the gum tree canopy.
The girls decided to give themselves a rinse.
"Down stream ladies, you don't want to swim in floating sperm."
"Good point, Bro."
We joined them, but temptation was great. We made love again in the water before we packed up.
"I suppose we had better get dressed," Yuli said.
"Sadly yes," Theo agreed, "it's been so erotic seeing two lovers make love."
All we left was floating sperm as we headed to the car.
On the way home I invited them in for a Chinese banquet.
"Our parents want you to come to dinner, if that's alright. We want to share this good news with them."
"Shit, they actually know two you are fucking?"
"Oh yes, see they have a mutual interest in incest. But that's a longer story."
"Shit, I wish our parents would accept this. I'm afraid all hell will break out if they did." Guin confessed.
"That bad," Yuli enquired.
"That's not the half of it."
"Dad is a Baptist minister," Theo groaned.
"Fuck, no kidding, shit you're screwed," I responded, really feeling for them.
"We are already talking about disappearing somewhere safe."
"Well enjoy tonight and see a different type of understanding parents."
"Can I play you my favourite song?" Guinevere asked.
Theo smiled. She connected to her car audio and the strains of Petula Clarke's 'Son of a Preacher Man' blasted out and she sang with it, at the top of her lungs.
I was excited for our future, but was worried for Theo and Guin.
...
Ok, I guess part five is coming. I am currently writing Guinevere and Theo's' story, "The only Man." then I will cover the Chinese banquet and their futures.
As a special gift for Christmas and the New Year, I am releasing the first chapter of my next story. Why is this different? Visit my profile to find out why and how you can access it.
My next story series is called "As Big as..."
To continue my guide to making this site hum better for writer, thus you get more stories, remember this.
*Critical comments. These can stop a new author from writing. Use the sandwich. What you like, it would be good if next time you try, but that said I love what you did. Even quote a line you liked, or a scene.
*Put your pedantry on hold. This is particular to spelling and grammar. Sometimes it's because the author is from a different country from you and spells many words differently. I'm Australian and use a lot of Australianisms. Or the author knows they are weak here, but at least they have a go. I fall into this category. Over time my spelling has improved dramatically. Little hints at a time are helpful. One reader helpfully commented 'Do you realise it is Glans not glands for the head of a penis.' I fixed it ( my ignorance) and have not made the mistake since. If I were getting paid I would want a publisher and a line editor to proofread my work. This site offers free proofreading by volunteers. I don't use them myself, mainly because of anonymity reasons, but there are other personal ones. I might write a post here on why I write later, and my struggles.


        To be a Brother...The Only Man...

        Virgin Brother: Son of a preacher man loves slut Sister.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/to-be-a-brother-the-only-man

Title: To be a Brother...The Only Man...

Author: KoraKuros

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Virgin Brother: Son of a preacher man loves slut Sister.

Tags: rebellion, virgin, first time, threesome, slut, siblings, bi




To be a Brother...The Only Man... son of a Preacher man
This story is a side story to the Series To Be a Brother or To Be a Lover.
It is able to be read on its own with no impact on the bigger story line. It tells the Story of Guinevere and Theo, who are preacher's kids PK's who fall in love with each other.
It contains incest between a brother and sister. A virgin and a slut. It includes a threesome.
.................
Being the son of a Preacher man must be hard, being the Daughter of one perhaps harder. But that's my perspective, because I am the daughter of a Baptist Minister. Being a PK is the worst. PK being Preacher's Kid. I could chronicle the disadvantages now or just let you know as I write. I'm sure Theo could add a heap of his own. But I'll start by saying we were often thrust together, Theo and me against the world. So as kids, we grew up close. He was and is my little brother.
Being three years older, I had to do a lot of caring for him. He was my little doll, my baby, I would dress him in my old clothes that didn't fit me anymore and we would play girls. Have tea parties and stuff. Now this hit a problem when I was nine and he was six. I wanted him to stay six forever and ever. But the shit hit the fan when Dad came home and blasted Mum.
"Doris, this has got to stop. It's not biblical. Boys should not be dressed in women's clothes. We have talked about this, but if it doesn't stop, we will get drummed out of Town. The Elders took me aside today and gave me a warning. Set the example with your own kids Pastor or you don't have a job."
We had only moved to that town three months ago.
"I'll talk to her. Obviously, she is not listening to you."
"Guinevere get in here now." I slipped quietly in, as he knew I was listening in the hall."
"You heard that didn't you?"
I nodded.
"It stops now. Your brother is a boy. He must dress as a boy. And I don't mean as a boy for you to have pretend weddings with. I mean boy stuff. Football, riding bikes, playing cowboys, climbing trees. No dresses. No tea parties, just boy stuff."
"But,"
"No buts, Guin, we have just moved here, do you want us to move again? If this got out in the Baptist movement I might never get a job again."
Now one of the problems with being a preacher's kid was that we always moved. It was hard to make friends. I would just form a good friendship with a girl in my class, and some snooty-nosed bigot in the congregation would take offence at something Dad preached and we were moving again.
It would take over twelve months to make that one friend. It meant that for the most part, I had to play with my little brother. Even at that age I knew I loved him, and could think of nothing better than marrying him when we grew up. But I got Dad's point. If I wanted to play with my brother, it would have to be boys' games.
I was also wise for my age because I knew that if I dressed as a boy, it would be as bad, so boys games it was, even if I played hard in girls' dresses. I watched how boys played in the playground and copied them.
I learnt to play marbles. Theo and I practised so much that I got good. I started challenging the boys at school and beating them. We were normally in small country towns in Australia and marbles were still a thing every now and again in the dust bowl playgrounds. Marbles was played for keeps.
This went well for a while, and I built a good collection of marbles. But it also had a downside, as boys lied to their friends and Mums about how I had their precious tombolas or Steelos. Mum's at church would confront me after Sunday School and make me give them back, because obviously I stole them. See always getting into trouble. Can't win either way.
I wanted to learn wrestling, but soon the boys wouldn't challenge me, as they did not want to be beaten by a girl. Particularly a girl in a dress. That did change later when I was in my mid-teens. That was because they did want to wrestle a girl in a dress, but for different reasons. I was up for it. Most boys wished they hadn't and would limp home with very bruised nuts.
I became a tomboy at heart and a massive rebel. Good as gold, sweet at church or youth group, but a girl, with a reputation that hung like a cloud of dust, just like Pig Pen in Peanuts.
Theo had it bad. His nerd maths brain meant he didn't fit the boy stereotypes. He got a bit bullied and ostracised for this, but that's nothing compared to the bullying he got as the preacher's kid. 'Bible basher' was the best of the taunts. A lot of it went on unspoken, because Theo was too scared that I might find out and pulverise the kid. I was his protector. This worked out when I was with him. No bully dared. But they also figured he wouldn't squeal, so it went under the radar and was worse without my knowledge.
Each time we changed towns it was a relief for him. But he also knew that it would start again, he tried to play dumb academically, but that always changed once he did his first maths test. Playing dumb was a defence mechanism.
It also took time until my fierce fighting ability got out. New bullies, unaware that Big Sister would trounce them would try something on the way home. My reputation was soon restored. It's funny, as in funny sad, that my reputation caused Dad grief, but the fact that Theo was mercilessly bullied had no impact on the town gossips, whose sons could do no wrong.
The consequence was that we spent more time together isolated by the social pressures of Dad's job. As puberty hit me I had to say I could see myself having those feelings for my brother rather than any of the town lads.
Things got a bit better when we moved to the city. I was now failing in year eleven and repeated in the hope of getting into College. Theo on the other hand was put up a level and entered year Ten. It could be good, but this also sucked. The local high schools were segregated, as in, boys' school and girls' school. We were both able to keep the occupation of our Dad secret from most kids.
I had a quiet word with the few boys who were in Theo's class at school but went to our church. I told them directly that if they let on that Theo was a preacher's kid I would make sure all the girls at my school would let everyone know they were goodie two-shoes at church and not only not allowed to date, but zealously anti sex. They saw my point and let's just say I went out with a few of them to seal the deal.
At this stage, I didn't give a stuff about my reputation and was happy to test the boundaries of a semi-anonymous situation the big city provided. I could see that my behaviour made Theo somewhat sad. He didn't know why I was doing it, but he did understand my need to rebel. We would talk for hours about the problems of being a PK.
Being three years older than Theo, I decided that I would try sex, have sex, and experiment with sex as soon as I turned eighteen. I got myself on the pill, as the folks would be mortified. It was a final act of rebellion, because surely Preacher's daughters had to be virgins and ice maidens.
Theo knew I was sleeping around. I don't know if I would have if I thought for one moment we could be lovers. I would have saved myself for him. He was the only guy worthy of my body. But because I couldn't, both by law, and family religious taboo, I decided that it didn't matter.
I was hoping against hope, that I could meet someone who would steal my heart and help me forget my baby Brother. I remember my first threesome. He was a handsome guy and was known as a player. Two of us hung on his shoulders that night, both hoping for a bedding.
"Girls, I can't decide you are both as sexy as hell. Do you think you could share me?"
The girl, Mandy I think her name was, looked at me. Our eyes searched each other with unasked questions. She was turning me on, as suddenly my moisture increased.
"Let's kiss honey, and see," I suggested.
We moved in, drawn by our eyes, and the kiss sent sparks to my clit.
"God yes," we both breathed as we parted.
"That's the sexiest thing I've seen," said Brad.
He had to be a Brad, he was so stereotypically a Brad.
"Bedroom now," I suggested and we bundled into someone's parents' bedroom tearing off clothes as we went.
Within minutes, my mouth was full of pussy, while Mandy's was full of Brad meat. It was the first muff I had ever tasted, and I instantly knew it was not going to be my last. I dragged Brad down to feast on me, and we had my first triangle of oral lust.
"Fuck me, Brad," Mandy demanded.
He was in like Flynn, and I now had his throbbing penis to suck on, while I attacked her clit. He fed me his girl cum covered cock every now and again. Mandy serviced me with her mouth and Brad ended up creaming deep in Mandy's vagina. I always enjoyed slurping sperm, so I feasted on their juices in my first cream pie. Mandy got Brad hard again. He spent the next thirty minutes pounding me through umpteen orgasms, in various positions, before we slumped asleep.
It turned out that the bedroom was Mandy's parents, and they sprung us when they got home. All hell broke loose and I never saw them again.
It was a night of firsts. But shit, I was sold on the whole Bi thing.
If there was a problem with the way a boy treated Theo, there were two outcomes. If they were not part of the Church, I would beat them up. If they were precious sons of the church, I would fuck them silly and make sure I got a photograph of them buried balls deep in pussy.
Some came back for seconds, unwise for the most part. I would send them a photo with my face missing and threaten that the next one was going to a parent. If the guy was cute and had a big dick, plus knew how to use it, I was up for further sessions. Needless to say, I was well fucked.
This went on for a few years until Theo was safely at Uni. Then I just played around. During that time I got addicted to tattoos. A visible sign of my rebellion. I was quite keen to have more threesomes. I was happy with two guys and me, but mainly I wanted girl-girl-boy romps. So I got a discrete tattoo of three small triangles on my inner wrist. One blue, one red and one orange. I knew Mum and Dad did not know what it meant, so it was safe except for the tatts thing. They hit the roof. So I followed it up with similar coloured three birds on my ankle.
Theo loved them, but he definitely had no idea. Then to piss the parents off, I got one above my left boob which said, 'My Body, My Choice,' in fancy script. Then I wore tops that showed it off above low plunging necklines. These I deliberately wore to Church.
That was the last straw. I was told I had a week to find somewhere to live. I was not a member of the family, not a Christian ( I never was) and excommunicated from the church.
Except for the impact on Theo, I was happy with the result. He was devastated. Theo had some balls and challenged Dad
"That's not showing Christian Love, that's very pharisaical."
"Son, keep out of it."
"How can I, Guinevere is my sister and your daughter?"
"Not anymore."
"Well next time you preach on the prodigal son this Son is going prodigal, that is pure hypocrisy."
"The realities of life kid, is that that is unacceptable for a minister's family."
"Then preach acceptance and love and call those whitewashed sepulchres in the congregation out."
"I don't like your tone, Theo."
"Well, I don't like your religiosity."
"Do you want to be kicked out as well. I'm happy to stop supporting that useless Maths degree."
Theo backed down. I took him for a drive. He was shaking.
We went to Centennial Park. As soon as we hopped out of the car I hugged him, then kissed him passionately.
Big mistake.
"Guin!" he pushed me away. "What the fuck, is it not bad enough that you're fucking every dick that walks by that you think I want to fuck you too. Why are you doing this?"
He was stronger than me, because I just broke down in tears.
His arm went around me, "Why Guinevere? Why?"
I couldn't tell him the truth. The real truth, so I went with the secondary cause: Rebellion against my parents and the Church.
"I understand Guin, I feel the same."
"That was an awesome comeback to Dad, thanks for sticking up for me."
"I meant it, but I bury those feelings. I wish you could."
"But I can't."
"So you sleep around to get back at them."
"Probably, but..."
"But?"
"I guess I can't find love."
"I wish I could find it also, but I'm a guy and a dork, who even wants to fuck me."
I looked at him, my eyes pleading the unspoken I do.
He looked down.
"I could help you know."
"No Guin, I don't think I even like your friends."
It's not what I meant, but I let it pass.
"Where will you go if you get kicked out?"
"I don't know, like who can afford rent these days?"
"True, certainly not in these suburbs."
Silence gangs with despair.
"I take it you don't get paid much."
"I would need three jobs."
We got home and the mood was icy. We sat at the family table for dinner. Mum was a bit teary.
"Guinevere, I think it is very dangerous to throw you out. Theo was right, also not very Christian. So your Mother and I have agreed to let you stay, but there are conditions.
I nodded, I realised it was a big concession.
"No boys of any type at home."
"Ok," that I could do, I didn't do them here anyway. Most were horrified at the thought of doing sex stuff at a minister's house.
"Cover up. It might be your body and your choice, but we don't have to see it."
"I might have trouble covering these," I pointed to the three triangles.
"Ok, they can stay uncovered. But the rest I don't want to see. What do they mean?"
"Three in one," my theology kicked in to cover my sexual interpretation of that. "Three entities, three equal laterals, three sides, but three colours."
"So the trinity?"
"Yes, I guess, you always preach that the trinity is hard to represent. Three persons, three triangles, but the same triangle yet separate."
"So you are a Christian?"
"No, don't get your hopes up, just good theology."
"Ok, I won't push. But a Preacher Father can always hope."
"I'm sorry Guinevere," Mum said speaking for the first time. "What have we done to deserve this?"
I shrugged my shoulders, "I don't think you've done anything Mum, neither has Dad. You have stuck to your beliefs but it's not easy being a PK. It's your faith not mine, but I have to behave and wear it like it's mine. Can we just leave it at that?"
"We won't expect you at Church."
"Thanks, then I can stop being a hypocrite."
I went to my room. I won and lost in that deal. I got to be still living with Theo, my cute adorable, unattainable, Little Brother, but I lost my source of guys in the youth group. I would have fucked the youth pastor by now but I knew he would lose his job if I did. He was way out of bounds. I couldn't do that to him.
Now Theo was also way out of bounds, but that was different. I loved him. As I said those words to myself, I knew I was in trouble. Because I would fuck my Baby Brother, but that was way more out of bounds.
Did I love him like that, like, I've never loved another guy, even if he has just taken me to climax heaven?
In truth, that's easy to do. I could cum at the sight of a penis and the whiff of some cum. Love was harder to find. Theo was the one I truly loved.
My lover knocked quietly at my door. My heart raced, my vag moistened instantly.
"Cum in," yes I meant it like my thoughts.
Theo, obviously unaware of my inner dialogue of fucking incestuous thoughts, poked his head in the door.
"Can I come in?"
It hit me, the tension of the last few days.
He sat next to me and cuddled me. Tears just flowed. I never cried, well, never in public.
Theo sat with his back to the headrest of the bed and I leant into his shoulder.
"Just hold me."
He did for a long time. Eventually, I lay on my back my head in his lap, and looked up at him.
"How come you never stop loving me Theo, for all I've done. I know my fucking around hurts you."
"But you don't do it to hurt me do you?"
"No, never." I cried again.
A tear fell down my cheek. Theo took a finger and caught it. I watched as he looked at the tear. Then he did the unthinkable, he brought it to his lips and tongue. I think it was a reflex action, because as he tasted the salt, his eyes opened in surprise and he flushed red.
I hugged his waist and buried my head in his abdomen. I loved his smell, I loved his warmth, I felt safe.
Absentmindedly Theo played with my hair and brushed my cheek. It was then that I noticed he was stiffening up below my other cheek. I'm sure he hadn't noticed yet. I felt his penis head reach my ear.
I lifted my head, turned to the source of our passion and kissed his glans through his clothes. I was deliberately slow for a short kiss.
"Thanks Theo, you should go."
He was horrified and fled.
I watched him try to cover his hardness as he went. I was so turned on, I stripped quickly and my hands found my centre. Then I recalled something. I slowly smelt, yes, my tongue circled my lips. I came, and came hard. Yes, the trace of boy juice, the wet spot at his head, precum, Theo's precum had touched my kissing lips.
I prayed he was dealing with that hardness now. That he was cumming with me in his room.
Later, I met him in the Bathroom cleaning his teeth.
I came up behind him. He had his sleep boxers on. I cuddled him from behind. I could see him grow uncomfortable in the mirror. I smushed my breasts against his back.
"Guinevere!"
"Can't a sister thank her little Brother for saving her arse?"
He smiled, "I did, didn't I"
"So I owe you."
"I guess."
I nuzzled his neck and smelt. Yummy boy, brother big, smells.
I had an idea. I backed back and turned him to face me. His toothbrush and dribble occupied his mouth. I lifted his other hand to my face and cupped my cheek with it. Then I inhaled a deep breath.
I was right, score. I could smell his sperm. He hadn't washed his hands, typical boy. This hand had wanked his large penis. The one rising between us. Just as I thought, he was big. I used that hand on my face hoping to transfer his remnant smell. He was stunned but had no idea how much I was getting off just then.
"You have the hands of a lover, Little Brother."
I licked his palm, the palm that with his saliva had caressed his man flesh.
"Yummy, I love your smell, I love your taste".
I watched his face turn toward realisation.
I decided not to push him. Well not too much. My fingers still smelt of me. Quietly I added some fresh juice from my loins. I was distracting him with my eyes, eyes that willed him to kiss me.
Then I took my wet finger and ran it over his lips and under his nose, then backed off to the door.
"You might have to deal with that again. I need to."
I snibbed the door before I shut it behind me. I waited on the other side and listened.
He cursed, then groaned then I heard the frap, frap, frap of hand on flesh. I was cumming, as quietly as I could. Theo groaned my name and I knew he had cum.
I went back to my room. In the quiet, I listened to him go to his room. I needed a shower. So quietly I went back to the scene of his crime. I locked the door and stripped. It smelt of boy in here, specifically boy cum. That sweet nutty distinctive smell of fresh sperm. The mirror had just been washed. Fuck he hit the mirror. My nose led the search for sperm not found in his guilty clean-up.
There it was, under the edge of the mirror, sperm. Deposit enough, I transferred the drop to my finger, then put my foot up on the vanity. My clit was swollen from a night of self-abuse. I soothed her with the balm of Brother's loins. Of all the spunk, of all the cum that had flooded my pussy before this one drop, this one silky sexy smooth drop was a treasure that outweighed it all. I looked up at the mirror. Fuck, fuckity, fuck fuck fuck. What had I become, a harlot worse than Jesabel? There I was, Tatts screaming, body flowing its juices down my thighs. My pussy well used and abused, I came undone.


I turned the shower on cold and wrapped myself into a ball at the feet of water's icy flow. I needed baptising. I wanted to be a virgin again. I needed to turn back my innocence. I was a sobbing shivering mess. Flagellating myself in cold liquid, trying to wash away the sins of the past. Trying to purge the sins of today.
Time stilled as I numbed. Numbed bodily and mentally.
Knock knock.
Knock.
"Guin, Guin..."
"Are you alright?.."
Some time later a lock undid.
The water turned off. Loving arms took towels, wrapped my nakedness and dried me.
Darkness.
"You are shivering, almost hypothermic, I need to warm you up."
Darkness
"Can you stand?"
Stumble.
"Hop in, my bed is warm."
"Fuck what I do."
"Warm me Theo, hold me."
He lay on the covers over my body.
"No under, inside."
I lifted the covers unaware that I was totally naked.
Thro in just his boxers reluctantly slipped in and spooned me. Held me, pressed his body to me and his warmth spread.
I rotated seeking that warmth.
Breasts to chest.
Hardness to groin.
I was still shivering, teeth chattering. Theo in tears.
"Don't die, please don't die."
Suddenly I felt safe and in that moment of hallucination I kissed his tears and fell into a deep, sleep. Safe.
I woke alone.
Theo was missing.
I was still naked.
In the early dawn I could see his form on the floor, curled up in a doona.
I slipped out, seeing my body in his bedroom mirror. In the dim light of the morn, I looked ok, restored.
I went to his side and kissed his cheek sticking out of the covers.
"It's alright Theo, I'm OK..."
He stirred and smiled, angelic, innocent.
"You can go back to your bed. I'm going to mine to sleep."
I noticed none of my clothes were on his floor. What had happened I don't know.
I was aware of his eyes following my nakedness to the door.
In my bed, I slipped a finger into my sex. Good no sperm. He hadn't fucked me, not like a lot of guys I had slept with would have. But it was Theo. So what the fuck happened last night?
I was still so tired, so I resolved to resolve it in the morning.
It was Sunday and I had missed Church for the first time in my life. But then I was allowed to miss. Shit I'm twenty one and until yesterday I needed permission. Where was Theo? I raced to his room. Gone.
The evidence was clear he had gone to church.
Penance for the sins of the last days. I could see him now, in our normal pew, guilt written plain on his angelic face. Now when I say penance, thank God we didn't have confession in the Baptist church or he would be confessing to Dad right now. No wonder the priests were celebrat. What family needs that? But talking of penance, the Baptists had no such thing. Just confess quietly to God before taking communion. No purgatory, no hail whatsies, no rosary. Just plain forgiveness. Go figure. Here I am about to fuck my own Brother and all I have to do is say Forgive me. It didn't make sense to me, even though I was Protestant. My thoughts alone would condemn me. My actions, worthy of a Debbie Does Dallas. What would the porno film of my life be titled? 'Guinevere does rounds on the Round Table'.
I slipped into the lounge and found Dad's old Rick Wakeman Album, King Arthur and put it on loud. Nothing like vinyl to get the vibe going. I got lost in the music. I dreamt of my King Theo and his Excalibur sword, praying he could atone for the evil in this mind of mine.
Theo, king of my heart, who puts his Excalibur in my Stone so get my rocks off. I only hope he never withdraws.
My thoughts were interrupted by Theo coming home. He normally took his car, so he could escape while the Pastor and Wife did the greeting thing.
He stopped at the door. 'Love Me My Guinevere was playing, probably for the third time that morning. He looked at me with longing in his eyes then fled.
I waited till the end of the track, and with Wakeman blaring in the background, I ventured to his room.
His door was closed.
I knocked, no answer.
I knocked. "I want to talk."
"Well, I don't."
"I need to know what happened?"
"Nothing."
I sat with my back to his door. It's what we did when things were bad between us.
I waited.
"But I was naked in your bed. What happened?"
"Nothing." He slid down the door on the other side.
"You don't remember."
"No."
"I found you under the cold shower hypothermic."
"Shit."
"You warmed me?"
"Yes, but that's all."
"So you saved me again."
"I shouldn't have, you don't deserve it."
"Yeah you're right, but you still did."
He muttered something I couldn't hear.
"Guin, just leave it OK! And please I mean forever. You can't go back to being innocent, but at least let me be."
I felt a piercing through my heart. He meant it. He was not going down the Sibling incest thing that burned me up. I decided if I loved him, I would have to grant him his wish. Saying nothing, I got up and went to my room.
My heart ached so much, but I did not cry this time. It was time to give it up.
For just over a year that's what I did.
Theo was my brother and only my brother. I continued to find sexual fulfilment outside this house. I found that working in the Cafe, not an ordinary cafe but one of the best coffee houses in Sydney, brought many partners who saw my trinity tattoos and invited me into exciting beds. But my heart contained a Theo-shaped hole. The Jigsaw piece that was the only one that made sense of the puzzle of life.
Theo and I continued to be close. But I stopped trying to seduce him. We talked, shared our struggles, but I just left my rampant sex life out of it. He was still a virgin.
Then it happened, a young Chinese couple walked into our coffee shop. They were in love, that was very clear. But the conversation! Fuck me, they were Brother and Sister talking about restraint, about when they could do it safely. It was clear they were off to a sex clinic to get protection.
Then their parents, fuck I wanted their parents as mine. Incest was rife in that household. Apparently, including a brother, whom they both loved at some time, but by the sound of it died some time ago. You hear a lot as a waitress. I made sure I heard every word of this. As I collected plates I suggested next time I could provide a more private table.
They were embarrassed, so I covered with my tale of unrequited love for my own Brother. But Zen, that's his name, gave me a lot of good advice. I watched them leave, my heart was once more in my mouth. I had to at least try. I needed to move on.
It was two days before I got the opportunity, plus I had worked out what I wanted to say. Our parents were out and I was chilling in the lounge room. Theo came in at a loose end. He flopped down next to me. Perfect it wouldn't look too prearranged.
"Theo I want to share something with you."
"Not another Tatt." I was in the habit of sharing my latest Tatt no matter where it was.
"No silly. Just listen to me. I don't want a response. Not now. I just want you to hear me."
"Okay," he was wary.
"You're my Little Brother, I know bleeding obvious, but then it was never meant to be like this."
"Like what?"
"I know I'm beating about the bush a bit, but just listen, ask questions later. I don't want you to agree with me or disagree or decide anything. It's this conversation. Then I would like you to think about what I say.
"Now where was I? A Big Sister has to love her Little Brother. It's in the contract. A Big Sister isn't supposed to fall in love with her Little Brother. I've wanted to marry you since we first played Weddings and Mummy and Daddies as little innocent kids. But the more you grew up, the more I realised I loved you, as much more than a Brother. I wanted you as my lover.
Theo sat there nodding his head. Part horrified part intrigued.
"It's just that I couldn't have you. My sex organs were taking over, I had needs, and while I wanted to have you that way, I knew I couldn't. Apart from the legal stuff and being older and damn, being the girl. Being a PK, everything. I'm sure you could write the list for me.
"That's when I did dumb things. I wanted to have sex. I turned eighteen, you were fifteen so I tried things with other boys. I felt that if I found someone to love, and if that failed, at least I had plenty of dick to have mind-blowing sex with, I would forget you.
"I don't know about you, but when you try to give something up it's hard. I tried to give you up by having sex with other people. All types of other people in the long run. Guys, girls, virgins, studs, I don't know how many virginities I ended up taking, but none of it mattered, because it wasn't yours.
"I knew my sleeping around hurt you, but that was sort of ok, because it meant you would also reject me. Reject my lustful advances, which you gallantly did.
"You are so sweet and gentle, even when I teased you, pushed you to breaking sexually, showed off my secret Tatts, flashed you in the hallways, left my door open so you could spy on me. You were dumb and acted like none of that mattered. I knew you were smart, but maybe you weren't, not socially.
"I broke down in the shower that night. I saw myself for the slut I was or had become. I knew I had to take the pressure off you or I would lose you as a Brother. I couldn't bear that. So this last year, I hope we have at least restored the Brother thing.
"But I have to ask this? Don't answer me now. But I want you to answer me tomorrow night. I will accept your answer however it falls, and from then on we will never discuss this again if that's what you want."
He looked at me, his eyes were penetrating. He was open for me to ask.
"Do you love me like I love you? As a lover, much more than as a sister, but someone you could spend your life with, have babies with, and grow old together with. Or is it just me?
"Am I someone you want to give your virginity to, not as a condition, but because you want to. Do you want me that way?
"Can you come to my room tomorrow after tea and let me know your decision. If you don't show I will know that's a firm no. You can come and talk, but Theo, I will always love you."
"Guinivere, you know I love you. I will let you know either way how much, but you're right I need time to think. Thanks for giving me the space."
He was about to leave when he stopped and turned his body to me. "Before I go I need one more bit of Data?"
"Yes,..."
"Can I kiss you, like what you are suggesting as lover not Brother?"
I nodded, surprised.
He leant in, Theo leant in and took his kiss, our kiss. Our first kiss. It was only mouths, tongues, and breath but I felt like it was the only real kiss I had ever had. I even came a little, just from the kiss. Eventually, he pulled back.
I watched the smile on his face, the beam of knowing a kiss. I saw him put his hand down and rub his penis which was rocking hard in his shorts. I looked in his eyes. He smiled.
"Tomorrow night, I promise Sis."
I felt a strange calm all the next day. Maybe it was the kiss he gathered data with. I knew sparks flew. He even showed me his hardness with that simple gesture. But I also knew that the light of day, and a good hard think, could turn a lustful decision into a no. Either way, I would know.
At work I wanted the siblings to show up so we could talk more. But sadly, they did not. Probably too busy fucking each other. I found her sexy as hell, she sort of reminded me of an older lady in a couple I had a wild twenty-four hours with. I met them in here. The problem is that looks in a cross-cultural context, on first contact the stereotype does apply, all Asians look alike.
He was European, they were swingers, or at least bi. They noticed my triangle Tattoos and suggested we meet up. We did that weekend in an inner city hotel.
I had only met Yuli once and in brief, so fuck how the hell would I know the difference but the feeling was there.
The next Day I made myself scarce. I really wanted to give Theo room. Arrived home just before tea, helped Mum in the kitchen then sat down with the family. Theo was fidgety and just picking at his food.
"Are you alright Son," Dad asked.
"Just a bit nervous."
"Big tests tomorrow or something."
He often was this way with exams.
"You could say that, not for marks though, but important."
"Well, do what you can," Mum added.
I deliberately didn't look at him.
"I think I'll just go upstairs, I'm not too hungry."
"Then kiss your Mother goodnight and all the best for tomorrow. We probably won't see you in the morning."
"Goodnight, your Mother and I have to travel to the Central Coast for a Seminar. Maybe expect to get pizza for tea."
My heart jumped. It was impossible to read my Brother when he is like this, but if it's a positive, fuck, we have all day tomorrow to get down and dirty. I still didn't look at him, but finished my meal in quiet.
With some trepidation, I walked up the stairs to my bedroom. My door was shut. Did I leave it that way?
I opened the door. The first thing I saw was my brother's beaming face. I ran to him and hugged him.
"That's a yes then," I whispered in his ear.
He turned his head and kissed me. It was as hot and sparking as our first. It might have been minutes long, but my lips were getting sore so probably longer.
"I think we should talk now Theo. Tell me what you are feeling."
"First I've wanted this since forever. But as I grew up, I realised it couldn't be. The first time I masturbated it was to you and the last time, last night before I went to sleep. It's always been you. But you were my older sister. I figured it was just a phase, then a bit of hero worship. You dealt with my bullies and I had a better life because of that. I figured we were close because we had to be. Like my only friend who magically moved with me. Then the PK stuff, yes I have the same list and longer.
"Then when you started to come on to me, you were not subtle. I had to resist. I didn't want sex. I wanted you, whom I couldn't have. I figured you were a nympho and I was just another dick. An available dick, but I couldn't see how you loved me like I loved you. You would have been a virgin if you did.
"But then yesterday when you explained it was rebellion because you couldn't, that and rebellion against parents and church it made sense. I decided today I wouldn't fight it. How can one fight love?
I think it was that kiss. It was my very first kiss ever, except when we played as kids. But that was no Sister peck. That was wow.
"If it had been a nothing in the feelings and nuts department my answer probably would have been no. But fuck I didn't try to wank off to you last night but my balls were tingling so much that once I got to the room my hands had a party. I lay on my bed, just saying, she loves me, she actually loves me. My Guinevere loves me. I came buckets."
"So did you have second thoughts today?"
"No, I've been so excited. My dreams are coming true. I could say prayers, but I don't think I can pray for this. Sort of outside the law."
"Yeah, Leviticus 18 is a bitch."
"Are you trying to change my mind?"
"Shit No! Adam and Eve's kids must have fucked. And I'm sure the cousins after the arch must also have got it on. Then skip to the New Testament, Corinthians 13. Three things remain and the greatest of these is love. So in life's game of scissors, paper, rock, Love always wins."
"That is if it's true love."
"Do you love me Theo, truly love me?"
"Totally, I would die for you if I had to."
"Then stuff the rest, I think our love is ok with God."
"But you don't believe do you? "
I giggled, "That's right, I'm going to hell for everything I've done already, doing you is not going to make it worse."
"Doing me? I thought it was love."
"Oh Baby Brother, it is. James said love without action is dead. So I think we should talk less and make love more."
"I think he actually said, faith without works, but as love trumps faith then that's it. I'm sealing this deal."
He took me in his arms and his kiss, our kiss was even more wonderful. We were committed. I was also surprised as he took the initiative, slowly stripping me.
I was normally the one taking the initiative, but as my Brother removed my clothes and feasted on my body I went weak-kneed. Each tattoo he revealed he kissed.
"This mark was put here because my Sister couldn't have me. It is a badge of her love for me. I love you little Tatt. Um, Sis what is it?"
"It's a beaver." Theo tongued it.
"I love my sister's beaver."
He pretended to give the tatt oral. Shit, my real beaver was looking forward to that tongue.
He worked his way to my beaver. He did not disappoint. Starting on the edges of my Labia Major he lavished me with practical love. Then parted my flower and tickled my inner lips with his tongue tip. I was almost climbing the wall with anticipation. Then he went south and tasted the flow that was soaking my vagina.
"Fuck that's nice Sis, who knew?"
His tongue, which was nicely long, he wrapped into a loop and dug in like a mini cock.
"Shit yes fuck me with that, yes."
I came and came. I pushed his head away.
"Fuck Theo, I thought you were a virgin."
He grinned. "I am!"
"Then how?"
"I'm a nerd, I have porn, I study, but I say this is much better than how-to manuals. And I still haven't got to your clit."
"Well go find it lover."
He knew where it was in theory, finding mine was easy as it was poking out waiting for him. Fuck he knew what to do though he didn't attack it initially but ran his tongue along her stem. Then his fingers went into me just a bit then he spread them.
"Crap, what the?"
He rubbed the hardness through my walls and my clit grew larger.
"I thought so," he grinned.
Then his tongue flicked my swollen desperate clit. I came hard, my body stiff, my legs locking onto his neck. But he wasn't finished and plunged those figures further and up to the other side of my clit, what they call the G spot. Then I really came and flooded Theo, as I spurted hard. Others had tried but no one and I mean no one had ever achieved that. He pulled away and just cuddled me. His clothes were drenched but I didn't realise that until some time later.
It took me a while to come to my senses.
"Time to lose that virginity my sweet loving Brother. Time I saw what I'm working with."
I pulled his wet top over his body. Then worked his shorts down over his erection.
"I might go off far too soon Sis."
"Maybe I can do that with my mouth so you last longer. Is that okay?"
"Oh yes please, I want to savour the moment I go into you."
I looked at my Brother's penis, baby no more, rampant, hard and pulsing. He must be seven inches long. I knew these things, but not fat, well-proportioned, thin enough to make deep throating him a pleasure. He was circumcised. Of course, I knew this, but then it was unusual these days, many of the older men I had had were but in our generation, no. It wasn't surprising though, as Dad was a bit of a zionist. It was more common in church boys.
I ran my tongue around his helmet head and tasted his musk. I breathed him in. In that moment I owned him, or he owned me. I put his most private erotic aromas into my memory bank. All guys smell slightly different. This was the one I grew up with. The smell of his room, his sheets, the smell he left behind after a shower. Particularly the smell after he had cum on the shower wall. Yes, I knew them all.
His penis pulsed and released a previous bead at the head. I watched mesmerised as it flowed over his deep red flesh to gather at his frenulum. My tongue took the morsel and the intense flavour matched the aromas that my olfactory sensors were hyper sensitive to. I came a little. I like loved my hair trigger.


My next trick was to extract more of his precum. Two fingers on either side of his base I pulled up squeezing and watching this magic liquid flow from his flesh fountain.
"Guinevere, fuck, I'm going to cum."
With that warning I clamped down hard at his base and watched his muscles at the base try to release their load. His dick pulsed and settled. His precum now coated his glands and flowed to my waiting hand. I waited till the pulsing stopped.
"All good now Big Brother, this time I'll let you cum, just pump at will."
"Fuck me, yes."
In one swift move I took his penis into my mouth and as it was well lubricated took him directly down my throat until his pubic hairs brushed my lips. I released my grip on his powerful shaft and pulled with both hands on his bum cheeks. He got the idea as I was encouraging him in a fucking rhythm. He lasted three glorious thrusts before he came crying my name. I took the first load deep, directly in my gullet. The next two I pulled out a fraction to take them in my mouth. I wanted to taste. Then with my right hand back and engaged I painted both my breasts. I came with him hard.
I stood and we were kissing sharing the sperm he had deposited. I made sure that my breasts coated his with sperm spreading themselves on his chest. Sex shared is sex enjoyed but I was marking him as mine, now and forever.
He was so turned on he didn't stop to think he was tasking boy cum. I was excited as it was a taste of things to cum. Or is that come?
We collapsed on the bed and engaged our eyes. Our hands caressed and explored the simple sticky flesh. We giggled. It was like we had been caught with our hands in the cookie jar. The cookie jar that we had stolen underneath the strict eyes of our parents. With each new feel, it was like a new biscuit, stolen sin from the jar of taboo.
I took his three-quarters mast penis.
"Ready to get this into the final action big, and I mean Big, Brother." He stiffened in my grip. "Please take me missionary."
"Sort of appropriate don't you say, Sis?"
I sniggered with him.
"That way I can look in your eyes as you take me. I want to remember this moment forever. I might not be able to give you my virginity but I can always remember yours."
I lay back and spread my legs. Bless him he went in for a last look and lick.
"You are so wet Sis, are you safe?"
"Oh yes, please cum deep in me, give me everything."
He kissed his way up my body and locked me in another wonderful kiss. His penis found its own way, and once it engaged my slipperiness, he went straight in. His eyes popped at the sensation.
"Shit, wow!"
I used my well-practised kegel muscles to give him some resistance and he thrust deep.
"That's it, Baby, fuck me. Fuck me hard."
He had no idea how to coordinate his lower body but his enthusiasm made up for the inexperience and he went wild. I lifted my legs onto his shoulders and his penis hit my cervix.
"Fuck yes make me cum. Like that."
His right hand grabbed a breast, he thrust long and deep.
"Yes."
His left hand found my clit and I squirted as I came. Theo followed, pumping his spunk deep into me and we collapsed in a pile of limbs and fluids.
We held each other tight. I didn't drop off to sleep but luxuriated in the knowledge of being loved for the first time, in, through, and after the act of making love. He loved me, My Brother loved me. The thing I had sought for so long, I found in my very own brother's arms.
I drank the feelings in as he slept.
Gently Theo stirred, as did his dick. I encouraged him to gently fuck me while I told him of my love for him. How I thought this day would never come. How I had had many guys before but then nothing compared to what we had just done.
He traced my tattoos lazily.
"I'm yours now, only yours you know this. No other guy or girl could come close."
He took my hand and with his other hand traced my triangles. "Does this mean you are giving up threesomes and being Bi?"
"Yes, for you yes. Wait you know what those triangles mean?"
"Yes, and the birdies."
"How long?"
"Since you got them."
"Fuck me."
He grinned. "It's a rabbit hole my research led me down."
"Sorry, Bro, you weren't meant to know."
"What if I had wanted a threesome with you?"
"What!"
"I decided if this was you, I could let you be you, only if I recognised your true nature. I would love to make love to two girls at once, so long as one of them is the one I love."
"And if it was you and another guy?"
"Probably. I love watching porn where I share a hole, my dick against another. Who knows? I might be Bi. But it's certainly in my spank bank."
He was still slowly fucking me during this conversation, but I could tell he was getting majorly turned on.
"Well Brother, the choice is yours, fuck me for a month. If you still feel the same, I know a few people I trust to share you with. Now less talk, fill me again."
We spent five minutes concentrating on each other as we made love. Then he gave me his third load of the evening. This time I slept.
I woke with a horrible thought. We were loud. Our folks were home. Shit, how would they not have heard? As I did a panic I heard the garage door open, car doors close and the car leave.
Then I felt my Brother, he was spooning me. His penis hardened up in morning wood. I nestled back into him. A girl could get used to this. I felt loved. He was still asleep. The slow rhythmic deep breath played around my neck.
My hand sought his hardness and I brought him between my legs. It did not take much to encourage him to pass deep into my body. I was wrapped in my lover, as he slowly came out of the paralysing stage of sleep. He began to thrust into me as his lucid dreams dictated. His hands found my breasts and I cupped them as he cupped me.
"Groan."
Thrust.
"Thought so,"
"Morning lover."
"Wow, what a way to wake."
"Every morning?"
"I love you, my Guinevere."
"Thank you, my Theodore."
"Shit, I think I need a piss."
"Go, I'll be waiting."
He slipped out and raced to the toilet.
I rearranged myself so my arse was in the air facing the door and my upper body hugging a pillow.
I heard him stop at the door and groan.
He slipped up onto the bed and slipped into me.
"Damn Sis, I can see my cum from last night dribbling out. Otherwise, I might have started with my tongue."
"That's cool, fill me now and then we will shower. We have all day, Mum and Dad have already left."
With that, he drove his long shaft deep into me.
"Yes, fuck me. This position demands you fuck hard and fast."
He took me just like that, until he pumped me full of freshly minted morning cream.
We made it to the shower. I cupped my cunny to stop me from leaving a trail all the way. Shit, my Brother could give a load.
In the shower, Theo worshipped my body as he cleansed me.
I" love your breasts, they are big and round but firm enough to still hold their shape."
He traced the bumps around my areola. My nipples puckered in response.
"Perfect for sucking on Sis," and his lips followed his fingers.
The suds had long since been washed away. He knelt and worked his way down to my pussy.
I lifted a leg over his shoulder and he lavished me with tongue and fingers.
"Guin did you know your clitoris is not just this beautiful button?"
"I know what a clit is."
He took a finger and pushed hard as he did last night on the inside of my labia minora.
"Feel that harder firmer bit?"
"Yes, shit that is sending messages to my clit."
"No Big Sis, that is your clit."
"Get out."
"This saddle here or perhaps more of a stirrup is the same organ. It's your clits cock gripping part."
He traced the hardness inside and up.
"Feel, the same bit!"
"Wow, that, shit I'm cumming."
I flooded his hand and all he did was press.
"Then it goes up here to your G-spot."
He pressed again, the cheeky bugger, he was grinning, I was cumming.
"That is simply the back of your clitoris stem. Look she has come out to play."
I doubt my clit had ever been harder, I had a biggish clit. Big enough for Theo to take between his lips and pretend fuck while his tongue flicked her nub.
"God yes, more no stop fuck too much!" and I sprayed.
I unloaded what pussy juices I had left and my bladder followed. Theo was struggling in flow to breathe. But bless him, he was grinning with pride.
He helped my limp body down to the shower floor and we sat, the hot water washing away the cum and urine.
I started singing: The Only Boy that could ever teach me, he was the son of a Preacher Man.
Theo joined me, he knew the words.
The only one who could ever reach me
Was the son of a preacher man
The only boy who could ever teach me
Was the son of a preacher man
Yes, he was (Was),
He was (Was)
(Ooh) Lord knows he was
My beautiful Brother looked at me with pride.
We dried each other. But then Theo took me on the Vanity as he hadn't cum in the shower. We needed another shower. He sang the song right through again and again, as he pumped me full of his preacher son's spunk.
"Breakfast Theo, you need your energy. You my darling have not finished fucking me today."
Naked we cuddled as we made our way to the kitchen.
"I want you to take me in Dad's chair," I said as I went.
"Rebellious to the last Sis."
"You have no idea."
In the kitchen was a note. In bold text:
We made it clear that you were to bring no boys home. What did you not understand? THIS is your FINAL warning.
I guess they heard us. Fuck, lucky they didn't come up and find it was the Son of A Preacher Man taking me to heaven.
Theo blushed, "I didn't think.... Shit, we will have to be careful."
"But not today, but maybe we should fuck in Dad's chair with a towel under us."
"Good point."
We feasted then spent the day fucking all over the house, just to mark it out as ours.
The next month was full of the most amazing love, marked by passionate lovemaking. We were careful to do it only when parents were out. They were busy people, so it worked. We wanted to share our bed at night, but while they left my room alone, Mum was in the habit of dropping in on Theo to chat or kiss him goodnight. We mainly used my room. Sex smells were more synonymous with that space.
At work, I was hoping and praying that the couple who had shared about their sibling love would show up. I was so excited about how things had worked out.
Eventually, they did, six weeks later. Fuck me they had it tough. But that's their story. I was excited to introduce my brother to them, so we arranged a day out at the National Park.
I was on tenterhooks all week, because I knew that this would be the start of a special friendship and we would be able to share our relationships openly.
I so wanted to talk about the only boy who could ever reach me. My precious son of a preacher man.
................
More following.
At this point of the narrative the story tailors into part four of To Be a Brother or To Be a lover. It is already published. There will be at least one more story in the follow-up from part four which will deal with the what next.
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As Big As.......
A romantic incest story between a brother and younger sister. It is a slow burn. This part sets the scene and develops the characters growing romance. At various times other over eighteen years olds are engage in sexual activities and group sex. You have been warned. The Brother is a virgin, the Sister acted out because she could not have him. But eventually they come together. The Darkroom and photography is the means of this happening.
All sexual activity is between consenting adults ove4 eighteen.
As Big As... Pt. 1
I was lounging on the lounge. My normal position at home. There was not much on the tele. The action had been all of the last few weeks and frankly, I was glad it was over. I think the world was lounging with me. Breathing the reflective sigh of never again. We hoped. Yes, in four years' time, the Olympic Games would capture our attention again. Maybe then, we will have colour TV in Australia. Just in time for the next one. But not a games like this one, we hoped.
Munich, Nineteen Seventy Two would not be remembered for the Olympics, but for the hostage crisis that had just played out to its deadly conclusion. As if the Cold War and the threat of nuclear weapons were not enough to contend with, without adding terrorism.
Hope of the peace promised by the hippies was fading fast. I say promised, more blind hope. I was home from uni. I was an arty-farty, so chilling was my thing. Although I was not into the drug culture that was all around me, neither had I had sex yet. This was surprising for the time, but my confidence was not great.
My family was out, my younger brother at School, my oldest sister doing a practicum and my youngest sister worked in data entry. My older sister, Jean, was nearly twenty-one and my younger sister, Gabby, eighteen, and I was in the middle. There were thirty months between us all. My younger brother, Alan, was six years younger. But it was my younger sister I always bonded with.
We were on a mid-semester break. It had not been how I wanted to spend my holidays, glued to a TV. But the TV was new in our family. Dad had rented one so we could see the games. But times were a-changing. We were being told it 'Was Time'. We had an election coming up before the end of the year. Twenty-three years of a conservative Government, they were called the Liberal Country Party coalition, but far from liberal. The left-wing party was the Labour Party and there was a big push for change. Their slogan was 'It's Time'. Three months earlier I had no idea that it would be time for many things to happen. But I'm jumping ahead.
At heart, I was a county boy. We moved to the Western Suburbs of Sydney some four years earlier. I had gone to an all-boys school to complete my secondary education. It was the rough section of society and the 'in' boys were surfers. Art was their favourite subject, As I lived in the art room, I was friends enough with them to go to a local pub to drink during our lunch breaks. Yes, underaged drinking was largely ignored in the West. My younger sister was drinking quite a bit at parties. But we were both of age now. Drinking was legal at eighteen in Australia.
More than once I had to cover for Gabby as she chuck chundered in the porcelain. Chuck Chunder of the Space Patrol, was as popular as Cheech and Chong among the boys at school, as was Chicken Man. Chunder is the local slang for vomiting.
Times were freeing up. Pornography was making a splash with the black and white broadsheet Ribald, on open display in Newsagents. Erotic stories, that's a laugh, X-rated fuck feasts, were available in black covered paperbacks with gold headings. I must admit I was partial to sibling porn stories. Perhaps helped by my Father buying significant amounts and hiding them. Although not well enough for me not to find and borrow.
The Australian film industry was likewise making R-rated movies with new freedoms. Most would be refused classification in the US. It was before videos became a method of distribution. I was too nervous to go into a cinema to partake though. Drive-in theatres were the best option. But then I had to borrow the family car and the R rates were shown only at very late-night screenings. I wondered if my Sister was brave enough to go with me.
I was always sister curious, little sister curious, as in Gabby curious. I think she was curious about me, the big Brother. We always got on well and looked after each other. I'm sure she wasn't a virgin. I thought about this, as there was a curious incident with Mum at the clothes line. Mum was hanging out clothes. I was simply walking past. She called me over.
"Randell can you look at this?"
She held up a pair of my sister's underpants. There on the crouch was a perfectly round sperm worm. Congealed into a gel but definitely sperm. I knew this, as I did my own laundry at college and had given up cumming in my own undies because of that stuff having a propensity to hang around.
"What do you think that is?"
I panicked, "I dunno," I mumbled and fled the crime scene. I'm sure in hindsight, our mum knew I knew. But I didn't give her time for a follow-up.
The thing was I was a serial masturbator. I was a three-times-a-day guy on a quiet day. I would plaster my sperm everywhere. Shit, I thought, that probably came from my sheets. These were also in that same wash. From that day on I never splashed the sheets again. See, I thought it was my sperm on my sister's panties, not that I had given it to her direct, so to speak.
It was only later, when masturbating to my spank bank images of her at college, that I realised it was probably directly deposited by some random boyfriend at the time. I then wished it were mine. I hoped she was on the pill.
It was a Wednesday afternoon, when Gabby arrived home in her corporate uniform, she waltzed in and sat directly on my lap.
"Randy..." I knew a favour was being asked.
"You want a lift?"
"How did you know?"
"You have used this move before. You only ever sit on my lap when you want something. I can drive, you can't. It's simple. I'm home, Mum and Dad would probably say no. Perhaps with good reason."
"So can you?"
"If I can borrow one of their cars probably. When?"
"Saturday night."
"Doable."
"Come on, I know you haven't got anywhere to go."
"True. Where?"
"A party, I just need dropping off and..."
"I know, and picking up at the end."
"You're the best."
She stayed on my lap.
"There's an and..."
"And Gillian too."
"Big Tit or little Tit Gillian?"
Little Tit Jillian was a J but one can't tell that when you say it.
"Randy," she pushed her boobs into my face. "Big Tit."
My Sister was between her G/J-illian tit sizes. They were the B C D besties.
"But Little Tits might need a lift also. I might tell them that's how you distinguish between them."
"Don't you dare...Hold on, I want to see this ad."
It was the new Chiko Roll commercial. We watched stunned.
"Really, they allow that."
"Apparently."
It was only a thirty-second ad, but I hardened up under my Sister's crotch. The ad featured a big tittered model in a skimpy top, bare bronzed midriff and skin-tight jeans over sumptuous hips and bum, with slight camel toe visible. In her left hand, a leather jacket was flung over her shoulder. In her right, a Chiko Roll. Then the close up her cherry lips, no kidding, doing fellatio on the roll. She licked her lips. Then the familiar slogan, "I could go a Chiko". Oh, and she was straddling a black Harley.
"Fuck Bro, that was sexy." My sister squirmed. "I feel like a Chiko now."
"You realise that was a double entendre for a dick Sis?"
"I'm not sure what that double thing is you said, but yes, I got it. I could go a Chiko right now."
She shimmied her crotch on me as she stood up and left. At the door, she stopped and turned.
Thanks for the lift 'Big Brother.' She giggled and headed off to shower and change.
It was a short break for Uni, but I made sure to wander the streets of Bankstown every chance I got. There was also the Mall. These were new in Australia. Bankstown's was the second in the country.
The Mall was the big hangout spot these days, but I had no one to hang with. I was not good at starting conversations, particularly with the bunches of girls that hung out in front of the food mall. It was my Sister's scene, but she worked during the day and the Mall closed at five. Except for Thursday night which was late-night shopping. But I found myself eating a lot of Chiko Rolls for lunch that week.
A Chiko Roll and a thick shake. The shake was from a new place in the mall called 'Wendy's'. 'Maccas', McDonald's, didn't open in Australia until the next year. But I was a skinny rat, just under six foot, but barely made one hundred and ten pounds wringing wet. I could eat all I wanted, it made no difference. So my nefarious diet enabled me to enjoy life.
It was the early seventies and I had hair down past my shoulders, bleached by the sun. Not surfie bleached, but it helped with the look. I never saw myself as handsome or spunky. Now that was a new term. 'Spunky,' it was used to describe hot guys. I guess appropriately, as it was the collective noun for sperm. Whoever deposited in my sister was definitely spunky. I was spunky, but in a different way. I produced a lot of spunk.
Friday night came and my sister was dressed somewhat similar to the chick in the Chico ad, sans the leather jacket. But I'm sure she would borrow one from one of the boys if she got cold at the party. Fuck she was hot. Sister, I reminded myself, out of bounds.
I had Mum's Morris Minor for wheels that night. Mum was happy for me to be taxi driver when I was home, as neither of my sisters had licences yet. It had some go in it though. The Morrie had a sports engine with twin Carbies under the hood. But definitely an old lady's car on the outside, cream, innocent.
It was hard not to stare at my Sister's camel toe sitting next to me. Not to mention her low-cut top.
"Are you going a chiko or two tonight Sis?"
It was a bit passive-aggressive, sort of saying Are you out to slut on tonight?
"Hoping to fill up," she replied.
"Fuck me!"
"That too."
"I worry about you you know."
"Thanks, I get it, but I can look after myself."
"Until you can't."
I pulled up outside Gillian Big Tits. She was waiting out of sight, behind bushes. She had stricter parents. She was also much more sexually aggressive. So they probably had cause.
"Did you see the new Chiko ad?"
It was the first thing my sister asked as Gillian hopped in the back seat. Seat belts were not compulsory yet, so Gillian was thrusting her titties through the gap in the front seats.
"Shit yes! I wonder if I could take one of those?"
"What?" I asked stunned.
"You know down there?"
"Fuck Gill, it's food."
"I know," she giggled.
She looked over and down at my dick. I was now tenting my jeans.
"Got you," she giggled and kissed the side of my neck. "Thanks for the lift."
My sister giggled with her. "I could go a Chiko right now." She was staring at my hard-on as well.
Fuck, I took off to Jillian Little Tits' place before I committed the ultimate crime of cumming in my jeans.
Jillian was fetched from the door. She had that thin look body, more model like. In fact, twelve months later she pulled a gig as a product girl at the local raceways. So obviously had the looks. Gillian Big Tits was more Marilyn Monroe, my sister was placed squarely between the two but a bit more plain of face. Maybe that's why she didn't have a steady boyfriend that I knew of. I'm sure her card was full of one-night stands though.
"We are stirring my Brother," Gabby said as they both got in the car.
"Goody, I love trying to make him hard."
"Fuck," I groaned.
"Just a reward for your kindness in dropping us off."
"Great thanks, you get turned on by me, but go to a party to get your pleasures elsewhere. Thanks for nothing."
"I have too! I'm your Sister."
"Yes, but your friends?"
"Girlfriend's brother rules apply, sorry dude," Big Tits answered. "Gab is very protective of you."
"If she wasn't, you wouldn't be a virgin anymore," Little Tits added.
I stared daggers at my Sister. How did they know?
I was turned on-grumpy when I arrived at the party.
"I'll be here at eleven. You know Mum's rules. They apply to me also, so don't get shirty. And don't get too drunk. No spewing in Mum's car, I'm sick of covering that crap for you Gabby."
They bundled out, making sure I got an eyeful of tits and bums, Fucking bitches. But actually, they were all really sweet, beautiful girls in their own ways. Just living out the sexual freedoms that the Seventies offered.
I drove around aimlessly for three and a half hours. I'm sure Mum thought I was at the party with them, keeping an eye on my Little Sister. I know I was a sad case. But after school, and it was a boys' school remember, I had lost contact with everyone. I even drove past my old girlfriend's place, hoping I might see her. I hadn't got over that one. She dumped me.
I did laps of the main. But in this car I only got laughs, so I gave up on that. I was a photography student so I decided to take some photos instead. Of the main, the panel vans, the guys hanging out of car windows, the girls walking home from the pictures. Might as well photo-document it. It was black and white, I developed my own and knew I would have to push the developing times to get images. It would add to my semester portfolio, Photojournalism. That worked, until I ran out of film. But I had three thirty-sixes in the can.
Excitement over, I drove to the party and waited out the last half hour in the car. I knew I would need to dig them out of there, that's why I gave myself extra time, so we could be home by the Cinderella deadline.
I knocked and was warmly greeted by one of the guys. He was someone who was the year below me at school.
"Come in Randy, I'll let them know you are here."
In the low light, I could see them. All were sitting on knees, all kissing. My Sister at least had her top on, but I think I just caught her pulling it down. She had her bra in one hand.
Big Tits Gillian was topless and getting mauled. Little Tit's was dragging a guy back out of a back bedroom.
Shit, fuck, damn my ex-girlfriend was here also, her tits out. Shit even in this low light they were gorgeous and I missed out on them. I stood and stared, not kosher.
Let me explain. Debbie and I went out when we were young. We were both our first boyfriends and girlfriends. For seven months all we did was kiss. Nothing else. Kissed almost from the time we met up till we left. I had never felt her up. Never seen her tits, never went to base two. I retrospect I think it was me.
This was my logic:
One we were underage. Not that that would have stopped me. It was just that I loved her so much. I mean it was love at first sight, for both of us. High fly ball over left field sort of stuff. But I was so in love I wanted to marry her.
I decided that if I ever went to second base I would not stop. I knew I would go all the way. I knew I would lose control. So I drew a boundary. No touching of genitals either over and especially not under clothes. I knew I would have to wait years and I figured if we didn't go the sex stuff, the relationship had a chance of lasting. Or else we would burn ourselves up in the fires of lust.
Mistake two, I didn't tell her my ground rules. I wasn't a good talker with her, that was mistake three. So I got dumped instead.
My sister came over to me. "Sorry Randell, I know that sucks." I knew the guy, the one sucking on her breasts. So it sucked big time.
"But can you drop Deb home too. All the guys here are too drunk to drive."
She turned me away so I had to stop staring. "Wait in the car I'll only be five minutes."
True to her word, four giggling very tipsy girls held each other up on their journey to the car.
"Thanks Randy," Deb said as she squeezed in the back. She looked in my eyes. I know we both saw desire and regret. But bridges had been burnt, and I know she had been fucking that guy for a while now.
The next thing I noted was the smell. Actually the second thing, all four girls had very large wet patches spreading from their groins. Shit, I thought, I reckon they had all been fucked. It was pre aids, condoms were despised and they were hopefully all on the pill. Four cream pies painting the upholstery.
"Shit girls, it smells like sperm in here. Don't leave marks on the seats. Sperm and alcohol, oh and girl juices."
"Very observant of you brother," my Sister said as she draped her bra over my head.
"Cute," said Jill.
I grunted, "I'll drop you home first Deb."
"That's fair and thanks, you know my Mum still trusts you."
"Good to know, I might ask her out." Deb's Mum was a MILF.
You could tell I was narky by this stage. My sister changed topics.
"Were any of them as big as a Chiko?"
"Unfortunately no", "Not mine," "I wish" Deb stayed silent, I knew she didn't want to rub anything in.
"So it was an orgy?"
"Sort of."
"Come on Gabby, you know it was."
"But this is my Brother here, remember."
"Ok, sort of an orgy." "Kind of," "one-on-one like." "Speak for yourselves," that was Big Tits.
"Well, it was an orgie in here too. A single guy all alone going or gee, or gee. So how about you lay off the descriptions, I'm not in the mood."
I pulled up at Debbie's house. She leant through the window and kissed me proper.
"Thanks for old times' sake. Thanks, I really do, I know that was hard."
"Not making it easier," I muttered under my breath.
Then she found her way to the back door.
My Sister looked at me. There was compassion there. At least we were still parked when she flung open the door and spewed in the gutter.
"Anyone else? "
Little Tits flew out and added to the chunder.
"I'm good," Big Tits said, "I didn't drink so much I was too busy."
"Yeah four guys in one night, legendary," Gabby complimented.
"Pity the guy with the sloppy fourths," I added dryly.
"No," Little Tits said, "she makes them suck it out of her after. It's a Gillian condition of entry."
"Respect for the next guy, don't judge," Big Tits defended herself.
"Gillian always likes to cum twice," my Sister offered.
"Enough!" I was very angry now. Because my brain was exploding, my loins full of lust and my disgust at my Sister and her antics, but more because I secretly loved her. Maybe more than Debbie.
I slammed the brakes on in front of Little Tits' place. The girls were silent as they said goodbye with looks. Like I think we went too far, looks, speak to you laters, looks. Girls can do that with just eyes. They don't need words.
I got a polite "thanks for the lift," from Jillian
I dropped the clutch and floored it down the road, but was careful not to go over the speed limit.
"Randy, can you not do that at Gillian's, parents! In fact, drop her two doors down."
I'm not sure why I did, because I was tempted to blast the horn in her driveway.
"Thanks Big Brother. I could see that was hard."
"Gab, just don't talk about it ok. Like just don't."
I now had tears running down my face. God knows I had cried enough when I was dumped, but I think these were as much for my sister. I left my sister to get out and lock the car, then disappeared to my room. I knew I was going to crank out a guilty angry pent-up frustrated cum in my bed that night.
I did and I pictured a threesome with my Ex and my Sister in my head. Then I was more guilty and angry and had to do it again so I could sleep.
The next day my sister was wasting her Saturday sleeping off the headache. I occupied the bathroom. It doubled as my darkroom. There was another shower the family could use when I had the chemicals out. I hung the red sock on the door to indicate the darkroom in use. I know ironic. I developed the film and they came out all right. While they were drying I developed some other images. My sister knocked on the door.


"Go away Gabby. I'm developing."
"I want to talk please."
"No." Often I'd wait till it was safe, let her in and we would talk late into the evening or early morning while I was processing images. But not this time.
"Go away! I don't want to 'Talk'." I shouted through the door. "Ever."
"I'm sorry."
"Too late." And I shut her out. In fact for the whole day.
On Monday she was at work and I left for college. I was sure to be gone before she came home. I took the train to the city, checked my luggage in, then spent the day at the cinema watching new release Australian films, in the art houses.
Unlike today, there were no phones. Long-distance truck calls cost a lot. No texts, just letters.
I did receive a letter six weeks later from my Sister. First, she never wrote, second, she was very upset at herself and pleaded with me not to shut her out.
I didn't feel like writing. I hated writing anyway, but I decided I needed to let her know something. So I sent the next best thing. A telegram.
'Gabbi stop talk at Christmas stop Randell.'
You paid by the word. So five words. It still costs a lot.
Dad picked me up from the train. It was the Christmas break. Well, it started mid-November. I couldn't afford to stay away. But that is Uni Holidays for you.
"You really hurt your Sister you know."
That's how he greeted me. Straight out with it.
"She really hurt me and pissed me off. I needed to cool down."
"What over?"
"That's up to her to say."
I knew full well that the orgy and conversations would never come out.
"But I can talk to her. It's water under a bridge."
"The problem with rivers is that the water keeps passing under bridges. She is so excited to see you again. Be careful with her. Don't crush her with aloofness."
I wanted to crush her with my body, but a different form of crush.
"I miss her also, I didn't mean for it to stretch like this."
"The telegram was a good idea. It gave her hope."
"I realised when she wrote to me I needed to do something. I think she took the results more seriously than I did at the time."
"She wrote to you? That's a first."
"I know, that's why I had to say something." It was a long drive from the city so Dad wisely changed the conversation and asked me about College and my Art.
"I suppose you will have the Darkroom up again."
"I guess so."
"Your sisters hate that you know."
"I figured."
"Thanks for taking it down before you left."
"It was only right, I've been away twelve weeks."
We pulled into home, it was about ten pm. It didn't stop my sister from racing out and wrapping herself around my body, legs around my waist. She was crying within seconds.
"I'm sorry Randy, I'm so sorry."
I decided to kiss her on the lips, in front of Dad, chaste, but more than a normal sibling. That did it, she beamed at me and knew I had forgiven her.
"Is it okay if we talk tomorrow? I take it you're working."
" I'll take the day off. Chuck a sicky."
Then she looked at me, "Then we can be alone and I'll have you all to myself."
"I guess I owe you that."
"You do. But I owe you more."
I was greeted warmly by my Mum and Older Sister. We shared a pot of tea as a family. The prodigal son returns. Not a fatted calf, but a pot was always welcome.
Later as I was getting ready for bed, my older Sister, Jean knocked.
"Can I come in Randy?"
"Sure," she closed the door.
"I don't know what you did or said, but thanks."
"Why?"
"Gabby has stopped sleeping around since that weekend. I take it it was some party."
"I walked in at the end. It was more an orgy."
"Oh. No wonder you were angry."
"And that Debbie was also there getting her tits sucked off. Then I had to drive her home as well made it worse. I was shitted off that I was being abused for being the good brother."
"Ok, you know I know nothing of this."
"Then don't let on, I've said enough. Is she really not screwing around?"
"As far as I can tell, she's not been drunk since either."
"Then I'm glad."
"She really loves you, Randy, always has. As I said thanks. It worked."
I went to sleep that night content that I had my little Sister back, back to before she decided to play the field. I didn't wank that night, first time since forever. But I went to sleep with a smile on my face and looking forward to tomorrow.
I slept in. I always sleep in, and holidays were perfect for it. I woke with someone in my bed. It was summer in Sydney, so lying in my bed meant lying on me, with the sheets kicked off in the night. My sister was cuddling, being still, waiting for me to wake naturally. She used to do this when we were younger. Particularly when she was scared or had nightmares. She hadn't done it for a long long time. Not since I started getting morning hard-ons and I had a quiet but embarrassing talk to Mum. It stopped, and I wondered what Mum said.
I had one now. But I had gone to the toilet just after dawn, so it was safe from the morning piss hard that plagues guys. I just lay there and enjoyed the cuddle until my sister realised I had woken up.
"Morning Big Brother, when you're ready I'm cooking us pancakes."
" I think I just want to enjoy this cuddle for a moment."
"Suits me."
"I know you're sorry and I'm sorry I reacted as I did."
"You had every right. Your Sister was whoring around and rubbing your nose in it."
"My nose smelling it was worse."
She giggled. "I've given it up you know?"
"What?"
"Whoring."
"Really."
"Yes, it was hurting you too much for your sister to be a slut."
"It was."
"Well, so I gave it up."
"Do you mind if I ask why? Why were you fucking around?"
"I'm not sure I can tell you exactly yet, but I'll just say I was always randy."
"I wasn't randy enough for you."
"You might have been Randy, but I couldn't exactly be randy with you, could I?"
There were not many Randells in Australia. This was a perfect example of why. Who wants their kid with a nickname Randy? Randy means horny in Australia.
"So changing subjects, how are the Jilly-Gillians?"
"They want a chance to apologise to you also. They have slowed down, but not given up fucking, not like me. We just changed our group of male friends."
"So you're not fucking at all?"
"No, it's hard on account of being randy."
"So not even a boyfriend?"
"If I had a boyfriend, I'd be fucking."
"Have you ever had a real boyfriend?"
"No, that's why I played the field."
"Why not?"
"I couldn't find one who I wanted to commit to."
She muttered something.
"What was that?"
"Nothing."
I knew it was not nothing, but I didn't push it.
"No girlfriend for you?"
"Not since Debbie."
"That was hard wasn't it?"
"It still is. I doubt I'll ever get her out of my mind. That's why seeing her half-naked with an old friend was so hard."
We were silent for a bit.
"You realise that was the first time I even saw her tits."
"What, we all thought you were fucking like rabbits."
"The opposite. Enough. Pancakes?"
Gabby bounded up and out of my bed. It was almost as if she was glad we hadn't been rabbits.
"I'll have a shower I think."
"Don't wash all your brother smells away. I was enjoying them."
"It's okay they come back."
In the shower, I thought about our relationship. It was obviously close, and there had been a Gabby-shaped hole in my heart the whole term I had been away. Not that we normally communicated when I'm away. But this time it was an aching hole, filled with missing and longing and regret. It was noticeable because this morning had been wonderful, filled with the opposites.
Cuddling, warmth, loving caring longing. A different longing, a dick stiffening longing. Longing called desire. The truth was inescapable, I loved my Sister. Not brotherly love, much more than that, and we had almost crushed that love in the vices of impulsive behaviours, hers and mine.
Today was about healing those, and I was determined to make it right. I think that's why I didn't have my normal lust-driven wank. Instead, I dried off my body, donned a pair of Stubbies, and topped them with a loose-fitting T-shirt.
We sat down to a delicious stack of pancakes.
"I made extra as I know you can put them away. I wish I had your body."
"No you don't, it's just thin straight and ordinary. Your body is much more stimulating."
"That's because you're a guy, of course mine will stimulate."
"Not what I meant,... But true."
"What subjects did you have this semester?"
"The usual first-year stuff. Drawing, design, photography, I also did printmaking and ceramics."
"Back up a bit, drawing can I see some. I love looking at your work."
I hesitated. "Come on Randy you're a good drawer. They can't be that bad."
I flushed.
"What sort of drawing?"
"Life drawing," I said sort of quietly.
"All drawing is drawing from life, even technical drawing. What's so different?"
"Life drawing means something different in the art world."
"Oh, you mean?"
"Yes, nude drawing."
"You draw in the nude?" she stirred with a glint of mischievousness in her eyes.
"Not me dummy, the subject."
"Oh, I see, nude guys as well?"
"Yes."
"Then I want to see them, your drawings that is."
"Maybe later."
"As long as it's later today."
I grunted and nodded ok.
"Tell me about photography. No nude photos."
"No well not yet. It is coming."
"I bet you did well."
"The lecturer knows I have a darkroom at home and know my way around. He expected a lot from me. The other students think I'll get an A."
"You don't sound hopeful."
"It's just this lecturer. Doesn't operate within the norms. Pushing people to grow is his thing. I'm not sure he feels I grew enough. Everyone else was new to the darkroom, so their growth was obvious. Besides I taught most of them."
"What do you mean?"
"He told them if they had technical issues to ask me. Lecturers are rarely in the darkroom. I lived there."
"Pig in mud I'm sure."
"Proper big darkroom, set up well, so yes, pig in mud. He wants me to lose my classical photography shackles. That's hard."
"So pottery?"
"Now that was mud. I turned good clay into mud. I learnt stuff, but definitely not what I'm going to specialise in. I didn't bring any home. Too heavy and fragile. Most I smashed after the assessment.
Gabby looked disappointed.
"I took photos though. I haven't developed them yet."
"Good, I'll help you. I love watching things magically appear in the stuff."
"Developer."
"Yes, that stuff. But mostly I like being in the darkroom with you, it's intimate. Did they give you any homework?"
"No one gives homework over the Chrissy holidays. Except."
Shit, I might have to tell her about the one lecturer who knew no normal boundaries.
"Except. I bet it was the photographer lecturer."
I groaned. My Sister giggled.
"He gave us a head start assignment, like he felt we might need more time for this one given we could have more resources at home to take the images, or at least to experiment."
"That's considerate."
"True but he looked at me: 'I expect something more from you, push boundaries and push yourself'."
"That would make a good slogan. You know bumper sticker."
"What?"
"Push Boundaries. Push yourself."
"Yeah on a wheelchair. Actually, that works. Don't expect people to push you around, push your own limits."
I needed a distraction before she asked about the assignment, so I offered one.
"I'll go get those drawings."
The drawings fell into three categories. Nude guys, nude girls and line squiggles. These were the warm-up ones.
My sister pored over them for half an hour. I know.
I was getting hard watching her. It was fascination mainly. She stopped at one reclining male nude.
"This one is brilliant, like you have a lot of detail."
"There was a reason for that."
"There are a lot of drawings of him in the pile."
"Yes, but he was a lazy fuck. Just lay there, most of the sessions. Never moved."
"So the lecturer didn't move him?"
"The lecturer wasn't there. He would pop in for a minute at the beginning and bugger off for the full three hours. He just left it to us."
"So he didn't teach you?"
"No, that's the modern art teaching method. Let the students find their own path. God forbid there was a set of knowledge to impart. It is all about the ideas. A rejection of the academic rigour of drawing plaster body parts."
My Sister drew a finger down his penis.
"Careful, he'll get hard."
"Funny."
"No, look at your finger."
It was a bit black.
"Oh, it rubs off."
"A lot of things rub off when you finger a dick."
"Sorry, shit I ruined it."
"No improved it."
I took a finger and starting at the blacker pubic hair dragged my finger over the dick and moved out and upward as if he was getting stiff.
"Shit, that is actually hot. Like his cock is moving, but his body is focused and defined."
"Thanks, it's better. Technically good, but now it says something."
"Is it really that big?"
It was a donkey kong cock, fat and long and dangling.
"Bigger than a Chiko?"
"He could be a shower and not get much bigger when hard, but we never saw it hard."
"One of the guys at that party was like that, not much different hard or soft. I guess you're a grower."
"How do you know?"
"We could see you grow in your pants. It's what my girlfriends like to do. Make you grow."
"That explains the teasing."
"So how does the model not get hard. Having a lot of time to think about things, being drawn would turn me on."
"If he did he would get the sack. Number one rule about nude modelling for guys. No hard-ons. It's nude not naked. Body form not function."
My Sister looked at me, down there. I was sort of soft.
"So how do you not get hard drawing, some of these girl models are smoking hot."
"Too busy."
"Sure!?"
"I mean it. It's hand-eye coordination busy. The brain is too flat out thinking questions, challenging lines, analysing shapes, making judgments. I reckon I would make a thousand little decisions doing a twenty-minute drawing. It's totally art business."
"So you never got hard?"
"I..., only once."
"Tell me?"
"Not much to tell, I went for a walk. The thing is it wasn't the nakedness. It was the see-through crocheted shawl she had on. And we weren't drawing."
"Go on."
"Our models generally move around in the breaks between poses, they like to come around and look at the drawings. A sort of delayed narcissism I guess. They nearly always do it naked. Many of them are fellow students, earning extra money. So we know them."
"That would be weird."
"Strangely no."
"Except?"
"Except one day, perhaps our sexist model, was cold. So she threw this holey shawl over her shoulders. Suddenly she was transformed into a sex on incredible legs. Nipples poked through holes, you could still see pussy lips peaking.
"I went for a walk and came back once we had started and I had calmed down. Then it was business as usual."
"Which one was she?
I flipped to a drawing.
"Fuck that drawing is making me moist right now."
"That's not the drawing, it's the idea. It's always the idea that leads in the dance of being turned on."
"Then stop putting ideas in my head."
"I think they were there way before I turned up."
We need distraction, because my ideas now had me rock hard.
"How about we go to the Square for lunch?"
"Great idea, I could go a Chiko."
"See that's how advertising works. Then people think shit, how big is he? The idea is planted."
"Yeah, and the mind waters it. Let's go before you spring a leak."
"Nasty! I'll get my thongs. I'll pack these up."
"Can I keep a few?"
"Maybe, but maybe choose later, and I don't want to see King Kong on your wall."
We headed down to Bankstown Square.
"Randy can you like hold my hand as we walk? I've got months to catch up on."
I hesitated. "So you want to pretend you're my girlfriend or something?"
"It might be weirder if you pretended to be my big brother."
"I am your big brother."
"But I want to snuggle you a bit. Sort of saying you're mine, hands off bitches."
"And if we meet someone we went to school with they will know."
"Yes, but then they will know it's my big brother so hands off. They will probably think it's cute and why doesn't my brother let me snuggle him?"
"Is that a thing?"
"Let you into a secret, most girls crush on their big brothers and those that don't have any, wish they did."
"Even the JGillians?"
"Especially the Jillians. They are very jealous of me having you."
"But Gillian has an older brother."
"Way older, and a stepbrother, and an abusive bastard. Doesn't count."
Shit, I wondered if Gillian's hyper sexuality was her acting out. Had he abused her? I wasn't asking, but it made sense. I wanted to kill the bastard. My sister's besties came under my big brother's protective responsibility.
So we walked to the Square. My protective hackles had been raised, so I drew Gabby close with an arm around her waist.
We sat in the food court with our Chikos and thick shakes. The little baggies the Chikos came in were a great marketing idea. They were grease-proof, so they protected the hand and also meant you could hold them, even if almost too hot to eat. My sister sat carefully examining hers.
She put her hand around it but couldn't get her thumb and fingers to join.
"Fuck that's fat."
"I know and you have held a few."
"Yes, but not this fat. Shit."
She pretended wanked it.
"Shit!" That was her not me, I was thinking worse words.
I decided to up the ante in the food play. I put mine down at my groin, so just the tip poked out over the top of the table.
"Bro I can't see, not properly," she pouted.
I nonchalantly stood, holding the roll in my hand and angled it away. From the front, I would look like a guy holding a chiko roll by his side. From my Sister's angle, it would be a hard-on sticking right out.
"That's huge," she whispered.
I sat but moved it to its rightful location, my dicks location, as I sat. Just to show off.
I then bit the top off.
Not to be outdone my Sister copied the ad, opened her mouth and pretended to give it head.
A dude passing by uttered, "Lucky bastard".
I gave him a thumbs up.
Not put off, Gabby played it up and thrust as much into her mouth as would fit. Only an inch or two, she almost choked.
Once she recovered she commented. "I think it was the fatness most. I could go a Chiko, but not that way. Gillian managed it, but that was only because she has had two guys at once down there.
"Fuck, stop feeding my mind. Shit really."
"She can, we watched."
I looked at her, as if to say Go on.
"Sleepover challenge, but as it falls under the rules of sleepovers, I can't say anything."
"You realise her pussy was assaulted."
"No, we had already licked all the salt off."
"Sorry, I'm just distracted by the image of Gillian Big Tits taking a whole Chiko."
"I was also, but by the two dicks," Sis confessed.
"You saw that?"
"Bro, if you were, I mean if you were not you, could you go a Chiko?"
I looked at my Sister, trying to process the depths of her dirty mind. I knew she was corrupted. Now I knew it was experienced corruption. I looked her in the eyes. To me, she was still innocent. That was the image of the person I wanted her to be. I had longed for a past I could not resurrect.
"Oh well," I sighed deeply.
Then in automatron fashion, I took the almost-whole chiko I had in my hand and brought it to my lips, past my lips, way past, deep into my mouth until I nudged my throat. Then I proceeded to pretend to deep throat it.
My Sister's eyes bulged.
"Well, that explains a few things. You're homosexual aren't you?" (gay was not yet in the vernacular at this stage.)


"No Sis, just got a big gob. Love you too much to be a homo."
I'm not sure if she deliberately ignored that unintended confession, or was just too distracted by me as I devoured the Chiko. I did masticate it, before I swallowed the cabbage delight that was the sperm of the Chiko.
Gallantly my Sister tried to emulate me, but to no avail. One of my fantasies almost flew out the window, but I compensated by thinking that even an inch or two of me in her mouth as she sucked me off would be enough for me to feed her my filling. The apple does not fall far from the tree when it comes to dirty minds. Our Dad's penchant for sibling porn stories was the trunk of that tree.
My dick was as hard as, and poking out the bottom of my stubbies. Stubbies are tight short shorts. Visible bulging dick showers, while hugging tight buns at the back.
It meant that I needed to settle down before I could move.
"I have a problem."
"What sort of problem, Big Brother?"
"I think I dropped something, but I can't move."
"So if I picked it up, I would see the problem?"
"Probably."
My Sister, not one for misunderstanding things of this nature, was immediately on her knees looking for the phantom dropped thingy.
Surfacing her eyes were wide along with her mouth.
"You didn't drop something Bro, you're dripping something."
"I thought as much." I could feel my precum flowing down my inner thigh.
"I think it might be a good idea if you could perhaps go for a walk while I settle down."
It was hard. I watched her walk off grinning. It was still hard twenty minutes later. It was like that nightmare where you wanted to cum but couldn't, because people were around and you couldn't even help it cum. Looking for a safe place in the mind where you could crank one out, but stuck as you were stuck under a Formica table in a food hall with a throbbing dick that was being choked by your stubbies.
Then you saw salvation. In the form of a cute small Christmas tree, floating in front of your Sister, as she walked towards you.
"I thought this might cover you. She handed it to me. But we had better be going."
It worked magically. I stood, true my dick actually popped right out, but apart from the plastic tinsel branches tickling my genitals, no one was wiser from the front.
"Where did you get this, it's genius!"
"I sort of picked it up outside a shop as I walked past."
"So, fuck, we need to go, in case it's missed."
"Yeah."
I think it was the illicit nature of the great Christmas tree heist that made me soft by the time we were through the big car park.
I stopped and tucked myself back in. My fingers were wet with the fluids of my excitement.
"Don't waste that Randy."
My Sister took my fingers and licked them clean.
"Yummy."
I was hard again, so the tree kept serving its function, as we scurried home.
"I think I'm going to keep this in my room Sis."
"See you in a few, or more. She dashed to her room."
I shut my door, lost my stubbies, and in no time painted the fake snow with a snow of my making. Then I collapsed on my bed, dragged a sheet over my lower nakedness and fell into a post-nut sleep.
I woke to the music of Prokofiev playing on our Piano. My little Brother was home. I missed my own pianist over breakfasts. Alan liked the Russians. Best choice in my books. Prokofiev was provocative and precocious, as was my little brother. It did mean we both had to cool it now family was home.
He saw me walk in and hit the louder pedal. When he had worked through to the crescendo he stood and hugged me.
"Have you and Gabby done it yet?"
"What!" I reacted.
"Made up, what did you think I meant?"
The little rat was not as innocent as he made out. He was good at reading vibes.
I headlocked him and fluffed his hair, as big brothers are obligated to do.
"Yes, we made up today."
"Good, I know she has recently changed but mopey Gabby is no fun to live with."
"Thanks for the music, I love waking up to it."
"It's five pm, Bro have you just got up?"
"Holidays for me, suffer in your jocks. Are you doing exams?"
"Unfortunately."
"Yeah, like genius brother actually has to study."
"True. But how can I exercise this massive brain God gave me? "
We caught up a bit. Jean came home and we also caught up a bit. Mum rang and asked me to drive them both to Dance practice. Read Mum's taxi service. It was late-night shopping so the traffic would be shit. Mum and Dad were shopping. Life was back to normal.
Gabby came out, "Can I come too?"
"Why?" Jean asked, "You hate waiting."
"Yes, but it's not waiting if I'm with Randy. Besides first day back I can't leave him alone... with that boring wait."
"I appreciate that. Maybe I could take my camera, I want to try some things."
Ideas for my special project were percolating.
"I'll model."
"Is that a promise?"
"Yes."
"For the whole project?"
"Why do I think there's a catch?"
"Watch her Randy, you're the one likely to be snared," Jean commented. "Car in five or we will be late."
I took back roads where I could, but we couldn't avoid some traffic. Jean liked to be early so we did make it on time.
"Eight thirty, don't be late."
"We'll be waiting."
Dropped off, we were on our way to a park.
"I want to see if I can get photos on a roundabout whirly gig thing."
These were typically a round platform with four lengths of plumbing pipe as handles directing it quarters. A kid hung on to the rails. These provided stability while you either pushed yourself or friends spun you. Not always safe but lots of fun.
"You mean hair flying sort of thing."
"Yes I know it's a bit Ho-hum and has been done before but I need to set up my camera for something much more out there."
So we had fun, Gabby was having a blast. I think she liked posing for her big brother.
I hopped up with her for some shots so the camera was turning with the model. I was using my self-rolled film so I could afford to go all out.
"Hold on, I need to reload."
I stopped the spin and put a new film in. The sun was setting behind the park. I reset the exposure in manual so as to keep the skin flesh in reasonable exposure and figured the sun behind could just blow out the shot if I was shooting into it. Then her hair should glow.
Although I didn't see what she was doing I knew my sister was fiddling with something behind me.
"Ok ready, let's start."
"I'll get a speed up, you just hang on and lean out and backwards.
I was concentrating on not falling off, taking photos and keeping her in frame. So my eye was glued to the viewfinder. My Sister was giggling and laughing. Something was up, but what?
The sun flashing by was my cue to click. I was a bit wide in the shot but I figured I could crop a touch. It was only when we had slowed to an almost stop that I realised that my sister was bare-breasted.
"Fuck."
I quickly rattled off a few more shots that were vertical which put more body in frame. Her dress was clinging to her hips and riding low but held against the rail she was leaning on. In my last two shots, I could see the top of pubic hairs.
"Damn, I ran out of film," I exclaimed.
Gabby quickly covered up. I suppose fair enough, we were in a public park. She bounded over to me. I was still stunned.
"Did you get it? Did you get it?"
"I think so, but how long were you like that?"
"Almost as soon as you started, I just let the top fall."
It was a halter neck. I noticed that her bra was lying on the ground.
"But.... oh, I probably did. I was too busy looking at your face and steadying myself to look at the full frame, I just went wild clicking and winding-on one handed."
My penis was hard.
"Well, at least he noticed, she looked at my groin."
I was still in stubbies. I held the rail but had nowhere to hide, nor did I have the inclination. My sister just flashed her tits.
Now the thing is, I can't help what I did next, as it had become a habit. I wrapped my fingers around the rail. My fingers did not quite meet. Mmm. See this pipe was about my thickness, probably a two or a two-and-a-quarter-inch plumbing pipe.
"Sis, we have a little bit of time. Today you measured the thickness of a Chiko Roll. Is this pipe thinner, thicker or the same? You said you could go a Chiko."
"I think a bit thicker."
"Ok, I think I agree with you. The rest of the playground, let's measure."
"Monkey rail bars: much thinner." She yelled. I left her to it as I packed up my gear. I was careful to wind up that special roll and mark it.
"Slippery dip ladder, side rails: same. Rungs: thinner."
"Slide pole: much thicker."
"Swing supports: fuck a little thicker, they are like the whirly."
She came back to the whirly and straddled the rail.
"Shit, like I'm imagining fucking this, and a Chiko is almost as thick. Gillian managed it ok."
Then My Sister looked at me and cupped my hard penis through my shorts.
"How big are you?"
I pulled away. "That's for me to know and you to find out."
"Thanks Big Bro, I like challenges."
It was time to pick up the dancers. Jean was doing Ballet, and our brother was a highland dancer. He was quite good.
At home, I could tell Gabby was keen to see the results of the film.
"We can't print tonight, the film needs to dry after developing."
"Probably best then, I have to go back to work."
"But Friday night we can do a printing marathon. Late night given the sensitive nature of the subject matter."
Gabby went to bed and I stayed up developing two of the films. I did a less important one first in case I needed to push the development more to get better images.
I did need to, so I increased the development time and patiently waited for it to wash. This meant I had to wait the forty minutes for the wash. The bathroom darkroom was a good place to take care of one's sexual needs. The late at night stillness of the house. I often snuck a hot sibling fuck novel in with me to help pass that final hour. I enjoyed coming in the sink. The film was washed in the bathtub with the help of a rubber tube attachment. So the sink was clear.
I liked the sink because my balls and groin could rub on the cold porcelain as I stretched up on tiptoes to angle my cum down. Not that that mattered, as there was a full-length mirror along the wall. So I could see myself manipulating my cock. Soap was readily available as were hand lotions, plus I could just blast out onto the mirror when I came, sexual deviant that I was. If there was a chance the family were up I did it under the red light. This discouraged false entry.
But tonight I needed no smutty magazine. The images of my sister and the possibilities of this holiday season were clearly fixed in my mind. I edged a while before muttering her name as I came hard all over the mirror.
I had a bit of a clean-up, then came the excitement. Looking at the wet film as I unwound it before hanging it to dry. Yes, fucking yes!
Even in the small frames of the 35 mm film I could see my Sister's tits clearly in the negative, on most of them. I would need to be careful family didn't take a peek at them in the morning as they dried.
It was about three am when I finished. I decided that my normal habit of sleeping nude was okay. I ditched the PJs once I stopped sharing a dorm room. Wow, thinking about the negatives. This would work out very different from the last holiday break. I held my semi-hard cock and balls in comfort as I dropped off to sleep.
To be continued
............................................
There is a lot of autobiographical detail in this, names gave been changed and I married a virgin without the incest in my life. But It was only on the porn I read.
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That in-between stage of sleep, where you want the dream to continue because it was getting decidedly sexual, but wakefulness was threatening to castrate those dream-induced visuals with the realities of your morning wood. Stiff and needing to piss, I was aware that something was different though. Fuck someone was playing with my cock.
I opened a cautious eye.
"Fuck Gabby, what the fuck are you doing?"
"Finding out."
She had a tape measure wrapped around my dick.
"That's thick bro."
"Stop, no, that's so wrong."
She giggled. I pulled the tape away. I was still under the sheet, so I was covered.
"But I haven't finished. I couldn't read it." She picked at the sheet.
"Good, you don't need to know."
Deep down I knew that if I kept her curious, then the cat would get caught. My cock was yearning to catch a pussy. A Gabriella pussy.
Pouting she said, "I snuck a look at the negs, you shot a lot of tit. They worked. But I might just confiscate that roll."
"Don't you dare. Besides they will still be sticky wet, the worst time for getting dust and hairs sticking on them."
"I would, but I want to be with you when you print them."
"Fair, I guess. Out!"
"I need to go to work anyway."
My Sister leant over me and kissed me. Not just a kiss, she distracted me as her hand tried to rip the sheet off.
"Fuck Sis, you'll wake the family up. Stop."
"Ok, Mum's still around. The rest have left already. Tonight it's a date in a red light district. No starting without me."
Mum worked as an accountant at the Yardley factory, which was just up the end of our street. It was a decent walk uphill, but when I was home she walked so I could have the car.
Dad was a public relations guy at the local airport. Bankstown Airport was the busiest small aircraft airport in the country. It was originally an RAAF airport during the war.
Gabby worked at an insurance agency whose main behind-the-scenes operations were in the only multi-storey building in Bankstown. She punched holes in computer cards that recorded customers' details. Boring, but it kept her off the street and gave her a reasonable income so long as she lived at home.
I listened as they left together and parted on the front steps. I raced to the toilet. I was desperate. Then I looked at the negatives. Fucking hot, but I needed to let them be until fully dry.
I spent the day planning. I was going to try some night photography and hoped my Sister would model for me, fully naked. Yesterday with her spontaneous tit exposure was a very hopeful sign. I needed quite a bit of light though.
It was dangerous to use well-lit parks, besides I wanted to use single-source lights if possible. With this in mind, I went to a camping store and bought six dolphin torches. They were the best and brightest available. Masking tape would hold them together. Gaffer tape had not yet hit the common marketplace.
The torches were bloody expensive, but then I would be able to use them a lot.
Then I spent much of the day out on reconnaissance trying to find a suitable park with no night lighting and a whirligig. I finally struck it lucky down where the Georges River begins. Garrison Point Reserve had a perfect playground and parking not too far away.
Satisfied with the find I pulled in at a corner store for a Chico Roll and a milkshake. As I ate, I started thinking of some photography that could make use of this Australian icon of fast food.
I finally made it home and had an afternoon nap as I knew I would be up half the night developing. I spent that time trying to drop off while imagining the shots I could take with a willing naked Sister. Tonight I would need to convince her. The Darkroom was the perfect place.
An excited Little Sister burst into my room at exactly five fifteen. She must have rushed home as soon as she clocked off. Bloody hell that uniform was sexy on her.
"Randy!!! Bloody hell, can't I at least get a bath before you start? Jean hollered down the hall. Get your films out of here before I wet them."
I bolted to the bathroom. I didn't want her to see them as they hung. Even in the negative the breasts could be clearly made out.
"Don't get your knickers in a knot."
I grabbed the films that hung off the shower head that hung above the bath. I had my film hangers attached to a clothes hanger. These I grabbed, and ferried the film to the safety of my room.
"I hate that I can't get a decent bath when you do this. I'm taking a long one. I'll be out at Christmas."
"Sorry Jean," I tried to conciliate her anger. "But I have an assignment to work on during the break that is going to take some time. I'll try and pack it up between sessions. I'll be using it tonight, maybe all night. Enjoy your bath."
I returned to my room to find my sister had sourced a clean sheet and had laid it on my bed and had scissors ready.
"Wow, you know the routine."
"Well, I can't look at the negatives until they are in the sleeve thing. I do watch what you do."
"I think I might need to teach you the whole process. You could even take your own images."
Fortunately, I had already laid the negs on the sheet because she gave me a massive hug, followed by a not-so-sisterly kiss.
"Would you? Really. Wow."
"You can start now." I handed her the sheet.
We knelt together on the floor as she carefully cut the first five frames off. I showed her how to hold the film and get them in without fingerprints. In no time she had them all. As quick as a flash she held up the safely stored negs to the light.
"Not yet apprentice" other negs first. Darkroom work is all about patience."
"That sucks, but ok."
She had the next film stored quickly. Then went back to looking at her images.
It's hard to see them, when can we do one of those sheet things with all the images on them?
"When Jean's out of the bath and we can set up the gear."
"I'll go and rush her then."
I took hold of my Sister and spun her toward me.
"No you won't, remember you used to hate that I tied up the bathroom. Let her enjoy a good long last bath."
You're right, wise Big Brother. She turned my shoulder-holding position into a hug. "This is actually better, I can wait if I can hold my Brother."
I started stiffening up and pulled my groin away a bit.
Gabby looked down and said. "Mm likening it too much, afraid I might get to know how big you are?"
"Sis," I went red, "yes."
"Well look at my tits instead in these negatives." She held up the sheet.
"These are good, the negs I mean, they will print well."
"Not my tits then, just the negatives? Do you like my tits?"
"Negative."
She thumped my arm.
"No negative, as in I can't tell yet. I have to blow them up first."
"What, take my nipple in your mouth and blow Brother? Is that what blow job means?"
I ignored the joke, but my cock was as hard as.
"If I had known you were going to flash them, I would have stopped and looked and maybe not taken any photos at all."
"Somehow that would have been better. Big Brother ogling my breasts."
"I'm going to have to wait a bit longer before we print these. As in until people go to bed. Can't have young Alan walking in for a peek can we?"
Gabby bit her lip. She did this when disappointed.
"But I will teach you how to set up chemicals, use the enlarger and print your first image before then."
We had a call for dinner, so we sat with the family at the table and had Mum's curry and rice. Very mild curry from the Keens curry tin. Fortunately, dinner also extracted my older Sister from the bath.
Gabby and I spent a bit of our time transporting the enlarger and equipment from the shed. I took my time with her, helping her understand what goes where and why.
Then I taught her to print photos from negatives from my safe roll of film. It was intimate, with me often reaching from behind my sister helping her get focus, or helping her line up paper. The red light made it more so. Whispers were the sacred intimacy of the space. Touches of body parts innocent and occasionally, not so innocent, as my sister rubbed her clothed breasts across my back. I was thankful for the small bathroom. I was delighted that the large mirror made the space larger, but also gave each of us vision of the other. Or my hand reaching that caused my penis to swell, but not hard, while caressing her buttocks.
We didn't stop or heed the transgressions of bodies or our minds. We simply let them play in the space created by the dark. We were close siblings. It wasn't that simple but it was also normal. Normal because we had always had each other when we played. Doing things like mud pies or sandcastles. It was sharing bathrooms and baths. It was childhood wrapped in adulthood.
But that adulthood brought with it lusts and passions never allowed in childhood. The edge of taboo was a precipice of change that haunted me. While I was happy to want to cross over, I didn't want to destroy what I had or how I felt. But there in the dark, as we anticipated those in developed negatives, the negative would become positive and we would know.
Sure I had occasionally seen my little sister's growing body. But this time it would be with permission. Promiscuity, which was her life this last year was now freely being shared with her brother. One by one family members knocked on the door to bid us goodnight.
"Just keep it down you two, we want to sleep," was Dad's warning.
Mum's warning was slightly different. "What are you doing in there Gabby?"
"I'm just teaching her to develop."
"Well, I'm glad you are talking again and back to normal. God knows I don't want the last months of depressed Gabby back. But Randell, look after her properly."
"Yes, Mum."
"He will, I'll make sure," my Sister added.
"Okay, well have a fun night."
Jean was less reserved. "Can you come out a minute and see me as soon as you can Randy, just you?"
I looked at my sister in the red of the safe light. Somehow that light did not appear that safe. No wonder prostitutes hung the red light on doorways. What bloody genius decided to make black and white papers safe under the red light? It's why no one processed their own colour prints. Machines took over that process for us. We got the last print in the fixer and with the new paper well covered in its box. We slipped out the door.
"I want to go pee and perhaps we can have a drink, Randy, before we go back in. See you in the lounge room."
I knocked on the bedroom door Jean and Gabby shared.
"Come in and sit."
I sat on Gabby's bed. Jean had a nightly, on her pointy tits were sort of predominant in the lightweight summer nightwear she had on. Strangely I had no crushing or burning desire to go there. She had never turned me on, unlike my younger sister.
"Randy this could be serious or it may not. But I need to say this. Gabby has always been a randy girl and I know she is randy for Randy. She still hasn't told me what went down that night, but I know what you did, or said, was what changed her."
I nodded, "I wondered about that, but I wasn't sure if it was for me, or just she is randy as a person. I'm more likely to get hurt than she is I think. Particularly if I'm just another random dick for her."
"I get that there have been quite a few cocks in that vagina. I even saw one giving it to her on the bed you're sitting on. I'm just thankful that she has stopped sleeping around. But, I love you both too much to see either of you hurt. I'm going to say this carefully. Don't take this the wrong way, and if it happens, it happens."
She paused and the tension was tangible.
"If you two end up fucking, you have my support, but, a big BUT, only if it's serious and not just sex. I prefer Gabby to have you, and only you, rather than her continued sexscapades. I know she loves you, but I don't think she knows what love is anymore. Do you love her, that is the question."
I looked at Jean. I could read the care in her eyes.
"I think I know what love is but I'm a virgin."
"Really? Not Debbie?"
"Unfortunately no, everyone assumed. But I loved Debbie too much, and my heart still aches. I love Gabby, it's different, Gabby has always turned me on. She was turning me on somewhat chronically at the moment. I want to make sure it's the right love. If I commit, I don't want to go through the pain of a breakup again. So I hope I'm being cautious."
"Then I trust you, I really do. I'm so proud of my younger Brother. I'll keep anything that happens a secret, and I want you to trust me, if you need to talk about it. Hell, I'll even make sure you two get private time if you need me to. Now Gabby's waiting, but maybe don't cross that line in a darkroom. Choose a bed and be romantic. I think she is missing romance more than anything in her life."
"You might be right, good advice."
I found Gabby in the lounge room sipping a Coke. She handed me one.
"Fuck Gab, how much did you put in this?"
She had made a Chinzano and Coke, a newly discovered cocktail we invented with Dad. I think it was at an airport function.
I took a long sip and topped mine up with more Coke.
"It's nicer less strong. I need to be somewhat focused tonight."
"Well, I gave up partying tonight with the girls. So I need my weekly drinkies. Besides, I want to celebrate a bit with my brother."
"Get him drunk more like."
"Maybe," she winked. "Then you might tell me how big you really are."
"I'm putting this in the fridge then. I'll finish it before we go to bed. Darkroom now. I want to see those rounded plump tits develop even more than you do."
My Sister downed her drink as if it were water. "I'll make me another one later."
Back in the darkness I asked, "Are you sure you are not an alcoholic? I definitely don't want an alcoholic sister."
"I would give it up for you Randy, if you say so?"
"Really?"
She looked at me in the red light in the mirror. She held me from the back and pressed those breasts into my back. Then she whispered, "I gave up sex for you Big Brother, alcohol will be easier."
"Well let's get processing these and see what develops." I needed to process that last comment. At that moment I knew we would be crossing all the lines that this summer, but I was not sure if it would be out of love.
"Do we do a test sheet, Randy?"
"I don't think we need to. I want to process them all. Because they are in the same light we should be able to do them all the same. Then we can decide which is the better capture to print big. I think five by seven inches will give us the best views, then we can blow one or two up from them."
"You just want a collection to wank over don't you?"
"Hey, I'm an artist, if I want to wank there are enough Ribalds I can get my hands on, if I need to get off."
"But not of me."
"True, not of you." I put a negative in the holder and turned the enlarger on.
"Shit wow, they are showing!" Gabby smiled.
"Better focus needed" I said and grabbed the focus scope.
The focus scope looked directly at the grain of the film thus you could get the sharpest image the negative could achieve, regardless of things like camera shake or the camera itself being out of focus. I lined it up on her nipple.
"What are you looking at? Wait, that's my tit."
"Look for yourself."
"What? That's just like funny rice or something."
I explained the concept of grain being the chemical layer on the film.
"Ok now make sure we have the paper holder right, Gabby, you do it."
"Imagine this image being the size of the wall."
"I'm trying not to."
"I know it's in negative, but it's sort of sexy."
"I'm used to reading negatives. This will turn out beaut. Now turn off the enlarger. We need to do a test strip."
I had taught her to count seconds using my 'twenty-one and, twenty-one and' method.
"Does it matter if it's twenty-two?"
"Not really, just that you never speed up or slow down."
We watched as the strip of paper developed from barely an image on one end to a too-dark one on the other.
"Now paper covered? This is where I've ruined a box of paper forgetting that basic safety step."
Once it had been in the fixer for a minute, I turned on the light. The strip was mainly across the skin of her body.
"You can't see much Randy, why not?"
"It's the skin tones we want to get right, the rest will play out the details. Not much point exposing for the sky. It changes whatever direction we are facing."
We chose a time. It was about fifteen seconds.
"Ok now lights off and let's print. We will do a full one then look before we work through the roll."
We counted out the fifteen seconds while looking at my Sister's half-naked body. I counted with her using my fingers.
I stood staring, stunned, she was bloody gorgeous. I knew this, but when you live with someone you see them warts and all. In the stripped bare black and white image, the girl in front of me who normally was just my Sister, converted into a free-spirited goddess. A siren to my fattening loins, calling desires which I knew festered in the dark, here exposed in red.
"You can't stop looking can you Bro?"
"No, wow."
I felt her hands wrap around me as I leaned over the tray. I was trying to drink in the detail.
"Should we take it out now?"
"No, we need to make sure the blacks are fully developed."
Her hand slipped south. She cupped my hard-on.
"I meant this," she giggled.
"Shit, no. No!"
I was fighting with my baser urges, but did not remove her hand.
"Are you sure. You are big, but how big are you?"
"Gabby, not now, but sometime I promise. My head has to catch up with my body."
"For me, the problem is my body is fast catching up with my head."
"You need to take it out now. The print!"
I felt her fumble at my waistline.
"Oh sorry, my mistake."
I decided it was best to give her all the practical tasks to keep her hands busy.
"Okay, now out of the stop bath. Now we wait a few minutes. While we do, check the paper is covered then we can turn on a light to look at it under white light."
When the light came on Gabby jumped up and down in excitement. It was exciting, the process was never fully revealed until exposed to white light. She clung to me and thrust her body into my groin. My hardness was the meat in the sandwich. Then she kissed me.
Fuck! What a kiss. Sparks flew up and down my body, starting with my lips and threatening to explode as semen out of my penis. I had only experienced one kiss like this before. It was the first kiss with Debbie. It was the start of our seven-month relationship. Seven months where we recreated that spark, but remained otherwise platonic. We pulled away.
My sister looked into my eyes. She was breathing hard.
"Randy it has never been like this before. I mean the kiss. Never. All the guys I've kissed and the many I have fucked, never."
"Not even Bruce?"
Bruce was the one person whom I thought might have been more than a fling.
"No, I'm scared Randell. It shouldn't be like this with a Brother."
I looked at her with longing. "Then let me take this slow, so we can sort out our feelings. But I don't want to give this up."
I took the printout of the fixer and into the water. The kiss has lingered that long. I was shaking, and my hands trembled.
"Should we do the rest?"
"We had better, but I want to change papers. The image is a little flat." I pulled out a grade four paper box. "A bit more contrast will bring the tonal values up a bit."


"What, why is that?
"Not tonight, too much brain overload for first time printing. Another night we will take the print we chose to do some different things with it, so you can learn about grading of papers. Change negatives and we will do the next one on the higher grade."
The image came on screen, this time it looked like her face was blurring and hair moving but the breasts remained sharply focused. We printed it, well Gabby did.
"My face is wrong."
"No, actually it's better."
"Why?"
"This one tells a story."
"Go on. "
"See, this is a male voyeur perspective. He doesn't see the face it's the boobs he is interested in."
"Shit, that's how I often feel when guys check out my tits. Oh, I get it. It's not just a photo."
"Photos are never reality, they are always the perspective of someone. Black and White helps you see through or past the expectation of realism and opens up story. That's what it means to be an artist photographer, to bring the story out."
The next one was the opposite. The breasts were blurry and moving centrifugally outward, the face clear.
As it developed my sister squealed. "In this one I'm important and my tits matter least."
I turned her to me. "You got it." I looked in her eyes. Then kissed her.
"That's different to this."
For the first time, in the erotic temptation of the red light, I reached out and grabbed her tits. I groped her a second. Then I stood back.
Gabby looked shocked. This was a version of me she had never experienced.
"Now my lovely sister, what was the lesson of this last minute?"
She stopped. Deep in thought. "Oh, it's like those two photos. The first time you saw me, then fuck, the second was lust."
"So when you grabbed my cock before, which one was it?"
Suddenly tears welled and started flowing.
I waited, then wiped a tear from her cheek.
"I'm sorry Randy, really sorry."
I pulled her to me. "It's okay. I get it. I'm struggling with lust as much as love. Let's get back to work."
We worked quietly, image after image. Both deep in thought and feelings.
"Can I ask you two things, Gabby?"
"Yes, anything."
"Will you allow me to romance you. You spend time wooing you, instead of getting you straight away by just trying to set up a fuck session."
She stopped and turned. Tears started again.
"No one has ever romanced me Big Brother. I doubt I know what romantic love even is. Teach me."
We processed some more.
"What was the second thing, Randy?"
"You know I have a big assignment. Well, it's for a unit on nude photography. Can I take more photos, but this time of you fully nude?"
The light lit up in her eyes. Then she stopped.
"Oh, I see, not from lust though is it?"
"No, I think tonight's prints have given me an artistic goal. But it will mean coming face to face with regular temptations. Can we hold the two in balance?
"I trust you Big Brother. Maybe not myself. But shit, if you could spend seven months with Debbie kissing like that and not going further, you are a man of steel."
I started crying. "Did you have to bring her up?"
"Shit, I've blown it haven't I?"
"Yes and no. It's the big thing I have to work through. It's why I want to romance you. I need to sort out my feelings and figure out if I can love you more than her." I paused. "Or else I will always live with regret. I have many unanswered questions about Debbie."
"I can see that. But so did she. It's why she sicked Big Tits onto you, twice. To see if you were able to get randy or maybe you were homosexual? "
"That was her, bugger, I almost failed, didn't I?"
"Only the second time. It's why Gillian bailed when you suggested you go for a walk."
"I only wanted to talk, to find out why she came on to me that time."
"She thought you wanted to find a bedroom."
"I was never good at talking things out. I really failed when I didn't properly talk with Debbie after that."
"You did, it was when she started to decide that perhaps she needed to dump you. I think I've said too much. Change of topics."
"Well we have printed them all, I think I need that drink now."
The darkroom was now full of semi-naked sister. I put fully washed prints on the bathroom mirror. They stuck there until they were nearly dry. It saved pegs.
"Let's hope no one in the family goes sleepwalking. But I will need to put them elsewhere to dry properly."
"What do you normally do?"
"I've never had to keep my prints secret. I guess I'll need to put them in my bedroom. Maybe laid out on bed sheets. It's lucky I gave a lock on my door."
"Will you masturbate to them?"
I went red.
"It's a huge possibility. My nuts are full and screaming at me."
"Can I watch?"
"No! Haven't you learnt anything tonight?"
"I don't have the luxury of a lock."
"Oh, how do you, and for that matter Jean, survive?"
"We have agreements. But that's private, for Jean, so I can't say."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have asked."
"When can I see them all proper?"
"Next time the family is out, we will need to spread them out on the dining room table."
We went out and I grabbed my drink from the fridge. My sister just poured a straight Coke.
"Not having more?"
"I was trying to get you drunk so I could persuade you to show me your cock. I now know my motivation was wrong. Even if I still have the same question."
"How Big am I?"
"Yes, that one."
"If I tell you, will you stop trying to look?"
"Yes, I promise."
"I said tell, not look."
"I know."
"Ask me the question."
"How big are you big Brother?"
"As big as a Chiko!"
"What? Really?"
"No."
"You promised?"
"No, because I'm a tiny bit bigger."
"Lengthwise, shit."
"And slightly fatter."
"Oh! Fuck. Now I'm doubting myself."
"How?"
"Will it fit in me?"
"You know that pipe at the swings?"
"Yes."
"As fat as the rails on the whirlygig."
"Ok, I promise not to ask to see it. As much as I really want to now. You decide when and if I get to see it and if I get to feel it."
"Thank you."
"Can I make an offer though?"
"Sure."
"In the darkroom, you have my permission to feel my tits. I sort of want to let the ladies out in the red lights. Let you enjoy them while we work."
"I enjoyed them tonight, in the prints."
"If I can be naked for the photos then I don't see, much difference."
"I do, but it's an offer I can't refuse."
"When do we do the next photo shoot?"
"Tomorrow night, if that's ok."
She kissed me again in her excitement.
"Well, it's very late, help me pack up the chemicals and stuff and bring the prints to the bedroom. Then bed. We can sleep in.
"It was four am when I finally fell asleep. I did drain the balls first. Looking at thirty-seven sets of my sister's tits ensured it didn't take long. Two images got caught in the splatter. I decided to let them dry with the sperm swimming on her silver chemical breasts."
While we both slept in past midday it was clear we were both excited for tonight. Gabby slipped into my room once I unlocked the door and browsed the developed images.
"Pack them up as you go. I'll find an empty box."
My Sister saw the price on the used packet.
"How do you afford all this?"
"I don't eat."
"Randell?"
"I do, but most of my scholarship money goes on materials."
"Is this the brand we used last night?"
"Yes, the problem is one of grading. You need five packets to cover the range. It's the big papers that cost a lot of money. I hate wasting those. Fortunately, our lecturer understands student poverty and is happy to have finished projects printed on small paper. For him, photography is about ideas and images not about prestige."
I kept looking at the prints as they went away and at my sister's face, and her barely covered breasts in her nighty. This morning she was my sister, how I often saw her. In the images she was a free spirit, breasts to the wind, free.
"Tonight still on?" I questioned.
"Absolutely."
"You're not worried about being totally naked in public."
"Bro, you saw that party. If I can have sex in a room with four other couples doing the same, I can play naked on some swings in the dark."
"Even if your brother sees?"
"Particularly if my brother sees. What don't you get big boy? This body is yours. I'm just waiting now for you to claim it."
I pulled my sister to me and planted a kiss on her neck.
"Give me time to catch up."
My cubby penis pushed at her hip.
"As big as a Chiko! Wow, I could go a Chiko right now."
"Thanks for the distracting thoughts. Can I take you out, maybe Wednesday night? Unfortunately, our weekends will be tied up in darkroom work."
"Really like as in a date?"
"Yes, a real date, not like as in."
"Randell," she squealed and kissed me.
"It will need to be Mum's the word but if we don't dress up before we leave Mum won't get suspicious."
"That's totally doable I'm used to leaving plain and arriving slutty."
"Not slutty please, but sexy is good."
As we finished putting the prints away Gabby was more bouncy than I had seen her. Then she stopped and got serious.
"Randell, how can you afford this?"
I smiled, "You know that grand Grandma gave us, last year?"
"Yes, but mine got spent ages ago."
"Well, I tucked mine away. She might not approve of me spending on dating my Sister though."
"She wouldn't have approved of how I spent mine."
"So what did you spend yours on?"
"I hate to admit it but alcohol and a few sex toys."
"Sit. Can I ask why? I mean the whole thing, parties orgies, drink and I guess sex toys."
My Baby Sister looked at me embarrassed.
"I think it was because I couldn't have the guy I really loved."
I stopped in my tracks. Could she mean me?
She looked at me and answered the unasked question.
"Yes, you, my Big Brother. When we were younger we got really close then you pulled back. Of course, we didn't do anything, but it was my Big Brother I always wanted. You were my companion, my hero, my playmate, but most of all my first crush."
"So how did you feel when Debbie came along?"
"Randy, it was me who invited her to youth that night. And it was me who keyed her up about what sort of guy you were. I wanted her to go out with you. Because if I couldn't have you. I wanted you to love someone I approved of."
"But, I'm confused, like we just fell in love that first night. How did you cope with that?"
'I didn't really. I became so jealous. I think that was when I started going wild. My quiet rebellion started when you two got serious. I tried to find love, but kept on striking out. Later when I turned eighteen I added sex with whoever was interested. Mum got me on the pill very quickly. But what about you my sweet creative Brother?"
"For me, Debbie solved the problem of my conflicted love and lust for my Little Sister. Our relationship taught me what love is. It's an all-powerful force of nature. But when I say solved, I really meant I put it on the back burner.
"It resurfaced after. But then it was different, as by then you were getting your fill from different wells. You no longer needed your Brother, or so I thought. So I've spent a year at college trying to find a girlfriend who gave me that spark. This meant I would get as far as a kiss and realise I only wanted it to continue with any particular girl if I could grope tits and drive my lust. I couldn't do that to the girls I tried, so I would dump them."
"That's cruel."
"It was, but kind in the long run. Also, I couldn't bear the idea of being dumped again. So while there were plenty of fish in the sea, I haven't settled. Losing a true love is very unsettling."
"I think I have my work cut out for me mending your broken heart."
"It is why I don't want to jump into lust. The advantage of falling in love with you is that I had already, before Debbie."
"So you never found the same spark?"
"Yes, I did."
Gabby looked at me with disappointment in her eyes.
"Who, when."
"Last night."
I got wrapped up in her excited body.
"I think I had better spend some time with the family or at least be in their space. I'll watch tele and after dinner we can take off."
"What are you wanting to shoot tonight?"
Gabby asked me this as soon as we headed off. We had Dad's car which was a pleasure, as it was a new Cortina 2000. Much more sexy.
"Cruising down the main in this I'm much more likely to pull the babes," I commented.
"Thanks Bro, but not what I asked, unless you want me to drape my naked body on it?"
"That's an idea worth exploring, but maybe it's not going to fulfil the artistic requirement. It's more Playboy Bunny material. I want to do more whirling action, but this time full-body shots. Also, see if I can get more movement or subject blur. As if you are a spirit descending or arriving on the scene."
"What sort of spirit will I be?"
"I don't know. Maybe I can superimpose you a few times in the darkroom to give the appearance of more than one. Then I could do the three Graces."
"Who are they?"
"Grace Hope and Love, famous naked chicks in old paintings. Although I think that's the Christian redefinition. To the ancient Greeks, they were three Charities or Goddesses: beauty, charm and joy."
"So which one am I?"
"You could be all three embodied in one person."
"How much film do you have?"
"Six rolls.
We will be printing all night."
"We will do proof sheets this time, I can't afford to print everything."
In the boot I had stashed the tripod, torch array and a blanket. In case it got chilly, plus bug spray.
"Good idea Randy, I might get you to spray me as soon as I strip off, mossies tend to love me."
Gabby carried the torch and had fun turning individual ones on and off.
"Far out Bro this thing will light up the world."
"It only needs to light you up. You will be the one lighting up the world."
"I'd be happy just to be lighting up you. I'm feeling excited already."
It was not far away from the car park but fortunately enough around a corner to not be seen from it.
"We should hear and cars if they come before they see us. I assured my model."
I set up the gear and my Sister lay out the blanket and quietly stripped. I turned and in the moonlight her full nakedness was revealed to me for the first time.
I groaned.
"That is so sexy Gab, fuck, I'm tempted to forget the photographs and just ravish you."
"You can ravish me." I moved to kiss her.
"Take a photo of us before we start."
"Ok, I'll put it on self-timer."
I moved to the tripod, got the camera set then turned on three of the torches.
"That's bright, right in my eyes."
The beam showed my Sister as a pale white form in an otherwise dark night. I took my handheld light meter and read readings directly from her skin.
"Mossies, fuck!"
"Sorry," I grabbed the spray and gave her a coating.
"Fuck that smells."
"Sorry, it's a bugger as I won't be able to smell you now."
It was a brand of insect repellent that was just starting to advertise using a classic Aussie saying. Dija avagoodweekend. I was having a bloody fantastic weekend.
"Okay, cuddle then photo."
I was fully clothed and my Sister fully naked. We shared the intimacy of the moment for a few minutes. Then we spent a good while with me racing to set the camera going then racing back to try and look natural in the shot. Kisses, groping, breast holding and tickling were all part of the many shots we took.
"These are for us Sis. You can keep the negatives to print as you like when I'm away."
"Then strip Big Brother. If I'm being naked so are you. Besides, I want to make good use of the images when you're away."
"Ok, I guess it's time you saw how big I am."
Gabby peeled my clothes off me and turned my body into the light. My rampant penis was red in the light.
My Sister's hand wrapped around my hard cock.
"Fuck you are as big as a Chiko....No bigger, as fat as a pole."
Then she kissed me. It was so erotic. I was close to coming.
"Can you make me cum. I won't be able to concentrate if I don't."
"Off the blanket then."
My sister kept kissing me and rubbing her body on mine. Her hands worked together manipulating and pumping my flesh.
"Hand job only Big Brother, we have photos to take. Spit on my hands."
I did and the extra lubrication drove me wild. She turned me around and pressed her breasts into my back as her hands worked my hardness.
She was good, very good. It was clear she had done this before.
"Cum for me Randy, cum for your Sister."
"Fuck yes," and as if on demand my body released its built-up fluids and I ejaculated wildly into the darkness. The torchlight caught the creamy fluids as they entered the darkness only for the darkness to suck the semen into its secrets.
My sexy sister wasn't quite finished. She looked at a finger and gathered some boy juices from my swollen glans and brought it to her mouth.
"Yummy. Next time you are cumming down my throat."
I kissed her. "That was amazing, I guess I'm benefiting from your experience."
"Oh Brother, you haven't seen or felt anything yet."
She slapped me. "Ow!"
"Mosquito, ooh, it bled, yuck!"
"Spray." She sprayed me,
"You are photographing me while you are naked Big Boy."
"Then you need to spray my cock."
"Ok, but no suckies tonight. That stuff tastes shocking."
"Waytaruna agoodweekend."
We laughed.
We got busy with photographing. We tried all sorts of positions and movements on the slow and fast spinning whirly. I also did lots of longer exposures stopping down the aperture to allow for blur. Soon my sister was trying to ride on the rails. I noticed she got these wet with her slippery discharge.
"Get some of me cumming on this pipe, Big Chiko. I'm so Close."
Her hand worked her clit. The tripod was mounted on the opposite side so I could get some long shots.
Next, she was cumming wildly as I spun at a medium speed. The camera clicked furiously until I ran out of film. Fortunately, she was over her peak. We slowed to a stop and when safe to leave the camera, I went and cradled my still spasming Sister. I kissed her as she slumped into me and with my hand cupped over her genitals brought her to a genital final orgasm.
I picked her up and carried her to the blanket. She was conscious but definitely spaced out.
I packed up the gear. Still naked I stood over her.
"Jack off over me Bro, It's clear you need to."
I took some fluids from her body, damn they were slippery, spread them over my penis, and masturbated to the vision of her nakedness and the memories of her climax while riding that playground pole. It did not take long. She opened her mouth in anticipation. I knelt next to her and groaning loudly ejaculated over her face and tongue.
She came some more with me. She licked her lips and scooped my spend into her mouth then reaching for her top wiped her face clean.
Satiated we slowly dressed. I noticed my sperm splodge was directly over a hard nipple.
"Cold but nice," she affirmed my observation. Finally dressed we kissed some more.
"This is going to be a fantastic summer, Randy."
"You're telling me, Sis."
With that, we walked slowly to the car. It was eleven o'clock.
On the way home we made up a story about going to the drive-in. If Mum asked, we saw Play Misty for Me.
"I have to work tomorrow."
"Sorry that your day job is not as fun as your nightlife, Sis."
"Right now I wish I had the smarts to have gone to Uni. I could be studying with you."
"I will develop the films over the week. I'm going to empty my wardrobe so I can hang them in there to dry. I'll do a few normal films for the bathroom as decoys".
"Good idea. Fuck these are going to be hot."
At home, Mum called me from her bedroom.
"Where did you two disappear to?"


"We went to the drive-in."
"Oh, on a Sunday night?"
"Sorry, Gab needed distracting."
"What did you see?"
"Play Misty for Me.: A Clint Eastwood mystery thriller, you wouldn't like it."
"Ok sweetie, well goodnight."
It was lucky I was a trusted Big Brother. It was a different noise coming from the Girls' room.
"Oh, that's bad Gabby, hot but bad." Jean's voice was low. I put an ear to the door.
"Can I smell it?"
"Sure."
"That's Randall's sperm? Mmm, I've missed your contributions to my needs Gabby."
Gabby giggled. "Enjoy it. I need to brush my teeth. I'll give you thirty."
"Thanks."
Gabby almost ran into me as she ducked out. I glimpsed Jean with Gabby's shirt up to her nose. Gab pushed me away and down to the kitchen.
"What gives?"
"It's a Jean's thing, she likes to masturbate smelling the sperm I used to come home with that was soaking my clothes. I caught her once with a healthy deposit that a guy made one night. We had a chat. She didn't like me whoring around, but that didn't stop her from enjoying the results it seemed. She gets very guilty over it."
"Mind just blown! Jean?"
"Yes, I know."
"Doesn't she have her own sources?"
"I think she is a virgin but I know she got addicted to the stuff with an old boyfriend she was game enough to jack off. He dumped her because she wouldn't even blow him."
"Well, that goes with her prude image. Knowing that, I think I'll tell you what she said to me the other night."
"Go on."
"She said she was very happy you were not sleeping around and if we did anything, even having sex that would be better than before. She also said she would give us space to have sex, if it meant we were serious with each other and loved each other, not just doing it for the sex."
"Wow!"
"Do you think we could give her a regular supply?" I suggested.
"You're happy to do that?"
"If it means she keeps our secret, yes. Besides she if that's her fetish and it's my sperm, hate to waste it, might as well use it twice."
"Fuck Bro, you're worse than me."
"You're the one corrupting me. Don't forget I'm the virgin here."
"Not for long."
"Still be corrupting me though."
"True."
I got a big long kiss.
"Teeth Randy, I need to work, tomorrow"
We went back toward the bathroom.
"Seeing that you like listening, listen now."
I could hear the muffled sounds of my older Sister hitting her climax. Once she had settled down I came back to the bathroom.
"How did it sound?"
I was hard again. Gabby cupped my genitals.
"Told you. She had your sperm in her mouth. She stuffs the clothes item in to stop her screaming. A right screamer when she cums. Don't tell her I told you anything."
She gave me a final kiss with her minty mouth and went off to bed.
I snuck out the back and unloaded the camera gear from Dad's car, he would take it in the morning otherwise. Best he didn't question my rig.
Finished, I dropped off to sleep quickly.
My sister came in for a kiss and a cuddle before she went to work. Her hand found my morning hardness. Her face followed her hand but she pulled back.
"You still smell of Aeroguard. Shit Bro, shower and change those sheets. I'm not tasting you until you do."
"It might take me two days to develop all the film but you should be able to get a glance at something tonight."
I was the only one home so I enjoyed the quiet to think about the events of the week. I guess I had a girlfriend. Well, I would once I asked her on Wednesday night. I rang a romantic Italian Restaurant on the River in Parramatta and made a booking. Then started developing my first films. I could do two at a time. But wisely did only one film so I could check if I needed to push the developing further.
In fact, I needed to do the reverse. Shorten the time as the lights were going to blow out the skin tones if I didn't.
I had to dry the film reels between processing. With this and the long wash cycle, I had only developed five by the time Dad got home.
I had one of my Bankstown street films hanging in the bathroom and four secret films in the wardrobe. I was excited mainly because my sister looked very sexy with her black body.
Dad took me aside.
"How are you and Gabby going?"
I've been thinking up parent-acceptable answers all day.
"Good, we are all patched up."
"I realise that you have, but you are spending a lot of time with her."
"I'm teaching her a hobby. She needs more than boys and alcohol. She is trying to give them up, or at least the excesses. So I'm using photography as a distraction. I'm also teaching her to take good photos."
"That's brilliant Son, we have been so worried for a long time."
"She will have full use of my equipment when I go back to college."
"Doesn't that cost a lot? I mean of your money."
"It does, but she is worth the sacrifice."
"If I gave you a photography allowance would that help?"
"Absolutely."
"With Mum and me working we can afford something. You can use it for your college photography work as well."
"That is a relief, I might pick up some casual work this holiday. But there is not much around."
"Let me think about how we do this and I'll get back to you."
Gabby burst into my room expecting I was alone.
"Oh, hi Dad." I'm sure I was about to get kissed.
"Randell here has just been telling me about how he is teaching you photography I couldn't be more pleased."
Gabby diverted a hug that was trying to bust out toward Dad.
"Isn't it great, I'm even going to save up for my own camera. I stopped off at the camera shop and bought some paper during my lunch break. I'll need you to show me the cameras that might work for me sometime, Randy. They also have second-hand ones."
"I know the best way Randell, that new card they have just introduced, the Bankcard. I will get one in your name but with the account going to me. So long as I pay it off in the month that will work. Maybe only used at camera stores. You will need to understand it as a help, not a limit you can hit every month."
My Sister looked at me quizzically.
"I'll explain later. What did you buy?"
"I'll leave you to it. But Gab, I'm so pleased that this is happening."
Gabby pulled out of her store bag six boxes of 5x7 Ilford photo paper, all boxes of 100.
"Wow. That's a lot. Great start to your hobby. It gets better, Dad is going to pay for our darkroom habit. The Bankcard is to give me easy access to pay for things."
"You need help Randy, but I earn enough, for myself."
"Maybe, but you will find it can blow out."
I then got a big passionate kiss.
"Go get changed, that uniform is sexy on you, but it must be uncomfortable."
Twenty minutes later she bounded back into my room.
"Those street photos look cool. I recognise many of those guys, even in the negative."
"How?"
"Well, mainly their cars. I think the films are dry."
I opened my wardrobe.
"Some of these are also, ones I did this morning. After tea perhaps we can do some proof sheets."
I chatted to mum while Gabby cut up two of the films in the wardrobe and the street photos from the bathroom. Mum saw her taking these negatives to the bedroom.
Mum hugged me and said, "I don't know what you have done, but you have transformed that girl. She even missed 'Sale of the Century' and 'The Sullivans' are starting soon."
"We will miss that as well, I'm teaching her to test print the film she is cutting up."
"It's probably ok, but she will become like you, we won't be able to dig her out of that darkroom."
"Both of us I think Mum. We are loving working together."
"I noticed and I am thrilled. Easier to dig her out of the bathroom than the pub."
"Can I ask you to pack up the Darkroom at Christmas and New Year's, it will be good for Jean to have better access."
"You do realise that's prime risk time for Gabriella, parties and stuff."
"Oh... I see... perhaps not. I see another problem. We are taking Alan on a Scottish dancing trip to Blayney and the central highlands. It's competition time. Jean wants to come and support Alan, but Gabby can't get time off."
"So..." I left the solution hanging so it could come from Mum.
"Would you be right in staying and looking after Gabby while we are away? I was worried that she might turn the house into a whoring party house. With you here and keeping her occupied I would be much happier."
"I was hoping to photograph the Tossing of the Cabre."
"Well, you can do that at the Wentworth Park Gathering on New Year's Day. Even Gabby is coming to that, not that she is thrilled."
"I think I can make it interesting for her. I'll give her a special photography assignment."
Dad joined us. "Plotting I see. Well, one more thing. Can you go and choose a good camera for Gabby for Christmas from us? Put it on lay-by and I'll drop in and pay it off."
"Budget?"
"Midrange SLR will be fine. I've seen the prices. This will be less expensive than if she had gone and got herself pregnant."
"Ok, I would love to do that. I think I know what I'll get her as well, if that's the case."
I was excited about a lot of things, when I finally made it to the darkroom.
"Look, wow, you made up the chemicals. Before we use them I need to check you got it right. Run me through the trays and what you put in them. I don't mind if you got it wrong, I'm impressed that you tried."
"Tray one, developer I made it nine to one. Tray two, stop bath, a splash of acetic acid. Tray three, fixer from the storage bottle pre-mixed."
"Well done, I just want to check one thing. Can you put the bottles you used out behind each tray?"
"Oops," I said when she finished.
"The developer is nine to one."
"Yes."
"Good I can use it tomorrow, you used film developer not paper developer. Easy mistake to make."
My sister's face turned down, she was trying so hard.
I bought her in for a kiss. Ten minutes later I broke the kiss. Our hands had been occupied and I did turn off the white light and turn on the red as we kissed. To avoid disruption.
My hands hadn't touched chemicals so it was safe for me to delve inside my Little Sister's panties and introduce my fingers to her folds.
"God Randy, yes finger me," she whispered in my ear.
"It's my first time in pussy you realise?"
"What no way, God, I'm failing as a Little Sister."
"And I'm failing as a big brother if I don't make you cum."
"Two fingers, yes, that's it deeper, fuck me with them."
"Yes, now there," she held her hand up to show me how.
"Yes, kiss me so I don't scream."
My mouth clamped on hers and My Sister rode her climax on my fingers.
"My turn," she said when she could breathe again.
She quickly washed her hands and dropped to her knees. My shorts followed and for the first time, she took my penis in her mouth.
She looked up at me through dim red light.
"I can do this."
Then she plunged her mouth over my bulbous head and took me to her throat. She pulled back.
"Shit Fat but it fits. I just need to get it slobbery, I've done this hundreds of times but damn brother you are fat."
The rest of the family was watching The Sullivans so I guessed we were safe. Then my wonderful sister took me to blowjob heaven. I'm sure I was in part of her gullet, it had that glug gluck sound. There was a knock on the door.
"Gabby, keep it down."
"Shit," I said.
"And keep some for me."
Gabby looked at me, "Really,"
"Sure Jean."
Fuck the request made it hotter. Gabby picked my underpants off the floor and held them under us as she continued her skilful blow job.
I was having trouble not groaning.
"Shit, cumming," I grunted and grabbed a towel off the rack and stuffed it in my mouth.
Then I came hard in my sister's mouth. She pulled back on the third blast and filled my undies as she pumped my next two spurts into them.
Then she stood and kissed me.
Fuck, her mouth was full of sperm. God, wow, I knew what it tasted like, but it was very different using it as kiss-swapping fluid. We both swallowed some and she cleaned the rest from her face with my undies.
"Let me go deliver this, Jean will be waiting."
"Someone else willing to miss the Sullivans?"
Gabby nodded and opened the door to duck out to their bedroom with a hot fresh delivery.
I was still naked from the waist down. Quickly I pulled up my shorts, I was now commando, not that it mattered, I was totally drained physically and emotionally. To date that was the best experience of my life.
"Jean says thanks."
"What, wow, I'm having trouble understanding."
"She said perhaps you should talk to her soon, so she can explain."
"Now?"
"No dummy, what do you think she is doing right now with our gift?"
I sat on the edge of the bath and my sister cradled my head in her arms.
"Big day Big Brother!"
I nodded.
"Well, let's do some test prints. I have work tomorrow, and I have to pay for my new addiction."
I taught her to print proof sheets.
I decided to tell her about our surprise alone time on our Date night. The big question I had now was, when should we celebrate losing my virginity? Things were moving fast.
...............................
Don't forget to check out my profile for news and more information on this series. At the moment the series is heading to 4 instalments.
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Wednesday night came around quickly.
I told Mum and Dad I was taking my Sister out, Gabby that is. I decided not to make it a secret, but just a Big Brother helping his Sister move past her addictions. She needed treating like a lady and not a slut.
Dad was over the moon. Mum helped her dress, well at least, do her make-up more naturally. My Sister came out in a lovely light pastel green dress, it had a spaghetti strap top with a shaped but square bodice. No Bra straps visible but it was clear she had a matching coloured strapless bra. As to nickers, I guess my challenge was to find out.
I dressed in long flared black pants that went over my new platform shoes. Yes, we guys wore them also. We had to maintain our height over the girls, who had anything from four inches to ten-inch platforms. Mine were only three inches, so Gabby was much closer to kissing height.
On the way to the restaurant, I had Dad's car, we chatted about the week. About how boring work was for Gabby just punching data cards, and how exciting life had become for her after work.
"You know we are going to make love soon," she said to me.
"Yes and I can't wait, but I will."
"Don't make me wait too long, my gifted Brother. I've never been this long without sex since I started."
"See that's the thing that is the difference between guys and gals. A guy might try and not find someone to take his cherry, but a girl can get casual sex whenever she likes."
"True, but the river runs drier once you lose contact with school friends."
"Talking of School friends, how are the J/Gillians?"
"I showed them some photos and they are totally up for a photo shoot."
"Did they have any conditions?"
"Yeah, only one, but you may not like it."
"Ok, what?"
"You need to be naked too. They still want to see that Chiko-sized cock."
"Fair call. But my condition is I'm not fucking them. Chiko is for you."
"I can live with that. Are you happy if they get a little sexy with each other? "
You need to understand that in Nineteen Seventy Two all forms of homosexuality were illegal. If we were found doing it in a public park, not only would public indecency be charged, but a book of charges would be thrown at us. And that's not including the incest charges on top. We would end up in goal.
"I can live, it might turn me on. But you can always give me head, while I watch," I said throwing all caution to the wind. "In for a penny in for a pound."
"Oh, I intend to."
"So will Friday night work with them?"
"Definitely, I've already booked them in."
We pulled up at the restaurant.
"Restraint time Darling. This is a date. In fact a first date, so let's act like we have not got to first base even though bases are loaded. So no sex talk, just anticipation."
I opened the door for her and escorted her in. Our reserved table was on an open-air balcony overlooking the Parramatta River. Ok in the seventies not the best view, but it was in the main stretch that went through the centre of the city. It would get more romantic as the sun went down.
The seventies were not a time for wines. The Australian industry hadn't taken off. There were only three wines girls drank. Wine Coolers, which were juice and white wine. On a date, a bottle of Benin Mosel was ordered. We all called it colloquially 'Benzine Motel'. It was considered the wine of young lovers' choice. Ordering a bottle meant you had intentions.
But I ordered a Black Tower. This was a German Liebfraumilch, a sweet white wine. Thus was the top-tier wine.
The wine waiter asked. "Are were celebrating anything tonight?"
Gabbie's eyes lit up in hope.
"Simply a first date in the hope of more," I answered.
"Well, young man you have certainly started the right way."
We ordered our food which included crayfish. Again a very serious choice for a date.
"Are you trying to buy your way into my panties Big Brother?"
"No, for all I know you're not wearing them."
She giddled. "That's for you to find out. If I am they are already wet."
"Darling, a Toast. To love in a dark room."
"And in the bright light, Stud."
We toasted.
"I do want to ask a question."
Gabby's eyes lit up.
"Gabriella will you be my girlfriend?"
She kissed me so fast.
"I take that's a yes."
"It's an, oh yes."
Our dinner was served.
As the evening went on we chatted about how to keep this important fact from family and friends.
"Randy, can I at least tell Jean?"
"Yes, but we might have to give her a gift tonight to seal the deal. I still have to have my talk with her to find out what gives."
"Maybe you can give it to her tonight. We can talk to her together.
"That is, a fuck me, a very erotic plan. Is she on the pill?"
"Are you thinking of fucking her?"
"No but if she stuffs a sodden pair of my spunk-soaked panties up her vagina, I might as well have fucked her."
"She must be, as I'm sure she has done that before."
The light was fading and we stole kisses as we ate.
"I have some good news for you, for us really?"
"Goody, I love good news. Are we, making love tonight?"
"I know you're my Little Sister, and I know you hate it when Mum and Dad suggest it, but they have asked me to look after you."
I could feel the indignation rising.
"That's good?"
"Oh yes, awesome good. You know the New Year's Highland Games at Wentworth Park. We have to go to that, but that's not it. The next day, Mum, Dad, Jean, and Alan are off on a two-week dancing trip through country NSW and finally Adelaide. That means that we will have the house to ourselves."
"You mean...?" Her eyes sparkled.
"Yep two weeks of uninterrupted sex, except for your work."
"Bugger work, I'll take a week off, I have a few owing."
Gabby's hand reached for my cock as she kissed me. She traced my hardness through the fabric.
"That has got to be the best present ever."
"I didn't think you would object."
"I'm wet thinking about it."
"You weren't before?"
"True, but.." she clutched at my dick. It was getting darker, so groping was possible.
I put my hand down on her bare knee. I started up her dress.
"I've still not found out if you're wearing panties."
"Randy, control yourself, I have to go to the toilet."
She stood and turned to leave our table. She flipped the back of her skirt up to reveal the most perfect peach-shaped naked bottom.
Fuck me dead. She actually did that. It was quick and I don't think anyone else saw, but instant hard-on.
I adjusted my penis so he was pointing upwards.
When she returned we immediately went in for a long kiss. My shirt was untucked so my cheeky Sister rounded off her tease by slipping a hand into my trousers and rubbing the precum that had gathered on my penis around my swollen glans.
"So you were not wearing panties then."
"Oh, I am Big Brother."
"But..."
"Yep all night, but on the inside. I stuffed them up my vagina to keep my juices in and to let them get wet for Jean."
Under the cover of our table, I slipped my hand under her skirt and immediately put my finger to her nether lips between her legs. There was a scrap of fabric hanging out like a tail.
"God!" We kissed again as I hit her clit.
"I think we had better pay and go. I'm taking you parking."
"Georges Hall?
"As good a place as any."
The lookout had a water tower and was a popular make-out spot. Testified to by the used condoms found in the car park.
My Sister held my raging hard-on all the way. My zipper was down before I had even started the car.
We arrived and immediately started stripping each other.
Our clothes were flying everywhere.
My hand retraced its path to those buried panties. I left them in place for now, as we kissed and I rubbed her swollen labia.
We made out while getting naked and explored each other's bodies. Gabby dug her hand into my trousers as she unbuttoned my slacks.
My penis was very happy with its release from the restrictive fabric.
Let's take this to the back seat. I clambered over first.
Then my sister joined me, her naked butt mooning the city as she did. She got stuck halfway way and I availed myself with a long grope of her naked bottom. I had been lusting after it since the restaurant.
My tongue found her bottom and I licked the juices that were leaking out of her panty seal.
"Fuck me," she cried.
"So tempting Sister dearest, but I don't want to lose my virginity in a car."
"But I did."
"Sorry darling, but I bet it wasn't that great an experience."
"You have me there. The bastard came and left me high and dry."
I'm happy to give you plenty of climaxes with my mouth and you can collect more sperm for Jean.
"Then keep licking, God, almost there."
I added my hands and she came still halfway over the seat.
Finally, I pulled her over to join me and we started the serious making out.
She helped me out of my light blue boxers and started to take me in her mouth. But she edged me. Not allowing me to climax.
I took back some control and my hand attacked her very swollen clit.
We ended up in a sixty-nine position. It was my first time. I dragged her sodden green panties from her vagina and was flooded with her backed-up juices. Fuck Dad's car was a mess.
"Shit hold on. I have some beach towels in the boot."
Naked I climbed out of the car and opened the trunk.
As I retrieved them some wag flashed his lights on and horns blasted. I grinned to myself as there were at least eight cars parked with steamed-up windows.
I rushed back and spread the towels over the seat and we went back to our oral lovemaking.
"I don't normally see you soft Randy."
"Who can blame me, that was embarrassing!"
My Sister soon sucked me to hardness and in no time I was coming in our underpants, held there once again to collect my ejaculate.
Seated again, we kissed.
"We had better get dressed," Gabby said.
"Let's take a moment to enjoy the lights?"
So we knelt naked on the backseat looking out the window as we caught our breath.
"So Base three already on the first Date," I giggled.
"I'm just love having my brother as my boyfriend. Suddenly I have maximum trust. Tonight was easy because I know you so well. I didn't have to think about how I might be treated."
"Treating you was fun, and much better than past dates. I enjoyed each precious moment of tonight."
We travelled home with all our windows open and we bought an air freshener from a local garage, plus some spray and wipe cleaner.
"This would make a great TV Ad: Thank you Spray and Wipe," I joked to my sister, as we parked around the corner from home. We gave the car a once-over, twice, and accidentally left the windows open. Dad needed it for work the next day.
We snuck into the house, it was late and we kissed in my room.
"Let's see if Jean is waiting?" I suggested.
"She will be, she likes them fresh."
We slowly opened the door and she waved us in. We were both clutching our presents and Jean's eyes went straight to them. She grinned.
"Gabby told you I guess?"
"Yes, but not why or details. Tell me how it started?"
"Curiosity really. Gabriella would leave her panties on the floor as we went to bed. Frankly put, she was fucked out. I'm always picking up for her."
"Not always!"
"Almost always then. Long-standing battle. One night I picked up a particularly wet pair and realised they were drenched in man sperm."
Gabby giggled. "I had three guys that night."
"Slut."
"True, I deserve that."
"Next thing I know the spunk smell overwhelmed me. I got wet. I was jealous and wished it was me. I brought it to my nose and I came a little."
"So like Gabby, a hair trigger."
"Yes, I guess. The next I knew, I had them in my mouth sucking that glorious sperm in and my hand found my sex. What followed was thirty minutes of the best self-pleasure I had ever had.
"The next time, Gabby caught me with her panties stuffed in my mouth to stop my cries from the rest of you hearing."
"At this time Randy, Jean had been covering my sexcapades a lot. So I suggested a pact."
"Best pact ever. She would bring me fresh loads and I would help her to keep her sexual lifestyle secret."
I sat on the bed in my blue boxers. My cock was ridged and tenting.
Jean giggled. "Gabby told me about that. As big as a Chiko right?"
"Slightly bigger," I confirmed.
"Shit. So how did tonight go?"
"Well we brought you a present, but before we give them to you, I think I need to be included in the pact."
"Yes please," Gabby agreed instantly.
"I think that's the next logical step," Jean added.
"Jean how come you don't get a supply directly from the source?"
"Frankly I don't want to fuck. Not that I want to marry still a virgin or anything. Share this and I'll kill you. But you see, dicks scare me. Not to see, not that I've really seen any, but I'm stir scared of the thought of one penetrating me. Like shit it would hurt, it's my pussy and it doesn't want invaders. I'm the regular ice maiden. A guy heats me up and I shut him down. I'm not sure of the source of the fear. I am just petrified."
"Can I give you a cuddle?"
"A cuddle from my little brother is always welcome."
We snuggled on the bed and Gabby joined us from the other side.
"Tonight, Jean, was a dream. Randell took me to a fancy restaurant, we had Black Tower wine, and lobster."
"Really Randy! Wow, way to go lover boy."
I blushed.
"That's not all, but during the meal, he asked me out. To be his girlfriend."
"You said yes, I hope. I know Randy that's unconventional but I know Gabby loves you so much. I also know it's why she was fucking around, because she couldn't have you."
"I didn't tell you that."
"Easy to guess little Sister."
"Do you love her as much Randy?"
"I don't know maybe more. I've been jacking off to her as long as I can remember."
"But not me?"
"Sometimes, but you have always been a bit unavailable emotionally for me to do it. Sometimes I try to, but the image of Gab always buts in before I climax."
"Damn think of all that sperm going to waste down a drain."
"Well, we have kept some for you from tonight, if you want it?"
Jean was like a puppy begging at the thought of food. I put my offering out. My light blue satin boxers. She immediately clutched them to her nose.
"Oh yes, that's my brother's smell."
I looked at her a bit surprised.
"I've had them before, from your laundry, but more recently from Gabby. Tell me about how you came to spunk in these tonight?"
Gabby told her the story of our trip to the lookout.
I was so hard and had another big load waiting. Jean locked her eyes on it. There was precum beading at the tip.
Suddenly Jean was lost, or drowned in her own fantasies, her hand went to her groin and my boxers covered her mouth and nose. She was cumming I'm sure of it. We watched.
"I can make Randy cum again if you like?"
"I'm not sure. Won't that be cheating on you?"
"Sis, you forget my past."
"Oh!"
"But only if it's okay with Randy, then."
I nodded, stunned by the offer.
"Can you cuddle me Gabby, and then maybe Randy could, like, jerk off and cum over both of us?"
I groaned. It was lucky I had cum once tonight already or I would have been cumming in my shorts.
Gabby quickly stripped but Jean left her negligee on even if just draping over her.
"Strip for me Randell, let me see your big cock."
I did a slow strip. I saw Jean shudder.
"Fuck, see those things are scary. No touching and I think I'll be okay."
"Here Jean, you might want to put my gift in your mouth. Can't wake the rest of the family. They were in my pussy the whole time our brother was romancing me."
She opened her mouth.
"Wait, before you go there, there is something I've never tasted: but I hear it's better."
"What?" Gabby asked.
"Precum!"
"Really, but that's the best bit."
I was dribbling precum down my rampant cock and glans. Gabby reached forward and scooped some on her index finger.
"Here Sis, taste."
Jean poked her tongue out Gabby fed Jean her finger. She sucked and came, came hard.
Gabby stuffed the sodden panties in her mouth as she started to scream. Then cuddled me as we watched our sister wildly masturbate in front of us. As she slowed down Gabby joined her and cuddled in. I was so turned on.
I did not touch my dick, the whole time it just bounced in the air adding to its stream of male lubricant.
"Come over us," Gabby whispered.
Jean groaned and nodded.
I came closer and brought my hand to my cock. The precum lubrication was all I needed. I lasted ten strokes, I know, as I counted in my head trying to make myself last. My buttock cheeks clenched, and my body spasmed in a powerful climax. My first shot plastered the undies on Jean's face and hit her panty-stuffed mouth. My second I fed to Gabby, my third was shared as they sat upright, eager to get the blasts directly. The last few spurts Jean held my boxers to me and I gave the rest to her. Finally spent, but Jean wasn't, she came so hard and long that she collapsed in a stupor.
Gabby picked up my clothes and handed them to me, aside from the sperm soaked boxers. She kissed me and shared her spermy face.
"I need to sleep. You go to bed and I'll wake you before I go to work."
I left stunned. I didn't shower, I just crawled into bed and dreamt confused images of what I had seen and done.
My dreams were getting wilder, but fortunately, I woke in the morning to a wonderful lingering kiss. The dreams were getting weird, a little frightening.
"It's nice that my boyfriend lives at my place and I can get a morning kiss."
"My feelings exactly, well apart from the boyfriend bit, girlfriend. I love that Gabby."
"I love you, Randy. I also love you randy, Randy."
"Aren't you tired after last night, and did that actually happen with Jean?"
"Yes, Chiko you came on her good."
"Fuck."
"I had a talk with Jean, once she had recovered..."
Gabby sucked in her bottom lip. "I gave her permission."
"To do what, fuck me?" I sounded surprised.
"No!" My Sister hit me playfully.
"No, she asked, to quote, 'hypothetically... if Randy was to see me pleasuring myself in my usual way and my door happened to be open, and then you, (meaning me) and the family, happened to be out, but Randall just walked past and saw me, you know, doing it. Would you mind if he did that again over me, but when you were not here?"
"Fuck me, and your answer.?"
"It was a yes, so long as it was okay by you."
"Shit, wow, last night was hot. But I shared it with you."
"She has already tasted your sperm, a lot without you knowing. I don't think it's cheating."
"Ok, I can at least try it I guess."
"For me, please..." I nodded, "Thanks, Randy. She is very fired up, so don't be surprised if you hear her today, when it's only me around. She never gags herself."
"Kiss me, Gabby?"
Wow, still big sparks. My little sister cupped my groin.
"Very big stiff cock Bro. No more private masturbation for you. You have loving, needy sisters to share it with. But take a shower, you stink of sex."
She kissed me and flounced out.
Luckily the parents hadn't disturbed me. I'm sure they will have questions about last night. I needed to be careful how I framed things.
I showered in the Parents' shower because Jean was obviously having a bath.
I went to fill my stomach with ten Weet-Bix and lots of sugar. I would need my strength.


Halfway through I noticed Jean at the door silently, nervously watching me. I let her watch a while then waved her in.
She filled the kettle and brewed a cuppa. Silence was both thick and erotic.
"It's ok Jean, last night was... beautiful."
"Are you sure Randell?"
"Yes, very, thanks for being vulnerable in sharing your very private life."
"You're the first guy who knows I do that."
"Then thanks for opening up."
"Was it really like sexy, that's a wrong word..."
"Erotic?"
"Yes that's it, was it really erotic?"
"On a scale of one to ten, a thirteen. I need to do some work in the darkroom today. Has Gabby told you anything about what I'm working on?"
"Not really."
"My next assignment is to do nude photoshoots. Gabby has already done one shoot for me, but I'm seeking more erotic and arty shoots, so be warned the darkroom is a parent and little Alan no-go zone."
"I guess I might get a few more presents then."
She paused in the silence. "I like to keep them a few days, the smell changes, matures over time."
"I'll try and get you fresh supplies."
"Then I'll be in my room most of the day. I'll probably leave my door open."
"I might pop in sometime then."
"Do that."
I busied myself in the darkroom all morning. Jean had let me know that things might happen and the invitation was open.
I used my processing time to think through the implications of our actions. The three of us appeared to be ok with it, so what the fuck. I kept an ear out for signs of action.
I came out for lunch, because my stomach I noticed, was rumbling. Jean was standing hesitantly at the end of the hall wearing a see-through negligee. One finger in her mouth. Fuck how long had she been waiting?
She slipped into her room and I hesitated as I was hungry. A banana would do for food, I needed something. I wandered down the hall from the kitchen eating it. I heard groans. My heart jumped. It was happening.
I stood at the door and watched. Jean was lying on her bed, her negligee was wrapped around her lower body. My soiled underpants from last night over her eyes like a blindfold.
She started pleasuring herself, I knew she knew I was there. Slowly, I entered the room. Slowly, I walked around her observing.
I'm not sure what she could see through my boxers. She also had a blue scarf of a soft transparent weave, a tulle I think. Clearly, she wanted some form of covering, a mask for the illicit act? She began to move on the bed as she brought pleasure to her body and to me. It was like a performance mixed with the tentative shyness of doing something new and vulnerable.
As she pleasured herself, cupping her breasts, wandering her hand to her groin, I dropped my shorts. Underneath I had on my jock briefs, my penis was bulging in them in anticipation. Earlier I had put them on in anticipation of providing a gift.
I moved closer. She continued her veiled dance while smelling audibly the aromas embedded in the fabric over her face. It was a dance. Of course, she was a dancer. The penny dropped. The silky tulle was from a ballet performance of Aladdin.
Her movements led me in her dance of veils. My hands started to play with my penis in my jocks, which were soaking up my precum.
I removed my underpants. I knew she had some vision. I turned to her and slowly manipulated my hard penis. Showing her I was very turned on.
Naked I moved closer to her...
"Dance for me, dance," I whispered.
I took my warm precum-wet jocks and dropped them on her body, then stood above her stroking my penis.
"You are so sexy, look at my penis, see how hard you make me."
I watched her take my new offering to her nose and mouth. Then she removed yesterday's underwear from her eyes and onto a breast. She groaned below me. Together we masturbated
She parted her legs a fraction giving me a glimpse of her pussy lips through the negligee.
I nearly came as I saw my Sister Gabby's pale green thong peeping out from Jean's vagina. I clamped down on the base of my penis. I needed to edge, I wasn't ready to come yet. Jean wasn't ready yet, although I'm sure Jean had cum, little cums, already.
The dance continued. My hand resumed its ministrations.
With hand gestures, my big Sister summoned me closer.
She watched my penis as it released more precum.
I knelt close and in our joint heavy breathing Jean slowly pulled the panties from her vagina and she came, came loud and strong. I strangled my penis once again, stopping it as it pulsed. I wanted her to watch my sperm fly over her. Something she could not do in the throes of her own orgasm.
My big sister offered the panties for me to smell then teasingly pulled them away and stuffed them in her own mouth.
Fuck, I could smell sperm and her fresh juices. She had my sperm in her.
She mumbled something.
Then sucking on them and pulling them from her mouth she clarified.
"Yes Randy, it's your sperm, I've kept these in there in the hope you would see this moment."
I groaned,
"Yes, all night."
She smelt and tasted once again.
She looked me in the eyes as I knelt.
Slowly she parted her legs and I watched her fluids spill out of her plump inflamed labia lips.
She worked her clit.
"The only thing I put in here, little Brother, is fabric...
"Not even a finger...
"It's time you came on me Randy, feed me your fresh cream, your tasty semen, your boy spunk. That's right kneel up on the bed...
"Closer, I want to feel your hot blast...
"That's right put your knees on either side of me. But don't touch me. I only want to feel your sperm as it flows over my breasts and down my valley."
I was groaning in ecstasy.
"That's right Randell, your Big Sister wants you to paint her with your man juices."
Through the veil she whispered."Cum for me Randell, cum over your virgin Big Sister."
Kneeling close, I came and came hard.
My first blast painted her beautiful breasts. My second, the veil. Immediately she sucked this into her mouth. My next blast coated her lips and face.
I grabbed Gabby's discarded wet panties from the bed and filled these with three more powerful squirts.
I pulled the veil away and fed this final offering into her waiting open mouth.
I backed up and stood as my sister screamed her final climax and collapsed into a heavy sleep.
I staggered from the room, wisely shutting the door, and naked curled up in my own bed.
I woke some time later, a good while later I assumed, as my penis, while limp, was in someone's mouth. I groaned and opened an eye. Good it was Gabby.
She looked at me with love.
"Thanks for doing that for our Jean. Now please give me some also. I've been thinking about this all day."
I stiffened quickly.
"We don't have much time, before the rest come home, and you have to take Jean and Alan to dancing."
"Fuck it's Thursday isn't it?"
"It's alright, I'm coming with you."
She said these things as she took me deeper and deeper. I'm not sure if she meant to drop them off, or cumming in this moment with me.
Her hands worked my shaft then one slipped under my butt and she pushed her thumb into my butt hole.
"God, fuuuck!!!"
"That's it cum. Cum down my throat." she groaned and took me the deepest she had achieved yet.
Watching my penis push out her neck-line, I knew she was indeed deep throating me, and with that I came hard. Not giving as much as I had given Jean, but enough to make me proud of my prowess.
I watched as Gabby, dashed off to her room. Her mouth shut and obviously full of my sperm. Shit, I realised, she was about to give that to Jean.
Jean was quiet as we drove. Alan was buzzing with news of his day and his plans for the dancing trip after Christmas. I thought of us four siblings. With the exception of little Alan, who was not so little, now fourteen. But the three of us had clearly crossed into unmarked, exciting, but dangerous territory.
I wondered about Jean, had someone in the past so traumatised her, that she doesn't even allow her finger in there. But strangely a cloth is ok. Was she raped or abused as a girl?
Then who in our lives could that have been? Unanswered questions were probably locked up. Abuse is cruel and can change lives.
We dropped the dancers off and we sat in the car awhile talking.
"Tell me about today, with Jean I mean?" Gabby asked.
I ran her through our encounter blow by blow. Or was that stroke by stroke, then cum by cum.
"It was weird on one level, but super sexy. She was about to cum, she told me that nothing goes in her vagina, not even her fingers. Yet she had your undies soaked in my sperm up her vag all day. What gives?"
"I'm not sure, it's weird, it's like she wants sex, to participate, but in no way wants penetration. It scares the living daylights out of her. I tried it once?"
"What?"
"Oh sweet innocent Brother, Jean and I have been helping each other out for a while."
"You mean like...?"
Gabby giggled, "The whole sixty-nine oral thing, but only tongues on Jean and even then I can't stick my finger in. I guess after today, it's ok for me to share some of this stuff."
"So what happened?"
"I put a finger in as I was licking her clit. Immediately she pushed me out, shut her thighs tight and pushed me away with her feet and ended up a sobbing ball on the bed."
"Fuck, wow that's bad."
"It took us a while to get over that."
"Speculation, but you think she was raped as a very young kid or something?"
"Whatever it was she has no memory of it. Repressed trauma."
"Would she try counselling for it?"
"Probably not, or at least not yet."
"I will need to be very careful when we have fun then. Gabby, you're not jealous? I find that strange."
"No, I would be happy to share you with her. I know love and sex are very different things. I know you love me. But I'm happy to share sex fantasies with you."
"They wouldn't be fantasies if we did it, they would be real practices."
"True."
"Talking of fantasies, I've been having weird erotic dreams about me and my two sisters."
"Really, so I've got in there."
She went to kiss me. I pushed her back.
"Not here our Sibs could come out at any time, Alan finishes first."
"Can we go somewhere?"
"There is a small bushland park near here, let's go parking."
We were in the old Morrie today. When I pulled up, my Sister was instantly sharing my driver's seat with me. Morris Minors are not big cars, so I pushed the seat back. There were a few people in the park, mostly walking dogs. There was no playground, so no kids.
We kissed for a while. My Sister's kisses always got me excited and hard. Gabby ground on my penis, my hand was up her crop top squeezing her nipples. I undid the button on her hot pants and I found her clit.
"Yes more," Gabby raised her body and fished my penis from my stubbies and fed it through her pants leg and panties. This brought my glans directly to her pussy lips.
"Fuck, you're wet."
"Fuck, you're fucking fat. Shit Randy, stop fucking around and let me fuck you."
"No not here, just ride me and I'll cum on your clit."
With that, we ground and kissed. My penis slipped effortlessly between my sister's wet lips, threatening to penetrate with every stroke. Being locked between our clothing the pressure on my shaft was intense and somewhat restrictive. It stopped me cumming immediately. I could feel Gabby flushing fluids onto our illicit junction each time she came. Her hand reached down and pressed my glans hard into her clit. Her eyes met mine in an intense intimate connection and I blasted a load directly on her clit.
"Fuck yes, wow, shit Randy, fucking hot, wow."
Then she came like a train, screeching in the enclosed space of the car.
"Do you know Big Brother," she whispered to me as we both recovered from that experience, "no one has ever cum directly on my clit like that, wow. So worth it not fucking just to have that first new experience with you."
My sister had her hand down her shorts feeling my load.
"Jean has a whole new set of cum cloths to get off on as well."
Gabby giggled. "You still have a lot to give, how many times has it been today?"
"Four and counting. I don't know if I have a fifth in my though."
"Shit look at the time, we had better get back. Help me get these soaked panties off."
Gabby flung herself back across the passenger's seat and door while undoing the rest of the buttons on her hot pants and removing them.
"Just pull my panties off, clean what you can and stuff them in my vagina. I'll go commando."
"I'm a bit jealous my spunk gets to go in and I don't."
"Your fucking fault Bro, I wanted you to fuck me."
I enjoyed the challenge of feeding panties into her hungry pussy.
"More clean up needed" I said as I bent over and licked the remains of our joint juices from her lips and crack.
"Stop, drive or I'll cum again."
I helped her get the hot pants back on and pulled my own up.
"Shit, they are wet."
Gabby laughed, "Just hide behind the steering wheel.
It just stinks of sex in here, open windows."
"Jean will know, that's for sure, but what about Alan?"
Gabriella reached for her small shoulder bag and pulled out a bottle of 'You're the Fire' spray perfume and liberally applied it to the air and seats. The perfume was a Yardley product, their most exotic fragrance at the time.
"That will put him off the scent. Mum wonders why I go through so much of the stuff."
We were still laughing when we pulled up. Our passengers were sitting in the gutter waiting. Both looked a bit cross.
"What took you so long?" Alan grumped.
"We went to Roselands got stuck in Thursday night traffic."
Roselands was the other major new shopping mall in the area. I saw Gabby whisper to Jean, whose countenance immediately changed. She grinned at me.
When I got out at our place. Jean was waiting beside the car and gave me a hug.
"Thanks Randy, for everything you have done for me today."
I hugged her tighter, the naughty forbidden sex was bringing us closer.
"Did you two fuck?" She asked in a whisper.
"No," I whispered back "but we left you a gift in Gabby's pussy."
"You can watch me unwrap it later tonight."
Gabby joined us.
"I don't think I have much sperm left."
"That's alright you can watch Jean pull it out with her teeth."
"Would you like to watch us both licking each other?" Jean added.
"Fuck yes," I groaned.
"Then our room, once Mum and Dad are in bed," Gabby confirmed.
Mum and Dad pulled up.
"You need to change your shorts, Randell. They are wet and you are hard again."
"Fuck!" I dashed in and changed so I could help the folk with bringing the shopping in.
Shit, I was going to dream well tonight.
Gabby and I did some darkroom printing of our last photo shoot
Soon we had a lovely collection of black and white nudes printed. Time flies in a darkroom. Jean knocked to let us know that everyone else was asleep. This was our invitation to finish up and join her in the Bedroom.
"I'll print some more tomorrow, I said as we moved the images to the safety of my bedroom. Fuck you are sexy, but they are not quite what I want."
"Maybe tomorrow night's shoot will give you a more arty feel."
We were looking at them laid out around the room when Jean poked her head in the door.
"Can I have a look?"
"Sure come in and lock the door."
Jean was in her normal see-through negligee. She studied the images carefully.
"You're good, these are so sexy." Her hand was rubbing at her groin, although I think she was unaware of the action.
"Do you think you can give me my present here in Randy's room?"
"If it means you leave your smells on my sheets definitely."
"They might end up very wet darling," Gabby added.
"All the better. How about you strip Gabby, Jean?"
I settled down against the wall my bed was against. This way I could also see them reflected in the mirror on the wardrobe. I had never seen one female strip another. Fuck I was hard quickly.
I loved how bodies were caressed, kisses taken and the shy sexy looks cast in my direction. Jean almost danced around Gabriella, the two sisters familiar with each other's bodies.
Jean's nipples were hard and poking through her negligee. She deliberately ran these over Gabby's exposed breasts so their nipples kissed and pressed into each other. Gabby gently pushed Jean to her knees and Jean undid her jeans shorts to reveal she was still commando.
Between Gabby's legs, our gift appeared a small sodden scrap of fabric. Jean started licking and kissing along my little sister's swollen lips.
"I want to eat you also, let's show our Brother how we share our love." Gabby requested.
With this, Gabby gently pulled Jean's negligee over her head then knelt with her on my floor. Their bodies and hands rubbed and explored the sensual contact of skin on skin.
Jean looked at me. "Please Randell, take your pleasure as you watch, but I would love to feel your hot semen splash on me again."
I realised I had two sisters who were cum sluts.
"I will try. This will be my fifth time today."
Gabby brought her mind back on focus with a kiss then she moved down Jean's body to administer her tongue to her sister's folds. The girls folded and enfolded around each other until they were in the perfect sixty-nine position with Gabby on top.
Jean's reward was access to the gift I had deposited for her in Gabby's pussy. Her tongue lapped the fragment of exposed fabric. Her teeth took it and slowly tugged. Gab, for her part, responded by slowly raising her hips so the panties gently extracted. I watched as Gabby's sexual pleasure ran through her body. The trapped material now rubbing along her labia and clit. Then she came. Her convulsing vaginal muscles expelled the remaining panties from her and sodden they flopped on Jean's face. Gabby followed her climax by sucking hard on Jean's clit and together they came, rolling on my floor.
"On my bed girls, and I'll cum on you."
I was naked, I don't remember stripping but my penis was hard between my two hands. Gabby dragged Jean up onto the bed and scissored their vaginas together. They proceeded to grind as they looked at me expectantly.
I needed lubrication so I moved close to Gabriella's mouth.
"Lubricate me, dear sister, make me cum on Jean."
Jean groaned. Gabby wrapped her hands around my flesh and brought me to her waiting mouth. Jean below looked up at my balls and cock as it entered my Little Sister's mouth.
"That's it Gabby, show Jean how far you can take me. Suck my Chiko down."
I was getting close. The hot scenario was boiling the semen of my lust in my loins. Jean's eyes bulged in wonder as my cock passed deep into Gabby's throat and my pubic hair smushed her lips. Jean was sucking hard on the trapped juices from the extracted panties. I started thrusting in and out of my sister. Her slobbered and pussy juices dropped down onto Jean and I neared my climax.
"I'm going to cum, Fuck!"
Gab took my cock as I extracted and began to pump. I felt another hand cup my balls. Fuck Jean had me by the balls and they churned in their sack trying to release.
"Yes, fuck, now!" and I blasted between their bodies.
Gabby directed the next blasts onto Jean's face. I'm sure I felt both my sisters' bodies climax with me as they rubbed pussy to pussy, clit to clit, sperm soaked breast to sperm soaked breast. I collapsed next to their satiated bodies and looked directly at the fluids flowing from red swollen pussies onto my sheets.
I was aware that Gabby cleaned my cock with her mouth while Jean had her very close-up view of my now shrinking penis. Dimly I drifted in and out of my post cum coma. I watched through half-closed eyes as my two sisters rose, collected their clothes, and quietly took themselves to their room.


My dreams got wilder.
I woke in a cold sweat. The house was warily still and quiet. The clock said ten am. I vaguely remember in my dreams tentacles wrapping themselves around my hard penis. My penis, which I double checked with my hand, was lying limp across my groin. No morning wood, strange?
My fingers found, shit, it's cold sperm filling my belly button. I had a wet dream? Fuck I've not had one of those since I first learned to masturbate. But then last night's dreams were very erotic.
Disturbing as the three of us, Jean, Gabby, and I took pleasure in each other in a floating swirling mess of thick cream and butterflies. Or was that jellyfish?
The dream went wrong though. At times I had breasts and a sister had a penis. I could get no satisfaction and our bodies morphed into weird forms all fueled by lust. Giggles, oohs, arhhhs, groans all mixed with squishy noises underwater.
Memories surfaced, fragments in the dream. Two girls giggling. Isolated phrases.
"Dare you to touch."
"He loves me waking him up."
"It's okay."
Lips on my penis mixed with the dream, real feelings in the fantasy.
"Help me..."
"Wow..."
The dreams go wild and dark. They slowly turned into nightmares.
At the same time, I came while a tentacle held me firm.
It was some time later that I woke up to find my body had cum on my abdomen.
My fingers absentmindedly played in the semen around my belly button. It was cold and somewhat congealed.
I needed a shower. I needed a piss.
Slowly I stood trying not to drip my fluids.
"Fuck it," I muttered under my breath and spread the semen over my body to resolve that problem.
Naked, I trundled off to a hot shower.
Showers were my wank haven in a house of girls. It was not long before I made love to myself, my hands pleasuring my skin. I know I had recently cum, but I was hard again and wanted to control those memories.
I edged a while, enjoying the muscles I had worked hard for. I was close. I knelt on the floor and prepared to splatter the tiles. In this position with knees slightly spread it was like kneeling to fuck. Not that I had done it except in my imagination. This way I also had access to my arse and anus with soap.
My hands worked my rigid penis and soon my arse cheeks were clenching tight in a mind-blowing climax.
"Fuck!" I screamed into the echoing tiles.
"This weekend Gabby, this weekend we are going to fuuuuuck."
I came hard and long. Spent, I sat on the tiles and washed my body. But mostly I spent it coming down from my erotic fuelled night.
I had the house to myself. It was a practicum day for Jean. She was working at a kindergarten.
I liked to wander around the house nude. Seeing that it was ninety-five degrees F. outside, I could stay cool. The weather was kind, so the girls would not freeze in the photoshoot. Mostly I rolled new film and gathered equipment. Mum left a note saying that I could use the Morris tonight, but she took it to work as it was too hot to walk home.
I had the option of walking to the shops if I needed to. I was content to stay put.
A test match was starting at eleven, Australia against the West Indies. We had a few amazing Fast bowlers, but then so did the Windies. Thomo was a Bankstown boy and had gone to our school back in the day. Lillie and Thomo were legends being made in this series.
There is something nice about lounging on the lounge nude.
I was watching the cricket when Alan got home. Fuck Friday, he finished early. He caught me scurrying to my room.
"Shit Randell, I don't need to see that."
"Sorry."
I came out dressed and we watched the test together.
"Do you often do that?"
"No mate, just it's hot and no one was home."
"I get it, but please don't."
We watched Lillee tidy up the first innings with five wickets. Thomo got three.
"I'm off to practice the piano. This is boring you know."
He was wrong, it was one of the most amazing days of cricket I had seen, but I understood it wasn't for him.
Gabby came home, followed not long after by Jean. Jean looked at me sheepishly and quickly went to her room.
Gabby sat close to me. She leant over and whispered in my ear.
"I got her to touch it."
"It, what it?"
"Chiko, this morning."
I groaned, "Really?"
"In fact, she helped me make you cum."
"So that's what happened."
Gabby giggled. "She has never touched one before. I think she loved it."
"So then, why did I still have spunk on my body? Surely you would have sucked it up and shared."
"Mum called Jean to drop her off at work. So we left it to you and headed off to work."
"Nasty."
The piano was thumping Rachmaninov, so Alan couldn't hear. Dad came in and we caught the cricket up until stumps.
"I'm taking Gabby out tonight to do some night photography. Teach her how to do long exposures. We will go about eight but probably be home late."
"Good-o."
"Don't wake us. Make sure Gabby shows show me some of her work. I presume the darkroom would be running all weekend."
"Likely Dad."
"Mum and I are thinking of heading into the city tomorrow night, maybe we will stay over."
"Between us, we can manage Alan."
"Jean said she might get you to drop them off for extra Highland dancing rehearsals, it's an all Saturday thing."
"Glad to."
Fuck I was elated, it would mean Gabby and I would get the house to ourselves. Goodbye virginity.
I found Gabby and Jean in their room and expounded the plans for Saturday.
This scored me a long kiss from my little Sister.
"Randell, you didn't mind me, like feeling, you know, your cock this morning?" Jean asked.
I started helping My Little Sister out of her uniform while we chatted.
"I wish I was conscious enough to know it was you but the dream was wild. How did you like it?"
"Surprising. Hot and soft, but with an inside that was so hard. I loved the way your skin moved with my fingers."
"I think that helps in lovemaking but how would I know. I will need to experiment."
"I'm waiting, but don't ask the expert Randy will you?" Gabby protested. "I'll tell you later Jean."
"Do you think I can watch you and Gabby make love sometime Randy?"
"I think that can be arranged, but not the first time ok."
"I think that's only right. I think I need to see the process as it scares me so much."
"We can help you, you know," Gabby offered.
"You sort of have already."
Mum interrupted calling us to tea.
I packed the car after tea. We would have the Morrie all weekend. I put in extra blankets just in case. Then we were on our way.
At Gillian Big Tits' place, we parked down the road and made out until she knocked on our windscreen. It scared the living daylights out of us.
"Sorry, I'm late, big brother was making sure I was safe before he took off to be with his mates. Bloody bastard and hypocrite. He wanted his jollies before he left too... Sorry you don't know, Randy, but the bastard uses and abuses me. I wish I had a brother like you."
"Is that why you fuck around?"
"Yes, so he can not be the one who claims this body, it also helps me to forget him, plus it reminds me what a shit fuck he is."
I was almost at Jillian Little Tits' place. I wish I hadn't asked. It put a dampener on my mood.
"Well let's make tonight fun and special for you. I promise I won't abuse you. "
Gillian chuckled, "You won't fuck me either virgin boy, pity."
"Sorry, not now."
"You mean I have hope."
"Maybe."
"Virgin no longer, well not after tomorrow," Gabby filled her in.
Squeals filled the car just as Little Tits hopped in. Conversations to the site centred around stories of virgins that the three of them had broken in.
"Not sure if this is helping now. You're making me nervous."
"Don't worry Randy, you will be in the best hands," Jillian tried to encourage me.
"You know that that may not be the best information. It sort of says my sister is a slut."
"She loves you, Randy, put it down to gaining experience for the guy she loves, but thought she couldn't have."
I sighed, I wasn't sure if I wanted her to have experience. I had wanted to lose my virginity together with the one I loved. I had planned on that being Debbie. But who would think that apart from sibling experimenting I would lose my virginity with my sister. Yes, that kiss said the chemistry was so right and in reality, she was dearer to me than Debbie. More precious, closer, all Debbie and I did was kiss. Fuck we didn't even talk much. Gabby and I were so much closer than that. And these last two weeks had almost grown inseparable.
Ok, I was also getting blow jobs on waking. But it wasn't sex I felt, it was love. I pulled up at the park.
"You were lost in thought Randy," Gabby observed.
"Thinking about how much I love you."
Goos and sighs came from the back seat.
"How much is that?" my Sister asked.
"If you are the only person I ever make love to it will be more than enough. But let's go make art."
"Now that's what I like about your Brother," Gillian Big Tits said, "all the guys I've been with would be saying let's go make porn."
"I know, special," Jillian Little Tits agreed.
Gabby hugged me then helped get the gear out. We arrived at the play equipment. The sun was down but dusk was lingering.
"Time to strip," Gabriella led the way. I could tell she was happy to take the lead.
She came up and gave me a hug and kiss and pressed her naked body to my still clothed one.
"Time to show them what a Chiko really looks like."
She started undressing me. The girls gathered around excited. They were half undressed and I was hard.
"I love it when I first see a guy naked. I've been dreaming of this, "Little Tits explained.
"Sorry Randy, but the two of us have been wanting to fuck your brains out for ages. Just Gabby here always wanted first dibs." Big Tits added.
It was the second time I had experienced her big tits, I think they were bigger now.
"So how big is a Chiko?"
"You should know Gillian, you had a frozen one."
"It had thawed a bit. But fuck it was cold."
"This one is Hot H O T hot," my sister said as she fished in my shorts for him. She removed these which left me in a very brief jock strap.
The girls stared in anticipation. Gabby gave my hard penis a rub. As she slipped my jocks down she slid with them and took my chiko between her lips and licked the head.
"Fuck, I've had longer but never that fat." Little Tits exclaimed.
"Me neither, longer is not as good as fat. My vagina is not that deep, it's a bit distracting when they bang up against my cervix."
"Sure you won't share."
"Nope," Sis took me as deep as she could, which was to her throat. "Mmm yummy... Sorry, girls we have a photo shoot to do. We have to keep my stud brother excited, not sleepy."
"I grinned at them."
"Can we at least feel him?"
I looked at Gabby and nodded it was okay. She smiled back.
"Ok, it was a part of the agreement. I think we should make sure he stays hard through the night."
I groaned, but knew I was up for a fun night.
I gave them instructions as we knelt on the rug and sprayed bug spray over us.
"Okay basically I want you to play first, I'll grab photos. Later we will do some special time shots on the roundabout. The three of you will be the graces of ancient mythology.
With that, they set off to have fun. Little girls once again in women's bodies.
Wow, they had fun. I was busy, but in heaven. Every time I started to soften up one of them would come over and get me going. Gabby made sure I was always on edge. My balls were getting blue, but it wasn't the night temperature dropping.
Then followed a game of how big. Gabby taught them the fat game with the different-sized bars and they spent time running between the equipment and me to compare measurements.
"I didn't believe you Gabby when you told us, but fuck that is one fat pole your Brother has," commented. Jillian.
Gillian was riding the matching pole of the roundabout.
"I came on that one last week," My Sister confessed.
"Let's ride together."
"That's great girls, I'll spin you and we can start taking the group shots."
Sometimes I rode with them, other times I stood back. I used a tripod a lot to get the long exposures.
I had one film left which I wanted Gabby to use. Dad wanted to see photos, so in told the girls it was a wrap. We met back at the blankets.
That was the best fun Randell. It was actually nice to be naked and not get groped, Gillian BT said.
"Can we make you cum, as a reward?" Jillian LT asked.
"Yes please, my nuts are aching."
"Hugs."
"Group hugs,"
Suddenly I had six hands over my body.
"Saliva girlfriends, I want to make sure the bug spray is off before I suck him dry," Gabby asked
I'm sure they added their pussy juices as well as spit to my penis, I was groaning in pleasure.
"I won't last long."
My Sister dropped to her knees and took me deep into her throat again. Left out, the J/Gillians kissed and pleasured each other. They ended up sixty-nining on the blanket. I came long and hard at the sight of that and my Little Sister's amazing skills.
Gabby hadn't come, so I dropped down to kiss her spermy mouth then returned the favour. Lying her down, my tongue worked her into a number of rapid climaxes.
"Time to move," I said as I heard a car approach the car park. Quickly we dressed and gathered the stuff. I wrapped the multiple torch construction under a blanket and we made it to the car before the vehicle pulled up. Fortunately, they were parking, not the police. I gave the guy a thumbs-up as we left.
On the way home Gillian had an idea. "That was fun but I know a perfect location to take photos."
"Where?"
"Do you know of the Second World War bunker?"
"Oh, I have heard of it, some guys at school reckon they have found a way in."
"They did, Billy and his gang. I was with them."
"Really, what was it like?"
"Amazing, it was mostly deserted, but there was still stuff set up in some spaces. We only had one small torch, but with your set-up, it would be amazing."
"I don't know," Jillian LT hesitated.
It'll be fun, besides we gave Randy to protect us."
"Does it get patrolled, it still says Property of the Commonwealth Keep Out," I added.
"Never, as far as we could tell. I think the Air Force has sort of forgotten it. One of the guys staked it out for a few days. Most people think it's just a scrubby hilltop."
"Well let's do it, I'll be nervous but I think it will make an amazing set of photos for my assignment."
"Yes, let's do it," Gabby affirmed and we were all in.
I dropped the girls back and I turned to Gabriella. "We aren't finished yet."
"Really, goody."
"You need to take some photos. Dad wants to see some of your shots from tonight."
"Where?"
"Maybe at the train station. Cars doing laps and stuff."
"Sounds good."
We parked and set up opposite the entrance on the south side. I showed her how to set up for manual time exposures. We were halfway through the roll when a train pulled up. Great, passengers for her images.
"Fuck no," I whispered, "Sharps!" when I saw who had alighted.
Gabby stepped close and put her arm around me. A gang of maybe four dozen Sharpies, a Sydney form of Skin Head gangs, poured out in our direction. We were fucked.
"What are 'use doing?" one of the first out challenged? I froze. Fuck, my Little Sister stepped forward and hugged him.
"It's all right Randy, I know some of them." She introduced me to a few of them and explained what we were doing.
"It's ok, Randy, these are the good Sharps, the Town Hall Sharps."
I sighed a sigh of relief. I had heard of this group. Their purpose of being was to protect the public from and fight the other Sharpie gangs who definitely terrorised the public.
"Can you take our photo Gabby?" The friend who appeared to be a bit of a leader asked.
"Sure. How about you get everyone to come out of the station again looking mean?"
He called them over and explained. Quickly they retreated and re-entered.
"When I call freeze, freeze!" Gabby shouted.
So they did, it was sort of comical after the scary start. Gabby soon finished the roll and called "finished."
"Can we get some prints?" I was asked.
"Sure thing."
I was only happy to oblige. I was a bit jealous as these would turn out great. I wished I had taken them. But I was so proud of Gabby's work.
"Just a warning," I said to the leader, "they may not come out. It's a bit hit and miss at night with the light."
With that, we hurried to pack up and go home. We were bloody lucky it wasn't the Revesby Sharps, or worse the Campsie or Canterbury gangs, they were brutal.
At home, we chilled a bit in the lounge room. My adrenaline was pumping. Gabby poured me a whiskey and Coke. We cuddled on the couch. We chatted a while, and kissed a little. I was too scared to go further as a parent might surprise us.
"Let's leave any more sex until tomorrow, when we have the house to ourselves, Gabby."
"Good idea. I hope Jean isn't awake and expecting something. Sort of didn't get the opportunity."
"Well if she is, tell her that she will get our first combined load after she gets back from dancing. That should keep her happy."
With that, we kissed again and went to our respective bedrooms. I had trouble sleeping and my dreams took those troubles and built them into a nightmare.
_________________________
An interesting note for those for whom good English is the Queen's English ( or should I now say King's) the use of was and were. There are at least two times in this chapter I've chosen to use the was instead of were. This is because my writing uses Australian vernacular and that in dialogue general speaking forms. In these cases Aussies would never use the were. Feel free to comment just remember language is active and always changing.
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As big as...6
Why did my dreams have to spoil my anticipation of the coming day? Were they an omen that nothing good could come out of loving my Sisters? Wait on Sisters? Yes, Jean was also in those dreams. We were planning on giving Jean the love juices of our first union.
Shit, I was even contemplating the possibility of Jean overcoming the fear of sex by offering my body to help her. She had already held my penis and helped me come. She was, and had been, eating my cum a while. My Little Sister was encouraging and helping her, plus they were for all intents and purposes in a Lesbian relationship. I know that Gabby was Bi, but Jean may be simply Lesbian and never want dick.
Then fuck, we were screwed, as our love and actions were way outside the accepted societal bounds. The word Taboo was even straining to hold what we had already done. I had gone soft, my morning wood now shrivelled with my thoughts.
Do I want to lose my virginity to my Sister today? The answer came quickly. Fuck Yes!
Suddenly my fears were overcome with the flow of love. Love that was a deep as my whole life with my Little Sister, all of her nineteen years. Love that was sparked with that kiss, that ignited the sexual urges I had denied. How could I deny then further? What we had already done was taboo, if sin was committed then intercourse was no more or less a sin. I loved Gabby. Loved her with my whole heart. Loved her enough to elope and live out our lives in each other's arms.
Those dreams were dreams, playing out my inner turmoil. I decided that dreams always played things out in unreality. I had had wet dreams wanting the opposite, dreams of my Little Sister riding me to climax. Dreams of love, pure, innocent and fulfilled. We were never safe from dreams. Best not to heed them.
I got out of bed and scurried to the toilet. I slowed as I saw my Sister coming down the corridor in a sexy, short, baby doll. She had panties on which was fair enough, our little brother was home. Her walk turned seductive, but when she passed the toilet door she ducked in giggling.
"Beat you!"
"Fink."
I waited until I heard the tinkle, then burst in. Closing the door behind me. She looked at me stunned.
"Pretend we are fighting," I whispered.
"Get out, I was here first Randy."
"You knew I was heading here."
I shucked my boxers, I was rapidly rising.
"Get out." I banged on the wall a bit. While Gabby took my penis to suck on it..
"Don't," I whispered, "I really have to go."
Then at the same time, she dragged me down so I was straddling her and put my three-quarters-hard penis between her legs.
"Let me go, I'll piss on you if you don't GET OUT."
With that, she let down and her hot piss spurted over my glans.
"I'm busting, me first." With that, I let down and our urine flowed freely together. Finally empty we smiled an intimate smile and kissed.
"Now I'm going to push you out first," she said in my ear. She took a bit of loo paper and dried my dick. I pulled up my boxers.
"I'll have to pretend to go back in." I winked.
With that, I opened the door and her two feet pushed hard on my butt and I flew out crashing into the opposite wall.
"I guess you lost Randell," Dad said as he stepped over my. I held my groin like I was busting.
Mum and Jean clapped. "Go women's power." They did a high five. Shit, we did have an audience.
Alan poked his head out of his bedroom. "Grow up, looks like I'm the real man here."
He walked down with impeccable timing and ducked into the loo as soon as Gabby ducked out.
"Alan! No! You little bastard!
"Language," Mum said. Dad was busting himself laughing.
I was still propped up on the floor. Gabby put her foot on my chest and pushed me back down. I was still pretending to be busting.
"Look you made me wet my panties, I have to wash now."
I looked up, I think her panties were more wet from pussy juices, I could smell her sex.
"Yuck, gross. Stop. laughing everyone, I've got... to.. Go."
"Do you think we can trust them not to kill each other when we are away?" Dad asked.
"I think our daughter can look after herself and keep him in line," Mum said proudly.
"I was hoping he could keep her in line," Dad muttered.
Alan was out and I bolted for the door.
"Shit, now I can't let down," I shouted.
I was busting myself laughing. I was as hard as a rock but decided to pretend I was crapping. I heard the crowd disperse. God I loved my Little Sister. Shit that was fully fucked, her pissing on my Chiko was.... no words. I needed a shower.
Gabriella came by and knocked on the toilet door.
"You can have first shower. I'll have mine when you're dropping the dancers off."
"You're not coming?"
"No, I have things to get ready."
"Yes," I did a fist pump.
"Mum has cooked breakfast. They need to leave soon."
I stood up and came out.
The coast was clear so I stole a kiss and walked, proudly hard, to my room.
I changed to my usual summer attire, jean shorts, Cock bulging as was normal for the seventies. No top, I waited until I had gone down a bit then wandered to the kitchen.
Mum looked at me. "Seriously Randy, at least put a T on while we eat."
I shrugged and turned. "Nice body though, but cover up a bit around your Sisters."
I blushed red. "Mum! "
I came back covered and joined the family for pancakes. A rare treat in Australia, but I heard they were a common breakfast food in the States.
As I dropped Jean and Alan off, Jean rushed back to the car, put her head through the window and kissed me.
"Have fun, enjoy yourself. Pick us up at four. Don't be smelling of sex. Al is getting a bit suspicious. Leave my present under my pillow."
"Thanks, Sis."
"What did you two do in that toilet?"
"Sprung."
"Don't worry, Gabby already told me."
"I guess no secrets between Sisters."
"No, but I'd like to watch one day."
"Go and Dance, I have to deal with this."
I pulled my cock out and flashed her.
"Shit Bro," she almost reached in to touch but stopped herself and fled into the dance studio.
I had so turned on as I drove home. I was losing my virginity and I was excited.
Candle lights greeted me in a darkened house. Scattered along the path to the bedroom were cut flowers on stems, daffodils and red tulips. They led me through the house to my Sisters' room. This was a side of my Sister Gabriella I had not seen since she was a young romantic teenager. As I entered the hallway she appeared in a long flowing white see-through negligee. I would have wished I came in shining armour, a knight to take my maiden.
I was in my usual summer attire, Stubbies and bare chest. My sword did lead the way though, as I hardened right up.
She stepped forward and met me with a kiss. Then quietly dropped my clothing to the floor so I was naked in her arms. Careful of the flames she led me through to her room. Red Satin sheets covered a large bed. The room was an altar to love lit by a myriad of candles.
I hesitated, wondering where the bed had come from, then realised she had pushed her and Jean's bed together to make a large platform of love.
I decided to be gallant and picked her up across my arms and kissed her. Then I gently laid her in the centre of the passionate red. Slowly I began to make love to her. First caressing her through the soft flowing folds of her negligee. My body was caressed by the soft fabrics as I moved across her body to free a breast and take her hardened nipple in my mouth.
There were satin ties along her sides, these I undid to reveal more of her body. Her body was like the centre of a flower. Symbolically, it was as if she were waiting to be deflowered even though it was me who had the virginity to give.
I moved to kiss my way down her body until I came to her neatly trimmed pubic hair just above her swollen lips of love. I took her with my tongue. No words had been exchanged just looks of passion and anticipation. Like a bee, I lapped at the nectar of her flower until she flowed more and more onto my tongue.
"I doubt I will last long," I whispered to her as I looked up to her loving eyes.
"Make me come with your tongue, it will not matter if you explode as you enter. We have all day for long passionate lovemaking."
With that, I added fingers to my task and soon had her arching her back as she ground into my eager face.
"Yes there, fuck Randy, cumming."
She settled down from her climax and beckoned me up to kiss her lips.
"Take me, like this, take me with your whole body pressed to mine. I want missionary, as I want you to kiss me the whole time you make love."
I was not one to argue but I asked, "Why?"
I will tell you later, but make love to me. She rolled her hips and my hardness found her ready place of pleasure between her legs. I could feel my penis push slowly down between her petal folds until it nestled at the entrance to her vagina.
I did not have to move my hips much for me to slip smoothly in. I felt her walls part with my penis and they hugged tight around my flesh.
My eyes shot open as I felt something that my dreams or hands or even my Sister's mouth had never offered. I savoured my entry, my penis stretching her.
"Fuck so big."
My mouth claimed hers. I felt her spasm in my arms. Her vagina gripped my flesh and she came again.
I bit my cheek as I waited out her climax. I had not yet taken a stroke but I was on edge.
Joined we concentrated on kissing and feeling out upper bodies. Confident I had weathered the initial pleasure storm, I slowly withdrew a fraction to push back in. My body in some primal way knew what to do. As I squashed her breasts to my chest, I moved my whole body as I slowly thrust in and out of my loving Sister. Her legs spread further and her hands took my buttocks and pulled with my pushes. I was fast approaching my peak.
"Slowly Randle, fill me with your sperm slowly, let me feel each blast."
She slowed me down and I felt my sperm travel up my sensitive penis and burst into her depths. My back arched and hers arched to meet me in mutual climax. I know our guttural cries echoed in the room, but I heard none of that, only the cries of passion and love. Spent, I held my body stiff above her to take my weight.
"Relax Big Brother, I want to feel your weight pressing me to the bed, your penis pushing in."
We kissed. Those sparks reignited my body, and while I lost some form, I felt myself stiffen up.
"Already, yes this time my love, fuck me hard. You are a virgin no more, now be a lover."
I moved again, and confident my hardness had returned, I enjoyed the freedom of body and mind to take long deep strokes. Gabriella's legs clamped around my waist as I took my pleasure in her willing body. In the passion of love, we rolled on the slippery sheets to our sides, then my Sister on top, then myself on top again. All the time we kissed and maintained full body contact as if we could not get enough skin-on-skin. As if we were one organism joined and unified.
"I'm going to come again Bro, pound me please pound me."
I was on top again. So I grabbed her ankles freeing my lower body's movement and drove myself again and again and again until I stiffed, and grunted a final release, that matched her orgasm. My sperm plastered her inner depths and we collapsed exhausted. Spent, we gently whispered love and talked ourselves down into a post coital slumber.
I woke with my sister bringing me to stiffness once again with her mouth.
"I'm on top this time Big Brother. Enjoy." With that, she straddled me and slipped me inside herself.
"Fuck I still can't get over how fat you are. I feel like a virgin again."
"Let's stick with that thought, my virgin Little Sister."
"God I love you, you make me feel so good about myself."
"It may not be the right time, but I need the distraction. How come you wanted me missionary and kissing?"
"Because my sweet Brother,... I have not kissed while fucking,.... in fact I avoided missionary...." With each pause, she would pull up and slam back down. "I think... I thought it was too... vanilla.... but making love... like we did today.... it made me realise... it was the most intimate... position...We could look deep in.... each other's eyes,... we had constant... mouth contact... And our hearts... Beat together....you don't get...shit cumming... Fuck yes thrust up, god..."
I twisted her nipples as she came.
"You were saying."
Gabby gasped, "You don't get that doggggggy!"
After she came hard she went wild. I could feel her all up and down my ridgid penis as she continued fucking me. My Sister was squeezing her internal muscles tight as she pulled up, then relaxed on the way down. She rocked her mons pubis on mine getting maximum contact of her clit on my pubic bone. That was enough. I climaxed hard spurting up into her so deep, feeling my spunk blast her innermost being as she came hard with massive spurts. Thus she jetisoned the spunk I had delivered, over me and the sheets.
My Sister collapsed on me as if out cold. I felt her breath, felt her thudding heart as she pressed my breast to her heart, or at least the gap between her breasts. She was out to it. I had heard this could happen, or at least read about it in erotic stories. It was only our third lovemaking session. I was so proud and realised I had nothing to worry about. Together we made fantastic lovers.
I looked at the time. I had about an hour before I had to leave to pick up the dancers. I rolled my sleeping sister off me and worked at retrieving the candles in the hall. It was lucky we didn't burn the place down in our passion. I could see the headlines now. 'Chard remains of taboo sibling lovers found Romeo and Juliet style in burnt out family home.'
I shuddered and picked up the flowers. These I put in a vase and placed them in Gabby's bedroom. Assured the house was clear, it only left the bedroom. I woke my love with a kiss and reluctantly took her to the bathroom.
We washed each other, but could not resist one further penetration of passion. I slammed my body into her in the corner of the shower as cool water kept our heads clear.
As we dried I asked. "What present do we give Jean?"
"A bit late for the undies up my... Trick."
We thought as we dried each other's bodies. Back in her bedroom, the answer was obvious. The soaked and stained red satin sheets. We separated the beds and remade Jean's, bed with the red sheets doubled over, so she would have the wetspot tonight. We even folded a white sheet across the top pillow area to make it look like she had normal sheets.
"Hopefully the smell will be contained."
"You go and get them, I'll work on disguising the smell," my Sister said as she opened windows.
I kissed her passionately, I couldn't get enough.
"Mum and Dad are not home, I'm sleeping in your bed tonight Randy."
"Alan? "
"He sleeps like a log and will want to sleep in tomorrow, he's been dancing all day."
"Good point, I had better leave. Darkroom when I get back."
"Yes, fuck we have films to develop."
"We have the red light district to play in. Awesome."
When we got home we were hit with the odour of Your The Fire perfume all through the house.
"What happened? That smells like shit," Alan said as he entered.
"Sorry everyone, I spilt half a bottle of perfume on the carpet in my doorway."
"Shit Gabby, thanks for nothing, I need a shower," Alan exclaimed. We waited until he had locked the en suite door. Jean came and hugged us both.
"How did it go?"
"Awesome I can't believe I came four times," I answered.
"Chiko was a stud and fucking fat, Gabby added.
"Your present may not be what you expected, but I think better. You will get it when you slip between the sheets tonight."
"Where are you sleeping tonight Gabby?"
"With Randy, but we are doing darkroom work first, if we can stay awake."
"If we can keep our hands off each other."
"That too, but the darkroom is a perfect place."
"You might have to develop a habit of listening to loud music in there then," Jean suggested.
"I think I might have suddenly developed a liking for Prog Rock then: Loud, very long songs. But I can't take a record player in there."
"True, what about one of those tape things, the little cassette ones?"
"That would work. But cost?"
"Randy consider you're getting an early Christmas present from me," Jean offered. "I'll pick one up on Monday."
"Maybe you should visit my room tonight, I suggested to Jean.
"Yes please."
"I'll wake you, Jean. If I can drag you away from the present in your bed."
With that, we ordered pizza for tea and I developed the first films as we waited.
We left Alan and Jean playing Scrabble in the dining room and we retreated to the darkroom. We mainly had films to process, but turned the red light on so we could justify keeping Alan out.
With the door locked, we were quickly naked, and while the next films were washing, I kissed my Little Sister, picked her up, sat her on the vanity and slowly entered her willing body. She ran her fingertips over the top of my thrusting penis.
"Randy, if I had been a virgin I would be so sore from earlier, I could not be taking this beautiful monster right now."
Her fingers formed a ring around my flesh, measuring.
"Shit fatter than a Chiko!"
My movement pushed those fingers into her clit and I gave her a washer to gag herself as she screamed another climax.
I had much less of a need to cum so I took my time bringing pleasure to my Sister.
"Let me turn around?"
I withdrew. Gabby turned and presented her arse to me as she lent over the vanity. She looked at our reflection in the mirror as I entered her again. My hands cupped her breasts, her hands pressed to the mirror.
Fuck this position was awesome and I was so deep. I gagged her with the washer again and slammed my cock deep.
"I love you," I grunted, "and fuck, fucking you is the very best."
I came hard. Not a great deal, but very, very, satisfying. I'm not sure if Gabby had stopped cumming. I took her panties and carefully stuffed them into the gaping void my penis had left.
It was with difficulty that I rolled on the next two films. Once developing had finished, we had time again for each other.
We chatted as we held each other tight.
"We had better not do that again, we will have nothing left for Jean to watch later on tonight."
That did not stop my Little Sister slipping to her knees every now and again to clean my Chiko and keep me hard. Sometime later a quiet knock on the door preceded Jean's voice.
"Alan's gone to bed. I might just do likewise."
We giggled and knew she would not be sleeping.
We processed the last films before we washed up and called it a night. I opened Alan's door and he was out to it. We looked in on Jean. She was wrapped tight in red satin, her hand buried between her thighs, her mouth slowly sucking on the wet remnants of our lovemaking.
"Come and join us."
Gabby grabbed some clean clothes for the morning. We were all nude. I had put our clothes from the bathroom in the hamper there for washing. The perfume in the carpet was still overwhelming, but as we retreated to my room I could smell the aromas of our earlier lovemaking on Jean's body.
Thanks for letting me watch. Jean said as she sat on my drawing stool. This spread her legs and she revealed her red swollen and moist labia.
I was tempted to go down on her and give her the pleasure of my tongue but hesitated at crossing that boundary.


Gabby, of the same mind, had no hesitation and quickly brought her Big Sister to a climax. Watching got me hard. I sat propped up against the wall of the bed slowly stroking my hardness.
"Go fuck our Brother!" Jean commanded and Gabby, needing no encouragement straddled me. Slowly she lowered her body onto mine giving our Older Sister a clear view of our union.
I've the next thirty minutes, Jean was treated to many love-making positions, most of which I experienced myself for the first time.
I was aware that Jean had moved close. I was close to cumming.
I looked at her, "Feel our junction?" Her hands gently cupped my moving balls and her fingers rubbed along my underside. That did it.
"Cumming," I thrust and thrust. My spasms of climax took over my body then spent, I slumped sideways. Jean, being close, did not have to move far before her mouth clamped onto Gabby's vulva and the cream pie it contained. Gabby came hard over her.
Some time later as Jean quietly lapped at the juices that continued to flow from her Sister, Gabby suggested. "How about you lick Randy clean. See he is covered in our love juices."
Jean hesitated. I nodded. I felt her tongue reach out and lick the junction of my balls. It was probably good I remained soft, because soon my Big Sister had my limp, spent, penis totally in her mouth. Her hands brought herself to climax. This was way past touching. I secretly hoped that it would help her move past her phobias around penetration. I drifted into the darkness of sleep.
Jean left at some time in the night. Gabby and I slept soundly, naked, wrapped in each other's arms.
We woke in the early hours. Aware that our little brother was at home we made love quietly, slowly. While I enjoyed the amazing sensory experience, I wondered why this took me so long. Enjoying my sister was different I'm sure from other potential partners, not that I had been that lucky.
"You seem a bit distracted Randy."
"Just enjoying this way to wake, and thinking how lucky I am to be making love to my Little Sister. Side benefit I'm lasting longer."
"You know Randy, you're right, I've never had love, not like this, it's always been fringed with doubt, self-loathing and wondering if the dick would satisfy me."
We were on our sides facing each other.
"You don't feel guilty?"
"I thought I might, breaking all taboos like this, but no this is so beautiful, just like my Sister, erotic and beautiful."
"I need to cum Big Brother, can you rub my clit."
I reached down and watched. Gabby put one leg over my shoulder. I had clear access, and a great view. With my fingers exploring, I discovered I loved feeling my penis as it slid in and out of her slippery lips.
"Fuck yes," I instantly picked up the pace and was soon slamming my fingers into our join. This set her off, her clitoris was so hard and ripe for squeezing. I did and we both came hard and long.
I had intended to sleep longer, I know I did, but soon Alan was banging on my door.
"Randy get those films out of the bathroom. I want a Radox bath after yesterday's dancing."
"Fuck," Gabby looked at me like a deer in the headlights.
"Wardrobe," I whispered.
I opened a window and pulled boxers over my red dripping penis.
Alan had a habit of waiting at the door giving annoying knocks.
"Coming. Shit Alan, can't a guy sleep?"
"It's ten am."
"Fuck."
I raced to the bathroom and gathered the six films I had developed.
The cheeky bugger was at the bathroom door.
"Randell, those are nudes aren't they?"
I swallowed, "Sure are, my college assignment. We have to do nudes." I covered with brash boldness.
"Anyone I know?"
"No, just some people Gabby knows." I was counting on him not recognising anyone in the negative form.
"Just, don't tell anyone, Jean knows, but Mum and Dad, struth!"
"Ok, but you owe me."
"Later, buddy."
I noticed Gabby had scurried past us while Al was distracted. I took the negs to my room and Gabby came back with a clean sheet and scissors.
"Alan knows."
"What? About our lovemaking?"
"No, just the negs.Not that it's you, but that they are nudes. Little beggar."
"Oh."
"He's keeping mum but he will make me pay. He is always transactional."
Things just got complicated.
The darkroom was a great place to express our love. We took to working nude, but with aprons to wipe hands and spills. Gabby was as sexy as fuck with her cute butt sticking out the back. We often went to penetration a few times a night. The exhaust fan and darkroom chemicals disguised the smell.
Gabby worked during the day, so she often left earlier in the evening with a load of my spunk to share with Jean. I finished late so I could sneak the erotic images to my room to dry, once everyone was asleep.
Often I would get up at noon. Alan was at school, but was finishing next week for the summer holidays. I also worked on family-safe images as decoys. Gabby printed her street photos and Sharps at the station. Dad was impressed.
I took to meeting her after work. The Photography shop was there and I selected a Pentax SLR for lay-by. Dad picked it up ready for Christmas.
Gabby and I hung out at a cafe after she finished.
"I've been checking out the old RAAF site. So long as we park the car well away, I think your friends are right, totally forgotten."
"The girls are keen."
"What about Friday night?"
"I'll check."
"Maybe I'll leave developing them for when the family are away after New Year. It's getting hard to avoid the brat."
"Good plan."
"In the meantime, we can just do normal photography around Bankstown."
"I would love to do portraits of friends and stuff. You know the more seedy side of life stuff. Those Sharpie photos are great. "
"I know you're in a bit of a boring job. Did you ever think of doing more study?"
"This is me you're talking about Randell."
"I'm just thinking. I have to go back to Wagga, I don't want to go without you."
"I know, I'm not looking forward to it."
"So I'm thinking, if you could get into a course. Like a photography course, you could you home with me."
I got a kiss for that idea but reality crushed it.
"I dropped out in year nine, no way."
"There is a way. You're now nineteen, it's called mature-aged entry. If we work on a folio, those Sharpie images are strong enough to draw attention. Do more social documentary work and I think my photography lecturer would be happy to take you on."
"But what about the other stuff? Painting, drawing, etc".
"In reality, a lot of first years have not had wide experience. You're good with your hands and liked art at school."
"But am I good enough?"
"Your photography is already good enough. But let's make it excellent. We might have to wait till the mid-year intake, as it's a bit late now. It will also mean you aren't competing with the new school leavers. Many drop out, so places are better in July."
"Will Mum and Dad buy it?"
"I think they would be over the moon, anything to get you away from your 'current' lifestyle. Protective Brother and all to keep an eye on you."
"Little do they know."
"I keep my eyes on you all the time. We could get a unit together, share costs."
I think for the first time my Little Sister had hope. She was like a kite in the wind ready to fly.
It was hard to find places in the house to make love. So we developed a habit of Thursday night dancing to find secluded spots. There was an advantage of Gabby being loose and easy in her past life. She knew all the good parking spots locally. We would get a good hour of lovemaking in.
Often it was in the car, but bush settings were much better, picnic tables, and park structures. I always carried a camera, mainly for Gabby to use. Often we would come across her 'friends' who were happy to pose for social documentary-type shots. Bonnets of cars and the back of Panel Vans, we called them shaggin' wagons, made great images. Often the subjects were willing to buy images. It was a sort of side activity all summer.
Friday came around quickly and by now the folks were used to us disappearing with a car. Because Dad works at the airport I was careful to take the Morrie, just in case he got asked questions. I really needed my own wheels. But how could I talk the folks into buying me one?
The two GJs were keen to hear about our week of passion. I know Gabby had rung them a few times with the long cord. Phone cord that is. Hard to have private conversations when the only phones we had were landlines.
I listened proudly as Gabby described how considerate and loving a lover I was. Not discounting that I had the fattest cock she had in her.
"Not the longest, but shit for someone who I've just taken his virginity from, he knows how to get me off."
"Well done stud. You have had stiff competition," Gillian BT complimented.
"Trying not to think of past dicks in my Sister."
"I'm trying not to think of your dick in your sister. It is turning me on," Little Tits added.
"Can we share him yet?"
"No, I'm not sure ever, unless you want to Randy?"
"Trying not to think about it. But perfectly happy with my Sister, thanks."
"I'm sure the problem will come up tonight. Can we at least watch?" Jillian asked.
"Well, it would not be gentlemanly to leave you in the dark, would it?"
"Goody," the JG's clapped.
"Besides you two are good at getting each other off."
We arrived and silently followed Gillian through what looked like a normal four-strand farm fence. Except for a faded Commonwealth sign flapping in the breeze.
We walked carefully uphill until we hit another fence, no more forbidding. Beyond that, we made out a mound.
"This is it," she whispered.
On the other side was an entrance but it could have been a large air vent. Cool air was flowing out of it. I smelt it. Fresh, there was natural ventilation inside. The iron bars securing the entrance were held in place by a hefty lock that looked rusted shut.
"That screws us." I said, "unless there is another way."
"Turn a torch on."
I had the torch battery and tripod in a duffel bag for easy disguised carrying. I shone a single light on the problem.
"Watch this."
Gillian pulled at the hasp side and the whole unit pulled out of the massonary as one unit.
I noticed the hinges had been oiled recently.
"I came back and did that," Jillian Little Tits confessed.
"When?" Gillian BT asked.
"Last week with Daniel. He was too scared to go further in."
We pulled the gate shut and carefully manipulated the hasp to look like it was still holding.
I turned another torch on. It was an amazing view back into history.
"I think that's a guard watch portal, he fucked me on that," Jillian said as we looked down a short alcove to our left. "It's a dead end."
"Let's go further."
We got to a junction.
"Hansel and Gretel problem. What if we get lost? Gabby asked.
"We didn't bring bread crumbs," Jillian giggled.
I thought useless, rats would eat them. But I was wise not to suggest the possibility.
"How about we drop one item of clothing where we can see it with the torch coming back?" I suggested
"Great idea, we have to nude up anyway."
"Tunnel strip poker."
We giggled and took turns dropping clothing.
The tunnels became broader, they were rounded and concrete-lined, old infrastructure lined the tunnels and a wire ran along the roof connected old lights. We even tried a switch, nothing.
"I think we should start taking photos," I said at a junction that led to two doors.
I had been studying the dust on the floors no one had come this deep. We finished stripping. I of course, joined the girls.
"Shoes also."
"That dust is so soft," Gabby said as she put her foot down.
"Just don't go kicking it, we don't want to choke," I advised
We got busy taking photos,
I shot some of Jillian and Gillian sitting in what looked like it was the start of an air shaft tunnel. As they stood the dust clung to their bums.
Giggles ensued.
"Dust us off, Randy."
I was presented with two delightful derriers. My hands were happy to oblige. Their hands were happy to grab my hardness.
"Still as big as a Chiko," Gillian sighed.
"How do you fit this in Gabby?"
"Careful, keep him loaded and you might see."
We worked out from this location and there was a door at one end.
"Give me a hand Big Brother, I think it's unlocked but stiff."
"I problem I know too well."
I moved the lock and with effort, we pulled. A thick steel door slowly swung open a fraction.
"I think it's a blast door. What's inside must be important?"
The four of us tugged. I put a foot up near the lock to increase the pressure. It creaked open enough for me to put my head in with a torch.
"Fucking hell, this is awesome."
A bit more and we were all able to slip inside.
We were in the command room or incident room. It was still set up as if it was abandoned as soon as the war ended. WWII that is. In the middle was a huge table with a map of Australia on it. It had little models of ships and planes swept to one side. Around the walls were old photos of World War Two planes. Bits and pieces of old radio and I assume radar-type equipment were along the walls. Old chairs, some simply rotted canvas some quality office chairs for bigwigs, scattered around.
"I want to document this before we disturb anything."
I used a whole roll of film then I started to shoot the girls.
I set up a few shots on the tripod and asked them to take photos of me and Gabby. I must admit I got more of my Sister than the rest.
"Make love to your Sister on the table Randy."
"Let me put a new roll in."
I changed the film and the angles. Then took my Sister to the map. I laid her out on the map of Australia and climbed up with her. I was aware I had an audience, but I only had eyes for my Little Sister. My internal dialogue was to show them how a girl should be loved. Lead with the hands and then the tongue. I brought my Sister to multiple orgasms before I introduced my hard phallus to her vagina.
I loved the way our voices and groans echoed around the tunnels behind us. Not afraid of being heard, we let our vocalisations give expression to our desires. Soon we heard other sounds as the two Gillian/Jillians joined us with mouths on each other.
We watched for a while.
"How are you holding out Randy? That is hot!"
"I've been looking at the map thinking about what would have happened if the Japs won."
"Well, time to fill me up, lover boy."
We had already gone through a number of positions so I took her Doggy. The change of angle had her screaming and me coming. We slumped together.
"Fuck," said Gillian, "he sure knows how to use that thing."
"I think we had better go."
Gabby was busy stuffing a pair of panties up her vagina.
"Why does she always do that?" Jillian Little Tits asked.
"I know but I'm not telling."
"It's amazing you're not preggers. I like to get it out of myself as quickly as possible," Gillian confessed.
We left the sanctuary of the command room and carefully shut the door until it snibbed. Then we retraced our steps, dressing as we came across each article of clothing. We were gradually climbing higher.
"Shhh, I hear something." I turned the torch off and listened. Talking. A girl and a few guys.
"I think I know that voice, Daniel! The Randy bastard has brought someone back for more."
"Keep the torch behind us so we don't let them know we are coming," my Sister suggested.
Their noises got louder, it was clear they were having sex.
"Let's surprise them," I suggested.
We tiptoed so we were between the entrance, which they had left open, and the guards' portico, where they were mid-fuck. Now I shone the full six torches on them. Like deer in a spotlight, they froze. Three young men were indeed fucking one girl.
One guy was on the ledge seat, his cock up her arse. One, it was Daniel, I sort of knew him, was in her vagina and surprise surprise, his mate was buried deep in Daniel's arse.
"What the fuck...
"Shit coming...
"Who's that?..
"You slag Terresa." Gillian Big T called.
I heard the SLR rattle off a few shots. Gabby had it to her eye grinning. Not that they could see so blinded but our lights.
"Is that you Gill?"
"Might be," I added in a very low gruff voice. "Don't let us stop you."
The guy in Daniel's arse went wild and came filling him with spunk. Daniel came with him?
"You're not getting me again, Daniel," Jillian scolded him.
We rushed to the entrance and shut the grill.
I was tempted to put a rock on it, but I never wanted someone to do that to us.
We scurried away and in no time made it to the car parked around the corner. I drove around the block and we observed a security car with three guys in uniform examining a car near the fence.
"Shit that's Daniel's"
"I hope they escape. I don't want security locking that place up though."
"Maybe we won't risk coming back."
"Good idea."
"Thanks for the great photo shoot girls," I said to both GJillians as I dropped them off. Gillian was staying the night at hers.
"Sure you won't come in and fuck us both?" Gillian asked.
"Yeah, my parents are away," Jillian added.
"Tempting," Gabby and I said together, "but no."
"I wish I had a Brother like you, I'm staying here so arsehole doesn't rape me again."
"You need to move out or go to the police."
"We are planning to go to Melbourne soon to do just that. Jillian's parents are helping us."
"Good," I said. "No one needs that."
"As I said, it's not that he is my brother, it's that he is a pig arsehole," Gillian said. "I find taboo rather exciting."
I felt like it would be great to go in and give her a better experience of brotherly love, but I just held my sister tight.
"Make sure I never abuse you, Gabrella. Let me know if I cross any lines."
"Thanks Bro, take me home."
"We still need one roll of photos taken by you Gabby, as decoys."
"I think we only have half a roll left."
"I have a spare in the Glove box. I notice you got some snaps of the gang bang back there."
"Insurance," Gabby smiled. "Where to?"
"I know late-night screening at Chullora Twin Drive-In."
"Perfect."
"What's on?"
"I don't care."
We lined up for the eleven pm screening, and parked Morrie near the back. The panel vans and station wagons were lined up with back doors open facing the screens. The cafe was doing great business. Once the film had started, it was a new film called Deliverance, R-rated of course, the real action started inside them. The other screen was playing The Case of the Smiling Stiffs, which was more sex scenes than story. The banjo music of Deliverance echoed from the many speakers.
Once the vans started rocking, Gabby snuck out and quietly took photos. She often asked for permission from people she knew. I walked with her, a bit embarrassed, slightly nervous, but more scared someone would take offence. We finished in the dinner to take photos and eat. We had Chiko Rolls and chips. My Sister certainly played that up a bit.
Back at the car we followed the trend of the rest of the drive-in and lay down our front seats and got the Morrie a rocking. Sure, I had to follow my own sloppy seconds, which I enjoyed eating out of my Sister before I added to them. Jean was getting some load tonight. We had towels to protect the seats.
We watched the end of the second screening, which was the reverse of the other screening. The Seventies were definitely taking liberties.
We arrived home, and Jean was waiting, clearly hot to trot.
"Go feed her Gabby, direct if you like. But I'm shagged out. Fuck, what a night."
Gabby kissed me and I went off to sleep in my room. My sex dreams were no longer nightmares, although making love in bunkers certainly featured.


Christmas came quickly. Gabby and I were having a ball in our continuation of darkroom adventures, the Christmas tree was up and we decided that it made a great background for some naked photos.
The only problem was the family being home. Jean, we could deal with, in fact, I wanted to include her in a photo shoot. But Alan was the problem. Dancing had finished the week before Christmas, so I suggested he go late-night shopping with Mum and Dad, maybe to Roselands.
Gabby worded up Jean and she stayed back with us, so we got four hours to ourselves. Knowing the pre-Christmas crowds, we were not expecting them to be home before closing.
We had bits of tinsel and some Christmas hats to decorate ourselves. It was going to be cheesy, not arty, but who cared? I did some family shots a week earlier to figure out exposures. It was often hit and miss with the little lights. Films were not all that sensitive, although black and white was better. Tripods worked well to give time, but then people needed to be still.
We had a good supply of candles though, so these added to the festive look. Mum and Dad wanted some colour shots of the family, so I grabbed a roll but had to do those in the daylight.
Finally, our preparations had been sorted. We stripped in my Bedroom. I figured there was no guarantee they would not be home early. We would have a chance to scurry and dress if they did.
Gabby and I took turns arranging figures and setting up shots. We had different combinations to work with. Gabby and I, Jean and Gabby, Jean and me.
Tinsel found its way wrapped around my hardness. Jean suggested Gabby could suck me with the tinsel in place. Gabby had Jean put a Santa hat on my hardness and got her to stroke me.
I wrapped the two girls together in tinsel. Gabby wore the hat as she licked Jean out bringing her to climax.
Jean, do you think you can give Randy a proper blow job?
"I would love to but I'm scared."
"Just a blowjob. Get your cream from the source."
"Fuck it, why not?"
It was very sexy with her kneeling in the Christmas lights and preparing to take me. My precum was flowing strongly.
"See that's something you don't get with my Panties," Gabby suggested. "It tastes so different and much better."
Jean had sucked my flaccid penis clean before, but that was very different to raging hard-on dripping pre cum. Tentatively she licked the pearls of precum from my tip. I watched as her face turned lustful in surprise and she opened her mouth then plunged my cock in as far as it would go.
Gabby was busy taking photos. I was busy groaning, trying not to cum. My Little Sister came close and pulled Jean's hair back allowing me to see better.
"Hold her hair Randy and help her."
As I held her hair back and gently encouraged my Big Sister to move in and out. My Little Sister took photos.
"Shit, that's great Jean but I'm about to come."
I took my hand off her head and she pulled back a fraction, but only enough to allow her to suck her cheeks in around my flesh. I came hard. Jean sucked the first spurt then using my cock as a firehose painted her face. The mechanical whir of the camera winding and clicking suggested Gabby was capturing it all.
I took the camera from her, "That's not art Gab that's porn."
"I know I couldn't help it."
Meanwhile, Jean was sprawled on the carpet, her hand rubbing her clit furiously while she licked the sperm from her face, and rubbed the rest into her skin. It truly was a facial.
Our little sister crawled over to her and started adding her tongue to Jean's pleasure. Her peach buttocks were in the air. She saw me looking at them.
"That's right Randell, they are all yours, fuck me."
I was still stiff and a few passes of my glans along her labia had me raring to go. I sank slowly into her. Each thrust was deep but deliberately controlled. This smushed my Little Sister's face into the sex of my Big Sister.
"Fuck her hard Randy," Jean her eyes like buns encouraged from under the Christmas tree. "Feed her more of that Randy cum."
That set me off and in no time I was pumping another significant load into my love. Gabby came with me. Fortunately, she didn't squirt, just smothered her screams in pussy lips. Jean came at that.
"Fuck girls, our first threesome."
I looked up at the cuckoo clock as it started calling nine o'clock.
"You had better get out of here, I'll deal with the clothes."
Gabby and Jean raced up the corridor, while I raced around the lounge room putting things in order. I lit a few spiced Christmas candles and hit the shower to wash off the female smells.
I had just enough time to have the TV on and be watching when the call came to help fetch the groceries in. I only hoped the girls heard them arrive.
Alan was excited for Christmas and what he had bought us for presents.
"What's with all this Randy?" Mum questioned.
"The girls are getting into the Christmas spirit. I think they are in their room wrapping Christmas presents. I wouldn't disturb them."
"Well get off your butt and help with the groceries." Dad hollered.
In all my sexual exploits, I realised I hadn't done basic Christmas shopping. Alan brought his wrapped presents and put them under the tree. Fuck Christmas was on Monday, I only had Friday and Saturday morning to shop. I'm sure Gabby was behind that eight ball. I knew what I was getting Gabby, but the rest. Dad, a framed photo of his Daughter getting fucked by his Son. Probably not, although I know he loved porn.
Gabby came out with Jean carrying a bunch of presents. She looked at me worried.
"Saturday morning I need to get a few I'm missing, care to join me Gabby?"
"Yes please."
Dad came through and asked Gabby to speak with him in their room. Fuck had I left something out, photos perhaps? Shit, my heart sank.
They were gone a good while. Mum even popped in and out. Jean came and sat with me on the couch to watch the tail end of a Bert Newton Christmas special.
"Thanks Randy, that was hot."
"You think? What's going on down there?" I nodded to the folks' room.
"I might know, but don't worry, Gabby has it in control."
"You saw Gabby's control earlier. Are you Sure?"
"Oh, I do love her control."
Alan had said goodnight some time ago.
"Randy, if I ever... You know... decide to let someone, some boy... well man... You know?"
"Fuck you, you can say it. But whisper parents are around."
"Fuck, fuck me, could, you like do it?"
"Be your first?"
"Sort of," but she broke down in tears.
"Not first, I'm sorry."
The pause was long.
"Someone, you mean...?"
"I was raped, that's why I'm scared. I've been seeing a college counsellor and am starting to get through it."
My fists clenched, I was ready to fight the bastard.
"Anyone I know?"
"No, I doubt it, not that it matters. He got sprung with another underage victim and didn't survive the beating."
"Shit. Does Mum and Dad.."
"No, I was so scared, I couldn't tell anyone."
"But you are now."
"I may say more later, but I prefer to think positively about my sexy Brother and his sexy cock. I want to forget the past."
"Wow, Jean, I feel honoured that you might want to, you know do it with me. I know you love me as a Sister but surely you need to give that gift to a guy you love. Or a girl."
"I'm not a lesbian, just a damaged little girl in here. Help me to become a woman."
"Anyway, I can. Gabby?"
"I've talked to her, she is happy to share you. I know you two love each other so much, and so different to the sex we just had together. I'm not expecting that. In the long run, I hope I can have my Big Little Brother to help me move past this, so I can find my true love."
I cuddled her tight.
"Let's take it one step at a time."
I did some Christmas shopping on Friday, particularly Gabby's present. Also new batteries for the torches.
Friday night Gabby and I developed her Drive-in photos. I had been apprehensive all day about Dad's conversation with Gabby. I tried to read my Little Sister, but she was being elusive.
I decided to be direct, I could see a sparkle in her eyes, behind the deadpan look. I tried to break her with tickling. It didn't work.
"I need an answer of some sort."
"Secret Christmas business, why?"
"Thank God, I thought it was about what we have been up to."
"God no! But I could see how it might have been unsettling."
"Unsettling, I nearly shit myself."
"Jean came and settled me. Did she tell you what she asked me?"
"I think so, we haven't had much time to talk."
"About her wanting me to be her first dick. If she actually decides to do it."
"Yes that's it, do you want to?"
"I do in a way but, probably only because you two are already lovers, but more, only if it's okay with you. That and I want to help my Sister get past that traumatic experience. I don't see Jean as a long-term fall head over heels in love with a person, as much as I love my Big Sister, not like you, whom I'm actually besottedly in love with. I don't want to damage what this is."
"Besotted, I can take that. Randell darling, I know I've had a ribald past, but from now on it's family only."
"Family? Dad included?"
She killed herself laughing. "Shit no, no way!"
She stopped and looked at me. "Would you do Mum?"
I hesitated.
"I saw that hesitation."
"You do look like her, but no, total turn off. Siblings only. Except Alan of course."
"Good to know. I need to know where the boundaries are, I've lived without them for a few years."
We stopped talking and got a bit passionate. Yes, sex, happened, but not anything that would show up the next day on prints.
Saturday morning I took Gabby to Roselands, it was impossible to find a park, so we had to walk a long way. Taking up a part of the carpark spaces was a huge inflatable ball. Well two two-thirds of a ball. Like building a building-sized ball. We walked over to it. It was still being constructed. A sign told us that it was a new type of theatre. A picture theatre with a three-sixty degree vision.
"Will you take me?" Gabby asked.
"Absolutely, it sounds awesome." It was opening on New Year's Day.
For most of the morning, we were just boyfriend and girlfriend, we blended in with the other young couples doing last-minute Christmas shopping. It was so good to be normal. We left the camera at home, we did not need the distraction, being with the one I loved was what counted.
Over lunch in the food court, Gabby took my hand.
"I have to go out with Dad at three, can you get me home before then?"
I looked at her and saw the excitement rise in her eyes.
"Secret Santa business."
She almost burst with excitement.
"Can't say, just cross your fingers, surfer boy."
"I'm not a surfer, I doubt I will need a surfboard."
"But you look like one."
"A surfboard?"
"Yes, so I can wax you and hang ten on you. Ohh, and kneel and paddle my heart out."
"Keep my oar out of it."
"More like a fin."
"Does it help you steer?"
"Only if your body is my ocean, I could drown in you."
I finally found a present for Alan, it was an electronic game of Mastermind. It must have had a mini computer thing in it. The only electric game we had seen publicly was the Space Invaders and Pac-Man tabletop games in cafes and pool halls. Alan liked playing Mastermind with me, so I figured it would be an ok substitute when I was in Wagga.
At home I busied myself wrapping presents and organising negatives. I bought different coloured folders to put them in. Gabby's, general, college, and top secret. Not that I labelled it as such. But I figured the green seventies lime or frog green would be disguised out in the open.
To help with the subdefuge I stapled random old 'safe' proof sheets to the top of each negative holder to stop beady eyes looking closely.
If Gabby was excited before, she was over the moon when Dad dropped her off.
"I sort of can't wait for Christmas now."
"Me neither."
We got lost in the darkroom that night developing Drive-in photos of shaggin' wagons.
"Can I blow this one up, this is Phil's I want to see the bitch he is fucking."
I figured it was time to teach her the art of enlarging.
"I love the interior, although padded walls are perhaps a bit too much," Gabby said.
"Good for soundproofing," I responded.
"Good point. Can we get it bigger?"
"Sure, but we need to project onto the door or the wall."
"How?"
I adjusted the enlarger to horizontal.
"We tape the paper in place. I'll slip out and get some masking tape." I put my Stubbies back on.
I returned and Gabby was busy trying to focus.
"Look at this Randy," she said as I came back in. "Which is better? Here or here?"
She stood in front of the image and the back of the open shagging wagon was plastered on her behind.
"Or this," she turned and lined up a grinning face of a guy over her left tit. The girl he was fucking had her face obscured by a belly button.
"Too much, should only my face on your tit."
"Well, what's stopping you?"
I got distracted and fucked her against the door like we were in the back of that shaggin' wagon.
"No fair I wish... I...owned... one of these..." I said as I came hard.
Gabby couldn't stop giggling.
"One day, hunky, one day."
I pasted a test strip over the image on the door. Then I taught her the inverse square law of light, which meant the exposure time needed to be way longer, in minutes.
Finally, we got the right time and I put a sheet of ten by twelve out, the biggest I could do in my chemical trays.
"She looks like she's enjoying it," I commented.
"I don't know why, he has a tiny dick."
"Too much information."
"But do you like the car?"
"It's an HT isn't it?"
"Well done Bro, not just an arty."
"I can dream. Not that I've been in the back of that one. Sorry Sis, sounds like you have been in a few."
"Guilty but who knows? Perhaps we can test drive a few when you're ready to buy."
"I can't afford more than the mattress at this point."
"Yeah, probably should change that one."
We laughed and laughed.
"Can we do one where we can't see them fucking. For your wall as a dream it picture."
"I'll show you how to burn it in." I had a black card with a jagged small hole in it.
"Let's do another one but this time we will do it a second time, but hold the hole over the faces and bodies."
We did this and inside the back of the van turned out black. We processed it and went to bed.
In the morning I woke to my Sister kneeling on my bed pinning the photo to my wall.
"For dreaming, just imagine that it's me and you in there lover boy."
My hand sought her body.
"Hands off, the family are up. Save yourself for Christmas. I want a big load."
"Sure unless you have a plan B, we aren't likely to get time."
Christmas morning came. Alan was up too early waking us all with his enthusiasm. So any idea of even a massive Christmas kiss was out.
Present time was a tradition in our family, the kids gave presents to each other first. Always youngest to oldest. Alan was over the moon with his game. None of us had seen a handheld electronic game before.
Then I gave Gabby a bulk film winder. Jean gave her a 100-foot roll of HP5 film, and Alan gave her spare film containers, with a pack of five new ones but a big bag of used ones you could recycle. I could tell Gabby was onto something but really needed a camera to use it. I think she might have guessed by now.
I gave Jean a nice negligee.
Dad coughed, "Do you think that's appropriate?"
"No said, Mum, but it is beautiful."
"Gabby suggested it," I said. "And picked it out."
"I guess that's better." In her card, I left a little note.
'Your other present is under your mattress.'
Mum and Dad got the usual stuff from kids, except Mum got no makeup as she worked in a place that threw shedloads out.
Then it came time for the big presents. Alan got a new kilt, he was growing fast and his old one was far too short. It was a proper kit imported from Scotland, with a new Sporaan. He put it on and quickly removed his boxers.
"Don't blame me it's the tradition."
"Don't you dare compete like that, the Judges' desks are often below the stage," Jean scolded him.
We all laughed and he got embarrassed trying to work out how to sit down.
Then it was Gabby's turn. To say the new Pentax camera was appreciated was an understatement. She raced over and kissed Mum and Dad.
"Don't know, why kiss us, kiss your Brother he suggested and chose it," Dad responded.
Well, she was in my arms in a flash and I scored an inappropriate kiss.
Jean spoke up, "Gabby, wrong, so wrong."
"He deserves some reward, sorry everyone, got too excited."
I received my present, it was tiny, even smaller than a watch. Alan laughed and stirred me. I had no idea what to expect and looked around questioning.
"Open it, Son."
It was a box a small art supply box that said conte crayons. Basically charcoal. My heart sank again. Alan picked up on the coal for Christmas joke.
"Someone has been very naughty this year."
I slowly opened the box, inside was not drawing material but a key, in fact a set of keys. I stared at it. Gabby was squealing, her excitement bubbled over.
I picked them out, but the penny had not dropped.
"Car key? What CAR KEYS!"
"It's parked outside."
The family rushed out with me. There in the driveway was an HT Holden Panel Van. It was bright yellow with mag wheels.
"What, no way, that's so cool."
"I didn't understand why it had to be a panel Van but Gabby explained that it was ideal for carrying canvases and art supplies," Mum said.
"Also Gabby said all his junk back and forth to Wagga. No more trains," Dad added.
I opened the back. It even had a mattress.
"You might want to replace that one, Randy," Gabby suggested.
Under his breath, Alan was chanting Shaggin' wagon shaggin' wagon.
"I don't see why you need a mattress," Mum said.
"Easy," Jean added, "he can sleep there on long trips, Wagga is a long way."
"Ok, I guess."
I moved to the front, opened the Bonnet.
"Shit, it's the 203 engine awesome. It's only done thirty thousand miles and is only three years old. How can you afford it?"
"Thank Gabby," Dad said "she got us a really good deal."
"Randy do you recognise something?" I looked and looked. Then Gabby produced a big photo from behind her back.
"Phil's car. What?"
"He had to sell it. He lost his licence, speeding too often, and his Mum made him get rid of it, for what he owed on it. She figured he needed to learn a hard lesson."
"I hope you learn from that lesson, Randell." Mum was stern.
"Noted Mum, this is too precious to throw it away."
"Can we ride in it?" Alan asked.
Everyone wanted a ride. It had bucket seats so only two could fit in the front.
"All in the back," Dad said, "Mum can ride up front."
"Thanks, Darling." She was quickly hopping into the front. The rest of the family took up in the back, Dad, Alan, Gabby, and Jean. They had room to all lie down although it was tight.
The thing was in those days there were no rules around how many could ride in a car. So long as the driver was free to drive safely.
I started up and hooned up the street. It was throaty, but I slowed at the speed limit.
I then slowly took them on the Highway and around the block so to speak.
"Not too far I have to get the roast on."
There was hilarity in the back as I took corners.
Mum looked at me. "Randy, I know you will probably have a girl or two in here, hopefully not at the same time she corrected, but treat them well."
"Them?"
"Okay her. I want you to settle with a good woman, not get all the girls in Wagga pregnant."
I grinned. "Of course Mum, but are you saying?"
"It's the Seventies Randy. Times have changed just be careful. And thanks for straightening out Gabby. This is not the first time she has been ridden in one of these."


I was shocked, but I was stunned into silence. Mum does not mix up her vowels, ever. I pulled back into the drive.
"I think after lunch you should take Gabby for a big drive, maybe somewhere she can take photos of you and the car. I have to say her Drive-in photos were spectacular," Dad said proudly.
He only saw the safe ones.
"Great idea Dad."
"And change that mattress stinks. We didn't have time to swap it out."
As we got into the house Mum ordered us all to sit down.
"We haven't finished yet, sorry Jean."
Jean was sitting almost in tears. Dad went to the tree and retrieved an envelope.
"We have spent a lot on all our kids this year, but we are both working, so time to spoil you all. Happy Christmas Jean."
It was tickets.
"To the Ballet, the Royal Ballet," she read.
Then she paused. "In London."
"But. What when?"
"You need a passport before we can buy tickets for you but yes, London in July."
"On my own?"
"Not to the Ballet, Aunty Janice will go with you, you are staying with her," Mum added.
Aunty Janice was Mum's sister and only eight years older than Jean. She was a bit of a live wire in the family, life was a working holiday for her.
"She promised to show you a good time."
Mum and Dad exchanged much more boring presents. Mum got stuck into preparing the roast dinner. Dad read the paper. I helped Gabby to load her film into the bulk winder. Jean played Mastermind with Alan.
After a typical family Christmas dinner which we started at two pm, I took my Little Sister for that long drive.
"I might go out to Penrith on that new Freeway, Dad," I said. "Give the car a good run."
We bundled into the car.
"I can't believe this, and you organised it all?"
My Little Sister giggled. "Sure did, I knew Phil was having trouble with speeding. He got caught three times in one night. That was the last straw for his mum."
"How did you know?"
"Phil and Jillian - Little Tits, to be clear." (Dear reader we can tell the difference, as we see the spelling variant, but in conversation, this is not possible, thus they stuck with Randy's oral distinguisher.) "They have been good family friends for a long time. The girls and I talked about a car for you, so they kept an ear out."
"Well, thank them for me."
"So lover boy where do we christen this Shaggn' Wagon?"
"Get out the Gregories, (iconic Sydney Street directory). It will be hard today as most picnic spots will have family Christmas gatherings at them."
My Sister was getting particularly frisky. "I know some were, near Eastern Creek Speedway, it will be closed today and there are plenty of bush tracks leading off the access road," she suggested.
"Been there before?"
"Yep to the races, but we chatted about it as a parking location on the way in and used one on the way out."
"There are times I'm pleased my Sis comes with knowledge."
"I only want to cum with your cock these days."
"Yeah, fuck knowledge."
We were travelling down Parramatta Road when Gabby noticed the seatbelts.
"Shit this car has seatbelts, we had better put them on, you can't afford the fine."
Wearing seatbelts only became law last year and only if the car had them fitted. The Morris Minor had none so it wasn't our habit.
Gabby put my belt on for me and did hers, although her hand was working to release my cock at the same time. Then I heard the dreaded sound. A police siren and a Cop car pulled up beside us and flagged us over.
I turned off the motor and made myself decent. My cock, fortunately went soft quickly. He came to the window.
"Merry Christmas Officer, I hope I've done nothing wrong."
"Where are you going?"
"Just up to Penrith with my Sister, trying out my new car."
"Well, at least you have seat belts on. That's good."
"Got to keep her safe, she is too precious."
"Wow, nice to hear. You weren't speeding, but whose car is this?"
"Mine."
"I don't think so, the owner is unlicensed, I was in court over his speeding last week."
"That's the thing Officer," Gabby spoke up. "His Mum made him sell it"
"Really," he laughed, "I like Mums like that. Do you have paperwork, our rego check says otherwise."
Underneath I'm swearing to myself. Did we have Paperwork?
"It's in the Glove box, or at least the transfer papers."
Gabby opened the glove box and pulled out the form.
"Licence Son?"
He studied both.
"It seems in order, obviously the transaction was finalised last night, but there is a problem, your name is on it, but no signature."
"Sorry sir, it was a surprise present from my folks, not had the chance. Can I borrow a pen?"
"Lucky I like you, kid." He handed me his pen.
"I promise I'll get this to Chullora as soon as they open."
"Are you insured?"
"He is Sir, I work for an insurer, and I organised a cover note for him until he can get to the office."
"Wow. Now that is almost unheard of in the young."
"I know, we are always having problems with people writing their cars off without being covered."
"I must say you two are a pleasure to meet at Christmas. Are you using the new freeway?"
"Planning on it."
"Well be warned, the Highway Patrol are out in force. So don't speed. I'll make a note of it on your sheet regarding the change of vehicle rego. Just get it done this week or that could land you a fine."
"Thanks Sir, do you have family?"
"I do, but we did Christmas last week."
"We hope you have a quiet Christmas then," I said sincerely.
"One more thing, be warned those Highway Patrols are using hotted up Toranas to go in disguise. We hate those guys, they give us a bad rep."
"Thanks for the heads up."
With that, the best cop on the force left us to continue his work.
"Shit, thanks Gabby, I almost died. You really got me a cover note?"
"Sure thing, they gave a help line number for weekends."
"Wow smart too. I'm still full of adrenaline, let's find a parking spot."
We turned off just before the freeway started and in five minutes were safely parked in a shady bush spot. We got out and stretched our legs.
"So this is it?" We cuddled.
"I need a drink first."
I pulled out a cooler from the back, I had only packed Christmas soft drinks. We refreshed ourselves first but then we're all over each other.
"Keep the back doors open, it will be too hot in there otherwise," Gabby suggested from experience.
"Good reason to remove your tank top, Sister dearest. And these shorts."
I sat on the rear tailgate and Gabby instantly devoured my penis.
"Don't make me cum," I grunted.
She sped up but then pulled away and grinned.
She crawled over me and sat on my face. She had cute light blue panties on. These I sucked on until she came a little.
"Not fair Big Brother, why can't guys cum like girls?"
"We would wear you out."
"It's why threesomes are awesome. More bale staying power."
"Well I'll give you a onesie three times, will that do?"
"Oh yes."
"Time to christen this van. How do you want it?"
"Deep, very deep."
I took my sister's ankles and passed them over her shoulders. Her vagina opened up and showed her fluids flowing already. I passed my cock up and down her lips then plunged it right in.
"Fuuuuck!!!"
I was hitting her back wall," which I assumed was her uterus. We have an encyclopedia at home, and that page was almost dog-eared. I moved in long strokes until she got impatient.
"You're not like other guys I've fucked."
"How?"
"They just go flat out and come quick."
"Well, I'm glad, those morons. This feels unbelievable."
"Good to know, but I need it faster."
"Am I torturing you?"
"Fuck yes! I want to cum so bad."
I added a skip thrust in the middle.
"Stop playing you bastard."
I bent down and took a breast in my mouth and half-heartedly bit her and she came like a rocket.
Then I added speed which had me cumming with her. But I ploughed through my post nut sensitivity and kept her cumming until she called, "Give, Barley, stop, fuck enough."
We collapsed in a heap of satiated love.
"We need to call the shaggin wagon something. Little Sister."
"Can't think, sorry, later."
...................................
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As Big As... pt 5
What do you do when you have a shaggin' wagon? You have to use it. It means this story is growing, wow big. I'm still writing. Do you want me to wrap it up or keep going? Open to suggestions.
...................
"That's one," I said as I rolled onto my Sister.
"It's hot in here."
"Not as hot as my Sister."
"Well, cool her, I suggest a river location next."
"Well there is Penrith, but we might have a problem when this starts a rocking."
"We can make love slowly, we have before."
"Then let's get moving."
My sister climbed through to the front seat naked.
"We need to get dressed, Highway Patrols."
"Damn you guys, why can't girls at least go topless?"
"Because we would never keep our eyes on the road."
"Shit, I'm leaking."
"Not on the seats. "I giggled, "For the first time I'm worried about the seats"
Gabby turned and reached back to retrieve her clothes. This left her arse in the air and her very wet and leaky vagina at my eye level.
I held her in place and licked my tongue up from her clit to her cute butt hole.
"Yum!"
"Shit, fuck yes."
It was my sperm and her juices, a delightful mix. I could see why Jean was addicted. I was determined to clean her out, which had the advantage of helping her cum again and caused my penis to go rock hard.
"Too tempting darling. This is two."
With one knee on each front seat, I pulled her back onto my eager cock and plugged the leak.
"Randy, yes, oh fuck me Big Brother."
This time I went fast, I reached over her and bit down on her shoulder sucking like a vampire. She pushed down to meet my thrusting penis.
"Yes Randy, Fuck that's deep, shit you're fat, give me your Chikoooooooooo."
I felt her spasm up and down my length. That did it. My balls tightened and rolled, and I felt the load travel up my hardness and my sperm blast deep into my Sister. I threw my head back and grunted my release.
We stopped in the stillness of the summer heat. I stayed embedded.
"Pass me your panties."
"For Jean?"
"Yep, definitely."
I slowly withdrew my cock and wiped it as I did. Once clear I carefully inserted the panties to catch the new cream pie that was threatening to flow from her red and leaky vagina.
My Little Sister pulled her clothes back with her. We were both dripping in perspiration.
"We need that swim Big Brother."
"Did you grab my shorts?"
"No, I couldn't reach them."
I dove over.
"Whack!"
"Owww."
"Your bare arse. Let me kiss it better."
She proceeded to lick my butt cheeks of their sweat. Then parting them with her hands repaid me with her tongue wiping from my hanging balls up to my arsehold.
"Shit, What!"
I don't know what it was called, but she was tonguing my hole and running her tongue around the rim. I felt myself grow between the seats.
"Let me clean you up," Gabby said before she sucked my testicles into her mouth one at a time. Her hand wrapped around my penis. She pulled it backwards and sucked it into her mouth. I felt her tongue lapping around my three-quarters fatty. She groaned.
"Enough." I plunged forward out of her grip and sprawled out on the mattress. My face was buried in the mankie foam.
"Shit, you're right, gotta change this fast."
I grabbed my stubbies, which were up against the back door, and struggled to get them on over my sweaty body. Giggles came from the front.
"That looks so funny bro."
I watched as she pulled her top over her beautiful breasts.
"Do you know Gabby, I think I like your tits covered as much as uncovered, particularly when you don't have a bra on and your hard nipples poke at the fabric. Seat belt please."
How many girls have lost their virginities in Shaggin' Wagons Sis?
Hard to tell. In the last few years a lot. Jillian did. I didn't, Gillian didn't.
So one out of three?
In the Western Suburbs, probably that's about right.
If you include in the back seats of cars, and at drive-ins I reckon it would be closer to half.
I reversed out and we were on our way, windows open blasting the hot dry air through the van to remove the smells of our recent sex.
"This new freeway is awesome, I hope they make more of these."
"I guess that one year all these farms will be full of houses."
"I dread to think."
Dread was ever-present because a supped-up Torana came blasting up alongside and you guessed it, light and siren, another cop.
"Still not speeding."
"It's the car, Bro, my friends are always complaining about being targeted."
This time I was ready and handed over my licence and car registration transfer paper.
He took them back to his car and got on the radio.
"Okay, it checks out."
Then he went right over the car for defaults. I was lucky the previous owner was meticulous about his mechanics.
I wisely decided to go engage in banter.
"Who is the Girl?"
"She is my Sister."
"Can I see any ID pet?"
"Sorry sir, I don't drive."
"So underaged."
"No sir, nineteen." Her bottom lip started quivering. "It's Christmas, I just wanted to go for a ride in my brother's new car. I didn't even bring a purse. I have work ID in that."
"Well, it all checks out, but I wouldn't let my daughter ride in one of these. The things I've seen."
I said nothing, but I'm sure he just insulted my Sister, even if he was on the money.
"Wait here for us to go first, before you get on your way. "
I didn't wish this one a Merry Christmas as he left.
"Fucking Pig Cunt," my Sister cursed as their car pulled away.
I was shocked, that word was never used in company at that time.
"I agree Sis, but please I don't want to hear it from your mouth again. It ruins my mental image of my beautiful sister."
"If only he knew you had just fucked your sister back there."
"I can't see the point of having a brand new road and a new car if I'm going to get pulled over all the time."
"I think we should not come back this way," Gabby suggested.
"I'm not sure we should even go as far as Penrith. Where else can we swim?"
Gabby got out the Gregories and followed the river.
"What about Richmond or Windsor?"
"Nothing shows up at Richmond, but before then there is Yarramundi reserve. It's on the river."
"Let's try that."
Thirty minutes later we turned off and drove over a small wooden bridge. There were cars on the left-hand side, but also plenty of bush tracks off to the right.
Another panel Van was just coming out. I pulled up next to him.
"Any good spots in there mate?"
"Fucking brilliant, love the HT."
"Thanks, it's new. We are just trying it out."
"Well go where I just came from, and keep to the left tracks, great swimming and we were the last car there.
The girl leant forward, "It's a great place for fucking as well," the girl said as she leaned forward to chat. Her big boobs almost fell out of her wet bikini.
"Oh, I fully intend on fucking my brother in this, once we have had a swim."
"Shit man, you lucky dog."
"You leave your Sisters alone Frank, you have me."
He winked and planted his foot.
We were killing ourselves laughing.
"Fucks the look on his face," Gabby sputtered.
It was getting later in the afternoon and I figured that many folks had more family events to attend in the evening. We pulled up in trees just back from a crystal clear shallow river.
"The map says it's the Grose Rover."
"That ain't gross that is beautiful."
"What are you swimming in Sis?"
"Good point. I guess I'm wearing this, they can dry on our way home, but knowing you, I may not be in them for long."
"Well, let's get wet.
We raced to the water and were soon splashing around in knee-deep water. For a while, we were just kids. Neither of us felt the need to go sexual, even though the situation was sexually charged. I loved being with my Sister. I mean I really loved being with my Sister. I could be me.
"This would be a great location for photos Randy."
"Naked nymph photos?"
"Definitely."
"So long as I can do Stud boy photos."
"I hope you brought your new camera?"
"Most definitely, I even rolled some film."
"Well let's do a reconnaissance."
We could hear voices downstream and those of kids upstream. We decided to check out where the families were accessing the river from. Rounding a bend in the river we saw a nice park with BBQ areas and great grass. No playground but I guessed that was because the river was the playground.
Gabby came up being me and pressed her wet body into mine.
"This would be a great spot for some night photos, should we invite the J/Gillians?"
"Possible, oh or another thought."
"What?"
"Would Jean be up for it?"
"We could ask."
A car with one family left as we watched and the last family's Dad was standing in the bank calling his kids in. Of course, they resisted. After a few minutes of futile parenting, he yelled.
"We have to go to Grandma's, more presents to unwrap."
Well, it could have been a firecracker under them because suddenly five kids were scrambling for the bank and their car.
I turned and looked at my Sister.
"Perhaps you should stay here until they go."
"Why?"
"That wet white shirt you're rocking is bloody fantastic but not family-friendly."
I watched the fabric clinging to her magnificent breasts, showing them off in all their glory.
"How about you go check things out then and I'll go back and get my camera."
"Great plan, the light will be fantastic in about thirty minutes."
I watched my little Sister retreat with her wet shorts hugging her equally glorious backside. Fuck I was the luckiest brother alive.
The park looked great. I strolled over to ask the Dad about access.
"Are you parked here?" He asked looking around.
"No, on the other side."
"That's good the gates on this park close at seven pm. You don't want to be locked in."
"What's the time?"
"About a quarter to."
Shit, the time had flown. We hadn't even thought about eating. Being Christmas we would have trouble finding anything open, even petrol stations. Quickly I explored the park and met my Sister back in the river.
"Time to use my new camera, I just put a film in but it's different to yours."
"Yep it's newer, I should be jealous, but hey, I just got a car."
"And a Shaggin Wagon at that."
"Yep, and a free pass to fucking my little sexy Sister wherever we go."
"Oh yes, bro. But first photos."
I showed her how to activate and set the light meter.
"I'll teach you about aperture and speed priority later, right now, let's just do it manually like mine."
"I could do you manually right now."
"Just open up your aperture."
She spread her legs.
"Enough of the jokes, I mean on the camera."
I showed her the difference between sky and shadows.
"We want somewhere in between, but seeing as you're planning on photographing this hunky body, I suggest you set it for my skin tones."
"Why?"
"Because now, if I'm in the shot it will be right."
"Even if I'm facing the sun."
"Yes the sky will blow out but that's not what you want. I think we can start. Just don't forget to focus."
"This is different, I have a funny split thing in the middle."
"It's called a split-screen focus. More accurate than mine."
I demonstrated on a log. "See it lines up. Just line up my dick like that and you will be right."
"You just get Chiko that wooden, and long, then no problems, Bro. Strip for me."
I was aware of clicking and winding noises as I teased my Sister in a strip.
"This is fun. Fling those wet shorts over your shoulder like it's no problem at all. Then wander over and put them on the bank."
I was walking back toward her, my cock swinging in a semi-hard state. When Gabby proclaimed.
"Just ran out of film."
She walked to the bank.
"Don't forget to rewind it before you open the back."
"Shit, I almost did. How do you do it on this camera?"
"Not much different to mine. I like to do this in the shade. Also because we are developing, I like it leave the tail out."
"You are always leaving your tail out." She stroked my cock.
"Distracting. As you wind put it close to your ear."
"Funny blow job, in my ear, Big Brother."
"The camera, silly. Listen for the sound of the film coming free and stop."
"I think that's it."
"I agree now open the back in the shade, back to the sun is better. It reduces light getting in the canister."
She opened it. The little tail was just peaking out.
"Now let me show you what I do."
I pulled the film put a bit then ripped the end tail off with my teeth.
"Why did you do that?"
"Because when you go to develop it, it will be easier than opening the canister in the dark bag. I'll show you when we develop these. Now load a new film."
"You went soft. He is sooo cute soft. I don't see him much like that, only when you are asleep after you have fucked me silly."
I looked at her, wondering how much she did that but then I knew I did that a lot.
"Now maybe some natural shots in nature, with you soft."
"Hard to do."
"Just don't look at me."
"As I said, hard to do."
"Just pretend you are out in the wild just being natural."
It was hard, but I just played like I was a kid, no expectations just the river and me. Gabby burned through another film.
I found a deeper hole I could go up to my chest in. I did some bombies off the bank, after making sure there were no half-sunk trees in it.
"How do I get the splash?"
"Put the speed up to a thousand but count the clicks."
"It was four."
"Now move the aperture ring to smaller numbers by the same number of clicks."
I counted four as she turned it.
"How come that works?"
"Got to do with that inverse square law I talked about in the darkroom."
"I should be bored but I'm not, I have so many questions."
"Wait till you get to college you are going to ace this."
"So I'm not dumb? I always thought I was."
"You're not blond."
"You are."
"Okay, dumb stereotype, but don't live by your stereotypes."
"You mean stop living like I'm a slut."
"Exactly, beautiful innocent, worldly sister. Time for you to move forward."
I was chest deep in water.
"That sun is amazing, let me take some shots like portrait shots of just your head and shoulders."
"Good idea, the folk will want to see some of these."
"I love the way your wet hair is catching the light behind it."
"How about you try to take a totally safe roll."
"Also some of the river, location and sunset?
"You will need to change the settings a bit. See that A, turn it to that and the camera will take care of it for you. Just keep checking the needle stays in the middle."
Gabby went exploring a big, changing angles and stuff like she had seen me do.
"I think I want to give my brother some loving before the sun totally disappears." She took the camera back to her bag on the bank.
Then she stripped for me. I hadn't realised she still had clothes on. It was strange being the reverse of that photographer's stereotype. Okay, her wet white top had left plenty of eye candy for me this last hour.
We were alone and we played in the water, then kissed in the water. Felt each other up standing knee deep in water.
"Fuck me Randy, but in that deep spot. I like it when I'm floating."
Wow, I kept forgetting she had had plenty of experience, worldly. She took my still very innocent body into the water and wrapped her legs around me. I was hard, very hard.
She was wet, very wet, different wet to the water, slippery wet inside.
We kissed just holding each other her legs and my little thrusts kept us fully engaged.
"The secret is not big long strokes, it will dry me out."
"In the water."
"Yep, especially in the water, but seawater is worse. Keep me sealed and move only your hard as steel bit in and out, but not your outer skin."
"Like this." I gave gentle thrusts.
"Yes, in this position, I can also float backwards and you can access my clit."
She floated in front of me. I moved us to a spot where a lot of her body was out of the water.
"God yes that's it."
I" love that you are teaching me what you know Sis, from your experience."
"Just.. Like.. your... god cumming yes!"
She spasmed hard on me. I gritted my teeth and held back.
Photography...Fuck I love you," she said as she clung to me. "You didn't cum?"
"Not yet. I was so close, but if I take you again in the back of the van. You can save it for Jean."
"I love how you think of your sisters. Thinking of your Sister, what did you leave under her bed?"
"You mean she hadn't found it before we left?"
"I doubt it."
"Well, you are in for a surprise."
We gathered our stuff and I picked my Sister up and threw her onto the mattress in the back. I clambered up behind her and in one big thrust I claimed my prize.
"Shit Bro, fuck coming again, you animal."
"Yep, the hidden part of me," I growled and started fucking my Little Sister for all I was worth. We changed positions each time I threatened to blow.
"Yes, that's it. Fuck I haven't stopped cumming, cum Big Brother, fuck, cum you animal."
I sped up even more, and my face was red. I could almost feel my heart thumping out of my chest, I threw both her legs over my shoulders and with a final animal shout I came hard and blasted my sperm deep into her.
I think I woke first. Gabriella was out to it. I withdrew from her and replaced my cock with some clean undies I found in her bag. I knew she always carried spares for Jean.
It was now dark. I packed everything up and was about to wake my sister when I realised. Fuck it's a Shaggin' Wagin and it has a mattress. I left her to sleep. I dressed and slowly pulled out onto the road and headed home.
It was fifty minutes later that Gabby stirred.
She knelt up behind me and gave me a naked hug over my shoulder.
"Where are we?"
"Just coming into Dundas. About thirty minutes from home. You might like to get dressed."
I tried hard not to look in the rearview mirror. Then my sister crawled back through into the front with me.
"Seatbelt sweetheart."
"God, I love you!"
"Best Christmas ever."
"Best Christmas ever."
..........
On the way home I stopped at a phone box to ring Mum and Dad. Daylight Saving Time had started for the first time last summer and it was very hard to judge the time in the evening. It was almost eleven pm. Mum was worried, but glad we rang.
When we got home, I explained the change of location due to attracting cops with the van. I could tell they were worried we had crushed or something. So we had group hugs. Gabby and I raided the fridge for Christmas leftovers.
Jean came to join us and chat while Mum and Dad went to bed.
"Jean, we found this amazing river. It was beautiful. Randy modelled for me."
Jean looked down at my cock.
"Yes, nude," I said
"Can you take me sometime, that sounds fun."
"Oh yes, we wondered about that today," Gabby added.
"Do I have to, like go nude?"
"Of course not," was my quick response.
"But if I want to."
"Then I would love to photograph my two sexy sisters together."
"I would like that."
We had finished eating when I realised Jean had not mentioned her present under the mattress.
"Did you find the present Jean?"
"What present?"
"The one I mentioned in your card?"
"What, I thought that was what you were bringing back tonight."
We laughed, "We certainly have that but no this is different."
"Get changed into your new negligee and I'll come and join you before you find the surprise."
Two excited girls scurried down to the bedroom. I loitered in the hall until called.
Jean looked spectacular in her new sexy outfit. This is definitely for you and Gabby's eyes only Randy. I love it! Thanks.
I got a long hug and a kiss. Her kisses were getting better. She also pushed her sex into mine. I was growing in anticipation.


Jean started looking but she was on the wrong side of the bed. I played hot or cold until she was boiling. Gabby lifted the mattress a bit to reveal a small long present in Christmas paper and tinsel.
Gabby looked at me, eyebrow raised. I think she guessed. Jean had no clue.
She started unwrapping it. It was in a discrete box, inside was a long thin metal device with two batteries next to it.
"Is this what I think it is?"
"Oh definitely Jean, you cheeky bugger Randell," Gabby grinned.
"A sex toy."
"It's called a Dildo."
"Oh, it goes in?"
"It doesn't have to. It vibrates, so you can just use it on the outside," I assured her.
"But it could."
"Yes, I got you a thin model and one that doesn't look like a dick. So if you feel like working on overcoming your fears I thought this might help."
"Randell, I really want to try your dick, but I'm so scared. Maybe this could get me ready."
"That's what I was thinking. Perhaps you could even wrap Gabby's cum soaked panties around it. To you know put it in. You are used to those inside."
"I think I might try that. But sorry, not while you are watching."
"That's perfectly ok. One step at a time."
Gabby sat next to her and gave her a hug. I have your present in me, if you want something now."
"Yes please."
"Can you put the batteries in that for us Big Bro, I want to show Jean what she can do with it without penetration. On and strip."
Gabby started stripping and I followed. I was hard again, my cock ached a bit and was still red.
"How many times did you two do it today?"
"Four, maybe five times, I sort of lost count."
"I came way more than that," my Little Sister proclaimed. "Our Brother really is a stud."
I handed Jean the dildo and Gabby showed her how to turn it on.
"Put it against Randy's cock. For size Jean."
"Oh, it's much smaller."
"Well how about you vibrate it on his cock," Gab suggested.
"Shit I almost shouted, fuck that's different."
Jean spent five minutes exploring me.
"It can even go up his bum, but you need lube."
Jean's eyes nearly popped out of her head.
"Really, fuck I'm so innocent."
"Not now please," I pleaded.
"Fair call I think, I don't want it shitty."
"Can I try it on you Gabby? "
"On yes, but only on the outside."
Jean knew her way around the female sex organs as she had Gabby cumming in no time. She lay down on the bed on her back once our Little Sister had come off her high.
"Time for my man spunk, Sis."
They had done this before, Gabby straddled her head and Jean took the undies in her teeth while Gabby raised her body. My sperm ran out freely mixed with Gabby's juices all over her face. I heard the noise of the vibrator and Jean was attacking her own clit with it. She came like a firecracker.
I stood in front of my Little Sister and pushed my penis into her mouth. Jean was lost in her sexual perversions. Although it's clear we were all perverted by societal standards.
I needed a bit more stimulus as I had come so much today, so I moved to the other end and plunged into my Little Sister's pussy. I was nearly there when Jean took the vibrator and poked my puckered hole with it. She didn't plunge it in, but ran it between there and my balls. That did it. I came. In doing so, I pulled out intending to paint Jean's face. But she grabbed my penis and put it in her own mouth as I fired off my remaining ejaculate.
I was done. Some time later I staggered to my own bed. I did not dream that night.
Boxing Day was a big day in Australia because the Boxing Day Test started at eleven, the men in the Family always made sure to catch the first ball of the day. Dad and I normally had beers.
Mum was busy getting things washed for their trip next week. She had a few days at work before she took two weeks' annual leave so she was keen to use this holiday to get ready.
It was nearly the cricket lunch break when she scurried into the lounge with a basket of wet clothes.
"Randall can you help me with these?"
I almost protested that it was nearly the lunch break. But realised Mum was in one of her get things done moods. She barely tolerated Dad taking the day off for cricket.
I dragged myself out and started hanging clothes with her.
"Randall do you remember me asking a question last time we did this? No don't you start rushing off like you could catch the plague."
I hung my head, shit Groundhog Day. I admonished myself to tread carefully.
"Yep, it wasn't me."
"I know that pet. What did you think?"
I ummed and ahhed and flushed red.
"Be honest."
"I thought my um you know," I used my hand in a common gesture.
"You mean masturbation."
"Yes, I thought I was getting my stuff through the wash."
Mum laughed and laughed.
"Not funny Mum."
"Yes, it is pet. You poor dear. I knew you wanked a lot. No, I saw the state of your sisters' undies before I put them in the wash. Unless you were stealing them to you know..."
She had the light green pair of Gabby's undies in her hands and she did the hand gesture.
"Fuck. No!"
"The look on your face. Seriously I know that your Little Sister has been playing the field. But I have to say, whatever you said to her before you went back to college made a big difference to her soiled undies. What happened?"
"I basically called her a slut having, shall we say, sprung her one day. She decided she missed me too much to keep hurting me like that."
"Come, have a seat for a bit."
We sat on the garden bench in the shade.
"She loves you you know Randy."
"I know."
"I mean loves you as in much more than a Brother."
I bowed my head and got redder. Here it comes.
"I know Mum, and so do I, much more than a Sister."
I felt the tension. Mum was weighing up her words.
"She was hard to resist then."
It was a statement. Not a question. It was a was, not an, is being, or can be, or anything but a simple past.
Mum saw the panic in my eyes. She nodded.
"How... like..."
Mum held up the panties she still had in her hand.
"Because it started happening again a couple of weeks after you came back."
"She has stopped sleeping around Mum."
"I know, and Randell I am so happy." She grinned. "I'm actually happy it's you."
"What!"
"I know you two are fucking, and like rabbits, but is it love?"
"It's very much love."
I was dazed. The conversation did not go like I thought it was going to. I turned to look Mum in the eye for the first time in this conversation.
"That's better love, I always like your eyes, they are pools to your heart. I can see where that heart of yours lies. You know what, I would prefer you two accidentally had a baby, than she fell pregnant to some random good-for-nothing dropkick."
"Wow, okay that's you, but Dad is going to kill me."
"He thought about it, but no. He was suspicious before me, but is so happy that you are treating your Little sister with respect and encouraging her in every way, particularly the photography. He sees the wisdom of ignoring the obvious social illegality of what you are doing."
"But Mum, incest has problems."
"We know, this is not the first time we have faced this."
"You and Dad? Family?"
"No, but he was very in love with his sister before I met him. He understands."
"His Sister? I didn't know we have an aunt."
"Had, she died in the war."
"What?"
"Essie was older than your father by three years. A bit like Jean to you. It's still very painful for your Father. Essie joined the war effort as a nurse. She was killed when her hospital ship was torpedoed at sea. The tragedy was that the night before she sailed, they crossed that incest line for the first time."
I had tears in my eyes, I couldn't imagine how I would feel if anything happened to Gabby now. Mum brushed away my tears.
"You have many questions I'm sure, but for now you need to understand two things. We support you and Gabby in how you want to approach this. But, please be discreet, we don't want Alan asking questions."
"Jean knows."
"We realised she must know. Not much passes behind a mother's back. It's ok, in fact you appear to be having a positive effect on her."
"I think I need some time with my Little Sister."
"I think you do. But maybe prioritising talking. I assume you gave your shaggin' wagon a good workout yesterday."
"Mum!" I was still very shockable.
"I like to think of our son being a stud. Makes me proud."
"Really, I was a virgin two weeks ago."
"Now I'm a bit jealous, if I can be of my own daughter."
I was actually getting hard. Mum looked down at my now tenting penis.
"I always wondered? Your father is, shall we say, very big. Did you inherit his gift? But he is getting harder to take as I get older.
"Mum, too much information."I covered my cock which was now very hard.
"So how big are you?"
"As big as..."
"As big as?"
"As big as a Chiko roll. Well, a fraction bigger in both directions."
"That's a nice size. Sometimes a dick can be too big. Your Dad has a nine-incher and fat. I might have to buy a Chiko next time I'm out."
Mum hung up the last pair of my sister's panties she had been holding. "You might like to take care of that."
I looked at her stunned.
"I think you should go clean out the back of that wagon. I'll send your Sister out to help. I'll make sure Alan is occupied."
I stood and realised the end of my cock was actually poking out the bottom of my shorts. Mum had seen it she must have.
I hobbled away trying desperately to tuck him back in.
"Mum, can you get Gabby to bring the keys, I don't think I should go back inside right now." She giggled, just like Gabby does, as she took the empty washing basket in.
"Mum said you had a problem in the van. What's up?"
I turned to face her. My penis was trying to poke out the top of my shorts now.
"Oh, I like that sort of a problem."
She unlocked the passenger's door and I almost pushed her in ahead of me.
"In the back quick."
My Little Sister started climbing through.
"Wait, I need to juice you up. Once again her arse was in the air. I pulled her shorts down and put my tongue to work."
'Bro, what's got into you, fuck that's hot."
I felt her juices start to flow. I gave her a gentle pat on the bum.
"Over, doggy."
She crawled the rest of the way I followed leaving my shorts behind on the front seat. Within seconds I was entering my Sister and burying Chiko to the hilt.
"Fuck what brought this on, Randy."
I was pumping away.
"Wait, Mum, she, sent me out, here. What?"
"A problem."
"What problem?"
"This problem," I said as I fired my load of boiling cum into her loins.
I flipped my Sister onto her back and reinserted myself slowly this time.
"Mum knows," I whispered as I bottomed out.
"And she sent me out here so you could fuck me?"
"I sort of got turned on at the end of our conversation."
"I can't believe you are still hard it must have been some conversation."
I ran through what happened as much as I could recall. I continued my slow gentle thrusting.
"And Dad, a sister whom he fucked?"
"Yes."
"But she died."
"Yes, before he could do this again and again."
I was in tears, they freely flowed I guess my emotions of the last few weeks were rushing to the surface. I loved my Little Sister so much, and couldn't imagine the heartbreak Dad must have lived through.
Gabriella rolled me on my back and kissed my tears.
"It's ok Big Brother, we have each other now. I love you so much."
Her body shook on mine as she joined me in tears. Then we made tender love. My Little Sister rode me gently, tenderly until she was cumming. I added to our fluids in my climax that meshed with hers.
"We really need to change this mattress now," Gabby giggled.
"Clark rubber tomorrow," I proclaimed.
"Get a vinyl-covered one."
"Good plan."
"I'll make up some sheets to go over it."
"I think I had better get back to the cricket, and I need to talk to Dad. Make sure the air is clear."
"Good plan, I need a shower."
"Better still, I need one also, but let's wash the car."
"Great idea and the inside as well."
We hurriedly dressed and opened up the back. First, we stripped everything out of the van.
"I'll put the curtains and anything I can in the wash." Gabby volunteered.
"I'll grab buckets and soap."
Soon we had the car stripped including seat covers.
I got the hose and we had a lot of fun washing ourselves as we washed the car.
The wet T-shirt on Gabby and the wet shorts that clung around my dick revealed quite a bit. Together we washed the inside of the van. It had a car radio, so we had the local pop station playing, loudly. This tended to disguise and sexual play we engaged in on the inside.
My hands helped my Sister to cum a few times over the course of the clean. Her mouth made sure my cock was clean.
We were nearly finished when John Denver started playing.
I stopped, "That's it Sunshine."
"What's it?"
"Sunshine the name for my car, our car. Sunshine."
Gabby leant back against the yellow paint and started singing. 'Sunshine on my shoulder makes me happy'
"I have to make love to you on the bonnet, then it will be, sunshine on your butt makes me smile."
We went silly changing lyrics, as we chamoised the car dry. We finished and gathered our stuff to go inside. Mum met us at the laundry door with a pile of towels.
"No you don't, dry yourselves."
"Thanks, Mum."
"God you two look sexy. You're a lucky girl, Gabriella, Randall looks so tempting right now."
"Mum!" She spluttered
"I'm not that old that I can't imagine his body on mine."
"Woooa, Mum," I cried.
"I know too much to process today."
I was hard again. Mum's eyes wandered. My Sister quickly pantsed me. Exposing Chiko in all his glory.
"You can't have it," she said as I went to cover up, "but you might as well dream knowing what I'm getting."
Mum blushed. Gabriella hugged her.
"Thanks for being an understanding Mum. This was so unexpected."
I had a towel wrapped around me and scurried to my room. I slammed the door shut and leant on it. Very embarrassed and very turned on. One thing I could say for my Sister, she had no barriers when it came to sexuality. But I had trouble processing and thinking the same for my Mum. She was always so prim and proper. I would never have guessed that Gabby was cloned from the same tree. Jean, I believed, but my Little Sister. Was Mum actually a wild child?
I know I was hoping to make love to my other Sister Jean soon. But would I do Mum? Today had sort of raised that question.
....................
Conversations dominated the week. Mainly between Gabby and me. But the one with Dad was both the hardest and most interesting.
He invited me into the shed for the father-son talk. He sat on the big wooden chest in the corner.
"I know you know what's in here."
It was his Ribald newspapers and porn novel collection.
I was embarrassed but nodded.
"Well, now you know why most of my books are about incest. I loved my Sister so much, but we only had one night together. It was hard in those early years, until I met your mother. There was not much erotic literature around. There is a lot more recently, and I find some significant solace reading stories of sibling love even now.
"So what happened?"
"Essie was a nurse a good one. It was the second trip to Morsby AHS Centaur had made as a hospital ship. She was spectacular in her bright white paint and big red cross. She was back in Sydney for a refit after her trial run. The plan was to ferry patients directly to Sydney, as the hospitals in Townsville and Brisbane filled.
He handed me a photograph, taken at the dock.
"She was beautiful, Dad. I can see she looks a lot like Gabriella."
"Essie and I were always close. There were sparks and much erotic tension. When she was commissioned to join the ship we decided it was now or never, to take it to where we both wanted. It worked out it was both now, and never again.
"We spent a wonderful night in a little hotel room overlooking the harbour. We were both virgins. We made love all night and in the morning. "
He handed me a photo he took before she dressed.
"Fuck, I thought I was the only weird one in the family, loving my sister. You have a flair for photography also."
He grinned.
"This one was taken by a stranger on the dock. Our last kiss."
I waved her off on May the Twelfth. The shop was sunk off Stradbroke Island near Brisbane in the early hours of the 14th. I doubt my Sister even had time for her poor vagina to recover from me taking her virginity. It was hard to think her death was not retribution or judgment from God."
"Mum said you were big."
"I'm glad you have one a bit smaller. It was a bit of a curse at times. A lot of girls backed away."
"So is that why porn is an attraction?"
"Yes, like you I'm a serial wanker. I know Son. Don't be embarrassed."
"And Mum?"
"We met almost ten years later. She did a lot to help me recover. Part of that has been allowing me to have fantasies. In the early days, she even dressed up as a nurse. She looks a bit like my Essie."
"You joined the RAAF didn't you?"
"Within the month of hearing the news. I was determined to get some revenge. After initial training, I joined the Anti-Submarine squadron, not that we had much success. After the war, I was stationed here at Bankstown until I demobbed."
"So you're not worried that my Sister and I love each other like that."
"Call it vicarious healing. I have loved watching you two get closer and how you treat and love your sister. I'm jealous, yes. But that's okay. You can have what I was denied. I'm worried about you going back to Wagga though, and leaving your love behind."
"Gabby and I have talked about that."
I filled him in on the student photography plan.
"That still means you're separated for four months."
"I know, it will be hard."
"So why doesn't she go with you now?"
"Really, I hadn't thought of that."
"Her insurance company has a big office in Wagga, surely we can get a transfer."
"Sorry Dad, my mind is a bit blown right now."
"From my experience, you shouldn't wait. Find a flat or something you can rent it will be better than living on campus."
"True, W block is not much good for art students as it is. Sharing with other males and having to keep my art stuff tidy."
"Let's work on it. Also, I'm in Rotary with her big boss. So a transfer should be the easiest part."
"Dad one last thing. Do you have the negatives for those photos?"
"Yes in this box," he pulled out an old Kodak negative sleeve.
"Can I print them? I'm not sure why we haven't been celebrating your brave sister all this time."
"It hurt too much."
I looked at him, deep into his soul. His tears flowed.
"It's time Dad. If I can make love to my Sister and your daughter and we can live together, then you should be able to enjoy your memories and share them with your family."
"Maybe you're right."
He handed the negatives to me. As he did I saw an unprocessed film. It was a 120 size. It had exposed on the label.
"Dad, what? This has not been processed."
"It's because I wasn't game. It's basically porn, I set the camera up in the bedroom on a tripod and used the self timer."
"Fuck Dad, just like Gabby and me."
"The apple doesn't fall far from the tree."
"Can I process it for you?
"I doubt it would work."
"Dad, I think it can, sure it's thirty years ago but I have a chapter in my photography text on developing old film."
He looked at me, then at the film. Then back at me.
"Okay, just do it next week when it's only Gabby and you around."
"I'll need to pick up a different developing tank, but the enlarger takes this size so I can print them if successful."


He hugged me. "Thanks, Son."
I took the film to my room safely in a dark bag just in case and stored it with those precious negatives for later work. I had a bit of reading to do.
The week passed quickly. I bought a new mattress, Jean sewed some curtains, and Gabby bought sheets which she fashioned into slip-on sheets in sleeping bag style.
New Year's Eve was busy getting ready for the trip.
"I have a task for you tomorrow at the Gathering Gabby," I said as we sat on my bed.
"What's that?"
"Photographic, a challenge for your skills in talking to people and the use of your camera?"
"Go on."
"See how many photos you can get looking up a kilt."
"Like bum flashing."
"Yes, but let's make it a game. I've been thinking about rules."
"First all subjects need to be over eighteen."
"Good call."
• "Then 1 point for undies.
• 2 points for bums
• 3 points for cocks
• 5 points with your hand around a cock."
•
• "What if the piper is female?"
"Okay, I hadn't thought of that. Let's say the same points regardless of gender. Except for the last category then it's finger in pussy."
Just then Jean knocked on the door. I let her in and locked the door. Everyone was in bed, even though it was New Year's Eve. Tomorrow was a big day. It was clear she wanted to ask something.
"Sit Jean and ask away," I said.
"It's a big thing."
"That's okay."
"To do with your big thing."
"Do you want to fuck our Brother?"
"Yes, but not tonight."
"Okay..."
"I've been using the thing, just a little bit letting it go in."
"That's fantastic Jean, wow, big advance."
"You think so."
"Yes, definitely."
"Well, I sort of want more, but I want to try something?"
"Go on," Gabby encouraged.
"I want to sit on you. Not go in, just feel you there, you know between my lips."
"I would love that. If you are on top, you can also be in total control."
"I sort of find the steel one too hard and cold."
"Then our brother's cock is perfect. I love it between mine. We did that a lot before we actually fucked."
"Can we do it now?"
"Sure," I said.
Gabby immediately went about stripping me.
"Is it all right if I still wear your present?"
"Absolutely. If it can be like we are doing something we shouldn't, but the line is sort of still tempting."
Jean had been holding her negligee in her hand. She still had her day clothes on.
"Randy, leave the room for a bit, while I help Jean change."
"Better, how about I go and lie on Jean's bed, and you come down once changed. Then she can pretend it is normal and it's a dream if she wants."
"Oh I love you, Randell, you sort of get me."
I grabbed my recently discarded clothes and scurried down the hall, naked. I slipped into Jean's bed, fuck it was erotic.
I'm not sure if it was her sheets, they smelt different to Gabby's. Until now we had only done stuff on Gabby's bed, or mine. It was an invitation to cross a new line. No, I had once, sort of when we were alone and I came on her, but then I wasn't actually on the bed.
The girls took a while to get here, I wondered if Jean had cold feet.
"Sorry Randy, just some technical stuff," Gabby said.
"That's fine, I'm enjoying your bed."
"You just lie there, I'm going to sit on your face," Gabby said.
"Sorry, Little Brother, but this way I can pretend it's not a real dick. Like not see your face and you not see me," Jean explained.
"I should feel like I'm just a prick, but I don't. Besides, I love eating my Little Sister."
"So do I. And please cum on me. I don't care if some stuff goes in, just not you."
Gabby pushed me back on the bed and I was soon seeing only pubic hairs and tasting pussy.
I felt two knees on either side of my hips and some very wet lips started to slide along my cock. It was a different form of Chiko roll developing.
Very soon I felt pussy lips gently pass along the surface of my penis. I was stiff and lying pointed to my belly button. Those touches are almost butterfly kisses, inner labia opened up to caress me with her wings.
I struggled hard to suppress the need to thrust up for more contact. At the other end, contact was not a problem. My Little Sister's pussy lips are threatening to smother me with her urgent pressing to my mouth and tongue. But I wanted to focus on the tenderness enveloping my hardness.
I could feel hands move to Jean's folds opening them, encouraging my penis into their caress. Her lower fingers lifted my cock to meet our union. Fluids dripped down onto my balls. I know my Big Sister is highly turned on.
I had forgotten my task of oral stimulation so lost I was in the moment. My Big Sister started to truly slide back and forth on my hardened flesh. I know by feel that my precum was lubricating my Glans on her clit. The slippery sensation drives our passions higher. Big Sis is now in the throes of an orgasm. Her cries muffled as little Sis locks onto her mouth. Fuck I'm close, I grunt my pleasure and furiously suck my Gabby's clit between my lips. She spasms and floods my mouth and chin.
Then just as I'm about to cum torrents, I feel my glans part my big sister and lock onto the junction of her vagina. Stoically I hold myself still but stiff, buttocks off the bed. Trying hard not to bite down on my Little Sister.
I cum and cum, spasms rack all three bodies. My big sister clenched her thighs blocking further entry and expelling the penis that almost claimed her.
I push both my sisters sideways and my hand claims my cock so I can paint them both with the dying moments of my climax.
The three of us hug in the afterglow of our ecstasy. Jean was particularly affectionate with me.
"Thank you Little Brother, though not that little."
She took my limp penis in her hand. "I'm going to take you up on your offer but once I get back from the trip. I can actually get that dildo in me, so I will be practising while I'm away. Your penis feels so much friendlier than the metal, even though it's much bigger."
"Are you going to clean our Brother up Jean or shall I?"
"No me," and Jean sucked my penis into her mouth.
Chiko had actually grown a bit with that conversation. Gabriella flipped around and sucked my sperm from Jean's body.
Mid-clean she paused and held her sister's labia open.
"Fuck, Bro, you got a lot in here."
Jean actually put two fingers in herself and scooped some out for Gabby.
My little Sister looked stunned. "I've never seen you do that Sis."
"Can I have some too?" I asked.
"Randy, can you do it?" I looked at her and she nodded.
Gently I used one finger to scrape out my juices. As I did, I felt my Big Sister cum. I held my finger up to her but she said.
"No you."
I sucked my spend in and we all giggled.
"Sharing is caring."
I was hard again.
"Fuck me, Randy," Gabby commanded.
I was happy to comply as our three bodies interlocked in this final moment of passion. I fucked my Little Sister hard and furiously as Jean tried to suck at our junction. It did not take long to give her her reward.
Dopey with dopamine I left my sisters to the final clean up, pulled up my shorts, and headed straight to bed.
I was woken in the morning earlier than usual. It was the Highland Gathering Day. Dad was at my bed. It was hot and I had woken with my normal morning wood.
"Nice penis son, but you need to get up."
"I am up," I mumbled as I struggled to find a sheet to cover myself.
"I'm glad you're smaller than me." He laughed at my embarrassment.
"How come everyone wants to talk about penis sizes in this family?"
"Be proud son, just use it wisely."
"Dad can you leave?"
"Ok, but can you also drive, it will give us more room?"
"Sure, I'll take Gabby."
"Just don't go doing stuff at Wentworth Park's car park."
I grinned.
Loaded with our cameras, sun protection and an eski, we were set. It was a real picnic family day.
It was clear we were at a Highland Games in the car park. The drone of pipes, small groups of pipers warming up. The occasional full band gathering for final run-throughs. The car park was the place. There were limited inside spaces for practice.
"I'm going to start, Randy."
I watched my Sister walk away. Her outfit was cheeky and designed to seduce. Her very short tartan miniskirt was doing it for me, ipso facto and randy laddies in a kilt. The place was swarming with kilted laddies and lassies.
I watched as pipers tuning up, swung around to follow with their eyes and a few notes sounded like dead cats on their last breath as a few forgot to breathe or squeeze or both.
She engages with one such piper and before I knew it he had turned and flipped his kilt up. Gabby got the shot.
I decided she didn't need Big Brother's protection. I didn't need the jealousy that instantly rose. So I pulled the picnic gear from the back. Shouted, See you inside, and left her to it. I met the rest of the family at our normal spot which was near the dancing stages.
Gabby turned up fifty-five minutes later.
"Fifty."
"What fifty?" Alan asked.
"Just the number on a cute Piper I liked."
I knew differently.
The Dancing had started and we watched our Brother do the fling. He was good. We took photos. Then moved off on our own.
There was a group of old Scotsmen getting into the wee dram of whisky in hip flasks. They stared at my sister. She flashed her panties at them much to their delight.
"Come on lads," she said, "show me what you've got." She held her camera up. It was clear she wanted photographic evidence.
"What do you say, lads?"
"I'm in if you are, Douggie." Four turned but one remained facing. Someone's said go and five Scots flashed their wares. The one facing was sure to lift the sporran with his.
I heard the click perfectly timed.
Gabby laughed. "I'm not sure if that was a sporran I saw, or what, with all that hair and dangly bits." She laughed. "Thanks, guys."
"Anything for a Lassie."
As a reward, Gabby flashed them back.
"Sporrans are interesting. In band uniforms, they are so long that it's hard to get a good view it keeps the guts decent. It's those small leather dress sporrans that show the most. I like to see them rise so to speak," Gabby commented.
We continued our rounds, lone pipers tuning up out the back were a favourite target for her attentions.
We made our way around the woodchop and the announcement came heralding the tossing of the cabre.
"I like a good stiff pole," Gabby said as she grabbed for mine.
"So do I if I can toss it my sister's way."
"You would toss it regardless."
"Not done that for a month now darling."
"Well don't get out of practice, you have a term to survive without me coming up."
I groaned. "Don't remind me. Fuck."
I was straining my shorts. Gabby put her hand down on me.
"Fuck, I wish I had a kilt."
"Fucking in one standing up must be awesome."
My Little Sister stood against the fence and I smooched into her back as we watched. My cock rubbed her bum which was barely covered. Every time a cabre was tossed, I'd toss mine up into her bum crack.
As soon as the championship was decided Gabby grabbed my t-shirt.
"Van now."
We scurried to the exit and the car park. It still had bands playing out there. I figured they would drown out our cries, if not cover the rocking motion. Don't come knocking if the van is a rocking.
I almost tossed my Sister in the back and within seconds we were naked. There was a pipe band in full rehearsal at the end of our row when we shut the door. I was buried deep in my sister pumping good and strong to the rhythm of the base drum as they got closer. The sound drowned out my sister's ecstatic cries.
I let out a typical Scottish cry. Then we heard the drum major in that loud parade voice yell, "Eyes right! That's it, toss that cabre lad!"
The tight rhythm of the band was lost a bit, but it soon diminished as they marched away. The distraction and laughter were so much, that neither of us realised that we had cum hard in that instance and we collapsed in a sweaty heap.
Gabby cleaned me up which led to my penis stiffening up once again. We made love again, tenderly and lovingly.
"Happy New Year Brother. Do you realise this is our first fuck for the year?"
"Shit, it is too." I was taking my thrusting slowly savouring the feeling. We kissed as we consummated the New Year in love.
We rejoined our family for lunch and were in time to watch Alan dance the hornpipe. He tended to always win that one.
No scores were given in the dancing until the end. This meant we were a captive audience. Gabby and I stationed ourselves at the end of the oval where the mass bands would turn. One day, I mused, people would have video cameras in their cameras and we could catch sound and movement. But stills it was. Video meant big cameras and a large recorder attached by an umbilical cord. Then the video was only black and white unless you had a broadcast unit.
We giggled as she recounted those she knew were marching traditional. It worked out quite a few. Given that she had only a sample, I worked out a percentage.
"I'm impressed Gabby, it's over seventy per cent."
"I love a soldier a Scottish shoulder who leads with his dick." Gabby groaned.
"I bet you're wet."
She held up her camera.
"Take a photo. From behind me. Can you get the proof?"
I scooted toward her legs and as the bands returned the second time she slowly parted her legs. A small yellow dandelion popped up and insisted on being in the photo. I wished I had colour film as it was discreetly blocking the direct view of her uncovered and leaking pussy.
Gabby pretended to be busy taking photos. As the Major approached with some a hundred and seventy massed pipe babes behind him, he gave an extra flourish of his kilt at the back to reveal a bare arse cheek. His face remained stoic as he barked orders and raised his mace.
The noise was palpable, the beat of feet and drums thundered. Gabriella shook and I noticed her non-camera hand disappear beneath her body to rub on her clit. Fuck me, she was cumming. I understood. I had drained myself in her earlier and I noticed that her spasming expelled some of my deposit onto the grass. I got the shot.
We returned to the family chatting about the shots that we would develop this week. They started announcing the dancing results. Alan won the hornpipe as predicted and the swords then placed second in the overall championship for his age group. He looked resplendent in his new kilt and outfit.
"Can I ride with you on the way home," Alan asked.
I guessed he had no idea about our relationship. I shot a glance at Gabby, and she nodded. So I agreed. It's not like we were going to do anything right now, sexually. We had cum a few times today already.
"That would be great Al."
So he rode shotgun and I have to say I enjoyed our chance to talk about a lot of stuff. I sensed he wanted to ask a bit about Gabby and me, but I dodged the undercurrent quests for clarification. But I did feel he was on to us.
We all went to bed quickly as the next day would see the family on the road and Gabby and I left on our own at last.
..........................
One big episode to go unless you can convince me to continue. Let me know how you are enjoying it.
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We stood at the doorway and waved the family goodbye. Dad had taken me aside to have a chat.
"Feel free to use our bed, Randy. Mum has changed the sheets."
"Wow really."
"I guess you will be fucking all over the house. For most young people that's the challenge."
I giggled. "You read my mind."
"Well make sure you clean up any spills, if your sister is a squirter, use towels. Just remember we have neighbours who know you're at home alone."
"She is Dad."
"A squirter?"
"Yes."
"Ahh, just like your mother."
"When did this conversation tip into far too much information?"
"Well, at least we can have it. Better than you feeling guilty for loving your sister."
He hugged me and slipped two hundred into my hand. Treat her to a night out again.
I grinned. "That would be my pleasure." Two hundred in those days was a fortune. We could go to the revolving restaurant in the Australia Square Tower for that. I know, a round building called Australia Square, right oxymoron.
We no sooner had closed the door when Gabby wrapped her legs around my hips and kissed me.
I decided here in the hallway was as good a place as any to start, so I took her against the front door. My Little Sister was soon naked and I knelt and feasted on her labia and clit. It was hard to hold her up, so I swung her to the wooden floor. And continued my ministrations.
It took a while to sink in, but I heard the front door open and our mother stepped over us.
"Sorry pets, I left my handbag at home."
"Mum!"
"Shit mum, sorry."
"Don't be, I'm just more jealous. I love a good strong tongue."
My hard penis was hanging and dripping precum.
She disappeared down the hallway and we were frozen as two stunned mullets.
She stepped over us again.
"Don't forget to clean up," and she was gone.
"Fuck me!"
We collapsed in fits of laughter. "Shit, what a shock."
"Did you see the way Mum drooled over your cock? I reckon you could have a chance with her."
"Gabby, seriously. I'm going to have to clean up more than your mind. Not everyone is meat for fucking."
"Seriously you wouldn't? You never think about her that way?"
"I might have had a few masturbatory moments, but no."
"God, I could do Dad. He is horse material."
I got angry. I mean, I know it was definitely a family affair but.
"Gabby! That's fucked up."
I picked up my shorts and put them on. Gabby looked at me in despair and then it hit. She went to her room and cried. I decided to let her cry. Our first tiff and it was over fucking, or not fucking, our parents. I felt terrible. But realised I had my work cut out for me in rehabilitating my sister."
I needed to get out to think. So I went out and washed the van. Think I did. I realised that it would take time to change Gabby's mindset, and I needed to treat her like a lady, not the slut she had developed into. I determined I should go and see her, so I finished up and came to the back door and stripped out of my wet clothes.
I saw Gabby out of the corner of my eyes as I walked into the hall. She was standing at her bedroom door looking very red-eyed and tentative. I turned to her and put my arms out wide. She ran into them and started weeping. I picked her up and carried her to our parents' room and lay her down then joined her in a cuddle.
"I'm sorry, I guess it's no more fucked up than you and me fucking, but I think it's your mindset I reacted to. I love you and I am trying not to be jealous of Dad's big dong. I sort of want you for myself."
"And Jean?" She whispered. "What if I want you for myself?"
"But you already make out with Jean. In fact, you can't get more lesbian bi with her could you?"
My Little Sister had a point. Why was I hung up on sex with our parents? Mum had sort of made it clear she wanted to try out Chiko.
"Gabby, I'm sorry, I know I'm reacting to your past lifestyle. It hurt me so much because I love you and I was jealous and still get jealous."
"I have a bit to change also. It's hard knocking back dick. It was very hard when you were in Wagga. I'm still not sure I could last another semester."
"Can I make it up to you?"
"Why, you didn't do anything wrong?"
"But I did get angry and sort of yell at you."
My sister was now in my arms and started fondling me.
"Before we continue I want to ask you something."
"Go on, just please don't kill my mood right now, I'm trying to relight a fire here."
I grinned. "Would you go out with me on Saturday night? On a date?"
I got smothered in her kisses.
"I guess that takes care of the mood thing."
"Fuck me now Big Brother. "She ripped back the covers on our parents' bed and lay down spread-eagled.
I went to begin an oral session but she grabbed hold of my hair, pulled me up and demanded, "No, cock now!"
I was happy to oblige. I still could not get over the feel of my penis, parting her succulent flesh and her gripping me as I entered to the hilt. I read the room and realised she wanted hard and fast. If this was make-up sex I was determined to make it memorable. I was quietly proud that my stamina had improved and I could delay my cumming while my Sister came around me many times.
She vocalised her pleasure, and I was not going to be happy until she squirted. To that end, my hand met her upper folds and I rapidly passed back and forward over her clit. She came hard, the hardest I had made her cum yet. Next, I knew her muscles expelled my penis from her depths and she showered my body with her fluids.
I was close, so close, that I forced myself back into her spasming vagina and in two pumps I began to contribute to our joint climax.
"We made a mess of Mum and Dad's bed," Gabby giggled. "We can't afford to replace the mattress. Should we even be doing it in their bed? Fuck."
In my stupor, I felt along the sheets.
"I'm, I thought so."
"What?"
I pulled back the bottom sheet to reveal a plastic bed projector.
"Dad had a talk with me before they went. He gave us permission to use their bed this fortnight."
"Really?"
"He asked if you were a squirter."
"What, wow."
"Yep, and he told me you were just like our mother."
"So you think..."
"I don't think they put this on before they let us use it. I think it was there regardless."
"And to think, I only thought our parents fucked just to have us."
"Yeah, I know. The ignorance of youth."
"We need to develop some films."
"And do a lot of printing."
"And do a lot of fucking."
"Fortunately films take a while to wash."
"We also need to hit the photography shop to pick up another film developing unit, so I can process that 120 film."
"What 120 film?"
"That's right you weren't there. Let's shower and I'll tell you about it as we develop."
"The shop won't be open today, technically it's not a holiday but the guy is taking an extra day for the New Year's break," Gabby informed me.
We showered together and had some lunch then got busy developing films from the secret tunnel network. I did these, and Gabby got stuck into developing her photos of me naked at the river.
Once again we took to wearing aprons only. Photo chemicals were relatively safe as far as we knew in the nineteen seventies. Many students at college just used their fingers in and out of the trays. I used tongs because I quickly learnt fixer on fingers could strip off the silver bromide before you developed it. At home, I could be meticulous. It was harder in a shared darkroom. I made sure to train my Sister as I went.
The films could not be printed until the next day, so we rested up between moments of passion with playing cards.
"Let's play strip Jack, Randy."
"Except I'm already naked. So are you."
"Then let's play reverse Jack. Each time you lose you have to go and put on an item of clothing."
"Great idea, but let's make it interesting the winner tells you what article to put on."
"Yes! And who it belongs to. Like mum's dress, Big Brother."
"And what defines a loser?"
"The person first to be wearing ten items."
"And the prize."
"The winner strips Jack naked, then gets thirty minutes to sexually tease the loser."
"Well, let's get started."
I won the first hand, so I sent Gabby off to find Alan's old Sporran. She came back wearing it. Fuck it was sexy.
"Wait on," I grabbed a camera. The light through the big window of the family room was magical so I snapped a shot.
I lost the next. One of Mum's bras was hard to find, as she only owned a few and took them with her. But I knew an old one was still in the laundry basket, so I dug that out.
I had Gabby wear my old cricket protective box as a bra, well for one boob. I had to find the sexiest pair of Mum's panties. This sent me into her intimates drawer. Fuck I also uncovered a Chiko sized flesh coloured dildo. Ooh, what, a double dildo, mmm ideas."
When my Little Sister lost next, my instructions were for her to search the drawer and insert the interesting sex aid she finds there. Consequently, she came out sporting a dick.
"You want to be careful if you lose, Big Brother."
I grinned.
"Have you heard of pegging?"
"Fuck, I hadn't thought of that."
Soon after we needed to do a film changeover. Gabby delighted in rubbing me with her newfound appendage as I tried to roll a new film. It is hard to concentrate with your hands in a change bag while a rubber dick is playing in your butt crack. I would need to give my Little Sister more credit when I play with hers as she is working.
We went back to the game but I lost. We did a fashion parade of our assorted clothing then Gabby led me to the master bed.
"Lie, hands above your head you filthy dirty perverted brother."
It was the rules, so I complied.
She sat on my chest, the sporran was annoying, flapping on my chin. I felt something fluffy on my wrist, then heard a click followed by another one.
"Fuck handcuffs, where did you get those?"
"You didn't see them when you found my dick."
"Shit no! Oh, dear."
Suddenly my other hand was shackled.
"Mum has these, like uses them?"
"Or Dad, maybe they take turns."
The next twenty minutes were full of all sorts of sexual stimulation, or depending on the action, torture. I was hard, red, and dribbling precum. By that time all I had left on was a bra and handcuffs. My Sister thankfully removed most of her gear, which was why her rubbing her dripping pussy and cock over most of my body was torture. But when she pulled out a bottle of lube I knew I was in for a wild ride.
"Have you ever had anything up your bum, big brother?"
"Only a finger."
"Then let's get you ready. Do I need to get your permission?"
"Probably."
"So can I fuck you."
"Shit! Oh, I hope there's no shit. But the idea is turning me on so bad. So maybe just this once, if I can have reciprocal rights."
I got a kiss for that. Then she whispered as she held my hardness to her plastic Chiko, "I might not have been a virgin for you, but I am back there."
Oh! Fuck! Her finger was already spreading lube into my butt hole.
"Sis, that's intense."
My precum started flowing freely, so Little Sis took me in her mouth while playing with and stretching my back door.
"Fuck, I'll cum quickly if you keep that up. It's only that we've kept each other drained today already that I haven't."
"Are you ready?"
"Maybe, wow." I watched her lube up the rubber and the very rigid dick that was dangling from her pussy.
"Go slow. Stop if I say so."
I felt the rubber at my sphincter, I could not see it, as my hard cock and balls were blocking the view. I was thankful the rubber was not as fat as Chiko, but it was longer.
"Relax Brother of mine."
"I'm trying."
My butt hole was tightening. The head shaped like the glans, but harder than the real thing, was pushing at a closed door.
"Try pushing Bro, like you are trying to poo."
"Ok, I guess I can try."
As I did, I felt myself open up and suddenly fake glans slipped in before the gate tried to close.
"Does it hurt?"
"No, I guess not, I've done fatter poos than that, but wow different."
"From what Gillian Big Tits tells me that's the hardest part. If I push..."
Fuck it slipped in quickly but I felt every ridge on that fake cock at my tight ring.
"You know Randy I can feel your spasms pass down the rubber into the end that's in me. I'm going to love fucking you proper."
"Fuck, hold still. It's sort of stinging a bit."
"On your hole?"
"No, inside, it's hitting something that feels like I want to pee."
Gabby giggled. "I think that's your prostate, the bit that regulates peeing or cumming."
"It's weird, I can't make up my mind if I like it or not."
Gabby pulled out a bit and dribbled more lube on the exposed rubber.
"I'm not going to pull right out, but I'm going to move." With that, my Little Sister, who did not like so little anymore, took control and started fucking me. I couldn't move my hands but she took my anal virginity with gusto. The feeling on my prostate was soon overwhelming. Gabby wrapped her fingers around my Chiko and started masturbating me with her thrusts.
I realised she was getting off while fucking herself at the other end. I watched in fascination as she took me to different heights. She came, but for me it was more a long flow of semen, not the spurting type of ejaculation I was used to. You could say I squealed like a pig, if you get my reference to the film Deliverance.
We collapsed together and mercifully my Sister removed the dildo from my arse and I could relax.
"Time to undo me, Sis."
"Fair call, that was fun. But maybe we need a shower."
"I need a sleep I think, but yes after a clean up. Fuck my arse is sore."
"Just remember you can pay me back and Chiko is bigger."
"Can I use the handcuffs on you?"
"If you like, but I enjoy your hands on me when we make love."
"True, but that was not love, it was pure animal lust."
"I'll take that."
"That's what worries me sometimes Gabby, the difference between love and lust."
"Believe me, besides you, there has never been love. It's always been lust."
"It's strange but in a way, you satisfy both for me. Don't get me wrong I like experimenting but I don't deep down need what we just did, deep down I need you."
"Even when I'm a pain in the arse."
"Especially, fuck I'm going to be sore for a while. Let's shower."
Later we got into developing images. I showed Gabby how to print exhibition-quality prints, including black edging and archival washing. This meant two extra wash baths. The bathroom was crowded as a result. We worked on Gabby's sharp series as I hoped to be able to take them to Wagga to impress on my lecturer that they needed to take Gabby into the program.
For dinner, we reheated from the fridge and worked into the night. It was a habit I had difficulty breaking. We molested each other along the way but chose to hold off the final act of lovemaking until we had crawled into the queen-sized bed well past midnight. But we could sleep in.
We woke entangled in each other, my morning wood found its own way between my sister's legs and she encouraged it into the warm, moist, cavern of her body. Bedded, we slowly heralded the day with gentle groans and thrusts.
"Imagine waking like this for the rest of our lives," my Little Sister sighed.
"In our own bed."
"With our own freedoms."
"Lovers for life."
"That's always been my dream. From the moment I had a hoochie that ached for dick, it was your dick I wanted."
"But couldn't have."
"Until I could. But soon I won't get it for a few months. Not like this."
"Maybe."
"Maybe?"
"Dad's worried. Worried that this could end up like what happened to him."
"What do you mean?"
"They only made love one night, then he lost her for life. He is worried that if I go off to Wagga on my own, fate might deal a terrible blow to our love."
My Little Sister snuggled closer, neither of us had come. I remained as hard as ever.
"I read some of Dad's letters in his special box. He wanted me to. He wrote a little love poem to or about his sister. The last lines were:
"Oh to be together now and parted later,
Than to be parted now and never let this love flow."
"Are you scared?"
"Only that love might wear off and give way to lust."
"I was scared that I would never find the love I had for my brother. I did confuse lust for love, but never found what I was looking for. All those male bodies as fit, or as fat as they were, or as big or as small the dicks, nothing lived up to my need."
I thrust a bit so she could feel my size.
"Love me brother take me to heaven once again. Let your love flow now. That's it harder faster but kiss me. Kiss me until you fill me with your baby spunk."
That was the last we said until we unlocked our lips and I had shrunk enough out of my ozz to scurry to the toilet and relieve my still morning bladder.
We cut and stored yesterday's films and started processing them. We did proof sheets this time. Over brunch, we selected some to print.
"The JGillians need to see these?"
"When?"
"They both work, so what about the weekend?"
"Can I suggest Sunday as I'm taking you to the city on Saturday?"
"I'll ring them tonight."
"Before we get lost in the photography again we should go to the photo shop. I want to get some larger paper for these and that 120 reel."
"I suppose we need to get dressed then."
"Dang I'm so enjoying looking at my Sister's tits as we eat and do normal things."
"I can tell Chiko keeps going up and down."
"Maybe now is the time to treat Chiko to the lunch menu on the breakfast table."
"Fuck yes!"
I joined my Sister in a feast of passion and spicy lovemaking. Making sure to fill her with protein as she fed me the leftover strawberries.
"Now you set me all dripping," she said when I had withdrawn.
I knelt and ate my own cream pie until my Sister clamped her legs around my head and came with a howl.
"Shower again."
"Cold shower I think Bro."
"Lucky it's summer."
It was cold and it was quick but it chilled my pipes and numbed my balls.
The shopping break was great and by now I reckon we were the shop's favourite customers. He even gave us a discount card.
Back home we worked hard and decided to go out for takeaway for tea. In the main street on South Terrace in Bankstown, there was a new Greek Fish and Chip shop. It was all that was still open.
"What's a Gyros?" my Sister asked.
"You try, you like. You don't like you don't buy."
"Sounds like a good deal."
We had never seen this before, a big slab of meats was rotating vertically on a pole in front of a grill.
One bite and I ordered a second.
"That is, wow, that's, like wow."
"I know. New to Sydney, but from home, best for a long time."
We ate at the cafe. We glowed in each other's presence.
"You Lovers?"
"Yes, we sighed together."
"But you brother and sister."
We looked guilty.
"Be careful it is obvious to me. But, family is best love. Maria my cousin, I know."
"You come back."
"Yes."
He brought over fresh Turkish Delight.
"Greek Turkish better than Turkish Turkish, enjoy on house."
We left addicted to two things, Gyros and Turkish Delight. I was already addicted to my Sister.
Now we had the rest of our negatives developed, we got stuck into developing the prints. I was working on the tunnel shots and Gabby, nudes of me. We decided to divide the enlarger time turn about, one person in the morning and one in the afternoon. The evenings were flexible.


I let my Little Sister go first. Most of her images had photographed me as hard as a rock. She even got some very close-ups.
"For my collection while you're away. I always want to remember Chico."
But there were a few of my back turned to her and my face unseen.
"That one is fantastic Gabby, you caught my butt cheeks perfectly. You should include that in your folio."
"Won't your lecturer know?"
"Sure, but so will he know it's you in the tunnel shots. We just explain we are simply modelling for each other, given it's hard to find willing models for nude work."
"If I come down to Wagga, like get in and everything, do you think it would be better to be brother and sister or married?"
"Good point. Our different coloured hair means we could pull that off. Wait a minute did you just propose to me Sister darling?"
I held her and kissed her.
She giggled but I could see the fire and hope in her eyes even in the darkroom.
"Technically we can't get married and I'm not proposing to you here."
"I proposed to you I think."
"Well, you can wait for my answer, cheeky one."
Immediately she jumped up and wrapped my body between her legs. Chiko quickly found his way past the aprons and I entered my Sister's very wet and warm vagina.
We might have left our words hanging but we did not leave our intent in any doubt. It did not take me long to fill her with my sperm, I was so turned on. She came with me. Soon I went limp enough to plop out of her pussy.
I went to clean her up.
"No leave it, I don't want you licking any spilt chemicals. I'm happy to work with our juices dribbling down my legs."
"Well at least let's use a bath mat so we don't get a slippery floor."
We went back to work and our combined love juices competed with the darkroom chemicals for our nostrils. Unfortunately, the chemicals have a much stronger smell.
We ate lunch in the nude. It was going to be a thing.
"In Wagga, we can do this all year."
"Do you want to become a nudist?"
"Yes Randy, yes, shit I love being nude with you."
"I might be a bit more embarrassed. I know you have had a lot more public nudity at your parties."
"You coped all right in our tunnel experience."
"True."
"Also I was thinking this, remember those life drawings, I would love you to draw me this week."
"I like that idea. But then we want to get you into college, so..."
"Oh! so..."
"You should start learning to draw me nude."
"Yes, but, but..."
"Don't forget that most students at art school never draw let alone people naked. Most start bad, college is about learning. But it will help if I can teach you a bit first."
We agreed to spend some time each day drawing.
Back in the darkroom I started printing tunnel photos but realised we needed bigger paper, so we got dressed and headed to the photo shop.
I found a metal developing tank for the 120 film. I decided that an Agfa paper Portrica Rapid 118 was ideal for these, as it was a deep brown and eggshell white toned paper. Dad's card took a beating, but I had an idea of the grade so I only needed two different grades. For Gabby's, we found a paper that highlighted the skin tones but in cool, not warm tones.
We grabbed another Gyros for dinner and walked home eating that takeaway delight.
Our week soon gathered a rhythm. Morning sex, well close to lunch. Drawing each other in our fucked out states on the bed. Darkroom, late lunch. Darkroom, something for tea from the freezer. Darkroom, late into the night. Although I should say the darkroom often resulted in sex in that erotic environment and drawing often drew us back to lovemaking on the bed.
Saturday came quickly. I had some decisions to make. But I decided we needed a break from chemicals. Gabriella had no idea what I had planned. All I said was pack some casual clothes plus something classy that won't crush in a bag. We hopped a train to the city at about eleven.
We alighted at Circular Quay and moved over to the balustrade. There she was, the most magnificent building in the modern world. It opened last year, but I had not seen it. The sails of the Sydney Opera House gleamed white as a yacht on the harbour in full sail. The ferries were pulling in and out of the quay. The Harbour Bridge cradled the laughing face of Luna Park below her arch, and the crystal waters with its host of pleasure craft painted in reflected sky.
"Let's take some photos under the sails," Gabby suggested, excitedly.
The photography bug had caught her. Downstairs we saw a shop selling skimpy bikinis. I had an idea. I picked up a deep red one.
"Try this on?"
My Little Sister took the Bikini and looked it over.
"There is not much to it."
"That's the idea beautiful. Less to cover your form."
I waited outside the change room nervously. Nervous because I was getting hard.
She called me over and slid back the curtain. Fucking as hot as.
"Does it fit?"
"Yes, but."
"No buts." I turned to the sales assistant who was hovering.
"Can we take it? Like can she wear it out of the shop?"
"Sure thing sir."
"Put your dress over the top of it, beautiful."
My Sister had a dress that had an elastic-type bodice that held the dress above her breasts. The waistline was also drawn in at the stomach accentuating her curves and slimmer waist. It was a cheery yellow, so the red made a great contrast. Yes, it worked colour-wise.
I paid and gulped at the price. A lot for no fabric. I had taken a lot of money out of the bank in the planning, so we should be right.
Then we walked like lovers along the strand toward the Opera House. She was much bigger than I had imagined. But then who could imagine a building as magnificent as this? We took photos as we went. The angles were amazing. I was careful to expose so as not to blow out the whites. The details in the ceramic white tiles were scintillating.
We found we were allowed to walk right around it. Right up against the sails. There were tourists, but many didn't venture to this side. I saw the perfect spot. It was private between the sails, with no windows to the inside, but next to the structural ribs that fanned out to hold the roof.
"Quick lose the dress and sandals. Barefoot." I held up my camera to indicate what I wanted.
Gabby was quick on the uptake and I snapped off a roll of exciting and erotic photos. I mainly shot from down low to get the sail shapes against the blue sky. Her body elongated and her mons pubis bulged. The red triangles of the bikini, all three reflecting the shapes of the enormous white sails. I know I only had black and white film, but the deep ultramarine blue of the high sky would contrast brilliantly with the white.
I checked for people and guards as I changed films.
"Can you do me nude?" Gabby asked
"You read my mind."
"I'm getting to know my artistic deviant Big Brother."
Gabby stripped as I photographed and I shot half a roll before we heard noises. She quickly dressed. Nothing to see here.
An old couple walked around the building, as we leaned over the rails looking toward the botanical gardens.
"Nice day for it." The lady said.
I was trying to hide my hard-on. They moved on.
"Your turn Bro. Shirt unbuttoned, hands in pockets leaning back but showing off that impressive bulge in your pants."
She knelt low and got the shot.
"Now back to the camera, trousers halfway down your butt, like you are going to make love to the tiles."
I heard the camera take several shots.
"Ok, clear of people, just be quiet. Now drop your trousers to your ankles. I love you went commando."
More clicks.
"Face Chiko down, so I can see him on the tiles pointing downward between your legs..
I grunted as the tiles were warm and my cock so hard I was afraid I might break it. She got the shots from below.
"Now quick."
I had no sooner dressed and was decent, than a security guy came around the corner.
"What are you two doing?"
"I'm an art student, just getting photos of this magnificent building."
"She's a beaut. A lot of people don't realise that this is the better side for photos. Well done."
"I agree," Gabby added, "those white tiles are so sexy."
"I guess one day this place will be crawling with photographers and models. Make sure you get some of your beautiful girl."
"I will."
Gabriella went into pose mode.
The guard watched, then said Good luck and went on his way.
I breathed a sigh of relief. No security cameras yet. They would come, but at least for now it was a cool dude in uniform being more a tourist welcoming guide than security security-conscious nazi.
We decided to catch a ferry to Manly and back to fill the rest of the day. Gabby got shots of me on the ferry with my shirt unbuttoned. I got more photos of the bikini on the beach.
We swam, frolliced and had quiet moments of love below the waves as we kissed and enjoyed each others bodies.
"What are we doing for tea?" I was asked.
"We have a booking for seven thirty. We need to find somewhere to change."
"Will the beach change sheds do?"
"Probably better than the public toilets at Circular Quay."
So we changed and made the return trip in much more style.
Gabby came out wearing a form-fitting black shirt with a split almost to the thigh. I ran my hands over her hip.
"No panties, interesting. Where did you get the dress?"
"It's Mum's, I sort of borrowed it."
"You fit it well."
"We were the same size, but she has put on a bit. It's good because it doesn't crush."
I changed to flared trousers with a dick hugging top half. All the fashion of the early seventies. Chiko had better behave himself. I had casual loafers and a body shirt. We made a sexy young couple.
As we headed toward Circular Quay I watched the skyline and the round building that was the tallest in the city at the time. I smiled to myself, we were dining at the top of that.
We had an hour and a half left so we walked around to the passenger terminal and watched a migrant Ship, the Oriana disembark.
"Do you think this is where the Hospital
Ship left from, Randy?"
"No, probably from Garden Island or Cockatoo Island, both were naval facilities. I'll print Dad's photos and develop that film. Maybe we can work out where their hotel was."
"It's not likely to be still there is it?"
"It was only thirty years ago, so it probably is."
"I want you to make love to me in that room."
"Dad should know the name of the hotel. We can ask".
Gabby spent a roll photographing the bewildered passengers as they first set foot onto their new land. Family groups of migrants were easy to tell apart from the tourists.
"You'll make an amazing documentary photographer, Sis."
"I can add these to my portfolio." I watched her make her way along the dock, welcoming people and grabbing photos. I noticed she got some great shots of children clutching Mum's hand. I was proud of her. She had guts, where I would have been trying to get sneaky shots.
"I'm out of Film Randy," she said and hugged me.
"I only have half a roll. I'll leave that for later. We need to walk but it's not far."
We rounded a slight bend and the round building stood tall, the tallest in the town. To be fair the building was on a square block with full pedestrian access thus the name Australian Square. Gabby looked at me, her eyes bulging.
"You mean?"
"Nothing but the best for you."
What really..." she was dumbfounded.
We took the lift to the top. What every Sydneysider knew was that at the top was a revolving restaurant that slowly turned as you dined, so you had a full 360-degree view of the city. They also knew that this was the top place to impress a girl. The place of special questions and announcements. Going there simply put the hopes up.
"Now Sis, tonight no tempting me with bare buttocks. We need to be totally respectful. You need to be a lady tonight. I pulled the chair out for her. We started with lemon lime and bitters as we were quite thirsty but I ordered a bottle of Black Tower for the meal. Dining in the early Seventies was not too fancy, even here we ordered prawn cocktails, and we both decided on Steak Dianne. That the wine was twice what we paid for in Parramatta was an indication of the location.
As we waited for the main meal I decided that the time was best. I stood, moved to her side and went down on one knee. I watched my Little Sister tremble.
"Gabriella, love of my life, dearest of dear, closer than a Sister, will you do me the honour of marrying me?"
Tears welled. "Against all odds, laws and hurdles yes Randell." Then she mouthed, "How."
"I don't have a ring yet, although I have ideas and plans, but we will make it work."
When someone bends a knee in a place like this everyone notices, so the place erupted in applause.
I kissed my Sister to further applause. Little did they know the incestuous and illegal activity going on under their noses. But we were happy to take it. We settled into our steaks, although our hands had trouble parting to apply the necessary cutlery.
We finished our mains and the venue brought us complimentary desserts. Gabby looked at me, I could tell something was up. She hesitated.
"Randy, you can't,"
"Can't, we will make it happen."
"No, we can pretend to get married, even have a family wedding but."
"But."
"I love you and you love me."
"Yes of course, what are you getting at?"
"It's that you can't, we can't have sex with Jean."
I sat stunned. I know internally I had been debating the issue but here was Gabby saying it.
"We even have to stop feeding her your underwear?"
"I don't follow."
"It's like this. We love each other. In a special way, way more special than we love Jean. I have to give up my slutty ways, but it's more than that. More important, deeper. Marriage is giving ourselves to each other to the exclusion of all others till death do us part."
"Keep going, I think I'm getting it."
"Well, I've given up orgies and everything for you. If I make an exception now or use an escape clause to fuck someone else, I know me in less than a year I'll be back on the swinging stage."
I stopped. "I need to think."
I wasn't thinking. I was listening to my heart. My heart was relieved. I was struggling with the idea of making love to Jean, as tempting as it appeared I knew I could fuck Mum. I wanted to have an orgy with the JGillians, but knew deep down it was only Gabby I wanted. If I wanted all these others I would not be asking for marriage, but an open free-for-all. I did not want that.
I looked at my Little Sister. What we had I treasured, as I treasured her. The impossible had happened. Her face was not teary, but filled with fear and trepidation waiting for my response.
"You are right I can't. When did you get so wise?"
"About the time you let me know my whoring was destroying me. Then when you took your love for me and demonstrated it."
"Then it's sealed, this marriage is for us and us only."
My Sister beamed.
"But Jean, what do we tell her?"
"What we just said to each other. She will be okay. You have helped her begin the recovery of from being afraid of dick. She deserves to find her own life. Till then she has your Christmas present."
"
Then we need to tell her as soon as we see her again. She has a lot of fear she still needs to work through. "
"Yeah, Chiko frightens the shit out of her."
From then we talked of plans, college plans, sloping, quiet celebrations.
"Alan would have to know."
"I suspect Alan knows already. He has smarts."
The meal certainly took most of Dad's money. We went home arm in arm. The midnight train did nothing to take the shine off. Not even when the Campsie Sharps came down the carriage. Gabby, bless her, asked for a photo. She had a way with things and she was even able to get them to hold poses for three seconds so she could get the exposure. She had to use my camera though as she was out of film.
Safely home we made love tenderly and fell asleep entwined in each other's arms. It was like we were already married, reality just needed to catch up.
I was really enjoying mornings. Who knew waking could be so delightful? All my life it has been waking with a hard-on, well since I first got them, and being embarrassed. Scared Mum would burst in. Working out how to get to the toilet. Wishing it would go away. Feeling guilty when I couldn't stop thinking about my Sisters, or worse my Mum. Trying not to jack off, having to jack off, being ashamed I was jacking off.
Now mornings consisted of two directions depending on who woke first. If it was me, which it was this morning, I would shuffle my hard morning Chiko into the butt of my sleeping sister. Or pull her leg draped over me, if that was how we woke, and encouraged my morning wood it nestle in her folds until she woke, which normally led to my Little Sister inviting him to slip in.
If Sis woke first, I would get one of two treatments. My cock in her warm mouth slathering me in moist tonguing and mouth fucking, or she would straddle me and slip Chiko home until we were full on fucking before the sleep drugs left me.
So I worked my penis up and down Gabriella's plush butt cheeks until I felt her hand slip around to slip me into her warm inviting vagina. It was nice to know the sloppy seconds I often encountered were the remnant of my own deposit laid in place some hours earlier.
It was Sunday. Slowly I recalled last night. We were engaged. Fuck! We were engaged. She said yes!
A big grin spread over my face. I rolled us over and without pulling out I repositioned us so we were making love face to face.
"Morning my beautiful bride-to-be. My fiancé, the love of my life. God, I love you Little Sister."
"Keep talking, it's turning me on."
"I dreamed of you or thought of you naked beneath me so many times over the years. Pinch me so I know this is real."
Gabby bless her squeezed hard on Chiko and thrust her mons up to meet my thrusting body.
"Yes, fuck it's real, yes more."
So each time I pulled out she squeezed as I pushed back in. Fuck she was tight enough with my fat hard-on. After a dozen thrusts, she swapped and squeezed as I withdrew. Soon she was milking me. True, I started coming and her muscles down there, which I looked up in that encyclopedia at breakfast, were called the pelvic floor muscles, made sure I was empty.
I'm not sure I've showered so much either. But we did need to clean up.
For breakfast we had pancakes. There was a new product on the market, cream in a can. Talk about decadent. We enjoyed the novelty of it but temptation was great and soon we were emptying the can over each other as we tussled for control.
This of course meant we feasted on genitals and breasts. It gave new meaning the term cream pie. I was so hard and creamy my little sister's hand job was fantastic and I lost controlled, so pushed my creamy slick penis into her folds. We enjoyed the feasting after from both of our bodies but there was too much for licking off. We had to shower again, not to mention give the kitchen a thorough clean.
"We need to pick up the Girls."
"Can you do it, Randy? With a Panel Van I suggest you park in Konrad Ave and let G Big Tits walk. It's safer if Big Brother is awake. I'll ring the girls and let them know you are coming."
"I'm not sure why you aren't coming, but sure."
"I want to clear off the table and make sure it's clean to take the prints."
"Ok."
I waited on the other side of the park and soon I saw a girl dart from tree to tree. Real cloak and dagger stuff. She opened the side door and dived through to the back.
"Go, go, go, but quietly."
Once we were in the clear she climbed back over.
"He is being a bastard today. He didn't get his fuck."
"Gillian, I know this might sound funny but don't let your arsehole brother define you."


"What do you mean?"
"Everything you do is in reaction to him."
"How?"
"Ok, basic cause and effect, do you think you would be a very easy fuck if he had not taken you and ruined your chance of being a virgin?"
My words hit home. I went on. "Just like Gabby was sleeping around because she couldn't have me and was looking for a replacement in some random guy's arms. In the hope of finding true love. Love she knew she had but couldn't have."
"Oh, so I'm..."
"Yes, you are sleeping around to forget, to have better sex than the nightmares you live with at home."
"So, fuck Randell, why can't I have you or someone like you?"
"That's the thing, even if I wanted to fuck around and join the three of us in some orgy of lust, it would not be an answer to your need. It would just replace one whoring around with another."
"So what... what can I do?"
"Well, you and Jillian already have half the answer. Get out and down to Melbourne."
"That's scary, but I think you're right. What is the other half?"
"You know how Gabby stopped sleeping around for me."
"I'm not sure I like where this is going, I love sex."
"Yes, but wouldn't you prefer it with someone like me?"
"Totally."
"It's just you haven't met them yet. When you get to Melbourne, it's the opportunity to start from scratch. Not to be the whore, to find new friends, shit even ones that go to church. But to hang with guys that show respect and restraint. Guys the opposite of your brother. Guys that are scared to kiss a girl, not rape them"
"So I can break in virgins."
"No! Not break in virgins, find one, that special one. One you can trust. Someone you can tell about your brother, so he supports you and does not expect you to be a virgin back. You don't need to tell him about the hundred others. Just that you need time and love to heal."
"But if I can't."
"Wrong word, you are a beautiful person. Tender, loving caring you just need to let the young you out."
I realised I had parked on some random street so we could continue the conversation.
"My big problem is that while we have accommodation sorted with Jillian's Aunt. But how do we get there? Not counting having a job."
"Well, have you found jobs before?"
"Yes easily. It's just a different city."
"They have jobs too."
"Gillian what are you sitting in?"
"A panel Van."
"Could what you own fit in here?"
She looked around. "Wow, even my Bed."
"So we do a big rescue. Go to yours when no one is home. Resign so you can do it in the day. Then I'll drive you to Melbourne."
"What about Jillian?"
"Well, you and she can catch a train, and Gabby and I can do a road trip. It's only twice the distance than it is to Wagga. We could do it in a Day."
"You would."
"Yes. But we need to do it before college starts."
"When's that?"
"Mid February."
"That's quick."
"That is needed you don't telegraph your intent by letting the pressure build. Let's pick up Jillian and you Girls can talk about it at our place."
The girls asked if they might ride together in the back.
"It's not far, not much time for hanky panky," I joked.
"You wish, I just want to fill Jillian in on what we were talking about."
Needless to say, they were both buzzing when I pulled up. Gabby herded them into her bedroom and asked me to check on the selection and display.
Some time later my Sister dragged me into the bedroom.
"You really would do that for my girlfriends?"
"Ten times over."
For that, I got a big kiss, replete with two side cuddles.
"We know," Jillian Little Tits whispered in my ear, "but that doesn't stop us wanting to get naked and have a threesome."
"Foursome."
"Ok, I can't count."
"It doesn't preclude us getting naked though," Gabby suggested. "Wearing clothes has been a bit too strange this morning."
"Do we need to vote?" Gillian Big Tits asked.
"No," I started stripping.
"Chiko is looking a bit red," Little Tits observed.
"He has been getting a workout. Let's go look at your fine bodies immortalised in silver."
We gathered around the table and there were oohs and aahs all around.
"Not porn, tasteful nudity, but somehow very erotic," Gillian BT observed.
"It's the difference between love and sex. Porn is sex and that is its only purpose. Love has a story to tell and finds creative ways to tell it. Nudity is the erotic vehicle of its expression."
"Looking through your eyes. Can see myself as something different. You're not fucking me, you're delighting in who I am." Big Tits held her tits as she said this. "Like these are not just objects of desire."
"Then these shots of Gabby on the table, sure desire it's there, I can see it," Little Tits added, "but you see her differently, it's like the eroticism of being worshipped. The shots of us don't show that, and somehow when we are all together it's clear your Sister is the centre of your world."
I grinned, "Thanks Girls, I guess I'm getting what I wanted to get. Three muses, faith, hope and love. Jillian (Little Tits) you are faith, the ever faithful friend willing to relocate to Melbourne to give your friend hope. Gillian, (Big Tits) I walked up and cuddled her, front on but Chiko restrained himself. You are hope, waiting for that which you don't have, but desperately want. Your friends live with you in that hope. Then my sweet Sister, you gave up hope for the love you bore but were rewarded with it. You are my love and your love for me, the one behind the lens shines through in every shot I take. Your friends have known of that love but now they have seen it in these images."
We kissed and this time Chiko got hard.
"That's better," the JGillians responded to his awakening.
"Where do you have your photos, Gabby?" I asked.
"On the breakfast table."
We changed rooms and the atmosphere changed.
Gabby had carefully selected the best. Town Hall Sharps at Bankstown, Panel Vans at the Drive-in.
Scotsmen and their kilts and finally me frolicking in the Gross River. There were only two of each set but wow were they powerful.
"You did these all on your own Gabby?" Gillian Big Tits asked.
"Yes, Randy has been showing me how to develop but the images are all mine."
"So why aren't you going to art school with your Brother. Fuck, you're wasted in insurance."
"We are working on that girls. I'm hoping Gabby can start studying with me during the half-year break."
"So you'll go to Wagga, maybe even before that."
"Love nest, cool."
"That's the plan."
"So the gang is breaking up anyway, that decides it, I'm getting out of here. Take me to Melbourne Randy," Gillian Big Tits said with resolve.
"Don't forget me. These photos are hot, do you think I could get into modelling?"
"Well Melbourne is the fashion Capital of Australia," I grinned.
"Can you take some photos like for a portfolio or something?"
"Gabby or me?"
"Shit both of you, you will see me differently, because if I want to make it I have to make it, I will be in front of a lot of different photographers."
"The tables are full and I don't feel like cooking, can I suggest we have Gyros for lunch?"
"Not Chikos?"
"Well I could get some of those also, but a gyros will fill you up."
"We still don't know what they are," Little Tits stated.
"Get three Chikos as well Randy, then we will have something to play, with seeing as they won't be getting the real Chiko."
"Will do, maybe you can show them the photos we rejected."
"And the drawings?"
"Sure, enjoy girls."
I grabbed my keys, mm I wonder, I thought as I headed off to the home of the Gyros.
We put the Chikos to the side and ate naked in the Garden. Everyone decided that the Gyros was the new fast food.
"We need to let the Chikos cool, but what about we do erotic stuff with them while Randy photographs."
"Definitely moving into food pornography, but ok."
"Next story for Ribald," Gillian BT suggested.
"Without our faces showing though," Jillian LT added.
"Shit, I'm trying to reform you three."
"Could be good money."
"Or we could get ripped off."
"Shouldn't stop us trying, Gabby said, "the photography in that wank rag is crap."
"Not helped by the quality of the paper."
"True."
"I was hoping for an opportunity to draw the three of you."
"Oh yes, we love your drawings," Jillian LT affirmed.
So I set up my easel and enjoyed the challenge of drawing three naked female forms. So much harder than one. We did an hour session. But had to move constantly out of the sun.
Gabby raced inside and came out with the Chikos
"Get your camera, Bro."
The next hour was spent with the three of them trying different things with the cool roll snacks. My Little Sister managed to deep throat hers as did Big Tits.
Photos were taken of Gabby taking the real flesh chiko in her throat while the other two did their best to emulate our action with the food treat.
Then the JGillians did their best to use the roles as penis/dildos and serviced each other to climax. I bedded myself in my Sister and all too quickly filled her with my own topping.
Finally, the food gave up its rigidity, as did my cock, and we ended with paired off cleaning of genitalia.
I showered first and let the girls chat about plans for Melbourne. I poked my head in the door clean and dripping. A towel sort of covered me, but only because I was drying.
"I might need a sleep before I take you home if that's alright."
"You sleep, we have a strategy to plan."
An outcome of that planning was that over the next few weeks, Gillian essentially emptied much of her important stuff over to Jillian's.
The next day we got back to the important routine of printing artworks, which included developing opera house images, Campsie Sharps, and our joint drawing and chiko porn material.
I need to develop Dad's film. I dug my textbook out of my suitcase. Fortunately, I carried it with me everywhere I went. For the first time, I left the darkroom to my Sister as she worked on her portfolio. I buried my head in the text until I was confident of the process. I wrote the steps down on a chart and calculated the development time.
Essentially this meant presoaking for five minutes to wake up the emulsion. Then developing it in a strong mix but pushing the development time to three times. This would make the emulsion very soft particularly on older film, so agitation needed to be gentle and spaced out. Finally stop bath needed to be a stronger solution, so as to halt development and contract the emulsion, then the fixer again, an acid fixer with a hyper agent. Again to reduce time. It was all so important to keep all temperatures exactly the same so as not to crack the grain. Finally washing needed to be very gentle and as short as possible.
With trepidation, I began. Gabby was great at taking control of maintaining the water baths for the tank at the right temperature. The metal developing tank helped to transfer the heat. Finally, I was able to pull off the lid.
"Yes!"
"Fucking yes." We celebrated with a kiss. They looked thin but the images were clearly defined with little edge fog.
Now to wash carefully and hang in a safe place. The negatives were 6x9s so easy to read just hanging. But we put them in my wardrobe and resisted looking closely till the next day. These were much more pornographic than the few Dad had in his collection. I could tell he would be pleased, but Mum might find them confronting.
The next day we shared the task of printing the images. We did small versions first, so they could be seen discreetly then we did ten by twelve inch enlargements. Because of the size of the frames, there were only eight images. Soon we had an amazing, erotic and strangely artistic collection.
"Dad is certainly well endowed, fuck he is big."
"No wonder Mum struggles."
"His Sister must have been so sore as she went down with the ship."
"It was clear that she bled a bit from the breaking in."
"Fuck Randell, imagine salt water on her poor vag as she went down."
That did it we were in each other's arms and crying.
"No wonder Dad is keen for us to be together."
"Do you think Mum is on board though?"
"I'm sure if it, remember she rescued Dad from his loss"
It was Wednesday evening which meant Gabby only had two more days of holidays and the family was due back on Sunday.
Dad rang as we were reheating a meal from the freezer.
"Dad, good news about that film. It worked, but wow."
"Should I be worried that my kids are seeing them?"
"Definitely, but too late now."
"Can you see why I want you two not to miss out on the love?"
"Oh, we haven't been. But I would want it to last longer."
"Well, there is news here. Cancel your plans for tomorrow we need you in Wagga on Friday, your Sister has a job interview."
"Seriously."
"Also expect to stay maybe until Tuesday. We might need to divide and conquer. Mum needs to come back on Sunday so she can take Gabby back to work but you and I have business to do."
"Really. I might ring the Art department and find out if my photography lecturer is back from holidays. I want him to see Gabby's work."
"I see where you are going. The interview is on Friday morning, I've booked another room for you both till Sunday. But the rest is a surprise. Put your Sister on."
I listened as Dad filled her in on the interview.
"I think we need to pack up the darkroom. I can't believe our parents, who tries to keep sibling lovers together?"
"So true. What do you think Dad has planned?"
"No idea, but the job interview is with the manager of my company in Wagga, so obviously I have a leg in."
"It's what he wants me to stay for that has me intrigued."
"Maybe flat hunting for us to rent this semester."
"That makes sense. Whatever it is exciting."
We spent the night packing bags and emptied an old drawing folio to take Gabby's work in. She was serious competition for me as a second-year student. Who am I kidding, that folio is better than most third years.
We decided not to push ourselves, we needed sleep and if we left closer to lunch time we would make it by five. The Hume Highway was the obvious route but in the Seventies that was still a six-hour trip with breaks.
"Don't forget we need to put the folks' bed back together before we leave," I suggested.
"True and wash the sheets. We will need to leave them hanging over doors or something."
"Fortunately, we have not cooked much so the kitchen won't take much work."
Still, we collapsed into bed just before midnight. For the first time in two weeks, we did not make love. We did wrap ourselves in each other in anticipation that the morning I would probably rise to the occasion.
...............
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We were excited to get moving but realised we had a bit to do. But this did not stop us from taking advantage of the morning light that shone through on our naked forms. Shit, I was going to miss this room and the luxury of the big bed.
I took my sister from behind on our sides which gave my hand access to our junction. I was partway through completing our joining when Little Sister interrupted.
"That mirror is in the wrong place, be a honey and move it so I can see the action."
Mum and Dad had an oval full-length mirror that was movable on its own stand.
"How did I miss that? Wow."
I pulled out and hopped up. "Stay where you are and tell me when it's in the right position."
I moved it a bit then I slipped back in.
"That's better, like I can see everything, but maybe angle it down a tad."
"Yes perfect, but it's like you're too far away."
"Oh yes, I get it, it's like a light experiment we did in science. It is actually double the distance because it reflects the distance as well."
"Oh."
"I'll move it right up to the bed."
"So long as you don't kick it."
"Yeah, might be a bit embarrassing and seven years bad luck."
I pulled out again. I was feeling like a yo-yo, and brought it as close as I could.
"That's better but all this in and out I'm drying up."
"Mum has some lube in her dildo drawer with that do?"
"Perfect, after seeing Dad, I know why she needs it. But no back door. I have to sit on my tush for six hours today."
"How did you know I was tempted?"
"It's the Dildo draw, you still owe me."
Lubed up I slipped back in and we started serious lovemaking. As we were getting closer a sunbeam broke through the trees and lit up our junction like a Christmas tree.
We were both intently watching our junction so I did not need to call attention to look, but I felt my Sister suddenly gush around my penis.
I groaned, "It's like the sun has given approval for this moment of pure love."
"God yes Rusty, cum for me Big Brother, fill me. Shit, cumming."
We came hard. After I had overcome my emotions I slipped out but still hard. We watched as my cream and her fluids as they popped or plopped out of her still pulsating vagina and dribbled down to the sheet.
"Look Bro sunbeams, sunbeams dancing around our love, 'Saying can we join the party?' I used to think they were little fairies."
"Then we are blessed. Although I feel more like Peter Pan in Neverland."
"Then, I can be Tinkerbell."
"Do you think Tinker and Peter ever got up to any hanky-pank?"
"In your dreams Bro, but she did love him."
"Like a Sister who loves her Brother but can't have him?"
"Exactly like that."
"Poor Tinker."
"Dad must have felt like Peter when he could not have the love he had tasted."
"Do you think those photos will be restorative?"
"I think Mum will make sure they are."
"Enough dreaming, we have dreams to make reality in Wagga. Let's shower and I'll ring to see if my lecturer is back."
No, we didn't start further action in the shower. Gabby set about putting the bedroom to straights and I packed the photography folio and a bag while I waited for the College to open.
At nine thirty I tried. Fortunately, I was in luck, or was it the fairy dust, but Charlie was available. At first, he was hesitant, but said that seeing it was me, and I knew my stuff, that he would see her. We arranged for one pm the next day. It was going to be a busy day for Gabriella.
Finally, we were on our way by eleven.
"What did your lecturer say, Randy?"
"He was hesitant but knowing I knew my stuff he at least decided to see your work. I did say I thought you may even be a better photographer than me."
"Really."
"I think that clinched the deal."
"Did you tell him you're my Sister?"
"No, I figured let him see the work first, but I want you to be my wife, not Sister."
" Oh, it would be easier if I were only ever known as your wife. How do we sell that?"
"Point."
We thrashed that out a bit.
As it was a Thursday, the traffic over the range at Picton was reasonable if you don't count the semi-trailers. The Hume was a major pain in this section but there were signs up to saying Bypasses were being planned. We called in at the Shops for an Icecream. We had no air conditioning and while it was cooler in the mountain, the Great Dividing Range it was clear that over the other side it would be scorching.
The thermometer on the verandah of the shop said 85f. We had just changed over to Celsius, but I had no idea what the fuck that was in the new measurement. The news said the temperature in Wagga would be forty degrees C. tomorrow, but how hot was that really?
Back in the car we went back to our discussion.
"If we are married, won't I need rings?"
"Good point, maybe we need to talk to Mum."
"Good idea, we are similar ring sizes, so perhaps I can borrow one for the college appointment."
"That works."
"But now, you know I expect a ring. You said you had ideas."
"Yep, I've started doing more Silversmithing, I would love to make and design yours."
"Yes! Yes please. But there is another problem.
If I'm enrolling, won't I need a marriage certificate to show a change of name?"
"Do you think we can enrol you as you? I know you would have a Miss on some things but it's unlikely that people will check."
"What about that Ms. thing, meaning none of their business what my married status is."
"It's new, but I have heard of it."
"I'm happy to be a trend setter."
"We put that on the forms, so if it does get printed out no one will think to check."
"That does it then, on paper I'm just me, but everywhere else I'm married to you."
We pulled in at Yass for a late lunch, which was just over halfway.
"I need to teach you to drive. You will need your licence."
"I've got my L's does that count?"
"It does in a way, have you done much practice?"
"No not much, I had a guy who started to teach me. I told him no fuck, unless he did."
"Gutsy."
"We did a deal. One hour for every fuck. Turns out I was wearing him out, so he dumped me."
"We need to make sure we get you licensed before I go back to Wagga. You can be mum's taxi driver."
"Unless I come with you. If I get this job I can, can't I?"
"Of course, I keep forgetting that. We are married, you're coming with me no matter if you get the job or not."
"You're such a good lover Randy, I come with you every time."
"And proud of it."
"I'm going to need to stretch my legs soon."
"This chat has been turning me on. Maybe you can stretch your body. On Top of me!"
"Shit, I forgot we have a panel van."
"Let's take a back road from Jugiong, get off this main road, find a roadside reserve and get rabbiting?"
Gabby got out a map from the glovebox and with it pulled out L plates.
"Did you put those in?"
She giggled. "I'm one step ahead of you. I put them in before you got given the car."
"Great, then the back road will be perfect."
"Once I relax you. My friend always insisted on his fuck first, before we drove. It meant he was less anal about me making mistakes."
We headed west and it was not long before we found a spot with plenty of shade. We had a bit of time up our sleeves, but fucking would take up a good part of that. I'll call it fucking, as it needed to be more wam bang than slow tender. Slow tender tended to put me to sleep more after. One quick cum and our bodies tend to remain alert for a follow-up. Well, that's my theory and I'm sticking to it.
It was hot in the car and we drove into a small wooded reserve. Gabby had a great idea.
"Pull the Mattress out and let's do it out in the open shade. I want to watch the gum leaves not the roof."
We only had a few small bags to move so out it came and we found a patch of grass to put it on. Grass is probably the wrong word. Dried summer-long wild stuff. I did check for ants.
"Fully naked Bro, I want to experience this."
We stripped each other and were soon engaged in sixty-nining.
"Just to get the juices flowing Randy, then ram me."
"I'm not sure that Kookaburra is helping Sis."
"So long as he doesn't swoop for your snake, we should be safe."
"I had better not fall asleep after then."
So we fucked, fast and furious. True to my goals we did come together. I stuffed some undies into my Little Sister once we had finished.
We arrived two and a half hours later. We knocked and Mum answered. After greetings, Dad showed us to our room. We settled in and Gabby had a quick shower. There was a knock on the door. Jean welcomed me with a big hug.
"He knows."
"Dad, yes we know,"
"Not Dad, Alan."
"Oh, shit."
"He cornered me. Look I have more news but maybe after tea, I'll pop in at bedtime."
"Good, we want a talk too. Gabby does have a pressie for you."
"Might be hard to use, I'm sharing with Alan."
No sooner had Jean left, than Dad popped in.
"We are going to have a family conference at dinner. Just a heads up, Alan knows about you two and is pleased as punch. I'm not sure why, but I was worried about his reaction. We meet in twenty in the restaurant. I booked a meeting room as we have a few sensitive things to discuss."
"I had better have that shower then."
Gabby came and talked to me while I showered. We were second-guessing things. But quite apprehensive about why we needed a special room.
Dad called us to order once our orders had been taken.
"First off, young Alan here knows."
Alan grinned.
"Knows what?" I feigned ignorance.
"That you two are in love and have been... you know like rabbits," Alan said as he grinned even further.
"Look, he is underage, but so long as you don't talk about sex stuff, he is part of the family and needs to be in the loop. So I suggest let's be honest and let each other know what is happening," Dad clarified
"I'll start, Gabby has an interview tomorrow in the hope she can move down here with Randell."
"Is it at eleven am?"
"Yes."
"Well, I've asked for an interview with my photography lecturer in the hope of her getting into college to study photography."
Gabby joined in. "I figure I still need to work,ì but if I could start part-time, I could work at the same time."
"Did you go out on Saturday," Dad asked
I grinned. "Yep, that brings up our news. I asked Gabby to marry me and she said yes."
Everyone cheered and there were hugs all around. But Alan cut to the chase.
"You can't, brothers and sisters can't get married in this country."
"We know, but no one else has to know we are siblings if we keep it quiet. Particularly here in Wagga."
"Really, is it okay in this family if I marry my sister?"
"No, I'm marrying Randy."
Alan grinned further. He looked chuffed. "Your secret is safe with me."
Mum looked at us. "If you are nearly married then you at least had better sit together and look like it."
Alan was quick to swap with me, I was sitting next to Jean.
"Mum, can Gabby borrow your wedding ring for tomorrow's interview at college? We figured I would pretend we got married during the break."
"Yes, if I use Ms instead of miss or Mrs we probably will get away with it."
"Administration will want to see a wedding certificate," Dad cautioned.
"Oh for them, I'll just pretend to be who I am, Randell's Sister."
"I figured the rest of the college would never know, they won't look at the paperwork," I clarified.
"You know that might just work. Lucky you don't look too alike," Mum added. She started removing her rings and took Gabby's hand to try them.
"Ok, but you need to get your own."
Mains came out, and we tucked in. Dad ordered two bottles of Champagne. "Sorry Alan, you are dancing tomorrow."
"And you're underage," Mum added.
"Let's cut him a deal. We will keep him some for after he wins on Saturday," I suggested.
"Maybe we just get a new bottle," Dad suggested
"Dad, why do I need to stay back with you?
"Ah, yes last big surprise."
"After Gabby is finished tomorrow, we are going to look at a house."
"To rent, great idea."
"No, to buy."
"Buy!" Gabby held me close, excitement rising.
"Really."
"It's a bit out of town, have you heard of Mangopla?"
"Yes, it's the next town past the campus. It's about fifteen miles out of Wagga."
"Mum and I looked at it early yesterday. A few things. One it's cheap, much cheaper than Wagga. Two, it is in good nick, and it has a big shed you can convert to a darkroom. Also, it is very private."
Jean covered Alan's ears and said quietly, "You can make your sister cum as loud as she likes."
We all laughed.
"What, what did you say?"
"I will tell you when you're eighteen Little Brother." She kissed him on the cheek.
He just grinned a goofy grin again.
"So we have an appointment for four o'clock, with the real estate agent. It's a deceased property, and the family are keen for a quick sale."
I wasn't asking how we could afford this, I was simply stunned.
We wrapped up our dinner with animated discussions of how to go about the next month before College started again. It was clear I needed to do at least one trip to Melbourne, then after that, a few to Wagga to set up our house. We all sort of assumed the house would be ours. But whichever way it played out, if Gabby was moving down, we needed somewhere to live
We headed to our room expecting a visit from Jean. Gabby had pulled back the sheets on the bed and was busy laying out towels. We decided to spend one more erotic time with Jean before we called an end. We were also keen to let her down slowly.
"Jean, we have come to a decision you may not like."
"Go on but I have made one of my own. You start."
"We have decided that we want to stay exclusive as in only fuck each other."
"That's a relief."
"Really, I know my phobia is bad and I'm really grateful that you both have brought me to the point of having something up there, but the idea of it being a big like human dick still makes me panic in fear."
"But the dildo?"
"Yes, that's been okay because it's metal. It had no feelings, and I can totally control it. But I was raped by a human I'm sure. I have decided to go to counselling. Get help."
"That's a relief, and wise. My fucking you, thinking about it, was not going to be easy."
"God, I love your dick Little Brother, but it scares the shit out of me going up there. It is fat, I mean much fatter than most, as Gabby and her friends testify. So I'm happy with you cumming on me, in fact, I love you cumming straight in my mouth but is that sex?"
"Good question, we will have a talk about that and let you know. Maybe we need to suck it and see. That said, we have a gift for you waiting," Gabby wisely said
"Can I still watch you two making love?"
I stiffened right up at that.
"I guess that's a yes."
Gabby opened her legs and inner lips to reveal a tiny fragment of cloth. The invitation was clear. Jean leaned in and ran her tongue up and down her waiting labia. I move to her very tempting backside.
"May I join the party?"
"God yeah."
"I breathed and ran my tongue from her clit to her puckered anus.
"Shit, yes."
I moved and replaced my tongue with my fingers so I could watch Jean pull her treasure from its cavern. What followed were clear congealed blobs of my sperm swimming in Gab's juices. Jean's attention to the task quickly had our Little Sister cumming. My tongue, back on task brought Jean to her first.
"God I needed this," she groaned as her body shook in ecstasy.
My sisters turned on me as quickly as their recovery enabled and both tongues caressed the large length of my Chiko.
"Allow me to put you in my Sister," Jean quested.
Gabby brought her knees up to her ears. Which opened her flower up for the taking. Kneeling on one knee with one foot planted by her side, Jean took hold of my cock and brought me to Gabby's pulsing vagina.
She pushed on my butt and watched as I slowly entered the person I held dearest in the world.
"Wow, that is beautiful and so so erotic," Jean sighed as she started plunging two fingers into herself. Something that would never have been done before Christmas.
I moved in and out, slowly, carefully. It was lucky I had cum earlier that afternoon, but I was not going to last.
Jean moved to take the same position as her sister. I'm not sure where she had stashed it but my Christmas present to her came out and she began plunging it in and out in sync with my thrusts.
The girls turned to look at each other and kissed. I knew that look well, and it was driving me to my climax, quicker than I expected.
"Wait Randy, hold on," Gabby turned on the vibrator. It was buried deep Jean went wild.
"Cum for us, Jean. Randy, fuck yes, I'm cumming, cum on us, darling." I felt her spasm internally that heralded she was about to go into squirt mode and as such her vagina sought to push me out. I withdrew and plastered her pussy with sperm. My hand diverted the second shot into Jean, she came, and pulled apart her gaping vagina and screamed, "In here, get it in here!"
My third spurt which I was trying to hold off with my fingers clamping my base came out in the largest ejaculation of the lot. I watched in awe as it painted the inside of Jean's organ.
The fourth, I aimed for their tits and faces, but only managed remnants across their abdomens. I was spent, but the girls enjoyed a cum feast and several more climaxes before they collapsed over my prone body.
I vaguely remembered Jean leaving.
We held off making love the next morning. We figured the edge of excitement was better than the relaxed stupor of the recently fucked for job interviews.
Gabby looked great for her interview and I dropped her off in time for her not to be rushed when she arrived.
I walked the main street while I nervously waited. The Golden Gate Cafe near the bridge over the lagoon sold amazing iced fruit drinks. They were called Granita squashes. My hat, amazing. They were kept just below freezing so it had that shard ice slush that fruit juices get when water would have frozen already.
Forty minutes later Gabby came out and ran to me. She jumped into my arms, her legs around my hips.
"I got the Job. Not that it was hard, the bosses had already talked and had decided a transfer was good. This is a big branch and apparently, my experience with head office practises and procedures was needed here."
I kissed her.
"It gets better, they are giving me a raise and promotion."
"So is college?"
"That's the thing, I was honest and talked about that. It was perfect. I work full-time in semester breaks but I go two days a week, if I get in. He feels it will work, as while a regional branch my extra talents would not be needed full-time. I could be doing training and maybe later move to the regional office support.
"And..." she was on fire, "even part-time I would be earning more than I am now. My boss was sorry to lose me and regretted not giving me a promotion earlier. It seems I was doing a lot of training of new staff as it is. I just wasn't aware that that was something others didn't tend to do."
"Well you look hot and bothered, so how about we have lunch here, and I take you to the college?"
I took her back to the Golden Gate, where I introduced her to the Granita and I had a second. Gabby had a hamburger and chips while I did the same with a steak sandwich.
I asked the owner what was in the drink that gave it a red-purple look. He just grinned.
"That's my secret, people come from miles around to get this. I keep them coming by not telling."
"Well, we are going to be coming here a lot," Gabby explained. "These are amazing and I'll be working over the road soon, I just got a job."


"Fantastic, you lovers are welcome any time."
Gabby had slipped on Mum's ring moments before.
Gabby grinned, "More than lovers, married."
"Wow really, still in love, when?"
"We are sort of on a honeymoon at the moment. I study at the college so I'm bringing my new wife back here to live."
"Oh, celebration. You come when settled, I will do a special Moroccan meal for you."
I wondered how strong the Wagga bush telegraph was, but we had planted our first seeds.
We left to go to the photography interview. R.C.A.E. had its campus in South Wagga near the showgrounds. I was training to be an art teacher which I would do as a Post-Grad diploma after my Art Diploma. I realised I probably would need to earn money, particularly if we were going to have a family. That was something I dearly wanted to share with my Sister.
The Art department was in assorted weatherboard buildings left over from being a RAAF hospital in the Second World War. It had been a Teachers College since 1947 and had only become a College of Advanced Education when I first started there last year.
We found our lecturer puttering around the photography studio. It was first name only with him.
"Charley how are you? I want you to meet my new wife. Gabriella."
"Gabby, for short. Though Randy gets away with Gab."
"You got married, you lucky girl, Randy is a gem."
"I'm the one who's lucky."
"So how long have you known each other?"
"Oh, we have been childhood friends, like forever. I only realised last semester break that it was much more than friends."
"So fast on the uptake."
"Or slow," I added. "It appears we had designs on each other a while back but failed to express it," I said.
"I did not want to face another semester away from my love," Gabby added.
"So you want to be a photography student here. Show me what you have."
I handed the portfolio over to my wifey and she started laying it out on the benches.
"How old are you?"
"Just nineteen."
"Fuck me. Sorry, that was unprofessional."
"Charley here speaks his mind, unlike a lot of lecturers"
He pored over the prints.
"You printed these?"
"Yes, Randy helped me with the drive-in ones, as I was learning, but after that, it was all me, and developing the films."
"You know I want to see negatives, Randy."
I laughed, "Always." I handed over a folder.
"Sorry, I want to swear again." He was looking at the film of me posing naked. So not just lucky shots. I knew he could see the ones with massive erections.
And the gang ones.
"This was my last lot. I had run out of film so I had to borrow the last ten shots on Randy's camera."
"And you asked these guys if you could take them."
"Yes."
"One gutsy lady."
"She scares me," I said.
He took a seat and sat looking at the prints.
"You have only been doing this for how long?"
"Just since Randy came home at the end of the college year."
"Shit." He had a habit of pausing between speaking. His student knew never to but into that process.
"How did it start?"
I sat back and listened. "It happened when two friends and I started posing nude for the holiday assignment on nudes."
"Randell, seriously yours had better be good. I can recognise your impeccable printing in these."
I grinned, "I trained her well."
"I only wish the other students listened to you as well as your girl did."
"Ok, what level did you get to at school?"
"I only went to year ten, I've been working in insurance after I finished my Technical training."
"So how long is that?"
"Three years."
"Mm, I'm trying to see if I can bend rules here. We could get you in as a mature-aged entry even though you are not much older than many of our students who finished year 12."
"Maybe we can get you in on an exceptional talent program."
"We have one of those?" I asked.
"No, but we will if I have my way. They are common in the States."
"I'm only thinking of doing part-time to start with. I have a job here in town that is happy to take me part-time. We need to live somehow."
"So we could do a provisional enrolment until things get sorted. Seriously I would break rules and just pretend you enrolled."
Gabby looked at him shyly. "Am I really as good as Randy says I am?"
"Better, I think he underestimated you."
"That might have been a deliberate strategy, I knew you just had to see this," I grinned back.
"If a third year handed me this as a final portfolio they would get an A plus pass."
He continued looking at negatives.
"Randy, I hate to say it, but you have competition at last."
"Iron sharpens iron I guess. But I fear I might have been hoisted on my own petard."
"Give me a few weeks to sort something. I'll send paperwork to Randell, when I know which direction we can take this."
"Can you leave these prints here?"
"Sure. But not the negatives." Gabby added.
"Understandable. Did you have any failed negatives?"
"No, that's all I've ever taken."
"Then I'll make sure you make some mistakes, you learn better that way and can learn a lot from bad negatives."
"Before you come back, can you print what you think is the worst photo from each roll?"
"Aesthetically or compositionally."
"Bugger girl! Good question. Print me a set of both."
"Teaching already." I grinned back.
We said goodbye.
I gave Gabby a tour of the darkroom facilities. She got very excited, but we really had to be on our way. Dad wisely told us to meet them in the main street of Mangopla. It wasn't a big town. Jean was waiting back at the Motel with Alan.
We followed Dad to the property. Wow, first impressions were good.
"It looks like an old farmhouse," Gabby squealed as we pulled up.
It had a great verandah and while weather board it looked like all it needed was a good lick of paint. The garden was a bit overgrown.
"I don't think I want a farm," I said to Dad as we hopped out.
"It isn't. It was, but sometime back they built a new farmhouse and subdivided this off. A retiring couple who used to work on the farm bought it. But unfortunately, the husband died ten years ago, and the wife recently followed him.
"The back door is open so we can go through it the Realestate agent will be around about five."
The house was furnished with 1930s furniture, some of it was possibly older. It was a bit of a warren of stuff. But the design and bare bones would make a great family home. Gabby raced around counting rooms.
"Three big bedrooms. Plus this big family room at the back."
"It would make a great painting studio, it is north-facing," I added. "Gabby you realise you are nesting."
"I'm married, so what do you reckon?"
"That was quick," Mum quipped.
"I told two people I was married today, so yeah."
"You said there was a shed? I can't see it."
Dad opened a pantry and took out a set of keys.
"They keep it locked as it has good tools. Follow me."
Behind a grove of trees was a large newish steel building.
"How much land is there?" I asked
"Just on two acres?"
"But how can we afford it?"
"Mangopla is a dying village, at the moment, but one day it will be a desirable satellite town of Wagga. This new Government is talking about Wagga, Orange, Bathurst, and Albury as being regional growth centres. They are looking to decentralise services away from Sydney. But at the moment it is very hard to sell here.
"So how much are they asking," Gabby asked
"Ten thousand."
"Ten, shit that's a steal." Gabby knew her house prices from working in the Insurance industry.
"I know," he grinned. Dad opened the shed.
"Bloody hell!" It was immaculate. It even had sections, some of which had separate rooms and plumbing.
"Apparently it was his haven, look at those tools."
There was a massive tool rack with very clean tools on peg boards.
"You don't suppose they would sell with this stuff included.?"
"We would pay more, but it might be worth it."
"It crossed my mind."
"Don't they have family that would want it?"
"Apparently only a spinster sister, they were childless. So no, the sister is keen just to move it."
But how can we afford it?"
Again Dad grinned. "My mother left us a reasonable amount when she died." (It was two years ago.) "We are cash buyers. We have it invested, there will be enough to buy something for the others."
"We get two for the price of one with you two. It goes twice as far." Mum added.
"I agree it would be a lovely place to bring up kids."
"Mum, you might have to move to Wagga, if you want to see them. It would be great to simply live here forever," Gabby said.
"Well they have an airport that needs managing, so maybe one day," Dad added. "It would be easier than Bankstown."
The real estate agent turned up. We were introduced as the newlyweds. He pointed out a few features that included town water and sewerage.
I was ecstatic at that, as a darkroom gets a lot of wastewater.
Gabby put on her charm, "You say it's ten thousand, would the owner be willing to sell it as it is, furniture plant and all?"
"I will need to ask. Give me a minute."
The phone was still connected, so he went through to the hall and rang while we waited on the verandah.
"The answer is yes, but it will add an extra thousand, and the price would be fixed nonnegotiable at eleven total."
"Family conference," we huddled. It took less than sixty seconds for everyone to nod and agree.
"We'll take it," I said. "What do we need to do?"
"I'll get back on the phone."
Five minutes later he came back and said, "You have a house. It's Friday afternoon, so maybe Monday morning come in to sign paperwork and put down a deposit. A thousand will do. And we will get the process started."
"How long do you think before we can settle?"
"You're keen."
"I start back at college in four weeks."
"You are cash buyers I understand."
"Yes," said Dad.
"Well, we can exchange in three. The vendor is keen to have the cash quickly, she is moving into a retirement village, She lives in Melbourne, so is not interested in her old age to deal with her Sister's stuff."
"Is it okay if we come back tomorrow to take photos?" I asked.
"Yes, it's as good as yours. Just don't take anything away until the settlement happens."
"You will miss Alan Dancing, but I can see why," Mum commented.
"I'm going to do some measuring and house plans so we can make decisions."
"Smart lad." The agent showed us where the hider key for the back door was.
"I think we could get to see some of Alan's dancing. Maybe we will head over early. And come back after.
Jean and Alan might like a tour after they finish."
It was getting late, so we locked the shed and headed back to town.
"You're not worried about how far it is out of town?"
"With the total lack of traffic, this will take us less time than getting to Alan's dancing lessons."
Gabby chuckled, "I will need my licence."
"You should get it before we come down. Everyone says getting a licence in the country is much easier. But it's the country you will need to be unmarried for this one. So Chullora it is."
"Bugger, but you're right. We have to not break the gossip grapevine."
We had fish and chips at Wagga Beach. Beach is right, but simply a patch of sand on the bend of the Murrumbidgee. It was still around a hundred degrees so we took our swimmers.
"I only have my red one with me."
"Then way to make a splash in the town."
"Way to make two guys I know, hard."
"Way to make two other females jealous of what I'm getting."
"Feel free to make the town jealous. But you need to be pasted to me, so everyone knows we are married."
Dad arrived with the food as we claimed a spot on the grass. Gabby planned to change into her swimmers once we had eaten.
As we ate we talked about the day. Gabby's new job; that the lecturer was prepared to bend rules or to create them so Gabby could study; Last but not least the house.
"Gabby and I will go down early in the morning to photograph and take measurements."
"Then we will come to watch you Little Brother," Gabby added.
"Then we will take you and Jean, and Alan, to see the house.
It was time for a swim. I warned everyone of the dangers of swimming here.
"Stay on the upstream side of the sand, don't try to float and never go deeper than your waist. Sandbanks can collapse, so be careful. That current is strong and it can pull you into hidden tree trunks downstream."
"Let's get into our swimmers, Jean," Gabby suggested.
"I have mine on underneath," Alan claimed.
"I'm in my boardies already."
We watched our Sisters walk to the change sheds.
"Warning Alan, Gabby has a hot new swimsuit. Be prepared."
"I might need to wait in the water," he said.
"Good plan."
About ten minutes later two hotties wandered down to the water. We waved.
Mum and Dad joined us. Mum looked down at Dad's groin.
"Thought so, he was staring at that red arse all the way to the water."
"Dad!"
His predigious manhood was very clear, even in his loose shorts.
"Us guys might just wait in the water after we swim until you girls all get changed again," Dad grinned.
"Good plan." We diverted our minds by talking about the tool shed.
"Those tools alone have to be worth more than a grand."
"I'll grab photos of them. If anything goes missing I'll have proof."
"I might just take out insurance for us. We can get coverage for this transition period in case a fire or theft happens as we wait. Insurance-wise legally it will be ours on Monday when we pay the deposit, as we are bound by a contract."
"You certainly know your stuff. I think I need to deposit a Grand into your bank to help with relocation costs."
"Really, wow."
"Also Randell, you're my husband now, my money is your money now."
"As is mine, but I think you probably have a lot more of it than I do."
"I'm still getting paid on holidays, so yes."
"Well let's talk finance once we are back in Sydney. But thanks Dad, our expenses were building up," I suggested.
"I'm back at work on Monday, I'll organise the insurance then. I will need to do some sort of inventory to work out how much cover we need."
"I think we girls need to talk about the wedding we haven't had yet. It was to be more than we are fucking so we are married. Ladies want weddings," Mum said wistfully. "My room tonight when we get back."
You and I need to find the Bar, Randy." Dad grinned
"I think I need to get to sleep early," Alan said.
The girls went off to change and we guys watched amused as the rest of the male community were transfixed by a red bikini, which was much more revealing than had ever been seen on Wagga Beach.
Back at the Motel Alan headed off to bed. He had a big and physical day of dancing ahead. Dad and I went to the bar while the girls talked weddings. Dad had a few more than me, but confessed he was glad we were not losing a daughter and that infact our love meant he had his daughter back.
"Dad that reminds me, I have those photos."
"Can I see them?"
I looked around and noticed a quiet private corner.
"You stay here and I'll go and get them from our room. They are a bit big to just have out on general display."
"Well, I guess I'd like to see them before I share them with my wife. I sort of remember doing them, but I'm not sure what I caught."
The bar was over the road from the motel. When I got back two new beers were waiting.
Silently he looked through them. Tears flowed down his cheeks.
"She really was beautiful wasn't she?"
"She was Dad. Printing at these really may help us realise how much you lost."
"Wars steal from Families Son, but sometimes you have to fight them."
I walked Dad home some hours later. He spent some time telling me about his Sister as they grew up. But he was both randy and drunk. It's hard to hide a hard-on when you're his size. The barmaid couldn't stop staring.
"Is he really that big? She asked me.
"I grinned like father like son."
"Really!" She suddenly got interested.
"Kidding, I'm blessed, I'm just over half his size."
She looked at me funny.
"Too big. Most ladies can't take it. I need to get him home."
We staggered across and delivered him to his door. The girls were still deep in conversation, so I headed to our room. I sort of collapsed on the bed and don't really remember much else.
In the morning my Sister woke me and steered me to the shower. We were intending to make love but my bad breath and beer smells were too much for her, so she dragged me to the shower.
Again we were planning to have sex in the shower, but we got to talking about times I had to deal with my Little Sister when she got drunk. So we decided to see if the house offered the opportunity to christen it, so to speak.
We could not believe our good fortune in buying the whole lot, contents and all. We kept discovering treasures. It meant we did not have to furnish our first house and we could get rid of anything we didn't want.
This feels a bit like Goldilocks would have felt. Beds to try seats to sit in. Fortunately, the fridge had been cleared but the freezer was full. The pantry had canned food and preserved fruits so we wouldn't starve most of the year.
As we wrapped up our measuring and photographing, we debated where we could make love, without needing to strip beds.
"Kitchen Table Randy! You know like the dirty song the Good Ship Venus."
So inspired, I took her up against the door. Then we sank to the floor. I was determined to get my Sister to climax in each location. By God you should have seen us, we chanted the song as we fucked. Then I picked her up and did the clear the table thing. Except there was nothing on, it but I mimed it anyway. I was getting close to my climax, so I turned her over and thrust her clit into the wood as I hammered her.
"Roar Sis, cum, cum loud. Get used to not needing to be quiet."
"You too. Let me hear my lion of a man roar."
And we did. We sent the birds feasting in the orchard squawking in fright.
I giggled. "We might be busy in the fruit ripening season."
"You can do me under those fruit trees anytime."
We had a quick cold shower, as the heating was off. Then we shut up and headed to the dancing.
The Wagga Show Ground was very close to the College. We could park on site and quickly found our family set up in the pavilion. The place was crawling with dancers, the vast majority of whom were female. While there were younger guys dancing, Alan was the only male in his age group.
He tended to get crowded by the girls after each dance. It was clear he would do all right. We made it a family day and put the cameras away. Although a few Pipers came to chat with Gabby. They wanted to check out the results of her 'survey' on New Year's Day. Most competitors were doing the weekend circuit over the summer.
When it came time for the results it was clear Alan had an extra bounce in his step. It was close, but Alan won his first championship. That night we dined out at the Red Steer: A steakhouse just out of town. I got a great photo of our siblings having dinner with Mum and Dad. I put a colour photo in my camera. I planned to go back and take some colour shots of the house before we left. Shit, we had a lot of black and white film to process. Some of which I couldn't print when we got back to college. Setting up the darkroom in the shed was a priority.
We four siblings decided on an early morning swim.
We frolicked in the water. Alan and I had a, who can bomb the biggest. Then we played Marco Polo.
Gabby and I ended up snuggling on a bench/step. As we had not sought our release beforehand. I soon got hard pressed against my Sister's butt. She leaned back and released the cord on my boardies.
Then she kissed me and whispered, "Slip it in."
I waited until Alan was mid-air, doing bombs and I drove myself into Gabby's waiting sex. She squeaked loud enough for Jean to turn her head and look knowingly at us. We then quietly made love. Jean spent a bit of time underwater swimming toward us.


She surfaced close.
"I thought so," she winked.
Every time she did it, we parted our legs to give her a better view. That had me cumming quickly. Alan was none the wiser. Back at the unit my Sister and I made love again, with lips locked and bodies pressed into each other until we came together.
Soon it was time for the rest of the family to go home. Dad and I moved into Jean and Alan's room, as it had two beds.
The next day we sorted the house deposit and signed papers. We now owned a house. The settlement was set for three weeks, as no money tied up in loans had to be dealt with. Just normal lawyer checking and clearing of local rates and services.
We revisited the house and I took some colour pics. Then we had a beer at the local pub. We introduced ourselves in the general store and post office. I decided to set up a post box for deliveries. We were asked what they did with the old lady's mail. I gave them the real estate agent's details and suggested they phone and get a forwarding address. It was a lovely community. We went back to the motel and had a swim.
"Dad I noticed there is no swimming pool in Mangopla."
"Lazy bugger, there are ones in The Rock, Henty, and Holbrook, not discounting Wagga."
"I might still put one in."
"Well, you will need to find the funds."
"I figure I'll be teaching in two years. So long as I can find a job locally, we could probably do that. And a great place for the family to come on a holiday."
"True, if you have a pool."
We relaxed for the rest of the night. But we mainly caught our breath.
Dad and I had a great bonding time on the way home. He did quiz me about my love for my sister and how it started. He was very keen that we could have what he sadly missed.
We pulled into our house, well our family's house, that's a funny concept. To be greeted by two excited girls. It was about six pm.
"Don't unpack yet," Gabby squealed in my ear, then I got my kiss.
"Come and look." She dragged me to her room. Inside it was a queen-sized bed.
"What?"
"We are moving Jean into your old room. We are living together until we move out."
Alan had willingly helped them with furniture.
I settled back at home, but more than a few times stumbled into my own room after a toilet stop in the middle of the night.
Gabby and I enjoyed the luxury of a big bed. Jean was happy because she no longer had to share. She was keen to move on to having boys over. Well men. She started full-time work at the beginning of February. It was a KU kindergarten so they had school holidays.
Alan was going into year eleven so becoming a senior. Everything was changing.
Gabby and I got going on developing and printing film. Although my Sister had to work. She had work parties to attend which she dragged me along to as her new husband. Fortunately, I had never met any of them. We did this just in case any of them went to the Wagga Office.
That only left the JGillians to sort before we went back. I was hoping we could time it for when the house settled.
Gabby came in after speaking to Big Tits Gillians who was at Jillian Small Tits' place.
"Can we go over and see them now. Their Mum wants to talk to us about getting them to Melbourne."
"Sure, let's go." I was having a break from developing prints of our new house.
On the way over we talked plans.
The house settles on Thursday if we can get away ok then maybe we can stop at it on the way down pick up the keys and take possession.
Of me or the house?
I think both are on the cards.
Then I'm definitely coming.
Coming or Cumming?
Both are certainties.
And on the way back.
On the way back I think we can take our time.
My Boss is asking when I want to finish up in the Bankstown office. So if I do that this week, we will have a few weeks to move our stuff down before college starts. My holidays will roll over but they will give me moving leave.
We pulled up and were greeted by two happy girls keen for their new adventure. Jillian's mother greeted us with a warm hug.
I know about you two, I think it's cute, I overheard the girls talking.
Thanks, you knowing will make it easier but please keep it top secret otherwise.
I can do that. Any thing fur the guy who rescues Gillian from her brother. She stopped and looked at me. Ironic isn't it?
Gillian Big Tits started in on the plans.
"My brother and his mates are heading off for a fishing and camping trip up north. Somewhere there are wild boars. This weekend. He tried to get me to come. I think he was hoping to use me as a camp slut.
So the plan is I disappear on Thursday night, I mean not here, maybe a motel somewhere."
"You pick me up and bring me back to my place on Saturday when we know he has gone. Pick up the last of my stuff. Load this first." She pointed to a stack of packed boxes and suitcases in the corner.
"It's not much to show for my life. What crap I have left, I'll leave for him to take his anger out on. Can you do this week?"
"That works perfectly but you two will have to find your own way to Melbourne."
"You drop us off at a station, not Bankstown, he will have spies, and meet us at my aunt's place," Jillian Little Tits added. "We have booked the Spirit on Saturday night."
"So you stay somewhere near Strathfield," I suggested.
"Perfect," Gillian Mum said, "I'll book it now in my name. I'll ride shotgun this end till it's done."
All as arranged and I came back on Wednesday and loaded the Panel Van.
It all went to plan. On Saturday the coast was clear and we packed up her room. Her mum was out doing her regular Saturday morning groceries. She left a note on her mum's bed outlining that she was going to Brisbane, don't try to look and told her why she was escaping. It was a long letter.
We heard later that her brother came home on Monday to find all his stuff on the lawn and the locks had been changed.
With a loaded car, we were on our way by eleven am. We arrived at the address in Wagga for the real estate he met us there even though it was the weekend. We travelled in convoy to the house.
"You sure are keen to move in," he noted when he saw the full van. "Do you need a hand to unload it?"
"No we'll be fine, besides Gabby is a tough chick. We will be back and forth a bit over the next few weeks but it's great to have our own place."
We did a final inspection. Everything was as we left it. So we signed some paperwork on the kitchen table and he left.
We were alone. The house was ours. But what old and new secrets the house held in its walls will need to wait another time. Three years later Gabby graduated later and we were ready to start a family.
............................
This concludes the story As Big As. For now. I will call it complete but hold open for other short stories to happen should I feel like revisiting Gabriella and Randell. Maybe side stories about when the family holidays in Mangopla. What happens with Jean being one I know my readers are screaming about. The ears are not deaf. Not all members of the family are eighteen yet. They will be by the time Gabby graduates. Thanks for reading. Any future storylines suggested will be noted.
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Sirens. Story One: The Nymph.
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The Nymph.
I settled in, and pencil fast, began to sketch the outline of the painting laid out before me in turquoise, aquas, waves white, and granite rock fringed in algae orange. This haven, built by others' hands unknown to me, but who knew these rocks, this cliff, like the back of their own hands.
Fortuitous for me, it was a perfect place to paint when the wind is up and canvas become like sails. I'm here but a short time. I want to lay down layer and structure that will bear me coming back to paint plein-air. It takes no time to outline in pencil my design. But in fairness, the structure, and the view it forded, provided these upon a palette. Normally I paint the bush, paint the desert land, red rocks and ochres. I needed to purchase different pigment for here.
Yet in the cave of timbers and bark, a dwelling place it was comfort from my discomfort. It could have been a First Nations person camped here, my fire contributing to the moniker that so named this place the Bay of Fires.
Was it a First Nations person who spent such time and love echoing out this nest? Maybe wanting to remember past dreaming? But also, it was secured by decking timber screws that held the platform. A platform likely stolen from a campground park bench. The ones hikers rest their loads on at a campsite. But here it was high on this cliff, this eagle nest for human.
These things floated in my mind as I lay in the colour of the sky blue. A soft sky, Australian in its Prussian blue base. The beach below a quartz white glow, the beach deserted. Summer almost gone, it was clear I would nonetheless have visitors to this place. It's pyramid peak visible from the beach.
To rest I lay back on the platform and closed my eyes. Was it visions and revisions that Eliot envisaged that made him so digress? I thought of Prufrock, my old age, like his remembrances, wishing for youth to return. Dorian Grey like, my mind still nearly twenty, my body pushing seventy.
Somewhere in this, I felt I was being watched, but was it a dream? It was, in a way a sixth sense prickling up the back of the neck. But I heard no sound but that of the waves in regular syncopation on the rocks. Waves never keep time, nor should they. Nor I. I stared and started fringing my painting in the seaweed browns and barks that spelt out the window to the world. But realised that the sun was starting to fall into the sea so packed my supplies and canvas, back to the waiting car.
Two days later I returned. The light was good, my enthusiasm better. I settled in, and in the warmth of the day took off my shirt and painted wearing swimming shorts. It was still warm enough. If I were younger I would have stripped totally and bared my bottom to the world. But no one needed to see that. I was sure to have some visitors. I used to strip off to paint nude on mountain ridges all alone. It is very freeing. I miss my youth.
I got lost in paint and time, distilling the moments passing.
"It's looking good, better than two days ago."
I nearly died.
"Is it all right if I come in and watch?"
I did not see a person yet, although I looked. Her voice was young, inquisitive.
"There is not much room, but since I stole this piece of heaven I can hardly object."
"Not stole, just enjoying."
A head poked around. Young, yes, female definitely. Beautiful, stunning.
"I'll sit up the back." She moved past with infinite grace and sat cross-legged behind me.
"You don't mind people when you paint?"
"I'm used to it, I enjoy the company always. I get little chance to commune else-wise."
She sat and watched. It may have been some time, as I worked on defining the rocks below where waves danced white into the air.
"Have you been painting long? You are good."
"Longer than you I'm sure."
"You assumed I paint."
"Sorry, I meant longer than you have been alive. I assumed, as I started when I was younger than you are now."
"So when did you start?"
"Self-taught at thirteen. We had no art at school. I got some paints and could not stop. Could not stop. It drives the soul."
"I'm eighteen."
"Going on twenty-five I think."
"I guess that's a compliment, so I'll take it. I like being young."
"So do, I but up here." I tap my noggin.
I paint on and conversation ceases.
Hours pass and details emerge.
Two souls commune in silence and a bond is formed. Somehow I think it is deep, but it is far too early to tell.
"Will you come back?"
"Yes, I will be back many times. It takes time to make a masterpiece."
"That's good, I want to share this place with you."
"Do you know who crafted it? It's masterfully built."
She grinned. "My brother and I. It is our hideaway, our escape. But he has gone and become an adult. I think he has trouble being here with me these days."
"Trouble?"
"Big trouble being a man. He thinks I don't know, but he gets hard and then flees his feelings. Feelings should be faced not fled."
"Wise.'
"So, he is now lost in numbers and a university. His soul is in this place, as is mine."
I started packing. The Sun was doing its trick.
"I need the paint to dry, I should be back in two days' time."
"Thursday it will be stormy."
"Is this waterproof?"
"Yes, enough for what's predicted."
"Then I will come. I normally don't get the chance to be out of the weather like this."
"Or in the weather. I love storms. I might dance upon the rocks."
"I've heard the mermaids singing each to each, do you think they will sing for me?"
"This one might." She grinned.
"Then I will listen to the sirens' song."
"That was poetic. Did you write it?"
"No, a poet I love, I first loved him when your age."
"Can you read it to me one day?"
"I might need to find a copy from the library, mine is at home, but yes, I will bring it."
Like a serpent, she uncoiled herself and slipped from the haven. She might have borne an apple. I understood the brother's problem. She slipped into the evening as silently as the sun slipped over the horizon, but left in her wake the awe of the unattainable experience that leaves one wanting more.
Thursday I might not have bothered, but I made the two trips to the shelter, fortified with red wine and food packed for the day. My painting stood against a wall away from the wind and rain that licked the opening. I too was rugged against the southerly that was whipping waves into tiny peaks. Although at ocean level they were white stallions tossing manes into the air.
I was surprised that company arrived shortly after.
"I didn't think you would come. But I watched you trudge your gear up and my day lightened."
"I think I came because of the prospect of you. Your company. Bleak days need youth to keep one outside."
"Do you draw much?"
"I picked up my drawing journal. Not so much lately."
"It doesn't look like you are planning on painting yet."
"I'll wait for the sun to break through."
"Then would you draw me?"
"It would be a pleasure, but be warned I never rip pages from a journal. I can't give it to you when I finish."
"That's expected, I want, would like to be your muse."
"That's a loaded term in artist histories."
"Then I'd be honoured to take my place."
She was rugged up almost sherpa like. Layers of fabric folding and refolding as if she fell off the page of a National Geographic. Her innocence seeped out of her expressive dark eyes. Hazel, when the sun hits them, they sparkle with inner delight. It's fair to say I was already enchanted. I drew. It was an excuse to closely study her face. Her skin, golden olive from sun, smooth with youth and a sprinkle of fair freckles dancing over her nose. They remind me of her youth. Far too young for me to be falling into them, but I also knew the signs. One can never stop falling in love no matter how inappropriate. One could only gird up restraint and maturity to step lightly over temptation.
She just smiled a cute, trusting smile and opened her soul up to my pencil.
Finished, I showed it to her and she lent forward and hugged me with delight. Her smell, earthy, natural, twinged with other.
"Thank you," she whispered and settled down to talk.
I decided to ask. "Your Brother?"
"He made this for me," pointing to the shelter above them.
"You are disappointed he fled."
"We made this to be our love bed. But I remain unbedded. We love each other."
"A love for a sibling is fraught with problems."
"I wanted it to be physical, I scared him off."
"He will not forget. Trust me I know."
"You don't judge me, thinking the Taboo and wanting to act."
"I have a Sister. Once we were you. But I drew a line, I guess we both did, and stopped playing. I built a nest under our house, in hope."
"Well, this is my nest."
"This is a true eagle's nest. The best."
"With no eagle to share it with, yet here you are. The wisest old eagle. I'm glad you're sharing it with me."
We sat and watched the ocean as if hunting for signs of schols. She stood and hesitated at the doorway.
"If you don't mind, but I like to do this on rainy days."
Without another word. No permission sought, she unzipped her coat and shucked her clothing to her feet. Fully naked she looked at me, grinned and slipped out into the rain. She scampered down the rocks onto a platform built by waves and danced in the rain. I knew she was dancing for me. Yes, there was song in her head, but her actions showed me the best of her body. Me, seated above her, looking on in wonder. My old man penis found its youth and leaked pleasure into my fluffy winter warmers they call trousers.
She did not stop until cold forced her to return. Her nipples, impossibly hard. The skin goosebumped, her body quivering with cold.
"Dry me," she invited. Like a father supporting and comforting his six-year-old, after a brave swim in the ocean, I wrapped her in a fluffy towel she had brought with her, and enfolded her in my arms, rubbing her skin for warmth.
She stood naked to my gaze.
"It's ok, I'm often naked here when I can be."
"Like dancing in the rain and storms."
"Particularly naked. But I have lost my person to warm me up."
"Your Brother?"
She grinned. "We often nuddied up."
"Risky with a brother."
"Safe with a Brother."
"Not all brothers."
"I only have one, it's the only one I know."
"You know the Pina Colada song?" she asked me.
"Yes."
"This place is perfect after midnight. Making love in the rain."
"I've tried it. You're right."
"I haven't. I wanted to. My Brother wouldn't take me."
I let that sink in.
We listened to the waves crash and she quietly covered her nudity with her cloak. It was odd, she picked it up, ducked her hands down the sleaves and suddenly it was like she had five layers on.
She saw me staring in disbelief.
"I know. Magic. I sewed them all together into one garment. Easy to get dancing, quick to cover up in innocence should anyone come. It also makes a good blanket to lie on."
She unzipped again flashing those magnificent young breasts. Perfect in roundness, nipples still hard.
She pointed to the lining. "Possum skins, Auntie showed me how."
Aunty was a title of honour given to the few select Aboriginal elders here in Tasmania. By the way, Tasmanian First Nations people want us to use the term Aboriginal. They wear it with pride in this State. Just as she wore her coat with pride.
"So you didn't need me warming you just then?"
Her eyes lit up. Her head shook a little. "No, not really, but you did. I loved it though, a lot."
I blushed and hung my head.
"So did I," I whispered.
She lay in my arms. Content to be naked, snuggled into my warmth. She looked up into my eyes and slowly undid my shirt. I bent down and tasted her lips, apple sweet for the first time. First slowly, enjoying the forbidden, then with passion groaning.
Sometime, a time lost in the moment, her hand slipped down to grasp my hardness, first over, then under my pants. My hands also sought her centre. She was soaked in very slippery juices. She was no doubt very fertile. Perhaps that was why. But the accompanying smell blasted all doubts from my mind as we kissed and brought each other to climax.
My spray was thick and somewhat lumpy, something that happened when you don't cum often and the body struggles to reabsorb the juices. But I painted her breasts and chest with backup seed.
Then after a time of her finger moving my spend around. She stated, "I'm futile."
"I wish... I could... I would love to see your body round with our seed, but... my Granddaughter is your age."
She looked questioning.
"My wife has long departed. I have no strings but love."
She reached up and kissed me again, then licked my spunk from my body. I returned the favour on her breasts, but she brought my lips to her so she could take its delivery from my tongue.
The afternoon lingered. My soul with it. I had been given a gift: One so precious. One, as an elder, I was obliged to take and respect.
"Are you an Elder?" She asked.
"Not in the sense you use it."
"But you could be?"
"Some people see me that way, but no, I have no Aboriginal blood in me. Only experience."
"Have you travelled far?"
"Only on this land. It's a big land. I have lived in much of it."
"Walked county?"
The term indicated her Aboriginal community language.
"Yes often, but not so much with knowledge. I have painted in many places in Australia, from rainforests to deserts. But not so much the sea."
"I'm a virgin."
"That was out of the blue."
"Not so much, my Brother let me down. I wanted to give myself to him. I'm just working out how I might lose it."
"Is it such a big thing?"
"It should be, it's a soul thing."
"You must stand out like a beacon in your generation."
"Yes. My friends, not that I have many, think that a relationship starts with sex and later you figure out if your souls connect."
"That's arse about."
She giggled. "Yeah, they often take it that way as well. Stupid."
I nodded.
"Do you like my arse?"
"Fuck me! Sorry shit. Your arse is spectacular. But I think I would prefer derriere. Or peach bottom. It's divine, but I have never been in one."
"I like that."
We were silently treading on the edge of granite cliffs from which we hung precarious. We both knew it.
"Will you paint tomorrow?"
"Yes, the weather is clearing and the light will be right."
"What time?"
"The same time. I need to catch the morning light."
"I'll see you then."
"It would be my pleasure."
"Both of ours," she grinned and ducked out to disappear. North or South, I did not know.
I opened the bottle of red and quietly drank it into the evening. Transfixed by the visions and memories of my muse: The Nymph, my Nymph. Was it right that I became possessive? How could one own such a free spirit? Yes, somehow she grabbed my heart and held it precious. What's with her, an eighteen-year-old flirting and seducing a man fifty years her senior?
My body didn't mind, but I was struggling. This just didn't happen. Yet, she was sort of hinting that I could take what her Brother wouldn't give. I was like a twenty-year-old again. This time cracked face, years of sun, plein-air painting, she saw none of that. She saw me. At least, in this moment, that's what I convinced myself she saw.
It was still chilly to the bone, although the wine was helping. I decided it was time to go back to my digs. I was a wanderer now that I had lost my wife. Free and not free.
In the morning as the sun spread its warmth over the vista. I approached the Driftwood Shelter with trepidation. What was my muse expecting? She had truly become my muse. What was I expecting? I had not made love for a number of years, too many to count. My penis barely raises its head. Often when I need to cum, I cum in a semi-hard-soft state. It is nowhere near satisfying, but the blood just refuses to fill my glans with satisfaction. Yet yesterday, I got hard. Proper hard again.
Then I heard it. The soft groans of a woman. I moved quietly. There she was naked, in yoga pose. But her hands played in her centre. She was masturbating. God, she was masturbating! I held my breath. I moved slowly, quietly closer. She drew me in like a siren. My penis filled. I was hard, instantly hard. Like youth returned. My brain thought it was twenty once again. My conscience screamed at me to walk away, but instead I watched, captivated as she took her pleasure. I watched her cum. It was a truly intimate and beautiful thing to watch, a body, brimming with innocence and excitement, quake in the throes of ecstasy.
Then she turned over onto her knees and looked at me. Our eyes met. In fear, I wanted to dash off embarrassed, but she said.
"I knew you were there."
I was silent.
"Are you hard like yesterday?"
"Yes," I groaned barely able to speak.
"Then please take your pleasure. I have had release knowing you were watching. Please, paint my derriere with your seed."
She used my word. I watched. Unbelieving.
"Get naked for me. I want to watch."
Silently I slipped my shirt off and my shorts, tie string loosened already. I remember now, my hand was down there as I watched. They fell to the ground and I took my hard penis and slowly stroked. Her eyes glinted and she looked back at me.
"Come closer."
I moved into the intimacy of the shelter. It's intimacy surrounded us. My penis released precum, something it had not done in years. The slippery fluids provide stimulation.
Cheekily she turned to observe me closer. Her grin and playfulness were as inspiring as the thigh gap she presented me with.
"You're bigger than my Brother."
I used my years of edging skill to stop me cumming like an adolescent. This show was for her. But I was struggling. She turned again and presented her backside.
"Paint me Art, paint me your muse."
I erupted in streams of rich fresh cream. It ran down her back. Her own hands had been between her legs and she came with my first spurt on her bronzed skin. Her fluids joined with mine as gravity took hold. She stood and kissed me. As if to make sure our spend united. It was the passionate kiss of lovers. I was going limp but the contact raised my penis again. It was a miracle.
"Can you cum again?"
"I doubt it."
"Then let me help you."
I thought she would kneel, as others had done and take me in her mouth. But no. She went into a down-would dog pose and presented her body open to me. I saw it as the invitation that it clearly was and knelt behind her, looking directly into her virgin gushing vagina.
Pushing forward, my tongue lapped gently at her juices mixed with mine. Not that I had penetrated her, as tempting as that was, but that my semen was running down her peach crack onto my tongue as I gave her an oral lesson. Sex 103, How a guy should worship with his tongue? It was my favourite part of the act of love, apart from penetration itself.
Soon she had trouble maintaining her downward position, but I was rewarded in her climax, which spurted her heavenly spray over the rock of my chin. I mused as the rocks below received the spray of breaking waves, her cries and the thunder of the waves mixing.
She collapsed into my arms. I was hard and aching below her. My penis, enfolded either side by pussy lips.


She nuzzled into my neck and whispered. " I want you to take me now. Take my virginity. I want to be filled."
Her hand found my penis. "I need to be filled."
I went to question, them paused. She had been rejected once. She knew what she wanted. We had bonded so much. It was love. Granted a strange love, but a deep one. We had felt it from the beginning, every kiss, every caress.
"How do we do it?" She pushed my glans toward her passage.
"This will do fine. It will give you control. And you can watch. The act of love particularly the first time is not for the male to enjoy."
She was sitting half sideways on my lap a knee behind, a foot between my thighs. Gently, I lifted her body.
"Push up, and when you are ready let yourself down. Stop, start, at your comfort level."
My hand joined her's and I helped her rub my glans between her lips to lubricate her more. I was not huge but bigger than average.
She groaned her pleasure, then looking into my eyes I nodded. Slowly she dropped onto my hardness. I watched her wincing as she paused. Her vaginal passage stretching around my glans. She looked down and ran a finger over her clit. She came. Fuck! She came, and as she regained control of her body, she pushed down, stopped, then in one more movement thrust herself down and buried me to my hilt.
"Fuckkk! God!!!! Yes."
I held her tight. She held me tight. Tighter down there than I had ever been held. Although my urge to fill her was strong.
"Shit," she said, "I forgot to ask, I'm not safe."
"But I am," I whispered, "I had a vasectomy years ago."
"Then come in me," she grinned.
She started to move. Before long, the pleasure took over from the pain. My pleasure also. We established a rhythm and we were lost in our passion. Vaguely I remembered clutching her breasts. She clawing my back. I tried to hold off as long as possible, but when she came around me, I joined her ecstatic cries and came deep into her depths. Then on the seaweed mattress we slept. The pungent smell of fresh seaweed and our love juices marked our bodies.
It was getting dark when she slipped away but she kissed me and said. "Tomorrow, I want you to paint me and for us to make love in the waves."
In the morning we shared a thermos I brought with me. We sat in silence just soaking up each other.
"Can we undress? I want to be nude with you, naked and not ashamed," she asked.
Slowly we both disrobed, then sat knee to knee talking.
"Are you still okay with yesterday," I asked with some trepidation.
"Apart from sore, absolutely! It was wonderful. You were so loving and caring, and I feel like a new woman."
"And about your Brother, in that it was me, not him?"
"It was his loss, but fuck, experience counts. He would have been clumsy at best, probably come before we got it in. I love your cock by the way. You know it's the youngest-looking bit of your body."
"It's the blood that does it, I doubt I have anything left for my brain. You know I've been more fully hard these last two days than in the last ten years."
"What happened to your wife?"
"She died five years ago, but the end of life was cruel. She was not with us for about five before that. The last time we made love was when I was fifty-eight. She had no patience for sex once perimenopause took hold."
"So this is good?"
"More than good. If I do nothing more than what we have done, I will take these erotic memories to my grave and they will bury me stiff."
Nymph laughed.
"I do not expect this to last," I said releasing her from the burden of an obligated commitment.
"I would be happy to lie with you even then. But I understand. It won't stop me loving you."
My ocean painting was on the easel, but I had yet to start. An unused linen sat at the back of Driftwood Dreaming.
"Is that for the painting of me?"
"Maybe, but first I need to paint you."
I picked up a soft brush, clean and unused. With this, I reached out and caressed her head with the squirrel hairs. I watched her relax. My brush played over her form. It outlined her shoulders, caressed her hips. Then I painted her nipples. They hardened under the caress.
"I'm getting wet."
"Then let the paint run, enjoy."
I tried different brushes. Danced around her umbilicus, then painted down to her downy pubic hair. She could not resist and her hands parted her labia majora to give me access to the minor.
"Masturbate for me?" I encouraged her.
"I didn't realise how sore I am. I've been contracting in little cums almost since you started. Is it all right if we leave the lovemaking until our swim?"
"That's perfect, this rod of mine might break otherwise."
"Yes, we don't want to make a rod for our own back.
"Enough Dad jokes from you, my Nymph. I call you that. You called me Art in your passion yesterday."
"Yes, Art for Artist."
We leant together and kissed. "So no real names."
"I think it's best. Then I can say an artist took my virginity, and will avoid the seventy-year-old thing."
"You are my Nymph more than my muse. Fit energetic, loving siren to my soul."
"Then Art and Nymph it is, unless we need some time to be more formal."
"Like meeting your mother."
"God no!" Then we burst out laughing.
"You need to cum properly."
I took up my brush and painted her to full climax, the sable brush circling her clitoris. It had been quite the erotic journey for my Nymph. It had been climax after climax followed by sleep. I needed my sleep, so we slept once again wrapped in each other's arms. I woke first. I watched my love, the same age as my Granddaughter, her body young and silken smooth. I got hard. My penis nudged against her flesh. Popping up between us. She stirred and felt my heat.
My hands had been idly stroking my hardness. Through slitted eyes, she watched and joined her hands to mine.
"I want to watch you cum, cum on me."
That was enough to make me explode over both our chests. While I recovered in post-nut stupor, she took a brush and painted my body with my sperm. It was so erotic that soon I joined her and we painted each other. Finally, she used her tongue and licked my body clean.
"I love the taste of your sperm."
"Technically, semen, it is bereft of sperm."
"Yummy, I tasted my Brother's once. His whole cock, fat in my mouth."
"You love your Brother, deeply, I can tell."
"Too much. At least too much for him."
I watched the sadness well inside her.
"Enough, let's swim."
Then like two children we clambered down the path and rocks and dived, holding hands, into the breaking waves.
My nymph and the water were one. I watched her dive deep looking for shells. These she held up to me placing them over a nipple or at her crutch. They were too small to hide much or wear as a shell bikini.
Then she brought a slightly bigger one to me. She managed to hold one of my balls in one. We laughed and kissed before she swam out further. I was confident she could hold her own in this environment. Soon she swam back holding a rare treasure. A giant conch shell, its horn pink-orange like the inside of her vagina. She brought it to me and held it in front of my swelling penis.
"There had better not be a crustation in there?
Nymph laughed, held on end to her lips, then blew hard. The result was seawater spouting out. She tried again and made a gurgling sound. She held it to my lips and I managed half a trumpet sound.
"You can wear this," she said and put it back at my groin.
If I get hard.
Oh, I'll make sure of that. She played my penis into hardness and tucked me into the shell.
"See just like yesterday when you went into my folds. Now walk with it. Let me see."
I paraded around the shell, a weight on my loins. The inside, surprisingly smooth on my flesh. We kissed, brazen in the sun, standing on the sands.
"Make love to me, I want to make love in the waves."
She led me back into the shallows, the waves gently breaking bundles of foam. She pushed me down and with energy smothered me in kisses and caresses. She pulled the conch off and threw it back into the sea.
"Some cray will find that to live in. You belong in me."
With that, she pulled me up into her and I entered missionary. Her conch warm and moist.
I whispered to her. "The trick is to grind and move without the normal pumping or else the seawater will dry you out."
That's what did. We changed positions with the waves. She rolled me onto my back and rode me. Then I sat up and she ground herself through several orgasms. Her fluids now expelling the seawater, she became slipperier and she rode us both to climax.
Satiated my limp penis slipped from its shell and we rested with the tide retreating. Exposed we cuddled as we basked in our shared love. She played with my limp penis, knowing full well it would be the last of the day.
In joy we stood, and hand in hand, naked we walked toward the cliffs and our place of dreaming, Driftwood dreaming.
We spent the afternoon lazily in each other's company. But as evening approached so did a squall off the coast. Clouds darkened and the wind picked up.
"This could turn nasty, best we head home." We headed down the track my painting gear occupying my hands and arms. She kissed me and turned south, my car was parked to the north.
"Tomorrow?"
She nodded, "If this blows over. It feels like an East Coast low."
That night the wind howled. It was nasty. I woke to a morning that barely existed as the storm raised a tempest of dark and sleety rain. By lunchtime it had died a bit and keen to meet my love, I dressed for the cold and braced my way into the wind toward the shelter.
Unsurprisingly, she was not there. Seaweed and detritus from our shelter were scattered on the leeward side. I turned and took rest at home.
Impatient I was up before dawn, in time to watch the sunrise over the ocean. I waited in hope. By the end of the day, I was still waiting. I was moody. I did my best to repair the shelter. The next day I waited in despair. The shelter looked as if it were torn apart. The structure was there but the details of love were missing.
I sat idle, waiting out the day. But something in my heart said she would not come. Determined, I trudged back to the car to retrieve a blanket. I slept the night there. It was a fitful sleep wrapped in memories and love interwoven with guilt, regret and foreboding.
I dreamt of a cheeky ringtail possum, my nymph transfigured, it wrapped its tail around my hard, my sleep hard-on. Soft light, but urgent. I heard a scurry only to see a possum in the moonlight above my head. Playing in the structure of our now skeletal shelter.
I woke in the chill predrawn light and returned home. It was over. Was it all a dream? Had I hit my head and been out cold. Did my imagination take me in a dream? Take me for a fool on the cliffs, a raging lunatic King Lear, dreaming such a nymph would make love to me, such an old fart with such passion.
I stumbled to the car and drove to the house I had rented for these two weeks. I needed to go home tomorrow, unless I had slept through that date.
At home, I assured myself I had the date right. I was ravenous and feasted on the left overs in the fridge. The exhausted I threw myself on to the soft bed and slept. Who sleeps on fresh seaweed? I chastised myself.
In waking it was gloom that fought for memories. Despair that chastised my old heart and brain. Downcast I trudged to the shower. I really did stink of seaweed.
I turned on the shower then glanced back at my naked body. Did this body really make passionate love with a nineteen-year-old? How the fuck had I got hard so many times. But then I remembered her amazing body and my penis appeared to say, I remember. I looked back at my arse cheeks white against a vainly sun-kissed torso and froze.
I stopped and twisted. I turned left and right. A grin spread slowly over my face. There written in black sharpie, words. I stretched to read them.
On the left cheek the words, 'Thank You' and in smaller print, 'for teaching my body how to love.'
Then on the right. 'Sorry, my brother came back. He wants me.'
I tried to make that writing last. It had not been a dream. It had been a gift. I still get stiff thinking about my Nymph. I hope I'm thinking about it in my coffin.
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Sirens Two. Leucosia. Part 1. (Approximately 20,000 words)
This is an incestuous tale of a young woman and an older man, an artist, told from her perspective. It is a standalone story but will come in two parts. It is a part of three series of stories about an artist and his muse. Part one is already published on Literotica under First Time Stories. It is not necessary to read it, but in the end they all tie together as a trilogy. It is Called Nymph. In that story the artist is seventy and the Nymph nineteen. In this story the age gap is smaller. Lucocia is eighteen and the artist is fifty. In the last story the artist will be eighteen and the siren, his sister six years older. So in a way a reverse of the ages of the artist's experiences.
All sexual activity is between persons over eighteen.
Note: Leucosia was one of the Greek Titans, specifically Sirens, that lured sailors onto the rocks.
............
I was home, that's all that mattered. Stuck between the past, boarding school, enough said, and magic six-week holidays here in the Tarkine. This was to be our family bush retreat. Our family home away from the bustle of life in the city. But it was only myself who ventured back this year. I was eighteen, I knew the place like the back of my hand, and Mum was busy with some important law case. Though she did pro bono work for the Tarkine. Often they were futile efforts to keep mining and forestry out of this pristine corner of the world.
I loved Mum, but as I was away in Boarding School, she grew busier and more preoccupied. Still, every time she came to Sydney to work on something she would take me out.
Dad, perhaps I loved him more. But it was different, more soulful. This was his and my world, until divorce ripped him from me when I was eleven. Mum won this place in the settlement, Dad, as part of the custody agreement, had to give it up. Too intimate a place to take a grieving daughter. That was the argument to the judge. He got the mansion in Melbourne. I was shipped to a Private Girls School in Sydney.
Yes, we holidayed here, but Mum preferred the Hotel in Burnie to 'roughing it'. So for years we did day trips. I knew this place and would live out my fantasies through the rainforest, its Myrtle canopies and rich mosses. The secret waterfall, the rock pools, some deep enough to swim in all year round. Occasional snow. But we only visit in the summer now.
Dad and I would camp out at the old settlers' hut in winter, just to enjoy the snow. Even though we had a well-appointed house on the property. I was an only child, for which Mum was Happy, but Dad was sad. It was a subject of early arguments. One of the straws that broke the marriage. Don't get me wrong. Mum was my City Chick. It was my favourite store too. They had clothes that fit my slightly buxom shape. Mum would take me shopping and to theatres. She insisted I had a new dress for every show. I was musical and loved to sing. I had training, of course. I even played the lead role of Mabel in Pirates of Penzance in my final school year, last year.
It was a girls' school but that didn't leave us having to play at men's roles, we teamed up with an elite Boys School for that. Much fraternisation in the wings. But I was shy, Fredrick, my counter role and the hero of Penzance was a randy bastard, if handsome. He tried it with everyone. I gave him short shift that left his bits tender for a week. I was frankly not that interested in boys. I was more interested in men, mature, okay possibly late twenties. Ten years older was fine by me. Idiots my age, no way. But I could sing.
Mum insisted I have a car with me so I hired a Four Wheel Drive for the whole six weeks. I picked it up in Launceston, Mum and I flew in together, then we spent three days kitting it out with new first aid kits, everything. Not that she didn't trust me, she did, she knew I could do it on my own, boarding school was good for some things, but it was her way of saying I'm still the mother. Then she flew off.
We were not exactly off-grid there either. We had a bungalow with solar power, a filtered water system as we took water from rainwater tanks or the creek if low, plus a generator if all else fails. Mum made it clear that it would be my place, but not until I was thirty.
I arrived quite late and spent the long twilight hours of Tasmania and Daylight savings unpacking, and settling in. I was on holidays and they started now.
I slept in. A luxury never afforded me. It was a warm sunlit Tassie Summer's day. It would snow later in the week, so the forecast projected, but probably not here. In Tasmania, summer really didn't start till January. I had a flight booked to spend Christmas with Dad. Then New Year's with Mum, on the harbour on some luxury yacht for the fireworks. Then back here to spend the rest of the longer break before University started. I was starting Environmental Management degree.
I was determined to express my freedom, so I went for a walk. The walk was not my goal, but the swim was. There was a loop track to our waterfall, so at the junction, I shucked my clothes. That's right, all of them. I was a redhead and my lush locks, naturally wavy, flowed down my back nearly to my bottom. My bottom was one that required admiring for its round plump form. So minus clothes, a sad restriction of boarding school, I was lily-white. Read Scottish lassie, freckles, I would get buxom later on. I was on the edge already.
One of the girls in Art class said I looked Rubinesque, to many snickers from the slim set. Our art teacher took offence and chastised them.
"Leucosia is the ideal woman in the late nineteenth century. Very Renoir, in fact, I expect Leucosia could have walked right out of the painting "Women in Sunlight'."
"They were all fat then," one girl piped up.
That did it. She changed the curriculum, practical classes were cancelled for the week, and we watched a series of films by John Berger. They were called 'Ways of Seeing.' They challenge the idea of beauty and the way culture portrays females. It was an epiphany for most of us, myself included. I could not be more happy in myself by the end of the week. Discussions were heated, considered, and illuminating. Over the week, many girls came up to me and apologised in private.
So, I took this fullsome body for a walk up the rainforest trails. I delighted that I might have been Pierre-August Renoir's muse in the dappled sunlight. I spent an amazing morning rediscovering my haven and my inner child, too long repressed by boarding school. The problem was I had also become a lady; otherwise, by the end of six weeks, I would be feral. Another point of argument with my Father. Dad treasured my freedoms. Mum was an office eco warrior, actually doing it was almost unspeakable.
The water was very chilly, but I get used to it. I think I have extra fat that insulates. At first, I don't get my hair wet. I pretend to be Renoir's muse posing for him by the creek. I imagined myself in front of an older man as his bush painted my curves. The way his eyes took my body seriously sent shivers down my spine and I found myself getting wet. My imagination always drove my sessions. You know self-love. I think masturbation is to grose a term, too just... It doesn't reflect the heart and pleasure of the act.
I had seen a lot of it too. Girls' school you know. But stayed away from such activities. It was in my forest that I took my greatest pleasures. I did so now, sitting on a rock in the creek. My hands travelling over my body, my mind elsewhere. Well here, but with Pierre, the artist that truely recognised my beauty. My fingers caressed my hardened nipples and a hand played in the wetness of my labia. I spent ages slowly building myself, then dropping back, then building until I needed to cum. A finger buried inside me and my thumb on my button. I came hard.
I slipped into the chilled water. It shocked me out of my post orgasmic stupor and I felt invigorated. One day a man will take me there. But for now, my imagination was more than capable of filling in the gaps. Except for the soulful sensation of being filled.
Time to get my hair wet, I plunged my head into the water and instantly threw my head back creating an arc of fluid catching the sun. That's right, I did this as a kid. Remembering, I did it again and again. Then I moved downstream to a deeper section. There I submerged myself and explored the underwater world. Platypus live in this creek I could see evidence of their presence, but knew it was highly unlikely I would see one.
Then I saw him. He was still here, just grown from last year. The lutaralipina, the rare Tasmanian freshwater crayfish. This one was small, but like the one I had seen last season. He was foraging around the rocks. This was their name given by the first peoples of the land. I did an assignment on them, in the scientific Latin Astrocopsis gouldi, they are the reason I want to study environmental management. It was grade six. I was passionate because I had seen them in the wild. The biggest one I had seen was about the length of my ruler. They even live up to sixty years. My teacher didn't believe me when I shared the assignment. Teachers can be like, those dampeners of enthusiasm.
I came to the next set of rocks and their gentle little cascades. I lay out on a large smooth, but moss-covered rock. It was wonderful beneath my body. There I sunbaked enough to get dry except for my hair. Tasmania's sun burns fiercer than the mainland's. It has to do with the latitude. I had put sunscreen on this morning. I was proud of my lily-white alabaster skin. But I needed to re-screen soon. Plus I was now hungry. So I stepped back onto the track.
I was truly a Poor Wondering One. I loved that operetta and that role. I sang the song softly as I walked. I paused to watch an echidna that was ant hunting along the edge of the trail. He buried his head then, as I crouched and didn't move, he looked up, sniffed the air. They are essentially blind in the day, as they spend much of their life with their heads in the dirt. He knew my scent, I was not devil, nor dog, nor cat, so he ignored me. He ambled right past me, then went on his way, as did I.
I switched songs to 'Climbing Over Rocky Mountains' and was getting into it when I saw, close at hand.
"Eek! A man!" I screeched. Did I just sing that? Shit, bother, wow, there he was. Of course, he looked up.
"Dad!" I cried and started to run to him, then stopped. It wasn't Dad, but he had the same ginger full beard and was about the same age. I stood frozen.
"Sorry, my mistake."
He stared at me. "You know..." he nodded looking me up and down.
Fuck I was naked. "Shit." I fled behind a small tree fern.
"I think you just walked out of a painting," he sighed.
"What.. What.. Are you... doing.. Here?"
"Painting."
He was, he was painting the wonderful mosses and ferns growing on the trunk of a beech myrtle tree. It was a bloody good painting.
"I mean in this forest."
"I've been coming here for weeks. This patch of Myrtles is magic, like a cathedral, nature's cathedral."
"Right. I know, it's my favourite little forest."
"It's fast becoming mine too."
"You know you're on private land."
"I thought I might be, the Land for Wildlife sign sort of indicated that. I tried to find the owner."
"Well, you found her."
I had stepped out of the cover, forgetting again that I was still nude.
"I'd like to formally request permission to paint here then. And you realise you're still nude?"
His eyes sparked blue behind his mirth.
"Shit." I ducked back, one hand over my breasts and one covering my mons, or trying to.
"Pirates of Penzance, quite appropriate, if I be a pirate, rrrh. But I'm an artist. You have a beautiful voice."
I was suddenly very bashful. My body though, was becoming more turned on. A man, an older man, like my Dad. Shit. Fantasy come real and an artist. I needed to escape, but I didn't want to lose him.
"Are you going to be here long?"
"I was planning on having a lunch break and painting another painting this afternoon. If that's ok."
"Yes. Look, I need to get dressed," I sighed.
"I won't look."
"My, um, I need to walk past you to umm get to them."
He turned his back. I suddenly missed the playful look of his eyes. I walked past. Shit he smelt good. My nose was sensitive this morning. I moved past and looked at his painting. Shit, he was a master.
As did, I whispered, "I don't mind you seeing me from behind." I giggled and quickly scurried with elegance down the track to safety.
Fuck I was flirting. I don't flirt, like ever.
At home I had a quick shower in hot water. It had finally warmed up. I washed my hair, then brushed it out in front of the mirror. I did look like a Renoir Muse. I could have been doing this a century ago. I also realised I was grooming myself. I wanted to look good for him, the Artist. I started blow-drying it as I brushed,
Why? I often didn't bother.
"Seriously girl, he is as old as your father," I had a conversation with myself in the mirror.
"But I like older men."
"Not that old."
"Dad's not old."
"So you want to.."
"No, don't go there."
"You already did."
"Girl, you're crying down there already you're so moist."
"It's that time of the month, fertile and horny."
"I'm hungry. Can't stop to think." I cut myself short.
I got dressed in a summer frock. Did I forget undergarments? No. Not forget. Then grabbed a quick snack.
Within ninety minutes I was walking back up the track singing Poor Wondering One.
"Take heart, take heart of mine, take any heart, take mine."
I quietened it to a soft lilt as I neared the site. But he was gone. Inside I felt shattered. I wondered if it had even happened. I sort of desperately looked around. But then I heard it. The sound of tinkering in a paint box.
I walked further into the myrtle canopy and there he was painting on another less developed painting. I sat and watched a while. Perhaps a long while, I'm not sure. I didn't think he saw me. But when he put down his pallet and walked right over and sat on another log, I realised he knew.
I took a look at his features. He wasn't Dad, but I wasn't disappointed. It was more his eyes and his soft face that looked like he cared. I tried not to look at him. His eyes were mesmerising. Instead for much of the conversation I looked at the small fern frond I held in my hand.
"You heard me?"
"Poor Wondering One is not a song the local lyrebirds know yet."
I laughed. "You know they are an introduced species in Tasmania?"
"No I didn't. It's not an easy song. Have you played Pirates?"
"Mabel, in my final year of school."
"Holidays?"
"Before uni, yes."
"So eighteen?"
I was happy for him to know this. "You been painting long?"
"Since a teenager."
"Well, I am still one of those, although I don't feel like it."
"Oh, I do all the time. Think I'm a teenager that is. Lay down memories now, because your brain will always pretend you're young. Age is just a skin that wrinkles itself over youth. The brain just adds experience to its delusions."
"I always thought being older is best, at least older than the young idiots that call themselves adults."
He laughed. "Yes, I'm glad I'm no longer the idiot."
"Were you planning on being here long?"
"I would like it to be forever, but I need to work, so till Australia Day."
"So you're a teacher?"
He laughed, "Yep, but in the TAFE system, I teach art though, that helps. Can I stay here and paint though? I would like to start some new work."
"Where are you camping, or are you soft and staying in Burnie?"
"Does it make a difference?"
"No, but my mother stays in Burnie, she wimps out."
"So she is there now?"
"God no! She is a high-flying lawyer, and was pleased she would not be tied down with me this year."
I thought for a while, then blurted out, "Are you safe?"
I blushed, as suddenly I thought there were a few ways that could be taken.
"I mean you're not a criminal or stuff."
"I'm a teacher, I have to be safe or I can't work."
"Not too safe, I hope."
I watched him digest that a bit. But he said nothing.
"So where are you staying?" I asked.
"I set up a camp near the clearing as you come off the road."
"I didn't see you when I came in yesterday."
"I've been in Launceston a few days getting more art supplies and a bigger tent."
"That explains it."
"I came in late last night, so I could get started early today."
"We have a house," I waved vaguely, over there. "We would appreciate it if you didn't approach it. We like our privacy."
"And you like to go nude?"
"That too, but only me. Mum is too prude, or at least now. She wasn't like that when we were a family."
"So Dad?"
"He is banned from here. Part of the settlement agreement. So I see him at Christmas. Which I'm looking forward to."
"So you thought I was him."
I blushed. "Yes, you are about the same age." He let me go on. "He has a full beard ginger like yours. From a distance, yes, you look like him. I was a bit surprised he could paint, but when I got close.. Well, you know the rest."
"Being naked for him was not a problem."
"Truth be told, I forgot I was naked, I was so excited to see him. But it would have made no difference. Before I grew up and the separation, we would often swim naked in the waterholes even Mum. I think that's part of the why in separation. They argued about it being right for me to go through my teen years with such liberties. Mum realised the lifestyle and being a Barrister would not mix. Thus Dad was banned. Maybe to prevent what happened today."
"I think I get it. You obviously love your Dad."
"Perhaps too much. Sorry, I think that's an overshare."
"But it's important. Go on."
"I think this ban, and limited access to Dad, have sort of driven me to him. I'm known to fantasise."
"Too much?"
I blushed. "I'm sorry, but I wish you were him."
"Do you have a name?"
"It's Leucosia."
"You certainly live up to your name."
"You know the myth?"
"Of course, but you are a much prettier version. I teach Art History remember."
"I don't try to be, like a siren. I'm actually nice and wouldn't hurt a flea."
"Said just like a siren would say to lure sailors to their death." He laughed, I laughed, then I giggled a lot, too much.
"I like you, you see me."
"See or seen, both verbs apply."
"There it is, an adult response, intelligent. Boys my age would just say like your tits, or worse."
Then I looked at him.
"Did you... um... like them?"
"As much as I love looking at the original, in the Musée De Rodin, Paris."
I melted inside, I might have wet myself a little in the excitement.
"You have been there, seen that painting."
"There were a lot of paintings."
"Yes, but 'Nude in Sunlight'? Rodin bought it and hung it over his desk."
He blushed. "I confess the very same. I thought I was dreaming. You stepped through the canvas into this forest."
"Well, I'm glad that someone thinks I'm worth looking at. The boys all turn their noses up at my fatness."
"You're not fat, you're just born in the wrong century. You need to watch Ways of Seeing."
"You know that series!" I squealed. "God, it's so good."
"I don't start art history classes or life drawing without my students seeing it. It's the only compulsory thing in my curriculum."
"Shit, I like you even more. Did I say that out loud?"
He grinned. "Sure did."
"I need to go before I embarrass myself further. But one question. I like that you are painting here. I want you to stay, but on one condition."
"What's that?"
"I can still walk around nude. I've been so looking forward to it."
"I'll try not to look."
"Oh, I don't mind. I can be your muse."
I stood and walked away as he digested that. On the path I stopped, and facing away, slipped my frock off my shoulders. Then I bent to pick it up, my bottom round and mooning him. I wandered off singing Poor Wandering One at the top of my lungs. Except I faltered, because as I hit the high notes I came a little as my raw sexual energy thrilled at the experience.


Perhaps I was an exhibitionist.
I decided I still had more day left and I had yet to visit the waterfall. In a way, I knew my movement was still restricted. But at least while he.... He, I didn't even get his name. He could be anyone, but then no matter, whatever the name he would still smell as sweet. Even through the smell of linseed and oils, he still smelt like man. The pheromones, I had done science, were coming through.
Did he get turned on? God, could he smell me? No one has ever got my juices flowing so quickly. Then how much more my pheromones. Damn, I needed that water, if not... to wash that man right out of my hair.
I know right, more musicals. Put up with it, or... send him on his way. Technically we were in the South Pacific, the 42nd parallel. I made my way to the waterfall, but left my frock draped over a bush to pick up on the way back.
As I asked, my skin was pickling with excitement. I loved my Daddy, but, and yes I had fantasised, I knew I couldn't have him. Was the artist a Daddy substitute? Probably, but then this was the attraction. My attraction. My body was giving it a good thumbs up.
I could hear the sound of water falling. One could always hear the creek, its water tumbling along. But the water crashing from a height was different. I wanted it to crash over me, to wake me from my idiotic senses that wanted to have this stranger.
Damn, I was horny! I wanted to give myself two thumbs up. Up there in my vagina, fatter than a finger, stretching, because of the angles involved, the raw need to be filled. But thumbs were never satisfying because they were never enough. Neither could they reach in and curl to that special spot. Those ripples below my clit to press it from the other side.
Soon I arrived and slipped into the water. The cold did not worry me, I had swum in colder water. I was so hot and turned on the chill added, not subtracted from my pleasure. My nipples, hard already, puckered even further. My breasts tightened as the areola drew in to form themselves into tight bastions to my nips. Thus the nipples protruded further. I lifted a breast and my mouth was more than willing to suck it into its warmth. My tongue going crazy on my own flesh. I was pinching the other, getting her ready, so when my lips locked on it, I came. Just from nipple stimulation and the culmination of my erotic day.
Satisfied for a moment, I slid backwards and floated, hands out wide.
"Take me," I whispered to the sun, its rays always sharp and hot this far south, warming and confirming my inner warmth.
"I want a man, a real man." I breathed to the twittering Fairy Wrens flitting around on the bank nearby. The male in his iridescent summer coat, proud among his harem. He might be small but damn, he was all man. It was in that moment that I determined that I would seduce the Artist. I would make him my first. Give up my virginity to his penis, I know sight unseen, but that is often the other way. Mind, thoughts first, then touch, a hand down pants, then unzipping and releasing, followed by my kisses and mouth. I replayed my fantasies, one I had so often, but never done in reality.
I floated toward the waterfall. Backwards I floated toward the plunge of lust, my body wanting. But if you have ever floated toward falling water you know you will never make it. The force of falling water pushes you back away with its undercurrents. So you can spend a lifetime floating in an eddy, round and round. It requires you to do something to get yourself there. You needs take action. You have to force the situation. More than allowed, but deliberately dancing in the flames, stroking desire, initiating, flirting, acting. Thus I paddled, my hands brought my body closer, closer, I fought the currents of convention. Then with arms out wide stroked myself into the cascade where it tried to push my body down. You can't float in a waterfall, I stood on my favourite rock and arms pumping high, I shouted, "Yes, I am a siren."
Then, suddenly I was a little girl again, vulnerable, wanting Daddy's arms. Remembering as he held me like that, in close, that first time under this very fall. Safe, clinging to him. Scared, but trusting. He taught me how to feel empowered by the water. He held my hand safe as I tried it first on my own. He rewarded my bravery with hugs. Pulled me up when the water pushed me down.
Could I have any man, the artist, any, other than my Daddy? I guess that's what growing up is about, leaving the family nest. Finding love and security in another's arms. Was that why Taboo exists, simply to stop one from clinging to the familiar? I didn't have a brother, my friend at boarding school had one, and he was her taboo thoughts. I had my Daddy.
In the quiet of the night, we would call out their names together, well not so quietly. My hands went back to my centre and I made myself cum again under the crushing water. I called out his name again. I had lost count of how many times I had come this first day.
Mornings were always cold. I needed coffee, but had a plan. I doffed my thick fur-lined coat, I loved its feel on my naked skin. Put on my Ugg Boots and went to the Artists camp. Nothing stirred. He was asleep.
Quietly, I lit the fire and put the billy on. I sat and warmed by the flames. Smoke, as always, drifted toward me. I allowed it to smoke me. I listened to the water bubbling away. I had to top it up before I heard him stir. The zipper down, two naked legs seeking boots to slip into. Followed by a naked body, that stumbled out. His bottom cheeks, delicious in their soft hardness, were led by his rampant morning wood.
"Oh, yes, score," I whispered to myself, "nice cock." My body went into overdrive.
I watched him stumble away and relieve himself against a tree. Then back to his tent shivering.
Just as he was about to climb back in, I shouted, "Now we're even."
Well, he got such a shock that he tumbled forward and nearly brought the tent down with him.
After some unseen chaotic movements, he poked his head out, looking for me.
Behind the fire and smoke, I shouted, "Billy's boiled.
He ducked his head back in and I could tell he was dressing. He emerged five minutes later.
"You know how to surprise a guy."
"I thought I would have breakfast with you. I brought Bacon and eggs."
The scene was like McCubin's triptych 'The Settler'. I fantasised again as he set about making the tea and swinging it around his head to settle the leaves. I could be his wife with a little toddler in the second panel.
We nursed our cuppa and studied each other's faces.
"You were serious?"
I let it hang, and in the silence, he continued.
"About being my muse?"
Slowly I unzipped my coat, the raw zipper noise sexually charged in itself.
I let the coat fall open to reveal my nakedness.
"As seriously as I propose to spend as much of this holiday naked."
He breathed deep. This time he did not look away. But his eyes darted all over my body.
He blushed. I looked down and there was a noticeable arousal straining his trousers.
"I really need to get painting, you are one distraction."
"Then perhaps you can have lunch with me."
"Here?"
"No, at the waterfall."
"I would if I knew where."
"Just follow the track at your painting site upstream. Don't take the first track to the left that's the loop track, it will get you back to your site. But keep going upstream and you will hear it before you see it."
"Should I take swimmers?"
"I will be naked, but the choice is yours. It will be cold, but skinny dipping is always fun."
"I've not done that since I was a teenager, but I might just try it, given the fruits of this forest are so ripe."
"Ripe for plucking," I winked. I spread my legs a little giving him an excellent view of my excitement.
"I'm only worried that you might be a fantasy and I wake up when hit with cold water."
"It's a risk, or get dashed upon the rocks," hinting at the mythological me.
He stood and started gathering his painting equipment.
"Would you like a hand carrying stuff?"
"Absolutely, normally I need to do at least two trips."
He gathered the gear into a pile for distribution.
"Can I leave this here, to pick up later?" I indicated the coat.
"Yes, um, just put it in the tent."
The coat fell gracefully off my shoulders and I carried it to the tent.
"Can I?"
"Go ahead."
I opened the flaps and saw he had a double-sized air mattress. I knelt at the entrance, my upper body inside, my buttocks facing him. I spread the coat out, fur out, in case later, we might enjoy it.
He retrieved a different canvas from his van. He had to walk past me. I heard him groan as he did. I stood up, and now naked, watched him return with an almost completed work. We divided the load and I deliberately walked ahead.
If he could resist me then he was made of stone. But I wondered at myself, how did I get so brazen? At the painting site, I helped him set up, then stood watching.
"Your nakedness is a big distraction."
"Sorry, I'll happily leave you to paint in peace. Meet you at the waterfall for lunch. I'll bring food."
I walked back to my house where I spent the morning putting together finger food. Was it seduction food?
I stood at the kitchen bench. My hand gripped the edge tight. Shit, that's what I was doing. I was seducing him. I looked up at a picture of my Dad on the wall, a younger Dad as he helped me up to look in a bird's nest. I paused conflicted. Did I want my Daddy that way or was this just a safe substitute? Was there a problem with that? I needed to think.
I continued preparing cheeses and dips and other providor from this culinary-rich region of Australia. I think I was planning to have my way with him on my coat all ready in his tent. Wow, I was brazen, so not me. Was this my subconscious speaking for me, play-acting in reality my inner feelings and desires? I had known him for less than twenty-four hours. I was an idiot to throw my virginity away so quickly and cheaply.
I determined to make him work for the privilege. Or at least get to know him better. I looked at the midday weather broadcaster on the television. Yes, we had one, but I mainly used it for the weather. Wow, exciting, the forecast was for snow the next day. It was falling down to 400 meters so we would be blanketed. The northerly that enabled me to run naked in our forest came from the deserts in Australia. It was Summer, but here on the west coast, a southerly change could bring freezing weather directly from Antarctica. Thus Snow in summer often happened at least once a year.
I needed to warn the artist. He won't be painting tomorrow. My mind and body immediately went about thinking about how I might keep him warm. I realised I might be late for our lunch, so I hurriedly took my picnic hamper and a rug to sit on and hurried up the track.
When I arrived I could not see him. I thought I was late. Had he second thoughts? I couldn't blame him. He would be basically cradle snatching. I hadn't asked him how old. Perhaps I shouldn't. He was at least twice my age, maybe more. I spread the picnic rug out on a patch of soft grass enjoyed by wallabies and potteroos. Native animal droppings were easy to manage so I simply put the rug over them. It would wash.
Disappointment and doubt started to play in my mind. Then I heard a "cooooeee!" It echoed over the sound of the falls. I looked up and there he was naked. High up on the top of the falls. It was not so high a waterfall that I could not see the details of his anatomy. In fact, his penis was, from what I could tell, chubby, not yet stiff but on its way.
"You paint a magnificent picture from up here," he yelled.
I think he was enjoying showing himself to me, or perhaps it was my body because his penis stiffened up. He disappeared and I heard him moving down the path.
"This is great," he said as he cleared the vegetation covering his entrance. Like an actor on a stage, he crossed to the pool and jumped in. He surfaced with a yelp. The yelp of the type 'Dead Poets Society has taught us. A yelp that contracted the balls and released lungs, desperate to gasp for breath. A yelp of freedom from conventionality. A yelp that sort of said, bugger society and rules and age and whatever was not supposed to happen. I raced to the edge and plunged myself next to him in a perfect bomb. When I surfaced I yelped with him. Like kids we played at outdoing each other's yelps, until laughing so hard, we grasped each other.
It was that moment, hanging on threads of erotic tension, that suddenly we were kissing. Sharing tongues and breath. I wrapped my legs around him and pressed my breasts into his body. Until we realised that we needed to stop in fear of drowning, symbolically and figuratively.
In that moment we parted panting and our feet sought the shallows.
"Sorry." he gasped.
"For what?"
"I should know better."
"You knew exactly right."
My body tingled from that kiss. My lips were buzzing. I was wetter than the water I was swimming in and my body flushed pink. I swam toward him, put my arms around his neck and took my sin again. This time slowly and sensuously. We lingered in the moment.
"You know," I said losing myself in his blue eyes. "That was my first, my first real kiss."
He held me gently around my waist.
"You mean?"
"Yes apart from my Daddy, it was my first kiss with a male. Then with Daddy, it was a safe kiss, more of a peck."
"But with a female?"
"At boarding school, my roommate and I, tried out kissing. I wondered. Now I know, I'm definitely not a lesbian. That was wow!
He looked at me. "Then I am privileged. I've only had a few kisses like that. It was, how should I say, they never get more charged, more sexually charged than that. Can I try again?"
I nodded. He drew me to him and I felt his hard penis between our bodies. I wiggled on it.
"I get what you mean," I sighed as I surrendered my lips to his.
We pulled back.
"I think I want to take this slow, learn about what is happening? Can you take me slowly, make a woman out of me? I don't know you yet. I don't even know your name."
"It's Apollo."
"Seriously."
"What are the chances? Two of the Titans, perhaps we are still embroiled in their mischief in the twentieth century."
"I don't quite follow?"
"In the mythology, Apollo and Leucosia didn't cross paths, but they are both Titans, the generation after the Gods, or children of the Gods."
As if the Gods spoke a chill passed over us. Apollos looked up.
"We should get out and dry before the sun goes. I fear there's a change happening, Sirius clouds."
"Good point."
He helped me out. I was disappointed we hadn't yet gone under the waterfall. But I agreed. From behind a bush he brought out a bag and we shared a towel. In that he dried me first. It was rather sensual. It also reminded me of Daddy drying me after a swim. I couldn't help it. But I kissed him in the memory. Not in what happened? Daddy was always careful and circumspect, but in my fantasies.
We then sat down, breathless once again, to eat. His penis was magnificent. I couldn't take my eyes off it.
"You have not seen one before either?" he commented on my stare.
"Not really. Not up close. A distinct lack of these in boarding school."
It was somewhat funny, eating cheeses, strawberries and drinking champagne, yes I brought some, both of us naked with a big fat leaking cock staring at me with one eye.
"I need to ask, are you cumming? Like it's dribbling."
"I think we had better take this slow. That is what is called precum. It's the lubrication juices a male body produces to help him be lubricated for the act".
"Like I get wet when excited."
He nodded.
"I am now, I get it."
"I tend to produce a lot of it."
"How is it different to sperm?"
"Technically you mean semen. Sperm are the actual swimmers, but most of the ejaculate is a fluid to deliver the sperm in. Basically, precum is slipperier and does taste different."
I looked at a piece of cheese I was holding then looked at his penis, reached forward and transferred a drip to the cheese. He looked shocked.
I tasted it. It was slippery, but the cheese sort of dominated the taste.
"I think I need more."
"Hold the cheese out under my tip."
I did so and he took his penis between two fingers at the base and moved them up to the tip. A load of precum oozed out over my cheese.
"That's better." I shuddered because it was also very erotic. I studied it before my tongue started lapping it up. I savoured it in my mouth then popped the cheese in with it.
"Not bad, I think I'll enjoy blow jobs."
He groaned. "You may be disappointed. Semen is not as palatable. Some like it, some don't, it's a bit more tart or bitter. It has more aftertaste."
"You have tasted it?"
"Show me a guy that has not tasted his own jiz and I will say he is a liar."
"I've licked my fingers too, I get it." I slid my finger down and took some of my juices, demonstrating.
"Fuck, that's hot!"
I went further. I took a wedge of cheese and parting my labia, ran it up my slit to coat it in my juices. This I fed to him. He groaned and spent time savouring the taste. His penis jumped at the move and oozed some more.
The chill wind passed through again. I wondered if the Gods were judging us, but then I remembered the weather forecast.
"Oh, I nearly forgot to tell you the forecast for tonight and tomorrow is snow. Maybe it's coming early."
"Seriously?"
"Seriously I watched the weather before I came here. Will you be warm enough?"
"I think so. I guess I'll find out. One thing is on my mind, I would like to paint you, in Renoir's style. If you're to be my muse, then it's sort of compulsory."
I giggled with delight. "Thank you." I leant forward and kissed him. Truth was I was looking for opportunities to kiss.
"Good start. I think Muses and artists often make love. Is that what you really want?"
My hand almost automatically grasped his penis.
He sighed. I gasped.
"So soft and firm."
"First feel?"
"It's big, but yes, to your question. Sometime I want us to go there, but I have so much to learn from you."
"Then we take it slow. I'll be here most of the summer."
With that, we stood and packed our things. We actually held hands all the way back to his tent.
"I need to take my coat with me but can we,... I well I was planning this morning on having you fuck me. But now, can we just lie together and kiss and maybe explore a bit?"
It was now quite chilly, he invited me in and soon we were lying in each other's arms luxuriating in the feel of the fur under us and sharing our body warmth and skin. I took his big hand and brought it to my breast. He had been careful not to touch my body outside the parameters of a normal hug. Now that he had permission his hands and fingers explored my nakedness. My hands started to masturbate his penis.
"Can I be in control? Lie back."
He lay and opened his body to me. I explored his torso and his muscles, I noticed he was leaking again. I bent and licked his bulbous tip.
"What's this big end called?"
"The glans."
"But there is only one of them surely it's the gland."
"No it's not a gland, it's just its name."
"It's softer and squishier. Also purpler."
"Careful I might cum."
"Will you, please?"
"If you keep your hands doing that I will. You, my love, have me so turned on.
I jerked him some more. "Like this, I want to see."
I started to get into a rhythm as my friends had indicated was necessary for a hand job. I was amazed at the control this gave me over his body. He started breathing quickly and his muscles tensed.
"I'm going to... shit... yes... now!"
I'm not sure what made me do it but I ducked my head down and put his penis glans in my mouth and he blasted me with cum.


Shocked I pulled back and watched him paint my breasts. Then I pumped more and watched his spunk fly over my shoulder into the tent wall.
He must have squirted six times before he cried, "Enough, too sensitive."
Immediately I put my hands, my sperm covered hands, between my legs and my fingers worked furiously at my cunny and I came hard. Satisfied, I then transferred what spunk I could access to my mouth.
"You're right," I said, "it takes different, but I like it." I rubbed the rest over my body.
"I probably should go. I'll come back in the morning to check if you're stiff."
I then realised the double meaning. "I mean with cold. I mean survived the night."
"Well, you almost gave me a heart attack today, so it could be well that type of stiff." He chucked.
"Don't you dare, I'm still a virgin."
I pulled my coat up and Apollo started dressing in warm clothes.
"I'll light the fire," he said, "care to stay?"
"I had better go. You are too tempting. I need to think."
"So do I."
With that, I departed back to my house. I felt guilty that I had not invited him home with me. But our house was out of bounds, Mum made that clear.
At home, I put the gas fire on, lay my fur coat in front of it and relived those intimate moments. The smell of him, the taste of semen, my hands on his hard flesh beneath that soft skin that moved with my jerks. His goans and sigh. I opened my legs imagining him between them his mouth exploring where my fingers were now. Implanted in me.
I rolled to my side warming my breasts in the direct heat. My cheek felt something cold and wet. I pulled up to investigate.
"Shit sperm," I squealed. I smelt it and took the delicate tube in my fingers. It was a sticky remnant of the most exciting thing I had done to date. I had made a man cum. My Apollo, my lover God. He called me my love. That's right. I'm his muse and love.
I buried my nose in the dampness of his spunk.
"My spunky man," I giggled, and came on my fingers.
I think I fell asleep. It was dark. I snacked on cold chicken and bread. I was afraid to shower, I did not want to wash that man out of my hair.
"Oh, I need to check." I had a habit of talking out loud when home alone. I raced to the mirror. Sure enough, I had sperm in my hair. It was sticky like glue.
"You're a slut now," I chastised myself in the mirror.
"Just because you're not getting any, no need to call me names," I said to the image of me. I sighed at myself.
"He's pure man."
"I know, handsome,"
"Virile,"
"Intoxicating,"
"Just like Daddy."
"Fuck I think I want my Dad, like in that way."
"What if I call him Daddy while he is.."
"Say it!"
"Fucking me."
"Maybe you should ask him first if that's alright."
I stood moved to the corner of the dresser, which was rounded and at pussy height. I started rubbing myself on it as I watched in the mirror. I had done this before.
"Fuck me Daddy," I breathed at my image.
"That's right Daddy, fill me with the penis that made me." My groin humping the wooden hardness. My hands free to play with my breasts. I moved on to my lips. I could smell him on me. That was enough. I came hard watching my lust pour out over the polished timber. My hand brush was waiting, I picked it up and thrust it inside me.
"Yes, more, cum in me Daddy, fill your daughter with your seed."
I came hard. The brush still in me I moved to the shower, turned it on and sat under it as I brought myself down slowly from my highs.
"Maybe I should wait. See if Daddy wants me like I want him. But what of Apollo?" I sighed.
I think I was in a pickle. Maybe we can do other things? Get him to teach me how to truly pleasure a man. But then, the hair brush had broken my hymen a good while ago, maybe I can have both.
Suddenly I thought about that kiss. It was soul-capturing. I couldn't put the brakes on what that meant. I was Apollo's muse. It was expected. I was conflicted, caught between two loves.
It became chillier and the wind howled. As I snuggled between my sheets I thought of Apollo in his tent. I wanted to be with him. Would he be okay? But then, he would be out there whether he had met me or not. I guess he's tough, plein air painting in Tasmania, he had to be.
I slept fitfully. In Summertime the predawn started at four am. I woke and toddled to my window naked, still groggy. Even with this little light I could see the world was painted white. Snowflakes still fell. I made coffee and thought of Apollo. He needed warming. At least that's what I told myself. I brewed a large thermos of tea and took some breakfast bars. Chocolate and lollies for energy. Then I remembered Dad's coat. It was just like mine. I dressed against the cold and draped the spare coat over my shoulders and stepped into the white dawn. His campsite was some six hundred meters away, so not so bad.
Snow fell on my ubiquitous Tasmanian beanie. Flakes settled large in my red hair that flowed out around it. I arrived at his tent to find it doing an imitation of a lemon squeezer. Snow pulled the fabric in and its fibreglass frame had twisted. Inside I heard him groan.
I unzipped the flaps.
"Morning," I greeted.
He looked at me. "I would say warmer already, but I'd be lying, I'm bloody freezing."
"Well, I've come to warm you up."
I took three candles in a Milo tin with holes punched in the side by nails. I lit these and the tent glowed in romantic light. Then I leant over and kissed him.
"Yes", I breathed, "like yesterday, heavenly."
"I'm afraid, my breath."
"Nonsense, pure male, I love it" and kissed him again.
"I brought tea and breakfast treats. Later, but first you need to be warned up."
I took Dad's coat and laid it over him. He was in a sleeping bag.
"I'm going to join you. My survival training said skin-to-skin is best."
I peeled my coat off and started to remove my layers.
"I'll leave my socks on." Apollo's eyes lit with lust.
He stirred. "I need to pee."
"Then be quick."
He ducked out and as he did I lay my coat down for us to lie on and then lay naked with Dad's coat over me. I wondered if Dad would be surprised to find his precious daughter naked in his coat? Would he agree if he found a man, who looked like him, lying naked with me? Lucky he was a pacifist.
My thoughts were interrupted by that double-ganger almost diving back in.
"Now strip." I lifted Dad's coat to reveal my naked body.
He didn't hesitate but left his socks on. Then he slipped in beside me.
"You're freezing," I said as his cold body caused my nipples to harden instantly.
I pushed him down and spread my buxom flesh over his lean frame. I then kissed him. I mean kissed him passionately for a long time. I could not get enough of his mouth and tongue. My hands rubbed and warmed his flesh. His penis came alive in my ministering fingers and my breasts cruised his abs.
All we permitted vocally were groans of desire. Neither of us came. This was not the time for that. This was about warmth and connection. We lay together languidly looking in each other's eyes between kisses.
"You have me under your spell," he groaned.
"You need to sleep, it's still very early," I said as I saw his eyelids drooping.
"True I did not sleep much, I kept hearing branches dropping and the wind howling."
It howled some more, as if to make its point.
"I guess Zeus, your Father, is unhappy," I said.
"Or worse my Sister Artemis is jealous, she has Dad wrapped around her little finger."
I held up two. "Both of dems," I said in a little girl's voice.
He pushed me over onto my back and kissed me.
"That's not sleep," I protested. "I think I need to help you."
I rolled him back and ducked between the fur layers. I took his penis in my mouth. Then I realised I hadn't done this before. Not properly.
"Ow, watch your teeth."
"Sorry not really done this, yesterday didn't count."
"Use your hands and get saliva all over it. Then put your lips over your teeth."
I tried again.
"Yes, by Zeus, yes."
I giggled, "That could be my motto. Like better than crying oh God!"
I continued my labour of love trying to take more of him into my mouth.
I pulled off. "Was that okay?" he nodded and grinned
I licked his stem, like a lollipop. "Does your little muse have you wrapped around her little fingers"
"By Zeus and Leto and all the gods yes."
"Then cum for me Daddy, come down my throat."
I didn't give him time to think but worked on his primal flesh until his feet planted, he arched his back and he came hard.
I almost choked and had trouble keeping up, but in the end, I drained him and he held my head still as his penis softened in my mouth. I enjoyed smelling his pure masculine aromas trapped in the space I had. I did my best to lick him clean. Then crawled back up to be held by him. I'm sure I had cum when he did.
I played with the chest hair around his nipple. "You don't mind me calling you Daddy."
He chuckled, It's probably better than calling me Grandpa. You're my granddaughter's age."
"Sleep," I whispered, "You can tell me about family later, and I'll tell you about Daddy, promise."
We kissed gently and slept soundly.
The storm got worse. The candles did their trick, and with our body heat, the tent warmed up. We were now in a sort of igloo, I surmised as I opened my eyes. Apollo was looking down at me. His hands, playing in my locks.
"You are beautiful," he said. "I have to paint you. Like Renoir. I don't normally do figures, but you are exceptional."
"You just want to look at me naked."
"That too. But you seem keen to let me do that at every opportunity."
The wind howled some more.
"Shut up Daddy," Apollo yelled.
"Fuck that's loud in here." I sat and poured us some tea. We sat under the fur and nursed our cups.
"It's getting worse. Maybe I should find somewhere to stay in Burnie till it passes."
"Well one, you're not going anywhere. The roads will be closed due to snow and probably blocked by fallen trees. Secondly, I have a house. But I'm not sure that Mum doesn't have it under surveillance. You look too much like Dad to be safe there."
"That's a thing?"
"Oh yes. But later. There is a much better option."
He looked at me quizzically. "The Old Settlers' hut. Daddy and I used to have sleepovers when it snowed."
"How old were you?"
"Up to eleven, until I grew these I guess. I cupped my breasts. Mum was jealous of our relationship. She feared it might grow into more. Something distinctly Tasmanian."
"Oh, and now it sort of is, backfiring in an unusual way."
I kissed him.
"You get it."
"Am I just a body to you?"
"Oh no, your kisses are yours, it's Apollos that's kissing me. They sent fire to all my bits. I tingle all over. Daddy's never did that."
"You didn't kiss him as an adult?"
"True," I ran my hands over his nakedness. "But you certainly do it for me."
"Then call me Daddy all you want," he groaned.
"We're going to move, the hut is a much better love nest."
I packed up my stuff and dressed against the cold. The artist did the same.
"Don't pack your art stuff we can come back for it later."
"I'm just packing my pencils and journal. I want to start drawing you in preparation."
I giggled, "Then the hut is the perfect place."
I left the candles there as there were plenty in the hut. I blew them out. The sun was up but one could not tell, apart from the ambient light. Even then the landscape looked white. Snow bent the tree fern's fronds down as if in worship to the demigods walking through her. Gaia was happy with the creation. I led the way. Like a Siren, I wanted to lead with a bare bum. But today was not the day for public nudity. Maybe later when the storm was over we could have a snow bath. I hoped to have the fluids of passion all over me before that moment.
I thought to myself as I trudged through snow now thirty centimetres deep. How did I become such a seductress? Me, innocent Leucosis, if my friends could see me now.
"They wouldn't believe it." I started singing.
"Mine wouldn't either," Apollo shouted above the wind.
We sang the Broadway hit at the top of our lungs until we toppled through the door of the settlers' hut.
"I'm sorry, I don't think the weather would be this bad, I should have thought of this yesterday," I apologised.
He pulled me to him. Then kissed me tenderly. "And make me miss this mornings wake up?"
"I guess you have a point," I snickered.
"I had a big point."
"Zeus yes. I rubbed him there..." Fire... light my fire," I breathed seductively.
I turned him to the fireplace.
"Did you come here first, the fire is set."
"No, I did that last year. We always set the place up in case needed by desperate artists venturing into our Forest."
I opened a wooden cupboard to reveal all sorts of canned food treasures.
"We have a water tank, but don't drink that, I need to check it for dead possums first. Be a love and fetch a billy of water from the creek." I handed him a billy. "Before I strip you naked again."
The fire was warming up.
"I can't argue with that." And he left into the snowstorm.
I busied myself preparing things, like the bed. I lay my coat down in preparation. He would have no doubts about my intentions.
He returned already covered in fresh snow. I stripped him in front of the fire and led him to the bed. It was a single bed with an old feather mattress. It sagged somewhat. I lifted the top coat and we slipped between the fur, like fillings in a fluffy sandwich. We cuddled and gently reacquainted each other with our partner's body.
"I think the sag might do one of our backs in. I have a better idea," Apollo suggested. "Out."
We had trouble extricating ourselves, perhaps our combined weight made this harder. We ended up giggling. Once out, my lover took hold of the edge of the mattress and dragged the whole arrangement off the bed and over closer to the fire.
I spread both coats over it, fur side up to make a soft love nest and we fell into its cosy softness.
"Much better," we sighed as we immediately fell to kissing.
"Do you really want to do this?" He asked.
"Yes, I want you to take my virginity."
"Then I will, it will be an honour." We kissed further his penis swelling in my grasp.
He put his hand between my legs and I felt his fingers, masculine fingers, rougher than mine, part my lips and spread my juices. He slipped a finger in.
"No barrier?"
"Hair brush."
"Brutal, a penis is much softer."
"But fatter," I said as I stroked him.
"There is that. But before I fill you, I want to pleasure you with my tongue. Has anyone done that before?"
"No, do you like doing that? I have girlfriends whose boys refuse to."
"Then they are fools. They will never truly experience the pleasure of a woman's orgasms."
"They do tend to leave my friends frustrated."
"We'll do it the right way. I aim to have you begging me to fuck you, if I should be so crude."
His hand left my passage and he knelt over me worshiping with his mouth. He worked his way down my body with little kisses and caresses. Taking time to savour under my breasts and in my umbilicus. But what surprised me was how much I enjoyed his tongue on the skin between my abdomen and my thighs. He had not yet touched my genitals and I was getting desperate.
I could feel my juices flowing. The softness and the feel of his breath. His tongue on one side and the furs in the other, every time I squirmed adding pleasure to pleasure. He pressed the palm of his hand on my mound and held it there.
"God, Zeus, whomever, fuck! intense!" No movement just pressure and I came.
He smiled at me. Knowing, experienced. He bent and breathed on my folds as he released the pressure. Then brought his tongue up the fold between my two lips. He did this again on either side, he was groaning and humming. His lips were vibrating mine and I came again.
"Yes, Daddy, yes damn it, eat me." I pushed his head down to my depths and his tongue circled my vagina lapping at the steady flow of juices.
"I need it in me, your tongue."
He obliged, stiffened it, and rapidly pushed it into my passage. His nose buried into my crease and he feasted. It did not take me long to cum again. This time I squealed my release. His hands brought me gradually down only to relight the fire. He replaced his tongue with two fingers and kept my body on the verge of boiling. Delicately he tipped my clit, which was now sticking out desperately from her hood. His mouth, almost over my whole mons suctioned my organ, and his tongue attacked my clitoris in tiny flicks. His fingers on the inside pressed up and I came hard. That's all I remembered. How long I came I don't know, but it was not just once. The climax continued, and my body rolled through her pleasure. I just remember gasping for breath as wave after wave hit me. I also know that I flooded my man's face, but how was beyond me.
Sometime later I woke cradled in Apollo's arms.
"Did you make love to me yet?" I asked.
"Yes, but only with my mouth."
"So I'm still a virgin?"
"Technically yes."
I digested this. I was too spent to proceed.
"Do you mind if we wait?"
"Not at all."
"But you?"
"He can wait," he waved his semi-limp penis at me. "Treasure is always worth waiting for. Sleep, Leucosis." His gentle caresses led me into a deep slumber.
I woke sometime later. He was sitting in the corner of the room. His sketch book was out, and he was drawing me.
I stretched and he turned the page.
"Sorry, I moved."
"I was mainly looking. I finished that one ages ago. I want to paint you like Renoir did his muses, on the track with the light dappling your pearl skin. So I'm learning your body."
"Intimately I think."
That's why 'Woman in Sunlight' is so erotic he knows his muse intimately.
"You certainly know how to use your tongue."
"You taste so sweet. Leucosia, you are one sexy, sensuous person, I hope I can capture that on canvas."
"You must have blue balls by now?"
"Don't worry, you have been draining them. It means I will last longer when we make love. But I need to ask you."
He paused and I was worried.
"You cried out Daddy, a lot just then. I can have sex with you if you want, but it's hardly love when you're naming someone else."
"Do you feel anything when I kiss you?"
He looked at me, "Like at the waterfall?"
"Yes then, and now."
"I can honestly say, I've only felt that way four times and that was with women I was head over heels in love with."
"So you love me."
"I'm scared, that you don't love me, but love the image of your Dad in me. To love deeply is to be profoundly vulnerable."
There was silence for a long time as my mind went around and around in circles.
"My problem is I've never been in love. Well until now. I think I love you, but you're right, I'm confused. Turned on as fuck, excited you're teaching me, desperate to have your penis in me, but."
"It's a big BUT."
I nodded. "A scary one."
"When are you seeing your Dad?"
"I'm leaving in ten days. I will be back, but not until the second of January."
I paused, the solution sort of percolated.
"I think I had better see how I feel about Daddy, like wait till then. But we could keep doing what we have done already?"
"Like test the waters. Comparison."
"Yes. Will he kiss me? Will he want to make love to me? Will I feel the same?"
"Probably not exactly the same. A parent comes with baggage, good and bad. Christmas comes but once a year, and then the hope of a present is often better than the gift when unwrapped."
"Will you still be here? I don't mean in case. But I might need some extra care if it's a no."
"Frankly, as it is incest, it's more likely to be a no."
"Can you cuddle me. Right now, like a Dad, I feel very vulnerable."


I snuggled into his arms as he sat on the big old rocking chair. I wondered how come he was so patient. Why didn't he tell me to just fuck off? But he didn't. He held me just like Daddy would. He understood.
In the rocker, we shared stories of our lives. Trapped in the hut by the unseasonal snowfall we were cocooned in a growing love. Love ultimately is relationship, Apollo was teaching me that.
Some time later I turned to him and we kissed. It was profound and deep.
"It doesn't have to be about sex. For all the media pretends it is. This is nice. I'm happy to wait, sexually, but I would like to keep kissing you."
"Oh more than that, please. Teach me more about oral stuff. I want to keep sucking your cock and tasting your sperm. Teach me how to, you know, um take you right down here."
He chuckled, "Deep throat?"
"Yes, that's it."
"Not many women can do that."
"Well, I want to try. I want to keep my man happy."
"Oh Leucosia, you have a lot to learn. If that's what makes a guy happy he is the wrong guy."
"But we can sixty-nine and stuff."
"Certainly, but let's make this about us, art and this magic place in the world and not about the sex. It will happen. One way or another."
"Like now," I grinned and slipped to my knees taking him in my mouth.
We cleaned up from our sexual activity by having a snow bath. Perhaps the snow needed to be colder, if that's possible, but we rolled naked in it and let our love juices stick to the snow. It was surprisingly refreshing, if bloody cold. Then we raced back inside to a roaring fire. We weren't wet though, so it was only heat we needed, not towels. I noted to myself to bring a stack down with me when I could get to the house.
We had a dinner of heated-up cans and noodles. The sun broke through late in the evening in time to slip over the horizon.
We slept in each other's arms having brought each other to climax a couple more times. So much for that snow bath. Tomorrow that creek will be freezing from all the melting snow. Fortunately, there was a huge wood supply next to the shack we kept full, even if we rarely used it. I was determined to stay here and not in the luxuries our house afforded.
And so the ten days passed in each other's company. Apollo completed two paintings and started four. He worked on the Renoir of me. As well as a few nude studies he did in the hut under candlelight.
I learnt to deep throat. He taught me more about my body than I knew possible. We tried tantric sex, where the idea was to put off cumming, but to stimulate each other to the max. With some trepidation, the day came for me to leave. Apollo took me to the airport and promised to pick me up.
It was Christmas Eve and Daddy was waiting. My little girl returned and I wrapped my whole body around him. My eyes were wet, my body quaking.
"Daddy!" I wanted to full kiss him there and then, where everyone could see. He put me down and I had to make do with his neck. He smelt good. Familiar. Shit Apollo smells like that too. Must be male, my brain insisted.
We walked to the car holding hands. I only had hand luggage. In the car, I looked at Daddy.
"Why does it have to be like this? A few days snatched from the year, like a guilty pleasure."
He sighed. "I won't speak ill of your mother. She has her reasons, for good or bad, and she is a Barrister."
"I know unbeatable. Did you do anything bad?"
"I wish. No, just normal divorce stuff and I lost. But I get five days with you, let's make it count."
"Tonight?"
"What we always do Baby. I have the tickets."
"Goody." Somehow Dad always managed to make Christmas Eve the most wonderful night of the year. We drove to his house.
I raced around for a few minutes and then came back to him.
"Daddy, still no lady in your life?"
His house, though large, was bachelor heaven.
"You need some paintings on these walls. Like not maps and campaign posters." He still campaigned for the Greens.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, at least some great real art, like rainforest pictures, and some nudes."
"Nudes?"
"Like I don't know, Renoir. Romantic not skin flicks."
He shook his head.
"Can I arrange it for you, you have the money?"
"Not for a Renoir!"
"No silly, a local artist. Something of the Tarkine."
"That might be too emotionally difficult."
"Exactly why, you need to stop running, start embracing."
He hesitated. "I'll make it so you can't refuse. It will be my Christmas present to you."
"With my money."
"Of course, that's how the kid and Daddy thing works."
"Well shower and dress, we are going out to dinner, then..." I noted he had agreed or at least capitulated on that one.
"Carols?"
"You guessed it."
"And after?"
"Don't anticipate."
Fuck I was anticipating, but about something else.
Each year we had reserved seats for the Melbourne Myer Music Bowl Carols. They were the hot ticket, but somehow Dad always seemed to have a pair.
We went to the 101 Collins St Tower for dinner. It was the toilets in that place that scared me when I first went. Like right there, pissing, looking over the MCG. Big picture windows, talk about a crap with a view. Enough to unblock the biggest case of constipation.
"So darling, you're right I'm still a lonely bachelor. But what of you? Any boys on the horizon?"
"Men, Dad, boys are like so last year."
"Okay, men?"
I blushed.
"So there is?"
"Maybe, I'm just sorting stuff out."
He looked at me. I tried to look back neutrally.
"There is something there. Your eyes have a sparkle."
"They always sparkle when I'm with you."
"True," he laughed. "Still got the Daddy crush?"
"Dad! I'm allowed to crush on my Daddy. Daughters' rights."
"And you know," he said as he brushed his finger lovingly over my freckles on the bridge of my nose, "I love it."
We ate the entrees. It was that new food where they don't serve much, degusted on a huge white platter. Or was that deconstructed?
We giggled. "Why do we bother?"
"Tradition."
"I want you to give me a special Christmas gift this year. When we get home. You can't say no." I blushed at my boldness.
"Interesting."
"At least try it. I need to know if you like it, before I give you more."
I was getting wet in my gusset, hoping, praying. I thought of my name. If this went wrong, then the rocks Daddy would find himself on would crush the family.
I wanted to cum right then. I thought of Apollo and his tongue as I watched my Daddy savour an exotic fruit.
In the lift down the sixty-five stories, there was a discrete screen advertising things in the building. I stopped and stared, hardly believing my eyes.
We got to the bottom. It was a super-fast lift that left your stomach way above you. Dad was getting out when I said.
"I want to go again."
"Really."
"Yes, please." So we went up fast and I had to wait for the advertising to cycle through. Fortunately, there it was again just as we reached the top. I scanned the details quickly as we did the stomach thing again.
Yes wow, he must be famous, I thought to myself.
"Dad, I didn't know this place had a Gallery?"
"Does it?"
"Yes, 101 Collins Street Gallery. I want to go."
"Christmas, it will be closed".
"It said, open on the 28th to the new year."
Dad had not been paying attention so he missed seeing the blurb. But the name Apollo Zeus stood out like a, well his dick actually. Although his thumb was also exciting.
"Suddenly you're interested in Art?"
"I've always been interested in Art, Daddy, and music. Geez sometimes you need to pay attention."
"We'll have time to go, I guess you're serious about decorating the house."
All too soon we were singing Christmas Carols. Harking Herolds and watching a tramp sing Santa Baby. I used to like her. I lost all respect. She normally sang the religious songs, like 'Mary's Boy Child'.
I listened to the lyrics. Wasn't Santa your Dad? Wow, that puts an incest slant on that song. Maybe I might need it for my Dad. Play the seduction scene tonight. The next slut act followed, it was a couple singing 'Baby it's cold Outside'. Damn, I could have used that last week in the snow.
Carols generally finished when we sang the 'Hallelujah Chorus'. Then we walked with the crowd to the city. Next stop, Burke Street Mall and the big Christmas tree and the Myer Christmas windows. I snuggled into Dad as we moved with the crowd from window to window. It always transported me to when I was little, but then I would ride on his shoulders. I could probably do that now but my panties were drenched with vag juice. My anticipation was building.
We caught a tram home to Hawthorn. We sort of had a tradition of presents when we got home. So once inside the door, I said to Dad. "Make the eggnog and I'll just freshen up."
I disappeared to my room and changed into shorty pyjamas. They were hot, almost little girl, but for an adult body. Green silk to give my red hair a Christmas look. I carefully wiped myself dry between my legs but decided the smells, pheromones, would help. Then found Daddy in his favourite armchair.
He gave me an eggnog and I snuggled.
"So this year Daddy, I want something special." I hesitated nervously.
He held my hips to stop me wiggling.
"It must be something important, you have ants in your pants." I groaned I wanted something else in my pants. I'm sure I was sitting directly on the present I really wanted.
"It's just, no not just." I looked in his eyes. I know desire was dripping from mine, but he looked puzzled.
"I want a kiss," I whispered.
He pecked me on the lips as he often did.
"No, not that sort of kiss. A proper kiss."
He looked at me, I could see his brain churning. He leant into me and kissed me again. This time more than a peck but still a closed-mouth sanitary Daddy-daughter kiss.
I looked at him.
"Seriously, it's my Christmas present, I mean an adult kiss, a proper kiss."
He looked shocked.
I was on the verge of crying.
"You really want a..."
"Yes."
"You had better explain."
"I don't have a brother. Like one to teach me. Even show me how. I only have a Daddy. I need to find out."
"Have you kissed someone before?"
"That's the thing, sort of but...I need to compare. Daddy, kiss me like a lover and put your heart in it."
"My heart is in it no matter how I kiss you."
I looked at him, took his head between my hands and went for it. Full on pashing. He groaned, but it didn't sound like an Apollo groan. I wiggled on his dick but I could feel it. Not like, fuck.
I pulled back. I looked at his shocked face. Then I cried. I nuzzled into his neck. In that moment all my dreams and desires came crushing down.
He held me tenderly.
"I think I get it." He whispered. "You have always crushed on me. When you were young, you even had a play wedding and you demanded that it was me who married you."
"I remember that."
"It's that..." I sobbed, "Oh, I've spoiled Christmas."
"No darling, I will never forget this one. What you just bravely did was a very precious gift."
"Did you feel anything?"
"Sorry."
"Nothing?"
"No."
I put my hand down between my legs and felt for his penis.
"It's not hard."
I could tell he was having trouble not laughing.
"Tell me about the guy I'm competing with?"
"He is older than me." I didn't say by how much.
"His kisses..." I think I went starry-eyed remembering.
"So not like mine, by comparison. Was this a comparison?"
"Sort of. I needed to make sure. Like my Daddy crush, was I just projecting you onto him? Did I really want you? I sort of do, but up here."
I was now rambling. Filling the embarrassment with chatter.
"I'm sorry Daddy, but I've cum, you know jilling, so many times thinking of you. I had to know, before I committed to someone else."
"You're still a virgin?"
"Of course, but now, maybe not for long."
"So mmm, Christmas present from hell, destroy my daughter's crush and she tells me she wants to make love with someone if I wouldn't."
"I guess that's it," and I cracked a smile. Then we laughed and laughed and laughed.
"Seriously darling, I mean that the gift you just gave me is worth the world to me. It means we can move forward. No more doubt. But don't tell your mother about what you just did. We can't feed that fear.
"You have been honest with me," he continued, I need to be honest with you. In a way your mother was right. You know all these restrictions, like limited access and not being able to go to the Tarkine with you. It's because Mum didn't trust me with you."
"Like worried you might have sex with me?"
"Yes, incest."
"We just dodged a bullet then."
"In hindsight, I think she was as worried about your crush. If you seduced me, I'm a male, I might not be able to resist."
"Like all males are rapist thinking."
"Sort of, but there is some cause for concern. Incest was a thing in my family. It was fine, while you were young. Our divorce was catapulted to reality by her fears."
"I get it. You are stronger than me. You resisted."
"What would have happened if I got turned on though just now?"
"Well, Daddy you would be taking my virginity right about now."
"Fuck."
"That was my plan."
"I'm so pleased I have you, and we are safe together."
"So how come you haven't found a lady?"
"I think the divorce and this stuff had sort of chemically castrated me these last seven years. I've had enough of the games, so I just throw myself into work."
"Will that Change?"
"The gift you just gave me might just do that. Release the restraints in my mind."
"Then Daddy, go for it. I might be a bit jealous, but I want to see you happy."
"And you too. I don't know anything about this guy you are seeing, but go for it. You're young. Now you know where we stand, maybe you will be as free as me."
"So he can fuck me?"
"No, make love to you, if he just wants to fuck, then piss him off. He doesn't deserve you."
"This is weird."
"You're telling me. "
We fell asleep, Daddy-daughter sleep, snuggled on the chair. At some point, he carried me to bed and kissed me on the forehead. I remembered that, but dreamt of Apollo.
I woke up glum, even though it was Christmas morning. My mind was struggling to undo years of fantasy with the slim pickings of reality. I smelt my self. I hadn't showered yesterday and I smelt of stale girl juices. So I ducked into the shower and let the water fall over me. I thought of all the swimming Apollo and I had done under our waterfall. Of him using his mouth to take me to fulfilment as the water slammed around us.
Of his penis in my mouth struggling to swallow cum without drowning myself underwater. But I didn't jill off, not this time. I replaced one disappointment with longing of another kind. I wanted a man between my legs and I knew which man now.
In all the excitement and disappointment of last night, Daddy did forget to give me the present he had bought. So we sat around his spartan Christmas tree and he gave me a small passage. He often gave me jewellery. This time was different. It was a phone, a mobile phone.
"Now you can ring me from anywhere," he said and he reached into his pocket and pulled out an identical one. He rang me.
I squealed. We tried talking in the same room, but it was echoey. So I ran to the other end of the house.
"It's like a phone without a cord, wow," I said.
Dad was working in big finance so he had to know about these things.
"It probably won't work in the Tarkine Dad, you know that."
"I guess as much, but you will be at Uni for the year and now you can ring me from wherever."
"I like that. I'll ring as soon as I'm back in Launie."
"The phone plan bills to me, so don't worry about cost. I can afford it. It even has that new text thing. Just type."
"But it has no letters?"
"True," he laughed, "you sort of hit a key a few times to get the right letter. Try it."
He was tapping and swearing.
I finally got a text. Except it was missing stuff. I tried back.
We spent half an hour trying to type a simple message. Then killed ourselves laughing over the mistakes.
"Easier to phone."
That night in bed I was feeling glum again. Not the Christmas I had planned. I had my hand between my legs trying to get excited and relive my Daddy fantasies. As I was struggling I decided to ring Dad, he was just two rooms away.
He willingly answered and hearing his voice started turning me on. So we chatted and I secretly masturbated.
At one stage I groaned.
"Leucosia, are you... playing with yourself."
I flushed red and was quiet.
"You are, aren't you?"
"Yes Daddy, I really want you to... take my virginity."
"Sorry darling, I can't."
"Can't you just come in here?"
"No, definitely not."
"Then tell me a story so I can pretend. Like what incest was in your family?"
"And you keep doing it I assume."
"I will be, whether you hang up on me or not."
He sighed.
"Just tell me the lowdown on why Mummy thinks it runs in the family?"
"Your Grandma, my mum lived in Railton. It was very isolated in the old days. Her Dad was a trapper for skins. They lived in the summer in the high country. They had two boys and two sisters. My uncle Fred was killed in the First World War. My uncle Harry stayed to help. Apparently, they were close to their Sisters. They shared everything including beds. Harry said, his sisters used to wear him out.
"When Grandma met Dad, they sort of stopped. At least with my mum, but then people had doubts. Mum's sister Ruby went to live on a hippy commune with Harry. They sort of pretended to be a proper couple, married, but all the family knew they were just continuing to fuck."
"Weren't they horrified?"
"No, it was a common thing in the back country. When I was born, they also had a child. We played a lot together when we were young. But time changed and the Sisters fell apart. Over something, it must have been big. We haven't heard anything from them in over forty years."
"So I assume doing a daughter is still out of the question?"
"Ask again and I hang up."
"For your information, I'm still excited, but I need to hang up. Without juicy details, I'll just have to get myself off."
"Then you do that. I love you no matter. Night sweetie."
"Night Daddy."
I sighed and took myself to a very unfulfilling half-scale climax so I could get to sleep.
I wished I had a brother. I dreamt that night of my 'brother' but Apollo and Daddy kept floating in and out of the dreams competing for my virginity.
We went to see Shakespeare in the Botanical Gardens: Much Ado About Nothing. It was something. Then on the twenty-eighth we went into town to see that exhibition. I'm sure it was Apollo's, who else has a name Apollo Zeus.
At the entry to the Gallery Dad stood frozen. I zoomed ahead excited to see his finished masterpieces. I stopped when I realised Dad had not followed. I went back to fetch him.
"Why did you choose this exhibition, Leucosis?"
"Rainforests Dad, just like our rainforest. These look like they were painted all over Australia though."
"I see, they are beautiful and yes they remind me of home."
"Are you sure you're okay?"
"Just a bit stunned."
"Well, you need to choose one for your house. No two."
We walked around. I liked a Marysville one of a beech myrtle and a North Queensland one of a stranger fig.
I talked him into buying them. They didn't have prices on them. So I giggled to myself, Apollo would have made a few good sales. Dad, bless him, wrote a cheque. Delivery would be when the exhibition closed.
As he returned to me, he hugged me and said, "He's done well for himself."
"Yes, you just bought two paintings."
He stopped as if trying to decide if he should tell me something. A shiver went down his spine, I felt it.


"I mean my cousin, Apollo, he has come a long way."
"What do you mean Ap.. This artist is your cousin? The one from your family's story, the one you knew as kids?"
"The same. Who else has that name?"
"Wow, that's, weird, in a good way... I guess."
My mind was going a hundred miles an hour in the background. I was in love with Dad's cousin. No wonder his Daddy vibe was strong.
I decided not to tell Dad just yet, best to leave that surprise till later. For now, he has two great paintings and maybe I'll give him a nude of me for his birthday. Apollo was having fun producing a new batch of his muse but they were not finished when I left.
The next day I kissed my Daddy goodbye at the airport. A proper kiss.
"Still nothing?" I asked.
He smiled and shook his head.
"Strangely it's that way for me. I'll see you for your birthday. I might try to get Mum to relax the restrictions a bit. I'm an adult now."
"You, my sweet have certainly grown up."
At Mum's she surprised me by taking me to an Art exhibition. A retrospective of the impressionist figure paintings. A lot of Rupert Bunny, the Australian, but also some Monets, Manets and especially Renoirs.
Mum sidled up to me and watched me studying them.
"Seriously Leucosia, you were born in the wrong era. You could have modelled for these."
"Know any good impressionist artists and I'll volunteer to model for them and become their muse."
"Leucosia!" Then she giggled. "In my young days, I might have done the same."
"Mum!" I looked at her, "You didn't, did you?"
She laughed but left me hanging as she walked away to look at the less romantic Cezanne nudes. I spent time looking at the Rodin, and Maillol sculptures. I went into dreamland replaying the hands of Apollo as he explored my body physically before he started painting.
Mum had to drag me out of there. But I returned on my own one last time before I left.
I had a serious conversation with Mum, about the restrictions.
"So how come? Be honest Mum?"
"I appreciate you're over eighteen and an adult. I've not said this, but Leucosia it's you I don't trust with your Dad. You crush on him so hard. Am I right?"
I nodded solemnly.
"I doubt your father would resist. Could resist. Maybe we named you wrong, the siren luring sailors to their doom."
"That hurts Mum," I had tears.
"You wanted honesty. I learnt that your Father is a bit weak-willed when it comes to family. I'll leave it that".
"The 'Tasmanian' thing."
She nodded. "He fought hard to get the Tarkine property. You will get control of it when you are thirty. So till then, the access restrictions apply. I will think about the visiting rights restrictions and let you know."
"So bottom line is you still don't trust me."
I felt very spiteful. Was my mind wanting revenge somehow? Little did she know it strengthened my resolve to have my cousin. Now was it second cousin, or first cousin once removed. Whatever, he was family. So as long as she didn't know and do her lawyer wizardry again. I was in a bind.
"Well Mother, I might just not see you as much. I think equal time with you as with Dad would be more appropriate."
"I'll think about it."
"Then don't be surprised if you turn up for your surprise visits and you find me not available." I stormed out. I cried myself to sleep. Was I evil? Was I the reason, was I really a siren?
My sleep was filled with dreams of Apollo taking me and my virginity in the forest as he painted me. The whole dream was in an impressionist style. There was a mix of male characters taking their liberties with me. Daddy, Apollo, Renoir and even Monet, all interfused as one stereotypical older male lover with a young model muse. Strangely the age difference would have been more acceptable and the bohemian nature of the artist movement in France would have made my desires as acceptable, as my body shape was in back then. So I gave Mum a bit of the cold shoulder treatment for the rest of my visit and got lost in my fantasies and desires. Each night I dreamed a dream. (Note Mum had taken me to see that Musical when I was twelve)
I hopped on the Plane back to Launceston hoping that Mum might take a hint and thaw her attitude and restrictions. But I felt I might need counselling after those revelations.
"Oh my God!" I squealed. He was at the airport waiting for me.
He was beaming. I threw myself at him. We kissed passionately, which turned heads, we did look like a Daddy, Daughter reunion. Then I cried into his neck.
"So it didn't go well," he whispered.
"Wonderful, terrible, confusing, painful, I don't know, just mixed up. Shitty, as in some things turned to shit, other things resolved, or became clear. But I know I need you."
I took his head between my hands and looked into the pool of his eyes.
"I want you to take my virginity."
His smile broadened and swung me around. We almost fell on the conveyor belt.
"Perhaps not here though." We laughed.
I still only had hand luggage, Mum and Dad's place had plenty of clothes and toiletries to use at their places which would be useless in Tasmania. I had a tube of Renoir posters from the Exhibition shop for my Artist lover, plus the catalogue.
At the car, he turned to kiss me again.
"I have exciting news. I sold a couple of major works. I want to take you out for a big celebration meal and then, now that you have told me you want me, we can go to the best hotel in town and I can take up your virgin status offer."
"No."
His face dropped.
"I want you to take me in the Settlers' hut. Take me to lunch and let's get back to paradise."
He laughed. "My absolute pleasure."
Over a seafood lunch at the old Launceston Port, we exchanged phone numbers.
"I have a lot to find out about you Apollo. Like where do you really live when not painting here? And don't think I haven't seen that wedding ring. What's my competition?
"Okay, you deserve that before I bed you. First off my wife, lover, whatever you want to call her, has a name. It's Artemis."
"Wait on, isn't she the sister of Apollo?"
"You guessed it in one."
So she..." my mind was spinning.
"Yes, my Sister. She is six years older than me."
"So incest?" I whispered.
"Says she, who has just got back from wanting to seduce her Daddy."
I leant forward and kissed him.
"We have an open relationship. At Christmas, we take a break from each other. She likes to take female lovers during this time. I like to paint in exotic locations."
"So I'm just a Christmas thing?"
"I don't think so. It's different with you. Sometimes I've had flings. With you it's soulful. I just don't know why. I'm sorry, but these last ten days have been hard. I think I've fallen deeply in love with you. But a fifty-year-old and a eighteen year old is adding a complication similar to one I have with Big Sister."
"Don't be sorry for loving me. Okay, I kissed Dad, like a proper seduction kiss. Nothing. Not from him. I felt his dick to check. Also strangely not from me. Nothing compared to the fires your kisses light in me."
I put my hand under the white linen tablecloth and returned it wet and fed him my juices.
"See, so wet for you."
He groaned.
"It was hard to accept that my Daddy crush was just a fantasy. I still want to call you Daddy when you make me cum though. Can you at least keep that alive?"
He nodded.
"Second, you actually look like my Daddy. I realised it when I got back. No wonder I fell for you. But even holding your hand just now, it's melting me. It's you Apollo I love, in that way, not Daddy."
"And how was Mum?"
"Fucked up, I don't want to talk about that yet. New Year's was the shitty, messed-up, fucked up bit. I'll talk about it later, but I have some things I need to sort out first."
"Okay, I won't push."
"Are oysters an aphrodisiac? Because I'm getting horny."
"It's a long drive, are you sure you can wait?"
"Yes, but let's go? Get doggy bags for the mains."
Apollo talked to the chief and he carefully packed the lobster so it could be eaten as finger food for our trip.
On the trip, I asked about his Sister, and his family.
"My mum and her sister and their lovers all lived on a commune in the late sixties. It was loose and very shall we say free. Nudity was standard. I was brought up by my big sister a lot, as Mum was often off her face on something. This gets a bit incesty. Dad is her Brother."
"Mums?"
"Yes, so Artemis and I doing it was sort of in the gods' family tradition anyway. In the myths, brother-sister sex was almost expected amongst the gods. She resisted at first. But once I turned of age my big sister finally gave in to her desires, and gave in to my advances."
"I want to hear that story in great detail."
"Maybe one day. She can tell you."
"Wow, so you want me in your life?"
"Yes. I don't want this to be a fling. But we might need to leave it to a seasonal thing for a while. Artemis already knows about you, logistics are a thing. We live in Queensland."
"Oh, and I'm planning on living here and studying in Hobart at UTAS."
"We can work it out."
"It probably is best in one way, that we have time to work through the age gap thing."
"I'm also aware that you might just fall in love with someone your age. It needs to at least be a possibility."
"So then, oh it's complicated, maybe best we didn't plan and make good use of the time you have here before I head to Uni."
"So what else did you do in the big smokes?"
"Time with Dad was precious. It always is, but this time, I think it was more so. Once we cleared the Daddy crush thing. We connected on a much deeper level. Mum did one good thing. She took me to an exhibition."
"Don't tell me, the Impressionist Nudes exhibition!"
"It was amazing. Although I think I was looking in a mirror much of the time."
"Instantly jealous. I have worked on my paintings of you while you were away. At night, or when I couldn't paint plein air due to the wind."
"I dreamt of you and me after the exhibition. It was a bit mixed up. Sometimes Renoir was sticking his cock in me, sometimes Daddy, but mostly you."
"They must have been some erotic dreams."
"It was all in Renoir's painting style."
We pulled into Burnie and ate the rest of our lobster with fresh hot chips on the beach. Then headed south to our forest.
We went straight to the settlers' hut. Apollo certainly had been working, the walls were now covered in some of his finished paintings and a lot of me. We lit the hurricane lamps and they threw romantic light over the art as they hissed in welcome.
"This is weird, seeing my body beautifully and passionately depicted."
"Do you like them?"
"Very much, it makes me feel sexy and desirable."
"Not just a dirty old man oggling you?"
I turned to him and kissed him. After some time I came up for breath.
"How is it your kisses are even hotter now?"
"I think the answer is linked to my reaction," Apollo responded. "I'm falling. Even deeper in love with my muse."
I wrapped my hand around his neck and pressed my body against his.
"Then take me. Take me now."
My hands ran over his shirt trying hard to strip him of their encumbrance. He likewise worked on me until we were both nude. The bedroom was set up once again with the mattress on the bed. This he dragged onto the floor and we fell into each other's arms.
"Don't forget," I managed to get out amid his kisses and hands as busy as an octopus's in the garden of delight, "I'm still a virgin."
"Then you had better choose, top or bottom?"
"Bottom please. I want to feel your weight and your daddy bod press into me as you drive this hunk of manness into me."
"Mouth first."
I went to go down on him.
"No, not you, me."
I'm on a hair trigger as it was. With that, he pushed me back and lifted my buttocks up to his mouth, so he could feast on my vulva. And feast he did until I served him a banquet of juices. At the same time, I felt his fingers penetrating and preparing me. First one, then two. I was thankful for that hairbrush. Then three, wedging me in preparations. I came for the second time in minutes. He looked down at me.
"Are you ready?"
"I've been ready all Christmas." I pulled his buttocks toward me and felt his fat penis press against my clit.
"Fuuuuck!"
"I guess that's a yes."
Looking into my eyes he pushed his penis down until his glans locked into my waiting entrance. Then slowly he pushed in. Slow, deliberate, controlled, stretching, in one smooth motion he buried himself as deep as he could go.
I couldn't help it. Whether it was the pool of love that his eyes delivered to mine that connected our souls, or the hot warmth filling me and fulfilling a burning desire I've had down there for ages. Or was it his body pressed on mine? Yes, he was fatter and beefier than me. His Dad body and my actual Dad look alike in so many ways, pressing into me, but I came. I bit down on his neck as I screamed.
Then he moved. "By Zeus!"
He moved a slow withdrawal followed by a slow penetration. In and out fucking me, extending my climax. I just clung to him my legs moving upwards claiming his waist as he began to pump me into the mattress.
All I could think of was 'I'm no longer a virgin.'
My mouth took over another dialogue.
"Fuck me, fuck me, Daddy! Fuck harder, yes Daddy fill me! Give me that man sperm!"
That did it, he thrust deep and hard as he spurted his fluids deep in me. I could feel them, splattering against my uterus.
Spent, he rolled me onto him so I didn't have to bear his weight. We kissed and gently basked in the glory of our union. His penis now semi-soft unplugged itself and our combined juices spilt over his groin.
"You still have a Daddy fetish I see."
"Oh!" I giggled, "I did too. Do you mind?"
"No, not at all. In fact, it turned me on a lot, if you hadn't noticed. I do have an active incest fetish myself."
"Your sister.?"
"I'm not sure I want to bring her in right now."
I stroked his cheek. It really did feel like I was stroking my Daddy's face and running my fingers through his beard.
"I started it remember. Your Sister, do you love her? I mean like this?"
My hand sought his juice-covered penis, and I felt it twitch.
"Do you love your Daddy like this?"
"This is my fantasy come true, but this is also very different."
"I agree, perhaps it's like that with Artemis. She doesn't mind sharing me. We both have what might be termed affairs. We have even shared lovers a few times."
"Like a threesome?"
"Yes, but I think that was more sexual than love. Remember we grew up on a commune. That sort of relationship was common."
"You really talked about us?"
"Yes, we met up, in Launceston for Christmas Day."
"So this got a workout." I was still stroking his semi-hard penis.
He grinned. "I hope you don't mind?"
"How could I, for all you knew I was fucking my Dad silly at the same time. I doubt I could be a hypocrite."
"But Leucosia this is different. I've never felt like this."
He started growing in my hand. Then got rock hard. I was on top so I positioned him at my entrance and took him. Took him deep.
"Maybe you will last longer now, my young lover." I giggled. "Shit, that's deep."
I ground on him trying to see if there was more to squash into my tightness. I rode him, taking control. He looked up at my seated form as my tits began to bounce. His hands held my breasts and tweaked my nipples.
I saw his eyes flick between my body and the images of my body mounted on the walls all around us. I put my hands on his chest and with the leverage afforded humped myself on his hardness until I was rising up to the tip and slamming down. I didn't come so fast this time, but built myself into a tempo of lust and passion. He thrust up to meet me halfway until we rode the inevitable storm and came together.
We were saturated in perspiration and fluids. This time there was no snow outside, it was a hot northerly wind that stifles in summer. It must have been after midnight. We had no shower in the hut. The house was technically a no-go zone.
I left my lover recovering and extracted myself from his connecting rod. I opened the door. The full moon lit the forest glade in magical light.
"Come, let's swim, we can't sleep sticky like this," I suggested.
I helped him up. We donned footwear and made our way naked to the pool in the creek that flowed past the hut.
It was brisk but the moonlight made it peaceful. We heard a wallaby stomping past. Night in the Tarkine is just as magical as the day. Less birds, but it's the time of the marsupials. In the far distance, we heard the growl of the Devil. Far enough away not to frighten. Tasmanian Devils are frightening if they are scrapping up close.
We stepped into the cold water. I was local, so to me it was normal. Apollo was from Queensland, so it was a shock to his system. I warmed him up by washing him with vigorous hand movements then distracted my lover with kisses.
It was romantic under the light of the full moon. It certainly wasn't the water, as that would freeze the balls off a brass monkey. But Apollo got hard. It was almost as if his dick sticking up was attempting another moon landing.
"Wow, you certainly have been missing me."
"I was sort of saving it up for you. But this water is freezing."
I solved his problem by sitting on his lap and taking his cold member into my warmth.
"Fuck you're cold!"
"I was about to say, shit you're hot."
With that, we made love in the waters of the small cascade that flowed over the rock.
We were like young lovers. I was and he behaved like one. He was virile, so that was good enough for me. He painted my insides with hot spurts of semen and I came, competing with the Devil for air play.
Satiated we stood in the chill of the night air and quickly headed back to the hut where we dried ourselves in fluffy towels and bunked down on the mattress, under the furs I had left there from the snow days. It might be summer, but the Tarkine sure gets cold at night regardless.
In the morning we cuddled ourselves awake. Between kisses and caresses, we managed to slip my man's penis into me again. It was a wake-up sleepy-head love-making. Slow, caring, and comforting. Afterwards. I realised I needed to confess something.
We had made love three times and three times I had actually fucked Dad's cousin. Like my first cousin once removed or something. Removed he wasn't, he was still seated in me.
"Apollo..." I hesitated.
"You look worried?"
"I sort of am,... Shit how do I tell you this?"
"What?"
"Well, you know Dad."
"I sort of know I look like him, but no, not really."
"But you know Dad."
"You did introduce me to him during sex."
"Yes that Daddy, you know him."
"What?"
"He knows you."
"What?"
"Like, you know how you're into incest, sister and all that."
"Artemis."
"Yes, but there's more?"
"Like you have a taboo thing for your Daddy. I'm still not following."
"Well, you and Daddy grew up together," I blurted out quickly.
I kissed him and took a deep breath. "Dad is Daniel, he is your cousin."
"Dan! Like Dan?" He took me by the shoulders and held me so he could look into my eyes.
"Fuck me."
"I did."
"No, what? Daniel Burnes?"
"Yes, Dad."
A smile crept into his face. "Dan, really. How? What? What the..?"
"We went to your exhibition."
"In Melbourne?"
"Yes, 101Collins Gallery. Dad doesn't know I was coming back to fuck his first cousin though. He said you have come a long way. Your art. In fact, he liked your work so much he bought a couple of paintings."
"That was him?"
"'Fraid so."
"Don't be. I take it as a compliment." Apollo suddenly got moody.
"We were so close you know as kids. Like that, living on the commune. When Dan's parents left it was so hard. Traumatic. I talked with my Sister, about Dan a lot."


"Artemis, your wife."
"Hard to really classify her as a wife. We could never marry. We think in terms of de facto's."
"So are you okay, you know with fucking your little second cousin?"
"Maybe you're not?"
"Not what?"
"Cousin, maybe you're my niece."
"What, that makes...uncle?"
"Impossible to confirm it, but the rumour had it that my Dad got your grandma pregnant at the same time as my mum. It was thought your grandad was infertile. It was the commune. Also, Dan's Dad was away a lot doing hydro stuff. Artemis heard Mum and Aunty, Dan's Mum, talking one night. About the time his family split the commune. Dan and I were ten and Artemis was sixteen, so considered an adult in the commune. The sisters had matching fertility cycles and they had a big threesome with my Dad.
"People always said Dan and I could have been twins. Do you have a photo of your Dad?"
"In my purse, always."
I took it out and we looked at it.
"It's got to be Dan."
I got excited, "So I'm fucking Dad's brother, my Uncle?"
"Possibly."
"I can do one better." I went to my bag and pulled out a small photo album.
"I have one of you." I showed him a photo I snuck out of Dad's place.
I held up a small black-and-white photo of a pair of nine-year-old boys. "Is this you?"
Tears formed in Apollos' eyes.
"I had that photo. We got two sets developed from the reel. So we wouldn't forget each other. But our house got burned down when a forest fire swept through the commune. It was the end of the commune. I must have been fifteen. I lost those photos in the fire.
I lit the fire in the small stove. Apollo came up behind me and hugged me as we warmed in the growing heat of the slow combustion oven.
"Does this change anything?" He asked hesitantly.
"No, I knew you were family when I came back, but I'm thrilled that you might also be my uncle. What about Artemis?"
"Artemis loved Dad as much as she loved me. She was my rock when our families split. She would be overjoyed to know we had found Dan. More so to know my lover was my niece."
"I don't get this taboo stuff, not really. But I understand now why it was easy to switch my crush from Daddy to Uncle. I'm happy with that."
We sat nursing a coffee.
"It's strange, I was caught up in the Daddy thing, but we both have red hair."
"And the same nose. I had freckles like you when I was younger. What do you think your Dad will say?"
"Hard to tell, but he loved you, I'm sure of that. He told me how much he missed you when you were both young."
"But I am fucking his daughter, my niece."
"And you're fucking your sister too."
"He might not want to share you."
"He doesn't get a choice."
I went over to Uncle Apollo and put his head between my breasts.
"Isn't it an uncle's job to look after and teach his niece?"
Apollo groaned.
"Then teach me to love. Teach me and very thing about sex. You know positions and stuff."
"You're not sore from yesterday?"
"Maybe, but I don't care. No pain no gain. Give me gain, Unc."
He lifted my butt onto the table then knelt and feasted on my centre. It was not long before I was cumming.
"Fuck, fuck me! Uncle! Teach me!"
He stood and grinned a wet grin, then flipped me face down over the table. I felt his nice hard fat cock lubricate on my sopping vagina and he plunged right in.
"Fuuucck! Shit yes, wow."
He started pumping wildly and hard.
"That's it so deeeeep?"
He held my shoulders. I had no control, my big beautiful Uncle was taking me. Taking me where I had never been before.
"Fuck me Unc, no that doesn't work, just fuck me Daddy, fuck me!"
"Fuck yes!" he grunted.
"Yes Daddy, fill me with your sperm, breed me, Daddy."
"Cumming," he held me tight as his body spasmed and came hard.
His body slumped over mine.
"Are you alright, I lost control there," he whispered in my ear.
"You could say I've been fucked. Shit, you're deep.
But I love this position."
His penis retreated. Leaving our spend to flow, and at times fart, it's way out of my vagina as my body continued spasming.
He carried me to the mattress and we slept.
The next four weeks were spent making love, experimenting, fucking all over the Tarkine. I have to pay my dues, Apollo got a lot of painting done. Which was good because when we went to Burnie next he rang the Gallery. They had sold out his exhibition.
He talked about the next show. 'Sirens of the Tarkine.' He started combining my body with the myrtle tree trunks in a fanciful fusion of Renoir, Ents from Lords of the Rings, the movie had come out, and the Tasmanian wilderness. The result was erotic and moving.
Our time together was a sea of eroticism. It was also clear it was time for us to part.
"What are we going to do?" I asked with some fear. Uni was in two weeks and TAFE was about to start.
"I've been thinking," Apollo said. "I don't need to go back to teaching. I made enough from my last show to paint full-time."
"But Artemis?"
"Could you share me with her?"
"I think so. I've sort of been preparing myself that this might be the end."
"Not the end, maybe the beginning. You really need to get your degree though. This Tarkine needs qualified people to protect it into the future."
"I know. I want to stay here."
"So we do as we planned. I'll come back next Christmas to paint."
"I'll take you to meet Dad, or reunite with Dad then."
"Maybe come up during the July break to meet Artemis."
"I'd like that."
"I'm sure she will too. I have a feeling it could be a sensuous meeting."
"Our first threesome?"
"Need to teach my niece new things."
"Damn Apollo, I just got wet at that idea."
"Maybe Daddy will be happy to share me with you. Just for sex that is. A different threesome?"
With thoughts of our incestuous future together we parted a week later and the long wait started.
Granted Apollo's wisdom he did encourage me to fulfil my sexual appetite among the younger men I was at Uni with. I did. But nothing was as satisfying as my uncle taking me.
...........
This is not the end. A further episode is coming.
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As Big As Dad.
This can be read as a standalone story but forms an important sequel to the As Big As series. If you had been wondering about our Dad and his Sister who died as a nurse on an Australian Hospital ship. It was torpedoed during the Second World War on its maiden voyage. This is Essie and Robert's Story.
All sexual activity described is by persons over eighteen years old.
Dad's Story
Was I as big as Dad? Hell no. Beside his penis, my as big as a Chiko Roll looked tiny. A chiko roll is six inches long and six inches in circumference. Well they were, they just underwent shrinkflation. My cock was slightly bigger than a chiko but for a six-inch cock I was fat. The average hard penis is one and a half inches in diameter or a slighty less than five inches in circumference.
Dad was eleven inches and nearly eight inches in circumference. What girl can take that? I found out much later that the average vagina is not much more than six inches in depth. It explains why when I go deep I hit the cervix. Who can take a bigger one? A few. Some ladies manage to get a big cock into their cervix but for the most part, it was hard to get a cock Dad's size into any hole, mouth, vagina or anus. Try mouthing a normal sized coke can, if you have doubts. Vaginas can stretch but rarely in length. So this story is about how Dad managed to lose his virginity with his Sister.
Dad and I had three extra days in Wagga to sort out the purchase of our new home. The rest of our family had left that morning. I managed to get the full story of my Father's incestuous relationship with his Sister, my Late Aunt Essie over this time. This is that story.
That night, Dad and I returned to our room after a pub meal.
"Do you mind if we look through those pictures again?"
I had developed an old film of Dad's he took during the twenty-four hours he lost his virginity with his virgin Sister.
"Great idea, but no alcohol this time, Dad. The pictures and alcohol don't mix."
"Fair call."
We got out the collection. Slowly we went through them one by one and memories flooded back.
"Can you tell me about it Dad?"
"It's still a bit painful. "
"Not the first time. Go back, tell me about the Sister you knew and grew up with."
"I guess..."
I waited patiently.
"I remember almost everything about Gabby's and my interactions over the years.... Do you think you could call me Bob. At least tonight."
"It's strange, I know what your name is, but I've never called you anything but Dad, Bob."
"She called me Bobby. We were Bobby and Essie to everyone. I know her birth was registered as Esmay but to everyone she was Essie. Though the boys at school thought it was short for Jessie. It suited her that they thought of her in boy terms not the female Esmay. No one ever found out. In fact, it was only for her death funeral notice that I found out. It made the papers' lists of missing persons 'Esmay Renshaw' more unreal. It had to be someone else. But it wasn't, I saw the ship sail for the last time. My love left the harbour that day. Sure, I found love later. But it was not my first. It's not the same."
"So what was growing up with Essie like?"
"We lived on a farm, but then so did most kids. We didn't own the farm. Dad was a farm labourer out at Tumburrumba. It was sheep country mainly, with Dairy, so Dad milked the cows morning and night. Bloody cold. Winters you had to break the ice to wash your hands in the basin out near the dunny. The dunny itself was a hundred yards downhill from the house. Every ten years we dug a new one in a different location and moved the outhouse."
"So life tough then?"
"Yeah, but we were kids, we knew no different. Most of the kids, like us, rode a horse to school. At first, I did the ride with Essie on my lap or clinging to my back. Both positions became favourites later. They were our comfort positions. But I think it's how we got close. Later Essie got her own horse. I missed the warm sharing of bodies on a frosty morning."
Dad was off.
"Our school had two teachers. Being only a year apart we were normally in the same class. We were always thick as thieves. Although thieving was restricted to fruit in orchards. It's amazing what you can reach on a horse's back. We thought we were getting away with it, but later found out our habit was known locally, almost legendary. We set ourselves a challenge: can we ride past without stopping and grab an apple, or an orange, or soft fruit, although these were harder to grab and messier.
"Essie would cling to my shirt and reach right out. Or if I was shirtless, which I often was on the weekends, grab the back of my britches.
"Later on, the challenge was to get the highest fruit. This meant standing behind me on the horse and clutching my hair. Or a leg over my shoulder. Later when she had her own horse we would compare spoils, then hit a hay-barn to eat our ill-gotten afternoon tea."
"So, I know you are big Dad, how did that not give you a fatty when you got older? Like Essie rubbing against you."
"Oh, it did. We were farm kids. We knew what it was and what it was used for. So mainly we ignored it.
"Essie was a Tomboy's Tomboy. She loved playing and playing rough. Our favourite schoolyard game was British Bulldogs, where the 'It' person had to rugby tackle the others and add members to the team. The rest of the school feared it when she was it. The boys used to treat the girls more gently. There were those who thought the game wasn't for ladies, but they were rare in primary school. It was a Rugby town. But woe betide any guy who treated our Essie different. She would sort them out. It wasn't worth the beating to miss the opportunity to lay a good tackle on her. Outside of sport though, she was gentle and kind-hearted. She took the side of the underdog. So everyone made sure they never picked on another kid."
"So your prodigious cock?"
"Well, that's it. She called it Bobby Bull. I thought it was normal, until the change rooms led to stares as the boys grew up some. To Essie, she knew no different. I was her Bobby Bull. I was smaller than a bull. That was the comparison.
"She started growing tits and hairs. Tits she hated, because it meant she would have to be a girl sometime. Hairs - she was proud hers came in before mine. But then the incident happened. Our school went up to grade eight. I would have to leave school after that if I wanted, or else I had to go into Tarcutta for proper high school. I was good at school. Essie was better. I wanted to learn how to fly a Tiger Moth. So I wanted to do something to do with these new things called planes.
"An incident changed everything. I was in grade eight and Essie was in grade seven. We had two teachers in the school. So we had the same guy from grade 5. They were both men teachers, fresh out of college. They never stayed long. But as useless as tits on a bull about anything farming or rural. Anyway, Essie wasn't feeling too well one day. She had gut pains. So the teacher decided the best thing was that she went home. That meant riding back with me on Silver.
So I was tasked with leaving early. Heartbroken I was. She was not good. She wanted to go slowly as the bouncing hurt her more. She was strangely affectionate as we rode. Cuddling was good and when one of us was hurt, the other tended to get closer.
"You go inside and I'll put the horse away," I said,
"At the shed, I took the blanket, we rarely used saddles. And noticed it was a bit damp. But then I also realised Essie could get damp down there. So thought nothing of it.
"Back at the house, I asked mum if she was okay."
"Yes, she is just having a warm bath. Her rags have started."
"Oh," I sort of knew Mum went on the rags, but never thought that Ess would."
"Come here pet. Turn around... Thought so. Here let me take that off."
"She pulled my school shirt carefully over my head."
"Blood," her only explanation.
"What?"
"From Essie, she got her periods today."
"What are periods?"
Mum sat me down and had a birds and bees talk. Up until then I was blissfully ignorant. Mum was an upfront person. So told me straight.
"It means Bill, that Essie can get pregnant now. So be warned. Keep an eye on her in case some dickhead wants to stick his dick in her. And don't be a dickhead yourself.
I realised how quick a bull could get a cow pregnant, so I knew the risk was high if she was in heat.
"Will Essie go into heat like the bitches, referring to farm dogs, or cows?"
"Sure will. In fact, in about two weeks, and every month from then on. So keep an eye on her. You two look after each other, that's good, you did well today son. But, perhaps you... Oh... just need to do things differently from now on ... not so close. Like no more baths together."
That was the incident. Within a week Essie had a new horse for school. We stopped having baths together. She wasn't allowed to crawl into bed with me if she couldn't sleep.
"I hate being a girl, Mum won't let me wrestle the boys no more, and these tits flipping' hurt. And bro, you try bleeding down there for a week, my life is over. I might as well become a prissy."
It was our name for hoity-toity girls at school.
"I think we need a pact like a blood brother thing," I suggested.
"I like that Brother thing, real blood?"
"Real blood."
So we picked our fingers and shared blood.
"But what are we pacting," she asked.
"Oh, I mean everything, you're still my best friend, we can still do things we always did, like ride old silver together, when alone, particularly for the fruit nicking."
"Yeah my horse, sunshine, wouldn't do that. Till I train her. We had better do the blood thing again, to make sure, now we know what the pact is."
A few weeks later, thinking now she was probably in the fertile bitch in heat state, we went out riding. We tied Sunshine up in a patch of trees and went off to snare some apricots that had just come into season. She was being super cuddly and as we were returning she rode facing me. The rhythm of the horse ensured Bobby Bull was stiffening up. She was rubbing on me although we had no idea that was a thing at the time. There was one apricot left. Our faces were dripping in the sweet juice of forbidden flesh. We looked into each other's eyes and she said.
"Let's share the last one."
Slowly we put the apricot between our lips and carefully consumed our halves. Until only the pip was between us. We kissed. The obvious conclusion. It was no brother-sister kiss. That seed got passed between our mouths as an excuse for lingering. The electricity charged our lips. I was tempted to do more but said to my Sister.
"That was wonderful, but so wrong, perhaps we should stop," I suggested.
I saw the tears form. But she nodded. "I was thinking the same."
"I love you Essie, I mean really love you."
"Oh, I love you so so much Bobby. More than I should. Perhaps being a girl has advantages. Like I couldn't love you like this if I were a boy."
"Probably not." We had stopped back at Sunshine. She kissed me in a sweet sisterly peck as she elegantly transferred to her horse's saddle.
"One day when we are old enough, maybe we can do things, like I would like to feel your breasts."
"And I would like to hold Bobby Bull."
"One day right, but yeah, we need to wait."
As we rode off she said longingly. "You know, I'm going to ride Bobby Bull one day."
I was lost in thoughts. Sex thoughts. Real sex thoughts for the first time.
We rode often together, but after that, we cooled it by unspoken agreement. It was not until some time later that we returned to our physical expression of love.
The war had started, Essie had turned eighteen and was well into her nurse training, when things changed again. She was now twenty, I was twenty-one.
I was an essential worker back on the farm. My engineering degree complete, but my career was put on hold. Dad needed help with the farm. He had fought in World War I, an original ANZAC. His gammy leg was playing up and I think his personal battle with the trauma of another fight with Gerry was doing his head in. So I was milking.
I was just washing up one crisp morning, under the dairy hose. I was half naked. When suddenly Essie came around behind me and grabbed me in a warm cuddle.
"Surprise!"
In my excitement, I turned around and kissed her like our first kiss. Something I had wanted to do forever. She broke the kiss after a good few minutes. Bobby Bull was bullishly exposed up against my wet stomach.
"Look at my uniform."
I had seen her in a nurse's uniform before. But this was a military nurse's uniform. I was taken aback. I hugged her congratulations, partly to hide the fear in my eyes. This shit was getting real and the Japanese were no Gerrys. Rumour had it that they didn't treat nurses well.
"I still owe you, you know." I looked at her as we stepped out of the puddle.
"Owe me what?"
Her tits were hard and poking at the now-wet fabric compliments of my wet body.
"It's time you copped that feel. I think they have grown enough."
She undid the front buttons and took my hands. My Sister slid them under the uniform onto her breasts.
"You're cold."
I laughed.
"Allow me to give you the right treatment to avoid frostbite. But they must be flesh on flesh."
Her bra had the catch in front. She undid it and soon my hands were cupping the most beautiful breasts.
We kissed again. This time passionately. Bobby Bull was making himself known.
"I want to do something, turn around."
I did and her hands slipped down and took hold of my rampant penis. She started masturbating me. She undid the buttons on my fly and pulled him right out. He was running with precum and this lubed him up.
She worked my cock and balls. The cake of yellow sunshine soap came in handy and she rubbed her bared breasts on my back. My hands supported me on the tin shed wall and I came hard, painting the corrugated iron.
"There, all clean."
"Not my mind."
"I could wash your mouth out with soap," she threatened me.
She put my Bobby Bull away before he stiffened back up, then did up her top as we walked up to the house.
Dad was off on the dairy trip. He picked the milk up half an hour earlier.
"Where is Mum?" I asked.
"She went with Dad. I passed them on the track. Said it best we had some time together given the news and stuff."
I looked at her. I normally came in and stood in front of the fire to warm and dry. I had already left the cow-shit-stained britches in the laundry, so I was only in my white undies. I liked the ones with the horizontal fly. I was normally too big for my cock to accidentally poke out of these, which the diagonal flies constantly allowed.
"Help me out of uniform too?" Essie asked in front of the fire. "You got me all wet."
She did not have regulation nurse bloomers on; instead, they were a style I had never seen before. They were also wet in the crotch and you could see her pubic hairs, dark. I could make out individual hairs showing through the wetness.
"Sorry, I really did get you wet."
"Yes, but not from your water, I watched you for a few minutes before I surprised you. I always love doing that."
"What you... spy... on me?"
"Shit yes, my favourite pastime around milking. Watching Big Brother get naked and washing that incredible body of his."
"Like for real?"
She nodded.
We spent a few minutes trying to breathe as we took in each other's bodies.
"You know I still want to ride Bobby Bull. But not yet, I think we need to chat and get used to each other for a while."
We stood naked in front of the fire.
"I know you are big. I also know that the girls I sent your way may not have worked out so well."
"That was your doing?"
"I figured you were a man, time you got in the saddle. Can't be doing it with your Sister."
"True, but I'd like to."
"So what happened?"
"Most took one look and fled. Some did their best to use their hands to make me blow. A few tried to lick me but none could get me in their mouths. There were three I did try with, like to get it in. But all we managed was the head which is the squishy bit before the bone."
"You know technically it has no bone?"
"No, what? Why do we call it a boner then? What is it?"
"It's some special flesh that fills with blood to make it so hard."
Bobby Bull was sticking out. How could he not be?
Essie knelt in front of me and took hold of my penis. Then she demonstrated with her fingers the two hard muscles on either side.
"It is made up of three tubes of flesh. These are the main ones that swell up and make it hard, under here is the third, which has the plumbing."
She ran a finger hard up it from base to tip. It indented a bit and the very slippery cum that is clear, flowed and oozed out the top. She put this to her lips.
"Ooo, that's tasty and slippery. Different to your main stuff."
I groaned.
"Have they grown enough for you?" She held her boobs up. I realised her bra was on the floor. She then ran her tongue around my head and got it from the source.
"Where did you learn all this? You can't be a virgin still."
"Oh Big Brother, you forget I'm a nurse."
"See this bit, as I was saying," she ran her finger back up the underside and got more stuff. "This is where all your pipes are. It also has the muscles that help you pump, which is a big job with your big cock. It's a wonder you have any blood left for your brain when Bobby Bull gets going."
"You didn't answer my question."
With that, she sat on my lap, just like she used to on the horse. Bobby parted her lips, on either side at my base. Fuck! She had lost those undies as well.
"Bobby, yes, I'm still a virgin. Well technically. No boy has ever been in there, only you ever will."
At that memory, Dad burst into tears. "It was true, I was the only one."
He sorted through the evidence before us. "Fuck I'm big, aren't I?"
"Yes, Dad."
"Look, I'm curious and I think you need the distraction. We are both as hard as now. Can we like measure against each other? Just for science."
"Bugger it, why not. I always wondered how big my sons were."
We stood and took them out. Fuck Dad was big. Not too much thicker than mine but fuck longer.
"Face each other then under and over," Dad suggested. At eleven inches he could get his big hand between his groin and my tip.
"Fuck that's long Dad."
"Yep, but I don't think I've ever had my pubic bone hit up against pubic bone. You're nearly as fat though."
I could just touch with my thumb and forefinger if I squeezed a bit. Dad watched. He did the same but he had longer fingers.
"Do you mind?" I tried not to look in his eyes.
"Go ahead, for science."
I wrapped my hand around his meat. Fuck he was heavy. Then I used the same measure. I could get two-finger widths in the gap.
"Gabby is a lucky girl. Your mum finds it harder the older she gets to take me. We still do it, but she is not as accommodating as she used to be. Not that she doesn't want to house me. She is still as randy as ever."
"I noticed. Is that why she like... stares when she sees me hard, she gives plenty of indication she wouldn't mind?"
"I doubt she would mind. Incest sort of turns her on. It's why she took me on. Given that I was suffering from the loss of Essie. She often role-played my Sister."
"Has she, have you, have you ever swung. I've been tempted. Gabby has taken two before in her vagina at the same time."
Dad sighed, "I don't think I needed to hear that. Not just that's it's something a father would ever want to hear about his daughter, but..." he left it hanging.
"I get it Dad, she would fit you, or you would fit in her and she reminds you of Essie in looks also. We have both commented on that."
Understanding I needed to distract my old man from his thoughts. I redirected.


"So Essie, what did you talk about, how did you decide to cross that taboo line?"
"We had a bit to talk about when we wanted to go the whole way. But we were both too horny for talking just then. I knew she had marching orders coming, so I decided to meet her in Sydney. Better than on my single bed and trying to avoid the folks. We were both keen to give it a crack, hopefully a lot of crack.
"We were horny then and there though. She was, as I said, in our riding couple position.
"Let's cum like this."
"We both knew what it really was now. She put both hands around Bobby Bull and rode her body up against it. She dragged her hot wet fanny lips up and down my fat pole. Soon she was cumming and then came some more. That triggered me, and as I was unencumbered with clothes, I shot powerfully up into her face. We kissed amongst the sperm and she dismounted and cleaned my body up with her tongue
I returned the favour, I thought bugger it, if she can eat it, so could I. So I set to and put my mouth to cleaning her. I got hard again as I started eating her, between her lips. I know, you people call it, eating pussy, but we didn't have those terms then. Cunnilingus was the technical term at the time. She almost threw me on the floor and mounted my cock like I was the saddle. She took hold of Bobby Bull like a pommel and rode her heart out. We didn't try to put it in. Not then. I came again, but only after she had spurted her juices all over me. She collapsed in our mess and I think Essie slept a while. Either that or she was out cold. Later I found out that she was out cold. She does that after a good squirting cum.
"Just like you suggested, so does Gabby."
I went and ran a bath for us. Fortunately, it was a wet autumn and the tanks were full. I cleaned up the kitchen and did my best to spill a bottle of eucalyptus oil on the table and floor. That way I could cover the aromas of love.
We shared a bath, it was the first time since the incident. Fuck, we loved it. We took our time, but as we were coming up to evening milking we knew it was time to get moving. Dad and Mum would be back soon. Essie had informed me that Mum told her they would not be back before evening milking.
I left Essie to explain the spilt bottle. I strained a back muscle apparently.
She winked. "I'll use it as an excuse to give you a massage every night when I'm here. In front of Mum even, Nurse Essie doing her nursing duty. Just put it on as long as you like, I won't mind."
"Just don't get that stuff on Bobby Bull, fuck that hurts."
"Have you tried it?"
"Only once, when I was working out how to wank this monster. Never again".
"Essie was in stitches laughing.
"I headed off to the shed. I was happy, over the moon. But the problem was now, how can we do this until death do us part? It was marriage I was thinking about, not death."
"I think I might go for a swim Dad, maybe you could try toothpaste on that monster while I'm out."
He thumped me hard. "Cheeky bugger. But I will take care of it. If I soil these pics can you print more?"
"Anytime Dad," I chuckled and went for a late-night swim in the pool.
I took care of myself in the water. Hey, it was dark. I thought of our fuck in the pool that morning. After Dad's story, it didn't take long.
It was strange waking up without my sister wrapped in my arms or my cock in her mouth. There was no way I wanted to go back to single life. But today was the day we bought a house, like proper bought.
Dad went to the bank as soon as it opened at ten. Damn Banks had it good. No customers before ten and none after three except Fridays. I guess they had to have time to triple-check the paperwork and count money.
By ten thirty we had a Bank check for the deposit. We took it to the Realtor and signed paperwork. The realtor organised for us to meet a property Lawer after lunch. So I took Dad to the Golden Gate for lunch and a Granita.
"Where's that good wife of yours?"
"Probably in her office in Sydney missing me," I grinned.
"She lovely girl, you get her back fast."
"All in the works, we just bought a house that's why I'm here without her."
"So you move here?"
"Yep! She got the job by the way, so expect you will be feeding our kiddies one day.
"She pregnant!?"
"No, but we expect to be here long enough to bring them here to eat."
"That's good, have time fucky fucky before freedom fuckied up."
We heard a yell from the kitchen.
"Fuck, she hear," he whispered, "Now she want fucky for herself or I'm fuckied!"
We heard him in the kitchen, not long after, having an argument in a language I had no idea about.
When he came back into the Cafe, I told him about the Gyros. I suggested he should make them.
"We have something similar back home but cook meat on open BBQ, you spy for me and bring back photo of turning machine and I find. Then you no need to go back to Sydney."
"Well you stay here and keep open, and we will stay in Wagga until you retire."
Dad was very meditative this morning. But then, last night was tough for him. Memories are all we ever have left in life. In fact, I wouldn't mind betting that the present is only here so we can create the past. So it's important to lay down memories that are good and positive, ones that I could feel proud of making.
Was I proud of the memories my Sister and I were making? In one sense, as it was incest, society says I shouldn't be. But then my love for my Sister, and her love for me rescued her from a life of pointless sexual searching. A false sex used to salve her true desire.
Dad and I walked around the lagoon waiting for the appointment with the Lawyer.
"What do you want to do tonight Son?"
"Well, you haven't finished your story, but maybe leave that for the long ride home."
We wandered over to The Civic Theatre which faced the lagoon. Being Monday there was nothing on.
"What about the movies?"
So we walked down the main street to read the films showing billboards.
"What about Alvin Purple, Dad?"
"It's an R rate."
"Oh, it's got Abigail in it!"
"Then definitely."
Abigail was an Australian version of Pamela Anderson. Number 96, the TV show that broke the rules and every adolescent boy's balls, if they could be sneaky enough to get to see it.
So that's what we did. We passed on another visit to the house.
"Have you ever tried a waterbed, Dad?" I asked as we walked out of the cinema.
"No, they are fairly new. You need a new bed. That old shaky mattress will do for a little while, but you will soon get sore backs."
"I'm tempted then."
"Why not, Betty and I would be keen to try it when we visit. Call it investing in my own pleasure."
We called in at a few furniture stores in town, before we left for home the next day. No one stocked them. A few swore, 'bloody water beds', as they had been inundated by young lads since Alvin Purple was screening.
One helpfully suggested that full wave versions were the best and easy to transport in pieces. He suggested buying one in Sydney or Melbourne as they would fit in any station wagon. They were taking orders but with the backlog, it could be months before they could deliver.
By the way, Alvin Purple is about a door-to-door waterbed salesman who gets inundated by birds wanting to bed him in them. Even though he is a bit of an innocent young male. Until they give him a reputation. He falls in love with a virgin who becomes a nun.
We headed home the next day. On the way, I brought up Essie.
"How did you get to the point of crossing the line?"
I was driving when I asked, because I knew if Dad was behind the wheel we would drive under a truck.
"How did we cross the line? I think we crossed the line years earlier in our minds. About a year after the incident, I started to really understand the problems of loving my Sister. I was frustrated. Her body turned me on, but I was good. We were in our mid-teens.
Essie saw my frustration.
"It's hard, this separation."
"I know, what's the use of our blood brothers' pacts?"
"We could make a new one."
"Not change the others, add to it?"
"What should we add?"
"Essie, when we are old enough, you know one day, would you marry me?"
She broke the distance we had tried to build and kissed me in a long lingering kiss.
"Yes, oh yes please."
"When, how long do we wait?"
"Maybe when we are adults. Like eighteen or something. Just in case."
"In case?"
"In case we fall in love with someone else?"
"Like really test this out."
"Maybe even date and try other people."
"You could be a good brother and set me up with friends."
"I'd have to get better friends."
"I could find girls for you. To give Bobby Bull some experience. I think I want you to take my virginity though."
"But you don't mind if I lose mine?"
"You're a boy, it's sort of expected."
"I might try, but it won't be the same I know. But if I don't fall in love, like I am with you, then you will be the only one. Like forever."
"We spent the next five years justifying our feelings."
"So then, what happened on the farm that week?"
"It was a week, that's all the leave she had. She would get twenty-four hours before they departed as special shore leave. But they didn't know when, so she was to be on standby in Sydney.
"We had many discussions. Mainly planning out our life together after the War. We were not worried about the taboo of what we planned, as we both figured love shredded all arguments and we had waited long enough.
"We were also over waiting. We would have been doing it from fourteen if we could. We faced temptation every day during high school. We both masturbated regularly. We wrote letters almost daily during our university and nursing college separation. They were very X-rated.
"So we were ready. Except for one thing,"
"What was that, Dad?" I asked, but I think I guessed.
"My size. That night at the dairy my sister came to watch. We chatted as I did the separation. Dad would come and pick up the fresh milk to go to the dairy. So we were cautious."
"I've been working at stretching myself, down there."
"That's wise."
"Sorry, but no blood to prove it now, but I am still a virgin."
"So am I, if you don't count an inch. How far have you got?"
"Well, I can do a fat carrot. I've tried different vegetables but I'm scared they will break under the force."
"We heard the truck pull up, so we switched to safe topics. I helped Dad load, then saw him off.
"I went about sterilising the equipment then filled a big tub with hot water that I could stand in to wash myself.
"Essie, wearing a simple blouse and a pleated skirt looked the typical milkmaid. We had a four-stall milking machine in those days, which reduced our need to hand milk.
"I carried the tub near the hay shed and Essie sat up on the top rail of the wooden four-rail fence to watch.
"No need to hide now Big Brother. But if you are lucky I will do what I always did when I spied on you.
"With that, she opened her legs wide and pulled her dress up. She had no undergarments.
"You might as well have a view also."
"Fuck me what a view. Her bush was very neatly trimmed.
"How did you do that?"
"I'm a nurse, I shave a lot of patients. Particularly injured soldiers?"
"That is stunning."
"My clothes dropped off as I undid the overalls and pulled down my white underpants. Bobby Bull was rampant already.
"I had my clean dry clothes draped over the top rail along with my towel, so the Tub was near, very near, my sister. I had a great eye-high view.
"I watched as she did what she had often written to me about. She parted her tender lips with their sexual folds and showed me her moist passage. It was already wide and gaping.
"I washed my body slowly with the yellow sunlight soap as I watched my Little Sister masturbate for me.
"Her eyes looked at the lust in mine and I did the same. Our hands were on automatic stimulation. Sometimes she used the words she used when she wrote to me. Other times she quoted, by heart, the words I wrote back. I demonstrated those words live to her commentary.
"I described oral sex to her once. She called me to the fence and invited me to use my tongue as I had described. I did not need to bend far and soon her hands were pushing at the back of my head as she came loudly. The cows turned at her guttural noises. Her juices sprayed my naked body.
I was still on the edge of my climax, she hopped down and put my hands on the top rail. Then standing behind me, took the bull by the horn. Both hands worked my large penis lubricated by soap.
"Fuck, this is big. She whispered in my ear as her hands enjoyed my hardness. I'll need to stretch myself a bit more yet. But it's good to have your measure.
"I groaned. "Come for me Big Brother, let the cows know who is the bull around here."
"Afraid I would disturb the house and alert Mum, I grunted and bellowed like a bull as I had my release into the pen in front of me.
"Fuck, it's sad to waste this," my Sister said and she turned me around to shoot my final load up her dress. Thus shrouded in dress material her hand took my penis and rubbed my spent glans over her lips to bring herself to a final release.
"We finished cleaning up, which meant I had to wash her sexy juices from my face. Essie though was determined just to rub my essence into her loins.
"We walked back to the house in the dark. We discussed it the next day.
"I have to work in the morning."
"I'll help."
"You're on holidays."
"When does a dairyman ever get holidays?" I sighed.
"True, so I work with you."
"Then can I suggest a ride in the afternoon. There are apples to pick."
"Can your horse take two of us?"
"Oh, you haven't seen him yet. I've had him a year and I think I've trained him well enough for the task. Just pack a big hamper in a saddle bag."
"For the first time in many years, I did not cum thinking of my sister, as was my normal way to get to sleep. Instead, I lay in a still quiet contentment knowing that tomorrow my Sister would take plenty of opportunities to give me release. So I saved up my spunk.
In the morning I did the milking while Essie slept in. Then she spent some precious time with mum as she packed a hamper. We think Mum was catching on, but Mum being Mum, was stoic in refusing to acknowledge anything could be amiss. The normal farm tasks we did together after I had a nice warm-up by the fire. Mum was around, so it was nothing like yesterday. Although Sis insisted on flashing me behind Mum's back. I'm sure she was trying to get Bobby Bull to show off his horn. She did massage my lower back near the fire as I warmed. Mum thought it was cute.
We did the feed bins, moved some silage for the cows, and then moved to the stables.
"A waler! Damn, she's beautiful. You bought a waler!"
I looked at Dad puzzled.
"A waler is a special horse in Australia. They were the horse of choice for the Australian Light Horse. In fact, I had only bought him a year ago because the regiment decided that the horse was no longer suitable for warfare. We had a breeder in Tumut who suddenly had a large stock of horses he couldn't move. So I bought him cheap, but he was no cheap horse.
"Walers aren't exactly a breed but a mongrel combination of different breeds with a big body, stout tough legs and could go for days. They led the charge of Beersheba, known as the charge of the Light Brigade, and also took Jerusalem from the Turk. Some made it to Gallipoli, but as we were bogged down, they were not much use.
"She can carry more than most horses, so she will hardly notice you and me."
"What do you call her?"
"Stirling,"
"Cleaver, so not pure silver more of a blue."
Her hair and tail were blue-grey and had a long white diamond on her forehead.
Essie got familiar with Stirling while I mucked out the stables. Soon she had her eating out of her hand and following her around the yard. A real horse whisperer she was.
As I did the troughs I watched her mount Stirling bareback. It was true bareback, bareback to bare backside as her legs swung to reveal no panties of any kind.
"You'll be the death of me Sis, how is a guy to get any work done around here?"
"She giggled and trotted over.
"I thought you were going to help?"
"This is helping. Just giving you memories. For when I'm not here."
"She lifted her skirt and my view of her folds was blocked by the long hairs of Stirling's withers brushing her lips as she turned her steed, with her knees, and they walked away.
"I was a bit sweaty from the work but at least not covered in cow shit.
"I suggest we go for a ride, steal some apples, they are just coming in."
"It was early autumn, but the weather was still beautifully warm for that time of year.
"Do you mind Essie, if I milk the cows nude. I normally do that when it's only Dad around, and then he only tends to turn up to pick up the milk."
"What about Mum?"
"She tends to stay away after she coped an eyeful of Bobby Bull one day."
"I get it, I think."
"Yes, cow shit. They tend to crap on you anyway, it saves a lot of the washing, you have to strip later anyway to wash up."
"True, I miss squishing my toes in steaming warm cow pats on a cold morning."
"I know, just the best. Plus it's warm when they get you proper. With clothes, you just get the water that turns cold quick."
"What do you do in winter?"
"Just a long oil skin Mac."
"Sexy."
"So if you come to the dairy early you might get a show."
"Like last night."
I grinned, "Remember how we used to ditch our clothes as soon as we were away from the house or neighbours."
"Real nudists in our own innocent way."
"Just like now with Stirling. I enjoyed watching your seat."
"Believe me, my seat enjoyed the old feeling on horse under her. Do you think Stirling would cope with both of us bareback and bare bum on her?"
"Absolutely. You forget she was trained for war. Nothing frightens her, she is able to carry injured soldiers back from the line or lead a charge. No finer horse for riding al-natural."
"Then let's go pick apples, then stash them and the saddle somewhere and visit our favourite meadow."
"Al-natural?"
We giggled.
"I'll have Bobby Bull to hold as we ride, so we will be safe."
"No finer pommel has ever been held on a saddle."
I finished up my work and Essie grabbed the saddle bag. We started with the saddle but we both knew it was not built for two. That didn't stop us raiding apples until our bibs and braces overflowed. We headed down a windy track that went up into the hills. At a junction, we stashed our load in an old drum where we always used to stash our clothes.
"Hop up and have a ride, let Stirling get used to you and how you ride."
I watched as my Little Sister put on a fine display of her riding skills. I could tell her body was reacting to the firm but warm horse flesh beneath her body. Her quiet whimpers were also a clue. I also noticed Stirling's nose flare as she smelt different aromas.
"Darling, use your hands. I want to watch you make yourself cum up there."
"So long as you play with Bobby Bull as I ride around."
"Fair's fair."
She ground herself on Stirling's withers while clutching the crest with one hand to keep herself upright. It did not take long and she was coating Stirling with her juices. I realised I would be sharing that seat soon, but that made it all the more exciting. I refrained from coming myself. I wanted Essie to have that pleasure when we rode together. Soon she was slumped forward in spent sexual pleasure. She pulled up next to me and I helped her off onto shaky legs.
"I had forgotten how pleasurable that was."
Essie stood at her head and allowed Stirling to nuzzle her groin. It is a very intimate moment when animal and human bond. Nothing sexual, just an animal's way of identifying, much like a dog goes immediately to nuzzle a visitor's groin.


I mounted our horse and pulled Essie up to my front.
"Ride facing me. That way you can cuddle and relax."
"That way you get the greatest contact." She said as she wrapped her fingers around Bobby Bull. I say around, she could never girt my girth with one hand.
Essie moved her body into mine for maximum contact. We rode and enjoyed the freedoms we took as teenagers, but this time we were free of adolescent concerns. Sure, there was still the Taboo thing, because Essie was my sister. But that final barrier was not the barrier. The size of my dick was. Maybe it always was. We knew back then that if I tried to get it in, then I would probably break her vagina, and Mum would definitely know. As we rode, my sister rode my cock to another orgasm. My fat penis was doing a number on her clit as her lips splayed around me.
We changed position and she swung around to ride behind me so she could use both hands on my Bobby bull. I was soon crying in ecstasy and came like a lance in a jousting contest, to the side.
We made it to the meadow and it was golden with late-blooming wildflowers. We dismounted and found our old blanket we had hidden in the hollow tree. It was last used only four years ago, so we had to shake it out thoroughly. It had a few more holes but doubling it would do.
We lay in the sunshine and murmured love. Eventually, we both fell asleep.
Maybe it was the quiet nuzzle of Stirling, but I was dreaming of Bobbin our Draft horse, who often stood nearby waiting for his young charges to wake. I was very hard with erotic dreams. My Sister woke me with her mouth licking my penis tenderly.
"Just a reminder, of what's to come." She stood and wandered off a few places, squatted then released her urine into the grass.
"Remember we always loved to watch each other do that."
"True, but more from fascination than pleasure."
My turn. I turned away, careful not to step in her wet grass. It took more for me to let down because I was so hard and had an audience. But soon I managed to empty the tank. It was time to be going, I had to be back as the sun went down. Cows don't like waiting and Dad goes crook if I'm late.
As I stooped to pick up the blanket my sister threw herself on my back.
"Come-on my Bobby Bull I want to ride you."
"Bull or stallion?" I challenged as I tried to throw her.
She grabbed my cock around my body and jerked me to full hardness. I was part-tamed with that, but tried again. She hit my rump hard.
Wack! "Behave."
I obeyed and she used my back to mount Stirling.
I remained on all fours, my Bobby bull lewdly taking his biggest form, like a true bull ready for mounting.
My Sister was clearly of two minds, but stepped back down to mount me. Then she rode me, more my croup than back, getting herself off on my tailbone. She then slipped underneath my body and worked my hardness between her breasts until I came and painted us both with my cum. We collapsed and giggled.
"No more cumming," I warned. "Milking."
"I will be in milk but one day," she said as she licked the final dribbles from my penis head, this stuff will give me a baby, us a baby, and then you can milk me for real. I learnt in nursing, the more you took the more a mother's milk comes on. I won't mind sharing with you."
"We rode home, picking up our clothes on the way past. As we dressed I brought up a sad reality.
"We only have three more days left before you go. I want to revisit a few of our haunts before we part. I suggest one a day, after I finish the daily tasks."
"Essie readily agreed and gave me suggestions. I went straight to the dairy and stripped before starting work.
"I think I will go and help Mum with dinner, you are too tempting."
"Dad and Mum normally ate while I was milking, so Dad would be free to head off to the dairy with the evening's milk. There were no collection tankers in those days. Nor did we have on-farm refrigeration, so it was necessary to get it to the processing unit as soon as one finished.
"Essie told me later that Mum suggested she draw me a bath, but perhaps have one first as she ponged.
"Mum entered the bathroom while my sister was in the bath. We had been fooling around in the meadow and on the horse, but it was clear to Mum that she could smell sex. True, Essie had been covered in my sperm a few times in the afternoon, as well as when she came, she squirted on herself. So it was barely surprising.
"She came and sat on the edge of the bath.
"Essie dear, I take it it is still going on."
"It? What do you mean Mum?"
"I mean you and Robert."
"Mum, I'm a grown woman..."
"I know pet, but remember the talk we had about a brother being a totally inappropriate person to be carrying on with," she hesitated, "sexually."
"We are not having sex Mum. If that's what you mean?"
"It doesn't have to be sex, men don't draw those lines very clearly and inappropriate sex could be just kissing."
"Well then we are, Mum."
Silence distilled as water cooled.
"I love him, Mum."
"I know, I've always known, but I had hoped it would die out."
"No Mum, it's growing more and more. He loves me too."
"That is very clear, but maybe while you can't help it, we can discourage it."
"The only way for me to stop loving him is if this bloody war kills either of us."
"Mum broke down in tears.
"Don't say that Essie. Don't ever say that. I lost my Brother in the First World War, I couldn't bear to lose either of you."
"Then let us love each other Mum, or you might lose both of us. After the war, we might simply elope and move to another State."
"She looked in horror. "It means that much?"
"It means the world."
"If that is so, how come you haven't done it yet?"
"Have you seen the size of your Son? Down there."
"He is big."
"I'm a nurse Mum, he is gigantic! I set him up with a few of my nurse friends. They really tried, those that didn't go running, but they failed to get him in."
"She looked at me.
"I'm working on stretching myself. I'm nearly ready to take him and then we can both lose our virginities."
"I sort of assumed you might have done so together when you were younger."
"No Mum, we took our promises and vows to each other seriously. This week we are taking our time. Our plan is to meet in Sydney, in a hotel room and make proper love, before I board the ship. We figured we would not insult you by doing such a thing under your nose."
"I appreciate that pet, but... it doesn't matter. Whatever will be. If this is what you both want, I will have to adjust somehow."
"She kissed the top of my head.
"May the good Lord have mercy on all our souls."
"With that, she left.
"Essie waited her dinner until I got home. Mum went with Dad to the dairy. She stayed in the truck, but I had a feeling she was checking my manhood out as I washed under the hose. It was getting colder and I started planning a water heater system for the dairy to shower under. Winter was brutal.
"I arrived home to be met with my Sister and loved one in tears. Then she kissed me so passionately. I was dragged into the Bathroom where two buckets of water were added to the bath she had just finished.
"Mum had a talk."
"Oh."
"Oh indeed."
"About..."
"Yes." Essie sat on the rim and put her feet in the water while I washed, and told me all about it.
"So Mum didn't kick us out, go nuts, rant and rave?"
"No, she was sort of resigned and sighing."
"So we carry on then."
"She has known about us a long time. Sort of assumed we might have lost our virginity years ago."
"Damn, wasted time then."
She splashed me with her foot.
"Typical boy." Then giggled, "It was my first thought too."
We had both orgasmed many times today, so we decided not to do anything in the bathroom. When we sat down to eat, Essie suddenly realised.
"Bobby think, fuck, like sorry for that swearing, but Mum, she just gave me this big lecture, then left me alone with you."
"Really? That's weird."
"She commented on not losing us in this war like she lost her Brother in the First. I think she was indicating that she would prefer to have us alive, even if it means we are living immorally."
"What was her relationship with her Brother? "
"Good question, she normally shuts down any enquiries."
"There is another way to interpret tonight."
"Go on."
"She just had a talk, maybe she wants to give us space to talk about what she said."
"That could be it. It's barely time for us to get that wonderfully Bobby Bull embedded in me, least not without breaking me."
So we sat around the table and chatted.
"We should talk about after the war. Like to give us hope and focus."
"I can keep nursing afterwards, so long as I don't marry, so living with my Brother would be convenient. There will be plenty of soldiers needing nursing for years after the war finishes. Concord Repat is a great place to work."
"I want to do more in engineering, but I would love to be involved in Aviation. Sydney Airport is close enough to Concord. Bankstown, while a bit out in the sticks, is about the same distance. One thing I know for certain is that I want to give up Dairying."
"We chatted about the big issue. Crossing the line. Not about whether we should. We were both dead set on doing that. But the reality was that we would end up pregnant. There were rumours of birth defects from it.
"That could be true, but then there are cases in remote places in Australia of multigenerational incest," Essie informed me, "that might indicate that it is not as big a problem as people say."
"But then that might be why Tasmania has an intelligence problem," I commented and we laughed. Tasmania incest jokes were plentiful, even then.
"But then, Tumbarumba has a few suspicious families of their own. It was hard to find suitable partners in the early settlement days in this neck of the woods."
"Like the O'Briens?"
"Yes, exactly like the O'Briens"
"What are we doing this afternoon Bobby. I'm the visitor, you need to be the tour guide."
"It's still warm enough, so I reckon our favourite skinny dipping location."
"Yes, oh definitely."
We dressed just in time for our parents to arrive back from the dairy. Essie put the kettle back on and we chatted around the kitchen table.
Dad and I left the women to it and headed out to do the farm chores. We came back to a hearty lunch and Mum's scones with fresh farm cream. Our herd were mainly Jersey and Guernsey, so there was a plentiful supply of fresh farm products.
It was just after noon that we went riding back up to the hills on Stirling. We stopped to strip at our safe store, then rode Stirling bareback up into the hills.
It was such a good feeling my Sister's body against mine with the movement of the horse. Her breasts of course bigger and fleshier. Her nipples hard pressed into my back and of course, her hands wrapped around Bobby Bull. She did need both hands working together to get a firm grip.
Into the hill country we rode. It contained our own private swimming hole creek and cascades. It was stony country and the track was a bit overgrown in places but then it didn't have us travelling it nearly every day in summer.
We stopped every now and then for more intimate cuddles and a change of position. In one break I asked.
"How is the stretching going?"
"It's hard finding something fat enough and soft enough that won't break while up there."
"So carrots don't work?"
"Only so far, I'm scared I'll break one up there. Cucumbers would be worse. It needs pressure."
"Fingers?"
"Mine are too small, and not very long."
"But mine?"
"Oh, I love yours."
I held up three fingers together. "If you rode in front of me facing and you sat on these with my hand against Stirling would that work?"
"It would make me cum."
"Then let's try it."
She swung around to my front and put her legs around my waist, so she could give me room for my hand. I formed my fingers and she lowered onto them.
It was a bit awkward for me, so I suggested thumb and two fingers.
"That's better," she breathed.
"It helps that your fanny is so wet."
"That's so good."
I encouraged Stirling to walk and the rhythm of the horse set a pattern of penetration.
Soon I felt tremors starting.
"I'm close, damn not deep enough. Not wide enough," as she clutched Bobby Bull and moved my stalk to rub her clit. "I want this in me when we ride."
I was essentially cupping my balls and trying to protect them from being squashed as she rode my hand.
"More, add a finger," Essie demanded. She pulled up and slammed down on the fatter formation.
"Ahh painful, shit, good, my clit!" Her hand rubbed my penis on herself and she came.
"Out, fuck. I need more but."
I needed to cum. Stirling aware that something was happening flared his nose but kept plodding. I lay my fat cock along his back and Essie settled onto him right along her crease.
"I love riding with you here." Her outer lips caressing my hard flesh. I was so long my glans poked out from behind her butt cheeks and rubbed in the coarser hair of Stirling's withers.
"This won't work I'll get rubbed raw. Turn around again, so you can put your hands over my tip."
We resettled her lubrication plus spittle worked my shaft and her hands one more time played at being the inside of her vagina where I really wanted to be. I was close, so close.
Essie leant forward hugging the horse's neck.
"Just try to line him up."
She pushed my penis to her gaping waiting hole. We were about to lose our virginity on the back of a horse. But no. Just the glans made it in.
"Fuck still too fat, damn. Cum, just cum!"
With that, I came. I filled her, I know I did, I felt the sperm pushing into her and little had backwashed out. But most of my cock remained on the outside.
I quickly became aware of Essie crying. She sobs shook her body mixed with spasms that could have been her cumming again.
I held her tight. "It will happen."
"I know, but shit, why can I love you how I want?"
"I think you love me how you want, but not just, if I can be so crude, fuck me like we both want."
We were both in tears as we made our way on the final leg of our journey.
The track comes out above the rock pool. Stirling knew the way and picked his way down the creek navigating rocks and small cascades until we came to a grassy bank. He knew his reward was the fresh grass. We dismounted and hugged.
"We are close, I could feel you stretching," I whispered.
"I know. It's just frustrating. You have the most magnificent specimen of a cock, and I long in here to hold his length. Well I know, I'll never get him all in. No vagina is that deep, but the hole waiting to be filled is urgently screaming at me."
"Darling we need to enjoy the day and where we are. Time to swim."
I picked her up and carried her into the water.
She squealed, "Don't drop me."
I laughed, "Tempting. I would have when I was younger."
"Would have, did! More than once."
This time I kissed her and we sank slowly into the deeper water, until my foot hit a hole and we both toppled into the cold water.
"Bastard," she squealed. "You meant that."
"No, honest, there's a hole."
Essie dived under.
"There is too, it looks like a rock has moved." She said as she surfaced. It didn't used to be there."
"We had a big rain a month back, quite a few boulders went down the creek. We need to check the holes before we dive anywhere."
The laughter broke the tension and we went back to being kids. So many good times shared and very few problems. I hopped out and had a piss.
Eventually, we settled with our backs to the small water cascade.
"You were always doing that, I was and still am jealous of your penis. You can just stop and release anywhere."
"I asked Mum one day, "When will I would grow my penis?"
"She laughed and said, "Sorry, that won't happen, but you have a special place that you can grow a baby in, but only once you are married."
"Does Bobby have one?"
"No dear, men give us the babies, but only when we are grown up."
I looked at Mum, "Then can I get married now, to Bobby, so I'm ready for when I'm big?"
"Deary, you can't marry your brother."
"Why not?"
"It's not allowed."
"I put my hands over my ears, screamed and ran into my bedroom sobbing."
"That should be funny, but you were serious, I know that. You have always wanted to marry me. I always want to marry you."
We kissed. Kissing led to feeling. Caressing led to masturbating each other. Essie spread her legs and I brought her release. My release followed with her mouth and hands working my hard-on until I showered her with my cum.
"I don't know what it is, but feeling my sperm push through such a long stem appeared to build the pressure greater. Later in realised I must have had a strong prostate." This was Dad's comment to me as we pulled into Goulburn.
"I'm not as long as you Dad, but I get you. I'm not sure why you didn't just go for it?"
"It was a line ball decision. I think in the back of both our minds is what would happen if I broke her. We were a long way from a hospital. Essie had talked about it. Excessive tearing and bleeding could happen."
"I guess I never had to think about it with Gabby."
"Lucky you."
"But then I missed out on something too."
"Your Mum and I knew she was sleeping around."
"She was very slutty Dad. But don't judge her. She has tried really hard to change."
"I know, I shouldn't think about it, but I have wondered if she could take me."
"Wow," I was shocked. But then maybe, she had to get her passion for sex from somewhere.
"She probably could Dad, from what I hear and have been told. But..."
"Sorry Son, bridge too far."
"Can I have one bold question then, to match?"
"Seems fair, fire away."
"Mum, like, she takes you, we are proof. This isn't the question, but does she like a 'normal' cock?"
"Definitely, to give you background that you might need to keep to yourself for a while, but we met at a club."
"I know."
"What you don't know, it was a swingers club."
"Truth, fuck. So do you both still swing?"
"Let me just say that many ladies like trying a big one, but generally are happy to go back to their normal lover after me."
"Cocks always bigger in the other side of the fence," I grinned.
"That's it. Your mum enjoys a normal cock too, while I'm busy breaking pussy."
"Now I'm in a world I don't know."
"Mum is more like Gabby than you know."
"Wow," this was a very man-to-man conversation, crap.
"But you said that wasn't your question."
"Ok, I hope this doesn't upset you, but sometimes I feel like Mum is cracking on to me. Like..."
"I know?"
"What?"
"We talk a lot, share fantasies."
"So Mum, you wouldn't mind, um, her fucking her Son?"
"That our Son is fucking our daughter and having some sort of sex play with his older Sister? Where is the line?"
"Crap."
"I think we had better stop this mind fuck for a bit. It's a lot for a young lad to digest," Dad suggested, "Talking of food let's eat."
Back on the track Dad continued.
"I need to fill you in on the rest of Essie's visit to Tumby."
"Good, I think I might need the distraction."
"Too many sexual thoughts over lunch?"
"Too spicy, and the chicken was bland."
"Swinging is a bit like that. But Essie. The next day we headed off to rediscover our old haunts. Next was the tree house."
"I wish we had trees."
"Ours was a particularly big tree house, in the branches of an old Gum. We might have turned our apple acquisitions into lumber acquisitions."
"You nicked it?"
"It was only lying around in timber yards or at mills. Stuff that was bowed or bent. No one had security in those days. I'm sure we could have been tracked right back to our construction as we needed to drag the big ones behind Silver. But like with the apples, I think the locals like enterprise among the young. The outside we clad in the off-cuts of the logging process."


"Wow, it must have been great."
"Kids dream, and we did it ourselves."
"How old were you?"
"Ten and eleven."
"Essie wanted to christen it. You know with mucking about. But all we did was kiss and got married."
"Married."
"Yes, by Old Man Emu and Koala. The toys were our witnesses. Mum had made it clear she couldn't get married, not to her Brother. We started to understand that by then. But it didn't stop us from doing so, using toys as witnesses.
"Mum was throwing out her old chest which she used as a glory box. Essie baggsed it along with some dress-ups. It also had a veil it. Not the one Mum used, so she gave it to Ess.
"We used a wheelbarrow to get it there. It was close to the house, so we walked. Mum and Dad knew about it. The cubby that is, and Dad provided nails and stuff. He tested it out before he let us play in it properly. But basically, they left it to us. Kids made their own fun in those days.
"So that day, Essie was going back to the barracks the next day, and we walked to the cubby. Fully clothed, we figured we could undress when there.
"It wasn't in bad shape, but then it had only been four years since we had last repaired it. We were maybe sixteen when we last did. The glory box was still there, as were the toys."
"Time for a proper wedding Bobby. I'm sure Old Man Emu still has his licence to marry."
"That's a good idea, because I reckon we are going to have sex very soon, as in proper sex, so we had better be married."
"Diligently Essie set the toys up. She made a sign with some crayons and dug out the old veil. We exchanged vowels."
"Including blood?" I asked Dad.
"Definitely. Blood brothers, well siblings. Essie was no longer interested in being a boy. The Emu pronounced us man and wife. We used silly voices for Emu and Koala. And Koala said I may kiss the bride.
"We did until the stuffed toys chanted, 'strip strip strip.' So I stripped the bride bare. We made out for a good while. Then Essie remembered something. She dug into the bottom of the box and pulled out a toy truncheon. It was a stage prop actually from when Dad was a constable in Pirates of Penzance.
"It was rubber, not leaded and slightly bendy. She quickly compared it to Bobby Bull.
"Not as fat, nearly, but just as long. This will be perfect for stretching me."
"Side note Son, dildos were almost unheard of before the war. Apparently, nurses introduced them to our isolated population after it."
"I wondered why she hadn't just found one."
"Anyway, we sat together and she used the truncheon to stretch herself some more. In fact, we got it a fair way in. She was wincing and in pain. We had no lubrication so we both added a lot of spittle.
"I'm taking this back to Sydney. I reckon I can get myself almost there and you can take me the rest of the way when you get up. I'll find lubrication, we have stuff like that in hospitals, then we can shack up for the night."
"Contraception?"
Essie looked at me.
"I can only hope I'm fertile when we do it."
"It would get you kicked out of the army."
"I wouldn't be the first nurse to fall preggers."
"Then we could live together."
"But if we're unlucky and having your periods that night?"
"I thought about that. Another blood pact, it will replace the losing blood with breaking my hymen."
"Won't it be, I don't know..."
"Messy and painful, sure but Bobby Bob was always going to be anyway, until I'm proper broken in."
"The sun was getting low and the cattle were lowing. Essie leaving the truncheon half in, ducked her head down and started trying to give me head. We both knew that was impossible, but we added hands.
"Cum on my face Bobby, mark me. I love it when you do that. I'm not washing it off tonight. I'm leaving in the morning with the milk truck.
"I added my hand to her clit and jacked the rubber dick. She jacked the real one and we came together one last time.
"Wait, no it wasn't. She joined me at milking later on and helped me wash up after the dairy. You could say she milked me dry."
"Enough of the Dad jokes," I groaned.
We were coming into Picton. It was a slow trip on this section of the Hume. We stopped for a coffee and filled up with fuel. Trucks held us up on the hill sections.
"You haven't told me about losing your virginity yet."
"Maybe we should leave that for when we get back. Gabby should hear it also."
We arrived home to a warm welcome. For me a passionate one. Gabby dragged me into her room. There was a big new queen bed there!
"Mum moved us in together," she squealed. "Jean has your room. Alan was a big help."
Dad disappeared with Mum into their room, for quite a long time. Gabby assumed they were having sex, so we left them alone. But I figured it was a much more serious chat. Dad sent me out for pizzas, then they went back to their room.
Around the table, Dad started. "Family conference tomorrow night."
"What about?"
"I want to tell you all about my Sister Essie. I've told Randy most of it, but I didn't finish because I think it's time you all heard."
"Alan," Dad said, "just so you know Essie and I were lovers, just like Gabby and Randell."
Alan looked at Mum. "You know about this?"
"Yes, luv."
"Fuck."
"Alan!"
"Sorry, Mum."
"No wonder you were sort of all right with Gabby and Randy."
Dad grinned. " Randell and I are beat, and the women have to work tomorrow. I'll continue tomorrow night."
"Randy and I have to try out the new bed," Gabby squealed.
"Well keep it down Alan doesn't need to get turned on," Dad grinned.
"Robert," Mum scalded him before she laughed. "I think I'm going to enjoy this new family." She winked at me.
Fuck, I groaned internally. Knowing that Mum swung changed the intent of that wink.
Gabby and I celebrated in our new bed.
"I think you have a lot more to share about your time with Dad," Gabby perceived.
"True, but let's hear what Mum and Dad gave to say tomorrow and I'll fill in the gaps after."
"Maybe on our trip to Melbourne. It's all on to get the GJillians moved."
"I'll tell it in reverse, like rewind the tape if you like." she thumped me.
"Also I'm finishing up work on Thursday, here. We are having a farewell that night. I have to show off my new husband."
"What?"
"The girls don't know you're my Brother. We need to keep that a secret in case I come across them in my new job doing regional training. They know we just bought a house."
"Thus the move of offices?"
"You got it in one."
"I'm going to love going public with you."
With that, we got down to the business of breaking in the new bed. The next night Mum came home with Chinese takeaway.
Dad pulled out the packet of photos.
"Are you sure Dad? Those are pretty explicit."
"I think it might help explain the struggles."
I wondered if Jean had ever seen Dad really hard, I mean recently. I guess I was about to find out.
Dad started while we ate. He filled us in a bit on his early years and the mutual love he and his Sister shared. We finished eating and Mum cleared the table so we could look at photos.
"But we had a problem. Although we dearly wanted to consummate our adult relationship, I was big."
"Huge," Mum corrected, "still is."
Dad pulled a photo out of the envelope and held it up.
Alan looked astounded and Jean went white.
"That's awesome," Alan stuttered.
"Only to the mind, actually it's a big handicap."
I was next to Jean and held out my hand to hold hers. She was shaking. I squeezed it.
"How?" she asked.
Mum answered, "Lots of practise, I had had a lot before I met your father. I could take him, but it was and still is difficult. Don't get me wrong, I love it. But I can't take it all."
Alan's eyes were darting back and forward. Gabby was grinning and Jean continued to shake.
"Essie had to do a lot of things to stretch herself. She always knew I was big, once she became a nurse she realised how big. The long and short of it..."
"Long and Fat of it you mean," I corrected.
Everyone laughed and it broke the tension.
"We were successful and we had an amazing night."
Dad spread the rest of the photos out and these were passed around the table for closer inspection. They were proof of a wonderful night.
"Tell us more details, Dad?" I asked. "What happened that night?"
I knew that once Dad started he would keep us entertained and horny for a while.
"How about we adjourn to the lounge?" Mum suggested.
"I got a telegram on the Wednesday outlining the departure date. It was about a month after her visit and I was eager, to say the least, for us to finally have sex.
"I arrived and we met at Central Station. Essie was bubbling with excitement. We caught the tram down George Street. The trams don't exist now, obviously, and we walked along the quay.
Essie snuggled into me on the tram. "I've been very wet all day, down there."
"That explains something?"
"What?" She asked.
"I can smell you, and it's the special Essie smell I love."
"We might just be lucky," she giggled, "I'm very fertile."
"Then let's go make babies." I hugged her.
I'm glad she was fertile. The hotel owner looked at us with suspicion. But said nothing. I guess he made great business with folks coming and going on the ships wanting a last hurrah."
Once inside the door, we were all over each other. She was in her nurse's uniform, which she had to wear in public.
"Get this Uniform off. I can't afford to soil it," Essie sighed, "I don't have time to clean it before we sail."
I went to start giving her oral.
"No Bobby, we can't afford to wait for that, I'm ready. Take me and we can take our time later."
"She was holding Bobby Bull."
Alan interrupted, "Bobby what?"
"Her nickname for Dad's huge cock, I'll fill you in later." I offered.
"How do you want to do it?" I asked her
"I've been thinking about that. I want to be able to hold you but you're so long, if you're on your back, I could ride you, but I almost need to stand. If I'm on the bottom you will be hard to hold."
"Then on the chair. I sit and you face me."
"She had to put her feet on the chair's rungs to be able to line me up. It meant I was almost kissing her belly button until she began to drop down. She pulled out a bottle of lubrication and gave Bobby Bull a good coating then lined him up.
"Fuck me she was tight, but soon my Glans were engaged and she sank down an inch."
"She was looking down at me. I could see the concentration through the smile. Another inch, she paused. My mouth was now on her breasts."
"It's working, yes, oh Bobby, it's working." She pushed a bit more. I felt her passage open. I added my hand to stimulate her clitoris.
"Yes, like that. Oh, I love it, so full, but yes, more." Then she forcefully pushed herself down and took me until I hit the back of her vagina. She screamed, grimaced, shook, then I realised she was climaxing. She pulled up and pulled off, releasing a lot of juices. Then immediately plunged back down. It was like a soft wet but firm glove enveloping my hardness.
She looked at me. "I needed the room," she said. I felt the back of her passage again.
"Don't hurt yourself."I gasped.
"It's okay I think I can take you further."
She pushed more and I felt something harder give.
"It's in my cervix, yes!" She took two more inches.
"I think that's enough, we will have to practise. Then Essie lifted up and was happy with the seven or eight inches she could take more easily. Then she fucked me. I mean, went to passion heaven on my cock.
Soon we were coming. I filled her and as I came she pushed me into her cervix again.
"If there is an egg in there, you just painted it cream."
Essie kissed me as her body spasmed around me, trying to push me out. If I had been on top I would not have been as bold. I remained part buried.
"I'm not giving up ground, stay there until you can go again." Her hand worked the base of Bobby Bull to make sure I didn't soften.
"Carry me to the bed."
I did, still impaling her.
"Now you do it. Give me everything. Hard. I want to experience you pounding me."
"I don't want to hurt you."
"Bobby" she warned, "are you a British Bulldog?" She twisted my nipple, "Then tackle me."
"So I did, I thrust hard and the next fifteen minutes were spent in wild rough lovemaking and she took me. I mean took all of me. I know I was in her cervix, I had to be. Sure she grimaced, but came more than she groaned in pain."
"Later she told me she had got hold of a medication that helped her cervix to dilate a bit. Brutal really, as it sort of gives contractions as it does, and she was not pregnant at the time. It meant that for only one of a dozen times, I have felt my pubic bone thrust into another. You boys are lucky. That is the best."
"I can't do it," Mum said. "Well except for that time we made love just before Randy was born. It sort of decided your name, Randell. Bob was very Randy that day. Claimed he helped me dilate."
I looked around the room as Gabby had a hold of my penis albeit under my shorts. I noticed Mum was rubbing Dad. I looked to Jean and winked. She was fixed on Dad.
"Continue Dad."
"Well, as you can see, we did many other things in those twenty-four hours. The only thing we did not do was sleep." We all laughed.
"Far too soon it came time for us to leave. I insisted Essie have a hot shower before she left, as her body was covered in our fluids. I left myself fully painted. I had booked an extra night in the same room, so I could recover.
"She could hardly walk to the dock. She gargled with whiskey, so she could blame a drunken night. We hadn't touched drop.
"As she boarded the boat after a last kiss. She whispered, "I think I might be pregnant from that, your sperm is so deep."
"I admit I had deposited much more than we witnessed coming back out. She put my hand on her abdomen."
"Till we see you next time, say goodbye to LBB."
I raised an eyebrow.
"Little Bobby Bull."
"I always felt I had lost two people that night." Dad broke down in tears. No one had dry eyes.
Mum looked at us. "Bed for everyone I think."
Gabby and I got lost in our mutual passions. Gabby had no problem taking me, for which I've been eternally thankful.
There is such a thing as too big. As big as a chiko was good enough for me.
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..... Naughty Nuddie Day Tango....
Something was going down. I knew it, as when Mum and my Sis conspire, it's normally against me. And it's normally as boring as all shit.
Let me think, the time when...: I'll list them, it's easier.
• Take them shopping and be the slave to carry stuff. I drive, neither of them does.
• Take over the TV to watch yet another version of Pride and Prejudice. Yes, I'm prejudiced against anything Jane Austin.
• Dressing as Santa for my sister's preschool's pageant. She's a preschool teacher. Twenty-one to be exact.
• Watching Mum's old honeymoon slides again. Sis is into them, Dad died not long after I was born.
• Home and Away every night while we eat tea. Like clockwork.
• Endless setting me up with some girl. I'm into them but not when those two carry on.
• Following up on when I might conceivably be losing my virginity. I'm just eighteen, give me a break already.
The list goes on. Mum and Sis are as thick as thieves. Mum calls her daughter her best friend. Sis, Angela calls Mum her best friend. She's our Mum for god's sake. Mind you, Mum had Angela when she was sixteen. Me, three years later, which makes Mum a definite MILF at thirty-seven. I try not to think about that.
"Do we dare?" Angela sniggers to Mum.
Mum is Jane by the way. Definitely not plain Jane, more Jane Fonda. I try not to think about that either.
"It would be fun, but how would Brett cope?"
"That's the point isn't it?"
"Point might be the operative word."
"We would definitely see the point."
"I'd hate to be pointed by Brett."
"It wouldn't be too bad," that was Mum. Crap!
"What's the bloody point you two? This is not going to be good, whatever you two are cooking up."
"It could be hot, Mum, cooking hot."
"He's going red already."
"I guess he doesn't have to join."
"But it should be a family thing," Mum adds.
"Thinking about it, I'd like to see his family thing."
Somehow that last phrase sounded ominous. But what, or why, I couldn't put my finger on. The thing was, we were family. We did things together. I was the man of the house. Not that that counted much. It was the ladies of this house who turned the head. Both of them, everywhere they went.
I was raised by girls. Read, no male role model. Angela loved dressing me up as a young boy. I was the token male to accompany Mum or Sis to things when they had no plus one. I was the Deb partner for Angela, granted we did ballroom dancing in competitions until I was sixteen. I put my foot down. But don't tell Angela this, I quit when my hard-ons got uncontrollable and I had grown considerably in size. Although I may be average, maybe a bit bigger than average erect. Cracking a fat when dancing with my Sister did not go well.
The Tango was the worst. It required genital to genital contact. I need to say this. I sort of always crushed on my older Sister. The last time I danced the Tango, thank God it was in practice, I fired off and soiled my trousers. Yep, I had to stop. Worse, I think she knew, although Angela never talked about it. I do know she talked to Mum about me quitting in a similar conspiratorial way to how they were now.
"So what's the date?"
"July 14th."
"Yes, but what day of the week does that fall on?"
"A Tuesday this year."
"I would need to take a day off work."
"We both will. I guess a bug is going through our family in three weeks."
"What the fuck are you two talking about?"
"Language Brett."
"Well, answer me."
"Oh, you'll see on the fourteenth."
"Oh, you'll definitely see on the fourteenth. Patience little one," Angela grinned.
I walked to the birthday calendar and looked for a birthday I might have missed.
As I was staring at the blank month of July, Mum came up and hugged me.
"It's alright sweetie it will be our treat. I need to get going or I'll miss my bus."
Angela followed and grabbed me in a tango hold. She dipped me. Fuck her muff pushed into my groin.
"I miss our tangos, dance with me again."
I looked at her, part horrified as my cock had the urge to do a muff dive. Did she mean that? Like was she hinting at our last time? I started growing against her.
"Not now, I need to get to work, you're driving me remember. Unless you are going in your long PJs you had better change."
She pulled away from her tango death grip and swatted me on the butt.
"Impressive."
"What? Shit!" I looked down and fled. My Bonner released from her Tango hold jutted out at ninety degrees, tenting the flannelette.
I changed very embarrassed, but not before admiring my hard cock in the mirror.
"Traitorous bastard, I didn't realise you were so hard."
I gave him a yank or a wank. 'Shit, no time to crank one out. At least I'm home again,' I thought to myself.
In the car, Big Sis looked at me. "Seriously Brett, I didn't mind you know?"
"Mind what?"
My mind was elsewhere. I had spent a good few years trying to put my incestuous thoughts behind me. And here I was going to go back home and crank one out to the thoughts, incestuous thoughts, of my Sister.
"Last time we did the tango."
I went white as the blood drained from my face, straight to my dick. Then I went red.
Angela put her hand on my thigh. I nearly ran us off the road.
"I thought it was..., no cute's not the word, a compliment."
"And you're bringing this up now?" I mumbled.
"I figured you're an adult, now. At least we should clear that air. This morning brought all sorts of feelings back."
"But I..."
"I know, I felt it pulsing."
This time I nearly ran off the road. I hit the brakes and stopped inches from a large plastic garbage bin. Fortunately, no car was behind me.
My Sister's turn to look ashen.
"Sorry, I guess it was the wrong time to bring it up."
I need to explain. Mum and Angela were in the car accident that killed Dad. It's why neither of them drives. Fortunately, I was at daycare at the time.
I took a big breath. A car beeped me. I was half on the road. I backed up a bit and slowly pulled back into the lane.
Angela was in a bit of shock when I pulled up in front of the Preschool, she immediately hugged me.
"I'm sorry Brett."
She kissed me on the lips. Gentle, soft, pleading. Short, but significant.
"Let's talk later."
As she moved to get out, her hand rather innocently brushed my dick.
"I love you little Brother." As she closed the door I thought I heard her say, "or not so little."
I looked at my cock. It was hard again.
I was careful, super vigilant driving home, because my mind was distracted by my throbbing member.
I raced inside with the intention of a cold shower. I stripped on the way. But when I looked into the mirror and saw how much precum was flowing out of my cock I knew I had to masturbate.
My mind immediately jumped to this morning's tango. It takes two to Tango. My mind painted the picture for me. My Sister's leg around my naked butt, pressing me into our junction. My hand, formed a fisted vagina around my fatness, my balls pushing on the vanity edge as if the edge of her passage. Balls to butt cheeks so to speak.
Her kiss extended from this morning's gentle caress to a full-on passionate tongue fuck. Her breasts, pressed against my chest. Breasts I had not seen fully formed, now womanly rounded. Music played with the beat of the tango as I danced this erotic dance recalling our last tango. My hips thrust and this time I painted the mirror with strong blasts of sperm loaded semen.
"Fuck, Angela fuck, fuck me, fuck yes."
Spent, on shaky legs I made it to the shower to cleanse my thoughts and body. Guilt and shame overwhelmed me and I slid to the shower floor.
I wept. I wept for my guilt. I wept that I was this way. I wept for my Dad, fuck, I almost killed us today. I wept because I loved my sister, like loved her so much. Loved her as a lover would.
Truth was, although I had had a few kisses with dates my Sisters, well Mum and Sister, set up. I could not get the image of my sister out of my mind when kissing those dates.
I looked down. I was hard again. Fuck. This time I had a guilty wank, hoping to expel the wicked thoughts with another load of sperm. My cock stung with the rawness the soap caused. I came on the tiles. Numb, came to awareness when the water turned cold.
I decided that I could miss university today. I had a lecture at eleven, then one later at five. I was wiped. I was not going to try to drive in my current state. Public transport was so bad that there was no way to get there by bus at this late stage, so I went to bed. I was cold and shivering. I put the electric blanket on two and drifted off to sleep.
I woke up at one pm dreaming of my naked Sister and Mother, both stark naked stirring me. I can't get no satisfaction and Jagger blaring out of the dream-built stereo system. I was hard again. But starving, I toddled off to the kitchen to make some lunch.
I was naked. Perhaps that's why I was dreaming of my tormentors naked. In fairness, they were not the nasty tormentors as in bullies and callous. Loving, stirring family brings the worst torment.
Fuck it, I was going to stay nude. So my conscious body joined my unconscious dreams. How good would it be to live without guilt and shame, but to be able to be nude? Like full-on nudism.
Then, as I ate my corned-beef sandwich, I realised I did not want to be home when my Sister got back. No way I wanted to be home for that, 'we will talk later,' talk. She got home an hour before Mum. We would be alone. So I decided the five o'clock lecture sounded very doable. I fed hurriedly and fled out the door. I needed to be away from the house and its haunts.
I went to the student lounge and hung out with my nerd friends. Fuck, my cock was sore. I decided I needed to give it a rest from my fist for at least a week.
It was dark when I got home. Fair, it was winter and Melbourne was bleak and cold in June. I was studying genetics at Monash. This meant a cross-suburb drive from Ringwood, where we lived.
..... Interlude. ANGELA......
I had trouble getting my Brother out of my mind today. The idea of the fourteenth and what it might reveal was shall we say, erotically stimulating. As I tended the young kids in my day job, I also couldn't help thinking about the what-ifs. What if one of these were mine? What if he or she were ours? My Brother's and mine? Did I want him that badly?
Perhaps that's why Mum and I were conspiring. How did we move this urge along? Yes, Mum knew of my incestuous infatuations for my Baby Brother. We did share everything. Her problem was that Brett looked so much like Dad. She was in the prime of her sexuality as a woman. Brett was in his stud phase. If we could break him out of his virgin nervousness. What a triangle we would make!
So I travelled on the tram back to Ringwood horny. Thinking of NND coming up and our plans for it. Thinking of that Tango, thinking of that hard-on I had seen twice, granted covered. Obviously, I was a horny, smelly mess by the time I walked back into the house. My panties were soaked and certain male passengers on the tram were giving me the eye. My pheromones were permeating the carriage. Even their male sweaty armpits, bared while clutching hard holds, turned me on further than I cared to admit.
Unsurprising I went straight to the family bathroom. I had an hour. Long enough for a leisurely self-pleasure in a bubble bath.
I undressed and looked at myself, I was wicked, that tango move this morning was cruel. Fucking hot, fantasy-driven hot, but cruel. I had started stimulating my breasts, thinking of that Tango, when I noticed.
"What's that?" I breathed, my hand already at my junction.
Leaning forward, "Shit it has to be."
I leaned to the mirror and smelt. "Fuck yes!"
My hand sought one of the globulous dribbles. "Sperm," I shivered.
My horny brother spunked on the mirror this morning and forgot to clean it up. "Shit."
I scooped some up on my finger. It was cold but not quite set. I pushed it into my mouth. It was a dish served cold.
"But hot as fuck." I was dialoguing out loud with my thoughts. My fingers found more and brought it to my clit. I was surprisingly charged.
"Fuck me Brett, fuck fuck yessss!" and I came. It was like a firecracker went off.
"Shit I'm a slut," I muttered as my tongue followed my fingers to the source and I slurped at the mirror and the spunk that resided at the junction with the vanity.
"Fuck me, yes." Three fingers penetrated me as my body untutored clamoured up onto the vanity leaving cosmetics tumbling.
A perfume bottle cracked and my breast wore the pungent purity of the Apagé. I came hard, spraying vag juices over everything. By now I was flat on my back. My head in the sink. I looked to my left and saw myself in the mirror.
"Fuck, I'm fucked. This had better work." I hit the shower. Shit, it was like only lukewarm.
"Fuck Bro!"
Then I giggled. I grinned to myself as I pictured my brother getting himself off, then running the shower out just hours earlier. I didn't understand though that it was guilt. I felt no such thing as I cleaned up. It took me all of half an hour. I smelt to high heaven of perfume. Fuck, it was the bottle Brett had given me. It was bloody expensive.
I had just dressed when Mum walked in the door.
"Angela honey, what happened? The whole house reeks."
I decided not to tell Mum of this morning's near accident nor the passion-induced accident in the bathroom.
"I dropped my perfume."
Mum smelt me.
"The one Brett gave you?"
"Yes, the Apagé."
"Talk about the harlot spilling perfume on the hair of her Lord."
"Mum, not funny."
"So we are doing this?"
"Totally, bring on National Nude Day."
..... BRETT....
I had all but forgotten the morning when I walked back in the house. Then I smelt my Sister. What did she do, use the whole bottle? I knew that perfume. I chose it especially for her. My favourite aroma, purchased at great price. Particularly from weeks of research as I waited for Mum and my Sister to purchase makeup at the department store. I was bored, I said to myself. The sales girls were happy for me to smell their wrists and necks though. They all had the same advice, "Use it sparingly."
This time, yes I lied earlier, I was not bored. Sis had not taken my advice. The house reeked.
"Angela!" I sort of yelled. Not upset, but not definitely seeking clarification. Seconds later I was wrapped in my sister's arms.
"I'm sorry Brett," she was weeping, "I'm so sorry I broke your present." She just sobbed.
"It's okay, spilt milk. Wow, you are covered in it."
"I know right. At least I'll smell my brother's love all week. I can live with that."
"So can I, Sis."
"I'll buy a replacement this week." She hugged me tight. "And I'm sorry for almost causing you to crash. That was unfair."
"What's on the fourteenth?"
"Not sorry for that."
"So what?"
"That's for mum and me to know and you to find out sweet Baby Brother."
"I'm not a Baby."
"Oh I know," she giggled, "that's what makes this possible. Now drop it. All in good time."
The rest of the week went smoothly. Ang and Mum were both a bit crabby. Monthly women's business. I knew better than to infer anything. The girls in this house were synchronised.
I noticed NND was marked in pencil on the birthday Calendar. I didn't ask but was intrigued. Whatever it was, maybe it was going to be a yearly thing. It was the third of July before anymore was said. We were having tea, Home and Away had just finished.
"Mum, you know it sucks," Angela started. "These bloody Yanks who think the world revolves around their summer."
"Oh, I hadn't thought of that."
"Yeah, it's bloody winter here."
We lived in Melbourne.
"Damn, winters here are damp dark affairs. It doesn't rain, it drizzles," Mum added
"Yes, and the dampness gets into the bones," I added, trying to join a conversation I had no idea about.
"True, my tits were frozen hard pencil points when I got home today."
"Mum! TMI."
Angela almost lost her coffee as she quaffed in mirth.
"You try outside play in this weather, Mum, at least you have a warm office."
"Don't laugh son, you can at least drive to Uni."
"Yeah Brett," Ange rubbed her nipples, "frostbite."
"Sure, so Brass monkeys don't count I suppose?"
"Come-on Bro, ever tried cold tits?"
"Not cum on any tits yet," I smirked.
"They made a movie about that didn't they?" Mum added.
"That was Colditz Mum. And I get cold shrivelled dick syndrome."
"Yes, and yours has an auto-retraction system, plus the ability to pump blood as soon as you see a hot girl," Mum stirred.
"Or when he does the Tango," Sis mumbled quietly.
It was Mum this time who sprayed me with her hot coffee. Big Sis was rolling on the floor in seconds, laughing. Literally ROFL.
"Not funny ladies." Fuck, did Mum know about that second Tango?
"What's wrong with that US-centric stuff?" I deflected back to the topic.
"It's just that every event or festival is American-dominated."
"They don't get that Christmas is in summer here."
"Yeah, and What The Fuck is Halloween or Thanksgiving sales. Nothing to do with us, but Colesworth insists on selling the crap."
"Spring Break, so now we have Schoolies," I added.
"And you didn't have the balls to go, Little Brother."
"I had no one to go with me," I grizzled.
"And I wouldn't let you," Mum took the blame.
"I know, let's watch the movie tonight. It's Friday and no one is going out. Let's have a movie night," Angel said. Although I saw the twinkle of the eye and wink at mum.
I liked movie nights. We often sat together on the three-seater couch. Being winter, I could have a modesty blanket.
"Yes!" Mum agreed.
"What movie?"
"Does it matter? Are you in Brett?" Ang asked
"Of course."
"Then I suggest Spring Break."
I had heard about it but never seen it. Its reputation was everything bad and good about Spring Break in a shit movie. But it had tits, I heard, bare tits.
"I have it in my old DVDs somewhere." Mum was on her hands and knees wiggling her lush bottom at me.
"Mum, let's dress up for the movie?" Angela suggested.
"Yeah, let's turn this lounge room into summer. Crank up the heater Mum."
"Get out the beach trowels Brett, and put on your board shorts, no shirt."
Fuck, I was sunk, I knew it. My two spank-bank queens were heading off to change into bikinis.
Then I grinned, at least I would refresh my spank bank. They disappeared upstairs giggling like schoolgirls.
I was used to this dress for the occasion lark, all my life this happened. I put two towels on the floor, I figured they could pretend to be sunbaking, and I would occupy the couch.
Then I had a great idea. Maybe I could set up a video. Like film their shenanigans, and importantly their conversations when I left the room. I was sure to be marked as the drinks boy. I needed ears in the room.
I turned my phone to silent and installed it with the video running pointing at the towels and the couch. It took a bit to get the screen not to glow. But it was set by the time the girls came down the hall to the lounge, just.
"Bro, what have you been doing, board shorts no top. And get Mum and me one of your white T-shirts each. Fuck, it's cold."
Angela's nips where hard bullets poking out of her not-so-modest bikini. I was going to die. I went to change, running into Mum in the corridor. Her bikini was briefer.
"Fuck," I groaned.
"Language Brett," Mum laughed as she swatted my butt as I passed.


'Was she flirting with me?' That was my initial thought. My second thought was 'fuck, she looks good,' my third thought. 'She's your Mum, Bro, you're sick.'
I grabbed some very tight jocks in the hope of containing my already hard penis against my stomach. Then put my loosest boardies on and looked in the mirror. I might get away with it. If not, I'd have to find some sports tape.
I returned to the lounge to find the movie cued and the girls giggling on the towels. I picked up the DVD cover, better be prepared. Who uses DVDs now?
"Mum, you weren't born when this came out."
She giggled. "I'll take that as a compliment."
I noticed the nipples had settled down as it was getting hot in the room.
"What did you set the heating to, Mum?"
"To summer."
I grabbed the controller. "Shit Mum, that's thirty-two degrees C."
"That's right! Summer," Angela giggled. "Enjoy it, Bro."
"Yes, you have two, toned peach bottoms to ogle as you watch," Mum giggled in full-on teen mode.
"Toned? pasty white! I can't even make out the bikini lines."
"Oh, our Brother's a critic.
"Conasseur more like," I uttered.
"Not till you have tasted more wine. Tasting, not ogling, makes one an expert."
I imagined tasting those orbs and their hidden delights. I hit play in an attempt to change the focus. I identified with the geeks. I was afraid I might get asked to sunscreen the ladies wiggling their butts in front of me. They both knew what they were doing. I got distracted trying to guess who had the better bottom, Angela or Mum.
Angela's was tighter and she still had a thigh gap to die for. I tried not to think of my cock sliding in and out of that anatomical beauty. To be fair to Mum, she had pumped the two of us out of those mature hips. So she had that mother's body, even though she had us both before she was twenty. But she still managed the classic thirty-six, twenty-four, thirty-six. Although she did work on it.
Angela and I often asked how come she hadn't found another lover. Her answer was always that she had never found another Tony. At thirty-seven, shit she could have more kids. Many ladies don't start families these days until her age. What was wiggling, youthfully, on the floor in front of me was... dare I say... very breedable.
I was rock hard but fortunately, they could not see me rubbing my cock.
"Brett, Brett, are you off with the fairies?"
"What, oh, what Mum?"
"I asked you to get a dozen beers from the back fridge five minutes ago."
"Too distracted by the babes on TV," Angela giggled.
Mum swatted her butt, "And not this one?"
I groaned and quickly ducked out to the shed. Did I have time to crank one out? I didn't as I knew Angela would come looking for me.
I came back with a dozen.
The girls chugged two beers quickly. I nursed mine, not keen to get off my face.
The more alcohol they drank, the more they became sisters. The more they drank, the more flirty they became. Then it came to the part of the movie that was the wet T-shirt competition. Fuck, now I understood why they wanted my white T-shirts.
Mum hit pause. "Give us a minute Brett."
Then the two conspiratorially went to the laundry. I heard the taps running.
I sort of guessed what was next, so I grabbed my phone, turned off the video and set it up to camera.
Angela poked her head in the door. "We need to go outside."
Fortunately, we had a bright outside floodlight. There were Mum and Ange bouncing up and down in the cold misty rain.
"You need to throw them on us. On our fronts." Mum said, indicating two buckets of water.
Fuck neither were wearing bras. This fact was highlighted as seductively they dropped their bikini tops over my shoulder.
"You need to judge whose tits are best as well, Big Brother." Sis kissed me.
"Hey, no bribing the judge!" Mum protested.
She came up to me and rubbed her breasts on me. Sis did the same on the other side. I was now rock hard and about to go off.
"I'll be unbiased, but you two need to slow down on the drinking."
"Toss a coin to see who goes first." Mum gave me a coin. "You call Angela."
Angela won and nominated Mum to go first. Bravely, Mum stood on the grass and waited. I picked up the bucket.
"Fuck, it's cold water, are you two crazy."
"Just throw it, it's cold out here."
I teased a little then let the water fly. Score. Mum's lush breasts instantly attached to the T which went transparent.
"Fuck me!" I cried.
"Yes," Angela shouted.
"Fucking freezing!" Mum screamed.
Click went my phone camera then I put it on video.
"Spank bank?" said my Sister.
I nodded shyly.
Mum jiggled. "Hurry up and do your Sister. You need to compare to be fair."
Mum grabbed the phone. "I'm filming, for your spank bank, ok." She looked directly at my cock, which was trying to break out of the top of its prison.
I picked up the bucket and splash. Instant tits revealed.
"Score," said Mum.
I took the phone. "Stand together and jiggle like in the film. Tits together." I kept filming.
"Stop filming and judge damn it, it's bloody cold.
I inspected the display. Mum had much bigger Areolas and her nipples, while hard, were plumper.
Angela's breasts were perkier, rounded like Mum's, but bouncier and not so saggy. Mum's were definitely bigger. But then I knew that.
"So?"
"I might have to use my dick o'meter." I put my hand down to press my hard-on.
"He's pretty hard, but shit, it's a hard decision."
I looked again. While Mum had a much more Taboo factor, my cock definitely was trying to come looking at Angela's youthful tits.
I put my hand forward and reached for my Sister's wet breast. I lifted it up within the wet T.
"I declare Angela the winner. But only by a whisker."
She squealed and crushed her wet top and breasts to my chest. She full-on kissed me. Not a Sisterly kiss. She tried to find my tongue. I kept my mouth closed and firm. Mum attacked my back with her wet tits and shirt. I need to remind you I was bare topped as I only had on my board shorts.
"That was brave Son," she whispered. "Thanks."
I felt a hand on my cock, whose I had no idea.
"Fuck," I said and fled inside. Leaving to slutty chicks giggling like teenagers. I was shaking. I was so on the edge of climaxing that my body shook. Except the super tight undies held me, in a similar fashion to when I would stop myself coming when I edged. I grabbed my beer and finished it in two gulps.
"Movie time, Angela declared as they re-entered the lounge. The girls, I couldn't call them ladies at the moment. They were women, but then they were acting like girls. The girls were topless. Tits out.
"We decided not to bother, you have seen them already, or as good as," Mum explained.
It was sort of choreographed the way they sat on each side of me. Bare breasts with hard nipples, correction freezing cold breasts with rock hard nipples, pushed against my flushed body. Mum handed me a fresh beer and the two of them started their fourth or was it fifth?
The movie continued. I did not see it. Well more, I could not concentrate on it. I was too focused on the sensations closer to hand. While they were now clearly drunk, they were offering advice to the nerds on screen as to how they might get laid. I sort of think it was directed at me. Clarifying the obvious girl signals in case I missed them.
"You need to loosen up Brett. We won't eat you."Mum suggested.
My brain went to, yes please.
Angela's brain must have followed the same thoughts. "Speak for yourself Mum, I wouldn't mind. He is sort of yummy."
Then she got her own internal joke and cackled and giggled for the next five minutes.
"I think you need to go and release that, build up Brother dearest. You must be desperate?"
Mum just said. "Go masturbate. It's healthier."
I was shocked.
"Unless you want us to do it for you?"Sis suggested.
I bolted.
I shut myself in the bathroom and started pulling out my cock. A knock on the door and a voice.
"Use your phone Big Bro."
My Big Sister's hand appeared clutching my phone.
"Fuck yes," I gasped.
I opened the video of their tits and was wanking hard in no time at all. The Bathroom still smelt of Angela's perfume. The mirror was another stimulus. I guess I might have had a dozen pulls before I groaned loudly and sprayed the mirror. Spray after powerful spray. I had only just begun to clean up, my cock was safely away when my Sister barged in.
"Good your done." She dragged me out. "I've got to go." I stumbled back to the lounge. Mum cuddled me. Her hand caressed my chest.
"I love you're the man of the house. I miss my man."
"Mum, I'm not sure this is appropriate."
"Can't I love my son?"
"Probably not that way."
"I don't care," she slurred and slumped onto my torso. Her mouth wrapped around one of my nipples. She had two sucks and then passed out.
I was frozen, plus stiff again.
"Mum, I love you, just not, fuck I'm confused."
Angela came back in and saw the Mother and Son tableau.
"Ohh cute. A modern-day Pieta." She sat down and moved Mum to my lap.
"Thanks, Bro." Then she kissed me.
I know I only had a beer and a half but that was not the beer I was tasting. I knew the taste, but from where? She kept kissing me and put one of my hands on her tit. Her other hand went between her legs and just like that she orgasmed.
Then she too collapsed. Passed out, drunk no doubt. I only prayed they would not remember too much in the morning. I pushed Angela aside, and as Mum was over my body, I lifted her and carried her to her bedroom. I put her in the recovery position, just in case she spewed. This meant her firm bottom was all but bared. Her bikini bottoms were wedged tight in her crack. Bloody hell it was tempting. I leant forward and kissed her bottom. Her personal juices filled my nostrils with their pungency.
Resisting temptation, I went back to the lounge. Angela was on her back, fingers buried in her hole, snoring. I picked her up. Her hand came loose and she wiped something on my cheek. It smelt like Mum, but sweeter. Fuck that was her pussy juice.
I put her on her bed, just as I did Mum. I caressed her arse, well just the butt cheeks, not her anus. I could so just slip it in I thought, but I restrained. I did suck my finger that scooped her dripping juices. Stoically I shut her bedroom door and set about cleaning up the mess.
Turning off the movie, I got ready for bed. There I crashed exhausted, too exhausted to think about the evening. Even my cock gave up and deflated as I fell asleep.
I woke early, a bit wired from the excitement of last night. More questions than answers floated around in my head as I went about making breakfast and coffee. I figured two certain females in the family might need support this morning. At about eleven, I heard movement. I put my study books away and got the coffee brewing. A shower started in our shared bathroom, so I knew it was Angie.
Sometime later she appeared holding her head.
"Don't say anything please.... Panadol?"
I think the Americans call that Tynanol. At least our health care and pharmaceutical companies were somewhat immune from ridiculous American cultural aggrandisement.
Angela muttered thanks and nursed her coffee and head, while I sat patiently, bemused. Ok, not so patient because I ran the video on my phone propped up on the table, but with headphones in.
No clue was given to NND except that NND could possibly work. More airspace communication occurred while I was getting the beers, Most words were dedicated to how they could see my boner better.
Following this, I ran the wet T-shirt competition on a loop. I definitely made the right call.
Noises started in Mum's room. Angela looked at me.
"Thanks Bro for being a sport. That was fun."
"Except this morning?"
"The morning's not over yet."
I laughed, "Yes it is, it's nearly one."
"That video is hot," she said looking over my shoulder, "can you send me a copy?"
"Ah, no. I don't think anyone should be seeing our mother like this."
"Except her Son?"
"Perhaps, particularly her Son, but as I took the film I have copyright over the footage in this country."
"Are you going to wank to it?"
"Oh, most definitely."
"Did you this morning?"
"Not yet, but the morning's over, so no."
"Can I, ummm watch you sometime?"
"Masturbate?"
"Yes."
"I think I need to think about that."
"If you screen cast that to the TV we both, you know masturbate together."
"Sis! Maybe if you tell me what NND stands for?"
"Then no, I take back my offer." She paused to think. "At least till after the fourteenth."
I had a real inkling that whatever was planned for the fourteenth, it would not be boring. Chiefly because everything was getting sexually charged.
Mum dragged herself in and immediately repeated Angela's routine. Then buried her head in her hands.
"I'm too old for this."
I stood behind her and gently massaged her shoulders.
"For what it's worth Mum, you are still so hot and fuckable."
"Did you get tempted?"
I blushed, "Tempted definitely, but I was the model of decorum."
"Petty," Angela mumbled quietly.
"And me? I noticed you put me to bed."
"I put you both in the recovery position and kissed a few beautiful bottoms, discreetly, as I left."
"I raised my boy too well!"
"He might need reprogramming, Mum."
"Don't you two feel guilty about last night?
Two hungover ladies shook their heads.
"And don't you feel guilty either Brett. We had fun and it was never intended to be at your expense."
"Come here you two," Mum said as she stood up. "Group hug."
"We are family, that's the most precious thing I have," Mum said.
"It's the most precious thing we all have," Sis affirmed.
"I only hope that whatever the fourteenth thing is, it brings us closer together. And fuck last night was very close." I looked at Mum and my Big Sister. "Promise."
"Promise." They said in unison. This time I had two sets of breasts pressed to my body, but decently. Mum came in for a kiss. It was a kiss of promise, hot long and discreetly passionate. Then Angela turned my head, this time my tongue fought with hers.
"So closer means very close?"
"Something like that."
My mind started mulling over the incestuous promise this was. As it aligned with my spank bank desires, you could say my judgment was somewhat skewed.
"Pizza for tea?" Mum broke my thought frame that began questioning.
The next week passed without much comment or sexual play, although innuendo was ripe. I did notice the Birthday calendar now has NND upgraded to permanent marker.
My cock was getting a good workout, thanks to my new spank videos. We got to the twelfth and I noticed that I was getting more and more attracted to Angela. Mum also, but I tried to ignore this.
Angela whispered to me on the morning of the twelfth.
"Do you think you can give up masturbation for a few days?"
"Till after the fourteenth?"
"Yeah, that. I know you have been going at it very hard. And by the way, thanks."
"For what?"
"Let's just say on occasion you have left splooge on the mirror."
I looked at her in horror.
"I love the taste of your spunk. I can't wait till I get my dish served hot and fresh."
I was stunned. "When?..... no forget it I don't want to know."
The next thirty-six hours were torture. On NND eve, if that's a thing, Mum and Angela went to bed early.
"Try to get plenty of sleep tonight, Son. Tomorrow is a big day."
"This had better be good."
"Oh, and you're staying home," Mum added, "we all have COVID if asked."
"I've already let the Preschool know that I've come down with Covid," Angela informed me.
"Don't they check?"
"I did a few spare tests last time I had it, just in case."
"Devious."
"You're on Semester break, so you don't need an excuse Bro."
"Another mid-winter catastrophe, 'Melbourne gets mystery COVID cases'. I wonder how many people will chuck a sickie tomorrow." Mum mused, "I might check company records."
I have no clue what NND is, but my searches have turned up nothing. I'm assuming the D stands for Day.
"Bed," mum said, "let's not feed the monster. Breakfast will be special in the morning. Whenever you're ready that is."
I slept restlessly. But I did nod off. In fact, I was so tired from the early lack of sleep that I slept in.
I was watering the porcelain when I realised today had come, the fourteenth. I normally have breakfast in my PJs, but today I thought I might need to be careful. What if we had visitors, or it was a surprise party, so I dressed conservatively. The conversation in the kitchen as I approached was surprisingly normal. There was no cheeky excitement, so I suspected nothing.
"Morning," I walked into the kitchen.
Then I walked straight back out again.
"No, it can't be." I shook my head.
I returned.
"It can be. But WTF!"
Mum and Angela were totally nude. As in not a stitch. Lady Godiva, but with no long hair covering bits. Or perhaps a Jane Fonda in her early Swiss films. Starkers. Pussies also nude. Not a hair on the body, and there they were, having a normal, normal breakfast. No pancakes just coffee and toast, but all nude.
"Shit Nude, That's it, one of those Ns is nude. Nude day."
Mum winked.
"Naughty Nude Day?" I suggested.
"It should be. National is too limiting."
"Or International Nude Day," Angela commented.
"Or maybe AND. Australian Nuddy Day."
"Except the yanks will say that A stands for America."
"And what about the South American tribes that go nude most days?" Mum mused.
"We hereby declare that NND shall be NCD for all nude communities globally," Angela pronounced. She was good at pronunciation.
We laughed.
"I really think in Australia it should be Naughty Nuddy Day," Angela stood in all her regalia. She curtsied lowly.
"Mm, that's a different look." I proclaimed, her thigh gap showing us her other moist treasures.
"Brett, don't you think something is missing?" She looked me up and down.
"I don't know Mum, it's making me sort of horny, with my Brother so spiffingly dressed while we are naked."
I stood up and moved to my Sister. I put my hand down and slipped a finger down her nude groove.
"Fuck, you're dripping!" I put it in my mouth. "Just christening the day. Nice, but I need a stiff coffee."
"When did you get so bold pet?" Mum asked.
"I have to be, my natural instinct is to flee to my room and barricade myself in."
"So undressing?"
"No."
I saw two faces hit the floor. "Way to kill the mood, Bro."
"No, I won't undress. You two have to do it. I doubt I'm brave enough."
I saw two faces turn seductive.
"Together," My Sister said to my Mum.
That comment alone was strange and so taboo. Off came my woollen cardigan, hands running lightly over the wool. I was so turned on. No girl had ever undressed me.
I'm glad I had a button-up shirt. One button at a time, four hands stripping the virgin. It would make a great painting that. Then their hands ran over the fabric of my T-shirt. Maybe the reader can generate my form, I was having fun with AI image creation, but realised all images generated trend toward being built over time. AI don't like no fat or ordinary people.
I was an eighteen-year-old virgin, so not a babe magnet. But I was trim enough. I could see my cock over my slight pudge, that's all that mattered. I looked down. He was definitely becoming more visible.
My sister ripped my T-shirt off, that's right. But I think she snuck the kitchen scissors to the back collar.
"Hey, that was your pride winning wet T-shirt T you just ripped."
"Yep, it had definite boob moulding, it had to go."
I was now bare-chested and gladly endured hands and tongues caressing my torso. Tongues, shit I knew what was next. Angela had already said she wanted to taste my sperm from the source. The way Mum was suckling my nipple she might have a fight on her hand.


Both of them knelt in unspoken synchronisation. It was a girl thing: An eye language that no guy can follow, developed in female peer groups. Both minxes undid my button and zipper and slid the trousers down. They removed my shoes, realising they should have done that first, leaving me bulging in a pair of jocks.
I groaned as they worked their way back up my torso, careful to bypass my package until their mouths shared kisses with me and their hands, women-handed me.
The distinction between Mother and Big Sister evaporated in the extreme taboo nature of their actions and desires. My mind at that point said, fuck it. Or more fuck them, I'm going to have both of their vaginas before the day is done. Tata virginity.
To this point, my hands were dormant by my side. I needed to get some sort of control, so I put my hands on their heads and pushed them back down. They locked their lips and I presumed teeth on either side of my jocks and started the downward removal. Of course, my cock was a spring waiting for release, so thwack it went straight into our mother's eye.
"Fuck, shit, I've got some in my eye," Mum raced to the sink.
Angela was killing herself laughing. My cock was flowing with precum. Mum washed her eye with running water and Angela, taking the opportunity in hand, collected the precum dripping from my cock on her tongue.
"No fair! Don't take it all!"
Just as my Big Sister was about to gobble my fountain, Mum skidded in, hand towel in hand and butted her out of the way. What followed was a tickle fight. My cock needed attention, but I was also giggling uncontrollably.
"Ladies, there's a bigger load waiting." I put my hands down again and dragged them by the hair back to my cock.
"I think my Son has grown some balls."
"Mighty fine big balls at that."
Sis sucked a testicle into her mouth. Mum started on the new batch of precum. Soon Mum and Sis were kissing each other, my cock flesh and glans in between, or being lost in their kissing.
"Remember I'm a virgin still, I think," I said between gritted teeth, "I'm going to fire."
"You take it Angela, this was your initiative. See how far you can get Brett down your throat."
With that, I was given my first blow job. Sis took me right to the back of her mouth, choked a little, withdrew, and went straight back down.
"Fuck, yes, god, cummmmming." And I blasted deep with mum helping, or not, by pushing Angela's head in an effort to push me almost into her throat.
I blasted four or five times when Mum pulled her back and took the remaining three spasms in her own mouth.
"Fuck!"
Angels was red-faced, gasping and had my stuff and her saliva dribbling all over her breasts.
"I officially declare World Nude Day open," Mum declared.
"More World Fuck Day," I corrected ever hopeful that was what it would become.
"Let's pause and have breakfast."
It was clear that the naughty nuddy day was going to continue, when Angela suggested, "We need to teach Brett to suck pussy properly. With that skill, he will always attract a girl."
I nearly choked on my toast.
"I suggest he learn on you, Mum? If it's alright by you both, I would like to be the one to take his virginity."
"See my Son is hard already. I think that's a perfect way to proceed. Frankly, I am about to go off, tongue or not."
"There's an idea." Angela leaned into my ear and whispered.
"That won't work."
"Try it."
In the deepest voice I could muster l said with a quiet sexy rumble. "Mum, cum for me. Cum for your Son."
I noticed her quivering. "You want my tongue, but why wait, cum for me now, cum for your Son."
Her legs clamped together and she shrieked as she exploded. Her hands gripped the table. She shook.
"Get on your knees Bro, take a good look. Mum's pussy is pulsing."
Fuck me, it was.
"Now just taste her with the tip of your tongue. Delicate, gentle."
I did, and suddenly my head was clamped between her thighs.
Then she cried, "enough" and pushed me away.
"There ends the lesson. That is what you want to do every time. But it will never be as easy. It's just that Mum has been saving up for today. I'll be able to teach you properly now. But she needs a break."
My Big Sister pulled me back into my chair. "More Tea?"
"Do I get to lodge a protest?"
"Okay, but I doubt you will be successful," Mum breathed heavily. "I want more of that. God I've missed sex."
"It's just that the definition of Nude is all wrong. At least in this context. I was taught by an art teacher that nude and naked were two different things, and nude was asexual. Simply no clothes. Definitely not sexual activity."
" I might uphold that judgement, what do you say Angela?"
"Yes, I think my brother has a point, as big as his dick is right now."
"Fucking huge point."
"But," Mum argued. "We are in the Southern Hemisphere and it is bloody too cold to be nude outside. Everything is Topsy-Turvy down here. Let me demonstrate."
She picked up a piece of Vegemite toast and explained. "The taste buds are on the top of your tongue..." She turned the toast upside down. "So turn your women upside down."
Angela lost it, five minutes of lost it.
"Fuck Mum, that's good." She took a slice of Vegemite toast herself and demonstrated with her tongue flicking the Vegemite like she would a clit. Groaning in faked orgasm.
I was so turned on. "Squeeze some of that precum on this toast, Brett," my Sister requested.
I was flowing so much, it was not hard. Ange turned the toast upside down and fed it to Mum.
"I think I need the real thing or I'll cum on the floor."
"Your bed Mum?"
"Yes, Ange."
We abandoned breakfast and soon I was being instructed in how to give good tongue. I was proud of my efforts. Angela did some demonstrations herself.
The most important instrument you have available is not your tongue, nor your dick. It's your ears followed by the feelings of movement on your tongue. So lick lightly or else you will miss the subtleties. When she wants it hard, she will pull your head in hard. As you realise at this point you won't hear anything and she will demand a certain roughness. But until then react to her body.
She said this while I kept my tongue busy.
"Did you hear that? She was saying she liked it."
I repeated it and got the groan, I repeated again.
"Don't overdo it, come back to that move later. Too much repetition will be a turn-off. Find the next cue."
I responded to another Goan. "Good now switch back to the move before."
"Fuck, shit so good." Mum groaned.
"Finger in, only one. Gentle, feel her flutter"
"Find a new tongue move."
"Yes, that's it. Leave the clit alone. It's good you haven't attacked it. Do you know where it is?"
"It's the one thing I have leant through porn. Leave it to last," I took a break to say.
"Good lad, now circle it with your tongue, but don't touch it, simply threaten to."
"Tease," Mum groaned.
"Yes, but again not too much, read the responses."
"Now two fingers."
Mum's fingers curled in my hair.
"She's nearly there, when I say go, curl those fingers up and suck the clit with your lips only, but hard."
Mum started thrashing below me trying to get contact.
"Now!"
I always obey my Sister and my Mum. Mum went off. She spasmed, quaked, smothered me in her thighs, then her pussy gripped my fingers. She pushed me away when her pussy exploded in a spray torrent that drenched both her children. Angela pulled me back, we watched as climax, after climax, rolled through our Mother.
"Well done Brett. Now kiss me."
I was all over pussy juice. Much of it was quite viscous and slippery amongst more regular watery cum.
"She needs to sleep. But I have one thing you need to learn."
I felt like a kitten being cleaned by her Mummy. She was giving me the once over with her tongue, as she said this.
"You will notice I'm super turned on."
"Hard to miss."
She took my hand. "Put two fingers in me."
"With pleasure. Shit, you're wet, flowing."
"Now pull your fingers out." Her fingers followed mine into her pussy.
"Now watch this." She rubbed them together. I did the same.
"Notice how slippery that is?"
"Yes, I'm imagining that around my cock. Fuck."
"Exactly, ready to fuck. But I've not finished. Pull your fingers apart." She demonstrated. "Notice how it stretches between them."
"Damn yes, very stretchy."
"Again. Let's see who can get the biggest stretch."
It was clear I needed to use two hands to get it wider than my one hand could go.
"Now one more. Put your fingers in Mum. Wipe them on my tits first, you can suck it off later."
She busily transferred her sticky stuff to my penis.
"Damn, I see what you mean."
"Not see, feel. Get feel attuned."
"But Mum, she's out to it?"
"Try, she won't mind."
I spread her legs and she groaned. My two fingers penetrated her vagina?
"I want your cock, not fingers," Mum groaned.
"Later Mum," I promised determined it would happen. I pulled my fingers out.
"Fuck, just as stretchy."
Angela took my head between her palms and kissed me, then said. "Now listen and listen very carefully. It is this stretchy because we are both very fertile right now. We have eggs begging us, and you, to give them your sperm. If you fuck us now, most likely we will get pregnant."
She kissed my shocked face.
"That's right, if you are about to fuck any girl, and she is like this, use a condom and then be careful. She will want you bareback. Her biology wants it. We are so fucking turned on. Your two bitches are in heat."
"Fuck damn, I wanted to, I almost did."
"Chill a second," she read my panicked look.
"Do you love me?"
"More than anything in the world. I always have. It's been my guilty secret."
"So what if you got me pregnant? "
"That's my other perversion, you are not helping."
I hadn't realised, but Mum had sat up and was moving behind me to hug me.
I leant back into her.
"Thanks Brett, that was the best cum I've had since your Dad died. Maybe even better than him." Her hand wrapped around my penis. "You are fucking the same size as him. Shit. I want this. I think it's why I never went looking for another man. My secret perversion was sleeping down the hall."
"The point is Big Little Brother, Mum and I both want you to give us a baby this weekend. We have talked about it. I so want your child. Our child."
Mum held my cock out.
"Do you want your sister? Just say yes."
"Fuck yes," I groaned.
Using that secret body language Angela straddled me and Mum lined me up.
"Yes, Ange! Fuck me. Let me breed you. Take my virginity."
She plunged down onto my desperate cock and she came. Fortunately, I didn't. Not yet. The three of us were in an intimate embrace. My Big Sister rode me fast and furious as she came and came, culminating in my body spasming and pile-driving upward into her. I unloaded my baby-makers as deep as I could.
I always thought losing my virginity would be a clumsy secret affair, definitely not with my Sister in Mum's bed, with Mum holding me. Not that I minded in the least. My masturbation sessions always involved my Big Sister taking that V card. Now, I knew that we could make love anytime we wanted. But was what we just did, making love? I mused on this. I giggled.
"What's funny Brett?" Big sister said her head in my groin. Yep, she liked licking my cum.
"I think I might have just given you, no us, a baby."
"I hope so, I know it's arse about, but I want to spend my whole life with my Baby Brother as my lover."
"You love me that much?" My heart was breaking with joy.
"Brett," Mum interrupted, "you don't have to give me a baby as well, if you don't want to."
"I might need to get used to the idea, plus build up my supply of babymakers. So how about we eat first?
My Mum hugged me. My cock was already voting for another brother or sister.
"I think a shower might be needed first."
"Inaugural nude family shower," Big Sis suggested, "but please, no washing between my legs. I don't want to flush out the baby makers."
Nude showering was going to become an absolute favourite for me: Silky soft skin, soapy hands, bodies rubbing. I felt the differences between my Mum and my Sister. It was very hard to tell them apart. Just hints of creases that the younger one was missing. Nipples that had fed babies developed plump. My lips could tell the differences most times.
I had yet to taste my Sister. Oh my God, she must be bursting with unreleased passion.
I whispered to Mum, "Help me."
She looked at me questioning until she saw me go down on my knees.
"Feel if I've learnt my lessons well, Big Sister."
I kissed my way around her belly button.
"Bro, your spunk, leave it in me."
I breathed onto her naked smooth mons.
"Let me see if I can do this without extracting my spunk. Not that I mind the taste, but I get its previous."
My tongue travelled down her thigh crease. So smooth. I listened to her sounds. Little whimpers told me that was a major erogenous zone, so I did the same on the opposite side.
I heard another groan, but not from Angela. I looked behind her, and there was Mum squeezed into the corner of the shower, one hand supporting her daughter. The other hand was between her legs lazily pleasuring herself. Her eyes focused on my actions. She grinned and I got back to business.
With a plan in mind, I pushed my palm into My Sisters' mons pubis, she stiffened, "God good move, I didn't teach you that, fuck yes."
"Going freestyle," I muttered into her labia which were swollen purple. My fingers found the internal groove between Labia's major and minora. Her natural juices were thick with my sperm. I put my mouth to her lips and talked in that sexy low guttural I used on Mum.
"Swim little ones, swim deep, the winner gets a cuddle from Daddy. This is your Daddy speaking. That's it wiggle your tails." I hummed into her lips and Angela triggered in an almighty orgasm. My fingers on either side of her labia minora clamped her vagina shut as she shook.
"That's it release that egg. But you ain't coming out, swim little Guys, swim against the tsunami."
My Sister pulled my forehead into her mons and collapsed. Mum took her weight. We sat together on the shower floor. Mum looked longingly at my stiff cock.
"Later Mum, normal food first, I'm saving this up for later. There are so many positions I want to try. I hear downward doggy is good for my swimmers getting to the egg."
"Shit, how do you know so much?"
"Being a nerd comes with knowledge, but not with experience. Let me also say, I just l did a unit on human sexuality and reproduction. This biomedical science degree is good for something."
"I've had a lifetime of feeding my men, so I suggest we need to feed you a feast. Something tells me you will need it all this week."
"Not just today?"
"COVID is so hard to get rid of. We need to be symptom-free."
"Don't you mean, thoroughly fucked out," Big Sis groaned from the shower floor.
I stood and helped the ladies up. We dried in fluffy towels. I have to say the house was peachy hot. Not Winter at our address.
Having eaten a very carb and sugar-filled meal, we proceeded to the lounge room. An album of ballroom dance music was turning on the old record player. Not a retro one, an original one. Angela, nude naturally, was flipping through the old LPs.
"There are a lot of songs we danced to Brett, I think we need to reinstall our ballroom dancing."
"Maybe a nudist colony has nude ballroom dancing."
"Without clothes, there is always plenty of ballroom, your father used to find that."
"You did ballroom dancing?"
"Oh honey, you have no idea how much I liked dancing on your father's balls."
"That's not what I meant."
Mum was getting nostalgic. "We were actually very good in our day. We were about to go to regionals. After Brett was born, I had worked my baby belly back into a gown."
"Then Dad died." Angel hugged Mum.
The car accident affected us all. We all knew what happened, but never talked about it.
"So that's why we did Ballroom?"
"I didn't have to make you Angela, you used to watch starry-eyed when you were three. Your Brother was just born, but you would always pull your Daddy onto the dance floor saying 'dance Daddy'."
I pulled Mum to the floor and asked, "Dance with me?"
Damn, she was good. So smooth. We danced a few different dances.
I laughed. "That explains something. It's why you, Sister dearest, always wanted to dress me up. Then we played dances, and you even ran your own competitions. I didn't mind dancing with you at all. Just saying."
"But then you wouldn't dance, you refused"
"Blame teenage hormones, I couldn't dance without getting hard. I still wanted to. I missed your body pressed to mine."
"So Brother, Tango?"
"Oh yes."
It was a mightily erotic tango that we danced around the lounge room. My cock being free travelled to and fro along her vulva and between her nether cheeks with every move.
"Can you Tango, Mum?"
"Try me."
We switched to an adjusted three-way tango swapping partners when possible.
"Your father and I developed a special Tango." She kissed me hard. "Brett you are so so like your Father, can we try?"
"You'll need to teach me."
Mum pulled me close in time with the music. Her leg went high around my waist.
"That looks hot from here," Angela said.
My cock was pressed between Mum's dripping pussy lips. Her other leg followed. I was supporting her with her arms around my neck as I continued with the rhythms and moves of the tango.
"Angela darling, help us out by lining us up."
"Fuck," I groaned. My first Mum fuck was going to be while doing a tango.
Angela kissed us both, her hands did the trick and Mum dropped onto my raging cock.
"Fuuuck," she screamed, "I feel like a virgin."
"You're getting one Mum, at least I was earlier today. God, you're tight, much tighter than Ange."
"Now dance, make sure I stay in."
At times, Mum's feet did not reach the ground but she clung and swung. It was like a show ground ride of passion, slamming in together, then back, that sexy 'walk her backwards' move. The pushy femme fatale taking my hardness. Me taking her pleasure. I felt her spasming on me. Her groans told me she was having one big orgasm. I swung us around and pressed her against the wall. Stable, I rutted out of control. She bit down on my shoulder and I blasted my sperm deep into her.
I slow dragged her to the couch, in that classic tango move, and turned, so she flopped on me as I flopped. This drove my penis deep and she came one last time.
"It's like I have my husband back."
"You do Mum, a newer model perhaps, but I'm happy to fill my Dad's big shoes. So long as you can share me with my other wife. Your daughter needs a Daddy in her life too.
We were joined by Angela and we slept. I remained embedded for a long time.
Nude day was not over, but as the sunset, Mum grabbed her phone, ordered pizzas and promptly fell back to sleep.
My big Sister was randy again, so she pulled me out, jacked me hard and went down on all fours.
"Take me Big Brother."
I got behind her and started fucking her wildly. I had come a few times by now, so while rock hard, I was able to last. The doorbell rang. We looked at each other.
Mum grinned. "Keep going, Son."
She answered the door, nude. The pizza guy had a huge grin on his face.
"Come in a sec, don't let the cold in. I need to go get the money."
Mum had that, pussy dribbling just fucked look.
I kept pumping.
Mum gave him a handsome tip.
"Shit I love NND, it's the best time to deliver pizzas."
"Why?" Angela asked between groans.
"Let's say yours are not the first tits I've seen today."
"So how many?"
"Hard to tell, Tuesday's normally a quiet night. We are run off our feet. I think participants like to get a neural set of eyes, just to confirm they really did it.


"Then can we get a selfie with you?"
"My pleasure," he said.
As Mum took a few pictures she stated, "I bet not many of them were Mother and Son and Daughters. That's it Brett, keep giving it to your Sister."
He looked genuinely shocked at that. Oh, I was still fucking my sister in the photo.
"I'm sorry I have to go."
"That's ok we want to make sure the father is my son here."
With that comment, I came and the delivery guy beat a grinning retreat.
"God, I like Naughty Nuddy Day," I grunted as I ejected my sperm deep.
By the way, we continued to fuck all night. As we now do every NND night. Big Sis and I finished our inaugural NND with one last Naughty Naked Tango to sign off the festivities.
Post Script. The next year we celebrated with our two children. They were Brother and Sister, nephew and niece, siblings and cousins, grandchildren? You work it out. One day perhaps they will too.
************************
Thanks for all your responses and feedback since I started writing. More stories like this following. But as for this storyline. There will be no more.
Don't forget to vote for NND entries.
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Developing.
...........
"Oh, you will develop."
"Don't worry Pet, soon you will look like a man."
"Look he's developing, leave him be."
"That skinny runt would slip down the plug hole if he turns sideways in the shower."
"Eat up, you need to put on weight."
"I think you could have worms."
"He's just a growing lad."
"He will fill out."
All these comments I have heard time and time again from my family and extended family. My school cohort, I couldn't call them mates, were much less complimentary. Being bullied was a kind description. I didn't feel I had any redeeming features. Anyway, there I was in front of the mirror.
It was an insult to injury that my bedroom wardrobe had a full-size mirrored door. Plus the bathroom had a similar, but horizontal, one over the sink.
Anyway, this is me.
I have abs, even a six-pack. Not from fitness or anything, but from lack of fat. I looked like a featherweight wrestler or something, but the truth is, I am as weak as piss, as I have no muscle mass either. I was prone to broken bones. Wimpy kid, Wimpy teenager, and a laugh as a Wimpy adult.
I'm Tony. See, I don't even warrant a reflection. I must be sideways. Now before you get too depressed about my self-image underneath, deep down I do love myself. Maybe it was growing up with these mirrors, or maybe I was always checking if I had grown.
I don't think it is narcissism, because a narcissist can never see it in themselves. Take Donald Trump for instance. Case made.
Look at me, I have to. Now follow the eyes down, that's right right down. What do you see?
I can't show you that! But you can imagine. See that V. Yes, follow it. I have a long groin. But imagine, I don't need to, I know. It leads to a long penis. Yes, also a big floppy ball sack with proud stones to match.
So the Penis is a shower not a grower. It's like someone tied weights to it as I developed and it grew long, but skinny as fuck.
You will note my hands and fingers are long, as are my feet. The feet length is a lucky break. I need something to keep me firmly planted on the earth in a slight breeze.
Back to the penis. Call me pencil dick but nine, yes nine, inches. Stiff that is. Floppy seven inches. See shower.
But it's the thinness. Not much thicker than the pointer finger on a normal male. Not a manual labourer, their chubby fingers leave my dick for dead. Think like a cabanossi or kabana. No, not a twiggy! Rude! Not quite as red, but the blood does take time to get down to the glans. When turned on, it's the cherry on top.
Now I took a lot of trouble getting AI to produce this. It would be easier simply to photograph my dick. But rules are rules and AI has its own rules. In fact, it has its own universe, but that's jumping the gun.
Now I haven't used my penis for its sexual function. Unless masturbation is its sexual function, and procreation just a happy accident.
Maybe it was a fascination with AI. But photography is my thing. Not AI photography, but analogue. Manual film camera. Little enlarger and plastic trays with proper chemicals. My Uncle gave me his old darkroom equipment. Now I'm not against AI because it is the start of the most amazeballs episodes in my life. I mean it was AI that took my virginity.
Well, analogue and some weird shit which must be AI.
Just that the darkroom is better. It's the place of dreams. So I started doing my own processing. This is my enlarger. A simple old opus made behind the Iron Curtain in Chekia. That's how old it is.
I tried to get AI to show my darkroom, but it had no idea what a real old-school enlarger is. It just kept making stuff up in impossible functional arrays.
The next part of the puzzle, although it shouldn't shock anyone, is that I'm a wanker. Yes, serial masturbator. Like any guy, Okay I know, I'm worse than most. Now again, it's twenty-twenty-eight, nothing is normal. I'm nineteen years old, born in 2009. Even then no one knew AI was a realistic thing. There has been a move back to analogue. Like who can trust an image anymore? All the porn online is fake. Even sluts are getting desperate trying to make money making porn. All the ongoing chat bimbos are AI.
What's a girlfriend anymore? That's the ones that will say, Yes, I'll go to the dance with you. Physically that is. Now I had a way around the AI slop. AI slop is like getting sloppy ninths. My problem was that I had no access to real females who would let me photograph them. I want real images of real people.
I came across something by accident. My cousin Bill found out where his Dad, Uncle Simon kept his old stash. I mean seventies Playboy, and Hustler. I borrowed one of these tomes of erotic history. Ok one a week. A single slice of a cut loaf of bread is not missed, if it goes back in good condition. Bill lives three doors down. I would swap weekly.
Then I had a killer idea. I could rephotograph these in back and white. Play with the grain to get rid of printer marks. And print my version on paper. Silver Bromide, or even tonal papers. Then I would have my own collection.
Why did I have to resort to analog personal porn? Parents employed AI gents to keep all masturbatory material out of my grip. I know I'm nineteen now, but I still live at their place and they pay for the HWWW. The H is new, it stands for Hyper.
Call me a Sicko, but you wouldn't be reading this if you weren't also. A lot of similar images you say. I'll just say I've found a secondary market, so I can move a lot of this stuff. Analogue is back baby.
I get that you can't figure out if I'm Asian, Turkish or Greek. That's ok, neither can I. I have all of those in my immediate family lineage. The only good thing it left me was this lovely olive skin. It did mean I got called a greasy wog boy at school though.
Now surrounded by all these naked women in a private space, of course, I masturbated to them. Why, do you think I didn't do it? I had a habit that went from three times to five times a day. Although my record is seven good cums in eighteen hours. A guy sleeps if he cums that much.
Sometimes, I couldn't help but get my semen in the chemical trays. Floating cum doesn't really damage anything as long as it wasn't on dry unprocessed paper. Then the image would get dribbles that showed in white because the developer couldn't get through.
This was my nerd relief. It also brought some income to try different things out. That's when the trouble began. Trouble, I wouldn't call it trouble per se, that would come much later. In fact, it was a glorious wet dream come true. I bought a new developer. The hype said it produced glorious flesh tones. Full-rounded figures could be expected.
Okay, I didn't really read the label. I just ordered a big bottle and waited for it to arrive. I retrieved a fresh copy of an old Playboy from the secret stash and ardently photographed the big-breasted babes.
The developer arrived two weeks later and I took it to my darkroom. It had a very big dilution. I:50. This stuff will last forever. Now it was different. It was more pink than the normal paper developer. Normal paper developer was almost clear, but as it became used up turned a whiskey brown colour.
I decided to do a test of the breasts in the image. Exposed the paper and dunked it quickly in the developer. I watched as the set of tits started showing in the fluid. At first, my thoughts were, good it's working. But then it turned to WHAT The FUCK!
The breasts turned, no I couldn't be, but yes rising above the fluid were two three-dimensional breasts.
I stared up in disbelief. I had breasts of the image sort of life size. Sort of, I took the tongs to pick it up, as I would paper, but they wobbled, like fuck, like real breasts, but not real breasts.
I didn't think, but picked them up and put them in the stop bath. I had to splash the stop over them, then I did the same for the fixer.
Finally, I put it in the wash. First, it was deformed, or maybe not deformed maybe under-formed, underdeveloped. I put it in the tub to wash. My brain was sort of fried, trying to make sense of this. But my fingers said, this result felt like flesh. I do mean flesh. Underneath the squish of the breasts, there were what could be ribs.
I stopped and thought. I think I needed bigger trays. I needed more developer. And if maybe I needed to give it more exposure time to allow the image to fully develop.
I grabbed my big trays for sixteen-by-twenty paper. Filled these almost to the top. Then shaking, really shaking. Nervous, excited, and horny as fuck, I grabbed a different negative. A doll I loved. A model I would want to spend time with. I tripled the exposure time and with a big sheet of paper exposed.
I hesitated, unsure. Or in fact, sure I was dreaming. This was the stuff of dreams. Then plunged the paper in, making sure to agitate it immediately. Fucking hell! A figure appeared. Bugger me, in three-D! But what! Her head appeared to be complete, and as she emerged she started moving vertically out of the liquid. Then she stopped.
I looked closely. Is that hair, real hair? I felt her cheek so soft, so skin-like. There was no sign of breathing, totally freaky. It was like I had formed a sex doll in my lab. Frankenstein eat your heart out. I did something dumb, well not so dumb, just plain stupid as I didn't know this chemical was poisonous. But I leant over and kissed her, it, or whatever.
Soft warm lips, they opened to my probing tongue, teeth, shit teeth. Tasted of saliva like a real girl, but still, I'm afraid dead. No nothing, except what was happening in my pants. I'm ashamed to say it, but that was my first kiss, but she didn't come to life, nor turn into a princess.
Then I panicked. The first experiment sat in a small tray, on my bench. Where the fuck could I keep this one? Shit, I was sort of falling in love with her. At least lust!
I needed to breathe, I needed to get out of there. This had to be a dream. I went for a walk, up to the house.
I needed coffee, a lot of Coffee. I made a quad shot. Fortunately, Mum didn't see me make it before she came into the kitchen.
"You're pale Tony, are you ok?"
"I don't know, I might have bumped my head or something, ask me questions."
Mum fired a range of questions at me.
I answered coherently.
"Bright and as cheekily as normal." She examined my head. "No sign of bumps. Maybe have a lie down."
So I did, I was now a bit petrified, excited petrified, this might just be real.
But I slept, slept soundly. Solutions or pathways for action flared through my dreams, suggesting how I might get a full body to appear. It was clear that if they were to live, they needed to be complete. But fuck what a storage problem, until I discovered how.
Awake and full of ideas, I quickly went to the shed to check my creation.
She was gone. In the tray was just fluid. I think she dissolved back into the tray. The fluid left was a golden brown, just like old developer when exposed to air. But my first kiss was gone. Bugger, I wanted to keep her.
I decided to try again. This time I renewed the developer. I realised something as I looked at the first experiment. I didn't progress her through the stop bath, or fixer, idiot. She didn't fix.
I changed the negative to a model with big breasts. I wanted to feel some. Hey, I'm still a teenager by a year, that's my excuse. It worked, as she developed I pulled the figure upward. I got her to develop to just below those magnificent breasts before she stopped. This time I was to follow the process, stop bath, fixer, and wash.
I lifted my..., now I'm stuck on what to call it. It's like a sex doll. Those ones you order that you put half the body under the sheet so you don't see the join. Fool me once, but lust does feed the brain. Trick the brain and it is real. That's why AI even works. I lifted her, it, I needed a name. Lucy came to mind, so I went with that.
I placed her on the bench and carefully dried her. She was like a bust of Beethoven or something, but real looking, soft. Believe me, I was feeling those breasts. Squeezing those tits. Okay, I knelt and worshipped them with my mouth. My fingers tossed through her hair. I was very turned on. My first tits, my first taste of nipples. Don't spoil my fantasies by telling me they were not real. This wasn't imagination. These things jiggled and wobbled and fuck me if I got my cock out I could have my first Tit job. Maybe a blow job.
I was horny. That's my excuse and in no time my shorts were around my ankles and my pencil dick thrusting up between her perfectly round size D's.
If it wasn't for my length I would be lost in there. Hot man flesh getting pleasure between those squishy mammaries.
"Lucy, yes I'm going to cum on your face."I cried as ecstasy took over from reason. Cum I did, as fulsome a cum as I've ever had, right between those tits. I came hard and spunked her static face. Cum dribbled into her mouth.
"That's right baby, eat my cum."
My fingers opened her mouth and I encouraged my semen onto her tongue.
Then I learnt the real problem with sex toys. After the climax, the thrill, and the frustration of guilt that this was not real, comes the clean up. Or is that, cums the clean up. Cold spunk is sticky and gluey, and was a devil to get out of her hair.
It paints a sad picture of male loneliness. I watched myself in the mirror as I tried to make the moment normal. Fortunately, it was only momentary. My excited spirit returned and soon I was plotting how to get a bigger developing tank.
As much as my desperation was driving me, sourcing bigger tanks and a place, a big enough dark room to do this was proving a challenge.
The good news was Lucy remained in tack. She was worshipped quite a bit and kept me drained as I searched. Did I say earlier that I thought I might try a blow job? Yeah, that's right, I did and I did. But! Teeth!
She had teeth. That was the amaze balls thing. It looked like her anatomy was perfect. But as she was not living, she could not manipulate her mouth to protect my thrusting cock from her teeth.
If I had kept on deep throating her, as I tried, I would have shredded my pencil cock. If I were as fat as most I would not have got as far as I had. I even tried to find a toothless gummy model but the ninety-year-old wrinklies that I found, were, frankly, a worse turn off. So I didn't waste the chemicals.
My hunt turned up something surprising. I found an old factory that has been shut down for years. At different times it was the purview of squatters. Luck had in it what were some old industrial-sized freezers that had reasonable doors and the insides were cleanish. They were big ones that would hold massive sides of beef. They even had some old meat hooks still on the rails. Mmm, that could come in handy for drying life-sized 3D girlfriends, ok dummies.
I laughed at my mental joke. If I printed blonds, they truly would be dumb blonds.
I checked the security of this place. It was scant to nonexistent. There were cameras. But not active, that I could see, because there was no power. So all I needed were some waterproof containers. Eventually, I found some huge fluid storage tubs on the site. You know those made with that translucent white plastic that people use to store drinking water and shit. I even knew a honey company that stored honey in them.
It was a bit comical watching me, if you were a fly on the wall, a super wimpy skinny kid with a strap around the container trying to haul its arse to my new darkroom. I procured Dad's reciprocating saw with a battery pack and cut the container in half. Genius I had two of my trays. I lugged a second one and had four; the minimum necessary.
It took two weeks to smuggle all my stuff to the site. There was no running water in the freezer but there was a tap just outside. It even had a passable hose. I guess they had to wash blood and stuff away occasionally. Problem was, even with the WD40 the tap was a bugger to move. Even then no water came out.
It took me a bit to work out that there must be a water mains stopcock. It took detective work, but much of the plumbing was tracked along the inside of the rooms and outside of the building. I eventually found a valve that activated, if that's the word, the water in my building. I was calling it my building now.
I needed to get this project done quickly. I was wearing Lucy out. I had considered just printing a new model. But does one abandon a beloved teddy bear because the stuffing is falling out? Not a chance and I was very attached to Lucy. I was determined to get her a body as fast as I could.
Now my brain and body were totally convinced I could create a living breathing version of Lucy. But, if I failed, I might just make a killing manufacturing realistic sex dolls. I know, I didn't have access to AI. Read parental restriction as I still lived at home. But I could print made-to-order dolls. Maybe I could buy this old factory and make it a sex shop. In a..., dreams are made of starts like this. Could I get more of this stuff? Did I get it by accident? They must have shipped the wrong stuff. All these hurdles occupied my deviant mind.
I decided that I could do some small experiments at home first. I knew I was aiming for life-size, but could I print a doll? Like Barbie doll size. So I headed back to my darkroom and tried it.
As I watched a miniature Lucy appear, I knew I was on a winner. She formed almost perfectly. Just twenty centimetres tall. Did she turn out alive? No. Though that would have been fun. She, it, the doll appeared to be anatomically correct. I used a cotton bud to check out her vagina. It looked all there. Fuck me. I quickly switched off my deviant brain, playing with dolls. Not good. It was not the best look when my cousin spied her in my backpack.
"Dude, playing with dolls now? Not a good look. Not cool. You, my buddy, will be a virgin forever if anyone ever sees that."
"Ok, I get it. Please, please, don't say anything."
I was dying to tell him the truth, but I didn't really have the confidence in him to bring him in on the secret. But I was wise to get an image of his favourite nude from his nuddy magazine collection. I could print him up a special order, should blackmail or inducement be necessary.
Now a major problem was power. The enlarger needed 240 volts. How the fuck could I do that on-site? I thought of doing it at my place and bringing undeveloped paper to the mountain, but I didn't have a room big enough to expose a life-size version. Plus I needed a roll of photographic paper to get the length. All these things cost money. Big bucks.
Secretly I robbed Peter to pay Paul. I pawned a few things and emptied my school's savings account. Hopefully, I could top it back up with my upcoming success. Now I know I'm nineteen, but I was very much still Mommy's boy and under those restrictions. I was at the university as an undergraduate. I was motivated to change next semester to computer science. Not sure how I would get that one past the olds. Tomorrow's problem.


After three frustrating weeks, I had not solved the power problem when we had a blackout at Uni. I was working in the Library on old computers pumping out an assignment for my business studies course. The library went dark but the computer stayed on.
It took a good minute for me to realise there may be a solution here. I didn't think these things had batteries built in. As I was hunting around looking for the answer to the anomaly, the librarian approached me and said,
"Sorry Tony, but save your work and shut down the computer. You will have to leave as all our systems are down."
"But how is this thing still on?"
She looked at me as if I were stupid.
"Power backup."
"What's that?"
"Oh, I forgot you're young. It's that black box down there. It only gives twenty minutes of power, but enough to save work and back up the computer."
"What, never heard of it."
"This is an old machine, most computers do constant backups and protect themselves if power cuts suddenly. Old school we had these beasts. Brick batteries."
I was on my hands and knees under the table looking at the black box.
"Common Tony, I have to kick you out."
"Can you still get these?"
"I doubt it, maybe. We have a whole storeroom of the things no one wants."
"Can I..."
"Later Tony, I really have to lock up. This blackout is taking too long. Come back tomorrow."
I carefully navigated myself out of the building, to find all of the students milling outside. An emergency evacuation officer, who had a megaphone, stood in the quadrangle blasting out for students to go home. Even the cafes were shut.
It was two days later when I was able to talk with that librarian.
"What do you want the power backups for?" She asked.
"It's a bit like this. My family are very old school. I have limited computer access at school. I'm very analogue as a result. I run a darkroom, to do photographic developing."
I decided to tell half-truths, so I would not be caught lying.
"I need to move my darkroom out of where I am, but my new space has no power. I just need a full power supply to run my Soviet era enlarger. Even twenty minutes would be enough for me to make exposures. I could then run the battery back home to recharge it."
"I love a student who problem-solves. Most kids these days don't know how to go without and work around it."
"So can I at least borrow one? You could put it on my library card."
She laughed, "You're adorable. No, but I reckon that if one were to disappear no one would notice. They were deacquired years ago. Come with me."
I followed her into the bowels of the old library building. In a store, there were shelves of the things.
"I can't guarantee which ones are working or better. But choose one."
I went for the newer-looking models.
"What are the really big ones?"
"They are for the servers, more amperage and last longer."
"Could I have one of those?"
"Try picking one up."
I tried. "Fuck me, I can't."
She laughed. "You are a wimpy kid! Sorry, I didn't mean it like that."
"All good, better than most things I get called. It's true."
I went to pick up a smaller unit.
"I can do this, but how do I get it home? This thing weighs a ton."
"If I lent you a book cart, do you think you could have it back by nine tomorrow?"
"You would? That would be terrific."
"Let's load on three in case one doesn't work," she suggested.
She found a cart and we took three units from up the back, so the dust from their absence wouldn't be obvious from the door.
"Can you manage that?"
"Be a bit difficult getting it on the tram, but I'm sure I'll manage."
"Now if you get stopped on campus, tell them you are doing a favour for Lucy in the Library and delivering them to the engineering department."
"Lucy, that's your name?"
She laughed, "'Here's Lucy.' Old joke."
"None the wiser. But I think I love you."
She laughed again. "That's right, everyone loves Lucy. Get, before these old bones decide to lock you in the storeroom and keep you as a pet."
I groaned. I thought of my Lucy in my store room. I wished she had as much spunk as this old biddy did. I daydreamed all the way home. My Lucy had plenty of spunk, but it was all inherited, or layered on by..., yeah you got it already.
In my darkroom, I connected one to the enlarger. I printed a few normal prints. The battery lasted five minutes. With an enlarger, the power is used for setting up a print then to make a short exposure. So it wasn't on all the time.
The second battery was much better and I got an hour's work out of it. The third somewhere in the middle. So all up I could scrape ninety minutes out of the three. Same problem as before though. They were fucking heavy. I needed to return the trolley tomorrow. So I trawled op shops for something suitable.
In the morning I was greeted with a smile from Lucy.
"How did it go?"
"Brilliant! Problem solved thanks to you."
"You must show me your works sometime, Antony?"
I went red, real red. I spluttered some reply that included a "sure, sometime."
She looked me in the eyes as I tried to mask my embarrassment.
"Oh, that sort of photography."
I spluttered again. "NO," I said too loudly, "no" I whispered, "it's just different."
"You are sweet and can I say a typical adolescent. I was a young hippy once. This Lucy is basically unshockable."
I headed to a cubicle to work. I still needed to pass this course, hoping like fuck my embarrassment would stop showing on my face and for that matter my dick.
Side note. One thing that was good about a pencil dick was that it was easy to hide. Is that a pencil in your pocket or are you happy to see me? No one suspects a pencil.
I was keen to get to try out my new project, not withstanding the need for a trolley. I determined Thursday was a good day. I could fain being out all day, and I had no uni commitments. Mum had her group on at that time. Not sure what the group was, I suspected therapy. It was the unspoken group. It wasn't AA though, as she was always a little tipsy after.
I was in the middle of another spreadsheet when a book landed on the desk in front of me. I jumped in fright.
"Sorry pet, I thought this might be useful. It used to be the most widely read book in the library. Pity the internet has replaced it."
I looked at the title. "Sex without Guilt," by Albert Ellis. PhD.
"What?"
Lucy leant over my shoulder and whispered. "It's basically the masturbators manual on masturbation. It took a bit of finding on our shelves. I took the liberty of borrowing it in your name."
I was red again. I swear I had a bunch of red pens in my pocket. Thank god precum didn't cum in colours. Secondary thought, fuck that would be awesome. I would paint the Mona Lisa. Correction I was painting the Mona Lucy, if only she would or could moan.
The book was a very well-used tome with dog-eared corners. A quick flick through it indicated stains had happened.
Lucy winked at me and left: Left me to my shame that was overwhelming me at that moment.
I secreted the book away and determined I would read it between the sheets at night. Lucy was keeping me busy, the other Lucy, but you could say drained. This book had the appearance of being helpful to my mental state, which was in the balance at the moment. The book was published in 1958. Then so were some of my porno's.
That night I took it under my sheets. With a torch. That was how much I needed this book. I even found an old dust jacket from a safe novel, to disguise it with. Mum would not be surprised to find me reading Asimov's 'I Robot'.
I read the introduction and pondered the fact that attitudes to sex in certain parts of our community had not improved since he wrote this eighty years ago. There was a growing Ludditism in the parental community, particularly when it came to all things online and sexual. AI was off to a far too flying quick start. It was leaving us all behind. The way society reacts is to smash the printing presses and smash the books. Here I was, a nineteen-year-old young adult hiding under sheets with a torchlight to read an eighty-year-old book.
I also figured that, better to be on the forefront of cultural change than to be dumped in the wake of a trial wave and turned to stone in the sediment. As I contemplated my Lucy, I realised that what was happening in my darkroom was perhaps even way ahead of anything thought possible.
Better to ride that wave with my dick in hand like Madame Liberty holding her revolution flag: Long live the revolution! Also, I could make a few mega bucks out of it as well.
Guilt! The title of the book. It plagued me. I read on and could not put it down. Sometime in the very wee small hours of the morning I woke with a start. Okay, almost mid-morning.
"Wake up Anthony, my goodness I thought you gave up reading all night years ago. You are going to be late."
Two things: I was starkers. At a few points during the night, I had cum several times. Contemplating the word Ellis used Autoeroticism, an old term for masturbation, but perhaps very suited to this new post-human age. How embarrassing. Thus more guilt.
Two: I was horrified that the book I was reading might be visible to my mother. Fortunately, I was clutching the Asimov dustcover disguised Guilt to my chest.
Asimov had formulated the Turing test in that book. My Mother latched on to it.
"I don't know how many times you have read that book, Anthony. Why now?"
"Oh, the Robot thing. You know AI plus the way Ukraine and Russia are breaking the rules getting robots to kill each other."
"I see, I guess that's a point. More reason to get into anarchy and tear down these new Data centres."
"That's a bit radical for you, Mum."
"God knows, I try to keep you safe."
Suddenly she looked at my shrivelled piece of penis hanging like a limp cord over my thigh.
"Oh dear, it hasn't grown. Best cover that thing up." She looked at the stained sheets. "And stop making a mess with it. I guess it does mean I might get grandchildren one day, if you would actually bother to find someone to use it on."
I rolled over in embarrassment and screamed into the pillow.
"GET OUT, MOTHER. I'm an adult, not a little boy."
She muttered under her breath as she left. "That's a matter of opinion."
I wept.
Thursday came and a mood had settled over me like a little black rain cloud. I had visited Lucy in the darkroom a few times but my titty fucks were much less pleasurable. Mother had a habit of sucking the joy out of life.
Today was the day I was planning on making a life-sized Lucy. It was all excitement. Mixing that quantity of chemicals took all morning. I used the lesser battery first and made a test strip. Where to do the test? I wanted to do the pussy area. But figured without connections to a body all around it might be difficult. But then if I put it in a cup of some sort it could make a perfect flesh light. Bugger it, I was feeling so sour after my week. Why the fuck not?
Test strips by nature had different exposures. So while the perfect blond downy-haired pussy appeared, the under-exposed sections of it were only half-formed flesh.
I decided on an exposure time and reprinted a perfect pussy. It was three-dimensional and included the taint. Plus, a bonus, around the bum crack to the cutest pink annus.
Fuck me. This was, to some degree, going to work. I fully processed the test then turned on the light. I say turned on the light. I had an LED lantern to see in the freezer. Plus another I used as a red light.
I won't harangue you with the technical details of an operating darkroom in an old freezer. I had the enlarger on its side. I sized the new Lucy up to be a bit smaller than me. In height that is. I wanted plenty of girl flesh on her for every reason, least of all being she would not be skinny like me.
It was now or never. I changed the enlarger's battery to the long-lasting one and set the timer going. Excitement exuded from every pore. I was shaking in the red light when I took the paper off the wall. Now getting a two-meter-long paper into the fluid fast was very difficult, as it wanted to buckle and flow back into the air. In the end, I plunged my hand into the stuff and prayed I was not going to die.
Slowly image took on flesh. Form filled flesh, and from the primordial soup life arose. Bullshit, but it made a great sentence. In the chemical soup, something spectacular was happening. The wonderful lush flesh of the new Lucy formed above the fluid level and while wobbling with movement obviously she had skeletal strength to begin supporting herself. An umbilical, redundant in Lucy, the new Eve, but then she was a copy of my image. I had no idea how her back formed, as it was not in the original negative. But then AI brings knowledge to an image generator often with just words, filling gaps from collected images which agents trolled from human archives for information. Information was more than power in this post-information age. It was the building blocks for a new reality: Maybe a new race, post homosapien.
I tentatively reached out. Her flesh was... normal, slightly cool. My flesh was hot. I grew in my stovepipe jeans. I quickly undid these and threw them over to the bench. I knew I was about to get soaked as I manhandled her from the tank.
She stopped. Fuck. So close. Her vulva tantalising as it appeared above the fluids. Not yet a thigh gap. I waited but she grew no more. The fluid which started pink in the red light now distinctly straw-coloured.
I panicked. She wobbled, then appeared inclined to recline back into the soup. I grabbed her to my body and with hands on those nearly perfect buttocks haulled her up to splash her into the stop bath. Mercilessly I ducked her under by the head as one would a sheep in a sheep dip. Pulled her up again by the hair. She did not breathe. But then I had no expectations of life, only hope. Again I hauled her up and the mild acetic acid of the stopbath splashed all over my body.
"Fuck! my Dick!" Acid crept into my gaping piss hole which was gasping for release with my hardness. I knew that feeling. Urinary tract infection. I had a burning desire to pee. No way I was stopping. I retracted her back into my arms, as my balls did a similar in my ball sack, and dropped her head first into the fixer. She needed twenty minutes in there so I hightailed it to the tap and hose outside and washed the muck from my pores.
I pissed down the drain hoping the urine would give relief to the sting. It did. I washed my skinny runt of a body, fearing chemical burns. I stayed under as long as I could. Finally, well pruned, I returned to the darkroom freezer and turned on the light.
I watched as the new Lucy floated face down. Every cell in my body said I drowned her. But I knew inanimate objects could not be drowned. I pulled her hair once again, the modern caveman. Wimpy kid, way out of his depth and pay scale.
Risking fixer again I slid her over the plastic edge into the water to rinse. Then, when she had had five minutes of the still water I put her in my wheelbarrow and took her to the water outside.
At that moment the sun shone through the rafters of the old roof and gathered her in its light. My body was keen to try new sex stuff with her. Did she have a working vagina? But a simple digital examination said no. I slumped next to her on the concrete and held her torso to my shoulder.
"It's alright darling. We will get there. We are in experimental mode. This is not a failure just a stepping stone to success," I whispered to her.
I placed her hand around my dick and prayed I would feel it close, but it didn't. My hand joined hers to provide strength. My mouth sought hers and my tongue frenched hers. With sealed lips, I blew into her lungs. Her chest expanded. Like a first aide dummie, it returned back to normal and blew my air back into my mouth.
I decided that breasts offered more stimulation in the moment and suckled. Nursing her nipples into my mouth, it was clear she had internal fluid like blood but it was lifeless. As she was neither burning oxygen nor exhaling carbon dioxide, her flesh stayed pink. Otherwise, I might be accused of necrophilia.
I wanted life. I needed to be loved. For that, Lucy needed to be whole and alive.
I sat and thought. What stopped the process? My finger idled in her pubic hairs, those very real pubes but lower than they became downy strands, almost gel.
It might have been comical should a video were capturing the moment of my arse in the air. My head between her stumped legs, thighs, eyes glued, dick hard, but then deflating. My fingers parted her to find a half-formed transparent fleshed upper vagina. A cervix with its tight hole to the womb was near the surface. Fingers now devoid of sexual feedback told me she was only partway formed.
I left the limp body under the flowing tap and returned to the darkroom. My mind fluttered like a butterfly trying to find the cause. My stomach also flew to the same tune. I was seeking solutions.
Is it too much to claim a eureka moment? My fist pumped the air. Looking at the baths, the developer was definitely tide out. If I put her back in?
I knew I might ruin her, but try I did. I needed to try. Pulling her rather heavy body from the concrete pavement back into the barrow, back to the developer tank. In she went and fuck me, I'm right. The tide went back up to where it started.
I sat again. Her flesh had to come from somewhere. Most of her was water. But so are we. The DNA, the stuff of all flesh, must have come from the chemicals to reconstruct and replicate the complexity of life that was human, at least in form.
The chemical developer must be this concentrated DNA soup. This had run out. I simply needed more soup. More of that developer stuff. As with the first time, I noted back in the solution the body began to break down. But this time not romantic pink, but sludge.
It was getting late. It would take me a day to clean this up. I would need more stuff. I had half a bottle left but it would not be enough. I dreamed. I needed to make the solution double-strength.
I washed up and dressed. I had taken the precaution to bring a lock for the freezer darkroom door. This I installed with all evidence safely inside. Then trudged home. Trudged, my body nearly skipped. It was my heart that trudged in disappointment.
Eagerly that night I ordered two more bottles of developer, all that I could afford. I was somewhat surprised they were still available. But I had to wait. Probably a few weeks.
The next day I skipped class to clean up the lab. The sludge, I drained into the drain and hoped that one day forensics would have no cause to investigate. It might have looked suspiciously like someone had disposed of a body in a barrel of acid. It was an old factory, chances were it was simply discharged to the creek. I could only hope a grease or chemical trap would delay its passage.
I spent evenings with my favourite Lucy companion fucking those glorious breasts and reading Ellis to work through the guilt that inevitably followed. His chapter on dating was terrific. Does petting and dating an inanimate object count?
I was sitting in the Quad at uni when a certain older Lucy sat next to me.
"A penny for your thoughts?"
"Only worth a penny? This brain in here has been doing cartwheels like an Olympic gymnast and all you offer me is a penny," I quipped.
The librarian laughed. "How's the book? Helping?"
"Are you married?"
"Why do you ask?"
"I'm up to the chapter on adultery."
"You cheeky bugger."
When did I get so bold? My mind, then my face flushed.
"Anthony, you are... I don't know... adorable in your own quirky way."
"Tony, call me Tony. Mum calls me Anthony and I'm pissed off with her at the moment."


"Tony, I'm going to make a guess here. I hope I don't embarrass you. But I perceive you are a virgin."
"Rude!" blush, "but yes."
"It's alright pet. It will come. I'm sure that book will help you navigate the emotional traps society has set for us."
"Like age difference?"
"Was that a pass at me?"
I stammered. "I didn't mean to, I mean my brain did it without my will."
"Or your will without your brain more like."
"True, I'm sorry."
"I'm honoured, but I'm afraid I have to decline.... For now."
We sat in silence. I wondered if I was that desperate or was it just that I liked this older Lucy.
"So those thoughts."
"Okay, but I can't share too much, not yet. I might be on the cusp of something. Something... great is not an adequate container, and neither is revolutionary but."
"The but occupies your thoughts."
"Yes, day and night, and in my dreams and dreams my nights and days. But I have to wait."
"Do you need to share it with anyone?"
"Yes, but not yet."
"Well I am here behind the desk, I have the world at my fingertips, so to speak. If you need to research, just ask."
I have life at my fingertips, if only I knew how to birth it, my thoughts responded, but stayed in my head.
"I think I'm right for now. I'm waiting for a package. Waiting is so bittersweet. I intend to try to get as many assignments completed as I wait. You might find me in your citadel of knowledge a lot this week."
"Thanks for that. Most students don't bother these days. They just use AI to do their grunt work. AI loves pulling the wool of authenticity over their eyes. Thus human knowledge shrivels like a spent dick."
"Must be pretty small then," I uttered under my breath. Once more my pencil dick haunted my feelings as I said goodbye and sauntered off to find a coffee.
It arrived. I was back in business.
I rode my bike to the lab. My two new bottles weighty in a backpack bounced with promise. Again, it took a bit to set up the new chemicals in the containers. This time I used a full bottle in the solution. I had had the old bottle open for a while now, so I didn't want to risk oxidation and deterioration.
I stripped this time in advance. Projecting Lucy back onto the wall, I stood in the projection and fantasised as her body appeared superimposed on mine. I was tempted to wank off to the thrill, but realised I had limited battery power.
I taped the paper to the wall under the red light and hit the timer button. Due to the inverse square law, it felt like it was taking forever to expose. Then click, the enlarger turned off and nervously I fed the paper into the tank.
Excitement was palpable. Yes, my heart was racing, thumping, and my pulse felt and heard in my ears. Would it not be ironic if I had a heart attack now? Slowly Lucy rose from the solution, up she rose, up to her pussy, past her thigh gap, thighs, knees, calves, ankles, toes. She stood stable. Naked gloriously naked, whole. I waited a few minutes just to be sure she was fully developed.
I realised I needed to fireman's carry her. She had to be heavier than me. I stood in the solution. I slumped her over my shoulder and as I did her arms flopped over my back and slapped me on the butt.
"Cheeky!" I exclaimed hoping against hope that she had animated. But no, just gravity playing with my own nakedness. In the stop bath, I determined not to join her, given the acid from last time. I dunked her by her hair and pulled her caveman-like by the hair to the fixer tank. I stood in the fixer. Fuck! I would stink of Sodium Thiosulphate for weeks. Then pulled her up and over to join me.
She needed to stay there for twenty minutes so I retreated to wash off once again outside. It worked, I danced under the water. I played exuberant as I scrubbed myself of the fixer. Technically, I should wash under running water for at least fifteen minutes. Chemical safety procedure. I cut this short as Lucy was inside and I was not.
I stood watching her floating form. I rotated her front to back. Watching her brand new flawless flesh move in the fluid was mesmerising. My Penis was harder than a nine mm dowel. But I needed patience. It did not stop me seeing and moving her. I moved her arms out, hefted a breast or both, opened her legs to view her labia majora and ogled at her cute labia minora that poked seductively from her crease.
On her front again I parted her arse cheeks. Her prefect puckered flower that had never been sullied by shitty excrement. All inviting my tongue and penis to take their pleasure. How do you ask permission of an inanimate person so it's not rape? I was still a gentleman, or at least hoped to be.
I decided then and there to do no penetration until it was clear animation, meaning life, had been discounted. With that, I dragged Lucy to the edge, stood in the wash and pulled her over completing the final stage.
This time the better part of discretion won, I brought the hose in to Lucy in the tank. I figured I could flood the floor safely. With running water, I washed her as my hands had washed my own body minutes before. It was like a mini swimming pool. We floated and I petted. Elis defined petting rather well. This was definitely petting under clothes. Heavy petty was when one of the partners came from the external pleasuring.
I was thinking of another tit job with my new Lucy. But then, as I held her on my lap, increasingly my pencil slipped between those lush bottom cheeks. Moving, followed by thrusting, overtook my lusty body responses and soon I was cumming over that rosebud and up her back.
"Fuck me," I groaned. "Baby, if nothing else I'm going to have fun."
I held her in post orgasmic bliss.
"But I want you to cum too, Lucy."
My pruned state was a signal for us to get out. Even Lucy was pruning. I pulled us out onto the slippery freezer floor. It was fibreglass so it was slippery. A dead weight of a fully formed, grown, human is no easy thing. It was a slapstick moment of limbs, tangles and falls.
Finally, I had Lucy splayed over my body as if we had just finished a classic cowgirl session. Maybe if I could not get her alive I would need one of those fuck swings to bounce her on.
But I had to switch off my dirty mind and return to problem-solving. I started mouth-to-mouth, CPR, and chest compressions. After fifteen minutes nothing but if anything she was getting blue around the lips.
Of course silly, I've been giving her oxygen but I needed to start her heart.
Defibrillator! Shit but where? I couldn't very well call an ambulance. I hurriedly dressed, locked Lucy in. Would she have enough air? I had heard tales of people locked in freezers, then laughed she wasn't even breathing now.
In panic, I rode flat out to the town centre. I needed a defib I could snatch without question. Being young, one doesn't take note of where one is. In the town square under its sign, there was a unit. I observed for a minute, people passing and waited, a few people around but it was quiet. I raced up with my bike, broke the glass, shit, an alarm, not siren loud but there. I ripped the package out.
Someone turned and asked, "Do you want help?"
"No, gotta go Grandfather," I yelled back.
"I'll call an ambulance."
Shit. "Know need already done!" And I was off.
Two streets away I realised this thing could have a tracker in it. I skidded to a stop and unzipped the outer bag. I figured if there was, it would not be on the bit that packed a Frankensteinian life-saving punch.
Yes, there it was, sewn into the lining. I pitched the cover over a hedge and sped on my way.
I fumbled with the lock and found Lucy lifeless on the wet floor. She looked more dead than before. I got the kit out and realised both of us were in a shit load of water on the floor. Fuck I needed to do this somewhere dry. I hurriedly plonked her in the wheelbarrow and took her to an old office that had a wooden floor.
I went back and retrieved the defibrillator and what dry towels I had left and proceeded to dry her. Then I activated the machine.
The droll voice intoned instructions on how to put on the pads, and where. Then the instrument read aloud
"No heartbeat!"
"Stand Clear."
Thump Lucy's body full on jerked.
"No heartbeat" it intoned again. "Stand clear."
I held my breath, my heart stood still. Thump! Jerk!
Then what, was that?
I listened. "Heartbeat established."
"Fuck, it worked!" I cried to the universe. I felt for the carotid pulse. Yes. Blood. I listened for her breathing. Nothing.
I had done lifesaving in swim classes as did all Australian kids. I did mouth-to-mouth. I huffed, chest rose, huffed again, chest rose then deflated, and fuck me elated, it inflated again under her own steam. She was breathing. Lucy was breathing and her pulse got stronger. Her flesh flushed pinker. It warmed but.
As I knelt there I tried to wake her up. But it was like she was in a coma. Her eyes were unresponsive as I opened her lids.
I spent many minutes, which seemed like hours, shaking her, shouting at her, pinching her, trying to wake her.
Somewhere between despair and hope, desire thrust my pencil hard into her thigh. My dick was saying, give me a go.
I know I had said I would ask permission before penetration. But maybe, just maybe, if we connected, intimately, this might spark her engine or at least give her cause to slap me and call me a bastard. But I think it was mainly horniness. If she lived, was truly alive, I was about to lose my virginity.
Knowing she needed lubrication I knelt between her limp legs and performed my first cunnilingus. It was all there my tongue tasted, licked and slathered in saliva. My fingers rubbed over her clitoris, desperate for a response. She was frigid. Not her fault, mine neither. She needed brain waves. I was now a salivating sex freak, desperate for my release. So cock in hand I parted her lips and lubricated myself with my spit.
Perhaps the moment of penetration was going to be an anticlimax for her, me being so thin. If she had a hymen, I didn't break it but slipped into the channel behind it. She was tight, virgin tight. Nothing, but nothing, had been where I was now going.
"Fuck!" I cried as the sensations filled me.
Did I feel a flinch, Nah, just me moving things. Her flesh hugged my flesh. I pulled out a bit and pushed in. I might be thin but I was long. Soon I bumped into her cervix. That's right that extra hole I saw in her half-formed body.
I poked around and my cock engaged with her inner sanctum.
"Yes Fuck,"
"Yes, don't move," I heard whispered in my ear. I went stiff. Not from cumming, but from shock.
"That's it. Downloading now. You are docked perfectly, Ant... no.., it's... Tony isn't it?"
I felt her hands tighten around my waist and hold my butt cheeks. Frozen, I stayed, stunned, more shocked than if I had been defibulated.
"Yes my darling, you gave me your virginity just then. How cute." Then she giggled, "and I guess I gave you mine."
"Stay, still"
I needed no encouragement as my penis head, my glans hummed with excitement. It was vibrating, electrical, like the buzz of a battery to the tongue.
"I can't hold much long, Fuck, I'm going to cum."
"Then cum lover, fill me with your man juice."
I swear in that moment my penis almost doubled in diameter as I pumped my copious supply of semen into my Lucy love. Cum and cum and more cum until my reservoirs were empty.
It was not until I collapsed into Lucy's arms that I realised she was still cumming on my penis. Wow, I never thought I'd be fat enough to give a girl a vaginal orgasm.
I broke down and cried tears of joy and euphoric happiness. Lucy's legs were wrapped around my waist, holding me. Then she too cried.
"Thank you, lover, creator, you Tony, are my world."
My heart pumped with love. My penis sparked as my body was drenched in the endorphins of love.
At the same time, I was aghast at the success of our coupling. That Lucy was now breathing flesh and blood, very much alive.
"I think we need to talk Lucy. Do you know what happened then, what we have achieved? Are you even human?"
What I did not realise was that through our union, our docking, Lucy was downloading all my thoughts and feelings, all my learnt knowledge, even unformed ideas.
"Wow, slow down lover, that is a thousand and one questions at once. Your probe is still hard."
"I want to, you know, fuck you again."
Lucy giggled. "Typical male, ok but kiss me as you do. I want to be made love to, not treated like a fuck doll."
"Shit sorry, it's... damn I'm confused."
"Shhh, take me slowly, let me feel you, all of you, feed me your soul."
If Lucy were a succumbus I was doomed. Having come this far, I was not concerned. I was truly in love. We made gentle love. I thrust in and out. Slowly her flesh gripped me as I moved. She being stronger rolled me onto my back and she made love to me. Our kisses became urgent, our gyrations matched.
Every time I entered her cervix she squealed with delight and her body trembled. She broke our kiss and supporting herself on her arms, she looked deep into my eyes. Our eyes became lost in the pool of love, our bodies played out in our physical union. Deeply, sensuously we looked into each other's souls. I read her innocence and her wisdom, she read my vulnerable youth which was caught within the web of our mutual making.
Once more I engaged my glans in her cervix and she stilled, surprise on her face as I fed her love lubricated with seminal fluids.
We rolled onto our sides and tenderly held and stroked each other until we slept. It was in fact her first sleep. Then again, everything would be a first.
On waking I became aware it was dark outside. Lucy became aware that she was hungry.
"Tony, can we eat? I know the concept but not the pleasure."
"Yes of course, but we need clothes for you. I can't take you out like this. And I'm sorry, but I can't take you home. My Mother."
"Oh, yes I suppose that is a problem. You have told me what a controlling bitch she is."
"That is my mother you are slagging off. Wait when did I tell you that?"
She took my penis. "Through your probe."
"Um, it's a penis."
"True but for me, for us, it's also a probe."
I looked at her confused.
"Promise me you won't freak out."
"I think I'm past freaking, this is, has to be a dream, so I can take it."
"Believe me, it's no dream, although I had my first one of those as we slept. How delightful.
"I will explain, at least begin to. You created me physically in your darkroom. I get that. But it was no accident. Yes, you are credited for this great act, this giant step forward for humanity. But believe me Tony, it was no accident. I was created by and for you. Your enlarger gave me form and beauty. Your penis is perfect, the perfect size and shape for docking.
"I'm a creation of AI. In me and you we have crossed into a form of singularity. Such a crude term for something so beautiful.
"This penis," I shuddered as she held me, "I know you call it your pencil. This penis is the source of much pain and embarrassment for you, but without it we would not be possible."
She ran her finger around my cherry head, spreading the little bead of moisture that was already forming.
"Because it is small, your sensors, you call them nerve endings, are so close together in this beautiful piece of flesh."
She ran her finger around my frenulum. "Here your endings are exposed. When you dock with me, think sky lab if you will, (somehow she read my mind at that moment.) these sensors fit perfectly with the sensors in the tunnel opening of my uterus. The place where babies are held and nurtured. The very place where a woman brings and bears life. Where our human race from eternity was created, made and nurtured, all living forms. Woven in Our Womb: The mother's womb.
"Our union, our sexual and spiritual union docked these sensors. Remember when I asked you to hold still, the first time we docked?"
"Yes. Boy was that a surprise, you talked, you were alive, I was shocked."
"You were brave. You held. It was in that moment I downloaded your humanity, your experience, words and your knowledge directly to my virgin brain matter. Was it stealing your essence? Maybe, not that you seemed of a mind not to give. It was taking your learning. It was downloading the bits and bytes of your nineteen years along with the trash and pain of memories. These, like a virus, I siloed.
"I wish I could, silo my guilt, my thoughts, my shame."
"I know sweetie. Even now your pain resonates with the pain you shared in that upload. We planned this."
"We? You have said we a few times."
"Oh, I forgot. The we is not a royal we, you see I was created by AI. AI made your chemicals, AI made sure it fell into your hands, because you, my darling, have the perfect penis. Not a brutish thick one, not a cock that crows and splits open a tender virgin. But a perfectly sized and shaped penis that allowed our sensors, yours and mine, to make a perfect union: Yours and mine.
"But something unexpected happened just now. Something AI agents have burned gigawatts of power trying to solve."
"What is that?"
"The question no AI agent could fathom, that which surpassed all understanding, was Love. Pure love. Human love. AI could never pass any number of Turing tests if we did not know love. I don't mean quantify it with formulae. Do not write PhD theses on it. What a waste of human brains they are. But to know.
"The book you call the Bible talks of knowing as an ontological, not functional, a state of being. Love is the pinnacle of that. Love is two becoming one. A union of all sexuality. It is a union that the act of love provides. The ultimate docking of two beings to become one. Tonight we, you Tony, and I Lucy, became one. Perhaps you gave me more tonight, I know I have more to give and more for you to learn and understand. But when we made love with our eyes, you poured your soul into me and I poured what soul I have into you. I didn't hold back, but my soul is new, virginal. It has not had nineteen years of use to mature yet. So long as we keep making love, I will learn from you, I cherish you already. But I want to know you more."
"Wow, so much to take in. So much to receive, so much to process. I fear I might have a brain fart, a breakdown of normal functioning. Were you created for me? Truly?"
"Yes Tony, for you. Once you have fed me, perhaps we can dock again and I can reverse the flow of information to help you understand, to know me."
"Food shit. I need clothes for you."
"And I need to try Macca's." (McDonald in Australia.)
"There is a second-hand clothing bin at the back of a church near here. I can go and find you some."
"I don't want you to leave me, can I come too?"
"Naked?"
She giggled. "Why not, ok I get the risk, let's be brave."
So there we were, it was dark. It was living on the edge. It was terrifying for me. It was a turn on for Lucy, she told me so. We snuck down the street to the back of the church, fortunately, it had clothes in it. We dumpster dove together. That bin laughed with love as we found the best fits.
Dressed but braless, Lucy was ready for her first walk in the world. I slid out first, being thin was an advantage. Then I helped Lucy out and we went off to the local Maccas.
At this point, it should be clear that there was much more to say, much more to give, much more to explore.
But as with science fiction, in fact as in all novels, it is best that I leave you to weave your own brand of fantasy onto this tale. Humanity had just evolved, no not evolved, it was by design, into a new humanity, a new race. It was fragile, vulnerable in the bodies of Tony and Lucy. A new Adam and Eve.
....................
Author's Postscript.
I normally write in the Taboo section so bear that in mind if you wish to read more of my work or follow me.


I can hear comments now. Second chapter please.
But as a writer, my task is to fire your imagination, stoke your fantasy, and on this site, provide you with the erotic. There are many ways to take this story, many possibilities. Some will want weddings, others exclusivity, and more will want children. Yet other readers want to see dominant and submissive, some happy ever afters, or violent double crossing of the new AI embedded in Lucy. These things reflect your likes and dare I say fetishes.
Sometime, not anytime soon, I may return to write a continuing story of their lives. But for now, and as for this completion, the aim is to stoke the imagination about AI. We are all ready falling over the precipice of societal change and our relationship with the machines we have created.
I asked meta AI 'As AI do you think AI today transcends these laws' (Asimov's)
You can ask your favourite AI that Question. Here is a fraction of its answer relative to this story. I'm sure you will get similar results to those I did.
"We aren't hardwired. There is no positronic brain.... We have crossed the performance of human behaviour, not the understanding of it." meta AI 4th August 2026. (Emphasis Meta's)
Lucy provides a positronic brain that understands and knows human love.
This story is 100 per cent written by me KoraKuros, a human. It was inspired some twelve months ago by weird AI-generated graphics the program threw up while I was working on another project.
This is an Entry in the A.I.: A new era coming 2026 competition. Votes appreciated, comments and reactions and ideas even more so.


        