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Chapter One

With the sighting of land-green like the springtime valleys of my home, green like fluorescent leaves shimmering in sunshine, green like tendrils of ivy wet in the morning-my heart soars.  After weeks on an eternal sea of navy water that looks often like seaweed and mud, occasionally like a pristine azure sky, I am anxious to view something other than the tedious expanse of horizontal planes made by water and sky.  Being on dry land means that my feet can feel rooted to something again, that my stomach won't turn queasy after eating and that I don't have to share my living space with my stepsister, Lydia.  

I look out on the sight of our new home seeing its jungle rising before me, its mysterious foliage drawing me to it.  My imagination has spent so much time building fantasies of my life here.  Romantic ones-of meeting  a dashing rebel with a heart who'd sweep me off my feet, marrying me in the jungle and then sailing for years from one exotic port to another. 

I know we'll be isolated on this remote island.  Adam Sebring, my stepfather, is making this South Sea island the place to grieve the passing of his latest wife, my mother, Anna.  Theirs was such a short relationship, barely a year together before an aneurysm ended her life with an unexpected abruptness that posed an enigma for us all.  

At eighteen, I could well be on my own, my years wouldn't have prevented that.  But I have to face the reality of my experience with life.  I've been sheltered, and have allowed people to shelter me.  Mother held on to me with a gentle grasp honed with iron.  Her will was mine, her thoughts my thoughts, and her tenderness mine too.  We'd spent so much time joined, it's been almost difficult to breath without her.  I miss her and all those thoughts and feelings that became mine.  I don't know what to think or feel anymore.

I was jealous of her attention to Mr. Sebring-I've never been able to call him Adam or father.  Both options were given to me.  I refused them both-at least until we made this trip.  Though now, for some reason the moniker of 'father' is becoming easier to use.  I suppose because I gave myself to this journey of his, consenting to be a companion for his daughter, the black-haired libertine, Lydia.  She hardly needs me.  In fact I'm sure she despises me just as I despise her.  We are so unalike.  

Lydia is bold, sometimes crass, but with a charm and verve that easily attracts men.  She's coy with them near, like a deliciously sweet dessert of cream and chocolate.  Her smile engenders men's lust easily, as does her full bosom and lush thighs and the flawless tan skin that looks as lovely naked as it does dressed.  Her eyes can be mean they're so biting when she's angered.  But with a young male pup to play with they are like molten embers that seduce, while confusing and deceiving her prey into thinking that she is some rare and tender lover with arms to embrace and a warm sex to satisfy.

She is eighteen like me, but six months older, which gives her reason to refer to me as her 'little sister'.  Each time she says that, I cringe.  She speaks of me as if we've lived together all our lives, when we hardly know each other.  She's impertinent enough to believe she knows me.  She's figured out that I'm weak and mousy.  Several times on this trip she spat that to my face when she was annoyed with me.  Little does she know how I feel about her, what contempt my mind heaps on her.  I keep my thoughts away from her scrutiny.  She'd crush them into dust. 

I envy her however.  How her dark hair shimmers like a sheet of black glass in the sun.  My golden hair flies in a catastrophe of curls I can never tame.  So light, I perpetually look pale and flawed next to Lydia's smoothness.  My skin does not tan, so I have to wear sunscreen, sun hats and clothes to cover my arms and legs.  Though I've noticed that on this trip my skin has darkened with all the concentrated and inescapable sunlight.  Still, next to Lydia, I'm as pale as a ghost.  She seems to know how much this annoys me.  Her features are well defined: high cheekbones, a sharp nose and small wide-set eyes.  Mine are more vague and nondescript.  My eyebrows are white and as are my lashes, though I've been told that my eyes are so large it makes up for that.  I wear some make-up just to be seen, but there is no make-up that could bring my radiance up to the degree that Lydia's shines naturally.

I have accepted this.  Knowing that I'll never be the raven-haired beauty, I don't have to fuss with myself and worry what men I attract.  I'll let the right man find me, the one that is not impressed by appearances, but who will understand my nature and love it for its own quality.  Then too, I don't seek lovers but a husband.  A constant man that will belong beside me my life long.  I do have to be careful with myself and what I communicate to my stepsister, since she's decided to hinder any efforts I make to start a romance.  It happened on shipboard the first week just out of San Francisco.  The young sailor was friendly to me from the start, his smile perfectly intentional.  We talked several times privately, but when one of these conversations was noticed by Lydia, she began to swoosh her ass for him, batting her eyelids like some coquette.  She took all her attention from two other, perfectly charming sailors, to concentrate on this one.  And, as if she didn't have a clue that this man was interested in me, she chattered like a blue jay in my presence, 'confiding' in me about her secret love.  I knew immediately that I'd have to be more furtive with my own secrets.  However, for the remainder of the trip, there wasn't another man so interested in me as this one had been.  By the time Lydia had cast him off, he seemed to have lost his regard for me.  I wasn't sure I respected him anyway, considering how he'd been duped.  And then too, it's silly to think that I could find a good husband in such inconstant circumstances.

Reaching the small port on the tiny island rescues me from a dozen awful scenes I've imagined, having to do with Lydia being pushed overboard, or her red blood shed as I drive a kitchen knife into her gut.  I don't know why she hates me since I am no match for her talents.  But I have every fiber of my being engaged in the process of despising her from her wretched soul to her skin.  Knowing this hostility isn't healthy, I welcome the distance we can maintain once we're off the ship.  Father tells us we'll live in two huts, a large one for him alone, another with two rooms at either end of our living room, one each for Lydia and me.

The port of Kiachi is the only village on the island.  Though such a small island doesn't need a lot of commerce.  There are native people living in pockets here and there, fishermen, and a few westerners like my father.  These "white men" came for various reasons: usually to escape part of civilization they couldn't abide.  My stepfather is here to grieve and do research on exotic plants.  He plans to pour himself into his work, while taking his two daughters out of the mainstream of reality for a year to experience a culture that is completely removed from American hamburgers and movies and the fast-pace of cities.  He promised us after a year-he did say maybe two-that he'll take us back home where we'd both enter college.  He considers this a treat few young women would ever experience and we should be overjoyed with the opportunity.  

Lydia finds it hateful with so few men around.

I think of it as stepping back in time to something primitive.  I take it with a good degree of resignation, knowing that I'm not ready to be independent in the world.  Even if I barely know my adopted father, he is someone to cling to until I'm able to grieve for my mother myself and dredge up the courage to step into an intimidating world. 

It isn't as if the other world doesn't occasionally come to us.  Weekly, ships sail into our port and bring supplies.  Young good-looking sailors crew these ships and Lydia often has her pick of interested boyfriends.  I'm not sure she has sex with them all, but she certainly gives me the impression that she beds them regularly, or is at least willing to.

To spend our time father has school books he expects us to study.  He's brought dozens of American and English novels, and plenty of texts on botany, and a smattering of other topics he thinks would be useful to read.  It is an informal study.  Lydia and I have both graduated from high school.  But father insists that we not let our minds waste and it was his original plan to quiz us on our knowledge.  So far this hasn't happened.  Father seems to be pouring himself into his work with such fervor that we hardly see him.

***

Though my animosity for my sister remains, being in our own rooms we seem less likely to be hostile to each other.  For the most part I keep clear of her and she of me.  But she's suggested that we hike together to the stream to bathe.  When she first mentioned it I was initially worried.  But bathing in the stream is a good idea, since our water resources are minimal and for the past few days we've had to take sponge baths, or spend an hour dragging buckets of water to fill an aluminum tub. Father promised that he'd have the situation handled soon.  But I have my doubts.  

Taking off with Lydia leading, we trek along a well-worn trail into the jungle behind our house.  Father has already told us where we can go and where it's dangerous.  He had a complete tour of the island with a guide the day after we arrived and seems to know by instinct where we'll be safe.  He found a secluded lagoon he thought would be a good place to swim.  He even checked the water and found it fresh and unpolluted.  I suppose it helps to have a scientist for a father.

When we arrive at the gentle lagoon in the midst of the jungle I find myself musing about this vine-covered glade, seeing the tall tropical trees overhead, their leaves swooping down like great hands to protect me.  They drip water from a recent shower that splashes my skin.  I feel a small shiver and shake it off.  Already Lydia has removed her sundress.  I'm shocked to see that she isn't wearing anything underneath.  Her body is long and supple stretching in the sunlight.  Her back is to me, so I can see the soft skin of her bottom glisten with a little bit of sweat and a drop or two of moisture from the trees.  She turns to me.

"Get naked, Camille!" she exclaims and then jumps into the water.  Her splash reaches far, making several big drops on my dress.

I'm a lot slower to get into exposing my body, even if it's only for the jungle and my sister's eyes.  She's seen me naked many times, being unabashedly immodest.  I'm not.  I carefully put down my towel and soap, and then remove my dress folding it neatly on a rock beside the pool.  I've worn my bathing suit, which seems appropriate, since we have no idea who might happen on us.

"Good god!  You've got to be kidding, sis," Lydia exclaims coming up for air to see me teetering on the water's edge getting up enough courage to jump.  "Take off the suit, you ninny.  Who the hell's going to see you out here?"

"You don't know we're alone," I snap back at her.

"We're in the water.  Geez, you're such an uptight prude.  You need a good rape."

"Stop talking like that!" 

She shakes me off like a gnat and dives back into the water so I can see her naked ass break the surface going out and then return into the depths.  Her body moves in liquid waves catching the sunlight filtering through the trees.  As she shimmers, her legs and arms almost look as though they are no longer joined to her body, then they come back together and she swims in unison.  I finally leap into the water feeling the liquid rush inside my swimsuit as if it's getting inside my skin.  It's cool in comparison to the heat of the air, but something easy to get used to.  In places there are currents of warm water that play games with my body temperature.  Part of me wishes I could be as bold as Lydia, going sans clothes.  But I'm not that licentious.  I find her wanton displays vulgar, though under the water with no one around I can almost imagine this a perfectly private sanctuary.  I have to remember that it is not and forget removing my own swimming suit.

We swim for nearly an hour, then take some time to sunbathe.  As brazen as usual, Lydia does so naked on a rock, thinking nothing of exposing her buttocks or her front side to whoever might happen by our glade.  I think it's shameful.  I'm even reluctant to stretch out on my towel with my swimsuit on.  I don't trust this isle, as romantic as it might appear.  Its foreignness scares me.  The birds shriek in the night and day.  The air moves strangely through these strange trees, and there are places so dark, even in the daytime I can't see my way.  I find myself shuddering, holding my shoulders in as if that would protect me from these hobgoblins and imps that fly about this mysterious place on the backs of cawing monkeys.   Just because I don't want Lydia making fun of me, I lay for a while in the sun.  Not long however.  Even with sunscreen I'm afraid that my skin will burn.  I do enjoy the warmth and even the hot rays that would burnish my flesh.  For a moment I feel something tingle between my thighs.  The uncomfortable sensations make me start, and then jump up only to find myself gazing into the eyes of a man standing some twenty feet away.

"Sir!" I manage to gasp.  My startled cry awakens Lydia who's been asleep.  I'd think she'd immediately grab for some clothes, but she doesn't bother, she's that shameless.  The man smiles looking pleasantly surprised to find us here.

"You are a beautiful sight," he says.  He is a stocky man, about five-feet ten.  Older, perhaps forty, but handsome-and primitive for a white man.  He wears a pair of tan Bermuda shorts, a baggy tan shirt open down the front, a chain of unusual beads and sandals.  His graying hair has grown long dangling along side his cheeks.  He wears a large straw hat so his face remains in the shadows, but that cannot prevent me from seeing the tattoos on his face.  Two dark arrows mark his square jawline.  And three bold lines of black, like fingers, are drawn down the sides of his nose.  There is an earring in his ear and rings on each finger of one hand but none on the other.  A tiny gold dot on the side of his nostril suggests that he's pierced there too.  I find myself going cold seeing him, and have to turn away, he's difficult to look at.  

Lydia has an altogether different response to our intruder.  Though she's not bold enough to stand naked in front of him, she does nothing to cover herself even after the first shock is over.  Still sitting on her rock, her breasts bared for his eyes she addresses him.  "Whom might you be?" 

"Llewellyn," he says, "And you?"

"Lydia Sebring, and that is my sister Camille, the bashful one.  Our father is the scientist that has just arrived to study the island."

"Ah, I see now why there'd be two beauties sunbathing in my jungle.  I thought my eyes were deceiving me when I stumbled on you."  His voice is deep-throated and resonant, vibrating in the hollowness of the jungle.  It gives me shivers when he speaks.

He looks back at me, but I can't look into his eyes, even though he waits for me to look at his face.  In my peripheral vision, I can see his interest, but I don't want him interested in me.  Lydia pulls her dress over her shoulders and saunters toward him, cocking her head so it tosses her slick hair half over her eyes, looking sexily mussed.

"And what do you do on the island?" she asks him.

"I've lived here for twenty years.  I paint."

"Ah, you're the man whose work hangs in all the galleries.  Father said to watch out for you.  I don't think he trusts you?"

"And what would give him that idea?"

"He says your paintings are savage.  My father is not a savage man."

"He should stay here some years and see how he feels then."

I watch her work on the man, knowing that he'll be charmed the way every other man is seeing her.  Slut.  I hear myself saying that much too often, and I realize it's wrong to judge her.  But she is so beyond me.

"But lest he think I'll do some evil to his daughters," Llewellyn continues, "I'd better go."

"Oh, now wouldn't that a be a delight," Lydia whispers to me as he strolls away.

"What would be a delight?"

"To have 'evil' done to me by that man," she says.  Her eyes are evil, I think.  That midnight, jet-black, sleek looking gleam makes me shiver as much as Llewellyn does.

"You should stay away from him," I tell her.  Of course she won't listen.

***

After three weeks on the island, Lydia is off with Llewellyn several times.  She's furtive about her visits, leaves me at our bathing pool, which I heartily protest, though she goes anyway.  Sneaking along the jungle path she finds his hut somewhere in a remote part of the island and plays with him in bed.  I don't want to hear about her sexual escapades, they disgust me.  But I can't stop her talking late at night, when she plops down on my bed, after I've already fallen asleep.  She wakes me, my eyes opening, startled to see her staring at me with an infernal gleam I cannot trust.  She tells me how they made love.

He's not a child, Camille," she purrs like a cat when she speaks softly.  "But a man.  His body is strong, no flab for an old man, but so firm.  He's tan without a line, like me.  He tells me he works in the nude, but I haven't seen that yet."  She heaves this deep, self-satisfied sigh.  "He says he wants a female model.  I think he'll use me.  Wouldn't that be heavenly, to be studied all day by a man of art?  To be rendered in color lounging among banana leaves and ferns?  Makes me wet between my thighs, thinking of it."

"Lydia!" I protest.  "I don't want to hear about your sex with the man."

"That's only because you're so envious."

"I am not.  The last thing I want is a loveless affair with a man who is content to use me and then cast me off when he gets tired of me."

"Oh, you're incurable.  In search of a husband?  Here?  In this god-forsaken place? It'll never happen, Camille.  All we can hope for while father broods is to have some fun with our loins and a few potent stalks."

"Don't talk dirty!" I try to quell her again.

"I love talking dirty to you," she snickers.  While I lie in bed, she leans over me, her two hands on either side of my head, her face bending down to mine.  Her lips are much too close to mine.  "You're so easy to upset.  You get all in a dither looking stuffy.  Your rules are going to make you miserable, little sis.  But that's all right with me, because that means I'll have the creme de la creme for me.  And let's face it, on this isle, we can't really be that choosy."

"The only man I want is a husband," I tell her.

"How naïve," she says backing away smirking.  The twist to her lips makes me fear her.  But I've seen it before so I have no reason to be afraid.  Yet, in this sultry savage climate I'm not sure that she won't become more crazed than she already is.

Rising, she stands beside my bed and looks down on me.

"You know, he has the largest cock I've even seen, certainly that has ever entered me.  His balls are heavy, hanging low.  But it's his forceful way with me that intrigues me the most.  When he presses into me, he rides hard and I scream carefree."  The way her body undulates as she speaks I think she's back in the moment, remembering so well that she'll re-experience the whole scene before my eyes.  I don't want to see it, but I have no choice but to wait until Lydia finishes her testimony.  If I look away she won't stop, so I allow my eyes to keep their focus, staying one step back from her in consciousness.  I try not to think of how her sensuous body is affecting me.  

She runs her hands over her flesh, down the sticky sides of her satin gown.  Her thighs quiver and she moans quietly, her eyes drooping lazily until they close.  I'm too shocked to speak.  She has me hypnotized the way she moves before me.  The slip of a nightgown drops to the floor and she's naked masturbating before my eyes; though I don't think she even remembers I'm here the way she looks lost in her sensuous reverie.  I watch as she fondles her breasts while a hand remains at her crotch opening the thatch of silken hair to expose the purple insides of her pussy.  Her middle fingers moves directly to the hole deep in that cleft.  One finger driving into the place becomes two, becomes three, until I realize that she's using her fingers like a cock to fuck herself.  

I want to scream at her to stop, but I keep silent, curiously honoring the act that is both lewd and lovely.  I find my own hand straying to that pulsing spot between my thighs.  I'm sticky there and the bud between my labia is like a little rock.  But just a few furious strokes, I realize what filthy thing I've be lured to and I pluck my hand from underneath the covers.  But before I can say a word to my sister, she's bucking against the fingers she's poked into her hole and a gasp of pure lust tells me she's cum.

How soft she is when she reappears in the real world, slightly shocked to see what she's shown me about herself.  With an odd purse of her pinkish lips she darts from the room and I remain awake long after unable to sleep.

***

I am intensely curious about Lydia and her lover, though I try to shirk from the idea of their loins locked together.  Unfortunately, the picture of them keeps returning to my mind.  How I hate that.

I've taken to spending my days without seeing Lydia at all.  I keep to myself reading the books father finds for me and doing some exploration of the jungle in places I know are safe for me to go.  I leave Lydia to her lusts, knowing that it's not time for mine to bloom.  They belong to a man I don't yet know, and that is just as well.  I'm only eighteen, I should wait before declaring myself.  And Lydia is right, there are precious few decent men that happen by our port to choose from. 

One afternoon, I'm taking a new trail that leads to a more isolated part of the island.   Father tells me it's a safe trail that should suggest no special caution.  It's not as if there are dangerous wild animals here.  The wildlife is quite tame, and the natives are gentle as lambs.  I trek through a thick, dark growth of foliage for nearly a mile and then break out into a clearing.  When I hear the sound of voices, I'm afraid, and squat down on the ground just in time to see Lydia standing in the midst of a spray of ferns on the jungle's edge.  She's naked.  Her breasts sway against her chest seducing the man she stares at below her.  I'm sure it's Llewellyn though I can't see him.  I creep closer wanting to see, obsessed with the prospect of seeing these nude people copulating.  It would be my first time.  When Lydia drops to the ground again, I move closer still, until I can peek through the bushes and catch glimpses of two naked forms writhing like snakes in the grass.  I see his ass on top of her, the round globes gleaming in the sun, and his broad back and husky shoulders, even how his mouth with its black arrows descend to her lips.  He has claim of her and she looks minuscule underneath his hovering form.  Seeing the shaft of his cock glide in and out of Lydia's cunt, I can't take my eyes off of the pair.  

