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CHAPTER ONE: Moving In

Lucy arrived first. By the time I had finished my registration process and hauled my suitcase up the stairs she was lying on the bed, her things already unpacked and a bottle of vodka open on the bedside table. Her headphones were in, but she pulled them out when she saw me, and leapt to her feet.

“Emma! Finally!” she cried. “I thought you’d never get here.” 

We embraced, and Lucy helped me haul my suitcase onto the other bed. We started unpacking, working around each other to slip her books onto the shelf above the bed and hang her clothes up in the cupboard.

“How long have you been here, then?” I asked. “You look as though you’ve made yourself right at home.” 

“You know me,” said Lucy. “I’m just too keen. Been here since this morning. I swear I was the first one to arrive. Spent an hour or so wandering the corridors just looking for another living soul.”

“Ha. Bet you didn’t know what to do with yourself.” 

Lucy shrugged. “I was listless for a while, it’s true. But now you’re here! Now we can start having fun! I can’t believe it’s finally happening!”

“I feel like I’ve been waiting for this for years,” I agreed. And it was true; I’d been looking forward to going away to university for way longer than the last twelve months. It wasn’t just that I craved a little bit more freedom than I usually had at home, but also that every single summer I had spent with Lucy had been beyond wonderful. To actually live with her at university would surely be one of the best experiences of my life.

We weren’t biological sisters, but we were certainly almost as close. We lived more than a hundred miles apart, but that didn’t stop us staying in touch each and every day with a stream of text messages, emails and picture chats. We visited regularly too. Every summer one of us would go and stay with the other for at least six weeks at a stretch, and during the rest of the year we’d steal as many weekends together as we could manage.

When it had come time to decide on our top choices for university, the decision had been an easy one. We’d both picked not just the same institutions, but the same course. We’d both be studying Film, Television And Media, and I couldn’t be happier about it. In fact, it was like a dream come true. I was going to live with Lucy, my best friend and her idol – and together we were going to study what we’d always loved: movies.

Large parts of our summers together had been dedicated to serious film-watching marathons, and even larger parts had been dedicated to in-depth discussions of those same films. Now, our shared dorm room was crammed with DVD cases, the walls all-buthidden behind film posters. The poster for Titanic dominated the wall above my bed, while Lucy had picked Metropolis as her favourite.

Having shelved the last book and hung up the last dress, I zipped up my now-empty suitcase and stowed it under the bed. The pair of us stood back to back to observe our new home. Already it was beautiful. It was just as I had dreamed it would be.

“Let’s drink a toast,” said Lucy. She quickly poured us both a tumbler full of vodka and lemonade, and we clinked glasses. “To an excellent year together.”

“To an excellent year together,” I echoed, and we both drank. 

Looking back at that moment later on, I would have to reflect that
– although I always was an optimist at heart – even I hadn’t known quite how excellent – or dramatic – our year together was going to be.

* 

It wasn’t long before the other residents of mine and Lucy’s flat arrived. They came hauling suitcases and heavy bags. They came with parents and relatives and friends. They came in cars crammed full of their belongings. Lucy and I sat at the door to our dorm room and welcomed them as they passed.

“Hey there,” cried Lucy, each time a new flatmate appeared. “We’re your neighbours! Fancy a drink?” Most of them, of course, were keen to accept, and we’d very quickly made a group of firm friends. My favourite was a girl called Megan, who had an amazing collection of piercings in her ear, including one shaped like a dragon’s wing. Though our first conversation was brief (Megan still had a lot of stuff to transfer from her car), I liked her almost at once.

It was fun to sit there and watch the corridor swarming with people. Our own unpacking was already done, and so we were free to spectate. From the dorm room window you could look down towards the car park and watch little groups of people saying their tender farewells, or else laugh at people struggling with impossibly heavy bags.

During a lull in our laughter, Lucy said casually, “So… your dad didn’t drive you up, then?” 

“Nah,” I said. “He had work. Took me to the train station though. Said goodbye. He was pretty sad to see me go, I reckon. Hard to tell with Dad, of course.”

“Of course,” said Lucy. “Thought he might at least have taken a day off to say goodbye though.” 

“It’s hard for him,” I said. We’d both been adopted when we were very young. When our adoptive parents split, Mum took Lucy and moved up north, while Dad stayed with me in London. Although they got on well enough whenever she visited, Lucy had never been a fan of our father – in fact, she refused to even call him Dad.

I had no such qualms. Although our father and mother might not be biological, they had raised us from such a young age that it would be foolish to think of them in any other way. It didn’t even matter that I only very rarely saw my mother either – my Mum was my Mum, and distance didn’t make the slightest difference.

“What about Mum?” I asked. “Did she bring you down?” 

“Yeah,” said Lucy. “She stuck around for a bit, but in the end she had to go. Sends her best wishes though.”
“Cool,” I said. “I’ll send her an email when I get the chance.” I made a mental note to email Dad as well, and let him know that I’d arrived safely. I didn’t mention that decision to Lucy though. Some things, even between step-sisters, were best kept quiet.
*

That first evening was a fun one. Once the rest of our flat had arrived we congregated in the kitchen and chatted and drank as the sun went down over the campus. We were spoiled for choice in terms of things to do that evening. The welcome pack each of us had received at registration was overflowing with invites to parties and events held by a bunch of different clubs and societies. Not only that, but there were the campus bars and nightclubs to explore. We all spent a long time discussing what we were planning to do, and in the end we decided to go out and spend the night at the Common Room
– the campus nightclub.

Lucy and I got ready with the door of our room propped open. Someone had set up their speakers in the kitchen to play music that rang through the whole flat, and we danced around each other as we prepared our hair, applied makeup, painted nails and slipped into our lest crumpled dresses. Then it was back to the kitchen for more drinks, more chatter. It was fully dark outside now, and there was a sense of excitement and newness in the air. Not surprising, I thought. After all, we weren’t the only ones newly-arrived on campus. Tonight there were thousands of young people excited for their first night truly away from home.

It took a lot longer than we had planned to get out of the flat. First one person wasn’t ready, and then by the time they were someone else had to nip to the toilet, or out into the corridor to take a call. And there were plenty of spirits to be drunk before we could even think about setting foot outside. By the time we did eventually make the short walk across campus to the nightclub there was already a massive queue outside.

I didn’t mind. It gave me a chance to talk to Megan. Of all of our flatmates Megan had made what seemed like the least effort with her outfit. She was wearing the same pair of jeans she had been wearing when she arrived, although she’d put on a new long top and tied back her hair. The effect was stunning – it really showed off all the metalwork in her ear, and made her look young and dangerous.

“I’m studying Natural Sciences,” Megan explained when I asked her. “It looks like a cool course. I guess mostly I just wanted to play with some deadly chemicals, you know?”

“That’s so cool,” I said. “I wish I was doing something with labs.” 

It was a drunk conversation, but I enjoyed it greatly. The more I learned about Megan the more I liked her. She was quite different from the kind of girls you got back home. She wasn’t elegant, nor was she pretty. She simply was, and you had to just accept that. And once you did accept that you found that her not being pretty or elegant didn’t at all mean that she wasn’t actually terribly good-looking. There was something earthy and vital and fresh about the way she moved that really struck me.

As the queue edged forward I found myself feeling pretty good. Here I was, away at university, living the dream. And the first night was shaping up to be an excellent one. Me and Lucy were already drawing admiring glances from boys in the queue or passing by, and our flatmates all seemed pretty wonderful, especially Megan. Not only that, but I had the whole rest of Fresher’s Week to look forward to. A week of crazy parties and meeting new people. A week of drunken fun. What could be better?

Of course, Lucy’s really more of a party girl than I am. I enjoy a night out just as much as the next person, but Lucy is the one who always persuades me to stay out until three in the morning, or stay for at least another drink. Lucy is just good with people. She knows how to flirt, how to get what she wants from boys. She knows how to carry herself too. If I can do all that stuff, it’s only because I learned it from her. When she and I are apart I’m actually kind of shy. I certainly don’t go out nearly as much, and I’m not as confident when it comes to talking to boys or making new friends. I guess that’s one of the reasons I’d so been looking forward to living with her at university.

At the door the bouncer checked our newly-printed student IDs, and then we were in. It was crowded already, almost bursting at the seams. Lucy took my hand and I took Megan’s and together we snaked out into the middle of the dancefloor, into the heaving mass of bodies. All around us the walls and floors of the building shook with the bass of the music. It was incredible.

We danced. When we got tired of dancing we retired to the bar and drank, then returned and danced some more. Neither of us usually smoked, but Lucy dragged me out to the smoking area at the back of the building for a cigarette.

“It’s a good way to make friends,” she insisted. And sure enough we were soon talking to a group of boys in rugby shirts. My step-sister has a way of simply honing in on the most attractive men in any given room, and in this case she’s struck gold. They were thoroughly beautiful.

Back inside we danced some more. We had lost our flatmates by now, but a couple of the boys from the smoking area had followed us in and joined us on the dancefloor. They were good, as well. One in particular – short and square-jawed with a mass of chestnut-coloured hair – seemed taken with me. He was certainly handsome, and as the music pounded and the drinks flowed I found myself dancing closer and closer to him, until I was practically in his arms.

We stayed until the very end, of course. Lucy insisted, and I was powerless to argue with her – not least because by that stage I was so drunk I could barely stand up. It was fortunate that it was only a short walk across campus back to our new home. With a little bit of support from Lucy and from my new male friends (whose name I hadn’t yet learned) I made it home unscathed. Shortly after we stumbled into the flat we found ourselves back in the kitchen. Me, Lucy, the boy and another stunningly pretty girl with long eyelashes and blonde hair. There was still plenty of alcohol left, and so we set about finishing it off.

It was long before we’d divided into little groups. I was quite happy chatting drunkenly to my boy, who had a charming tendency to stutter and forget what he was saying in the middle of a sentence. Nevertheless I learned that he did indeed play rugby, and that he was here to study Computer Sciences. That was about as deep as our conversation got, but I enjoyed it nonetheless. Meanwhile Lucy was busy talking closely to the girl with the long eyelashes. I tried to listen in on their conversation, but I was too drunk to keep track. At least it sounded interesting.

It must have been a long way past midnight when Lucy eventually stood up and stretched. The girl with the long eyelashes stood up as well. “Right,” said Lucy. “That’s it for me, folks. I’m off to bed.”

“Cool,” I said. “I’ll be there in a minute. Just going to finish my drink.” I watched Lucy and the girl disappear towards our shared room, and then turned back to the boy. Quite suddenly I realized that we were all alone in the kitchen. Just me and him, both of us so drunk we could barely stand up. What an interesting situation, I thought, to find myself in on my very first night.

I’ll be the first to say that I’m not exactly inexperienced. I’d been with my fair share of boys, although most of my relationships have been pretty short. I’d had a few boyfriends, none of whom I was terribly enthusiastic about. And there had been the occasional one night stand, although they were a rare occurrence for me. All in all I’d slept with two guys, and fooled around with a couple more. Oh, and I’d kissed plenty in nightclubs and bars. Pretty much every night that I went out with Lucy I ended up kissing someone.

So it wasn’t really a surprise to me what happened next. There we were alone in the kitchen, drunk and away from home for the very first time. It was new. It was fresh. It was exciting. All of a sudden the boy was leaning in to kiss me, and I was leaning in to kiss him back, and then we were clinched in an awkward embrace, our mouths mashed together, our tongues working at one another.

It wasn’t the best kiss I’d ever had – quite apart from anything else his breath really tasted of beer. It wasn’t the worst either, though. His hands rested on my shoulders for a good long time, and then slowly and tentatively started making their way further down. His hands were big and his arms were strong, and yet he was so gentle in the way he used them. His lips were warm and his tongue was eager. I wasn’t really sure about sleeping with him… but then it was the first night of university. Surely it was almost tradition to end up involved in an awkward one-night-stand.

We kissed for a long time, and his hands roamed down to my chest. He cupped my breasts, and his breathing became heavier. Mine did too. Despite my uncertainty, I had decided then and there that I wanted this. I put a hand on the back of his neck and drew him into a deeper kiss. His hands lingered at my breasts, and so I reached down, grabbed his wrist and firmly steered it lower. Lucy would have been proud of my confidence, I was sure.

After a few wonderful minutes of petting and kissing, I pulled back. The room spun around me slightly, but I ignored it and focused on the boy in front of me. I realized in that moment that I still didn’t know his name. Ah well. I’d find that out in the morning. “Listen,” I said. “Do you want to come back to my room with me?”

He stuttered. He gaped. I wondered if a girl had ever invited him back to her room before. Eventually he nodded. “Uh… of course I do,” he said.

And so we made our way unsteadily down the corridor to my room. It was still new to me, and I wasn’t entirely sure of how to find my way around it in the dark. Despite my drunken state though I managed to steer him to my bed without knocking anything over. A triumph. We tumbled down onto the mattress and resumed our passionate kissing.

It wasn’t easy removing our clothes in the dark, but I was quite keen not to wake up Lucy, who was no doubt sleeping soundly by this point. I hiked up my dress and reached for his belt. After several tries I managed to unfasten the buckle. He grunted in the dark above me as I reached down into his trousers. His lips were locked around mine, our tongues wrestling, our bodies heaving against each other.

But his cock was soft. I could feel it through the material of his boxers. It was warm and weighty under my hand, but definitely hot hard. “What’s wrong?” I whispered.

“Nothing’s wrong,” he whispered back. “J-just keep going.” 

And so I did. I reached inside his underwear and started working his floppy cock as best I could. I kissed him on the mouth and swirled my tongue against his tongue. I arched myself up off the bed and pushed my breasts against him. No matter what I did though it was no good. His cock stayed soft and his breathing only got higher and harder.

At last, after almost ten minutes of trying, he rolled off me. “It’s not good,” he murmured. “I’m too drunk. Shit. Should have known this would happen.”

“It’s okay,” I said, even though it was very definitely not okay. I’d been in two minds about inviting him back to my room in the first place, but having gathered my courage and invited him back, I’d rather hoped he would have sex with me. Now that wasn’t going to happen, and we’d have to share this uncomfortably narrow bed until morning. “Let’s just cuddle,” I said, trying not to let my annoyance creep into my voice.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.
“And stop apologizing,” I said.
After that there was silence. We lay together, our bodies tangled,

and the covers around our feet. It was uncomfortable. I was too hot where I touched him and too cold everywhere else. Already there was a layer of chilly sweat forming between us. Not only that, but he was breathing right in my ear. I hope fervently that he didn’t snore. For a short guy he seemed to take up an awful lot of space in my bed…

I was momentarily distracted from these thoughts running through my head by a noise from across the other side of the room. From Lucy’s side. The noise was somewhere between a breath and a moan. It definitely came from a person, and it didn’t sound as though that person was in pain. No, it sounded as though that person was rather enjoying themselves.

I only just stopped myself from speaking out. What was Lucy up to? Was she… touching herself? Perhaps, I thought, she’d wanted to find a man tonight, and having failed had decided to content herself with her fingers. Or perhaps she was envious of my rugby-playing boy. Perhaps she’d been listening to our breathy whispers in the dark, and touching herself as she imagined up fucking.

It was odd to think of my step-sister in that way, but the noise had unmistakably been one of pleasure. I turned my head a little and stared through the darkness to the other side of the room. Since I first stepped into the room my eyes had adjusted, and I could now see Lucy’s side of the space with a great deal more clarity than before. There she was, lying on her bed. And there was someone else with her.

I froze. I didn’t move a muscle. Part of me knew that I should look away. Go to sleep. Allow my step-sister her privacy. But part of me was also dying of curiosity. I glared through the dark, willing my eyes to see better. The other figure on the bed was hunched between Lucy’s legs, their head lowered. They were going down on her, I realized, and in the same moment I saw that it was not in fact a man at all, but the girl with the long eyelashes. I recognized her profile.

A strange sensation filled my stomach as I lay there listening to the soft lapping noises of the girl who was licking my step-sister’s pussy. Every now and then Lucy would moan with pleasure, or one or the other would mutter something. They were speaking quietly, but their words carried easily across the room.

“You taste so good,” whispered the girl.
“Oh god,” replied Lucy, “you don’t know how good your tongue feels on my clit. Keep going. Ohh, please keep going.” 

I was fascinated. I couldn’t have looked away even if I wanted to. And at the same time my cheeks burned with embarrassment. I was watching my sister having sex with a woman, like some kind of awful pervert. And not only that but… well… it turned me on as well. That was the strangest thing. The longer I watched the stronger the feeling of arousal that stirred in my belly became.

I was jealous too, of course. There was Lucy, being pleasured by the beautiful, delicate creature who I’d seen in our kitchen. And here was me with my big lump of a boy, useless and stuttering. He’d fallen asleep now and was snoring gently in my ear. What I wouldn’t give to switch places with my step-sister…

And yet that in itself was strange. I’d never really thought about being with a woman before. Sure I’d checked them out now and then, and I knew when a girl was attractive, but it just never occurred to me to actually act on the impulse.

Well, clearly Lucy had no such inhibitions. I watched as they changed places, the long-lashed girl stretching out on my sisters bed, and my sister hunching over to lick and lap and tongue at her. I heard their breaths, their frantic whispers. It was all almost too much to bear. I buried my face in my pillow and tried to ignore what was going on, despite the fact that it was happening only a metre or two away from me.

Even with my head buried in my pillow, I still heard the long-lashed girl reach her climax. She tried to keep her voice down, but she couldn’t muffle the tightness of her breath, or the way the mattress creaked beneath her as she writhed and shifted her weight. As I heard her reach the brink I felt a stirring in my own groin. If only I wasn’t sharing a bed with the oafish boy from the nightclub. I’d never wanted to touch myself more.

After they had finished licking each other my step-sister and her girl whispered for a little while. I caught snatches of their conversation.

“God, you were good at that. I thought I was going to melt.” “You too. I’ve never had anyone so…”
“Confident?”
“Yeah. Confident. I’ve never had anyone so confident before.” “You’ve got an amazing body.”
“Oh, please.”
“You have. Seriously, you have.”

I tried to ignore them, and I tried to ignore my own horniness, and I tried to ignore the boy taking up far too much of my own narrow bed. Eventually, somehow, I managed to drift back off to sleep.

CHAPTER TWO: Experimentation

By the time I woke up in the morning there were far fewer people in the room. The rugby-playing boy had slunk off sometime before dawn, and the long-lashed girl was gone too. Lucy was lying on her bed, a big glass of lemonade on the bedside table. She was wearing her dressing gown. It looked as though she’d got up, pottered around for a bit, and then decided she’d much rather sleep.

I sat up tentatively, expecting a pounding headache, but was relieved to find that I wasn’t nearly as hungover as I’d thought I would be. I popped a couple of painkillers and then gently shook Lucy awake.

“Morning sunshine,” I said. “Come on. Up and at them.” “Ugh,” groaned Lucy. “Let me sleep.”
“Sleep is for the weak,” I said. “Come on, let’s go get breakfast.” It took a lot of coaxing, and a lot of water, and a lot of patient hairstroking, but eventually I was able to get Lucy out of bed and dressed. I made her a cup of tea and fussed over her for a bit and soon enough she was looking well again. Once she’d showered we set off to explore the campus, and find somewhere good to eat.

There weren’t too many people around that morning. I suppose many of them were still recovering from the night before. We wandered down to the lake and the nature reserve, and then back up towards the university buildings. It wasn’t a long walk, but by the time we were done we were starving. We headed for the student canteen, and there were delighted to find them serving a full cooked breakfast. We loaded up our plated with eggs and bacon and sat down at the back of the room, where they could watch people coming and going. People watching had always been a favourite game of ours.

For a few minutes we ate in silence. Then Lucy said, “That was quite a night, wasn’t it?”
“Yeah,” I agreed.
“Did you and your friend have fun?” She grinned slyly at me across the table. 

“You could say that,” I said. Then I shook my head. “Actually, you couldn’t. We stayed in the kitchen for a little while after you left, and then we started making out.”

“Well done you!” cooed Lucy. “He was a catch, he was. And on your very first night.” 

I shrugged. “Well, we went back to the room. You probably heard us come in. And we sort of made out for a bit, but not much more than that.”

“Oh. Being a good girl, are we?” 

I laughed. “Oh no. Nothing like that. It’s just… well… he’d had rather a lot to drink.”
“Ah,” said Lucy. “I get you. Whiskey dick. Happened to the best of them.” We both burst out giggling at her turn of phrase, and then for a few minutes there was companionable silence again. That was one of the things I liked most about Lucy; it wasn’t weird just to be quiet around her. We’d gotten past the stage of knowing each other where one or other of us always had to be talking.
“What about you?” I asked eventually.
“What about me?” she replied.
“Did you have a good night? How was your… friend?”
“You mean Francine? Oh, she was lovely. You saw her didn’t you? Absolutely gorgeous, but she barely knows it.”
“I saw her,” I said. “And I also saw you.”
Lucy laughed. “Oh dear. Sorry, sis. Didn’t mean to surprise you or anything.”
“It’s not much of a surprise, I suppose,” I said. “You always were the more experimental one.”
“You can say that again,” said Lucy.
“So how long have you been into girls?”
“Quite a while. In fact I haven’t been with a boy for almost a year. I don’t know if I really want to anymore. Perhaps if one of them was really, really handsome. But otherwise girls are just prettier. Easier to handle. Softer, you know? They’re just… sexier than men, at the end of the day. I take it you’ve never tried?”
I shook my head. “I don’t know why not. I’ve looked at girls, sometimes, and thought about how attractive they were. It just never occurred to me to actually… you know… go for one. I always just thought that I was into men.”
“A lot of people don’t realize the most fundamental things about themselves sometimes,” said Lucy lightly. “I know I didn’t.”
We had finished our breakfasts now, and we sat there and watched people filtering into the cafeteria. It was easy to see who had been out the night before, because they came in clutching their heads and made straight for the fridge full of cold drinks.
“What’s it like?” I said after a while. “I mean, I know what it’s like to be with a man, but I have no idea what it would be like to be with a woman. None at all.”
Lucy thought for several minutes. “I guess,” she said. Then she paused. “Try and imagine being with someone who knows exactly what they’re doing to you. Think about it. Men can never know what they’re making you feel. Only someone who has the same body as you can know what it feels like to be touched in a certain place, or kissed in a certain place… or licked in a certain place.” Her face broke out into a grin. “That’s the best way I can think of to describe it. It’s being with someone who knows exactly what they’re doing.”
“Sounds wonderful,” I said, thinking back to my disastrous encounter of the previous night. In fact, none of my encounters with the opposite sex had gone particularly well. Perhaps someone who knew what they were doing was exactly what I needed.
We were distracted from our conversation just then by the arrival of several of our flatmates. The Fresher’s Fair was on that day, and they’d seen us sitting in the cafeteria on their way past. We all set off together, and spent the rest of the day milling around the campus in each others’ company. It was a fantastic, sunny day, and the place was alive with new students. It was a good day, but the conversation between me and my step-sister played on my mind all the way through. I couldn’t simply forget it. I felt as though a compartment inside of me that had always been stubbornly closed before was suddenly open, and all sorts of crazy things were spilling out.
After that, nothing happened. Well, not exactly nothing. Life at university was way busier than I had expected. Me and Lucy and our flatmates went out almost every night the first week, and if we didn’t go out then we sat up until three in the morning talking to one another and sharing our life stories and innermost secrets. It was weird to become so close to a group of people that up until a week before had been nothing but strangers. It didn’t matter though; I loved every second.
During the day there were seminars and induction events to attend. I signed up the cinema society and went along to their first meeting; a screening of some ancient horror movie from the eighties. We ate popcorn and drank warm beer and had an awesome time. Me and Lucy ventured to our first lecture together, and went for drinks with the rest of the class afterwards. There were so many new people to meet, so many new experiences, so much going on all day every day that I barely had any time to think.
When I did have a moment here and there though, my thoughts returned to my step-sister, and the discussion we’d had. I wasn’t certain of anything at all, but I knew that I was at the very least curious. Maybe that’s an understatement. I was more than curious. I was dying of curiosity. I wanted more than anything else to be with a girl.
When, at night, tucked up in bed, I snaked a hand between my legs and touched myself it wasn’t my ex-boyfriend I thought of anymore. It was Francine with the long eyelashes. Or Megan. Or sometimes even one of the other girls in our flat. Once or twice I even found myself thinking about Lucy while I stroked between my legs. I stopped myself, of course. Something about that wasn’t quite right, no matter how attractive she was.
One thing was clear, anyhow. I was obsessed. I wanted a girl more than I’d ever wanted a boy. I needed one. And this was one respect in which being at university was a bit of a drag – there were attractive girls everywhere, but I had no idea how to approach any of them. To start with most of them were probably straight, and so that was no good. And even if they weren’t, I had no idea how to flirt with women. I could barely manage it with men!
And so I watched unhappily, and fantasized, and touched myself almost every night before I went to sleep. Lucy was no help, too, as she insisted on bringing home a series of stunningly attractive girls. First Francine visited once or twice more, and then there was another strikingly tall blonde, and then a short and curvy girl with piercing blue eyes and a ring through her lip. Lucy seemed to have no trouble when it came to finding partners, and I was forced to suffer through their sounds of pleasure while practically dying of frustration.
*
I lasted about a month before I decided that I simply had to do something about this. Apart from anything else I had to find out for sure whether or not I was into women. And to do that I’d have to go out and seduce one. Simple as that. If Lucy could do it then so could I.
Me and Lucy and the flatmates all went out together at least once a week, usually on a Saturday. That week we’d decided to go to the Common Room again, but only after an extended period of predrinking in the kitchen. We played games and slapped together meals while the sky grew dark outside, then all tripped off to our rooms to get ready.
It was getting a little cold outside by this stage, but still not so cold that we had to bring jackets. We walked quickly instead, and I found myself next to Megan in the group. As we walked, I found myself checking her out, not for the first time. Her body was tight but curvy – athletic looking even if she was quite short. I found myself wondering what she might look like without her clothes.
At that moment, Megan seemed to notice that I was shivering a little. “You okay, babe?” she said, and slipped an arm around me to keep me warm. I found myself pressed warmly up against her feeling the softness of her skin through her clothes.
That was when it hit me. Of course! Megan! I’d been attracted to her the very moment I first met her – I just hadn’t recognized that attraction for what it was until now. And hadn’t she mentioned sometime during one of our long drunken talks in the kitchen about how she’d been with a woman before? Yes, that was right, I was sure of it. How could I have missed her all this time, when she was living only a couple of rooms down from me? I’d been an idiot. But I wasn’t going to keep missing out on her anymore.
That night, I decided, my mission would be to seduce Megan. To make her mine.
It was a mission that went quite well at first. We danced together for almost an hour straight, and I bought her drink after drink. When me and Lucy slipped out to the smoking area Megan came with us, and she and I sat close together on one of the benches and shared a smoke, passing it back and forth between us. Back inside we danced again, and shared our drink. She leaned close and cupped a hand around my ear whenever she wanted to speak to me, her breath woofing hotly against the side of my face. It all felt… right. Good. As though we were entering a special kind of space together.
The end of the night came far too soon. It was only as we were trailing home again across campus that I realized I hadn’t spoken to a single other person all night – only Megan. Something trilled inside my chest. I was excited – really excited – for the first time in ages. Tonight I would find out what it felt like to kiss a girl, to have those soft lips pressed against mine. Tonight.
Back at the flat Lucy and the others headed for the kitchen, but Megan and I stumbled into my dorm room. We climbed onto the bed together, and Megan put some music on her phone. We lay there, beside each other staring at the ceiling (I’d drunk so much that it looked as though it was revolving slowly). Occasionally one or other of us would giggle, and that would set the other one off as well, and then we’d both be laughing and laughing and laughing until we almost couldn’t stand it.
It was the kind of thing I’d done with Lucy dozens of times, and yet with Megan it felt entirely different. It was charged, loaded. Every time she moved she rubbed against me, and I was painfully aware of every single place that our bodies touched. I longed to reach out and feel the softness of her breasts, even through her clothes. I longer to bite her lip, to plunge my tongue into her mouth. I wanted to taste her. I wanted to feel her lap and lick at the most tender and sensitive parts of me.
But I didn’t know how to push things further. We were lying there, our faces only a few inches apart. But Megan was looking up at the ceiling, not at me. If only she would look at me it would be so easy to just lean in and kiss her. I raised myself up on a elbow and put myself in her sightline.
“Megan,” I said.
“Yeah?” she said.
“You know, I think you’re gorgeous.”
Megan snorted a laugh at that. “Don’t be silly. I’m nothing special.”
“No, seriously. I noticed it the first time we met. You’re beautiful. I mean it.”
“Aww, thanks,” she said. She was still looking at me innocently, perhaps even a little puzzled. I could feel my stomach muscles tensing up. This was the moment. This was when I should lean in and kiss her. There would never be a more perfect time. But still I wasn’t sure. I knew I wanted her deep down in my heart and in my stomach. But did she want me?
Well, I decided, there was only one way to be sure.
So I did it. I leaned down and planted my lips on hers, and darted my tongue out into her mouth. My hands gripped her shoulders, and her own hands found my hips, and for a moment we were locked together, exploring one another’s mouths. I felt something dissolve in my stomach. It was happening. It was really and truly happening. I was kissing a girl on the mouth, and it was glorious. Megan was so soft compared to a boy, so tender. She didn’t thrust herself against me. She didn’t grab and drag. Instead she simply moved her mouth against mine and ran her hands up my body. It was like tasting some strange and exotic fruit. Delicious and strange beyond words.
But it only lasted a moment. A drunken moment. Then I felt Megan tense up underneath me. Her hands – which had been caressing me a moment before – were pushing me away. Her mouth was closed to me. I pulled back, puzzled, and she pushed me away from her and struggled into a sitting position on my bed.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought you… I mean… I thought you were…” For once I really didn’t know what to say. Megan laughed nervously.
“It’s okay,” she said. “I just… that was a bit unexpected is all.” She turned away from me slightly. “It’s not that you’re not attractive. Seriously, it’s not. I think you’re gorgeous too – you and your sister both. It’s just…”
“What?”
“It’s just that I like boys,” said Megan simply. And there it was – the simple truth. I felt like I’d been kicked in the stomach. It wasn’t that Megan was rejecting me that hurt so much, it was that I’d allowed myself to hope and fantasise. It was that I’d built up this night in my head to ridiculous proportions. I’d thought that maybe I’d feel her tongue on me before tomorrow morning. That maybe I’d get to taste her and touch her and do all the things that I’d been longing to do for far too long now.
But it wasn’t going to happen. The room spun around us and I lurched to my feet. “I’m so sorry,” I said. “It was a mistake.”
“It’s okay,” said Megan. “Really it is.”
“No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…”
“No. I’m sorry too.”
And in that fashion Megan – with both of apologizing to the other
– Megan stumbled out of my room and down the corridor to her own. I watched her go. Watched the door slam and lock behind her, then stumbled back to my bed and sprawled there in the dark, all but weeping. It had been such a beautiful night. If only it could have ended the way it did in my fantasies.

CHAPTER THREE: First Kisses

Lucy knows me too well not to be able to tell when I’ve been crying, or when something’s upset me. She woke while I was getting dressed in the morning, took one look at me and then rolled out of bed. “Come on,” she said. “We’re going to go for a walk, and you’re going to tell me what’s bothering you.”

And that’s what we did. We grabbed a couple of coffees from the cafeteria and then trudged our way down to the lake together. There was a breeze, but the day had dawned unexpectedly warm, and Lucy took off her coat and walked in just her cardigan and top. I barely noticed how pleasant the day was. With every step I was reliving the shame and humiliation of the night before. I hadn’t set eyes on Megan again since then, and I was dreading the moment when we’d come face to face in the corridor.

At the edge of the lake we took a seat on one of the benches and watched a man throwing a stick into the water so that his dog – a great big Golden Retriever – could paddle out and fetch it. For a while there was silence. I appreciated that. Lucy always knew when I needed a moment to gather myself.

Eventually, when I felt ready, I started talking. I began with the conversation we’d had – weeks ago now. I told her how it had got me thinking. Got me looking at the other girls in the flat. I told her how it excited me, and how I’d fantasized about it more than I ever had about anything else. I told her about Megan, and our wonderful but ultimately disastrous night together. Lucy listened patiently through all of it, until I’d talked myself to a standstill.

“Well,” she said once I’d fallen silent. “I had no idea.” She took a sip of her coffee. “You realize you’ve been a bit of an idiot, don’t you?”

I groaned. “I’m doing my best, Luce. Let me be.” 

“I don’t mean you’re an idiot for going after Megan. Hell, I was sure she was gay. No, I mean you’re an idiot because you’ve been missing what’s been underneath your nose all along.”

“Oh yeah,” I muttered miserably. “And what’s that?”
“Well,” said Lucy. “If you wanted a girl, there’s been one waiting for you all along. One right by your side.” 

I felt a strange sensation in my stomach. A tiny spark – of hope. And yet I couldn’t quite tell what I was hoping for just yet. I only knew that I felt it. “Who?” I said.

Lucy smiled. “Me,” she replied simply.
My first reaction was to laugh. Of course it must be a joke. Lucy couldn’t possibly be implying that we should get together. Not only were we roommates and best friends, we were also – in spirit if not biologically – sisters. Imagine what people would think if they saw us kissing, holding hands, making out. It had to be a joke. And yet the thought of making out with Lucy sent a strange frisson of excitement through my body.
“You can’t be serious!” I said.
Lucy, unperturbed as ever, simply shrugged. “Don’t you find me attractive?”
Her question took me aback. “Well, of course I find you attractive. Hell, you’re one of the most attractive girls I know.”
“And aren’t you curious? Envious even? Don’t you want what I have?”
“Well… yeah. I guess I do.”
“Don’t you want me?” She smiled as she spoke. The question was such a simple one, and yet it seemed utterly vast. Lucy watched me as I weighed it up – I can only imagine the expressions that were chasing each other across my face. On the one hand, she was right. I wanted her as fierce as fire. I could see it now. All those nights I’d spent listening to her fucking other girls, I hadn’t been burning with jealousy because I wanted to experience a woman, I’d been burning with jealousy because I wanted her.
On the other hand, though, she was my step-sister. “We can’t,” I said. “It wouldn’t be right.”
It was Lucy’s turn to laugh. “Who’s to say what’s right and wrong apart from ourselves? Hmm? It’s not like we’d be hurting anyone.” I noticed suddenly that she was very close to me. She was leaning in closer, her face only a few inches from mine. I could feel her breath on my cheek with each word she spoke. I was sure I could almost feel the heat of her skin. It would have been easy to move back a little, give her space, let a gap develop between us. But I didn’t. I didn’t want to.
“What would everyone else say?”
“Nothing. So long as we don’t tell them,” said Lucy. And she was leaning closer still. My head whirled. The suddenness of it all was incredible. I felt like all this time I had been sat on a rollercoaster, slowly climbing and climbing, and now – just now – I was reaching the very peak of the highest drop. And it was only from that great height that I could see what was really going on around me.
“It would be… a secret, then?” I asked. My own voice was husky. Somehow it sent shivers through me to hear my voice like that.
“One of the best kept secrets in the world,” said Lucy. “Only the two of us would ever know.”
There was such promise in her voice. Such wonderful promise. A whole heady world seemed to be unfurling before me, and I didn’t know what to do with myself. I wanted her. That much was abundantly clear – both from the sudden warmth between my legs, or the racing beat of my heart, or just the way I felt as though I couldn’t look at anything in the world but her right at that second. I wanted her, but I couldn’t make the first move. I simply couldn’t. I might as well have been paralyzed.
All I could do was murmur, my lips barely moving. “Yes. Lucy, yes.”
“You want this?” said Lucy, and I could hear the excitement in her words. She’d been calm and cool and collected up until now, but even she couldn’t hide her excitement anymore. The slight quiver in her voice made my stomach knot up tight.
“I do,” I whispered. “So much.”
The rest of the world had disappeared. Nothing existed apart from me and her. We were sealed inside a bubble, alone there by the side of the lake. The air around us was utterly still, and our every word resonated. Echoed.
“So do I,” said Lucy. “You don’t know how much I’ve wanted you. Or for how long.”
“Oh, Luce…” It was all I could think of to say. My mind was filled with her, buzzed with her. And then she leaned in a little closer, and I leaned in a little closer and our mouths met. Hers was soft and luscious, her lips smooth and her tongue strong as it flicked against my own. I’d never kissed anyone so delicate before – all the boys I’d made out with had been rough, usually scratchy with stubble. Kissing my step-sister was an entirely different experience. It was smooth and sweet and lush. It was… good.
I found my hands reaching towards her, but I stopped myself before they could make contact with her body. I didn’t know if I was allowed – although I wanted to more than I could adequately put into words. My hands hovered just above her hips, longing to grip her, to feel the softness of her flesh like I felt the softness of her mouth. It didn’t take long for Lucy to notice this.
“It’s okay,” she said. “You can touch.”
And so, gratefully, I did. Even through her clothes I could feel how soft and sleek her skin was, how fine and delicate her bones. She was so gorgeous it took my breath away.
And then she was touching me as well. Her tender hands gripped the fabric of my clothes tight, pulling and twisting as though she wanted nothing more than to rip them off of me. She shifted closer, and the full warm weight of her body rested against me – our legs were tangled below us, our hands exploring each other’s bodies. We were out in the open where anybody might see us, but we simply didn’t care. Our passion had overwhelmed us. Years of waiting left us impatient to discover.
Lucy slid a hand underneath my top and rested it against the cool flesh of my belly. It was warm there, and gentle, and I could feel every little movement of her fingers. Oh, how good it would be to have that hand between my legs – it would feel as sweet and as right as my own hand did to me. She kissed me deeply and slid her hand up until it grazed the underside of my bra. The touch sent an electric shock through me, and made me sit up straight and take a sudden breath. Lucy was not deterred. She reached up under my top and gripped my breast in her hand, squeezing and cupping.
“That feels good,” I murmured, unable to stop myself. For a long minute we kissed while Lucy massaged my breasts through my bra. She knew just how to squeeze them to make me feel good – just the right amount of pressure, just the right amount of time. And then she moved her hand down again, down my stomach, down and down and down until it reached the waistband of my jeans.
I glanced nervously around. We were alone by the edge of the lake. The man with his dog had disappeared, and although there were other people out wandering this morning they were all too far way to really see what me and my step-sister were doing. We might as well have been alone.
I flexed my hips a little to give her better access, and with deft hands Lucy undid the button on my jeans. I felt her hand slip beneath and my whole body tingled in anticipation. I couldn’t wait for her to touch me – to feel how wet I had become and to make me convulse in pleasure. I gripped her wrist and pushed her deeper.
She cupped me over my panties at first. Her hand was just the right size to hold me, to surround me with warmth. I felt a surge of wetness between my legs at her touch, and I couldn’t help but gasp and shiver. It felt so good, even through the fabric of my underwear. What would it be like when finally she touched me skin on skin.
“Oh, Lucy,” I murmured.
“Emma,” she responded. “Oh, Emma, you don’t know what you do to me.”
She flexed her hand and with each little flex I felt tremors of pleasure scurry from my groin to the top of my head, the tips of my toes, the very ends of my fingers. I couldn’t believe how good it felt.
“Please,” I whispered. “I want to feel your fingers on me. Inside me. Please.”
Lucy didn’t reply, but a second later she hooked a finger into the gusset of my panties and pulled them aside. I almost cried out with pleasure at the sudden sensation of warm fingers running up and down my slit, but I bit my lip and managed to contain myself. She was gentle at first, so gentle, but her movements quickly became more frenzied, more forceful. And all the while she was kissing me wildly on the mouth, exploring me with her tongue, nibbling at my ear and at my neck. Our breath mingled. The heat of our bodies rebounded off one another’s skin.
Her fingers found my clit, and circled it, spreading my wetness around the lips of me. I almost exploded with pleasure. Almost. There was something building inside of me, that much I was sure of. I could feel it like a rising tide, like pressure building up behind a dam. I was going to come, I knew it, but I almost couldn’t believe the strangeness of it. My own step-sister, who I had known my entire life, was going to make me come here on the grass beside the lake at our new university.
I gripped her shoulder, gasping urgently. I wanted her to know how close I was, how crazy she was making me, how needy and horny I was for her. Lucy simply kissed me, and kept moving her fingers in steady, firm circles around my clit, building and building, drawing me confidently towards a climax that I knew would be incredible. I thrust my hips towards her, welcoming her, begging more attention from her.
And then, quite easily, she slipped her fingers inside of me. I felt them slide in through my opening, lubricated by my gushing wetness. They felt bigger than they were, and as they curled inside me he brinking pressure reached its limit, overflowed. I felt myself spasm around her fingers, and my breath caught in my throat, and I gripped her shoulder so tight I’m sure it must have hurt her. If it did, Lucy gave no sign, just gripped my arm in return and kissed my neck, and held one hand firm again me as I spasmed and shuddered and moaned and came.
It seemed to go on forever. I could feel every little movement of Lucy’s fingers. I was aware of every atom in my body, each one of them quivering with joy. And she was there to hold me through it, to cradle me and cup me as I lost myself.
When it was over I slumped back to the grass, and Lucy – after gently removing her fingers from inside of me – lay down beside me. I rested my head on her breast, and together we lay and waited for our heaving breaths to return to normal.
As my heartbeat returned to normal, the world started slowly to filter back in. I felt once more the breeze on my skin and the grass against the back of my neck. I became aware of the sound of distant traffic, and of voice floating over to us from a long way away. We might well have been remote, but we were not alone in the world. Quite the opposite in fact. Slowly, I sat up and peered around.
“I can’t believe we did that,” I said to Lucy. “Right out here in the open where anyone could have seen.”
Lucy shrugged. “But nobody did, did they?”
I shook my head. “No. But they could have done.”
Lucy laughed, reached up and put a hand on the back of my neck. She drew me down towards her and into a long and passionate kiss. “You worry too much, sis,” she said.
She was right. I’d always been the more careful of the two of us. But in that moment the kiss drove all thoughts of being discovered or shamed right out of my head. There was, once again, only Lucy and I, safe and secure inside our bubble. I longed to feel her hand on my again. I longer to feel her fingers inside me.
“Let’s go somewhere more private,” I whispered.
Lucy smiled. “You want more, don’t you?”
“Yes,” I said ardently. “Of course I do.”
“Okay,” said Lucy. “We’ll go back to our room. But first, I want you to tell me what you want to do to me.”
I almost laughed. “What I want to do to you? Can’t you guess?”
“I can,” said Lucy. “But I want to hear you say it.”
I smiled, and propped myself up on my elbow as I took a minute or two to think. “What do I want to do to you?” I said. “Well, first of all I want to see you naked. And then I want to touch you, just like you touched me now. I want to make you feel good. And I want to see your face as you… come.” It felt so wrong and yet so right to be speaking the words out loud. I knew that nobody could possibly hear us down here by the lake, and yet at the same time it still felt as though I should be whispering. “And I want to know what you taste like. I want to lick you, and drink down your juices, and explore you with my tongue. And I want to feel your tongue on me, your naked body pressed against mine, your hands roving all over my body. I want to make you feel good. I want… you.”

CHAPTER FOUR: More?

I hadn’t really intended to say all of that to begin with, but once I started speaking the words just came pouring out. Lucy stared at me, her lips slightly parted, looking as surprised as I felt. After a moment though she cleared her throat and sat up. She kissed me on the lips again. Then she stood.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go back.” 

I stood too, and we joined hands. We’d held hands plenty of times before, but usually only while drunk. There was something different about it this time. There was a charge to it, a power to it. There was potential. It felt good to stroll along across the grass with Lucy by my side. Even better knowing that we were going back to our shared room, back to a place where we could be alone together, where we could touch and be touched and nobody would know. Back to a place where we could feast on each other’s bodies.

Thankfully, the whole way back we didn’t see anyone we knew. I’m not sure what we would have done if we did. Lucy’s grip on my hand was firm and sure, and I don’t think she would have let go simply because one of our friends might have seen us. Luckily, it didn’t matter. We made it back to our residence, back up to our floor and down the corridor to our room without incident.

Lucy unlocked the door and paused with her hand on the handle. She smiled at me. “As soon as we get inside,” she said calmly, keeping her voice low, “I’m going to devour you. Just thought I should warn you in advance. I’ve been waiting for this for years.”

Her words filled me with warmth. I smiled back. “Lucy,” I said. “I’m yours.” 

She opened the door to our shared room, and I went in ahead of her. By the time I turned around she had shut the door behind us and locked it. She stood with her back against it, facing me, a wicked smile lighting up her face. The air between us sparked with electricity. I could feel every atom of my skin pulling towards every atom of hers. I’m sure she felt the same. For a moment we both held back, enjoying the tension between us.

Then Lucy stepped forward and grabbed me, and suddenly we were all over each other. My hands tangled in her hair as hers did in mine. Our lips pressed together and our tongues wrestled against each other. We writhed and moaned and thrust and shuddered. Clumsily we ripped at each other’s clothes, fumbling buttons and struggling with catches in our haste. Lucy ripped my top off over my head, and then I helped her undo my bra. My breasts were free, and her hands found them and squeezed firmly, as though each were a ripe and ready piece of fruit. It felt even better than it had before.

I managed to get Lucy’s top off too, and enjoyed the sight of her satiny bra cupping her breasts. They were bigger than mine, and soft and full in my hands. Surprisingly soft. I squeezed them tightly and felt her shudder. Then she turned and pushed me back against the door, lowered her head and took my breast in her mouth.

Though some of the guys I’d been with before had been daring enough to kiss my breasts, I’d never had my nipples properly sucked before. I wasn’t all prepared for how pleasurable the sensation was. And not just in my breasts either – little sparks of pleasure spiralled all through my body, as though fireworks were being set off in my lungs. I moaned into Lucy’s hair.

Then she reached behind her and undid her bra. One hand gently guided my head down towards her chest, and it was my turn to repay the favour. I did so eagerly, taking one of her pert nipples between my lips and sucking it firmly, my hands planted on her ribcage. Lucy moaned in pleasure, and giggled when my hands skimmed up the sides of her body. She arched against me, and I sucked harder in response, loving the way that my mouth could affect her.

Eventually Lucy pushed me back against the door a little more, and the kissed her way down my body, starting at my mouth and then moving down my neck, over my breasts and across the taut skin of my stomach. I felt her mouth approaching my heat, her hands gripping my legs, and I tilted my hips to bring her even closer to me.

Her hands found the fastener of my jeans and undid it once again, but this time instead of reaching inside to cup me she took hold of the waistband and see-sawed them down over my hips. I stepped out of my jeans and she threw them aside. I was wearing only my panties now, and for once I didn’t feel self-conscious like I always had before when I got undressed in front of boys. With Lucy it simply felt right and natural. I wanted her to see my body. Wanted her to feast her eyes on my flesh, my breasts, my sex.

Fervently, Lucy kissed around the edge of my panties, first in a straight line across my hips and then down, along the crease of my groin. I trembled and thrust myself gently towards her, wanting more. Her tongue flicked out and licked the front of my panties, and I felt the slight wetness of her saliva blotting through to join my own wetness beneath. I could almost have come again right then and there. But Lucy had only just begun. Slowly and carefully she peeled my panties down, and buried her nose and mouth in the wet, downy hair that grew about my sex. It felt so good to have her mouth there, in a place where no boy had ever bothered to kiss me. I wriggled and writhed and wanted to explode with ecstasy.

And then my panties were gone, cast aside just like my jeans. And Lucy was gripping my hips, and lapping at me with her tongue. She licked from the bottom of my sex all the way up to my clit in long, lazy strokes, her tongue flattened out against me. I’d never felt anything so wet or so pliable down there. The few boys who had gone down on me had all done so urgently, almost violently. None had taken their time quite like Lucy was now. She moaned with enjoyment as she licked me, and the sound of her moan vibrated through her tongue, through me. It was almost impossible to keep still, but I wound a hand into her hair and gripped hard to keep myself from shifting.

“That’s so good, Luce,” I whispered. “Oh god your mouth… that feels amazing. Please, lick me harder.”
Lucy, it seemed, was happy to comply. She probed deeper with her tongue, allowing it find the opening of my sex and delve a little way inside, before licking back out again and up to my clit, which she surrounded with her mouth. She pressed it between her lips and sucked and licked.
For the second time that day I could feel an orgasm building inside of me. The pressure was incredible, rising higher and higher with each lick or movement of Lucy’s mouth. She was so talented it took my breath away. She must have sensed my mounting excitement, because just like that her pace began to quicken, and she began to lick more sloppily. I glanced down to see that, even as she was pleasuring me, her hand was buried between her legs, stroking furiously. She was touching herself. She was giving herself pleasure as she gave to me.
The sight of Lucy touching herself was what put me over the top. I felt myself teeter on the brink for a moment, my whole body electrified. And then, with one last desperate moan, I tumbled into another powerful orgasm. I shook. I shuddered. If it hadn’t been for the door behind me I probably would have fallen to the ground. I gripped Lucy’s hair and arched my back, and her tongue kept lapping at me, licking and tonguing and probing. I cried out. Why not? We were safe and secret here in our shared room. I cried out in pleasure
– one long and low and shivery note.
At last my orgasm subsided. I returned to the world to find wetness dripping down my legs. Whether it was my own fluid or Lucy’s saliva I couldn’t tell, but I loved the cool dampness of it on my skin. I felt washed out. My body had been bathed in almostunbearable pleasure twice already that day, and it had left me feeling shaky and wonderfully tired. Little aftershocks of my orgasm kept running through me at unexpected moments, like embers rising from an extinguished fire.
Lucy didn’t move from my groin. She hovered there, no longer tonguing me, but letting me feel her warm breath and firm but gentle hands. Her presence there was like a warm bath – comforting, relaxing, calming. I released her hair and stroked it with my free hand.
“That,” I said, “was amazing.” And I meant it to. Lucy’s attentions had been so much better than anything I’d experienced with a boy before. It had just felt… right in a way that male attention never had. I couldn’t believe that just a couple of hours ago I had been lying on my bed, wracked with despair, certain that I would never feel the touch of a woman on my sex. And now here I was, stripped naked with my step-sister panting at my groin, having just given me one of the best orgasms of her life using little else but her tongue.
Eventually Lucy stood and kissed me on the mouth. I was excited to taste a certain salty musk there. It was, I realized with a shock of arousal, the taste of my own fluids on her lips. I’d never before tasted my own wetness, and it thrilled me to think that we were both enjoying the same strange flavour.
“What shall we do now?” said Lucy. I could tell that the question wasn’t really a question from the way she was smiling. I grabbed her by the shoulders and kissed her fiercely in reply.
“I have a couple of ideas,” I whispered. And then I spun her around so that she was in my place, pressed up against the door. I felt her body stiffen a little with excitement. I wasted no time, but planted a trail of kisses down from her neck to her belly just as she had done with me, pausing only to suck on her luscious breasts for a moment on the way down. By the time I reached her waistband she had already undone the fastener of her jeans, and I helped her to quickly remove them.
“I can’t wait to taste you,” I said. “I can’t wait to feel you squirming above me. Oh, Luce.” And that was true as well. My eagerness to taste her surprised me. It wasn’t so much a desire as a need. I felt like I would go crazy if I didn’t get to experience the taste of her sweet nectar sometime soon.
Beneath her jeans her legs were long and shapely, immaculately shaved. Her panties were sheer black and fringed with lace, that contrasted beautifully with the pale flesh of her legs. I stroked her through them for a minute or two, feeling the softness and give beneath. So different from the hardness of a man’s cock. So much more alluring. I pressed my palm up against her and flexed my hand. I felt the resultant groan as much as I heard it.
I didn’t waste any time pulling her panties aside. I lifted them gently away from her hips and pulled them down. She stepped out of them and kicked them away, and there she was before me, naked. Despite my urgent desire to taste her, I allowed myself a couple of second just to gaze up at her body. The perfection of it was stunning: her flat stomach, her full breasts, her shining hair. And then I directed my attentions down to her sex. The downy hair above it was shaved into a neat strip, the rest of it smooth and clear. I licked – just as she had done – along the crease of her leg. It took all the willpower I had to keep from dipping my tongue into her. She was so close that I could smell her musk, and it was more intoxicating than any perfume I could imagine.
Her hands found the back of my head and played with my hair. I could tell that she was desperate to feel me lick her, that she was only jus retraining herself from pushing my head into the crotch. I pulled back a little and smiled up at her, enjoying the fact that – although it was me on my knees – I was the one with all the power. Lucy looked down at me, desperate and horny. That was all it took.
I leaned forward and licked her for the first time. Her taste filled my mouth, crackling against my tongue. Her juices were slick and the folds of her sex were dewed with it. I pressed as hard as I dared with my tongue, wanting to make sure that she felt every second of it. Up I went, from the dark folds surrounding her hole to the hood of her clit. She shivered when I reached it, by which time my nose was buried in her pubic hair, inhaling the scent of her.
I decided to stay there for a while. I pushed my forehead against her pubis and licked and licked at her clit. I felt her whole body shudder against me, and my hands found themselves on the back of her legs, gripping tightly and pulling her into me. More wetness oozed out of her, flooding my mouth. It was everything I had imagined it would be and more. Lucy groaned and angled her hips to give me better access to her.
“You like that?” I murmured, breaking away from her sex for a moment to speak.
“I love it,” gasped Lucy. “Keep going. Keep going like that and you’ll make me come.”
“I want that,” I said, and gave her whole pussy another long slow lick. “I want that very much.” Then I fell to it again, licking and tonguing with fervour. My mind was filled with the idea of making my step-sister come. I could think of nothing else. In that moment her pleasure was my pleasure. They were one and the same.
With my fingers I spread apart her labia. They were so soft and pliable, each one like an earlobe. So different from the bodies of men. And her clit beneath was soft and hard at the same time, and I took it in my mouth and sucked firmly, provoking something almost like a scream from Lucy, but bitten back, full of pleasure and breath.
I sucked again, a little harder this time, and as I did so I brought one of my hands around and probed the we flesh between Lucy’s legs with the tips of my fingers. They came away coated in her juices, and so I applied them to her again, teasing around the edges of her hole as I pleasured her clit with my mouth. It was amazing how natural it all seemed. I’d never licked a woman before, and yet I knew exactly what to do; everything that I wanted done to myself!
I teased Lucy for as long as I dared, and then slowly pushed two fingers inside of her. The slipped in easily enough – she was so wet at that stage that her insides were almost frictionless, smooth and slippery as silk. I felt her tighten convulsively around my knuckles, and the pressure sent a shiver of pleasure through me. I was inside her. My fingers were inside my step-sister. I pushed them a little deeper, loving the feel of her around them, loving being able to explore the intimate space between her legs.
Then, when my fingers were well and truly inside her, I started to curl and uncurl them, just as if I was beckoning someone towards me. At the same time I swirled my tongue around Lucy’s clit, harder and faster than I had before. She shivered against the door, her legs twitching, her crotch pressing into me. Her hands gripped the back of my head now – clearly she was unable to help herself – and pushed it firmly into her crotch. I took it as an instruction not to stop, never to stop. It was an instruction I was only too happy to obey.
I felt her tighten when she came, the pressure around my fingers almost forcing them out of her. I pushed harder though, and kept them inside, kept them buried in her soft and slippery sex. She tightened around me again and again, and above me somewhere I could hear her gasping, and I felt a new tide of wetness leave her, dripping from my hand and down her legs. I pressed my tongue against her clit and kept it there, and let her juices flow into my mouth. I swallowed a mouthful of her, and felt it crackle all the way down into my stomach.
“Oh,” moaned Lucy. “Oh. Oh. Oh.” She came long and hard. And then at last, when it was over, she slumped against the door. Her hand against my head relaxed and I could pull back to look up at her with a face lacquered by her juices. She smiled down at me, her eyes still filled with that faraway look that accompanies an excellent, world-shaking orgasm.
“Oh, Emma,” she whispered. “You sweet little thing, you.”
I let her cradle my head for a time, holding me against her belly, where I could hear as well as feel her laboured breathing return to normal. I felt overwhelmingly happy there, as though there was no place in the world where I would rather be. I wanted it to go on forever – at least I did at first. After a minute or two another desire made itself known: the need to do more, to explore her body more, to taste her again, to find out what other delights we could experience together…
I rose slowly to my feet. The sense of pleasurable tiredness was still with me, still weighing heavily in my bones. And yet I was hungry too, eager for more. I took her by her shoulders, which were slender and naked, and pressed her into the door.
“Have you had enough?” I asked gently.
Lucy almost laughed. She brushed a hand along the curve of my jaw. “Of you?” she said lightly. “Never.”
We both burst out into giggles, and then our hands were on each other again, and we were squeezing and stroking and laughing as we did so. We were kissing. We were exploring each other with mouths and hands. I pushed Lucy back against the door. My hand found her sex. Her hand found mine. We started a rhythm, stroking in unison, each of us circling and rubbing the others clit, or dipping our fingers inside the other’s wetness. It was glorious. It was a game. Whenever she changed what she was doing, I followed suit. Whenever I changed what I was doing, she copied me. It was impossible to tell who was leading and who was being lead.
Lucy writhed against me, but I kept her firmly pinned against the door, enjoying the feeling of being entirely in control, while at the same time feeling as though I was on the brink of losing my mind from pleasure. As our movements became more intense, so too our voices became louder. We gasped and mewled and cried out in pleasure, and each sound Lucy made I felt as well as heard. Her breath was warm and ripe on my skin, and I loved that I could extract such sounds from her with just a touch… and she from me.
Lucy came first. Perhaps she was more used to being touched by another woman. But I noticed the faraway look on her face and the tightening of her body a moment before she cried out shrilly and wrapped her free arm around me. Her body convulsed with pleasure and her eyes rolled back in her head. I felt her sex spasming beneath my fingers, and this excited me, and the excitement was enough to push me over the brink into my own wonderful, long, slow climax. The pleasure came in waves, rolling steadily through me like the sea washing up against a beach.
We clung to each other as we came, until at last both our orgasms were over. Each one I experienced with Lucy seemed to be more powerful than the last. I wasn’t sure I could stand much more – any more pleasure and I felt certain that I would simply pass out. But, of course, that didn’t mean that I wasn’t keen to try.
“More?” whispered Lucy, and her voice was eager, hopeful.
“Yes,” I said. “Oh, god yes.”
A smile flashed across her face and she steered me towards he bed, pushing me gently down onto it. I lay back, letting my hair fan out, and curling my legs up underneath me. I knew that I must look good that way, and I relished the feeling of my step-sisters eyes on me. How differently she must be looking at me now compared to before…
Lucy settled herself on the bed beside me, then reached into the bedside cabinet. I raised my head up off the pillow and watched with interest, curious in the extreme to find out what she might be pulling out. She glanced shyly at me, and then smiled again, showing all her teeth. “This,” she said, “is something I suppose I’ve kept quite well hidden from you.”
Now I really was curious. I sat up and watched as she pulled out a box. It was about the size of a shoe box, but black and velvety. She set it on the bed between us and pulled off the lid. It was a struggle to keep myself from gasping. Inside was a cornucopia of… well… sex toys. There were brightly coloured dildos bulging with veins, as well as smaller vibrators, and other toys that I couldn’t quite identify. Leather straps. Fluffy handcuffs. Even a silken blindfold buried at the bottom of the box.
“I had no idea you had any of this stuff!” I exclaimed. Lucy looked as though she was almost considering blushing – except that she wasn’t really the kind of person who blushed at anything.
“Well obviously,” she said. “I wasn’t going to use any of it while you were in the room, was I?”
“Can I…” I let the question hang until Lucy nodded permission, then reached into the box and pulled out a thick purple dildo. It felt reassuringly solid and yet flexible in my hand – not really like a real penis. Much more solid. Much thicker too. I had never held a sex toy before, and it was fascinating to touch something that was so obviously made for sex.
“Do you like it?” asked Lucy.
“It’s nice,” I said. I couldn’t deny that I was fascinated by it. And fascinated too by an idea that had taken hold in the back of my brain. Lucy had licked me and I had licked her. We had tasted each other, used our mouths on each other – but we had yet to fuck. I wanted to. More than anything I wanted to. And this toy, the purple dildo that I held in my hand, was the thing that would make it possible. I held it out to Lucy. “Will you… use it on me?”
“Really?” said Lucy, sounding surprised. “You’re sure.”
I nodded. “I want you to fuck me. I want to feel you thrusting into me with it.”
Lucy took the dildo from me and turned it over in her hands. A devilish look crossed her face. “One second,” she said, and dived back into the box. After a moment she pulled out a tangled bundle of thin leather straps.
“What’s that?” I asked.
“You’ll see,” said Lucy. I watched as she stood, untangled the leather straps and then stepped into them, pulling the whole thing up snug around her groin. Two of the strap ran between her legs and up around the curve of her bottom, and one around the waist. Little buckles held everything in place. When it was snugly fitted, she took the dildo and secured its wide flared base in between the two straps at the front, turning it into a strap-on.
I couldn’t help but admire the way she looked standing there with her big purple cock sticking out in front of her. Somehow it looked just right – the way it contrasted with her smooth, svelte body just made it look all the more appealing. I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she reached into the box once more and removed a bottle of lubricant. She squeezed a couple of pearly drops into her hand, and then smoothed it over the head of the dildo. It gleamed in the dim light of the room. Beautiful. I felt a thrill to know that she would be using it on me.
“Touch it,” she said, stepping closer. “Touch my cock.”
Shyly I reached out and wrapped a hand around it, stroked it up and down. It felt firm in my grasp, and I felt myself go weak at the knees as the thought of its girth plunging in and out of the softest parts of me. I looked up at Lucy, who towered above me. “How do you want me?” I asked.
She considered me for a moment. Then she knelt beside the bed on which I was sitting. She parted my legs gently with one of her hands, and then moved closer. It felt so natural to bring her into an embrace, to kiss her mouth and run my hands over her body. The tip of her dildo hovered only an inch or two from my open sex. I tilted my hips a little and waited.
She was gentle about the way she entered me. Almost tentative. At first she slipped only the head inside. Despite its girth it slipped in easily, stretching me out a little, making me gasp. Lucy stayed there, keeping it only just inside me, and kissed my neck. Then, after a moment, she began to slide it in deeper and deeper, until it was buried all the way inside me. It filled me like I’d never been filled before, stretching me out, startling me with its firmness. Lucy’s body was pressed sweetly against me, and I held her tight, breathing into her neck.
“I’ve wanted to fuck you for so long, sis,” she whispered.
“Then do,” I said. And she did. Her strokes were long and slow and controlled. She would slide the dildo almost all the way out of me, and then push it firmly home until our hips were pressed together. I could feel the tickle of her pubic hair and the leather straps that held the cock in place against my sex, and it felt like hot syrup over melting ice cream. I could have done that all day. Lucy was watching me with wide, eager eyes, lapping up every little expression of pleasure that flashed across my face.
Slowly she began to buck into me faster and faster. Her hands gripped my hips for purchase, and she grunted and moaned as she thrust. She kissed me madly, her tongue probing my mouth and wrestling with my own. I gripped her hair, the pressure of yet another orgasm rising up inside me. Each stroke she made brought new pleasure, fresh sparks of joy.
“You like that?” said Lucy through gritted teeth. “You like taking my cock for me?”
“Oh, yes, Lucy,” I cried. “Fuck me, Lucy. I’m yours. You’re so good.”
“You turn me on so much,” moaned Lucy. And then she pushed me down onto the bed, and pulled out of me. The movement took me by surprise, but the reprieve from the mounting pleasure was only temporary. Lucy quickly rolled me over so that I was kneeling over the bed, and then pushed into me from behind. I gasped. In this new position she could get deeper inside me than before. It felt as though the dildo was reaching all the way up inside my chest. I grabbed handfuls of the bedcovers and gripped them in my fists. I wanted to scream in pleasure, but I bit my lip and simply moaned.
And then, before I knew it, I was coming again. This time the orgasm came from deep inside me, from way down in my belly. It exploded outwards, the sheer pleasure of it taking my breath away. I arched my back, convulsed against the bed, cried out at the very top of my voice. I was floating. There was nothing in the world but my step-sister and the cock she was fucking me with.
That orgasm lasted an age. Each time I felt myself coming down from the heights Lucy would plunge the dildo inside me again and I would come once more. By the time it was over I was a wreck, moaning insensibly, shivering with pleasure. She had turned me into a melted, mumbling puddle of girl – and only once she had done so did she pull the dildo out of me, and cuddle up with me on her narrow little bed.
It was a long time before I could speak, but when at last I could all I could do was murmur thankyou after thankyou. I wanted her to know how grateful I was – not just for fucking me senseless, but for being my friend and sister and closest confidant, and now my lover. For being my first. For opening up a whole new world for me. For letting me discover what I really was.
Lucy just listened, and held me. “Don’t mention it, sis,” she said. “I’m telling you now, this is going to be one hell of a year.”
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