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From Darrell Bain and Jeanine Berry, the authors of the worldwide best-selling cult classic, The Sex Gates Trilogy, comes Taboo Love, a frankly erotic SF romance of forbidden love that takes place on a near-future Earth where the sex gates have arrived. The mysterious gates make changing your sex and becoming young and healthy again as simple as stepping through an arch. Taboo Love explores a daring love that could only occur in this fascinating society, where social mores are being turned upside down on a daily basis; where your brother could become your sister in an instant; and where your best female friend doesn’t necessarily stay female. Step into the Sex Gates universe and discover that you may not know yourself nearly as well as you think you do!






Chapter One


  


Carol Roberts leaned back against the pillows and stared up at the bedroom ceiling as Stephen positioned his muscular body between her legs. She ought to be more excited moments before having sex with a gorgeous hunk of a guy. Instead, leaden fingers of despair squeezed at her heart as she waited for him to enter her.


“Hey, baby, time to relieve a little tension.” Stephen leaned forward so his face appeared above hers and flashed his set of perfect white teeth at her. His parents must have paid their orthodontist a fortune for those teeth. Perfect teeth, perfect body. He spent an hour a day at the gym and it showed in the firm, sculpted lines of his physique.


Carol scanned his handsome face, framed by sun-bleached hair, as he slipped inside her. His tanned skin glowed in the early morning light that poured through a skylight over the bed. She’d seen him naked often enough to know that he was completely tanned from the roots of his pale blonde hair to the tips of his toes—and most noticeably, nicely tanned on his cute little ass.


Great, I’m getting laid by a Greek god. How come I’m not feeling any excitement?


“Does that feel good?” he asked as he started to move.


Lord, she hated men who wanted a blow-by-blow report of how they were doing. What was she supposed to say? It feels okay? Okay was not a word men wanted to hear when they were making love to you.


Sure, Stephen was a considerate and gentle lover and sex with him was okay, but Carol was so sick of sex that was just ‘okay’ that she wanted to scream. She wanted passion, she wanted romance, she wanted thunder and lightning and an earthquake or two. Instead, this affair with Stephen had fizzled, the first excitement vanished. She was going through the motions, pretending a passion that wasn’t there. And that summed up the real tragedy of her life—if a handsome, successful man like Stephen Michaels couldn’t turn her on, who could? She feared something was truly wrong with her.


She held Stephen’s muscular torso in a light embrace, feeling his weight on her and his hips moving as he began thrusting into her. Her fingers brushed over the rigid muscles of his back down to his narrow waist. Then she moved her hands up again, caressing his arms and broad shoulders. His skin was velvet smooth, the flesh underneath as hard as steel from his disciplined workouts. His handsome face wore a faraway look as he became lost in the pleasurable sensations of their lovemaking. His fierce grunts sounded strange coming from a man with the tousled, golden good looks of a film star.


Carol shifted her hips slightly to get more leverage and raised her legs, wrapping her thighs around his butt. That let him penetrate her at a deeper angle, and she hoped it would increase the intensity of her sensation. It did, just barely. Stephen grunted some more and began moving faster. Carol tightened her arms around him, trying to match her body’s motion to the rhythm of his movements. He was thrusting hard; she should be soaring to the peak of passion and yet she felt detached, as if she were watching someone else make love.


Stephen bent his head to nuzzle her ear with his lips. His blonde hair brushed across her naked skin. Carol shut her eyes and tried to concentrate on the sensation of his tongue tickling at her earlobe. She struggled to awaken some spark of passion.


Unaccountably, an image popped into her mind. Another male bent over her, a shadowy, indistinct presence that nevertheless made her body tremble with desire. Passion stirred at last in her woman’s core. She frowned and tried to bring the mental image into clearer focus. The man leaned closer and his warm breath brushed her skin. He was tall and good-looking in a rugged sort of way with clean-cut features and luxurious black hair. But the thing that set her on fire was the intense longing in his dark, poetic eyes, a longing that could only be satisfied in her arms.


This was the man she was made for, the one who would possess her body and soul and make her cry out with uncontrollable passion. Her breathing quickened and her eyes stared in the air over Stephen’s shoulder as the image came to crystal sharpness in her mind. Her nipples hardened and she grew moist as she imagined his kisses, his caresses. Somehow, imagination worked where Stephen had failed. A coil of need wound tight in her middle, building toward an explosion. She concentrated on the image. She dug her fingers into Stephen’s back as he climaxed, urging her body up against him, and managed a weak orgasm of her own moments before he quit moving. He collapsed on top of her, gasping out his release.


She sank back on the bed and sent a faint mental thank you toward the image. This man looked—


A sudden shock jolted her out of her fantasy. Why, he looked like her twin brother!


Her eyes snapped open, the pleasure snuffed out. Shame flamed on her cheeks as she realized where her mind had wandered. What the hell is wrong with me? That’s perverted!


The instant of pleasure had turned sour. Carol scowled up at Stephen, who still sprawled over her. She resented the full weight of his body pressing down on her and crushing the breath from her body. He was a solid mass of immoveable male. She grabbed the front of his shoulders with both hands and pushed hard. “Let me breathe!” she gasped.


“Umm, sorry.” Stephen sounded half asleep as he shifted position and rolled off. Carol sucked in a lungful of reviving air and felt beneath the bedside table for hand towels. She handed one to Stephen without looking at him, and used the other one to clean herself.


She didn’t want to look at him, she realized. That was not a good sign. Stephen was good-looking enough to make her girlfriends giggle with envy at her latest catch.


My latest catch. She made a face at the ceiling. Stephen the big fish. She almost giggled. He looked like a fish flat on his back with his mouth half open, gulping in air. That’s all men were to her—so many fish to be thrown back into the sea. In the excitement of courtship she always hoped this man would be the one who could touch her heart and set her free from the shell of ice that seemed to surround her emotions—but it never happened.


It wasn’t that she didn’t like Stephen, or any of the other men she’d dated over the years. She didn’t accept just anyone as a date, and was even pickier about the few she’d taken to her bed. They’d all been great guys in one way or the other. They’d had fun on dates, for gosh sakes. She’d started to hope some of that fun could spill over into the bedroom. And that made it worse. She could understand her inability to fall in love with any man if she’d always picked jerks. But that was far from the case.


Still, she had to face reality. There was no real excitement in living with Stephen as much as she’d hoped there would be. And the sex wasn’t really that great. Just like all the other the times before when she had tried to give her heart to a man.


What was she going to do? Whenever she imagined love, only one face came into her mind—the one face that could never be there. The most frightening part was that it was getting harder to hide her feelings whenever she was with him. And she couldn’t avoid seeing him. After all, he was her brother.


Sighing, she turned on her side, drawing her legs up into a fetal position. Her stomach churned with conflicting desires and the pounding in her temples told her another headache was on the way. If only she could talk this out with someone—but the someone she most wanted to talk about it with—the someone who had always been her best friend—was that same brother.


No, Dan would be horrified to discover the wicked, sensual thoughts that sometimes entered her mind. Horrified and repulsed. She pictured him recoiling in disgust, his well-loved face distorted by anger. Her heart sank down into her toes. He would want nothing more to do with her. She couldn’t risk that.


Beside her, Stephen let out a contented sigh and brushed his hand down her arm. Her skin crawled at his touch. It was all she could do not to pull away. This was ridiculous! She felt as if she were betraying Dan by having sex with her boyfriend. She was mixed up. She had to get away from Stephen and get her head straight.


At least leaving Stephen would be no problem. She might be messed up when it came to sex, but she could support herself. She made a good living as a freelance fashion photographer. Besides that, she and Dan had both inherited money when their parents had died a year ago—first Mom, who’d succumbed to breast cancer after a horrible two-year battle, and then Dad, who had lost his will to live without his beloved wife. He’d died six months later of a heart attack.


After Dad’s funeral, Dan had moved back into the family home in The Pinewoods Development, an upscale community north of Houston. It made as good a home base as any for her brother. He was frequently away, traveling around the globe in his job as a media consultant for Friends of the World, a disaster relief organization. Whenever catastrophe struck, he flew to the site with the team of doctors and helped the press inform the world about the financial help the victims needed. When he wasn’t traveling, he developed brilliantly creative PR campaigns for Friends.


All that traveling had hampered his love life, though. He had recently split with his girlfriend and lived alone in their old home—or at least he probably had no permanent live-in girl friend yet.


Stephen turned back toward her, reaching over and covering her breast with his hand. “Want to go again?” he rumbled, his breath hot against the curve of her ear.


“No, I want to sleep.” Carol pulled up the covers to hide her breasts. It was a lie if there ever was one. Stephen had woken her up for a morning quickie, but she was fully awake now, her mind busy brooding on her sexual problems.


“You’re no fun.”


“Sorry.” Yet even as she automatically apologized, she realized she wasn’t sorry, not at all. No fun, was she? Well, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d had fun in bed. Too bad Stephen had no idea how she really felt. But in the past few years she’d become a pro at hiding her true feelings. And she was tired of feeling guilty so much of the time. Why couldn’t she find some man sensitive enough to pick up on her inner turmoil? But men weren’t that way. Too bad men weren’t as sensitive to emotional nuances as women were.


A sudden thought hit her and she sat up in bed. “Stephen, you ought to go through a sex gate so you can find out what if feels like to be a woman. You might be a little more sensitive.”


Stephen laughed and waved a dismissive hand. “Me turn into a woman? You got to be kidding!”


“Oh? And what’s wrong with being a woman?”


Stephen looked at her askance. He chuckled with irritating condescension. “Sorry, babe, I can’t see myself as a woman. I’d be worn out in no time with the constant up and down moods you seem to go through.” He threw off the sheet and began getting dressed.


“Is it that late already?” Although his words made her seethe inside, Carol did her best to hide it. She’d tried so hard to make this relationship work, even with the disappointing sex. But how could she love a man who’d say insensitive things like that? His voice was so cold, too, as if he’d wanted to hurt her with his words.


Stephen looked down at her as she clutched the sheet to her chest. “Yeah. I have to get ready for work. No point in staying when my girlfriend shudders whenever I touch her—and not in a good way.”


Carol blushed. She hadn’t realized he’d even noticed. He had picked up on something after all. She glanced up and saw he was staring at her. “Even a big, dumb man can tell when a woman’s not turned on,” he said in a quieter voice.


Guilt swept through her. “I’m sorry.” Why was she apologizing again? But the words spilled out. “I don’t understand why I can’t seem to get sexually aroused.”


To her surprise, his face turned kind. “Listen, I think you might need some help.”


“What kind of help?” She hunched her shoulders, suddenly defensive.


“Ever since you were caught in that terrorist attack last year in the Paris airport, you’ve seemed so emotionally fragile. I know you’ve tried hard to forget the horror, but you’ve got to deal with it. Emotionally, you’re numb, almost frigid.”


Frigid! Carol’s eyes went wide. “I’m fine. I’m over the attack.” Her mind flashed back to that terrible day in the crowded terminal. One moment she’d been standing in the line, idly waiting to check in her luggage—and the next she’d heard a man’s shouts and then—the explosion. The blast had knocked her to the ground as fire and noise, death and destruction rained all around her. Later, in the hospital, she’d learned the man had been a suicide bomber who had ended his life, and the innocent lives around him.


Ever since, her friends and her brother had treated her like she was made of glass. She was tougher than that, lots tougher. Anger boiled up and spilled out. “Maybe you don’t know how to please a woman.” It was a nasty thing to say, but his words had struck too close to home.


He laughed at that, a masculine, confident laugh. “Believe me, I’ve taken plenty of women to bed with no complaints. You sure acted like I turned you on when we started dating.”


Carol looked away, ashamed. It was true. Whenever she started a new relationship she felt full of hope, and she practically sparkled with happiness.


“In fact, you were hot and bothered and eager to move in here,” Stephen pointed out. “But ever since then, it’s all been downhill. Maybe I don’t get what the problem is, but something’s wrong.”


Dan’s face took shape in Carol’s mind again. She saw his quirky, charming grin. She shook her head, driving the memory away.


“Denying it won’t help,” Stephen added, misinterpreting her headshake. “We need to do something or this relationship isn’t going to work.”


“It’s not working now.” Carol spoke the words in a flat, toneless voice. Yet another relationship gone down the tubes. She’d thought this time that going all the way, moving in, making a commitment would make a difference. But it hadn’t.


Squaring her shoulders, she made a decision. So far as Stephen was concerned it was over. Even so, it hurt when he didn’t disagree, didn’t try to argue her out of it. Instead, he gave her a curt nod. “I think so, too. It’s not working. We need to face the situation and take some time apart. Maybe we should go and get some counseling.”


“Fine.” She tightened her grip on the sheet. Counseling. She’d had way too much of that after the terrorist attack. But she didn’t feel up to arguing with Stephen about it. This was surreal. They’d been making love only minutes ago. Now he wanted to see a counselor. How long would she keep screwing up her life like this?


“I’ll make some calls today, get an appointment.” Looking grim, Stephen finished dressing and left the room without another word. As soon as Carol heard the door to the apartment close, she got up and headed for the bathroom. She turned the shower handles wide open, jumped in and let the hot water splash over her naked body, washing away Stephen’s scent. The water swirled down the drain, her last hope for a normal life seeming to get sucked down with it.


After drying off, she pulled on briefs, jeans and a pullover and began packing. All of the things she had brought from her last apartment fit in two suitcases and a clothes bag; this affair had lasted only a few weeks. As a photographer, she spent most of her time traveling; she’d learned to live in jeans and tops. Her heaviest bag contained her cameras and lenses. She kept her few pieces of furniture and her collection of books at her parents’ old home.


She debated about leaving Stephen a farewell note, but crumpled up the paper and threw it away after staring at it blankly for a half hour. There were no words to convey her pain; she simply left the top two dresser drawers open and empty. That would say everything that needed to be said. The only question left was where to go.


 






Chapter Two


  


Moving back to the family home would be the easiest solution, Carol decided. Dan wouldn’t mind if she moved in with him for a few days while she got her head on straight again. He’d made it his home, but it wasn’t like he was living with anyone at the moment. And legally, since her parents’ deaths, it was half her house, too.


But the thought of being alone in that big house with Dan made her uneasy. The image that had popped into her mind earlier that morning while making love with Stephen kept coming back to her. These mental images were getting harder to control. Sometimes she imagined him touching her, his fingertips grazing the swell of her breasts. Damn! Why was she having fantasies about her brother?


Because my favorite fantasy is that he isn’t my brother. The thought startled her, but it was true. She’d often fantasized that she and Dan weren’t really related. Hell, they had to be the two most unalike twins on the planet. She was petite and blonde and he was tall and dark. And besides that, she’d always felt like the odd duck of the family, the one who didn’t fit in. In college, though, she’d learned that it was common for children to imagine that they were adopted. After learning that, she’d put those fantasies aside.


Until this morning.


Carol threw her luggage into her car and decided to drive over to her friend Kathy Evans’ house first, a few miles south on the Eastex Freeway. She needed to talk to someone and next to Dan, she was closest to Kathy. She hoped Kathy would be home since this was the alternate week of her seven on/seven off shift at Memorial Hospital where she worked as a nurse.


Carol smiled as she thought about her friend. The young nurse was a voluptuous dark beauty with a perpetual sassy, sexy look on her face and a devilish glint in her eye. Her curly black hair and olive skin made a fetching contrast to Carol’s own blond prettiness, and she carried several more inches in height than Carol’s five feet two—if she stretched while measuring. Carol liked her because she was so easygoing, never getting upset and never judgmental. She only hoped that Kathy would be alone. Her companions came and went on an irregular but fairly frequent basis. Most of them were men, but Carol knew that some women sneaked into the lineup on occasion. Not that it mattered to her what Kathy did in a bedroom; it was Kathy’s cozy friendship and sympathetic advice that she wanted and almost desperately needed. Kathy knew a lot about sex—maybe she could figure out what was going on in her head.


But when she pulled up in front of Kathy’s place, there was an extra car parked in Kathy’s driveway. Carol knew what that meant.


“Drat,” she muttered. Nothing was working out the way she expected today. Did she really want to talk to Dan about such a personal matter? How could she possibly tell him about the face that appeared in her sensual dreams—the face that was so much like his? He was her brother, for heaven’s sake.


Yet she couldn’t stop remembering that he was also her best friend. What if he did understand? They’d always been close, almost inseparable, twins growing up side by side, playing the rough and tumble games that Dan loved together, teasing each other when they both started to date, supporting each other through the horrible year when both of their parents had died.


The big house it would be, then.


***



As Carol drove down the freeway toward her childhood home, one of the sex gates appeared in the distance, its green surface glowing in the bright Texas sun. The twenty-foot-high arch sat in a city park located off the next exit ramp. She stared at it in morbid fascination. There were many sex gates in the Houston area. As always, she wondered who or what had put them on Earth. They had appeared simultaneously all over the world, hundreds of thousands of them. Six months ago, the sex gates had seemed utterly alien. Now the sight was almost as familiar as a McDonald’s arch.


Almost, but not quite. If you went through one of these arches, your life changed—forever.


A change was what she needed, a turn-your-life-upside-down, never look back kind of change. Impulsively, she swung the wheel of the car to move into the next lane.


As she pulled onto the exit ramp, she saw that a cluster of people had gathered around the sex gate. Of course, that wasn’t unusual. A crowd nearly always hung around the gates to watch the action. Some people were drawn to the gates because they were considering using one, others came to voice their opposition to anyone going through, and some were mere curiosity seekers. This crowd, though, was upset—even from a distance she could hear yells and see placards waving in the air. Something was going on.


She pulled into the entrance and found a place to park in the lot. She locked the car and headed across the grass toward the gate. It looked so harmless, almost like a work of art, an emerald arch against a clear blue sky.


But the gates were causing vast changes in society. Some welcomed those changes and others hated them. The chanting groups around this gate belonged to both sides.


For the past several weeks, the idea of going through a gate herself had begun to haunt her. It might be the solution to her problem. If she were a man, maybe this terrible desire would go away. But could she ever be attracted to a woman? Maybe. There was that time… Anyway, she’d followed the cases of other women who had gone through one of the gates with interest. Supposedly, after the change, the male hormones in your new body would begin to kick in and you would start to want the things a man would want.


As she neared the gate, she saw that someone was indeed about to go through. Her pulse quickened and she hurried up, edging her way into the crowd. She’d seen people make the change plenty of times on the computer wall screen, but never in person.


A young man with flaming red hair sat in a wheelchair in front of the gate. Two older people who could only be his parents stood at his side. A couple of cops watched over the proceedings from nearby. Carol knew they were there to keep the peace. Sometimes those who opposed the gates would try to stop someone like this young man from going through. So far the government had supported the freedom of its citizens to do as they pleased, although passionate debates about whether people had a right to change their sex raged across the country.


A group of fundamentalists had gathered in a tight little knot about twenty feet away. They carried signs that said ‘God Hates the Sex Gates’; ‘Changing Your Sex is A Sin’ and ‘You Were Made in God’s Image; Don’t Change’.


“Trust God, not the gates,” they chanted. A recently passed law forbade them from getting too close to anyone who wanted to go through.


Another group, younger and dressed in the stylish togas that were this year’s hottest fashion, waved their own set of signs: ‘God Gave Us the Gates’ and ‘It’s Time for a Change’. Several of them yelled encouragement at the young man. They had to be from the new Church of the Gates, she supposed.


She almost laughed at that. Was God really interested in helping the human race with its sexual problems? Still, she went over to stand with that group instead of the fundies. They seemed friendlier, and God knew she could use some help with her sexual problems.


The two groups grew silent as the parents leaned over the man in the wheelchair. The three of them were engaged in an intense conversation, perhaps saying goodbye. The mother clutched a handkerchief in one fist and dabbed at her eyes. Carol could guess why she was so upset. A small percentage of those who went through the gates simply disappeared. No one knew why.


“What’s his problem?” Carol whispered to a bystander.


“He was in a car accident. Paralyzed from the waist down. He was a star athlete before the accident and he can’t see spending the rest of his life in a wheelchair.”


“But is he doing the right thing?” Carol said, thinking aloud. “He’s solving one problem and creating another. How does he know he can be happy as a woman?”


“You got to have faith,” a girl in a pink toga commented, joining their conversation. “God has given us a new way to relate to each other. The gates allow each one of us to experience human sexuality in all its fullness. If we can each be either sex, we’re free to choose our sexual destiny. Don’t you see?”


Carol shrugged. She was trying to keep an open mind but watching the emotion on the faces of the young man’s parents, she wondered if he was making the right decision. The mother bent to kiss her son on the forehead. The dad forced a smile and shook his son’s hand. Carol could see that they were terrified they might never see him again—either as a man or a woman.


“Do it.” The young man’s voice rang out, strong and firm, to give the command. His father grabbed the rear handles of the wheelchair and gave a push.


Carol gasped as the man and chair vanished into the glowing green light that filled the open archway of the gate. As quick as that! One step into the light and you were gone.


“She’s through!” A shout came from the other side of the gate. The young man’s mother snatched up a blanket that had been lying on the ground next to her and started running for the other side. Carol joined the general movement of the crowd, slipping between two men so she could see.


A naked young woman stood two steps from the other side of the glowing gate. One hand was spread wide trying to cover her breasts and the other shielded the patch of hair between her thighs. She had the same coloring and same facial structure as the young man, but with a decidedly feminine twist. Her flowing auburn hair glowed with red highlights in the sunshine.


“I can walk!” she shouted at her mother as the other woman ran up and wrapped the blanket around her shoulders. Clutching the blanket to her body, she began a sort of victory dance. Then a strange look came over her face and she stopped.


The girl in the pink toga had stayed close to Carol. Seeing the new woman’s face, she giggled. “Her breasts are bouncing. It gets men every time. They have to learn to walk all over again with female hips and bouncy breasts.” She gave another giggle.


Carol swallowed hard. This was real! The stunned amazement on the young woman’s face hit her in the gut. A moment ago, this vital young woman had been a pale-faced, crippled man in a wheelchair. Now her skin glowed with health as she resumed her happy dance. Tears of joy ran down her cheeks. Her parents hugged their new daughter and broke into smiles of their own.


“Isn’t it great?” The girl in pink wore a wide smile. “The sex gate healed her injured nerves. The gates remove all illnesses when they somehow reconstruct the body. Scientists are saying that the change is genetic. Any harmful genes are removed. People who go through the gate get more than a new sexual identity—they also have perfect health.”


“Interesting,” Carol murmured, even though she had heard it all before. A tremor passed through her body. Was the strange desire she felt for Dan a result of some twisted genetic heritage? Would the gate fix it and make her normal? Would she be able to adjust to becoming a man, fall in love with a woman, and go on with her life?


She gazed at the glowing green portal. Its hypnotic light promised release from her torment. Only a few quick steps and everything would change forever. Once you went through a gate, there was no turning back. The change was irreversible. So far, everyone who’d tried a second trip through had simply vanished.


No, she wasn’t ready for that. Not yet, at least. She’d been born a woman and she wanted to stay that way.


What if she confessed her wicked desires to Dan? He’d never understand, but maybe his revulsion would be enough to cure her.


***



A lump formed in Carol’s throat as she rounded the corner and spotted her parents’ house at the end of the block. It would always be their house in her heart and in her memories, no matter who lived in it. She pulled into the driveway and shut off the engine. What was she going to tell Dan? He knew she’d moved in with Stephen, but he had no idea of her real reason—that move had been a desperate bid on her part to awaken some passion in her life.


Passion. She flinched, aware of a vast hollow space inside. She’d tried so hard to fall in love—or even into lust. It hadn’t worked. She was a freak, and if her brother ever found out about her incestuous thoughts, he’d throw her out the door.


Maybe I should move to Paris, she thought as she approached the front steps, lugging her suitcase. It would be easy to get a job shooting pictures in Paris for some fashion magazine. With half a world between her and Dan, maybe she’d start to forget these forbidden thoughts.


She set the suitcase down, pushed open the unlocked door and turned, half bending over to pick up her suitcase again.


“Need some help?”


“Oh!” Carol looked up into the face that haunted her sensual dreams. Her brother grinned down at her. The sight of his boyish smile and tousled black hair was as welcome as ever. Her heart stumbled for a beat as she scanned his long legs, narrow hips and broad shoulders. He was dressed in silk lounging pajamas with a horribly mismatched top and bottom, and his tanned feet were bare. Despite his lack of style, he looked good enough to eat. It seemed impossible that a couple of hours ago she’d been in bed with someone else when all she wanted…


Her hand tightened on the handle of her suitcase until the knuckles went white. Blood drained from her face. She pushed the thought away, forcing a smile to her lips.


“You okay?” He frowned at her, taking in her strange reaction.


She dropped the handle of the suitcase in order to stand up and hug him tightly. She knew the hug would be expected, but it gave her almost a physical pain to feel his hard chest press against her breasts through the thin silk cloth. She tried to concentrate on the texture of the cloth instead. The pajamas must be something he had brought back from one of his Asian trips.


“I’m fine. The suitcase is heavy, that’s all.”


“Why didn’t you ring? Or toot your horn?”


“I didn’t know you were here.”


“Oh—sorry, I left the car around back for a change. Anyway, I take it you’re moving back here. Is there more?”


“You can get my computer, my camera gear and the other suitcase, if you don’t mind. The car’s unlocked.”


“Will do. Hey, I’m glad you’re back.” He gave her his lopsided smile, the one that had made her heart turn upside down for as long as she could remember. “Truth be told, Stephen wasn’t the guy for you.”


“None of them seem to be right for me, not for long.” Carol hoped Dan wouldn’t question her about the reasons behind the breakup. What could she say? She didn’t understand what was going on in her crazy excuse for a heart.


While Dan got her other things out of the car, she carried the one suitcase on into the house and into her bedroom at the back. She dropped the suitcase on floor, then sat down on the bed and stared at the picture on the nightstand. It showed her and Dan and their parents at Dan’s college graduation. Four smiling faces—each one of them so different. Her father had been of medium height with thick chestnut hair and deep sapphire eyes, the eyes of a poet, or so her mother loved to say. Her mother stared at her from the photograph; a petite woman with green eyes, red-gold hair and freckles.


Carol turned toward the mirror on the bureau across from the bed and examined her peaches-and-cream complexion. Not a freckle in sight. And her hair was a natural blonde—no bottles needed for her, thank you.


“You look like your great-grandmother, dear.” That’s what her mother had said, the one time she’d dared to question her about it. Not that she’d ever seen a picture of her great-grandmother. If only she’d looked like her mother instead. Some part of her had never quite felt as if she belonged to the smiling couple in the photo. Was that what had started her troubling thoughts about Dan?


As if on cue, he appeared in the doorway with her carryall and other suitcase.


“Why don’t you relax and get comfortable? I’ll get the computer and the rest of your stuff in. When I’m done, we can sit down, have a long chat, get up to date, and take turns castigating our ex-lovers,” Dan said


“Deal.” Carol kept her tone light. It wouldn’t do to let Dan see the blue funk she’d fallen into.


While Dan went back to the car for her computer, Carol returned to the mirror. Her blonde locks had been blown awry by the fresh gulf breeze working its way inland. She brushed them into submission and touched up her lipstick. Satisfied that she was presentable again, she wandered through the house in the direction of the kitchen. She’d left Stephen’s place without stopping for any breakfast and she was starting to feel hunger pangs.


Rummaging through the fridge, she found a couple of eggs, mushrooms, green peppers and onions. Dan liked to eat healthy, something she was grateful for. It showed on his lean, muscular body, too. She chopped up the veggies and made a quick omelet.


By the time Dan had hauled her suitcase, camera gear and computer into her bedroom, Carol had her plateful of eggs half eaten. While she finished her impromptu breakfast, she stirred up a pitcher of Bloody Marys. It was a few minutes past noon, but she didn’t care; she needed a drink and apparently Dan did, too.


She gulped down the last of the omelet, and then took the pitcher and two glasses into the den where he was already settling down on the comfortable old lounger. She placed the pitcher on the low table in front of the lounger and seated herself on the far side. The scene at the sex gate had left her in a dangerous mood, ready for a change. She didn’t dare get too close to Dan. But maybe with a drink or two in her, she’d be able to tell him the truth at last. And if he rejected her completely, there was always the gate.


 






Chapter Three


  


Dan lifted his Bloody Mary to his lips and took a sip. Considering what he had to tell Carol, he could use a drink.


The alcohol burned his throat. He gasped and fanned his face. “Whoa, girl! You made these a little strong.”


She giggled. “Did I? Sorry.”


He studied her face, wondering what was going on. Her giggle sounded way too nervous. She looked ill at ease. And unhappy. Dark circles shadowed her stunning violet eyes. Had Stephen mistreated her somehow? If the bastard had hurt her in any way, he’d tear off his balls and nail them to the wall.


At least she’d had the good sense to break up with the big prick. Stephen didn’t deserve a girl as beautiful and intelligent as Carol. Of course, none of her boyfriends to date had been good enough in his estimation. Not for his sister. She had way too much ambition and brains to settle for any of them. Dan loved the way she’d always grabbed life by the horns, taking the fashion world by storm with her stunning photography. She’d been going places big time until the terrorist attack had thrown her off-track. And now here she was, home again, looking lost and fragile.


It was easy to see why guys fell in love with her. She looked like an angel, an angel in need of a big, strong protector. Dan leaned back on the couch and admired the way the sunlight fell through the window behind her and lit up her radiant blonde hair, turning it into a halo. She wore a crisp white T-shirt that set off her tanned, golden skin and thigh-high shorts that revealed long, curved legs. As he watched, she kicked off her sandals and tucked her feet up into the lounger.


He tried a second sip of the drink. His insides were getting warm and his face flamed with heat. He had to stop staring at her before she started to wonder what was going on. God, if she only knew what he knew…


He’d have to tell her sometime soon. She had a right to know. He’d spent the last week worrying about how she’d take it. To all appearances, she’d recovered from the terrorist attack, but he’d never forget the first night she’d been home. She’d roused the whole house with her screams in the middle of the night. Nightmares! And who could blame her. She’d seen people ripped apart before her horrified gaze. And then to come home and face Mom’s death so soon after that… and Dad’s only months later.


It’d been a tough year. Really tough. He’d been glad at first about Stephen, glad to see her laugh again. But that hadn’t gone well either. No wonder she’d seemed a bit depressed whenever he’d talked to her lately. And now he had to tell her something that was bound to turn her world upside down. He wanted to blurt it out, to see the astonishment on her face, and yet he feared to tell her, too.


“So what’ve you been up to?” she asked, gliding a finger around the rim of her glass. “Last time we talked you’d just gotten back from that typhoon in India. Been anywhere else?”


“Nah. I’m glad to say the world’s been free of natural disasters. Too bad that can’t last. But while things are quiet, I took a few weeks off to get this house in order. Dad and Mom sort of neglected the upkeep after she got sick. I put new carpet in some of the bedrooms. Remodeled my bathroom.”


“Really. I’ll have to see that.”


“Cleaned out a lot of junk, too.” He tried to sound casual. Was this the time to mention it? “Mom and Dad left behind lots of old papers and stuff up in the attic.”


Her face brightened with interest. “You didn’t find any old family pictures, did you?”


“No, but I did find some family records.” His temples started to pound. What if she got upset? She looked like she was already teetering on the edge of depression. One of his colleagues at Friends of the World, a psychologist who counseled survivors of disasters, had explained to him how fragile the emotions could be after a brush with death. Psychological phrases whirled through his mind—traumatic stress syndrome and survivor’s guilt. Better to wait until he was sure she was ready to hear his news, although the waiting was killing him.


“Did they say I was adopted?” Carol laughed, but her eyes didn’t look amused. They looked a little wild, almost frightened. “Did I ever tell you I used to have a fantasy that I was adopted?” Her voice trailed off. She stared into space and shuddered. Her violet eyes darkened, turning almost black. “Do you ever feel like you don’t belong?” she asked after a moment’s silence. “I do. And I can’t stand it. It’s a terrible feeling. Today I was thinking about going through a sex gate.”


“What?” Dan’s hand jerked and he spilled part of his drink on the couch. “Shit!” he said, swiping at the liquid with his hand.


“Oh, dear!” Carol got up and ran into the kitchen, coming out with a towel. She mopped up the spill and then sat down again, still clutching the towel in her hand. “I didn’t mean to frighten you. I mean, obviously, I didn’t go through the gate.”


He sat back, still shaken by her remark. “No, I can see you didn’t.”


She took a deep breath, her full breasts straining against the thin white fabric of her T-shirt. Dan bit down on his lip. Thank God, she hadn’t done such a crazy thing. And thank God he hadn’t mentioned his discovery. She was edgy. Something was bothering her. The secret he’d uncovered was the last thing she needed to hear.


“It’s been a tough day,” she shrugged, “breaking up with Stephen and all.”


“Don’t sweat it.” She looked so forlorn. He wanted to move over beside her and give her a big hug. Instead, he wiped his hands on his thighs and decided to try to coax a smile out of her. “I understand how Stephen feels, though. Most of my girlfriends end up ditching me. Say, do you think I should cut out the Me Tarzan, You Jane routine?”


That made her lips twitch. Her eyes brightened as she scanned him from head to toe. “At least cut out the wild yell.”


“That was no wild yell. That was the sound of desperation when I tried to get a word in edgewise with my last girl friend.”


Carol chuckled. “You’re not fooling me. I happen to know you’re a sensitive guy.”


“Shhh. So far I’ve managed to keep it a secret from my girlfriends. Susie said I didn’t appreciate her.”


“If I remember right, that’s what the one before Susie said, too.”


“Well, there was a reason for that. If you’ll recall, she got rip-roaring drunk and upchucked all over my bathroom floor.”


“Poor boy. You have the worst luck with women.” Carol’s eyes sparkled with violet light like some exotic jewel. She leaned back in the lounger and relaxed at last. Her mouth curved into her dazzling, heartfelt smile. His heart did an odd little leap in his chest at the sight of it. Lord, how he’d missed that smile while she’d been off having her fling with Stephen. It was so good to have her home again. This was where she belonged. This was where they both belonged.


He took a long swig from his drink and gazed at her through narrowed eyes. There ought to be a law against a beautiful woman like her going anywhere near a sex gate. The sex gates were for ugly women. Who cared if the world got a few more ugly men?


Well, he’d better get her a little drunk so he could find out what was making her think such crazy thoughts.


“Here. Let me refill that for you.” He took her glass from her hand and filled it from the pitcher she’d made earlier. As he leaned over her to hand it back, his gaze fell on the swell of her breasts and the breath caught in his throat.


 


Carol reached up for the drink and grinned at her brother. “Thanks.”


Her fingertips brushed his as she took the drink from him. She forced her hand to stay steady despite the heat that blazed up her arm. She raised the glass to her lips and took a slow drink. She was beginning to feel the effects. The tension in her muscles had started to ease. She leaned back in the lounger and arched her back, stretching like a cat basking in the warmth of the sun. She almost purred as she noticed Dan’s gaze had stayed riveted on the material stretched across her breasts.


Men. They were so predictable. Even Dan.


Dan sighed and straightened up. Dimples appeared in his cheeks as he smiled at her. That smile tugged at her heartstrings. He’d always affected her this way, ever since the long ago day she’d realized she was female and he was male.


“So, any new girlfriends on the horizon?” She hoped her voice sounded casual.


“Not at the moment. I don’t know anyone who’s interested.”


Carol gazed at her twin. How could any woman not want him? Her fingers itched to comb through his tousled curls. If they weren’t brother and sister, she’d be after him in a heartbeat. “Maybe the right girl hasn’t come along yet, the one who can appreciate the real you.”


“Whatever. So what’s your story?”


Carol took another slug of her drink. Her heart hammered against her rib cage. The time had come to face her fears and share her confusion with her brother. How would he react? What if he rejected her? Well, there was always the sex gate. She tried to keep her voice light, but to her embarrassment it broke as she began to speak. “Dan, I think something’s wrong with me.”


“Wrong? How do you mean? You’re not sick? That’s not why you were at the sex gate, was it?”


“Oh, no,” Carol hastened to assure him. Ever since their parents had died, they’d both been aware of how unexpectedly illness could strike. Quite a few people who were terminally ill risked the gates. If they were so sick that the mysterious technology of the gates couldn’t help them, they would vanish. At least that was a swift and painless death. But if the gate cured them, they would reappear in an eighteen-year-old healthy body of the opposite sex. All in all, not a bad gamble when you were facing death anyway.


“I’m fine. No, I mean something is wrong with my emotional health. Stephen thinks I’m frigid.”


Dan looked startled. “Frigid, as in sexually frigid?”


Carol’s cheeks began to burn. What a conversation to have with her brother. But who better to ask about the male viewpoint? “Do I seem cold to you?”


“Are you crazy? I’ve never said so because—well, because you’re my sister—but you’ve got to realize you’re…well, ever hear the expression ‘hot as a smoking pistol’? That’s you.”


“Do you think so?” She ran her fingers through her hair, momentarily distracted by his remark. Dan thought she was hot. Imagine that. She suppressed a sudden urge to get up and wiggle her way across the room.


“I can’t understand any guy not being head over heels crazy about you,” Dan said.


She looked down, afraid of what might show on her face. “Oh, I can attract them.” She chewed on her lower lip and confessed the truth in a rush. “I can’t seem to stay interested in a man for very long.” She leaned forward and refilled her glass.


“Well, maybe you’re picking the wrong kind of guy. You seem to go for those blonde gods in the three-piece suits. Frankly, most of them have struck me as kind of shallow.”


Exactly the opposite of my big-hearted dark-haired brother, who’s always running off to save the world in a T-shirt and jeans.


“Stephen was much too tight-assed and corporate for you,” Dan added, unaware of her line of thought.


She sighed. “It’s not that. The problem isn’t with Stephen or the rest of them. The problem is I’m not sexually attracted to any of them. I don’t want them.” Because I want someone I can’t have, she wanted to add. But her throat clogged up when she tried to say the words.


Dan blinked at this revelation. He watched her slip at her drink for a long, silent minute. Then he asked gently, “Do you think you might be interested in women?”


Startled, Carol set down her glass, splashing tomato juice over her hand. Heat burned on her cheeks. Did he really think she might be a lesbian? Oh, double damnation, she was confusing the issue even more by bringing up her sexual turmoil. She had to try and explain. Licking her lips, she forced the words out. “No, I don’t think so. There was—” She stopped.


Dan grinned and leaned forward. His eyes shone with the sincere interest that had coaxed so many secrets out of her over the years. “Come on, you can talk to me. There was what?”


When he looked at her like that, she could never fib to him. “One time when we were fifteen and Kathy spent the night with me here, we tried some stuff, but it was nothing serious. We were experimenting, sort of. Everyone does it.”


“Did you like it?”


Carol brought up the memory of their adolescent fumbling and ‘practice’ kissing. Kathy’s caresses had both excited and scared her. “It seemed fun at the time, but we were embarrassed the next morning and we never carried it any farther.” She hung her head and examined her hands. “Besides, I don’t think that’s the problem.”


“Then what is?”


“I wish I knew! But believe me, I can’t take it anymore. I’m thinking…oh, I don’t know what I’m thinking!” Carol said, a desperate note in her voice. Suddenly the emotional flood of bottled-up stress burst from her like a geyser erupting. Tears welled up in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks as sobs shook her. She pressed her hands to her face, not wanting Dan to see her like this.


“Carol!” She heard him move and then his weight settled beside her in the lounger. He put a tentative hand on her shaking shoulders. She flinched away from his tender touch but he tightened his grip. The heat of his fingertips burned into her flesh.


“Calm down,” he said. “You’ve been upset about these last few breakups, but hey! You’ve had a rough year. Give yourself a break. You haven’t found a guy good enough for you yet.”


“That’s the trouble,” she wailed. “I have, but—but he’d never be interested in me. I can’t stand it. I want the pain to end.”


She looked up through her tears to see her brother’s face go white. He grabbed her upper arm, squeezing it so hard she winced in pain.


“Don’t talk like that. You’re scaring me.”


Belatedly, Carol remembered that one of Dan’s friends had committed suicide when they were in high school. Dan had blamed himself for not seeing the warning signs. If only the people who killed themselves would think about how much those they left behind would suffer…


Dan took a deep breath and released his death-grip on her bicep. Then, he put an arm around her and drew her to his chest. She could feel a slight tremor run through his whole body as he pulled her close. “Don’t cry. I’m here and I’m not going to leave you. Nothing is worth ending your life over. Whatever it is, we can face it together.” His other hand stroked her hair.


She buried her face in his shoulder and sobbed, dampening the silky fabric of his pajamas. He hadn’t had time to get dressed yet. Her hands moved of their own accord, wrapping around his neck. She could smell the spicy scent of his cologne. His strong, steady heartbeat thudded in her ear.


Renewed grief swept through her as her senses came alive to the closeness of his body. She wanted this so much. Wanted to be held by him, caressed by him. His fingers moved through her hair, touched her cheek, the touch as gentle as a butterfly’s wing. His heartbeat quickened. She was finding it hard to breathe. She thought again about the sex gate. If she were a man, she’d escape this forbidden desire.


“I’ve got to end this misery,” she said aloud.


“No!” His arms tightened around her, like a shield. Real fear rang in his voice. “Don’t even think like that, Carol. I love you. I’d do anything to keep you safe, to make sure you were happy.”


“Would you?” She smiled a forlorn smile and relaxed slightly, settling in to the comfort of his arms. Would it be such a terrible sin to let him hold her for a few moments more? She laid her palm on his hard chest, inhaled his masculine aroma. She curled closer as his strong fingers rubbed her back and neck. His touch felt so good, even if it was wrong to crave it. She’d never have this chance again. She bit her lip and tried to concentrate on savoring each precious, stolen moment. Gradually, her tears dwindled to a few sniffs. She looked up at Dan’s face. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to do that. It’s driving me crazy that relationships never seem to work for me and I don’t understand why.”


“It’s okay, sis. I understand. It happens with me, too.” He tipped her chin up and wiped a lingering tear from beneath each eye with his forefinger.


His loving touch undid her completely. This might be her last chance before she went through the sex gate. Without thinking she grabbed his face between her hands and pressed her lips to his.


 






Chapter Four


  


The kiss began chastely at first. Carol meant it as a farewell kiss, really. But the heat of his lips jolted through her body like wildfire. She moaned and ground her mouth against his, tasting the Bloody Mary he’d drank and then his own taste, hot and male. Without warning, fireworks went off in her blood.


Dan’s body stiffened against hers. He drew in a sharp breath and started to pull away. A terrible scenario flashed through Carol’s mind. He’d jump up and push her away, repulsed. He’d order her out of the house and never speak to her again.


Desperate at the thought of losing him forever, Carol wrapped her arms tight around his neck and kept her lips firmly fastened to his. She didn’t want to let go of his comforting presence.


“Please,” she murmured, breaking the kiss for a brief instant so she could speak. “One long kiss before I leave.”


He pulled away and stared at her, his eyes wide and dark with a terrible fear. “Don’t talk like that! You’re not leaving. I’m not letting you out of my sight.”


“Hold me, then. I need someone to hold me.” She barely knew what she was saying. The long repressed desire surged up, filling her with unbridled passion. So this was what it felt like to want someone. Her body sang, alive in a way she’d never experienced before. Her fingertips tingled with awareness. She brushed her hand down his face, feeling the rough stubble of his beard, running a finger along the firm line of his jaw.


“If you want, I’ll hold you forever, but you have to promise me you won’t talk like that.” His face had gone pale. His arms tightened around her again. “I couldn’t stand to lose you. You don’t realize—”


“Hush.” She stretched up to kiss him, aware of a growing passion kindling like fire in her blood. Instinctively, her lips parted, inviting entrance. Dan hesitated for a long moment as if waiting to be certain what she was inviting him to do. Then he sighed. She heard surrender in that sigh. His tongue slid smoothly into her mouth and began a tentative exploration.


Carol moaned with pleasure as his tongue probed deep into her with long, sweet strokes. She pulled him tighter against her. A shadow of guilt formed in the back of her mind. How could she act like this with her own brother? Just this once, and then I’ll go through the sex gate and become a man. That will be my punishment for succumbing to this perverse desire. I’ll start a new life and leave Dan alone, but I’ll have this one memory to take with me.


She deepened the kiss, drinking in the heady taste of his mouth. His rough skin scratched her face, but she didn’t care. His tongue swept over her lips, tracing the outline, then plunged inward again, entangling with her own. They were locked in a tight embrace, his body pressed to hers, his quickened breathing harsh in her ear. She moved her body up and down, rubbing her full breasts against his chest. Her nipples hardened under the T-shirt, poking up through the cloth. If she was going to do this, she was by heaven going to enjoy it.


Apparently, Dan thought the same thing. He groaned as if inner demons tore at him, but didn’t stop exploring her mouth with his tongue. If he were fighting against repulsion it certainly didn’t show. Had he always wanted her the way she’d wanted him? It seemed too incredible to be true. Maybe she’d fallen into a dream. The whole episode had taken on an air of unreality in her mind, but dream or not, she was going to grab this one chance at joy. She took hold of his hand and moved it toward the bottom of her T-shirt.


He understood what she wanted at once. She shivered as he slipped his hand beneath the cloth and pushed up, his palm sliding across her bare skin from her waist to her breast in one easy motion. As usual, she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her firm young breasts didn’t need one.


He cupped the bottom of her breast and stopped, while her nipple tightened to a painful nub and she almost cried out with longing for his touch. His hand burned against her. His touch was tender, but he waited, as if wanting another word of approval from her.


“Please,” she heard her voice gasping. “I want you.”


The hand that held her breast began to squeeze the resilient flesh, slowly inching upward toward her erect nipple. His hand there felt wonderful, as if he were reading her mind and knew each little move he should make to increase the pleasurable sensations that shot through her.


Carol’s breath came faster, in short little gasps. Her mind began whirling as she realized she wanted more than this, wrong or not. As if she were signaling him, he released her breast and began fumbling with the bottom of the T-shirt. It was a teasing kind of torture as he pulled up on the shirt, lifting it over her head. They broke their kiss for a moment as he freed her from the shirt. Cool air brushed against her heated body. Her hands fumbled with the buttons on the pajama tops he wore, undoing them. Then his mouth came down on hers with crushing force again and he slid his hand back up, closing it eagerly over her breast. His palm bumped over the stiffly erect nipple, sending little shivers of pleasure rippling through her body, making her want more and more of his attention. She pulled back enough to separate their lips while their tongues were still engaged. “Oh, God, Dan, I love it,” she moaned, and then kissed him even harder, submerging the feelings of guilt beneath her rising passion.


Dan’s hand left her breast and traced a path of pure delight downward over the curve of her hip and to the outside of her thigh. Carol leaned back a little and shifted her weigh so she could open her legs. Dan moved his hand between her thighs and began slowly stroking her there, even as he broke their kiss and moved his lips down over her neck and to her breast, circling the aureole with his tongue before taking the nipple in his mouth. He sucked and mouthed it to a taut peak, so hard that it was almost painful. She began crying again, not the painful sobs of before, but a soft, gentle pooling of moisture in her eyes that spilled out down her cheeks. Tears of joy, she realized with amazement. This time her tears flowed purely because the pleasure was so great.


The hand between her legs pressed hard, creating waves of pleasure that pulsed through the sensitive flesh hidden by the cloth of her shorts. She rocked and bumped against his hand as the waves intensified. His lips sucked at her nipple, fanning the flames that consumed her. Abruptly, she climaxed sharply, her whole body shuddering as she cried out and dug her fingers into Dan’s chest with one hand and his back with the other.


When Carol came back to her senses a few moments later, her cheek was pressed to Dan’s chest and her arms were around him as if she would never let him go. Double damnation, if it’s this incredible with him doing it with his hands, what would it be like in bed? What would it be like with him inside me? 


She opened her eyes, still with her cheek pressed to his chest. As she looked downward, she saw the unmistakable evidence that he was every bit as excited by this forbidden episode as she was—and he hadn’t had any relief like she had.


It didn’t seem fair that she should have an orgasm and he hadn’t. They’d gone this far, and his rigid erection told her he craved more.


Should I? There was only one way to find out, and he could stop her if he wanted to.


Carol let her hand trail downward, feeling the hard planes of his stomach beneath the fabric of his top. Her hand came to rest lightly in his lap—or as close to his lap as it would go. She captured the bulge of his erection in her grasp and heard the sharp intake of his breath. That was enough to encourage her. She felt out the hard contours and guided his shaft to the opening of his pajamas, fumbling a bit to get it positioned right. It sprang free and she closed her grip around it again, gazing at it openly. Her hand seemed tiny when compared to his girth and length. It always amazed her when she saw a penis in her hand like this. It seemed so huge—Dan was a bit bigger than average—and she always thought how wonderfully flexible her female body was to be able to take it inside her—or into her mouth. Her heart began to beat faster at the thought of tasting Dan in this unexpected and intimate way.


Ordinarily, going down on a man was something she did as an accommodation, not because she liked it that much, but she suddenly found herself eager to do it with this man she’d loved for so long and never dreamed of really touching. She ran her hand up and down his length, feeling a strange pleasure at the sensation of skin pulled so taut over his hardness that it felt as smooth as velvet. She found herself anticipating what it would be like in her mouth, stoking it with her tongue and lips.


“Oh, Lord, Carol, honey, that feels so good,” Dan moaned, still holding her in an embrace. “I’ve dreamed about you touching me like this for years.”


His words seemed to release the load of guilt she’d always carried in her heart. Whatever was wrong between them, she was not alone in her passion. His penis throbbed with the rapid beat of his heart and she knew he was ready. She shifted in his arms and lowered her head. She paused long enough to rub his length against her cheeks, glorying in the sensation of so much maleness so close to her gaze. And then, slowly, she took him into her mouth, spreading her lips to encompass the head then closing down over the shaft. She took as much of him into her mouth as she could, wondering at how it seemed such a perfect fit, as if both mouth and vagina had been designed for it. The feel of it pressed between her tongue and the roof of her mouth made it seem as if it belonged there.


Carol moved her lips up and down over the shaft, holding him in one hand while his hands tightened in her hair and the noises he was making became shorter and louder. She felt him began to jerk in her mouth as she moved, and knew he was nearing an orgasm. She slowed the movement, drawing her lips over him, anticipating the enjoyment of knowing the exact moment when he began to come.


His penis jerked hard and Carol stopped moving her lips, simply holding the head in her mouth, waiting…waiting… Warmness exploded in the back of her throat and along the base of her tongue as the first of his semen erupted. She held him, enjoying the way he filled her mouth as he spasmed again, shooting more of his essence into her. She could taste it, a warm stickiness spreading up over her tongue and the sides of her mouth, feeling as if it were ten degrees warmer than the rest of her body, and making her taste buds tingle as if they were being massaged by microscopic little fingers. Carol swallowed, something she normally didn’t do with a man, but it felt right with Dan. More semen followed and she caught the rhythm, sucking and swallowing each emission when his penis throbbed and shot it into her mouth.


Carol had hardly heard Dan at first while she concentrated on providing him with the maximum possible pleasure, but after a while his voice penetrated her awareness, almost yelling out his pleasure with deep bass moans and expositions of short, pungent words. The flow of semen slowed and finally stopped. Carol sucked hard, wanting to get the last of it, then once it was over, she started moving her lips up and down on him again.


“Oh, God, Carol, you have no idea what that’s like. Oh, Lordy, Lordy, sweetheart, I love you, I love you.”


He stayed hard in her mouth as she bobbed her head up and down in slow movements. It was incredible how wonderful the hard shaft felt as it slid back and forth over her lips and deep into her mouth. She couldn’t believe how rigid it still was. Who would have thought her brother was such a stud? She almost giggled, caught between embarrassment and the pure titillation of doing something so wicked and yet so pleasurable.


Most of all, this aroused male member filling her mouth was living evidence of how much he wanted her. He must have liked it from the sounds he had made, and was still making little murmurs of pleasure. He tangled his hands in her hair, and sighed as if something wonderful were about to come to an end. Sensing that it was time to quit, she reluctantly eased her lips back from him and raised up to lay her head on his chest.


Dan stroked her neck with one hand. “God, Carol, that was so wonderful. I’ve never had an orgasm like that from a woman before. I love you, I love you.”


Carol pressed her cheek flat against the hard muscles of his chest. His words brought a lump to her throat. Love? What was he saying? They couldn’t love each other, not like a man and woman might. Yet it felt like that. She wanted him in that way, wanted him still. She always had, ever since she’d become sexually aware. It couldn’t last, of course, but if she didn’t enjoy it while he was willing, she’d never have a chance again.


She turned her head and kissed his chest, then did it a second time, tasting his salty skin. One of his nipples came in range of her lips and she ran her tongue over it, then nuzzled it. The little nub became hard against her tongue.


He sucked in air with a sudden hiss. “Oh, man, that’s incredible! Do it some more.”


Carol moved to his other nipple and repeated the procedure, but a little voice deep in her mind was getting louder, asking her what on earth she thought she was doing sucking off her own brother. She raised her head, intending to say something, but Dan stopped the unsaid words with a kiss. He ran his tongue into her mouth, apparently not minding the taste of his semen. That was a new one. The few other times she had brought a man to a climax in her mouth, they had avoided kissing her afterwards. Was that why she hadn’t cared for it? It didn’t seem important, not with Dan’s tongue roving inside her mouth and his hand moving to her breast once more. Her breath came faster as the kiss went on and on while exciting warmth enveloped her.


Dan broke the kiss and moved his lips to her ear. “Carol, there’s something I have to tell you.” His voice sounded pained.


“Hush.” She pressed a finger against his lips. “Be quiet. What we’re doing is wrong, Dan, but I want it. I’ve wanted it for a long time. Let me have it, please. I don’t want to talk or think. I’ve spent too much time thinking. I want to love you.”


He looked shaken by her words. “I never knew you felt this way. I’ve always had secret fantasies about you, too.”


“Hush,” she warned him again. “Too many words, not enough action.”


His dark eyes searched hers for a long moment. Then he nodded. “Okay, talk later. Right now I want to make love to you more than you can ever know.”


He twirled his tongue inside her ear, drawing a gasp from her, then whispered, “We can do this better in the bedroom.” He took her hand and stood up, drawing her with him. He kissed her again, then circled her waist with his arm and urged her toward his bedroom.


Carol moved along in step with her brother. He was doing what she wanted. Was he afraid she’d have some sort of breakdown if he didn’t? She didn’t want to force him into anything against his will. But his erection told her he wanted this too.


Double damnation, I’m doing this with my own brother. They’d already gone far past the bounds of propriety. A part of her screamed that she should stop but her traitorous body refused to cooperate with her mind. The three swift Bloody Marys she’d drunk had lowered her inhibitions, and apparently had done the same to Dan. He was still erect—that much was plain to see. As she watched, his penis swayed in front of him like a sword searching for its sheath. The sight made her shiver with excited anticipation. She smiled to herself as they entered his bedroom. Too late to change my mind. The covers were turned back, the way he always left them when he got up in the morning.


They stopped by the edge of the bed. Dan stripped off his pajama bottoms with one rapid movement. Carol swallowed hard and her throat went dry as she drank in the sight of his naked body. God, he was one beautiful hunk of male, all long lines and sharp planes and tight muscles, and that swelling erection between his legs that would soon slide deep into her.


She grew tight with anticipation. Moisture dampened her thighs. She pulled down her zipper and slipped out of her shorts. All she had on underneath was a pair of bikini panties.


Dan put his hands on each side of her waist and pulled her to him. She could feel his hard length between them, flattening against her belly. Carol put her arms around him and pulled his head down. His lips descended and met hers, open and willing. Oh, God, I can’t believe we’re doing this. He’s always been the level-headed one. I’m seducing my own brother. What if he hates me in the morning?


Well, she’d worry about that when it happened. She was on fire and only one thing could relieve that overwhelming ache. They were both rapidly speeding beyond the power of the rational mind to take control, into the realms of unbridled lust.


Dan showed no inclination to stop. He broke the kiss and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Come on,” he said.


Carol went to him, enjoying the heat of his gaze wandering over her naked flesh as she moved closer. Power coursed through her with the knowledge that her body aroused him. She let her hips sway and smiled at how his pupils grew wider when her breasts bounced ever so gently with her movements. Little jolts of pleasure shot through her when his hands encircled her waist. Wordlessly, she allowed him to pull her panties down over her hips. She stood naked before him, feeling as if the chains that had long held her bound had fallen away. She arched her back to thrust her breasts forward and smiled.


“You’re so lovely,” he said with his lips pressed to her belly. He looked up, saw assurance in her eyes and moved back onto the bed.


She stretched out beside him, nestling her head on his shoulder. The touch of the full length of his nude body against hers was like a renewed stimulant. She wanted him and it didn’t matter what their relationship was. She held him close to her while he kissed her and caressed her breasts, first with his hand and then with his lips and tongue, roving over them and leaving moist trails of coolness which felt strangely warm beneath.


“Dan…Dan, please, do it to me now.” She shuddered with anticipation as she reached down and grasped the hard length of him in her hand. “Take me, make me yours.” She was almost panting with eagerness, wanting him inside her, on top of her. She let go of his penis and pulled at his body, urging him into position between her legs. He stretched out over her. Carol felt for him again, found him and guided his movement. She gasped as he thrust and slid into her.


“Oh, Lord, do it, do it,” she moaned. She clasped her legs over his and dug her fingers into his back, already building towards an orgasm though they had barely started.


Dan began moving into her with slow thrusts at first, each of them bringing a gasp of pleasure from her. Every push of his body against hers was a new delight that awakened the true sexual thrill she had been seeking for so long. It was so good and intense that all she could think of was how close she wanted him, how far into her she wanted him to stay. She pushed up at him and held him tight, then cried out as he moved faster, then faster still. She lost all sense of her being except for the waves of sensation washing over and through her body and mind, as if every nerve ending was being deliriously aroused and at the last she could only cling to him with mindless joy while wave after wave of pure pleasure coursed through her.


From what seemed like a far distance, Carol became aware that she had been screaming senselessly and calling Dan’s name over and over. Her voice quieted some, and shudders continued to wrack her, but as the climax passed, she could at least endure them. Dan had collapsed on top of her but he was sensitive enough to her needs to rest most of his weight on his arms. The touch of his flesh against hers sent lingering waves of pleasure coursing through her. She took in a long breath, nuzzling his neck and nibbling on his ear while murmuring little endearments she had never said to any other lover.


Dan raised his head from where it was buried against her neck. He looked down at her, his face shadowed but the handsome planes still visible. He kissed her on the lips, smiled, kissed her again. “I love you,” he said with simple honesty.


Carol hugged him tighter, not wanting him to go anywhere. “Oh, yes. My God, what did you do to me? I’ve never felt like that before.”


“Me either,” he admitted, “but then I’ve wanted you ever since we were kids. I never dreamed it would ever happen—or be so good.”


“Oh, Dan, me too, ever since we were kids.” Heat burned Carol’s cheeks at the confession. She wondered if she should tell him about the image that haunted her erotic dreams—the image she’d taken so long to realize was him. The strictures of society hadn’t let it become a conscious thought. There was no denying it anymore, though, not with their bodies tangled together on his bed.


“I guess I’ve always thought of you, too.” She raised her head up to kiss him, and then closed her eyes, unable to look at him. “This is crazy, Dan. We shouldn’t be doing this.”


His lips brushed down on her closed eyelids, first one, and then the other. She opened them and reveled in his gentle smile.


“It’s not so crazy. Not as crazy as you think. There’s something I want to tell you.”


Her heart froze. Oh, no! Her minded flashed ahead. They’d start talking, analyzing this, and the passion would die. And she’d never have the courage to be with him in this way again. Why had she brought up her doubts? Stupid, stupid.


“Let’s not talk about it until tomorrow,” she said in a rush. “I don’t want to talk about it yet.”


He frowned at her for a long moment, worry haunting his dark eyes, then shrugged. “Okay, but I’m ready to talk whenever you are.”


She tangled her fingers into the hair of his chest. “Not yet. I’m not ready yet.”


“That’s fine,” he soothed. “Maybe we need to give the feelings between us, whatever they are, time to come out of the darkness and into the light. Then we can talk about it all you want. “Okay.” She sighed as her fear of losing him so soon faded.


Carol felt him slipping out of her. He rolled off, leaving the residue of their lovemaking dampening her thighs. She started to get up and head for the bathroom, but Dan was already handing her a hand towel. After she’d used it, she turned on her side to face him. She felt her heart jump all over again at the sight of his naked body, covered only with a hand towel at the strategic spot. Right or wrong, there was no denying the attraction, an attraction way beyond anything she ought to feel for her brother. She moved closer, letting him slip his arm under her neck. She ran her hand over his chest and belly, loving the feel of his hard muscles, the ridges of his abdomen, the rise of his pectoral muscles, the little nipples with dark hair growing around and between them.


“Mmmm. You’ll get us started again. Why don’t we get up and order a pizza?”


All at once the thought of food made her ravenous. An omelet only went so far, especially when you were busy having mind-blowing sex.


“Great. Go ahead. I’m going to the bathroom.”


Carol’s eyes opened wide as she stepped into Dan’s bathroom. When he’d said he’d remodeled the place, he wasn’t kidding. Sea-green tile gave the room an underwater feeling. A sunken tub sat along one wall, beckoning her to explore its depths. A gleaming shower enclosure with multiple showerheads promised sybaritic delights. Carol began to suspect Dan had a sensual side she’d only begun to explore.


She faced herself in the mirror above the vanity and saw that her skin wore a rosy red flush from her recent sexual excitement, though it was starting to fade. She smiled at this evidence of her body’s explosive release under Dan’s touch. As she stared at her reflection, she cupped her full breasts in her hands. Her pink nipples looked swollen and were still partially erect. The sight sent a little tremor through her. Never before had she known the power of unrestrained desire. She jiggled her breasts, enjoying their heavy weight in her hands. With her eyes half closed, she remembered the sweet rivers of sensation that had flowed through her when Dan’s lips had tugged on the tender tips. For the first time, she’d become a complete sexual being, responding body and soul.


She pirouetted in front of the mirror with a sensuous smirk, feeling free and happy at the sight of her aroused body. God, if she were a man, she’d want something that sexy too. Still grinning, she began taking care of the business always necessary, or at least desirable, after sex.


Dan was gone from the bedroom when she peeked in. She stood there, debating about whether to dress again. She compromised by returning to her bedroom and slipping into fresh panties and shrugging into one of Dan’s old long-tailed shirts she loved to wear. The cotton had been washed so many times that it was almost as soft as down and clung to her breasts as if it had been designed for them. She walked barefoot back to the den, where she found her flip flops and slipped her feet into them.


Dan was already there, wearing a pair of old cutoffs and sandals. He was at the bar wrestling the cork out of a bottle of wine. She sneaked up behind him and put her arms around his waist.


“Oh! You scared me, darn you. Just for that, I get the biggest piece of pizza.” He turned in her arms and accepted the invitation of her upraised lips. They kissed for a moment. He gazed down at her and said, “It’s okay, Carol. Damn it, why should we care what other people think? Besides, no one knows but us.”


Carol accepted the words, but in her heart she knew it wasn’t that simple. However, until tomorrow she’d accept what was happening. They’d have one wonderful day and night together and then they could decide their future.


 






Chapter Five


  


The pizza arrived as they were finishing their first glass of wine. While Dan paid the delivery guy, Carol flipped open the lid and inhaled the spicy aroma. Her mouth watered at the sight—double pepperoni with sausage and mushrooms, just what she liked. Dan was so good about remembering little things like that; why couldn’t other men do it?


“It’s a good thing we’re having something to eat,” she said as she passed him a hot, gooey slice. “All this alcohol is making us crazy.”


Dan laughed around a mouthful of pizza. “We always have been a little crazy, anyway. At least that’s what the folks said. Remember that slumber party you had where me and my friends climbed out of my bedroom window and snuck around to peek in yours? We thought we were being so clever and Mom and Dad knew it all the time.”


Carol remembered Dan appearing out of the darkness, his hands and face pressed to her window, his nose and mouth squashed against the glass. He’d looked like some monster out of a horror movie. The girls had all screamed. She started to laugh so hard she almost choked on her pizza. It had been hilarious, especially after Dad had gone into Dan’s room and closed the window shutters then nailed them down tight, forcing the guys to go back inside through the living room with Mom and Dad sitting there reading as if nothing untoward was happening. That memory brought back another one. “I was wearing this shirt that night, too, remember?”


“So you were. And you didn’t have on anything under it then, either.”


“I had on panties, smarty.”


“Yes, I remember wondering about that at the time. I also remember wanting to see you out of them, too.”


“Really? Even back then? We weren’t but fifteen.”


His hand dropped down to cover hers. He gave her fingers a gentle squeeze. “True, but I’ll confess something that maybe you’ve sensed all along: you’ve been making me horny ever since I discovered what girls were for. I’ve never gotten over it. And I still want to see you out of your panties. And the shirt, too, even as good as it looks on you.”


Carol had to laugh. She’d been laughing a lot in the past few hours and it felt so good. Could something that made her so happy be so wrong? “Can we finish our pizza first?”


Dan wiggled his eyebrows at her. “If you hurry. No, I didn’t mean that. Anticipation makes it better. I can testify to that; I’ve been waiting since I was about eleven, and boy, was it worth it!”


Carol’s heart swelled with joy at his words. For so many years she’d stood to one side, the faithful sister, watching him go out with someone else. Did she dare to admit how jealous she’d been—even of her best friend? Dan and Kathy had had a brief affair about two years ago. She had always wondered why they had split up. If anyone got Dan, she would have approved of that match.


“Was it better than with Kathy?” She gave him a shy, sideways glance.


“Kathy? Who’s that?”


Carol didn’t answer, because no answer was needed. She recognized the sincerity in his voice. It had been as good for him, as it had for her. So good, in fact that she lowered her eyes, unable to bear the love shining in his gaze. Her momentary joy vanished, replaced by despair. Society would never understand or accept their love—their friends would be horrified. Even Kathy, who was a genuine free spirit, would probably be horrified. What kind of future could they have together? They couldn’t abandon their lives, their careers, their friends.


Dan put an arm around her, almost causing her to spill the glass of wine she had picked up. A tear leaked from one eye and spilled down her cheek.


He leaned forward and kissed away the teardrop, his warm lips as soft as the wings of a dove as they brushed against her cheek. “Please don’t cry, sweetheart. Hey, maybe we shouldn’t put off that talk if this upsets you so much. The situation isn’t as bad as you think—”


“It is as bad as I think,” she almost wailed, interrupting him. “But, please, please, please, let’s not talk about it. We promised each other we wouldn’t.”


“Yeah, but you don’t know—”


“I know that I can’t bear to think about it.” She started to shake. She pressed her hands to her temples. After the attack in Paris, she’d learned to force unwanted thoughts from her mind. She had to. It was the only way to survive the horror.


“Okay, okay.” His arm around her tightened. “But for now, I want you to believe that I don’t give a damn what anybody says. Making love with you was one of the most wonderful experiences of my life. Anything as good as loving you can’t be bad.”


Carol turned and planted a grateful kiss on his cheek. She appreciated his sincere attempt to comfort her, but he was a man, with a man’s viewpoint. And as a valued consultant, he was used to going his own way and doing his own thing. Maybe he could visualize a future with the two of them, living life according to their terms.


A future to her meant something different. It meant a marriage, a home, children, a family like Mom and Dad had had. She had no doubt that Dan loved her, but he probably hadn’t considered yet that they could never have babies together, nor marry. In fact, when they made love, they were committing a criminal act. Somehow, though, it didn’t matter at the moment. No one was going to come in and arrest them, and they even had the next few days free of any work obligations. They could do whatever they damn well pleased. And it pleased her to take Dan back to bed.


So enjoy it, you fool. Carol leaned back against her brother’s hard body and dried her tears. “Enough drama,” she announced. “Time to eat, drink and be merry.”


“Hear, hear!” Dan raised his glass. They clicked glasses together to seal the toast and then both dug into the pizza again. As usual, it became a race to see who could eat the most, with Dan winning hands down.


Carol finished her last bite of pizza and licked her fingers. She stood up and pulled the shirt down, limning her breasts against the cloth like twin peaks.


She stepped close to where Dan was seated and put her hands out to him.


Dan touched hands with her then placed her hands on his shoulders and encircled her waist. He pulled her close and ran his hands down over her hips and back up to her shirttail. He began unbuttoning the shirt, taking his time, teasing her with his slow precision in fingering each button, while Carol ran her fingers through his hair and caressed his cheeks. When the last button was undone, he parted the shirt and cupped both of her breasts in his hands. His gaze softened as he stared up at her. “You have such beautiful breasts. I’m never going to be able to keep my hands off them.”


“How about your mouth?” Carol teased. She arched her back to press the tender globes into his hands. She loved the feel of his strong fingers moving over her breasts. His touch made the sensitive flesh feel swollen and heavy and sent rivers of fire running through her belly and down to the aching folds between her legs.


He pressed his fingers into the silken skin, squeezing and releasing her firm breasts over and over again until she moaned with desire. Smiling then, he ran his fingers over her erect nipples, his touch as light as a feather.


She responded, the private place between her legs clenching tight, sending waves of sensation rippling through her body. She dug her fingers into his shoulders and gasped.


Abruptly, his hands left her breasts and went around her waist again, pulling her close. His mouth moved over her abdomen and belly, kissing and licking as he held her. Carol’s knees went weak and she half collapsed her weight against him. Desire coursed through her. “Dan, please, let’s go to bed. I want you again.”


Dan stood up. Taking her hand, he guided her into his bedroom. Carol laughed out loud as they entered.


“What is it?”


“I was just thinking: I haven’t been in my own bedroom except to get this shirt and panties since I came home.”


“We can take care of that anytime you want to, love.”


“I can’t wait.” Carol threw off the shirt and slid out of her panties while Dan discarded his cutoffs and shorts. She was already stretched out on the bed waiting to welcome him by the time he was naked.


Carol found she couldn’t keep her eyes off his enormous erection as he joined her on the bed. It’s curious, she thought, a naked man has never held this much fascination for me, but Dan sure does.


The thought gave birth to renewed desire. She took the initiative as he settled down beside her and kissed him thoroughly on the mouth. His hard length twitched against her belly, telling her he was ready for more. She began to work her way down his body, taking little bites and licks that drew murmurs of endearment from him. When she reached his swollen member, she rubbed her breasts against his impressive erection. She liked the sensation of the firm flesh, sheathed in velvety skin, bumping against her breasts, but what she really wanted was to have him where she could see and touch and taste him in the most intimate matter possible.


She settled down between his legs, bringing his penis to the right level. The skin of it was stretched to a satiny tightness that was as smooth against her skin as the finest velvet. She rubbed both cheeks against it, teasing herself with its movement and resilience.


“Oh, baby, baby.” Dan dug his heels into the mattress and arched his hips, body tense with anticipation.


Carol’s desire mounted until she could stand it no longer. She took him in one hand, fingers barely able to circle the circumference and again teased both herself and Dan by kissing and licking along his length before working her lips to the head, where a drop of lubricant gleamed. She touched her tongue to it and licked it into her mouth. The taste was pleasant, a semi-sweet tingling on her tongue. She lowered her lips, spreading them to take him into her mouth.


Dan groaned and gripped her head as she took all of him she could into her mouth. God, what a perfect fit he was, as if they’d been made for each other. She began moving her lips up and down his length, letting go of it in order to slide her hand back and forth over his hip, and incidentally allow room for him to reach down and hold her breast while she bobbed her head over him.


“Let me do something for you, sweetheart,” Dan murmured with a blissful smile. He nudged his shin between her thighs. Carol’s eyes widened with delight. As she sucked on him, the rhythmic movement of her body caused her pubic area to press against his shin, creating a tantalizing pressure against her clitoris. She could feel the sensitive little bump of flesh swelling with each movement.


Little waves of pure delight pulsed through her groin and her body began moving of its own accord, demanding more of this sweet pleasure. She pushed tighter against him, working her hips back and forth is short little movements that increased the intoxicating friction. The whole of her body, from her mouth down to her toes, quivered with the inexorable pressure mounting inside her, a pressure that demanded explosive release.


She drew in a hissing breath and braced for her impending orgasm at the same moment as Dan’s penis began the familiar jerking in her mouth, ready to come. She brought her lips back until she held the head of it in her mouth then held him there, waiting, while she moved her hips harder and faster. The hard surface of his shin bounced against her swollen folds, as if trying to enter her. As the first spurt of warm semen exploded into her mouth, she reached her own climax.


The sensitive spot where his shin stimulated her erupted, exploding in convulsions that radiated outward through her body. It was curious and exciting and wonderful all at once, feeling her body soar and shudder, muscles tensing and flames of pure erotic sensation washing over her at the same time that Dan came in hard spasms, filling her mouth to capacity before she remembered to swallow. The peak seemed to last forever, but at last she forced herself to breathe and relax. Her muscles quivered every few seconds and Dan made soft moaning noises but their orgasm was over. Now there was just the closeness and the feel of his erection in her mouth. No use letting it go to waste, she thought with an inner smile.


Carol rose up and straddled Dan. She reached down and grasped him. His skin was sticky with saliva and semen. The head parted her folds and she gasped at the sensation as he began to push into her. Her sheath contracted with longing, an aching, empty void that wanted nothing more than to be filled. With one swift motion, she impaled herself. The rock hard flesh slid into her. She wiggled her hips as he filled her.


“You’re going to kill me,” Dan said. He was breathing faster than normal, but the devilish twinkle in his eye told her he was enjoying the sensual revelations as much as she was.


Carol leaned forward and let her breasts sway above his chest, the taut tips brushing over his mat of hair. Her desire for the sensation of Dan’s hands on them, moving over them, seemed insatiable.


He complied with her wanton invitation, taking her rounded globes and cradling them in his hands, then pulling on one rigid peak with his fingers.


At his touch, electricity exploded outward from her breasts down to her pelvis and out to her fingers and toes. She tightened her inner muscles around him and began rocking her hips in short little movements, pushing against the base of his shaft. Intense bursts of fireworks erupted inside her body until she felt as if she could melt, as if only his rigid member inside her kept her upright. But even that sensual paradise wasn’t enough. She wanted even more control, and she wanted her breasts in reach of Dan’s mouth. She moved her hips from side to side, keeping him firmly inside her while she stretched out over him, supporting her upper body with her hands. She paused to get in exactly the right position, and then began moving against him and over him. Moisture drenched her thighs as she rubbed her sensitive little inner button hard against his shaft. She worked her hips, rising and falling to impale her body on his length, while the growing pressure coiled in her belly wound tighter, building toward a powerful explosion.


Dan’s hands roamed over her breasts, first the palms gliding over the silken skin, than his fingers closing on the nipples to squeeze and twist in a quick motion, then the palms gliding again, brushing against the aching peaks in a teasing touch that left her breathless. She lowered her upper body closer to his, feeling the waves of heat rising from his aroused flesh as she brought her nipples in reach of his mouth. He began licking and sucking on one and then the other. She wiggled as little surges of pure, tickling delight jolted through her.


The intense pleasure was almost more than she could endure. His shaft seemed to fill her to bursting and liquid heat burned through her as she moved her groin quicker, harder, body tensing as her orgasm approached. She lifted and pushed down one last time, clenching her muscles around him as she pushed him deep inside her. Her senses shattered as great bursts of pleasure vibrated through her, blazing outward along her nerve endings. Her hips began a shuddering dance of ecstasy. She threw her head back and cried out again and again at the sheer intensity of it.


The shuddering tenseness of the exquisitely rewarding climax slowly eased, then faded to a wonderful afterglow as she collapsed breathless on top of Dan. She hoped she wasn’t smothering him, but her limbs felt as if they’d melted in the flames of her orgasm and she wasn’t sure she could raise herself back up. She needn’t have worried. Dan hadn’t yet reached his climax and he remained hard inside her.


Holding her close in his arms, he used his masculine strength to roll her on her back; his warm and arousing body pressed tight to hers the whole time. Carol relaxed back into the mattress and he assumed the dominant position on top and began to thrust into her, not starting slowly as he had before, but using quick short movements of his hips to push in and out while keeping their bodies close, straining for release.


To her amazement, Carol found her limp and exhausted body was coming to life again. His short, fierce strokes lit a fire and she responded with abandon as ripples of delight coursed through her. She stared up into his face mere inches above hers and her heart pounded with excitement to see the desire ablaze on his features. His intensity flowed from him into her, arousing a matching passion. Frigid! What a lie that had been. Every cell of her body seemed to burn and quiver, straining for the ultimate release as he penetrated her again and again and awakened her to the depths of sensuality.


Drowning in the rising wave of delicious anticipation, Carol wrapped herself around him. She loved the weight of his body on hers, in hers, the sense of utter vulnerability and openness as she spread her legs wide to allow him deeper penetration. She wrapped her arms around his neck and let him work while she held on and let the passion soar to the rhythm of his body beating into hers. When he shuddered and groaned she barely heard it. Her whole being erupted in spasms that shook her to her core. Her soul seemed to catapult from her body, soaring toward a great, white light, and she cried out Dan’s name.


Dan collapsed on her, propped on his elbows to give her room. His weight brought her back to reality. She tightened her inner muscles around him and savored the feel of his manhood buried deep within her as her body shook with the last of her orgasm. Tears of pure joy sprang into her eyes as she contemplated the moment when she’d merged into the white light. And the two became one, her mind whispered. This was what love was all about, the ultimate experience. Her mind fought to comprehend the awesome mystery of it, and she began laughing and crying at the same time, not understanding what was happening but unable to stop it.


After a few moments, the laughter died, replaced by a sense of all-pervading peace. Dan rolled off her, but she turned to him and wrapped her arms around his chest, holding him close. She wanted to stay connected like this forever, their bodies and their souls merged into one, but she could feel him shrinking inside her. And then he did come loose, and she felt the wetness on their bodies, the residue of what had to be the most incredible three orgasms she had ever experienced. And it must have been the same for him, she thought.


Carol buried her face against his chest, embarrassed at her hysterical laughter. “Dan, I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me; I couldn’t help laughing.”


“It must have really been good for you, then?”


She nuzzled his chest. “Oh, God, yes, it was wonderful. But why did I laugh like that? It’s crazy!”


His hand stroked her hair, brushing the long strands off her face. “Not a bit. I’ve read about that. Sometimes the sex is so intense it brings on a laughing spell, like you had. Wow, am I that good?”


She kissed his chest and gave it a little bite. “I guess you are; I’ve sure never done that before. Oh, God, Dan, what are we going to do? I don’t think I can give you up, but this is wrong.”


“Says who?” His head had fallen back on the pillow and his eyes were drifting closed.


Men! She had to smile. Just when you wanted to have a serious and intimate discussion with them, they went to sleep. Her smile broadened. She was the one who had worn him out, after all. It gave her a strange sense of power to think that she’d drained him, satiated him.


“Forget it,” she said with a shrug. She kept forgetting, kept letting the guilt get a hold on her. They had a pact. “Get some sleep.”


He forced his eyes open at that. His lopsided grin appeared. “I’m not about to go to sleep when I’ve got a beautiful, naked woman in my arms.”


“Well…what are we going to do until we have to go back to work? Stay in bed and screw?” She tickled his ribs as she asked, wondering if it could possibly get any better.


“I can think of lots of worse things to do, can’t you?”


“Yeah, but at the moment I need a shower.”


“Why don’t we run the big bath?”


“Dan, you’re a devil. On the other hand, you’ve left me so weak and drained that I’m not sure I could stand up for a shower.” She patted his chest. “Go get it started. I’ll be along in a minute.”


Despite her protestations, Carol found the strength to prop herself up on one elbow and watch as Dan rose from the bed and walked into the bathroom. She couldn’t get enough of watching the muscles move in his broad shoulders, not to mention the cute little wiggling motion his tight butt made as he crossed the room. She had never thought the naked male body was all that exciting; she’d never taken much interest in the bodies of her other lovers, trying to concentrate instead on what they did to her. But with Dan she found herself wanting to love and examine and admire every part of him.


This is crazy. I’m head over heels in love with my own brother.


Carol swung her feet off the bed and sat up, enjoying the pleasant lassitude that suffused her body after such good sex. She picked up their hand towels and moved to the bathroom. As she went past the dresser, she smiled at her image in the mirror. Her blonde hair was mussed and a bright sexual flush marked her chest while her thighs gleamed with moisture from their lovemaking. She looked like a wanton hussy.


She stopped and stared, her hands lifting to touch her nipples, which were still partially erect. A sweet tremor of desire ran through her body. Every molecule seemed to sing. She’d never felt so alive, so aware. Wasn’t there some way for them to stay together?


Probably not, but since they had gone this far, there was no reason they couldn’t enjoy the rest of the week. They weren’t expecting anyone; most of their friends would be busy with nine to five jobs, and they had each just finished with a relationship.


We’re both free and young—and in love—no matter what the world might think of our relationship. She stuck out her tongue at the mirror, gave it a saucy little grin, and swiveled her hips forward, thrusting them at her image.


Okay, if I’m a wanton hussy, I’m a wanton hussy. And this hussy is going to go right on enjoying the best sex she’s ever experienced.


 






Chapter Six


  


As Carol strolled into Dan’s bathroom, she reflected that her parents would never have put a bathroom like this in their home. The place was positively decadent. And the most decadent—and delicious—part of it was the naked man sitting in the tub, moisture beaded on the thick hair of his chest.


The water was still running and a gentle mist of steam rose from the surface, inviting her to join him in the warm luxury of the bath. His eyes followed her every movement as she walked across the tiles and climbed the steps into the tub. Her breasts swayed as she bent over to climb in and when she straightened again she saw him smiling, enjoying the sight of her. She stepped into the tub and stood in front of him. Before she could sit down, he slid his hands over her hips and back to her buttocks and pulled her forward until his lips were buried in the pale hair between her legs, where it began to thicken. His mouth pressed against her damp flesh and then he looked up at her, grinning, as if promising a much more thorough exploration later.


Carol eased down beside him, her muscles relaxing as the water engulfed her in its pleasant heat. The warmth felt wonderful, especially where it bathed the secret places where she was slightly sore. Little jets in the sides of the tub sent gentle streams coursing over her skin. She gathered a handful of water in her hands and splashed it over her breasts, then cupped her hands for more and trickled it over Dan’s head, wetting his hair in streaks. He retaliated by splashing her in the face.


“Don’t get my hair wet!” Carol shrieked, laughing, not caring whether he did or not.


Dan threw more water at her. “I like your hair wet. I like it dry, too. In fact, I like everything about you, including your freckles.”


“I don’t have freckles!”


“Sure you do. You have two big ones, right in front. See?” He touched each of her nipples with a forefinger.


She gasped as his touch sent jolts of electricity zinging from breasts to belly. Surely it had to be dangerous to play with such fire in the bath. But she didn’t care. She wanted more.


“Freckles, hah! For that, you can wash them for me.” She turned toward him on the seat to give him access.


Carol closed her eyes and luxuriated in the sensuous feel of Dan’s hands, covered with soap, as they slithered over her breasts. His touch was a marvelous thing, gentle yet firm. The stream rising from the water enveloped her body, but that was nothing compared to the almost unbearable thrill of his touch. She stood it as long as she could, then turned away from him. “Please do my back.”


Dan complied, pausing to massage the muscles beneath her shoulder blades and along her spine as he did. His thoughtfulness as he kneaded her muscles was enchanting. He made her feel feminine and wanted and very sexy. When he was finished with her back, he slid lower in the water.


She twisted her head to catch a glimpse. “What are you doing?”


“Relax, my lady. Lean back and enjoy your bath.”


She leaned back, letting the jets pound against her back, and watched as he knelt in the water in front of her and lifted her leg. Once again, his powerful fingers began a rhythmic massage, kneading the tension out of her body, until she sagged against the side of the tub, as limp as a well-cooked noodle. He worked his way upward, to her knee and then her thigh. Her insides came awake as his fingers stroked the skin on her inner thigh, the tips brushing against the soft folds of her intimate flesh.


She shuddered and he released that leg and began on the other one, starting again at her ankle and working his way slowly, slowly upward.


Carol let her eyes drift closed and luxuriated in the warmth and the joy of this incredibly personal touch. Once again he teased her to arousal, stoking her inner thigh and letting his fingers curl in her pubic hair. As she began to purr with pleasure, he slipped inside her.


Her eyes popped open again, but he only smiled and withdrew the finger, leaving her trembling with desire.


“Stand up,” he ordered. “Now comes the best part.”


How could it get any better? But she obeyed, glad for the steam that filled the room as she rose from the water. She stood trembling before him, and not because of the cooler air. His gaze roamed over her gleaming wet body. Her skin flushed while he soaped the triangle of pubic hair, his hand grazing the sensitive nub below. When her thatch was thoroughly soaped, he ran his hand back and forth between her thighs, then washed her outer folds, his exploring fingers slipping in and out of her.


Carol bit down on her lip to keep from crying out loud with the intense sexual need that rocketed through her body. Dan smiled, a knowing smile that seemed to suggest shared pleasures yet to come. He leaned forward and pushed her legs further apart with his hands. As she fought to maintain her balance in the slippery tub, she felt his hot breath against her folds and then his tongue pushed inside her, swirling around the pulsing little pearl hidden there.


“Oh, God!” She couldn’t hold back the cry of pure pleasure. Her body shook and she almost doubled over with the force of the jolt that rushed through her.


He straightened at once and grabbed her hips to support her, then pushed her down to a kneeling position.


She understood at once. “Okay, you stand up, big man, and let me wash you.”


“I’m at your mercy.” Dan stood up, sluicing water from his body. His penis stood out in a halfway erect position.


Carol began bathing him, starting with his back and front, and then working her way down. The partial salute became a full one as she lathered and washed him, marveling again at how she loved to touch and explore his body. She ran her hands over and up and down his hard shaft, which was sticking straight out, and cupped the tight skin of his scrotum, lifting and manipulating each of the two masses inside. All the while, Dan was playing with her soapy breasts until they felt almost as warm as the water.


“Enough!” she finally gasped.


“Yeah. If we don’t stop I’m going to come in our bath water. Let’s sit down and relax a bit.” He led the way back to the bath seats and Carol followed.


A cloud of steam filled the bathroom. Dewdrops of water glistened on their exposed flesh as they stroked each other. Carol kissed the dampness from his chest and luxuriated in the pleasure of being together and enjoying each other’s company. As his hands roved over her body, exploring wherever they pleased, she realized that she felt no shame in exposing her nakedness to him. His touch felt natural, wanted. As if in a dream, she moved from her seat to his, sitting on his lap and once again impaling her body on his shaft. She dropped her head on his shoulder and sighed, content for the first time in years. Rivers of pleasure ran through her as their bodies moved slowly in an intimate rhythm.


When the water began to cool, she lifted her head and smiled, almost somnolent with sensation. Reluctantly, she stood up, feeling a sense of overwhelming loss as she felt him leaving her body.


“Time for the shower,” Dan whispered. He got out of the tub and reached down a hand to help her up. Within seconds, he had the showerheads going full blast. Carol dashed under the water, squealing with delight as he slapped playfully at her bare bottom.


They made a game of trying to see how much of each of them the falling water could rinse at one time. Finally, thoroughly clean, skin tingling and refreshed, Carol ran her hands over her hair, squeezing as much water from it as she could. She stepped up out of the shower and fetched big fluffy towels for both of them.


***



“This is more work than I imagined. I’m glad I don’t have to fool with long hair.” Dan was following Carol’s directions as she sat on the dressing table chair with Dan behind her, alternately using a comb and blower to get her wavy blonde hair dry and free of knots. He had stood for a few minutes and then gone to get a stool to sit on.


“I don’t mind that much. Besides, I don’t usually go around letting men get it so wet and tangled. It’s all your fault. Ouch! Not quite so hard.”


“Sorry. I’ve never done this before.”


“Really? I’m honored, but you can stop. I think it’s dry enough. Besides, I’m getting chill bumps. Let’s get dressed.”


“Dressed? You want to get dressed?”


Carol stood up and tousled his damp hair. “I want to at least put on a robe. And I’m hungry again.”


***



After a scratch meal of eggs and toast eaten side by side on stools at the kitchen bar rather than the dining table, Dan produced a squat bottle with a dark-colored liquid in it. He held it up for inspection and raised his brows in question.


“What is it?”


“Blackberry brandy. Great for sipping while sitting and talking.”


“Bring it on. I think we need to talk.”


“That’s why I got this out.” He took heavy square glasses from the cabinet, dropped a couple of ice cubes in each and added brandy. Carol took hers and led the way back into the den and over to the lounger again. She did want to talk, but didn’t want to let her brother—and now her lover—out of touching range.


The brandy was a new drink to her. The first couple of tastes felt thick and heavy in her mouth. Abruptly she laughed. “If this stuff was warm instead of cold and saltier instead of sweeter, it would taste like you! It’s almost the same consistency.”


“My word, and I’ve been drinking the stuff myself. Would you like me to heat it up and add some salt?”


“Nut. No. Really, it’s good. How much alcohol does it have in it?”


“More than wine, less than bourbon or vodka or rum. Go easy; you can’t taste the alcohol and it sneaks up on you.”


Dan settled down next to her and began reminiscing about their childhood together. Carol wondered why he was avoiding the subject closest to their hearts: what to do about having sex together. On the other hand, she was content to be sitting with him, listening to the much-loved melody of his voice. The brandy provided pleasant warmth to her body and memories of the day well-spent added to the coziness. Every so often she leaned against Dan’s shoulder as if reassuring herself that he was really there, that this was really happening. Most of the time Dan’s hand rested on her thigh, not as a sexual move but like her, wanting to touch and be close as they talked. It felt good, his hand on the fabric of her robe and fingers moving occasionally on her inner thigh where the robe had slid to the side. She sighed. It was time to get serious.


“Dan, where are we going with this? What are we going to do?”


He gave her a mischievous grin. “I thought you wanted us to enjoy the time we had together.”


“We can,” Carol said, anticipation in her voice. “But…the future is still hanging over us. I guess women think about the future more than men.”


“Believe me, I’ve thought about a future with you, too.” His voice grew serious. “I don’t want to push you into anything. You’ve gone through a tough year and I don’t want to catch you off balance.”


A pleased smiled touched her lips. He was so sensitive to her needs. “It’s been a tough year for you, too. They were your parents the same as they were mine.”


“True, but I wasn’t caught in the middle of a terrorist attack. I didn’t see people blown to bits right beside me. You’ve shown remarkable strength since then, but you’re only human and you’ve had more than enough shocks. I don’t want to push you in any way.”


She thought of his body on hers, thrusting into her, and smiled. “A woman likes to be pushed on occasion.”


“Okay. So tell me what you see for your future. I want to know.”


She shrugged. “I hate to sound so stereotypical, but I want to get married and have babies someday. We can’t do either one.” The thought filled her with an unspeakable sadness.


Dan’s hand tightened its grip on her thigh. His voice took on a husky urgency. “Say we weren’t brother and sister for a moment. Would you marry me?”


“But we are,” she protested, “and we can’t change that. Yeah, we could change our names and move away somewhere to get married. I’ve heard that that’s what some people in our situation have done. But I don’t want to live a fake life. I want a real one.”


He looked at her, his dark eyes serious. “A real one might be tough. Even if we weren’t related, our being together might seem strange to all the people who’ve always known us as brother and sister.”


She frowned, not sure what the hell he was getting at. “It’s the marriage thing that freaks people out—they’d think our children would turn out to be little monsters. That’s the real reason for the taboo against incest. Too much chance of defective recessive genes coming together.”


“I know.”


She made a face. “So there’s no future for us. And if we keep on doing what we’ve been doing, it’s going to get harder and harder to stop.”


He paused to take a sip of his drink. She was surprised at how calm he seemed. Did he regret what they were about to lose? Her body ached from their lovemaking and still craved more, yet there he sat, apparently unconcerned that they’d have to give up the sensual joy they’d found together.


“We can’t stop seeing each other. Sex or no sex, we love each other.”


That was the terrible part. How could she ever endure seeing him if she couldn’t touch him? Worse, how could she watch another woman hanging on him, touching him, when she wanted him inside her?


“I know, I know. Oh, crap, why do you have to be my brother?”


“Interesting question.” He actually smiled.


She looked away, hurt by his smile. How could he be so calm?


“I can think of one solution,” she snapped, cutting off whatever he’d been about to say. “There is one way we could have safe babies. We could go through the sex gates.”


“What!” The astonishment in his eyes told her he’d never thought of such a radical solution. “You mean change our sexes—you become a man and me a woman?”


Carol gave a peculiar, embarrassed laugh. “Well, lots of people have done it. I watched a young man go through on the way here this morning. It only took a second. And here’s the important part when it comes to our situation—going through the sex gates cleans up your genes. According to what scientists have discovered so far, when the gates transform your physical body, they remove all the harmful genes.”


“Wow! What an idea!” Dan removed his hand from her thigh and slugged down a big swallow of his drink.


Carol set her own drink down and wiped her sweaty hands against her robe. Where had that idea come from? Taking a trip through a sex gate was the last thing she’d intended to suggest, but the plan had popped into her head without warning. She remembered when they had first appeared six months ago. Thousands upon thousands of the enigmatic green arches had materialized in the same instant all over the world.


The first few people to go through had been curiosity seekers who had emerged stunned to find themselves transformed into the opposite sex. That was a shocker and in most cases the change was as unwelcome as it was unexpected—although some welcome changes immediately became apparent too. For one thing, the person who went through a gate emerged in a young, healthy body no matter what their age when they entered. Old people had flocked to the gates, even when it became apparent that some people disappeared when they tried a passage.


Others who felt as if they were trapped in the body of the wrong sex thought the sex gates were a godsend. They had no qualms at all about the risk. The gates weren’t that dangerous for anyone not extremely old or extremely ill or mentally unstable. Hardly any of those types made it through. They went in one side and never came out the other. No one knew what happened to them.


At first the government had tried to control people’s use of the gates, but finally it had given up. All the authorities insisted on these days was registration of a new name, if it were changed, and changing the gender designation on official documents such as driver’s licenses and such. The sex gates had revolutionized many of the ways in which people thought of themselves and attitudes were still in the process of undergoing tremendous change. Societies were in flux all over the world as the implications of an ever-larger younger population with some unusual sexual choices became apparent.


Carol remembered the dumbfounded look on the face of the young man—turned into a young woman—as he felt his breasts jiggle for the first time. Suddenly she snickered.


“What is it?” Dan asked, curious.


“I think Stephen could benefit from going through a gate and finding out what it feels like to be a woman. He might be a little more sensitive if he could have that experience.”


“Shucks, I’d like to have the experience, too.” Dan stopped and held up a hand, “providing I could change back.”


“I wouldn’t mind seeing what it felt like to be a man, either,” Carol agreed.


“Unfortunately, it’s a one-way proposition.”


She sighed and looked into Dan’s face. It had been a wild thought, but not a practical one. She thought about the orgasms that had taken her to undreamed heights of pleasure and sighed again. “Guess my idea won’t work. You’ve spoiled me already. I like being a woman too much to want to have my sex permanently reversed.”


“Yeah, same here. Although, I’ve heard rumors of a few people who have managed the trick twice. The government won’t talk about it, though.”


“Don’t you try it!” Carol blurted, amazed at the emotion she heard in her voice at the thought of losing him. But would she lose him? What would it be like if they both went through a gate? Never mind though, she didn’t intend to try it.


She shivered and said a quick prayer that she hadn’t put an idea in Dan’s head. You never knew what he might do. He’d always had been a daredevil. He might go through a sex gate with the intention of later on going through again, confident in his ability to beat any odds.


“Cold?” Dan asked.


Without warning, Carol yawned. The brandy was making itself felt and the day had been filled with tension and odd thoughts and even odder happenings. As odd as the damn sex gates, she thought.


“No. Sleepy.” She gave him a seductive smile. “I’ve had enough talk.”


“Great.” He smiled. “The brandy was part of my diabolical plan to get you back into bed.”


“Well, I’m ready.” She leaned her head on his shoulder again and rubbed her cheek against the bare flesh. He was wearing only pajama bottoms.


“Me, too.” He stood and held out his hand to help her to her feet. Carol put her arm around him as they walked toward the bedroom, as she had done the first time. As his arm tightened around her waist, she found herself anticipating getting into bed and snuggling up to him. She hoped he would be able to make love to her again, a fact that surprised her. While they were drinking their brandy, she’d thought that she had had enough for the day, but now that she was upright and feeling her hip bump against him as they moved, she felt the familiar anticipatory surge of eroticism pulse through her body.


Once they climbed into bed and she stretched out beside him, Carol found that her body ached once more with desire. She wanted nothing more than to have Dan kiss and hold her and play with her breasts and then be able to make love to her.


But she found that he had other ideas first. Dan mouthed the nipple of one of her breasts, and while she was enjoying his tongue swirling around it and bringing it erect, he moved his leg over between hers and urged her with a nudge from his knee to spread wider. She did it, letting him settle himself between her thighs.


He licked and sucked at both breasts, the little moist sensations creating a warm sensuous flush that spread outwards and down over her body. Her hands were moving over his back, loving the feel of his lips and tongue as they roved with bold abandon up and down her bare flesh, exploring her breasts and nipples. She opened her legs wider, thinking that soon he would move up and enter her. Instead, he left her breasts and began kissing his way down her body, pausing to nip and bite along the way.


As her skin shivered under his touch, Carol realized what was coming. Her body pulsed at the very thought and her heartbeat quickened. She wiggled her butt deeper into the bed, urging him on with her hands on his shoulders.


His passionate kisses trailed down her body, marking her flesh as his own. As he reached her lower regions, she spread her thighs wide to his devouring gaze.


“It’s like a flower,” he murmured. “Like a beautiful flower opening up for me.”


Her heart melted at his words. Moisture flooded her as he moved his lips lower, brushing the beginnings of her pubic hair.


She squirmed and moaned with longing, anticipating the touch of his lips on her eager flesh. As if to prolong her agony, he paused to slide first one arm, then the other under and around her thighs, pulling them farther apart.


Desperate with desire, she raised her knees to give him full access. She could feel the cool air moving over her sensitive tissues as she held herself open to him. His mouth moved into the curls of her pubic hair and delicately parted them with his tongue, probing for the moist, swollen pearl of flesh that had come out of hiding and was waiting for his caress.


Even though she expected it, the touch sent shockwaves pounding through her. He paused there a moment before running his tongue along the outer lips of her vagina, wetting them with his moisture, licking up the moisture that spilled from her. She gasped at the unbelievable pleasure as he worked his tongue inside her, running it up and down along the inner folds on each side in turn, making her squirm and whimper. He teased her with multiple quick strokes over and into her, moving ever closer to her aching clitoris, making her gyrate her hips up against his mouth involuntarily until she could stand it no longer.


Carol tangled her fingers in his hair and pulled him tight against her, urging him to finish. Dan complied without hesitation, moving his tongue up and beginning to swirl it around the hard little button of her clitoris. He began a quick lapping motion that almost drove her crazy. She cried out as her hips moved, trying to get closer to his tongue, although she knew that was impossible. She shuddered, the movement beginning at her groin and racing up her body in waves. She cried louder, flinging her head from side to side as the exquisitely intense orgasm consumed her.


Carol’s breath was still coming in gasps when Dan loosed his hands from her thighs and began kissing his way up her body, pausing first to rub his lips and cheeks over the triangle of pubic hair as if he wanted to remember the feel of it for later. He inched his way up, nibbling at her skin here and there, both tickling and teasing while coming nearer and nearer to her breasts. He found them and used his mouth and tongue to keep her virginal pink nipples erect, as they had been since he had driven her to the latest climax.


Carol rubbed his cheeks with her hands, loving the sensation of being the center of this man’s devoted attention. Finally, she pulled at his ears and urged him up farther. She wanted to kiss his mouth, to taste her juices on his lips.


As he moved forward, she felt the rigid length of his shaft bump at the junction of her thighs, hunting for the entrance. She was already slick with his saliva and her own juices. He needed only to push once and he connected with her, sliding deliciously inside. He settled his weight on top of her and began moving, his hips pumping as he drove them both toward the edge of ecstasy, reaching for one more orgasm for the day.


It took a long time, but Carol didn’t care; time stopped and there was nothing in the universe except for the drumming of his body against hers and the friction of his penis sliding in and out as he drove her to the heights again. She was nothing but a collection of burning cells waiting, waiting as the pressure grew and grew inside her, her muscles tensed so tight and her body so responsive that she and Dan both were soaked in sweat when they came again with great shuddering gasps and cries.


As their breathing slowed to something approaching normal, Carol could feel the cool air on her body where the skin was slick with perspiration. She had never, never been with a man so many times in one day or responded to lovemaking like this. It was like entering a whole new universe, a universe she’d never knew existed.


Apparently Dan felt the same way because once he could move and talk, he rolled off of her and lay back, gasping, with his arms flung out, one down by his side, the other up and past her tangled and sweat-soaked hair. She raised her head and he slid his arm under her neck. She snuggled up into the hollow of his shoulder, as satisfied as she had ever been in her life.


Dan turned to kiss her. “I don’t think I’ve ever done it so many times in one day. I love it so much with you.”


Carol snuggled closer, her hand playing with the hair on his chest. “I love it with you, too. I love you, Dan. It’s horrible, but I can’t help it. You’re my brother, and…oh, shit, what’s wrong with us?”


Dan pulled her closer. “Hey, don’t be so hard on yourself. These feelings are not unheard of. In fact, if that course I took in abnormal psychology is anywhere close to right, it’s much more common than most people imagine.”


“Really? Well, if other girls have brothers like you, I can see why. Until today, I hadn’t admitted to myself how much I wanted you. I think I rationalized it as having a neat brother that I loved.”


“Yeah. Well, there’s something I need to tell you.”


She giggled. “You’ve already told me that I’ve made you horny ever since I started getting tits.”


“Yeah. And it got worse through the years, watching you run around the house half naked sometimes. I’d have to go into the bathroom and jerk off to keep it from showing.”


Carol sighed and pressed closer to his chest. Her whole body felt drained by the repeated lovemaking. “That’s funny,” she murmured. “You wanting me and me wanting you and neither one of us suspecting.”


“Yeah, funny.” But he didn’t sound amused.


Carol wanted to say something more, to tell him that whatever happened next, they’d had this time together. But her eyes drifted shut as she tried to form the words. Tomorrow, she thought, tomorrow is soon enough to face reality.


 






Chapter Seven


  


The next morning, Carol woke with a sense of complete satiation. Her body felt languid and heavy. She’d dozed off the night before while Dan had been talking to her and had slept a deep sleep, without dreams.


Beside her, Dan’s heavy breathing told her he remained sound asleep. She stared down at his face, his jaw line darkened by beard stubble, his mouth relaxed and at peace, and smiled. With his tousled hair and his cheek pressed into the pillow, he looked almost like a sleeping angel. Or a sleeping god, she amended, studying the muscles of his shoulders, the smooth line of his slim hips. It was like staring at a magnificent statue, a naked one at that. Not wanting to wake him, she slid out from under the covers and tiptoed from the room.


Once in the bathroom, she cast a rueful glance at the mirror where her reflection revealed that a night of passionate sex had transformed her long, naturally wavy hair into a tangled, disheveled mess. With a chuckle, she realized she looked a lot like one of those models for the cover of a torrid romance where the heroine’s hair was always wind-swept into unmanageable curls around her shoulder and face.


She showered and shampooed, toweled herself dry, then wrapped another towel around her wet hair. As she reached for her robe, she realized that she’d been too distracted by the sight of Dan’s sleeping face and had forgotten to bring it with her into the bathroom. Not that Dan would mind seeing her naked again, but she wasn’t used to wandering around the house nude. She wrapped herself in another towel before heading back to her bedroom. She wanted something to eat, first thing. The pizza was long gone, leaving a hollow place in the pit of her stomach.


Not that she would turn Dan down if he wanted sex before breakfast. The thought kindled a different kind of hunger deep inside. She couldn’t imagine ever turning him down as long as she felt like she did at the moment, but she knew that such undeniable desire would bring her nothing but problems. How were they going to control themselves in front of other people? And if other people suspected, what would they do or say? Would they have the courage to admit the truth or would they attempt to deceive their friends and turn their lives into lies?


Such thoughts were too grim for so early in the morning. She shook her head, trying to drive them away. The bright sunlight outside promised a beautiful day—too beautiful to waste in brooding about what might be. Besides, as she’d learned through the tragedies of the past year, life had a way of surprising you. She’d had her share of tragic surprises. Maybe she was overdue for a good one.


As soon as she reached her bedroom, she dropped the dry towel and slipped into panties and her robe. In another minute, she had the dryer going. She had finished her hair and was standing in front of her closet deciding what to wear when she heard a knock at the door.


“Come on in.” She smiled, knowing it had to be Dan.


It was. He was already dressed in jeans, sandals and a short-sleeved shirt. “Hey, lazy,” he said.


Carol stuck her tongue out at him, but readily accepted his embrace when he scooped her up in his arms. He hugged and kissed her, then stood back holding her shoulders.


“How are my lovelies this fine morning?”


“Lovelies?”


“These.” Dan put his hands on both her breasts. “They’re the loveliest I’ve ever seen. In fact, if I had tits like yours, I’d never cover them up.” He squeezed them through the thick cotton robe to emphasize his words.


Her mouth twitched in an amused grin. He was teasing her, like he always did, pushing at her to get a reaction.


She thrust her chest out and fingered the belt that held her robe closed. “Why, sir,” she murmured, “I’d show them to you, but I don’t want to get arrested for exposing myself.”


His eyes narrowed and his breathing quickened. “What if I promise not to call the cops?”


Her fingers toyed with the knot on the belt. She gave him a little pout with her lips. “I’d like to show you, but can I trust you?”


He raised his right hand. “I swear.”


She lowered her head and glanced up at him through her lashes. “Well, I have to get dressed. But you have to sit down and not get any ideas until after breakfast.”


Pretending reluctance, Dan stepped back from the closet and sat in the chair beside the bed.


Carol’s skin prickled with anticipation of their sexual game as his admiring gaze roved over her body. She slipped out of the robe and let it drop to the floor. She stood in front of the closet, wearing nothing but a pair of pale green, hip-hugging panties.


Ignoring Dan, she lifted her arms and began moving hangers, looking at her clothes. The blood pounded in her veins and a sexual flush appeared on her skin as she displayed her nakedness wantonly for him. She flirted a little with the clothes, holding them in front of her to hide her body, and then slowly lowering them before putting them back in the closet. Her breasts swayed with her movements. From the corner of her eye, she could see Dan shifting in the chair and crossing his legs.


With a little wiggle of her hips, she headed for the dresser.


“You’d better get dressed darned fast or I’m going to have to throw you down on that bed,” Dan growled from his corner.


“But you promised!” Still, she could see the dangerous glint in his eye. Her heartbeat quickened at the thought that she could rouse him so. She chose shorts and a snug-fitting top that left her midriff bare. She pulled them on and shook her hair back into place.


“Nice show.” Dan’s face had taken on a strained look.


“Good. Next time you put on one for me.”


“Deal. Let’s eat.” He stood up and she noticed that her performance had him straining against his jeans. Her breasts felt full and heavy and the outline of her nipples showed plainly through the taut fabric of her top.


He took her hand and they headed to the kitchen, chatting and laughing in anticipation of what both of them knew would soon be happening.


***



After the furious lovemaking of the day before, they had slept late. It was even later by the time they had put away a plate of pancakes each, which Carol mixed and Dan cooked. After the dishes were washed, they sat together in the den, side by side at one end of the big lounger. Carol leaned against Dan and patted her full stomach with one contented hand while he zapped the big wall screen on and checked the news. A talking head appeared, gazing into the camera and announcing the latest news about the sex gates.


“And in Franklin, Kentucky,” the made-for-the-screen voice intoned, “a group of teenage girls banded together today to get a bit of revenge for the fairer sex. They captured Greg Anderson, described as the local high school’s biggest, most macho jock, and tossed him through a sex gate, turning him into a woman.”


Carol suppressed a slight shudder. “I hate it when someone gets thrown through the gate like that. Changing someone’s sex against their will is so awful!”


Dan fixed his gaze on the screen where before and after pictures of Greg appeared. He’d been a good-looking young man. “Maybe he got too full of himself and deserved it.”


As if to make his point, the commentator leaned into the screen again. “The young women responsible have made a public statement claiming they tossed Anderson through the gate as revenge for his acts against females. They charged him with spreading unflattering stories about girls he had been with, and one of the young women accused him of date rape.”


“Oh, that’s different, then,” Carol observed. “Guess he did deserve it. But what a shock—one minute you’re a male and the next, female!”


“The former jock is unavailable for comment,” the commentator continued. “The mayor of Franklin, a female, has reportedly told the police chief she will fire him if he presses changes against the young women.”


Carol laughed. “Good for her! I remember some of the boys who were as bad or worse back when we were in high school. Too bad the sex gates weren’t around back then.”


“Yeah, I knew some of them, remember? On the other hand, there were some girls who could’ve used a trip through a sex gate, too.”


Carol took a deep breath. Was it only the other day that she’d half decided to go through a gate herself? My God, what if she’d taken those few steps into that beckoning green portal. She would have missed discovering that Dan loved her as much as she loved him.


“I guess lots of people could benefit from a trip through the sex gates, but don’t you go near one!” she warned.


“I’m not planning on it. Hey, look!”


The news had switched to another sex gate story, this time from a Middle Eastern Arab country. The women in that country, still subjected to burkas and almost total subjugation by men, were in open revolt. The camera panned down a broad boulevard in the capital city where they marched in their tens of thousands, bringing traffic to a complete halt. Minarets of mosques and high-rise apartment buildings blended together in the background.


The screen switched to a clip of the prime minister making a statement, to assure his countrymen that the government would remain in complete control of the sex gates in his country. His image faded and was replaced by four different windows on the big screen, fed from webcams to the studio. In one of the windows, they could see a sex gate surrounded by women. Men in robes and Arab dress were being passed overhead by the close-packed throng of women, nearer and nearer to the green arch of a sex gate. Screaming, they were tossed through. Another window showed images from the other side of the gate, where nude young women stumbled out, looking confused at first. Then when they saw what had been done to them, they began shrieking and pulling at their hair.


Dan laughed. “Oh, boy, imagine oppressing women most of your life and then becoming one! Maybe there is some justice in the world after all.” Then his laughter died. A third screen showed images similar to the first, except that it was taken by someone from the back seat of a Jeep with a machine gun. The driver stopped the vehicle and another Arab beside him began firing into the crowd of women. Blood sprayed into the air. Women fell to the ground. Those not already dead screamed in fear and tried to run. The crowd was so dense, there was nowhere to go.


“Turn it off!” Carol turned her head to one side. She couldn’t bear to watch.


Dan wrapped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her into a comforting hug. After a moment, he switched to a movie channel. He scrolled down the lineup while they both examined what was available.


“See anything you like?”


“Yes,” Carol said, but she wasn’t looking at the screen. Dan turned and found her staring at him. “Dan, sweetheart, I like you better than anything there. Switch it off.”


He did so while she continued, “Is there any of that brandy left?”


“Sure thing, love. I’ll get it.”


While he was gone, Carol replayed their conversation of moment’s ago in her head. They were already beginning to use words of endearment with each other. That was something they would have to watch in public if this kept on.


Dan returned with a tray containing the blackberry brandy, two glasses, a bowl of ice cubes and napkins. He set it down on the table in front of them and poured. He handed one glass to Carol and kept one. “Here’s to us,” he said and gestured with his drink.


Carol touched glasses with him and sipped, all the time watching him. It seemed impossible that a mere twenty-four hours had passed, that all of this had begun yesterday when she’d cried on his shoulder. What a difference a day makes—the cliché was true.


The wine warmed her mouth and burned a path down her throat. Today they were going to talk about their future together, but she found herself unwilling to begin the conversation. One day wasn’t enough. She wanted a few hours more before the world in all its harsh reality had to intrude.


“Good, isn’t it?” Dan asked.


Carol wasn’t sure if he was referring to the wine or to what was happening between them. His eyes darkened as he stared at her, the pupils getting wider as if he wanted to drink her in, too.


“It’s delicious,” she murmured.


“Let me taste it on your lips.” Dan pulled her closer to him. She responded with eagerness, thrilling to the touch of his hand moving down to the curve of her hip and then back up to her breast in a long, sensuous sweep. He molded her breast in his hand, the touch of his fingers bringing her nipple erect. Carol twisted, already consumed with longing for his touch on her bare skin. Her breath came faster as his hand drifted lower and slid unto her bare midriff, under the bottom of her top. She eased away from him, hating to break the kiss but wanting to be rid of the top. He drew it up over her raised arms and over her head, tousling her hair.


“God, you’re so lovely.” Dan gazed hungrily at her. He smoothed her errant blonde tresses away from her face. His lips descended to hers and he began caressing her breasts once again.


The slow, gliding touch of Dan’s hands seemed to work a sexual magic, making her flesh feel heavy and swollen. Her nipples tightened and the private flesh between her legs grew hot and moist. An unrelenting pressure mounted in her core, an ever-tightening coil of desire that spread and intensified until she was squirming with need to feel more and more of his touch on the most intimate parts of her body. When she could stand it no longer she reached down and grasped the growing bulge beneath his jeans, feeling out the length and hardness of it with an excited sense of anticipation.


As Carol was about to suggest that they head for the bedroom, the doorbell rang.


“Oh, shit!” Dan’s hand froze on her right breast. “Who the hell can that be?”


He got up and went to the front of the house, adjusting his pants to try to conceal his bulging erection.


Carol knew that she couldn’t be seen from the front door where she sat in the den, but a feeling of guilt washed over her nonetheless. She yanked her top back on.


“Is Carol here?”


With a start of surprise, she recognized Stephen’s voice. “What does he want?” she muttered under her breath.


“Yeah, she’s here, but I don’t think she wants to see you.” She could imagine Dan blocking the door, every inch the protecting brother.


“How about letting her tell me that if you don’t mind,” Stephen’s voice took on a belligerent tone. “She’s a grown woman, not your little sister.”


“All right, I’ll see if she wants to talk to you. Wait here.”


A second later, Dan walked around the corner into the den, not noticing that Stephen was right behind him.


“So there you are!” Stephen said. “What’s the idea of moving out on me and not saying a goddamned word about it? I thought we were going to get counseling. I even made an appointment.” His face was clouded with anger.


“I’m sorry, Stephen, but counseling isn’t going to help. It’s over between us.” She stared at her former lover. He seemed like a stranger and her life with him seemed like another lifetime ago. My God, just yesterday she’d been in bed with this man, having sex with him. And thinking she was frigid. She’d never think that again.


“We had a spat, but I didn’t expect you to up and leave. The least we could do is talk about it.”


Carol cast an uneasy glance at Dan who was watching their exchange with a guarded look on his face. “There was nothing to say then and there isn’t now, Stephen. Our relationship isn’t going to work and all the talk and the world won’t change that. Please leave.”


“Yeah, I don’t recall inviting you in,” Dan reminded him.


Stephen stared at Carol’s twice-tousled hair and flushed neck and ears then turned to Dan. His gaze dropped to her brother’s pants and narrowed as he saw Dan’s erection, pressing against the fabric. Carol saw his face change and cringed, sure he’d made the connection. For an instant, wild visions of the future flashed through her mind. He’d tell everyone, all their mutual friends. What would people say? Would she and Dan be ostracized?


Stephen looked disgusted. “What’s going on here? You’ve got someone else already! I’ll bet it’s your lesbian friend, Kathy! I’ve wondered if she was the reason why you were so frigid with me. What the hell is going on here?” His gaze shifted to Dan. “Is Kathy fucking both of you?”


Carol almost laughed at the idea that she and Dan were making up a threesome with Kathy but Dan look outraged. “What we do is none of your goddamned business, Stephen. Now will you leave or shall I throw you out?”


Stephen took in Dan’s tall, well-muscled body and backed off a couple of steps. “Oh, I’m leaving,” he said to Carol. “I don’t know what I ever saw in you anyway.” He turned around and marched from the den with what dignity he could muster.


Dan waited until they heard the front door close behind him, then went out and locked it. He came back and took Carol in his arms, holding her close.


Despite, or perhaps because of, the just-finished altercation with Stephen, she felt her body stir to life again at Dan’s touch. Her hands pressed against his back, feeling the rigid muscles of his back as he fought to control his anger. God, he was powerful. She wanted to be lying beneath him, to feel that power thrusting into her.


As their bodies pressed together, she felt his erection growing again, too. She raised her head from his chest and lifted her face. She pulled at his neck with her hand, wanting his lips on hers, his tongue in her mouth. And more.


Dan’s mouth closed over hers with a fierce hunger, his tongue thrusting between her lips as they stood together. When Carol broke the kiss and leaned backward, he brought his hands to her breasts.


“Isn’t this where we left off?” Carol teased.


“Not quite,” he said, a playful smile dancing on his lips, “but we can get there whenever you want to.”


“I want to now. Come on.” She took his hand and tugged him toward her bedroom, visions of his naked, muscled body in various yet unexplored sexual positions dancing through her head. She decided that she was going to do exactly as Dan suggested, simply enjoy the time they were together and worry about the Stephens of the world later. Or try to, anyway. Stephen had sort of stirred up the worrying part.


“My hair must look like I haven’t combed it in a week,” Carol laughed as Dan finished pulling the top over her head again.


“Who’s looking at your hair?”


Carol smiled. She caught both his hands in hers and brought them up to her breasts. “I’m glad you like them. Now I want to see, too!”


She watched Dan undress while she snaked off her shorts and panties in one smooth motion. She fell onto the bed and watched as he pulled down his jeans and kicked them away. Facing her, he teased a second or two, taking his time before stretching the elastic of the waistband of his shorts in order to get it out and over his fully erect penis. It sprang free and bobbed up and out, pointing at her. She drew in her breath as it came into view, thinking that she had never before been so enthralled with a man’s member—or enthralled at all, for that matter. But she couldn’t seem to get enough of starting at Dan’s maleness.


When Dan climbed into the bed beside her, she couldn’t wait. She wanted to feel him in her hand, in her mouth, in her, all at once. Alas, she knew that was impossible, so she took them in order. Curling up against his warm body, with her head snuggled in the hollow of his shoulder, she arched her back to offer him her aching breasts. Meanwhile, she reached for him with her hand, her fingers barely able to encircle his swollen girth. She loved the satiny texture of his tightly stretched skin. While he sucked, sending rivers of fire running down from her breast to her belly, she ran her hand and fingers up and down and around and over every inch of it. As the excitement swirled through her body, she cupped his scrotum and began to play with the taut skin of his balls.


“Carol, sweetheart, I love the way you do that.” Dan’s voice had gone ragged with his passion.


“You’d better, because I intend to enjoy a thorough exploration of every bit of you,” she warned in her best sexy tone. She lifted her body slightly and moved her lips over one of his nipples, and then the other, sucking at the tiny buds. She received a yelp of pleasure as a reward. Moving downward, she continued to tease him by tracing a pathway of kisses, licks and nips down his flesh. Goosebumps marked his skin as she approached the most sensitive area of his body.


Smiling, she shifted her body between his legs and knelt leaning over him. He lay beneath her gaze, exposed and vulnerable, his shaft standing at attention as he waited for her next move.


She ran her tongue around his belly button and worked the tip of it into the tight coils. She kissed the skin below it and at the brush of her lips, he jerked and nudged against her breasts. She cupped her boobs in her hands and moved them lower so that his shaft was caught between them, then still licking and sucking and biting on his belly, she rocked her upper body so that her breasts butted at his penis. She liked the way she could bump it with one of her breasts, then feel it bounce free and nudge her other. But this was only playing. The slit of flesh between her legs throbbed, reminding her that there was an even better way to enjoy his proud, upright manhood.


A dampness on her thighs testified to how much she wanted him inside her. She backed up some more and let her eyes feast on his tumescent organ. He was hers, a male god who waited on her every pleasure. She lowered her lips, keeping her movements slow and teasing, and slid them down over the length of it, loving the way it filled her mouth and pressed against her tongue.


Dan groaned and gasped. His hips writhed as she moved her lips up and down, pausing sometimes on the backward move to suck and lick the swollen head.


Her eyes half closed, Carol moved her lips up and down on the silken shaft and wondered if she wanted him to come in her mouth before she mounted him. Yes, she decided. He’d go off so fast otherwise. And once she impaled herself on him, she wanted him inside her for a long time.


She bobbed her head up and down, faster, taking him deep into her mouth and then back out, enjoying the alternating sense of having half his length filling her mouth and then holding only the head between her lips and against her tongue. His hands worked in her hair and over her neck and in under her arms to hold and mold her breasts in his hands, enhancing the pleasure she got from making him feel so good. He was crying out now, and she could feel the preliminary throbbing that indicated he was close to orgasm.


It came, with his whole body tensing and writhing under her ministrations, the semen a sudden warm explosion in her mouth. She swallowed, sucked and swallowed again while Dan made wild, senseless noises that expressed his delight and his exquisite enjoyment.


Finally, the flow of semen slowed, and then stopped. Carol released him from the confines of her mouth and stretched out beside him.


“Quick, get it in me. Please, hurry. I want you inside me now.”


The words spilled out, words she never would have dreamed of saying to any other man. She watched in breathless anticipation as Dan rolled over, still gasping from his release and settled between her outstretched legs.


A small whimper of need escaped her as she lifted her knees and spread her legs wide, ready for him. She grasped him and guided him inside. As he filled her, she heaved a great sigh of relief. He was where she wanted him, between her legs with his rigid length buried deep within her. She wrapped her arms and legs tight around him and dug her nails into his back as he began to move. His first thrust made her hunger for more. She clenched her inner muscles tight around him as their bodies joined in a mounting rhythm of love. The pressure at her core mounted with each thrust until she cried out and arched upward, gripped in the thrall of an orgasm, her muscles gone rigid as passion ripped through her. As wave after wave lifted her higher into realms of unspeakable sensation, she felt as if she’d reached another plane of existence. It went on and on. Somewhere in the distance, a woman was screaming, high shrill screams of delight.


At last she became aware again of her harsh breathing and her raw throat. A male body loomed over hers. A sheen of sweat covered Dan’s skin as he drove into her, his muscles tensing as he reached for his second climax.


A sense of sexual power filled her. She’d had indeed succeeded in prolonging their lovemaking, and she reveled in the taste of the salty stickiness of his semen in her mouth. Her sensual hunger reawakened under his continued thrusts and she knew she would reach the heights of another orgasm with him. She moved her hands over his back and buttocks, digging her fingers and her sharp nails into his body, knowing it must be hurting him but helpless to stop. She wanted him to thrust deeper and deeper and to move faster and faster.


His hard breathing rang in her ears. Her heart pounded against her ribs, seeking to break free. Her whole body shook with the mounting tension enveloping of both of them, as if their bodies were blended into one.


“Oh, God!” The yell was ripped from her throat as the orgasm swirled out of control, engulfing her in the muscle-bruising spasms of total engagement of mind and body with the body on her and inside her. She heard his voice rising in unison with her own long, drawn out expression of utter pleasure and suddenly the muscles of his back were locked into hard ridges as he strained, spending his seed in her in perfect tune to the noise they were both making. She lost herself in the overwhelming waves of pure sensual delight that swept through her, again and again.


At last, their frantic movements slowed. Dan stopped moving and enfolded her in an embrace so tight she could hardly breathe, and hardly wanted to.


 






Chapter Eight 


  


The ringing of the doorbell woke Carol. At first she mistook it for the phone. She rolled over and felt for it, but found nothing. After a foggy moment, she remembered that she was in her home, not at Stephen’s place. She forced her eyes open and found the receiver, looking at the bedside clock at the same time. Eleven thirty. Had she slept all day and into the night? Or was it still morning? With the curtains drawn, the bedroom was dark. She remembered making passionate love with Dan, until her body, drained by the multiple orgasms, had fallen into an exhausted sleep.


“Hello?” she mumbled into the receiver. Speaking of Dan, where was he? He wasn’t in the bed beside her. She struggled to sit up, her sleep induced fog vanishing. At the same moment the doorbell chimed again and she realized it wasn’t the phone after all. Where was Dan? Why wasn’t he answering the bell?


Carol slid out of bed and threw on a robe. Maybe he was in the bathroom. She half smiled. Some things couldn’t be interrupted.


Hurrying toward the front door, she wondered if Stephen had dared to come back again. But why would he? She’d made her feelings clear. Nevertheless, she assumed an aggressive stance as she opened the door to the length of its chain latch. A swath of dark curls became visible through the crack.


“Kathy?”


“It’s me. Can I come in?”


“Sure.” Carol unlatched the chain.


Kathy stepped inside so that Carol could close the door. She was dressed in red slacks and a white blouse that zipped up the front.


“Good morning.” Kathy’s big, doe-dark eyes looked at her with unabashed curiosity.


Carol realized she was in her bathrobe with her hair mussed from sleeping. And she suspected she had a satiated, after-sex grin on her face.


Kathy arched an eyebrow. “Am I disturbing something?”


“Uh, no. I was getting up. Come on in.”


“You’re sure?”


Carol nodded while brushing tousled strands of hair from her face. She led the way into the den. From there, she could see that the door to Dan’s bedroom was open.


“Excuse me.”


As she reached for the handle to close the door, she heard the sound of a shower going. Her brow knitted with disappointment at the discovery. Why had he gotten up and gone into his bedroom without her? She missed him already, missed the closeness of the past few hours.


She returned to the den to find Kathy was no longer there. Well, her friend had been coming to their house since their teenage years. She knew her way around. It was practically her second home.


Carol wandered from the den into the kitchen and found Kathy standing behind the bar busy making coffee.


“Is Dan still asleep?” Kathy asked.


Carol tried not to blush. Of course, Kathy had seen her closing the door and must know Dan was in his bedroom.


“Uh, I think I heard his shower going.”


“Odd. He’s usually up and out of bed pretty early. Did you two have a late night?”


Carol nearly choked. She pounded her chest and pretended it was a cough to cover up. After a moment of coughing, she cleared her throat. “I broke up with my boyfriend yesterday and we stayed up late comparing notes on our unhappy love relationships.”


Oops! A second too late, she remembered that Dan had once dated Kathy.


To her relief, Kathy laughed. “I hope I didn’t fare too badly in the instant replay. I have very fond memories of Dan.”


I’ll bet you do. Carol fiddled with the belt of her robe to hide the flash of jealousy. Kathy had been to bed with her Dan. Worse, Kathy could live with Dan and be his lover without any need to worry—after all, she wasn’t related to him.


Then Carol glanced up at her friend and shook off the jealousy. That was silly. None of this was Kathy’s fault. And Kathy was one of the most liberal-minded people she knew. One of those rare people who felt absolutely no guilt about enjoying sex, she openly admitted to being bisexual and was proud that most of her lovers stayed friends after the affair cooled off. If anyone might accept this situation, it would be Kathy.


“Dan had good memories of you, too.”


“He’d better.” Kathy tossed her mass of curls and winked. “I gave him plenty to remember. Anyway, I’ve made myself at home. Besides, you looked as if you could use some coffee.”


Carol yawned and glanced out the window. The bright sunlight promised a hot day. “I can’t remember when I’ve slept this late.”


Kathy poured coffee into two cups. “I’m sorry I woke you up, but I had a reason for coming.”


“Is everything okay? I drove by your house yesterday morning. I wanted to tell you about my breakup with Stephen, but I saw an extra car, so I went on.”


“Oh. Just as well. I was probably getting June settled in. She left her husband and needed someplace to stay for a bit. I said she could stay with me, but I’m sort of halfway regretting it. I came over here because I wanted to get away. My place is a bit too small for two people and June’s starting to act way too possessive for my taste.”


Carol wondered if June was a friend or a girlfriend. It sounded like she was a girlfriend. Not that it mattered to her, and Kathy never tried to conceal her proclivity towards women on occasion.


Dan walked into the den, wearing a towel around his waist. “Hi, Kathy! I thought I heard voices out here and last time I looked, Carol was in bed.”


Carol felt her face coloring again, even though she knew Kathy would probably accept Dan’s statement as the innocent words of a brother checking on his sister’s well-being.


Kathy got up and gave Dan a hug, almost dislodging his towel. Carol watched as they kissed. Then Dan turned to her.


“Morning, sis.” He winked at her with his back turned to Kathy. “I’ve got some unexpected news.”


“News?” Was he going to announce their affair to Kathy?


“I’ve got to leave in about a half hour. Friends of the World called. There’s been an earthquake in northern China. I’m joining a team of doctors in San Francisco later tonight and we’re flying to the scene from there.”


Loss hit Carol like a blow to the gut. She’d thought she’d have at least one more day with Dan—in bed with him. But she knew nothing could deter him from one of his missions of mercy. Besides, she was damned proud of the work he did. The publicity he generated for Friends of the World raised millions of dollars that went to help those caught in natural disasters in every country.


She bit her lip but forced a smile. “I didn’t hear the phone ring.”


Dan saved her from the gaffe. “Of course not. It was my phone.”


“Were many people killed in the quake?” Kathy asked.


“The first estimates are ten thousand dead.” Dan looked grim. “I don’t envy the medical people. My part is easy—making the world realize it needs to pitch in and help.”


“You won’t be in any danger, will you?” It was the same question Carol always asked when he left on one of these trips, but it took on a new urgency now.


Dan shrugged. “There’ll probably be aftershocks.”


“Bad ones?” She wanted to grab his arm, to beg him not to go, but she knew it wouldn’t do any good.


“Hey, don’t look so glum. I’ll be fine. Maybe Kathy can come over and keep you company while I’m gone.” He lifted his eyebrows at her, his intense gaze conveying the emotions he couldn’t speak aloud in front of Kathy.


“How did you know I was going to ask?” Kathy said.


“I didn’t, but you’re always welcome.”


“You are, Kathy,” Carol agreed, though she was disappointed by the unexpected separation. On the other hand, Kathy’s arrival had reminded her of the world outside their love nest. Maybe this trip was a good thing; maybe this was a way to start breaking away from the craziness with Dan, incredibly sweet as it was. If someone else was around the house, they couldn’t be open about their relationship.


“Good. Hey, I gotta go get ready,” Dan said and departed.


“Kathy, can I leave you for a few minutes, too? I have to brush my teeth and slosh off first thing in the morning or I don’t feel right.”


“Sure. I’m a big girl. I can amuse myself while you’re gone.” Kathy smiled, but with a trace of puzzlement on her face. Carol suspected she’d begun to pick up some of the vibrations passing between her and Dan.


Dan’s leaving. That thought made her worries about Kathy inconsequential.


As Carol hurried toward her bedroom, she looked back over her shoulder to be sure Kathy wasn’t watching and then ducked into Dan’s room. He had just finished pulling on his pants. He looked up and grinned when Carol entered.


Carol ran up to him and threw her arms around him. “Oh, God, I don’t want you to go,” she half-sobbed with her lips pressed against his chest.


Dan smoothed the robe over her hips and back, pulling her tighter against him. “Sorry, sweetheart, but I have important work to do. Someone has to keep the media happy while they cover this disaster. That means lots of good reports on the work done by Friends of the World and that, in turn, means more money coming in that we can use when the next disaster happens.”


She ran her hands over his chest, savoring the solid flesh beneath her palms. “That’s true, and I love you for what you do, but I can’t stop worrying whenever you head out to be in the middle of one of these disasters.”


“I’ll be fine, and I’ll catch a plane home as soon as I can. I hate that we didn’t have more time together, but maybe it’s for the best. While I’m away, I want you to think about what’s happened. I want you to be sure about your feelings for me.”


“My feelings will never change,” she assured him.


“Good, because I’d want us to be together. We’ll talk about it more when I get back.”


“I want that too. I want you more than anything in the world.”


“Shh. Kathy will hear.”


“Rats. Give me a minute to shower and dress and I’ll walk you to your car.”


“No time. How about a kiss instead?”


Carol raised her face and closed her eyes, centering all her awareness on her lips and the longed-for touch of his mouth on hers. The kiss began as a tender caress, but deepened as their passion grew. He ground his mouth against hers and tightened his arms around her, pressing her body hard against his as if he wanted to imprint every inch of her upon his flesh.


Finally, Dan broke the kiss with a heavy sigh. He held her shoulders and looked at her, then unable to resist, his hands moved to her breasts, caressing them through the robe. Carol tugged at the belt and the robe fell open, revealing her nakedness. She caught her breath as his hands moved over her bare skin the way she loved, but it was a momentary pleasure. Dan pulled the edges of her robe back together and stepped back.


“I have to go, if I’m ever going to go.”


He finished dressing, kissed her one more time, then picked up his suitcase and was gone. He didn’t look back. Carol knew why; she had seen the tears in his eyes, tears that matched her own.


 






Chapter Nine


  


Carol realized her brief tryst with Dan had taken longer than the few minutes she had told Kathy she would be gone, but she knew her friend wouldn’t mind. She used some more time to wash the tears off her cheeks, brush the love tangles out of her hair and compose her emotions. She had to go back out to the kitchen and pretend that nothing untoward had been happening between her and Dan.


When she felt satisfied, she dressed in matching shorts and blouse in a light rose color and went back out to the kitchen. Kathy wasn’t there, so she moved on into the den.


Kathy was curled up on the lounger, sipping a cup of coffee and watching a program on the big wall screen. Carol saw the cup she’d poured for her waiting on a side table. She picked it up and took a sip. Still hot. The bitter brew seemed to clear her mind a little. She sat down at the opposite end of the couch. An amused thought crossed her mind; if it were Dan curled up on the other end, she would have cuddled close next to him. Very close, in fact.


“What are you smiling so smugly about, girlfriend?” Kathy asked.


“Oh! Sorry, I was woolgathering.” Carol thought of a subject to divert her thoughts away from Dan. “You said June had moved into your place. What happened to, uh, John? I would have thought you would go to him for a place to stay—although don’t get me wrong, I’ll love to have you here.”


Kathy laughed. “John was forgettable, wasn’t he? We were only together for a couple of weeks. I do feel like I have to help June out, though. I feel sort of, um, responsible for her leaving her husband.”


“Oh?” Carol buried her face in her coffee mug to hide her smile. June was probably another one of Kathy’s female conquests. Strange that it had never bothered her that Kathy liked to swing both ways. Maybe she’d always had this liberated sexual side and never realized it. Anyway, Kathy never intended her forays into sex with women as anything permanent. For that matter, she never seemed to want her affairs with men to turn into anything permanent either. With her curly dark hair, huge brown eyes and curvy figure, Kathy turned on people of both sexes and made no secret of the fact that she enjoyed the variety. Carol suspected she might be an adrenaline junky. Between her tumultuous sex life and her high-stress job as a nurse, she was often immersed in one crisis or another—and loving it.


Carol’s gaze strayed to the program Kathy was watching. It was a documentary about the sex gates, one of hundreds, if not thousands, that had been done since their appearance.


“Those things fascinate me,” Kathy said. “It’s been six months since they appeared and no one knows a damn thing about where they came from.”


“My favorite theory is that some alien race put them here as sort of an experiment,” Carol volunteered.


“As good an explanation as any, and better than that stupid Church of the Gates nonsense that God did it.”


“I wonder how long they’ll stay.” Carol tried to keep some small part of her attention on the conversation while her mind calculated how many lonely days she would have to endure until she saw Dan again.


“Hmm. Good question. Think they might disappear one day as mysteriously as they came? I hope not. I might give them a try sometime.”


“Really?” Carol’s thoughts turned back to the morning before when she’d watched the young man go through. He’d come out a good-looking woman. Her gaze traveled over Kathy’s voluptuous body. The men of Houston would consider her change a waste. But if she made half as sexy a man… “I wonder what you would look like as a man.”


Kathy laughed. “The point is, what would I be able to do as a man? Haven’t you ever wondered what it would feel like to have a cock between your legs, to be the one doing the fucking for a change?” She thrust her hips forward to illustrate her meaning.


“Not really.” Carol rolled her eyes at Kathy’s graphic language. Her friend never hesitated to say what she thought when it came to sex.


“I’m dying of curiosity. But on the other hand, I think we women have it better. If I knew for sure, I could make a decision.”


“If it’s anything like what D…” Carol hushed. She had almost said “If it’s anything like what Dan experiences…” She vividly remembered the look of transcendent passion on his face when she brought him to the heights of orgasm.


“Like your new lover? Where is he, by the way? Still asleep?”


“What—what do you mean?” Heat flamed on Carol’s cheeks. Her face had to be turning crimson. She hated the way she blushed at the slightest embarrassment, and the way the rosy-red patches stood out on her fair skin.


“Come on, give me a break. When you answered the door this morning, you looked like the proverbial bride who’s spent three days in the hotel room with her new husband doing nothing but fucking. You must have a lover here. Or is he so great you told him to sneak out the back way so I wouldn’t grab him?” Kathy laughed at her joke.


Carol was at a loss for words. What would Kathy say if she knew that her lover had walked out past her in plain sight a half hour ago?


“Did I say something wrong? Or is something wrong?”


The last sentence pierced Carol’s defensive armor like an arrow. Yes, there was definitely something wrong! Moisture welled up in her eyes as her emotions rose dangerously close to the surface. Then a teardrop broke loose and trickled down her cheek. She set her coffee cup down before it spilled and brushed the dampness from her face.


“Honey, what is it?” Kathy set her cup down, too, her face mirroring her surprise at this reaction to her teasing.


Carol struggled to meet her friend’s concerned gaze, struggled to see her through the sheen of moisture blurring her vision. Kathy would never understand this reaction after a wonderful, sensuous night. And her friend had guessed right—she had enjoyed a wonderful, sensuous night with her lover. But it was who she’d spent that night with that made all the difference. How could she tell Kathy that? How could she not? She didn’t want to lie to her friend.


Kathy stood up, then moved over and sat down beside her. She reached over and engulfed Carol in a hug. “Hey, come on, cheer up. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to get you all upset. If I said something wrong, I’m sorry, okay?”


Carol sniffed. “It’s okay, Kathy. It’s nothing I can talk about.”


That remark brought a puzzled expression to Kathy’s face. Two deep little furrows appeared between her eyebrows as she tried to sort out the contradiction between Carol’s earlier appearance and this reaction.


“Look, if you want me to leave so you can have some privacy with him, that’s fine. I didn’t mean to interrupt anything.”


“He’s already gone.” Carol blurted out her grief without thinking first. The moment the words flew out of her mouth, she wished them back. She slapped a hand to her mouth. Her face blazed up with renewed heat. Gulping, she tried to repair the damage. “He, uh, left before you got here.” Well, that was true in a way—Dan had left her bed before Kathy had arrived.


“Hmm.” Without warning, a sly grin curved Kathy’s lips. She cast a sideways glance at her friend. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think someone around here had the hots for someone that just left.”


Carol’s mouth dropped open, but she found herself unable to make a sound. How had Kathy guessed so quickly with so few clues? Impossible as it seemed, her face and shoulders grew even hotter. Sweat popped out on her forehead. This must be the most awful blush of her life, and there wasn’t a thing she could do to stop it. She turned away to hide her embarrassment and shame. Despair choked her throat. Kathy knew! The sexual vibrations between the two of them must be obvious. Everyone would see and guess. The world would label her a terrible, wicked woman because the wonderful man she loved happened to be her brother.


As she hunched forward, fighting her embarrassment, a hand gripped her shoulder and squeezed, the firm pressure somehow conveying comfort. “Come on, Carol.” Kathy spoke in a soft, encouraging voice. “Did you think I haven’t guessed for years how you and Dan feel about each other? I think I realized it long before either one of you did. I’ve wanted to say something more than once, but I knew you were too deep in denial to listen.”


“You-you knew?” Carol stammered.


“Hey, girl, you’re a hottie, but I’ve never tried to get you into bed with me again after that one time back when we were fifteen. Ever wonder why? Because I could see the two of you were practically soul mates. God damn it, it hurt me to see you breaking your heart time and time again trying to make a relationship work with some guy you could never love. I always knew the guy you really wanted was Dan.”


“You knew, maybe, but I didn’t.” Carol gulped down air, her heart thudding with astonishment at her friend’s words. Was she so obvious? Who else knew?


“You were a pro at denying what you wanted. Dan, too. But I saw the looks you gave each other when each of you thought the other one wasn’t looking. Why do you think I broke up with him?”


“Oh, double damnation!” Carol pressed a fist to her forehead, horrified. “Does everybody suspect?”


“Hey, girl, don’t sweat it. People are watching the world turn upside down every day on their computer wall screens. Men becoming women and women becoming men. Maybe they’re beginning to learn that it’s the love in the heart that matters, not the outer package. Your friends—your true friends—will be happy you and Dan have shared your love at last.”


Carol let herself be turned back around by the firm tug of Kathy’s hand on her shoulder. Gathering her courage, she lifted her head to look at her friend, who was smiling at her. The next thing she knew, she was in Kathy’s arms, tears spilling down her face. Her frustration at the unfairness of life spilled out in sobs, but as she cried on Kathy’s shoulder, she was grateful that at least one of her friends understood what she was going through.


Finally, she raised her head. She touched the wet spots on Kathy’s blouse with her fingers. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to break down like that. The last few days have been way too intense. I’m not usually such a crybaby.”


“It’s okay. I can understand. How long has this been going on, anyway?”


Carol blinked and wiped the dampness from her cheeks. “So far it’s only been a twenty-four hour affair, and who knows what will happen after he comes back. What clued you in?”


“Like I said, the way you looked when you answered the door, like one very satisfied woman, and then I started noticing how you two were trying to avoid looking at each other.”


“We’d been making nonstop love since we fell into each other’s arms yesterday.” Carol let out a big sigh as she finished the admission. A heavy weight seemed to lift off her shoulders as she shared the truth with her friend. She was beyond blushing now. A strange new calmness filled her soul.


Kathy took her hand and squeezed it. “Good for you. About time is what I say. Who are you hurting? I’ve pretty much known how you felt about each other for years. Anything that lasts that long when you both were too uptight to act on it has to be real. I can’t wait to hear how you two finally confessed your feelings to each other. Come on, tell me the whole story.”


“Well, if you want.” Carol smiled her relief, surprised by how grateful she felt to be able to talk about it at last. “When I left Stephen and came home, Dan had broken up again, too. He met me at the front door in his pajamas, looking so sexy I wanted to eat him up right there. We came in here to talk and I told him I was thinking about going through the sex gate to become a man. I thought it would be one way to end my misery. If I were a man, I wouldn’t be tempted by Dan, would I?” She gave her friend a lopsided grin. “I think I scared him.”


“I’ll bet. Poor Dan. He spends every day since adolescence dreaming about you and then you announce you’re going to go turn into a man on him.”


“I was rambling, trying to get up the courage to tell him the truth. I think I said something about ending it. It was obvious I was depressed and I guess when I starting talking like that, Dan thought I was planning to kill myself. He gathered me in his arms to comfort me. Well, we’d both had a few drinks, too, and I thought, what the hell, I’m going to kiss him one time…”


Kathy’s laugh interrupted her recounting. “Good for you! You should have done that years ago.”


Carol half closed her eyes, remembering. “When our lips touched, I swear my soul sang with joy. It was like I’d found the other half of myself. He kissed me back and one thing led to another. Before I knew what was happening, we were in bed together. After that, we kept on.” Carol shook her head. “I couldn’t stop, and neither could Dan.”


“So how was it? Or do I need to ask after seeing how you looked when you came to the door?”


“It…Kathy, I never knew it could be so wonderful with a man. I—I couldn’t stop and I’m embarrassed to say how many orgasms I had. I wanted to love him to death. And he’s my brother!”


“I can understand. Dan is a great lover. If he had felt the same way about me as he does you, I would never have let that man out of my sight. But who wants to live with someone who’s in love with another person?”


“No one, I guess. Thank goodness, you’re so understanding. Most people would think I’m a pervert.”


“No way. Hey, I’m happy for you, but I don’t want to see either of you get hurt. I love you both.” Kathy reached out and patted her bare knee.


Suddenly Carol realized that Kathy was trying to tell her something with those casual words—that they meant more than the everyday ‘I love you’ of a friend. The insight startled her and at the same time, it felt like something she had known for years. She made a small, surprised ‘oh’ with her mouth, wondering how many other things she’d been in denial about. She surveyed her friend’s face with bemused compassion. “How can you love us when we’ve treated you the way we have? Gosh, Kathy, I’d never want to hurt you, and Dan wouldn’t either.”


Kathy tossed her head. Her thick black curls swirled around her shoulders and her dark eyes grew huge with emotion. Then she shrugged. “I’m a big girl and I’ve had lots of lovers. Hey, do I want to sleep with you? Yes. But I try to live in the present and enjoy life as it comes.”


“Uh, well, uh—” Carol found herself stammering, at a loss for words.


“Don’t sweat it, girlfriend. I’m sharing this with you in the spirit of openness. I don’t lack for sex partners. And it’s Dan you want. Besides—Dan and I have spent a few nights together since we quit seeing each other on a regular basis. I’ve got no complaints there. And as for you—I never found the right time to try. You were always going with someone else or I was or…well, never mind. Let it suffice that I would have gone to bed with you again anytime. And still would, for that matter.” She gave Carol one of her impish grins. “So, let’s talk about what you two are going to do about what’s happened.”


***



A long girl-talk brought no solution, but Carol felt better afterwards. Kathy’s calm acceptance of the situation helped her start to verbalize what the next step would have to be.


“I told Dan I’d always feel the same way about him right before he left—and I will. But in my heart, I know we’re going to have to break it up,” she said. “Neither one of us is the type who could live an underground life, and that’s what we’d have to do if we wanted to live together. And of course we could never marry, nor dare risk having children.”


“Children are the real reason why society condemns incest,” Kathy pointed out in her usual forthright manner. “Because of the genetic dangers. Although not every culture has felt that way. In ancient Egypt, the pharaoh often married a sister.”


“Well, in case you haven’t noticed, we’re not in ancient Egypt and I’m not a princess.”


“Too bad the sex gates aren’t time machines. You could go back to that time and be happy together. Maybe if you decided not to have children—”


Carol swallowed and her voice grew wistful. “But I want that—a marriage and children. Dan understands how I feel. But…but after Dan, I don’t think any other man will ever satisfy me. What am I going to do?”


“We’ll figure something out,” Kathy said. “Hey, I need to go bring a few things from my place. Okay?”


“Sure. Need some help?”


“No, I’ll manage.”


Carol walked Kathy to the door where her friend turned and gave her another pixyish grin. Carol said, “Bring your suit back with you and we’ll go swimming.”


“Will do. You need to go wash your face.” Kathy reached a finger to touch a tear trail, then bent forward and kissed Carol on the lips.


As Carol watched her go down the walk to the circular driveway, she put her hand to her lips. What did that mean? Kathy always had been direct, but she was also her dearest friend. That could have meant anything or nothing.


***



Dan had said he would call later that day. As the sky began to darken, Carol paced the house, impatient to hear from him and unable to stay in one place for long. But no call ever came. It wasn’t like Dan not to call when he’d made a promise. Something must have happened. Of course, she admitted with a rueful grin, something had happened—something between them. Maybe he’d had second thoughts once he’d left the passion of their unexpected tryst behind. Maybe he’d talked to some of his friends about it and gotten their reaction and it wasn’t good. Maybe he was horrified by the thought that he’d slept with his sister. Maybe he blamed her for seducing him and never wanted to see her again.


A thousand scenarios spun through her mind, none of them good. She stood at the window and stared out at the other houses, fighting the fears that tore at her heart. What if he hated her? What if he never came home? And even if there was a good reason why he hadn’t called yet, how could they go on when he returned? Her body ached for him, ached with desire. The space between her legs throbbed with a hollow emptiness that cried out to be filled. She’d never known such lust before. It was as if a fire had been lit for the first time, a fire that continued to burn deep in her bones. She wrapped her arms around her breasts, remembering the tumultuous lovemaking with Dan, and shuddered. Where would she find release if Dan deserted her? They’d had their moment of passion, but they couldn’t live that way. She had to think about what she was going to do next.


Kathy showed up well into the evening, apologizing for not letting her know she was going to be late. “June was being a bitch. She said I should never have come on to her if I wasn’t serious about her. Hah. Like it was me that did the flirting at first. She’s a real lesbian but won’t admit it.”


“What’s she going to do?”


“I told her she could stay at my place for a while, but not forever. This is my week off at the hospital. I plan to enjoy it by your pool. What’s your long face about?”


“Dan hasn’t called like he said he would. He had a stopover in San Francisco and he intended to touch base with me from there. It’s not like him to let me worry.”


“I’m sure there must be some explanation.”


“Oh, sure.” Carol fought to keep the anxiety from her voice. Her heart insisted something was wrong. Dan would never break a promise like this. He’d always been the big brother who watched out for her. He’d never hurt her—not on purpose. “Let me help you with your things.”


After Carol settled Kathy into one of the guest rooms, they sent out for Chinese food. Carol opened one of the half dozen bottles of White Zinfandel that Dan always kept cold. She knew it was Kathy’s favorite wine.


As they were polishing off the last of the sweet and sour, Carol’s cell phone rang. She picked it up and flipped it open.


“Is this Carol Roberts?” a stranger’s voice asked.


“Yes.” Dan’s face flashed through her mind. Fear raked icy fingers down her spine.


“My name is Richard Morris. I’m one of the doctors with Friends of the World. I’m afraid I’ve got bad news for you. Your brother Dan is dead.”


“What?” Her mind went numb. The voice on the phone seemed to come from a long way away as blackness closed in on her. The strength drained from her body and she almost dropped the phone. “How?”


“It was a freak accident. One of the sex gates here in San Francisco is located right outside the airport terminal. As our group was getting ready to board our plane to travel to the disaster area, we got caught up in a riot around the gate. I’m afraid such riots happen more often in San Francisco than most places.” The doctor’s voice held sympathy as he tried to explain.


“A riot.” Her heart stopped as she pictured Dan torn to pieces by a wild crowd.


“Yes. The rioters started tossing people through the gate and he was one of them.”


“Dan—Dan’s a woman?” She almost felt relief. She’d thought she’d heard the man say he was dead, but she must have misunderstood.


“No. I am sorry.” The voice held finality. “A certain percentage of people vanish. Dan was one of those. He disappeared—never came out the other side. He’s gone, forever, I’m afraid.”


Gone. Vanished in the gate. Carol’s mind fought a mounting sense of unreality. There wouldn’t even be a body to say goodbye to. She gave a little cry and dropped the phone.


As she buried her head in her arms and started to sob, she heard Kathy pick up the phone and talk to the man on the other end. Kathy gasped as she heard the story. After a brief conversation, she hung up.


“Oh, Carol.” Kathy’s arms went around her, holding her close. Tears ran down her face too.


The two women held each other and sobbed together. Carol shuddered as grief wracked her body. Damn those gates! Damn the aliens or gods or whoever had sent them here! Dan was gone. Her life was over.


***



“Give me another week or two,” Carol said into the phone.


She rolled her eyes as the voice on the other end turned insistent. “Fine. Then find someone else.” She flipped the phone shut and tossed it on the lounger.


“Who was that?” Kathy asked, coming into the room.


“High Style magazine. They wanted me to do a shoot for them in New York.”


“New York sounds like fun. And it’s time you got back to work.”


“I’ll decide that.” Carol picked up her drink from a side table and took a slug. She’d been drinking way too much since Dan’s death, she realized. But the numb ache in her heart refused to ease.


“Look, I realize how much you loved Dan. I loved him too. But he’d want you to go on, live a full life. You’ve been sitting around here brooding for two weeks.”


Two weeks. Like she could forget her brother—her lover—in two short weeks. She’d never forget. Maybe nurses could watch someone die and then go back to work, but not her. “I’ll go back to work when I’m ready. The house is mine and I’ve got the money my parents left. I’m not hurting.”


She shot her friend a defiant look, but Kathy only sighed, her eyes soft with compassion. “Oh, honey, you’re hurting more than you want to admit.”


Carol gritted her teeth, but Kathy was right—and she was trying to help. She could see by the pain in her dark eyes that her friend was hurting, too, despite her familiarity with death and grieving.


“Okay, you’ve made your point. I have to start thinking of picking up the pieces of my life. Damn, damn, damn.” Carol poured another glass of wine, emptying the bottle.


She sipped at the wine. It burned going down her throat and created a pool of pleasant warmth in the center of her body, easing some of the knots in her belly. She sat down on the lounger. Kathy was right. Dan would want her to go on. She should at least try, for his sake.


Kathy sat next to her. “Listen, this is going to sound awful but sometimes the best thing to do is to get right back into the hustle and bustle of life. Do you think I want to go to work when I feel this way? But I went last week because it was my on-duty week.”


“I know.” The house had seemed empty and haunted without Kathy. Carol was glad this was her free week.


“Sometimes it helps to go through the motions. In time, your feelings will catch up. It can be healing. And Dan wouldn’t want you to suffer this way.”


Carol blinked away the moisture that filled her eyes. “I know. But I tried falling in love before Dan and nothing happened. Then I had a day of pure bliss. After Dan—well, what is there?”


Kathy folded her arms. A determined look appeared on her face. “Well, I have an idea if you’re open to it. You said you didn’t think any other man would ever satisfy you. Have you ever considered trying a woman?”


“Oh, Kathy.”


“Don’t knock it. If I remember right, you didn’t find anything repulsive about me that one time we kissed.”


Carol felt that damnable blush creeping over her face again, then began to giggle. “We were so young then. Neither of us knew a thing, did we?”


“I knew I wanted to go to bed with you.”


“Well, I’ll admit I was curious and as best I remember, it was kind of fun. I told Dan about us. He said he wouldn’t blame anyone, male or female, for wanting to have sex with you.”


“Really? Actually, I could say the same for you. And you’re even more alluring today than you were then.”


‘Well…thanks. So are you.” Carol didn’t know what else to say. She felt somewhat uncomfortable, but not nearly as uncomfortable as she would have felt having this conversation with anyone else. Kathy was…well, she was Kathy, always there for her, and never averse to speaking her mind.


Perhaps wisely, Kathy shut up on the subject. She opened another bottle of wine and refilled both their glasses. Carol found herself beginning to feel a bit tipsy. She leaned back in the lounger and crossed her legs. Maybe this time the liquor would do its job and she’d forget her pain for a while. She knew how lucky she was not to have to go through this ordeal alone. The last two weeks had been horrible and, depressed as she was, she’d been terrible company. Yet Kathy had supported her emotionally when it would have been easier to return to her own place. She’d even called to check on Carol while she was at work. You couldn’t ask for a more loving friend.


A new program appeared on the big wall screen. It was yet another documentary about the sex gates, but this time it featured a conversation with a husband and wife who had each gone through a gate and reversed their sex.


“Oh, good,” Kathy said. “Call me perverted, but I love listening to other people talk about their sex lives. And with the sex gates here, broadcasters have the perfect excuse to put this stuff on the air.”


As she spoke, the usual parental warnings scrolled across the screen. This show would feature some hands-on discussion of the changes the sex gates brought. Kathy smiled as the announcer appeared with an attractive couple and began the program.


“We’re here today with Martin and Marsha Pierce,” he intoned. “They’ve both gone through the sex gates and agreed to share their experiences with the millions of curious people around the world. First, Martin and Marsha, how about a look at those sexy young bodies the sex gates are reputed to produce?”


“Wow!” Kathy gave a wolf whistle as the couple in the studio began to peel off their clothes. “Guess they’ve found a couple of exhibitionists—and boy, oh, boy, do they have something to exhibit!”


Carol had to agree as clothes flew and bare flesh emerged. This couple glowed with health. Like everyone else, she knew that anyone who’d gone through a gate came out the other side with a much better body—if they came out at all.


She swallowed hard at that thought. Dan! She almost reached for the remote to switch off the program, but stayed her hand. No, time to face reality. The sex gates were here to stay. She couldn’t avoid them. Besides, the gates hadn’t killed Dan—it’d been the mob that had done that.


“Oh, boy, there’s a sight to make a person glad they swing both ways.” Kathy leaned toward the screen and spoke in her usual uninhibited fashion.


The attractive young couple were both nearly naked. Martin turned to one side and struck a pose to display his muscular physique while Marsha faced the camera head on so the audience could admire her spectacular new breasts.


The young male moderator spoke to the woman. “Marsha, what did you find was the hardest part of your new love life to adjust to?”


“Oh gosh, at first it was everything.” She cupped her firm young breasts. “I had a hard time getting used to feeling these things bouncing on my chest when I walked. But I soon found out it was worth it.” An amazed look appeared on her face. “Who would have thought female nipples were so much more sensitive? The first time Martin took my tits in his mouth and sucked on them, I practically went through the roof.”


“And what lovely tits they are,” Kathy added with a chuckle.


“When I came back down to earth, I found out in a hurry how much fun it was to have Martin play with them and suck on them and all.” She tittered when the moderator asked Martin to demonstrate. He did so with enthusiasm, then raised his head back up from where he had been sucking on the nipple of one breast and fondling the other. “I didn’t have any problems getting used to them.” He grinned.


“Yes, Marsha, but what was the hardest part about taking on a different sex role? Was there anything you didn’t or wouldn’t do at first?”


“Oh, gosh.” Marsha’s face reddened. “It was bizarre to look at a cock at first and think that I was supposed to want to touch it and have it inside me. I still thought like a man for the first month or two, but it’s true what they say, after a while the female hormones kick in.”


“So you started to look at Martin’s sexual organ in a new way.” The announcer seemed to be trying hard not to smirk. Martin struck another pose and the shaft between his legs twitched and started to expand. It was obvious he was enjoying this public discussion of his sexual prowess as a new male.


“Well, one thing about coming out of the gate young and healthy—you emerge horny as hell, and we were still married.” Marsha grinned as if this explained it all. “After a week or two of getting used to the idea—and both of us going crazy with repressed lust—I screwed up my courage and touched it. It felt pretty good. Still, it took a while before I could make myself put his cock in my mouth, and it was weeks before I let him come while I was sucking him.” She thrust out her chin as she made this admission.


“But you did eventually. How about a demonstration for our audience?”


The woman began, with attempts at humor by the moderator egging her on.


“What a twit,” Kathy said. “I’ve always thought men are the weaker sex. She should have been a woman to begin with. One of the kind that hang around web stars hoping to get laid so she could brag about it. Besides, there’s no big deal about getting some come in your mouth.”


“I don’t think so either,” Carol said. “Anyhow, Dan wouldn’t have waited that long if he’d—” she stopped and took a deep breath, “—if he’d survived going through the gate. He sure never minded kissing me after I, uh…”


“Gave him a blowjob?”


“Um, yeah. It’s funny, Kathy. I never liked going down on a man until I did it with Dan. Then I couldn’t get enough of it. I loved to feel him in my mouth and I actually liked to have him come in my mouth and…” She choked up, remembering the intense pleasure of that intimate moment.


“Swallow it? Welcome to the club,” Kathy kept her tone breezy and light, ignoring the sudden catch in Carol’s voice. Carol realized her friend was doing her best to distract her. Well, she ought to do her best, too.


“If you really like a man, that’s the nicest thing you can do for him,” Kathy said. “And once you start enjoying it, then it starts turning you on more and more as you realize how much you’re pleasing the guy.”


“Well, it sure turned me on with Dan. I loved to feel it going off in my mouth and listening to the sounds he made while it was happening. He let a girl know he appreciated it.”


The memory stung with bittersweet pain. Carol sipped at her wine, thinking how surreal it was to be sitting next to her friend, watching a blowjob taking place on the big wall screen and talking about how much she’d liked doing the same thing to Dan. With Dan. But Dan was gone forever. She had to accept that. She sighed. It was comforting to feel Kathy’s warm thigh against hers. But wait a minute, how had Kathy gotten all the way over next to her? She had started out at the other end of the couch.


Better go easy on this wine. Carol set her glass down again.


“Not much of a technique, huh?” Kathy pointed at the screen. “Look how she’s squinting with her eyes shut tighter than a safe deposit box, like she’s scared it’s going to blow the back of her throat out when he goes off. I bet she doesn’t even swallow.”


Kathy was right. When the climax finally came, Marsha let most of it get loose.


Carol told the screen to shut off. She didn’t want to watch anymore. She tilted her glass and found it empty.


“More?” Kathy asked, getting to her feet.


“Mmm. Maybe one more? Then I’m for bed.”


Kathy brought the second bottle over and poured the last of it into their glasses.


Where did it all go? At least she felt relaxed. She stretched her bare legs out and propped them on the coffee table and sipped at the refill, holding it in her hands between sips. Kathy had the end of the couch. Soon though, she grew tired of holding the glass. Rather than bring her feet down, she leaned across Kathy’s lap and set it down on the end table there. Her movement caused her shoulder to brush against Kathy’s prominent breasts. When she resumed her position, she found that Kathy’s arm was draped around her shoulders. Her friend’s long, slender fingers played on her upper arm like little warm creatures walking on her skin.


She turned and looked into dark eyes, liquid with longing.


Kathy gazed back for a long moment. “You ought to brace yourself, Carol.”


“What for?”


“Because I’m going to kiss you.”


Carol opened her mouth to protest—then shut it again. One kiss wouldn’t hurt. It would be an expression of her gratitude for all Kathy had done for her.


Kathy brought her lips nearer to Carol’s, paused to check her reaction, and moved the last few inches. Carol sighed as Kathy’s lips pressed down on her own, sensually full and tasting of wine. Instinctively, she opened her mouth without thinking about what she was doing, inviting her to continue. Kathy’s tongue came questing into her mouth, eager to explore.


Carol felt Kathy’s arm around her waist. She dropped her feet to the floor and sat up straighter. The movement brought her into closer contact with Kathy’s body, Kathy’s right breast pressing against her left. The kiss warmed her blood with unexpected heat, a warmth that added to the mellow buzz the wine had already given her. Her body melted against Kathy’s and her flesh cried out for a touch, any touch, after the loneliness of the past month. She entered into the embrace by moving her hand up over Kathy’s arm and shoulder and curling it around her neck. Kathy’s tongue searched out her mouth, strong yet pliant, curving around and under and above her own tongue with twisting little movements that induced her to cooperate. Carol’s tongue became active and her participation increased the pleasurable sensations of having Kathy close, being kissed by her and kissing in return.


Carol shivered as Kathy’s hand moved from her waist up to her breast. What would Dan think about her letting Kathy touch her this way? Wouldn’t he have wanted her to know a little taste of happiness again? Knowing him, he would tell her if she went that far to go all the way. He was always so understanding and…


Kathy pulled back, separating their lips but leaving her hand where it was. Carol found that she didn’t mind the weight of Kathy’s hand on her breast; she wanted it there, wanted her to continue with her intimate, arousing caress.


It was ironic. She almost laughed. Some people had to go through a sex gate to discover a whole new side to their sexuality. But she was making all these astonishing discoveries in the comfort of her own home. Was she lucky or just depraved? Or maybe it was something in the air, a whole new feeling of freedom about sexuality, created by the very existence of the gates. So this was what all those high-domed commentators meant when they prattled on about the gates transforming society—


Kathy leaned closer, so that her warm breath blew over Carol’s face. She whispered in her ear. “We can do this in the bedroom a lot more comfortably.”


Carol knew where that would lead. What would it be like? Her mind went back to the exploratory kisses she and Kathy had shared as kids. She’d always wondered how it would feel to make love with a woman. She nodded, committing herself. This was what Dan would want—for her to go on with her life. And if she found pleasure in another woman’s arms—why then, she wouldn’t be betraying him, not with another man, at least.


A part of her protested that this was a weird way of thinking, that grief was distorting her judgment. But what the hell. The world seemed to get weirder every day. And Carol was tried of being in pain. She wanted to forget, even if her forgetfulness couldn’t last for more than a few passionate hours.


Kathy stood and helped her to her feet. With their arms wrapped around each other they walked to the guest room where Kathy was staying.


Kathy closed the door behind them, leaving the room dark except for the single night light that always stayed on. Surrendering to the consequences of her decision, Carol let herself be led over to the bed.


“Oh, Carol, I’ve wanted this for so long. I’m going to make you happy again. You’ll see.”


I’ll never be happy again. But Carol couldn’t speak the words, not at this moment. She stood without moving as Kathy kissed her once more, her full lips soft and sensuous as they pressed against hers. Kathy gave a deep sigh of satisfaction and Carol felt fingers working at the buttons of her blouse. A minute later it dropped to the floor.


Closing her eyes, Carol tried to let go of her thoughts and let her body simply feel. Long fingers glided over her flesh as cool air flowed over her bare skin. Her nipples puckered and hardened and she trembled in anticipation of Kathy’s touch.


Instead, Kathy sat on the bed. From that vantage point, she unzipped Carol’s zipper and eased her shorts down over her hips, then came back up and pulled down her panties. When they dropped, Kathy drew her forward, lips against her belly. Carol ran her fingers through the thick lustrous curls of her friend’s hair as Kathy tongued and licked and nipped at the skin of her belly, moving down toward the nest of curls between her legs. Suddenly, her knees grew weak. She gasped and sat down on the bed beside Kathy.


“Take it easy,” Kathy reassured her. “We’ve got all the time in the world.” She moved upward to plant a warm kiss on one plump breast, then stood up and began removing her clothes.


Carol didn’t trust herself to stand up again. Between the wine and the emotion she was feeling, the world seemed to be quite an unsettled place. Instead, she lay back on the bed and stretched out to watch. This was the first time she had ever deliberately looked at another woman while she was undressing. On impulse, she reached over and switched the bedside lamp on to its lowest setting. The dim glow outlined the curves and shadows of Kathy’s voluptuous body as she removed her clothes.


Seeing that she had an appreciative audience, Kathy slowed down and started to take her time removing each piece of clothing. Carol drew in a ragged breath as she watched Kathy loosen her lacy bra and slide it forward. The full mounds of her breasts appeared on the verge of spilling over the fabric and then it fell away to reveal the dark, hard nipples. It was an erotic sight. She couldn’t deny that.


Dan must have enjoyed watching this once. How could a man not enjoy such a sight? She was enjoying it herself. The erotic arousal brought back the joy she’d so briefly experienced. She was almost disappointed when Kathy finally slid her fingers under the elastic of her panties and snaked them down over her hips and thighs until they were loose enough to fall by themselves.


For a moment Kathy stood facing her, legs spread, the dark pubic patch at the juncture of her thighs providing a sensual complement to her large breasts. Her brownish pink nipples, already erect, pointed at Carol. Her waves of thick black curls fell around her shoulders and cascaded down the upper slope of her breasts. The two full orbs swayed as she took a step and reached the bedside. Carol thought it had to be one of the sexiest displays possible—and Kathy had done it for her to see and admire.


“Umm, don’t you look luscious.” Kathy licked her lips as she stared down at her, her pupils wide with desire. Bending down, she slid into the bed, stretching out her body alongside Carol’s.


Carol turned toward her and slipped an arm around her shoulders to welcome her. This was it. She was going to do it—try a woman. Her pulse pounded in her ears but Kathy’s unwavering look steadied her. Kathy loved her. Dan had loved her. Despite what the world might say, she’d been incredibly lucky in love.


She reached out and touched Kathy’s warm, satiny skin. She’d never thought her body would respond to a lover again—and certainly not a female one.


But was it happening now, and she couldn’t deny it, or the strength of her aroused desires.


 






Chapter Ten


  


Kathy smiled encouragement at her and took her into her arms. Their breasts pressed against each other, rubbing together with a silky sensation. Carol experienced a shiver of desire that vibrated clear down to her toes. They both had big breasts, the kind men liked, but when they rubbed against each other, their hardened nipples poking into satin-smooth flesh and the titillating thrill that sizzled through her nerve endings had nothing to do with a man. This was sensuous, wonderful! Best of all, she didn’t feel a single tinge of guilt in the back of her mind, as she had back then.


Taking in a deep breath, Carol let Kathy set the pace of their lovemaking, although she was determined to do her best to participate willingly. Since she’d started down this path, she wasn’t going to disappoint her friend. She cupped the weight of Kathy’s generous breasts in her hands and took a hard nipple into her mouth. She ran her tongue around first one and then the other, while hers grew even harder and ached for a matching touch.


Meanwhile, Kathy moved to straddle her body. She leaned forward, her breasts hanging down, two full, ripe globes swaying above Carol’s face that invited an intimate caress. Her wild black curls brushed against Carol’s wrists and hands, tickling them.


“Oh, that feels good. Don’t stop.” As she spoke, Kathy bent further forward. Carol turned her face upward for a kiss, while her fingers moved in search of the nipples her mouth had just released. She squeezed the plump, full flesh. Who would have ever thought that playing with these things was such a sensuous, stimulating act? Men sure had their secrets too. No wonder so many people were willing to go through a sex gate to find out what the other half experienced.


“Perfect, wonderful!” Kathy kept whispering encouragement, adding soft moans and groans to her words to emphasize the enjoyment she was experiencing. They kissed again and then Kathy stretched out on top of her, propping her upper body up with her elbows. Without thinking, Carol opened her legs as she would have done if there were a man on top of her. The weight of the other woman settled into the saddle of her thighs. Carol stroked her back while accepting another kiss that went on and on, heightening the growing tension that coiled in her loins. She moved her hips, pressing upward and rubbing against Kathy with a motion that told her how aroused she was.


Kathy began to move in response and the weight lifted from Carol’s lower body, leaving an emptiness that faded as Kathy moved her mouth down to Carol’s breasts, sucking and licking at one of them while fondling the other. Carol’s nipples stiffened. Waves of pleasure radiated outward to awaken a fire between her legs. She moaned, wanting more.


Kathy responded to her cries of desire by leaving her breasts. Full lips traced a path down her body. Carol’s skin shivered with delicious anticipation as Kathy’s tongue dipped into her belly button and circled the indentation. When Kathy’s lips brushed over her pubic hair, Carol stifled a half-groan of impatience. Her hips writhed as she spread her thighs wider and raised her knees to allow Kathy unimpeded access.


As Kathy’s mouth approached her opening, Carol held her breath. The wait was almost unbearable. She gasped at the first probe of Kathy’s tongue gliding over her engorged folds, touching and retreating. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably.


Finally, Kathy’s tongue slid lower, the tip teasing and probing her flesh before it curled around her clitoris. Carol bit her lip to keep from crying out, then cried out anyway as Kathy began laving the lust-swollen bud with her tongue. She shuddered and dug her fingers into Kathy’s shoulders as her friend left her moist center to caress the folds and then came back to the pearl at the center, each circle heightening the mounting tension until Carol felt as if she trembled on the verge of shattering.


While keeping her tongue busy between Carol’s legs, Kathy managed to reach up. Her hands covered each of Carol’s breasts, and her fingers toyed with her nipples.


“Oh, oh, oh!” Carol couldn’t control her cries of delight. Sheer exhilaration flooded her. Her inner muscles clenched tighter, blindly anticipating a man inside her.


Kathy seemed to sense her need. She pressed her mouth hard between her legs and her tongue began a swift delicate lapping back and forth over her tender bud. That bit of flesh throbbed and then exploded, sending Carol into a paroxysm of strident release.


Kathy’s strong hands tightened on her breasts, each pinch and squeeze prolonging the pleasure, while at the same time her tongue continued to lave between her legs in rhythm to her cries of release.


Carol gasped again and went off into the gauzy weightless bliss of an orgasm so acute it was almost painful.


***



Carol sighed as her last shudder died away. She felt as if she were floating back into her body after a far journey to some distant, erotic land. With a smile of triumph, Kathy pulled her arms from beneath her legs and moved her body back up on top,


Carol hugged her hard, wrapping her legs around her. She liked the feel of another person’s weight on her. The heat of flesh on flesh felt almost as good as having a man inside her while she came down from her orgasm. The thought of being filled made her throb inside. At the same time, Kathy slid her hands in under her shoulders and began to move, thrusting her lower body hard against Carol’s already sensitized clitoris. Her friend moaned as she rubbed and moved her hips in a short hard rhythm against her, never losing contact. With each movement, the pace increased, until she found the rhythm that stimulated her best. She was trembling, too, and gasping with pleasure; quick little intakes of breath that soon turned into sounds of “oh, oh, oh, oh,” over and over, louder and louder. Another orgasm began to build in Carol’s body as she responded to Kathy’s repeated bumping between her thighs.


Kathy cried out, a long exhalation of release as she reached her climax. The muscles along the length of her body tensed and locked in the throes of her orgasm. Carol tightened her legs around Kathy’s waist and surrendered to her mounting desire to experience such bliss again. She thrust her hips upwards and sideways, renewing the intimate contact. Her friend’s cries urged her on and within another minute, she’d reached the wonderful rapture of complete release again. Tears of joy flowed with the second orgasm. Just as she had with Dan, she began laughing and crying at the same time, overcome with sensation.


***



“That was so good, Kathy.” Carol sighed with satisfaction as she rested her head on Kathy’s shoulder. She twitched her lips as strands of Kathy’s hair tickled her. “I didn’t think being with a woman could compare to a man, or at least to what I had with Dan, but that was close.”


“Thanks, my sweet. In my book, that’s a compliment. And you don’t know how often I’ve longed to have you in this position.” Kathy chuckled and directed a playful leer at her friend.


Carol let out a little murmur of contentment as her bedmate began to caress her breasts with long, slow strokes, petting her with obvious affection. Strange—she enjoyed being touched by Kathy. Was it because she knew that each touch conveyed a genuine tenderness? Nor could she deny the pure physical pleasure of being fondled. With each moment she became more and more aware of how different the sensation of a feminine hand on her breast was, softer and gentler; not necessarily better, but nevertheless a lovely feeling.


“Ah!” She arched her back to press her breasts into Kathy’s hands. “I never imagined I could respond to another woman like this.”


“Are you sorry?”


“No. That was one earthshaking orgasm I experienced. No wonder women go for you.”


Kathy brushed her cheeks with her lips. Carol turned her head so that their lips could meet, and thought how different from a man’s kiss this kiss was, too. Kathy’s lips were full and sensual but smaller, making kissing…special, somehow. Sometime during the gentle meeting of lips Carol slipped into a contented slumber.


***



Carol woke the next morning while Kathy was still asleep. She gazed at her friend. Kathy was on her back and the sheet covered her hips but left most of her upper body bare. The soft, full mounds of her breasts moved with her breathing, nipples flattened in comparison to the erect peaks Carol had seen last night.


Last night! Images from the bout of lovemaking flashed into her mind. She examined them, remembering each aching, sensual moment. Was it the wine? No, she didn’t think so, even though she had used the wine as an excuse for what was happening. She prodded her conscience and found no guilt. Okay, maybe a tiny tinge of embarrassment at being in bed with a woman who had made love to her the night before, but that was it. Somehow, Kathy had coaxed her into performing erotic acts that were wilder than she had thought possible. She reflected about it some more. Sex with Kathy wasn’t sex with Dan. She wasn’t in love with Kathy, not in that way. But they’d shared genuine affection and pleasure, and there had been nothing wrong with it!


She wondered what Dan would have thought about it. Would he have been jealous? Or happy that she had found a substitute for their forbidden love? A laugh that was almost a sob sprang to her lips. Forbidden love! The taboo against incest was so strong that society would be far more willing to accept this lesbian relationship.


Not that she was a lesbian. But, after last night, she had to admit she enjoyed sex both ways. If she knew Dan, he would have been happy for her. She ached for the chance to talk to him again, even for a moment. Damn, damn, life wasn’t fair.


With that thought, Carol slid out of the bed and headed to the bathroom, leaving Kathy sleeping. She brushed her teeth and took a Nohang pill to relieve the headache associated with more wine than she was used to. That pill was one miracle of modern science she always appreciated. She stepped into the spacious shower, adjusted the water temperature and positioned the nozzle just right, then sat down on the tile seat and closed her eyes. Warm water sluiced over her, soothing and refreshing at the same time. It brought back memories of sharing the big tub and shower with Dan. She smiled to herself. Maybe she would share it with Kathy later today.


Carol blinked her eyes open as she heard the sound of the shower door sliding on its tracks. Kathy’s nude body filled the opening.


“Hey, love. Can I come in?”


Carol laughed. Nothing shy about Kathy.


“Good morning. Sure.” She stood up as Kathy stepped inside. “I need someone to wash my back anyway.”


“I can manage that.” Kathy winked. “Maybe even your front, too.”


Carol was sure she could. And would, if she let her. And why not? If she were going to do this, there wasn’t any point in being reserved about it. She accepted a quick kiss and turned around.


Kathy began at her neck and worked down, lathering her back and buttocks. Carol began to relax as Kathy’s soapy hands glided over her skin in long, sensual patterns that sent little ripples of excitement through her. Hot water cascaded over her, and even hotter hands stroked her flesh. And deep inside, an inner heat kindled too. Carol smiled. This experience was going to give new meaning to the innocent words ‘hot shower’.


Behind her, Kathy bent lower to stroke both the front and back of her legs and the lower part of her thighs. It felt good, having someone else washing her. Carol trembled and bit her lip as those wandering hands passed between her legs below her patch of curls, almost, but not quite, touching the flesh that cried out for an intimate caress.


Oh, my—. Carol arched her back, lifting her breasts toward the shower head, savoring each sensation as Kathy’s hands moved up and down her thighs, approached her slit and then retreated, teasing her. Why hadn’t she done this more often? The shower had begun to fill with steam and she felt as if she were melting. Whatever else might happen, no one could ever accuse her of being frigid again!


Just when Carol thought she might explode with longing, Kathy stood up straight again and gripped her shoulders, turning her around in the steam-filled enclosure. With a teasing smile, she lathered more soap on her hands and began to stroke Carol’s neck and shoulders and arms. Carol stood with her eyes closed and her hands on Kathy’s hips to steady herself. Steam and water mixed with the soap while she waited, amused and pleased as Kathy teased by moving her hands over her belly instead of her breasts as she had been anticipating. But she didn’t tease long. Both of Kathy’s hands brought lather to her breasts, soaping them thoroughly, tickling and teasing, lifting and fondling, making her nipples stand out from the areoles like little pink huts.


Tiny beads of sweat popped out on Carol’s brow from the mounting heat, and not just from the shower. Kathy slipped her hands down lower, over Carol’s belly, leaving a trail of suds to be rinsed away by the water. One hand stayed on her hip and the other probed between her legs. Carol shifted her stance to give those pleasurable fingers better access. She stood with both hands on Kathy’s shoulders while Kathy’s fingers probed inside her cleft, washing it with thorough attention.


Carol smiled a blissful smile as streams of water ran down her face. Kathy was certainly doing a meticulous job, but she didn’t mind. The heat of the shower and the mounting arousal of her body combined to unknot the tension she’d held inside for two weeks. For the first time since learning of Dan’s death, she took a breath without feeling as if she were about to choke. Relaxation flowed over her like the water.


“My turn.” Kathy’s words brought Carol out of her pleasant reverie.


Carol accepted another kiss, this one longer than the one when Kathy had first entered the shower. She opened her lips and slipped her tongue into Kathy’s mouth, tasting the minty fragrance.


“Mmm. I’d better wash you quick,” Carol said. She turned Kathy around and began on her back, the same way Kathy had started with her. As she circled her palms over the silky wet flesh, she discovered she was having fun. Kathy’s body was beautiful and her hands moved in slow, long strokes as she explored its contours and curves—the swell of a breast, the dip beneath the ribs, the long, smooth length of a thigh, the thick, dark curls between her legs that swallowed her fingers, the slit between her legs that had a heat and a wetness all its own.


No wonder men went so crazy over the female body. Carol began to understand the masculine viewpoint as she started to work on Kathy’s breasts. They were larger than hers but thrust out in a proud display, firm yet resilient as they moved, slipped and slid under her soapy hands.


She washed those breasts until the nipples firmed, then moved her hands lower once more, searching for the moist folds between Kathy’s legs with a kind of blind hunger. Her fingers touched slick wetness, a slickness that felt different than water, thick with the dew of Kathy’s arousal. As her fingers moved into the folds, Kathy’s clitoris hardened under her fingertips.


Carol sucked in a breath of the hot air as Kathy’s body shuddered. Such power in a touch. She remembered how she’d writhed under Kathy’s mouth the night before. If they made love again—and she was sure they would—she would find out what oral sex with another woman was like. Would it make her feel as good as it did when she had Dan’s cock in her mouth and knew how exciting it was for him?


“What are you smiling about, Mona Lisa?” Kathy asked.


“Huh? Oh—nothing much.” Carol moved closer and rubbed her breasts against Kathy, having to raise her heels off the tub in order for their nipples to meet. She leaned forward and kissed Kathy, running her tongue into her mouth again, then stepped back. Water sluiced over them, rinsing off the suds and leaving her feeling fresh and vibrant, ready for whatever the day might bring.


Carol handed Kathy one of the big fluffy towels to dry with and wrapped a second one around her body. She used another one to dry her soaking hair. A few brush strokes and a couple of minutes with the dryer and it would look all right.


In the bedroom, Kathy rested a hand on her waist and gave her a teasing smile. “Shall we go back to bed, or stay up?”


Carol laughed as Kathy nuzzled her neck. “How about some coffee first? We’ve got all day.”


Kathy shrugged. The movement of her shoulders caused her breasts to sway—and altogether pleasant sight, Carol discovered. “Okay. I just hate to get very far away from you now that I’ve discovered that you don’t mind.”


“Don’t mind? Kathy, love, I want you close, too. I liked having you make love to me. I promise, we’ll do it again!”


“How could a girl ask for more?” Kathy reached up and tugged the towel off Carol’s body, then caressed both her breasts. Carol shivered, a shiver caused by more than the cold air.


“Mmm. You can do that again later. Let’s go make coffee.” Carol found her robe, the satin one she liked to wear when she was feeling especially sexy. Well, she felt sexy today for sure. She took it out and tossed it on the bed, then found some panties in her top drawer. She sat on the bed and pulled them on while watching Kathy rummage in her suitcase. She still hadn’t unpacked.


A little later they were in the den, coffee made and poured. Carol told the screen on the wall to come on so she could check for any messages.


A message popped up—text only. Carol read the first line and let out a scream.


Kathy almost dropped her cup. “What is it?”


Carol pointed at the screen. She gulped, unable to catch her breath, unable to speak. She stared at the words in disbelief.


Nothing had changed. The message was from Dan.


“It—it can’t be,” she stammered, finding her voice at last.


“Oh, my God!” Kathy peered over Carol’s shoulder to read.


Carol, my darling, I’m not dead. Please forgive me. I had a very good reason for wanting you to think I was dead, but I’ve changed my mind. I’m fine. I’ll be home day after tomorrow and I’ll explain everything. Hope you can understand and forgive me! Dan.


“Why, that son of a bitch,” Carol swore, anger replacing her astonishment. A terrible explanation had occurred to her. “He was so ashamed of what we did that he decided to pretend to be dead. He lied to me.”


Guilt flooded through her a second later. It was her fault. She’d initiated their first kiss. He’d been afraid to hurt her, and she’d pushed him too far when she’d insisted on an incestuous relationship. He’d tried to run and hide from her by pretending he was dead. Whose fault was that, really? Hers. She’d practically forced herself on him.


Oh, yeah. She remembered the eager way he’d embraced her. His impassioned kisses. They’d eaten each other up. She couldn’t believe he’d had such a change of heart when he’d gotten to San Francisco, but what other explanation was there?


“This isn’t like Dan,” Kathy said, echoing her thoughts. “I don’t know what the explanation is, but he says right here that he has one. I have to believe he had a good reason for what he did.”


Carol bit her lip. The day after tomorrow. That was a lifetime away! But they’d have no choice but to wait. “Guess I’ll try to suspend judgment.” Already she could feel her anger evaporating. Dan was alive, and he was coming home. What else mattered? She would have given anything to have him back and her prayers had been answered. She’d wait to see what he had to say. He was her brother—her precious, beloved brother. But he’d better have a darned good reason for faking his death. She frowned, torn between anger and joy.


Kathy wiggled her body, her eyes bright with impatience. “Okay, the countdown has started. We’ll find out what the mystery is when he gets here. On another subject, though, how do you think he’s going to react to the fact that we’ve slept with each other?”


“I’ve already thought about Dan’s reaction quite a bit when I believed he was dead, Kathy. I wouldn’t have let our relationship develop as it did if I hadn’t thought he’d be happy for me, and happy that we’d found some comfort in each other’s arms. And I think he’ll still be happy, even if it does complicate things.”


And, boy, does it. She took a deep breath, her head spinning with the possibilities. But after all, there was no real future for her and Dan. And Kathy would almost certainly move on to her next lover in due time. That was Kathy’s way. Maybe she should relax and enjoy the sensual adventure while it lasted.


“Do you even want to tell him?” Kathy gazed straight at her, dark brown eyes as haunted as some lost kitten looking for a home. “I can pretend none of this ever happened when Dan gets here, if that’s what you want.”


Carol forced a smile. “I may be depraved and perverted, Kathy, but I won’t be dishonest. I can’t lie to Dan, even a lie of omission. And I don’t regret the lovemaking I’ve shared with you. I love you—not the same way I love Dan, of course—but I do love you.”


Relief shone in Kathy’s eyes. “Thanks. I needed to hear that.”


Carol swallowed hard and went on. “I have to be honest. If I could have it any way I wanted, Dan and I wouldn’t be related and we could be happy and have a life together. As is, we can’t, and since I can’t imagine myself with another man after having him…” Carol dropped her gaze, and then raised it back up. “If I can’t have Dan, well…you’ve always been my favorite woman.”


“Hmm. That’s a compliment, I think.” Kathy’s sweet smile was back on her face. “It will get better. Last night was a preliminary.”


Carol felt herself blush, but it wasn’t heated, nor did it last long. “Wonderful.”


After breakfast, Carol came back from brushing her teeth and putting on a load of clothes to find Kathy curled up on the big lounger in the den. The wall screen was showing a news program from one of the webworks.


“What’s going on?” Carol asked.


Kathy pointed at the screen. “There’s another city-wide protest going on in San Francisco and it’s tied up everything from air traffic to the highways. It even turned into a riot in some places.”


“Oh, golly. I hope Dan isn’t still there. He might get hurt!” Her gut twisted in sudden panic.


Kathy reached out a hand and pulled Carol down into her lap. “Relax, sweetie. He said he was fine, didn’t he?”


Carol tried to quit worrying. Anxiety wasn’t going to bring Dan home any sooner. Meanwhile, she was face to face with a whole new experience, that of sitting on a woman’s lap. As if determined to make her stop worrying, Kathy began fondling Carol’s breasts beneath the satin of her robe. As always, the sensation of being caressed under a thin layer of silken material was sensuous and stimulating. Her nipples became hard, the tips swollen with desire. Trembling, she leaned her head down and met Kathy’s upturned lips.


The kiss deepened and lingered. Kathy’s tongue slid between her lips and into her mouth. Its hot, moist length moved over her tongue in swift, graceful motions, over and around and under, in an artful ballet of love. She moaned as their breaths mingled.


As she relaxed against Kathy, her lover’s hands became more aggressive, her strong slim fingers touching and pressing and rubbing at the sensitive nipples that poked upward beneath the satin. Before long, Kathy moaned too and fumbled for the belt of Carol’s robe. She pulled the knot free then separated the lapels and slid her hand inside.


The touch of Kathy’s hand on her bare breasts jolted through her like an electric shock, adding even more fuel to the flames of her arousal. Carol half closed her eyes and arched her back into Kathy’s touch. This was the kind of thing she needed. She’d spend the next day in bed and forget all about Dan until he showed up at the door.


“Bed.” She whispered the word as she raised her lips from Kathy’s and met her gaze. A smile of anticipation curved her lips.


Kathy nodded.


Carol slid off her lap and stood. The robe fell to the floor at her feet leaving her nude except for her panties. She laughed and started for the bedroom, swaying her hips in an invitation as old as time.


Behind her, Kathy drew in her breath in a sharp hiss. Carol laughed again. This was going to be interesting. She’d climbed into bed and thrown back the sheet by the time Kathy joined her in the bedroom. She watched through lowered eyelashes as Kathy’s robe dropped to the floor and the other woman slid into bed beside her, both of them clad in nothing but their bikini panties.


Kathy looked as sexy and alluring as any woman Carol had ever seen, with her brown and red patterned panties for a garment. Her large breasts lolled as she moved closer to Carol and gathered her in. Carol raised her head so that Kathy could slide her arm under her neck and they cuddled close.


“Aren’t you the tease,” Kathy murmured with obvious delight. Her smile broadened as she bent lower and began to kiss and stoke Carol’s breasts. Carol relaxed in the bed and enjoyed the deep sensuous thrill her lover’s touches sent coursing through her body. Was it better than a man? No, not better, but nevertheless different and exciting.


Wanting to know more about these new sensations, Carol stroked the curve of Kathy’s hip and the outside of her thigh. Her friend encouraged her with soft moans of pleasure. Feeling bolder, she moved her hands to the front of Kathy’s thighs and pushed them apart as gently as she could. There was more she wanted to touch.


Kathy’s fingers tightened on her breasts as she shifted, turning away enough so that Carol could slip one hand down between Kathy’s thighs. Her fingers slid over the smooth nylon of Kathy’s panties until she felt the mat of crinkly pubic hair underneath. That brought back memories of her youth when she would masturbate with her panties on and feel her curly pubic hair pressed down under the smooth fabric.


As Carol stroked back and forth letting her palm glide over the taut fabric, she grew more and more frustrated by the barrier. Kathy’s hips began to move against her hand, but only for a moment. Again, Carol wanted more, wanted to find the limits of her new bond with her female lover.


Carol slid down on the bed. Her fingers curved and hooked over the elastic of Kathy’s panties and tugged. Kathy helped by raising her hips up off the bed so she could pull the panties down. Carol sat up and slid them the rest of the way off and tossed them away. She lay back down and drew Kathy close. Her lips met the curls of Kathy’s bushy triangle. She slid the tiniest bit lower and probed with her tongue, parting the curls and twists of the thick hair that concealed Kathy’s intimate flesh. And then her tongue touched that secret place.


“Oh, yes!” Kathy lifted and parted her legs to give Carol full access to her body. Carol slid her arm around and under Kathy and gripped the smooth flesh of her ass, pulling her into position. Again she used her tongue, lower now. She touched the folds that guarded the entrance to Kathy’s moist interior, licking at their insides and upper edges. Kathy’s taste filled her mouth, almost overwhelming her with a musky, sensual scent.


As her tongue began to work, Kathy groaned out her pleasure and began rocking her hips again.


“Yes,” she cried. “That’s it. Do that!”


Carol found Kathy’s engorged clitoris and swirled her tongue around it, pursing her lips to enclose it. She heard Kathy gasp with pleasure and knew she was doing it right. Her tongue probed and flicked over and around the core of Kathy’s sex, a sensation she found odd but not unpleasant. She remembered what Kathy had done to her and kept the movements long and slow, building the tension. Kathy’s thigh muscles bunched and she strained against Carol’s grip as Carol held her bottom tight.


Carol knew what the struggles meant. Kathy was seeking the freedom of orgasm, nothing else. She pressed her mouth harder against her friend’s writhing flesh and stroked her tongue over the swollen bud, all her attention focused on bringing her to a climax.


“Ooooh!” Kathy screamed out her rapture as her whole body went rigid. Carol kept her tongue in action, moving it faster and harder, wanting to give Kathy the best orgasm she could.


“Ohhhh, sweetheart, oh, honey, Carol, baby, sweetie, ohhhh, that was wonderful,” Kathy moaned when she caught her breath enough to speak at last. “Oh, come up here, let me hold you.”


Carol got out from between Kathy’s thighs and repositioned her body between her legs. She used her elbows to support herself as she worked her way up Kathy’s body, teasing her by going slow, teasing herself by waiting on the delicious fruit of Kathy’s breasts. She was beginning to love fondling and kissing and tonguing a woman’s breasts, or Kathy’s breasts at least. There was something about their firm elasticity under her hands and mouth and the way that they always sought their center of gravity after being moved with her fingers and mouth that enticed her back to them again and again.


But this time she didn’t give them as much attention as she would have, had not her body been crying out for release. She slid her hands in under Kathy’s shoulders and settled her lower body between her thighs. It was her turn to seek the stimulating friction that would stir her body and mind into the joyful state of complete, intoxicating orgasm. She moved her hips in a grinding motion, back and forth and up and down, never letting their bodies lose contact. The intense pressure began to have its desired effect as ever intensifying waves of erotic pleasure pulsed from her core outward. Kathy grinned up at her and pulled at her haunches with her hands, forcing their bodies together. Her legs entrapped Carol in a tight grip as the pressure mounted in Carol’s clitoris.


It didn’t take long. Carol shuddered and let go, the flames at her center exploding outward and sweeping over her whole body, taking her away into other realms.


***



Later that day, after a huge meal and a nap, they spent an hour or two out by the pool. Carol suggested that they wear their bikinis to the poolside, even though they had both been naked most of the day.


“Why bother?” Kathy asked with a saucy smile.


“Didn’t Dan tell you? I used to sunbathe and swim out here nude, and he would do the same with some of his girl friends. The fence is good enough and we’re far enough away so that the neighbors don’t bother us, but the helicopter pilots have a network. They pass around the good places to fly over and the way I hear it, every damn one of them has a telephoto lens.”


“Ah. I see. It was wintertime when I lived with Dan. Guess that’s why he never mentioned it. Why didn’t you wave at them and give the poor guys a thrill?”


“The web.”


“Oh, yeah. I see. Next thing you know you’d wind up seeing yourself on a porn site digitalized into a scene that never happened.”


“You still can be. Hell, they remove the bikini from the frames, but they prefer to ogle you naked to begin with.”


“You’ve convinced me.” Kathy stepped into a bright red minimal bottom, then put on the top, leaning forward a bit to fit her breasts into the cups.


“You look great!” Carol stopped her own dressing to admire her lover’s lush figure. “Naked is grand for sex, but there’s nothing like a little bit of colorful cloth to make a woman sexy.”


“I like yours, too. That chocolate shade goes with your hair. Damn blondes. You’d be sexy in a parka!”


Carol laughed and moved closer to lift her lips and give Kathy a kiss. “Thanks. Come on.”


Outside, the sun beat down from a clear sky. Carol knew she had to watch how much time she spent in the sun, given her very fair skin. As she settled down on the lounge chair, the heat enveloped her body, adding to the erotic arousal of this very strange day. She closed her eyes but visions of Dan’s face appeared behind her eyelids. She couldn’t stop thinking about his return. What justification could he give for lying to her like that? Would they fight? Would they break up? But how could a brother and sister break up?


Carol let out a sigh. She needed a diversion. And she knew Kathy was more than willing to divert her. Turning on her side, she poked Kathy, who appeared to be asleep in the other lounge chair, and suggested that they rinse off in the big bathtub in Dan’s room.


Kathy opened her eyes and smiled a wicked smile. “Oh, man! I remember some times in Dan’s tub!”


“Actually, I do, too.” Carol lowered her head, looking as demure as a little girl. She grinned from beneath lowered lids.


“I’ll bet! Dan is a great lover, and he’s fun to take a bath with, too.”


It felt wonderful to be able to talk about Dan again, knowing he was alive. Carol laughed and leapt to her feet. “So are you. Come on!”


“Go to bed with a girl once then all the time, she wants to jump your bones,” Kathy teased. She accepted Carol’s proffered hand to help her up and slid her arm around her waist. “But somehow, I can’t find the will power to protest!”


“You better not!”


The luxurious tub in Dan’s bathroom allowed them ample room for play even as they washed. They enjoyed the water coursing forcefully over their bodies where it entered the bath in a foaming stream.


“Ahh, he had a much smaller tub in here before he remodeled.” Kathy turned around and around as the water jetted over her. “We had to squeeze to get into that one. In this one, there’s plenty of room for three. Too bad Dan can’t be here between us.”


“Oh, Kathy! Don’t. You’ll make me cry.” Carol gulped, emotion welling up inside her. She couldn’t quite believe Dan was alive, not until she held him in her arms again.


“Sorry, girl friend, I wasn’t thinking. Life makes some strange twists and turns, doesn’t it?”


“I’ll say.” Suddenly Carol snickered. “But you’re right. He’d love to find himself between two naked women!”


“I’m sure.” Kathy gave her a measuring look. “Since the sex gates came along, there’s been a lot more instances of threesomes. In fact, I spent a week or two with a guy and girl, where the girl had been a guy before. It was fun, but we tended to wear the guy out, so we had to use up our excess energy on each other.”


“I know you’ve got plenty of energy.” Carol couldn’t help but giggle while another part of her mind weighed Kathy’s hint. Her and Kathy and Dan? Her insides grew tight at the thought.


“True, but mine was nothing compared to the other woman. She’d come through the sex gate a month before and she was so horny she could hardly stand it. They say it’s all that renewed vitality and youth, not to mention perfect genes. All I can say is that she wore me out.”


“Hard to believe.”


“Ha ha. Good thing she was willing to get on top and do all the work. Speaking of which, c’mere. Let’s go sit down.’


Carol closed her eyes and accepted Kathy’s caresses while they sat on the underwater ledge, waist deep in water. Her body responded at once, as it always had when Kathy touched her—or when she touched Kathy. Thinking of it, she opened her eyes and cupped one of Kathy’s substantial breasts in her hand. The skin was smooth and slick with moisture, the nipple a virginal light brown, almost pink. She imagined it in her mouth. The flesh between her legs throbbed and grew moist in response. She met Kathy’s gaze and nodded, smiling at her, wanting to be in bed with her.


Before long they were, big soft towels left behind after they had dried each other off. Carol couldn’t wait to get her hands and mouth on Kathy’s breasts. She held one and sucked the nipple of the other into her mouth, moving her tongue around while she nursed and nuzzled, enjoying every second of it.


“Mmmm. You might make a good man, you do that so well already,” Kathy said.


Carol raised her head. “Really? Every time I pass that sex gate off the exit ramp by the freeway, I wonder what I would be like as a man if I went through it.”


“Everyone wonders about that. You can’t help thinking about it when it would be so easy to change your sex—and shed a few years too, for that matter. At the moment, though, I want to be the man.”


Kathy pulled her into the nook of her shoulder. Carol relaxed. She fit there as neatly as if it were a man’s shoulder. And she loved the way Kathy kissed, forcing her into a submissive role, her lips soft and sensuous and demanding, her tongue a live thing in her mouth, her hands moving on her breasts and making the kiss all the more exciting. She couldn’t stand it long; she cried out and pulled Kathy over her.


“Oh, Kathy, love me, love me. Make me come!”


Moments later Carol was writhing, tossing her head back and forth as a paroxysm of delightful sensation encompassed her whole body. If she couldn’t have Dan, this was good enough!


***



The next morning they had to make a quick shopping trip, because they’d run out of food to eat in the house. Right before they left, the computer wall screen beeped at them and they received another text message from Dan, saying that he would be in the next day at noon.


As they passed the green, twenty-foot arch of the sex gate on their way to the supermarket, Carol saw that a larger than usual crowd had gathered around it this morning.


“Slow down, Kathy. Something’s happening over at the sex gate.”


Kathy pulled the car off the access road and parked on the shoulder where they had a good view. They were close enough to see that a demonstration was going on.


“It’s those crazy Church of the Gates people again,” Kathy said.


“From all I hear and read, they’re getting to be pretty popular.”


“Anything so profoundly out of the ordinary as the sex gates provokes a new religion—or revolutionizes an old one. I don’t think the Gaters will sweep the country or anything like that, but they sure have convinced a lot of ordinary people that God wants them to go through the gates and experience a new sexual role.”


Carol shuddered as she remembered how she’d considered that alternative. Instead, her life had taken a totally unexpected twist. “Well, I’m thrilled with the sexual role I’ve got. I’m not interested. Drive on.”


Kathy pressed the accelerator and moved the car back onto the street. “What would you do if you had some disease? Or when you get old?”


“Death’s a great motivator. I’d go through, of course. I’d much rather be a young and horny man than an old and dead woman!”


“Same here. But I won’t wait until I get old.”


“Kathy!” Carol remembered that she’d said this before. Her heart clenched in her chest. She couldn’t lose two people she loved, not so close to each other. “Now that I’ve decided to sleep with you, you’d leave me?” she protested.


Kathy reached over and squeezed her thigh. “Of course not. You’d just have a man in your bed instead of a woman—and an insatiable one at that, if my experience with that young woman I told you about is any indication.”


“Wait. I don’t want any other man but Dan…” Carol’s voice trailed off as she rethought the implications. If she desired Kathy as a woman, wouldn’t she want her if she became a man? According to everything she had heard about the sex gates, if Kathy became a man, he would have the same personality and that meant he would love her. And she didn’t doubt that she would care about him, too, because it would still be Kathy inside that gorgeous male flesh. Only, a Kathy with an entirely different set of sexual equipment.


Carol smiled at that image, but a sharp jolt of electricity coiled out of her belly and set her loins to tingling. As much as she was enjoying being with Kathy, she couldn’t help thinking about how good Dan had felt in her hand, her mouth, and especially her vagina.


“Makes you think, huh, sweetie?”


“That it does,” Carol said. Thinking about it was giving her a headache. If Kathy became a man, she could sleep with Kathy and no one would care. Except Dan. Maybe. He’d be jealous, maybe. But she couldn’t have a life with Dan, much as she loved him. “It could get pretty darned complicated, couldn’t it?”


“Maybe, maybe not. I’ve never been one to worry about things like that. I want to concentrate on enjoying life and enjoying you, now that I finally have you.”


Carol leaned over and touched her head to Kathy’s shoulder. It was a small gesture of affection but it was about all she could manage from a bucket seat with Kathy driving.


After getting the groceries put away, Kathy looked thoughtful. “Shall we wash the bed sheets today?”


“No, let’s wait until tomorrow morning.” Carol chuckled. “May as well do both bedrooms at once.” She reflected that those sheets had seen a lot of use in the past day.


“Aren’t there two more bedrooms we haven’t even used yet?” Kathy gave her a saucy smile.


“No, Dan and I turned those into offices and libraries for ourselves. And Dan has had a woman come in every few weeks to vacuum and dust and do all the stuff that he doesn’t get to. Actually, he’s not a bad housekeeper for a man. He can even cook, after a fashion.”


“I remember, sweetheart.”


“Oh. I keep forgetting. Anyway, let’s wait until tomorrow. With Dan here we might not, uh…”


“We might have to give him time to get used to the idea of us being together, huh? I understand, sweetie.”


“Yes. But Kathy…I want to keep on doing …this. You’ve saved my sanity and opened a whole new sensual world to me. I care about you. Okay?”


“You sure?”


“I’m sure. Dan will understand.”


“Great. Now what. Or do I need to ask?”


Carol went to Kathy and put her arms around her neck. “You don’t need to ask. Grab me anytime.”


***



Kathy straddled Carol’s body and leaned forward enough for Carol to enjoy the sight of her breasts. Carol cupped one in each hand. How she loved the weight of them, their heavy liquidity as they moved under the pressure of her hands and fingers. She had yet to touch the nipples with her mouth but they were already erect, waiting.


“I love doing this,” Carol said. “You have such lovely breasts.”


Kathy gazed down at her. A smile of anticipation danced on her face. She moved up a little and bent forward, bringing her breasts in reach of Carol’s mouth.


“Mmmm,” Carol murmured, taking one of the engorged nipples between her lips. She sucked on it while she fondled the other, teasing it with her fingers and rubbing her palm over it.


“Ohhh, lover, that’s so nice.” Kathy’s moan of delighted pleasure filled the room.


Carol smiled and continued with what she was doing, but a warning voice in her mind told her she’d missed something. She frowned. What? A noise. That was it. She’d heard a noise at the same moment that Kathy had moaned. What was it? Her mind identified it. The click of the bedroom door as it opened.


With a start, she opened her eyes and stared wildly around. Someone stood in the doorway, arms folded.


Swearing, Carol shoved Kathy back upright and peered over her shoulder at the doorway. The intruder was a woman, a tall woman with long glossy black hair that spilled over her shoulders. She was casually dressed in slacks, a blouse and sandals and she leaned against the jamb in the sort of bold stance that a man might adopt. She hooked her thumbs in the top of her slacks and smiled at them both.


“Who are you?” Carol yelled. Her skin crawled. There was something uncannily familiar about this woman. “What are you doing in my house?”


Kathy slid off of her, allowing Carol to sit up. She grabbed a handful of sheet and yanked it up to hide her naked breasts. She glared at the strange woman.


Huge dark eyes stared back at her, full of pleading. “Don’t you recognize me, sis? I’m Dan—or please call me Dianne, since that’s the name I chose.”


“Dan? Dan!” Carol froze with shock. At first the words refused to register and then she blinked and stared and blinked and stared. It was like looking at one of those weird images in a psychological test that shifted from one thing to another each time she examined it. The woman’s face seemed to shift slightly, and beneath it she recognized her brother’s features. Yes, that was his hair, and those were his eyes. The nose was almost the same, but the jaw line had changed, had become softer.


She blinked and it was a woman’s face again. Her heart pounded, caught somewhere between joy and terror. This was Dan. And there was no doubt that he was a she.


“I’ve gone through the sex gate and become a woman,” Dan said, his glance moving from one shocked face to another. “I hope you can understand why I didn’t want to say anything until I could get here. It’s hard to comprehend.”


Carol clutched the sheet tighter. She shivered, fighting shock. Why was Dan dressed like a woman, for heaven’s sake? He was wearing—no, she was wearing—brown slacks and a tan blouse with a row of tiny buttons in front. No man would ever choose tiny buttons like that. The blouse was cut to display her slim waist and nicely curved hips. Her breasts pushed at the fabric, forming attractive curves. Great God, her brother had breasts!


Carol blinked and squinted at the woman in the doorway as if her vision were betraying her. Were those nipples making little peaks under the blouse? Dan with breasts and nipples?


Carol threw the sheet aside and slid off the bed, still staring. Feeling strangely shy in front of this all-too-familiar stranger, she attempted to cover her nakedness with her hands as she edged toward the closet. “Dan, what—why? Why would you do such a thing?”


Her twin shrugged and took a step forward. Carol plucked a robe from out of her closet and shrugged it on as she stood her ground, facing her transformed brother. The eyes she knew so well begged her to understand. “I didn’t do it on purpose. Most of what the doctor told you was true. I got caught up in a riot around a sex gate in San Francisco and got shoved through by the crowd behind me. Nothing I could do about it. The only thing is, I didn’t vanish. I made it through and became a woman.”


“But…” Carol gulped, speechless. Her mind couldn’t seem to take it in. She noticed Dan’s—Dianne’s—eyes stray toward Kathy, who had stayed in bed but was sitting up. The sheet had fallen into her lap and she hadn’t bothered to cover herself. “Dan—Dianne—whatever, we…Kathy and I…we were…”


Dianne grinned, the same merry grin Dan always displayed when something struck him as funny. “I can see what you were doing. I’m sorry I interrupted, but how was I to guess you’d be in bed with Kathy?”


“We became involved after—after I thought you were dead,” Carol stammered.


The woman’s smile vanished, replaced by a look of true contrition. “I can understand that, sis. I have to beg you to forgive me for deceiving you. All I can say is that the psychological shock is incredible when you go through a gate—and especially when you’re not expecting it to happen. I wasn’t myself, literally.”


The woman clasped her hands together as if in prayer. Her face implored Carol to understand. “I wanted to die. I thought I couldn’t face you—or anyone—as a woman. I begged the doctor to call you and say I was dead. I thought I’d disappear as Dan Roberts, start a new life.”


Dan—or Dianne—took a deep breath and continued. “Fortunately, there’s a program in San Francisco for helping people adjust to the change. The doctor got me into it before he left for the disaster zone. The therapists there helped me to adjust to becoming a woman. And I realized I couldn’t leave everyone I loved and cared about behind. I had to face you as who I am now.”


“Oh, Dan.” A lump filled Carol’s throat. “All that matters is that you’re alive. It was a nightmare when I thought you were dead.”


“I know. I made a mistake and I can only ask you to forgive me.”


Carol swallowed her grief. The sorrow in Dianne’s eyes was too real. “I—I guess I understand.” Taking a deep breath, she moved forward and embraced this woman who claimed to be her brother. The moment they touched, she knew. Despite the sex change, Di felt the same as Dan in some inexpressible way—the feel of her skin, the texture of her hair as it brushed Carol’s cheek, even the familiar scent, although that would change as the female hormones kicked in. It was all true. This was Dan.


Di gave her a tight squeeze. “Oh, God, sweetheart. I’ve missed you so.”


Carol stepped back again, her heart soaring with happiness. “It is you!” She frowned as the magnitude of what had happened to her brother swept over her. “If this had happened to me against my will, I’d go crazy.”


“The therapists have helped me adjust. I’ve come to understand that I can have a full life as a woman. And that the people who loved me before will love me now.” Dianne grinned—the same dimpled, lopsided grin Dan had so often given her.


Carol’s heart constricted at this shadow of her brother underneath the feminine veil. But she loved him still—somehow they would make it through this adjustment. “Oh, Dan—Dianne! It’s okay.”


Relief shone in her eyes. “I’m welcomed home, then?”


“Oh, yes, yes, a thousand times yes! But I thought you weren’t coming home until tomorrow.” Carol said, as if that explained why she was in bed with Kathy.


“I intended to, originally, but I got a flight out earlier when a seat became available.” She chuckled. “It’s a good thing fingerprints don’t change when you go through a sex gate. I was able to access my accounts. I drew enough from my account to buy a few clothes and a ticket home. And here I am.”


Kathy spoke for the first time. “Dan—Dianne, I mean, why don’t you go fix something to drink while we get dressed and we can all exchange, um, stories?”


“”Sure. And just in passing, I want to say you two look good together.” Dianne winked and closed the door.


 






Chapter Eleven


  



“I can’t believe it,” Carol kept saying to Kathy as she dressed, after a hurried trip to the bathroom. She stepped into clean panties and got out jeans and a pullover.


“I can. Doesn’t he make a pretty woman? Yum!”


Carol looked at her askance. “Tired of me already?” She adjusted the jeans and reached for her top.


Kathy came to her quickly. “Oh no, sweet. But as much as I care for you, I can’t help but admire what a sexy doll Dan turned into—especially when she was standing right in the bedroom with us—and don’t forget; we were lovers once.”


Carol didn’t answer. She knew she had to straighten out her confused emotions before she said anything. How could she be jealous of Kathy’s feelings for this woman who was once her brother, when she wasn’t yet sure of her own feelings? She allowed Kathy to tip her chin up for a kiss and accepted a quick affectionate fondling of her breasts before she pulled on the top. It stopped short of the belt line of her jeans, leaving three inches of midriff bare.


When they were dressed, Carol hesitated at the bedroom door. “I don’t know what to say. After we found out he was alive, I worried about how I was going to tell him about you and me, and here he caught us in bed together! Not to mention that I don’t have any idea what in hell to say to a brother who’s suddenly become my sister!”


Kathy chuckled. “It does make for complications, doesn’t it? On the other hand, you and Dan sure won’t have to worry about defective offspring anymore.”


“What? Oh!” Carol’s eyes widened with disbelief. She knew Kathy was a free thinker when it came to sex, but there had to be some limits, didn’t there? Her mind tried to grapple with the possibilities. “You mean—oh, double damnation, first I have sex with my own brother and now you’re suggesting sex with him—her, I mean—as a woman.”


Kathy used a forefinger to tap Carol on the chin. “You loved him as a man. He—she is the same person. And you’ve found out how enjoyable female on female sex can be. Think about it.”


Carol tried but her head was aching. Picturing Dan inside that luscious female body made her dizzy.


Kathy’s face took on a detached look. Carol was reminded that she was a nurse, and used to dealing with difficult situations. “Hey, Dan’s got a different body, but it’s Dan, through and through. The gate removed his defective genes and changed his sex genes. Everything else is the same. Certainly, his essence hasn’t changed. You’d be kissing the same person, making love to the same person. What would be wrong with it?”


“I suppose society would still claim it was incest, brother and sister or sister and sister. And what about you? Wouldn’t you be jealous?”


“I might be if you didn’t share! So come on. Let’s get on the outside of a little ethanol. That will help us let our hair down and see how we feel.”


Carol couldn’t disagree with that.


Dianne had a pitcher of drinks ready, a tropical concoction of some sort that reminded Carol of the Hurricanes that were sold all over the French Quarter in New Orleans. They were good, but potent. And as Kathy had predicted, the liquor did loosen tongues up all around.


“At first I was pissed off that this had happened to me,” Dianne said after they were all seated. She had taken the single easy chair while Carol and Kathy sat on the big lounger. “Classic denial. I wanted to pretend it hadn’t happened. That’s why I wished I were dead. And came up with that crazy plan. I’m sorry I ended up hurting you.”


Carol twisted her drink in her hands. “The news hit me hard, but now that I know you’re alive I can see an up side to it. I was forced to accept the end of our relationship, and seeing what’s happened, I would have had to let go of that anyway.”


“Because I’m a woman, you mean?” Dianne made a face and crossed her legs as if to hide the evidence of her change.


“Well, we can’t make love like we did.” Carol avoided Dianne’s haunting familiar gaze and took a breath. “And I got involved with Kathy while you were gone. So maybe it’s for the best—we’re all moving on.”


“Maybe, but I’m not ready to move on.” Dianne’s dark eyes flashed with their old fire. “If I were old or sick, sure, no problem—better to change into a woman and be young and healthy again. But not like this, not while I had most of my life ahead of me!”


“It’s not that bad being a woman,” Kathy said. “Is it, Carol?”


“Actually, I love being a woman.” Carol forced a smile. It hurt her to see the anguish on her brother’s—sister’s, it was god-awfully confusing—face. “Dan—Dianne, I mean, you’ll get used to it.”


“I suppose. And hey, call me Di—that’s easy and I like it better. The thing is, I may be a woman, but my mind insists on functioning like it did when I was a man. The therapists told me to give it time, that the hormones will kick in and I’ll start to want what a woman wants, but at the moment, I go for women, not men.”


“From what I’ve heard, most people who are heterosexual beforehand learn to enjoy life as the opposite sex.” Carol flinched as she spoke. She sounded like one of those know-it-all commentators on the screen. She wished she could somehow take away the anguish in Di’s voice.


“Uh huh, but they also never completely lose their original orientation. Even if—when—you start having sex with men, you’ll still want to go to bed with women. At least, that’s what all the programs say.” Kathy nodded toward the darkened screen.


Di’s hands tightened on her drink, the knuckles going white. Watching, Carol feared the glass would shatter. Obviously, her brother wasn’t yet completely adjusted to the change.


“Women are the ones I want to go to bed with so far. I’m not so stupid as to think that might not change eventually, but it’s going to take time to get accustomed to the idea.”


Kathy held up her hand in a placating gesture. “There’s plenty of time. While you’re waiting for those hormones to kick in, I suggest you talk to Carol and let her tell you what it’s like to make love with a woman. She’ll help you ease into that role.”


“What’s wrong with talking to you?” Di asked.


“Nothing, except I’m not going to be here.” Kathy set her drink down and stood up.


“I thought you said you were going to stay!” Carol gazed at Kathy in alarm.


Kathy’s voice softened. “I’ll come back if you both want me to, but I think you two need a few days to yourselves, at least. You’ve got a lot of adjusting to do and you should do it together. You need to get used to the idea of being sisters instead of brother and sister.”


Carol exchanged glances with Di and saw that she was in agreement. They sat in awkward silence while Kathy went into the bedroom and got her suitcase. Carol walked her to the door. “I want you to come back,” she said.


Kathy kissed her, a long, sweet kiss that left Carol feeling weak in the knees. Her brown eyes sparkled with her exuberant personality. “I promise I’ll be back. You two have fun and try not to worry. Things have a way of working out.”


***



After Kathy was gone, Carol walked back into the den. Di crossed her legs—the slacks couldn’t quite hide their new curves—and leaned forward. “Well, sis, I’ve had two weeks to get used to the idea of being a woman, but most of it is all new to me. You’re the expert. I’m ready to put myself in your hands.” Di gave her a playful leer that was almost vintage Dan.


“What did the therapists talk to you about?” Carol asked, playing for time. She settled back down on the lounger.


Di turned serious again. “We spent a lot of time discussing the process of sexual adjustment—how I’d be attracted to women like always at first, but how I would gradually find myself thinking about and wanting to sleep with a man. At the moment, that seems impossible!”


“Well, if it’s any consolation, you make a beautiful woman.” It was true. Now that she’d had a moment to get used to the idea of her brother as a woman, she had to admire Di’s good looks. Her long, black hair shone with health and her flawless skin glowed. She was tall and curvy with long legs to die for, and those big, dark bedroom eyes Carol had always loved.


Not that we’re going anywhere near a bedroom together. Carol shuddered and struck that thought from her mind.


“Thanks.” Di grinned. “I’ve even had a few guys hit on me. Guess I startled them when I told them to beat it or I’d knock them flat.”


“Not the usual female response.” Carol laughed.


“I’m not your usual female. But at the moment, it’s the little things I find the toughest. Like learning how to put on a bra. I sure haven’t got the hang of that, yet!”


Carol chucked. She could well remember her difficulties with her training bra. “That’s nothing to worry about. Practice will make perfect. I hardly ever wear one myself around the house. But you need one when you go outside if you want to hide certain—uh—assets.” She looked pointedly at the nipples visible through the thin fabric of Di’s blouse. “I’ll run you through it a couple of times tonight before we go to bed.”


“If we keep on drinking, I won’t be able to stand up by tonight. I keep forgetting how much less I weigh as a woman.”


Carol could relate to that. Di wasn’t as petite as she was, but her new sister was as slender as a model, whereas as Dan she’d boasted a well-muscled body. The more Carol looked at her, the more she realized that whatever else Dan thought about the process, he made a beautiful woman.


And a desirable one. Carol frowned, feeling her body’s arousal as she contemplated her new—sister. No, this would never do. Making love to her brother had been over the line but maybe understandable. They had been a man and a woman after all. But her sister? That was truly taboo love.


She shook her head, driving away the thought. “I’ll send out for pizza to soak up some of the rum. Does that sound all right?”


“Great.”


While they were waiting for the pizza to arrive, Carol went back to their discussion about sexuality. It was dangerous ground, but there were some things she had to explain to Di, woman to woman. “Do you understand how sexy you look? I’m not surprised those guys made a pass at you.”


Di shook her head, chuckling. “Oh, yeah. Talk about something being hard to get used to!”


“You’ll have to learn,” Carol told her. “With that skin and that hair, not to mention your eyes. I could…” her voice trailed off.


“You could go for me, huh? Do you think I could compare to Kathy?”


Carol winced with embarrassment. Caught in bed with another woman. Then she saw Dan’s mischievous, twinkling grin on Di’s face. The color rose on her neck and cheeks. She could feel its warmth. “Dan—Di, I mean, what we had couldn’t have gone on. But after I thought you were dead, I couldn’t imagine ever wanting to be with another man. Then when I told Kathy about it, she said she had always been in love with both of us. And then…”


“Then nature sort of took its course, huh?”


Carol nodded. “I decided to try it with Kathy. Maybe I was acting a little crazy from grief. But it turned out to be, um, well, pretty nice, actually.”


She took a breath. She didn’t want to get Di’s hopes up. “I’m not sure how I’d react to another woman, but with Kathy it was good. Not that I believe I’m a lesbian. I’m not. I care for Kathy, though. And the circumstances have been, um, unusual.”


“You can say that again.” Di laughed.


Carol frowned. She wanted to be as honest as possible given her confused emotions. “When I found out you were alive, I thought maybe it was a good thing I’d started with Kathy, because I wouldn’t be so tempted to take up where we left off. I guess that doesn’t matter, since you’re a woman, huh?”


Why was she even asking the question? Carol squirmed and crossed and uncrossed her legs, painfully aware of her conflicting desires. Why did Di have to look so doubly-goddamned luscious?


The dark eyes she loved seemed to look into her soul. “Well, we sure can’t think about changing our names and getting married and having a baby anymore, can we? Not in the normal fashion, anyway. On the other hand, I haven’t stopped loving you. That will never change. And no one would think twice about us living together. Plus, I find you as sexually attractive as I ever did. I don’t know about you, but I’m tempted!”


Carol struggled to speak past the lump in her throat. “I love you, too, but I have to get used to this new you. I keep seeing double—I look at you and see Dan and then he disappears and you’re a woman again. It’s the weirdest thing. You talk like Dan, but you sure don’t look like him! At the moment it would be like going to bed with a stranger, even if you are a stranger I feel strongly drawn to. And I don’t want to hurt Kathy either. Oh, God, why does life have to be so complicated?”


“Kathy left on purpose, sis. She’s thoughtful that way. I’ll bet she’s hoping we wind up in bed together again. And if it happens, it wouldn’t stop her from wanting you—and me, too. She’s one uninhibited woman when it comes to sex. I saw the way she was looking at me, whether you did or not.”


Carol threw up her hands. This was almost more than she could deal with. Her brother—who had become her sister—was coming on strong and Carol couldn’t deny the attraction. Those old sexual vibrations were still there. But did she want to get involved with two women, for goodness sake?


“Dan—Di—oh heck, this is all so crazy!”


“It’s a crazy world. Need a refill?”


Carol held out her glass and watched Di’s provocative walk as she went to the bar to bring the pitcher back to the table in front of the lounger. Did she realize how well she moved already as a woman? When she bent over to fill their glasses, Carol couldn’t help but notice the alluring way Di’s breasts shifted beneath the blouse she was wearing. She was going to drive men wild. And women, too. Some women, anyway. She hadn’t noticed Kathy’s admiring glances at her new sister; she had been too busy absorbing the change from Dan to Di. Maybe she should have been the one to leave for a few days. Kathy would have been more than willing to help Di adjust to be a woman—in some unusual ways.


As Di bent over the glasses, she brushed back her hair with one hand. It was a gesture so familiar that Carol blinked, seeing Dan again. It was so odd, like two people had fused into one. She heaved a sigh of regret remembering the exciting hours of love with Dan, holding him, having him in her, on her, his hands on her breasts, his hard body next to hers…


“A penny?”


Carol returned from her musing. “Nothing very original. I keep remembering how you were as a man, for one thing.”


“Welcome to the club, sweetheart. I remember it, too, very well. On the other hand, I’m sort of anticipating finding out what the female orgasm feels like.”


“You could find out easy enough. With your looks, lots of men will be more than willing to help out. I can tell you one thing, though. Nice as it was with Kathy, I miss having you inside me.”


“That good, huh?”


“Of course. That’s how we were designed, or evolved. The thing is, after having you, I don’t want any other man. And Kathy…”


“Yup. That leaves Kathy. And me, if you want me.” Di looked down at the floor, not meeting her eyes.


“Let me think about it, D…Di. This is all so new and strange.”


“Sure. We’ve got the rest of our lives. But I don’t want to go that long without having sex again!”


Carol could sympathize with that; she didn’t want to go very long without sex at all. Her body throbbed with the building tension in the room. Dan might be physically changed into Di but the old attraction between them grew stronger with each passing moment. In so many ways, it was as if Dan were back, and she ached for him to hold her. But Dan was Di. Sighing, Carol tilted her glass and found it empty. The doorbell rang.


Carol jumped up and took the pizza, giving the delivery woman a generous tip. The tantalizing aroma made Carol realize how long it had been since she had eaten. She and Di dug into it like starving contestants on a reality show.


“How about a glass of brandy and then calling it a day?” Di said.


“Suits. I’ll get it.” Carol found glasses, added a couple of ice cubes to each and poured the thick blackberry brandy, filling each short glass almost full. She brought it back over to the lounger, detecting a bit of a wobble in her walk as she did so.


“Whew! You’ll put us to bed for sure with these.” Di eyed the full glass.


“It’s about time anyhow. And this is all I need to drink. More than I need, in fact.”


“Same for me. Well, here’s to us, whatever the future holds.” Di held up her glass.


Carol tapped hers against it and took of sip of the sweet, powerful brandy. It was good and warmed her inside. Not that she needed more warming up.


Carol told Dan that she would help him when he had his first period. “There’s something you need to do right away, though.”


“What have I forgotten?”


“You’ll have to get an implant first thing. We’ll run by the walk-in clinic while we’re out shopping and get you fixed.”


“I hate to shop! And I don’t think I’ll need an implant for a while.”


“You’ll learn to like shopping, I promise. Especially for clothes. You need some sexy clothes. They’ll help you feel like a woman. And you do need the implant. Suppose you got raped? Or found an attractive man real quick who made you want to try it? You don’t want to end up pregnant while you’re getting used to being a woman.”


“Hmm. That’s for sure. Carol—what does it feel like being fucked by a man?”


Carol laughed. “Di, that’s something that you’re going to have to find out for yourself. There’s no way to describe it. Trust me though, if you like the man, you’ll like the sex. And if you love him, you’ll love the sex.”


“If you say so. On that one, let’s go to bed. You can show me about the bras tomorrow, okay? I’ve got a lot to think about.”


“Okay.” Carol stood up at the same time as Di. She saw the way Di looked at her, with longing in her eyes, but she wasn’t quite ready yet. She didn’t resist when Di moved closer and kissed her, though. She allowed the kiss to go on a moment with her eyes closed and her lips opened. She touched tongues with her for a second, then backed away. “Good night, Di. See you in the morning.”


***



The next morning, Carol began her lessons by teaching Di how to put on and take off a bra. Di’s nipples were almost as pink as her own. Her breasts were full without being overly generous. By the third time Carol saw them uncovered, she began to feel a mounting heat in her body and called a halt.


“Come on to my bedroom as soon as you’re ready and I’ll show you a bit about makeup.” Seeing Di’s frown, she shook a finger at her. “Don’t say you don’t need it because you do. It’s part of being a woman.”


Di nodded assent, although with reluctance.


Later, as they were leaving the house, Di said, “I guess you’re right. The makeup does make me look sexier, doesn’t it?”


“Oh, yes.” Carol swallowed hard. She’d helped Di with the mascara, looking deep into those breath-taking dark eyes. Her heart had done flip-flops with longing.


“Except I don’t want to look sexy for men yet.” Di reached for her hand.


“You will,” Carol assured her, ignoring the gesture and hurrying around to her side of the car. It was too dangerous to touch Di. Her body screamed for her—for Dan.


***



Three days passed while Carol stayed busy helping Di with all the alterations her change of sex had brought. The shopping gave the two of them a good reason to spend time together without bringing up a lot of old, painful issues, and they soon started to relax again. They’d always been best friends and Carol couldn’t help laughing and enjoying their time together as she helped Di pick out sexy lingerie, dresses and casual outfits. Di remarked over and over how much more comfortable most women’s clothing was, but how abominably the shoes fit. It brought home to Carol how different the sexes were, and made her glad to be a woman—even if she wasn’t associating sexually with men at the present time. She found she spent a great deal of time thinking about sex, though. Di’s presence constantly reminded her of Dan and the happiness of their forbidden affair. Sexual thoughts were also present because she knew Di wanted her and to hell with the fact that they were sisters, in some odd way. They didn’t feel like sisters, because this woman was a stranger, and yet the old connection was there, too.


Not that the fact that we’re sisters matters, Carol decided. They could live together forever and sleep together for that matter and no one would think a thing out of the ordinary about it, now more than ever with the sex gates precipitating so many changes in society.


***



“Mmm. Good,” Di said for the third time as she finished the last bite on her plate.


Carol had made Cornish hen with dressing and chilled pineapple salad to go with it and the White Zinfandel they were drinking.


“Women are expected to cook, even with all the changes in our society in the last century. I’m going to have to teach you a few tricks in the kitchen, at least.”


“Yeah. Fortunately, I’ve learned a bit about it. Men can cook, too, you know. You’ll have to teach me more.” Di smiled, and two dimples appeared on her cheeks, exactly where Dan’s dimples had always appeared. “You know, sis, I think I’m beginning to adjust to being a woman—except that I haven’t developed a yen for men yet. It’s women that attract me—and one in particular.”


Carol looked away from that brilliant smile. She must have left the oven on too long. The house was hot. “The experts think that you’ll always feel an attraction for women, and you know it, Di. It’s programmed into your psyche from the years you spent as a male. But that doesn’t mean a man won’t come along and induce you to try having sex as a woman. In fact, it’s almost a certainty over the long run, so they say. Come on, let’s go sit. We can do the dishes later.”


Di brought the rest of the bottle to the den while Carol carried their glasses. They were following the same rituals as they always had when they were home together. Carol wondered if any other brother and sister had ever been as close as they were, not even counting their tryst as lovers. Not many, she decided. And probably not even many sisters were as close as they were becoming, though she had to admit they’d had a head start! That thought made her realize that she had unconsciously sat near Di, just as she would have by Dan.


“This is how it started, remember?” Di said.


“Hmm. Yes. Too much wine and a good-looking man beside you. That always spells trouble for a woman.” Carol laughed.


“I never thought of our relationship as trouble.”


“Of course not,” Carol assured her. “Just a manner of speaking.” She giggled. “Remember how aroused we both got when we started making out? The moment I kissed you that way—as a woman kissing a man—I was lost.”


“Oh, God, yes. And then I couldn’t believe you were giving me a blow job—and I loved every second of it.” Di’s hand strayed to the area between her legs and a lost look came over her face.


“Here, have some more wine,” Carol said, realizing they were moving into dangerous territory.


Carol finished two glasses of wine, matching Di’s consumption, while they laughed and talked and reminisced and occasionally touched lips playfully as they had begun doing over the last two days. Except that Carol didn’t think Di was being playful; she was using the playfulness to conceal how badly she wanted the two of them to make love.


Yet Carol couldn’t bring herself to tell Di to stop. In fact, she found herself longing for those brief touches—and for more.


While Di got up for one more glass of wine, Carol watched her through narrowed eyes. Carol had finally talked Di into wearing something alluring outside for the first time today. She sure looked sexy in her new pants and top, both made of velvetin. The velvetin shaped itself to her breasts and moved as they moved. The slacks also molded to the body, emphasizing the curve and sway of a woman’s hips. As Di came back toward her, Carol couldn’t help but admire the way her breasts bounced as she walked, provocative and alluring. Suddenly Carol realized that if Di tried very hard this evening, she might not be able to resist. Her body was crying out for sexual release. And she’d discovered she enjoyed making love with another woman. She owed Kathy for that. Ironic that if she decided to initiate Di into the intimacies between two women, she’d be using the skills Kathy had taught her.


***



The next time they kissed, Carol let Di’s lips linger on her own, sending a message plainer than words that she was receptive to whatever Di might want. As the kiss deepened, she experienced the same guilty quickening of her pulse at the thought of sex with Di as she had with Dan. At least then she’d been making love with a man. This sex was even more taboo in an odd way. But…damn it, she didn’t care. This was Dan, oddly transformed but in so many ways the same. She loved this man even as a woman. And he, or she, loved her. They both wanted it and to hell with what Miss Grundy might think!


Di plainly wanted more than the kiss, too. She embraced Carol and sent her tongue racing into her mouth, swirling it around like a tiny dervish, dancing to the movements of love. Carol entered into the experience, shifting her body to give Di access to her breasts. At the first touch of Di’s fingers she shivered with excitement, then relaxed and leaned into the embrace. Her nipples hardened to meet the contact of Di’s hand. Carol broke the kiss first. Her breath came in fast gasps. She looked into Di’s alluring brown eyes. Dan’s soul shone in that gaze, begging her to love him no matter what body he occupied.


She touched Di’s cheek. “Let’s go to the bedroom. If we’re going to do this, I want us to be able to stretch out and make love in comfort.”


Di stood up and held out her hands for Carol. She took them and came off the lounger. She leaned forward and kissed Di quickly. She headed toward her bedroom before the tug of Di’s hand made her remember that Dan’s room was still Di’s, though she would bet on it being decorated in a more feminine way before long!


Carol let Di take the lead, as if she were a man. Di was used to leading and Carol couldn’t quite hide her nervousness. The naked woman who stretched out on the bed beside her was someone new, neither Kathy nor Dan, but not a stranger either.


As Di’s hand stroked her arm, she began to relax. The sure, gentle touch was familiar, as was the look of love and longing in those dark eyes. Soon her erotic desires rekindled and she became an enthusiastic participant. Di was every bit as good a lover as a woman as she had been as a man. Whatever her emotions might be about being in a woman’s body, she hadn’t forgotten how to kiss and caress. And her tender touch made her caresses something to anticipate and long for. Carol found herself desiring Di’s hands and mouth on every part of her body.


As Carol savored Di’s advances, she began the first, tentative touch of her own, reaching out to stroke Di’s arm. The other woman shuddered and her nipples grew hard.


“Have you experimented with those?” Carol asked, emboldened by their intimate position.


“I’ve touched them a few times,” Di admitted. Her gaze held a strange mixture of desire and fear. “I can’t believe how sensitive they are.”


“Let me show you.” Tenderness flooded through Carol as she realized that she had the great privilege of teaching Di about sex as a woman. Moving with slow deliberation, she cupped Di’s breast, enjoying the weight of it in her hand. Her fingertips floated over the silky smooth skin, starting at the swelling mound and circling, circling, moving lower and lower toward the waiting pink tip.


“Oh, yes, yes.” Di’s eyes were half closed. She licked her lips. “So this is what it’s like. Touch it, please. I can’t stand it.”


Carol lowered her lips to the inviting nub and sucked it between her lips. With a gasp, Di arched her back, and a shudder shook her whole body.


“My God!” Her eyes sprang wide open. “It felt like a bolt of lightning blasted through me from my nipple down to my—my—.” Words failed her.


“Your pussy.” Carol nodded. She could feel Di’s heart pounding beneath the hand that held the cupped breast. She sucked again and felt the nipple grow even tighter as it became slick and erect in her mouth. Dianne gasped once more and let out a moan of pleasure.


“Something’s happened between my legs. I can feel myself getting wet.”


“Congratulations. You’re normal.” Carol stifled a chuckle. Di had so much to learn. It felt wonderful to be with her, to be able to show her how her body, a woman’s body, reacted to loving kisses and caresses.


Abruptly Di pulled away. “Oh, sweetheart, it’s too intense. I can’t stand it any more.”


“Take it easy.” Carol wasn’t about to stop. She moved onto her back, bringing Di with her, on top of her, the way she knew Di would like it. Di slid her arm under her shoulders and Carol folded her legs around Di’s.


Once she was in position on top, Di seemed to relax. This was more familiar territory. She began moving her body between Carol’s legs, pressing hard against her, instinct showing her how to stimulate her clitoris as she moved toward an orgasm.


Carol responded by reaching up to caress the full breasts that dangled temptingly. She couldn’t help but miss the male Dan with his hard body on her and thrusting into her, but this was good. She dug her nails into Di’s back as her pleasure intensified, helpless to stop herself from doing it. The muscles of her thighs tensed and locked into a hard muscular grip around Di, while she felt the shudder of her own orgasm start and run through her body in pulsing waves.


Above her, Di surrendered to the passion erupting through her body. She cried out as she came for the first time as a woman.


As the sensations faded, Carol sank back in the bed, left weak and helpless and feeling delightfully boneless.


Di gazed down at her with a blissful face. “That was incredible.”


“As good as when you were a man?”


Di looked puzzled. “It was great and different at the same time. And right before I came, I had the strangest sensation, like I was empty inside, aching everywhere, and I wanted—” She stopped, her expression confused.


“That’s okay. That’s normal. You’re starting to want a cock inside you.”


“Yeah, that would be fine. What I don’t want is the man who comes with it.” Di forced a smile. “Carol, sweetheart, how can we ever stop doing this? I don’t want to lose you to a male lover.”


Carol ran her hands up and down Di’s back, enjoying the smooth softness of her skin. “Di, you feel that way today, but you’re a woman. You’re going to have to try it with a man sooner or later. And we have to make Kathy part of our lives somehow, too. I don’t want to hurt her. She loves us both, you know.”


Di rose up enough to kiss her gently. “I know, sis, I know. Actually, I guess I wouldn’t mind you being with Kathy too much.” Di relaxed again and nuzzled at Carol’s neck. “And I feel comfortable with Kathy. I wonder if she would want to make love with me as a woman.”


Carol hugged her close with both her arms and legs as some strength returned to her body. “I wanted you, didn’t I? There’s no reason she won’t. You’re very much the same person, just in a different body.”


“Wow; I’ll say it’s different. That was wonderful. I felt it with my whole body and being.”


Carol nibbled at Di’s ear and whispered into it. “Wait until you’re on bottom with a man you really care for, with his cock inside you and moving in and out while you hold him. That’s as wonderful, if not more so. Your body is designed for it.”


“Uh huh.” Di sounded skeptical. “So everyone tells me. Well, we’ll see. Am I getting heavy?”


“I don’t mind. I like holding you.”


***



Later that night, Carol used her tongue to show Di another way for a woman to have an orgasm. She’d discovered earlier that she liked giving Dan a blow job. If you cared for the person, the act was pleasurable in itself, and Di certainly enjoyed the female version. When the intimate act was over, Di held Carol in her arms and stroked her body, from her thigh to the curve of her hip, the indentation of her waist and up to her breast. Carol closed her eyes and enjoyed Di’s caresses. Di cupped her breast and fondled it and teased the nipple until it fairly cried out for more. She leaned back, enticing Di to bring her mouth as well as her hands to her breasts. She dragged in a ragged breath with the delightful touch of Di’s tongue on her nipple. Di surrounded the nipple with her lips and played with it with her tongue.


It was too much to stand; Carol wanted more. She dug her fingers into Di’s shoulder, urging her to move on top.


“Mmmm,” Carol murmured as Di’s weight settled on her and she began to anticipate what was coming next. She writhed and uttered little gasps of joyful appreciation as Di worked her lips and tongue down the length of her body, giving her breasts even more attention than before, then leaving them and going lower. Carol caressed Di’s shoulders and ran her hands through the curls of her shoulder-length hair, jumbled into disarray from their love play. When Di’s lips and tongue moved into her pubic hair she bit her lip at the agony of anticipation as she waited for the first touch at her core.


Something wet and smooth glided between her legs and stirred her body all the way up. Her breasts tingled with warmth while her hips shuddered and moved with uncontrollable desire. All the previous attention had her so ready that as soon as Di’s questing tongue found the nub of her clitoris, she felt the rising tide of an impending climax. It came a moment later. Di had to hold her hips in place as she gyrated, wild with passion. Her mind seemed to leave her body for an unknown time, soaring into a vast space of blazing white light and burning suns. She tried greedily to grasp and hold unto the explosions that shook her until her body collapsed at last with utter exhaustion.


***



The next day and the one afterward passed in a haze of sensual delight. Di had become utterly fascinated with the sexual responses of her new body. She wanted to stay in bed, taking time out only for necessities. Carol was willing and it was both fun and exciting to watch and participate in each new discovery.


One afternoon they were sitting up together in bed, leaning back on pillows propped against the headboard. They had enjoyed another bout of lovemaking followed by a shower and they both felt lazy and relaxed. Carol had made the bed with the satin sheets she kept for special occasions—making love with Di had turned out to be a special occasion, and how! The top sheet was drawn up to their waists. Carol had talked Di into putting on a flimsy nightie just as she had. She liked to see Di dressed in something sexy, and she knew that Di loved seeing her that way, too. She was still getting Di used to wearing feminine garments, but she was taking to them more and more.


Di began walking her fingers up and down Carol’s thigh over the slickness of the satin sheet. “It’s strange. I look at you and make love to you through the eyes of a man; yet as I do, my body responds like a woman’s. It is the oddest sensation—and yet, I love it! I wonder if this is how women born as lesbians feel.”


“Who knows? The sex gates have sure made it easy to experience the delights of sex both ways, though, haven’t they?”


Di gave a rueful laugh. “I don’t know if ‘easy’ is quite the word I’d use. I had a rough adjustment at first, although I have to admit these last few days with you have given me hope that I can learn to appreciate life as a woman. I miss being a man, but…” Her hand covered Carol’s thigh and squeezed gently. “…but you’ve taught me how wonderful a female orgasm feels.”


“Are you curious yet about how it feels with a man?”


“A little.” Di’s dark eyes gazed into hers, begging for understanding. “I’m not sure if I could live my whole life never finding out.”


“I can understand that.” Carol touched Di’s hand and entwined her fingers with hers. “I wonder what the future holds. We’ve avoided talking about it.”


“I know. Plus, you’ve gotten involved with Kathy, and you can’t drop her. I was thinking about it today. When we see her again, will she want to make love to both of us? And will I even want to be with her?”


“Close your eyes and imagine it.” Carol turned her head and watched Di, thinking how pretty she was, with the same long brown lashes that Dan had possessed. Too long and pretty for a man, as she had often teased him. But perfect as part of her new, feminine body.


Di’s fingers tightened in her grasp and Carol chuckled. “Must be a good vision, huh?”


Di opened her eyes. “Mmm, yes. I guess I could go to bed with Kathy, if it comes to that and she wants me. It’s you that I love, though. Never forget that.”


“How could I?” Carol answered. “Even as a woman, you’re enticing.” She shifted to the side so that Di’s breasts were easy to reach. She cupped them each for a moment, then left her hand curled around one and fondled it through the silkskin fabric of the nightie, teasing the nipple and moving Di’s breast under her hand.


“Mmmm. That feels so nice. Especially when you tease my nipples. Women have an advantage; more erogenous zones. Men’s nipples are sensitive but nothing like this—not to even mention the rest of the breast!”


“Uh huh.” Carol gazed fondly at Di. Her eyes were closed again. A tiny smile tilted the corners of her lips. Carol thought of what she was doing; holding the resilient weight of Di’s breast in her hand, and caressing it in the same fashion she liked to have her breasts caressed. There was no way a man could know how to do it right, but a woman knew how it felt. Dan came the closest, she remembered.


“Carol, sweetie, know what?” Di murmured.


“What?”


“I’d love to have your mouth where your hand is.”


“Again? So soon?”


“I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of it. Or enough of you.”


Carol ran her finger along the seam of the silkskin nightie, activating the static charge that had held it closed. She pulled the clingy garment to each side, baring Di’s breasts. She leaned over and took the nipple of the closest into her mouth and sucked while her other hand strayed to the rising mound of her other breast. The nipple there was already erect and rubbed against her palm. She twirled her tongue around the one in her mouth then took as much of the breast into her mouth as she could. Di’s chest rose and fell and Carol knew that in a few more moments they would be locked together again.


As Carol sat up to shed her nightie, the doorbell rang. “Who could that be?”


Di groaned with frustration. “Tell them to go away. We’re busy.”


Carol bent and brushed her lips with a quick kiss. “I’ll take care of whoever it is.”


She stepped over to the closet, pulled out a robe and shrugged into it. She tied the belt and hurried toward the front door. Probably some old friend. But why hadn’t they called first?


She stopped at the front entrance and touched the one-way viewtab to see who was there before opening the door. The barrier became transparent. She found herself looking up into the face of a tall, handsome young man. He stood in a relaxed, proud stance, his sleek black hair combed casually back over his head. Something about his handsome face rang a bell deep in Carol’s mind. She knew this man, but she couldn’t quite place where she knew him from. Finally, she asked, “Who is it?”


“Don’t you recognize me, Carol?” The voice was a deep baritone that resonated pleasantly through the speaker.


Carol peered closer. “You look familiar, but—” Recognition clicked into place. “Kathy! Oh, no! What have you done?”


“If you’ll let me come in, I’ll tell you.”


“Oh. Sure.” Carol shook her head, feeling dazed. She unlocked the door. This was incredible. Kathy a man! Had she been in some kind of accident with injuries that could only be cured by going through a sex gate? Or maybe an illness? Or had she been caught up in a bizarre occurrence like what had happened to Dan?


The door swung open and Carol stepped back with a little gasp. The man who filled her entranceway was big, a glorious hunk of a male that exulted sexuality.


The man who had been Kathy stepped inside, then lifted Carol’s hand from the doorknob and closed the door behind him. He looked down at her with the same happy, ready-for-anything expression Kathy always wore, but here it was in a roughened, male countenance. Why, he even wore a slight five o’clock shadow.


“Kathy, what…what happened? Were you…?”


“I’m fine, love. Come on, let’s sit down. He glanced at his thumbnail and saw nothing there. “Have to get a new watch implanted,” he said, as if that were his one concern in the world.


Carol let him lead the way to the den, admiring the set of his broad shoulders on the way. He was wearing a formfitting shirt made from the same material as velvetin, although somewhat thicker, tucked into a pair of new jeans. She could easily see the play of his muscles beneath the shirt as he walked. His stride had a peculiar gait to it that didn’t quite suit a large man—then it occurred to her. Of course! His mind was telling his body to walk like a woman would. He hadn’t even had time to get used to that part yet!


The man stood in the middle of the den for a moment, scrutinizing Carol with a steady gaze from dark brown eyes. “Hey, you look like you need a stiff drink, sweetheart.” He raised his brows in query, a mannerism that Kathy used.


“I…I…”


He laughed with deep throaty humor. “Uh huh. Got you out of bed, didn’t I? Sorry. You may as well go bring Di in.”


The color rose in Carol’s face but she shook off the momentary embarrassment. It wasn’t like Kathy didn’t already know almost everything about her.


“All right.” She retreated, almost running, and heard a merry baritone chuckle follow her from the den.


“It’s Kathy! She’s gone through a sex gate!” Carol burst into the bedroom. Startled, she saw that Di was no longer in the bed.


“I know,” Di said from the closet, where she was looking for clothes she could pull on in a hurry. “You had the door sound activated.” She looked over her shoulder at Carol. “You’d better go throw on some clothes, too. I think we’ll be up for a while.”


Carol went back to her bedroom and dressed in panties, jeans and a velvetin blouse. The blouse had a cunning little vest to go with it that hung open far enough to cover the points of her nipples beneath the velvetin. She slid her feet into sandals and headed back to the den.


Di was already there, standing on tiptoe to give Kathy’s male avatar a big hug. She looked up at him, then stepped back. “Wow! I thought you were a knockout as a woman, but you’re even better as a male! What are you calling yourself?”


“Kat. It’s easy to remember; it was my nickname when I was a little girl.”


“Cat, as in a furry animal?” Carol walked slowly forward, her emotions once again thrown into confusion. How was she supposed to adjust to this new development in her life? There had been so many changes lately—a wave of dizziness passed over her and she stopped.


“Pronounced the same, but I’ll spell it with a K. Carol, please close your mouth. From your expression, you’d think I had come back from the dead.”


Carol fought down an outburst of hysterical laughter. “No, that was Dan. Kathy…Kat, I mean. Why?”


Kat took two strides that covered the distance between them. He gave Carol’s cheek a reassuring pat, then with the gentle pressure of his hand on her shoulder, he guided her over to the lounger. Di was already sitting there with her legs crossed, her eyes sparkling with interest at this new development. She had dressed in a pair of denim shorts that ended at mid-thigh and a short-sleeved pullover. As usual, she hadn’t bothered with a bra; she didn’t like the arduous process of putting one on and followed Carol’s example of not wearing one around the house—and hardly ever in public.


Carol sat down beside Di and reached out for the glass that was already filled with Coke and—she tasted; rum, as usual. She and Dan had gotten started on Bacardi Light while growing to adulthood and they both favored it. They had also gotten Kathy, now Kat, into the habit, though she preferred it in a punch. Would he? Carol shook her head. Why was she worried about such a minor thing? All these changes were making her crazy.


She slugged down one rum and coke, and wondered if the sex gates were going to change her, too—into an alcoholic. She’d drunk her share getting used to these upheavals. But by the time she’d started sipping on her second drink, the alcohol had helped. Her mind slowed and she was able to take a deep breath again.


While she settled down, Kat waited patiently, making small talk with Di about the changes he was getting used to; he made a joke out of most of them.


Finally, Carol could stand it no longer. She shoved her drink to one side, determined to face what had happened. “But Kat, why? I thought you were happy as a woman. And…”


“And we had something going, yes. But Carol, as much as we enjoyed being together, I knew you missed having a man make love to you, and I know you want a family one day. No, don’t deny it, and don’t feel like you were deceiving me. I loved every minute of it, and you did, too. But let’s face it; I’ve always been curious about what it would be like to be a man, and of course you both know how I enjoyed sex with women. So, when Dan accidentally went through a sex gate, I decided the time for a change had come.”


Kat took a big sip of his drink and continued. “I care about you both. And you two love each other. As soon as Di walked in here after her change, I figured that sooner or later you two would wind up in bed again. Was I right?”


Carol nodded dumbly. She felt the touch of Di’s hand on her thigh. She glanced at her. She was smiling her familiar sweet smile.


Kat was continuing. “Meanwhile, I was curious about life as a guy. Too curious to wait years and years before I made the change. What the hell, life is an adventure! And it occurred to me that I could serve you two better in this situation as a male.”


Carol gulped at the word ‘serve.’ She glanced at Di and saw her eyes had gone wide.


Kat shared a frank smile with the two stunned women. “Hey, Carol is getting all the female-on-female sex she needs from you, Di. Meantime, I’m sure you’re starting to wonder how it feels to have a man inside you. And maybe Carol misses it, too. So here I am.”


He leaned back in the lounger and tossed his head, his eyes flashing with male pride.


“Wow, I can’t believe you’ve made the adjustment so fast. I’m still struggling with it.” Di stared at Kat in amazement.


“Well, I went through the gate willingly, don’t forget. And I’m motivated to adjust. I can’t wait to sleep with two such beautiful women. What do you think? You’ll have a male around the house and Mrs. Grundy will keep her nose out of our affairs.”


“I’m not sure how I feel about this.” Di’s face sobered. Carol felt her fingers tighten on her thigh, as if seeking assurance. “I’m struggling with what’s happened to me—and now this. I don’t know when—if ever—I’ll be ready to make love with a man.”


“Kath—Kat, it’s way too much to take in all at once. For all practical purposes, you’re a stranger to me. And to Di, too,” Carol said.


“Of course. I never expected to walk in here and have you both drag me off to bed and jump my bones. But am I welcome? I can leave if you’d like some time to get used to the new me.”


Carol was surprised that it was Di who came to a decision first.


“Of course you’re welcome, Kat. Just don’t rush things. Okay?”


“I won’t, I promise. Carol?”


“Kath—Kat, you’re always welcome in our home.” She forced a smile. “At the very least, it will be nice to have someone tall enough to clean the top of the fridge.”


Kat laughed. He got up and strode around the den, as if testing the limits of his male body.


Carol had to admit that he was one of the handsomest men she had ever encountered. The more she observed him, the more she could see some of Kathy in him, but it was Kathy’s voluptuous body turned into the male form, big and muscular, without the artificiality of the muscle-building drugs some men took.


She became aware that her body was responding and moisture was pooling between her legs. If she didn’t grab this man, some other woman surely would!


***



Over the next several days, Carol gradually became used to having Kat in the house. The fact that she’d already lived with him when he had been Kathy made it much easier to get her head around this new sex change, and having known Kathy for so long, and recently so intimately, took much of the strangeness out of the picture. When they had finally gone to bed that first night, neither she nor Di had tried to conceal the fact that they were heading to the same bedroom together. Kat had smiled and yawned without protest, perhaps glad to rest after long hours of talking and having way too much to drink.


Once alone together, Carol and Di discussed the possibility of one or both of them sharing a bed with Kat. Di encouraged her to do so. Carol found it hard to resist Di’s arguments about how frustrating it must be for a man to live in the same house with two very attractive, curvaceous young women. She loved Kathy and Kathy had become Kat, a sexy male who needed to experience sex for the first time as a male. And Kat had made it clear that he didn’t intend to try out his maleness with any other women.


The next evening as Carol was preparing a meal, Kat offered to help. Di was out shopping.


“Sure, you can peel the potatoes and slice the tomatoes for the salad. It’s not like Di is much help in the kitchen yet. She can do a few things well, but doesn’t know much about spices and has a very limited repertoire.”


Before they could get started with the meal, the phone rang. Carol plucked the kitchen extension off its holder.


“Hello.”


“Hi, love. It’s Di. I wanted to call and tell you I’ll be a bit late tonight. I ran across an old girlfriend and she needs some advice.”


“Love problems?”


“She’s thinking about going through a sex gate.”


“Hmm. Well, you’re a good one to advise her. I’ll leave the light on.”


“Thanks. Have fun.”


Carol put her hand over Kat’s to stop him before he started on the vegetables. “That was Di. She won’t be in until late. How about skipping a big meal and snacking instead?”


Her throat went dry as she waited for Kat’s response. She knew that Di had made up some excuse to stay away. Kat’s mounting sexual frustration had been obvious all day long. If Carol didn’t do something, Kat might leave. And she found she wanted to be the one to share his first experience as a man. Besides, he was one hunk of a male and she needed a male. She could tell that Kat knew it, too,


Kat gazed down at her with his dreamy eyes, admiring her body but not leering. Carol’s nipples hardened and her legs wobbled as her growing awareness of his male presence beside her dominated her thoughts. He was as handsome as any man she had ever seen and Di had added to his dashing look by teaching him how to dress as a man. He wore a simple blue shirt and light jeans, with a single item of jewelry, a gold sand dollar worn around his neck on a heavy matching gold chain.


A definite sexual tension crackled in the air, almost like static electricity. She smoothed down the skirt of the sundress she wore, aware that her breasts were bare beneath the thin fabric. As usual, she was braless. Nothing but this wisp of a dress and her panties stood between her and nudity. Kat’s eyes seemed to penetrate the thin fabric. She had to resist the magnetic pull of his gaze or she would have simply fallen into his arms and let him have her right then. It was hard to believe someone who’d been a woman a mere week ago could encompass so much physical maleness in one gorgeous hunk of a body, but Kat had managed it.


Carol flexed her fingers. They itched to grab him. She was almost certain how this evening would end.


Kat smiled. “Snacks sound great. You can’t believe how hungry I am.” He began to gather snack items from the pantry and cooler.


Carol blinked in surprise as he turned away from her. The moment had passed, but Carol knew another would come soon.


A few minutes later they were sitting together in the den, sipping at White Zinfandel and munching on cheese and crackers and boiled shrimp left over from the day before. When Carol sat down, it was beside Kat, not on the other end of the lounger. She could feel the sexual tension, but it wasn’t quite so intense; it made her think of an aura hovering over them both. She knew the tension would draw them closer and closer together, impelling them to realize and fulfill both their desires.


By the time the snacks had disappeared, Carol was on her second glass of wine. She sensed it wouldn’t be much longer. Kat wasn’t going to force the issue, which left it up to her. When he got up to refill their glasses, her heart skipped a beat as she gazed at his tall, muscular figure and imagined what it would be like to be in bed with him.


Kat was almost too passive. Carol indulged in a silent snicker. He was acting more like a she. He needed to get his male hormones flowing with the aggressiveness that would help him in seducing a woman out of her clothes.


“You’ve smiling,” Kat said.


“Whoops. Sorry. Just thinking.”


“About us, I hope.”


“Kat…” Carol reached for her wine glass and took a hurried sip. She set it back on the coffee table and looked at him, then realized she had forgotten whatever it was she had intended to say.


It didn’t matter. As she leaned toward him, Kat interpreted her movement as an invitation. He slipped an arm around her shoulders and gave the slightest of tugs. That was all it took to bring her into his embrace.


 






Chapter Twelve


  


Carol had kissed Kat already, but those had been more like sisterly kisses, given in passing. This was something different; a deep, frankly sexual meeting of lips and tongues with a man who knew intimately how a woman likes to be kissed. Carol felt the urgent response of her body seconds after the embrace began. She opened her mouth willingly for the play of tongues that she loved when it was done right, as was happening now. No one she had been with, except Dan and Kathy, was this expert at it. Despite his change, Kat continued to possess that sensuous talent. He seemed to realize instinctively their disparity in sizes and didn’t try to overwhelm her—but as his mouth possessed hers, she gasped and clung to him, the strength draining from her body. His kisses were like a wine, intoxicating in her mouth, igniting her passion. If she had been standing she thought he would probably have had to hold her up. He was that good.


Just when Carol thought she’d faint with bliss in Kat’s arms, he placed his hand to her breast and began to play with it. A new wave of passion jolted through her, arousing her to act. She broke the kiss for a moment and cupped his face in her hands, gazing into his eyes. They blazed with desire. She knew her face had to be showing the same overwhelming emotion.


“Kat, we can do this in the bedroom. Okay?”


He responded with another brief kiss then stood up and helped her to her feet. Standing so close, even after days of living in the same house, Carol was slightly taken aback by his size. He circled her waist with his strong arm and led her willingly into her bedroom.


Carol’s skin tingled as Kat trailed his finger firmly along the touchtab seam that ran between her breasts and down to her navel. Her dress fell open and she tingled even more as he moved his hands inside and pushed the upper part of the dress over her shoulders and down her arms. She shrugged her shoulders and the garment fell around her feet. She pushed it away with her toes, shedding her sandals in the process. Kat embraced her again.


Carol put her arms around his neck and pulled his lips down to hers. It seemed like he was taller than six three! She pressed her body against his, her bare breasts brushing through a thick mat of hair. He was already rock hard and he prodded her belly right at her panty line. She loved the way he was undressing her; with gentle hands, yet with the confidence of a lover who knew that was what she wanted. She pulled back, letting their lips separate again while he slid his fingers teasingly under the elastic waistband of her panties, then slowly moved his hands down under the bit of fabric and snaked them over her hips. They joined the rest of her clothes on the floor beside the bed.


Carol gave him another quick kiss, then turned the bedspread and sheet back and stretched out on the bed, naked and thoroughly enjoying Kat’s appreciative appraisal of her body. His gaze drank in every inch of her, as if he hadn’t already seen her nude dozens of times when he had been Kathy. She admired Kat, too. It seemed like ages since she had last been to bed with a man.


Kat had much more hair on his body than Dan, or any other man she had been with. She had seen his bare chest already, so the black hair surrounding his nipples and descending in a swath down his belly, thinning toward his sides, was no surprise. Nor were the tight black curls of his pubic hair a startling revelation; she had expected that. What did cause her lips to part and the insides of her thighs to flex was the size of his penis. It wasn’t massive; in fact it was proportional to the size of his body, but she had never been with a man so well endowed.


For some unknown reason, women who went through the sex gates emerged as men who were already circumcised. Scientists went crazy wondering why, but Carol could only admire the result. Kat’s penis stood at an upright angle, large and ready for action. Carol couldn’t keep her gaze off it as he slid into bed beside her.


“Quite a sight, isn’t it?” Kat’s eyes glowed with a possessive pride.


“How does it feel?” Carol would never have asked such a question of a man, but Kat had been a woman a few days ago.


“Incredible. You wouldn’t believe the sensation when it fills with blood. I can’t wait to find out how it feels inside your body.”


Grinning, Kat reached over and gathered her into an embrace. She was almost sorry that she couldn’t see his body any more—he was a true feast for the eyes. But then his lips came down over hers, tongue already busy, and she drowned in the sensual feel of his strong muscles pressed against her. His hand began to roam from her knees to her neck, pausing at strategic places to stimulate her—as if she needed it. She liked the way his large hands moved over her flank and covered her breasts, as if they had been designed especially for his grasp.


Carol groaned with anticipation. She was ready, but she wanted to feel him first, to get him in her hand and measure his length and girth; to stroke the satiny hardness she knew was waiting for her touch. She wanted to know each intimate detail of the contours of the head and crown that would soon be moving inside her. She reached down between their bodies and grasped him. She could barely circle the shaft with her small hand, but soon she no longer wanted to; she wanted it in her, buried in her to its full length.


“Kat, please, do it,” she begged, letting him go and urging him over her and between her legs.


“Believe me, I’m ready.” Kat’s voice had turned into a low, sexual growl. “If I don’t get inside you quick, I’m going to go off here. Now I know how men feel.”


As soon as he was in position, Carol reached down to guide him in. His first thrust spread her outer lips and then pushed past the inner ones, an irresistible force that kept moving deeper. She lifted upward, helping him get deep inside her, until their bodies touched and his groin was tight against hers.


“Oh, sweet honey in the rock,” Kat murmured, his arms tightening around her. “It’s like being sheathed by liquid heat.”


“Are you liking it?”


“Liking it? I’m about to explode.”


Carol laughed and folded her legs over his body. She clutched his back, holding him down, wanting to have all his weight resting on her for a moment.


It was like no sex she had experienced before. Compared to her petite body, he was massive. When he began thrusting into her it was like being fucked by a mountain—a mountain that was a volcano getting ready to explode. There was no way she could have stopped him had she wanted to; and she didn’t want to. He was like a force of nature atop her, surrounding her, acting on her with all the fury of a hurricane.


When he came, his body pounded on hers like an avalanche, each rapid fire thrust hitting her like a boulder rolling over her with bruising force. The overwhelming experience tore a scream of delight from her as she came, too. She could no more have resisted the blissful explosion in her body than she could have stopped a detonation of dynamite.


As Kat’s thrusts slowed and stopped, Carol went limp. Every muscle in her body had gone rigid during the throes of her orgasm and it was painful for a moment when the tension ebbed at last. She sighed and became aware of his heavy body holding her in place.


“My God, Carol! That was wonderful.” Kat managed a husky murmur. She could feel his racing heartbeat next to her chest and hear the rapid intake of breath.


“Oh, yes, yes. I loved it.” Carol smoothed her hands over his back in slow, sweeping motions. He was still inside her. Some areas of his skin were raised in tiny ridges. She wondered what they were then suddenly remembered how she had dug her nails into his back, trying to pull him into her upper body while he thrust into her.


“Oh, double damnation, Kat, I didn’t mean to claw you!” She touched the little areas with her fingertips, knowing that the scoring of her nails must have hurt.


“You did? I didn’t feel a thing.” Kat nibbled at her ear lobe.


Carol shivered, despite having experienced a breathtaking climax.


“Well, I’m sorry. I’ll try not to do it again.”


“Don’t worry. Any time you can make me feel as good as that did, be my guest.”


Carol giggled. “Mmm. You’ve got another experience coming, but let’s save that for tomorrow.”


Kat rolled to his side, bringing Carol with him. He had stayed firm, and his penis was large enough that they had no problem staying connected. Carol exulted in the pleasant stroking of his hands. He was paying close attention to her after their orgasms. Most men failed to recognize how loved and appreciated that made a woman feel. When she finally felt him slip loose, he rolled onto his back and felt for hand towels on the lower shelf of the bedside table. Some things never changed.


Later that night they made love again. This time their pace was slower and not quite so intense, but it went on and on until Carol thought she would break into tiny pieces and never get back together again. She realized then how much she had been missing sex with a man, despite how pleasant her experiences had been with Kathy and Di. On the other hand, she enjoyed handling another woman’s body and being touched and loved in return. Could it be that she was a bisexual? It didn’t seem important one way or another at the moment. All she knew was that she had both a male and female lover, both of whom she cared for deeply. What else could a woman want?


***



Carol was up first the next morning. She left Kat sleeping, noting with amusement the beginning of a morning erection. Apparently, Kat was a normal man in every way. She wondered what he’d had been doing about it, but suspected that the orgasms with her last night hadn’t been his first. She and Dan had had some frank conversations about sex and she knew that men usually masturbated every few days if they were without a sex partner.


Carol showered, pulled on a robe and slipped into house shoes. If events warranted, she would dress later. At the moment, she was ravenous; good sex always made her hungry the morning after.


Di had returned sometime during the night and was already up and dressed in casual jeans and top. She was busy stirring batter for some popovers when Carol discovered her.


The noise the mixer made prevented Di from hearing Carol as she came up behind her former brother and slipped her arms around her waist. She kissed the side of her neck through the loose strands of the dark curls caressing Di’s shoulders.


“Whoops! You rat, you almost made me drop the batter!”


Carol laughed and nuzzled her some more, not letting her turn around.


“Boy, you’re in a fey mood this morning. Last night must have been a whopper.”


“In a word, literally.” Carol laughed, letting Di slip free as the mixer died.


“Is that good or bad? No woman ever told me.”


“I would have, had you asked. Want to know the truth?”


“I think I’d better hear it before I get surprised.”


“The best size is one big enough to fuck, but not quite too big to suck. There. Now you know.”


“And our gentleman?”


Carol laughed and leaned forward to kiss Di for the first time. “So far I’ve only tested the first, but gauging by eye, I’d say we have a perfect fit.”


“We?”


“Of course, Di. I’m willing to share some of the fun.”


Di seemed to consider this for a moment. “Well, since you’re not finished testing, I’ll give you one more night. Then, young lady, I’d like to have you back in my bed.”


“But what about you and Kat?” Carol insisted.


Di chewed on her lip. “I’ve thought about it, a lot. Maybe those hormones are kicking in, after all. I’m starting to get mighty curious. And it would make it easier that Kathy and I were lovers before all this. At some point I’ve got to move on to, uh, bigger things.”


Carol giggled at the word play.


“If that’s me you two are laughing over, I’m innocent,” Kat said. He was leaning against the entrance to the kitchen, hips akimbo.


“No, you’re not, but never mind,” Carol said. “Let’s go sit down while Di puts the popovers in the oven.”


“Popovers. Yum. I hope you made lots of them.” Kat moved over to Di and hugged her, then planted a kiss on her lips.


“I did.” Di smiled and kissed him back, eliciting a look of surprise from Kat.


Carol watched with approval. Di was getting there. It was going to work out. The only problem she could see on the horizon was who would sleep with whom and when, but she was feeling too good to worry about it.


***



Di left after breakfast, telling Carol as they finished brushing their teeth that she would be back late again. “When we see each other tomorrow, if you look as smug as you do today, you’re liable to make me want to see what I’m missing.”


Carol hugged Di in a tight, loving embrace. “Di, you were the most wonderful brother a girl could ever ask for, and you’re the best sister, too. I love you either way!”


“Same here, sis. Have fun!” Di left almost immediately afterward. Carol went to join Kat in the den, their usual haunt.


“Has Di gone?” Kat asked, first thing.


“Uh huh. She said she’s giving us one more day to have fun, and then she wants a little bit herself.”


“With me?”


“Mmm. No, not quite yet, but Kat…it’s coming. Trust me. And sooner than you think!”


Kat nodded. “I’ll be ready. But, I do have to go back to work next week. I got some medical leave because of the sex change, but it’s ending soon.”


“I know.” Carol sighed. “I need to take another photography assignment soon myself, before the editors forget my name. But that’s all the more reason to enjoy this time together.”


“I agree.”


“So what shall we do today to get things off to a good start?” Carol asked, already knowing the answer.


Kat appeared to muse over possibilities before he spoke. “Well, we can sit here and enjoy each other’s company for a little while, then go to bed, then order in something to eat, then repeat for the afternoon. How’s that?”


“Sounds like a good plan to me,” Carol agreed, a laugh in her voice.


Kat stretched his long legs out and told the big screen to turn on so they could see if they were missing any world-shaking events. “Good. You know, love, there’s one big difference I’ve found since becoming a man.”


“Only one?”


“Well, actually a lot, but this one in particular. It’s the matter of having erections. I’ve discovered why men are always so horny. They can’t help it. When you have an erection, there’s nothing you desire more than to do something about it. Like in the morning. I knew men had erections in the morning, but never realized how deprived you feel if you stay hard very long without an ejaculation. If you can stick it out for a few minutes it goes down, but then all the time, the damnedest things will set it off again. Just the sight of you, or some good-looking babe on the screen or while out and around gets it to stirring—and it’s very hard to resist. Poor fellows, they—I mean we—have a hard time of it, no pun intended.”


Carol patted his thigh and glanced up from where her hand lay. It was very easy to see what he was talking about. She found it hard to imagine having intense sexual urges while out in public, or waking up ready to go. Unless you had been there, you couldn’t possibly understand it; not completely, not ever.


“I’ll have to take your word for it, at least until I get old. Then if the sex gates are still around, I’ll find out.” Carol moved her hand up to his chest and tugged playfully at some hair. “I wonder if I would turn out to be as hairy as you.”


“That’s another thing that’s hard to get used to, having hair all over my body, not to mention having to wipe off my whiskers every morning. I’m tempted to wipe some of the body hair off like some men do, except it would be so much trouble.”


“Oh no, don’t do that. I love a hairy man. In fact, most women like to see some hair on men’s bodies. It makes them look more masculine.”


“You really like it?”


Carol slid her fingers over his muscles, feeling his chest hair moving against her palm and between her fingers. “I do. You have more than most men, but that’s fine. And don’t worry; you don’t have too much. I promise.”


Touching and running her hands over his chest made Carol feel sexy—and she couldn’t help noticing that it had aroused Kat. He was wearing less than she had come to breakfast in, a pair of pajama bottoms instead of a robe. She saw his erection rising under the cloth and suddenly wanted to be in bed with him again.


“Come with me,” she said.


Carol got up and went to the cooler with Kat trailing along. She removed a half full bottle of the sweet but powerful blackberry brandy and pushed a small osmotic cooler under the icemaker. She smiled at Kat. “Grab some glasses and the ice and come on. I have a feeling you’re going to need a strong drink before long!”


***



Carol allowed Kat to finish about half of the first brandy over ice while she settled for somewhat less, herself. They were on the bed, but Carol had exchanged her robe for a short-sleeved silk wrap that she closed with a loose knot in the belt. It stopped above her knees and had already crept most of the way up her thighs. She teased Kat while they talked by playing with his body over and around where his pajamas were sticking up like a thick tent pole was beneath them. Occasionally, she touched his penis lightly through the fabric, teasing herself as well.


Kat set his partially full glass of brandy on the bedside table. Carol decided that it was time. Kat had come to the same conclusion. He ordered the bed’s computer controls to reduce the backrests and took her into his arms even before they were lying back on their pillows.


Carol held Kat’s lips in a deep kiss while he pulled loose the knot that held her wrap closed. He pushed the silk away and bared her breasts, settling his big hands over them. Her nipples enlarged and tightened. She broke their kiss, pulling his face down. Her eyelids fluttered closed as he took first one then the other nipple into his mouth. Her desire aroused, Carol sat up and let him pull the wrap off her shoulders, then pushed him down onto his back.


Carol liked to undress a man, too, but Kat was so engorged that she had a problem getting his pajama bottoms over his fully erect and waiting penis. Finally, she pulled them from under his hips and on down his legs while shifting her body farther down in the bed.


“You have a lovely cock.” She enclosed it in her hand, her fingertips barely touching. Kat made a little noise that was indecipherable but plainly expressed his pleasure. Carol stroked its length with a light touch, enjoying the silky feel of his skin stretched over the swollen pole. She moved her body between his legs and rested partially on her side, with one elbow supporting her. She used her other hand to explore his balls and scrotum, enjoying the way they moved under her fingers.


Kat made another noise and Carol knew he was as ready as he was ever going to be. She lowered her lips to the swollen head and moved slowly down on him. Her lips widened as they passed over the biggest part, then narrowed slightly to close over the indentation below the crown before passing on down the shaft. He was so big that she couldn’t take all of him into her mouth, but she knew that didn’t matter. His gasp of surprise when her mouth enclosed him told her that he hadn’t expected such a difference between her vagina and her mouth. It was Dan who had assured her that there definitely was; not better, just an entirely different sensation.


Carol would have smiled, but her mouth was full. She could feel the engorged head bumping her palate and pressing firmly down the length of her tongue as she began moving her lips up and down, keeping it slow at first so that he wouldn’t go off too fast. She wanted him to enjoy his first experience of oral sex. She tried to judge how close he was to a climax by the noises he made and the way he tangled one hand in her hair and slipped the other under her arm and closed it over her breast.


As Carol increased her tempo, Kat matched it with the rhythmic movement of his hands on her breast. He knew how hard to squeeze, neither too gentle nor too firm. The heat of his touch spread through her body, as if oil had soaked her skin and been set alight


Carol bobbed her head over him faster and faster. She knew he was getting close, but he surprised her. He filled her mouth so well that she didn’t feel the preliminary throb and jerking that came before climax. Instead, warmth burst into the back of her throat. Before she could get adjusted, his semen filled her mouth. As she moved up and down, more hit her tongue. The taste and texture was familiar, but the volume was amazing. She sucked and swallowed and listened to his cries of ecstasy while his semen gushed into her throat.


Some drops escaped her mouth and ran down the shaft as she continued to minister to him. When he finally slowed, Carol sucked hard, bringing the last of his moisture onto her tongue where she could swallow at her leisure.


It took Kat long minutes to quiet down after he was finished. Carol continued to hold him in her mouth, moving her lips up and down to let him eke out the last bit of joyful sensation before she released him. When she did, she licked at the few drops of semen that had escaped. God knows there had been enough of it! It had been quite an experience. She grinned, wondering if she should warn Di before she tried it. Or shucks, why not let her be surprised, too?


“Lord, Carol,” Kat gasped. “No wonder men always want a blow job. That was incredible!”


“I’m not finished yet,” Carol said. While Kat was still firm, she moved up and got both her legs outside of his, then sat up and straddled him. She eased her hips down and used one hand to position him, then lowered her body on his shaft, feeling him slide into her. She began rocking back and forth.


Kat had recovered enough by this time to enter into the next phase. Carol closed her eyes. As she rocked, he stayed hard and played with her breasts, fondling them with his fingers. Each touch sent streaks of fire zinging down her nerve endings. With a moan, she leaned forward so that he could take her nipples into his mouth. His warm tongue and full lips laved and sucked at them until she feared they might burst into flame.


As Carol’s orgasm began to build, she stretched her legs out on each side of Kat, grinding her mons against his pubic bone, initiating even more friction than when she was straddling him. Her climax came, rocking her body with a fierceness that endured until she was totally exhausted.


***



When Carol woke up again after a brief doze, she realized she was folded back against Kat spoon fashion. His hand cupped her breast and his breath tickled her hair. With a smile, she savored the warmth that radiated like a furnace from Kat’s big frame.


She yawned and very carefully removed his hand and slid out from under his embrace. She didn’t want to wake him. She had fallen asleep before going to the bathroom. Having hand towels handy was nice, but that didn’t cover everything.


Kat slept on while she went back to her room where she washed and used the bidet. She decided to dress and chose a casual toga, one of the new fashions for both men and women that had started a short time before the appearance of the sex gates. Panties beneath and a pair of sandals completed the costume. She pinched her forefinger and thumbnail together and saw that it was already past one; they had slept longer than they intended.


Before leaving the bathroom Carol took a Nohang pill to dissipate the last residue of their alcohol consumption. She brewed coffee in the kitchen and then headed for the den where she turned on the big wall screen to see what was happening in the world. Lately, the changes in her own life had overwhelmed her interest in outside events.


The sex gates were in the news, as usual. Congress was considering new legislation to stop Social Security checks to anyone who went through a sex gate, after a six-month grace period. That was no surprise. So many older people were exchanging their aged bodies for new young ones that something had to be done before the government went bankrupt.


The new Church of the Gates was flourishing, with its flamboyant high priest, Messilinda. That wasn’t news either, but the speculation that Messilinda had previously been a hundred-year-old man was. It was unusual for a person that old to survive a trip through the gate.


Carol felt hands on her shoulder. She twisted around to see Kat standing behind the lounger. He leaned down and kissed her. His breath smelled of mint and man. She got up while he came around the lounger to give her a proper embrace and kiss. The pleasant odor of Old Spice, the cologne she liked best on a man, wafted into her nostrils.


“Hi, sweetie.” Kat pulled her down and sat beside her. “Anything new in the world?”


“Nothing but more stuff about the sex gates. They’ve affected everyone in the world in one way or another, haven’t they?”


“Sure ‘nuff. Look at me! Hell, I hope they stay around for a thousand years.”


“I’ll be satisfied if they’re here when I’m old, so I can have another life, even if it is as a man.”


“It will be fun, I promise.” Kat propped his feet on the coffee table and wiggled his toes. He was wearing jeans and a short-sleeved red shirt fastened with a nearly invisible touchtab seam. “Are we cooking today or sending out?”


“I don’t feel like cooking.” Carol yawned and stretched luxuriously. “Let’s send out.”


“Suits. Sorry I fell asleep on you.”


“I thought I was the one who went to sleep first. I guess we both had good reason, huh?”


“The best.” Kat rested his hand on Carol’s bare leg above the knee. “I like your toga. It looks great on you.”


“Thanks. You can’t go too wrong by complimenting a woman on her clothes, but I guess that’s one thing you already knew, huh?”


“Yep. Doesn’t hurt to practice, though, especially when it’s true. Of course it’s you that makes the toga look great, not the reverse.”


“Flattery will get you everywhere. Pizza?”


“Why not? It’s one of the major food groups. That and French Vanilla ice cream. I never get tired of either, especially the ice cream.”


“Yeah. Too bad, too. I can eat a quart of it at a sitting and still want more.”


“Me, too, and I had to watch my weight more than you.” Kat touched his phone and ordered for them, simply giving the time. The pizza place already had their address and preference entered in its database.


 






Chapter Thirteen


  


Later that afternoon after the pizza and ice cream had settled, Carol frolicked in the pool with Kat, sans suit. For once she didn’t give a damn who might be watching, either from a helicopter or one of the little private stealth drones that were illegal but hard to keep out of the air. A couple of her girl friends had wound up on web sites with no need for digital foolery; the sex scenes were already authentic.


“I love watching a woman’s breasts bounce when she hurries,” Kat said from where he was stretched out on a big pool lounger, raised to a forty-five degree angle. “I couldn’t do that when I was a woman. Or rather I could, but I knew I looked too ridiculous. My breasts were too big.”


Carol laughed and wrung water from her hair. She flung it behind her neck and took a seat by Kat. She cupped her breasts. Strange that she had never thought about what she must look like naked and running along with her breasts bouncing.


“Don’t worry,” Kat said. “You look great. I love blondes. Sometimes I think you’re a separate species from the rest of us.”


“Nope. We can breed with humans. Same species.”


“Speaking of…”


“Breeding?”


“No, just the motions.” He winked at her.


Carol stood up and stretched, gazing at Kat as she did. His penis, already at half mast, rose to full sail. She bubbled with laughter. “I love to watch while a man gets an erection. It’s so fascinating.”


“That it is. And remember what I said about erections?”


“Remind me,” Carol said with mischief in her voice.


“How about me demonstrating?”


“Okay, big boy. Stand up.”


Kat did so, towering over her. Carol put her hand on his penis and stroked its hard length. Kat began fondling both her breasts as they stood close. As he looked down into her eyes and she gazed up into his, gratitude welled up in her that Kathy had followed her star. She wanted to make him as happy as she was, and she hoped that he in turn would teach Di what it meant to be a woman—when the time came.


***



Later that evening, Carol sat with Kat in the den. She had released his erect penis from the pair of boxer shorts he was wearing and was playing with it. She was pleased that he could have an erection after a day of lovemaking, but then he had the body of an eighteen-year-old. They sat on the S loveseat facing each other, with the divider between them compressed to its lowest level, a couple of inches high. Carol wore a pair of light green panties that hugged her hips. As Kat talked, he fondled her breast while she played with his penis.


“I hope Di will be this enthusiastic with me.” Kat stopped to take a sip from his drink.


“I’m betting she will. It’s just a matter of her deciding to take the first step.”


“When will that be, I wonder?”


“Well, she’ll be here tomorrow, but she said she wanted to be with me.” Carol winked at Kat. He stuck out his tongue at her in return. “That’s sort of what I want, too,” Carol continued. “I love Di no matter what sex she is. Love is kind of hard to share, but you’re the one exception.”


“I care a lot about Di, too. As well as you. I want to make sure you’re both fully satisfied.”


“And then move on?” Carol asked the question she’d been dreading. Kathy had never stayed long with any lover. Would Kat be any different?


“You know me. I never think that far ahead. All I know is that someday Di is going to want to find out what it means to be a woman, and I suspect you’ll want someone like me to show her.”


“I do. In fact, I was thinking of moving things along. Di expects to sleep with me tomorrow night, but once we’re in bed together I plan to make a suggestion.”


“Can you tell me what?”


Carol slid her hand over the head of his penis and felt a touch of fluid. “Uh huh. I’ll suggest that we let you join us. If I’m there with both of you, I bet she’ll relax and want to learn how this thing works on a woman.” She squeezed the shaft for emphasis. “And a threesome would be something new for me, too!”


Kat grinned. He cupped one of her breasts, then the other, rubbing his thumb over her nipples as he squeezed them. “I don’t suppose these will have anything to do with getting her in the mood, will they?”


“I’ll try not to let them distract her.”


“Yes, but how about me?”


“How about one for each of you? That ought to get you close together!”


“Wouldn’t it!” Kat laughed.


The more she thought about it, the more Carol liked the idea. Telling Kat that she hoped to get the three of them in bed had been a spur of the moment sort of idea, but…oh gosh, she got so mixed up with Kathy as Kat, and Dan as Di and …oh the hell with it. It might be fun. No, it would be fun, being in bed with the two people she loved! Di would go along if she asked her to…oh shucks, she’d have to see how it all worked out.


“Hey, earth to Carol! Wake up!”


Carol blinked and realized that while she had been musing her grip on Kat’s penis had tightened. “Whoops! Sorry, my mind wandered, and don’t ask me where it went.”


“I won’t.”


Carol closed her eyes as Kat started playing with her breasts again, first one, and then the other. Her imagination soared as he did. She couldn’t wait until Di returned and she could try out her idea. In the meantime…She stood up, resplendent in the pale green panties, her breasts standing out firmly. She knew what kind of picture she presented and Kat confirmed it.


“Girlfriend, you’re lovely. Why did we wait so long? Think of all the time we’ve wasted.”


“Well, let’s not waste any more of it!” Carol held her hand out as if Kat needed help to get up. He didn’t, but he accepted her proffered hand, then brought it to his mouth and licked at the palm.


“Even that turns me on,” Carol said. “Come on. Let’s go breathe heavy again.”


***



When Carol got up the next morning, she found Di already up and in the kitchen. She had eggs stirred into a pan ready to scramble and sausage patties ready to be cooked in another. Little loaves of French bread were split open and she was busy with the butter dish and a knife, getting them ready to be wrapped in foil and placed in the oven.


Carol couldn’t help but grin, thinking about what she had planned. She walked over to where Di was pouring coffee and took her in her arms. Di returned the kiss hungrily, and then stepped back.


“Do I look all right?” She was dressed in a short wraparound skirt of pale blue that resembled denim but was so sheer her legs could be seen beneath it. A matching top hugged her breasts, displaying them like twin trophies ready to be unveiled.


“Ravishing. Poor baby, you’ve been missing all the fun. Or have you?”


“If you’re talking about fun and games in bed, you’re one hundred percent right. I can’t wait for tonight.” Di slipped her hand up under the little white velvetin blouse that ended three inches above Carol’s navel. She explored Carol’s breasts as if she was discovering them for the first time while Carol held her by the waist and nuzzled her neck and blew in her ear.


“There’s no rule that says we have to wait until tonight,” Carol teased.


“True, but I need a nap. I had to look in three different stores to find the French bread. Ripple effects from the sex gates are starting to stir up the economy.” Di removed her hand from beneath Carol’s top, leaving her breasts feeling ten degrees warmer than they had been.


“A nap you shall have. I’ll even take one with you. I haven’t had all that much sleep either.” Carol yawned theatrically and winked.


“You couldn’t tell. You look good enough to eat.”


“That can be arranged, too.”


“My, maybe I should skip my nap. Is that lazy hunk out of bed yet?”


“He was in the shower the last time I looked. And he looked good.”


Di’s voice tinkled with mirth. “I think it’s a good thing I’m not going out again. You guys might not let me back in!”


“You might be surprised what we have in store for you.”


“Should I ask?”


“Nope. Wait and wonder. Start the sausage and bread. I’ll go see what’s keeping our token male.”


Kat strolled into the kitchen area. “Token, am I? Just for that, no kisses until after breakfast.”


Di caught Carol’s eye and they both attacked Kat in tandem, smothering his face and neck with sloppy, but very enthusiastic kisses.


“I surrender! Pax! Calf Rope! Bring the handcuffs! No more!” Kat laughed and grabbed each of them about the waist and lifted them from the floor as easily as if they were ten-year-old children rather than mature women.


The threesome spent the day relaxing together, enjoying their new sexual identities. Before the morning was gone, Carol had Kat out of his shirt, leaving him in cutoffs and sandals. She mixed pitchers of lemonade and they headed out to the pool.


It was fun. Carol knew that the sight of her and Di parading around in mere scraps of suits had to be stimulating to Kat, but she hoped the long bouts of exhaustive sex over the past few days had been enough to last him for a while.


Apparently it was, for he offered each of them a chaste kiss when Di said she was ready to call it a day and waved goodbye as they headed for Carol’s room without a word of protest. On the way, Carol checked the time and was surprised that it was only three o’clock. There was lots of time left until tomorrow!


***



Di was more than ready. As soon as Carol closed the bedroom door behind her, Di began to hug and kiss her with enough passion make Carol wonder if she’d been on a desert isle for the last six months.


Carol and Di laughed as they raced to see which one of them could get the other’s bikini off first. Di won by taking her by surprise right at the door. She put both her hands on Di’s breasts, while Di tugged at the knot supporting one side of her bottom. It fell open, hung on one side and between her legs for a moment, then fell to the carpet where her top and Di’s suit already resided.


Since it was Di who had been deprived of sex while Carol was frolicking with Kat, Carol let her take the initiative. Di used her lips and tongue and hands as eagerly as if it were their first time and Carol enjoyed the attention almost as much. Di was a wonderful lover and her caresses made her feel as good as they had when she was Dan. As a woman, Di lacked an obvious piece of equipment, of course, but there was an advantage, too—with the change of gender, Carol had lost the last of her inhibitions about sex with her sibling. They no longer had to worry about their desire to marry, or the possibility of defective offspring. And the fact that they were sisters living together wouldn’t raise an eyebrow, even if the changes in society caused by the sex gates hadn’t been a factor. The release from guilt lowered Carol’s inhibitions to a level where she was willing to do almost anything Di asked her to.


After their first climax, as sharp and sudden as the snap of a whip, Carol lay on her side facing Di while they exchanged languid kisses and let their tongues rove in each other’s mouths in slow, seductive movements, exploring and probing with a promise of renewed passion to come. Carol stroked her hand up and down Di’s side and the smooth curve of her hip and butt, enjoying the silky warmth of her lover’s intriguing contours. Di devoted her attention to Carol’s lush breasts, teasing the sensitive peaks with her thumbs until the pink tips throbbed. Carol loved lying there in a state of languid arousal, her whole body doing a slow burn of desire, teetering on the edge of excitement but enjoying the mounting sensations. She gazed into Di’s brown, long-lashed eyes while they played tag with their lips and their hands roamed over each other’s breasts.


Di fondled her as if she were an erotic toy, stroking her body while kissing her from the neck down through the hollow between her breasts and lower still to her belly and the satiny skin at the hollows of her thighs. Carol threw back her head as the kisses rained down on over her body and pleasure pulsed through her. It was almost more than she could endure—to be the object of lust from both Di and Kat. As she sank back into the pillows, exhausted and satiated, she hoped that each of them would soon be lavishing some of their adoring love on each other.


***



After several bouts of lovemaking, Di and Carol got into the shower together. As Carol soaped up Di’s luscious body, she couldn’t help but fantasize about the three of them together in this shower. Perhaps soon.


After they were finished with the bath towels, Carol stuck her head in the hair dryer for a few minutes, thinking what a tremendous improvement it was over the old hand-held blowers. She didn’t understand the technology, but it worked fine, even on long hair like hers.


Once back in the bedroom, Carol found that she wasn’t sleepy. “I’m going to go bring some cold brandy back here. Want some?” she asked.


“Why not?” Di said. “That little nap between times refreshed me. Maybe we can find something interesting to watch here in bed. Besides you, that is.”


Carol smiled her thanks at the compliment. “Peach, Apricot or Blackberry? Kat restocked the liquor cabinet and I have a bottle of each cold.”


“How about peach?”


“Good. I like that, too.” Carol pulled out one of the short satin wraps that she liked to wear when sitting in bed. As she went out the door, she saw Di looking for another one. They wore the same size and they were already wearing each other’s items.


A wolf whistle greeted Carol as she entered the den. Kat was still up. From the looks of his hair, he had showered, too, and was wearing the bottom half of a pair of white sweats.


“I didn’t think you’d be awake this late.” Carol leaned over to pull the bottle of brandy from a lower shelf of the cooler and felt cool air as her wrap rode up and exposed her long legs. She couldn’t resist a slight, provocative wiggle of her behind.


“I’m glad I was. You make one hell of a sexy picture like that.”


Carol made a kissing motion at him. She decided to stay for a minute or two and see how he was getting along. “Miss me?”


“You bet. I’d like to clone you.”


“Hmm. Wouldn’t that complicate things—even more than they already are?” Carol had a sudden inspiration. It wasn’t that late. Why not take Kat back to the bedroom with her and see what Di’s reaction was? She stood with the bottle in her hand and an ice bucket with two glasses in it.


Kat noticed her hesitation and eyed her with a curious look. “Are you wondering what your clone would think about the idea?”


“No, actually, I was wondering how Di would act if I brought you back to bed.”


“Wow. Do you think she’s finally ready to experience sex with a man?”


Carol made the decision. “How about if we go find out? Get another glass and come on.”


Carol opened the bedroom door and stepped inside. Kat following on her heels. “Look what followed me home, love,” she said brightly. “Can we keep him?”


Di’s lips parted in open-mouthed surprise as she saw the muscular shape looming behind Carol’s slight form. A myriad of emotions flashed across her face—fear, embarrassment, excitement and desire all mingled in a heady brew. The blood rose in her cheeks and for a moment Carol feared she would say no. Then a smile formed on her lips.


“When I was a man, I always wanted to go to bed with two women at once. Since Kat used to be a woman, I guess this is about the closest I’ll ever get.” She scrunched over to make room.


Carol recognized the tentative nature of Di’s acceptance. She was going to let this man who was once a woman in her bed, but she wanted to see how it went. They’d have to take it slow at first, reassure Di and kindle her desires. After that, nature would take over.


She slid into bed next to Di, and Kat got in behind her, lying on the outside. Carol was gratified to see that he stayed quite still, giving her and Di the space to initiate their lovemaking. They had to let Di participate at her pace this first time.


At first they did nothing but talk, the three of them sitting in bed with the backrest up. She and Kat shared his glass of brandy since she couldn’t reach the table. The room temperature was set high enough that they didn’t need a cover, not even a sheet.


Within a few minutes Di made the first comment of a sexual nature. “It looks like that new pet you brought home is growing a third leg.” She looked directly at the subject of her statement. Kat’s sweat bottoms were indeed bulging in a strategic location.


“Wait ‘til you see it when it’s full grown,” Carol laughed. “Why, looking at it is enough to give a woman pleasant dreams. And the rest of him is every bit as delicious, don’t you think?” She winked at Di, inviting her to enjoy this little game. “Look at all this lovely chest hair that we can play with.” She ran her fingers up and down the thickest part of the dark mat in the middle of Kat’s chest. Her fingers stopped where the sweatpants began for fear of stimulating him too much, too soon.


“You’re right, he is kind of cute, too, if you like dark hair and brown eyes.” Di seemed to relax as she entered into the banter.


“What did I ever do to deserve this?” Kat asked, looking up at the ceiling. “I haven’t been to church lately, but I still get rewarded.” He took a big gulp of his brandy, almost finishing the glass.


“Let me have the rest,” Carol said. “After I finish it, I may try to send you to heaven.”


“If you mean what I think you mean, Heaven hardly begins to describe it. Heaven with starbursts and roman candles and an angel to set them off would be more like it.”


“What on earth are you guys talking about?” Di asked, then comprehension dawned. “Oh. Oh! I get it. Is that going to be the end or is it the preliminary bout?”


“Actually, I hope it’s just the beginning and I really hope there’ll be two angels sending this man of ours to heaven.” Carol looked straight at Di. She handed the glass back to Kat, who returned it to the bedside table. Then she spoke to the bed’s controls, telling it to recline without asking whether the others were ready for that step. She heard no objections, though.


Kat tugged the belt loose from Carol’s satin wrap and leaned over to kiss her. The kiss extended and deepened as he pulled the covering off her breasts. When they were bare, he moved his lips to them, tonguing her nipples and taking the areoles into his mouth.


Carol glanced at Di. She lay on her side facing them and watched the proceedings with avid interest. Carol stretched her hand over to the belt of Di’s wrap and tugged. Part of it fell away, leaving one breast exposed and the other covered. Di’s nipples were erect, revealing her arousal although no one had touched her yet. Carol caressed them both, moving her hand in under the satin to get to the one still concealed. She squeezed while the point of Di’s engorged nipple moved against her palm.


A small shudder ran through Di’s body. Her dark eyes filled with hunger. She took a deep breath and shrugged free of her silky garment, becoming the first one to get naked. Her tongue appeared between her lips, making little flicking motions of need, but she didn’t move any nearer to the other two.


Taking the initiative, Carol slid across the sheet, closer to Di’s body. Kat followed her movement, his eyes signaling that he understood what Carol was up to. Smiling, she pushed him onto his back.


Feeling like a choreographer in charge of an intricate ballet, Carol sat up. She was happy and relieved when she felt the touch of Di’s fingers at her shoulders, pulling her wrap off. Two naked and one to go.


Carol’s smile broadened as she touched the bulge of Kat’s erection beneath the sweat pants then began pulling them down. She heard Di gasp when she saw the size of Kat’s shaft.


“When those sex gates take a person apart, they really know how to put them back together again,” Kat commented as Di regained control. His proud grin eased the sudden tension.


Carol ignored the interruption and continued to pull Kat’s sweats all the way down over his feet. She tossed them off the bed and moved up between his legs until her face brushed against the rigid shaft of his penis. She lowered her lips onto it slowly, hoping Di was watching. She heard Kat’s gratifying gasp of pure pleasure as she enveloped him with her wet, warm mouth and closed her lips over the bulbous head. She didn’t know what those first few seconds felt like to a man, but if their reactions were any indication, it was something really special.


Carol began moving her lips up and down in the slow, measured motions that she knew drove a man wild. She wanted to give Di the opportunity to participate in whatever way she desired before Kat became too excited. She tried to keep her attention on what she was doing but she couldn’t help but glance up every few seconds to gauge Di’s reaction.


Behind her, she heard Di’s breathing getting faster. Double damnation, if this wasn’t turning her on, Carol wasn’t sure what would. A moment later she knew the thrill of victory as Di moved closer. As Carol sucked on Kat, Di leaned over Kat’s head and lowered the tip of her breast toward his mouth.


Kat didn’t need an engraved invitation. His head lifted slightly and his lips closed over the nipple, his tongue laving it, while one of his hands caressed Di’s other breast. Di’s eyes fluttered shut and her body shook.


Carol wanted to crow her delight. Di was going to make love to Kat before the night was over; she was sure of it.


As soon as Carol was positive that Di was thoroughly enjoying Kat’s attentions, she speeded up her intimate caresses. Soon, she sensed that Kat was approaching his climax. It came a moment later, his semen gushing into her mouth with the same force and volume as before, but this time she was expecting it.


Di certainly must have understood Kat’s wildly enthusiastic reaction, since she had been in his situation. As if to increase the intensity of his orgasm, Di moved her hands over Kat’s chest and squeezed his male nipples. He gripped her breasts as he yelled out the culmination of his body’s explosion.


***



Carol released Kat from her mouth, rolled over to his other side and stretched out beside him, so that he lay between the two women. She put her tongue in his ear and whispered “Di wants you.” She knew that had to be true. She could tell from Di’s flushed face that she’d been stimulated by the attention Kat had paid to her breasts as well as by the erotic sight of Carol with Kat’s penis buried in her mouth.


Kat gave no sign that he’d heard her, but as she held her breath, he turned in one smooth motion and slid his arm around Di.


“I want to hold you closer,” he murmured in a low, seductive baritone.


Di stiffened for a moment but Kat’s arms were already surrounding her, his hands stroking her naked flesh, his lips brushing against hers. After a moment she gave Kat a shaky smile and as if that were a signal, Kat gathered her tight against him in a passionate embrace.


Carol found herself relegated to the role of spectator for the next several minutes, but the amorous foreplay taking place in the same bed only served to excite her further. Di and Kat were locked together, their mouths grinding, their hands roving over each other’s bodies. Little groans and gasps of pleasure filled the room.


Carol glanced lower and saw that Kat remained erect. She’d planned it that way when she’d gone down on him, knowing that sort of orgasm usually left a man erect and able to go again without needing time to recover. In fact, with his first rush of lust satiated, he would probably be able to stay erect and inside Di even longer than usual. Carol hoped so. She wanted Di’s first sexual encounter to go on for a long time—time enough for Di to fully accept having a man enter her—time enough for her new woman’s body to experience full arousal and the incomparable joy of climaxing from a man’s thrusts.


Moving with the calm authority of the male animal, Kat rolled Di onto her back. Di’s eyes had gone wide, but Kat gave her no time to hesitate. One hand swept between her legs, forcing them open and Carol had a glimpse of the moist pinkness before Kat’s hand concealed it. Good, Di was wet and hot and ready.


Kat’s tongue plunged into Di’s mouth. His hands covered her breasts, squeezing and caressing. He positioned his body between her legs, his rigid shaft probing for her opening.


“Oh, God,” Di gasped, breaking free of the kiss for a moment. A sexual flush covered her face and breasts. “My—” She made a weak gesture toward her lower body. “I want you inside me.”


“I’m ready,” Kat said. He took his shaft in his hand and guided it to her entrance, the head pressing against her hot, swollen flesh. “How does that feel?”


“Good. It feels good.”


“Let me in, just a little.” Kat’s buttocks tightened as he pressed forward. Di’s eyes widened as she felt the head enter her body.


“Almost there,” Kat murmured as if soothing a frightened child. He bent his head and began to kiss Di, his hands caressing her face as he drove his shaft deep into her.


“Ah!” Di wrapped her arms around Kat, her nails digging into his back. As if by instinct, her legs came up to entwine around his waist. Kat was already moving, thrusting in and out to the rhythm of her shrill cries of delight.


Carol lay back in the bed with a pleased smile and listened to Di’s long, drawn out screams of “Ohhhhh, God, God, God, aaiiiii…Oh, God, God, ohhhhhhhh…” Her heart seemed to expand to embrace both of her lovers as the former man and former woman found sexual fulfillment together.


 






Chapter Fourteen


  


Carol cuddled next to Kat while he petted and caressed Di, who lay sprawled on the bed in a posture of complete relaxation. Di had her eyes closed and wore the blissful expression of a woman savoring the first taste of rich chocolate after a long diet.


When Carol saw that Di’s breathing was getting back to normal, she nipped Kat on the shoulder to remind him that she could use some amorous attention, too. He responded by shifting his position so he could offer a shoulder and a comforting arm to both of them. Di opened her eyes. Carol winked at her.


“Watch that first step,” Di murmured. “I felt like I was tumbling down a giant set of stairs way out in space somewhere. Wow. Why did I wait so long?”


“You’re supposed to be asking how soon we can do it again,” Kat chided.


“Oh. Right. How soon can we do it again?”


Kat and Carol both laughed. Carol sat up, then leaned down and kissed Kat. She looked at Di and said, “Come on, sweetie. Let’s run to the bathroom and I’ll show you some other little necessities for a woman after sex.”


As soon as the bathroom door closed behind them, Di put her arms around Carol and drew her into a long kiss. When she broke it, she smiled pensively. “I can still taste Kat when we kiss. You really set him off.”


“It’s not like you haven’t tasted semen before, when I did the same thing to you, then kissed you right after.”


Di grinned a wicked grin. “I’m not complaining—just comparing.”


“Oh. Any difference?”


“Not enough to matter. Well, I’ve learned something else new. Sex with a man is a bit, uh, fluid, isn’t it?”


Carol laughed and hugged her. “That’s a good way to put it. And with Kat it’s more than a bit. He really produces a load. Whoops!”


“What?”


“I was going to let you be surprised the first time you gave him a blow job. I just blew it, no pun intended. He’s a real gusher.”


“What if I decide not to go that far—no, I’ve learned never to say never when it comes to sex. I know what it makes a man feel like, but I can’t imagine doing it yet. Or can I?”


“Don’t go into it with a negative attitude. You may surprise yourself and find that you like doing it to a man you care for, especially if he tells you how much he appreciates it. I enjoyed going down on you while you were a man. I loved making you feel so good.”


“Well, maybe.” Di looked doubtful.


Carol cupped Di’s naked breasts and kissed her again. “It’s fun, really. You wait, you’ll see. You’re going to find out that your mouth is more sensitive than your pussy. You can feel every bit of his cock in your mouth instead of just the friction you feel when you’re fucking. It’s almost like nature designed both mouths and vaginas for a good fit. I like the sensation, and it pleases my man. I like letting a man come in my mouth, too, but you’ll have to experience it for yourself to believe it. Besides, you should be great at it, because you know from experience how you like a woman to do it to you.”


Di pondered. “Everything you’ve said makes sense. Okay, I’ll try it at least. How’s that?”


“Wonderful! But not right now. I want to make more love. Come on, let’s go back to bed!”


Once in bed, Carol found her whole body vibrated with sexual energy in a way she had never experienced before. She lay on her back between Di and Kat and her heart brimmed with love for both her lovers. She sighed as Di wrapped her fingers in her hair. She loved Di—so much that she could even be happy for the sexual fulfillment Di had found in Kat’s arms. Oral sex was wonderful, but in the end something primordial in her called out for a man and a woman, their bodies locked together. Had Di felt the same need? Would their love survive with both of them female?


Carol put the thought aside when Kat stroked her belly with his hand. She wanted Kat again, and not in her mouth this time. She wanted him on top of her. She wanted to feel the frenzied, plunging rhythm of him pounding into her.


Kat smiled seductively and moved his hand up toward her breasts, but as soon as he did, Di’s hand caressed her belly, and then began the same journey. Carol closed her eyes as both of her lovers began to stroke her, savoring the sensory impressions of the two different hands that were exploring her, one big and hard, one soft and small. It felt odd and exciting, a completely new experience.


“Oh, that’s so good,” she murmured, encouraging them as they touched and kissed and nipped at her exposed flesh. Her nipples grew hard as fingertips brushed the swell of her breasts. A small hand covered one breast, the palm circling over the nipple, arousing it from slumber to rigid alertness. The hand that grabbed at her other breast was bigger, stronger, and the fingertips locked over that nipple like iron clamps, squeezing with a pressure that was almost painful. She bit back a moan and arched her back, reveling in the difference, the gentle, loving touch and the fierce erotic possession.


“Someone’s getting wet,” Kat teased, twisting her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.


“Oh, yes!” She writhed under the sensual torment. One nipple throbbed with pain and pleasure while the other became taut under feather light touches that teased her to near madness.


Carol grew wet and her hands moved blindly toward her curls to relieve the unbearable ache. But Di’s soft hands grabbed hers, stopping her. Carol bucked upward in protest and then gasped as hot, moist lips clamped over her nipple. A second later, Kat’s mouth engulfed her other nipple.


“Oh, don’t stop!” Carol fought to breathe. Her breasts were on fire. Never before had she had both her nipples sucked and tongued and kissed at the same time. Just when she thought that she might faint from the sensual passions sweeping through her, Di and Kat moved again, as if they’d somehow planned her seduction long ago. Di continued to hold Carol’s hands pinned down with one of hers, but the other joined Kat’s as it slid down over her belly and began to stroke her thick pubic curls.


Carol’s breath came in ragged gasps and her pulse speeded up. Fingertips curled around her hair, tugged at it, dipped into her moist feminine folds.


It was immeasurably exciting that she couldn’t tell who was doing what to her. She cried out for more and spread her thighs wide to give them access. Someone’s fingers began to toy with her clitoris while another hand roved among the inner and outer lips of her vagina, already slick with her juices, then slid deep inside her.


Carol could stand it no more.


“Kat, please, I’ve got to be fucked. I want you in me. Hurry, hurry, oh, hurry!”


“I think he’s ready,” Di said.


Carol opened her eyes to see Di staring down at Kat’s erect and swollen shaft, her own gaze half-dazed with lust. She licked her lips as she drank in the sight. His penis swayed as he moved between her legs and then the weight of his body settled on hers as he pushed into her, the motion made easy by the slick fluids that coated her folds and inner thighs.


Carol clutched at his buttocks and pulled him closer, as if she would fall into space if she let go. She scissored her legs around him, locking them with a grip that would have done justice to an Olympic wrestler. He began a rapid fire thrusting that carried her to an orgasm almost immediately, then left her hanging there for long moments, screaming with delight, while he continued pumping until he gasped and pushed into her in one last, hard muscle-straining paroxysm that shook them both to the core.


Kat collapsed on top of her, his weight pushing her down, his chest heaving with exhaustion. It was all Carol could do to breathe, but she loved the feel of a man’s muscular body over hers, pressing her down into the mattress like a double load of gravity. While he was still there, Di tickled her ear with her tongue and nibbled on her ear lobe.


Carol turned her head enough so that their lips could meet past the bulge of Kat’s shoulder. They touched tongues and lips in gentle kisses while Kat recovered. When he finally had the strength, he rolled off her, leaving Carol between the two of them. She was so depleted that it was several minutes more before she could rouse herself enough to move. Her muscles had gone as limp as an exhausted kitten after a wild bout of play.


Eventually, Kat dozed off and Carol managed to make it to the bathroom. When she came back she found that Di was also sleeping, with her head resting on Kat’s shoulder and her arm across his chest. Carol eased into bed without waking either of them and closed her eyes. This was a day she would remember for the rest of her life.


***



The next morning Carol found Kat in the kitchen, bent over a blender, putting together an energy drink.


“Did we wear you out, lover boy?” she asked with a smile.


Kat hit the switch to whirl together egg powder and soy milk and brewer’s yeast and heaven only knew what else. Five kinds of vitamins, if Carol remembered correctly. “Got to get my strength back.” He winked at her. “Got to get back to work soon.”


“Oh, work.” Carol sighed. She should have known reality would intrude on their love nest sooner or later. “Can’t you put it off for another week?”


“I don’t think so.” Kat removed the blender cap and took a slug of his drink. “The hospital’s been pretty good about giving me leave to adjust to this sex change, especially since it was purely my own choice. And I have to say, I’m adjusted.” He gave her a wolflike grin.


“Yes, I think you are.” She shifted position, aware of a pleasant ache between her legs where he had pounded into her the night before.


“I’ll have the same schedule I did before. One week on duty, one week off, so I’ll have plenty of free time, if that’s what’s got you worried.” Kat winked at her.


Di joined them in the kitchen in time to hear this last remark. Her lips turned up in a smile that would have fit right on the cat that ate the canary. “It will be nice to have you around so much.”


“You bet,” Carol agreed.


Kat didn’t say anything for a moment while he sipped at his drink, but Carol caught the change in his mood. Finally, he looked up again, a regretful smile on his lips. “Hey, you two, I’d be a liar if I didn’t say this experience has been absolutely fantastic—and a person can’t ask for two better therapists to help him get accustomed to a sex change—but if you’ll recall, I do have a place of my own.”


“Oh.” Di looked a little disappointed. Then she smiled. “But you’ll come to see us won’t you?”


Kat set the blender down and sauntered over to her. He grabbed her waist and drew her close, then pressed a kiss on her lips. “You bet. I’ll probably practically live here.”


“Then why don’t you live here?” Carol urged. “I thought we were turning into a pretty good threesome.” She felt the tips of her ears grow hot as she spoke. She’d never thought she’d say such a thing, but it was true.


Kat released Di and turned to face her. “Listen, I’m willing to enjoy the feminine bounty around here as long as I can, but nothing’s changed. Wait a minute.” he waved a hand in the air. “A lot has changed, physically, but what I mean is that nothing’s changed in your hearts. Carol, you love Dan with all your heart—even though he’s become Di—and Di, you’re crazy in love with Carol.”


“But we love you too,” Carol wailed in protest.


“I know you do.” Kat’s smile now held a touch of regret. “But not in the same way. You love the sexual excitement I bring to your lives and the things I’ve taught you.” He gave her a playful leer and rolled his hips in the confident way he’d once done as a woman. “That’s all good and wonderful, but what you and Di have is the until-death-do-us-part kind of love.”


Carol opened her mouth to argue, and then shut it again. It was true. She knew it, had always known it, deep in her heart. She loved Kat—hell, he looked so sweet standing there making this sacrifice for love that she wanted to grab his hand and pull him into the bedroom and fuck his brains out. But Di—she wanted to be with Di, always, to be part of her, to cherish her. Almost losing her had only intensified those emotions.


Di cleared her throat. “I think you’re right, Kat. Carol and I do love each other. I’ve been adjusting to this sex change, too, and we haven’t talked much about the future, but maybe it’s time we did.”


“I think it is.” Kat pivoted where he stood between the two of them, grabbing first Carol’s hand and then Di’s and pulling them closer. He linked their hands and gave them both a beatific smile. “You two need to talk. And I need to go shopping for groceries.”


Carol’s fingers tingled where Di’s hand held hers. She struggled to produce a smile as she stared into his luminous dark eyes. What kind of future could they have together, two women living in the same house? There could be no marriage, no children, but then, she never could have had that with her brother anyway. Could she—could Di—be satisfied with only their love?


Kat looked from one to the other. “Time to let your hair down, as I used to say when I was a woman. Have fun; I’ll be home for dinner. Is there anything we need while I’m out?”


“Wait here!” Carol said, letting go of Di’s hand. Her fingers burned from her touch and she was glad of the momentary diversion while she tried to gather her thoughts. She ran to get the grocery list and handed it to Kat. “And stop by for some more Zinfandel while you’re at it.”


“Will do. See you later.” Kat kissed each of them thoroughly on his way out the door.


Di watched him go, then turned to Carol with a look that mixed both hope and despair on her face. “Kat is such a fine person. And you’re a woman—I mean, you’ve been a woman all your life and your feminine needs run deep, while I’m still getting used to the idea. I can understand that you need a male to make love to you. Since experiencing it last night, I can say, there is definitely a difference.”


Carol didn’t know whether to laugh or cry at Di’s sincerity. “Oh, yes, there is a difference and there’s nothing like sex with a man. But I love what we have together too—and more importantly, I love you, more than life itself.”


“But what about your dreams, Carol? You can’t pretend with me. I’ve known you all your life, remember.” Di forced a smile. “You’ve started a successful career as a photographer and I know that gives you a great deal of joy, but I also know you wanted to get married some day and have a family. Kat could give that to you. He could be the father of your children.”


“I know.” Carol swallowed hard to get rid of the lump choking her throat. “But I loved you and I wanted you to be the father of my children—even while I knew it could never be.”


A strange look came over Di’s face. “Too bad I didn’t get you pregnant in that brief time we had together, before I got shoved through the sex gate.”


Carol went to the refrigerator and got out a bottle of orange juice. This conversation was breaking her heart. She had to do something. She poured some juice into a glass on the counter, and then toyed with it. The heavy weight in her stomach had destroyed her appetite. “We’re couldn’t have children, even if we were male and female. At least this way we can live together and make love to each other without some idiot getting suspicious and sneaking a spy cam into our house and sending us to jail. No one suspects sisters of being lovers.”


Di winked. “Especially if Kat keeps his word and stops by pretty often. At the worst, the neighbors will think we’re both lucky.”


Carol nodded, glad the conversation had taken a lighter turn. “Say, that reminds me; I saw where Oregon has passed a law allowing close relatives like a brother and sister to marry as long as at least one of the two has been through a sex gate.”


“Be damned. I wonder how that happened.”


“Well, scientists have proven that people like you who’ve been through the gate have lost their defective genes, so there’s really no genetic reason they couldn’t marry a close relative.”


“It’s not like society to be so enlightened though.”


Carol shrugged. “True. But the sex gates are changing things. Like I heard a commentator say the other night, it’s hard to be straight-laced when you live in a world where you can choose your sex.”


“But it’s not like there’s that many sibling love affairs. Certainly not enough to form a pressure group to get a favorable law passed.”


“Oregon has always been a progressive state.” A sudden thought made her smile “I’ll bet some family with lots of money had a situation like ours and paid off enough state representatives to sneak the bill through as a rider.”


The sad look had returned to Di’s eyes. “That could be. More power to them. I wish we’d gotten married.”


“A brother and sister allowed to get married in Texas?” Carol giggled. “Never, partner!”


“That’s my point.” Di strode up to her and took her hand. She looked deep into Carol’s eyes. “Remember that morning when we first made love? There was something I wanted to tell you, but you kept saying we should stop talking and enjoy our time together.”


Carol frowned. It seemed a long time ago, so much had happened since then. But she did vaguely recall Dan starting to tell her something once or twice.


“I should have told you,” Di went on, her voice earnest. “But you’d broken up with Stephen and you seemed so shook up, so fragile. I just wanted to hold and comfort you. I didn’t want to rock your world again—at least not right away.”


“Rock my world?” Carol looked up at Di, her heart starting to hammer in her chest. The serious look on Di’s face told her that whatever Di had to say, it would indeed shake her world to the very core.


“Remember how I told you I was doing some remodeling, and I went up into the attic? Well, I found an old trunk, full of family papers. And right on top of them was a letter that was addressed to the two of us.”


“A letter? From Mom and Dad, you mean?”


“Yes. I’m not sure when they wrote it, maybe years ago. I’m guessing that they meant to give it to us some day when they thought we were both old enough and mature enough to handle it. But then Mom got sick and Dad couldn’t think about anything else but taking care of her. And after she died … well, you remember, he lost the will to live and didn’t seem to care about anything.”


“I remember,” Carol whispered.


“I think he probably forgot about the letter. Or maybe, after losing Mom, he couldn’t face the chance that he might lose us too.”


“How could he lose us?”


Di gave her a sad smile. “He might have thought we’d be angry with him when we read the letter.”


Carol looked down at the hand holding hers, their fingers twined together. She licked her lips, her pulse thundered in her ears. “So when are you going to tell me what this letter says?”


“I’ll do better. I’ll let you read it. Stay here.”


Carol stood as if frozen to the spot, staring out the kitchen window, while Di disappeared into her bedroom and returned a minute later with a letter in her hand. She handed it to Carol.


The envelope was addressed to DAN AND CAROL. In smaller letters, printed by hand, were the words Do not open until after our deaths. 


“What on earth?”


“Go ahead. See what’s inside.”


The envelope had already been opened by Dan. Carol pulled out some papers. There was a note attached to them. She read, with Di looking over her shoulder.


Dearest Dan and Carol,


We hope you’ll believe that we love the two of you very much and because we love you, we cannot keep the truth from you forever.


Although we love you like our own children, you were not born to us physically. Early in our marriage we found out we could never have children of our own, and so we arranged to adopt the two of you. We raised you as if you were our flesh and blood and planned at first never to tell you. But as time went on and we saw how much the two of you loved each other, we began to have second thoughts. We’ve heard it said that blood calls to blood, and maybe it’s also true that those who don’t share the same blood know it somehow. Certainly, you two must have sensed in your deepest hearts that you were not brother and sister.


You see, although we raised you as siblings—and even told you that you were twins—you are not related. In fact, we got you, Carol, through a lawyer on the East Coast and you, Dan, through an adoption agency in northern California.


In our hearts, as your parents, we will always think of you as our children. And if you should wish to still think of each other as family, we will be very happy. But if the love we see between you should grow into something more, please believe that we could accept that too. Because you are not brother and sister—and all we wish as your parents is that you both find happiness. Please try to forgive us for deceiving you. We thought it best at the time.


Mom and Dad 


The note slid from Carol’s fingers onto the floor. She glanced at the other papers and saw they were adoption documents. She turned to Di with a stricken expression.


“I don’t believe it. We’re not related!”


Di took her hand again. “I found this letter the day before you broke up with Stephen. I was going to tell you the next morning after we’d made love. But then I got that call and I had to leave at once and there was no time—”


“Hush.” Carol pressed a finger to Di’s lips, stopping her rush of words. “It’s all right. I understand.”


Di gently removed the finger. “And then after I got thrown through the sex gate, I didn’t see any reason for telling you. After all, I’m a woman. It’s not like we could get married or have children.”


“No,” Carol agreed staring into Di’s eyes. “Two women can’t get married. But would you have married me if you could have?”


“In a heartbeat,” Di said without hesitation.


“And what about children?”


“Goddamn it, I love kids! But there’s no point brooding about what might have been.” Di’s face twisted with emotion and she looked away.


“You could have kids,” Carol pointed out. “You’re a healthy woman. Very healthy, since you’ve been through a sex gate. Or are you afraid to have a baby since you were a man?”


Di gave a short bark of a laugh. “Afraid? Well, I can’t say I’d look forward to any of it—being pregnant, labor, all of that—but the end result might be worth it. But you’re forgetting the most important thing—you have to have a baby with someone you love. It’s you I love and that’s not going to change.”


“Oh, Di.” Carol couldn’t resist such a heartfelt declaration. She leaned forward and touched her lips to Di’s. The kiss quickly deepened into a long, passionate embrace.


When Kat returned from the grocery store, he found them curled together on the lounger in the den. He smiled at the satisfied look on both their faces. “I bought some steaks, thought I’d grill out tonight, maybe have a little farewell dinner.”


“Oh, so soon, Kat?”


“I think so. I need to get back into my own place, get ready to go back to work. This time has been wonderful though. I’ll never forget it.”


“We’ll never forget either,” Di said. “You helped Carol through a bad time when I couldn’t be here and you taught me what it means to be a woman.”


“Hey! That was fun.” Kat kept his tone light as he headed back into the kitchen to put away the groceries.


Later that evening Carol followed him outside when he went to throw the steaks on the grill. “There’s something I have to ask you.”


“Ask away.”


“Do you ever regret changing from a woman into a man?”


Kat held his hand over the coals in the grill to test the temperature. “Honestly? Sometimes I do. I sure don’t miss having a period or dealing with a bra, but I miss dressing up in gorgeous clothes, I miss makeup, and I miss being held and cuddled. On the other hand, it’s great to be big and strong and feel like you can conquer the world every day, and the feeling of being inside a woman—well, it’s beyond description.”


“As good as the feeling of having a man inside you?’


“Wow, that’s a toughie.” Kat threw the steaks on the hot grill. A delicious smell filled the patio area. “I gotta say being a man is great. Of course, not every man has two lovely ladies to service him. And then, I’ve always liked making love to women—even when I was one. Why the questions?”


“Just thinking about the future.” Carol explained Di’s discovery that the two of them weren’t related. “Di hasn’t mentioned it, but there would be a way for us to be together—if I were to go through a sex gate and become a man.”


Kat plucked the sizzling steaks off the grill and put them on a platter. “Look at that! Good eating. As for you two, I’ve always felt that you belonged together.”


Carol touched his arm. “I hope we’re not driving you off.”


“What? No way.” Kat smiled at her. “I’ll always be your friend—and Di’s. But it’s time for all of us to move on. As for the gate, it’s a heck of a ride and I think you’d make a darned handsome man.”


 




Epilogue


  


Carol stood alone in the soft Texas twilight, looking up at the enigmatic green arch of the sex gate. For once, there wasn’t a large crowd around, just a few people, bunched into the usual opposing groups. The religious fundies had approached her when it became apparent that she was thinking about going through the gate, ready to argue her out of it, but she’d shaken her head and the cops had kept them at a distance. She wasn’t about to take advice from people who would condemn the love she felt for Di as sinful.


The Gaters had smiled encouragement at her, but had mostly kept silent. This was a decision she had to make on her own.


She took a deep breath and stared straight ahead at the gate. The center space inside the arch glowed with a weird emerald light, as eerie as fog. If she stepped into that fog, she’d become a man.


She brought her hands to her breasts and cupped them, remembering the intense pleasure they’d given her. She lifted their weight, touched the nipples. A throbbing began deep in her woman’s core, as if the female in her were pleading for its life.


And what of the things she could never do, never know, if she became a man? She’d never feel a man inside her again, or know what it was like to have the weight of a baby growing in her womb. She’d never hold her child to her breast, born of her body, and watch as it suckled life and milk from her.


But there would be rewards on the other side, too. She could marry Di—or more precisely—he—the stranger she would become—could marry Di. They could have a family. He could father a child, help to create a life that could never exist as long as she remained a woman—a life born of the love between the two of them. They could get married, build a future together. He’d play with his sons and understand his daughters far better than most fathers ever could. And at the end of each day, he’d lay in bed with Di at his side.


How often in life did you get a chance to reach for a dream you’d been sure you could never have?


Carol lowered her hands to her sides. The gate stood ready, waiting. It would only take a step, two at the most, to reach it.


***



Di stood on the other side of the sex gate, her body tense with the mounting suspense. With the green mist obscuring the arch, she couldn’t see through to the other side to see what Carol was doing. She must wait in an agony of impatience. This must be Carol’s decision and hers alone.


“I’ll love you no matter what,” Di had told her earlier. Yet as she stood waiting in the shadows of the coming night, she couldn’t help dreaming of what could be. Carol—her Carol, still the person she loved—but clothed in a male body, able to make love to her with all the passion of a man. Able to marry her, and to father her children. Yes, they’d trade roles, but their passion would be the same.


First I’ll throw her in bed and then I’ll throw her in the car and head for Vegas.


It seemed a simple plan. Di smiled. A marriage and later children. God, she’d have to carry the children. But she’d do it—for Carol.


The green fog shimmered as if disturbed by the wind. Di caught her breath. Could it be?


A man stepped out of the gate. A last ray of sunlight lit up the gold mass of his thick hair. His tall, muscular body was nude.


“Hello.” His deep voice rumbled through the night, sending tremors of desire pulsing through Di. “I’m Carl.”


“Carl!” Di rushed up to him, knowing he’d be unsteady on his feet for the first few steps. She gathered him into her arms, feeling the heat and weight of his new body. She couldn’t help but glance downward. Carl looked at the same moment.


“Double damnation!” Carl exclaimed. “Look at that thing.”


“It looks good to me.” Di had to contain a burst of almost hysterical laughter.


“And it works,” Carl said, blushing a deep red, just as he had when he was Carol. A rapidly growing erection swelled between his legs.


“Don’t worry.” Di reached down to stroke it, not caring who might be watching. She rose on her tiptoes to give her new lover a kiss. “I’ll teach you how to use it.”


 




THE END
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