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HE SAW THE LEGS FIRST, long and lean and smooth, and drew closer for a better view, hissing through his teeth in surprise as his eyes picked out the sharp white V nestled snugly between the very top of her thighs. Her skirt was up around her waist and he drew in his breath sharply once more as he realised he was looking at her underwear. He inched closer still, leaning forward in his seat as he peered downwards, his mouth beginning to sag open as he stared at her knickers, tight between her thighs. Her widespread thighs: she'd shifted in her seat, opening her legs invitingly, exposing the tight curve of white panties as they dipped downwards, cupping her perfect mound in a skin-tight casing.

Maybe it was the warm spring sunshine, the uneventful routine of driving, or just the persistent rumble of every westward mile that helped the horror of the last weeks and the New Believers recede into the background of the English countryside. But whatever the cause, the effect was undeniable and now, after an hour or so driving, the whole thing had faded to little more than a vague memory, perhaps no more real to her than to anyone else who read about it in the Sunday newspaper.

Now it was just as if she and Sophie had never taken part, and all the things that had happened had happened to someone else. The Susie she was today, heading west along the motorway, was untouched, a different person altogether. Fresh and innocent as she'd been before, she was just a pretty, cheerful blonde girl with something alive and restless shining in her eyes, revealing a deep, glowing hunger, a yearning that was matched by the warm glow in her knickers.

High up in the cab of his lorry he had a perfect view down into the little car as it droned steadily along in the nearside lane. Being French, he'd looked down into the car by force of habit, hoping as always for a glimpse of thigh. He was often lucky in this, and sometimes even luckier, catching a rare glimpse of stocking top and suspender. Once before he'd seen that Holy Grail of the truck driving voyeur, a pair of knickers, but that had been back at home in France, where driving positions were reversed and he could look into the passenger side of the cars passing below him, where such sights were more likely to be found. Here in England he saw mostly hard shoulder and grass verge, since he so seldom overtook a car, and when he did it was usually because the driver was old enough to be his grandmother and moved just as slowly.

But this was different. This was a lithe young woman in her twenties, with shapely, parted legs, sexy little knickers and a hand that was gently stroking the inside of her thigh, reaching higher and higher with each caress!

Yes, incredibly, the warm wet welcome was still there, fresh and demanding and as undeniable as it had been every day of her life since - well, since her schooldays and Miss Piggy's cane. Susie let herself linger on the memory of those few minutes bent across the school desk, when she'd been forced to slide her fingers in and out of her tender young body while the vast form of the gym mistress laboured away behind her, caning and masturbating with a deadly rhythm that spoke of years of practice. The memory was the first of many along the path that brought her from girl to woman, and the real miracle of that blooming was that somehow she had developed the sexual appetite of a full-grown and voracious woman but had lost none of the innocence of her youth.

He couldn't get any closer, and he didn't need to. He could see everything. He just held the vehicle steady and hoped she'd remain unaware of his presence, staring avidly from above as the delicate fingers stroked the front of the white panties, pressing into the softness within. He could almost feel the warmth rising from between her legs, almost feel the heat inside her gusset, the moist, wet gusset, the material getting wetter as the flesh inside gradually parted in arousal, opening the way into her body.

If she'd thought about it, and she seldom bothered to, Susie would have been almost as surprised by the demands of her own body as she had been when still a teenager experimenting for the first time. And maybe she would have realised that it was the survival of her youthfully innocent sexual greed that made her such an irresistible magnet for men - and women. But she didn't notice, or even care that much, but regarded the phenomenon of her almost permanently aroused body with frank acceptance.

Even now, after she had been so horribly abused by the New Believers, Susie regarded what was taking place between her legs as a brand new and highly interesting occurrence, which deserved to be treated as unique.

Because there was definitely something happening in her underwear, and it had never been possible for Susie to ignore such things, or leave them unattended to for very long. So, after glancing sideways at her sleeping sister, Susie moved the hand that had been pressing into her lap, plucked the hem of her skirt between finger and thumb, and raised it higher up her thighs, exposing the lean limbs and the taut muscles that drew the eyes down into the valley between them.

The lorry that had been alongside for some moments swayed and jerked slightly, and Susie realised it was foreign, and that from his seat on the left hand side of the cab, the driver could probably look right down into the car; could probably see her thighs, slender and tanned, and the idea of an unknown man - an exotically French unknown man - watching while she pleasured herself, caused a fresh flood of warm wetness to seep from her body.

Keeping her foot on the accelerator, Susie spread her knees wider and let her knowing fingers dip swiftly and easily between her thighs, stroking and caressing, until they'd encountered the stretched smoothness of her knickers, and the warm softness that swelled within them.

Her finger pressed downwards, pushing the material deeper, making the shape of her firm mound and soft valley in white cotton; he could see it with total clarity as he grasped himself, one hand clutching at the thick pole that stood up inside his greasy overalls.

The fabric was already moist and at the first touch of sensitive fingers she felt it become wet, as her body flowered and warm juices seeped between the opening folds of flesh, soaking her knickers and making it easy for her fingertips to trace the outline of the widening cleft in the clammy warmth. Playing for her audience, she let the motion continue beyond the point at which her body cried out for more, until she couldn't hold back any longer without moaning aloud.

Her hand continued its lazy stroking movement, and so did his as he stared, mesmerised, and his patience was more than rewarded as the finger pushed ever inwards and the white material slowly disappeared, until it was just a narrow band of white that cut her in half. He was literally dribbling now, strands of saliva hanging from his lower lip as he stared in disbelief. Incredibly he could see the pinkness of the neatly shaved mound and the darker, rosy wetness inside her as the wrist arched and the finger straightened, before it sank slowly past the band of white and disappeared all the way inside.

Susie plucked at the elastic of her knickers with two elegant fingers and pulled the material aside, stroking the warm slickness of her own body, teasing herself with her fingertips and her fingernails until she could control herself no longer, and with a soft moan she raised her bottom so she could slide a finger into the welcoming heat and wetness.

Sighing happily, she let her weight sink down again, forcing the finger deeper, flexing it slowly and luxuriously as her thumb began a swift, delicate flirtation with the tiny bud of her clitoris, stroking, rubbing and flicking, spreading the syrupy wetness around it, making the sensations deeper and smoother.

He could almost hear the sigh of satisfaction that accompanied the arching of her body to meet the intruding digit, and he could almost hear the soft wet sucking noises as that finger began to slide in and out, glistening with moisture each time it reappeared. Fumbling frantically he undid the buttons of his overalls, dragged the grubby underpants aside and pulled himself into the open so he could match her, stroke for stroke. Especially now that she had two fingers at work, one either side of the tight line of white, pulling it tighter as the fingers sank, releasing it as they surfaced, glistening wetly in the sunshine that illuminated the interior of the car, little diamonds of moisture that sparkled in the light. Holding the wheel steady and holding his breath, he stared transfixed as the languid movements of her arm and wrist grew more staccato, and the muscles of her thighs pulled tightly as she flexed her hips upward to meet the thrusts. His hand moved faster and faster inside the cab and he began to gasp, feeling stupid for his fear that the sound of his breath might alert her to his presence and spoil the show she was unwittingly providing.

Susie opened her legs as wide as she could, and slid down in her seat as much as she dared while still being able to see enough to keep the car pointing in the right direction. She arched her body and spread herself apart with two fingers so he could see how wet and ready she was, and then she slid one finger inside, slowly and luxuriously, wriggling it around as it sank deeper and deeper into the heat and wetness.

She smiled, a pout that revealed a glimpse of even white teeth, and added a second finger, revelling in the sensations as it spread her wider and filled her, wriggling alongside its companion. She didn't know if she had a G-spot, and quite frankly she didn't care. But she knew what felt good, and this certainly did. Sometimes she needed to tease and tickle her little button, and that would provoke rapid orgasms of brief delight. Other times, and this was one of them, she liked to make herself come with her fingers inside. It took longer, but it was infinitely more fun along the way and the climax, when it came, was far better, longer lasting and of frightening intensity.

Knowing that was what lay just a few minutes ahead, she revelled in the early signs of that powerful rush of pleasure, the glorious sensations that were building steadily between her thighs, a warm tightness that gripped her groin and spread up into her body in long slow pulses that were getting ever stronger and faster. She delighted in pleasuring herself for her own sake, of doing what pleased her for the pure fun of being pleased. Right now it pleased her to know she was being watched, pleased her to know the lecherous driver high above could look, could dream, but could never touch. Knowing she was going to excite him enough to make him come in his pants - that was her pleasure, her power, and her restoration.

Her back arched, her hips bucked and her breath rasped in her throat, and she knew the driver would see and know she had climaxed, and that heightened her pleasure still further. As the climax reached tidal wave intensity the shuddering spasms that gripped her released more than the usual tensions. They washed her clean of the past few weeks and set her free, to be herself once more, and the knowledge that she was once again in charge of her life added a special force to her climax.

Her delight was so extreme that she allowed her display to go on longer than necessary, holding her thighs apart and spreading the soaking fringes of her body apart so the foreign lecher could see as much as possible for as long as possible.

'Yes,' she murmured drowsily to herself as she still teased the soft wetness, 'I'm back.'

Eight feet above the lorry driver's pumping wrist did its work, and with a Gallic grunt he ejaculated over his overalls, just as Susie gathered her composure and pointed the nose of the little Peugeot westward, towards Kingscombe.
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Chapter 2
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THE GRAVEL CRUNCHED comfortingly under the tyres as the little Peugeot stopped outside the cottage that Susie remembered so well. She smiled fondly at it through the windscreen as Sophie squealed in delight.

'Oh Suze, it's lovely, isn't it? Just perfect. No wonder you liked it here so much.'

And Susie realised she had been talking about it in glowing terms for the last half hour - and that she'd meant every word.

The village atmosphere, the welcoming smiles, all of it seemed safe, secure and friendly. Even the vicar was only an amiable eccentric with a penchant for having sex with his female parishioners after he'd spanked them very soundly. It seemed a pretty harmless foible to Susie, as quaint as the village itself, a very British form of misbehaviour. She smiled a little at the recollection of his florid countenance. Then she remembered his admirably impressive equipment and the smile grew a little wider. Incredibly she felt a stirring below her waist, as if her body had remembered too, and was moistening in anticipation of renewing its acquaintance with his long, hard thickness...

Susie shook her head to clear it and tried to pay attention to what Sophie was saying.

'How long can we stay here?' she was asking wistfully, and Susie felt a flood of affection; Sophie was younger by a couple of years, had always seemed vulnerable, and had certainly been through the emotional mill just lately.

'Oh, at least a week, I should think,' Susie replied protectively as they climbed from the car. 'It'll probably take that long to get accepted again and get myself back on the invitation list to his private meetings.' She smiled meaningfully and the two of them giggled together as they walked to the front door.

'Then just one night of hard work?' laughed Sophie, raising an eyebrow.

'Well, hard in one sense, but not in another, if you see what I mean,' said Susie, feeling again a fluttering below the waist as her body anticipated the sensations of the vicar's attentions and prepared itself in readiness.

Concealing the sudden pang of desire, she joined in Sophie's laughter and linked arms with her as they went inside, where Susie took a deep breath and felt herself relax. The journey down had been a cleansing process of sorts, but this was different; this was a homecoming, and Susie felt a deep sense of comfort from being back in this little cottage once again.

'Are you sure you'll be okay?' asked Sophie, concerned. 'I mean, so soon after - well, you know.'

Susie did know exactly. 'Yes,' she sighed, 'I do know. But it all seems so distant now.' She was talking over her shoulder as she took Sophie into the neat spare bedroom. 'This is yours.'

'Oh, fabulous, and what a view!' exclaimed Sophie in delight, and she was right. England looked delightful as it sprawled beyond the window, green fields dotted with piebald specks as the herds munched their peaceful way through another uneventful day where nothing much happened except the grass grew and the flowers blossomed in the bright sunshine.

'Well, if there's anything I can do to help...'

Susie smiled and embraced her sister. 'You just rest and enjoy the scenery,' she said, 'and let your big sister get on with her job. No,' she raised a hand to forestall the argument forming on Sophie's lips, 'honestly Sophe, I'll be fine. After that lot back there,' she jerked her head to indicate the general direction of the New Believers and the recent past, 'after them, the spanking vicar of Kingscombe seems fairly harmless. Don't worry, he's just a cheerful old pervert. It won't be a problem.' She could tell Sophie was unconvinced and hurried on. 'Apart from anything else, it's my job. It's what I do.'

Now she wasn't entirely convinced herself. Nailing the New Believers had been a very necessary thing and she was glad to have done it. Luring a randy vicar onto the front page of a national newspaper for no crime worse than screwing a bunch of even randier women who were at least as keen to be shagged as he was to shag them... it hardly seemed like a worthwhile occupation, not a very worthy cause.

'And the sooner I take care of the vicar, the sooner we can go home and take care of Hugh.'

Sophie frowned at the mention of his name, and then brightened at the prospect of revenge. 'Yes, and I won't let you do it without me,' she said with feeling. 'He's the bastard that got me into all that trouble,' she meant the New Believers, Susie knew, 'and it's time I got my own back. Although,' and she gazed earnestly at her sister, 'I don't quite know how we're going to pay him back.'

'Don't worry, we'll think of something.' Susie wasn't as confident as she sounded. Hugh would be expecting a payback and he'd be ready for it; he was a devious so-and-so and he'd been ready before when Susie tried to catch him out. This time she'd have to be twice as clever, or offer him something so tempting he'd abandon caution in favour of selfish, egotistic greed. Luckily he wasn't short of either characteristic, but the downside was that Susie could only think of one thing that would tempt him enough to override his strongest natural instinct, the one for self-preservation, and she wasn't sure if Sophie was as ready for that as she thought she was. Sure, she was ready for revenge, but whether she could play the part of the bait with enough conviction, whether she could let Hugh come so far into the trap that he couldn't escape - that was something else. Because to get him into that position meant Sophie would have to put herself in a difficult position too, almost certainly with her knickers down and her legs apart.

But despite her concerns, and her sudden, newfound discomfort over the job she was there to do, trapping the vicar, and despite knowing that doing so would almost certainly involve her dropping her knickers and spreading her legs, Susie was still glowing with the same inner calm she'd felt growing inside as they drew nearer and nearer the village, and still felt at home, happy to be in familiar surroundings, and the sensation was much enhanced when Sophie not only loved the cottage, but loved the village too.

They went for a walk, buying bread and milk, sugar and coffee, visiting different shops, saying hello, starting the cover story at once, introducing Sophie as the sister recovering from illness, which is what Susie had told everyone only a few weeks earlier when she'd set off on her quest to rescue Sophie from the New Believers.

It didn't take long for the village grapevine to react, and the phone on the small table by the bay window of the little cottage was ringing inside the hour, and barely minutes later there was Stephanie, the woman who'd paved the way when Susie first arrived posing as Caroline, young newlywed minus a City husband. It was Stephanie who'd been the vicar's closest ally, who had come to visit and sounded Susie out and made sure the vicar's advances would fall on fertile ground, so to speak. All very polite and subtle, but pimping, nonetheless. And it seemed she still enjoyed the same privileged position within the flock, and still had the same responsibility for procuring recruits to it.

'How are you, my dear?' she quizzed, as she took the opening of the front door as an invitation and walked straight through into the little lounge, hardly awaiting the answer to her question before asking more. 'What have you been up too... is your husband with you... oh, just your sister, I see, well you will be sure to bring her with you when you come - you are coming tomorrow night, it is Wednesday, after all...'

It was part question, part order, but Susie demurred. She didn't want to rush into things. It wouldn't do to be seen as too eager, and she'd hardly had time to recover from the journey and get the equipment ready, and in any case, she liked it in Kingscombe and wasn't in a hurry to leave. If it took a few days to build up the relationship with the vicar again, then that was a few days rest for her as well as Sophie.

'Don't rush it,' the editor had said, 'take your time and don't hurry.' And Susie had every intention of following those orders to the letter.

Stephanie was fluttering around with apparent excitement, although Susie got the distinct impression that she was less pleased about Susie's return than the vicar, and she remembered how jealously she'd guarded her special relationship with him - 'Andrew', as she constantly pointed out, thought of Stephanie as 'essential' to his work.

'I bet he does,' Susie said to Sophie after she'd gone, 'who else is going to pimp for him the way she does?' and they started giggling again.

And she had been doing that, enquiring almost without preamble if Susie would be going to church on Sunday and then re-stating the invitation to the vicar's special meeting the following evening. 'He is most anxious to know,' she said, a wistful look in her eyes that mixed sorrow with something closer to jealousy, 'and when he knows there are two of you... are you a churchgoer?' she asked, turning suddenly to Sophie with a look that implied she'd give up ten years of her life if the answer was no, and concealing her disappointment at the affirmative by the narrowest of margins.

But she brightened visibly when Susie told her that Sophie was still recovering from illness, and probably wouldn't be ready to leave the house for a week or so. 'Well I expect the vicar will be upset. I'm sure he'd have been delighted if you'd both been able to come.' She sniffed happily as she took her leave.

The two girls looked at each other and started laughing, and Susie was cheered at the sight of Sophie's clear blue eyes alive with delight; the healing process had clearly begun. The laughter died and they looked at each other, before embracing, a firm clasp of love and friendship.

'I love you,' Susie whispered, and squeezed her sister, not quite sure what she meant exactly, and feeling Sophie's uncertainty too as their lithe bodies moulded perfectly together, their slightly parted lips almost touching... and then Susie pulled away slightly, breaking the embrace.

'So do I,' said Sophie, and they both laughed again, clumsily trying to camouflage the embarrassment of the moment.

––––––––
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THAT EVENING THEY COOKED together, watched TV and drank a bottle of wine before retiring to their rooms. Some time after midnight, wide-awake and unable to sleep, Susie heard her sister cry out.

It was probably a bit of a nightmare, she told herself, but went to check anyway.

'Sorry,' Susie whispered in the shadows, 'didn't mean to wake you, but I was worried. Thought you might be having a bad dream.'

'Not while you're here.' Sophie held out her hand, and Susie took it as her sister raised the covers invitingly.

––––––––
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THE VICAR SMILED BENIGNLY at them in the street next morning, roaming freely over Susie's body with his eyes as he gushed platitudes, and then looking equally greedily at Sophie.

'And this must be your delightful sister,' he said, and once again Susie decided it was too complicated to explain that though they looked like twins and had been brought up in the same family for most of their lives, Susie was her mother's daughter and Sophie her father's, and they weren't actually sisters in any sense but the genuine bond which had grown between them over the intervening years. 'Better than sisters,' they always said. 'We're friends because we want to be, not because we have to be.'

Instead she just nodded confirmation, and the vicar's piggy little eyes glinted hungrily as he looked swiftly from one to the other, as if trying to choose between them, or decide which was the prettiest, hardly listening at all as Susie explained that her sister had come down to Kingscombe on doctor's orders, to aid recovery from an unspecified illness.

'I shall pray for you,' he said, as if he was bestowing a divine blessing, holding Sophie's hand in his. 'In fact, I shall be delighted if you'd come along to my meeting this evening so I can minister to your needs in a more personal way.' He stared at Sophie without a trace of shame in his rheumy eyes, affecting not to notice as Susie bristled at him.

'That's kind,' said Sophie, allowing her hand to stay in his. 'I do feel it would be nice to have someone looking after me.'

'Oh, I shall take very good care of you,' he assured her, 'as I'm sure your sister will tell you,' and Susie was amazed that Sophie had failed to spot the leer on his face or the noticeable growth in his trousers. 'I'll take that as yes then, shall I?' he pressed, bustling on without waiting for an answer. 'I look forward to seeing more of you later. Both of you,' he said, turning the leer towards Susie.

As he walked away she almost stamped her foot in anger. 'Oh, Sophie!' she exclaimed. 'Why did you have to encourage him?'

'Me? I didn't... well, all right, I suppose I did a bit,' she admitted, without seeming particularly repentant. 'But it's like you said; he's just a harmless old dodderer, really.'

'Oh yes,' snapped her sister, 'a harmless old dodderer with a ten-inch prick and a vicious leather belt, both of which he's planning to use on us later.'

'But that's what you came here for, isn't it?'

'It's what I came here for, yes. But I don't want you involved.'

'Oh, come on, I can look after myself.'

'You're supposed to be resting, or whatever.'

'I am rested.'

'Well do some more of it.'

'I'd rather help you.'

'And I'd rather you didn't.'

And they walked back to the cottage in silence.

––––––––
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LATER, SITTING IN THE cottage, Sophie said, 'Look, I'll just come along and keep an eye on you. Let him do his stuff with you - which is what you'd planned - and then afterwards we can just make our excuses and leave.'

Angry as she was, Susie couldn't repress a smile.

'You're my sister as much as I'm yours,' said Sophie, 'and I want to take care of you as much as you want to take care of me. I'll just be there to look after you.'

'As long as you remember that, then,' Susie conceded sternly, secretly touched by her sister's care, and also relieved that she wouldn't have to face the vicar alone.

'You mean I can come?'

'Yes,' said Susie, and though she was pleased her sister would be with her, she was also worried that she might come to further harm. But after all, she mused as they prepared for the evening, he was just a harmless old codger - even if he did have a dick the size of her forearm. And once again she felt the pulse in her groin quicken and the temperature in her knickers increase.

––––––––
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THAT EVENING THE TWO girls prepared for battle in much the same way as they had prepared when younger, when they went hunting together in the pubs and nightclubs around their home. It was a familiar ritual and it still had the same old connotations of excitement, and the tension in the cottage grew strong and palpable as the time grew nearer.

They began by washing with care, sharing the bathroom, comparing make-up, perfume and the implements of their hunting, soft brushes, sharp scissors and glittering tweezers, doing sisterly things for each other as they made themselves ready.

'Help me with this,' Susie asked, indicating between her legs and offering her razor.

Sophie hesitated, staring at the neatly shaped oval of pink flesh, at the soft lips uncurling slowly to reveal the glistening inner surfaces. She licked her lips, a swift, nervous flicker of her tongue, and then, still staring in fascination at Susie's groin, she nodded uncertainly and knelt between the widespread knees, taking the razor from Susie's hand. Hesitantly at first, and then with growing confidence, she began to shave the smooth curves, trimming up to the edges of the short-cropped triangle of blonde fuzz with a trembling hand.

Being so meticulous, Susie had been shaving between her legs for some time, leaving only a small V of soft curls. At first she'd merely been pleased with the fresh feel and appearance that resulted, but quickly discovered how much nicer it felt when she touched herself, which was at least once a day... if not twice or three times, in truth. Now, not only was she still pleased with the way she looked and felt, but she enjoyed the act of shaving for its own sake. The sensation of the razor scraping gently over her most sensitive skin was always delightful. And this evening, supplemented by Sophie's fingers gently spreading and pulling, the pleasure was almost too much to bear, and Susie could feel the heat simmering between her thighs, knew that Sophie could not miss the slowly spreading lips and the warm liquid that seeped from within. And the wetter Susie became the more Sophie's hands trembled, until at last she said in a shaky voice, 'I'm done.'

'Sit here and I'll do you,' offered Susie.

'No, it's okay.'

'Go on, it's much easier than doing it yourself.' Sophie hesitated a moment longer. 'It's okay, I won't cut you,' Susie reassured.

There was a moment of stillness before Sophie nodded. 'Okay,' she whispered, and almost reluctantly, she took Susie's place in the small chair and let her knees fall a few inches apart.

'Come on, then.'

Still reluctant, she spread her thighs and Susie knelt between them, pushing her sister's knees aside, and as she shuffled closer she saw why Sophie was so reluctant; if Susie had been aroused by Sophie's ministrations, the effect was doubled on the younger girl. The soft pink lips were spread apart, glistening thickly with warm syrupy juices that sparkled and glistened as they trickled across her flesh, inviting - no, begging - a probing finger or tongue to slip inside where it was warm and dark. Sophie's eyes were wide and apprehensive, awaiting a reaction.

Thinking rapidly, Susie lifted the razor and with two fingers held Sophie's flesh, feeling the warm slickness, feeling her flinch away from the touch with a little gasp.

Then there was silence, apart from the soft rasping of the razor as Susie trimmed the short blonde hair away. The gentle pressure of her fingertips mingled with the tickling scrape of the blade, and each touch or stroke heightened the sensitivity between Sophie's thighs, and a glittering trail of moisture ran from the lower curve of her opening, coating the taut skin of her bottom as she moaned softly in time with Susie's steady strokes.

'There,' Susie said as she finished her work, brushing the last few stray hairs away tenderly. 'You're perfect. You look perfect and you feel perfect, too.' Suiting action to words, she traced a finger to the outline of the glistening pink lips, and then found it slipping deeper and deeper, as if drawn by a power greater than gravity, until the humid softness clasped the elegant digit fully and Sophie sighed deeply.

Susie gazed dreamily as a second finger slipped in beside the first, spreading the softness wider, opening the little mouth that clasped and sucked as her two fingers stroked in and out. 'Perfect,' she whispered again. 'Good enough to eat.' Slowly she bent her head, lower and lower, until her mouth closed over Sophie's hot, soft lips, feeling the tickle of the short blonde hair above and the secreting warmth of the moistness below.

'Ahhh,' Sophie sighed, as a clever tongue probed lovingly at the hard bud, and Susie began to suck gently, dropping the razor to the floor as her hands slid around Sophie's body, grasping the firm bottom and pulling it towards her, lifting the molten honey pot to her hungry mouth as Sophie raised her knees and spread her thighs as wide as they would go, welcoming Susie's busy tongue into her body.

––––––––
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LATER, AFTER SOPHIE'S whimpered squeals had drifted around the room and gradually subsided, the girls bathed and dressed, ready to meet the vicar.

At Susie's instruction they dressed demurely, but Sophie especially so, since she was supposed to be keeping the low profile, entrusted with ensuring the tiny concealed lens was always pointing at Susie and the vicar. When Susie considered he'd done enough to be defrocked, hopefully before she suffered the same fate herself, they'd make their excuses and leave in the approved fashion. Sophie was somewhat peeved by her role in this, and peeved also to find that Susie had the coffee-coloured cashmere dress that was tight and clingy, and a bit too short, unavoidably revealing a glimpse of stocking when she sat down, easily revealing a flash of white silk if Susie chose, without making it appear deliberate.

Sophie's clothes were plainer; a straight black dress that made her blonde hair glow, but down to the knee, and worn with low heels. To compensate for her lack of visible glamour when compared to her sister, she also put on black stockings, her own late addition to her wardrobe, along with black knickers and a sheer black bra that had an almost unbelievable effect on her already voluptuous proportions. It wasn't that she planned to do anything naughty, just that she was going out with her sister and whatever the plan and however low-key her role was meant to be, Sophie just didn't want to look anything less than her best. Or, in this case, less than Susie's best.

Which was quite stunning. The tan dress was one thing, revealing more than it concealed as it clung to her shapely thighs, narrow waist and full breasts. But underneath Susie wore white, and if the purity of her underwear didn't make the randy old sod jump on her, she'd thought earlier as she stood looking at her reflection in the mirror, then he was not the dirty old man she thought he was. Especially looking as good as she did, she reasoned, turning a little away from the mirror and easing her panty-clad bottom out provocatively, presenting two firmly rounded buttocks that were as peachy as peachy could be... even if she did think so herself.

With the handbag camera safely in Sophie's control, loaded, tested and rolling with two hours of battery and tape, they set off towards the vicarage. Walking along the quiet village street, Susie felt the first twinges of trepidation, together with the first warnings from her body as it responded to fear in the usual way, with a warm seepage of moisture into the folds of flesh squeezed gently together by the embrace of white silk, that was steadily getting more damp and more see through with every step she took.
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Chapter 3
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SUSIE WASN'T SCARED of what might or might not be about to happen, she told herself as she rang the doorbell of the vicar's cottage, just nervous about what the outcome might be. What could go wrong? She'd asked herself the same question many times walking through the village, and the answer was always the same; what could go wrong was that the vicar might suspect something, or see the camera or find it accidentally, guess what they were up to and throw them out of his home, and then there would be no story on Sunday. That's all that could go wrong and that didn't really matter, wasn't really anything to worry about in the greater scheme of things.

No, what made the butterflies flutter and her juices flow was that it would all go right - very right. In which case the vicar would pull her panties down, punish her severely with his leather belt, and then... and then she shook her head to clear the images of her bent over the large table, and though her eyes were focused on the front door of the vicarage, she could still feel the treacherous desire between her clenched thighs.

Then the door of the vicarage opened to reveal, not Stephanie, but the vicar himself, white hair sticking up wildly, a dark flush on his red-veined cheeks, and a greedy glow in his watery eyes. Looking at him, Susie felt the gentle fluttering of the butterflies double their speed, and the warmth in her panties told her that her body was still responding to the situation in its normal way. It was a condition that was easily mistaken for passion, and which had all too often got her into trouble in the past. It was magnified when - as now - she sensed some form of sexual activity was imminent, and that her partner - in this case the vicar - would assume she was aroused and react accordingly. It was a condition that might be considered a drawback in private life, but it was a bonus in her line of work, since her natural response to fear meant she seldom had to fake arousal when the job required it, even though she was not aroused - if it was possible to be un-aroused when ones knickers were soaked with warm honey, she thought wryly.

Still conscious of the damp silk as she moved, she obeyed the vicar's invitation to enter, leading Sophie towards the back room, with the large wooden table she remembered so well. Susie was surprised the vicar had opened the front door himself, and was secretly pleased at the implication - that there had been a change of plan and no one else was on the guest list for the evening, apart from her and Sophie.

But she was wrong.

She opened the door and was confronted with a scene of debauchery that belonged in a strip joint, not in a country vicarage.

Amanda.

On a straight-backed chair in the centre of the room, with a pouting smile and heaving bosom, Amanda sat with her short skirt rucked up, her knees apart and her knickers glistening in the light, for all the world as if she was posing for Sunday's front page.

This, Susie knew, was the woman who had first rung the paper to inform on the vicar's activities. At the time she'd seemed quite shocked by the depravity she'd heard of, especially incensed since a man of the cloth performed it, and even more shocked when the vicar suggested she might even like to join one of his special evenings. And she knew what that meant. There had been enough gossip for even such an innocent newlywed such as she to understand that the vicar was ministering to the purely physical needs of the young and attractive women of the village.

And so she'd rung the paper and denounced him.

At their first meeting, when Susie - aka Caroline - had remained firmly incognito, she'd quite seen the vicar's point when he'd propositioned Amanda; early twenties, long legs, bottom like two halves of a basketball, breasts ditto, waist about twenty inches max, angelic face with little cupid-bow mouth, neat white teeth, inviting smile and eyes that were at least as blue as Susie's own. It was a body that would make a homosexual bishop try to put his hand up her skirt, never mind a randy vicar with an appetite exceeded only by the size of his dong. And top off the body with a dose of glowing and youthful innocence, all pure English rose, sweet twenty-one and never been kissed... well.

But this could hardly be the same person. She wore a dress crafted from diaphanous white silk that clung to her like a second skin, revealing more than it concealed. Like, for example, every bone in her ribcage, every tense of muscle in her flat stomach, the full firm swell of breasts that were supported only by a bra made of equally transparent sheer white, with bullet-hard nipples jutting through, dark and biteable. It clung also to the tops of her toned thighs, though it was gathered up by her parted legs, revealing a tiny pair of white knickers, as sheer and see through as the dress, allowing Susie to observe the neat, inverted triangle of black hair that ended where the furrowed entrance to her body began. The smooth pink curves of her shaven labia were as visible through her knickers as if she'd been naked under a searchlight, but the effect was a million times more stunning because it felt like peeping, catching illicit glimpses of forbidden fruit.
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