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Part One
It was one day before the year’s longest, 1992, when I first raped my younger teenage sister, Maurin. She was just 13 then, I was 17 and very muscular. And Maurin’s always been fragile, skinny little girl…

I’m 1.76 M. tall, muscular as said, with wild brown~dark-blond mane of a hair and sharp (so I’ve been told by countless people) grey-green eyes, the eyes that can hypnotize people. People like my naïve little teenage sister.

I’m broad shouldered and have a very long and thick member, the kind that truly hurts a girl (or a boy) when taking their virginity away from them. That’s why I tend to be gentle – though not when I’m (even very slightly) drunk.

And I was drunk that afternoon, of June 20th, 1992. It was a very hot Saturday and I was just back from another outing with my football-fellows Tom, Rick and Jake. We’re kinda like brothers really, what with having grow up together from day one. We’re all neighbours, studing together at the same single class at the same single school, at our desolate little mid-west town of Johnsville, Arizona (98 people, according to last account). I’m the best one at spitting for long distance (once hit, with my ball of saliva, at the cheek of a girl who stood nearly 7 meters away from us!! She did instantly start on to cry of course and all four of us got grounded for a week; sad outcome of a great achievement, that’s with no doubt at all.

I’m also good at tempting the babes to spend their bed-time with my penis and me. I have bedded nearly all girls at school, aged from 12 on – except my sister (and three little lovelies, who rejected me on the ground of being complete lesbians; ho well, can’t have everything in life I suppose… would have absolutely loved to turn into a girl, just for a few hours, simply in order to know what their naked body would feel like over my own). But my little sister was no lezzy, that one’s for sure.

I have first realized just how much do I want to fuck her when I watched an X-rated film three weeks earlier, where there was this family, of a boy and two girls, the boy being 16 and his two sisters – 19 and 12. At the beginning of the film, they part, with lots of hugs and kisses, from their loving parents and their elder sister, all taking a trip of a religious pilgramege up to the holyland, to visit Jesus’ birth-place and the like. Well, as it was all very soon turned out, they indeed were to meet personally with Jesus, but definitely not at the way they planned – the old aircraft (which, as it turned out, should have been taken out of service eons ago) had just disintegrated, somewhere above the Atlantic and boom!! That’s it young fellows, you’re now all alone in the world.
However, some people just know how to make a lemonade even out of the sourest, bitterest lemons: pretty soon these three loving, closely-bonded siblings, develop an fine and nice incestous relationship, shooting into existence from the very first night, when the elder sister, Sarah, offers they would all sleep, together, at Mommy’s and Daddy’s king-size bed, to “collect their remaining energies straight into our bodies and thus strengthen ourselves, for the hard days and tests, which are now bound to arrive”, as she put it. The boy, Michael and theit little, naïve sister, Amanda, agree right away and, before this one night comes to an end, the boy fucks both his sisters – who, for their part, discover, together, what the word “lesbian” does also mean…
And of course, from then on, their entire life, is just one long loving orgy. Their friends are also being gradually invited and initiated, into their incestous circle, bringing their own first-degree relatives and so, pretty soon, the entire small and sleepy town, of Macaronesy, Idaho, becomes the adobe for hot incestous, intergenerational sex, with Sarah being its newly elected mayor.

So, watching this film, the idea of having a sexual intercourse, with my very own flesh-and-blood lovely little 13-year-old naïve sister, has successfully taken strong roots within the darker corners of my mind. Darker – because I felt, pretty strongly, that just enticing and seducing, might not be enough; and, as I craved for her to be fully awake and participating, in the process of being royally fucked by her own loving and no-longer-protecting elder brother, the option of drugging her was soon ruled out – so, I was left with merely one choice (given that she, as I pretty much was certain of, wouldn’t ever agree, willingly, to have any kind of sex with me, most definitely not during the next three or four years however):
To forcefully rape her. To brutally snatch her, from her sweet childhood world of naivity and bullshit and, with no real preparation, throw her, straight head-on, right into the world of grown-ups, where her own big brother, has used her fragile body for his own personal enjoyment – because (as I saw I might not have an option, but to claim, when it would come to seducing my own little sister to a sexual, incestous intercourse with me): “no” means “yes”!
So, how did I pull this up, you’ll ask? Well, it went on like this:

Being a good girly girl, Maurin does always bathe and then takes a nap at the afternoon, between 3 and 5 – and on Saturdays, of course, her bathing takes a great deal more time than the usual, mostly up until 4, even (and her nap until 7, or so). I love watching her taking those baths; always have, even before I’ve ever considered bedding her frail, too-skinny nude body. And, she did not even suspect me of any unholy thoughts, when I came home, to find her bathing, and asked her permission to watch her there!
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