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  ONE


  The girl was a part of him. Every night about this time she came to him with a glance or the touch of a hand, and despite the vast difference in their ages, Michael knew that she was in his blood to stay.


  He watched her lovely pantherish strides as she entered the living room, having come directly downstairs from his wife's bedroom. He doused his cigarette and put aside the legal brief he'd been studying. He was one of San Francisco's most renowned corporation lawyers and quite often brought work home with him, although the affairs of his own suburban household always came first with Michael. He rose and went to greet the girl, feeling the pliant warmth of her body as she rushed into his arms for the clinging salute of his mouth on hers. “How is she, darling,” he asked. “All set for the night?”


  Janice nodded and smiled at him, wistfully running her fingers through the steel-gray strands of hair at his temples. Michael was a tall and craggily handsome man, his features rather stark and gaunt, giving him a wearily sensual look even when he was most agitated. Due to his heavily black-browed eyes, he appeared always to be brooding and hungering, when such was never the case in this all-embracing shelter he called home. “She's asleep, the angel,” said Janice. “Did you hear us singing together, Michael?”


  “That I did,” he returned her smile, then took her hand in his and slowly pressed his lips against the hot yielding skin of her palm, while his other arm went about her waist and pulled her in close to him. Michael sighed as a lock of her long gold hair lightly brushed his cheek and he felt the loose undulance of her breasts nudge urgently against his body. “You darling, you two were harmonizing up there, and what a joyous sound it was. Jan...” His lips dabbing at her fingertips as he spoke, his other hand slowly fondling upwards to clutch the flowing silky masses of her hair... ah, this girl of heat and ardor turning into a lady within his very hands! On the trembling throes of it and caught like this and by him... in all the bright hesitant bloom of her, the compassion. You're only forty-three, man!... so these thresholds can become your infinity, if you move ahead with her away from the flogging doubts of the world....


  “Guess what we were singing.” her fingers now caressing his lips as he kissed.


  With a chuckle, he raised up his head and kissed her gaily on the tip of the nose. “Something from Student Prince... or maybe Blossom Time?”


  “No, it was I'll See You Again, from Bittersweet, I think. How Lydia adores those old operettas. And oh, Michael, how good she's been these past months since her release from the hospital. I don't care what Dr. Morrison says. I'm convinced she's having the speediest recuperation on record!”


  “Thanks to you, my enchanting little Wife-Sitter...” he pressed his big hands about her long supple waist and edged them higher and higher until he was quite companionably cupping the full heavy thrusts of her breasts. He held them lazily like that, feeling the nipples prickle and rise... “The boys and I are so grateful to you, Jan... the way you've taken over and managed everything since this... recent unpleasantness. If we'd searched for years, we couldn't have found Lydia a better nurse or companion.”


  He studied the curving red fullness of her lips as she grinned and moved her hands up against the muscled hardness of his chest and broad shoulders, Michael's fingers kneading the steaming roundness of her, his eyes remaining on her mouth as she tilted her chin upwards, her eyes reflecting an intense silent plea to be kissed by him once more. “It's good to be appreciated on all sides,” she murmured as she saw his wide brooding mouth softly open and descend... Michael emitting a small cry now as he hurled his lips down on hers for a moist engulfing kiss. He held her like that for a long and breathless moment, devouring the petaled sweetness of her, inhaling all the pungencies of her girlhood... colognes and hairsprays and cosmetics... oooh God, this lovely female in his house so very unguent and oiled for him as now he tasted the fresh probing lace of her tongue that slid and toyed so smoothly between his lips... ahh, little girl be mine!... give all your flowering teens and growths to me. Her hips so softly trembling and ripe under his, as he felt the swift stirring swells of his own body, that rousing vigor of response which she could ignite with just the barest touch...


  “Lydia thanked me too,” she said, her soft warm lips questing and murmurous under his, “only a moment ago. She said she'd be the happiest woman in the world if I were to remain in this house forever. Isn't it miraculous how she can think of others, after all she's been through?”


  He raised his head and grinned down at her, his fingers still tracing the outline of her nipples as he spoke... “Lydia's a thoroughbred. Much too rare and precious for the ugliness of this century. How often she's come to me in tears, asking: 'Why is the world taking its own life? Why are we all screaming to be punished? What have we done, Michael? I feel so innocent!' ”


  “The poor darling, she is innocent,” said Janice, “but somehow feels wrong about it, feels guilty for not having sinned. Oh darling, let me help you guard her. She needs us so!” The girl found this sudden surge of charity giving birth to new passion for the husband of her charge—Lydia in her shadowed bedroom, stricken and benign, while the man who loved and prayed for her was in the arms of Janice. Jan, the soft attending one, who now pressed her voluptuous young body more impetuously against his, her hands warmly travelling and seeking down his firm strong back, until she clutched the hot steaming globes of his buttocks, furrowing her belly inward at his groin. Michael inhaled a fast rush of oxygen and felt a tight gnawing at the pit of his stomach, now feeling powerless to control the thick rising throb of his erection...


  But, like the sane and sensible attorney that he was, he reminded himself of those perennial extenuating circumstances that existed in his house and let his penis swell. In any other living room such an overt display of passion might have seemed blatant or disloyal. But in this tall Victorian castle of love, there was no place set at the dining-table for any unwelcome visitation called 'shame.' Everyone who dwelled within these walls had, at one time or another, been touched by the honor of human feeling.


  And yet, as Janice slowly unzipped him and slipped her warm, nubbing fingers inside the flaring bulge of his briefs, Michael thought that perhaps some caution and militance might be in order until Lydia was completely herself again. Just as Jan began fondling the round rearing head of his organ, Michael moved swiftly back from her and zipped himself up, veering about so that the ballooning evidence at his crotch would not seem quite so gross. “Wait, Jan dear... let's go out for a drive. I know it's true that Lydia could never be our enemy, but until she's well, we'd best be careful. I mean, this is a rather delicate period she's going through, so we have no way of knowing how she'd react if she were to walk down here and find us so... so in sympathy with each other.”


  “Oh Michael, I'm disappointed in you!” Janice bluntly turned him about to face her, billowing clothed phallus and all. “Lydia has always known about us, and it's a knowledge that makes her happy. I can sense that each time I sit with her in the dark, or hold her hand while I read aloud to her from one of her marvelous books on the occult; and certainly you remember times when she's seen us together and her eyes fairly glowed with hope and a sort of maternal approval. Lydia blesses all the love that circulates within the boundaries of these walls, for we're in love's own birthplace here, Michael, and I'm sure I needn't remind you of that.”


  As she spoke, Michael had been watching the exquisite contours of her face, completely absorbed by the fervor of her expressive green eyes, the gentle turbulence of her mouth when she was excited; and now, slowly, he nodded his agreement, letting his eyes linger downward towards the sprouting protrusion of her breasts, loving the way they pushed up so high and firm in the light summer dress she wore. He could see the soft pink bra beneath the filmy fabric, that bursting cradle of bouquets which cuddled the naked richness of flesh and texture he longed to feel against his mouth. Then he thought of what she'd said, and he sighed. “Dammit, Jan, you're so mature and intuitive, I sometimes forget how very young you are.”


  She gave him a silent smiling appraisal for a moment. “No, dear, I haven't been that young since you made a woman of me.” Then she laughed out gaily and added: “But darling, if you like, you can think of me as the youngest clairvoyant in the whole county of Marin, California, USA! Which did not regurgitate and fall into the ocean after all!” Impulsively, she took his hand and led him towards the front door. “And since it's been a very warm day, I suppose I agree with you: a moonlight drive would do us both a world of good. But first you must promise me something, Michael.”


  “Yes?”


  “Promise that you'll never shut me out of your life for all the wrong reasons.”


  “Not for any reason, you silly child. You're much too deep inside of me for any 'good-byes' to mar our journey....”


  They went out into the warmth of night, touching hands.


  The air was full of July and soft winds as Michael Forbes drove slowly through the hilly countryside of beautiful Marin. The scenic Bay Area views followed them all along the way like a rippling patchwork quilt of iridescence and neon, a soft comforter for the chilling fevers they'd brought with them.


  Janice sat beside him, reflective and silent, her head resting on the back of the seat. They'd spoken very little since leaving the house, finding the night fragrance and the chirping wildlife noises far too precious to pollute with the inanity of conversation. But as they thought of the deeds they were to perform under the stars, their prolonged silence was due also to an odd sort of tension and discomfort which they had never felt when making love within the confines of Michael's house. Conventionally speaking, it should really be the other way around, thought Michael; most average adulterers his age would experience their strongest pangs of conscience while sinning at home, and would therefore feel much freer and uninhibited when the scene of their dalliance was more alien and removed.


  Then he reminded himself that the girl seated beside him was far from average, the situation itself so unique it might even be called a pace-setter. We're doing it behind Lydia's back, thought Michael, that's what makes the difference. In the house of my wife her presence is felt everywhere, so it's as if we always have her blessings. She gives us diplomatic immunity there, but now we're on our own.


  As if her thoughts were aligned with his, Janice spoke. “I feel I'm betraying her out here in the night, so far away from her bedside if she should call or need me...”


  “The boys are home, Jan. They'll be alert and ready to go to her, if it's necessary. I'm sure they saw us leave, so they know she's quite alone in her room.”


  “Yes, they saw,” she said. “How they watch us, the little demons... how they police our every action!” Janice chuckled as she recalled these voyeuristic habits of Michael's teen-aged twins.


  “They mean us no harm,” Michael assured her. “They simply collaborate with their eyes...”


  “But still, it'll feel rather lonely, Michael, touching you when we're so far away from Lydia. I've grown so close to her in her dependence, her reaching-out to us.”


  “Then Jan, you should know that she'd never begrudge us this sense of peace we find together; as long as nothing is shattered at home... as long as nothing ends there.”


  “And nothing ever will, Michael. It's as if she's cast one of her spells on us to insure that.” Lydia, it must be noted, had been something of a lay spiritualist in her time.


  “It's in her eyes mostly,” he said, “because I've never heard her say the words her eyes tell me when she looks at the two of us together... as if to say: 'If it's love you two are sharing, Godspeed! Because love is the one remaining food of life that has not yet been contaminated by commerce or insecticides. Love has no synthetic materials, so let it cleanse you...' ”


  “Oh yes, Michael, that's Lydia! You've got her down perfectly. But of course, she's loved you so much longer than I. It makes you an expert on all her curious philosophies.”


  Michael had been driving higher and deeper into the hills, and they now reached a tip-most scenic point that offered them a spectacular view of night-time San Francisco just across the Bay. He parked the car on a rock-hewn clearing in the road, then took the girl's hand in his. “I suppose I, too, am a betrayer,” he said huskily, “because for once I want you in another setting, Jan, want you all to myself... greedily hidden and hoarded, a solitary treasure and not like something that Lydia has deigned to present me on one of her priceless silver trays... but something that I alone have reached for....”


  “You foolish man, are you suggesting she won't know what we're doing, or where? You know her powers... with that enchanting little crystal-ball of hers, and that Ouija board...”


  A cryptic grin on his face, Michael reached over and pulled the girl into his arms, lowering his mouth to hers and lightly brushing her lips with his own, then pressing his cheek against hers to feel and inhale the soft nubile warmth of her, the smoldering vitality. “Maybe just this once we can steal a little something for ourselves, Jan. To do that you'll have to think only of me this time, not Lydia. Think of her asleep and unable to touch what we do. Are you afraid to try it like that? Are you afraid to let it be just you and I, Jan, without the roots and security of Lydia's calm regime?”


  Janice said nothing to this for a moment, but with a sigh she pressed a hand against his cheek to turn his mouth to hers once more, kissing him fervently, as if hoping that the all-pervasive heat of his lips would blot out all thought for her. Then, softly, she drew away, her fingers circling up through his hair as she spoke. “Oh Michael, it always seems so right whenever a part of you is touching me, but... out here in the dark and the distance, isn't this how the dirt arrives to isolate us and condemn? I mean, this way it seems we've run away into the night to commit a lewd and shameful act, while in Lydia's house it becomes a part of all the love that flows there....”


  Michael's body went tense, and in a flaring rage he wrenched clumsily away from her. “Dammit, then you don't really want me, Jan... all you want is the clean stolid father of my children and the noble devoted husband of my wife. For God's sake, you're eighteen years old, Jan, so what else must I do to make you grow up? Must I come attached with all these cozy fireside-parts in order to be acceptable to you? How about me the man, the naked nameless homeless man, right here and now? Look at me, damn you, and cut me off from home, because I'm lewd and isolated and hungry for you in the night....!” He seized her by the shoulders and turned her about so that she had to face him. “What if you'd just met me on this lonely road, Jan, would you still want me?”


  “Yes, yes, Michael... I don't even have to think to answer that!” She slid her body close to his, cuddling and embracing, nudging her knee towards his crotch, trying to slide onto his lap.


  “I wouldn't be too old for you?” But Michael shuddered as she quickly answered this question with her hands, clutching and fondling him everywhere as she kissed his mouth and cheeks and jabbed her tongue inside his ear, wriggling and sighing and mewling for him...


  “Oh, I do want you like this, Michael!... I want the man you are, the person you are... out of the house of Lydia or wherever you choose to breathe near me... or touch me....”


  “Oooh, you baby!” he groaned, yanking her fully onto his lap, cupping and palming the fruity heaviness of her breasts. “Aw, wait, honey... wait... you're getting us all damp and warm and sweaty... umm, give me that hot whimpering mouth, you infant...” Tilting her chin upwards and licking the rainy trickles of perspiration from her pouting lips, then kissing her, softly... deeply... “Just wanted to be sure there'd be no shame for you like this.” he murmured, raising his head to stare down at the gleaming jewel he'd made of her mouth... gasping as her hand latched covetously between his thighs and remained there, clutching the thick prodding growth of his excitement...


  “I'll be testing your shame too, my darling,” she said, her fingers pressing and kneading the rearing veiled knob of his organ.


  Chuckling, he held her hand very still there... “Oooh, you sweet girl!... your body has become much too familiar to me for any shame to corrode what I feel. And since it's I who've led you down this path from the beginning, I really own you everywhere, don't I?”


  She laughed softly, pulling his handsome face down to hers to gently suck his mouth... “Ummm... yes, you do have certain rights to me, don't you, Michael... teacher-man and husband-man and Patriarch-Of-The-World!... ooh, hold me to those rights, Michael, hold me near and dear and... touch me, darling... touch me...!”


  Laughing giddily in this fever of anxiety, they began to undress each other, haphazardly unbuttoning, unzipping, unfastening and unraveling as they kissed and clung and groaned with fresh delight at each new membered intimacy they exposed. While far beneath them, in blinking accompaniment, blazed the tiny dot-lights of Sausalito harbor and the beacons of the Bay and the Bridges and Alcatraz, which seemed coolly to condone all the liberties they were about to take.


  “Not here in the car,” he said, now playing with the superb fat dangles of her breasts. She had placed her bra in his lap immediately after he'd slipped out of his trousers and briefs, and how pinkly the garment towered there under the soaring of his erection, girlie-bra playing the role of careless jockstrap. “I want you out in the night air,” he said, “all spread and dewy in the shadows... Mother-Earth taking over for Lydia and giving you to me... ohhh, let her make of you the harvest I want to plow....”


  “But Michael, we must be careful! There are squad-cars everywhere...”


  “Mainly in the ghettos, my sweet!” His hands nudged down flat against her tummy and he flipped off her panties, his fingers wading in the wet fuzzy terrain and the split of her, while the girl played rapturously with the enormous fatherly phallus that seemed so alive in her hand... as now they were totally naked in the moonless dark, and daring. They stepped out of the car, each of them emitting a little sigh as the breezes blew lustfully about their privates. Michael found a blanket in the back seat and tossed it on the ground... “Oh God, Jan, don't lie down yet, darling; stand there like that, with your lovely breasts strung out against the lights of the Bay...” He stared in silence at the silhouette-bloom of her body, his eyes becoming more accustomed to the dark as he gaped at the ivory radiance of her skin, the sinuous contours. Beauty on the edge of this worldly cliff, with the gaudy diamond tapestry of San Francisco bringing up her rear, the whole castle-twinkling skyline serving her to him, a girl so ripe and vulnerable and brilliant, the mind, body and desire of her culminating in a blend that was destined for his arms. God, what a refinement of child and woman he'd found under his very own roof!


  He moved towards her, reaching out his hands and gently cupping the round firm swells of her breasts, joyfully edging his fingertips over the blistering points of her nipples, then standing back to watch her like that, all thrust out for him, her lustrous blonde hair stirring in the night winds. Then he moved towards her again and slipped his hands around her long lithe hips and flaring buttocks. He knelt down and lightly ran his tongue along the satiny hairs of her vagina, inhaling the soft pubic spices there as she let out a gasp and pressed his head in closer... “Oh Michael... yes, yes!... I want that...” Michael's lips curved into a grin as he licked all around her outer labia, kissing everywhere except at the fuming tunnel itself... but oh God, how he felt the swarming pulses there... ummm, that tropic urgent swamp-pull between her thighs, which she now straddled far apart and moaned and held his kingly head, her flesh primed and yearning for his lips' descent... Ahh, but no!... he too dearly loved her whimpers of frustration, wanted them as the long accompaniment to this hour, now raising his head again until he felt the warm globes of her breasts pushing against his face. Those baubled endearments... full high heavy child-tits on the cliff of the world. He sucked them. Slowly... his lips full and burning, tongue enraging as the round hot throbs of girl-flesh rolled in and out of his mouth...


  “Oh darling, hurry... hurry... I'm wet, Michael... please!”


  “You mean here?” he asked, sliding his tongue across a nipple.


  “No... no... lower, Michael!... oh please. I'm streaming there and.... you're such a beast to torment me when you know what I want...!”


  He lowered his head again, knowing that she fully expected to be sucked by him, her clitoris aching for the assuagements which he had first initiated. Instead, Michael seized her by the waist and dragged her down on the blanket with him. “No, my spoiled darling, not like that this time!” he laughed, embracing and madly rolling with her. “Tonight I want to penetrate the girl in my house who watches over the ailing mother in my house and is ON to the detached awareness of my lusting twin sons...!” He flung her over on her back and held her down, then swiftly mounted her. But, to his surprise, her legs hurled upward and caught him in a scissors-hold, yanking his body down and rolling him over so that suddenly she was the victor, straddling on top of him and gloating there. Laughing and breathless, she used her knees to pin him flat and helpless for a brief second. Then, slowly, she lowered her creamy spread-out bottom towards his crotch. Michael peered down at the gulping downy crevice between her thighs, watching her descent and holding his breath for that moment when her soupy hot cunt would hook him deeply in and swirling... Ahh, look at the lovely teen-aged girl about to sit on the spike of a brawny big-hung man...!


  But now it was Janice's turn to employ the devastating element of surprise, for she kept edging her body lengthwise over his, lower and lower until her beautiful face was poised directly above his palpitating thick member. Dreamily, she inhaled all his jungled man-scents, and then, with a rapacious sigh and snarl, she started kissing his body, tonguing upwards on his hairy belly, biting his nipples and tearing at the mat of hairs on his chest with her teeth... “Oh Jan honey, bite me... lick me!” Michael groaned, tonguing his parched lips, running his fingers through the tumbling cascades of her hair... the girl's lips nuzzling downward again until she was kissing the steamy black forest of his crotch-hair, gripping his hard tip-moistened cock in her hand until, at last, she slipped the expanding head of it between her soft warm lips and feverishly slashed her tongue around on it... pumping, lazily chewing on its fleshy velvet texture. Michael cried out and quickly rose up to watch the tender night-youth of her mouth as it captured more and more of his mighty throbbing organ, watched her suck on that hefty tube of flesh until she'd brought him to the unbearable point of a near-climax. Then she swept the huge rod out of her mouth, her eyes hungry to look at it now that she'd gotten it all sparkling-wet and gleaming... but, the facetious nymph left it like that and moved her mouth away, raising her body swiftly up against his... murmuring: “All right, Michael, penetrate! Let me feel the head of Lydia's household deep inside of me... oooh, tear me and stretch me and nest in there... lay down the law to me... in and in... and up... and... UP....'” She jabbed her spread-out cheeks slightly downward and Michael felt a jolting shock of sensation as the hot wet lips of her vagina gulped up the burning fat knob of his cock... felt the jelly-tongued clutch of flesh there as she maddeningly went motionless for a moment, the pulsating mouth of her cunt nipping only that greedy throb of his cock-bud. “Oh God, honey... please move... move!... Let it all go in... Don't do this to me!” Michael thinking what a vicious child she was to give him this sweet agony, letting only the squirmy crown of his passion dip into those hot brewing puddles she held so cruelly in abeyance, the head of his prick burning in her depths and sauces while the rest of his shaft waited in barren taut denial. And then, with a hard-core cry of courage, the girl suddenly sank fully down on it....


  “... Ohhhh no... oh Michael... NO!” she gasped, a look of tortured anguish on her face as she ground and skewered the thick sheath of him deeply within her...


  Michael let out a series of quick ecstatic groans, reaching down to grip the hot flesh of her hips and push her farther down on his jutting weapon. “Oh my God, honey... now you don't have to move... oooh, never... never move, baby... Let me hold you like this and give it to you...”


  “No... oh no, darling. I can't!” she wailed. “I never did it like this before... and it feels so wrong and big and thick and ohhh it hurts... God, it's like a huge tree-stump going in this way... too quick...!”


  She started to climb off, but with a wet-lipped growl, he flung his arms upwards and seized her by the shoulders, determined not to let even a hair's breadth of an inch slip out of her while he breathlessly twirled and rolled her body in a full circle until she was on her back, still safely hooked and impaled by his surging hard tool... pretty girl all stuck and squirming, but deliciously caught by him as Michael regained complete control of her body and topped her. Then he began to navigate with fresh vigor and grace... “You ambitious little fiend,” he laughed down at her, “you don't have to turn such cartwheels to win my favor.”


  He crouched low and slid the gorgeous yeasty slabs of her breasts in and out of his mouth. “Ummm... you don't have to do a thing for the next few moments...” His cock a searing piston slung thickly up her belly while he rolled her prick-hard nipples between his lips... hot-breathed male saliva making her tits shine as he fucked. “Relax, sweet one, and let me show you how effortless this can be...” And now with grinding deliberation he pressed the full weight of his body on hers, hurled her knees up high until they nudged the fat breasts he was licking, then held her bent and doubled like that while he drove his cock deep and taunting against her cervix, even further obsessed by the gulping agony of her cries: “Ohhh... Michael... yes!... ummmm... yes... yes... YES!... it's better, darling... ooohhh!... it's better... bigger... faster...!” Michael gloried in these sounds of delightful loss and revelation as he thrust in and out more easily now, giving her the slotting wet circular strokes... rocking and bending her lovely body as he lowered his face to hers and drowned her whimpers with his hungering loose mouth and tongue, kissing and sucking her warm parted lips as he rammed and held her and made tender fucking love to this girl who always felt so young and moist to the touch and seemed so very startled whenever he entered her. Soon he could sense the rushing start of her first climax as she sobbed and whined and tore wildly at his hair, plunging her tongue wantonly between his sucking lips as he gave it to her even faster now, her pretty ankles flailing high and wide as he sank savagely in and out of her... gave her those full and careful lashing strokes, his hands clutching downwards against her belly as if to feel those inner rivers and vibrations now welling up inside her cunt... tasting the soft tartness of her lips and tongue as she suddenly gasped and shrieked and let go of all those hot-sprinkled moistures. Her arms went tightly about his neck as she wept and thrashed and bucked her bottom up against his rampaging member... shuddering and coming and coming and digging her nails into his neck as if it were the end of the world, biting his prowling underlip as she moaned and sighed. Michael basked in the sheer wonder of her joy as he felt the gushing juices of her orgasm start to embroil and bathe his flaming hot cock, and he knew that anything so natural as this reality could never be wrong or unsuitable or ill-timed, despite all the spent years that lay between them... for the last dying gasps of all his doubts lay inside the belly of this girl. So Michael stayed wet and stiff inside of her, and in another few moments he'd coaxed a second climax out of this palpable squirming youngster. Then, hooking her ankles firmly about his shoulders, he held her steady and concentrated on a fast and raging zenith for himself. Held her in the silence on this cliff's edge of the world, while in gentle spring breezes he licked the tears from her cheeks, savored the beholden gleam of her eyes... and then stormed his torrential juices deep and gusting to meet hers, bridging her sighs with his own and holding her warmly in all that dark-balmed supplicance. How they did love one another on the earth of this night, so alone and unattended, for it was most miraculous that in this decade of eyes no one saw them. Something stolen and buried, a pirate's treasure, cherished nuggets on high, mined and planted there...


  

  

  ... Their first dark secret from Lydia?


  TWO


  It was true that Michael Forbes' teen-aged sons often displayed the rabid curiosity of Peeping Toms. And yet, they'd been brought up most religiously that way, having long been taught that vicarious excitements could sometimes serve as a stimulating prelude to the more mature realities that lay ahead of them. And thus, the exit of Janice and Michael did not go unnoticed on that balmy night in July, just as the lovers themselves had suspected.


  From the third-floor bedroom window young Dale Forbes had watched carefully as his dad and Jan got into the big family Cadillac and drove away... “Oh wow, look at 'em going off in the car again!” he said. Dale was the eldest of Michael's twin fifteen-year-olds by about four minutes.


  “Oh, no!” His brother Cory, who had a crush on Barbara Rush, had been devoutly ogling the latest installment of TV's Peyton Place; but now turned his back on all that plastic mayhem and ran to the window. He casually slipped an arm about his brother's husky shoulders as he stared bleakly down at the empty driveway. “And I deliberately left that light on in the garage, hoping they'd do it in there again...” Several years ago their father had blocked out the back section of their immense garage and turned it into a comfortable playroom for the whole family.


  “Maybe that couch in there's getting too beat-up for them to bounce on,” said Dale. “Either that or they know we've been watching them.”


  “Oh now look, Dum-Dum, Janice has known about it all along,” said Cory, the boys now flipping about and seating themselves in a sprawling position on the window-seat. “You know, one time she stared me smack in the eye just when old Dad was juicing that great big tusk of his right up into her. Man, I was so embarrassed!”


  “Yeah, I know what you mean,” Dale gave his brother's thigh a comforting squeeze. “I hate to be peeked at when I'm peekin'. Spoils everything...”


  “But guess what happened, Dale? Janice smiled at me, and then she wrapped her long legs around Dad's big ass and came like a bat out'a hell. Dad did too, pumping away like a big old locomotive. So she knows, Dale, and hell, I guess he does too, but like Mom, Dad wants whatever makes us happy here at home...”


  The boys were such identically handsome twins that two years earlier they'd devised an ingenious method whereby people could tell them apart. Dale wore his glistening blond hair long in an ear-length semi-hippie bob, while Cory wore a severe and well-tended crewcut. Dale also wore Mod Edwardian clothes whenever his mother permitted, but Cory kept to the more conventional denims and sneakers. In theory, however, neither of the boys had anything in common with today's rebellious youth. For the most part, they stayed close to home, where they'd always found precious little to protest. They were tall, robust and well-developed for their age, each of them healthily interested in baseball, girls, tennis and the normal adolescent outlets of mutual masturbation and sometimes, when they were alone in the house and it was raining, familial sodomy. But it was their mother they loved most of all, because Lydia always knew what they needed, and gave sanction.


  “Of course, Dad's got all this beautiful dignity goin' for him,” Cory was saying", “so he knows that any kind of sexual communication is more of a link of instinct that it is a topic for conversation.”


  Dale eyed the remarkably full and perfect features of his brother's face, which was like seeing how his own reflection in the mirror would look if he'd been scalped, and from long conditioning he knew exactly what Cory was getting at. With a nod, he grinned at the boy...
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