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“Jessica, are you home?”

It was a hot, summer day, and Jessica Morgan was trapped inside by herself. Her mom was gone on a weekend camping trip with her new husband, which Jessica had declined to join them on. Their strict views on parenting meant that even though she was 18 years old and a high school graduate, she was still restricted to the house and the local neighborhood, which contained almost nothing of interest.

“Yeah Ben, I’m upstairs,” she called back. “I didn’t expect you to be stopping by today.”

Ben was Jessica’s new step brother, technically. He had moved in with his father when her mom had tied the knot, but was rarely if ever around. At 21 years old, he was almost the exact opposite of Jessica in every way. He was tall, with dark eyes and hair, strong arms and chest muscles, and a smile that seemed to make him the instant crush of every one of her friends. Jessica was a rather plain girl in comparison, and sometimes wondered if her brother being such a sexy heart throb was just another one of the universe’s cruel practical jokes.

On top of that, Ben was talented, the type of talented that landed him college scholarships for both his academics and soccer playing abilities. He had essentially led the team to victory in the last season of high school, and still had people around their home town that would go out of their way to shake his hand and tell him how they still remembered his game winning goals. He also played guitar, and taught lessons on the side. Some of Jessica’s friends had actually paid his expensive fees just to get the opportunity for some one on one time with him, a fact that made Jessica feel strangely possessive of him.

“I’m just stopping by for a couple of days,” he said. “Picking up some stuff, saying hi to some people.”

Jessica had made her way out of her room and down the stairs. Her brother was standing in front of the kitchen table, munching on an apple in a laid back fashion. He was wearing a tight tank top that showed off his physique, along with baggy work out shorts.

“Saying hi to some, people, huh,” she said to him. “Lucky you…”

Now that Ben was off to college and mostly on his own, their parents had pretty much abandoned any right to control where he went. He had been working an internship at a recording company that paid very well, and the new sports car that he had managed to afford let him get around with style. Jessica was incredibly envious, and often found herself wondering about his life and activities. 

“Hey, don’t be that way, Jess,” he said. “It’s not as interesting as it sounds,”

“Well I wouldn’t really know,” she said. “I’m essentially their prisoner, the way they keep me locked down.”

“You just need to find some more creative ways to have fun,” Ben said to her with a coy and mischievous smile. “How about I hang out here with you today, and we make the best of your jail sentence?”

Jessica smiled, and then walked over to her brother and gave him a hug. Somehow, he always managed to lift her spirits. She could feel his hard chest underneath her check as he returned her embrace.

“Besides, you’re too much of a dork to be trusted out on your own, anyway,”

“You jerk!” she said to him, playfully batting his chest with her fists.

A vibration jolted them out of the moment. It was Ben’s phone, and after looking at it for a second, he smiled, and then began tapping out a message.

“I’ll be right back…” he said to her, walking out onto the porch.

“Who is it?” Jessica asked him as he went. He didn’t answer or break his stride. She hated when he ignored him, and decided to make herself breakfast in order to get her mind off it.

Their parents had left the larder fully stocked before leaving on their trip. Jessica pulled out some wheat bread, cantaloupe, and yogurt, and fixed herself a nice plate. She sat down on the dining room table and began to eat. Ben came inside a couple of minutes later. Jessica could tell from the look on his face that he had something on his mind.

“It’s fine,” she said to him preemptively. “I wasn’t expecting you to spend the entire day with me, anyway,”

Her emotions seemed to rage inside against the words, even as she spoke them out loud. Her brother was so amazing, so awesome, and it seemed so comically unjust that she would have him pulled away from her just like so many other things in her life.

“Actually, that was my one of my math professor’s aids. She was texting me to reprimand me for skipping class,” he said with a smile.

“What? The semester’s been over for weeks…”

“I’m one class short of meeting the attendance requirement, in this case,” he said. “The past few months were a little on the wild side, but fuck it,”

Jessica had heard from her mom about Ben in high school. He had apparently rolled with a bad crowd, and it eventually had gotten to the point where he was getting into trouble with the law. It didn’t come as a shock to her that his bad boy behavior had continued on into college, albeit more discretely, but she felt herself becoming concerned for him.

“Ben, you should take it more seriously,” she said. “You have a lot to lose if you spend your time fooling around,”

“Oh yeah?” he said. He walked over to the table and sat down across from Jessica, and then leaned his face in close to hers. His movements were slow, smooth, and calculated. Jessica felt herself suddenly feeling as though a light voltage of electricity was flowing through her body. She stared into his eyes and couldn’t help but think about how amazingly and strikingly handsome they were.

“What’s wrong sis, are you worried about me getting into trouble?” he asked her. His voice was quiet and deep, but seemed to carry with it a strangely intense tonality.

“I, I, just mean…I worry about you, that’s all.”

“You don’t have to worry about me, Jess,” he said to her. He put his hand on top of hers, and hot fire seemed to flow through Jessica’s arm, all the way up to her chest. “I’m just fine…”

An interesting tension seemed to settle over the kitchen. Jessica felt like her body needed something badly, but couldn’t bring herself to fully realize what. She stared into her brother’s eyes, and he stared back into hers, until finally she breathed and looked away involuntarily.

“Let’s go for a swim!” announced Ben. He jumped out his chair began walking down the hallway. “I’ll meet you out there.”

“Okay!” Jessica called after him. She moved her plate onto the counter next to the sink, figuring that it was easier and more convenient to just take care of it later.

 

The Morgan family had purchased the pool several years back. The construction had taken a while, but the result in the end was something worthy of the envy of the rest of the block and many of Jessica’s friends. She had spent countless days lounging about by it, and had earned her share of sunburns to prove it.

Jessica went into her room to change into her bikini. As always, it took a little bit of fiddling and adjusting it to make it fit her correctly. She had to fight her frustration as she stared at herself in the mirror. She knew that she wasn’t the prettiest girl in the world, and had a rather modest figure in general, but it still seemed so unfair to have to struggle so much with even the most basic items in her wardrobe.

Eventually, she got it to a point that seemed somewhat presentable, and headed down the hallway towards the backyard. Ben was already in the pool, splashing about.

“What took you so long?” he asked as she stepped out onto the patio. Jessica couldn’t help but admire the sight of his body and figure. His chiseled chest and abs were enough to make him a lady killer on their own, but adding in his broad shoulders and height into the equation pushed him up to another level completely. She realized she was staring and looked away, embarrassed. It felt weird to her to be having such strange thoughts about her brother and she fought to push them out of her mind.

“I was, uh, just looking for my swim suit,” she said.

“Come on, hop in, the water is perfect,” he called to her as he swam through the water.

“Just give me a minute, I want to set up my towel,” she replied.

Jessica very carefully placed her towel on one of the pool lounge chairs and unfolded it. She had actually planned to just hang out by the pool, originally. The water was even less flattering to her hair than her swim suit, at times, and even though they had a pool, she had never been the best swimmer. Suddenly, she felt strong, wet arms seize her by the waist and lift her into the air.

“Wahhhh! Hey, what are you doing?” she cried.

“You’re taking too long, princess,” said Ben, leveraging her up and over his shoulder. “I think it’s time for you to get dunked!”

“Noooo!” she cried, laughing and struggling in her brother’s grip. His arms were a lot stronger than they looked, and she soon realized it was futile. Ben carried her over to the edge of the pool and easily lofted her into the air. She hid the water with a resounding crash, and felt a little bit of it sneak up her noise.

“You jerk!” she yelled to him, still laughing. “I don’t have my nose plugs in!”

“God, you are such a dork,” said Ben. He ran forward and leaped high into the air, cannon balling into the water right next to her.

The situation quickly evolved into an intense splash fight. Jessica attempted to go on the offensive, but Ben was a quick swimmer, and surfaced behind her. Before she could react, he reached his hand over and untied her top with one quick movement.

“You are such a brat!” she yelled to him. He just looked at her and smiled.

In reality, Jessica was having a blast, and after taking care of her wardrobe malfunction, their battle evolved until they were tickling instead of splashing. She was laughing so hard that she started to have trouble breathing. Ben smiled at her when he heard her pleas for mercy and lifted her up in the air again.

“Put me down, this instant!” she shouted to him. He held her held high in the air with his strong arms.

“Okay, if you say so!” he said, flipping her back behind him and into the water.

 

Eventually, they calmed down and meandered their way back onto the patio. Jessica spread her towel out on a dry part of the ground and then lied on top of it. Ben dried off with his, and then put on a pair of aviator sunglasses and collapsed into a chair.

“I think you’re getting a sun burn,” he said to her after a minute. “Want me to put some lotion on you?”

“What, oh no, that’s okay, I can do it,” she replied.

Ben already had the bottle out and was squirting some of it onto his hands. Jessica’s thoughts about how he was ignoring her, again, were cut short as his hands made contact with her back.

“Oh, that’s cold!” she cried.

“It’s necessary,” he said. “Your skin is too fair and pale to look good with a sun burn,”

Jessica blushed at the comment, but wasn’t entirely sure if it really was one or not. She could feel the texture of his strong hands as he began to rub the lotion in. They were calloused, and made her wonder just what Ben was up to that caused them to be so rugged. His touch felt good on her back, but it also made her a little nervous. She felt as though electricity was flowing heavily through her body, almost like he had some type of sensual electrical relaxer installed in his fingers.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. “That feels really good,”

“I bet it does,” Ben said to her. She couldn’t see his face, but somehow got the feeling that he was smiling.

His hands roamed further, massaging the lotion into the side of her back, in between her body and her arms. His fingers ran over the edges of her breasts, and she shivered with a guilty delight.

“Are you okay?” he asked, picking up on her reaction.

“No, uh, it’s fine,” she said. “You can keep going, if you want?”

Ben did keep going. His hands massaged further down, and again, she shivered and tingled as they crossed over the small of her back. He slid his fingers ever so slightly into the waistband of the bottom of her swimsuit, and she felt fire surge between her legs. He continued down after that, massaging the lotion into the exposed sides of her butt and legs.

“There you go,” he said at the end. “All done.”

Jessica rolled over, guilty wishing that he would keep going and put some on the front of her body, as well. The thoughts seemed illicit and unusual, but it was hard for her to deny just how excited the experience had gotten her.

“Thanks,” she said to him. “I guess I should put some on the rest of my body, too…”

Ben wasn’t listening. He had wandered over to his phone and was texting on it, wearing an intense look on his face. After a minute or two, he turned back to her.

“Who was that?” she asked him.

“Just mom and dad checking up on us, he said. Jessica wasn’t sure if she totally believed him, but his answer made her remember something.

“Oh yeah, Kendra might stop by later tonight,” she told him. Kendra had been a new friend that she had met while checking out colleges in the spring. They had an unusual amount in common, and had quickly become close. She was also one of the few regular visitors Jessica had to keep her company over the summer.

“Great,” said Ben. “It will be nice to finally meet her,”

 

The two of them headed inside and began to watch TV. It wasn’t more than ten minutes before there was a knock at the door. Jessica got up to answer it.

“Hey Kendra,” she said, greeting her friend. “Thanks for coming by,”

“No prob,” Kendra replied as she stepped inside. “I’ve been extremely bored so far today.”

Jessica smiled. Compared to her, Kendra was another benefactor of the universe’s fortune. She got great grades and was heading to a solid college in the fall. She was a cheerleader, and had dated the captain of the football team at her school for a while. And she had been the homecoming queen, alongside her now ex-boyfriend.

“Hello,” said Ben, standing up from his seat as the two walked into the living room. “You must be Kendra. I’m Ben, nice to meet you,”

“Ben, the pleasure is all mine,” said Kendra. She reached her hand out and Ben shook it gently. The two locked eyes and Jessica got an uneasy feeling in her stomach as an intense moment settled over the room.

“So, are you back from college, for good?” asked Kendra. Her voice tone was light and flirty.

“No, I still have a few more semesters,” he said. “Our parents are out of town, and I figured this would be as good of a weekend to come visit as any,”

“That’s awesome,” said Kendra. “Well, I hope I can show you a good time, then,”

“I’m sure you can,” Ben replied.

Jessica felt a strange possessiveness flow into her. Kendra was one of her best friends, but Ben was her brother. It felt weird for to be envious of his attention. She cleared her throat, and then stepped out from behind the two of them.

“We should really find something to do,” she said. “Something we can all have fun with…”

“I have an idea,” said Ben. “It might end up being a little outlandish, though,”

Jessica looked at him. She couldn’t help but notice the coy smile on his face. Looking over at Kendra, she saw that her friend was totally transfixed by Ben’s dramatic pause. It made Jessica feel a little angry to see.

“Have you guys heard of Chat Roulette before?” he asked them. “It’s a webcam site that connects you to random strangers.”

“Yeah, I have,” said Jessica. “I mean obviously, it’s pretty big,”

Kendra nodded in agreement, and then stared at Ben, waiting for him to continue.

“Let’s get on and see what we can find,” he said to them.

“I think that’s a great idea!” said Kendra. She stepped closer to Ben and put her hand on his shoulder. Jessica instantly felt a little uncomfortable when she saw it.

“I don’t know,” she said to them. “Isn’t that website like, full of creepy naked people, a lot of the time?”

“Some of the time, yeah,” said Ben. “But we can just skip people whenever they seem weird, and find some that would be fun to talk to.”

Jessica did not like the idea. Coupled with the way Kendra was acting a little too friendly with Ben, the whole situation seemed to be a mess to her. She found herself wishing that they’d just kept swimming in the pool.

“Come on Jess,” said Kendra. “It will be fun, you’ll see!”

After being outvoted two to one, Jessica sat down with Kendra and her brother in the living room. Their parents had bought a widescreen high definition TV the year before, and Ben had all the necessary cables to hitch his laptop up to it. In no time, they had the webcam aimed at the three of them sitting on the couch, with Ben in the middle and the two girls to either side of him.

Ben typed the web address into the computer, and within a minute, they were ready to connect to other random strangers. He kept his wireless mouse in his hand so he could quickly skip any feed that didn’t seem fun.

“Are you guys ready?” he asked them as he sat back down.

Kendra nodded to him. Jessica had a worried look on her face, but after a second she also slowly nodded in consent. Ben clicked connect, and after a moment of buffering, a live camera stream popped up on the screen.

The first couple of people they connected to fit the description of “creepy and weird” perfectly. Ben was clicking the skip button without hesitation. Things continued like that for a while, until finally, they found a group of three girls that seemed to be normal enough, overall.

“Hey there,” one of the girls said to them.

“Hello,” said Ben. “How are you ladies doing today?”

The three of them smiled.

“Not bad, yourself?” the one that seemed to be leading them answered.

“Not bad at all,” he replied.

Jessica had the same unnerving feeling that she had felt before when Kendra was talking to Ben. Is this how it is for him all the time, she wondered. It seemed so strange to her that she cared so much, but somehow, she did. Ben’s attention was not hers and hers alone, but she felt herself feeling jealous whenever something other than her caught his eye, and it was frustrating.

“So which one of those girls is your girlfriend?” the girl on the screen asked Ben.

“Neither one,” he said back, smiling.

“Why not, they’re both pretty good looking?” the girl said. “Especially the one on the left…”

Jessica realized that she was talking about Kendra, and felt her emotions surge up. This had been a horrible idea, she found herself thinking, and felt like putting a stop to it. The girl on the screen noticed her expression.

“Oh, don’t feel bad,” she said. “Hey, why don’t we play truth or dare?”

Ben looked at Jessica. She felt a complaint stirring within her, but found that it was hard for her to say anything. Her emotions were running wild, and more than anything, she just didn’t want to say something that would put her out of Ben’s favor. Kendra was smiling, and after seeing that, Ben turned back towards the webcam.

“Sure,” he said to the girls on the screen. “Sounds like it could be fun!”

“Okay, my first dare is for you to kiss the sad looking one,” said the girl on the screen. “She could use some cheering up.”

Jessica’s cheeks blushed hot red when she heard the dare. Her mouth dropped open, and she looked over at Ben. He was smiling that same, sexy coy smile that he just loved to break out.

“What, I mean, maybe that’s-“

She was cut off by Ben’s lips. He leaned in and kissed her, softly at first, and then more deeply. She felt his tongue flick into her mouth, and responded with her own. Her body began to melt against him, and more than anything she wanted to feel his hands roaming over her, feeling her womanhood. After a couple of moments, longer than what was needed for a simple dare, Ben broke the embrace and turned back to the screen.

“Okay, your turn,” he said, completely unphased by what he had just done. “I want the three of you to take your shits off.”

The girl on the screen smiled, and then also started blushing, mirroring Jessica’s reaction before almost perfectly. The three webcam girls looked at each other for a moment, all of them somewhat shy and embarrassed looking, and then without speaking a word, they began to pull their shirts over their heads. Jessica fumed momentarily, angry with her brother’s request, but also a little impressed that he had been bold enough to get them to do it.

“Alright, since you’re such a horn dog, how about this?” the girl on the screen was smiling again as she spoke. “I want you to take off the shirt of the girl on the left and make out with her.”

Jessica watched as Ben looked over at Kendra. She was smiling, and her body language was open and inviting. Ben nodded towards her with a smile, and then she slowly began to pull her shirt off over her head. Jessica watched with despair as her bra clad breasts came into view. They were bigger than hers, and made her feel even more inadequate, being the only girl in sight that was still fully clothed.

Ben leaned in towards Kendra and kissed her, much in the same way that he had kissed Jessica before. Jessica felt her blood become hot, and she watched with possessive envy as her brother began to kiss Kendra deeper, and more intensely. The situation was infuriating to her, and even though she was a pacifist, she felt her hands begin to ball up in anger.

“Enough!” she yelled, standing up from the couch. She walked over to her brother’s laptop and slammed the lid down.

“Jess, what’s wrong?” Ben asked her. He pushed away from Kendra and moved to comfort her.

“Just leave me alone,” she yelled, running up the stairs. “Go ahead and fool around with each other, see if I care!”

 

Jessica was a mess. She ran down the upstairs hallway and into her room, shutting and locking the door behind her. The tears she’d been holding back before were flowing freely now, and she collapsed onto her bed and buried her face in a pillow.

“How could I be so stupid?” she cried to herself. Her brother was her brother. She had no claim over him, and yet still, his actions and affections seemed to have an overwhelming effect on her. Her mind couldn’t stay away from images of what the two of them were doing downstairs, and it was absolute torture.

“Jess?” she heard her brother shout through the door. “Are you okay?”

“What does it matter to you?” she yelled. It was hard for her to think clearly and tears were still flowing down her face.

“You’re my sister Jess, I love you,” he called back. “I didn’t realize…I mean, I thought the webcam thing would just be harmless fun.”

Jessica was silent. She had to work to keep her sobs from spilling out. She felt pathetic, and the last thing she wanted was for her brother to see her like this.

“I guess it wasn’t though, and I’m sorry,” he continued. “I sent Kendra home right after you went upstairs…”

Jessica didn’t say anything. Her heart fluttered slightly at his words. He did care about her, and her feelings. Her brother loved her, crazy emotional outbursts and all.

“Thanks Ben,” she said to him. “I’m…I’m sorry,”

“Don’t be, I’m the one who should be apologizing,” he said through the door. “Now come on out of there, I have a surprise for you downstairs.”

Jessica wiped the tears out of her eyes and her best to clean her face up. Then, she walked over to the door and opened it. Ben was on the other side, and he immediately wrapped his arms around her.

“I can’t understand how you feel, sis,” he said to her. “But I care about you, don’t forget about it you dork,”

Jessica laughed as she was hugging him, and one last tear trickled down her face.

“Thanks, Ben,” she said.

“Now come on, I think you’re going to like this surprise,”

He led her downstairs, and into the kitchen. After digging through one of the cabinets under the counter for a minute, he triumphantly pulled out a bottle of expensive vodka.

“Whoa, jackpot,” said Jessica. She smiled, and it was the first one she’d allowed herself since the webcam incident.

“I guess mom and dad figured we wouldn’t find it,” he said to her. “Something tells me they won’t miss it all that much.”

The sun was setting, and both of them sat out on the porch. Jessica found some orange juice in the fridge and made herself a mixed drink with it. Ben insisted on drinking straight out of the bottle. They watched the sunset in peace, sitting next to each other. Jessica put her hand on top of Ben’s and she felt him massage one of her fingers with his thumb gently.

“It’s such a beautiful night,” he said to her.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “Say Ben, can I ask you something?”

“Anything, sis.”

She was quiet for a moment before she finally got the words out.

“Why didn’t you and Kendra, well, you know,” she said. “What was stopping you guys?”

Ben smiled, and turned towards her. The sun was lighting up his silhouette, giving him the impression of having an aura of fire surrounding him.

“I don’t have feelings for Kendra,” he said, staring deep into her eyes. “I love somebody else.”

Jessica took a big sip of her drink. She couldn’t bring herself to ask the last question she had.

They spent the next couple of minutes watching the sky in a comfortable silence. Jessica slid closer to her brother, and leaned up against him. He put his arm around her and hugged her from the side.

“It’s getting a little colder out,” he said. “Why don’t we go inside, get comfy on the couch, and watch a movie?”

Jessica smiled at him.

“That’s the best idea I’ve heard all day,” she said to him.

 

The two of them went inside. Ben busied himself with making some popcorn and pouring Jessica another drink, while she picked out a movie. Netflix didn’t really have anything that jumped out at her, but she finally settled on a romantic comedy about a bride who was secretly in love with one of her fiancé’s groomsmen. She also took a blanket out of her room and crawled under it, leaving room for Ben to sit next to her. He walked into the room a minute later, with popcorn and a mixed drink in hand.

“Ready?” he asked as he sat next to her and climbed under the blanket.

“Yep!” she said. At this point, Jessica was beginning to feel a little tipsy, and could tell that the same was true for Ben.

Jessica started the movie, and Ben dimmed the lamp light on the side stand. The room was dark now, with the only light being provided by the TV. The movie started off funny, and the two of them found themselves laughing throughout the opening sequence.

As she watched it, Jessica couldn’t help but notice just how hyper aware she was of her brother and his body. Every time he coughed, or slowly moved his arm into a new position, she felt her body tense up with nervous excitement. About ten minutes into the movie, Ben moved his arm, and this time brought his hand down right on her thigh, and left it there. 

Waves of hot energy seemed to course through her body. It was somewhat of a brotherly gesture, she knew, but in this context it just seemed to light her body on fire with possibilities. She felt his fingers begin massage her thigh slightly, and then he began to slowly slide his hand up and down her leg.

It was hard for Jessica to focus on the movie. She was breathing heavy, and it felt like her entire body was echoing the feeling of her leg. It tingled, and it felt somewhat erotic to her. She tried to suppress the thought and focus on the screen, but Ben’s hand began to wonder further and further up, until his fingers glided across the edge of her swimsuit bottom under the blanket.

She looked over at him. He ignored her at first, and continued to watch and laugh at the movie. After a second or two, he began to bring his hand back up her leg, and let his fingers rub across her fabric covered womanhood.

“Oh…Ben,” she whispered, breathing heavy.


Ben put one finger up to his lips, and then leaned over and kissed her. It was as though a bomb had been set off inside Jessica’s chest. She felt his lips push up against hers, stunned at first, and then began to kiss him back, passionately. The two of them shifted on the couch until she was lying underneath him, making out fiercely, the movie almost entirely forgotten. 

Ben’s hands were running across her chest, up and down her body. She wanted to feel his hands all over her. He reached behind her and untied her bra in one smooth movement, and ripped it off her roughly. She blushed for a moment, surprised at his intensity and a little self-conscious about her bust, but quickly fell back into his embrace and begin pushing her legs up against him.

He pulled his own shirt off over his head, and Jessica couldn’t help but stare. His chest was chiseled muscle, the type of physique that statues of Greek gods must have been modeled off of, and tonight, it was all hers. She kissed his chest and stomach, and felt him pull down her swimsuit bottom quickly and urgently. She was completely naked now and totally alright with it. She wanted what came next, badly.

Ben pulled down his own swim suit and revealed a very large and erect looking member. He brought it in between Jessica’s legs and pushed against her entrance. She looked into his eyes, and saw nothing but lust and desire. It turned her on even more, knowing how much he wanted her. Ben kissed her like an animal, and pushed his manhood deep up inside her.

Jessica gasped. He was big, and she could feel herself having to stretch to accept him. But it felt good, and as Ben’s thrusts began to build up to speed, it felt amazing. She leaned her head back and began to moan, lost to the world like a cat in heat.

“Oh, Ben!” she cried.

“That’s right Jess,” he said to her, pushing against her faster. “I’ve been dying to fuck you, for the longest time.”

Jessica had to bite her lip as she heard his words to keep from crying out in ecstasy.

“I’ve seen you, I’ve seen your body,” he said. “And I knew, I was going to make it mine. Mine to play with.”

Jessica began to scream with pleasure. She felt a powerful orgasm began to tear through her. She tensed up, and it felt like a shock wave was erupting within her body. Ben kept up his pace for a minute, and then she felt him begin to breathe heavy.

“Do it inside me, Ben,” she whispered into his ear. “I want you…to do it inside me,”

Ben slammed into her, pushing her even deeper into the throes of her orgasm. Then, after a couple of final hard thrusts, he moaned loudly, and began to shoot his seed inside her. It felt fiery hot as it splashed into her, and she kissed his chest as he massaged her hair with his hand.

After a minute, Ben collapsed on the couch next to her. The two of them were silent for a while. Jessica could only think about what they had just done, and what it meant. She began to open her mouth to say something to him, but was beaten to it.

“I love you, Jess,” said Ben.

“…I love you, Ben,” she replied.

The two of them kissed deeply, and then wrapped each other in a soft embrace, and turned back towards the movie.

 

END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “CURSE OF DESIRE 3: THE ISLAND”

 

“Kate! Marco!”

The sea was hostile and drowned out Tim’s shouts before they could reach far from his throat. He was tossed around by the water as he struggled to maintain his bearings.

The ship had gone down, he knew that much. His sister had been with him in his cabin, and then they heard some noises, and then all hell broke loose. They had gambled their fortunes on being able to swim out through the flooded hallway and make it back above deck, but hadn’t realized that the ship had a couple of huge, gaping holes in it that allowed seawater in and deposited them out.

“Kate! Marco! Mathias!”

He continued calling for anyone he could think of. The night sky seemed like the raging ocean’s evil companion, and between the two he could barely manage to stay afloat, let alone call to anyone else. It seemed like an injustice to him. Things had been going so well, and the trip had been so uneventful. Why did fate have its sight set on him?

“Kate! Marco! Leah! Can anyone hear me?”

As if to answer him, a wave slammed into his face, hard. His eyes burned with salt, and he coughed up water and continued kicking his legs hopelessly against the depths of darkness below him. Not yet, he thought to himself. Not until the girl has been found and returned.

That was the objective that had started this all, and the only way Tim could keep himself motivated and in a fighting spirit was to keep it in front of him. The old man had promised him a cure for his curse, a curse that seemed to reward him with far too much of a good thing. The only catch was that he had to find the old man’s daughter. And the only catch on top of that involved the universe and its ethereal spite.

Something struck Tim across the face. He felt his lip gush with blood, and then sting as the saltwater punished the open wound. He flailed his arms enough to bring him up for air, and struck something with one of them. The object in front of him was a large wooden barrel. He tried his best to get his arms around it, but it was too wide and the action only seemed comical. He settled for latching his hand onto the opening in its side, and had a moment to breathe as it supported his weight.

His clothes were soaked, and felt like they were made of metal. Inside of him, he felt a part of himself that was ready to give up. It would be so easy to just let go, and sink down into the ocean. Tim waged a mental battle with his own doubts, and forced his hands to stay gripped to the wood. He focused on his breathing, and let each wave wash over him, striving to maintain a zen state of relaxed acceptance.

The night passed slowly, almost as though time itself was forcing a form of intentional torture upon him. As the waves calmed down and sea made peace with itself, Tim could see the horizon for the first time since being sucked overboard. Nothing was on it. Other than him and the barrel he was hanging on to, the entire ocean appeared to be an empty stretch of water, barren and infinite seeming. He looked down at his feet in the water and saw it extend further than what little light the stars had to offer could reach. The thought of just how far out he was gave him an intense feeling of vertigo.

The next few hours passed incredibly slowly and painfully, albeit in a contrastingly calm fashion. Tim hung on to the barrel, and fought his own panic within his mind. The sea was resting now, and it was hard for him to tell if he was even moving. He didn’t dare to hope for anything other than a couple minutes more afloat, and the ocean didn’t seem like it wanted to offer anything more.

Eventually, the slick waves picked up again, and their continuous crashing against the barrel became too much for Tim’s hands to endure. He had tried to climb on top of it earlier, but every attempt had only tipped the barrel over, filling it with more water and reminding him of the futility of his situation. This time, when he slipped away, the barrel wasn’t within arm’s reach when he tried to find it again. His last thought was of the fate of his friends, and then the formidable and dark depths of the ocean overtook him.

 

When Tim finally awoke, it was to the feeling of wet, sticky grains of sand underneath his fingers. His lungs were clogged with water, and he broke into an intense fit of coughing as he rolled over. The sun was beating down on him, and he could hear the familiar cries of seagulls nearby. He opened his eyes slowly, feeling the accumulated crust of salt flake off as he did.

“What…the hell?” he murmured to himself.

In front of him was a dense tropical forest. The trees reached up high, arcing in such a way as to intersect with each other and create an inner sanctum of shadows where the rays of sun couldn’t penetrate. To his right and left, the beach continued. He could see that it curved inwards in both directions a ways off in the distance.

Tim looked down at himself and realized his clothes were in tatters. As he struggled to stand up, he noticed that his shoes had been swept off by the ocean. He pulled off his soaking wet and salty socks, stuffing them in his pocket for safe keeping. The waves continued to lap at his feet until he walked onto the dry sand of the upper beach, feeling the hot, unblemished sand between his toes.

“How did I get myself into this?” he asked out loud.

The sun was high in the sky. He figured it was sometime late in the morning. Tim started towards the jungle, and soon realized that the tall grass and foliage worked to keep him out almost as though it were a living, photosynthesizing wall. Instead, he started walking down the length of the beach.

Shells seemed to adorn the surf as though they were pennies thrown into the bottom of a wishing well. Tim had never seen such abundant sea life before. Fish swam about, seeming to thrive in the warm water of the Caribbean. After about a quarter of a mile of walking, he overtook the curve he had seen before, and off in the distance, sure enough, was another curve. He continued walking, and then spotted something that caused him to stop completely in his tracks.

“Holy shit, that’s my bag,” he muttered as he made his way over to it. It looked like it was completely soaked through with water, but when he opened it up everything within it was completely dry. 

“This is a fucking miracle…” He took his bag over to a dry stretch of sand and emptied out its contents. Everything that he remembered putting into it was still there. One by one, he went through each item and took stock of just what he had to make do with. The first thing he noticed was that the mysterious tome, given to him by the old man, was strangely cold to the touch. Unusually cold, given the climate, and even more unusually cold given that it had been pulled out of the warm ocean waters.

He set it aside, and then pulled out the one item that seemed to be the most useful and relevant to his current situation, the sword. It had the same perfect sheen and razor’s edge that he had noticed when he had first gotten it, and seemed to be an obvious solution to the jungle’s blockade. It was still sheathed in the makeshift holster he had created for it, and after unbuckling his own belt, he attached it to his waist. Almost immediately he felt his spirits lift up, as though the tables had been turned on his predicament.

“Well, if nothing else, I can pretend to be a pirate while I wait for rescue,” he joked, wishing that someone was around to laugh at his punchline.

The last of the items in the backpack were not anything immediately useful. The compass and map would have come in handy if he had any concrete idea as to where he was, which he did not. The clothes that he had brought seemed much too heavy and uncomfortable to be worn in a tropical climate. He put the tome back into the bag, and closed it, figuring that all of it might come in handy under the right circumstances. He threw the shoulder straps over his shoulders, and continued down the stretch of beach in front of him. 

It wasn’t long before he found something else of interest, something that caused his heart to jump a beat in his chest. Laying on the edge of beach in the much the same way as he had been only minutes earlier was the crumpled body of a teenage girl.

 

“Kate!” he cried as he ran towards her. “Kate!”

Tim slid to a stop in front of her and rolled her onto her back. His sister’s usually expressive and vibrant face was the color of chalk. He shook her hard, and felt his soul catch in his throat as her head rolled limply to the side.

“No…no! Kate, wake up!” He ripped her shirt open and felt between her breasts for a heartbeat, to no avail. Grabbing her by the shoulders, he pulled her onto the dry sand and began pushing his hands down on her chest, hard. Every pump seemed to confirm what he feared most, but he continued, and after several tense seconds, a cough erupted from Kate’s throat, followed by several more.

“Kate, oh my god, Kate!” Tim helped his sister into a kneeling position and began to slap her back lightly, as though burping a baby. “You’re alive!”

“What…where are we?” she asked, each word interrupted by harsh coughs and spurts of sea water.

“I have no idea sis, but when do I ever know anything?” he said, feeling his spirit and sense of humor renewing. “I’m just glad that you’re alive, even though it does most likely mean that you’re trapped here with me,”

Kate wiped seawater out of her eyes and looked at him. They were tear filled and irritated, but still a brilliant blue, and seemed to reflect her thoughts as she scanned the surrounding area. Tim looked down, and realized that both of his sister’s big breasts were hanging freely out of the tear he had made in her shirt. He considered telling her briefly, but decided against it, and sat back in the sand as he enjoyed the view.

“The ship…did anyone else make it?” she asked. Tim had gone through the exact same thought process earlier.

“You’re the only one I’ve found so far,” he said. A short silence followed, and Tim felt himself feeling like he should say something.

“Come on, we should get going,” he said.

“To where?” Kate asked. A disparaging look had hijacked her beautiful blue eyes, and it hurt Tim to meet her gaze.

 “Let’s just follow the beach for now,” he said, extending his hand out to her. “It’s got to lead somewhere…”

Kate grabbed his hand, and then threw herself forward, hugging him tightly. She buried her face in her shoulder, and Tim could feel her warmth. It felt good, and he could feel her still exposed breasts pushing against his chest, exciting him slightly.

“I love you Tim,” she whispered to him. “I still remember what we were doing, right before all this happened, you know?”

Tim didn’t have to think too hard to remember. They had been his cabin, making illicit, forbidden love. One thing had led to another, as they saying goes. Tim wasn’t proud of what he had done, but he also didn’t regret it. He knew his curse was mostly to blame, and resolved to not let it get in the way of him caring for his sister and protecting her on this island.

“I remember,” he said to her. “Let’s just focus on what’s in front of us for now, okay?”

The two of them continued along the beach. Sand seemed to stretch out before them in what would have been an appealing vacation spot, under different circumstances. A bird milled about, poking at shells. A coconut tree with ripe fruit extended its trunk out of the jungle. Tim and Kate walked along slowly, looking for any signs of life as they went. After about an hour, Kate sat down in the sand, exhausted.

“Can we take a break?” she asked. “My legs feel like they’ve been liquefied…”

Tim looked at her thoughtfully for a moment, and then sat down next to her.

“What happened to you after we left the cabin? How did you manage to make it through the ocean?” he asked. “I mean, I managed to find a wooden barrel to float on. I didn’t think that anyone else managed to, well…”

“There was a life raft in the water,” said Kate. “A bunch of them, actually. The one I found didn’t hold air so well, and after a couple of hours it went under. The last thing I remember is treading water, and then getting hit by a huge wave.”

A silence hung on the air for a moment. Kate’s hand was shaking slightly, and her gaze was downcast into the sand. Tim stood up and moved behind his sister, rubbing her shoulders encouragingly. It was all he could do. They had both been through hell, and it didn’t look like they were completely out of it yet.

“Come on, let’s keep moving,” he said to her, helping her up. “If we made it here alive, there’s a good chance that at least a few other people did as well.”

They started walking further down the beach. Tim’s thoughts wandered, and he thought about the fate of his friend Marco. It had been his own idea to drag Marco along on this journey, and he felt more than a little responsible for him. He thought about Mathias, their guide on the ship, and Leah, and the other staff members. He thought about all of them, and then thought about himself and his sister.

“Did you see anybody else?” he asked Kate. The words seemed to form in his mouth without any conscious decision on his behalf. “Mathias, or Leah? Do you think they made it?”

Kate gave him a derisive look. The events that played out before the sinking were still fresh in her mind, apparently. Tim had danced with Leah, on stage, in front of her and everybody else. It was more than that. Tim had shared something with her, something that went beyond words. The music had guided them, but really it was more than that. The spark of the interaction had led to fire between them, and their eyes had flirted with much more. And Kate bore witness to it all, as though it were a bad dream.

“I have no idea,” she said. Her words were cold, and even though her arm was linked through his, for a second it felt to Tim as though she was a mile away. They continued along the beach in tense silence, until after several minutes of walking, they spotted an object off in the distance.

As they drew closer, Tim saw what it was. His question had been answered for him, at least in part. The bloated corpse of Mathias lay stagnant on the sand ahead, with flies busily orbiting about. The smell was almost overwhelming as they approached. Tim held his hand over his mouth as he crouched down at the side of the man who had been their guide and guardian. His eyes were still wide open, and Tim could see an unnerving glassy glaze across his pupils. He reached his hand over and drew it across the man’s face, putting him at rest and closing his eyelids.

“Do you…do you think he suffered?” asked Kate. Her voice wavered as she spoke, and every word seemed to tug at Tim’s heart strings.

“No, I think he died peacefully,” he said, putting an arm around her.

 

Tim saw tears forming in his sister’s eyes. He walked with her to a good distance away from the body and then pulled her in for an embrace, hugging her tightly. She looked deep into his eyes, almost imploringly. He leaned forward and kissed her, once like a sister, and then again, deeper. Kate’s arms tightened around him, and for a moment, he found himself lost in a world of sensual bliss.

Tim felt his sister’s hands roam across his back, and then chest. She leaned away from him, and then pulled him by the hand further down the beach. A large, smooth rock jutted across the border of beach and sea, and Kate lied down on top of it, pulling Tim onto her.

“Kate, I can’t,” he said to her. “I’m your brother…I can be there for you without, well you know, going there with you.”

“Tim, I want you,” Kate said. Her voice was filled with lust, and Tim recognized it as the same tonality that he had heard in other girls affected by the curse. His sister was no different, familiar relation be damned. 

He tried to pull himself off of her, but felt his cock swell up involuntarily at the sight of her breasts and body. She was laid back on the rock with her legs spread. Her body language couldn’t have been more suggestive if she had been hanging from a stripper pole.

“We shouldn’t,” he said. His resolve was quickly melting against his sister’s hips, which she was grinding up against him. “It was wrong before, we should have never-“

Kate leaned forward and kissed him deeply. He felt her tongue jab into his mouth, and flicked out his own in response. His body began to respond to her movements, almost involuntarily, rubbing against her and matching every push and give.

“Come on, baby bro,” she whispered in his ear. “It’s up to you to take care of me.”

Tim felt his resolve slipping away. His cock was rock hard, and seemed to be throbbing in its need for release. He ran his hands along her shirt, and cupped her breasts, which slid out easily from the tears he had made before. Kate slid her fingers into his waist band and pulled down his shorts in one smooth motion, his sword falling down with them.

The two of them were moving faster now. Tim pulled Kate’s shirt over her head, and pushed the long, flowery skirt she had gotten from the ship up around her waist. This was the second time in two days, and it still felt wrong. But on top of that, it felt almost impossibly arousing. His cock rubbed against the fabric of her panties, and he knew that he needed to fuck her, regardless of whether or not she was his sister.

“Oh Tim,” she whispered as he slowly took off her panties. Her pussy was warm and inviting. Tim pushed the head of his cock into her entrance, feeling the wetness of her juices. Kate was tight, and he had to go carefully as he slowly introduced his full length into his sister. He felt her hips arch up as he pushed forward, and then slid back. She pulled one of her hands up and rested it on his cheek. Her eyes met his, and seemed to convey a mixture of intense love and hot seduction.

“Fuck me, Tim,” she said to him. The feeling in his dick was too much for him to resist. He began thrusting into her, faster and faster. The rock against which they were copulating was hard, but smooth, and made it easy for him to push all the way inside her. Kate moaned in ecstasy as he fucked her. Tim cupped one of her breasts with one hand and held her waist with the other, pounding into her as though she was a barroom slut. 

Soon he felt his sister begin to orgasm. He knew his own was not far off, and found his mind filled with conflicting desires. He wanted nothing more than to spray his white hot cum deep inside his sister’s pussy, but also knew that there was no way he could take the risk. He thrust into her a few last times and then pulled out. Kate immediately shifted and locked her lips around his cock. Her pace was fast and the feeling of her tongue along his cock was mind blowing.

“Oh my god, you’re really good at that,” he said. She was sucking hard now, and he felt the familiar sensation of cum beginning to well up in his balls.

“Oh god, Kate!” he cried as he began to explode. She didn’t skip a beat, and kept sucking, swallowing every shot of his semen without so much as batting an eye lash. After Tim’s orgasm died down, her lips made a distinctive popping noise as she pulled them off his cock. She smiled at him.

“We might be lost here, but at least we’re lost together,” she said. Tim could see in her eyes that this really did matter to her. To him, it was illicit and incestuous sex, but to her, it was hope, regardless of what the catalyst behind her attraction might have been.

“Yeah, sis, you’re right,” he said, smiling back. “We should keep going. We haven’t seen all of this island yet.”
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