
    
  
    
      
        Close Encounter

      Author’s Note

      This was written in response to a request, by one of you, for a certain kind of story. Much of it deals with two of the characters coming to terms with desires and impulses created and/or implanted by a third character--an ET. Not a lot of sex, but a lot of foreplay and teasing, as well as a lengthy set up. Albert, I hope you like it. Comments and votes, of course, always welcome. Signed comments acknowledged. Enjoy. Jb7

    
  
    
      Close Encounter: 3F

      J. Allen Hynek, a noted Ufologist, devised a sixfold classification for UFO sightings. They are arranged in increasingly high strangeness.

      Nocturnal Discs: Lights in the night sky

      Daylight Discs: UFOs seen in the daytime, generally having discoidal or oval shapes.

      Radar-Visual: UFO reports that seem to have radar confirmation. Though seeming to offer harder evidence of physical reality, the vagaries of radar propagation often make the ascription ambiguous.

      Close Encounters of the First Kind: Visual sightings of an unidentified flying object seemingly less than 500 feet away that show an appreciable angular extension and considerable detail.

      Close Encounters of the Second Kind: A UFO event in which a physical effect is alleged. This can be interference in the functioning of a vehicle or electronic device; animals reacting; a physiological effect such as paralysis or heat and discomfort in the witness; or some physical trace like impressions in the ground, scorching or effecting vegetation, or a chemical trace.

      Close Encounters of the Third Kind: UFO encounters in which an animated creature is present. These include humanoids, robots, and human who seemed to be occupants or pilots of a UFO

      
        The UFO researcher Ted Bloecher proposed six subtypes for the close encounters of the third kind in the Hynek's scale:

      A: An entity is observed only inside the UFO.

      B: An entity is observed inside and outside the UFO.

      C: An entity is observed near to a UFO, but not going in or out.

      D: An entity is observed. No UFOs are seen by the observer, but UFO activity has been reported in the area at about the same time.

      E: An entity is observed, but no UFOs are seen and no UFO activity has been reported in the area at that time.

      F: No entity or UFOs are observed, but the subject experiences some kind of "intelligent communication".

      Subtypes D, E, and F may be unrelated to the UFO phenomenon.

      --------(adapted from Wikipedia)

      &gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;

      The Classification Committee on Contacts is still investigating whether the event described in the following transcript is an advanced Encounter of the Second Kind or an example of An Encounter of the Third Kind, type F.

      &lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;

      
        The sentience, once known to its family and friends as Y-a-prut, or more simply as Y, drifted lazily through the void we know as Space. A manifestation of pure energy, it needed neither sustenance nor fluid to survive. Whenever it felt its energy levels dwindling, it could simply absorb some of the electromagnetic radiation which flowed from the stars like wine from a bottomless ewer to fill the voids of Space.

      Y had been adrift for such a long time it could no longer recall how long ago its home system had been destroyed by the rogue solar flare which had consumed the inner planets of its star system.

      Its home had been a small planet, the third (or fourth, if you counted the large rock in orbit between the first and second real planets) orbiting a small to medium sized yellow sun.

      He was off his home world, visiting friends on the next outer planet, when he received an alarm call from his forebears that something was happening with their sun. He immediately boarded his ship and took off for home, ignoring the warnings of the interplanetary flight officials at the launch facility

      As soon as he was clear of the space dock, he could see the solar flare boiling off the sun and realized there was no way to rescue anyone from his planet. He was nearly home, about a third of a light-minute (11.5 M miles) away, when he saw it happening on his view screen.

      It looked like the sun was executing a polo pass. The flare just seemed to come through Space and slap his home planet, not only knocking it completely out of orbit, but also totally incinerating the small planet and all of the life it bore.

      What Y had not considered, if he was even thinking at all as he saw his home obliterated, was the ion cloud boiling off the plasma flare. In his shock and grief, he never slowed or veered from his flight path as he watched the tragedy unfold, and plowed into the cloud of charged hydrogen atoms, totally unaware the superheated ions and free electrons were disintegrating his vessel.

      It was not until he lost the view on his telemetry screen that he realized what was occurring. A sense of panic began to set in, quickly replaced by rage. Yielding to an instinctive, primal impulse, Y reached to switch on his defensive system, just as the safety by-passes were destroyed by the ion storm, sending a surge of plasma-intensity electrical current through his nervous system.

      Expecting to join his family, Y was surprised, when the pain abated, to find himself hurtling through space, disembodied but aware, a tiny speck of ultraviolet energy, bouncing from solid to solid across miles and millennia, resembling nothing so much as a Brownian particle in the soup of dynamic energy filling interstellar space.

      
        
      

      With no way to estimate time, he had no idea how long he traveled before he learned to control his direction. Once he had mastered that skill, he decided to try to find his home, or its remnants, and began to search out small yellow suns, as a place to begin his quest, to see if he could find the star which had destroyed his home.

      On his journey, he encountered a wide variety of life, some sentient, most not; most corporeal, more than a few, like himself, not; some open and friendly, most, not. One race, in particular, located in the Burkisian System, had a profound effect on him. The System lay a few light-months outside the influence of the Singularity comprising the mammoth black hole at the center of the galaxy.

      Suffice it to say that, from that troubled race, he learned to communicate with, and control, inhabitants of the corporeal realm. He stayed with them for several trips around their star before setting off once again on the search for his home. Catching a ride on a high powered photon, he skirted the Singularity and became aware of a number of small to medium yellow stars scattered across what the Burkisians termed the Dracon sector of the galaxy. One, toward the far, outer edge, appeared to be promising.

      &lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;&lt;&gt;

      Eighteen year old Albert Goode (pronounced Good-ee) sat on the last seat in the back of the school bus, dealing with the not very original thought that life wasn't fair. That morning, Kelly Davis, a seventeen year old junior, had asked him to take her to the Junior Prom tomorrow night. Yeah, she was so skinny she needed stones in her pockets if there was a strong breeze, to keep from being blown away, and if she was standing sideways you could barely see her, but she had hinted that there would be no limits after the dance. The problem was he didn't have a car, and she didn't drive.

      He'd had a car, or at least access to one, before his dad had died two years ago. But with the lousy medical insurance they'd had, his mother had had to sell almost everything they had to cover the medical and funeral expenses. And with her job, the only house they could afford was the share cropper's house on his uncle's farm, causing him and his sister to change schools.

      He glanced across the bus at his twin, Anni. Like him, she was sitting with her back to the window, her foot on the seat, supporting a book. He shook his head and reached out with his foot and knocked hers off the seat. When she looked up with an angry frown, he just shook his head, and said, "You were flashing me."

      
        She put her foot back up, and pushed her skirt down between her legs. "So? It's not like you haven't seen my underwear before, on or off me."

      "Yeah, but the, uh, the part that covers your, uh, um, lady bits, uh, wasn't covering them very well."

      "And you don't like looking at...uh, lady bits, huh." she commented, laughing.

      "No, I mean, yes, I do, but you're my sister, and I shouldn't be looking at yours."

      "Doesn't stop you at home, trying to look down me and Mom's blouses, or trying to peek at us in the shower."

      "I...I..I don't either," he said, blushing bright red.

      She smiled, knowing he actually did try to avoid doing the things she had accused him of, wondering how she had gotten such a straight-laced brother when she was constantly pre-occupied with sex lately. If her mother hadn't reined her in, she would have run around inside the house, and out (given her druthers), in her underwear or less, just to tease him.

      She knew he masturbated; she could hear him at night, but when asked directly, he'd either deny it outright, or change the topic. She had confessed to him once, recently, that hearing him at night often helped her reach her own climax; God, he had turned as red as a beet when she told him that.

      She slid down slightly in her seat and surreptitiously pulled her skirt up, hoping she had revealed her panties again. His glance and turning to look away told her she had been successful. His blush and tightening of his jaw when she laughed confirmed her success and elicited another audible chuckle,

      "Here's your driveway," the bus driver called, interrupting her game of show and tease.

      "Aww, Ms Barrett, can't you take us to the door. It's gotta be another half mile..." came the familiar plaint from Albert.

      She sighed heavily and started her usual answer, "You know I can't pull into a driveway that long..."

      
        "Unless there's a turnaround." Anni finished for her. "He knows, Ms Barrett; Bert's just pulling your chain. Thank you. See you Monday," the blue-eyed brunette said as she got off the bus.

      As he approached the exit, Bert flashed the driver a warm smile and said, "Thanks, Ms Barrett. Have a good weekend."

      In spite of herself, the buxom driver smiled back, thinking, "Sonny, if your sister wasn't on this bus, I'd yank something of yours." Immediately she chastised herself, "Edie Barrett, behave yourself. He may be old enough, but he's still a student," as she put the bus in gear and headed for the bus garage.

      In the exchange, no one noticed the slightly purplish light which seemed to bounce off the bus into the oak tree which marked the driveway. On Y's trip from the Burkis System, where he had learned how to enter and control a humanoid body, he had encountered a veritable river of electromagnetic radiation in the form of radio and TV signals, all streaming from a small planet revolving around a smallish yellow sun. He had absorbed and studied the information, and was familiar with the major languages of the planet, on which he had recently landed.

      He had chosen to land in the area which had, roughly, the same coordinates as his family's home on his own planet. He recognized that he was on one of the larger land masses, slightly North and East of its center.

      He was surprised at the similarity. It was pleasantly warm, and mildly humid, with a steady breeze. The surrounding land was rolling and appeared to covered by a new crop of some grass related plant. If Y had had eyes to close, he could have imagined he had found home.

      Anni waited for her brother to get off the bus so they could walk together up the nearly quarter mile long lane which led to their house. "Something wrong, Bert? You were quiet almost all the way home. Some one, or something buggin' you?"

      "No...yeah...not rea...Kelly Davis asked me to take her to her prom tomorrow night. And I had to say no, damn it. I don't have a car, and she can't drive...Fuck!"

      "I'm sorry, Bro, but at least you got asked. More'n I can say," she laughed, bumping his arm with her shoulder.

      "Just further proof that the guys at school are just a bunch of dumbasses. At Horner (their previous high school) you would have been the first girl asked. Shit, if you weren't my sister..." he stopped, blushing.

      
        
      

      "What, Bert? What if I wasn't your sister? C'mon, tell me," she wheedled; "It's just us here. I won't tell anyone, and I won't hold it against you, I promise. C'mon, tell me, please."

      Bert looked at her, shaking his head, and kept walking, stomping up the lane as if he was carrying a heavy load. "I... I..." He stopped and turned to face her. She caught her breath, looking at her brother. Their coloring, inherited from their mother, was similar, dark hair, blue eyes, fair complexion, normally. At the moment, the six-foot teenager's was bright red with embarrassment.

      "If you ever tell anybody, I'll say it's a lie, but, if you weren't my sister, I'd ask you to be my girlfriend," and with that, he turned and started to run toward the house.

      Gobsmacked, Anni stood still, watching him run away. Y took the opportunity to drop into one of the deep wrinkles in her backpack, to think about what he had heard.

      Sister--close female relation of the same generation, born of the same pair of parents; variants: half-sister - one parent in common; step sister - acquired by marriage between parent and other adult with female offspring male equivalents: brother, half brother, step brother

      Girlfriend--female with whom male can expect to engage in sexual activities ranging from hand holding to variants of reproductive sex.

      Question—why does being sister preclude being girlfriend? Must investigate.

      Since the male sibling seemed to have the biggest problem with sister vs girlfriend status (based on what Y had observed in the bus), Y carefully insinuated himself into the teenager's mind and began to look for clues as to why the two statuses seemed to be mutually exclusive.

      Scanning the teen's education engrammes, he found only a brief discussion on the genetic problems which 'might' be the result of 'extensive' inbreeding from an early high school science class. Y quickly dismissed this as the cause for the attitude since not everyone had to study that course, and it seemed the prejudice predated that exposure.

      The sentience looked back a couple of years, to the immediately prepubescent period. Here he discovered a lot of teasing about what his friends would do if Anni was their sister, and questions about whether or not he had 'fucked' her (an obscene colloquialism for engaging in sexual intercourse, his language banks translated for him). This question usually elicited feelings of anger, jealousy, arousal and shame.

      The shame seemed to be tied to all things associated with any interest in the feminine body, and stemmed to an incident when he had walked in on his mother while she was changing her clothes. As soon as he had seen her in her underwear, stunned, he had frozen in place. His mother had looked up and seen him at that instant, and, surprised, mistakenly thought he had been there for some time.

      Embarrassed, she had given him a gentle but strict talking to about how it wasn't proper for him to be peeking at women and girls, especially her and his sister, while they dressed or bathed, a talk which was repeated more forcefully by his father. Feeling ashamed, he had not tried to explain or defend himself.

      The sense of shame was compounded by an incident a few years earlier when he had walked in on his parents while they were still in bed. Since they were covered, Bert had not seen anything, but their reactions were enough to frighten the six year-old.

      The next summer, when his family was visiting his Uncle's farm, he and a year-older cousin were discovered by the uncle, in the barn, engaged in the activity humorously described by older children as 'playing doctor.' With a shout and a swat to Bert's bare ass, the uncle ended the cousins' game of show and tell. Later, when the adults thought the kids were asleep, he heard them discussing and laughing about it. That was the first time he heard the word incest. .

      The sentience, figuratively, blinked. In spite of his exposure to several years of TV and radio broadcasts, he was unfamiliar with the term. Searching his mental data banks, the only references he found were in a legal context, indicating the word referred to an illegal activity, but there had never been any explanatory information.

      He examined the word itself, conjecturing about what it meant, but not why it was wrong: in - cest—the negative connotation began with the first syllable, the negative 'in', and proceeded with the second syllable, the extended sibilance of the 'c' and 's', reminiscent of the sound of the hated snake, followed by the hard stop of the 't', as if the speaker were attempting to spit out a putrid taste.

      However, in Albert's cerebral library, it lay in close proximity to the word *fuck*, as well as many others which the sentience had learned on his journey, from the TV and radio signals, were considered as obscene. From this, he inferred that incest was used to refer to the act of sexual intercourse between family members not legally married to each other, and judged to be taboo and illegal.

      
        
      

      This puzzled the traveler. On his world, it was the role of mothers and unwed sisters to properly school the young males approaching maturity in the proper techniques and methods of pleasing their mates to ensure a happy home life and healthy offspring.

      In a like manner, it was the duty of the male side of the family to instruct the younger females as they neared the age of child bearing. The occasional rare progeny of such unions were welcomed as blessings upon the family.

      Y decided to wait and watch, to see if he could garner more information about the ban, and to see if he could determine the nature of the relationships in the small family.

      Albert had a three-stride head start before Anni was able to get her feet to move after his declaration. She took off after him and caught up to him just as he started up the steps to the porch. She ran up the steps beside him, purposely bumping his arm with her shoulder whenever she could.

      He reached up, found the key on the lintel, and, In spite of his sister's interference, he was able to get the door unlocked. When they got inside, she moved to stand in front of him, blocking his way. "I'd have said yes," she stated and turned and ran upstairs to her room, leaving her brother as stunned as she had been.

      If Y had had a head, he'd have been shaking it. "So much wasted sexual energy. Must find a way to help this sibling pair release it and enjoy this period of youthful excitability. He considered the situation an example of racial immaturity and resolved to find a way to elevate this pair, if not the family, to what he deemed a more mature and accepting level.

      Based on Anni's statement, he regarded her already as more mature and accepting of the possibility of mating with her brother, provided there were no offspring. He would have to find a way to convince the male.

      The two teens stayed apart for the remainder of the afternoon, studying, until it was time to start preparations for dinner. Meeting in the kitchen, they found their mother had left instructions for them to make a meat loaf, put together a salad, and peel potatoes to cook and mash. They played rock-paper-scissors to see who did the meat. Anni won.

      As she gathered the ingredients, she watched her brother, busy peeling the spuds. She debated with herself if she should tell him what she had heard about Kelly that morning. Finally, she asked, "Bert, do you like Kelly, as a girlfriend, I mean?"

      
        "I don't know. She's okay, I guess. It's just, she asked, and..." he hesitated, not sure if he should tell his sister what Kelly had implied.

      "Suggested you might have some... fun, afterwards?"

      Bert looked up at Anni, surprised. "Yeah; sort of. How did you know?"

      "This morning, I heard some girls talking about her and laughing while I was in the bathroom. Apparently Kelly's been shopping her cherry around to get a date for the Prom. Rumor is she finally talked Sonny Snell into taking her."

      "Sonny?" he snorted. "That nerd! He's gonna get his nose out of his books long enough to go to a dance? I wonder if he'd even know how to..." Bert blushed.

      Anni laughed. With her head down, supposedly looking at her meatloaf, she quietly asked, "Would you?"

      He hesitated before he gave her a sly smile. "Sally Waites and I figured it out, cherry and all. Did you know her birthday is the day after ours?"

      Anni's eyes got large with wonder. "You didn't! Sally! Goody-two-shoes Sally, who said the only thing getting in her mouth before she got married was her clarinet? When? C'mon, Bro, details!"

      "Last semester, the senior history project we were assigned to do with another student; she was my partner, remember. Once a week, over lunch, we'd go to her house so we could combine our notes and work on it.

      "She had found some material dealing with sexual contact between the classes in feudal England, and the landed Nobles' right to have any of their serf women on the night before she was married, or as soon after it was discovered if they concealed the wedding.

      "She said she wondered what it would be like to be taken that way, being forced to submit, legally raped. In a sort of joking way, I said, 'Mistress Waites, as your Lord and Master, I command you to remove your clothing.' Her eyes got huge, and she looked shocked and sort of frightened, then she stood up and took off her clothes. You can imagine the rest."

      
        "Wow! That's all it took? Was that the only time you two did it?" Bert shook his head, and started to say something, but they heard a car outside and then the sound of a car door and footsteps on the porch. They glanced at the clock. Their mother, Debbie, wasn't due home for another half hour.

      When the doorbell rang, both jumped, startled and headed for the door. It was their Uncle Jesse, landlord and owner of the farm where Albert worked weekends. "Uncle Jess? What...is something wrong?" Bert asked, anxiety and curiosity in his voice.

      "No, boy, there's nothing wrong. I brought over your pay for the past two weeks, 'cuz your Aunt Marie and I are going away for the weekend." He handed Bert a small envelope with fifty dollars in it. "And I need you to give me a ride back to the farm.

      "Your Aunt finally convinced me to buy a new truck for the farm, and since the old one didn't have any trade value, she said I should give it to you, and I figgered she was right. You been doing a good job, 'n' you're on time even though you gotta walk two miles to get to the farm, even in the bad weather, and I haven't heard you complain about it.

      "This old beat up Toyota will make it a little easier on ya. Won't win ya any races, but it's got four good tires and don't cost much to run. Right now, it's registered to the farm, and covered by the farm insurance. Long as you're responsible, we can keep it that way; be some easier for you and your ma. Get me back now, I gotta get packed," he finished, handing Bert the keys.

      "Wow, Uncle Jess! Thanks; this is gonna make life for all of us a lot easier. I know Mom's gonna really appreciate it, too." Bert spoke as they walked to the 2000 Toyota Tacoma, his heart pounding with joy.

      "Well, it ain't much, but with care, it'll get you to and from town for school and shopping. This was our errand truck. It's only got an 1800 pound payload, more'n enough for you guys, I reckon, but not for the farm except for running errands, and it's passable on gas, about sixteen or eighteen miles to the gallon.

      "When Marie and I were just starting out here, we bought it for the family. Your cousins were five and six, and we'd take them shopping or to the drive-in with us, so we got the extended cab. It cuts down on the bed size a mite, but it's never been a bother. And I put on the cap for you. It was just taking up space in the barn. You'll appreciate it when you go shopping; for the farm, it was easier without it.

      
        "Now, tomorrow and Sunday, I need you just to come over and feed the stock, morning and afternoon. Hank's gonna come over and do the milking. He'll be here at seven and four, if you can give him a hand."

      "I know I can help with the four o'clock, and I'll try to get over in the morning, but I got a ton of homework, and Mom insists we have it done Friday night so it isn't hanging over our head all weekend."

      "Smart woman. Don't worry, but if you can help, I know Hank would appreciate it. Thanks for the lift. Take care of your ride now, it should last another five or ten years with care."

      "I will, Uncle Jess; thanks, again, and have a good weekend. Tell Aunt Marie I said thank you, too." Jesse Goode nodded and waved as he turned to walk into his house as Bert dropped the car into second and gently pulled away.

      As soon as Bert had reached the door and recognized his uncle, Y had made the connection and connected with the farmer's brain. Jesse Goode was a good, Christian man, who believed in a day's work for a day's wage. He paid his help fairly, and rewarded sustained good work with raises, and, on a few occasions, had lowered an employee's rate if they were slacking off. True slackers left when that happened; good workers accepted the message and improved.

      He had originally given Bert his job more out a sense of charity than really needing his help on the farm, but the boy had proved himself a man, taking on responsibility and delivering, sometimes more than his share. Already inclined to reward the lad somehow, it had taken a minimal nudge from Y to make Uncle Jess accept the suggestion he attributed to Aunt Marie and give the stranded family some badly needed transportation.

      Bert got back to the drive just as Debra Goode was getting out of her ride's car. She rode every day with another woman who worked in the church office, where Debbie was the church secretary, and paid her what it would have cost if she could take the bus, ten dollars a week. Since the woman didn't have to go out of her way, she said that was more than enough; that she was glad for the company.

      The driver had just pulled away and Debbie was a few yards up the lane when Albert pulled up beside her, lightly tapping on the almost inaudible horn. "Hey, lady, want a ride?" he called through the open window.

      She was about to scold the brash driver of the familiar looking truck for trespassing when she recognized her son. "Albert! Whose truck is this and why are you driving it?"

      
        
      

      "It's mine, ours, I guess. Uncle Jesse gave it to me. Get in." He pushed open the door for her. "Dinner should be about ready. I'll tell you all about it while we eat. You're home early?"

      "Mmhmm; the printer got the bulletin back to us early today. Once we had it folded and assembled, there wasn't anything pressing to do, so Reverend Jacobs said we could leave. How was school?"

      Anni had heard the conversation on the porch when Uncle Jess had told Albert he was giving her brother a truck. When Uncle Jess had said Albert needed to drive him home, she had just waved him on, and returned to the kitchen to continue fixing dinner by herself, her heart soaring. Now, with transportation, she and her brother were no longer social isolates; they would be able to attend school activities.

      By the time she finished the meat loaf and got it in the oven, the potatoes on, and put together the salad, her brother hadn't returned yet, so she start- ed cleaning up the kitchen. She had just finished washing up the few dishes when she heard a car and two doors slam. She was at the front door before her brother and mother were up the stairs.

      "Is it true? He actually gave you the small truck, the one with the extended cab?"

      "Yep. And it's registered and insured. Sorry I ran out on getting dinner, but..."

      "That's okay; what you had to do was more important. Oh, Mom, isn't it great?"

      "I don't know, Anni. I'm waiting to hear what happened. Bert said he'd tell me while we ate. How's it coming?"

      "By the time you get changed into something more comfortable, it should be ready to come out of the oven. By then, Bert and I will have the table set and we can eat and hear his wonderful story."

      (An hour or so later) "...and he said as long as I don't get into trouble with it, he'll keep it registered as part of his fleet, which also covers the insurance."

      "I'm proud of you, honey. Your hard work has paid off, and will certainly help the family..."

      
        "Just too bad it didn't come a couple of weeks sooner, huh, Bert?"

      "It's hardly the kind of vehicle you take a girl to a formal dance in, but..."

      "What dance?" Debbie asked.

      "One of the junior class girls asked Bert to take her to the prom tomorrow night, but he had to say no because he didn't have anyway to go."

      "Oh, Bert; I'm sorry. Was she someone you're interested in?"

      "No, I hardly know her; it just would have been fun to go to a formal dance."

      "Good thing you're not interested in that skinny skank..."

      "She's not a skank; skinny, but not skanky," he said with a laugh.

      Anni flushed with anger. "Any girl who has the gall to offer her cherry to half the school just to go to a dance is a skank in my opinion."

      "Anni!" exclaimed Debbie.

      "Well, what would you call her, then?"

      Debbie fought back a smile. "Desperate." She looked at her son. "Did she make you that offer?"

      "Not in those words. She asked if I had a date for the prom. When I said no, before I could explain why, she asked if I would take her and then said, afterward, we could drive out to lake and have some real fun, with no limits on what I could do. She didn't say anything about her cherry, just no limits."

      Y sensed the mother was about to tell her son it was good that he hadn't been able to take a girl who was so desperate to the dance, and instead pushed her to ask her children, "I know it has been a while since we've discussed proper sexual behavior, but are either of you active, that way?"

      
        
      

      While Anni simply shook her head no, Bert replied, somewhat abashedly, "Active, no, but I've had sex a couple of times with a girl in our class at school ."

      Debbie's eyebrows raised slightly, then she nodded, pensive, before asking, "Anni, have you..."

      The teen interrupted her, "No, Mom. I did give a couple of guys hand jobs, and one of the football players at Horner tried to make me go down on him at an after game dance, but a teacher came around before he actually got it out. When I told the teacher what he was trying to do, he tried to say I agreed to do it, but when some other girls came forward later that night, to say he'd forced them, too, at other dances, he got kicked out of school. That was just before Daddy got so sick."

      "I'm so sorry, Sweetie; I guess I got so caught up with your father, I sort of lost track of what was going on with you two.

      "This will be the third big dance you two have missed, and that isn't fair. I know it won't be the same, but what if we have our own dance, right here, tomorrow night. We can move the dining room and living room furniture to the sides of the room to make a dance floor, and we'll get dressed up, and have some punch and snacks, and choose some good dance music..."

      "Yesss!" Anni cried. "That sounds so cool! Can we really do it?"

      His mother looked at Bert. "Bert," she asked, "what do think? Do you want to take us girls to the Goode family prom?"

      He grinned and nodded. "Then I can finally use those dance classes they made us take when we were sophomores."

      "Okay, then; I'll clean up from dinner. You two, go get your homework done. Bert, you'll need to get up and go help Hank with the morning milking, and tell him I surprised you with some chores so you can't help tomorrow afternoon, but you will be there the next day. Now, off with the both of you."

      The next morning, the milking took Bert and Hank a bit over an hour to milk the dozen dairy cows and then the clean up took another half hour. Bert was home and sitting down to breakfast by nine o'clock. "Hank said no problem with this afternoon, and thanked me for my help this morning. He said I was a big help, especially with the recording. Did you know each cow's output is recorded every day? And after, we have to steam clean and sanitize every milk machine. I got the other stock their morning feed while I was there, 'n' Hank said he'd take care of them this afternoon for me."

      Debbie silently laughed at his exuberance. Bert had been the dictionary picture for taciturn since his father had died, but last night and today, since he got the truck, it was like he was trying to use all the words he had kept bottled up inside.

      "That's good, Bert. After breakfast, we need to run into town to get some stuff for our dance tonight. You'll have to drive me; I haven't driven a stick shift since I got my first license. When you're done, go change your clothes and run a comb through your hair; it looks like a bird's nest," she said, running her hand through it affectionately.

      He pulled his head away from her hand, laughing. "Okay! What stores?"

      "Grocery, the Dollar store, Walgreens," she paused, considering, "and the package store."

      "The package store? Why?"

      "I thought I'd get something for the punch. Is that okay?"

      His grin flashed his approval. "I'll be right back down."

      Bert, like many who lived and worked on farms, was acutely aware of the weather and its vicissitudes. On the way home he noticed the clouds on the western horizon. "Looks like a storm's coming, tonight or tomorrow."

      "Well," said Debbie, "we could use a little rain. I just hope its nothing more than a small thunderstorm."

      "Me, too. Gotta have electricity to play the music," he grinned, causing her to smile, as they turned by the big oak at the end of their driveway.

      While Bert and Debbie went shopping, Anni busied herself getting the house ready for the dance. As much as she was able, she pushed the larger furniture to the sides of the room and then fit the smaller pieces between them. Next, she covered the lamp shades with colored tissue paper, leaving enough room open at the top so the heat could escape. Those with switches inside the shade, she unplugged after turning them on.

      With as much done as she could do alone, she went into the kitchen to start on snacks and the punch. She began by making the ice ring for the punch. After that, digging into the fridge, she found some bologna, salami, and cream cheese, with which she made some of her favorite appetizers. She had just finished cutting and plating them when she heard her mother and brother pull up at the back door.

      Anni quickly put the snacks she had made in the fridge and ran out to help them grab the bags from the back of the truck. Once inside, both her mother and brother commented on how much she had been able to get done. Debbie suggested they have lunch and then continue with dance preparations. They would have dinner about five and then have leisure time to dress and get ready.

      They were done, to their satisfaction, by four. While the women fixed dinner, Bert went through their CDs, selecting a mix of modern pop and classic dance music for them to choose from over dinner. When they were done, they had eight discs, totaling nearly seven hours of music, almost two thirds of which could be classified as 'romantic.'

      After dinner, Debbie sent Bert off to shower and shave while she and Anni cleaned up the kitchen and put together the punch. When she was sure he was out of earshot, Debbie looked at her daughter. "Sweetie," she asked (very much under the influence of Y), "if the opportunity came up tonight, would you want to lose your virginity?"

      "Mom! What kind of question is that?" Anni answered, shocked and embarrassed.

      "A serious one. Proms are often the occasion when girls become women. So, if Bert showed the interest and willingness, would you want him to..."

      "Mother! He's my brother! How can you..."

      "Your father and I were first cousins," she interrupted, speaking softly. "We grew up together, lived together as children from when I was five until I finished junior high school. Eight, almost nine, years.

      "My father was serving in the military, in Europe satisfying his ROTC obligation. When his first full enlistment was up, he decided to stay in. By the time he was a captain, and seriously considering making it a career," she went on, speaking softly; "they found Mom's cancer, pretty far advanced. That's when he resigned his commission to take care of me and your uncle, Tony.

      
        
      

      "So, for seven years your father and I were as close as you and Bert. We wound up at the same university and when we met, it was like the time we were apart never happened. We got married without telling the families when I got pregnant with you two, and never worried about it again.

      "Now, I ask again, if the opportunity arose, would you want Bert to take your cherry?"

      "You really wouldn't have a problem with us doing it?"

      "Well, let's look at the alternatives. Tonight, you'd be safe at home, in a comfortable bed, with a man, albeit with limited experience, who cares for and about you. Compare that with the back seat of a car, parked god knows where, with a guy more likely out for bragging rights and looking more to get himself off than you. Which would you want for your daughter?"

      "Even though the first guy is my brother?"

      "Sweetie, what goes on behind our front door is no one's business but ours. The only concern is you not getting pregnant. We stopped at the drug store and I bought some condoms for Bert. You just have to make sure he uses them."

      "What if he doesn't want to fuck me?"

      "Anni, he's a guy," her mother replied, emphasizing the last word. She chuckled and continued, "I'll admit, sometimes he can be a little stuffy, especially for someone as young as he is, and even more especially about things related to sex. I was surprised when he admitted he'd already ..."

      "Probably because he'd already confessed that to me earlier."

      "Really? More surprises. Anyway, if we both work on him while we're dancing to the slow music... Just dance as close as you can, rubbing your chest and hips on him. If you feel him get an erection, concentrate your rubbing on it. Another thing, no underwear tonight, and your dress needs to be knee length if you have one. If you don't, I may have one that'll fit you."

      "Oh, why?"

      
        "Mystery. We just want to hint that we're going commando, not confirm it until he's committed himself.

      "Ahhh; the water's turned off. You go shower while I go talk to him, to get him thinking about making love to you."

      "What about you, Momma? Shouldn't you have someone, too?"

      Debbie's breath caught in her throat momentarily. "Some other time, Anni. Tonight is for you."

      They walked up the backstairs together; Anni stopping in her room to get ready for her shower, while Debbie went on to talk to Bert. Y prompted her to go on to her own room, where she stripped out of her clothes and put her old cotton robe on, over her nudity. As she tied it around her waist, she wondered at her actions, then thought how much Bert might get turned on and smiled as she knocked on his door.

      When she heard Bert call "Who..." she opened the door, to find her son standing in the middle of his room, nude, with his clothing for the evening's events laid out on the bed.

      "Oh!" she exclaimed, taking in his well developed physique. "I wanted to talk to you before we began the festivities, but I see this isn't a good time. Could you put on a robe and come to my room?" she asked, with a smile, watching his manhood react to the situation.

      "Uh, sure, Mom. Right now?" he asked, a blush appearing all over his body as his staff reacted to his mother's presence, and her obvious scrutiny.

      "Yes, I want to get it over before your sister gets out of the shower." She turned, leaving his door open, to return to her room.

      Bert caught up with her just as she got back to her door. They sat down on the edge of her bed, facing each other. Bert had a hard time not looking at her body, almost totally on display. Her robe had fallen to both sides of her thighs, displaying her well-shaped legs.

      Similarly, from the waist up, the robe gapped, exposing the sides and bottoms of her B-cups. Her nipples were visible, trying to poke through the thin material of her robe, and, if not for her hands holding her robe closed in her lap, he thought he would have been able to see her dark thatch.

      
        Debbie smiled as she watched his eyes dancing over her body. By the time he got control of them and looked her in the eye, she had put on her fun--mother face. "Tonight, I want you to act like you are our date, not our son and brother. Do you understand?"

      "Uhh, I'm not sure. What do you mean?"

      "When we're dancing, hold us close; flirt with us; do to and for us the kind of things you would do if we were your steady girlfriend, and had gone to the Prom. Don't call me Mom, or ma, or anything sounding like mother. Call me Debbie or Deb, or Bette, my middle name."

      Bert's eyes opened in surprise. "Uhh, are you sure? I mean, I heard guys talking at Horner about some of the things they did and got away with when they were dancing; not the kind of things you'd do with your mom."

      Debbie smiled. "I remember; I was a teenager once, you know. And tonight, you remember--I'm not your mom, and Anni's not your sister. You are with two dates tonight, both of whom expect you, and want you, to, what did we call it, 'get fresh' with us."

      Bert swallowed hard. "Expect and want me to...Are you sure, Mom?"

      "Mmhmm. And if you play your cards right, you won't regret not going to the dance with Miss Skanky what's-her-name. Be respectful, but be bold. Treat us like we are really on a date with you, okay? Do you think you can do that?"

      Bert nodded his head. "Yeah, I guess...so nudgies, just not gross, huh?"

      Debbie stood up and extended her hand. "Even a little more than a nudge. Here, let me show you. This isn't for the first dance, but then, not too much later, either." She pulled him up and extended her arms into the position for dancing. He stepped up to her and took her right hand while putting his right around her and into the small of her back.

      She reached around and pulled his right hand down so it rested on top of her buttock. At the same time she pulled his left hand into the space between them, so the back of his hand rested firmly against her right breast.

      "Hold me closer," she whispered into his ear as she nibbled on his earlobe; "much closer." She grinned when she felt his erection against her abdomen, and pushed her hips closer to him.

      
        
      

      "Mo..." he started and stopped when she shook her head, holding his earlobe in her teeth. "Debbie, if I hold you any closer, we're gonna be fu...uh, having sex," he groaned.

      "Your point?" she asked, tracing his ear with her tongue.

      Before he could say anything, she pulled away. "Now do you understand? If you had been able to go to the dances at Horner, you would have learned that a little bit of getting fresh is expected, pretty much with whoever you were dancing with. With your date, it's expected, and the limits depend on the girl and the status of your relationship. Tonight, you have to find those limits for yourself, and do your best to extend them," she finished, with a seductive smile.

      "I'm gonna wind up with such a case of blue balls..." he started to complain.

      Debbie laughed. "That's up to you. I told you, if you play your cards right, you won't miss Kelly at all. Just pay attention to your dates. Now go get dressed, and then, set up the music."

      Bert was selecting the first three discs to play when the women came down the stairs. He looked up when he heard them and had to gasp to take a breath. Although there was nearly a twenty year difference in their ages, they could have been twin sisters.

      Debbie had her hair in her usual pixie cut, but her make-up, accenting her sapphire blue eyes and barely highlighting her lips and cheeks, gave her a youthful glow. She wore a black, shift like dress, with spaghetti straps. It seemed to be suspended from the nipples on her B-plus sized breasts, and ended just above her knees, closely hugging her hips.

      Anni's hair, normally in a ponytail, fell freely from a pair of french combs holding it back from her ears. Her make-up, like her mother's, accented her sky blue eyes, and subtly highlighted her lips and cheeks, adding an intangible maturity to her youthful look, enhanced by the black halter dress she wore. The knee length skirt was made up of mini-pleats which anchored a pair of narrow sashes just inside her hips and fastened behind her neck, just covering her almost B-sized bosoms.

      "Oh, shit!" he exclaimed, under his breath. Sure, his mother had essentially given him permission to take some liberties with her, and said it would not only also be okay with Anni, but was expected.

      
        But, Ohmigod! Right now, it felt like if he got within a yard of them, they'd feel his hard-on. How in hell was he going to dance with them without embarrassing himself and them. As it was, he didn't even dare stand up.

      And what the hell was it with his mother? Practically promising that he'd get to fuck one of them tonight. That had to be what she meant when she said he wouldn't regret not going to the dance with Kelly after their conversation over dinner. How could he fuck his mom? That was so wrong on so many levels.

      Even though she worked for the church in town, she didn't force the kids to go to services, and the pastor understood their transportation situation and didn't get bent out of shape when she didn't show up for Sunday services either, so Bert wasn't too clear about the god thing. But still the kind of thing she was hinting at was a sin, wasn't it?

      What if she meant Anni. That was a slightly different story. He had meant it when he told her if she wasn't his sister, he'd ask her to be his girlfriend. He thought there wasn't a prettier girl in the county, and she played a significant role in his stroke fantasies, but to actually go all the way? Or even just part way!

      Shit, that was just as bad as fucking your mother in terms of being a sin. Maybe worse. Doing your mom--as a kid, you could always claim she made you do it, but with your sister, even if she was working on seducing you, you should be able to say no.

      Y had been able to tune into Bert's quandary. Trying not to influence him directly, as he had Anni and Debbie, he stirred up Bert's memories, of all the schoolmates who had commented on his mother and sister, and what they claimed they would be doing if they were in his place.

      As they poured forth, into his consciousness, Bert wondered if he were the only member of his peer group who wasn't a closet incestuous pervert. It seemed as if all his friends had no problem with incest as a behavior or sin. He wondered if all the guys who said they wanted to fuck his sister had already fucked their own.

      Suddenly, he realized he had been staring at his 'dates' without saying anything for too long. Opting for brevity instead of explanation, he simply said, "Wow!" and then, in case he hadn't made it clear, "Wowowow!"

      The women laughed, and Debbie said, "I think that means he approves, Anni. Our date, I guess, is a man of few words."

      
        
      

      Bert recovered his faculty for speech and interrupted, "You ladies are absolutely gorgeous. We should be going to some night club in Hollywood or something, except I'd never get to dance with you or even talk to you once we got inside. The men would be falling all over themselves to get to dance with you."

      Debbie smiled in response to his compliment, and Anni blushed. "Do you really think so, Bert" his sister asked.

      He nodded. "I've never seen you look prettier, Anni," he said softly.

      "Thank you, Bert," she said, moving to him and reaching up to give him a lingering kiss on the cheek. "Put on something slow we can dance to," she requested.

      "Uh, okay, in a few minutes. I thought maybe, uh, something a little up tempo would, uh, help us, uh, get used to the atmosphere 'n' stuff; you know, help us, uh, settle our nerves and get the refreshments out...'n' stuff...I think the, uh, third song is a slow one," he said, hopin the time and activity would help his tent pole collapse a bit.

      She gave him another kiss on the cheek. "That's okay. It's mine, though; don't forget." She turned away from him to join Debbie, on her way to the kitchen. Only then did he realize both their backs were bare.

      Debbie's dress had a inch and a half band across her shoulder blades, connecting the sides of her dress and anchoring the thin shoulder straps, but her back was essentially as naked as Anni's, who had nothing between her neck and her waist.

      Bert's hard-on, which had begun to wilt, was back in full force. As they walked away, their ass cheeks bouncing merrily under their form outlining skirts, he let out a small moan, guessing they had come to the dance sans panties.

      With a knowing smile, Debbie glanced back over her shoulder, standing there in the typical nude model's pose. "You okay, honey? Did you say something?" He just shook his head and started loading the CD player.

      It was an eclectic mix--modern pop (thanks to the teens), classic 50's romance (thanks to their dad), and some dance-able tunes from the 80-90'S (thanks to Debbie). Contrary to what he told Anni, the first five or six tunes, a solid twenty minutes of music, was all up-tempo, more suited for today's style of dancing than the coupled ballroom dancing Anni was waiting for.

      It took the trio a few minutes to set out the refreshments and punch (a lethal mix of two parts brandy to one part sweetened lime juice poured over the ice ring and stirred). "Be careful of this," Debbie warned her children, giving them each a small cupful; "it doesn't taste like it has any kick, but I know that three of these, in an hour, can put me under the table. Neither of you should have any more than that tonight. Okay?"

      They took a small sip of the punch, testing its sweet and sour tea-like flavor. "Are you sure the brandy was alright, Debbie?" Bert asked. "This tastes like there's no alcohol in it at all."

      She picked up the empty bottle and poured out the few drops which had accumulated at the bottom of the empty vessel and handed it to him. She grinned when he gasped for breath after slamming the half -shot sample. "OMG," he rasped. "That felt like pure alcohol!"

      "Now do you believe me?" his mother asked. The two teens nodded. "Fine. Now, let's dance!" she said with a grin, and began to move her feet and sway her hips to the music as she dragged her children to the middle of the floor.

      The music, the activity, the good humor, some light hearted silliness as they moved to the primitive rhythms all helped put the small family in party mode. By the time Nat 'King' Cole's velvet voice singing "Unforgettable" came on, they were all ready for some quiet interludes.

      Bert turned to Anni, saying, "I think this is your dance." She beamed her smile and stepped into his arms. Thinking about what his mother had shown him earlier, Bert dropped his hand to rest on Anni's butt.

      Debbie walked behind her daughter and pulled it back up, shaking her head. "Not yet," she mouthed at him. Bert gave her a brief nod and let his other hand relax, resting it on his partner's breast, and was pleased when she pulled it tighter to her.

      "Mmm," she said, "this feels nice. We couldn't do this if we had gone to the school dance, could we?" She moved close to him and rested her head on his chest.

      "Probably not. They'd have thought we were some kind of bizarro weirdniks or something." As he led his sister around the floor in the slow dance, he became aware of her thighs rubbing against the inside and outside of his left leg. Trying to remain a gentleman in the early part of the evening, he attempted to back away, only to become re-entangled seconds later as she pushed her mons against his thigh.

      "Don't go away," Anni whispered. "This feels nice; so does this," she added, pressing his hand to her boob. "Doesn't it feel good to you?"

      "Mmhmm," he murmured, "too good. I'm afraid I might embarrass us."

      "You mean here?" she asked, pushing her hips against his and giving them a shimmy.

      Up near the ceiling, in a corner where it was dark, Y, had he been able, would have smiled and nodded his approval. As the children became involved with each other, he bounced down and insinuated himself in Debbie's sub-conscious and cranked up her libido and desire for sex.

      As the song came to an end, the sentience subtly moved to the daughter and urged her to leave the room. While she was in the bathroom, he made the same changes to her as he had Debbie. Back in living room, the sound of the Four Lads singing 'Moments to Remember' prompted the older woman to move into her son's arms.

      She hummed her approval as he pulled his left hand in to rest on her breast while his right slid down to stop just where her butt began to swell. When he applied a little pressure there, she pushed her hips forward, into his, her thighs parting to bracket his. "You're naughty," she whispered, kissing his neck and renewing her earlier attack on his ear lobe.

      "Mmm, very naughty," she repeated when she felt his hardness pushing against her abdomen. "You'll probably have to go to the bathroom sometime tonight. I want you to promise me you won't try to relieve this by yourself," she said softly, sliding her hips across the prominent bulge in his pants. "Promise?" she said, pushing harder. All Bert could get out was a groan.

      Fortunately, the next few songs were more modern, hip hop style and gave him some surcease from the teasing the women were subjecting him to, if only briefly. During this brief break, he excused himself to use the bathroom. As he headed down the hall, Debbie called, "Remember your promise!" In reply he just waved.

      "What promise," Anni asked.

      
        "While we were dancing, he popped a boner and I made him promise that he wouldn't try to take care of it by himself," Debbie answered with a sly smile as she walked to the entertainment center.

      "Mother, you are so mean," Anni replied with a laugh. "Do you think he will anyway?"

      "Probably not, but just in case, I'm going to stack our odds. Take out the CDs of today's pop music, and we'll put in all slow dance music from your father's collections. That'll give us more opportunity to heat him up."

      She looked at her daughter, obviously mulling something over. "Question for you. I know I said tonight was just for you, but do you want him all to yourself, or would you consider a threesome?"

      "A...A... A threesome? You mean you and me and Bert? Wow! I never... how...I mean ..."

      "I understand,' she said, with a smile. "We would both make love to your brother, my son, and after, while he rested and recovered, we would... until he could go another round, entertain each other. You're not unfamiliar with the concept are you?"

      "No; just the mother-daughter part, but why not?" she answered with a grin. "If I'm going to fuck my brother, it isn't such a big leap to doing my mother. Maybe we should start that way and really wind Bert up," she laughed.

      "And you call me mean?" Debbie replied, joining her laugh.

      Y, understanding the biological processes of the human body, waited for Bert in the excretorium, as it was termed on his world. Before exerting his influence on the young male, he was interested in learning how his feelings about the night were developing.

      Bert, as it happened, was struggling with a crisis of conscience. From what Debbie had said, and the way Anni was acting, he was sure they were expecting him to fuck his sister tonight. On a very basic, primitive level, he had no problem with that. "Shit," he thought, "on a purely animal level, the way Mom's acting, I wouldn't have any problem fucking her, either.

      "But, on a higher level, the one that separates us from animals, it's wrong, isn't it, to even think about doing that to them. They're blood relatives—my mother and sister, and fucking those relatives is incest, both legally wrong and morally repugnant, isn't it?

      
        
      

      "Hell, if it's so morally repugnant, why am I debating with myself? It shouldn't be a problem. Just say NO!

      "But if they are both willing, and they certainly acted like they are, doesn't that take away some of the negativity?

      "No, if anything, it just makes it worse. Mother fucker is practically the worst insult you can lay on a man; imagine how the woman who willfully fucked her son would be viewed—what's worse than a slut?

      "Could I do that to my mother and ...

      "Who would know? It's just the three of us here, and no one else within a couple of miles. Hell, we could go out and fuck on the front lawn and no one would know about it. 'Specially if it was dark.

      "But she's my mother! You just don't fuck your mother!

      "Do you? Everyone says you should listen to your mother and do what she says. Dad made me promise to do that.

      "Even when it's wrong?

      "But who says it's wrong? A bunch of guys a long long long time ago, when there were different issues facing them. When property rights were more important, and lines of heredity had to be kept clean.

      "That's why Egyptian royalty were expected to have children with their siblings—to keep the line pure; and European royalty were pretty much all from the same family, marrying cousins and all.

      "Fuck it! If it was good enough for them, I can do it! She said tonight she's not my mother, and Anni's not my sister; they're my dates, and I should treat them just like any other date. Well I was gonna fuck Kelly three ways from Sunday, so, Anni, I hope you're ready."

      
        If you can imagine a photon of ultra violet energy doing joyful back flips, you have a fairly good idea of Y's state of mind at this point. He followed the young man back to the dance floor and parked back in his ceiling corner to watch the activities.

      Debbie and Anni were bopping to Frank's 'Come Dance With Me,' and when they saw him return, pulled him into a three way dance. "You okay, Sweetie?" Debbie asked. In reply, he pulled her to him and put his arms around her waist, dropping them to rest on her ass and pulling her hips into his, and nodded before kissing her passionately and letting her go, then reaching for Anni.

      The music changed to an instrumental version of the Crystal Gayle song, 'When I Dream.' "This is one of my favorite songs," Anni whispered as she tucked her head into his shoulder As they danced, she softly hummed to the verse and then sang along to the chorus, "But when I dream, I dream of you / Maybe some day you will come true...And when I dream, I dream of you / Maybe someday, you'll love me, too.

      "Be my boyfriend tonight, Bert," she whispered as the song ended. "Let's do what girlfriends and boyfriends do at dances and after," she said softly, her lips moving on his cheek. She pressed his hand firmly into her breast, then moved it so his hand was under her halter sash, covering her bare breast. He turned his face to kiss her cheek and met her mouth, already open for his tongue.

      Reluctantly, Anni pulled away, breathless. "I want you, Bert. I've wanted to make love with you for a long time, and when you said you'd ask me to be your girlfriend...I want you beside me in bed tonight, and I want to wake up with you beside me, inside me. Will you do that for your girlfriend, Bert?"

      "Uhh, what about Mom? I know she's given us permission to explore a little..."

      "She'll probably be on the other side of you, just as naked as we are. You really lucked out tonight, boyfriend. You got a horny girlfriend who is willing to share you with her equally horny mom. The question is, are you up to it?"

      In reply, he reached down and grabbed her ass and pulled her into his rampant cock. "Oh, yeah." He leaned down to kiss her as they rocked back forth, sort of dancing. The rocking motion rubbed his bulge against her mons, increasing her arousal, and eliciting a deep moan. Bert detected a faint odor, reminding him of his afternoon with his study partner.

      He put his mouth next to Anni's ear, and asked, "Are you as ready as I am?" When she groaned and nodded, he said, "Let's get Mom and go upstairs, then." Her smile beamed as she nodded again.

      
        Debbie was at the table, snacking, leaving the kids alone. She was totally surprised when she felt Bert's hand caress the top of her ass and then move down to caress the bottoms of her pear shaped cheeks. She was a little shocked. This was well beyond the level of accepted behavior she had outlined for him earlier.

      "Bert, unless you plan on fucking me in the next thirty minutes, that is way beyond getting fresh," she said, shaking her butt.

      To her relief, and disappointment, he removed his hand, only to slide it and its mate around her waist and down to the juncture of her thighs. "Hmm. Thirty minutes? That sounds about right," he said, nibbling on the side of her neck.

      Somehow, Debbie turned around in Bert's arms without moving off her spot on the floor, and wound up with her arms around his neck and her lips and tongue engaging his. "Oh, baby, are you sure?" she asked when they parted. "Really sure? And you're okay with both of us tonight?"

      Instead of saying anything, Bert bent over and grabbed his mother around her thighs and lifted her up so she fell over his shoulder. He then grabbed Anni's hand and headed for the stairs, ignoring Debbie's screams and laughter.

      "Bert, you (ha ha) idiot, put (ha ha ha) me down, damn it (ha ha); Bert! Are (ha ha) you listen(ha ha)ing to me? Bert! Put (ha) me down(giggle), please. Bert, no you can't carry me up stairs like this. Put me down right now!"

      Her nominal struggles now began to get serious and she began to kick and writhe on his shoulder, forcing him to halt and set her down on the bottom step. Debbie caught her breath and grabbed Anni's hand. "Give us ten minutes, Bert, then come to my room," she managed to get out between breaths, then, pulling her daughter after her, ran upstairs.

      With a grin and a sigh, Bert went into the dining room and began putting the snacks and punch away.

      As she ran up the stairs, Debbie wondered what she was doing. "Shit, am I really thinking about screwing my son? And in front of my daughter? How depraved is that? I know Anni and I were borderline inappropriate the way we were teasing him, but to go further? To actually have sex with them?

      
        "Them! What am I thinking? I could lose my job, even go to jail if somebody found out. Couldn't I? But who would know? They'd never tell, and our closest neighbor, Jess, is over two miles away, and gone until sometime Monday.

      "Christ! How long has it been since...Dan died two years ago, and was impotent for a year before that, so at least three years, and only once or twice a month for the year before that. No fucking wonder I'm ready to screw anything with three legs. But Bert? But, damn, that lump certainly felt delicious, pushing into my belly.

      "I could do it just for tonight, and blame it on the punch... and getting him ready for Anni.

      "Hell, as wound up as he is, he'll probably come as soon as he smells us; that wouldn't be good for her first time. I can screw him first, kind of blunt his blade, so he lasts longer in her, maybe even make her come. That's what I'll do. Yeah, I'll get him calmed down for her."

      She drew Anni to her bed and sat down, patting the bed, indicating Anni should sit, too. "Honey, I think we've created a bit of a horny monster. I think I should have him first, to calm him down so he won't be so impatient for you, and so he'll last longer in you, so that you might have an orgasm," she proposed, a bit breathlessly, nearly gasping for breath between phrases.

      "Okay, Momma, if you think that's best. I guess I can wait a few more minutes," she said with a small smile, realizing and regretting that her mother was probably right.

      "Are you okay with this, Anni? With the two of us, and with your brother...the whole..."

      "Incest thing?" Debbie swallowed hard and nodded. "Momma, I decided when I was fourteen that somehow, I would find a way to get Bert to be my first lover, and I've been trying since then to get him to... I've already popped my cherry myself, physically, so it won't hurt so much and freak him out... I just couldn't figure out how to get him interested in me. I guess I should thank you for that."

      Debbie chuckled. "You're welcome, honey. When...and how did you ..."

      "My cherry? The night before our eighteenth birthday, hoping I could get Bert to celebrate with me, but...I used a carrot. My hymen must have only been a partial one. There wasn't a lot of pain like you read about, more like a tearing, sort of like when you take a scab off before it's entirely healed, and there wasn't a lot of blood, not even like the last day of my period."

      
        Just then, Bert knocked at the door. "Just another minute, Bert," his mother called. "Get undressed and get under the covers. We won't tell him about your adventure with the carrot. And let me lead; okay, sweetie?"

      Anni grinned and stripped off her dress in a single sweeping motion and crawled onto the bed. When she was settled, she looked at her mother and mimed chewing her nails, eliciting a nod and a smile as Debbie pulled her dress over her head.

      "Okay, Bert," she called, waiting for him by her dressing table.

      The door opened slowly and Bert stuck his head in when it was about a quarter of the way open, to see what the situation is. When he saw his mother nude, waiting for him, he grinned and pushed the door the rest of the way open, revealing his own aroused nudity. As soon as he was in the room, Debbie walked over and kissed him soundly on the lips, totally engaging his whole body in the kiss.

      Breaking the kiss, she led him to her king sized bed, to the side opposite from where Anni waited. He looked to his sister, nervously, and started to crawl up on to the bed.

      Debbie stopped him, saying, "Me first, Bert. Right now, I'm sort of your tension relief. I think, like most inexperienced men, you're going to climax fairly quickly. If that were to happen while you're making love with Anni, it would be a disappointing first time for both of you.

      "If it happens with me, well, I've learned how to cope with it, and can help you take the edge off your need so it's less likely to happen with her. So, come to me, Bert, and let me get you ready for your sister."

      Debbie positioned herself on the bed, on her back, in the missionary position, and waited for her son to move between her legs. When he was there, she reached for his staff and guided him to her opening. She could see his excitement in his expression--flushed, wide eyed, irises dilated, nostrils flaring, mouth slightly open, and could hear the soft panting as his adrenalin kicked in.

      She reached for his head and pulled him in for a kiss. As their lips met, she felt him reach her vagina, and wrapped her legs around his thighs to pull him into her sheath. As Bert became aware of the moist heat enveloping his cock, he realized what he had done, was doing.

      Reflexively, instinctively, he pushed forward, at the same time experiencing competing feelings of elation and despair at what he was doing. As usual, elation won, and almost before he was aware of it, he was spewing his seed all over the inside of his mother's quim.

      
        
      

      The feel of the hot fluid splashing on her vaginal walls ignited the flames fueling Debbie's first non-self induced orgasm in nearly four years. It struck her like a combination of a tsunami, an explosion and fireworks all at same time and sweeping over her, physically and emotionally, simultaneously and in alternating waves. In short, she was overwhelmed.

      The effect on Bert was similar, if not as intense. He recovered first, to find his mother relatively non-responsive for several seconds, and then only in mono--syllables. Yet, when he attempted to withdraw, her legs and pussy tightened to hold him in place.

      As Debbie seemed to become more alert, he felt her pussy walls begin to massage his prick, bringing it back to life. "Wow, Tiger! That happened so fast neither of us got a chance to enjoy it. I think we were both a little over excited. Let 's see if we can last a little longer this time. Is that okay with you, Anni?"

      Bert and Debbie glanced at his sister, now kneeling on the bed beside them, where she could see everything, had her eyes been open. Her hands were busy--one pulling her left nipple, the other frigging her clit so fast it was hard to see any thing more than a blur. At the moment, she was so caught up in self-pleasure she didn't hear her mother's question.

      Bert and Debbie looked at each other and grinned. The teen leaned down and kissed his mother before saying, "I know it's nasty as hell, but I have to tell you, Mom. I want to fuck the living shit out of you."

      In response, Debbie reached up and kissed him passionately again, before saying, "Try! I dare you!"

      Up in his corner of the ceiling, Y felt an enormous swell of pride, at least, as much as he was able to feel anything. Sensing his job with the Goode family was done, he exited through the window. In the western sky, cumulonimbus clouds were building up, and flashes of lightening could be seen inside the darkening clouds.

      Y was aware of a subtle change in the atmosphere as the air seemed to become charged, and the resulting polarity attempted to pull him apart. He fought the effect and sought to gain some altitude, hoping a bit of distance from the earth would help combat the effect of the polarization he was sensing.

      The rain came in huge droplets, fast and furious. Once again, as he had been on his trip through space, he found himself at the mercy of the elements, bounced from surface to surface. In a few seconds, he was near the barn, gathering himself together on the tall iron rod which extended several feet above the roof on his end, and into the ground at the other. Suddenly, the rod received a massive jolt of static electricity in the form of a lightening flash, and our interstellar traveler joined his family in whatever form of paradise they believed in, while a mote of other worldly dust was added to the detritus surrounding the barn.

      Due to the lack of any physical evidence, and no testimony supporting the presence or influence of any extra-terrestrial being(s), it is the opinion of the committee that this is a non-event, regardless of the strange and uncharacteristic behavior of the family involved. File closed. Y. Burkis, Close Encounter Investigator

      THE END
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