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Prologue

I looked at my little sister, naked and crying her eyes out, still lying on the bed she was being raped on when I interrupted it. Actually, she’d almost been raped. She was okay, physically, but she was scared to death, even though it was all over. The guy I found on top of her was lying on the floor unconscious. I wasn’t worried about him. His face would be swollen and bruised for a month, probably, and it was within the realm of possibility that I’d given him a concussion, but he was alive.

Her clothes were shreds and we were in the depths of a frat house, with a party going on outside the bedroom we were in. I really didn’t want any of the partiers to see my hysterical, naked sister.

So, now all I had to do was figure out what to do about ... and with ... my sister.


Chapter 1

It all happened because my little sister blackmailed me.

Well, I guess it really all happened because our parents demanded that, when she went to college, she room with me in the house I was renting while I attended the same school.

Whatever caused it, I was stuck with her and she wanted to spread her wings, something our parents definitely didn’t approve of.

Part of it was my fault. I was the wild one, the one who got in trouble all the time, the one the cops brought home when I was caught doing a variety of things that would normally have been chargeable offenses, except my dad was a city councilman.

So I got special treatment. I didn’t have to pay for my behavioral misdeeds.

It might have been better if I would have had to pay the price a few times. I might have learned a valuable lesson before things got out of control.

This is not to say I didn’t learn anything in my misspent youth. I did. That’s why, once I left home and was on my own at college, I calmed down a lot. Part of that was the result of the ultimatum my father gave me: “Get in trouble and your college funds are cut off.” And this wasn’t a three strikes kind of ultimatum. If I got in trouble even once, he was done with me.

I might have been wild, but I wasn’t stupid. I knew that, without a degree of some kind, my job options would be severely limited. I’d either end up in manual labor, or asking people if they wanted fries with that. So I behaved myself. I was in my second year of college and these days I got drunk occasionally, but didn’t let it get me in trouble, like it used to.

The problem was that when Ozmerelda, my sister, joined me at Wharburton College, she still acted like she had when I left home, and she viewed me as the same brother from back then. That meant she thought she had the upper hand, because she knew I was on thin ice with Dad.

That’s why she blackmailed me. So she could do what she wanted to, instead of be protected, which is what my father demanded I do.

What did she blackmail me about? Well, I was dating a girl named Shantelle, who was a member of a race my father loathed. He’s a dyed in the wool racist. Shantelle and I happened to be in bed when my sister arrived, unannounced, to move in. She walked into the house like she owned it and when she found me on top of Shantelle, her words were: “Oh, isn’t Daddy going to love this! You, in bed with a nigger!”

Shantelle wasn’t impressed, even when Oz apologized, which is why we’re no longer dating.

And Oz, which is what I call Ozmerelda, immediately started holding what she’d seen over my head.

At first all she did was drink and skip classes. She didn’t like them, she said. They were boring, she said. “You can’t make me go because if you do I’ll tell Daddy you were fucking a black girl,” she said.

Basically she was still spoiled. She’d been spoiled all her life. She was a daddy’s girl and she milked that for everything she could.

What got her (and most likely me) in trouble was that she demanded she get to go to one of my frat parties. I told her it was a bad idea, but she ignored me. I also told her not to drink, which she also ignored. And when I couldn’t see her in the throng, and went looking for her, I opened a door to hear her voice yell, “Get off me! Stop!” I went in and found her naked, struggling and yelling “No!” and “Stop! Let me go!” at the top of her lungs as some asshole tried to push his dick in her.

He’d ripped both her top and her skirt during the “foreplay” portion of the event. He was one of those guys who says things like, “They all say no, but they don’t really mean it. It’s all for show.”

Anyway, there I was with a guy beaten bloody on the floor and my naked, hysterical sister on the bed. Outside the room there were fifty or so people and the last thing I needed was for them to see any of this.

The one break I got was that the room belonged to Travis Hicks, a frat brother, who was back home for a funeral. So I had some time to think of what to do next.

I decided that priority number one was to get her covered up. An examination of her clothes suggested they were now rags, and would no longer work as clothing. Even her panties had been ripped. When I looked at them I suspected she had abrasions on her skin but I didn’t look for them.

Oz is eighteen but looks like a fifteen-year-old who is trying to look twenty-one. If that’s confusing, think of one of the fifteen-year-old contestants in one of the singing competitions on the major networks. They’re girls, but they can sing, and by the time they get to the quarterfinals the makeup people have them looking entirely adult.

Oz looks young, partly because she’s only five-three, but she’s shapely out the ass. She’s had big boobs since she was fourteen, and her hips finally caught up with her top. She’s short but she’s got a big attitude. For a few seconds I admired her body, but then I chastised myself and started rooting through Travis’s wardrobe. I found a stash of panties (interesting!) on the floor of the wardrobe. I suspected they were “used” but I tossed a pair to Oz and told her to put them on. I picked a long-sleeve shirt in a western design. Travis came from a small town in western Kansas, and had done 4-H and rodeos all his life. Everything he had was of western design. The shirt was huge on her, but that was okay because it looked kind of like a dress. I found a belt and tried to cinch it around her waist, but it was a foot and a half too long so I discarded it. Her shoes were salvageable and she put them on.

She was saying, “I’m sorry, Bobby!” for maybe the tenth time and had calmed down a lot.

“You got two choices,” I said. “Either you go out the window or you go out through the crowd. You’re covered up, but it’s obviously just a shirt and all you have on under it are panties.”

She went to the window and looked out. We were on the second story, but there was the roof of a garage below the window, about five feet down. She turned and said, “What about him?” She pointed at mister rapist.

“I don’t give a fuck about him,” I said. “I give a fuck about getting you out of here without it becoming a major incident. If you want me to, though, I’ll call the campus cops to come arrest him. It’s possible they’ll arrest me, too, since I might have broken his jaw. You’ll have to make a statement and maybe go to court.”

“I don’t want that,” she said. “But I don’t want him to die, either. You beat the shit out of him, Bobby!”

“He was raping my little sister,” I said. “What else should I have done?”

“I’m not mad at you,” she said. “I just don’t want him to die.”

I went to the guy and felt his neck.

“He’s got a strong pulse. I’m sure he won’t die. We need to get out of here before somebody else comes in and finds this.”

“I don’t want people staring at me. I must look a mess.”

She did. Her makeup had run when she was crying and her hair was all mussed. Her eyes were still red and a little swollen. I noticed a bruise on her cheek.

“Did he hit you?” I asked.

“Just once,” she said, looking away.

“It sounds like you’re defending him,” I said.

“I sort of teased him,” she admitted.

“Am I wrong, here?” I asked. “Do you like rough sex or something? Did I interrupt a date?”

“No!” she yipped. “I don’t like any kind of sex! I’m a virgin, Bobby!”

“Okay, so what I learned in school was that No means No. You shouldn’t have teased him if you weren’t going to go further, but I heard you yelling no when I came in.”

“I’m sorry!” she wailed.

I saw tears starting to well up in her eyes again. The last thing I needed was for her to melt down.

“We’ll talk about it later,” I said. “Window!” I decided verbally. “I’ll help you get down off the roof.”

It was cold outside, it being an October night. She said she was cold. I didn’t feel all that sorry for her. I also didn’t want to go find her coat.

To make matters worse, while I was helping her down off the roof of the garage, she sort of fell into my arms. My right hand went up inside Travis’s shirt and I got a handful of soft, warm breast flesh. I felt her nipple and everything by the time I extricated my hand.

“Sorry,” I muttered.

She said nothing.

By the time we got home she was shivering violently. She was still an emotional wreck, or at least very emotional. I didn’t know what to do so I just ran the bathtub full of hot water and put her in it. For reasons I still don’t understand, I took Travis’s shirt off of her rather than leaving her to do that herself. She removed the panties and threw them in the trash can. She got in the tub and leaned back, closing her eyes.

I stared at her tits for maybe eight or nine seconds. I admit it. They’re fine looking tits, after all. Then I left. I thought she’d be okay.

I found out different when, an hour later, while I was reading an online textbook, she came and stood in my doorway.

“Can I sleep with you tonight?” she asked, her voice small. “I’m scared.”

“Nobody’s going to hurt you here,” I said.

“I know. Please? Just for tonight?”

“One condition,” I said.

“Anything,” she replied.

“No more of this blackmail bullshit.”

“Okay,” she said immediately.

And that’s why I let my little sister get in bed with me and spend the night.

She started out on her own side of the bed. I could still smell the alcohol on her breath so I knew she had a snoot full. Apparently being raped sobers one up, but once the adrenaline’s gone the alcohol takes over again.

“Thank you,” she said in her Minnie Mouse voice.

“You’re welcome.”

“I love you, Bobby.”

“We’ll see if you still feel that way when you sober up,” I said. “Now, go to sleep.”

We fell asleep on our separate sides of the bed, too. It was a queen bed I’d found on the curb at the end of the previous school year. I rented the house in the off season because I got a better deal. I furnished it with cast off furniture, the bed included. The mattress was a little lumpy and without a sheet on it looked like it had been used to test stains for lab examinations. But it was a bed and it was big enough that we didn’t have to touch.

I woke up some time later with a warm girl plastered to my body. She’d rolled over and put both a leg and an arm over me. I had on my skivvies, which was a nod to her because I usually slept nude. When she came to bed she had on a T shirt and (I presumed) panties. I found out now there were no panties. That’s because her wet pussy was glued to my thigh.

If that wasn’t bad enough, she was humping me in her sleep.

I lay there, trying to imagine the dream she was having after what had just happened to her. Whatever it was, it was causing her to glide her puss along my thigh for about two inches, before relaxing, at which time it slid back the other way. Her upper body was limp. It was her stomach and hips that were moving. Suffice to say it was bizarre.

If that wasn’t bad enough, I got an erection hard enough to write home about.

I lay there, trying to figure out why I got a stiffy for my own sister. It was obviously for her, because I wasn’t thinking about any other girl.

I knew I didn’t want to fuck her. The recent incident might not be preventing her from having juicy dreams, but I was still horrified at how close she’d come to being permanently damaged by that asshole. And yes, I appreciated her attributes while I was being horrified, but that’s just a guy thing. It’s not intentional. It just happens. But I wasn’t in the mood for sex. Not with my sister. Not with anybody at that moment.

So why did I have a boner?

I realized she did feel kind of good, all warm and draped over me like that. Her soft breaths were tickling my neck.

I chalked it up to Mother Nature and tried to go back to sleep.

Do you have any idea how difficult it is to get to sleep with your sister rubbing her pussy on your leg?

So I tried to ease out of bed, so as not to disturb her and I went to my bathroom, where I gripped my schlong and jerked it like crazy.

I was almost there when the door opened and there was Oz, rubbing her eyes.

“What are you doing?” she asked. Then, “Oh. How can you do that after I almost got raped?!”

“Calm down,” I said. “This isn’t about you.” I stood there gripping my little buddy and felt stupid. “It’s because of you, but not about you,” I tried.

“What the fuck are you talking about, Bobby?”

“You rolled up against me in your sleep, and you were ... um ... rubbing against me. Against my thigh.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” she asked again.

“You must have been having a dream or something. Why didn’t you wear panties to bed? You were rubbing your naked cooch against my thigh.”

“No I wasn’t. Don’t be stupid.”

“You were! I swear! And it gave me a boner and I couldn’t get back to sleep so I came in here. Why did you get up?”

“I woke up and was all alone,” she said. “I didn’t like that, so I looked for you to find out why you got out of bed.”

“Well, now you know.”

“Bobby, I wasn’t rubbing against you.”

“You were and I can prove it!” I said. “Just feel your pussy. I bet it’s still wet and slippery.”

“I do not believe you,” she said, folding her arms under her boobs. I’d seen those boobs recently. They were bigger than I thought. And now they looked even bigger, perched on her arms.

“Why would I lie? Just do it. Touch yourself and you’ll see you were all excited.”

“You are so gross. I’m not feeling my sex just so you can make a point. You’re a pervert, you know that?”

“I’m not the one who was humping her brother,” I said.

“You dreamed that, pervert. You wanted me to do that so you dreamed it. First you save me, and then you molest me.”

“Yeah, right. Okay, so you’re obviously not scared anymore and don’t need to sleep in my bed. See you in the morning.”

She didn’t move.

“I don’t want to go sleep alone,” she said in a tiny voice.

“You’d rather sleep with your pervert brother?”

“I didn’t mean that. You’re not a pervert. I know that.”

“Okay, but you have to put on panties.”

“Why? Oh, never mind. Okay. I’ll put on panties.”

Did you notice that little “Why?” up above? I had told her she had to put on panties and her first reaction was to question why.

I didn’t think about that until much later. I was tired, so it skipped right by me.

I should have noticed it, because it was entirely out of character for a girl in her situation.

But I just went back to sleep. I wasn’t horny anymore so I had no problem dropping off.

I got back to sleep but then, some time later I woke up again.

Her hand was in my boxers. She was gripping my package. She wasn’t rubbing it or moving it around. She just had my balls and dick in her hand. My dick was soft, and when it’s soft it’s like two inches long, so even though she had a small hand, she could cover everything.

“Oz?” I said.

Nothing.

“Oz!” I said, louder.

“Huh?” She jerked like she was just coming awake. Her hand squeezed - not hard thank goodness - and then she jerked it out.

“Why’d you put my hand there?” she asked.

“Don’t even try it,” I said. “I woke up and you were groping me.”

“I was not.”

“You felt it when you woke up! You jerked your hand out of there!”

“I didn’t put it there,” she whined.

I sat up. I had no fucking idea what was going on, but whatever it was, it freaked me out a little. I got out of bed.

“Where are you going?” she whined.

“Nowhere. I’m gonna get a blanket and sleep on the floor.”

“Why?” Now she sat up.

“Because weird shit is going on and we both need sleep. Don’t worry, I’ll be right here. Just go back to sleep.”

“Bobby!” she yipped. “I’m sorry! I won’t do it again. I promise.”

“We’ll talk about it tomorrow. Just go back to sleep.”

I got my extra blanket and pulled my pillow off the bed. I wrapped up in the blanket and laid on the floor. The floor was hard, but I got to sleep anyway.

When I woke up it was nine-thirty. The bed was empty, so I got dressed and went looking for Oz. She was in the kitchen, doing something at the counter. She was still dressed in just the T shirt and whatever she’d put on under it. We’d talked about this before. The house had three bedrooms and we could have gotten another roommate to help with the rent, except my sister ran around in next to nothing all the time. She said, “Get a girl roommate and it won’t matter.” That was all I needed. Two women to live with? I don’t think so.

I ignored her and got the box of Fruity Pebbles from the cupboard. I poured a bowl and got the milk. Oz was standing in front of the silverware drawer so I asked her to move.

I could see she was working with some kind of dough, rolling it thin.

“What are you doing?” I asked, taking a bite of my cereal.

“I’m making a pie,” she said.

“You know how to make pies?” I sounded skeptical.

“Of course I do. Mom taught me.”

“What kind of pie?”

“I don’t know yet. I have to go to the store to get the filling.”

“How hard did that guy hit you last night?” I asked. “You’re acting like you might have a concussion.”

She turned to face me. The bruise on her left cheek had bloomed overnight. It was roughly the shape of a hand and was a livid, sickly color of black, mixed with purple.

“Shit, Oz,” I said. I reached to touch and she flinched. “You need to put ice on that.”

“We don’t have any ice, asshole,” she said.

She was right. The fridge had a freezer, but we hadn’t filled the ice cube trays. I did that, now, but it wouldn’t help her at that moment.

“You might need to go to the clinic and let them look at that,” I said.

“I don’t need to go anywhere except to the store so I can get something to put in this pie,” she said.

I thought about how some women got PTSD after being raped and acted strange. Suddenly, I got worried about my little sister.

“We can go to the store later. Right now I think we need to talk.”

“We don’t need to talk. I’m sorry I groped you and rubbed off against you. I won’t do it again.”

The way she said it made it clear that her protestations of innocence, the night before, had been bullshit. She’d done all that on purpose. I decided not to rub that in her face, but I didn’t just let it drop, either.

“What I don’t understand is how you could even want to do that after what happened to you.”

“You mean that shithead who tried to rape me?”

“Well, yeah. Maybe you need to go talk to somebody. A counselor maybe. You were really scared, Oz.”

“I was scared, until you came in and stopped him. I couldn’t believe he was forcing me. I bit him and that’s when he hit me. But then you were there and taking care of me and all I wanted to do was get somewhere safe for both of us.”

“Both of us?”

“That guy looked dead when you got finished with him. I was afraid you’d get arrested and thrown in jail and then I’d be all alone and I don’t want that, Bobby. I don’t want to be alone.”

“Come on. You have friends, tons of them. You’ll never be alone.”

“I can’t sleep with my friends, Bobby.” She swallowed and looked at her flour-covered hands. “But I can sleep with you. Or could. I meant it when I said I was sorry. I had what I wanted and then I screwed it all up.”

“You’re not making any sense at all, Oz,” I said. “You need to get dressed. I’ll take you to the clinic and see if they can get you some help.”

“I don’t need their help!” she barked. “I got all the help I needed from you. You saved me. You got me out of there and to safety. I’m fine! It’s only a bruise. It will fade with time.”

“Baby,” I groaned. “You might not realize it, but you’re ranting. You’re saying crazy things. I’m worried about you!”

“You are such an idiot,” she said, looking right at me.

“See? That’s what I mean!” I said. “You’re talking nuts!”

“You are such a dimwitted blockhead I can’t believe I made Daddy let me come live with you!” she yipped.

That sentence, out of context, was just as mystifying as some other things she’d said. This time, though, I tried to find some context.

“Wait. You said you made him let you come live with me? What does that mean?”

“I got full ride scholarship offers from three universities. I could have gone to any of them. But I wanted to go where you were. So that’s what I told Mom and Dad. I told them I could be there to watch over you and make sure you didn’t mess up again. That’s why I’m here.” She blinked. “That’s one reason I’m here.”

“No, no, no. Wait. You’ve got it wrong. Dad said I had to watch over you, and make sure you didn’t get in trouble.”

“Of course he’d say that. You’re the big brother. Big brothers are supposed to look out for little sisters.”

“I’ve been trying to do that,” I groaned. “But you won’t let me! You even blackmailed me, for Pete’s sake. You threatened to tattle on me to Dad. I told you not to skip classes. I told you not to drink. I told you not to go to that fucking frat party but you won’t listen to anything I say!”

“That’s because all this is way more complicated than I thought it would be,” she said. “Nothing has worked out like I thought it would.”

“It’s college!” I groaned. “It’s supposed to be all new and different. Part of the experience is learning how to discipline yourself. You have to do some things that are less than fun and you have to learn to curb your urges so you don’t start down the wrong path.”

“That’s the problem,” she moaned. “I’m having a hard time curbing my urges.”

“Well you have to start,” I said.

“I would never have really tattled to Dad,” she said. “If I’d have done that he’d disown you and stop paying for your college. And then I’d be alone. I told you I don’t want to be alone. I didn’t come here to be alone. I came here to be with you.”

“Well that’s another thing to chalk up to your concussion. Why would you want to be with me? You hate me!”

“I do not hate you,” she said, casually. “I love you. I always have.”

“You could have fooled me,” I said. “In fact, you did fool me. You got me in trouble endlessly.”

“You got yourself in trouble endlessly,” she said. “All I did was try to make sure you settled down and didn’t get thrown in jail.”

“You mean that’s what Dad tried to do,” I said.

“Well, yes, he did things, but most of them were because I asked him to. He was ready to let you get taken off and thrown into juvie. But I know some people who got sent to juvie and I heard stories. If you’d gone there all you would have done was learn how to get in even deeper trouble. So I asked Daddy to give you more chances and I told him if you went to college it would calm you down.”

“You’re lying,” I said, without any conviction. “Why would you do that?”

“Because I love you, you ignoramus! I had to act like a bratty sister in high school. That’s what everybody expected. I had to fit in, and not just at school. I had to fit in at home, too. Otherwise they’d never have let me come live with you.”

“Okay, this is what’s confusing me. I don’t get why you wanted to come live with me. You never acted like you gave a shit about me until now. This is very strange.”

“It is, and please don’t freak out. I’m gonna tell you something but you have to promise not to go bonkers, okay?”

“Things are crazy already,” I said. “Sure. Fire away. I promise not to lose my shit.”

“Okay,” she said. “See, ever since I was, like ten, I thought you were the coolest guy I knew. You kept getting in trouble, but it was the kind of trouble I understood. Like that time your friend, Jessica, turned her ankle and couldn’t walk and it was almost dark, and you gave her a ride on Dad’s scooter even though you didn’t have a license, yet. That was so cool. It was just like last night when you were my knight in shining armor.”

“The cops caught me that night,” I said. “They put the scooter in the impound lot and brought me home. Dad was furious,” I said.

“I know, but I thought you were a hero. Almost every time you got in trouble it was something silly or brave. I knew Dad lowered the boom on you all the time because he didn’t want your shenanigans to reflect on him, especially at reelection time. But he was harder on you than other dads were on their kids and you took it like a man. I adored you. I knew that when I got old enough, I’d want to date a guy like you.”

“You never showed that,” I said.

“I couldn’t. If they’d known how I feel about you they’d never have sent me to live with you.”

“Okay, you lost me again,” I said. “So you love me. Brothers and sisters are supposed to love each other.”

“You’re not the pervert in the family,” she said. She looked me dead in the eyes. “I am.”

“Okay, it’s definitely concussion treatment time again,” I said.

“I rubbed against you and put my hand in your shorts on purpose,” she blurted. Suddenly her voice sounded breathy.


Chapter 2

“What?” I blinked. I had just heard my sister admit she masturbated on my leg and groped me on purpose.

“When I say I love you, I mean I’m in love with you,” she said. “I’ve been in love with you since the first date I went on.”

“Oz, Honey, you’re talking crazy again,” I moaned.

“No, I’m not. I know I shouldn’t feel this way. I’ve always known it, but I couldn’t help it. I knew if I ever showed it, they’d send me to a convent or somewhere, so I hid it. Then, last night, I felt so relieved that you got me away from that guy, that everything just bubbled up inside me until I couldn’t control it. I know you’ll think I’m some kind of degenerate, but please don’t kick me out or tell Mom and Dad. I promise to try to work on it. I’ll even go to counseling, except I’m afraid they’ll tell the police. I mean they might have to, by law, or something. And the last thing I want anybody to think is that you molested me.”

“Well, thank you for that ... I guess,” I said. My mind was whirling. It was like I’d gone to sleep in dimension Alpha and woke up in dimension Bravo. The whole world was different. Well, my house was different. I hadn’t gone outside yet.

“Do you hate me?” she asked in a high, innocent voice.

“No,” I said. “I don’t hate you.”

“Do you think I’m a degenerate?”

“Let’s not back anybody into a corner,” I said, thinking briefly on how I had “appreciated” my sister’s naked body in that bathtub. “I need some time to think about all this.”

“I’d say you can do that while I go to the store to get some pie filling, except I’m afraid you’ll have changed the locks before I get back,” she said.

“I’m not going to change the locks,” I said. “I don’t even know how to do that and the landlord would probably throw us out if I did.” I looked at her. “Why are you making a pie at a time like this, anyway?” I asked.

“Baking helps calm me,” she said. “And I hoped I could bribe you not to throw me out if I baked you a pie.”

“You were going to try to bribe me with a pie?”

“Yeah,” she sighed, looking down at the floor.

“Get dressed,” I said. “We’ll go to the store together.”

“Thank you,” she said.

I held up my hand.

“No chatter. You’re not to say anything until I tell you to. I need to think. It’s not easy to think right now and your babbling would make it even harder.”

She mimed zipping her mouth.

She put the pie crust in the fridge and went to her room. She emerged wearing skinny jeans and a peasant top that was off her shoulders. It was obvious she didn’t have on a bra, even before I saw the dents of her nipples through the shirt.

“You’re wearing that?” I asked.

She looked down, at me, unzipped her mouth and said, “Sorry. Almost all my clothes were bought with you in mind. You want me to change?”

“With me in mind?”

“Yeah, stuff that I thought I’d look hot in. To tease you with. I’m not trying to tease you right now, though. I can go change if you want me to.”

Things in this dimension were getting stranger and stranger. I could tell she wasn’t just fucking with me. She meant the things she’d said. This was a more serious sister, somehow. All that flaky fun-girl shit she’d been doing was very out of character for the sister I was now dealing with. Or vice versa. I had even more to think about, now.

“Just put on a bra,” I said. “I don’t want guys staring at your chest.”

She turned without a word and went back to her room. When she came back she had on a purple silk blouse that had a lacy white bra under it. I could tell because the blouse was thin enough to sort of see through.

I sighed.

She didn’t speak as we got in the car and I started off to Wal-Mart.

I didn’t look at her as I drove the ten minutes to the store. Thank goodness she didn’t speak, either, because I really needed to think. I know ten minutes doesn’t sound like much time to think about something really important, but the human mind can outclass any computer ever built. Ten minutes of human thought is like a hundred years of time on a supercomputer.

I’m not tooting my own horn, here. My thought processes are quite average, I imagine. But in those ten minutes I was able to arrive at some conclusions about the situation that made it easier to think about.

1. My little sister, the one who had been such a pain in my ass for all these years, the one who acted like she hated me - that little sister - actually had a crush on me all those years.

2. Little sister though she might be, she was now almost nineteen and was plenty smart enough to recognize a crush.

3. She’d thought about all this for a long time and had decided it was not a crush at all. She decided, instead, that she was in love with me.

4. Because she was in love with me, she was willing – no, wanted - to have sex with me.

5. She was so sure about all of this in her mind that she admitted it to me. She knew the dangers of making that kind of admission and they went far beyond me saying, “Nah, no thanks.”

6. She wasn’t drunk when she admitted it.

7. And, finally, the ball was in my court.

Once I got there, I spent another few hundred super computer years trying to figure out what I was going to do. That took longer because that subject was vastly more complicated than reviewing simple facts, as presented by my sister. There were a lot more variables and it involved a lot of “what if” scenarios.

I’d number all of them for you, but it would take half a ream of paper. Instead, I’ll try to summarize.

Since I was still persona non gratis with Shantelle (and most likely any girls she knew and would talk to about me) and since I hadn’t found a replacement for her, I was adrift on my sea of testosterone. My sister might be a genius who could still get straight A’s while skipping classes (I found out later she did), but I had to study hard all the time just to maintain B’s and C’s. It took time to cultivate relationships. It also took money, and while I had a work study job with the school, I was only allowed ten hours a week. That added up to being able to go to Taco Bell once in a while, not dazzle some girl on frequent dates to the steak house.

That’s the thirty super computer year way of saying I was lonely and horny.

And being lonely and horny, I was vulnerable. I was treading water okay on that sea of testosterone. I jacked off once a day and the semen I jetted out of my lonely, horny penis thickened the sea and made it easier to float.

Hmmm. That sea of semen thing looked better in my mind than it does on paper. Sorry. It’s just one of the things that flashed through my mind.

Anyway, now there was another option to just treading ... water.

The fact that I realized Oz was hot was because my body told me to realize it. Halfway to Wal-Mart I had a boner that would, if it didn’t subside, prevent me from going into Wal-Mart. I was pretty sure the greeter would say something like, “Sorry, we don’t allow pistols in pockets in this store. Please take that thing out to the car and dispose of it before returning. Thank you.”

Now we got to the meat of the matter, no pun intended.

I wanted to fuck my sister.

The problem was ... why? I knew I shouldn’t want to. She shouldn’t want me to, either, but I couldn’t control her situation. I could control mine, though. So what the fuck was wrong with me that I was suddenly - and this was sudden - into incest? I knew full well that the vast majority of brothers wouldn’t entertain the idea of fucking their sisters, even if they were babes.

So what was wrong with me?

That led me off on a tangent for a few hundred years of super computer time. Did the vast majority of brothers think fucking their hot sisters was anathema? Maybe brothers and sisters were happily fornicating all around me! Maybe sisters all over the place were lying back, naked, spreading their legs and reaching out and saying, “Come here, Brother. I have an itch and I want you to scratch it,” and the brothers were saying, “No problem. I love you so much I’ll risk prison time to pop off in your sweet pussy.”

The computer in my mind burped almost immediately. No. If that was happening it would be impossible to hide. It would come out in the news. Somebody I knew would have admitted it to me. I would have seen the signs of that kind of relationship.

That got me to thinking about the brothers and sisters I knew. That wasn’t very productive, though, because everyone I could think of either had a sister who was waaay too young to be doing that shit, or who was older by three or four years and was in college (or married) when I knew the guy. There was Randy Wheeler, back in high school, who had three sisters who were all clustered around him in age. Stephanie was two years older. Marie and Melody were twins and two years younger than him. But Randy was on the football team and never wanted for a date. He had girls crawling all over him. I wondered where he was, now. Had he joined Stephanie at college, like Oz had joined me?

And that led me down another rabbit hole in which I imagined that Randy was fucking all his sisters and had been for years. That’s why he was so popular with the girls. He knew how to please them ... sexually ... because he had so much practice at home.

“We’re here, Bobby,” came Oz’s voice, interrupting my train of thought.

I realized I was in a parking spot at Wally World. The car was still in drive and my foot was on the brake. I had no idea how long this situation had been in place. I also couldn’t remember making the drive that got us there.

As I put the car in park I decided Oz had driven me insane. There was no way in the world that Randy Wheeler was fucking his sisters. There just wasn’t. Now that I thought about him, I remembered that Randy had gone to Florida State on a football scholarship. Stephanie was two years ahead of me and all I could remember about her was that she had had gone to college somewhere else. I only knew that because Randy had complained, “She gets to go skiing every weekend and I’m stuck with dodging alligators when I go for a run.”

“Are we going in or what?” asked Oz.

I finally looked at her. I noticed things about her that, before, I had kind of glossed over in my mind.

She had a pug nose, and a spray of freckles across it from one cheek to the other. Her hair was dark blond and went three or four inches past her shoulders when she didn’t have it up in a ponytail, like it was, now. At five foot three, she was shorter than most girls her age. I knew what she looked like naked, thanks to her stupidity at the frat party, but the memory of that wasn’t crystal clear. I’d been pretty agitated at the time, and more concerned with getting her out of there than examining and remembering her nudity. Still, the memory of her pink-capped breasts in that bathtub was fresh. I vaguely remembered seeing a lack of pubic hair. I also remembered looking away from that, feeling guilty.

She was sitting there, just looking at me. She was dressed now, but all I could think of was that, if I asked her to take her clothes off, she might actually do it.

“Can I talk, yet?” she asked.

I thought about the stiffy in my pants. It wasn’t going away. I could maybe pull it up to lie flat above my pubes but it would still make a tube in the front of my pants.

“I have this problem,” I said.

“Look. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything,” she said. “I knew you’d probably freak out, but I hoped that after what happened with shithead that I could use that to get closer to you. Just forget it. I won’t bother you again.”

I stared at her.

“Oz,” I began. “I can’t just forget it. You can’t spring something like that on a guy and then tell him, ‘Oh, never mind. Pretend it didn’t happen,’ and expect him to actually forget about it.”

“Just think of me as a pervert who needs help,” she said. “Do you want me to move out?”

“Of course not,” I said.

“Well, what do you want me to do?” she moaned.

“I don’t know,” I said, truthfully. She looked sad, so I added, “I do know I don’t want you to move out, okay? I’m not mad at you. I don’t know if you’re a pervert or not and that doesn’t really matter anyway. You’re my sister and I have to take care of you.”

“I’m a big girl, Bobby,” she said. “You don’t have to take care of me. I can take care of myself.”

“Yeah, like you did with asshole,” I said.

“That will never happen again,” she said. “I learned my lesson. I’ll never get in a situation like that again.”

“You still can’t move out,” I said.

“Why not?”

“When did this turn into a discussion about whether you should or should not move out?” I complained. “If you move out, Dad will want to know why I let you.”

“Oh, so this is just about you having to explain to our father that I can live on my own?”

“No. You’re not moving out. It’s not up for negotiation. That’s final and we’re not going to talk about that again. Clear?”

She stared at me.

“Oz, tell me you understand. I don’t want you to move out and I’m not going to let you move out.”

“You’re not the boss of me,” she said, very quietly.

“Oz, don’t make me take you home and spank you.”

“You and what army?” she said, jutting her chin out.

“You know I can do it,” I said. “And I will if you start acting like you did when we were still back home. You don’t have Dad to save you anymore. Now you’re under my thumb.”

I actually saw the change come over her face. It’s hard to describe but she went from a challenging pout to something much more positive. It wasn’t anticipation, exactly, but it was anticipation’s cousin.

“So ... when you take me home and spank me, are you going to make me take my pants down and spank my bare bottom?”

She actually fluttered her eyelashes at me!

I had an epiphany at that moment. I realized that while I had reservations about this new kind of relationship with my sister, she did not. She was on board and she was all the way onboard, with her seat belt fastened and ready to take off. She wasn’t going to move out. I knew that. I was going to have to deal with this, one way or the other.

The problem was that “one way” was undefined, misty, impossible to imagine, and “the other” involved my sister sleeping with me every night.

I realized my erection wasn’t going to go down. Not with Oz sitting there flirting with me. And if we went inside together I’d still look at her and remember and ... imagine.

“You go get your pie filling,” I said. “I’m going to stay here.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Never mind. You just go alone.”

She looked down at my lap. I did, too. My traitorous penis was standing proud, tenting out the crotch of my pants. I could actually see the glint of the teeth of the zipper because the material was stretched.

“Does big brother have a stimulus package in his pants this morning?” she asked, with a completely straight voice.

“Oz!” I warned.

“Okay, okay. I’ll go alone. Thank you.”

She reached to touch my cheek with her fingertips and then got out of the car. I watched her walk away. Her hips swayed and I wondered if it was just natural, or if she knew I was watching and was torturing me.

I had a thousand or so years of super computer time to keep thinking about things while she was gone. I reclined the seat and closed my eyes. I knew I was in trouble when all I could think about was Oz, in the bathtub, leaning back with her big breasts barely covered by the water. Her eyes were open in this vision of sorts, and she kept saying the same thing, over and over again.

“There’s room in the tub for both of us, Bobby.”

I couldn’t actually jerk off so I still had a chubby when the door opened and she got back inside. I could smell her body wash, or shampoo or whatever it was. It was too faint to be perfume.

“Got it,” she said. “We can go home, now.”

I sat back up and looked at her. She was looking at my lap again. I had adjusted things so they didn’t tent my pants anymore. I started the car and backed out.

“I got chocolate pudding and cherries and a box that will make key lime pie,” she said. “You get your pick.”

“Why do I get to pick?” I asked.

“You’re my knight in shining armor,” she said. “You saved me from the ogre. This is your reward.”

“I get a pie for saving your virtue? That’s it? Just a pie?”

“I offered you much more, but you turned it down,” she said.

She was so calm about it that it gave me goose bumps.

“About that,” I said.

She interrupted me.

“I told you I won’t bother you again. Just let it drop, okay?”

“No, it’s not okay,” I said. “You said you’ve felt like this for years, so it’s not going to just magically go away from your mind. And I can’t forget it, either. We have to deal with it, one way or the other.”

“I know how I want to deal with it,” she said.

“I know how you want to deal with it, too,” I interrupted. “I’m trying to imagine how that could work and not turn into the mistake of the century.”

“How could it be a mistake? I love you and I know you love me. Maybe you don’t love me in the same way I love you, but I know you love me. And if nobody else ever finds out about it, then they can’t cause problems. So, maybe we try it and find out it isn’t what it was hyped up to be. Fine. We learn from that and the relationship evolves. I think I could live with that. Where’s the huge mistake in trying it?”

“Well, I can think of one huge thing that could ruin things. That would be your huge belly if you get pregnant.”

“I can go on the pill,” she said.

“You’re not on it already? You didn’t go on the pill before you went to a frat party and flirted with a guy who thought that meant you wanted him to fuck you?”

“I didn’t think things would go that far. The only guy I was interested in doing that with was you, and my plan to get you comfortable with it over time got speeded up when you saved me. I hadn’t planned for you to see me naked for another three or four months.”

“You were planning on letting me see you naked?” I was dumbfounded.

“Yes. First I wanted you to get used to me running around in a T shirt and panties. Then I was going to move to tank tops where my panties showed. Then I was going to start going to and from the shower naked.”

“Good grief,” I sighed.

“Anyway, I’m glad it got speeded up. I was going crazy, being around you and not being able to hug you and kiss you and ... stuff.”

“This is all a fantasy in your mind,” I said. “Reality rarely lives up to the fantasy. What if you kiss me and hate it? What then?”

“Like I said. If it doesn’t work out then hey, we tried. We move on to something else.”

“Something normal?”

“See, there’s where you and I diverge on things,” she said. “For me, it’s been normal to adore you since I was twelve. That’s years, Bobby. Nobody else made me feel the way I do when I think of you and me being close.”

“Your definition of ‘close’ is a little different than the norm,” I said.

“I know that. I’m not stupid. But I also know other girls who feel the same way about their brothers. We’re not in the majority, but I’m not alone.”

“You know girls who want to have sex with their brothers?”

“I know two girls who said they want to have their brother’s baby.”

I stared at her. Her voice hadn’t changed while she said that. It was just as normal as the pie she was going to make.

“I’m trying to think of a situation in which a bunch of girls are sitting around chatting about how they want to have their brother’s babies,” I said.

“Of course it’s not like that,” she said. “One girl told me that while we were playing truth or dare. It was just the two of us and we swore to keep everything secret.”

“You didn’t,” I said. “You just told me about it.”

“I didn’t tell you who it was,” she said.

“Okay, so what about the other one?”

“She was at one of my sleepovers and she was talking about what a hunk you were. I was thinking about something else and I kind of absently agreed and, somehow she asked me if I’d done you and when I said I hadn’t she said I should because she loved being intimate with her brother.”

“You’re kidding,” I said. “She actually admitted to you that she was fucking her brother?”

“It wasn’t like that. She just said that if you were her brother she’d be pestering you all the time and I said I couldn’t do that and she said that was too bad because she loved being intimate. That’s the words she used - being intimate. It wasn’t too hard to read between the lines.”

“This was at a sleepover? At our house? I must have been there. You banned me from showing my face whenever you had a bunch of girls over.”

“That’s because they all thought you were hot. Half of them asked if they could go ask you a question while they were in their nightgowns.”

“Ask me a question?”

“That was the excuse. It wasn’t to actually ask you a question. It was to flaunt it in front of you and see if you’d bite.”

“They wanted to mess around with Mom and Dad right there in the house?” I was astonished.

“That was high school,” she said. “They’ve all grown up by now.”

“And you haven’t?”

She looked away. I realized I was stopped at a stop sign and I had been at what Mister Nice Policeman calls a ‘full and complete stop’ for a good minute or more. Thankfully, nobody was behind me.

“No more talking until we get home,” I said.

“Why? Do you need to think some more?”

“No. I need to pay attention to driving so I don’t have a wreck,” I growled.


