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Chapter One

This was the worst part of getting to the winter chalet, the drive up the mountain.  Sure the views were gorgeous, but driving a Range Rover up a narrow ice and snow-covered road, with zero grit and sheer drops was not my idea of fun, and this year I was doing it alone, Alan, my husband, for now, was at home, drowning his sorrows.  I told him to come with me, that I wanted to stay friends, but he was heartbroken, I’d let him down.

This trip was going to be a nightmare.

Every year, my family got together at the winter chalet in the French alps, where we would spend Christmas and New Year, skiing, snowboarding, drinking, and generally being merry.  Mom, June, my sister, my cousins, aunts and uncles, all would be in attendance and it would be the first one without my dad, who passed away ten months previously.  The big C.  Died at the tender age of forty-five. 

Usually these events were upbeat and lively, although some sort of family drama always ensued, but this year would be different for two reasons; dad’s death, and the effective end of my marriage after not even two years.

I said I’d let him down, and it’s true.  Alan had been a great husband; tentative, caring, loving. I loved him, still love him, like crazy; but then I met Paula at work.  First we became friends, hanging out together; I mean, she was a lot of fun.  We all went partying together, Alan too, and he loved Paula, although he used to tell me that he thought Paula had the hots for me.  He was right of course.  Paula, five years my senior, was bisexual and loved blonde young girls like me.  I was only twenty-three, and I’d been with Alan since high school, I never once considered women.

The first time Paula kissed me was at her birthday party.  Alan was away on a business trip and I was out with Paula at some bar with other friends.  It happened when we were in the toilets together; she pushed me against the wall and placed her lips on mine, trying to get her tongue in my mouth.

“No Paula!” I told her.  “I’m married.  I’m straight!”

“Please, it’s my birthday!” She begged.

Screw it, I thought, it was just a kiss, and so I went with it.  Boy was that a mistake.  The moment I allowed it to happen, it was like a spark went off inside me.  It was the best kiss I’d ever felt, the smoothness of her lips, her soft tender touches, her smell.  Without realising it, I found my arms wrapping around her.

We made love at her place that night.  I’d never been with a woman till then.  Never dreamed of it.  Never even watched lesbian porn.  But the moment my lips and tongue tasted her pussy, I knew; I just knew.  Suddenly things clicked for me.  I’d always appreciated women’s beauty.  If someone said to me, who is more attractive, a man or a woman, I’d say a woman, because they were soft and cute, whereas men were just…urgh.  But I thought all women felt that way; I never equated it to anything else.  I thought we were meant to me with these men, that this was life for me.  I tolerated Alan, he was the closest thing to a woman I could find.

But it wasn’t enough. 

I didn’t wait.  I didn’t say to myself, this is a phase, it’ll pass.  I didn’t try with others and see.  A switch had flipped in my head and I was looking at women and thinking, she’s hot, I wonder what she’s like in bed.  The moment Alan came home, I told him the truth.  I told him everything I felt, and I told him that whilst he was like a best friend to me, I wasn’t attracted to him.

Alan’s not a horrible man; he’s a genuinely kind-hearted man.  He cried, a lot, but even when I kept apologising, he told me to stop, that it wasn’t my fault.  He was supportive, loving, caring.  Then he asked me if he should leave.  He asked if I wanted a divorce.  For some reason I said no.  “No Alan, we can stay married. You can live here, if that’s what you want.  I don’t mind living with my best friend.” I told him.  He thanked me.

When the trip came up, he simply couldn’t do it.  He told me I needed to come out to my family, and he really didn’t want to be the one being stared at whilst all that happened.  I felt that was a little unfair of him, unsupportive, but that was probably the only time I had ever felt that, and after all, I needed to think about what he had to have been going through.

As the chains on my wheels crunched the snow, the road opened up slightly as the top of the mountain flattened out a little.  There was the huge wooden cabin which we referred to as the chalet, even though it was anything but.  Parked out from was my sister’s Q8, which meant that she’d driven mom this time.

The previously blue sky was clouding over and light specks of snow began to touch my windscreen as the Range Rover climbed over the packed snow, reaching its parking position with a crunch.  Before I even had the time to undo my seatbelt, the door to the chalet opened and my younger sister June came running out, her long blonde ponytail swinging behind her, a huge grin on her face.  June was always a bit of a mommy’s girl, but I loved her.  Top of the class, and also obsessed by cheerleaders, even though we didn’t have them in the UK, she was one of those perky, preppy type girls you’d find in the States, but with a cute posh British accent.

“Kelly, Kelly, Kelly!” She cried, jumping around the car waiting for me to get out.  The moment I stepped out into the frigid air, she pounced on me, wrapping her slim long legs around my waist.  “I missed you sis!”

“I missed you too June.” I said, kissing her cheek whilst simultaneously trying to prise her legs off me.  “Where’s mom?”

“Inside baking.  God, you should see the amount of food she brought!” June groaned, rolling her eyes.  She hardly ate, which explained her slim figure.

“I brought some too, and I have beer and wine.” I told her.

“Beer!”

“Ah yes, you can legally drink this year!” I said.

“Ahem, we’re in France, I could legally drink for some time now, I’ll have you know.”

“Yeah, but now you’re eighteen, which means you can legally do shots.” I grinned, opening the boot to reveal a box of spirits.  June’s eyes widened with glee.  “Tequila slammers! Yeessss!” June cried out.

June helped me carry the boxes and my luggage inside.  The moment I entered the luxurious chalet, lined with glazed wood, I smelt the familiar smell of mom’s baking, as well of the warmth of the roaring fire in the central fireplace in the huge sunken living room.  Mom came running over, her lacy apron already spotted with dough and flour, arms stretched for a hug. 

For a woman in her mid-forties, mom could easily have passed for twenty-something.  Even before dad’s passing, mom was a seasoned expert in pole fitness and an instructor at the local dance studio, which meant that she had a tight body.  You’d never know she’d had us kids.  And with long blonde hair to match our own, she was the epitome of a typical Essex girl, even though she had long ago lost the accent.

“My girls together!” She cried out, squeezing us both, before stepping back.  “Alan getting the stuff out of the car is he?” She asked.  June then gave me a curious look.  “Yeah, where is Alan?” She asked.

I cringed, knowing that this would come up fast, but not wanting to deal with it right off the bat.  “Erm, he’s not coming.” I said slowly.  Mom immediately gave me a stern look, her hands on her hips.  “That was fast!” She commented, meaning she had expected my marriage to last longer.

“We aren’t getting a divorce, as such.” I said, moving to take my jacket and scarf off.  “We’re still staying together as friends.”

Rolling her eyes, June said, “So you cheated on him.”  It was a statement, not a question.  In other words, there would be no compromise if it was the other way around.  However, mom looked at me rather curiously for a long moment and then she said, “Oh no, don’t tell me.” She said.

“Mom, don’t make this harder than it needs to be.” I begged.

“You know I don’t have a problem with all that, but seriously Kel, ruining a young man’s life like that?  You really should’ve figured all this out earlier.”

Suddenly, it dawned on June what we were discussing.  “You’re a lesbian?” She squeaked, stepping back slightly as if she might catch the disease.  “How did that happen?”

That was something I had been asking myself ever since it happened.  I reasoned that I had been fooling myself for years, telling myself I was just a standard girl.  After all, I enjoyed being fucked, but I just didn’t find the person doing it attractive.  “I just always was, I suppose. There is a fine line between fooling oneself and fooling others.  I thought I was like everyone else, but it turns out I’m not.”

“Poor Alan.” Mom sighed.

“He’s okay.  We still love each other, just not that way, or at least, I don’t.  Better it be now than later.” I told her, and mom nodded, agreeing, but still, she liked Alan, everyone did.  He was always there, always mister nice guy.  There was not a single mean bone in his body, it just wasn’t the right body for me.

Whilst being a few months past her eighteenth birthday, June still exhibited childish behaviour.  I had hoped that she’d grown up enough for this to be an intelligent conversation.  Sadly, that was not to be.  “So you have a girlfriend now?” She asked.

“Sort of.” I replied.

She snorted.  “Sort of, what does that mean?  You gave up your marriage for sort of?”

Rolling my eyes, I sighed, “No, I gave up my marriage because I’m not attracted to men.  I’m sort of seeing a girl from work but we haven’t made it official.”

“You’re just fucking?” Said June. 

“June Margaret Dashwood, I will not have you using that language around me!” Mom snapped.

“Sorry mom.” June said, “So you’re just making lo-ove?”

Jesus H. Christ, I thought.  “Yes.” I replied, sighing, knowing full well what question was coming next.

“So how does that work then?  Do you have strap-ons?  Or do you just scissor?”

“June!!” Mom snapped at her.

“What?  I didn’t swear!” Complained June. Realising the question was not something I would answer in front of mom, June then asked another not unexpected question.  “So if you find women hot, does that mean you find me hot now?”

“Oh for fuck’s sake…” I moaned, walking away.

“Kelly Ann Dashwood!” I heard coming from mom behind me, as June giggled with laughter.

Grabbing my suitcase, I walked up the wide wooden staircase, onto the landing overlooking the sitting room below.  With wood creaking below me, I walked to my usual room, opening the door to see that June had already dumped her clothes in a pile next to her bed.  Given that June had only just started university, I had zero expectations that she would have grown up a bit, but I also knew that by the end of year one, she’d have a completely different attitude to things.  The stress of the weight of expectation would force June to get better organised; either that or she would drop out, but June wasn’t the dropping out sort.

As I moved my clothes to the wardrobe, I remembered the countless winters we’d spent together at the chalet.  Dad bought it when he made his first million, back when we were just little.  He’d said he wanted us to learn to ski and take advantage of the winters we didn’t have back home.  Eventually, it became a family retreat where we would all get together with even more distant relations, bringing us closer together.  In truth, it brought June and I closer together as sisters.  Even though she was five years my junior, she was the closest person I called a friend as a kid.  I was there for her when she fell skiing, she was there for me when my first boyfriend broke up with me.  I needed her there for me now.

I flopped down on the bed and burst into tears.  I had expected mom’s reaction, but not June’s.  How I wished I knew what I knew about myself earlier, but I simply didn’t.  Other girls experimented in college, but my friends weren’t like that, I didn’t get the chance, and anyway, I was already with Alan. 

As I sat crying on the bed, the door creaked open and June stepped inside.  I saw her smiling, clearly about to ask another stupid question.  “Don’t.” I sobbed. “Just don’t.”  Her smile dropped and instead she ran over, sitting down next to me and pulling me in to a hug.  For a long time, we both said nothing, just rocked from side to side as we held each other.  Then I spoke, “I fucked everything up, sis.”

“No you didn’t.” She said softly.  “I was just messing around downstairs, but you know I love you, and I’m here for you.  I don’t care if you’re a lesbian or not, you’re still my perfect big sister.”

“Thanks June, but what is everyone else going to say?” I sighed.  “And so soon after dad…”

“Honestly, I think the timing is perfect.” June told me.

I looked at her, confusion etched on my face.  “How do you mean?”

“I mean, come on, what did you think this one would be like otherwise?  Everyone drinking and reminiscing about dad.  Mom would just get into a deeper funk.”

Again, I felt bad for my behaviour.  For the past few months, I’d only been thinking about myself, but I didn’t really check in too often with mom.  Sure, we spoke over the phone and she said she was fine, but I knew she had to have been hurting.  “She’s been in a funk?” I asked.

“I mean, come on, the love of her life died.  She’s a tough girl, but I know she misses him.  We all do, right?” June said.  I did miss dad.  He would have been the rock I needed to get me past this.  Again, I felt selfish for thinking about how he would have helped me, rather than how mom must be feeling.  June continued.  “Anyway, her friends have been helping her out.  She exercises a lot, nothing new there, but I know she’s not interested in dating.”

“God, I’m such an idiot.” I said.

“You’re not, sis.  We have our own lives, and mom knows that.  Come on, let’s go see if she needs a hand, maybe crack open some of that tequila.” June smiled, kissing me on my cheek.  “By the way, that doesn’t mean I’m coming on to you.” She said, winking.

“Ha-ha.” I replied, sarcastically.


Chapter Two

“They should start arriving soon.” Mom said, laying out small nibbles on the table.  I moved to grab one of the mini-quiches, only to get my hand slapped and told to wait for others to arrive.  However, the moment mom’s back was turned, I grabbed one.

June was stood at the little window looking out at the flat parking area in front of the building.  “Well they’d better hurry.  The snow’s coming down hard now, and I’m not sure if they’ll make it up.” She said.

I walked over to the window and looked out.  Sure enough, I could see that my car was already covered by over two inches of snow.  “Shit.” I mumbled.  “This’ll be twenty-sixteen all over again.”

“Oh yeah.” June agreed.  In 2016, the snow came down so hard that we were not able to get down for days.  The difference was that we were all in the chalet already, we just couldn’t leave.  Not such an issue when you have enough food and drink.  Of course, before then it wasn’t ever a problem.  The town at the bottom of the hill would plough the road on a regular basis, never an issue, but since 2016, all that changed.  Why?  Brexit.  The French had decided that given we were British, and our country had voted to leave the EU, then they would take away all the benefits afforded to us.  As such, we were given a schedule of when they would plough the road, once a week, and that was that. 

“Bollocks.” I told her.  “When did they last plough?”

“This morning before we arrived.” June said.  “That’s how we planned it.”

“So we could be stuck here, just the three of us, for a week?”

“Looks like it.”

“Bollocks.”

“Yeah.  And the weather report said isolated flurries of snow.  Maybe it’ll stop.”

I looked at my phone.  Apple weather wasn’t the most accurate predictor of weather events, especially after COVID times, but sometimes it was right.  This time it was showing non-stop snow at one hundred percent, for the next three days.

“Urgh!” June groaned, her shoulders dropping.  “The ski conditions will be shit too, and Marcel won’t be up to run the lift, you know that right?”

“Monopoly?” I joked.  June stared at me with a look which questioned my sanity.

“Mo-om!” June called out, stomping her way to the kitchen.  I followed.

When we arrived in the kitchen, mom was sat on the floor with her back to a unit, crying her eyes out.  For a moment we thought it was because of the snow, but it was actually her memories of dad.  We sat by her, hugging her from either side as she remembered how dad used to help her prepare for everyone’s arrival.  It was the first time she was doing it all herself, even though dad was barely fit enough to help last year.

Dad was always in a jovial mood, hanging decorations, preparing the tree, and readying everything for Christmas.  It was his favourite holiday, and even last year, he found a way to deliver Christmas stockings without us even knowing.  It just wouldn’t be the same without him.

“Oh, dear.” Mom sniffed, wiping away tears and standing up.  “Anyway, what did you want to tell me?”

“Erm, well, the snow’s coming down hard.  We’re not sure they’ll make it up.” I told her, worried she might freak out.  Instead though, she began chuckling.  “Oh thank god!  I hope they can’t.” She breathed a sigh of relief.  “I mean, can you imagine what it will be like if they show up?  I really don’t want everyone treating me like an old widow.”

June and I shared a look and for once, both of us burst out laughing, soon joined by our mother.  “God, Aunt Pamela would be dragging you down the hill to find you a nice French man.” June laughed.

“Urgh!  I’ve seen the men in that bar.  They all look like Marcel.” Mom joked.  Marcel was an overweight man with scruffy hair and clothes, who had a mild flatulence problem.  Certainly not anyone’s picture of romance.  “Do me a favour girls.  Someone check the website to see the state of the resort, and the other call the station to see if the pass is open or not.”

Basically, if the resort which was a few kilometres away across the ridge was showing as inaccessible, then that would mean we would be too.  And given the station was right by the road, they would be able to tell us if the gate was down at the pass I’d just driven up.  If it was, then we had no chance. 

As June checked the website, I called down to the station and asked, moments later I heard the response, the gate was down and the lights were on.  June then confirmed the resort was closed too, which meant that the snow was not only in for the day, but they were expecting so much more that it made no sense to clean it.  We were stuck.

“Good!” Mom said.  “Crack open the Champagne!”

For the rest of the day, we pigged out on the snacks mom had prepared, drinking Champagne and later tequila shots.  Of course, the family called one by one to day how they couldn’t make it up, and that the road wouldn’t be opened for days, and we feigned sadness but honestly, a girlie week in the mountains was just what we needed. 

By the evening, we were more than a little tipsy.  Thankfully we had enough wood inside the house to keep the fire roaring, and there was a gas tank backup for the central heating, so we had plenty of food, drink and warmth to last us all winter if we wanted.

We had a wonderful laugh, and as the night went on, our conversation got raunchier.  “I’ve had sex with a woman.” Mom pointed it.

“Mom! Ew!” June squealed.

“Oh pish posh.” Mom said, waving her hand at her.  “Don’t be such a prude.  I was young, just started dating your father, and one of his requests was a threesome, so I did it with my best friend.”

“Things I didn’t want to know, chapter one.” June said, dryly.  But I wanted to actually know more, not from the kink side of it, but how she felt about it.

“Well,” Mom began when I asked her.  “It was different; softer, more sensual.  I understood why people did it, not lesbians per se, rather people who just do it for the sex.”

“Ew.” June mumbled again.

“I think I understand how you feel.” Mom told me, placing her hand on mine.  “I think that I could fall in love with a woman, but your dad was everything to me.  Anyway, it turned out your father couldn’t handle it as well as he thought he might.  Thought it would be like living porn, but he felt more jealous than anything else.  We didn’t do it again, but I enjoyed it.”

For all of June’s complaints, she listened intently and seemed to be deep in contemplative thought.  She had boyfriends in the past but since going to university, she seemed more satisfied to party than settle down, which summed up her style to a T.

By one in the morning, mom was tired and ready for bed, so June and I stayed downstairs curled up together under a blanket watching You on Netflix.  We could have watched up in our room, but the glow and warmth of the fire was too good to pass up.

“What’s it feel like?” June asked suddenly.

“What’s what feel like?” I asked her, confused by the question.

“To have someone go down on you.”

That surprised me.  Regardless of gay or straight, I thought men still performed oral sex on women, but it turned out I was wrong, or at least, it seemed that way.  “You mean you’ve never had anyone go down on you?  Like, no boyfriend?” I asked, looking at her in abject shock.

“Nope.  None of my boyfriends ever wanted to do it.” She told me.

Rolling my eyes, I practically spat out the word, “Men,” in disdain.  Breathing in, I thought about how best to describe it.  “Well, done right, it’s an intense experience, because there’s this emotional part to our bodies, but then the connection to your clit.  If you play with yourself, you can bring yourself off, but you won’t feel like, a full body experience.  But when someone goes down on you, it’s more than just an orgasm, it’s the connection, the touch, the warmth.  It’s just more I guess.”

She didn’t respond, just watched television next to me, so I thought it was topic over.  But then without moving her eyes, she nervously whispered, “Would you do it to me?”

“Excuse me?” I asked, trying to see if I understood her correctly.

June nervously bit her lip.  “Will you lick me, to show me?”

“June, you’re my sister!”

“So?  It’s not like, for love or anything, just to show me.  You’re a lesbian now, so a pussy’s a pussy, right?  And well…”

“June stop!” I said, jumping up from the sofa, holding out my hands.  “June, you’ve had too much to drink, and in the morning you’re gonna remember this and you’re gonna feel sick.  Drop it.  I’m going to go to bed now and we’re going to pretend we never had this conversation.”

Seemingly embarrassed, June looked away.  I walked up the stairs, heading to the bathroom where I prepared myself for bed.  Then, slipping on a long red satin nightie, I slipped into bed and turned off my bedside lamp.

I could hear the TV still playing downstairs.  I wasn’t angry at June, rather I felt sorry for her, sorry that she’d had such shitty sexual experiences at such a young age.  Much as I disliked this whole macho world, I had to admit that I was lucky when Alan as the boyfriend who took my virginity, because he was very tender and caring.  I know that June wasn’t so lucky, getting it over quickly in a cupboard at a party when she was barely sixteen. 

But wow, licking out my sister, bizarre to the max.  And yet still, as I closed my eyes, the room slightly wobbly from the alcohol, I found my hand drift down to my slit, gently rubbing as I tried to picture myself with Paula.  However, every time I tried to picture Paula, I saw June instead.  Rather than feel repulsed, and too far along in my fantasy, I played along, rubbing myself as I imagined my sister’s pussy, licking it, kissing her, teaching her to lick me. 

“Ungho!” I cried out, my shoulders lifting from the bed as my climax ripped through my body, faster than I had ever climaxed before.  “Oh wow.” I sighed, dropping down to the bed and instantly falling into a deep slumber. 


Chapter Three

When I awoke the next morning, it was to the sound of June screeching something and then running to the bathroom with her hand in front of her mouth.  My head was throbbing but I didn’t feel sick, which was a good sign.  Unfortunately, June was not so lucky.  Urging myself up, I walked over to the bathroom where I found June bent of the toilet, retching whilst trying to hold her hair back.  I couldn’t help but smile at her predicament, one which I had found myself in many-a-time.  Grabbing hold of her long blonde hair, I pulled it together and held on as she continued to unload the contents of her stomach.

“Urgh, thanks!” She groaned.  “I’ll never drink again.” She moaned.

“Until tonight.” I laughed.

“No, never!  Never wanna touch the stuuuugh!” And away she went again. 

I wasn’t going to bring up the conversation from the night before, and I assumed she wouldn’t either.  However, after washing her face and dragging herself back to bed, she said, “You were wrong by the way.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, already guessing the answer, but silently hoping she wouldn’t say it.

“You said I’d regret saying what I said, that it was because of the booze, but I don’t regret it.  If anyone were to teach me this stuff, I’d want it to be my big sister, not some weirdo.” She explained.  On the one hand, that made a lot of sense, you go with who you trust, but on the other hand, she was my sister!

“Babe, you’re my sister.  One, I think it’s illegal.”

“Not in France.” She pointed out, a weird fact to know.

“Two, ew!  I mean, ew!”

“Whatever.” She whined, turning over and closing her eyes.  “Let me sleep now.”

Following my bathroom routine, I threw on a matching satin robe to my nightie, as well as some slippers and headed downstairs.  Mom was already up preparing a fried breakfast, and was looking surprisingly chipper.

“I needed a night like last night.” She told me.  “Honestly, I really don’t think I’ve gotten properly drunk like that since your dad died, so it was good to let my hair down.”

It was nice to see her so happy, but one night of fun wasn’t going to solve that, and with Kelly out of the house back home, I worried mom might spiral.  “Mom, have you considered when you might want to start dating again?” I asked her, knowing it was a sensitive topic.

If she was upset by the topic, she certainly didn’t show it.  “I’m not against finding a man for a fling or two, but I can’t see myself living with another man.  You take time to get used to all the things that annoy you, and well, I know I’m not old, but can I really be bothered?  You know what I mean?  It just all seems like a lot of hassle for what?  To have another mouth to feed?”

Of course, I got her point, but at the same time, she needed someone close by, someone so she didn’t feel lonely.  “What about renting out part of the house?  Getting someone in to keep you company?”

With a smile, she nodded.  “Don’t worry.  I’ve already thought about that, and maybe I will.  It’s a nice bit of passive income too, not that we need the money of course, but you know what I mean.”

“I do.” I smiled.

She placed a plate of bacon, eggs, sausages, beans and toast in front of me.  The coffee I made in the machine hit the spot, and the greasy breakfast took away my hangover.  “Just what I needed.” I told her.  “Poor June is feeling the worse for wear.” I chuckled.

Mom chuckled at her daughter’s misfortune.  “Lightweight.” She laughed.  “Did she throw-up?”

“Yeah, I held her hair.”

“Oh dear.  Throwing up in the morning, she’ll feel awful the rest of the day.” That was my experience too.  Generally, if I threw up the night before, I felt better than I did if I threw up in the morning.  June would go through various stages, sleepiness, irritation, too cold, too hot, headache and nausea.  I tended to find that the moment I broke out in sweats was when things were starting to improve.

Grabbing a large glass, I filled it with water and took out two paracetamol tablets.  “I’ll take this to her.  Hopefully it’ll help.” Of course, when I got up there, I found June angrily rolling from side to side, groaning, throwing the blanket off herself in frustration, before shivering and wrapping herself up tight.  I handed her the pills and told her to sip down the water.  Then I left the room and went back downstairs.

Outside, it was still snowing hard, and when I looked out of the window, I could see that it was now more than halfway up the side of my Range Rover, which meant that there was no chance of leaving. 

Mom had gone back to bed.  She may have called June a lightweight, but she too was still feeling the after-effects of the alcohol.

With a sigh, I sat down on the sofa and put the television on, trying to find something interesting, before opening Netflix and rewatching the episodes of You that June had watched without me.  Unfortunately though, I couldn’t focus on the show.  June’s request of me was playing on my mind.  Of course, it was ridiculous of me to even consider doing such a thing, especially to my sister, but at the same time, it wasn’t as if I could make her pregnant, and well, it was just for helping out, not for romance or anything.

Still, for the next two hours, I found myself arguing in my head, one side saying I should make my sister happy, the other saying not to do something so weird.

Finally, I stood, stretched and threw more wood on the fire, before heading upstairs to my room to get changed.  There, I found June sitting up in bed, scrolling through her phone.

“How are you feeling?” I asked her.

“Like shit but the tablets helped.  Thanks.” She said.  “I might get up and try to eat something.”

“Take it easy.”

As I walked towards my wardrobe, I stopped and turned to her.  “I’ve been thinking about what you asked me last night.” I began.  Immediately, her phone dropped and she looked at me with expectant eyes.  “If I do this, you can never, ever, tell anyone.”

“Of course!” She gasped, nodding quickly.

“If I find I can’t do it and stop, you can’t get angry with me.”

“I never would.”

Nodding, I sighed.  “When do you want to do it?” I asked her.

“Erm, now?”

I thought that I might need some alcohol in me to actually do it, but then I reasoned I just wanted to get it over and done with, just make her happy and get it over.  As I stepped towards her bed, she pulled her duvet back to reveal her satin covered body.  She was wearing a short black nightie, the same one I saw her in earlier.  Shuffling a little, she pulled the nightie up to reveal a smooth clean-shaven pussy, a thin line in her soft white skin. 

With trepidation, and the sound of the bed creaking as I knelt on it, I lowered my lips to her smooth cunt and slowly traced my tongue along her labia and around the hood of her clitoris, without touching it.  My movements we slow and pronounced, making sure to ease her into the pleasure, rather than exposing her to the suddenness of touch her clit.  As I gently manipulated my tongue inside her, I tasted the warm juices flowing from her; she was horny, but so was I. 

As my brain processed the fact that I was performing oral sex on my own sister, my pussy began to react, feeling hot, throbbing with desire.  My heart pounded as I began to explore more of her, and then as I heard her moan and her hand ran through my hair, I wanted to do it more, to taste more.  What the fuck was wrong with me?  I shouldn’t have been enjoying this, but I was.  She tasted wonderful. 

Once again, June moaned, but there I heard another moan, realising it was my own body reacting to this highly erotic, taboo situation.  “Oh Kelly.” She breathed, as I slid two fingers inside her, massaging her g-spot as my tongue danced around her clit.  I could feel her thighs tremble, her orgasm getting closer.  “Oh god, Kelly, I’m gonna cum.” She moaned quietly.  “I can’t…” And then with a squeak her hips rose as she held on tight to my head.  “Oh god Kelly!” She cried out. 

My eyes bolted open, staring right at her, warning her not to let mom hear us.  She blinked in acknowledgement, about the only thing she could manage as her pussy ground against me, and then she dropped with a sigh.

“Fuck.” She gasped. “Holy shit.”

“Yeah.” I noted.  Then standing, I paced over to the bathroom, locked the door and dropped to the rug where I rubbed my sopping cunt furiously, bringing myself to a very intense orgasm.  “Fuck, what did I do?” I said to myself.

After showering and dressing, I emerged from the bathroom to find June’s bed empty.  I found her down in the kitchen where mom was up and preparing lunch.  She was sipping on a coffee and contemplating a peach that she rolled around on the table in front of her. 

“What are you doing with that peach?” I asked her.

“I’m trying to determine if it is a good idea or not.” June said.  “I fancy eating it, but I’m worried it might make me sick.”

“Do you still feel sick?”

“A little.”

Allowing myself a chuckle, I made a Bloody Mary and slid it over to her.  “Here, drink that.” I told her.

“Urgh!  Really?”

“It’ll help.”

I watched her drink the cocktail and decided to make one for myself too.  “Mom, want one?” I asked.

“Bloody Mary?” She screwed up her nose.  “No way.  I will have a Mojito if you’re offering?”

“I wasn’t, but okay.”

As I mixed mom’s drink, I listened to her talking about a conversation she had with Uncle Jack.  He had apparently booked the family into a resort a few kilometres from the village, so when the snow finally cleared they could make their way over.  As mom talked, I watched June out of the corner of my eye.  She was looking at me, looking at my arse in the little pink skater skirt I had on.  I knew that look, it was a look I had seen from Paula before.  My own sister was lusting after me, and I knew I needed to stop it.

Instead though, I bent a little as I chopped a lime, and for some reason intentionally dropped a piece, holding onto the counter to bend over and pick it up and exposing my arse and the little white thong panties I had on.  What the hell was I thinking?  Was I flirting with my own fucking sister?

Realising what I was doing, I stood, embarrassed, feeling my face warm as it flushed.  Turning briefly to look at June, our eyes met just as she bit into the peach, allowing the juice to dribbled down her chin.  A cheeky smile on her face highlighted she knew exactly what she was doing.

“I really love biting into something juicy, don’t you sis?” June asked, her intentions perfectly clear.  I knew I needed to put a stop to such thoughts but I couldn’t bring myself to do it; instead replying, “I know exactly what you mean.  Especially when you aren’t expecting it to be so juicy.”

“Right?” June asked, cocking her head to the side and nodding, a huge shit-eating grin on her face.

“Gosh,” said Mom, “I wish you two were so into your fruits when you were younger.  I felt like I had to force it down your throats.”

“Mm, trust me mom, I don’t know if I ever realised just how good fruit really was until now.” June told her, her eyes constantly on mine.

My pussy was soaked.  What the fuck was happening to me?  I wanted to drag my own sister into the bedroom and fuck her silly.  My own sister!  I needed to distract myself, so I handed mom her drink and offered my help with the lunch.

“No, it’s fine.  You go do something with June, I’m happy here.” She replied, frustrating me.

“Oh sis!  I have this really nice blouse you might like.” June said, “Wanna come have a look?”

For what felt like an hour, I just stared at the peppy young woman, her naughty grin really making me want to just kiss her.  Then I took the bottle of tequila from the bar, and said, “Sure, let’s go.”

As we ascended the stairs, I watched her naked butt under the silky gown, her pussy glistening with juices.  “You’re gonna get us in trouble.” I whispered, still staring at her swaying arse. 

“I know, I’m naughty.” She giggled, looking back at me.

I opened the bottle and took a swig, then closed it.  As we walked along the landing towards our room, I reached out, placing my hand on her buttock.  Then finally, as we stepped inside, I pushed her against the wall, planting my lips on hers as I held her arms above her head.  She responded immediately, opening her mouth and allowing her tongue to dance with mine.  “I wanna taste you.” She breathed into my mouth.

“Then do it.” I told her, pulling her towards her bed.  I dropped down, pulling my panties off and pulling her towards me, feeling her B-cup boobs in my hand.  As we kissed, she moaned, her longing evident.  She may have wanted to taste me, but she needed to cum first.  Reaching down, I grabbed her soaked cunt in my fingers, pulling her up over my face and I instant began eating her.  God, I don’t think Paula was ever as wet as June was at that moment.  She lasted barely a few seconds before her climax hit, then she spun and dropped down, burying her face in my pussy, her fingers search my depths. 

“Careful, slower.” I told her.  “Start out and move in, I’m too sensitive.” She followed my instructions to the letter, allowing me to enjoy her ministrations.  “Oh yes, sis!  Yes June, eat me.”

“Mmm, you taste amazing.” She replied.

With her pussy above my head, I pulled her down to me, going back to licking her as she licked me.  She held onto my legs and moaned as she licked, making me moan in turn.  I felt my orgasm approach, my whole body shaking with desire.  I tried to stem it off for as long as possible but eventually, I let loose, crying out loud with as the energy shot through my body.

“Yes sis, yes!” June said, she herself coming again. 

Calming down, June turned around and placed her lips on mine.  We wrapped our arms around each other as we made out, letting the passion take us over.  Finally, we separated and stared at each other.  June grinned like a girl who had just fallen head over heels in love. 

“Sis, we need to be careful.” I told her.  “If mom finds out…”

“I know Kel, I know, but god, you’re so good.  I just had to have it again, and well, it’s so kinky, I couldn’t stop myself.”

“I know too, but we’re going to get in trouble.  The flirting downstairs; she’s not an idiot, she’ll put two and two together.”

“Fine, I’ll behave.” She sighed.  “But can we do this again?”

This time, it was my turn to grin.  “Well now the cat’s out of the bag,” I said, stroking her face.  “There’s no putting it back in.” And with that, I kissed her again.  “Ready for round two?”

“Oh yes sister dearest, I’m ready to be your slut.” She said sexily.

“Oh, you’re gonna eat those words baby-sis.”


Chapter Three

That evening June spent cuddling up to me.  In my mind, I knew what it really meant, but we tried to just make it look like two sisters hanging out.  If mom suspected anything, she didn’t say it.  Whenever mom was out of the room though, we each took the opportunity to kiss; heck, even I didn’t bother to fight it any longer, I just leaned into the eroticism of the event.

Of course, there was no justification for what we were doing.  It was wrong on so many levels, and yet knowing it was wrong just made it feel that much better. 

Mom didn’t stay up as late as the previous night, instead choosing to call it a night a little after ten.  June and I stayed up watching the television, or at least, the television was on, instead, we spent our time making out and fingering each other under the blanket.  Not once did we ever consider that mom might walk in.

“What the hell do you think you’re both doing?” Mom screeched.  She had come down for a glass of water and found us kissing passionately on the sofa.

“Mom, it’s not what it looks like.” I said, jumping up.

“How the hell can it not be?  She’s your sister for Christ’s sake!” Mom screamed.  “What on Earth…”

“Mom!” June shouting, jumping up onto the sofa.  “It’s my fault.  I begged her to do it.  I wanted to know what being with a woman felt like, and I didn’t trust anyone else to do it.”

Mom’s mouth fell open.  She tried to say something, but instead she simply walked off to the kitchen, filled up the glass, and walked back upstairs.  When mom was absolutely furious, she went silent, and we knew worse would be to come in the morning.

That night, neither of us was in the mood to play, instead we tried to sleep, knowing we were in for a difficult conversation come morning.

The snowstorm was abating a little, but the cars were buried and there was no way we would get out the front door.  This was nothing new for us, but usually we cleared a path as it built up.  This time we simply left it, perhaps a mistake as when it came time to leave, getting the cars out would be a nightmare. 

The snowstorm was the least of our worries though.  As we marched ourselves down for breakfast, we found mom sat at the kitchen table, nursing a coffee.  We said good morning and to our surprise she replied. 

“Sit down the both of you.” She said firmly. We did as she asked without question.  “June, I get what you were asking for, and whilst I can’t condone what you did, I understand it.  Kelly was always your best friend, so who better to teach you such things.  Kelly, you are old enough to know better, but you’re going through a tough time right now.  However,” she took in a deep breath before saying what she wanted to say.  “You are both adults.  There is no risk to any of you getting pregnant, and you are experimenting.  You both need to promise me that this never gets found out by anyone else, and that once we leave here, you are both done.”

For a moment, we sat silently, shellshocked by her announcement.  Was she suggesting we could continue playing?  Before I could ask, June asked just that.

“Yes, if you want to do it, I won’t stop you.  I’m disappointed, obviously, you’re sisters after all, but it is not my place to punish either of you.”

“Thank you mom!” We both gushed. “Yes, of course, this is just between us.”

Without waiting for mom to leave, June pounced on me, kissing me with a furious passion.  As she pulled away, I looked up to see if mom was still there, and she was, albeit she had a curiously interested look on her face.  However, she didn’t stay much longer, instead turning to do other things.

After breakfast, June and I headed to the bedroom to get changed, and obviously, we spent the next half-hour making love.  I was excited to dive between her sexy legs once more and taste that wonderful nectar from her smooth pussy. 

Later, as we dressed, I thought about how mom was looking at us as we made out.  June was slipping on a sexy little pink sports crop-top as I turned to her.  “Hey, did you notice how mom was looking at us when you kissed me?” I asked her.

“Like she wanted to jump in and join us?”

“Yeah.” I said, plopping myself down on the bed and looking at her.  “Do you think we should?”

“Should what?” June asked, missing my point.

“Ask her to join us.” I stated.

Freezing in place, June stared at me. For a moment I thought she was going to slap me for my insanity, but then she sat down and sighed.  “Do you want to?”

Shrugging, I wasn’t sure.  I didn’t want to do any of this to begin with, but mom was a young attractive woman and given I could easily do it with my sister, why not my mother too?  “I guess.  I mean, mom’s hot.  She’s also in need to relief.”

Again, June sat quietly for a moment, then a wicked smile appeared on her face.  “I’m going to change into something sexier.”

“Why?” I asked, looking at my own boring yellow t-shirt and blue jeans. 

“If we’re going to seduce mom, then we need to dress up for it.”

This time it was my turn to smile, as I finally grasped that June was onboard.  Stripping down again, I slipped on black fishnet stockings, clipped to a black lace with red silk panel suspender belt, matching thong panties, and matching bra.  Over that, I slipped a red satin, lacy cami crop-top, and a black PVC miniskirt.  I thought I was being daring, but then I saw what June was wearing, in a black lace bralette and tiny red metallic spandex hotpants, complete with front to back zip.

“We look like hookers.” I laughed.

“Good! I like looking cheap and dirty.” June laughed.

When we arrived downstairs, we found Mom in the kitchen baking a cake.  We walked in ready to ask if any help was needed but before we could speak, mom saw us and her mouth dropped open.  “Are you expecting company?” She asked with a chuckle.

I didn’t have an answer for her, but June seemed ready.  “No, but if Kelly is going to be my girlfriend for this break, I might as well dress up sexy for her.” June grinned.

“I see.  Okay, right, good.” Mom said, trying to turn away but also sneaking looks at us.

“Need any help with anything?” I asked her.

“No, I’m just fiddling here.  It’s stopped snowing by the way.” She informed us.

We sat down at the kitchen table, watching mom mixing some cake batter.  As she did, June and I rested our hands on each other’s thighs, gently stroking them.  Soon enough, June and I were caught in an entangled embrace, our tongues dancing as we made out in front of our own mother.  Through the corner of my eyes, I could see mom mixing the batter, whilst cautiously watching us, not commenting at all.  Through her white t-shirt, I saw her huge nipples pointing up; clearly, the erotic situation was exciting her, but she didn’t say a word.

“Oh, sorry mom.” I said, panting as we broke apart.  “Got a little carried away.”

“No, it’s okay.  You girls have fun.” She smiled, slightly breathless.

We chatted about this and that, general mundane things, but this was all interspersed by our make-out sessions.  Finally, the tension grew too much for June and I, and with an apology to mom, we grabbed hands and ran up to our room, not even bothering to shut the door as we fell on the bed.  Immediately, June was between my legs, licking at my sodden cunt, tasting me as I held her head in my hand.  I closed my eyes, taking in the experience, enjoying her tongue inching inside me. 

When I opened my eyes again, I looked down at her, holding my panties to one side as she lapped, and out of the corner of my eyes, I saw mom, hiding behind the frame and watching her two daughters going to town on each other.  Mom hadn’t noticed that I had seen her, it was only thanks to the angle of the mirror that I was able to catch her, however there she was, gently rubbing herself over the long floral skirt she had on.

I don’t know what came over me, but I suddenly found myself becoming more vocal, telling my sister to fuck me, to fuck me with her tongue.  Then, pulling her up to me, we kissed as I gently manipulated her hotpants down, sliding my panties down too.  Pushing her backwards, we interlaced our legs together, our pussies touching.  I’d never done this before, but there was something erotic about it.  Then, holding ourselves up by our elbows, we began rubbing against each other, moaning with passion as the warm wet feeling of the two pussies crushing against each other filled our bodies.

In the mirror, I saw that mom had her hand inside her skirt, pushed down the waist, rubbing furiously at her cunt.  She was visibly close, and as her head tilted back, our eyes met and I grinned seductively.  Too far gone to run, mom came, trying to stifle her moan by biting into her hand, her eyes constantly on mine.

Finally, embarrassed at being caught, mom pulled her hand out and ran back downstairs.

“Mom watched us.” I told June.

“I know.  I heard her.” June grinned.

“She’s horny.” I said.  “Poor thing.”

Realising that our sexy outfits weren’t enough to move things forward, I kept the lingerie on, and slipped into a sexy black silk nightie, short enough to reveal the straps of my suspender belt.  June put on a tiny little pink silk crop-top, and some loose matching French knickers, before heading downstairs.

Mom was putting the finishing touches to the cake but said nothing to us about what she had seen, although she was visibly flushed by the embarrassment.  We made some food for each other us, eating quietly as June and I played footsie under the table. 

“Are you both going to stay in pyjamas today?” Mom asked.

“I mean, we’re snowed in.” June stated.  “Why not?”

“Sure, no problem.” Mom replied.

I saw a window of opportunity.  “You should put on your pyjamas mom.” I told her.  “We can have a PJ day.”

“Oh, no, you don’t want to see me in pyjamas!” She chuckled nervously.

“What?  Our hot mom?  Of course we do!”

After several moments of silent contemplation, so finally relented.  “Okay then, erm, I’ll go get changed.” She told us, but I knew she would select something boring.

“How about we go choose something for you to wear?” I asked her with a grin, and her shocked eyes focused on mine, before she nodded her acceptance. 

Jumping up with a giggle, June and I ran to mom’s bedroom and went through her lingerie drawer.  She had a lot of things from the time she travelled there with dad, a lot of sexy lingerie.  In the end, we selected a maroon satin and lace teddy, and matching maroon self-holding stockings, and over that, a matching short satin robe.  “Very hot.” June gushed.

Walking back to the kitchen, we let mom know that the stuff was ready, and with that, mom left without a word.

“I bet you she changes it.” June told me.

“I bet you she doesn’t.” I smiled.  I had a feeling mom had already made a decision, she just wasn’t ready to make the first move.  By tonight at the latest, Mom would be ours.

Sure enough, with her embarrassed skin colour matching the lingerie, she was back with all the lingerie we had left out on her body.  “You look delicious.” I told her seductively.

“Thanks.” She whispered, sitting back down at the table, next to June. 

Again, my foot trailed on June’s bare leg for a moment, and then I decided to test the water with mom.  Moving slowly, my foot traced across from June’s left leg and onto mom’s right leg.  I felt her shake in surprise for a millisecond, then steady, but she didn’t push me away or say anything.  Bit by bit, I moved up and down her leg, moving higher and higher.  As I went past her knees, she opened her legs slightly before jumping up and making to do something else, without a comment.

For the rest of the afternoon, we teased mom, kissing in front of her, at one point fondling each other in front of her.  Then in the evening, over wine and a frozen pizza, we watched a movie on TV called Below Her Mouth.  Of course, I knew this movie and knew it had one of the hottest lesbian love scenes I had ever seen without it becoming pornography.

All three of us sat on the wide sofa, watching the movie, and when the sex scene came up, June became all hot and bothered.  With June in between us, I pulled her to me, making out with her passionately whilst mom tried to move her attention between the action on screen and the action taking place right next to her. 

As my hands roamed over June’s body, I pushed her backwards towards mom, forcing her to lean against mom’s arm and shoulder as my hands skilfully moved down to June’s pussy.  I rubbed her for several seconds as we kissed and then allowed my hand to glide up her arm.  As it did, I grazed against the lace of mom’s teddy, knowing that I’d just touched her breast.  I ignored it for a moment, running my hands through June’s hair as we kissed, then traced my hand down again, stopping when I felt the lace on the back of my fingers.  Then, slowly, I pushed my left hand back, feeling the palm make contact with her D-cup orbs, and then in for a penny, I gently massaged it, feeling the nipple grow beneath.

If mom minded, she didn’t say, nor did she move, so I assumed she was taken up by the moment.  I moved my hand to her left breast, squeezing that one more firmly so she was fully aware that there was purpose to my movements.  Then, I reached out, still kissing June, and grabbed mom’s forearm, pulling on it, forcing her body to twist towards us. 

With her head by June’s shoulder, I continued to kiss June but slowly got her to turn slightly, then breaking the kiss, I immediately planted my lips on mom’s, forcing her tongue open with my mouth and for the first time, feeling my mother’s tongue in my mouth.  She moaned as June began sucking on her neck, rubbing her breasts.  I allowed my hand to trace downwards, getting closer to her pussy, when I felt mom’s hand grab my wrist.

“No.” Mom whispered, but there was no conviction to her voice. 

Without a word, I pulled my hand out of her clasp, moving it to my pussy, before I placed mine on hers, rubbing her, clutching her, showing how desperate we were for each other.

“Oh god.” Mom squeaked as I broke the kiss, pushing her backwards. 

As she sat back, June placed her lips on mom’s and I slid to the floor, pushing mom’s legs apart.  “I’m gonna make you cum, mom.” I grinned.

“Please…” Mom said in a hush tone.

I pulled the loose fabric of the teddy to one side, revealing a small tuft of blonde hair above an otherwise perfect pussy, and then leaned forward, tasting her for the first time.  Mom moaned as I let my tongue do the work.  Above me, June was sucking on mom’s tits, something she hadn’t done for a long time, obviously.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Mom gasped.

“Do you want us to stop?” June asked her.

For a long moment, mom didn’t respond, then she said, “No.  Don’t stop.  Don’t ever stop.”  And then she cried out in orgasm, her hand grasping my scalp.  “Lick me, oh Kelly, lick me.”

Mom wasted no time.  Having climaxed, she stood and offered me her hand, before reaching out to June.  “Let’s go to bed.  It’s more comfortable.” She said, and we quickly ran behind her, making our way upstairs and into mom’s room.  Without hesitation, mom stripped off the lingerie and climbed onto bed, a huge satisfied smile on her face as she watched us do the same.  “My sexy girls.” She told us, reaching out and taking our hands, pulled us to her.  She kissed June before kissing me, then pushing me back and taking my pussy into her mouth.  Behind her, June lowered her face to mom’s ass and began eating causing mom to moan into me. 

“Fuck!” I cried out, realising I was about to cum into my own mother’s mouth. 

We made love all night.  Mom was like a kid in a candy store, literally desperate for the next orgasm.  None of us talked, just fucked, and when we weren’t fucking, we were kissing.  It was the best night of my life.


Chapter Four

When June and I awoke, we found ourselves in mom’s bed, but by ourselves.  Mom was already up and about, probably working on breakfast.  However, when we stood and went downstairs, we found mom sat at the table, crying.  It was clear that she was suffering from remorse for what she did, I knew the feeling as I felt it the first time too, but I needed her to know that it was all alright.

“I’m horrible!” She stated.  “I’m your mother!  I should know better!”

I pulled her to me, hugging her.  “No mom, you didn’t do anything we didn’t want.  I loved it.”

“But it’s wrong!” She whined.

With a grin, June stroked her hair.  “And that’s what makes it so right.  We aren’t upset, so why are you?  We are all consenting adults.”

I nodded, agreeing with my little sister.  “Did you enjoy it?” I asked my mother.

“Of course!  I loved it!  But that doesn’t make it right.” Mom told me.  “We can’t do this again.”

“Why not?” I asked her, but she didn’t reply.  She simply shook her head and stood, walking away to get changed.

June and I helped ourselves to breakfast and coffee, but neither of us were in the mood to talk.  We sat silently, eating our cereal, when mom walked back into the room.  For someone who didn’t want to do it again, she sure selected the wrong attire; walking back in wearing a short pink skater skirt, and a little white lace-trimmed tank-top, and quite clearly nothing else. 

Sharing a look, June and I smiled.  Mom couldn’t bear the thought that she was doing something with her daughters, but at the same time, couldn’t bring herself to stop it.  She wanted us to take the lead.

Standing, I walked over to mom as she washed some dishes, pulling on her arm and spinning her around with a gasp.  Her eyes stared at me in shock, but I also detected a longing in them.  Reaching under her skirt, I found her pussy, wet and available.  I stared at her, a seductive smile on my face, and then I spoke.

“Mom, enough of this right and wrong bullshit.” I told her.  “We are trapped in the mountains under two metres of snow, and we’re all really horny.  I think you’re hot, and what makes you extra hot is that I came out of this pussy, and now I get to eat it.  You want this, don’t you?”

“Yes.” She whispered immediately.

“So no more talk like that, okay?” I told her.  “You’re our lover, and that’s that.”

“Really?” She asked me, and I took her lips to mine, kissing her, as June strode over, her hands stroking us both. 

“Really.” I replied.  “Now let’s go back to bed and fuck like rabbits.”

Mom grinned, “I’m already going to hell, so why not?”

For the next three days, we barely got out of bed.  Mom showed us a strap-on she had for use when she used to peg dad, something that would have shocked us some days ago, but now brought us new levels of excitement.  She took the time to use it on us, fucking her daughter’s using the latex phallus, before handing over to us to do the same.

Then, the worst thing possible happened; the weather changed, which meant the sun began to melt the snow enough for us to have to clean it.  With frustration, we knew the scraper would come to clear the road, and if we didn’t clear the car park, it would be a major issue for our cars, as the melted snow might freeze our cars completely.  As such, we dressed up in our ski things and headed out to clear up the huge amounts of snow in front of the house.

I guessed that spelled the end of our play, that with the family coming, we would need to behave and write all this off as just a holiday fling, but mom surprised us both.  “We’re going to need to be careful when the others get here.  I don’t want anyone finding us when we are playing.” She said.

“Wait, we’ll continue?” I asked her.

“Well, yes, if you still want to?  I want to.  I mean, we can do that back home too, no?  When you both come visit, we can all sleep in one bed and play together; if you want to?” She asked shyly, wondering if she misunderstood.

“Yes of course!” We both shrieked, jumping up and down excitedly.

That afternoon, after working hard outside, we showered together, then headed into the outside hot-tub together, naked.  We didn’t want to use the hot-top when it was snowing so hard, but now we calmed weather, it was perfect.  Of course, being naked in the hot-tub meant we had easy access to play with each other.

It was as I was reaching my third climax that afternoon from my mom’s fingers, that we heard the first crunching sound of tyres approaching.  The first guests were making their move, just as they had texted earlier. 

“Shit.” Mom said.  “Just when I was looking forward to your sister’s cunt.”

Our first guests were Uncle Jeremy and Aunt Matilda.  They were related to dad, both friendly enough, always good with gifts.  However, that wasn’t the guest I was looking forward to the most.

Aunt Pamela was mom’s younger sister who was not one to shy away from a good sex story or sexual encounter.  She was a typical Essex girl, with bleached blonde hair, huge augmented tits, slim waist and larger bum.  I knew she was a dirty girl who was down for anything, and whilst I knew I shouldn’t have been slightly considering this, I was wondering if I could get her and mom to go down on each other. 

A few other relatives arrived, before Pamela finally turned up with some other family members.  The whole evening was hectic, with drinking, eating and gossiping going on across each other like some crazed spaghetti of information.  Finally, by three in the morning, everyone was in bed, with mom telling June and I to join her.

We made love, whispering about how annoying it was we didn’t have more time alone together.  Then I asked mom how she felt about Pamela.

“What do you mean?” She asked me.

“I want you to seduce your sister.” I told her with a grin, and mom actually snorted in laughter.

“I couldn’t!” She gasped.  “Could I?  Should I?”

“Yes!” June and I laughed.

“Oh, I don’t know girls.  That could get weird.”

The next day though, mom seemed different around Pamela, more frisky, spanking her sister and earning a whoop and a giggle, or cuddling up to her, that sort of thing.  At one point, Pamela noticed it so much she said, “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were coming on to me!”

Free as Pamela was as a person, we didn’t know just how open she was, so mom didn’t push too hard, and eventually, she deemed it too much risk, so I stepped in.  Getting Pamela alone in the kitchen in the evening, I told her how good she looked.  We ended up talking about my relationship as a lesbian, and how useless men were anyway, then I stroked her bum and told her how sexy it was.

“Stop it Kel!” She giggled in a hushed voice.  “I’m your aunt!  We can’t do that.”

“I won’t tell if you won’t.” I laughed, touching her hip and pulling myself close to her.

“Oh Kel, I can’t.  Your mom would kill me.” She said, looking over at the doorway nervously.

“No she wouldn’t.” I told her, then I leaned close.  “I think she’d join in.” I told her, then began kissing her neck.  She moaned as she held my shoulders, then I pulled back, grinning at her seductively.  “I wanna fuck you aunt Pamela.”

“Oh god…” She gasped.  “Really?”

“Yes!”

The sexy thirty-something licked her lips in contemplation, then grabbed my hand, pulling me towards the stairs.  We walked behind everyone else, and my eyes caught my mom’s.  With a wink, she acknowledged me with a nod. 

Upstairs, we found our way into Pamela’s room, where immediately I placed my lips on hers, not giving her chance to lock the door.  As we kissed, I undid the buttons on her blouse, freeing the huge almost comically large tits, then lowering my mouth to them.  Pushing her back onto the bed, she moaned, “Oh Kelly.” She breathed, as my mouth connected with he smooth shaved pussy, licking at her moist folds. 

Behind me, I heard the smooth click of the door.  Mom stepped inside silently but Pamela hadn’t noticed, to engrossed in what I was doing, her eyes closed as she focused on the pleasure.  Moments later, I heard, “Mmmm, mmm!” Pamela panicked, opening her eyes upon feeling her sister’s lips on hers.  “Sarah!?” She gasped, but mom didn’t leave her space to talk further.  Placing her lips back, mom kissed hard, and eventually, Pamela melted into it. 

As I continued to lick my aunt’s pussy, I watched mom pull down her panties and climb over her sister’s face, lowering her dripping cunt onto Pamela’s mouth.  Wasting no time, Pamela began licking at her sister, tasting that forbidden fruit.  The eroticism of the moment was too much for Pamela, and her legs tightened around me as she came. 

Pulling away, I watched as mom moved down so she could gain access to her sister’s pussy, and for a moment, I masturbated watching my mom and my aunt locked in a 69.  Climaxing quickly, I left the room and told June she could now go whilst I entertained. 

“She went for it?” June asked.

“You know Pamela.  She’s always horny; it didn’t take much.” I giggled.

“We’re evil.”

“I know.  Wonderful, isn’t it?” I told my sexy sister.

Of course, when bedtime came, Pamela stayed up with us, and then joined the three of us in mom’s room.  There we chatted about how all this came about, then we descended into a full-on incestuous lesbian orgy.  Gone were any misgivings about what we were doing; after all, we weren’t hurting anyone, no-one could get pregnant, and we were all of legal age, so regardless of the laws, we were happy just having fun.

There was a slight problem though, for me at least.

When I began this, it was to help teach June about pleasure and so forth.  It was just a game, something to do, and that was it.  However, I began to look forward to her touches, the intimate moments we spent together, cuddling in the shower, holding each other.  Every kiss, touch, or spank made us both giggle like excited schoolgirls.  I would sit on the sofa as we drank with our cousins and just stare at her, fascinated by her beauty, and then my eye would catch hers and she looked at me, a gentle smile, a radiant face. 

“Shit.” I told myself, realising I had a deep problem.  I was falling in love with my sister, and not in a sister-sister way, but romantically. 

The next day, I tried to think of what to do.  I guessed I needed to stop all this and try to separate myself from my romantic feelings.  However, every single time I was near June, I behaved like a love-sick child.  June had to have noticed how stupid I was being, but she never said anything about it, in fact, if anything, her secret touches and kisses became more frequent.

I knew I couldn’t stop this alone, and I knew I couldn’t confront her, so I did the next best thing.

That afternoon, I found mom in bed with Pamela, making love.  I entered the room silently, and watched as they beckoned me to join them, sirens seeking out their prey.  Begging off for a moment, I told them I needed their advice and thankfully, that broke them apart so that we could talk. 

“What’s wrong?” Mom asked me.

“I think I have a problem.” I told them both.

“What sort of problem?”

Taking a deep breath, I steeled myself for what I needed to say next.  “I think I’m in love with June.”

The women were quiet for a moment, then Pamela said, “You’re a lesbian aren’t you?”

“Yes…” Not really seeing what that had to do with it.

“So if you didn’t tell anyone that June was your sister, and you started dating, nobody would be any the wiser, right?” She asked.

“Well…no…” I said, still feeling that was beside the point.

Mom stepped in.  “You’ve done the hard part, you’ve made love to me and your sister.  I think being romantically involved isn’t a problem anymore.  In fact, at least I would look forward to seeing you both when you visit as a couple.”

I was gobsmacked.  I hadn’t expected my own mother to encourage a romantic relationship between her siblings, but for the life of me, I couldn’t feel upset by her statement, in fact, it made me feel relieved.  “Do you think she’ll go for it?” I asked mom.

“I know she will.” Mom grinned.  “Tell you what, why don’t you and June spend some time alone tonight and talk this through.  I’ll support you if you want to be together.”

“As will I.” Pamela agreed.  “After all, your mom and I have agreed to move in together.”

“As lovers.” Mom made sure I understood.

I grinned at them both, then leaned down to kiss both.  Their arms enveloped me, and sure enough, I was pulled into mom’s pussy, as Pamela reached for the strap-on to fuck me.  We made love for a little while longer, then I went down to find my sister.

June was outside with a couple of our younger cousins building a snowman.  I decided to join them, helping them out for a bit, before deciding to take a walk along the mountains in the snow.  Whilst the weather had improved and the road was open, we still didn’t have a functioning lift so we didn’t bother skiing just yet, promising each other that we would drive to the resort if Manuel didn’t show up.

“Hey, so I’ve been thinking.” I began, playing with a ball of snow in my gloved hands as we walked.  “Your campus is like thirty minutes’ drive, right?  From my house I mean?”

“Yes.” June replied softly, a smile forming on her face as she knew what was coming.

“Um, so, why don’t you come live with me?” I asked, looking at her.

She stopped in her tracks and then took my forearms in her hands.  “First tell me something.” She said.

I shrugged.  “Okay.  What?”

“Tell me why.  Is it just sex?” She asked.

This time, it was my turn to smile.  “No, no it isn’t.  June, I love you, and no, not just like a sister.  I think I love you like a lover.  Nobody needs to know you are my sister.  I love you and I want to be with you.”

“Does mom know?” She said, seemingly dragging out my torment.

“Yes, and she’s okay with it.  In fact, she feels the same way about Pamela.”

June stared into my eyes, not smiling, not moving, then she pulled me towards her and wrapped her arms around my neck as she placed her lips on mine.  We embraced for a long minute, and then June whispered, “I love you too Kelly, so much.  I know this is wrong, but I want to be your girlfriend, your lover, and I want to live with you.”

“So you’ll move in with me?” I asked, hopefully.

“Of course, my darling.” Then she pulled away.  “What about Alan?”

In all the commotion and action, I had completely forgotten about Alan.  He was probably sulking at home, not once had he texted, nor I him.  There was a possibility that I would arrive home to find him gone, and that made me feel sad.  I loved Alan, for better or for worse, as a friend, but I just didn’t find him attractive.

I relayed all that to June and she gave it some thought before saying, “What do you know about forced feminisation?”

Staring at her, I considered what she was suggesting, and then it began to make sense.  “Would you be okay keeping Alan at home, even sharing him if he became, well, a she?” I asked her.

“Only if she becomes our little bitch slave.” She chuckled.

“Oh, I think that can be arranged.” I said, remembering how submissive Alan could be.


Chapter Five

By the end of the vacation, June and I had cemented our love for each other by coming out to the entire family; or rather, the adults in the family.  Of course, there were initially naysayers but we were lucky in the fact that our family was rather close-knit and didn’t really harbour ill-will towards anyone.  It was agreed that love was love and that we were both adults, so we could do what we wanted.  Everyone stated that they would keep things under-wraps.

We had made a conscious decision to tell everyone present because on social-media, things would eventually get out, and we didn’t want anyone making comments about June being my sister and so on. 

Finally, on the day of the drive home, we first drove to mom’s house, dropping her off.  Aunt Pamela, who had travelled down with Aunt Betty, travelled with me, whilst mom drove with June. 

During the journey, we had chance to talk and I informed Pamela about my plans for Alan.  If I thought Pamela would be surprised by such things, I was wrong.  Instead, she said, “Then remember to pick up some of your dad’s things when you get to your mom’s place.”

“Huh?” I asked, unsure of what she was talking about.

“You didn’t know?” She asked me.  “Your dad was a crossdresser.”

And then it all came flooding back to me.  The times I saw the line of lace of panties under his trousers.  The time he rushed to me when I fell out of bed, wearing a satin nightie.  I allowed myself a chuckle, realising my family had always been a little kinky.

When we arrived at mom’s house, we took a couple of hours to curl up in bed as a foursome, and make love to one another.  It was the best way to say goodbye until next time, and I would savour the taste of mom’s pussy on my tongue for the rest of the day.

Loading up the boxes of dad’s old crossdressing clothes, we drove on to June’s university where we collected her things from the halls of residence, before driving back home.

Of course, as we neared my house, my stomach churned with nerves.  Would I arrive to find a broken man?  An angry man?  Or no man at all?  Finally, we pulled into the driveway, gravel crackling beneath the tyres of the heavy SUV, with June following behind in her Audi.  The front door opened and Alan stepped out, clean-shaven, with his thin body looking thinner than usual.

“Hello June,” He said, “I didn’t expect to see you.”

June kissed him on the cheek, then told him to come inside where we would explain everything to him.

Once he was sat on the sofa, we both stood in front of him and I began.  “This is going to come as a shock to you, but I need you to be patient and understand.  June and I had an experience at the lodge, we did something I know we should not have done, but it has affected us.”

He looked at both of us as we held hands, then said, “You had sex with each other and fell in love.” He shrugged.  “I assume you’ll want to move in together and for me to move out and to keep quiet about it all.”

Sharing a look, June spoke next.  “You are both right and wrong.  Yes, it’s true we are in love and yes, we had sex; a lot of sex.” She grinned, and I gave her a gentle elbow to the ribs to get her back on track.  “Yes, but we don’t want you to move out.”

He tilted his head to one side in confusion but said nothing.  I continued.  “I love you Alan, but I realised that I find the male form off-putting.  I hate masculine behaviour.”

“When have I ever been masculine?” He snapped, clearly insulted. “I have always tried to be an equal.”

I tried to calm him by raising my hands.  “I agree.  You were, no are, the perfect husband, and I want you to be ours, for me and June, but not as a man.”

Again, he looked taken-aback and confused, so June explained.  “We want to feminise you and turn you into our sissy sex slave.  We will dress you as a girl, put you on hormones, and then you will become ours.  As a man, you will sleep in the spare room, but as a woman, you will join us and we’ll all live together as a throuple.”

Again, he looked at us both individually, and then a smile crept up onto his face.  Standing, he undid his jeans, lowering them to reveal pink silky-satin panties, adorned with lashings of lace.  I stared at him in shock, until he explained. “I’ve been crossdressing for years.  I’m sorry I kept it from you.  I dream of being a sissy slave, so everything you have told me is my fantasy.”

I stepped forward, looking at his crotch. “If this is your fantasy, then why aren’t you hard?” I asked, reaching forward and feeling something hard and plasticky under the soft fabric.  He pulled them down slightly to reveal the plastic chastity cage.  “I’ll give you the keys, of course.” He told me.

I grinned and then pulled him in for a kiss.  “Go get changed sissy, then pack all your male clothes.  It’s time to begin your transformation.”

“Yes Mistress.”

THE END?
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