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Two Sinful Sisters





Chapter I. Through the Blonde Pubes and into Her Slit


I was 33, divorced, selling shoes in a shopping mall and feeling pretty lost and not all that confident. My ex-wife had left me for someone else: a woman; at 28, she realized she was a lesbian and not “a breeder,” is how she put it. This story isn't about her, however; it's about Donna and her younger sister.
I met Donna on a muggy afternoon. I left the store for a few minutes to get some air, stretch and clear my head. I walked across the street to the shopping strip. It was a lot like every other one you see: grocery store, drug store, fast food joint in the center of the parking lot and a half a dozen various stores mixed in, selling this or that. Over the year or so I had been here I made a habit of walking to the drug store for a pack of cigarettes or a candy bar, for something to do on my break. Like every other day I walked in wandered the aisles for a minute or two, picked up my candy bar and walked up to the counter.
I admit that I seem to have a devious devil in me that loves to tease young girls, particularly when they are in a work situation-a waitress or a clerk who hesitate to tell me to fuck off. I usually get them flustered, saying how pretty they are, like models or movie stars, and asking them to marry me, run away to Vegas or Paris or something grandly outrageous
I approached the counter and noticed that there was a new girl working the checkout. She was 18–20, cute, blonde hair, nice build, not too chesty but enough that you would not mistake her for a boy. What stuck out most: she had wide emerald green eyes. And braces.
I couldn't help myself. I placed my candy bar on the counter asked for a pack of whatever brand I was smoking at the time and waited for her to give me a total.
“That will be $7.45,” she said.
I handed over a ten dollar bill. “Here you go Donna.” I saw her nametag, pinned above her left breast. I smiled at her like her were old friends.
“Do I know you?” she asked, flustered by my stare.
I pouted. “Oh, Donna, I'm hurt you don't remember me.”
She blushed. “I'm sorry, you look familiar but I can't place you.”
“No reason you should. We never met.”
“How did you know my name then?”
“It's written on your left breast, Donna.”
She looked down and went, “Oh, yeah, my name tag! Duh!”
I put on the cad act: “You have such beautiful green eyes.”
She blushed and said, “Thank you.” I love it when a young girl blushes.
“Will you marry me?” I asked.
“What?”
I said, “Think about it and let me know,” and waked away.
I would have to go back every day until she got used to me. Then it wouldn't be fun anymore. I really had no real intentions toward the girl. She was obviously too young to hang in the bars and clubs with me and I had gotten to the age where I wanted to be able to hold a conversation with my date that went beyond her clothes and makeup.
I went back every day around the same time, some days she would be off and some days she was there and I would tell her how beautiful she was and ask her to marry me again. Each time she would blush and smile and not answer me. Then one day she threw me a curve. Then one day she had an answer for me: “My father won't let me marry someone whom I haven't even dated.”
Whom!
It was an unexpected answer but always ready with a snappy comeback, I said “All right, when can we go out?”
She looked me in the eyes and said: “I get off at 6:00 and we could go get pizza.”
She called my bluff. My pride was at stake and to make it worse there were people in line behind me just listening to all this. I couldn't chicken out now, even if she was below my usual age limit of 21. So I agreed and we met and went for pizza that evening. I was a perfect gentleman. The conversation was nice and the company not as boring as I was afraid of. When the pizza was done I walked her to her car, and got a hug and chaste kiss on the lips. But I also got a second date set for Saturday. Typical movie and a dinner date.
The movie was good and the dinner turned into her life story. 20 years old, grew up in a born again Baptist home. Moved out when she was 18 to live “in sin” with a guy she knew from high school. He liked to smack her around and a year, she got up the nerve to leave. She had to eat some serious crow and listen to a lot of preaching but finally her parents allowed her back home, which is where she was now. We had a nice time but she had to be home by 11:00 p.m. I took her back to her car. This time as we sat in my car in the parking lot; I leaned over to get my goodnight peck which turned into a bit more. She met my lips with hers and drove her tongue into my mouth. It only took me a few seconds to get my hand under her shirt and cop a feel. I started to circle her nipple through the bra that earned a pleasurable moan from her. And that was as far as she let me get. When I tried to make my way inside her bra she pulled my hand away and set it outside her shirt. I tried again to get under her shirt and now she had her guard up. I was allowed to fondle her through her shirt but no farther.
After about twenty minutes of what the British call snogging, she pulled back, saying she was going to be late. I asked her about getting together again and we set it up. A few weeks went by and a few more dates, two a week. All the usual date things: dinners, movies, walks in the park or by the beach, but I could never get more than a handful of tit through the bra. The dates were fun and the company good so I let it go; plus I was still spending time hunting in the bars and occasionally getting lucky. That's what many guys do: you have the “good girl” date and you fuck drunken sluts who aren't worth two nickels to get your rocks off.
We both had a Sunday off and I invited her to my apartment for lunch in the afternoon. She agreed but only because it was during the day. God forbid her parents found out she went to a man's apartment at night! The appointed day came and she was suitably impressed with my culinary abilities and that my apartment was clean (I had hired the $60 Mexican maids two days before). The date went well. We sat down to watch some HBO. We sat on the couch, Donna leaning against me with her feet curled under her ass. She smelled good and felt good. Figured I'd go for a kiss, so I leaned my head down and kissed the top of her head. She looked up at me, closed her eyes. My lips met hers and sparks flew. Before we broke that kiss she had my shirt open and was working on my pants, and then had my pants open and my dick out and her hand around it, gently jacking me. Before I could respond she had her own shirt and bra off and her pants open and halfway down. She had a nice set of tits, not huge but a respectable “B” cup, nicely round and firm, with nipples sticking straight out so far that I was afraid if I wasn't careful she'd put my eye out with one. I dove on them-my lips wrapped around first one then the other, flicking my tongue back and forth across magnificently pink nipples. I laid my hand on her pubic mound which was still covered by her panties and rubbed back and forth, applying pressure where she would appreciate it. Her box was hot and her panties getting wetter by the second. I moved my hand down inside the elastic band, through the blonde pubes and to her slit; I spent a few seconds on her clit with my index finger and got a shudder and a moan from her. I didn't waste anymore time and I plunged a finger inside that pussy and worked it around, looking for her G-spot. I must have found it as I got another moan and wrapped her lips around my cock. With her bent over my cock I could no longer work her pussy from the front so I slid my hand out and pushed her panties down over her ass and attacked her with two fingers from the rear. It was not long before I felt her cunt muscles tighten around my fingers and her climax ensued. It had bee a long stretch since she'd had sex; she craved attention. While she came, she remained bent over my lap. My dick was still in her mouth. As she finished her orgasm I sat her up, got on my knees in front of her and finished removing her pants and panties, and then went my own; all our clothes were in a mixed pile on the floor. I was on my knees between her legs and I went for what is natural. I bent over and put her legs over my shoulders and place my mouth on her blonde pussy. Gently I licked and sucked, working her slit and clit and occasionally spearing, like Ahab to the white whale, her hole with my tongue. She screamed through two more orgasms and then she grabbed my head in her hands, stared into my eyes, and said: “Fuck me, please fuck me now.”
I needed no more words. I took her there on the couch, on my knees with her legs over my shoulders. I slid my dick slowly into her. I got the head inside and paused. She was neither tight nor loose, just enough to let me enjoy it and still last. Now I slid the rest of the way in and felt her pussy's silky smooth wetness engulf my cock. I decided that the wait was worth it; she was very wet and very warm and felt so glorious wrapped around my dick like the nasty birthday present. I fucked her and fucked her and wished it could last all day and I felt my own orgasm rising in my balls like oil making its way to the earth, rushing like a freight train through my dick. I shot baby batter; I pumped and pumped. With each squirt her body gave a little jerk.
We rested a bit, and then I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. We lay in bed for the rest of the afternoon making love and just touching…



Chapter II. The Road to Ruins


The next few weeks we settled into a comfortable routine. She spent most of her free time at my apartment and whenever possible in my bed, always careful to be home before Mom and Dad would think it indecent.
One day, I came home from work and she was waiting for me, excited about something.
“Guess what, chicken butt!”
“You won the lottery?” I said.
“Almost. Mom and Dad are going away for two weeks-a church retreat. So I can stay here with you, if you want me to… while they're gone.”
“I would love to have you here.” I was happy about it. I had been considering asking her to move in but was concerned about ruining a good thing by having her around all the time and finding out she ate crackers in bed or something. As it was I was getting laid regular and had my privacy too. The second thing I was worried about was that I knew her parents would not approve; she hadn't even told them she was dating anyone let alone a heathen like me-and “older” guy, once-married. So this way I got to have a two week trial to see if I could put up with her 24/7 and then I could worry about the parents later. Maybe I would even have to go to church a few times so they at least wouldn't think I was Satan incarnate.
Then the bomb: Donna had a younger sister who, according to her parents, was on the road to eternal damnation and had to be monitored constantly. They had planned on sending her to grandmother's for the two weeks but the kid refused, adamantly, and said she would run away from there. Seems he had been spying on her big sister and knew all about her “sinful affair” with me, right down to where I lived and worked and that I was, gasp, a divorced man. She threatened Donna with exposure if she did not help convince their parents to not only leave her behind but stay with us at my apartment so she could be in town instead of stuck in the middle of nowhere.
Her sister, Veronica, had just turned 13 and was not exactly what I would consider on the road to ruins. She was still a virgin, but had been caught kissing a boy behind the church on a Sunday a few months earlier. She liked rap music but did not dance and she had been caught smoking once a few years earlier, at age ten. She had even gone to an R-rated movie once or twice and had viewed porn at a friend's (I wouldn't know until later, however, that she also given a blowjob or two, making that kiss behind the church pale in its sinfulness).
I was not thrilled with the idea of having Veronica stay with us. To let her imagine her sister's sins was one thing; to give her an up-close-and-personal was quite different. Still, I relented. I would let Veronica use the second bedroom but she damn well better not cause me any grief or there would be hell to pay. I wanted to meet Veronica before we got started and Donna said she'd bring the sister by. Turned out that Veronica was just as cute as Donna and except for eye color and lack of breasts, she was what Donna must have looked like at 13. Same hair, same braces, same legs and ass, maybe just a tad thinner; I wondered if her tits would ever get bigger than Donna's or if the two girls would share that. I also wondered why Donna inherited the green eyes (and from who) and Veronica had the typical blonde's blue peepers.
Donna must have told her I was pissed because when they got to my place she started off by apologizing for being a sneak but that she just wanted to have a little fun. I couldn't blame her for that, just the way she went about it. I spoke to her very frankly about the upcoming two weeks. I told her that as far as I was concerned she was an adult and any trouble she got into was her problem, but that if she did anything to ruin her sisters two week stay, whatever her father would be nothing like what I'd do. The combination of my being so much older than her and the way I spoke to her as well as the fact that I was “worldly” was enough to make me an authority figure to her; she seemed to take it all very seriously. She thanked me and gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I have always been a sucker for a pretty little girl and a kiss on the cheek so I couldn't stay mad. She seemed like a good kid.
The girls were able to convince their parents that Donna was reformed enough and responsible enough to watch Veronica and make sure she got to prayer meetings and Sunday services and grandma was nice but she wasn't born again and might mislead Veronica by accident.



Chapter III. Finger-Fuckers


The girls arrived at my place just before dinner, each carrying a bag. I couldn't resist the tease. “What's in the bags?” I said with a wink.
Veronica said, “Clothes and stuff.”
“Clothes?” I said. “You're not allowed to wear clothes here; we spend all our time naked, unless we go out in public. Right, Donna?”
“Absolutely,” Donna said and started unbuttoning her shirt.
A look of pure horror raced over Veronica's face.
Donna and I burst out laughing and poor Veronica realized it was all a joke.
“Sorry,” I told Veronica.
“Ha ha,” she said, “and here I was just about to get naked!”
I gave her a curious look and she stuck her tongue out at me.
Then I gave her a look that said “I'd sure like to see that” but I'm not sure if she caught it.
Did I? A 13 year old girl naked? Why the hell not.
Veronica put her stuff in the spare room and Donna carried her bag right into my room. Veronica seemed shocked at this wanton display of impending sin, but she didn't say anything, just observed wide-eyed.
We finished off the day with dinner and television. After watching TV for a while Donna decided to get ready for bed. She disappeared into the bathroom and returned a few minutes later wearing one of those oversized T-shirts that girls like to wear to bed. She sat down with me on the couch again and said, “Veronica, you can get ready for bed if you want, unless you plan on going out tonight.”
Veronica got up from the easy chair she was sitting in and headed for her bedroom. She stopped halfway there and turned and asked, “Is it okay if I take a shower?”
“Please,” I said. “There's a towel for you behind the bathroom door. Make yourself at home.”
She responded with a nervous smile. A few seconds later we heard the bathroom door close. At that sound Donna took my hand and placed it between her legs, under her T-shirt. I was delighted to find she wasn't wearing any panties and I immediately set to work stimulating her with my hand. I slowly applied pressure and gently rubbed her mound. She was wet and I continued my ministrations to her pussy and could feel her juices seeping out of her and onto her thighs. I slipped a finger down and entered her. I fingered her through an orgasm. Both of us were to preoccupied to hear the bathroom door open later. Having caught movement out of the corner of my eye, my attention was drawn to the other room where I saw Veronica standing there with her mouth hanging open, watching me finger-fuck her sister while I had my tongue down her throat. I watched her reaction without letting on that I knew she was there and after a couple of minutes she retreated into her bedroom.
Five minute later we heard the bedroom door slam and Veronica called loudly: “Donna, can I borrow your hair dryer?”
I smiled to myself and before Donna could answer, I said: “Use mine, it's under the sink.”
We heard the hair dryer start up and run for a few minutes before it shut off and the door slammed again and Veronica called from the hall: “Does anybody want anything from the kitchen before I come in?”
“No thanks,” I answered back.
She was trying to warn us she was coming into the room so she wouldn't catch us again. If Donna knew what her sister had seen…
The rest of the evening was TV and chit-chat and I invited Veronica to join us the following day. We had planned a picnic in Balboa Park. Veronica thrilled to be included. Donna gave me a dirty look.
In bed, I explained to Donna that if we were going to spend two weeks together it was better to make her a friend than ostracize her. That way she would give us our space when we wanted it and they would get along better when their parents returned, hopefully no more blackmail.
We made passionate love that night, calling out each other's name plus a few oh Gods and Jesus fucking Christs, moaning and groaning and screaming and I knew I was being louder than usual. It wasn't until morning that I realized we had left the door open and I think, subconsciously, I wanted that. Yes, I wanted Veronica to hear us.
The next few days went well; Veronica was at ease and the girls started to get along better. It was the fourth night we were together that I realized how close we were becoming.
We all went to bed at the same hour and I did not close the bedroom door, on purpose now. Donna and I spent the usual amount of time having sex, at least an hour and a half, sometimes two, depending how many times I could get it up. We stroked each other, I went down on Donna and ate her pussy and made her come twice, trice, then I got her up on her hands and knees and fucked her from behind, and before I was finished I lay down and she rode me until we came together. I was satisfied but Donna was a nymphomaniac and wanted more, so she crawled over and started to suck me into her mouth to coax my dick back to life. If I couldn't get the solider ready for another sortie, she would masturbate and then I would go down on her. I started to imagine doing this to Veronica and that got me up again. To do these nasty things with a 13-year-old cutie pie! Oh, I was a bad, dirty old man all right.
And then, on the fourth night, it was while I laid there on my back getting a very satisfying blowjob that I glanced over at my dresser and in the mirror I saw a sight I will never forget. In the mirror I could see Veronica in her bed. She was stark naked, exposing her beautiful 13 year old body to the air and the moonlight spilling in through her window and falling across her bed. She had her right had furiously fingering herself while her left was pulling at her nipples. It was plain to see that her gaze was fixed the same place mine: the mirror. She was watching her sister suck my cock and making herself come.
At first I thought this was my imagination getting the best of my eyes, but no: this was the real thing, and the little girl had been doing this, most likely, every night, getting a good view of every dirty bed thing. I found myself wishing I had introduced Donna to anal sex (she wasn't ready but curious) so Veronica could witness me packing her sister's fudge.
This little nymph watching and jilling herself off excited me and I figured I would give her something to really watch, ass-fucking aside. I pulled Donna's legs over me so she straddled me in the good ol' 69 position and I went to work on her pussy. I ran my tongue up and down her slit, sucking her lips into my mouth then flicking at her clit, then stabbing into her hole and wiggling it around. A few minutes of this attention and Donna exploded on my face-and I do mean explode, as a stream of fuck juice spewed out and splashed my mouth. I slurped up as much of the juices as I could and turned her around so I was on top and fucking her mouth. All the while I kept an eye on the mirror, watching the watcher. As I shoved my cock into Donna's mouth, making her gag now and then, I started to talk dirty in a loud voice. I told her how much I loved the feeling of her mouth around my cock and how good she tasted, how I loved when she came in my mouth, and how I wanted to come in hers. “I want you to eat all that sperm, you dirty whore,” I said, “I want you to be my cum-hungry slut!” Donna liked this talk and she took my cock into her mouth to the hilt, her pelvis slamming into her cheeks. From what I could see, this was having a similar effect on Veronica, as she was now ramming what had to be at least 3 fingers into her little pussy and pulling her nipples so hard I thought she would rip the flesh off.
This was just too much for my mind and I started shooting sperm deep into Donna's throat. She choked on it, spat some up, and tried to swallow what she could. Veronica had her own load orgasm that I could clearly hear, and I watched as she lay slack on her bed. I pulled Donna up to me and wiped my semen off her chin and chest and made her suck the remains off my finger. There was some in my crotch and pubic hair; I scooped that up and Donna ate it all, humming as she did so, her eyes closes in ecstasy. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Veronica observe with a curious tilt of her head, and she was still rubbing her pussy.
Donna curled up beside me and I drifted off to sleep with her, knowing we had an audience and liking it.



Chapter IV. The Devil Inside Her and She Cannot Help It


I slept late the next morning. Donna had to work that day, leaving Veronica and I home alone. I was in bed, playing with my balls, and heard Veronica moving around the place. I got up and did not bother getting dressed, went to the bathroom and then to the kitchen to pour a cup of morning eye-opener. Veronica was sitting at the kitchen table eating a bowl of cereal and she glanced up when I walked in and did a double take as she realized I was stark naked. She stared at me for a few seconds, then looked away and asked, “Are you going to put clothes on today?”
“Why?” I replied. “You've seen everything I have already anyway.”
“What do you mean? People aren't supposed to walk around naked!”
“Just remember, if you look into a mirror and see somebody, they can also see you.”
Her head snapped around and as she looked at my face she began to blush the reddest shade I have ever seen.
She tried to act innocent: “What are you talking about?” but that didn't fly. She'd been caught and she knew it.
“Don't even try to go there,” I said; “I saw you watching me and Donna in the mirror last night.”
“I was not!” she cried.
“Okay, have it you way. You were just lying in bed naked and playing with yourself until you came and it just happened to coincide with your sister and me fucking. I mean, I guess you didn't see me feeding Donna my sperm with my fingers, huh?”
Her face was redder and her lip quivered and I could see she was going to start to cry. She was at a total loss as to what to do-this was new territory of experience for a girl.
“Veronica,” I said gently. “Don't cry. I don't care that you watched us. Just don't lie about it.” I sat down next to her. “And I don't care that you were masturbating. You are a beautiful girl, with a beautiful body, and it's only natural to want to feel the pleasure your body can give you.”
I reached out and touched her arm.
“But it's so evil,” she mumbled. “Nice people don't do that, only whores and sluts. I know the Devil is in me but I can't help it.”
I broke into a laugh which confused her and I said: “All normal people masturbate. Anyone who claims they don't and never have is a plain liar. Hell, I do it all the time and sometimes your sister likes to watch, and sometimes she does it and I watch and sometimes we do it together. There's nothing evil about it. Nobody gets hurt, do they?”
She shrugged. “Well, I guess not. I mean if you do it to yourself and it feels good…”
“Then there's no harm. What can be evil about feeling good?”
Her attention was less on my face than it was on my penis, only two feet away from her. She wasn't staring yet but sort of sneaking glances at it and wiggling her bottom around on the chair. I knew this talk was having an effect on her as it was on me as I was starting to get an erection. When I looked at her crotch and saw how wet her pajama bottoms were… well, that got me fully erect.
“You're starting to get excited, aren't you?” I said. “You wanna play with yourself? Wanna watch me masturbate?”
She answered with an embarrassed, timid nod.
I grabbed my cock and leaned back and stroked it.
She watched, eyes wide.
“Play with yourself,” I told her.
Her face was quite red. “I don't know if,” was all she could say. She was shaking.
“Let's go into the living room.”
I held out my hand for her, the same one I had just been jerking off with. She hesitated before taking it.
I led her to the couch.
“Take off your pajamas,” I said, like an order. She complied, sliding the bottoms down and stepping out of them and pulling the top up over her head. While I had seen her body in the mirror last night, now I had a close view in the daylight. She was every bit as beautiful as her sister with just a little more padding around the middle. Baby fat that she just hadn't outgrown yet. Her tits were just bumps, but firm little mounds and topped with nipples that would make any man drool. I sat her down on the couch and the look of apprehension on her face told me she was worried about being naked with me.
I said: “You're a beautiful young woman and if I wasn't dating your sister I would make slow passionate love to you. But since I am, I won't touch you. Just sit here and do what makes you feel good and I'll sit on the other end of the couch and do what makes me feel good. That way it's not like I'm cheating on Donna.”
Veronica lay there, frozen, and obviously not ready to touch herself with me watching. But she wanted to. Her blonde pussy hairs were glistening from the drops of moisture that had escaped from her virgin slit. She wanted to reach down so bad and play with herself. I sat on the other end of the couch and took my cock into my hand and slowly stroked, from the base up over the head. It took a minute or two but she eventually reached down and started to touch her pussy, just pushing on it stimulating her clit and then slowly working her fingers into her slit, then finally down and one finger slid into her hole while her thumb rubbed her love button. All the while she had her eyes glued on my cock as I stroked it.
“Do you like watching me jack off?” I asked.
She nodded.
“You've never seen a dick this close?” I also asked.
“I have.”
“Really?”
She blushed. “I've given two… guys blowjobs before.”
“Nice.”
“It wasn't like the way you and Donna did it. I didn't like the taste of-the white sticky stuff.”
“The more blowjobs you give, you'll get used to it and like it.”
“One guy tasted different from the other.”
“All men taste different, depending on their diet.”
“Donna looked like she liked it.”
“She loves to eat my cum.”
“I like watching you.”
“I like watching you also,” I said. “It makes me so hot.”
“You really don't mind that I was watching you and Donna?” she asked.
“No. It made me fuck her all the more harder. If I thought Donna would be cool with it I'd say you could be on the bed with us and watch up close. But for now we'll have to work up to that. Would you like that? To lay on the bed and watch your sister suck my dick and be only inches away? To watch my tongue slide up and down her pussy and disappear into her hole? Then to watch my dick slide into her and out again over and over? Would you like that? What if I licked her asshole? What if I stuck my tongue and finger into her ass? Would you like that, Veronica?”
I felt delirious and so did she, from what I could tell: she was ramming her pussy with several fingers again and rubbing her tits so hard I was surprised she didn't hurt herself. Maybe she wasn't a virgin, I thought-no virgin could get that many fingers into her snatch, no virgin liked the pain and pleasure that came with hardcore nipple play.
I looked into her face and saw that her eyes were rolled back and her orgasm was on the verge. The sight brought me to the edge and as she finished and was easing down; I moved a little closer and aimed my cock at her like a gun and shot my load. The first spurt made some distance and landed on her chin and chest, the second smacked on her left tit and belly, leaving a trail down to her pussy, the third just got on her leg and then the rest dribbled out.
“It got on me!” she cried.
“What's it feel like?”
“Warm and it smells weird. It's neat, I like it,” and she giggled, and started to play with the splooge on her tit.
“Your sister loves when I cum in her mouth, you saw that,” I said.
“What does yours taste like?” she asked, serious and curious.
“Try it.”
She was swirling it in her fingers and she moved her hand to her mouth and gingerly stuck out her tongue and taste my cum. As her tongue went back into her mouth she looked at me and said “Kinda salty but I like it I think” With that she scooped more off of her body and slid a big glob into her mouth.
I moved closer to her and scooped up what got on her leg and offered it to her mouth. She ate it.
Cum eating sisters, it doesn't get better than this.
“That was fun,” she said softly.
“That was fun,” I said, “but I have some stuff to do today. Remember we don't want to be telling people about this. Why don't you jump in the shower and rinse that stuff off your skin, then I'll get cleaned up. What are you going to do today?”
“I'm supposed to meet some friends and hang out. I'd like to stay out late. Maybe till 8:00 if that's okay and we'll keep it our secret.”
She gave me a shy smile.
“No problem, but if you want to see the show tonight make sure your home by bedtime,” I answered with a laugh. “And if you're with any boys, and you want to suck them off, I want you to swallow all their sperm, okay?”
She giggled as she got up and headed for the bathroom. I heard the shower turn on. It took every bit of control within me not to join her in the shower, not to bend her over and take her cherry.
I went about my business and after a couple of minutes she came out of the bathroom and went into her room. I jumped into the shower. Once I was clean and refreshed I wrapped a towel around me and headed for my bedroom. Veronica surprised me in the hallway as she darted out of her room and threw her arms around my neck.
“Thanks for being so nice to me and… having fun with me. If things work out between you and Donna maybe you'll be my brother and if they don't maybe we can be something else.”
She said this into my ear as she hugged me. Then she pulled back and gave me a very nice soft kiss on the lips.
I said: “I like your sister and would be upset if anything happened that shouldn't. You wouldn't try to get between us, would you?
“No! She's my sister and I love her and really want her to be happy. So far you make her happy. But I want you to know that I would like to know you better if things don't work out. I mean, I could go for giving you blowjobs anytime you want, or we can do what we did anytime you want. You understand? Any time you want, just ask and I won't say no, I'll never say no to you for anything. Anything.”
She gave me another quick kiss, and ran off and out the door.
I wondered how true that statement was. If I wanted to fuck her in the ass, she wouldn't refuse me like her sister did?
Something to ponder.



Chapter V. Sisters in the Mirror


Donna came home from work and we had dinner. I gave her a backrub on the living room floor while we were both naked. The backrub turned into one of those nice slow fucks. She was apprehensive at first as she was afraid her sister would come home in the middle of everything and surprise us.
“So what?” was my response. “We're not doing anything she doesn't know we're doing already… and,” I went for broke here, “maybe you'd like her watching us.”
She squirmed a little and tightened her pussy muscles around my dick. She said: “I don't think I'm ready to perform for an audience yet, especially my kid sister.” She grinned. “But it does seem kinda naughty, thinking about it anyway. Doing it for real? I don't know. But the fantasy?” and that made her come hard, fast, juicy.
We got dressed and sat cuddling on the couch and I made a suggestion: “You only work till noon tomorrow then you're off four days, right?”
“Yeah.”
“I have a friend who runs a motel down in Imperial Beach. What would you think if I called him to see if he had a room we could get for a couple of days? We could leave when you get out of work and be there by mid-afternoon for a couple of days of sun and fun.”
She liked that. “That would be wonderful, I love the beach.” Then her shoulders slumped. “But what about Veronica? I wouldn't feel right about leaving her home alone.”
“We can take her with us. If I can get two rooms great; if not, we just kick her out when we wanna fuck. Having her here hasn't been bad. She's an okay kid.”
“Could we?” she asked hopefully. I knew I was going to get special sex tonight by the look on her face. So I picked up the phone and made the call.
Larry only had one room available, what he called his emergency room. Emergency being a friend or special customer needing something at the last minute. So I asked him to hold it and gave him arrival and departure dates. Donna was ecstatic and started rushing around and getting things packed and ready to go.
Veronica came home. Donna ran up to her and almost knocked her over. “How would you like to go to the beach for a few days?!”
Veronica brightened. “You bet!”
“We leave tomorrow at noon when I finish work. That is unless you want to stay here alone,” Donna said, acting coy with a shrug.
Veronica was confused. “You're serious? We're going to the beach!”
The two sisters hugged and screamed in joy. Veronica broke from her sister ran over and threw her arms around me. “I know you did this Thank you,” she whispered as she laid a lip lock on me.
“Hey! My guy!” Donna said as she playfully pulled her sister off of me and dropped into my lap to give me a kiss. Donna did not have a clue, which was fine by me. She said, “You can find your own boy toy at the beach, as long as he's not older than sixteen.” She laughed, “Or sixty.”
“How about thirty?” Veronica said, giving me a sly look.
“You wish,” Donna said.
While Donna was in the bathroom I told Veronica: “Go slow tonight so I can watch you. Hold your orgasm till after Donna has hers.”
Later, Donna and I started our usual foreplay, first with me running my tongue over her gorgeous nipples and slowly finger fucking her until she had her first orgasm for the night. She was so excited about the upcoming trip she dropped down for a very special blowjob. She worked me starting by running her tongue up and down my shaft and then slowly drawing my dick into her mouth: first just the head and gently sucking and swirling her tongue around the head, then driving down and swallowing my entire length until her nose was buried in my pubic hair, and then drawing back out very slowly. She kept this up for a half an hour. Every time I would start to get close to blowing my load she would ease off. She had brought me so close so often that I got to the point where I would have a hard time cumming when I was ready and she sensed my state. She slid her body up mine and squatted over my dick and let it slide into her sopping wet pussy. She took her impalement with ease. Throughout the blow job and now the slow fuck I watched in the mirror and could see Veronica slowly diddling herself, legs spread wide, that pink virgin blonde pussy bare to my eyes. I watched as she pinched her nipples with one hand and at the same time slid a finger up into her cuntlet, drawing it out and running the wetness over her nipples and then back to her pussy, continually repeating the process.
Then I got a surprise. While she was riding my cock Donna, out of the blue, asked, “Would you like to fuck my ass? I need my ass fucked tonight. You have me so hot, I want to finally try it.”
Finally, and at the perfect moment for Veronica's continued education.
“You want me to fuck your ass?” I asked loudly enough for Veronica to hear. “Then tell me, beg me, you slut.”
Donna said, ” Please fuck my ass. Please stick your cock in my ass.”
“Say it louder, I can't hear you.”
She did: “Please fuck me in the ass! I want to feel your cock sliding into my asshole, please!”
I rolled her off me and put her belly down on her knees, her ass sticking up in the air. I positioned myself behind her and slid all four of my fingers into her pussy like a cup I brought out a handful of juice and dumped it in her crack, rubbing it into her puckered hole. All this time I observed Veronica in the mirror. She had just watched her sister and I fuck, again, and now she had heard her sister begged to be fucked up the asshole. Next she was going to watch it, watch me stick my dick up her sister's shitpipe and fuck her rectum hard. Her eyes were large and wide as she stared at us in the mirror.
After lubing Donna's asshole with her own juices, I stuck my dick in her pussy to get it good and wet then drew it out and positioned the tip at her anal entrance. A little push gained admittance; slow steady pressure got my whole cock buried into her.
She was in pain, I knew, but she was so turned on the pain didn't matter. All Donna wanted was to be fucked. She panted: “I love when you fuck me. I don't care where you do it, juts stick dick is in me someplace. Whatever hole you want you can have.”
“Any hole?” I tested her.
“My ear, my nose, I don't care.”
“What if all I wanted to do from now on is fuck your dirty asshole, slut?”
“It's yours!”
It only took a minute or two before I felt her sphincter muscles tighten around my dick and she came, leaking juices down her legs and onto the sheets below. Her ass also got juicy, and from the smell of it I knew she was getting shit all over my cock and I didn't mind one bit (sometimes I do, when a girl has an accident while I drive the Hershey Highway). I followed by shooting spurt after spurt deep into her ass.
We both collapsed onto the bed, laying there panting, trying to recover. As we laid there embracing in the warm afterglow of our orgasms I looked into the mirror and watched as Veronica was finger-fucking herself. Her head back one hand working her pussy and the other pulling her nipples.
“You want me to clean your cock with my mouth?” Donna offered.
“Look at the mirror,” I told her.
“Why, what's on the mirror?”
“Look at the reflection in the mirror.”
A sharp intake of breath and: “Oh my goodness! Veronica's playing with herself!”
“And we're watching.”
“Oh wow. She would die if she knew we could see. Oh shit you don't suppose that she was watching us? I mean if we can see her maybe she can see us?”
“I don't know,” I lied. “There is nothing we can do now but enjoy the show.”
She gave me a funny look. “You're such a pervert, how can you say that? She's only… 13.” But she didn't take her eyes off her sister, and she realized then that it was exactly Veronica's age and youth that made it all so enticing.
I had my hand on her pussy and could feel her juices running again. We laid there and watched Veronica driving her fingers into that little pussy until she finally came with a groan we could clearly hear. Veronica remained naked on the bed for a while and then pulled the blanket over herself, going to sleep in sheets stained with her own juices, as my own sheets were quiet damp in pussy flow, ass flow, and sperm flow.
Donna pressed against me and whispered: “I can't believe we just watched my little sister play with herself. And I really can't believe how hot it made me watching her. Please fuck me again. I need your cock in me.”
“You asshole is all I want,” I said.
“Take it! Fuck it to oblivion.”
After having watched the Veronica Show and having Donna next to me, feeling all nasty from watching her sister, I was ready to go again. I pushed Donna on her stomach and got on top of her, taking that second plunge into her ass. Then I switched around and entered her ass with her legs over my shoulder. I got in deeper that way. We fucked for at least two hours, switching positions and speeding up and slowing down as needed to hold off my orgasm. Her ass was spurting all over, leaving watery shit stains all over the sheets. When we were done, I had her clean my cock off with her mouth and she didn't object to the taste. Ass-to-mouth action, just like you see in the pornos-what's that old joke? “Love is mouth to ass, but true love is ass to mouth.” I looked and sure enough, Veronica had been watching this. I wondered what she thought, seeing her big sister suck and lick shit off my dick until it was nice and clean.
The sheets were not clean, nor was Donna's asshole, which kept leaking. I changed the sheets while Donna showered. The room still smelled like anal sex, if you know what I mean. I took a shower too. Donna was fast asleep and so was Veronica, from what I could see in the mirror.
It was very tempting to go to that other room and take Veronica the same way, fuck her ass and mouth and back and forth, but I was pretty tired and didn't dare… and I doubted I could get it back up after all that action.



Chapter VI. Veronica and Blowjobs


Donna dragged herself out of bed to get ready for work. I briefly woke up and asked her if she was all right with so little sleep. She said: “Tired but happy and satisfied. I can't wait to get to the beach.”
I rolled over and went back to sleep only to wake up a little later. It was a pleasant feeling. “Donna, don't you have to get to work and didn't you get enough last night,” I said. She had crawled under the sheets and was gently licking the head of my dick and working her hand up and down my shaft. I was hard as a rock and thinking about getting a quick fuck before she had to leave.
I picked up the sheet to look down at her and instead of the green-eyed beauty I had grown accustomed to seeing, I saw her blue-eyed sister.
“Veronica-what the hell do you think your doing? Donna would be pissed at both of us if she came home and…”
The girl let my cock slide out of her mouth and said, “She left for work already and she seemed to have so much fun last night sucking on you I want to try it.” She pouted. “Just a little. Please.”
I knew it was crazy but I said, “All right, just a little.”
Right.
She dove back on my dick and continued licking the tip and jacking me off. Then she tentatively took my head into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it.
“Am I doing this right?” she asked.
“You're doing just fine.”
“Will you play with me while I do this?” and she wiggled her pussy at me.
I wanted to dive in and eat her dry but that would be going too far with my girlfriend's underage sister, so I settled with just playing with her clit and fingering her while she sucked my dick. It did not take her long to go over the edge and cum on my hand and the thought of her creaming on my hand made me blow my load into her mouth. He cheeks puffed out as my cum shot into her small mouth and she was working like a trooper to swallow it all. Still some seeped out of the corner of her mouth and ran down her chin.
“I love the taste of your cum!” she went as she slurped off my cock. The she wiped her chin with her finger and sucked it clean, just as I had taught her yesterday.
I felt a bit guilty. “If Donna knew what we were doing she would be really upset.”
She crawled up next to me and hugged her naked body next to mine. “I know but I just wanted to try it. I won't try to get between you two. Promise! I love my sister and I don't want to hurt her, I just want to find out what its like with somebody nice, instead of some grabby boy in the backseat of a car or one of my friend's dirty old fathers.”
“Who are the two boys you gave blowjobs to?”
She blushed. “One boy. And a… man, a…”
“Father of a friend?”
“She blows her own father and he wanted to try me and… I don't want to think about it.”
I didn't want to know.
“But I was eleven and didn't know how nice it could be,” she said, “like I do now.”
Eleven years old and sucking off some man, a father. Why did that image turn me on?
She grabbed my hand and started pulling me out of bed. “Come on, let's take a shower than we can pack the car and go get Donna. I'll wash you and you wash me.”
She giggled.
She dragged me into the bathroom and into the shower. She and Donna were very much alike in the way they touched and treated me. It was almost with a reverence that she soaped up a wash cloth and very gently and sensuously washed me down. Rubbing my legs up and down and then my arms. Then my chest and stomach, onto my back and my ass she paid special attention too. Finally washing my again hard dick and balls with a touch like a feather. She seemed to explore every inch of my body. I returned the favor to her spending a little extra time on her tits and getting a moan from her.
“It was so neat watching you guys do it last night and I thought she was going to suck your thingy right off you body. Then when she wanted you to do her butt I couldn't believe it. Do you do it that way a lot?”
She asked this as she washed my cock.
“That was the first time we had anal,” I said.
“It was sooooo cool!”
“You know Donna saw you playing with yourself last night,” I casually mentioned.
She stopped washing me with a gasp. “You're kidding.”
“No, I'm serious. We both watched when you came before you went to sleep. Then she made me fuck her again. She got so horny watching you. She said she needed it again.”
“Good grief! How will I face her?”
“Just pretend it never happened. What the hell. She saw you play with yourself but you watched her get ass-fucked and heard her beg for it.”
“I want to get it in the ass,” she said.
“You need to lose your pussy cherry first.”
“How about both?”
“You're moving too fast, kid, one step at a time.”
She giggled and gave me a hug. “Let's get out of here and get ready to go or we're going to be late picking Donna up.”
We finished our shower and got the bags into the car. We made it to the store were Donna worked just as she was walking out the door. Perfect timing. She jumped in and we were off. I turned onto the road and headed for the highway to get to the beach as soon as possible. Veronica sat in the back seat. We tried to be quiet so Donna could get some rest so I just concentrated on the road. After a while I glanced in the mirror at Veronica and she had her head back on the seat and was breathing heavy. I tilted the mirror down and as I suspected, she was diddling herself. I looked back up at her face and saw her smiling at me. I think she played with herself the whole trip.



Chapter VII. Ensenada, Baja California, Mexico


We arrived at the motel mid-afternoon got checked in quickly and started to settle into the room. Larry had taken care of me. The room had two king sized beds a couch and a couple of chairs with a TV in a sitting area a table and a huge bathroom with an enormous walk in shower. The girls started to unpack while I lay down.
It was only a few minutes before I heard sounds of unhappiness. I opened my eyes and asked, “What's wrong?”
“Neither of us thought to bring a swim suit so we have to go to the beach in shorts and t shirts,” Donna said. “We just are disappointed because we wanted to get some sun. Go back to sleep, we'll wake you in an hour.”
“No. I'm awake, and I wanted to walk down to the liquor store anyway, to get some wine for later.” Both girls brightened at the idea of sneaking alcohol as they both were under the drinking age. “And soda for those who aren't 21 yet,” I added, just to be a shit; they didn't know the legal drinking age in Mexico was technically 18 but this was the sort of country where, culturally, a 13-year-old drinking was not only tolerated but expected.
I had another idea, too. I had notice a women's clothing store about a block away when we had been driving in and I figured to surprise the girls with swim suits. I got up and headed out.
The store was well-stocked, small boutique type. A little higher end than I anticipated but that's what they make credit cards for. I picked out a bikini that I knew would make any red-blooded male drool. It had a small triangle in the front to cover their pussies and just a skinny thong in the back. The tops were not much more than strings with little triangles of cloth. I got two black and two white. One of each color for each girl at the same time I saw a little black dress that look so good on the mannequin that it made me horny, so I figured that it would be dynamite on the girls I got two of those also. I knew they did not have any dress clothes with them and I do like to go out for dinner and dancing when I am on vacation. I haggled with the shop owner about the price, threatening to leave it all until she knocked off 33 %. She still made a bundle on me at $350, but I felt better. I mean, Mexico is the place where you haggle; they don't appreciate you if you don't.
Back in the room, I handed the girls one of the bags, with the black bikinis, and told them to try them on. Their eyes went wide when they saw them and wider still when they saw the price tags. They ran into the bathroom together and giggled while they dressed. Donna stuck her head out and said: “We can't wear these-we'll get arrested. There's not much… here.”
“Let me see,” I said.
Veronica pushed past her sister and exclaimed: “I am not afraid!”
She was quite a sight. The bikini fit the little girl perfectly. I had got a size smaller than they needed. The girls thought they were tight but every crack and crevice was visible. Donna came out behind her sister. I paid both of them some very sincere compliments and finally Donna agreed that they did look hot.
Off to the beach we went for the late afternoon sun.
I felt 100 feet tall with a beautiful and scantily clad girl on each arm. I felt like a real stud, or a heel, I'm not sure which the best description was. The beach was nearly empty this late in the day. We laid our towels down and headed for the water. A few minutes of splashing and dunking and generally messing around and I felt someone swim between my legs and reach up and grab my cock and pull it out of my trunks. Then Veronica surfaced in front of me. She giggled and stroked my dick. She let go and swam away and I quickly stuffed my hard-on back into my trunks and then Donna swam up to me. She put her arms around me and gave me a kiss and reached down and freed me. She slowly slid down under the water and proceeded to give me an underwater blowjob. She stayed down for as long as she could hold her breath and came back up. “I'll finish that later,” she said.
An hour later, we decided to head back to the room to get some dinner. We picked up our stuff and went back to the room.
“You get the shower first then we'll follow together, it'll be faster that way,” Donna told her sister.
Veronica gave me a little pouty face that Donna didn't catch.
As soon as the bathroom door closed, I untied Donna's strings and threw her on the bed. Between Veronica playing with my dick in the water and Donna sucking me off under water… well, I was ready to explode hard and fast. I stuck two fingers into Donna's twat and found she was as wet and ready as I was. I wasted no time in sinking my cock fully into her. She wrapped her legs around me and I plunged my meat into her until she came with a shudder and a gasp. She tried to push me off, but I wasn't done. “I want to finish what I started in the ocean,” she said, and pulled out and sat on the edge of the bed while she got on her knees between my legs and took me into her mouth. She was working me expertly and I was close to cumming, then I glanced up at the bathroom door and saw Veronica peeking out watching me get my blow job. I just smiled at her as I shot my sperm into Donna's mouth-it went right down her throat as she pulled off and took the rest in her mouth drinking every drop. Veronica quietly closed the door. She gave us just enough time to get our clothes on again before shouting: “I hope you sex fiends are finished because I'm coming out.”
The 13-year-old walked out wearing only panties and a towel in front of her drying herself.
“Veronica, put some clothes on,” Donna said.
“Well he's already seen you and we look just alike, so what,” Veronica said. “Besides if we're going to be sharing this room for the next four days we'll be seeing a lot of each other.”
She made a good point.
“You're turning into such a slut,” Donna told her.
“Just like my older sister,” was Veronica's retort.
After a fast shower, we put on casual clothes for a walk on the boardwalk and a meal of junk food. We spent the next couple of hours walking the boards, riding the rides and eating the food. It was getting near 10:00 and we were all tired so we returned to the room and opened the wine I had bought for a quiet drink. Both girls thanked me for the trip and told me how wonderful I was and my head swelled so much that we were in danger of having to get another room just to fit it in. Soon the wine was gone and we were all sleepy. Veronica went to the bathroom to get changed into her oversized T shirt while Donna and I stripped down and crawled under the covers. Donna was a little apprehensive that I was sleeping nude but she didn't dwell on it as she was too tired. I dropped off instantly, even before Veronica came out of the bathroom.
I woke up a few hours later, needing to empty my bladder and get a drink of water. I made it to the bathroom and then slid back into bed. I snuggled up against Donna and found her T shirt had ridden up over her ass. I felt my dick slide into the crack of her ass. Knew I was taking a chance but I reached around under her shirt and put a hand on her naked tit. I gently traced circles around her nipple and then slowly stroked over top of the tip, just teasing it. They hardened almost instantly. So I moved my hand down over her ass and to her pussy. With her legs pulled up I had easy access from the rear. I found she was wet and ready for entry as I slid a finger in and gently worked it in and out of her hole, trying to get her hotter. I met with success as she pushed her ass back against me and started to wiggle around in her sleep. I worked another finger in and then a third. Now her juices were really flowing. I pulled my fingers out and slid my dick up to her hole. Manipulating it with my hand I worked it back and forth between her lips and then slowly slid it deep inside her. She groaned with satisfaction as I slowly pumped back and forth.
I was working her into frenzy and she was still mostly asleep. So I pulled out and rolled over on my back. She whimpered at having lost what she desired and rolled over onto me. She mounted me in a second, stripped off her T shirt, and was riding me with lust filled abandon. I looked over at the other bed and saw Veronica sitting up leaning on one arm, watching us. Her other hand was buried between her legs, working her own pussy while she watched her sister fuck my dick.
By now Donna was fully awake. I said, “She's watching us.”
“Oh shit,” was her only response as she looked over at her sister. Yet, she didn't stop.
“If you want to see better come over here,” I told Veronica.
Veronica slid right out of her bed and joined us. Her face less than a foot away from my cock sliding in and out of her sisters cunt. I reached over and turned on the bedside light and said: “If you're going to watch, then get naked.” She looked at me and then her sister and hesitated only a second before peeling off her shirt, revealing her tight little body.
I said: “Now lay back and keep fingering yourself so Donna can watch you.”
Donna was in continuous orgasm mode, just one small orgasm after another non-stop. Veronica slid up on the bed so she was next to me and was plunging her fingers into her pussy and working her clit with her thumb. I reached over and tweaked her nearest nipple with one hand while I did the same to Donna.
We kept this up for a minute or so when I moved my hand down to Donna's clit. I applied pressure and rubbed back and forth on her bud. She was building to a massive orgasm and I wanted it to be her best. I moved my other hand down to Veronica's pussy and stuck two fingers inside her and manipulated her clit with my thumb. This wasn't the easiest thing to do but I did it; I knew I would not last much longer and then it came. I shot my sperm deep into Donna. The sensation of my hot cum slamming inside her pushed her over the edge and she came with a gush of puss-stream and a scream-and the sounds and smells that were released gave Veronica what she needed to finish also and she came with a shudder and a groan but no stream of girl-juice.
I woke a few hours later with sunlight streaming into the room. I had an arm wrapped around each beautiful sister and their heads on my chest, each had a leg laying over mine. What could be better, I wondered, two beautiful sexy sinful sisters in bed with my shifty ass.
Life was good in Mexico, I thought.



Chapter VIII. The Fantasy


I could feel a set of lips sliding up and down my dick and a tongue swirling around it; this was a wonderful way to wake up and I was getting used to it. I let out a moan and the blowjob stopped for an instant and then started again as Donna wrapped her arms around me and gave me a kiss. I was still groggy and my brain was not quite working yet. Okay, so Donna's kissing me, which means Veronica…
Donna said: “I didn't think you'd mind, I decided to teach Veronica how to suck cock. How's she doing?”
“Either you are a great teacher or she is an excellent student,” was my response. “I'm not going to last much longer,” I added.
“Go ahead and cum in her mouth. But wait until I get there, I want it. This is so fucking hot!” she said as she slid down to join Veronica.
The sight was breathtaking. Veronica was on my right with her lips wrapped around my dick, working it up and down and Donna was on my left with her nose and mouth only inches away from my dick. I felt the familiar swelling in my prick and the rushing of cum from my balls and down my shaft, and the release as it gushed into Veronica's mouth.
“Don't swallow; hold it in your mouth,” Donna instructed.
My dick slipped out of the 13-year-old's mouth. She looked at her sister with chipmunk cheeks all puffed out.
“I want to taste it too,” Donna said as she leaned over and kissed her sister, opening her mouth and pushing her tongue between Veronica's lips.
Veronica hesitated at first then relaxed as Donna's tongue worked around her own as they shared my cum. They soon broke the kiss and each girl swallowed what they each had in their mouths. Veronica looked at me and like an excited kid seeking approval asked, “Did I do it right? I love sucking cock. I could have kept it up forever but I wanted to taste your cum in my mouth too.”
“You did just fine and with more practice you'll be as good as your sister.”
She beamed with pride at the compliment and reached over and hugged her sister. “Thanks for sharing,” Veronica said.
“Just remember, he's mine, I got dibs. Don't try to steal him. If you want just ask,” was Donna's answer…
But that's just a fantasy I have every now and then, a memory I wished I had. Fantasy can be a good coping mechanism…



Chapter IX. The Reality


The reality: later that night, while we were sleeping, three men burst into the room wearing dark clothes and masks. They beat me up good and I was unable to stop them from taking the girls. Donna and Veronica kicked and screamed. Their mouths were covered in duck tape. They were taken naked.
When I was able to stand up, I called the front desk. Nothing. I called the local police.
Larry was dead. They shot him in the office.
The police came, and so did the state federales. They told me there had been a rash of kidnappings and all I could do was wait for a ransom phone call.
The call never came, not in Mexico or back in the States.
The local police told me that blonde American women fetched a high price on the white sex slave market, and the girls could be in any country-Saudi Arabia or Chile-held in rooms and forced to perform sex acts on a rich man with a harem or many men running a brothel for the exotic.
Back in the states, I campaigned for help from the State Department. I was told there was a long list of kidnapped American girls and women from almost very country in the world, and they could only do so much, such as wait for a ransom demand.
Donna and Veronica's parents felt the devil did it-that the devil claimed their daughters for their sinful ways, such as going down to Ensenada with me. Sure, they blamed me, but mostly it was Satan.
I blamed myself plenty. I drank a lot and went mad, was arrested for public fighting a few times, and finally had to check into rehab to get off the booze and drugs I was using. I didn't have a job and found myself homeless for a while. It took about five years to get my life back in order.
All I could think of was how stupid I had been, displaying the two sisters in those skimpy sexy bikinis for all to see-such as her kidnappers. I imagined there were men who scouted the beach, gathered information, and went in for the abduction. I read about this stuff online.
And it was on the Internet, five years later, that I found Donna-on one of those “rape fantasy” sites out of Russia. There were videos and pictures: a pretty blonde woman is gang-raped by a dozen men in military uniforms. Her mouth is gagged and eyes wide open. Green eyes. Unmistakable green eyes.
Donna's eyes.
And her body.
I knew that body, and those eyes.
I gave the website information to the FBI but a week later the site was down and the FBI said they had no leads, they had no power in Russia, is the video was even made there.
For two years I spent a lot of time trying to find more photos or videos of Donna. I found nothing.
I thought I found Veronica on a kiddie porn site from Argentina, but I couldn't be sure. And she would be twenty by then, the same age Donna was when I flirted with her in the store.
They could've been old photos, the girl looked fourteen or so in the pictures, but I just couldn't be sure because the photographer made sure the girl's face was never completely seen.
So many things went through my mind.
I was thirty-eight now and I had stopped flirting with young women, I didn't even date. The only sex I got was from prostitutes down in Mexico, but mostly I paid them to tell me what they knew about the kidnapping and white sex slave racket.
They didn't know much.
One time I thought I saw Veronica working the streets in the hooker district on Tijuana. Looked like Veronica from the back. No, the girl was Mexican and had a blonde dye job.
I kept looking and seeing out information until I turned forty.
I joined the church Donna and Veronica's parents were members of and they accepted me-the parents and congregation-and told me I was forgiven by Jesus.
I wish I could fool myself into believing that.
Now, I wonder if any of it ever happened. If I made it all up and I'm locked up in the bughouse somewhere, creating scenarios like that one fantasy of waking up to both of them down in my crotch.
I have written this account down to convince myself that it did all happen, and that I will never be forgiven for what I did with those two sinful sisters.
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