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Chapter 1

You watched in abject horror as Jenny dropped to her knees. Your step-sister. Your second heart. Your eternal rescuer. She knelt down before this ugly, old stranger and brought her hands up to rest against the front of his jeans. He was grinning down at her manically… the look of a starved wolf that cannot believe its own luck. Yet she was smiling back up at him: That same smirking confidence that you had always known of her. That made you sure that she still had everything under control, whatever the situation. You just couldn’t understand what she was thinking, here. What deal could she have possibly made with this balding creep and his friends?

Said ‘friends’ were either side of you… not in a threatening way, exactly. Just flanking and overshadowing your small and slender form, each with a hand resting upon your shoulders. It all left you feeling so exposed though: The ever-true size difference between you and full grown men. The dusty, dirty surroundings of this flat so far from the pristine luxuries of home, and, of course, the complex mix of anxieties created by your current, unfamiliar attire. The cold kiss of drafts between your freshly-shaved legs. The slight dig of metal fastenings from your heavily-padded bra. The tickling near your ears from loosely dangling pigtails, tugging out from your scalp to achieve ‘maximum cuteness’. And, most of all… the soft, constraining feel of your step-sister’s cotton panties, leant to you along with all this disguising attire of her old school uniform. A pleated skirt and pure-white blouse that you had only ever worn once or twice before… in the safe and private womb of her room and the depths of night.

You gasped, audibly, as she began tugging down Mr. Skeg’s zipper. Earning a quick reassuring glance from your only step-sibling… and a much less reassuring smirk from the man himself. You had never met anyone with a name like ‘Skeg’ before… though you were pretty sure that was actually just a nickname. You had never been this far out of town before either, on the grimy side of the city full of fenced-off warehouses and boarded up windows. Where little private businesses like the ‘tool-rental shop’ below seemed to grow out of damp and smelly alleys in between neon signs for ‘thai massages’ and ‘late night pharmacies’. It was all so different from the clinical world of private schools and exclusive soirees that your parents lived in. The life that you and Jenny had been dragged along in, as occasional showpieces and more-often nuisances. You had both agreed that you needed to escape… but… but this?! ...Was this really the only way?

She reached into that opening she’d made… and drew out his thing. It terrified you to see that flopping, fleshy lump between the careful grip of her delicate fingers. A sudden urge to rush forward and grab hold of her. Drag her away from this horrible man and horrible place and just keep running forever through the sunny afternoon outside… It was stifled by your usual trembling self-doubts though. She was the decisive one from the two of you. The impulsive fighter and defender of that unshakeable bond you shared. This was the final stage of her plan to save you both from the strangling hold of your parents. You couldn’t ruin that... whatever happened here. Jenny must know what she was doing.

What she was doing. Which was stroking the shaft of that… penis… and causing it to grow into a twitching, swollen tower in front of her. Then leaning forward without hesitation and pressing her lips against it. Those same lips that had pushed themselves against your cheek, or forehead… or occasionally very own mouth, so many times before. You had shared one precious, intimate moment after another with that female echo of yourself over the years. Stored every secret night you each had snuck into each other’s room and cuddled up in front of a movie, or let her teasingly play with your hair and try out some new makeup on you. Every single one had been sacred to you. But to see her now so casually performing something sexual upon someone else… it sent aches rolling out through every limb, only to all come back and meet within your heart. You scrunched up the front of your borrowed, pleated skirt between two dainty, clenching fists and felt yourself physically shaking with futile insecurity. Unable to hold all the emotions this vision was boiling up in you, or even decipher what they all meant. Were you indignant that this man was getting pleasure from your own most-precious step-sibling? Angry at her for debasing and sacrificing herself so easily, just for your own benefit? Or something else all together…

One of the other strangers, resting his grip upon you, seemed to notice this and offered what might have been meant as a consoling squeeze. It only served to make you feel more feeble and useless though, as you collapsed spiritually into acceptance that you were just going to stand here and watch… While your step-sister slid near the whole length of that free-standing meatstick into her mouth and began sliding herself up and down it. Skeg tangled some of his stained and calloused fingers into her hair and used this as leverage to thrust himself further down her throat. She gagged and spluttered a little, causing shining dribbles of saliva to leak down from her chin, but went back for more stoically. Showing not a hint that this bothered her at all… nor that any of this was a new or unexpected scenario for her. Suddenly everything you thought you knew about your rebellious and often AWOL step-sibling slipped away. Was this the sort of thing she had been doing on all those occasions she had played hooky from school? Somehow, the idea that there were things your step-sister hadn’t told you about her 18 year old escapades seemed even worse than the actual scene you were observing. You deflated within yourself and simply watched the rest play out, eyes glazed and empty.


Chapter 2

Some time later, when the men had gone… the two of you were finally left alone in this cramped but cozy space that was apparently now your own. Sat awkwardly on the musty sofa, with your step-sister’s legs across your lap, you shuffled your knees together trying to feel comfortable in your skirt. Jenny seemed to have already made herself right at home. Finishing off the last of the takeaway pizza that Skeg had left for you. It would seem that he was going to be delivering all of your food from now on, to try and reduce the risk of you being recognised if your parents got the police involved in searching for you. Not that you thought it very likely they would even have noticed you were missing by now. The plan had involved telling the myriad of staff and servants who dealt with you day to day different stories as to where you were both heading. None of them knew you well enough or dared or cared to cross professional boundaries in double checking with each other. Only Nanny had ever been able to keep track of Jenny or known which tutor you were with to bring your afternoon snack to… and she was gone now…

You found yourself weeping a little, to remember that one kind soul who had ever really seemed to care about the pair of you. It was with her loss, half a year ago… that you had finally solidified upon your step-sister’s oft-decreed plans to run away from all of that. With the looming threat of being shipped off to some fancy college on the other side of the world… while Jenny stayed on alone to be ever more at arms against her own father’s wishes that she be a ‘proper lady’... it had had to be now. You couldn’t bear to be separated. Though, watching the ancient, flickering television… and listening to the strange and terrifying sounds of drunken people laughing and shouting at each other in the street outside. It was hard not to think that this might have all been some huge mistake.

An arm wrapped itself around you. Jenny could always tell when you were upset. She squeezed you into a warm embrace and made sure you could feel that that was the same at least.

“What’s up, bubble-butt?” She asked, murmuring the words almost directly in your ear. All through your life there had been a sense that, when she was so near, nothing could really go wrong. Your heart beat louder in your chest, as if it was trying to reach out and make sure it was still holding the same rhythm as this girl with whom you had shared a womb.

“T-that thing you did… you… you took him into your mouth…”

She chuckled, dryly. As if knowing this had been coming and yet still baffled about why you would make such a deal out of it.

“I gave him a blowjob, Jo… You know what they’re called. You’re not a completely clueless, little virgin...”

She tickled you under the chin, clearly trying to cheer you up and just move on.

“B-but, are you going to have to do that again?”

Jenny sighed, exasperated by this whole direction of conversation. Nothing but boring semantics to her mind.

“Yes. That’s part of the deal… the main part really. But in return we get this place, aaaalllll to ourselves; and whatever food or stuff we ask him to buy… Hardly seems like a bad price for the occasional mouthful of man-gunk.”

You couldn’t help but feel there was still more to that ‘deal’ than she was letting on… but the description ‘man-gunk’ had already put a bad taste in your mouth, so you did let it drop… for the moment. The other burning question still needed asking though.

“And I have to dress… like this… all the time?”

You gestured to the definitively girly uniform that was wrapped about your, well, not-particularly masculine self. Your step-sister had always seemed to delight in dressing you up in her clothes and ‘prettifying’ your slender, delicate self… but before it had only ever been in private. When no-one else but Nanny could ever possibly see. To go out like this in public had been a whole new level of terrifying, as you stumbled from one private taxi to another that morning… confusing the trail of your escape.

“Well not all the time…” She stated… drawing out the syllable to make sure you could tell what she would prefer.

“I just told Skeg that I had a twin… and he made assumptions. I don’t think he’d let a boy stay here. He’s a bit of a perv, really.”

She said that as if it wasn’t immediately obvious about a man trading living quarters to two teenage runaways in exchange for oral arousement. Sometimes you were really not sure your step-sister lived on the same planet as everyone else.

“I just think it’s best you stay dressed up for the first few days at least… until things settle down. He’s got a key after all… but once we know him or his mates are not going to just wander in, you can wear whatever you like.”

The idea that that creepy, old man had access to this ‘sanctuary’ at any time… and that he and his friends might at any point ‘just wander in’ chilled you to the bone. But again, Jenny just seemed to breeze over it. Jumping on top of you to play-wrestle in that way she had always ever won.

“Besides… I think you look so much cuter like that! You know I’ve always thought of you more like a baby step-sister anyways…”

Once again that one month she was born before you was rubbed in your face, along with a stifling press of her t-shirt clad chest. You couldn’t fight her… you never had been able to. She was your big, over-protective step-sister… and you trusted her entirely.


Chapter 3

“Time for bed” declared your step-sibling, fussing with your hair as your head lay in her lap.

The past hour had been a glorious one… lounging there in a darkening room as she unpicked your pigtails. Absentmindedly forming them into various little plaits, only to unwind all that work and start again. Your shoulder-length mop of straight, blonde silkiness had always been one of the many excuses used to bully you at your all-boys, private high school, but you had stubbornly refused to have it cut down for this very reason. Jenny hardly seemed to need a moment’s free time in order to begin casually playing with those soft strands and caressing your sensitive scalp. It was just what she did while thinking on other things… yet the tingling sensations of it had always sent you into a mesmerised trance of comfort and tranquility. It was half an effort not to begin purring as those slightly-scratching fingertips wove their way into your soul.

Sleepily you dragged yourself to your feet… only remembering to quickly tug your skirt down a few seconds later. You hadn’t actually looked in on the sleeping arrangements of this tiny, little apartment you were supposed to call home now. There were only three rooms total, it would seem: The lounge with its small, tiled kitchen area behind the sofa. An especially cramped bathroom where the rusting bathtub effectively leant against a toilet... And then the bedroom you were now entering… Which mostly comprised of a large double mattress, left lying on the floor alongside one battered chest of drawers and an ancient-looking wardrobe.

One mattress. One.

The realisation set in upon you with all sorts of conflicting additions. Not only were you now living with Jenny alone, in a strange place so far from the servant’s wily eyes and her father’s damning judgements. She clearly intended for you to both share the same bed. Lying side by side through the hot summer nights while cars and screeching drunks wandered below that small window. The idea seemed so utterly… wonderful…  that you could hardly bear to face it. You just stood in the doorway staring, twisting a foot in one uncomfortably-girly shoe.

“Something wrong Jay-Jay?” Asked your step-sibling, using yet another of her many nicknames for you. She was already half through the process of stepping out from the matching tartan skirt she’d been occupying. A camouflage you’d shared to avoid unwelcome questions from strangers as you dragged heavy bags of possessions across the city. ‘You were just two private school girls heading home for the summer. They made you wear the uniform right up until you left.’

“W-we’re sleeping together?” You stammered before you could stop yourself. Not really wanting to ask the question in case the answer was an obvious ‘no’. Instead, your step-sister just shrugged and looked around puzzled. As if the idea that there might be other options had never even occurred to her.

“Well, yeah… Just like when we used to go camping as kids. I guess I could go on the couch instead if you wanted?”

“No! ...no it’s fine. We’re just older now… I didn’t… Of course we can share!” You recovered yourself quickly from an outburst of the heart thumping in your chest. It was just like when you were kids. Brother and step-sister lying side by side in the darkness. Sharing small, sweet secrets and the smell of each other’s breath… Except for the fact that you were both eighteen now. And you were wearing her panties. And her breath might still contain traces of your new landlord’s semen.

She handed you a large and baggy T-shirt, that was again actually one of hers. Though you supposed if you were going to have to wear girly things everyday for a while it didn’t make much difference. You stripped down to just that pair of tight, white cotton panties before putting it on… still not quite believing you were now going to end up next to your step-sister for hours, wearing little but her own underwear. The two of you scuttled under the thin bed sheet, needing little protection from the stuffy warmth of this evening. She automatically took up position behind you, lying one arm under your pillow and pressing her identically-sized frame against yours. You slotted together perfectly, of course… as once you must have done so in the womb. Yet she was the big spoon that embraced you, and you were the one left staring into the shifting shadows for hours yet. Listening to the sound of your own heart in your ears and feeling the soft kiss of her every exhalation against the hairs on the back of your neck.


Chapter 4

The next morning you woke up late but still tired… the night had been an endless morass of internal tossing and turning, while trying actually not to disturb that all-important embrace at all. Waking up to find yourself alone on the mattress, with the sun glaring in and cars beeping outside, was a hollowing feeling. Yet a clatter came through from the other room, so you blearily gathered yourself together enough to go and check Jenny did, in fact, still exist.

Rubbing your eyes with the backs of scrunched up fists; you stumbled through the doorway with a wide yawn. Everything felt a bit foggy still… as though you were trapped in the clutches of a dream. Half-remembered segments of a nightmare you might have had were itching around the corners of your vision. Of a creepy, balding figure standing over you at the end of the makeshift bed. Watching you and your step-sister sleep with malicious intent. So it was rather horrifying to pull your hands away and finally find clear vision… only to see Skeg’s tooth-gap grin beaming over at you.

Your new and already disreputable landlord was already leering over the top of your step-sister once more, leaning against the back of the couch. While she was completely topless and voluntarily pushing her naked breasts together to make a valley for him to thrust through. You stood aghast to see those perfect, fleshy orbs; not the biggest but far finer than any brief glimpse into a classmate’s elicit magazine that you’d been teased with up till now; being utilised by this awful, ugly man. You had caught glimpses of the things… through cracks in doors and in mirrors when your dear step-sister had oh-so-trustingly asked you to turn your back as she changed. But to have them fully laid out before you now… in this manner… It stole all the air from your body. Causing your legs to tremble with rage and… other things. You stared up at Skeg and caught him smirking like the happiest pig in the sty. Gloatingly enjoying the look of pure horror that must surely be splashed across your face.

Jenny, however… didn’t seem to register your reaction at all. “Morning sleepyhead!” She offered in a singsong voice, craning her neck round to smile at you while not missing a beat in the rhythm she and the old man were sharing. “There’s some pop tarts half-toasted on the side there… I got a bit distracted when ol’ Skeggy turned up.”

There wasn’t a hint of suggestion in her tone that such an intrusion had been unexpected. Nor that the current arrangement they were in had taken much coercion. Nothing to reach out for in indicating that having her ‘twin’ brother walk in on her being tit-fucked by the landlord was anything to be shocked about. You found yourself caught in the calm nonchalance of the room’s atmosphere… sure that there should be some great fuss to be made about this, but not confident enough to take up that mantle yourself.

...and there was another problem. You were stood there in just that baggy t-shirt and the borrowed panties from the day before. Your smooth, little legs poking out at suitably feminine angles and hair its usual tangled, tomboyish mess of a morning. Yet, seeing what you were seeing was awakening a distinct feeling of tightness around the lacy waist of your underwear. If the properly-named Mr Skellins’ eyes continued to wander up and down your half-dressed self as eagerly as they were… it seemed inevitable that they might find a bulge where they were least expecting. You couldn’t deal with that now. It was all too much already! You ran toward the toaster in just the hopes of having a counter to lean against. Though unable to parse the idea of food slipping down your dried up throat anytime soon.

Karl Skellins had other plans however… Offering you an escape, but also further worries. “Actually sweetheart… I don’t suppose you could just chew through that downstairs behind the counter, could you? Looks like me an’ your sis might be here for a while yet... an’ I was s’posed to open up an hour ago…”

The request stunned you almost more than the vision of him and your step-sister had. The already advantage-taking old creep wanted you to open up his shop while he stayed here and slid his ugly penis back and forth through your beloved step-sibling’s breasts?! How could anyone have the nerve to ask something like that?! You stared at him with your jaw hanging open, searching for any possible logical retort.

“B-but I don’t know how to-… I-I’ve never worked in a-… I-I’m only wearing... What if a customer comes?”

He grinned a most magnanimous grin, waving aside all such complaints. “Oh, no-one’s likely to turn up at this hour… I don’t get any business really, till well past noon… It’s just the look of the thing- Shops gotta look open. You can just sit behind the counter and munch!”

You still couldn’t quite believe this was happening… But the idea of being anywhere else was incredibly alluring. You couldn’t face Jenny and what she was doing in your current state either, for all manner of reasons. Without another word you scuttled off towards the door bare-footed, hoping against hope you could find some clear air down there.

Just as you were exiting the flat, however… one more call came out from behind you:

“Oh! And if Rod and Dave come round again, just send ‘em on up…”


Chapter 5

You sat on a rickety, precarious stool behind the tool shop counter. Anxiously swinging your fully-bared legs as each stranger wandered past the poster-cluttered window out front. Why had you agreed to do this?! Dressed in just the borrowed clothes you’d slept in and imagining all the awful things that man might be doing with your beloved step-sister in the rooms above. The urge to dash back upstairs and grab her away was palpable… an itch beneath your antsy ass that kept you shuffling and shuffling. But your own senses of self-doubt and duty held you back, just barely. You’d agreed to do a thing, whether that was due to cowardice or not, so now you had to see it through. That was just the way you’d been raised.

Besides… it wasn’t as if your step-sister had seemed unhappy to be where she was. Just what was she thinking, doing those things with him? How far did this deal of theirs go?! So often had she been the one to come rescue you, that you couldn’t quite parse the notion that she could need rescuing. She had smiled at you… with Skeg’s cock between her tits. Chatted away happily as if this was just another morning. Was that actually how every morning was going to go from now on? Could you live with that? Would you eventually just get used to it?!

So many questions… and with answers that might frighten you more than the askance. You swung your slender legs faster and took another large bite of slightly-burnt sweetness. This was not how you imagined running away with Jenny might end up like, at all. In any of those many times you had fantasised about such a thing, while scratching away in the back of a stuffy classroom… putting off the unavoidable approach of lunch break and its accompanying onslaught of teasing over your small stature and squeaky voice. At least those very things were now finally coming in useful. Though just how and why your step step-sister had come up with an escape plan that involved you pretending to be her female twin near indefinitely was another mystery to add to the pile. It had always been her that pushed the idea of playing dress-up when you were alone together… not that you had ever complained.

The creak of a door and jingle of its attached bell broke you panicking from these musings, nearly causing a swift death by attempt to breathe poptart before you spluttered back to reality. Fortunately, you recognised the two men who entered almost instantly as the pair who had helped carry your bags up yesterday. ‘Rod’ and ‘Dave’, two rough-around-the-edges characters that looked just a little bit younger than Skeg. Rod was dark-haired and wiry, the sort of man that always seemed to be smoking half a cigarette and barely said more than two words together. While Dave was tattooed and muscular, with a shock of ginger hair and a wide smile almost plastered across his face at all times.

“Skeg ‘ere?” Asked the first entrant, barely giving you more than a glance.

“Um… yes. Up there… with my step-sister…” Was about all you could explain before the man sidled his way past and went straight on up. ‘Great’ you thought… now he was going to see her like that, too. Or… Join in?! The dismay at that extra consideration nearly jolted you away from the fact that the other man was still stood opposite. Beaming like the village idiot.

“She’s a real ‘ccommadating lass, that sis of yours… pretty too!” He announced, looking for all the world as if this was the most generous of compliments he could make and that you should be basking with pride over it. “‘Course, that means you’re pretty too. Being twins an’ all…”

You felt the blush spreading up, right from the tips of your toes. All the way to blossom hot upon your cheeks. You’d never been flirted with before. Even as clumsily as this… and especially by a man. A man who stood a good foot and a half taller than you and bristled with easy, flexing confidence. You had no footing to prepare for this, unbalanced as you currently felt. But worst of all… There was something in the pit of your stomach that felt… warm. Something that wanted to reach out and cling to this one person who was actually being nice to you, right now. That set your soul a-spiralling more than anything else that had happened today. It left you wondering what your step-sister was feeling, as she actually let such people loose upon her own flesh and skin?

Dave was losing his stride a bit now though… clearly he had been expecting some sort of reply, rather than you just staring at him all that time. He began sidling towards the stairs as well.

“Anyways… we don’t ask questions round ‘ere. ‘Bout why people do what they do. But I gots to say Ol’ Skeg done more’n lucked out when he found yous two. Musta shook hands with the devil or summin’…”

And with that, he was gone. Leaving you doubly flustered at being left alone while your step-sister was further outnumbered. Whether that was still just out of fear for her… you were not so entirely sure.


Chapter 6

It was another hour or so, until the three men came back down those stairs. All of them still in the process of tucking shirts back in or pulling up flies. You shuddered to imagine what your step-sister had been doing with them for all that time, that they were so slow to reacquaint themselves with trousers. Skeg waved you back into freedom, resulting in a full blown scurry straight past them. Trying not to be aware of how every set of eyes followed your pantie-clad buttocks on their passage. Thank goodness your embarrassment-shrivelled genitals were suitably unimpressive enough to go unnoticed, when viewed from below and behind.

You burst through the open door of the apartment and slammed it shut behind you… unable to restrain the need to just have them all clear of your mind. You didn’t know what state you expected to find your step-sister in when you turned around… but there were two distinctly opposing angles to your wants in that regard.

She was just lounging, on the sofa. Her long, luxurious legs crossing at the ankles upon one arm while she absent-mindedly scrolled through some page on her phone. For all the world like this was another lazy day at home, with nothing so much as a sheet of homework looming on the horizon. Except, she was completely naked. The baggy t-shirt and frayed panties she had slept in strewn casually across the floor. Her perfect, perky tits presented openly by the constricting presence of her upheld arms. You gulped to be allowed to view such majesty; the sacred vision of your step-sibling which had always been hidden from you by just a few thin layers of clothing… apparently now deemed unnecessary. Hampered only by the equally ignored pools and dribbles of viscous, off-white slime she had left just drying on her smooth, pink skin. Some of it was clinging to her fringe… dangling down above one eye and threatening to join the further trickle dribbling down one cheek. Even as you watched, she subconsciously reached up one slender finger and gathered up a drip of this… slipping it between her lips as if it was just a drop of runaway ice cream.

When she got to the bottom of her article, she glanced up and spotted you. Making precisely no particular change in laidback attitude or posture at being seen in such a state. “Oh, hey Jay-Jay… Were you alright down there? I did say to Skeg that you could help out like that from time to time… but I sorta thought he’d teach you how it all worked first.”

Powers of speech still seemed to be beyond you. For years you’d stared at your own girlish self in bedroom and bathroom mirrors, wondering just when some burgeoning signs of masculinity were going to show in your faltering stumble through puberty. Spinning around in whatever make-up and hairclips your step-sister had pinned you in this time and wondering if, perhaps, that reflection was a near-enough simile. It wasn’t though. As fragile and effeminate as you remained… she had grown into a full-blown woman. Her perky breasts and curving waist made mockery of the facade you were being forced to wear. How could anyone look at that, and think you were her little step-sister? She smiled slyly at you for a moment… giving the impression that she was basking a little in the way your eyes were roaming across her body, but made no even joking mention of it.

“Well I’m sure he’ll give you the rundown of it, when the excitements worn off. That was pretty much the whole agreement: You help out down there sometimes, and I help out up here... whenever. Pretty good trade for free food and rent eh?”

The girl beamed, leaping to her feet at last and showing that extra half-an-inch she still had on you. She honestly described it as if she had discovered the discount code of the century on cheap pizza and squalid inner-city apartments. You watched as gravity took hold of the various puddles of man-gunk coating her chest and drew her attention likewise.

“Oh, yeah… Guess I should jump in the bath now, huh?”

She headed off to rummage through one of the bags you’d brought for a towel and some shampoo, noticeably neglecting to dig out any fresh set of clothes as she did so. You stood feeling frozen and grimy as the various dribbles of semen slowly made it all the way down past her belly-button, unheeded and unhindered.

She paused in the doorway to the cramped, little bathroom. Looking back at you with a playful, teasing smile.

“Do you wanna… share?”


Chapter 7

You slipped yourself into the steaming, bubbling pool of water… at the far end from your already submerged step-sister. The tub may not have been the prettiest thing… and the creaking floor below it when you clambered in, gave yet another reason for your heart to lurch. But that didn’t change at all the wave of pleasant, calming relaxation of muscles that came with lowering yourself into its stewing embrace. Nor the intense awareness that it’s restrictive size put you so close to your step-sibling’s naked presence. Your legs were forced to slide down between hers, spread out as she was. Your calves brushing gently against her inner thighs… and toes only inches from her bottom. Some attempt had been made at insisting you couldn’t possibly share this liquid berth with her, when she’d so flatly asked. Yet, here you were anyway… unable to ever refuse her, or pretend you had really wanted to.

“See! Isn’t this nicer? Just like when we were kids… I can’t believe we never tried this at home!”

Jenny splashed a little water in your direction, indeed just as she once had when you were inseparable little monsters. Bathing off the day’s mud and scraped knees under the watchful eye of Nanny.

“Someone would’ve caught us… and told your father. You know he didn’t like us spending so much time together…” ‘-even with clothes on’. Was how that sentence ended, inside your head.

“Didn’t want me corrupting his perfect, little grade-card on legs more like…” Your ‘twin’ snorted, not quite able to hide the disdain from her voice. It was true though… the man had only ever seemed interested in collecting the embossed fruits of your studies to show off to his friends and business partners, while Jenny had been given up upon years ago. She splashed the water, again angrily. 

“But, I mean, that’s the whole point. Isn’t it...? We can do whatever we like now! We’re free from all those stuck up assholes judging us on this or that, day in, day out. Just because we were supposed to be living out the picture perfect life they’re told everyone wants.”

She waved her arms in the air, to outline her frustrations… though all you really noticed was the way this dragged her cleavage up and out of the veiling bubbles a little. Not that you disagreed. The ever-revolving multitude of hired help that seemed to lurk around every corner of your parent’s house had always seemed like a haunting of gossiping spirits. Not present in your lives long enough to get to know you, but for plenty enough time to form opinions and pass notes across your step-father’s desk. Almost as if catching either of you out in something was their chance at moving up in the world.

“Come up this end… I want to wash your hair.” She commanded, annoyance still clear in her voice. You knew that she didn’t hold it against you; that you had been the chosen favourite: endlessly pressured to achieve. While she had been cast by the wayside: the rebellious troublemaker causing problems for the point of it. In fact you’d always felt she pitied you more, being paraded and put on a pedestal where she could slip out the back door. But that didn’t mean it didn’t upset her… as strong as she’d grown.

You obeyed her order, and scooted yourself down between her open legs. Letting your back come to rest against the soft cushioning of her breasts. Even that expanse of mostly uninteresting skin and spine, leapt into sensitivity in pressing up so close to her. You could feel the changes in texture where her nipples and areolae made themselves known. Were they rising to attention as her moving arms caused gentle friction between you? Or was that just another figment of your over-stimulated imagination? The soaping scratch of her hands against your scalp was enough as it was. Several minutes of diffusing silence passed as you dissolved into that massaging feeling. Your brain felt like a pancake sizzling wherever her strong but slender fingers moved. Feeling her play with your hair had always sent you into a trance-like state, putty to her intimate caresses… but this was that and more. Lying naked among the bubbles with your darling step-sibling; everything else in all the world seemed to fade away. It had all been worth it. Everything... Just to have such a moment together.


Chapter 8

“I couldn’t cut it in school like you could…” Jenny offered, when the frustrations of the past had all settled once more and you were both just bathed in the private, comforting presence of each other once more. She had moved on from your hair now, and was tracing abstract patterns across the skin of your back and shoulders.

“I could never keep up with all those ‘expected grades’, no matter how hard I tried. Or stand hanging around with all those other girls who just wanted to talk about the last thing that ‘Daddy’ bought them, and which fancy movie-star parties they’d gone to with Mommy at the weekend.”

It seemed like she wanted to talk… needed to, perhaps. To lighten all the burden of those overhanging questions which you hadn’t asked. Showing acknowledgement and trailing guilt at the fact you had simply dropped everything to follow along with this plan of hers, as always. She knew you would never refuse her, so some honest explanation of her thoughts was the least she could give you.

“So, eventually… I just gave up. I ditched class whenever I could and just walked around town… finding places I’d never been and all the different people I could meet. Skeg and the guys were just one of the little groups I ended up making friends with…”

She hugged you from behind, pulling you back into the prior embrace. Sharing some of the past feelings of confusion and loneliness she’d felt back then. Wandering the streets as a lost, teen brat, with all the privileges the world could offer but no friends or direction. You’d known she played hookey a lot, but had never really imagined where she went or what it felt like to be alone in the city wearing a pompous school uniform; dodging cops and awkward questions wherever she could. In his occasional fits of incandescent rage whenever her father had got another letter from her school, he had always proclaimed that she was probably ‘sucking hobo’s dicks on street corners!’ Looking at the style of relationship she already had established with Skeg and co… you wondered if perhaps she had decided to live up to that expectation at least, just out of spite.

“Skeg’s not so bad, really… when you get to know him.” She murmured, as if tracing the path of your thoughts through the way your skulls were resting against each other. Perhaps, in playing this part so diligently, you were both forming some of those half joking insinuations of telepathy people made about twins. “He’s just a bit… sad, and lonely and beaten down by life, y’know…”

She began tracing patterns across your front now. Absentmindedly winding her hands and fingertips around your chest, and arms, and belly. “I don’t really know what happened… but there was some big thing with his wife and daughter. Which ended up with him losing one, then the other... sort of. So now he’s just this funny-looking, old guy with a dead-end shop that’s like… slowly dying.”

Her hands had descended all the way to your legs now, tickling the outlines of your inner thighs half-visible through the remaining patches of bubbles. “I think he really just wants the, like, companionship and stuff… but he doesn’t even know how to show it. So he goes down all these weird and pervy routes instead… I was just the first person to come along and say: ‘Yeah, that sounds fun! Let’s do that!’”

She chuckled, warm and dirtily. Pride ringing clear in her nightingale voice. “...You shoulda seen how shocked they all looked when he first told me to suck his cock and I replied: ‘Okay, get it out then!’”

Your awareness of how close your twin’s hands were to your own genitalia was now a roaring wall of whitenoise, held at the back of your mind. Even before she talked openly about sucking someone else’s. You had to say something. Had to distract away… or keep this moment going…

“You don’t mind doing… that sort of thing for them, really? It doesn’t… bother you?”

She laughed again, rocking the pair of you side to side… and edging those fingers just a little bit closer.

“No, silly. I wouldn’t do it if it did! …It’s just fun, y’know. Like, everybody acts like it's this whole big thing…”

Her words took on a teasing slant. Both hands began to move.

“But then you get down there and do it and it just feels…”

They wrapped themselves around the base of your testicles, cupping and supporting the small, but swollen pillar that started there.

“Natural, I guess. Human. Just one person doing something nice for another person and feeling pretty good themself while doing it.”

Your cock and balls were now completely encased in a lacing net of your step-sister’s fingers. Hidden beneath the veiling drift of a deflating island of bubbles. Hidden within this small,cramped bathtub, in this small, cramped apartment, far from all the prying eyes of those who might say that this should not be happening. She hadn’t asked or acknowledged. Had been doing nothing but describing her acts of pleasuring others, in fact. Yet her thumbs closed in behind and you were fully encircled by the hands of your only step-sibling. Jenny began moving that two-handed grip up and down… slowly, gently… and you felt the breath you’d been holding for what seemed like the last five minutes, leak out in tiny gasps.

She kept talking in your ear. Subtle little whispers joined by the occasional nibble at your lobes.

“You can actually tell, when you’re touching their cocks. Can work out how good you’re making ‘em feel, just by licking this or squeezing that. It’s exciting!”

Her pace beneath the surface had been steadily increasing. That source of all your tension feeling as if it was already reaching its limits. So many sleepless nights having led up to this moment.

“You can feel when they’re getting close. If it’s in your hands, or throat, or even between your tits. Can feel it twitching and throbbing and getting even more swollen. And then the messy bit afterwards is just another thing to like about it, really. It’s like a reward for all your hard work. Let’s you know you’ve earned it.”

Somewhere in that little essay, you had already lost yourself. Melting into your step-sister’s hands as your little hips spasmed back against her. It had all gone so quickly. Been such a short burst of release that you could hardly believe it had happened. Yet, before you could absorb it at all… she had hopped out from behind you. Grabbing the only towel to go sort out her hair in the bedroom. Leaving you lying in a puddle of lukewarm water… small strings of white substance drifting and dissolving away from you.


Chapter 9

The next day, you again found yourself stuck behind the counter of that apparently clientless little business enterprise, while Skeg, Rod and Dave were being entertained by your step-sister. Was this just going to be your life now? Trapped in fidgeting boredom as your mind mulled over everything they could be doing to her… and everything that she had done to you, last night. Somehow the scope of the former and minutia of the latter seemed to stretch on equally infinitely through the storms in your skull. You had barely been able to sleep a wink last night, feeling her breath upon the back of your neck as she snored away contentedly. No mention had been made of what had occurred beneath the stirring surface of that bathwater. You’d eaten together and watched flickering television and then lain down next to each other without a single hint that anything had changed. It almost made you believe that you’d imagined the entire thing… that your step-sister hadn’t reached around and jerked you off until you came, sat naked together in a soup bowl of taboo.

Over the top of all that were the more general fears of what you’d do if a customer actually did show up. And what if they recognised you were an eighteen year old boy wearing especially short, denim shorts and a flowery blouse. A crossdressing runaway who was supposed to be packing his bags right now to catch an flight across the atlantic toward the prestigious university your step-father had picked out. In fact, so embroiled were you in all these contesting worries that you almost missed the ringing bell which announced the opening of the shop’s front door. Fortunately… the lady who came in was already yelling before you even got a chance to see her. Your natural timidity bringing a hide-or-flight reflex that stalled somewhere between running immediately for the stairs and ducking behind the counter. Leaving you actually just stranded on your little stool like a rabbit in the headlights, facing the full brunt of a verbal assault not meant to be aimed at you.

“That’s it old man! I’ve waited long enough… you better have that 200 dollars you owe me or I’m going to start swinging at windows and then shove this so far up your-”

The woman’s tirade faltered mid flow when, in brandishing the large and sturdy looking baseball bat she was wielding… she realised the face she was waving it toward wasn’t the one she was expecting.

“Wait… Who the fuck are you?” She deftly redirected into, all the anger dropping out of her voice immediately. To be replaced with just mild, confused amusement. Never had you known someone switch between 100% fury and a chuckling smile so quickly… Somehow it scared you even more. She swung the bat back down just as easily, leaning on it like a cane and allowing you a moment to climb down from abject panic. Tall-heeled boots led their way up to tight-leather pants, topped off by an open checkered shirt and just a bra. Her hair was black and wavy, dragged out of her face by a wide bandana… but a certain shape to her nose was already seeming familiar.

“I-I’m Jo… Mr Skeg told me to- I’m just supposed to sit here while... He’s upstairs with my step-sister… I can-”

None of your attempts at escape by communication seemed to be landing. Surprisingly, nothing in all your years of extensive home-tutoring and strict, private education had prepared you for what to do if a quite attractive lady runs at you with a baseball bat. She seemed to have got the jist, though.

“Sister, eh? ...Cute.” You didn’t quite know what was cute, in her eyes. The twenty-something was looking you up and down with measured predation. Like an eagle deciding whether you were enough of a morsel to bother swooping down for.

“Well, Jo… Could you go up there and tell my no-good daddy that Nancy wants him… though, maybe don’t mention the bat.”

She looked at you expectantly… but some suicidal part of your mind was still trapped in the feeling of responsibility over the duty you’d been given.

“Errm, but… I’m supposed to watch the shop… You can just go up… if you want?”

The threatening presence smiled, especially sweetly.

“Don’t you worry about that… I expect I’ve had a good deal more practice running this place than you have. I’ll make sure nothing gets broken… yet.”

Then she glanced up at the staircase to the apartment with a very different look… and said with a faraway tone:

“I’ve a few too many memories up there… to want to go back.”


Chapter 10

You scurried up the stairs as fast as you could, desperate to escape from the piercing eyes of that woman. She scared you in a way only one other person ever had: your step-sister. Seeming to contain that same, barely-contained chaotic energy which meant you could never quite tell what she might do next. The predictably terrible such as Skeg or your mother and step-father were one thing… but how could you face up to these fey beauties who seemed able to just reject all social norms and do exactly as they saw fit?

You pushed through the apartment door, already knowing you were going to regret what you saw on the other side. Your step-sister was sprawled out naked on the brand new beanbag that Dave had brought this morning: a ‘moving in’ present it hadn’t taken much to guess had ulterior motives behind it. The giver himself, and his tight-lipped companion, were stood over her head… both with their cocks in hand. You thought for a moment that that was the worst of it, until the grunting sounds of Skeg drew your attention to that half-crouching body. The man’s back was towards you, with those oh-so recognisable legs sticking out and around his thrusting body. With a burbling gasp you genuinely tripped over the last step up through the doorway, ending up flat on the faux-wood floor. Shaking arms lifted you back up to reaffirm the unbearable: Those were your step-sibling’s perfect limbs, waggling unsuitably in the sunlight… as the ugly, old landlord pumped away at the hips between them. Throughout it all, you’d never thought she’d let them… It was only the third day you’d been here! How could that disgusting pervert have already wormed his way inside her sacred-?!

Everyone was looking at you as if you were the shocking sight here. A varied selection of grins and sneers of which you could only latch onto your step-sister’s herself, when she leaned up from her compromised position to ask:

“Are you alright Jay-Jay? Why’d you come running in like that?”

Again, there was no reference, sign or consideration to the fact she was currently being invaded right before your eyes. No indication that she’d think this scene might in any way shock or upset you. She was concerned that you’d fallen over… not that you’d walked in on the person you held most precious in all the world being fucked and masturbated over by three still veritable strangers. Nothing made sense anymore. So all you could do was hold onto the things that you could understand.

“Umm… Mr Skeg, there’s a lady… Nancy… downstairs. She seems a bit… upset.”

Not mentioning the bat was about all you could do for yourself. Some small voice in the back of your head was rather desperately hoping he might end up on the wrong end of it. The shopkeep did not seem particularly fazed by this information, though.

“Oh, is she back already? Knows just when to come, that daughter o’ mine…”

He chuckled, dryly. Aiming a meaningful look at the other two men, who seemed to enjoy the joke.

“Well, you’ll have to tell her to wait. I ain’t done ‘ere yet… and neither’s your sis, Rod or Davey. Wouldn’t be right, ta leave em all hanging!”

He then proceeded to resume bucking his hips forward and back, earning a surprised, little ‘ooh’ from Jenny. A moaning sound of pleasure that near rent your heart in two. Dave had moved forward to help you back to your feet, a hand you gladly accepted… until you realised his large and swollen penis was still swinging freely near your chest height. The meaty appendage near hypnotised you by its size and proximity… you’d never even really seen someone else’s up close. Especially not a full-grown man’s one. It seemed to twitch and wink at you in a horrifying manner, bursting from the man’s open boxers in a way yours most certainly didn’t.

Only the fear of Nancy and her bat managed to shake you loose of that stunned fascination. Your erstwhile landlord did not seem to be taking the situation seriously at all. Was he not worried what she might do to the shop… or you, if you went back down empty-handed? The whole scenario was making you feel quite nauseous with anxiety… You held onto Dave’s arm for dear life, brought over to stand between him and Rod and look down upon your own, panting twin. Just who were these people, and was this the sort of life they led day in, day out?! It all seemed so very overwhelming.


Chapter 11

It was a strange thing… to stand over the naked form of your ‘twin’. Watching the bouncing, mechanical physicality of her body as it was invaded. The way her entire musculature; from legs, to stomach, to arms stretched out for balance; ebbed and flowed in a display of what was occurring within her. It was eerily beautiful… to watch this unveiled shape, which you had spent such a long time trying to imagine and envision; suddenly laid out and presented in all its lewdest reality. You could barely bring yourself to look further, on to where Skeg was actually entering the pink flower between your step-sibling’s thighs. Yet, somehow the entire tableau did not revolt you so much as captivate you in sordid fascination. All the complicated feelings you felt for your step-sister, exacerbated by what had happened between you last night, were tangled up in watching her being used by this pot-bellied old man to throw his veiny cock into, again and again.

She stared up straight back at you. That distorted mirror of yourself who you saw as the far more ideal and attractive version of the template. Blushing cheeks and panting breaths told you she had been enjoying this invasion for quite some time now, sparking her nerves up to hyper-heightened levels. Beaming up at you all the uncomplicated, honest bliss she was earning from this unsavoury, unseemly interaction. As if she wanted to include you in what she was experiencing, unabashed that you were her brother and that all the world might more than frown at this entire situation. Her breasts bouncing with every penetration, Jenny reached up and grabbed hold of your ankles. Using you as an anchor point for her to more readily accept the heaving thrusts of this man she had put you both into the hands of. There was some hint of apology in that gaze, perhaps: ‘I hadn’t planned for you to see me like this so soon’ but, that was as far as it went. Your step-sibling made no attempts to hide how happy she was to be lying there, sweating. Wrapping her knees around Skeg to pull him in deeper and eyeing up the other cocks above her in salivating glory. Within your tightly constricting shorts, things stirred in deeply unsettling conversation with that look of open hunger.

Yet, that Fury downstairs with her wooden weapon still ate upon your fears. The fact that no-one seemed to be taking her seriously, something you were sure would end up blamed on you. Unable to summon the courage to challenge this act unfolding before you in general, and yet unbelieving quite what you were about to say… you found yourself saying it anyway:

“C-can you go a bit faster, Skeg? I really think Miss Nancy wants to speak to you…”

The grunting man grinned as if he’d just caught you revealing the most humiliating of weaknesses.

“Want to see your sis get properly stirred up, eh? Knew you had’ta be some kind of nympho too. Why don’tcha help out Rod and Dave there...? That’ll speed things up!”

“What? N-no I... can’t-”

You couldn’t spit the words out at all before the large arm of Dave, which you had still been clinging to in anxiety… began to move.

“Here, Prettiness… Just do it like this.” He said, in kind and gentle tones. Wrapping his much larger hand around your own and guiding it to his shaft.

“I bet a shy gal like you’s never even touched one before… Just give ‘im a squeeze and move up and down with me…”

I have touched one before… was all you could think, before you had that fleshy girth of another man in your grip. Though it was certainly nothing near the size of this. On the other side, Rod had also wordlessly taken control of your soft and dainty fingers, wrapping them around his less thick, but more lengthy, phallus. You felt yourself boil over in redness as both men began to move their own hands, dragging yours along with them. Your step-sister stared up at you with a distinctly curious look on her face as you were forced to jerk off two strangers, high above her. All you could do was focus on that view of her naked, pulsating form as your own limbs and digits were used as accessories to her own theatrical debasement.

Before long the two men had released their guiding grips and left you just masturbating them in space, all of your own accord. There seemed little point in stopping now… they would only return that insistence. So instead you stood there on your own two feet, dressed in your step-sister’s clothing and giving handjobs to those enjoying this vision of her. Waves of utter, grimy horror washed over you with every second… but at the same time some part of you seemed to revel in it. Imagining if your step-father, or mother, or teachers, or bullies could see you now… so far from the perfect, little straight-A student boy you were supposed to be. Within that tighter and tighter growing denim, your little cock throbbed in answer to the calls these much more fitting examples were giving. Your step-sister was right. You could feel the ever-growing pleasures within them. The blood pumping through veins beneath the grip of your palms. The fact that it was someone else’s pleasure adding a whole new alien level to the experience.

You heard the grunting, moaning crescendo of Jenny and Skeg as both of them reached their climaxes, one after the other. Then felt an answering moment of euphoria within the two pillars under your own charge. A confusing surge of pride as they both sprayed their own spurting fountains of viscous, white substance onto that target far below. You kept going until every last twitching eruption had occurred, coating your step-sibling’s face in strings of sticky goop. Then could only stand there, grip loosening… in full comprehension of what you’d done. Your fingers unravelled, but could not quite let go, of the men you had just jerked off. While there before you, her eyes squeezed shut… was an abstract painting of your step-sister: Splashed with the filthy offerings you’d earned for her.


Chapter 12

“So this is where you’ve got to…” An amused voice announced, walking in on the scene at hand. Apparently Nancy had got bored enough of waiting to get over her hangups about entering the flat. The bat was still with her, but currently being bounced along in a less about-to-be-used sort of way. She pushed it forward to lean on, two-handed, as she calmly inspected the mess that had been made of your step-sister in the centre of the room.

“I see you’ve found another keen pair of little helpers here, Dad.”

Skeg pulled himself free of Jenny, his deflating cock still glistening a little with a mix of his semen and her juices. You were horrified all over again to realise he’d cum in your step-sibling without any signs of a condom, as he wiped himself clean on her inner thigh. The old man didn’t seem to have any problem having his penis hanging free in front of his own daughter, making no move to go find wherever his pants had ended up.

“Don’t get like that Nance… this’s charity. They didn’t have nowhere else ta go, or no money to live on. I’m just helpin ‘em get set up, is all.”

“Uh-huh.” Said the twenty-something, expressing exactly as much faith in that statement of generosity as might be expected. “And I suppose, since you’ve just taken in these extra mouths to feed out the kindness of your heart- I should give you an extra break on those two-hundred bucks you owe me?”

The young woman spoke with the dry cynicism of someone who’d heard every excuse in the book by now, this being not the lamest attempt he might have given before by far.

Skeg glanced at the bat for the first time. Choosing magnanimously not to bring it into conversation. “No, no… not at all… I can give that to you right now, actually. Can’t I boys?”

This last part was directed at Rod and Dave. Who, with only minor grumbles of assent, then began searching for their wallets in unzipped jeans. You, however, realising you had a moment spare and no-one was going to get immediately bashed over the head… let go of their penises at last and ran to grab some tissues from the bathroom. Returning to see the two men handing $100 a piece to the surprised-looking Nancy. Meanwhile you scooted in next to your step-sister’s head and began helping her clear off a little of the gunk obscuring her vision, letting her sit up a little and open her eyes.

“So why are these two idiots covering for your debts? Even they’re not stupid enough to lend you something for nothing anymore.” The presumable Miss Skellins counted the money carefully, before stuffing it straight in her bra. The ample amount of flesh there presumably offering her most secure of placements where compared to the ridiculous tightness of her pants.

“None of your business-” Skeg was halfway through saying, before Rod cut in with an uncharacteristic burst of vocabulary: “Services rendered and investment in future opportunities.” He chuckled in a cigarette-stained croak, looking down on you and your step-sister with a toothy smirk.

“Ah…” Replied the woman, joining in on the smirk. “That makes more sense…” She didn’t seem particularly fussed by the idea of her father offering access to his new tenants to pay off his debts though. Once again you were struck with the idea that there were a wholly different set of rules for what was acceptable around here, compared to the part of society you’d come from. People did what they wanted, behind closed doors… as long as it didn’t put me out of pocket.

“Well they are cute… I’ll give you that.” Nancy sighed, perusing the cum-cleaning pair of you as if her father had just got a new pair of gerbils. “Maybe I’ll start popping around again, now and then… just to check up on them.”

Skeg’s face seemed to break out in the widest and most genuine smile you’d yet seen. As if some flicker of actual hope had finally pierced his crusty, twisted heart. “Anytime! You know my door is always open to my baby girl. Me an’ the boys are seriously looking out for ‘em, best we can. Keeping ‘em safe as could be, ain’t we lads?”

Both the other men nodded eagerly, putting a stitch of confusion in your heart. You wanted not to believe them. To think they were really all three monsters, just taking advantage of you and your step-sister’s predicament. But it wasn’t so simple as that… nothing was simple.

Nancy offered another ‘hmmm’, showing a similar pattern of measured distrust. She turned to head for the door though, letting her father escort her out… once he’d hopped his trousers back on. You could hear him chattering excitedly with her, all the way down the stairs. As if he hadn’t had a chance to talk openly to his own child in a long, long time.


Chapter 13

An hour or so later… you still hadn’t had a moment to collect your thoughts together over what had just happened. Skeg had remained downstairs to actually run his own bloody shop for a bit, but Rod and Dave had just stayed hanging around the flat… as if it was as much their space as yours. You had ended up sandwiched between them on the couch, watching an endless stream of vacuous daytime television. Feeling hemmed in and towered over even when you were all sat down. Your step-sister was laid out across all your knees, having slipped her panties back on, but nothing else. The soft curves of her butt coming to rest directly on your crotch while one man unconsciously squeezed and groped her chest and the other ran a hand up and down her inner thigh.

Of course, it wasn’t long before two cocks escaped their zippers once more. Jenny slid one of these into her cheek and ran her lips back and forth across it all while really just watching the flickering screen. You were beginning to realise that using her body to arouse these men was already as natural to her as breathing. That was why the deal she’d made for this apartment barely seemed a heavy price at all, to her. Down the other end, Rod was even making use of her feet… crossing them over and holding the toes as he slid their smooth, curving arches up and down his erection. Trapped in the middle of all of this, you felt so utterly out of place… in a jail of casual travesty. Yet, beneath your own step-sibling’s crotch, where it lay resting upon your lap… your own penis was still railing against the rough fabric of its own bonds. You prayed she could not feel it. Prayed that she didn’t know that it had stayed that way ever since you had held those other two phalluses yourself, and sprayed them down upon her bucking form. But, that bond between you as twins seemed to backfire now: She knew… and she knew, you knew, she knew.

When the home invaders finally left, off to actually do… whatever lines of work they supposedly did all day; you were left alone with the step-sibling who had waved them off. She stalked back toward the couch with a wickedly-wide grin upon her face, breasts bouncing freely. The girl wasted no time at all in jumping up onto your lap, straddling you while facing you and looking down through that valley of her own tits. The body-pinning unfairness of this position, where she had you between her knees and could threaten to smother against her chest at any moment… set your whole mind reeling. This was not how brothers and step-sisters interacted with one another, but then neither was anything else that had happened over the last few days. Your little penis stung where it was trapped within the lacy net of yet another pair of her panties. Trying desperately to push its way out through them and button-popping denim toward the tantalising-close fork of her legs. You could smell the scent of other men’s cum on her, along with the alluring pheromones of a young woman’s sweat and recently-liberated juices. You’d never known a girl could make the air around her taste like that… not unpleasantly stale or sordid, but just freshly fleshy and human.

She smiled a smile full of unsuitable thoughts and memories, thanking you dearly for coming along on this adventure with her. “Jo! You just jacked off two guys onto my face! That was so hot! I’m so proud of you!”

Hearing her state it out loud just compounded the statement into reality. You had indeed done that. You could still feel the friction of them against your palms. See the look of delight on her face as it had began to rain white and warm splatters. But you didn’t have a moment to assess why on earth that might make her proud of you, before she was pushing the point home with a kiss.

Her tongue drove in directly to the back of your mouth, nearly choking you in surprise. Yet, as soon as it began tangling with your own, your body reacted on an instinct of eagerness and long, long restrained wants. She gripped either side of your face in slender hands and pushed her body down against yours, melding you with the back cushions of the couch. Your own arms faltered, for a second… before wrapping themselves around her back. Closer and closer, her divided knees came: to grinding that fork between her legs against your own. You could barely find air through your nose, but would have gladly suffocated just to keep that moment going for a little longer. This was your step-sister. Your womb-sharer. The other half of your soul. For so long you had wanted nothing more than to feel those soft lips against yours. If all it had taken was to paint those lips with some other men’s spunk… was that really so steep a price? You thought you could probably taste them. A meaty saltiness to her breath as she sucked your tongue back into her own warm, wet cavern for a while. But this was your first kiss… with anyone, ever. Every aspect of it was imprinting itself as the most wonderful thing ever within your mind. If other men’s semen was simply what your step-sister’s mouth tasted like, then that was more than fine with you. She was your everything. You would do anything to make her happy.


Chapter 14

You stayed like that for half an hour at least. Just embroiled with one another, making out like only those in their late teens can. Dedicating yourselves to the most thorough exploration of the other step-sibling’s face as possible. It was almost impossible to think: that taking two other men’s cocks in hand was what had won you this wonder. Just as coming here in the first place and watching Jenny offer herself to Skeg had given you the chance to share a bathtub alone with her. Try though you might... it was hard not to see the connections there. See the direction she was leading you both down and the hidden desires she was perhaps still keeping hidden. This ‘deal’ seemed to be changing all the time. Growing more and more one-sided, because it almost seemed like she was actually pushing down on the other side of the scales. She was proud of you for jacking off Rod and Dave on to her own face. What did that mean? Did she want you to be more involved with… that side of things?

Your ‘twin’ broke off the kiss for a moment, her breath coming in raggedy gasps. She looked down on you from her position of power, mounted upon your lap and with her naked breasts just tantalising inches from your own salivating mouth.

“You make such a beautiful little step-sister…” She giggled in a dizzy-from-headrush sounding way. Admiring how the clothes she’d picked out for you clung to your small, effeminate form. Her hands were upon your shoulders now, in a tight and levering grip. The outfit she was referring to had just shrunk into comfortable familiarity by now. The idea that you might one day be able to wear your own, more masculine clothes again seeming to have already faded far by the wayside. So quickly wearing skirts and frilly blouses; the padded bras and secondhand panties she pulled out for you; it all just seemed so normal and routine. Embarrassing still… a little humiliating even. But a sort of background humiliation that you simply accepted and put up with. It was only times like right now: when the last swelling vestiges of your manhood were straining against clothing not designed to hold them, that you really remembered you were wearing them at all.

That feeling of friction and constraint was increasing though, as she continued to grind her hips against you while dipping in and out for further, fleeting kisses. The buttons on the front of those tight, tight jean-shorts digging in to you with an awful combination of pleasure and pain. You felt her teeth upon your earlobe and found an echoing sharpness of discomfort and wonder. It was only when you heard the little moans she was whispering through that crushing embrace, that you realised what was truly happening. She was using you as a scratching post. A rubbing place. A tree to scratch the animalistic itch that always seemed to be boiling between the thighs of your insatiable kin. She shoved her tongue down your throat once more and you could feel the pressure and desperation building up behind it. Your step-sister pushed you further and further back, into the dislodging embrace of the sofa cushions. Her knees and hips following as she mashed herself into you harder and harder.

Meanwhile your own poor erection was feeling nothing if not battered. Unable to stretch out and stiffen in any of the ways it wanted. Cursed by the endless frustration of those unrelenting buttons and the general restriction of netted lace and rough denim. You needed to reach down and undo the damn things… but there was simply no chance to. The bucking creature riding you kept her crotch glued against them like a vacuum-seal, and it was made obvious your hands were required to be fastened to her hips... lest she lose that precious balance of rhythm. You were a throne to be ground against, not a lover in equality. That much you understood perfectly. Though you were fairly certain Jenny hadn’t set out to use you so, simply being swept up in her own desires to remember who you were. You could feel a deep shudder beginning to take hold, deep within the recesses of her pelvis.

She leaned back from you and let her weight hang loose in your supporting arms. Several large, spasming convulsions seemed to roll up through her entirety, starting from that place where your two forms met. To you, she looked like an angel. Floating there, bare chested. In a moment of pure bliss. Some strange inner part of you cracked and overflowed, knowing you had caused such a well of release and pleasure in this one you loved so much. With a gasp, you felt yourself peak too… though in a way you never had before. Though barely able to swell to half the length it possibly could… and only given the second-hand friction of her silky underwear being rubbed upon denim and metal… You felt several spurts of sticky goop empty out into what little space they could find in there. It felt so majestically disgusting, to soil yourself so… Then be trapped there, wilting, in the mess of it. She toppled back forward and then dragged you down with her, ending up in a dog-pile embrace laid out. Her long, blonde hair fell about you and she squeezed up to you cheek to cheek, seeming to fall asleep then and there. So that was how you spent the afternoon, entwined in your ‘twin’… wearing a spunk-filled set of her panties, slowly cooling.


Chapter 15

You woke up early the next morning still on that sofa. Still wrapped in the arms of your twin. Still wearing those stained and crusty shorts and panties. That last part made you feel unsurprisingly grimy, but there had seemed no time to get changed. The whole rest of the afternoon yesterday had become a blur of dipping in and out of consciousness: napping together, then making out, then watching more junk tv, then making out some more. The fact that both your bodies were just lurid, sweaty messes throughout had only seemed to add to the sense of world-dismissing comfort.

Now, though… you needed a shower. And were sort of glad, in a way, to be able to do so while your step-sister slept away. She would almost certainly have complicated matters, in one way or another. You wanted some space and running water to gather your thoughts in.

She had used you to get herself off with! Surely that had to mean something… Had to add some colour to where all this was heading. Where all her constant teasing was leading you. Or was it all just down to how overflowingly horny those constant interactions with Skeg and his friends were making her? Were you just the make-do solution when they finally left you both alone?

You stripped down and clambered into the rusting, old bathtub… the memory of her hands taking charge of you beneath a soapy surface instantly springing forth once more. She’d said you made a ‘beautiful little step-sister’! Was that what she wanted from you: Another effeminate confidante with which she could share her own twisted joy in this sluttily submissive lifestyle? Could you cope with that? Could you stand being nothing but an occasional accessory, if it meant seeing how happy those older men’s attentions made her? That wide, wide smile she’d worn as you splattered it with someone else’s ejaculate had almost made the whole experience worth it. Waking up an erection you had been trying hard to resist.

Shaking the image loose, you ran a hand across the back of your freshly-washed calves. A slight hint of stubble was already beginning to make itself known. It wasn’t as if you had been particularly hairy at all, back when you had actually been able to live as a boy… but the smooth and silky feeling after Jenny had first shaved you had been an unlooked-for pleasure among the entire process. Wanting to feel independent in this constant act of theatre, you dug out her bright-pink razor and set to work. Perhaps she’d rest an arm upon them later, and be amazed at their recovered smoothness?! While you were digging within her washbag… you also decided it might help if you gave a little make-up a go. She had slid lines around your eyes, powdered your cheeks and painted your lips so many times over the years… but you had never tried it yourself.

The first few attempts needed wiping clear immediately. You had chosen colours far too bright and garish, then applied it all so clumsily… that even a clown working nights at a cheap whorehouse might well have laughed you out the door. Eventually, however, you managed some hint of amateur subtlety: Thin black eyeliner that only wobbled slightly. A little bit of blush upon cheeks that regularly made their own, and a set of baby-pink lips that you were actually quite proud of. Then you headed through to the bedroom and found you suddenly had free reign over the vast and varied collection of clothes your step-sister had brought over from that distant, previous life. It suddenly struck you that, not half a week ago, the realisation that none of your own garments had been deemed fit to make the journey… had left you in wells of terror. Yet now, the prospect of picking out your own crossdressing aspect actually put a little skip in your step, and flutter in your heart. Was it just an eagerness to show Jenny you could be exactly who she wanted you to be? Or did the swish and freedom of feeling a breeze between your legs hold a delight all of its own for you now? There was something just a little naughty about dressing up and playing pretend, right before these older men’s eyes. Intimidating but invigorating, too. Holding on to a secret with just the flimsiest cotton veils flowing over it. You worried it might become addictive…

Still, you picked out the prettiest pink summer-dress you could find. One that matched your new lipstick almost perfectly. Combined with a pair of brown tights you thought you could almost go pantiless… Just in case Jenny decided she wanted to rub up against you again... You chickened out of that plan, though. Not trusting that one of the three perverts wouldn’t steal a glimpse under the hem of your dress at some point. Your step-sister’s underwear collection was a treasure trove to raid, however. You soon found a silky-feeling thong with enough room in the front to tuck your genitalia into, at least. The new experience of having only the thinnest strip of material riding up between your buttcheeks was delightful. Another little secret you could keep reminding yourself of, all day long.

With all that taken care of, you drummed yourself up some breakfast. Munching on yet more poptarts from where you could watch your step-sister sleep. It was really starting to seem not so bad… this predicament you’d landed in.


Chapter 16

Jenny slept on as you finished your breakfast and set about cleaning up the flat a little. Lying there naked and drooling as you bustled around that oh-so confined living space. You could not escape the urge to glance at her smooth, toned legs. Her panty-clad ass and leant upon chest-pillows. Under your own thigh-length dress, an embarrassing swelling just kept reappearing. Threatening you with unladylike urges to stand over her, watching. What would she do, if she woke up to find you stood there playing with yourself? The terrible thing was… you doubted she would mind at all. Meaning such an abuse of trust and dignity was held back only by your own sense of will and respect.

Eventually, you couldn’t stand it any longer. The chores had ran out. The only choice you had left was to take yourself away somewhere to cool off. You tiptoed down the stairs into Skeg’s shop, not quite sure what you were expecting to do when you got there.

“Well g’morning, little missy!” Came a friendly call, almost immediately. “I wuz wonderin’ when you or your step-sister might make a showing…”

The ugly, old creep was stood behind his counter, working on some complicated-looking piece of machinery splayed out in front of him. You had never actually seen him do anything towards the running of his business before… so the sight of him with spectacles on the end of his nose and a tiny screwdriver in hand put you slightly more at ease. Surely he was less likely to do anything awful while the shop was open and he was busy.

“Why don’t you come over ‘ere and I’ll show you how the till works, now that we’ve got the chance… If’n you intend to keep helping out, now an’ then?”

This encouraged you even more. While you were still not entirely happy about being left down here while he and his friends fucked your step-sister all day… If it was going to happen, you’d at least prefer to know what on earth you were supposed to be doing! Besides, some small part of you was missing the chance to learn something new every day. School might’ve been hell… but studying you had actually always enjoyed.

The morning passed quite quickly and was actually surprisingly fun. Skeg was actually a laidback and patient teacher, whose only fault really was a blatant habit of ogling your slender body whenever the opportunity arose. He was clearly impressed by how fast you picked up the operations of the shop, from selling the various parts and tools that lined the walls to locating and signing out the larger bits of equipment stored in the garage and yard out back. You got quite used to him sliding a hand down to squeeze one or another of your asscheeks while this was going on… and eventually just stopped bothering to bat it away. This brought a slyly content grin to his face as he watched you juggle with the unevenly-scrawled numbers in one of his log-books, groping away at those peachy lumps to his heart’s content.

“You really like to get things square an’ balanced, don’tcha?” He asked, watching as you painstakingly wrote out the whole page again in an attempt to make sense of it.

You nodded through a mouthful of pencil, running a ruler down the tables of figures.

“‘S just, that surprises me an’ all… Considerin’ how unfair you’ve bin being with your step-sister…”

This drew your attention, earning a confused and horrified glance up at the man. You would never! How had you possibly been treating her unfairly?!

Skeg grinned sheepishly, holding up his hands in the universal sign of ‘I’m just saying…’

“D’ya know how much it costs to rent even a shitty, little apartment these days… not to mention bills and food an’ all that. D’ya know how much that squares out to in blowjobs and pussy-poundin’s, round about?”

You screwed up your face into a scowl at hearing the ‘deal’ laid out so frankly like that… but had to admit: You actually had no idea what the relative worth of either of those equations were. You had never really had to pay for anything in your life.

“Some people pay a small fortune for… professional escorts and stuff…” You offered, remembering some overheard, boasting gutter talk from the locker room back at school.

“Not round ‘ere they don’t…” Skeg countered, leering grin intensifying. “Half the ladies down this road’d suck my cock for twenty bucks.”

You were pretty sure that was an exaggeration… In fact you wouldn’t be surprised if even the most desperate prostitute would raise her prices for going anywhere near this particular gap-toothed specimen. But… he was right, you had seen two strangers going at it like rabbits in an alleyway, even as your cab had just arrived in this neighbourhood. Things were certainly different here.

“I’m just saying… you’ve left her a lot of work ahead of her, just to keep yous two safe… a lot of work for one young lady to do by herself, on her knees…”


Chapter 17

You knelt down behind the counter, down onto the cold linoleum flooring. Down so that your pretty, pink dress rode up around you. Down to where your face was level with the bulging crotch of the old man’s grease-stained jeans. He wasted no time in unzipping and opening them…

Even now, you almost couldn’t believe he’d persuaded you to do this. He’d played you like a fiddle. Picking and plucking at your apparently all-too obvious admiration for your step-sister. ‘It wasn’t too much to ask, really… when she did so much and more?’ ‘It was just about sharing the load a little.’ ‘Five minutes and done with.’ You knew you were being manipulated… but that didn’t make it any less true. Your step-sibling was doing everything she possibly could to make this work and keep you both safe from having to return to that awful, hollow house and all its awful, hollow people. How could you lie next to her, night after night, knowing that you were leaving all that weight upon her shoulders. It must be exhausting, giving her body over to this insatiable creep and his pervy friends, day after day. That’s why she was still up there now… snoring away. The more you thought on it, the more you grit your teeth. You had to do this… for her.

Skeg grinned down. His gnarly, old cock hanging out, just inches from your face. You could smell it already... though the scent wasn’t nearly as bad as you thought it might be. Meaty and sweaty, but overshadowed by some boot polish-like soap that surely only middle-aged men nearing their 50s would consider buying. It dangled floppily towards you atop a grey-fuzzed pair of testicles, yet was already beginning to show signs of swelling life. ‘He must be getting off on watching how squeamish I’m being’ you thought, fighting the urge to shrink away from the ugly-looking thing as it rose up to stare at you: eye to eye. ‘Would he be waving it toward me so eagerly if he knew I was a boy?’

It was a question you honestly were not sure about. Your general impression of society’s views on homosexuality were mainly based off of private school bullying… which found it mostly just a hilarious thing to throw around at any boy more small, timid and slender than the average. This certainly wasn’t the first time you’d had a penis shoved in your face… though you didn’t think many of the previous owners had actually wanted you to suck it. Though some of them had seemed to try on that hilarious joke anytime they could get away with it, which perhaps said more about them than about you. Perhaps, once or twice, you’d almost considered it… when they’d cornered you alone in the locker room and no-one else was watching. Thinking maybe it might make the teasing stop… or more likely just make it worse.

Skeg was glaring at you expectantly. You couldn’t stall out any longer. You opened up your mouth and let out a trembling tongue. It made contact with the purplish head of the thing and a shuddering wave of salty flavour washed over you. That meaty, sweaty, soapy smell and taste shot straight to the back of your throat and seemed to catch there. Suffusing through all of you and making you feel like you might never again be free of it. Yet, there was no point in turning back now… You completed that first, slow lick. Then went back for another, reaching out a hand to steady this fleshy thing you were attending to. This time starting all the way down at the base and sliding your most maneuverable muscle along every veiny inch. From there you could swish the tip of your attentions around the entire circumference of its helmet. Unwrapping the folds of foreskin that it was lifting free from.

You didn’t know if you were doing this right… Had nothing but a few dimly-remembered pornos and your step-sister’s previous exampling to go on. Yet, far above, Skeg gave a little hum of approval. You didn’t dare look at his face. Didn’t want to know what leer of sordid triumph watched over you from up there. But, somehow that small sound of contentment sent a flash of warmth across the back of your neck. At least someone was getting some enjoyment out of this. You ran your lips along the side of the shaft, feeling the waxy lubrication that your fresh lipstick allowed. You hadn’t really expected to be tasting what made up that particular shade off of the broadside of another man’s cock when you applied it… but guessed you certainly weren’t the first in the world to do so. It felt so decidedly… whorish. To be down here, just tucked out of sight from an open door onto the street. Kissing the genitalia of someone who effectively served as your landlord, employer and guardian. A continuation of that slightly dirty excitement in dressing yourself up as a girl. This wasn’t so bad… when you just got down to the simple mechanics of it. You just concentrated on the task at hand and shoved all those complicating, humiliating extra thoughts away. You were doing this for her. That was all that mattered. You were paying back just a little of the debt you owed. Who cared what anyone else might think!


Chapter 18

That thick, meaty slice of Skeg slid in and out of your mouth. Stretching into one cheek or another with steady, thrusting insistence. One of his hands had tangled into the soft, blonde hair at the back of your skull to act as an anchor and he had taken over all control over the rhythm of the situation. It was oddly reassuring… to feel that steadying grip there, and let him just take what pleasure he could from your obediently accommodating face-hole. All you had to do was wrap your lips around that swollen lump of another man, keeping your teeth out of the way and letting the musky smell and flavour wash down toward the back of your throat. It made you want to gag a little: that all-too human torrent of alien tastes and sensations, but really wasn’t intolerable as experiences went. You thought, perhaps, that other boys might find the humiliation and capitulation of it worst of all… but you were not like other boys. You had been humiliated plenty. This was just another trial to suffer through.

You felt Skeg tense up for a moment. The little bell of the shop door had just rang. Someone had come in! Suddenly you were trembling again, ears pinned to the sound of approaching footsteps. Who was it?! Would they be able to see what was happening over here behind the counter?! What would they do if they caught you gulping down the cock of this ugly old shop-clerk in broad daylight?! Would they call the police?!

Skeg held onto your head, keeping himself buried inside. He shuffled forward a bit to push you further into the recess below the till, but did not allow for a second that you might spit him out and simply hide.

“Oh, hello…” Came a politely middle-class sounding voice. “Are you the owner? I’ve been having a bit of trouble with some DIY and a friend told me this sort of place might have what I need…”

The woman’s slightly out-of-place, but calmly normal-sounding voice sent you into spirals of nervous terror. She was a presence from the outside world. That other place of upstanding citizens and everyday rules of etiquette that you seemed to have left behind so long ago now. Yet, here you were… not half a metre away from her. Hidden only by a flimsy wall of composite wood and sucking off the man she was speaking to. It was a precarious knife-edge of emotional turmoil that you barely dared break by breathing.

Skeg didn’t seemed fazed in the slightest though… you heard him begin talking through the specifics of her problem with cheery gusto. While, at the same time, you felt his hips just subtly begin to thrust again. In, out. In, out. His penis seemed to throb itself even girthier as he gently continued utilising your mouth right in front of this customer. He pulled his hand up to show her something in a catalogue… but by now there was no way you could pull away. He was sliding himself further and further toward the back of your throat and your fear-frozen body would let you do nothing but kneel there and take it. Your fingernails dug painfully into the bare flesh of your thighs and the urge to cough or choke just grew and grew… but you COULD NOT let that happen!

Just then, another patter of footsteps echoed across the room. This time coming from the staircase at the back. In utter horror you squinted sideways to see Jenny hopping down those last few steps, with a clear view of everything transpiring. A grin as wide as dawn seemed to spread across her face, though she quickly directed this upwards and toward this new visitor.

“Oh, hello! Are you here to rent something from us?”

Her voice was sunny and smiling, as she hopped her barefooted way closer. Ending up right next to Skeg and with her knees blocking further views of you that might be possible from the side.

“Why yes, I think so…” Came the woman’s pleasantly-surprised reply. “Is this kind gentleman your father then? Do you help out with the family business?”

Jenny’s hand reached out below the table to brush against your cheek. She seemed almost to settle it upon the back of your neck… and encourage an answering bob to every thrust that said ‘father’ was making.

“Yup! I help a lot around here… and it seems like my twin step-sister is starting to too!”

The proud beaming of the customer could be heard in her voice, even over the blood boiling in your ears. “How wonderful! Your dad must be a very lucky man, to have such hard-working daughters. Though, you must make sure your step-sister catches up with you… if she’s not doing quite so much!”

That was the final straw. You heard a great, gargling choke burst forth from your own throat as your chin was doused in saliva and precum. Skeg was quick to cover it with a cough of his own though, and some vague babble about under-floor pipes. He distracted the woman with a final decision over her rental, then made arrangements to have it delivered to her by Rod in his van. She waved goodbye to Jenny as she headed toward the door, none the wiser at all about what had just occurred in front of her. While, under the counter… Skeg wrapped both of his hands behind your head and gave a final, vicious flurry of throat-filling thrusts. All you could do was hold on for dear life as he fucked your face like a watermelon on a stick, then gurgle back to life as he came long and hard, right down the back of your throat.

As soon as the shop door had rung closed again, your step-sister dived down to join you below. Skeg pulled himself free and allowed you to breath, still basting your tongue with sticky trails of semen as he did so. But your ‘twin’ barely let you catch two gasps of desperately-needed oxygen, before she was stealing that cream from your lips. She threw her tongue into a knot with yours, kissing the taste of another man’s cock from you with a passion you’d never even dreamed of. It nearly made the whole terrible experience worth it… to feel her press against you with such fierce, congratulating urgency. Nearly… 


Chapter 19

"She didn't even notice?!" Dave laughed, half in disbelief. Shaking his head at Skeg's third or fourth retelling of the story.

"Nope, even when little bouncy-tits here was tellin' her all about how much the pair of 'em help out around 'ere"

The balding, old shopkeep gave Jenny an encouraging smack across the ass in appreciation and punctuation of this. That was rapidly becoming his way of saying hello to either one of his teenage lodgers… and goodbye. And please or thank you, for that matter. The man seemed to be under the impression that there was no moment that couldn't be made better by a glowing patch of redness upon a perky, young asscheek.

"I still can't believe that this one had never sucked a cock before…" Offered the large-muscled guest, ruffling your hair like an impressing young athlete. "Must be some kind've natural."

Your head was buried in his lap, after all… As you lay lengthways across from the arm of the sofa. Across the way, in a much-mirrored position, your twin was keeping eye-contact as she lapped upon your landlord in turn. It had been several days since you had first tasted the flesh of another man, and somehow it had now just become part of the day-to-day routine of the apartment. If Skeg or his companions wandered in to lounge around and watch television: then you and Jenny would inevitably end up with gullets full of penis, for the duration. It didn't even seem to be about getting the release of an orgasm out of the way. If you made them cum before the show or movie ended, then you were just sort of expected to stay there… with a cheek full of deflating cock; Until the thing decided to rise back up again or they decided to jam it in one of your step-sister's other holes instead. It was as if the warmth and wetness of each of you had just become somewhere to store themselves.

The compliment on your abilities made you blush, and sent prickling sensations across the back of your scalp. You didn't want to think of yourself as becoming an accomplished fellatio artist… but, as with all things: If you were going to have to do it anyway, you might as well do it right. Your life had pretty much always been about desperately trying to live up to what other people wanted you to do. From your step-father, to your teachers and tutors, to even Nanny and your dear, dear step-sister. You needed their praise to make you feel like you had some place in the world, because otherwise you were just so lost and scared about everything. In some ways it was just so much more simple to have this one, fairly straightforward and physical task to focus on. It was quite easy to discern what was working and what wasn't, when it came down to movements of your tongue across the twitching head of a penis. You were being given plenty of time to practice and experiment, after all. It helped you to deal with all the surrounding worries and connotations if you simply looked at it like a maths problem, where you had to give the man in question as much pleasure as possible without thinking about anything else.

"Yeah, they're both born dicksuckers, 'at's fer sure..." Skeg picked up his train of thought, giving one of Jenny's barely-covered breasts a squeeze.

"She wuz right, though… We sure got lucky to find 'em. Seems like someone up there's finally givin' us a break, eh? Sendin' us a sunny afternoon, cuppla beers and a pair've soft-tongued angels to do what they does best. Makes me think things might finally be turning around…"

You could feel Dave beginning to reach his climax, awash with the joy of that sentiment. The swollen, throbbing staff you were working on giving off a thousand little signals that your efforts would soon be paid off in full. It was an oddly different thing, to be on the outside of those sparking nerve-endings. So close and involved with the building pressures within, but not experiencing them yourself. You had learned to slow down, at this point. To let the last few moments be savoured in edging delight. Before slurping and sucking with all your might, to earn that salty mouthful of proven success.

Across the way, you could see your step-sister had reached a similar point in proceedings. Every time you both had been surreptitiously, and without discussion, been trying to line up those ejaculations together. All part of the equally unspoken changing colours of the relationship between each of you. As those streams upon streams of warm, goopy fluid sent their overbearing flavour straight to the back of your throat… you knew your true reward wouldn't be far behind.

For there was clearly nothing your step-sibling loved more, than sharing a cum-filled kiss with you. The very idea seemed to send her leaping at you in a flurry of unkempt desire. You didn't understand why the notion of sharing another man's semen with her own one-hour-younger brother sent her into such fits of horniness. Didn't want to think about how this might be training you to associate that awful taste with the things you wanted most. But didn't care at all when it meant you got to roll around on the floor with a step-sibling at utter wits-end of desire over you. Her tongue carrying its own cargo of slightly-differing spunk as she churned it into foam against your own. The sight of you dressed in short-skirts and training bras... Sucking off these strangers who had no idea what you hid beneath them… Clearly did things for her that even the men themselves couldn't possibly manage.

That was what kept you dutifully bobbing your head into their laps, whenever they might want it: The secret knowledge that, in doing so, you were beating them in her affections. You were giving her something that they couldn't… and so wouldn't be left behind while she skipped over to let them slide in between her thighs once again.


Chapter 20

A week had passed. A week since you and your step-sister had left one world behind and joined another, with a whole different set of rules and expectations. You lay in bed and felt her arm drape lazily around your waist. The warmth and press of her naked body as she squeezed it up close to you, always the big spoon and embracing you as she would any of her other stuffed animals. A week in which you had began sharing everything with her: This bed, the bath, her clothes, the early-morning blowjob of your ever-present landlord… Now you had run your lips and tongue along the opposite side of a cock to her, there seemed little point in resisting or denying the sparks you felt every time she looked at you with those teasingly-glinting eyes.

You wanted her... wholly, and to yourself. That was what your heart screamed... And yet… Your mind and soul seemed to murmur different, terrible, secret additions. Truths, that you did not dare admit… even to yourself: That she wanted them. In as much as you were clearly not enough to satisfy all her raging desires. That if you truly wanted her to be happy, you would have to accept that other, wild and legs-open side to her. That you even found yourself drawn in, when they took her to the side and ravaged her. That you couldn’t help but watch, out of the corner of your eye… or listen on the far side of doors. Taking your own pitiful erection in hand and matching the pant of your breaths to the sound of her moans. It was incredible, to witness her sweating form be pitched back and forth by the muscular forms which shoved their way inside her from every angle they could. You could savour the image all day, hidden inside your head, as they finally felt done with her and settled down to let you lap the taste of your step-sibling’s juices from their descending spears. Your own little panty-clad excuse tucked away beneath a skirt or shorts or tights, throbbing with the excitement of it all.

Then of course… there was the even deeper whisper. Buried down behind every time you dutifully got down on your knees before them, or took one of those swollen pillars in hand. The laughable, obviously-false, patently absurd inkling... that perhaps you didn’t so much want her… as want to be her. Confident and sexy and so openly sure of everything you truly wanted. Feminine in the curvy, bouncing, flauntable way that your skinny, bony self could never actually be. Able to arouse those columns of flesh to attention with just a glance… and feel them slide on into the deepest recesses of your body... You didn’t want that. You did everything you were doing, because Jenny wanted you to. Because she had sacrificed so much to get you both away from the previous nightmare. You owed her everything she might ever want from you. She didn’t even need to ask.

There, in the darkness, she sent that caress smoothly across your waist. Rustling the sheets slightly, but never faltering in its progress. It slid down past your belly and across that dip above your pelvis, into the areas she had so carefully ran a razor across for you earlier. Behind you, you could already hear her breath catching. Feel her other arm moving where it stretched down between the fork of her own thighs. She had begun openly masturbating in this shared bed with you almost every night now, as if all the erotic happenings of each day were still not enough to quench the thirst inside of her. Listening to her moan and feeling her shuffle and writhe while still so close to you, in the otherwise clinging darkness of the night, was a thunderstorm of emotional reactions. Now she simply took your own genitalia into the equation as well. Soft, cool fingers clenching around your meagre manhood and stroking it into extended submission. It was hers, after all. Your whole body was hers. And she could choose when and how she claimed it forever.

Alone in the claustrophobic closeness of the night, neither of you made any sound but gasps and pants. She jerked you off at exactly the same pace as she was stroking herself, utilising both sets of pleasure receptors she claimed territory of. You lay your head back against her breasts and let the waves of pleasure wash over you. It was nothing like playing with yourself, to just let that other hand do its work upon your nerves. While knowing she was basically adding seasoning to her own efforts by using you. You felt the edge growing closer and closer as those fingers gripped tighter and the rhythm of their movements gained tempo. You were butter in her palm and grease to her wheels as she set you both sprinting toward the finish line. Then, in an instant, it was over. As the waves crashed upon the shore and roaring fell away from your ears. Several long streaks of semen shot out from in front of you, to presumably add another stain to already-crusty bed sheets. This was not a place where cleaning up was considered particularly necessary. This was a den of dirty, incestuous happenings. Where creatures crawled into still coated in other people’s leavings and collapsed into unsuitable positions together.

Your step-sister kissed the back of your neck. She kept hold of your hairless, little ballsack. You would both drift off to sleep better like that.


Chapter 21

The next morning, you once again found yourself behind the counter of Skeg’s shop while the man himself was busy with your step-sister. You were getting used to the role by now though, and quite enjoyed having a bit of time to yourself. There was always something to clean, or restock, or just work out what was and how to operate it. The manly world of manual labour and power tools had always been a long way from you, both physically and, well… spiritually. Yet reading through mouldy old manuals and then seeing how they corresponded with the dirty, dusty, rusting machines they belonged to… was actually quite fun.

The customers were nice too. They tended to look very surprised to see a little, blonde-pigtailed teenage ‘girl’ working here alone, but that seemed to open them up to want to talk to you. It made you feel a little strange to chat to these often twenty-something year old tradesmen, just getting started in one apprenticeship or another and unable to afford anything better than the weathered, old tat that Skeg had available. Each one seemed so much more full of genuine, positive energy and ambition than the ‘Daddy’s going to put me up in his business’ boys that you’d grown up with. It made you gulp to catch them surreptitiously casting glances up and down your legs, or at your ass when you reached up to grab something. More than one had actually asked for your number! You’d had to blushingly make excuses and try to steer the conversation away. Did you really look like such a convincingly pretty girl that even non-perverts were lured in?

Glancing up from what you were currently trying to brush all the sawdust out of, you smiled to see Nancy waltzing through the door. She had popped in several times since that first visit in fact, both while the shop was open and in the evenings. Just to say hello to you and Jenny and ‘keep tabs on her father’. You got the feeling there was something she didn’t trust about him and his deal with you… though she didn’t seem particularly fussed about seeing him balls deep in Jenny, or buried down your throat. Just what she thought he might do worse than that itched against your mind.

This time, though. It was you she was looking at in a curiously suspicious manner. Walking toward you slowly, as if measuring how you looked from every pace. A terrible idea started to enter your mind… even before she slid a local city paper across the counter, folded open at a particular article and set of black-and-white pictures that were distinctly familiar.

“That’s you… isn’t it?” She asked, eyes digging in beneath the carefully arranged hair and layers of makeup Jenny had applied to you today.

Even if you’d tried to deny it… the look on your face and horrified step back you took would surely have given the game away. How could you have been so stupid! You couldn’t possibly pass off as a girl. Of course your step-father would have put out pictures of you… though he’d try to keep it a secret from his own social circles. You were just an ugly, little crossdressing runaway who was going to be sent back and then sent away to some Swiss boarding school ‘to make contacts’. While Jenny was married off to a coke-snorting junior CEO of an up-and-coming Wall-Street firm as the sweetener on a business merger. All the terrible things that definitely didn’t happen to those born in the lap of luxury at the centre of the free world.

Nancy leant forward over the counter, pressing her elbows down upon it. You couldn’t help but notice the way this pushed out and displayed her magnificent cleavage… but were far more scared of that piercing gaze: Cutting right through to the back of your skull and pinning you back until your ass hit the wall.

“Lift up your skirt…” She commanded, as if requiring you provide evidence for your own execution.


Chapter 22

Your hands shook… but there was no point in putting off the inevitable. You had been told to do something, and it had always been easier to just go along with what you were told. Slowly. Tentatively. You lifted up the hem of the pretty, three layered thing you had picked out this morning. It’s purple, ruffled edges had called out to you and, at mid-thigh, was actually one of the longer items your step-sister actually owned. You had thought that it was safe. That any unforeseen bulges would be hidden. Yet, here you were: Lifting it up to expose that pitiful lump at the front of your step-sister’s borrowed panties. The incriminating evidence inside seemed to throb a little, just under the pressure of Nancy’s stare.

She stood there, leaning forward, for several moments. Just admiring that little change in contours as you squirmed on the spot. She didn’t say anything… but suddenly turned and walked back to the door of the shop. The already intimidating woman was dressed all in black today: leather pants and a torn-sleeved t-shirt. She clicked the latch closed and flicked the hanging sign around to agree. Then she stomped back over towards you, thick-heeled boots commanding the room. She paused at the bottom of the stairs up to your apartment, listening for a second. Telltale echoes of yelping moans could just about be heard leaking down. Apparently satisfied, the twenty-something year old beauty advanced on you again… this time not allowing any wooden barriers between you.

“Panties too- drop em.” Her voice was flat and calm… not cruel, but without a hint of doubt that its orders would be followed.

Heart beating ever faster, you hastened to obey. Wriggling free of the treacherous things with a chest full of terror and shame. Was she going to make you strip completely? As some kind of defence for all womankind from this pretender in their midst? Was she going to drag you back to your parents like that: naked and by the pigtails?! You didn’t know anything about what was going on behind those dark, dark eyes… but you knew where all the power was in this situation. You always bowed before power.

“Up. Get up here, on the counter.” She patted an empty space among the cluttered, wooden surface and got you to perch your clenching rear up onto it. Now your pitiful-looking, closely-shaven genitalia were on full display. Dangling loose between the open spread of your milky-white thighs.

Nancy leaned down towards them and… squatted down on her haunches. Face mere inches from your twitching-in-fear cock. You could feel the warmth of her breath buffeting its tender nerves. Why did she need to see it so close?! What more could she possible learn about you down there?!

One of her strong, long-nailed hands reached out and grabbed the head of it… While at the same moment you felt the textured, wet sensation of a tongue making its way up from the very bottom of your ballsack. Was she..?! This had been the last response you had expected. Your meagre manhood shot immediately to attention, now the centrepiece of all your built up nerves and tension. That tongue reached the top of it’s climb… and then suddenly the entire head of you was bathed in a hot, wet embrace. She took every inch of your trembling shaft into her mouth in one, smooth movement. The sensation of being sucked in and tasted sending you spiralling into oblivion. It felt wonderful… but at the same time; so, so wrong. This was not where you belonged!

“Nancy…” You began. A squeak that barely made it into the world. For, at the same time… her other had began moving. Suddenly you had a very alien experience to contend with- Which cut all thoughts of negotiation off soundly.

The woman had slid a finger straight on into your tightly-puckered asshole. You could feel its deliberate movements right there, behind your balls. Deep in the most intimate depths of you, where no-one had ever explored before. The invasion was intense, if not actually painful at all. Simply a mind-breaking realisation that part of someone else was moving around inside you. Which made her addition of a second finger just a whole nother level of heart-stopping. There was a point she was clearly reaching for, which you knew directly when she found. A tight knot of blinding, stomach-churning sensation that you couldn’t even tell whether was good or bad. It just sent waves of thought-blanking sensory noise throughout every nerve in your system.

Between that and the vacuumous work of her mouth upon your twitching penis, you had little chance at all. Just feeling her stare at your panty-clad bulge had brought you nearly to one edge or another. After barely a minute of these joint attentions, you felt the outpouring release of climax freeing you from all doubts… for a couple of seconds at least. You felt the woman gulp down two, three, four spurting expulsions from the tip of a mountain of emotional reactions. Before licking it clean and standing up. Sliding her fingers out of your gasping rectum as if this was just any other tuesday.

“I guess you are just like your step-sister…” She commented, watching the post-orgasm bliss ebb away from your tensed up features. “I was slightly worried for a while there.”

You couldn’t quite understand what she was saying. It all seemed to be happening on the other side of some great fog. Yet you pulled yourself back together as she made to just walk away and leave.

“Wait! Nancy! Y-you aren’t going to tell anyone about us? ...A-about me?!”

She looked over her shoulder and chuckled. Seeming to chide you for even asking. “I ain’t a narc, chick. Everybody round here’s got reasons for being here… and nobody who goes around sticking their nose in other’s business lasts very long. I just… needed to know you were in the right place, I guess.”

She shrugged… as if still not completely sure she’d got an answer to that question, but willing to leave it as it stood, for now. Then reached up to flick the latch on the door back open, causing you to scurry back forward and collect your underwear. Red-faced and still winded, you caught one last glimpse of her before she walked back into the sunshine.

The last words she spoke drifted back to you too:

“But, if you think your secret’s safe from dad… maybe you better check the top of that wardrobe… And inside the toilet bowl…”


Chapter 23

You found the first camera easy enough… once you'd piled up some furniture to stand on. It was hidden behind the decorative wooden trim at the top of the wardrobe, and aimed directly at the bed you shared with your step-sister. You had waited until she was in the bathroom to follow up on Nancy’s hints, just in case the older girl was messing with you. Yet, there it was… hidden cables leading off from it into the badly-plastered wall. Once Jenny had finished, you rushed in after her to confirm the worst and… yes. There, hidden in the little plastic soap-thing beneath the rim, was another tiny lens. This one presumably waterproof and a whole lot more invasive. You called out to your ‘twin’ to show her both of them, then immediately began scouring the walls and shelves for where any others might be.

Yawningly, Jenny confirmed what you were saying. Lazily clambering up where you instructed to trace the wires and moving her head to catch the glint in the toilet bowl. “Oh yeah, would you look at that…” She commented, with all the vaguely interested tones of a girl who had just been shown a particularly interesting beetle in the front yard. There was certainly none of the rage and disgust you had been hoping for when providing evidence of this gross invasion of your combined privacy. “D’ya think he’s watching right now, the dirty, old perv? Or does he record it all for later? Maybe he puts it straight up on the internet? That’d be pretty weird to think about…”

You’d just found another buried amongst the battered old DvD player and satellite boxes attached to the TV. Aimed directly at where you had lain with your head in another man’s lap, slurping away. The idea of that being posted on some forum somewhere, for all the world to see… nearly paralysed you with fear and shame.

“It doesn’t matter! He must have watched some of them by now! He’s seen us changing! He’s seen me!” You tried to arrange some order into the way your worst fears were unravelling. To the ways that old man had taken liberties over you. Yet, still Jenny acted like none of this was any big deal. That blasé nonchalance she exhibited even in the face of situations like this, infuriating you as only those one truly loves can.

She caught hold of you in the bedroom again, stopping the circling sprint of a headless chicken as you scratched in every corner for more invisible lenses. “So? Think about it… You’re right: he must have seen your little pinky by now… and he hasn’t done or said anything about it! He still seemed perfectly happy for you to suck him off with me this morning. I guess that proves he’s alright with it! It’s a good thing! You don’t have to worry so much about him catching a glimpse up your skirt any more…”

The grip of her arms did steady you a little, as it always had. Though her complete failure to get upset over being spied upon even in your most private moments still baffled and broke you. She was who you relied upon to burst into fits of defensive passion when the two of you were under attack. She who had bloodied noses and screamed in adult’s faces when anyone had stepped out of line to bully or threaten you. But, here was a situation you felt was more obviously wrong than any of that… and she just didn’t seem to care.

“How did you know where to look for them, anyway?” She asked, looking up at the wardrobe-top glint of that beady, electronic eye.

“N-nancy told me…” You replied. Not wanting to go into any more details of that encounter.

“That makes sense… She must’ve found ‘em before she left…” Your step-sibling stated, looking thoughtful at these connotations. More questions began to bubble to the surface of you as well, through all the shame and panic. How and why had she known where they would be hidden?

“She used to live here… right?” You asked, looking up at Jenny for answers.

“Yeah… Rod told me. She an’ Skeg used to go at it like rabbits. That’s why he had to leave his wife… She caught them screwing each other’s brains out not long after Nancy’s 18th birthday; threw ‘em both out on the street. They lived here together for a few years… as a proper couple, not just step-father and step-daughter. But, something went wrong… and they broke up. ‘Things got too kinky’ was all Rod’d say... Even incest doesn’t last forever, I guess…”

Your twin looked down at you with a consoling smile, but her words cut straight to your heart. You’d never even heard her use that word, until now. Never dared think of how she looked at the burgeoning physical relationship you both were building. Did she worry it might break you apart, like it had done for those other two unsuitable lovers? Suddenly, all thoughts of disgust and betrayal towards the man who had been secretly filming you became buried beneath this much more important equation. At the end of the day… What did it matter? The man was taking advantage of you both in much more obvious and physical ways anyway. The chance to be here, in your step-sister’s arms was so much more important. You couldn’t risk that, for a second.


Chapter 24

“Do you really not mind that he’s been filming us… even in the bathroom?” You asked your step-sister, buried in the embrace of her shoulder.

She ran her fingers up through the hair on the back of your scalp. Squeezing you in tightly and letting her own flowing locks dance across your neck. You could hear her heart beating within her chest. Calm. Steady. She would never lie to you, for better or worse. If asked... she would tell you exactly what she really felt.

“Nope. I know it’s weird... but I actually just find it kinda hot. The idea of someone getting off over me, even when I’m not in the room. Even when I don’t even know they’ve got the video. It gives me dirty, little shivers up and down my back. Like, at any moment… I could be walking down the street years from now, and him or someone he’d given it to could be beating their meat over me, right then. That’s crazy! That makes me feel like I could never not be horny over it.”

You looked up into your step-sister’s dreamy, far-away stare. Sure enough... she was already imagining strangers in dark rooms watching images of her peeing flicker across their screens… and enjoying every inch of the idea. You could never quite understand how she let herself be turned on by all these things. But your love for her was such that they just had to be folded into that. While all you could see was them watching you wiggle your little balls into a pair of too-tight panties and laughing. Just laughing.

“I think… You’re mostly just upset because it means someone else has been trespassing on our special, little times together.” Once again, your step-sibling teasingly hinted at just how well she knew the inner workings of your soul. Coaxing out a conclusion that you yourself hadn’t even yet come to: That though there might be a thousand reasons for you to get upset about Skeg’s behaviour. The only one that really mattered to you was that he had stolen entry into what you considered the most precious few moments of your lifetime. You had dressed like a girl for him. Sucked and stroked the flesh of him and his friends. Ran his shop for him while he ploughed into your step-sister time and time again… All so you lie naked in her arms, alone with just the presence of each other. You didn’t want the spectre of an invisible watcher to hover over that and ruin it!

“It doesn’t matter if anyone’s watching…” She whispered, directly in your ear. “It never does. All that matters is what you’re feeling, right now.”

You felt your step-sibling’s hand slip down below the waistband of your skirt. Felt her tug your genitals loose of her own underwear. They leapt right to life in her palm, just as they always did when you felt that electric touch of her claiming ownership over them. She pulled you closer using that handle, pressing her half-dressed body against your own. You felt yourself be slipped inside another tight space. The elastic waistband of her currently worn pair of cotton underpants closing in behind your balls. The prickle of a slight stubble scratched across your most sensitive stretch of skin, followed by a mind-numbing wetness. She had you. Pinched between her thighs and rubbing the arch of everything against the already dripping edges of her most sacred of portals. You could feel where her lower set of lips kissed against your shaft, running that font of holy, natural lubricant up and down what length it possessed.

“If he wants to watch us… why don’t we just give him a show.” Jenny murmured, wrapping her elbows around behind your neck and biting her lip as she stared determinedly up at that camera overhead. Her hips were grinding back and forth. Using the part of you she had dragged inside her own clothing with her to build up more and more friction. All you could do was reach around and grab hold of her asscheeks for dear life, feeling that oh-so-wet dry-hump grow faster and faster.

If you hadn’t also been taken care of earlier, by another young woman who never bothered asking… you surely wouldn’t have lasted seconds within that hot, constrictive alley. All you could do was stand there, supporting her leaning weight… as Jenny bore herself against you. Twisting her hips and ankles to tighten the bermuda triangle of a passage that you were being dragged through. She panted the increasing effort of it into your ears, moaning slightly with every other stroke. Biting your neck until she left a map of semicircular indentations. The waves of pleasure she was bringing you grew fiercer and fiercer, until it seemed like you couldn’t possibly remember any other sensation again.

When finally you came… Shooting another four or five torrents of sticky goop, right into the fabric encasing your step-sister’s crotch. She made one last, long, slow movement. Sliding you back out between her legs while each new ejaculation was still progressing. Making sure there was a nice, even coating of that still-warm slime lining every inch of her panties.

“There now…” She said, holding you out at arms length and smiling. “Now both you and him will have a lovely, dirty secret to hold onto together: Knowing I’ll be squelching around in that all evening, while his friends don’t notice anything.”


Chapter 25

Later that evening, you found yourself in the cold and cluttered garage out back of the tool shop. This place was cramped enough normally, when it was mostly taken up with whatever bulky lump of equipment Skeg was currently ripping the guts out of. Tonight though, those had all been push to the side to allow a beer-stained, old cards table to be unfolded. Around this rickety, circular focus the usual suspects had gathered, plus Nancy and a face you hadn’t seen before. After your earlier encounter with the host’s daughter... and what you had learned about her and him… you found yourself unable to meet her eyes. A fact she clearly found amusing. However the newcomer turned out to be the owner of a curry house across the street, and had brought a veritable feast to share between everyone gathered. His generosity seemed matched by an easygoing attitude and free-flowing torrent of laughter and compliments. So you were quickly drawn into liking the man. Blushing as he extolled the virtues of you and your step-sister. He even swept you up onto his knee for a little while as you ate, but after the kind of treatment you had grown used to from Rod and Dave, that hardly seemed out of the ordinary. His arm remained gently upon your waist, making no attempts to explore further and put your secrets at risk.

To begin with, it seemed like you and Jenny had mainly been recruited to ferry the inordinate amount of beer the group was consuming back and forth from the fridge. Squeezing between their chairs while clutching ice-cold bottles to your chest. All you could really think about was the layer of sticky goop that must’ve still been squelching between your step-sister’s legs… that and the occasional pinch or grope your own heiny received as your shuffled past. Soon though, spirits were clearly becoming ever more merry… even for your step-sibling, who seemed to have been claiming herself a bottle every time she was sent for someone else’s. It wasn’t long before an insistence that the two of you join in was made, with one make-shift seat of boxes offered between Skeg and the newcomer, who you had learned by now was called Arjuun… or ‘Argy’ by most of them. Your attempt at escape by logic: that you didn’t have any money to bet with, was met with only laughter.

“You’re wearing enough clothes between the two of ya, ain’tcha?” Chuckled Skeg, in a slightly-slurring manner. “You c’n play as a team an’ bet with them!”

Jenny, of course, loved this idea. You had only had to deal with her drunk a few times in life up till now… but knew it only increased her stubbornness and self-confidence. Given a competitive environment, you could already tell exactly where this was going. Yet you hopped up onto her lap like a rabbit before a freight train… cause there was little else you could do.

The first few hands didn’t go too badly though. You got a hang of the rules and values of each spread of cards. Both of you mostly just losing and then winning back the matching long, striped socks you were wearing. That, however, was when your twin’s dutch courage began to really set in. She began insisting you play out each and every hand you were given, stating that folding was boring. She was flirting outrageously with anyone you ended up playing the pot against, and barely seemed to notice the night’s chill bearing in against less and less fabric. While you felt the loss of every layer like a lead balloon, aware that each one brought you closer to exposing everything you had worked so hard to hide. You weren’t even certain that Skeg knew… Only the teasing smirk of Nancy across the room told you she could recognise the danger you were in. Surely Jenny would remember not to risk you going completely naked?! Surely the beer and excitement hadn’t stolen all her sense…

Yet, it was with an elaborate flourish that your dearest step-sibling threw her bra onto the pile of chips in the centre. Purposefully jiggling the mounds of soft flesh that emerged from beneath. “Dammit! Okay, next round for Jo’s bra... Best get a good look now though boys, coz we’ll be getting these babies covered back up for sure!”

“No!” You squeaked. Able to hold the complaint in no longer. But, when that drew everyone in to turn and look at you… It just made you shrink back into yourself. “I-I can’t… W-we should stop here… Mi-Mine aren’t like Jenny’s… You’ll-”

“Oh, now… Don’t be shy Sweetie-pie.” Offered Arjuun. “They might not be quite as impressive as your step-sister’s… but we’re all friends here. No-one else is going to see them. Besides… Your twin seems to have a good feeling about this one, no? You should trust family!”

You knew he was just trying to lure you in… but the kind words did melt your fears a little. Were you really so easy to coerce these days? Would they be able to tell what you were immediately, from the flatness of your chest? You did have quite prominent nipples after all, and a lot of girls were… less blessed in that department than your step-sister, weren’t they? You honestly didn’t know. You hadn’t seen any other examples outside of the internet… and the internet seemed to mostly contain broom-handles with balloons attached.

Jenny had already scooped up the next set of cards, oblivious to anything else. You really hoped they were good ones…


Chapter 26

They weren't.

With a whimper… you felt all eyes turn to you once again. You tried to think of any excuse which might get you free of this situation, but none came to mind. In fact, you didn't even have time to squirm… because your darling step-sister had reached up and plucked the hooks loose on your heavily-padded bra. You quickly crossed your arms across your chest to grab it, but the damage was already done.

"Awww… That's what she's so embarrassed about…" Said Dave. The hulking man's voice loaded with genuine sympathy. "Don't worry Babes, I'm sure they'll grow out eventually. One of my cousins only got hers after her mom finally let her start taking the pill… Then they blew up like balloons." He held his meaty hands out to articulate this, but then paused as further details came to mind.

"Although… it did then turn out one of her other cousins had already knocked her up, so maybe that was the reason." The man grinned sheepishly, not quite giving away if any of that was a joke or if he genuinely thought it served as words of support.

Meanwhile, Jenny had tugged the underwear loops off from your arms, and out from the still tightly-crossed fold of your arms. Throwing it over to the winner of that round: Nancy… whose smirk was only widening. Your step-sibling was only thinking ahead though, determined that she had to start winning again soon.

“Okay, just our panties left then… if they go we’ll count as losers right? I’m not gonna let that happen…”

You could tell by the lilting tones in her voice that the beer had soaked so far into her skull that nothing of the further connotations to her actions were registering. While you were acutely aware that, even if you just had to stand up to let her take her own last item of clothing off… the distinct bulge in the front of yours would be unmissable. You were utterly trapped by this horrendous game and the drunken, lecherous stares of all its participants. Suddenly the only way you could possibly get out of this came to mind. The only bet they would surely take over seeing the two of you bared completely before all of them:

“No, wait!” You squealed, hating the extra focus upon you this gained. “W-what if… if we lose this next round… I-I’ll slip under the table a-and… umm... look after the winner… with my mouth?” Your words had grown quieter and more trembling with every stumbled syllable. It was a desperate plea you desperately didn’t want to make. But the carnal response of the table was as positive as you could have hoped. The round played out and, surprisingly… your step-sibling team actually won, gaining you back that precious scrap of chest-covering material.

The next did not go so well, however. Yet, now that the offer had been made… you decided it was better to bow to the inevitable than surrender another chance to ogle your suspiciously unfeminine chest. You slipped down between the legs of the table, both wooden and human and set to work unzipping flies. Somewhat muffled above, the game continued. With the main focus clearly rapidly becoming changing control over your own crawling movements. You got the distinct impression that Jenny was very much enjoying having the power to bet your attentions away, and the other players seemed determined to never let any one of their number win too many hands in a row. So yours was a constant world of switching penises as one meaty pillar after another was set to demand your attention. Of course, with the exception of when you also found your face buried up Nancy’s miniskirt, trying your best to work out what a tongue was supposed to do in there.

Arjuun hardly seemed fazed by this turn of events… clearly being friends with Skeg almost guaranteed you were a certain type of person. He also seemed to be one of the strongest players: you found yourself swallowing down that darker-shaded dick more than any other. In fact, come the end… it was down to just him and Nancy still with cards in hand. The barely-still-standing other three occupying themselves by thoroughly molesting your now-completely-naked step-sister.

“Y’know it wasn’t so long ago that it used to be you bobbing away under this table every other week, Nancy-dear…” The man chuckled, his voice full of charm and eyes glinting down towards you. “Perhaps if I go all in here, you’ll agree to join this little beauty… for old times sake.”

There was a hint of still-sober measurement to the young woman’s responding glare, one you could just about glimpse from your under-table position. Though you knew she’d drank just as much as the rest of em. She let loose that confident smile though, pushing the large pile of chips and clothing she’d collected forward. “Not a chance... But from what I can remember of those old days, if you keep stalling for another minute or two you might get to finish before I take your money and send you home to Sandra…”


Chapter 27

“Did you really used to do this for them as well?” You asked, taking a brief pause in your work to look up at the young woman framed between her own knees. She had won that last hand, taking all of Arjuun's winnings as promised and sending him home blue-balled in more ways than one. Meanwhile, the other three men had 'helped' a very drunk and completely naked step-sister of yours upstairs… The entire group swaying like a ship in a storm as they did so.

“Of course! My old man’s always been pretty generous to his friends with whatever he’s got… a regular, ol’ pillar of the community. And I was Daddy’s precious little slut. I’d do anything he asked me to.”

Nancy was slurring her words too. Stuffing the several, slightly-damp wads of cash she’d won into her bra. It was beginning to become clear why this ramshackle group of compatriots always seemed to owe each other money, or favours. Theirs was a much more beer-soaked and fluctuating economy than your step-father’s ever-complained about suite of offshore accounts and investments. Yet, she had beat them all… and sat among them laughing and throwing friendly insults as casually as the rest. She had hooked up her miniskirt and pulled your mouth toward her lower lips with a commanding grip which could not be denied. How that could possibly collate with her having once been the one grovelling down here, amongst the discarded, empty bottles… you just couldn’t understand.

“But you seem so… independent… and-and... confident. Why would you let them just use you like that?”

Like that… not like this. You even noticed yourself, that you put a distance between what she was clearly expecting you to carry on with… and what she claimed had once been her role. You had never even really seen a lady’s… private places… up close, before your step-sister began flashing hers around the flat without a care in the world. But when you had been passed over to Nancy as just another prize in the pot, there had been no choice except to learn by doing. You had stuck out your tongue and tasted her sweetness, struggling a little with the sensation of her small patch of curling hair becoming wet with your saliva… among other fluids. Then just began lapping away. Learning the strange, fleshy contours of this woman who both scared you to death… and reminded you so much of that other you loved the most.

Skeg’s daughter clearly enjoyed watching and feeling you capitulate yourself down there. The obviousness of your inexperience perhaps only adding to the fun. It seemed to encourage her to shed some pearls of wisdom down upon you. Play teacher to this little boy on his knees in pigtails and his step-sister’s bra and panties.

“Just because you’re confident, doesn’t mean people will never take advantage of you…. Just look at your sis. She clearly loves to just hand someone else the reins and let ‘em ride her into the ground.”

A long-nailed hand slid down, to stroke you behind an ear. “I know: when you’re one of the naturally anxious it can seem like everyone who’s more self-assured must have all the answers… but life’s not so simple as that. Even the most heel-strutting bitch around finds there’s things she shouldn’t want, but does… people she’d get on her knees for and beg. ‘Confidence’ is just learning to accept what your heart’s really telling you it wants.”

It was strange, looking up at her from your lowly position beneath the table. In a dimly-lit room that smelt of stale cigarette smoke and engine oil. With the taste of several men’s cocks still cloying in the back of your throat and an altogether different flavour dancing against the tip of your tongue. Strange in that you didn’t feel so out of place, anymore… So awkward and embarrassed to be wearing your own skin, as you had almost always felt at home, in school, or even in some of those sacred times alone with your step-sister. The whole situation was so utterly absurd, and against everything you had ever been told you had to be, that it just didn’t seem to matter anymore. You could just switch off and let the circumstances unfold. Was that what Nancy meant? Was that what Jenny had gone looking for, all those times she skipped out on classes? Was this, at last, where you truly belonged?

The ideas that the answer was yes… or no, opened up like two gaping jaws. But you staved them both off wilfully. It didn’t matter. She had won. You were just another part of her prize.


Chapter 28

“What went wrong… between you and your step-dad?” You couldn’t help the question slipping out, despite all your efforts to hold it in. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to!” Was the terrified follow-up, ashamed to be prying when your mouth was clearly supposed to be attending to other matters.

The drunken beauty gave you a long, hard look. Then simply stood up and away from your lapping tongue. You were abysmally afraid that a line had been crossed… until a curt, new command came: “Sit there. Drop the panties again.”

You sat in the chair she’d just exited, feeling its warmth against your uncovered behind. Feeling possibly even smaller than you had on the floor, as she stood over you with legs out wide and skirt bunched up around her hips. With a gasp, you realised what she intended only moments before it happened… She descended into your lap. The fearful erection her intimidating presence had instilled and inflicted upon you, suddenly finding itself becoming wrapped in warm flesh. You had never been inside anyone before. Never felt this embrace of your manhood that was supposed to be all a teenage boy craved. Yet she had claimed that virginity from you with barely more than a sigh. The warm, wet embrace of this older woman being just another notch among many, for her.

She towered over you still, your head barely level with her still-clothed breasts… and seemed content to just sit there, impaled on you. For now. She started talking again, granting you the story that you sought.

“I guess you’ve heard the reason him and mom broke up... when she threw us both out. I’d never got on with her… and I guess at the start, trying to flirt with my step-dad was just one of my ways at getting back at her. Only, it went further and further… and eventually I sort of realised I’d genuinely fallen in love with the ugly, old goof. We used to fix things together and drink beer and go round Rod’s to watch the game. When we ended up alone… it just seemed natural to move in together and start acting like a real couple.”

Nancy had pulled up her own top, peeling it over her head. Closely followed by a lacy, red bra that made yours look like the feeble prop it was. She pulled you in close to be buried amongst the flesh now uncovered and trap you in a world of only mammalian glory. Everything seemed soft and pink and it became very hard to tell which way was up… but still, the story continued:

“Only… knowing that it was all a bit fucked up to begin with just sorta… makes it easier for things to get out of hand. Both of us just started pushing the limits of what kinda kinky shit the other would agree too… and neither would ever say no. He’d go out drinking and meet some guys and bring them home to fuck me and I’d just do it in a heartbeat. Rod and Dave and sometimes Arjuun just became my daily list of vag-guests. Daddy used to say he loved to watch the smile on my face as another man fucked me, the smile that said: I wish this was you Daddy... but I know you’ll give me more later.”

The weight of those hips upon your lap began to lift up and slide down again. Movement you felt keenly through the pillar of pure sensitivity she had taken ownership over. It seemed she was using you to drum up memories of those far-away times… when it had been her first experiencing the joys of human bodies colliding. Though you were sure those lost invasions had been far… girthier... than yours.

“Only there was something else I was starting to think I wanted. More than anything else in the world. If we were going to the extremes of being a messed-up, incestuous couple, then... I wanted him to put a baby in me. I wanted to feel a little brother or step-sister grow inside my belly. It started to become just this utter obsession for me.”

This taboo revelation came with an increase of pace. She was riding you properly now, like a country girl on a rodeo bull. The thirst she had once felt for a bellyful of her own step-sibling still clearly setting off bonfires of arousal within the depths of this succubian creature. While you were nothing more than the window back to those yearnings. Once again, you had only instigated yourself in becoming a tool for another’s pleasure. Yet, the sensations that process began clouding over you, were thick and mind-clogging. You could see the younger girl she had once been, opening her legs for anyone her Daddy asked her to. Could feel the eagerness to delve further down that path, throbbing in her breast. It all began to add up and become twisted in with your own unsuitable desires. No wonder you seemed to feel such a connection with this terrifying magnificence of a woman.


Chapter 29

“We had huge, huge arguments about it. Screaming in each other’s faces while in the missionary position and legitimately still slamming our hips together at the same time.”

Nancy was still riding upon your lap. The shifting weight of her bounces making the cheap, plastic chair creak beneath you. You couldn’t possibly imagine being in such a darkly volatile relationship as the one she was describing. Being the kind of person who could build up and then vent out all their frustrations with the one you loved, while still endlessly slamming your body against theirs. You could feel the memory of that life through the current connection of flesh you were sharing with this woman, though. See the pornographic, sitcom shapes of someone who had introduced herself to you with a bat, colliding constantly with the man who had promoted both you and your step-sister to your knees.

“Somehow the angry sex just felt even better! But... I started ‘forgetting’ to take my pill. Or ‘losing’ the condoms after driving him mad with horniness all day. Until one day, he woke up to find me already riding him like a bareback… just like this.”

Now you were the perfect prop. The therapy filler to her reminiscing over mistakes that had felt so good, and cost so much. There was no way you could keep up with that legacy. You were a timid, little cocksucker still wearing a bra… not the soulmate in sin who had made her. You felt the inner muscles of this backstreet princess squeeze tight around your pathetic manhood… and could not help but cry out as it was milked for all its worth. Spurt after spurt of semen shooting out into the centre of her, the third time you’d cum that day… and second that she had let you spill in one end of her, or another. Nancy ground out the experience of stealing your virginal ejaculation, still continuing her story as she took one of her own tits in hand, and squeezed it tightly.

“He had no chance to pull out before cumming buckets, straight up into my currently-ovulating cooch. Filling me up with everything I’d wanted. I guess I figured, once it had just happened… he’d come to terms with it.”

She deflated a little then, knowing the tale had reached its peak… and you were past your limit. The twenty-something did not release you yet, though. Continuing to push and pull the emptied length of you trapped within her cooch. Enjoying the friction for her own sake… with little care that you were so drained and tender.

“He kicked me out then and there... Wearing nothing but one of his old hockey shirts and with his spunk still dribbling out of my snatch. I stayed with Dave for a bit, but he still lives above his mom… and was scared to death she’d find out he was keeping a half-crazy, 19-year old nymphomaniac in his 1-room flat. I kept having to hide naked behind the door, half-covered in sweat and jizz. Everytime she randomly popped up to bring him a sandwich or something… which she did like every other fucking hour!”

Nancy reached up to wipe a sweated lock of hair away from her eyes, laughing at the absurdity of these situations she had lived through.

“So then I moved in with Rod and his wife… only it turned out she is way into the kinky BDSM stuff. I got tied up and gagged and whipped and shit every night. Even started getting major muscle cramps from falling asleep still with my ankles behind my ears and with god knows what shoved up my everything. Like… Jill was actually really sweet to me during the day, and I still go back for some fun every now and then but… jeez. I just couldn’t go on like that.”

She looked down at you, white faced and still buried between her breasts. You were drowning in pity and sympathy for how lost she must have felt, back then. Tears welling up in the corners of your eyes. But… she was not someone who wanted or needed your sympathy. She had taken what she wanted from you, and now was just back to her same, strong-minded self.

“So I found my own place… and got a job at a bar. No baby turned up, despite all my efforts… so I just got on with life. And slowly my step-dad just became one of my ex’s, same as everybody’s got. We avoided each other most of the time, unless he needed to borrow some cash… Until suddenly you showed up... and I decided I hadn’t taken any of the other boy’s money, for a while.”

Nancy swung one of her long legs up and off of you, then helped you back up yourself. She took you gently by the hand and led you back through the darkened shop. Back in the apartment, you found all three of the others… collapsed haphazardly on, or in, the slumbering shape of your step-sister. So instead, you found yourself on the couch, under a moth-eaten blanket. Wrapped in the arms of a woman who you were more scared of, and impressed by, than anyone else you had ever met. 


Chapter 30

The next morning, you woke up cold to find that Nancy had gone. She'd left the mouldy, old blanket covering you… but somehow emerging into the day without another soul present sent a shiver through you. Ghosts of stronger arms still whispered around your shoulders, reminding how much safer they'd made you feel. The memories of last night returned slowly, unravelling all that had happened at the pace that it had.

You were no longer a virgin.

The thought seemed to echo a lot more hollowly than it was supposed to. The bursting pride you had glimpsed on the chests of other boys in the locker room as they boasted their own triumphs… lost on you completely. The bucking hips of that older woman riding atop you came back as lapping waves; yet you had simply been happy she seemed to be enjoying herself. You're own pleasure barely registering as an afterthought. Was that how it always was? The sound of her rising gasps and catching breaths as she unloaded her story were now a melody you couldn't forget. But the actual physicality of emptying your little balls inside of her was already fading.

Balls…

Lifting up your covering, you realised you were still wearing nothing but a padded bra. Arguably the most useless item of clothing for you, and one which had scarred deep indentations where you had slept on it. You kept it on though, for want to be wearing something. You were going to have to sneak to your step-sister's wardrobe, or risk scuttling through the shop downstairs to find yesterday's outfit.

Approaching the ajar door to the bedroom, you recognised a familiar collection of soft moans and sighs. Putting your eye to the gap, you spied two moving mounds in the curtained dimness. Only Skeg and Jenny remained, the others having presumably left whenever Nancy did. All coverings discarded, the pair were lying naked side-by-side. Your step-sister draping back into the loose embrace of your landlord. He was sliding in and out of her in a slow and leisurely pace. The tired, gentle rhythm of two bodies which had been embroiled with each other all night but were still not quite ready to give up this connection.

You could see the glistening wetness of where his flesh entered hers. Could see the staining evidence of multiple previous entrants taking their fill of her, then pouring in a goopy review. It was strangely beautiful… to think of your own step-sibling flesh and blood providing that same sense of pleasure and fulfillment to three older men, time after time. To see the semi-conscious smile on her face as Skeg made use of her for what was presumably neither the first or last time this morning. You knew this was not a chore to her. That being woken up every few hours to find another man inside of her would be no less than a dream come true. Some part of you still reviled at the thought of others taking such liberties over the one you loved the most… but, if that was her wish… you could never stand against it.

Watching that only half-swollen lump of meat slip in and out of her. In and out. You couldn't help but feel your own flash answer. Small fingers closed around twitching sensitivities. Your own erection much more meagre than the one your eyes were glued to, even though it was throbbing at full mast. Masturbating to the sight of your step-sister being penetrated seemed like yet another spoke along the wheel you could not come back from. At this point, though… you were already far beyond stopping. She was magnificent. And somehow, this seemed only the truest painting to capture that essence.


Chapter 31

"You enjoying y'rself, over there?"

The question came like a lightning bolt out of the blue, shattering the walls around you. For a second or two it was simply impossible to register what the words were, or how they could possibly be aimed at you. So focussed had you been in watching that squelching place where their lower bodies met, that Skeg could have been looking straight at you for a minute or more without you noticing. The horrifying reality that you were stood there, framed in the doorway; with everything you had worked so hard to hide held out on display; hit you like a freight train. You were paralyzed with terror and embarrassment. He could see. He could see! He could see!

"Come on… come a bit closer, if you like. Get a good ol' looksee at ya step-sister 'ere's cooch sucking me in."

These words were an instruction. A command. And your jellified brain could do nothing but reach out and hang on to what it knew: the simplicity of doing as you were told. Your legs began moving on their own. You trembling fingers still gripped tight around your shrinking penis, perhaps subconsciously moving to hide it… but more than aware the damage was already done. A rising babble of half-hearted excuses and grovelling apologies seeming to get stuck in the back of your throat as you could think of nothing that would actually mend this situation. In a matter of moments, you found yourself standing over their still-thrusting forms… knees shaking and with one ankle perpetually trying to hide behind the other. Every nerve in your body electrified, so the scratching straps of the bra you still wore felt like lines of fire across your skin. Scarring evidence of the lie you had been living.

Skeg smirked, toothily. Looking you up and down like a lion might do a dormouse. Wondering how much fun might be worth having with this morsel.

“No need to hide it… You were stroking that puny thing happily enough when you thought we wasn’t watching, weren’t ya? An I know you let Big Sis ‘ere take hand of it whenever the feeling takes ‘er… don’t ya?”

Blood rushed to your cheeks in a hot, crimson flurry. The man had just effectively admitted his spying on you with the cameras, yet still it felt like you who was on trial. Why would he be ashamed of invading your privacy, when here he was openly invading your step-sibling right in front of you? He had no moral code to break, so was free to do as he liked. However you, despite it all… still burned with the guilt of having tried to lie to him. It was so unfair! But you couldn’t change the basic nature of yourself. In your heart you felt like you owed yet another debt to this beastly man who did little but take.

“Y-you knew all along?” Your smallest of voices leaked out between quivering lips. Ashamed that all your extensive make-upping and nervous shaving had been utterly in vain.

“Knew what?” Laughed your landlord, dryly and callously. “That my second runaway cock-polisher had a few grapes between her legs?”

He shook his head dismissively. “Nah, that was actually a bit of a shock when I first spotted em… You always seemed like such an innocent, little sweetie. Had no idea you was one of them at all…”

“B-but… you didn’t kick me out? You still got me t-to- …It didn’t bother you?”

Skeg laughed again, long and hard. Clearly enjoying your confusion. “Why would it? Yous dress up pretty and use those soft lips of yours for what they’re clearly made for. We might talk a bit rough, an’ front up if someone called us ‘fruity’. But I think folks ‘round here ‘d be more suspicious if’n I looked a gift whore in the mouth and didn’t shove my dick in there! Might be plenty who’d say they’d not let that tongue of yours near ‘em in public… but give em five minutes in an alley wit ya and you can bet ya’d have sore knees and a mouthful.”

The man shuddered for a second… letting out a loose groan. It took you a moment to realise he had just cum inside your step-sister again. Your eyes were once again drawn back to the sloppy tangle of flesh where their bodies met. A trickle of white fluid leaked out around the base of his shaft, presumably due to the quantity of liquid goop already deposited in there. Beneath your concealing hands, you felt another twitch in your own manhood. Why did that excite you so much?! That thought was a squealing lamentation that did nothing but make you more aware of the fact it was fleeing from.

The man who had taken both of you under his roof sighed contentedly at another triumphant ball-draining. A clear reward for all his unfiltered sins in life so far.    

“S’long as you live by the rules of the house… and keep helping out like you has been. I don’t give a shit what’s between those thighs.”

He pulled himself free of your twin with a wet-sounding ‘pop’. Seeming to think for a second, before adding the stipulation. “Keep dressing girly though, I don’t want no boy hanging around my shop, scaring away customers… We’ve had more come in just to sneak a peek at you than I’ve seen in months. P’raps if I let em take you out f’r lunch now an’ then, they’d actually buy something…”

The man scratched his chin thoughtfully as he said this, making no particular move to get up or leave your bed. Colouring the flooding relief of his lack of care over your crossdressing… with a small new set of anxieties.


Chapter 32

"So u-umm… I'm r-really sorry for letting you think I was a… a girl... for all this time…"

You stood before the court of the lounge, with your short skirt bunched up in whitened knuckles and yet another pair of your step-sister's panties tangled around your ankles. As if, without the incriminating evidence on full display, the jury would never believe it in testimony. Rod and Dave sat on the couch with blank faces, your ‘twin’ pinned between them with her legs splayed and a cock in either hand. Skeg leant against one of the arms, acting as both judge and prosecution, but chuckling all throughout.

Without a word. Dave reached up to his breast pocket and pulled out a small wad of notes. He undid the band around them, selected one, and passed it into Rod's waiting palm. The musclebound man looked utterly flabbergasted. His eyes flicking up and down from the top half of you to the bottom, unable to compute the two being connected.

Eventually, all he could break the silence with was an huge, exasperated: "Aww maaaan… I wuz gonna ask if I could put a baby in you, some day…"

As one… everyone else in the room burst into fits of laughter. Even you couldn't help feeling something of a sympathetic smile climbing your lips… The man looked genuinely dismayed. Giving you the wholly new experience of realising someone had actually wanted to get you pregnant.

"How would that have worked, even if she did 'ave the plumbin' for it?" Asked Rod, once he'd recovered some of his usual, stoic demeanour.

"Well, she coulda raised it here, an I'd like… drop of some've me wages every week. I'd come visit every day, obviously!"

The giant man seemed to be still hanging onto the tattered edges of this daydream, unwilling to let it fall away… despite all the ridicule. Leaving you to further contend with the thought that someone had wanted you to be their baby-mama mistress… and the fact that you were actually starting to feel sorry for snatching that dream away from him.

"Just think of how pretty the kids coulda been…" He continued, eyes glazing.

"What? Lumbering meatheads and androjee-nated…" Offered Skeg, still guffawing with tears in his eyes. "Well, I guess if those wages ran thin you'd always have the circus to fall back on…"

Somehow, this trial had got hideously sidetracked… and your own guilty conscience made you feel like you had to get it back on course. The sense that you’d tarnished these men’s vision of you as a pristine, little princess was surprisingly what ate at you the most. It had been nice, you realised… to play that role they’d wanted of you.

“U-umm, so… what do we do now?” You asked, finally dropping your skirt back down. Looking out at them from below a carefully-brushed fringe in a way you hoped was as cute and effeminate as possible. You didn’t want them to start treating you differently because of this… You didn’t want to feel like an awkward, out-of-place boy again…


Chapter 33

“You’re going to keep doing what you’ve being doing wiv us, right?!” The panicked hopefulness in Dave’s voice made you feel surprisingly warm inside. Throughout the time you’d spent here, slowly bowing to these men’s wishes… you’d never quite allowed yourself to consider how they valued you. In your mind you had always remained just your step-sister’s little tagalong. Making up for the debts you owed her and Skeg. The fear on this friendly slab of muscle’s face made you feel genuinely wanted… in ways you’d rarely experienced before.

“W-well, yes… I-if you don’t mind that I’m not really… That I’m actually…”

Rod’s croaky voice stepped in, the man of few words loaning some where yours were faltering. “‘Actually’-nothin. Ya don’t look like any boy I’ve ever seen... nor suck cock like it.”

Skeg joined in, offering yet more evidence of the scientific enlightenment that led to his earlier valiant attempt at the word ‘androgynous’: “Yeah, we knows about this… Some people just gets born wrong, right? Yous as much of a natural dickswallower as your sis, so you’re definitely a girl… just wiv a few extra pieces too.”

The roundabout logic and crude language was still possibly a little offensive where modern society would be concerned… but you understood that, in their own way: this was the three men rallying around you. It might’ve been ultimately towards their own ends, and centred around your continuation as their second, shared cockholster… but it was sort of sweet, in a funny sort of way… how they justified this policy of inclusion. You were certain there were a great number of more ‘civilised’ folks, who would make no such attempts.

“You’ll keep wearin’ pretty dresses and short-shorts and stuff too though, yeah?” Asked Dave, actually blushing a little himself now. “Coz they do look good on you… and-and I wouldn’t want people calling us fags if we took you out an about in the van again.”

This backtracking compliment earned another dry chuckle from all concerned.

“As if they don’t call you that already after all the time you spend in the gym cozying up to Mal and Jared…”

“Hey! They’re actually really good trainer’s, alright… and solid guys too. Invited me round for dinner last week and everything! Cooked me this awesome steak...”

The open innocence with which the hulking man revealed this, without expecting the laughter to only increase… only warmed your heart further.

“Probably hopin’ to make a spitroast for dessert…” Interjected Jenny, creasing with laughter. Which only encouraged the other two men more.

Dave looked blank for a second or two… then let a wide grin run across his face as light dawned. “Oh, right… Ya think?” He joined in with a great belly-laugh of his own, unabashed to be the butt of the joke. “I guess I didn’t think of that… Still, I ain’t gonna say no to a free meal! They invited me round next week too…”

Standing there, in your short skirt and blouse. With lacy panties still entwined around your ankles, and all your pent up fears fading away… You honestly felt like a huge weight had been lifted from your shoulders. These people might not be the brightest or politest group in the world. They might take liberties with you and your step-sister that would make most people gasp in horror. But compared to the cold, grade-card and bank-balance measuring world you had come from… Here you felt a sense of love and belonging like never before.

Your eyes met those of your step-sister. Still open-legged and casually massaging the exposed penises on either side of her. Quite content to accept the occasional finger or two be slipped unthinkingly between her lower lips. She smiled in a way that sort of said ‘I told you so’. As if knowing all along, that this was where you were both supposed to be.


Chapter 34

"You c-could even start doing… more things t-to me… if you liked…"

The words were such small and fragile things, lost amongst the hubub of the other's jokes and teasing. For a moment, you couldn't even quite believe they had slipped from your own lips. Some other tiny, trembling creature had burrowed up through your heart to speak on your behalf. Buoyed by the feelings of acceptance and affection that you had so rarely even hoped to look for. Driven by a deep desire to earn more such appreciation and measures of worth. These men had seen all of you. The secret you that had only ever been hidden behind closed doors and in the arms of your step-sister. They had seen you and not cast judgement… a surging urge to give them anything you could in return, welled up.

For a moment, you thought that no-one had heard you. Washed over by a wave of relief and perhaps… slight disappointment. Only… the rest of the conversation was dying down. They were all beginning to look at you. Laughing eyes changing to hungry ones, bearing in from all sides. Even those of your ‘twin’ lighting up with the malicious delight of a devil whose target for corruption was complete. Instantly, you regretted your words… but at the same time, you knew they had been your own. Had come from that inner part of you that looked up from your knees at whichever man you were sucking on and felt your heart flutter. The part that still remembered the feel of Nancy’s fingers inside of you. The little bursts of tender encouragement whenever any of them stroked your hair, or smacked your ass, or told you you were such a pretty, little girl. You shouldn’t want any of that… your mind still cried out. But, at the same time… could no longer deny it.

You found yourself on hands and knees. Sinking slightly into the dirty, old mattress you shared with Jenny. The same one you knew she had been fucked upon by all these men, time and time again. They had asked if you were sure… several times. You could only anxiously nod in reply... The offer had been made now. You could see how much they wanted this. Could tell that, if this was truly where you belonged… then this was surely an inevitable. Your step-sister had been paying for the sanctuary of both of you, with every inch of skin she had. There was no way you could live with yourself in doing any less.

They had lubed up your bottom, hand after hand massaging those peachy, round cheeks and sliding slime-coated fingers up and down the crack in between. You had felt your step-sister helping. Making the first move to slip one or two digits inside. Closely followed by one, then another hand of unknown ownership taking a turn at ensuring that cooling, viscous substance was coating your inner passages. You had bitten your lip each time… shivering a little to feel that alien experience of some small part of someone else, moving around inside you. It didn’t hurt, even when they moved up to two or three fingers at once. Your body seemed to stretch and open to their invasions… as if it had just been waiting for this moment. The sheer embarrassment, and knowledge of what was yet to come… kept you burying your head in a pillow though. You just wanted to let them do as they pleased. Let the sensations wash over you and blot out any more complex thoughts.

Now you felt something new though. The tip of an altogether different appendage bumping up gently against the puckered star that served as a gateway to you. They had played rock-paper-scissors for the right to go first, you had heard them. Using such a childish method to determine which one got to deflower you. To penetrate you. To fill you with the fleshy pillars that your prostrate form had caused to swell and harden between their legs… You hadn’t wanted to know who won. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that strange, bulbous shape knocking upon your rear gateway. With your eyes closed, you tried to measure the size of it. Tried to imagine the feel of it pushing its way in a thousand times… before the experience actually happened.

You felt someone slide their way under you. Opening your lids to see a vision of your naked step-sibling, working her way down to lie facing up at you. She slid both arms up around your neck and pulled you in for a kiss.

“I’m so proud of you Sis…” She whispered. “Now we can be together… forever.”


Chapter 35

The sensation was unlike anything you had ever felt before. Feeling yourself open up around this unspecified entrant. The muscular ring that served as guard to all the inner worlds of you; loosening and stretching to let another human slide in. You could feel the shape of him. The warmth of him. The slightly-twitching life within this lump of flesh that was now melding unsubtly with your own.

Your step-sister continued to kiss you, shoving her tongue into your mouth with a furious passion far outmatching the gentle, steady pressure of whomever was pushing their way into your other end. It was a curious contrast of physical and emotional escalations, to find yourself beginning to relax into the prospect of having a cock buried inside your rectum, urged on by the clearly overflowing excitement of your own step-sibling at the thought. The large amount of lubricant they had pushed into you did its work, and there was very little friction involved in that slow, driving progress. You couldn’t really tell how far inside you that spear of meat had driven, only a sense of deep, intense fullness from the bottom of your bowels. A stinging, gasping impression of girth widening your sphincter. While, just a little way in, some tightened knot of sensations throbbed with every lump and inch that passed it.

The man invading you did so in rising waves. Two steps forward, one step back. Pulling back for a moment… then pushing in a stage further. These steadily increasing movements built up so incrementally, that you almost didn’t realise when the fucking began in earnest. So intently did each delving thrust demand your focus, that their increasing pace and your body’s surrender to accepting them crept up on you. When you did realise, you felt yourself clench involuntarily. A sudden increase in tightness that earned a groan from the person embedded in you. It was a sound of intense pleasure, not discomfort though… and you began to realise that your own nerves had been sparkling with building sensations which were not altogether unpleasant for a while now. It wasn’t anything like the feeling of being inside Nancy had been… but was a whole new galaxy of internal conflicts and combustions. You broke away from Jenny’s kiss and heard a frail and squeaking voice begin panting and gasping in a wholly unseemly fashion. Once again, you could hardly believe those lewd and fragile noises were your own.

The stomach-churning, guttural experience just kept intensifying and intensifying. You felt your own hips begin bucking backward to meet each heaving thrust of the one making love to you. Your own small penis was swollen to the hardest it had ever been, bouncing against the belly of your ‘twin’ below… and the fork between her legs as she intentionally raised it up to earn that share of the action. You felt a hand swing down to smack against your asscheek, and yelped in delight at this burst of increased sensations. In that moment, there was no clear discernment between pleasure and pain, up and down, in and out. There was only the joyous, burning bonfire in the deepest, darkest pits of your small body. The knowledge that someone was feeding those flames with every creaking heave of their own muscles, and pulling their own pleasure and satisfaction out from you. It felt good to feel like your slim, squeezing form was granting them something so precious. You realised that was what encouraged you the most: The tingling sparks that crept across all of your skin, to hear their breath catch and feel their cock throb inside of you.

You lost all track of time once those thrusts got up to their constant pumping rhythm. It might have been a matter of minutes or hours that whoever it was spent slamming himself into you. At some point, your own dam burst and sent several trails of semen spurting out across your step-sister’s stomach… but it was a significant span later that you finally felt the penis inside you give out its final burst of pent up energy. You couldn’t really feel the splatter of yet more fluids along the walls of your inner passage, but the twitching swell of that pillar of flesh let you know exactly was happening. Then you were left to droop into the sticky, splattered embrace of your step-sibling… as that lump was finally pulled free from your gasping sphincter.


Chapter 36

That night, you lay in the arms of your step-sister. Alone with just each other and the filtered, ethereal sounds of a city still breathing outside. On the lumpy, stained mattress you had both spent most of the day occupying… along with three other forms. You had been fucked by all of them, over the course of the day. Each one wanting to take a turn inside the newly-offered berth for their meat and their lusts. You had bent forward beside your step-sister and been screwed side-by-side. Two willing, little cocksleeves that Skeg and his companions could dip into at will.

It had become a strangely social enterprise, as the afternoon wore on and the adrenaline of this change in expectations settled down. The men laughed and joked with you. Complimented your effeminate body and stroked your long, blonde hair. Giving your heart and body ample time to rest, before they inevitably took claim of it again. In the end it seemed more like one of those slow and secret sundays… when your parents had been away and you and Jenny had the run of all the house. When Nanny had turned a blind eye to your little games of dress-up and great blanket forts had been created; you and your step-sister wearing matching, pretty dresses while watching movies and eating pizza. Obviously the circumstances were entirely different… but the feeling at the heart of it was the same: Of having a space where secrets were unnecessary any more. Where anything could be done without a single care for the passing of time or the prying judgements of the world outside.

It bothered you, a little… that such a sense of comfort had settled over a day in which your anal virginity had been claimed. That it had included those three ugly, crude and insatiable older men who treated you and your beloved step-sibling’s bodies like open property. But the relief in finally having the weight of the lie you’d been living; and all the fear and anxiety built up around the prospect of being penetrated; lifted from your slender shoulders, more than overbalanced that.

“So… now you’re a little slut like me, sis…” Jenny whispered to you, through the darkness. The first words that had been spoken in an hour, though you’d both known the other was still awake.

“I… guess so…” You had to relent. Unsure you were actually ready to accept such a description of yourself, though unwilling to deny her assessment.

The genitalia of each of you were resting against each other. A factor of your embraces that had become quite common of late. With clothes, or without, the pair of you slotted together so naturally… as perhaps you had first done in the womb. Nowadays, though, your second soul seemed ever determined to maintain some gentle friction at that meeting point. Eliciting a stiffness she could hold between her thighs, to constantly tease against her own outer folds.

"Did you like it?" She asked, confident and gleeful. As if she already knew the answer, but would draw more pleasure from hearing you say it.

Except… you did not think you had a clear answer, yet. From the beginning you had understood that doing these things had fundamentally opened your step-sister's eyes to everything she now wanted from life. That she was so enamoured with the messy pleasures of being a human fuckpuppet, that she couldn't even imagine you: the echo of her soul; wanting anything else. She had always been faster to come to terms with herself. To know what she wanted and take steps to reach out and grasp it. And, it was true… often it turned out she really knew everything that your heart cried out for too… far before you'd finished self-doubting. However, you still needed to let yourself come to such conclusions in your own time. Else you would never feel the decision was yours.

"I… don't know yet." You felt a rare strength of honesty in your own voice. A willingness to not just tell her what she wanted to hear. "It… didn't hurt, really. And I liked knowing how good it was making them feel…"

It had been nice… to lie in the panting aftermath, and feel them pull their deflating selves loose of you. Feel a dribble of hot and sticky fluid leak out from your rear end. The idea that you had earned such an explosive climax from them, using only the tight passages of your own, small body… was somehow more attractive than the actual waves of physical pleasure you yourself had felt. Perhaps those would become stronger when you were less wound up by the newness and strange, deep, churning of it all.

"I-I'll let them try again… tomorrow… and see." You offered, the prospect already making your belly fill with butterflies. Just a little.

Your step-sister smiled at you, leaning in to press her lips against yours and spill her tongue between them. You felt one of her arms slide down and take hold of your penis, lining it up with the sopping-wet entrance to her own interior. She pushed down with her hips… and took all of you in one, smooth movement. Continuing that kiss all the while.

There was no further movement though. No encouragement to thrust or grind. She just wanted to keep you in there, warm and secure… all the night through. By now, you knew that that was the scope of it. You would never break her trust by pushing further. If she wanted to use you for her own pleasure… she would do so. But you were her little sister, not her lover. From that day forward you would spend every night inside of her… yet never truly fuck her.


End of Part 1.

Thank you kindly for reading this far into a tale of misplaced love, insatiable lust and gentle submission. I do hope you have enjoyed it so far. Our story will continue in Submitting with Step-Sister: Part 2, a small taste of which can be found following.

You may also support the author by supplying caffeine funds at:

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/JerkgentlyC should such an idea tempt you.

Either way, your perusal of this less than mainstream little slice of half-baked erotica is very much appreciated.

Love, Life and Lust,

Jerk Gently


Submitting with Step-Sister, Part 2




Chapter 5

The sun beat down from a wide, blue sky, weaving between chipped-concrete tower blocks. Chained dogs barked at pigeons in neighbouring yards. Horns beeped at junctions and music blared from windows. The city hummed with its own sense of continual, chaotic energy. So many people rubbing up against and colliding with each other in these rough and tumble surrounds. Yet, in that one yard. Behind a barely noticeable little shop with a half-shuttered, dirt-smeared window. You were colliding with your own step-father. Feeling the fleshy pillar which once belonged to your mother, now pumping into you. None of them would be able to tell, you were sure… thinking of the multiple, unseen onlookers that must be able to lean out of their balcony windows and smoke cheap cigarettes while watching the little whore-boy get fucked again. Maybe half of them hadn't even worked out that you had been born a boy at all.

None of it really bothered you much, anymore. The constant worries about what everyone else thought of you had shrank down and condensed. Now you only cared whether the person currently fucking you was enjoying it. You lived for the sound of their grunting breaths. The rippling shake of their thrusts through your entire body. The intense opening and closing feeling where the tip of them spilled in and out of your puckered star, and that deep, inner churning sensation where each invasion passed your prostate. There was a freedom to it... Letting your body just buck its slender hips back upon every fleshy meeting. A sense of giving yourself over to a realm of pure, innocent physicality. Your basest humanity didn’t care what clothes you wore or what role you were supposed to play. It didn’t care who this man was, or whether he deserved to take pleasure from you like this. It was just a slave to the intensity of sensation that these precious moments throughout your day provided. You knew, now… what your step-sister had been trying to give you all this time: Not a freedom in that others would stop taking advantage of your all-too-eager-to-please nature. But a freedom to just say ‘fuck it!’ and throw yourself into the den of wolves, then revel in the experience.

Perhaps it was not the most healthy option… psychologically or physically. However, it was one you could choose for yourself and then ride the wave of. Wearing whatever made you feel like an exposed wire and sexy. Doing whatever the world you’d come from really thought you shouldn’t. It was a dirty, grimy, disorganised and chaotic lifestyle. But it was yours and it fit in with everything else going on in this crazy, bustling part of town… just fine. People knew you around here now. Street sellers gave you little gifts of food when you passed. Working boys offered a wolf-whistle or a little squeeze on the bum as they scuffled over who could try and chat you up. Whether they meant it as a joke, or not, they weren’t cruel about it. You were part of the streets and scenery, the shapes and stories of this place. None of it was anywhere near so cold and clinical, so callous and shallow… as the circles your parents still lived in.

Your step-father finished inside of you… It was a little early, to be honest. A little disappointing. You had been a little too tangled up in realising how little his opinion might mean to you anymore… to enjoy the taboo reality of being fucked by him. As he pulled out, a little of his semen dripped out of you onto the concrete. Several of your other skimpy outfits were hanging out to dry, nearby. They flapped loosely in the breeze. He rocked back, panting, onto his heels.

“That was… hmm… I needed that…”

You turned around and hopped yourself up to sit on the arm of the couch… offering small, teasing glimpses of your own penis under the skirt, and giving your asshole a few moments to close up.

“I’ll come back… Now and then… When I can.” He stumbled through his words, caught up in a way you’d never thought he could be. You nodded, non committedly.

“Marie’s been… different, since…” Your mother’s name barely registered. You didn’t care much about her, either. You just stared at him with those big, round eyes. Did he know? Or didn’t he?

“I’ll... let myself out.” He murmured, just starting to regain the pomp which you were sure would be back at full blast by the time he reached the street. You watched him do up his fly and head back through the shop. While you sat in the sun for a while… and just listened to the city.
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