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  Forbidden Love


  Chapter One – My Sister Cheryl


  When did it all begin? I can’t go back and put my finger on a specific moment in time and say “Here it is—here is the moment it all began.” It’s one of those things where one minute it’s not there and the next minute you kind of know it is.


  Well let me fill you in on a few of the facts. My name is Jim Alston. I’m twenty-three and I’m just back for a stint in Afghanistan. Now I’ve seen and done things I don’t want to ever see or do again. Luckily, I’m able to compartmentalize things pretty well and I’ve got all the nastiness of the war locked away in storage locker back in the deep recesses of my memory banks. I’ve got it under a double lock and key so that if I’m ever tempted to go back and take a look at it, it will give me time to think about it before I unlock both locks and relive some of those horrific memories.


  Well, all that really has very little to do with my story, but I just thought you might like to know. I got a lot of work done on my college degree while I was in the service and my plans were to use the G.I. Bill to finish it up. But right at the moment, I was just glad to be out of the service and back home. There were still a couple of months left before college started so I was just going to hang out loaf around at the house with mom and dad. And Cheryl, of course, but I didn’t expect to spend too much time with her as we’d never really been that close before.


  So where is all this leading, you might ask? Well, to my sister, Cheryl, I guess. Cheryl had just graduated from high school and my parents had promised her a vacation to Hawaii if she graduated with higher than a 3.5 GPA. What would have been a dream vacation for an eighteen-year-old girl just out of high school had turned into a bit of a bust for her, I suppose when my parents had found out I was coming home around the same time. When they heard that, they had decided to join Cheryl on the vacation and had invited me along as sort of a welcome-back-home present. I can’t say as I would have been surprised if Cheryl might have been a little resentful.


  I was really looking forward to the trip. It had been twelve months since I had seen a woman dressed in anything less than a burqa. As you probably know, the women in Afghanistan were hardly up to date with the latest fashions. It had been so long since I’d seen a female without a burqa on, I’d almost forgotten what they looked like underneath the damned things. And now I was drooling at the thought of all of the bikini-clad dolls running around on the beaches in Hawaii. I couldn’t wait.


  Well, back to my sister, Cheryl. When I’d left for the service, some five years ago, Cheryl had been a gangly, knob-kneed, flat-chested thirteen year old. During the past five years the only time we’d seen each other was at Christmas time when I came home for a visit. I had noted changes in her looks and saw the potential, but I didn’t know what to expect this time since I hadn’t seen her in two years.


  We had traded letters over the years and I had enjoyed her letters. You could see her maturity in the letters as they had first started out babbling about her infatuations with every new and rising teen star in Hollywood, but gradually that had changed and she had focused most of her adoration on some local guy named Billy Archer. She’d even sent me a picture of the guy. There for a year or so, her letters were almost exclusively devoted to the guy, but then about six months ago, the mention of his name abruptly stopped. I just assumed that they had broken up over something.


  After paying the cabbie, I grabbed my duffel and slung it over my shoulder. Shuffling up the front walk, I saw that little had changed in the neighborhood. Then out of the corner of my eye, I saw old Mr. Arnold across the street waving at me. Smiling I waved back and stopped in front of the door. It was odd the way the people got behind the servicemen now days as compared to back in the day when dad had been in the service. He’d been in ’Nam and told me about the way he got treated when he got back home.


  Plopping my duffel down beside the front door, I rang the doorbell and stood waiting for someone to answer it. It felt a little strange ringing the doorbell instead of just charging in, but I’d been gone so long, I felt more like a stranger than part of the family.


  Suddenly the door came swinging open and I found myself face to face with a stunningly-beautiful young woman in a bikini. My mind did a sudden flip-flop. The only thing I could think was who was this beautiful girl? Could she be Cheryl? And if so, where had those breasts come from? They certainly hadn’t been there the last time I saw her.


  “Jim—” I heard the girl exclaim as she stepped out, wrapped her arms around me and hugged me so hard I thought that she was going to break a couple of ribs.


  “Cheryl?” I muttered when I was finally able to regain my senses and hug her back. I was stunned as we stood on the front steps hugging. Now like I said earlier, it had been twelve months since I’d been in the company of a woman, and to suddenly have a beautiful girl with a rather large pair of soft, pillowy breasts hugging me had a profound and telling effect on me.


  Finally, Cheryl let go and stepped back away from me.


  “Welcome home, Jim…” she grinned not seeming to be the least bit concerned by my gawking stare as I slowly ran my eyes up and down her scantily-clad body.


  “Wow, Sis,” I muttered. “Uh, you’ve really filled out, and in all the right places, too, I might add.”


  “You think so?” she smiled, slowly pirouetting around on a toe and giving me a 360˚ view of her exceptional, almost-naked backside, too. As she did, I saw that she had a cute, perky little butt to go with her spectacular rack. Then when she finished her turn, my eyes which had been on her butt brushed across the little, red triangle covering tip of her belly. She had apparently shaved or had a well-trimmed muff otherwise the little swath of red material covering her pubes wouldn’t have covered it. Yeah, I know, I’m a cad for thinking of my sister like that, but a year—


  “I know so,” I told her as I smiled, looking back up into her twinkling blue eyes when she finished turning and was facing me again. I couldn’t stop myself and I let my eyes stray across her breasts again. I don’t know why I was surprised by the size of her breasts as it seemed only natural that she would take after mom. My Mom, Cindy had always been a big-chested woman and had a pair of breasts that were even larger than Cheryl’s. I don’t know what had gotten into me thinking about my mother and sister like this, but I imagined that twelve months of celibacy probably had something to do with it.


  “Come on, mom and dad are out back by the pool,” she giggled, grabbing my hand and tugging me in that direction.


  “Just a second—” I told her pulling my hand out of hers and grabbing up my duffel bag. Tossing it on the floor by the front door, I pushed the door shut and grabbed Cheryl’s hand in mine. “Let’s go.”


  It was such a strange feeling as I followed along behind my sister watching her cute, little ass bobble and ripple while she stepped along. A part of my mind still pictured Cheryl as the skinny, gangly, knob-kneed, flat-chested thirteen year old I had left behind when I departed for the service, but that definitely wasn’t the case anymore. It almost seemed like this beautiful young woman wasn’t my sister but some other girl who had mysteriously showed up at our house and took Cheryl’s place.


  “I’m so glad your back safe and sound, Jim. We used to see all those other guys coming home with all sorts of injuries on the news every night,” Cheryl bubbled as we stepped out onto the patio and into the bright, afternoon sunlight.


  “Jim—” I heard my mother squeal from across the patio as she threw herself out of the chaise lounge she had been lying in and came bobbling and bouncing across the patio toward me. Despite myself, I couldn’t help ogling her barely-clad breasts as they heaved and floundered down inside the tiny cups of her skimpy bikini. They looked like they were going to flop out of the bikini at any second.


  “MOM—” I cried out, throwing out my arms to catch her when she came crashing against me. I knew I should feel guilty for gawking at my mother’s and my sister’s breasts, but what in the hell was I supposed to do. Celibate for twelve months, not having seen anything closely resembling a woman’s breasts for so long and now having two pair of the stunning, spectacular things on display right in front of me, I couldn’t stop myself.


  It felt wonderful, I groveled as I hugged my mother and felt her warm, soft breasts pressed against my chest. I’d almost forgotten how good that felt.


  Finally, my mother let go of me and stepped back as my father stepped up and thrust his hand out at me. My father, Hank and I had never been ones to openly show much emotion and so a good, firm handshake was just about as far as it got with us.


  “Glad to have you back home, James—” he declared, squeezing my hand so hard I was afraid he was going to break a couple of fingers. “What can I get you from the bar?”


  “Uh, CC, CC and Coke,” I grinned.


  “So tell us how it was?” my mother asked, pulling me over to the chair sitting beside her chaise lounge and indicating that I was to sit.


  “Not pleasant—” I told her, watching Cheryl as she pulled a chair up beside mine while my father went about making our drinks.


  We spent the next twenty minutes or so talking about Afghanistan, Pakistan, and Iraq and the terrible mess George had gotten us into. Finally, tiring of talking about the war, I decided it was time to change subjects and move onto something a little less unsettling for me.


  “So, how have things been back here on the home front?” I asked leaning back and sneaking a peek at my sister’s scantily-clad breasts when she momentarily looked away.


  “Not much going on back here,” my father told me. “Things down at the plant are running so smooth, I’m thinking about selling the business and retiring. Hell, they don’t need me down there anymore.”


  “What’cha gonna do when you retire?” I asked as I was conspicuously aware of my hard on down inside my pants.


  I felt like such a dolt for getting a hard on. My mother and my sister—what kind of cretin had I turned into over in Afghanistan? I’d never had any trouble like this before I’d joined the service. Oh, maybe I’d had fantasized about my mother back when puberty had first reared its ugly head, but I’d never done anything about it except for sneaking around trying to see her breasts. And sneaking through her drawers. But, hell, what boy didn’t do that? Besides mom’s boobs were BREASTS among breasts. And Mom certainly hadn’t been shy about showing them off, either. She seemed to be wearing a bikini all the time, and the bikinis she wore didn’t leave much to the imagination of a poor, hormone-driven kid like me. The bikini she was wearing today was of the same ilk and unfortunately, it had the same effect on me as it had back when I was a teenager. She might as well have been naked!


  “Your mom and I thought we’d do a little traveling. Get to see some of the rest of the good old U. S. of A,” he laughed.


  “That’ll be cool. Uh, ya’ll mind if I wash up?” I asked, pushing up out of my chair, trying not to make the big bulge in the front of my pants any more conspicuous than it already was. “It’s been a long day.”


  “No, go ahead, our reservations at The Grove aren’t until seven o’clock. You have plenty of time,” my mother said, setting her drink down and making her magnificent breasts heave down inside the tiny top of her bikini as she reached out and gave my hand a gentle squeeze. “We’re glad you’re back, Jim…”


  I somehow managed to make it out of the chair and went hurrying back to the living room where I gathered up my duffel and then plodded down to my room. They hadn’t changed a thing in my room. It looked like I had just walked out of it yesterday instead of five years ago, except that now it was neat and tidy without clothes and all sorts of other crap strewn around everywhere like I used to leave it.


  Tossing my duffel bag down beside the bed, I toed off my loafers and pulled my tee shirt up over my head. Tossing my shirt on the bed, I flopped down beside it. Reaching down, I unbuttoned my pants, unzipped them and dragged out my cock. As I began to slowly stroke it, I let my mind play back over mom and Cheryl and the way they had looked out by the pool this afternoon in their teeny, tiny bikinis. I couldn’t believe how much Cheryl had changed. Hell, if I’d just met her walking down the street I don’t know if I’d recognized her. And since she had been wearing a bikini, I’d gotten to see almost all of her newly-acquired assets.


  I guessed that she was around five foot eight or nine barefooted. Her long reddish-blond hair hung down to just below her shoulders stopping at the tops of her spectacular breasts. She had a pretty face with big blue eyes and a dusting of freckles across the bridge of her cute, upturned nose. But my mind’s eye kept coming back to her breasts. Her areolas had been covered by the tiny bikini top, but her jutting nipples had been plainly discernible under the thin cloth.


  She was definitely cheerleader material with her tiny waist, narrow hips and long, svelte legs. As I said earlier, the bikini she had been wearing was so tiny, there couldn’t be much pubic hair underneath it or I would have seen it. Did she trim it, or did she shave it all off? And since my mom seemed to always be wearing a bikini too, maybe she shaved hers too. I knew I was sick for thinking such thoughts, but the idea of my mom and sister both shaving their cunts was incredibly evocative. What would they look like, I wondered as my hand moved up and down on my cock faster? Like I said, a year without any had been way too long.


  I needed to Jack off now or I’d have a fucking hard on all night long. And while I was sitting there at The Grove with mom, Cheryl and dad, I’d probably be wondering what mom and Cheryl were wearing under their dresses and that would just make things worse. It would be mortifying if either of them found out what I was thinking and realized what a pervert I was.


  Keeping the picture of my beautiful sister in my mind, I let my evil thoughts run wild. I pictured Cheryl lying on her bed, naked. She had her hand down between her long, curvaceous legs that were spread out to reveal the wet, succulent cunt between them. She had one finger extended out from her hand and she was rubbing it back and forth across the swollen nub of her clit. I could see that the small, wet lips of her pussy were spread open and glistening wetly in the bright afternoon sunlight.


  What was she thinking about, I sickly wondered as my hand moved up and down faster? Was she thinking about Billy? Or maybe my father? Or me? What was I thinking? Cheryl couldn’t be as sick and twisted as I was. I was crazy for even thinking about such a thing. But I couldn’t stop myself and the thought of my sister and I doing it was so, so—oh shit, that did it as I felt my cock lurch in my hand. Squeezing my dick to keep it from shooting cum all over the place, I grabbed my tee and covered my cock. Then I stopped squeezing and let it erupt out into my wadded tee shirt. God, I loved to come. There wasn’t a better feeling in the whole world. I wonder how a girl feels when she comes? It must not feel as good as it does for us guys or they’d spread their legs every time a guy came within fucking distance.


  My orgasm, fueled by the picture of my sister masturbating lasted a good thirty seconds as my big, eight-inch cock just kept right on blasting away. It was what I needed, I told myself as the pulsating spasms began to finally weaken. At last it was over and the image of Cheryl slowly faded from my mind…


  ~~~


  Wearing a suit and tie, I went skipping down the stairs to make myself a drink before we headed out for The Grove. About half way down the stairs, I saw that mom, dad, and Cheryl were all sitting at the bar, apparently waiting for me. They were all dressed to the nines, too and I couldn’t believe how sexy Cheryl looked. Gawking at her, I stumbled and nearly fell before I caught myself.


  “Careful there, don’t want you falling and breaking your neck,” I heard my father laugh as I stumbled the rest of the way down the stairs.


  “Yeah,” I muttered, feeling more than a little self-conscious. Both mom and Cheryl were wearing short, low-cut dresses that displayed their over-sized bosoms for all to see. It was going to be a long night, I told myself trying to keep my eyes off all of the bare, exposed tit-flesh hanging out right in front of me.


  “Here, time for one drink before we head out,” my dad told me handing me a CC and Coke.


  “Uh, thanks,” I grinned, taking the glass from him.


  “You look spiffy all dressed up in your suit and tie,” mom smiled at me as she ran her eyes up and down me reaching over to readjust my tie. “You ought to wear them more often.”


  “Too much like a uniform. Get kind of tired wearing a uniform all the time,” I grinned back at her.


  “I guess I would, too,” she told me, turning to face my dad and giving me a chance to ogle her spectacular rack one more time.


  “Did you have to wear a uniform all the time over in Afghanistan?” I heard Cheryl ask me as I turned to face her and saw that she had a knowing smile on her pretty face. She must have seen me eyeballing mom’s tits, I guiltily told myself as I felt a warm blush spread out across my cheeks.


  “Uh, yeah,” I said and couldn’t help but notice when Cheryl seemed to thrust out her breasts out a little. What was going on? Neither woman seemed the least bit concerned that I was taking peeks at their breasts every chance I got. In fact, if anything, it almost seemed like a contest between the two of them. A contest to see just who could show off the most cleavage to the poor, confused boy just home from the war.


  “Is it true that all the women in Afghanistan have to wear burqas?” Cheryl asked me, slowly spinning on her bar stool until she was facing me and giving me an unobstructed view of both of her partially-concealed, breath-taking boobs.


  “Yeah, just about all of them,” I told her.


  “What would they do if they caught me dressed like this over in Afghanistan?” she teased, thrusting her big tits out even further.


  “I’d be careful about that,” I nervously joked. “The Afghanie men are especially fond of lopping things off as punishment and they might get carried away.”


  “James—” my mother scolded.


  “Really?” Cheryl laughed, seemingly amused by my awkwardness.


  “Well, are you two ready to head out?” I heard my father ask.


  “Uh, yeah, let’s do it,” I grinned, offering my arm to my sister.


  As Cheryl and I walked across the room behind my mother and father, I couldn’t help but admire the way my mother’s round, firm ass quivered and rippled under her tight red dress. Then I felt Cheryl’s hip brush against mine. It almost seemed like she was flirting with me as I felt another bump and then another.


  I was confused. Cheryl coming onto me? It couldn’t really be happening. It had to be all a figment of my overactive, sex-deprived, hormone-drenched mind.


  Feeling guilty, I looked over at her looking for some sign as to what was going on while I held the door open for her and let her step out into the garage. I couldn’t decipher her feelings through the look on her face as she looked back at me and smiled, but I thought I could detect amusement in her smile. Was she just teasing me? She must know how horny I was. Twelve months in that hellhole called Afghanistan without a woman. She was tempting fate if she didn’t think I would do anything about it.


  Watching her cute, little ass twitching back and forth as she clacked across the garage, I followed her over to the car and opened the back door for her. I heard the door on the other side of the car chunk shut as my father closed it behind my mother. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my father start back around the front of the car as Cheryl sat down on the seat and bent her long legs to swing them into the car. As she did, her short skirt rode up her thighs, up past the tops of her black hose to reveal the long, elastic garters holding the nylons up.


  A shiver of excitement spasmed through my cock as her legs momentarily parted just for a second but long enough to give me a glimpse of smooth, fleshy pink down between them. My poor brain was reeling as I watched Cheryl pull her long legs into the car behind the front seat. She wasn’t wearing any fucking panties. My sister wasn’t wearing any panties! What the fuck was going on? But I’d been right about one thing. She did shave. Her little pussy was as smooth and bald as a newborn baby’s little butt.


  As I closed the door behind her, I saw that Cheryl was smiling at me. That had been on purpose I told myself. My sister had just flashed her sweet, little pussy at me. My brain was reeling. My night was ruined. I wouldn’t be able to think of anything else all night but my sister’s naked, hot cunt down between her legs without a hint of panties to cover it.


  Now I know that you all think I’m some kind of sex-crazed pervert or something, but when you go as long as I had without any pussy, everything takes on a whole new perspective…


  My precautionary jack off had failed miserably and now my cock was so hard, I thought it was going to burst as I made my way around the car and slid in on the other side. Cheryl hadn’t bothered to push her skirt back down and I could still see up above the top of her scalloped nylon as she sat on the other side of the car. Then as I closed the door, I saw her eyes dart down to my crotch and then back up to my face. Another teasing smile as my dad backed the car out of the garage.


  Nothing even remotely like this had ever happened between Cheryl and me. But then again, she hadn’t been a woman back then either. She had been a girl and I had been the big brother. My little sister was now a young woman and on the prowl, it seemed. I still found it difficult to believe as we drove along heading for the restaurant. My mind was in a fuzzy whirl as Cheryl looked straight ahead, her eyes on the road ahead giving me ample opportunity to devour her big, quivering breasts with my hungry eyes.


  Finally we arrived at the restaurant and dad parked the car. As we debarked from the car, the same scenario played itself out when I opened the door and held it open so Cheryl could step out. I was in shock, but somehow I was able to offer my arm again and walk along with Cheryl behind our parents. The whole bizarre thing had taken on all the trappings of a date. A first date. The only drawback to the sordid mess was the fact that we were being chaperoned by our parents.


  The night passed in a blur with a secret touch here and a hidden smile there. My poor, sex-starved brain was reeling and there wasn’t a thing I could do about it. Cheryl was a master in the art of stealth and flirtation. I was beginning to wonder if it wasn’t all just a big joke to her. Get her brother all hot and bothered and then leave him high and dry because there wasn’t a damned thing he could do about it.


  But surely my sweet, little sister couldn’t be that conniving. Could she? Like brother, like sister?


  As we departed the restaurant, Cheryl put on a show similar to the one she had put on getting into the car at the house, but unfortunately, the darkened car lot didn’t provide enough light for me to see anything this time.


  What was I going to do? I couldn’t confront her and ask her what was going on. What if there wasn’t anything going on? What if it really was just a thing my perverted, sex-starved psyche had dreamed up? If I came out and confronted her and there was nothing going on, it would probably ruin things between us forever.


  I lay awake that night waiting for a secretive knock on the door…but nothing came and it was four o’clock before I could finally fall asleep. When I finally did wake up it was one o’clock and all I had to show for it was a frustrated, sleepless night and a hard on to add to the fog inside my brain.


  Stumbling down the stairs, I wandered into the kitchen to get me something to eat. But when I did, I found that I had company as Cheryl was sitting at the kitchen table eating a bowl of cereal. She was wearing a loose pair of black, satin pajamas that clung to her like a second skin in some places and hung loosely in others.


  “Hi, there, Sleepyhead,” she cheerfully chirped, smiling at me as she watched me with her big, blue eyes.


  “Hi, there, yourself,” I mumbled, shuffling across the kitchen to the cabinet and pulling down a bowl. “Where’s mom and dad?” I asked, picking up the box of cereal she had apparently left out for me.


  “They’re down at the mall getting some last second stuff for the trip tomorrow,” she said as I shucked out some cereal and poured milk over it.


  “You already have everything you need?” I asked plodding across the kitchen in my bare feet to sit down across the table from her.


  “Yeah, I’ve been looking forward and planning for this trip for the last six months. I’ve got everything…I need,” she softly laughed making her braless breasts jiggle and bob down under the clingy satin material of her pajamas. “You?”


  “Yeah, I guess. Maybe I’ll run down to the mall later just to make sure,” I told her unable to not notice the way her big nipples were tenting the shiny, satin material.


  “I’m so glad you’re coming, too,” she sighed, setting her spoon down in the bowl and looking over at me with a happy, contented look on her smiling face. “I’ve missed you.”


  “Where’s all this coming from? You never professed to miss me before,” I grinned.


  “I don’t know,” she softly laughed. “It’s different now. Back then I was just your little sister and you were my big, know-it-all brother. All that has changed. It’s kind of like we’re on even ground now. I can see you for who you are and not the demagogue I once thought you were.”


  “Well, that’s nice to know. A demagogue, huh? I never pictured myself as a demagogue, but I guess I can be a little overbearing every once in a while,” I laughed, “when I want to be.”


  “Yes, you can,” she told me, turning slightly as she spoke. And when she did, I saw that one of the buttons on the top of her pajamas was unbuttoned as the opening down the front ballooned out. When it did, I got a brief glimpse of white, quivering breast-flesh before she reached up and clamped the opening closed again.


  “Oops—” she giggled. “I don’t know what has gotten into me lately. I feel like such a klutz when I’m around you.”


  “You hide it well,” I smiled, glancing down art her fisted hand holding the opening clinched shut.


  “Yeah, right—” she fussed, slowly releasing her hold on her pajamas and seeing if they would stay closed this time. It did and she laid her hands down on each side of her bowl.


  “So, tell me, what happened between you and this Billy guy? I haven’t heard you mention him lately,” I asked her.


  “That’s an unpleasantry I’d rather forget,” she snorted, the sudden anger in her voice harsh and raw.


  “What happened?”


  “It’s kind of embarrassing,” she said. As she spoke, I saw a bright, red blush crawl out across her cheeks as she averted her eyes away from mine.


  “What? What did he do?”


  “It’s too embarrassing—” she sniffed, still unable to bring herself to look at me.


  “Come on, Sis, you can tell me. I’m your brother,” I told her reaching across the table and gently grasping her hands in mine. “Come on, tell me.”


  Finally, she looked over at me.


  “Jim, I’m not what he said,” she told me and I could see the tears welling up for a flood. “I’m not a slut—”


  “What?” I gasped, feeling like someone had hauled off and punched me in the belly. Why had the son-of-a-bitch said that about my sweet, little sister?


  “Oh, God, this is so embarrassing,” she wept, the tears finally starting to trickle down her blushed cheeks.


  “What?” I demanded, squeezing her hands harder.


  “I…I…I let him…oh, Jim it was horrible,” she sobbed, the tears becoming a river coursing down her cheeks. “It hurt, Jim. It hurt so bad…but he didn’t care. The only thing he cared about was him. He didn’t care if it hurt me as long as he got his, his…got what he wanted. It was terrible.”


  I didn’t know what to do. I’d never been in situation like this. This was almost as bad as some of the shit in Afghanistan, but this was different. It wasn’t me involved. It was my sister.


  “Then he lied about it…he, he put it on a web site. And when everyone saw it, it was like I had leprosy or something. No one would talk to me or even be seen with me. It was terrible,” she wept.


  “Did you tell mom and dad?” I asked her, squeezing her hands harder, trying to somehow take away some of the pain.


  “Tell them that I’d let a boy…No. It was too embarrassing,” she sniffed.


  “Can I see it?” I asked her as I tried to formulate a plan to rectify this situation.


  “Why? It’s embarrassing enough for you to even know about it without actually seeing it.”


  “Please…” I begged. There were the embers of a plan beginning to glow in my mind and I wanted to see the web site to fan those embers into flames. And then I would act.


  “This is so bad,” Cheryl sniffed, pulling her hands out of mine and pushing up onto her feet. As she did, the opening of her pajamas billowed out and gave me another brief glance of her beautiful, bare breasts. It was the oddest sensation seeing my sister in so much pain and yet in the midst of it all, I was sneaking a peek at her tits. I had to be the biggest bastard in the world. I was worthless. Someone ought to just take me out and shoot me.


  “Come on and I’ll show you,” she told me as she padded across the kitchen. To compound my self-hatred, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her sweet, little ass as it twitched back and forth while I was following her down to her room. Well, she was no virgin, I sickly thought.


  Seconds later we were both staring at the monitor of her computer when suddenly there was a picture of Cheryl looking back at us. She was wearing a minuscule bikini and the pose could only be considered provocative, considering the title of the website. It was labeled “Cheryl the SLUT.”


  I could feel my blood begin to boil as I read what the son-of-bitch had posted on his fucking website about my sweet, little sister, Cheryl.


  “Horny? Looking for a little USED pussy? Well, Cheryl Alston is your girl. I can vouch for her as I was the one who took her sweet, little cherry. Like I said, her pussy is a little used, and if you’re interested in a little “Oral” action, too, she is quite proficient in that field, too. So, if you’re interested, here’s your chance. Call her at 775-6598. Good luck, Billy—”


  “That punk,” I growled, looking over at my red-eyed sister. “Someone ought to teach him some fucking manners.”


  “It’s over now, Jim. I’m going away to college and I’ve changed my cell number,” she sniffed.


  “Where does this punk usually hang out when he’s not on his computer bullying girls?” I asked her.


  “Down at the basketball courts at school, but don’t do anything to get yourself in trouble, Jim,” she told me.


  “I won’t,” I snarled as I went stomping out of her room.


  I was so mad, Billy was lucky he wasn’t in the vicinity or he might be missing an arm or two or maybe a cock. Changing out of my pajamas, I slipped into my old Army fatigues.


  Now I’m no Arnold Schwarzenegger but at six foot two and two-thirty, there wasn’t a lot of fat on me and the Army had taught me how to take care of myself in a fight. But I didn’t think it would go that far as I knew how effective the element of surprise was in a conflict.


  Pulling up at the playground, I saw a little bunch of guys on the court shooting hoops down at one end of the courts and I picked out Billy as one of him from the picture Cheryl had sent me while I was over in Afghanistan.


  As I stepped onto the court, I saw all the guys stop and look over at me, but I just kept on walking.


  Finally I stopped when I was about three feet away from Billy.


  “You Billy Archer?” I asked him, gathering myself for the punch.


  “Who wants to know?” he smarted back at me.


  “Jim Alton—” I grunted aiming for his chin and swinging with all my might.


  My fist caught him right on the chin as his head flew back and he went sprawling onto the concrete on his back.


  “What the fuck—” he cursed, scrabbling and trying to get back up, but a foot on his groin stopped that.


  I saw a couple of the other guys make a move as if they were going to come to his aid, but a threatening look and a terse “This is between him and me. No one else needs to get involved,” stopped them in their tracks.


  Turning back to Billy, I added a little more pressure with my foot for emphasis, just to get his attention again.


  “You have one hour to remove that website and replace it with an apology,” I sneered down at him. “And if I ever catch you within a hundred yards of my sister I’ll cut off your fucking balls and shove them down your throat. Do you understand?”


  Billy lay looking up at me with hate gleaming in his eyes, but I knew that I had the upper hand as I watched him rubbing his chin.


  When he didn’t answer me, I added a little more pressure with my foot. I could feel the soft tissue under my sole giving and knew that I had my foot directly on top of his cock.


  “Do you understand?” I snarled, pushing harder.


  “Yeah, yeah, I get it—” Billy muttered, his hands closing around the ankle of my brogan, trying to push my boot off his cock.


  “Good, because I have better things to do than kick your scrawny ass,” I told him, lifting my foot off his crotch and stepping back. I didn’t give him a chance to retaliate as I turned on my heel and went marching across the court toward my car. I could feel Billy’s angry glare bouncing off my back as I stopped by my car and looked back over at the little knot of boys. They were all still looking at me, but Billy was glaring at me.


  Smiling to myself, I opened the door and crawled into my car.


  When I got back to the house, I saw that my dad’s car was parked in the garage, so I assumed that mom and dad had finished shopping. Walking across the living room, I looked out back and saw that mom, dad, and Cheryl were all out by the pool. As usual, mom and Cheryl were wearing bikinis and dad was wearing swimming trunks. Hurrying up to my room, I slipped into trunks and went down to join them out on the patio.


  “Where have you been?” my father asked me as he stepped over toward the bar.


  “I had some business to take care of,” I told him as I sat down in the chair sitting next to Cheryl.


  “Where did you go?” I heard her ask in a voice so low I knew that I was the only one who could hear her.


  “Let’s go up to your room, and I’ll tell you,” I smiled back at her.


  “Uh, okay,” she said, looking back at me with a puzzled look on her pretty face.


  Like a dolt, I watched her boobs heave, threatening to flop out of her bikini as she pushed up onto her bare feet. I was glad that I was wearing loose trunks as I could already feel my prick starting to firm up as I stood.


  “We’ll be back in a minute,” I heard Cheryl tell mom and dad as she started for the house. Like a happy, little puppy following his mom, I walked along just behind Cheryl. In her bikini, her pert, tight butt cheeks were almost completely exposed as I admired the way they rippled and quivered with each mincing step she took.


  “So, what’s the big secret that you couldn’t tell me in front of mom and dad?” she asked me once we were in her room.


  “Pull up Billy’s website,” I grinned.


  “Why, do you want to embarrass me again?”


  “No, just pull it up,” I told her, taking her by the shoulders and turning her around to face her computer.


  Sitting down in front of her computer, she quickly tapped a few keys and suddenly the monitor screen came to life.


  Then, as we both watched, the website flashed onto the screen.


  The phrase “Cheryl—I’m sorry—” had replaced the previous rant that had been there.


  “What?” Cheryl gasped, turning, looking at me, her big, blue eyes and her mouth wide open in surprise.


  “I just asked Billy if he’d like to remove what he said about you and apologize to you,” I grinned as I watched the look of surprise melt into a look of elation on my sister’s face.


  “I love you, Jim—” Cheryl gushed, jumping up and stumbling up in front of me.


  Then before I could move, she reached out and wrapped her arms around me and pulled me against her. With my arms trapped under hers, I couldn’t return the hug like I wanted to and was taken completely by surprise when Cheryl pressed her lips against mine in a hard, crushing kiss.


  I was at a loss for words as we stood, our bodies touching from head to toe while we kissed. It felt like electric sparks were arcing from everywhere our bodies touched and I could feel every sensual curve of her body thrusting against mine. I could feel the giving softness of her breasts pressing against my chest and then, to my shocked amazement, I thought I felt her rub her mons against my rock-hard cock.


  Then, as suddenly as it had begun, it was over as she stepped back away from me. As she did, I could see a bright, red flush spread out across her cheeks. She was breathing hard and looked like she was about to cry.


  “Thank you, Jim, thank you so much—” she told me, grinning from ear to ear.


  “Wow, if that’s the thanks I get, I think I’ll go do it again,” I laughed, still shaken by her over-enthusiastic remuneration.


  “Silly,” she smiled, reaching over and slowly running the backs of her fingers down my cheek. “I really meant it. Thank you so much. You don’t know how much it means to me.”


  “Hey, what are big brothers for if they can’t give their little sisters a hand every once in a while,” I smiled, returning the gesture and slowly running the backs of my fingers down her cheek. “If there’s anything else I can do for you…” I said, pausing for effect,”…anything…anything at all, just let me know.”


  Maybe that was the moment I was referring to at the start of all this. I don’t know what it was, but something changed between us at that moment. Before it had seemed that we were almost strangers, but now in that brief span of seconds, we became brother and sister again. But strangely, we now seemed to be closer than we had ever been before. Maybe even closer than brother and sister!


  “I will,” she whispered, leaning against me and giving me a soft, intimate kiss on the cheek.


  Then as we stepped apart again, I thought I felt her hand brush across my cock, but in the moment I couldn’t tell if it was an accident or on purpose.


  “We’d better get back downstairs before mom and dad think something is going on between us,” I heard her laugh as she grabbed hold of my hand and tugged me toward the door. “And we wouldn’t want them to think that…would we?”


  “Uh, yeah, uh, no, no, we wouldn’t want them to think that,” I agreed, my mind in a muddle. Was that a hint? She had finally come out and said it? She had insinuated that there could actually be something between us. That thought sent an electric charge straight down to my cock as it lurched down inside my trunks.


  The rest of the afternoon flashed by in a blur and as we were to depart at seven the next morning, everyone was in bed by eight.


  Lying in bed with my seemingly perpetually-hard cock in my hand, I hopefully waited for Cheryl to come to my room and finish what had nearly happened this afternoon, but she never came…


  ~~~


  I had the window seat and Cheryl was sitting next to me. Mom and dad were sitting together two rows back as the plane lifted off the runway and we settled back for the five-hour flight to Hawaii that would put us in there around ten in the morning. Although there seemed to be something between Cheryl and I bubbling just under the surface, neither of us seemed willing to divulge the secret and bring it up as I sat looking out the window and Cheryl leafed through a magazine. As we flew along, I rested my head against a pillow and watched out the window as the occasional boat drifted along below us while the monotonous drone of the engines had a tranquilizing effect on me and I felt myself drifting off to sleep.


  ~~~


  Something woke me. I don’t know what it was, but when I woke up I felt something resting on my shoulder and something soft and warm resting against my arm. The faint smell of shampoo and delicate fragrance of perfume wafted across my nose as I slowly opened my eyes. Turning my head slightly, I saw that it was Cheryl leaning against me with her head resting on my shoulder.


  We were both covered with a blanket that she must have covered us with before she went to sleep. Although I couldn’t see under the blanket, I came to the conclusion that the warm softness brushing against my arm must be her breast. Alarm bells began to clang inside my head as I felt a sudden charge of electric excitement fire off in my cock. And it was then that I felt something resting on my thigh. Her hand? Resting on my thigh only a couple of inches from my rapidly hardening peter.


  My fuzzy mind was reeling. It was all so stirring. The two of us intimately pressed together, touching. I had never experienced a stronger feeling of love and compassion for my sister. I could barely breathe or think. I wanted to do something to show her how I felt, but I was afraid to move. Afraid that if I did, I would break the spell and frighten her away.


  Minutes passed as I sat trying to think of what to do. Finally, I moved my hand which was resting on the seat between us. As I did, I felt my trembling fingers brush against the warm smoothness of bare skin. Should I? Should I dare try? Should I touch her there and see how she would react? I wanted to know. I wanted to know if she felt toward me like I felt toward her. But I was afraid.


  My heart was pounding so hard, I knew that everyone in the plane could hear it. I was afraid to breathe. I didn’t want her to wake up and find her brother groping her hot, little pussy.


  My fingers were moving so slow, I thought it would take the rest of the flight for me to ever touch her there, but I couldn’t risk waking her. Then my finger brushed the hem of her short skirt which had ridden up so high it was only a couple of inches below the luscious prize hidden under it. Letting my fingers slip under the skirt, I slowly made my way higher and higher.


  It seemed like hours before my fingers finally brushed against the soft, giving flesh between my sister’s legs.


  Oh, God! Oh, my God! An electric current shot up my arm as I realized that my fingers were touching bare flesh. Cheryl wasn’t wearing any panties! Again! I thought I was going to pass out as all the blood in my brain went screaming down to my achingly-hard penis. I’d never been as hard as I was at this very moment. I thought my cock was going to rip out of my short pants as I gently fingered the moist, soft folds of flesh between my sister’s legs. Then, I don’t know if I imagined it or if it even happened, but it felt like my sister’s legs parted ever so slightly. The roar inside my head was drowning out the roar of the jet engines outside as I lovingly probed the wet, sticky flesh, searching for the opening of her sex.


  Then all of a sudden, the plane lurched, startling me and waking Cheryl. As Cheryl jerked upright in her seat, I jerked my hand away from her pussy, and I felt her hand bump against my cock as she pulled her hand off my thigh.


  “What was that?” I heard her ask as she looked around me to look out at the window. As she did, the blanket fell down into her lap and I couldn’t help but notice how much her nipples were tenting her tee shirt. They were definitely hard and swollen. From arousal, I wondered?


  “An air pocket, I guess—” I muttered, cursing whatever it had been that woke her.


  Then she looked back at me and smiled.


  “Did you have a good nap?” she asked.


  “Yeah, uh, did you?”


  “Yeah. I hope you didn’t mind me borrowing your shoulder. It looked so inviting and much more comfy than a pillow,” she said, reaching over and giving my thigh an intimate squeeze.


  “No, use it anytime you feel like it,” I grinned, reaching over and giving her leg a soft grope just above the knee.


  “It’s so nice being around you again, Jim,” she sighed. “It’s different now. Now that we’re both, you know, uh, grown up and all.”


  “Yeah, I know what you mean. I was just thinking about that the other day. It really feels different than it did before…”


  “I’m glad we’re going to get to spend this time together before we go off to college and stuff,” she smiled, giving my leg another little squeeze. But this time I realized her hand had moved higher up my thigh. And closer to my aching cock.


  We both seemed to be sparring with each other, neither having the courage to tell the other what was really on our minds.


  The plane lurched again, banking as it began its descent down toward Honolulu. At last, the plane landed and we disembarked. It was one o’clock before we got out of the airport, had lunch and finally checked into our rooms.


  Slipping into my bathing trunks, I stepped down the hallway to Cheryl’s room which was the room adjacent to mine. Mom and dad were staying in the room on the other side of Cheryl’s.


  Knocking on the door, I heard Cheryl holler out a “Who’s there?”


  “It’s the big, bad wolf and I’ve come to eat you up,” I laughed, realizing that there was an awful lot of wishful thinking in the remark.


  “Promises, promises,” Cheryl smarted back as the door came open and she stuck her head around it. “What do you want?” she asked me, standing keeping her body hidden from view, I guessed that she didn’t have any clothes on.


  “Oh, I just came over to see what you were doing,” I lied. “Aren’t you going to invite me in?”


  “I don’t have any clothes on,” she fussed, pushing the door a little more closed.


  “Oh, that’s okay with me. I don’t mind,” I chuckled.


  What happened next took me totally by surprise and I certainly wasn’t expecting it.


  Suddenly the door swung open and there stood my naked sister smirking back at me with a mischievous smile on her pretty lips. She was fucking, knock-down gorgeous as I gawked at her naked body in worshipful adoration. But regrettably I only had a couple of seconds to bask in the awesome splendor of her beauty before she stepped behind the door and partially closed it again.


  “There—was that what you wanted?” she smirked.


  “God, Cheryl, your fucking gorgeous,” I groaned as my poor, old cock was still twitching and jerking from the electricity jolting through it.


  “So what did you really want, Jim?” she smiled flirtatiously batting her big, blue eyes at me as I stood out in the hallway trying to catch my breath.


  “Uh, I, uh, I was going down to the beach and I wanted to see if you wanted to tag along?” I asked her.


  “Sure, let me throw on a suit and I’ll meet you down there. The life guards might not let me on the beach dressed like this,” she giggled.


  “They’d be crazy not to,” I mumbled, knowing that my face had to be the color of cooked beets.


  “See yuh—” she snickered, closing the door in my face.


  Seeing my sister naked was like my first visit to the optometrist and getting my first pair of glasses. I’d seen her countless times in a bikini, but seeing her totally, bare-assed naked was almost like seeing her for the very first time. Maybe I was just biased because she was my sister and all, but her big tits with their dusky-pink areolas were far and away the prettiest pair of boobs I’d ever seen up close and personal. And my earlier assumption about the shaving of her mons had been re-confirmed, as it was as smooth and bald as a baby’s behind. She was fucking beautiful.


  As I shuffled my way down to the beach, my poor cock was so hard I could have driven railroad spikes into ties with it. It was like I was a piece of flotsam caught in the swirling edges of a whirlpool and being slowly, but inexorably drawn toward the whirling core of the churning mass of passion and fervor that now seemed to exist between my sister and I.


  Waiting for Cheryl to join me, I sat in a beach lounger watching all the pretty, scantily-clad women and girls parading up and down the beach. I was so horny I would have fucked any of them at the drop of a hat, but down deep inside I knew that there was one girl that I wanted most of all. And that girl was my sister, Cheryl.


  Suddenly I heard the tinkle of ice against glass and then found my vision blocked by a pair of tiny, soft hands as I felt a pair of boobs brush against my ears.


  “Guess who—” I heard Cheryl giggle as I was enveloped in the fragrance of coconuts. It smelled like she had taken a bath in sun screen. And strangely, one of her hands was colder than the other one.


  “Uh, Mae West?” I snickered, turning my head to the side slightly and kissing one of the majestic wonders straddling my head.


  “Wrong—” Cheryl laughed, pulling her hands away from my eyes and stepping back away from me. “I guess you don’t win the prize.”


  “And just what would that prize have been,” I asked her as she plopped down into the lounger beside me.


  “Something you would’ve probably enjoyed as much as I would have,” she softly said as I saw her eyes dart down to bulge of my rather obvious erection.


  As her eyes flitted back up to my face, I reached down and moved things around so that it wouldn’t be quite so obvious.


  “You got a fake ID?” I asked her glancing at the drink sitting on the table between us.


  “No, I made it myself,” she laughed.


  “Better not let mom and dad catch you,” I grinned. Our parents were pretty liberal about drinking and they had let me drink around the house after I was eighteen, so I imagined that the same rules probably applied in Cheryl’s case.


  “They know,” she smiled.


  “Oh, really…” I grinned back.


  “So…what did you think? Did you like what you saw?” she smiled at me as she reached over and picked up the tall, skinny glass that she had placed on the table between us when she had sneaked up on me.


  “Like it—I fucking loved it, pardon my French—” I told her, picking up my beer and taking a swig off it. “I think I’d like to see more of it,” I boldly flirted.


  “Oh, you would, would you—” Cheryl flirted back, setting her drink back on the table and taking a quick look around the beach to see if anyone was looking. Then before I knew what was happening, she reached down and pulled the top of her bikini up off her big, beautiful tits. “You mean like this?” she giggled making the dangling treasures jiggle and quiver in the bright, afternoon sunlight.


  I was stunned as I gawked down at her breasts in awe-struck adoration. They seemed to be growing more and more beautiful every time I got to see them.


  “Uh, uh, cover them up, Cheryl,” I muttered, not wanting her too, but jealously not wanting anyone else to see them and afraid she might get us kicked off the beach. And especially not mom and dad, should they stumble upon us. That would ruin everything if they knew what seemed to be going on between their son and daughter.


  “What, you don’t want to see them anymore?” she fussed, pouting out her lower lip as she tugged the bikini back down over her breasts.


  “What if mom and dad saw you do that?” I groaned, staring down at her now-covered breasts again as she picked her drink back up.


  “They didn’t,” Cheryl said, taking a sip on her drink. “I think that they were busy doing something else,” she laughed. “I heard some weird, bumping sounds coming from their room just before I came down, so I think they were occupied with each other.”


  “Mom and dad?” I groaned, trying to picture the two of them in bed going at it. This whole thing was getting crazier and crazier by the minute. My mother and father up in their room fucking while my sister and I were sitting out on the beach casually discussing it. Crazy.


  “Yeah,” she laughed. “They do it a lot, you know.”


  “Pardon me?” I asked her, not believing what she had just told me.


  “Yeah, I can hear them at night at home. They do it just about every night,” she smiled, taking a suggestive suck on the straw sticking out of her drink.


  “Well, it’s not like they’re in their nineties or something, I guess. They’re only in their forties, so…” I mumbled, letting my eyes brush over her breasts again.


  “Whoops. Maybe I was wrong. Here they come now,” Cheryl said, looking over my shoulder and waving.


  “Hi, Mom, Dad,” she called out as I turned and watched my mother and father trudging through the sand toward us.


  “So what are you two doing?” my father asked as they stepped up beside my lounger.


  “Just hanging out,” I mumbled, feeling a blush spread out across my cheeks as the picture of them up in their room fucking flashed back through my spinning brain.


  “You’d better put some more sun screen on,” my mother warned. “Your face looks like it’s already burned.”


  “Uh, yeah, uh, I’ll do that—” I lied, trying to keep my eyes off my mother’s mountainous breasts that were straining against her tiny bikini top that was having to work overtime to try and support the giants.


  “We were just going to have dinner and wondered if you two wanted to join us,” she smiled, seeming oblivious to my dilemma.


  “Uh, sure,” I said, pushing up out of my lounger.


  Cheryl and I joined mom and dad for dinner which thankfully passed quickly. I’d never really thought about mom and dad as, well as sexually active, but Cheryl’s revelation that “they do it a lot, you know” made me feel strangely uncomfortable around them.


  ~~~


  It had been a long day and my time schedules were all messed up. Afghanistan, California, and now Hawaii, I didn’t know what time it was and a night of TV seemed preferable to floundering around on a dance floor in one of the many nightclubs sprinkled around Waikiki Beach. As a group, we all rode the elevator up to our floor and made our way down to our rooms. Then with promises to join together at breakfast tomorrow, we all made our ways to our rooms.


  Pitching my room key card on the coffee table, I turned on the TV and made myself a stiff drink. Kicking my loafers off, I plopped down on the couch, kicked my feet up on the coffee table and leaned back to watch TV. It was Monday night and there wasn’t anything on worth watching except, strangely enough, Hawaii Five-O and it didn’t come on for another thirty minutes.


  Sitting on the couch absent-mindedly thinking back over the day, I couldn’t seem to get the image of my naked sister out of my mind. That brief but dazzling display of flesh had burned itself so deeply into my memory banks, I knew that if I lived to be a hundred I would remember every tantalizing detail of her exquisite body. And then there had been the blatant display of her breasts down on the beach. That had taken me completely by surprise. I was beginning to think that maybe my sweet, little sister might be somewhat of a prick tease.


  Just then I thought I heard a soft tapping on my door. It had been so soft, I didn’t know if I was imagining it or it had really been someone knocking. Getting up to see, I heard it again only louder this time. Was it Cheryl? Or my parents? Who else could it be?


  Slipping the chain out of its slot, I unlocked the door and pulled it open. A rush of excitement and expectation washed over me as I saw that it was Cheryl standing out in the hallway. She was wearing the same pair of black, satin pajamas she had been wearing yesterday morning. For some strange convoluted reason, that seemed to have been years ago, not yesterday.


  “Hi, what’cha doing?” I heard her ask.


  “Just watching TV…come on in?” I grinned, stepping back out of the doorway so she could step inside my room.


  “Sure,” she said, glancing over her shoulder in the direction of our parent’s room.


  Closing the door behind her, I slipped the chain back into its slot and re-locked the door.


  “So what were you watching?” she asked me as she padded over to the little wet bar beside the small refrigerator sitting by the TV. “You mind if I make myself a drink?”


  “Sure, go ahead and knock yourself out. I was just waiting for McGarret and Danno to come on,” I told her flopping back down on the couch and watching her make her drink.


  The light from the lamp was shimmering off her black satin pajamas highlighting every delightful curve and swoop of her body as she opened the refrigerator and pulled out a Coke.


  “Want me to refresh your drink,” she asked me as she filled a glass with ice cubes and then twisted the cap off one of the little bottles lining the back of the bar.


  “Sure,” I grinned starting to get up to carry my drink over to her.


  “I’ll get it,” she told me, turning and stepping toward me, rolling her hips with exaggerated gusto as she strutted back over to the coffee table. As she did, I could see that the two top buttons on her pajama top were now unbuttoned as her big breasts rolled and frolicked under the thin black satin like two puppies in a sack. And, as it was with my cock, I could see that her nipples were swollen and stiff as they tented the shimmering satin. Leaning down, bending at the waist, she bent over to pick up my glass. As she did, the laws of physics took over and the front of her pajamas billowed open revealing her beautiful, dangling breasts.


  Looking up at me, she smiled, pausing as I gawked down at the dangling treasures while they gently bobbled and bumped against one another until at last, she stood back up and went swishing back over to the bar.


  Finally, I had, had enough. I had to tell her what I thought.


  “Sis, I hope that this doesn’t sound to forward or anything, but you’ve got the prettiest breasts I’ve ever seen,” I mumbled.


  “What did you say?” I heard her ask as she turned toward me making her tits roll and sway down inside her pajamas.


  “I said that you had the prettiest breasts I’ve ever seen. They’re gorgeous.”


  “Do you really think so,” she smiled and then turned to face away from me while she finished refreshing my drink.


  “Yes, I do,” I inanely muttered, feeling a warm blush spreading out over my cheeks.


  Then when she turned back around, I saw that all four buttons on her pajama top were unbuttoned and the top was dangling down off her shoulders with about a three-inch gap between the unbuttoned edges.


  “God, Sis, why are you teasing me this way?” I groaned, watching the opening fluttering open and shut as she sauntered back toward the couch.


  “You want me to button it back up?” she asked, the look on her face suddenly serious. “I will…if you want me to.”


  “No, Cheryl, but I have to know—what is all this leading to?” I asked as she melted down on the couch beside me and set both drinks down on the coffee table in front of us. Then, to my stunned amazement, she reached down and picked my hand up from my lap. Looking down, I watched as she eased my hand down under the edge of her pajama top. A jolt of electricity fired off down in my cock as my fingers brushed up against the warm, giving flesh of her breast.


  “Touch it, Jim—” she whispered, gently pressing her breast against my hand as her hand curled around behind my head and pulled me down to her. Sparks popped and arced from the tiny expanse of skin when our lips touched.


  My trembling fingers found the springy, hard jut of her nipple almost at the same time her tongue forced its way into my mouth. My heart was pounding so hard, I thought it was going to burst out of my chest. And the roaring in my ears became so loud, I thought I was going to pass out. I had never experienced a level of excitement this intense. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t breathe. All I could do was gently, lovingly caress the hard, rubbery nub pressing against my fingers as Cheryl’s hot, probing tongue swirled and whirled around inside my mouth.


  Then as suddenly as it had begun it was over as Cheryl leaned back and scooted down to the other end of the couch. Stunned, I watched her pajamas top billow out as she reached back down in front of me to retrieve her drink.


  “I can’t stand much more of this, Cheryl,” I groaned.


  “You want me to go back to my room?” she asked me.


  “Just tell me what you want, Cheryl. That’s all I ask.” I was terrified that I might lose everything if I rushed her into a decision.


  “Oh, Jim, I don’t know what I want. I’m so confused. All this is so exciting and so, so taboo, but I’m afraid,” she sniffed as a big, glistening tear slowly trickled down her cheek. “You’re my brother and…oh, Jim it would be so wrong. It hurt so much the first time and I’m afraid it will hurt again. And what if someone finds out?”


  I didn’t know what to tell her. I wanted her more than I’d ever wanted anything in my whole life, but I would never do anything to hurt her. It had to be of her own free will. I wouldn’t coerce her into it.


  “I don’t know what to tell you, Cheryl. I don’t think I’ve ever wanted anything so much in my whole life…but, I won’t do anything until you’re one hundred percent sure that it’s what you want to do,” I told her, wanting to take her in my arms and convince her that it would be okay. But something, one last vestige of decency was holding me back, making me maintain my distance to leave the decision up to her.


  “I don’t know what to do, Jim,” she told me, sniffing, wiping the back of her hand across her cheek to wipe away the tears and then taking a swig of her drink.


  “Do whatever you want, Cheryl. Whatever you say, I’ll abide by it. If you say that you don’t want to…or can’t, I’ll understand. It is a big decision and I want you to feel comfortable with what you decide.”


  “Jim, this is so hard. I thought it would be easy, but it’s the most difficult decision I’ve ever had to make. I want you, uh, us to…so much, but what if it’s a mistake and we find out that we’re, we’re not right for each other? It’s not a blackboard where you can just erase it and start all over again. Whatever we do, we’re stuck with each other. It’s not like we can just break it off and go our separate ways. We’re brother and sister, not boyfriend and girlfriend. Either way, it’s final once we decide what we’re going to do.”


  “You’ve got all week to decide, Cheryl. And if you haven’t made your mind up by then, well, there’s two months before college, and if that’s not enough time, we’ll be going to the same college. So time is not an issue here.” I explained to her. “I’ll wait for your decision before I do anything.”


  Maybe if her mind was really into it and she realized that time wasn’t a factor, maybe it would help her make up her mind, I hopefully thought.


  “This is not the way I planned it to end tonight, Jim,” Cheryl told me, her voice barely above a whisper. “It was supposed to be…supposed to be so different,” she said and I could hear the anguish in her voice.


  Then as I sat watching, not knowing what to say or to do, Cheryl brought her drink up to her lips, tossed her head back, finished it in one quick gulp and set her glass down on the coffee table. I wanted to take her in my arms and end all this nonsense, but I couldn’t. She had to do this on her own volition. I would not coerce her into it.


  “I’m really sorry, Jim,” I heard her sob as she sat buttoning her pajamas back up. Then she pushed up onto her feet and almost ran over to the door. It was over, I told myself as I watched her fumbling with the chain lock. When it was undone, she grabbed hold of the doorknob and jerked the door open. She started to step out into the hallway, but stopped. As she turned back to face me, I could see the angst in her face. As she stood there looking at me with tears streaming down her cheeks I saw her mouth the words, “I love you so much…I’m so sorry…” Then she was gone.


  My poor brain was mush. We had been so close, yet so far away from turning our coquetry into something else. Turning it into the real thing. But now it was done. Our secret desires were all laid out on the table. It was Cheryl’s turn to play her cards and see if we had a winning hand… or find out we’d just gone bust.


  Getting up, I mindlessly shuffled over to the door, slowly slipped the chain lock back into its slot and locked the door. I wanted to hit something. Hit something and vent some of the frustration I was feeling. But I didn’t.


  As I picked up our glasses to take them over to the sink, I noticed that something was missing. Where was my key card? I knew that I had tossed it on the coffee table when I had come back from dinner. Bending down, I looked under the table thinking that it had somehow gotten knocked off while I had been watching TV. But there was no card. Where had it gone?


  It was like a brick hitting me squarely between the eyes. Cheryl? Had Cheryl taken it? And if she had, what was she planning to do with it? Was she going to come back? Was she going to use it to get back into my room later tonight? A sizzle of expectant excitement shot through my cock that had been slowly subsiding from its previous aching hardness.


  What other explanation could there be? Suddenly I was alive with anticipation. But I had to be sure, I told myself as I dropped to my knees on the floor by the coffee table. Bending down, looking under the table, I reached under it and swiped my hands from side to side searching everywhere, making sure that I hadn’t overlooked it. There was no card! It was gone. She must have taken it.


  Standing back up, I looked over at the door expecting to see her come stepping back inside with the card in her hand and a mischievous smile on her lips. Then I saw the chain was locked. If she did come back later, she wouldn’t be able to get in. Stepping back across the room, I quickly unfastened the chain lock. Smiling, I watched the little chain swing back and forth a couple of times before it came to rest dangling down from the lock.


  This was all a little foolish, and dangerous, I told myself as I hurried back over to the bar and made myself another stiff drink. What if a burglar sneaked in? He, or she could rob me blind. But hoping that Cheryl might come back, it was a risk I was willing to take.


  Flicking off all the lights except the little night light by the door, I hurried down to the bathroom. I took the shortest, quickest shower in the history of mankind and moments later, I was lying in my bed waiting. Waiting to see what Cheryl had in mind. The anticipation of her return had already worked its magic on my cock which was lying on my belly, hard and stiff. I was ready. Ready to show Cheryl that making love didn’t have to be like it had been between her and that bastard, Billy. I would show her how love was supposed to be.


  I hadn’t been in bed more than ten minutes when I thought I heard something. My heart was pounding so hard though, I could barely hear anything over it and the roar of blood coursing through my fevered brain. Listening as hard as I could, I thought I heard the door being closed. Was it Cheryl? Or was it a thief? There was no way to tell. I would just have to wait and find out. I couldn’t make anything out in the dark as I lay there waiting. The only light was the light coming from the nightlight out by the front door and all that provided was the faint outline of the door in the dark of the room.


  Then I saw the shadowy outline of a figure step into the doorway. Even in the dim light, I could see that outline of the body was that of a girl. It was Cheryl! I thought my heart was going to leap out of my chest as I lay watching her standing in the doorway. As I lay waiting, I realized that I had stopped breathing. Taking a quick breath, I saw Cheryl hesitantly step into my bedroom and slowly make her way toward my bed. The bale of cotton that had suddenly appeared in my mouth was so big you could have made a mattress out of it as I tried to swallow and found I couldn’t.


  Finally, she was so close I could have reached out and touched her as I felt the bed shake when her leg bumped up against it.


  “Jim…” I heard Cheryl whisper.


  “Yes, Cheryl, I’m here,” I whispered back afraid to make a noise or touch her, afraid I would frighten her away.


  “I came back,” she said in a low, husky voice that was quavering with emotion.


  “Don’t be frightened,” I told her as I reached out to her. “I won’t hurt you…I promise,” I told her in the most soothing, soft voice I could find.


  Then my fingertips brushed against her leg. But it wasn’t warm skin I was touching. It was the silky smoothness of nylon. She was wearing nylons! For some strange, bizarre reason, that made this all seem even more exciting than it already was. What else was she wearing? I had to see. I wanted to see how she had come to me.


  “Can I turn the light on? I want to see you. I want to see how beautiful you are,” I groaned.


  But I didn’t have to move as I was suddenly blinded when the lamp on the nightstand by the bed flashed on. Blinking my eyes, trying to get them to work again, it took a good five or ten seconds before I could see again.


  When I could see I saw Cheryl standing by the bed looking down at me with a frightened, panicky look on her pretty face. She looked terrified.


  “God, Cheryl, you’re so beautiful,” I moaned, letting my eyes play down her body as I lay looking up at her. Her long, auburn hair was hanging down over her shoulders and her big, beautiful breasts were bare, softly quivering in cadence with the rushed rhythm of her breathing. As my eyes moved lower, I saw that she had a lacy, little garter belt wrapped around her waist with six long, elastic garters stretching down to the tops of her sheer, black hose. Somehow, the black garters stretching down, framing her little, pink pussy made it seem even more vulnerable and delicate. In the harsh glare of the light from the lamp, I could see that the fleshy, pink lips of her pussy were glistening wetly, covered with the evidence of her arousal. And down below, her tiny feet were encased in a pair of black, patent-leather stilettos with at least four-inch spiked heels.


  “Do I look silly dressed like this?” she asked in a trembling voice.


  “Oh, God, no, Honey, you look beautiful,” I groaned, reaching out, wrapping my arms around her hips and pulling her against me. As I did, my lips quickly found the soft, moist succulence at the tip of her flat, firm belly. Snaking my tongue out between my lips, I found the hard nub of her clit and flicked it.


  “Oh, Jim,” I heard her groan as her hips twitched and she pressed herself against my face.


  I wanted to taste her, to touch her like this, to smell her, but laying the way I was it was very awkward.


  Leaning back away from her, I let go of her and grabbed hold of the sheet that was draped across me. Flinging it back off me, I sat up and swung my legs off over the edge of the bed.


  “It’s big—bigger than his—” I heard Cheryl gasp and I saw that she was staring down at my cock as it jutted up from between my legs.


  “I won’t hurt you, Cheryl,” I whispered pushing up onto my feet in front of her. Gently clutching hold of her waist, I shuffled us around until the backs of her long, curvaceous legs were pressed against the bed. Then taking hold of her by the shoulders, I gently, but forcefully pushed her down onto the bed.


  “What? What do you want me to do, Jim?” she asked me as she slowly melted down onto the edge of the bed. “Tell me what to do.”


  “Lay down,” I whispered, continuing to force her down onto her back. Finally she was lying sprawled out, half on and half off the bed with her butt resting on its edge. Her long legs were stretched out in front of her, bent at the knees with the soles of her stiletto high-heels resting on the carpet.


  As she lay looking up at me with that same frightened, panicky look in her eyes, I slowly knelt down on the floor in front of her legs.


  Reaching out, I gently slipped my hands down between her knees and began to push them apart. Strangely, I felt the muscles in her legs tighten as she resisted.


  “What do you want me to do, Jim?” she asked in a quavering voice.


  “Spread yourself for me, Little Sister. Open yourself so that your big brother can show his love for you,” I murmured feeling the resistance melt away as her legs slowly parted to bare the secrecy of her womanness to me. I was almost overcome by my love for my sister as the beautiful rose between her legs unfurled to expose the cream-filled furrow between the delicate, pink petals.


  Leaning down, starting at her nylon-clad knee, I slowly kissed my way up her thigh toward the precious treasure that awaited the touch of my lips. As I kissed higher, I felt my lips move off the slippery smoothness of the nylon and off onto the warm velvetiness of her bare skin.


  Softly nibbling and kissing, I made my way higher and higher across the expanse of soft, bare skin between the top of her stocking and her waiting pussy. Softly blowing, I let my warm breath wash over the wet, sticky folds of flesh. I heard her gasp, her fingers digging down into the mattress as I felt her squirm. Then, slipping my arms under her legs, I lifted them up and gently deposited them on my shoulders. I could feel the backs of Cheryl’s stockinged calves and her high heels brushing against my back as I inhaled deeply and savored the heady, musky-sweet smell of her sex. Leaning lower, I gave her oozing pussy a long, firm lick, and then another, feeling her soft outer lips opening under my tongue. Wriggling my tongue around in the wet softness, I sought out the spots within the clinging flesh that I hoped would bring her the most pleasure.


  “Jim,” she softly moaned and then made a surprised little noise as my tongue found her clit again. Lashing the swollen nub with my tongue, I felt her shudder as her fingers clawed deeper into the mattress. As I licked, I felt the back of her heels dig into my back as she tried to find the leverage to press herself against my eagerly-lapping tongue. Burrowing my tongue into the pussy that I had been dreaming about ever since I had returned from the war, I lost myself in the sweet, silky velvet of the soft, slippery flesh under my tongue. I could feel the heat emanating from the opening of her pussy as I probed it with my stiffened tongue. Her legs were trembling, her thighs squeezing against my cheeks tighter and tighter as my tongue eagerly explored her soft folds.


  “Is it good,” I asked her, lifting my tongue long enough to murmur. But then, before she could respond, I lashed my tongue over her bare clit.


  “God, yes,” she groaned out as I felt out the erect, exposed little nub under my tongue. The moment I felt it, I let my tongue flutter, knowing exactly where to touch her to bring her the most pleasure. Cheryl seemed lost in her own little world as I heard a choked gasp waft down to my ears. Her little butt was wriggling and squirming around so wildly I was afraid she might slip off the bed as I feasted on the precious delicacy between her trembling legs. Chancing a look up, I saw that her big, flattened breasts were heaving up and down with anxious, excited breaths, as her wide eyes stared straight up at the ceiling.


  Wanting to prolong her excitement and protract her pleasure, I slowed my tongue, giving her gentle, luxurious licks and felt her shudder as her eyes drifted shut. I exulted in the sheer perversity of it all, my own arousal throbbing and pulsating down between my legs as I burrowed my tongue deeper, swirling it lightly around her clit and then dipping it inside her. Reveling in the sweet, tangy flavor that coated my tongue, I ran it from the top of her slit to the bottom, rubbing it from side to side, exploring every little nook and cranny of her pussy. As I did, I was finding many sensitive spots judging from her shaky breathing and little gasps of pleasure. I knew that I could do this forever and I never wanted to stop.


  Letting my tongue slide deep inside her, I almost moaned, reveling in the heady flavor of her sex. The sweet tartness of the nectar flowing from her cunt and the excited scent of her sex was filling my head and my mind as I swirled my now-slippery tongue over her clit. I heard another soft moan escape out from her lips as I slowly accelerated. Sucking the little bead out of its fleshy sheath, I vibrated my tongue on the tip and felt Cheryl’s hips lift off the bed while her heels dug into my back.


  I could sense her finish was near as she strained against me, grunting and groaning with the effort.


  Then, all of a sudden, her hips lurched as she grunted softly and gasped.


  Her hips jerked several more times, twitching, lurching while I drank deeply of the delicious nectar flowing from her contracting, dilating pussy. I lost track of time and didn’t know how long it had lasted for her, but finally another deep shudder spasmed through her body and she slowly began to relax, her body going totally limp, her breathing suddenly deep and labored.


  Lingering between her outstretched legs, I gently licked her clean before I slowly lifted my mouth off her sex and looked up to find her big, blue eyes looking down at me. As they did, they had that unfocused, dreamy look in them that women have in their eyes after they come.


  “Was it good for you, Cheryl?” I softly asked, easing her legs down off my shoulders and setting her feet back down on the floor.


  “Oh, James, James, it, it was the best one I’ve ever had,” she gushed. “Kiss me—”


  Struggling up to my feet, I stretched out my arms to support myself as I leaned down over her and found her rose-petal soft lips with mine. As I did, I felt her hot, little tongue force its way into my mouth. I thought I was going to pass out from all the blood pouring down into my steel-hard cock. It was so hard, it ached.


  Finally, gasping for breath, we mutually broke the kiss. As we did, Cheryl dug her elbows down in the mattress and using them and the pointy heels of her high heels pushed herself back onto the middle of the bed to make room for me.


  “Are you sure you want to do this, Cheryl?” I asked her, wanting her more than I’d ever wanted anything in my whole life, but wanting one last confirmation before the final desecration. “What do you want, Cheryl? What do you want?” I frantically asked knowing that if I didn’t do something soon, my cock was going to be wastefully spurting its creamy load out into the air.


  “I want you to come inside me, Jim…I want to feel like a woman again. I don’t want to feel like Billy’s slut. I want to be my big brother’s lover,” she whispered and smiled, slowly running her hand down to her pussy and fingering the lips of her hot, oozing pussy open. “Come inside your little sister.”


  “Oh, God,” I groaned, dropping down onto my all fours over her.


  Dipping my hips, I lowered my cock down toward the tiny, forbidden opening between my sister’s outstretched legs. As I did, I felt her fingers find my twitching cock and push it down, guiding it, aiming it down at the tiny, pink gash.


  Would it fit, I frantically wondered, staring down at the small opening as she pushed my cock down until the big, goo-slathered head brushed up against the opening of her pussy. She had said he hurt her. And she had also said that I was bigger.


  “Put it in, Jim, put it in me,” she gurgled out, lifting her hips and pushing her pussy back against the tapered head of my dick.


  Surely I was going to hell for this, I told myself as I lowered my hips and pushed my cock down into the strangling tightness of my sister’s tight, almost-virgin pussy. There would be a special place in hell for depraved brothers like me I told myself. A hellish place ruled over by the Devil himself…


  A frown etched her forehead as she strained back against my cock. For a while, it didn’t seem possible that it would fit inside her as I pushed down at the tight stricture of her vagina. I’d never had a pussy as tight and wet as I pushed into her forcing the evil creature down into the clinging depths of her inviolate vagina. Then suddenly, I felt the muscles encircling the opening relax and my big, hard peter went sliding down into the clutching tightness of her cunt.


  I couldn’t stop the plunge and my cock went sliding down into the core of her womanhood, stopping only when my hairy groin nudged up against her bald, shaven mons.


  “God, I love you, Cheryl—” I groaned out, grinding myself against her, slowly twirling my hard, stiff cock around in the tight, muck of her pussy.


  “It doesn’t hurt—it doesn’t hurt—” she whimpered, looking up at me as if I had performed some kind of miracle. “It feels good. So, so good—” she murmured as I felt her tight, little pussy clutch down around my embedded cock.


  I ought to kill that son-of-a-bitch, I angrily thought. He’d given poor Cheryl six months of hell before I came back to save her. I think he’d actually convinced Cheryl that she was a slut and his entire problem was her fault. My poor, sweet Cheryl, I’ll never let another man hurt you little sister.


  “Yesssss…” she hissed out, clutching her pussy tighter down around my cock as she pushed herself back up at me. “I am woman…you made me feel whole again, Big Brother…”


  “Good—” I gasped out, jerking my hips back and pulling my cock back down the juice-flooded channel of her hot, little pussy.


  “So big! So hard!” she groaned out, grabbing at my cock with her pussy as I sent it plunging back down into the searing heat of her cunt.


  In a sick, twisted way, it was almost like giving her back the innocence Billy had stolen from her as I worked my cock in and out of her at a feverish pace. Somehow, it was as if I had given her self-dignity back to her. I had given it back to her. She was truly woman now, I feverishly thought as our bellies ground together. Albeit a damaged woman, ruined by her own brother’s gluttonous greed, but a woman nonetheless. We were now one, joined in the sickest way imaginable. Brother and sister. Man and woman. Incestuous lovers taking part in a desecration of all that was good and decent.


  “My Cheryl…my Dear, Sweet Cheryl,” I groaned out, groveling in my own depraved gluttony as I fucked my sister with deep, powerful strokes.


  “Yes, oh, yes, Jim, yes, like that! Fuck me like that…” she hissed, thrusting herself back up at me.


  I felt myself slipping. Slipping down into a hellish place no man ever wanted to find himself. I felt myself falling deeper in love with the beautiful girl who lay below me. But not the kind of love a brother should feel for his sister. The one girl in the whole world I had no right to love this way. It wasn’t the caring, protective love a brother should feel for his sister. No, it wasn’t that kind of love. It was the fiery, possessive love a man feels for his lover. The love that could consume a man and drive him crazy with envy and possessiveness. Drive him to do things no man should ever do. I would never let another man touch her…No other man would ever have her this way…I would kill to prevent that!


  But that was something we could worry about later. Now, I must bring her pleasure. Show her that our love was so much more. Show her that I would never mistreat her like Billy had. I must give her another orgasm. I must show her what it was like to be a woman. What it was like to be loved by a man who would do anything to bring her pleasure.


  Stiffening my arms, I looked down on her as I furiously worked my hips back and forth, driving my cock in and out of her hot, slavering pussy. She had her legs bent at the knees, feet resting between my calves, and thrusting them down onto the bed as she humped herself up at me. Her head was thrown back and her eyes had a wild, crazed look in them as she fucked herself back at me. I could feel her sharp fingernails digging into my skin as she pushed and pulled on me, urging me on, urging me to fuck her harder and harder.


  The fiery pressure down inside my flopping balls was building and I knew that I was about to blow.


  “Yes—Yes—oh, Yes, Jim—Yes—” she hissed, her fingers clawing, digging into my sweaty skin. “Make me come, Jim, make me come,” she pleaded, straining, thrusting herself back up at me as I mercilessly pounded my cock in and out of my sister’s hungry cunt.


  Fighting to hold back the impending explosion, I worked harder, driving my charged prick in and out of her at a feverish pace.


  “Come, Cheryl, come, my sweet,” I panted, humping her for all I was worth. “I—can’t—hold—it—back—much—longer—” I grunted out between thrusts.”


  “Almost, Jim, almost, I can feel it, I feel it…” she growled out.


  Biting her lower lip, she gazed up into my eyes with a distant, faraway, unfocused look. I could see and feel that she was nearing release. The muscles in her arms and legs were already quivering and straining as she fought closer and closer to her finish. Her beautiful tits were bounding up and down wildly in rhythm with the pounding attack I was inflicting on her pussy. But she was taking it all without a hint of complaint.


  I could feel the pool of molten cream down inside my balls growing hotter and hotter as they flopped back and forth slapping up against my sister’s sweaty, upturned butt. I couldn’t believe that I was defiling my own sister this way.


  My sick, deranged love for Cheryl was filling my brain with its evil power. It was a love that had shoved aside my brotherly love for her and replaced it with this…this sick, twisted love of her and her body. It was a love I had never felt before. And now that it was happening, it was quickly overwhelming me. I would never be the same. Now that she was mine, I could never share a love so deep with anyone else…ever!


  Then I felt her slowly lift her long legs up into the air and gently drape them down over my back. As she did, I could feel the little spiked heels of her shoes gently tapping against my butt every time I drew back to send my penis back down into the strangling tightness of her pussy.


  I could feel the burning precursor of my eruption filling my dick with its incandescent insistence. Cheryl was straining up against me, thrusting herself up at me on every deep, thrusting stroke. Fighting to hold it back, I had to bring her over the top first. Give her the pleasure and satisfaction she so wanted.


  Then, all of a sudden, I felt her body stiffen as she thrust herself up against me and pulled me down against her.


  “Oh—Yessssssss—” she hissed out, digging her heels down into my ass and forcing me even deeper into the depths of her spasming cunt as it grabbed and clutched at my buried prick.


  “Cheryl,” I bellowed out as a fireball of electricity burst down inside my balls making my cock explode down deep inside my sister.


  This was the moment, I frantically thought. This moment! This moment that would forever be burnt into my memory. The moment my beautiful sister and I had consummated our incestuous wedlock.


  Suddenly, as a shock wave had washed over me, I felt my whole body begin to liquefy, morphing into a molten mass of semen as it spurted out through my jerking, twitching cock into the sacred sanctity of my sister’s almost-virginal purity.


  “Yesssss…yessss, Jim, yessssss!” she screamed out, holding me clutched against her as she quivered and shook below me while she was being incinerated by the fiery heat of her orgasm.


  But much too soon, it was over! The defilement was done! I had possessed her and made her mine…my woman! She was no longer just my sister…now she was my lover!


  “Jim,” she murmured, her eyes finally fluttering open as she looked up into my eyes.


  The love flowing between us was overpowering. I had never felt such passion…such love! It consumed me, filling me with its addictive power.


  I wanted to tell her how I felt…but I couldn’t find the words. Simple words couldn’t express the profound deepness of the love I felt for her. I wanted to tell her just what she meant to me, but there weren’t words that could adequately describe how much I loved her!


  Now that we had stepped over that fine line between lust and love, I knew it was going to be almost impossible to balance on the delicate, tightrope of emotions we had created. How could we possibly disguise our love for each other in front of our parents?


  Finally, my mind in chaos, I slowly backed my softening peter out of her cum-drenched pussy and rolled over beside her.


  “What now, Cheryl?” I finally asked as we lay beside each other, our breathing and our heart rates slowly returning to normal.


  “I don’t know, Jim, but I don’t want this to ever end,” she whispered, reaching over and letting her fingertips slowly trail down the line of my jaw. “How do you feel about it?”


  “I’ve never loved like this before, Cheryl,” I groaned. “It’s not fair. If only you weren’t my sister, then I’d marry you and never let you out of my sight.”


  “Oh, Jim, Jim, Jim,” she softly murmured, snuggling up against me and giving me a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek. “We’ll find a way…I know we will.”
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  Chapter Two – Finally, Alone at Last…


  The next two months seemed like an eternity. But with dad spending eighteen hours a day on his new project and mom working her part-time job and charitable work, Cheryl and I had plenty of time to get to know each other better…in more ways than one.


  We’d finally been able to convince mom and dad that sharing an apartment would be a good idea. Of course, we didn’t tell them the real reason. We used the old “saving money” excuse and, although money wasn’t a real factor in our lives, our parents were never ones to just blow money for no reason at all.


  ~~~


  “Finally, alone at last,” Cheryl sighed as we drove past the Cloverton City limit sign.


  “I didn’t think today would ever get here,” I grinned, reaching over and resting my hand on Cheryl’s thigh only a couple of inches above her knee as she drove along. As I did, I saw her glance over at me and spread her legs apart.


  “God, Jim, I can’t believe this is really happening,” she gushed as I slowly inched my hand up her leg. “You make me so wet.”


  “Let’s see,” I said, easing my fingers under the hem of her short, black skirt.


  “You’ll see,” she smiled, spreading her legs a little wider apart as she continued to drive.


  Just then, my fingertips brushed up against her moist softness. I could feel her wetness on my fingers as I gently probed the slippery folds of her sex. She was right, she was literally dripping.


  Pulling my fingers back, I pinched the hem of her skirt and lifted it up to expose the glistening, pantiless succulence that lay between her legs.


  “You’re such a naughty, little girl,” I grinned. “What would mom and dad think if they knew their baby was running around in front of her big brother without any panties on?”


  “I think they’d be shocked,” Cheryl softly giggled. “But there are a lot of things they’d be surprised to know about their son and daughter, don’t you think?”


  “I bet they would,” I grinned back, fingering the moist flesh until I found the tip of her hard, little clit.


  “There, Jim, touch me there,” I heard Cheryl whisper.


  “Are you sure? I don’t want you to wreck us or anything. You know how crazy you can get when you come,” I told her, gently rubbing the swollen nub.


  “Just a little, Jim, Honey. It feels so good,” she murmured.


  After a little while, I could see that Cheryl was getting hotter and hotter, so I decided that I’d better stop before she actually did wreck us. We’d booked us a motel room until we could find an apartment. So we decided to stop by there for a quickie before we turned our attention to the more pressing requisite of finding permanent lodging.


  It took us a couple of days to find a suitable apartment with a living room, kitchenette and two bedrooms. We could have easily made do with a one-bedroom apartment but we had to keep up appearances for mom and dad’s sake since they had agreed to let us share an apartment.


  A week later we had checked into school, had our classes laid out, the apartment decorated and were settling into a routine. We were as close to a couple of newly-weds as you could get. After a day of classes, we’d hit the books for a couple of hours and then spend the rest of the night in bed making mad, passionate love in every possible position we could think of. To me, it was as close to marital bliss as two people could ever hope to achieve.


  I ached every day when Cheryl took off for her classes. I didn’t want to let her out of my sight. I don’t know how to explain it, but it seemed the fact that Cheryl and I were brother and sister made our love that much more intense. Maybe it was the taboo of it all, but I loved her more than I ever thought I could love a woman. She was a part of me and I guess that was what made it so extreme. We had the same genes, the almost identical set of chromosomes, and I could only thank the gods that I had a sister…and not a brother…boy would that have really screwed things up.


  Then came the phone call that put a blip in our routine. Mom was coming up to visit for the weekend. This would be our first real challenge. The first test to see if we could pretend to be just brother and sister again and not lovers. Since it was only Wednesday, at least we had time to prepare ourselves and make sure our stories were straight before mom showed up. We went over every different scenario we could think of to make sure we were both on the same page.


  We’d decided that I would give mom my room and I would sleep on the couch out in the living room. But it was going to be living hell knowing that Cheryl was sleeping in her bedroom not fifteen feet from where I was laying and there wasn’t a thing I could do about it. I knew that I’d probably jump her bones the moment mom left, if she didn’t rape me first.


  ~~~


  Sitting across from Cheryl as we ate our usual bowl of cereal for breakfast, I could see that Cheryl’s nipples were tenting her black, satin pajamas.


  “You’re showing…again,” I grinned.


  “What?” she asked, looking down at her breasts. “Well, maybe you ought to be a good big brother and make them go down,” she grinned, thrusting her big, satin-covered tits out at me.


  “Well, maybe we can take care of this at the same time,” I snickered, pushing up out of my chair and shoving my pajamas down to reveal the eight inches of swollen cock-meat sticking out of my groin.


  “Isn’t that what little sisters are for?” she laughed, dropping her spoon in her bowl and standing up. Then her fingers were quickly working down the row of shiny, black buttons running down the front of her pajama top.


  “I think you’re right,” I told her, stepping out of my pajama bottoms and working on the buttons of my top.


  “Who could blame us? We certainly wouldn’t want mom to find out about our little secret, now would we?” Cheryl laughed, spreading her top open and letting her mountainous treasures spill out into the open. “We’re just being good little boys and girls, just trying to protect Mommy.”


  “God, Cheryl, you’ve got the most beautiful tits in the whole world,” I gushed for at least the millionth time, shoving my pajamas back off my shoulders and letting them drop to the floor by the bottoms. I couldn’t take my eyes off the dangling prizes while they floundered around, bumping and knocking against one another as Cheryl leaned down and shoved her pajama bottoms down her long legs.


  “Even prettier than mom’s?” Cheryl asked, cupping her big tits as she stepped out of her pajamas.


  “I don’t know, I’ve never seen hers,” I teased back.


  “You’ve seen everything but her nipples,” Cheryl grinned, easing her breasts back down onto her chest and jiggling over to where I stood watching her.


  “Have you seen them?” I asked Cheryl as I cupped one of her sagging marvels and lovingly fondled it while Cheryl’s hand found my cock.


  “Unlike cocks,” Cheryl giggled, giving my dick a squeeze, “once you’ve seen one nipple, you’ve pretty much seen them all.”


  “Oh, really?” I grinned, pinching one of Cheryl’s puffy, swollen nipples between my finger and thumb and tweaking it. “I never knew that,” I said, leaning down and slipping my arms behind her knees and back. Then with a grunt, I swept her into my arms. “Are you ready to go take care of our problems?”


  “I couldn’t be any more ready,” she laughed, dipping her finger down between her legs and then lifting it up to my lips. “See—”


  Flicking out my tongue, I licked it across her juice-coated finger as I stumbled across the room toward my bedroom.


  “Tasty,” I mumbled, pushing the door open with my toe and lurching across to my bed.


  Rudely pitching Cheryl down on my bed, I reached down and roughly shoved her legs apart to bare the weeping, wet slit down between them. Leaning down over her, I lovingly ran the tips of my fingers over the soft, fleshy wound.


  “I wonder if mom shaves hers, too?” I wondered out loud.


  “What’s all this talk about mom? You’re not getting the hots for her, too, are you?” Cheryl teased.


  “Uh, I think you’re the one who brought mom up,” I smiled. “Maybe it’s you that has the hots for her.”


  “Me? Mom? Jim, you are a bigger pervert than I thought you were,” she laughed.


  “Why? Haven’t you ever wondered what it would be like to do it with another woman?” I grinned, crawling on the bed and up between my sister’s outstretched legs.


  “With another woman, maybe. But Mom? Never,” she said as I crawled up until my big, stiff peter was jutting out just above her drooling cunt.


  “You don’t think that would be just about the craziest thing ever?” I teased as I felt her fingers on my cock pushing it down between her legs.


  “I guess, but I have other things to think about at the moment,” she cooed, rubbing the head of my oversized cock up and down her overflowing pussy to coat it with the warm, slippery juices oozing out of it.


  “If you say so,” I grunted, curling my hips and easing my cock down into the slippery silk of her sex. Feeling the liquid flesh encapsulate my manliness, I slowly pushed into my sister’s pussy as I felt goose bumps pop up all over my body. It was the same every time. The same rush of excitement, exhilaration, and the anticipation of the finish.


  Then the world around us dissolved. It was just us. Just my beautiful sister, Cheryl, and I moving in one accord, locked together in incestuous harmony, our bodies moving together as one as we fucked. This thing, this love we shared was all consuming, so intense and profound, it almost crushed us under its weight. I could barely breathe, much less think as I began to move inside her, trying to fill her void with my love and show her how I truly felt toward her.


  “God, Cheryl, I love you so much,” I babbled out as I worked my hips back and forth, faster and faster. This was not destined to be a long, drawn-out celebration of love making. This was to be a mad dash, a helter-skelter sprint for the finish as we groveled in the absolute degeneracy of it all. Hips thrashing, legs straining, arms and hands flailing, grasping, clawing, we fought our way toward the finish line. Filthy, disgusting vulgarities were spewing from our mouths as the thud of flesh striking flesh filled my little bedroom. I had always thought it strange that in these most intimate, loving, sharing moments, we had to express ourselves in the most obscene, vulgar words we could find. Even the bed was drawn in on the cacophonous discord as its springs creaked and rasped while the bed frame itself groaned out its protest.


  It couldn’t have been more than a couple of minutes before Cheryl let out a long, choking gasp as her whole body stiffened.


  “Damnnnnnnnnn—” she cursed, her fingernails knifing into my ass as her butt lifted off the bed and she strained up against me.


  I couldn’t stop myself as I felt my loins erupt in a fiery explosion of pleasure and a gush of scalding hot cum tore up through my cock out into the suffocating tightness of my sister’s clutching, sucking cunt. This was what it all came down to every time. That final gut-wrenching spasm of pleasure that made the world go round. Without that feeling there would be no fucking, no making love, and no babies. Life would end.


  But that feeling was there, I groveled, thrusting into my sister every time another rush of pleasure spasmed through my cock and another gush of hot, creamy cum spurted out into her.


  Finally I was done. We’d gone the distance and back. A part of me hoped that this would be enough to tide us over until mom left, but I knew that it wouldn’t and we would have to risk all to satisfy the lustful cravings that dwelled down inside our loins.


  “Wow …” Cheryl grinned, clutching herself down around my softening penis as it slowly retreated back down the cum-drenched channel of her pussy. “That was intense—”


  “Yeah,” I grinned, amused by her choice of words as everything was “intense” to Cheryl. But even though she overused the word, I couldn’t think of a better word to express what it had been. “Intense—and fantastic.”


  As I rolled off Cheryl, she extended her arms and legs, stretching and pointing her toes as she looked over at the clock sitting on the nightstand by my bed.


  “Looks like our freedom is about to end,” she smiled. “Mom ought to be her pretty soon.”


  As if to confirm her prediction, before I could even answer her, my cell rang.


  “Probably her now,” I grinned, picking up the cell. “Yep—” I told her, turning the phone toward her so that she could see mom’s number flashing on the screen before I lifted the phone up to my ear.


  “Hey, Mom—” I said into the phone.


  “Hi, Jim. I’m at the gate. How do I get to your apartment?” she asked.


  Looking over at Cheryl, I mouthed, “She’s here,” and then rolled out of bed as I gave mom directions to our apartment.


  Turning off the phone, I set it down, leaned down and swept up my pajamas and threw them at the hamper.


  Reaching down, I jerked the cum-stained sheets off my bed and stepped out over to the hamper. Stuffing the sheets and pajamas into the hamper, I hurried back inside and threw on a tee and short pants.


  We didn’t have time to remake the bed, so I decided that I could do it later. Stopping at the door, Cheryl and I hugged and gave each other one last deep, probing kiss before we went hurrying down to the steps to the parking slots behind the apartments.


  I saw mom’s car slowly creeping down the lot as she looked for us. Waving at her, I saw an ear-to-ear smile spread across her face as she pulled into the slot beside Cheryl’s car.


  The car door swung open almost before the engine stopped running and I saw mom’s long, sculpted legs swing out of the car.


  As mom slid out to stand up, her short skirt rode up her thighs. Being the pervert I am, I couldn’t help but looking and was rewarded with a glimpse of black silk between her legs. I don’t know why, but getting a glimpse of her panties like that sent a jolt of excitement sparking through my cock. What a fucking pervert I was.


  Then, before I knew what was happening I found myself in a bear hug as mom pulled me into her arms and crushed her bra-encased breasts against my chest. It looked like she was about to give me a kiss right on the mouth, but she veered at the last second and planted a sloppy, wet kiss on my cheek.


  “Jimmy—” she bubbled, letting go of me, stepping back and turning to Cheryl. Then, mom and Cheryl were hugging like it had been years since they had seen each other. I almost expected them to kiss on the mouth, but again, at the last instant their heads turned and they kissed on the cheeks.


  There was a strange air of eroticism swirling around them as I thought back to our earlier discussion about Mom. Bizarrely, my sex-crazed brain tried to picture the same scene, but sans clothes. The two of them standing there naked, their big tits crushed flat between them as they hugged and kissed with open-mouthed passion.


  Shaking my head, I dislodged the picture of my mother and sister kissing from my head.


  “So, where is this love nest of yours?” I heard my mother ask as she stepped away from Cheryl.


  Love nest? What did she mean? Love nest? Did she know? I was almost on the verge of panic, but if she did know, she was certainly taking it well.


  “Uh, love nest?” I asked, looking over at Cheryl whose face was a pasty white.


  “Your apartment, Silly,” I heard her chuckle. “Oh, could you be a sweetheart and get my bag out of the trunk?”


  “Uh, sure—” I mumbled, stumbling around to the back of her car and popping open the trunk.


  I hoped that mom hadn’t seen the look on our faces when she had called our apartment a love nest. This was going to be harder than I thought. My mom hadn’t been here more than ten minutes and we’d already almost given our secret away.


  “Right up this way, Mom—” I heard Cheryl tell her as the car door slammed shut while I pulled mom’s overnighter out of the trunk. Cheryl had somehow regained her composure and I heard mom’s high heels clacking on the concrete walkway as Cheryl led her over to the steps leading up to our apartment.


  Closing the trunk, I hurried over to where they stood waiting for me. As they started up the steps. I couldn’t keep my eyes off their rolling, swaying butts as they made their way up the stairs. While Cheryl’s hot, little ass was encased in a pair of tight, red shorts, mom’s larger, more voluptuous ass was sheathed inside her tight, black skirt. And mom’s legs seemed to stretch on forever, the curvaceous muscles flexing and pushing as she moved up the stairs above me.


  My involvement with Cheryl had changed my whole thought process about incest. What had seemed out of the question in the past now not only seemed possible, but maybe even attainable. Oh, I’d had thoughts about seeing mother nude in the past, but I’d never really gone beyond that. Now, I didn’t know. It was crazy. But she would never submit to that, I asked myself? After all, it was my outlook on incest that had changed, not hers.


  Stopping in front of our apartment, Cheryl unlocked the door and pushed it open. Stepping back, she let mom step in first. Following Mom inside, I brushed against Cheryl and gave her tight, little ass a grope as I moved by.


  “The two of you decorated this all by yourself?” Mom asked standing in the middle of the living room, turning around in a circle as she took it all in.


  “Yep—” Cheryl proudly beamed as she stepped inside and closed the door behind her.


  “I am impressed,” mom smiled, watching Cheryl stroll across the room to where we had a little bar set up.


  “Rum and Coke, right?” Cheryl smiled back.


  “Yes,” mom told her as she sat down in the easy chair that sat across from the couch.


  “I’ll put your bag in my room since that’s where you’re going to be sleeping,” I told Mom as I stepped across the room carrying her suitcase. “Certainly looks like you travel light,” I grinned.


  “A couple of bikinis and some pajamas,” she said as I stepped back out just in time to see her cross her legs and lean back in the chair as Cheryl handed her, her drink. “Why? Did you two have plans for a night out or something? I just thought that we could just chill out and catch up on what’s been going on.”


  “Great,” I said, walking over to the bar. “We just want you to make yourself at home.”


  “I plan to,” she smiled, bobbing her foot up and down making the insole of her high heel lightly pat against the sole of her foot. “I assume that you have a pool somewhere in the complex.”


  “Yes, but you’d better be prepared to be mobbed if you wear one of your bikinis, because the guys have a tendency to become a little over attentive toward newcomers around here,” I grinned, taking a long pull on my drink.


  “Be nice to have someone show me a little attention,” she smiled back at me, batting her eyes at me, almost flirtatiously. “Your father is spending all of his time on that project of his and I’m feeling a little under-appreciated at the moment.”


  “Well, I imagine that ten minutes down at the pool will fix that, but you’d better take Cheryl along to make sure you don’t get overwhelmed,” I told her. “I would go along, but I’ve got a few things to do around here and then I’m going to run down to the grocery and get us some steaks for supper.”


  “We’ll miss your company…and protection,” mom laughed, finishing her drink and setting her glass on the coffee table. “Shall we?” she said to Cheryl, pushing up out of her chair. As she did, I couldn’t help but notice her voluminous breasts lurch down inside her blouse.


  “Okey-dokey,” mom giggled, clacking across toward my room. As she did, I couldn’t help but notice Cheryl was following her with her eyes.


  “Having second thoughts about what you said earlier?” I smirked after the door to my room closed.


  “Stop it, Jim,” Cheryl fussed. “I’d never thought about mom like that and now look what you’ve done. You’re a very, very naughty boy,” she said, smiling to show me that she wasn’t really angry with me as she padded over to her bedroom and disappeared inside it.


  Stepping over to the bar, I made each of us another drink and then nervously puttered around the living room, straightening things that were already meticulously arranged anyway in expectation of Mom’s visit.


  Feeling foolish, I picked up my drink and plopped down on the couch to wait for them.


  At last the door to my bedroom came swinging open and mom stepped out. My poor brain did about six quick jumping jacks while I was helpless to stop my eyes from taking in the panorama of bronzed beauty standing before me. I couldn’t explain the feelings I felt at that moment. Lust, jealousy, covetousness, desire, they all came welling up to the surface.


  “Well?” mom smirked, slowly turning around in a small circle to show off her body to me. That really didn’t surprise me since Mom had always been a bit of exhibitionist.


  “Mom—” I choked out as I shamefully gawked at her. “Mom, I’ve got Band-Aids in my bathroom bigger than that suit,” I jealously mumbled.


  Mom stood around five feet ten or eleven in her bare feet, but in the four-inch heels she was wearing now, she was over six foot tall. Her dark, mahogany-tinted hair had that just-out-of-bed, mussed up look as its tips just brushed the tops of her bare shoulders. I knew that it was impolite and uncouth to stare at her scantily-clad breasts, but I was only human and they were spectacular. The tiny, black bikini she was wearing was far too small to adequately support the massive mountains of tit-flesh hanging down from her chest and I expected both of the national treasures to escape and flounder out into the open at any second.


  “You don’t think it’s too daring, do you?” she grinned as she continued to turn and my eyes swept across the softly quivering cheeks of her magnificent ass. The back of her bikini, if you could call it that was buried down in the crack of her stunning butt, leaving both cheeks of tanned excellence on flaunting display for all to see. And her long, beautifully-sculpted legs swept down from the bronzed perfection of her ass, sweeping and swooping for miles and miles it seemed. She was a goddess!


  “Cat got your tongue?” she laughed, spotting the drinks on the bar and clopping over to them.


  “Uh, no, uh, Wow, Mom,” I muttered, watching her lift one of the glasses up to her nose and sniff. I didn’t know what was happening to me. I’d never felt so out of control around my mother before. Maybe it was the incest thing with Cheryl but now anything seemed possible. But what was even stranger was the way mom was acting. It was almost as if she was seeing just how far she could go. Was she tempting me? Or was it just teasing? Or was it that she felt safe and protected in her cocoon of motherhood, knowing that I would never do anything to disrespect the sacred bond that existed between mother and son. Whatever it was, she certainly didn’t know how close I was to losing all control and self-respect.


  Just then the door to Cheryl’s bed room came inching open and Cheryl stepped out. My reeling brain was doing back flips as I saw that Cheryl’s tiny bikini almost matched mother’s in brevity and lack of concealment. The damned thing barely covered the dark areolas tipping my sister’s gorgeous breasts. And to make things even worse, her oversized nipples were swollen and tenting the thin material of her bikini.


  The tension swirling around inside the room was almost palpable as the three of us stood looking at each other. I don’t know what happened in that brief flashpoint in time, but it certainly seemed as if something had.


  “Well, Cheryl, lead the way,” mom finally said, tossing her towel over her shoulder and smiling at Cheryl.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, sure,” Cheryl mumbled as a bright, red blush crept out across her cheeks. Picking up her drink, she draped her towel across her arm and the two of them disappeared out the front door, leaving me standing in the living room wondering what had just happened. My cock was as hard as cement as it throbbed and ached down inside my short pants. So much for our precautionary, preemptive strike earlier, I told myself. I was just as horny now as I had been before we’d fucked. But this time it wasn’t only my yearning for my sister that was fueling the burning ache between my legs.


  My Mom? It was as if everything had changed in that brief span of time. What before had seemed inconceivable now seemed possible. Possible but not something you could just come right out and admit. It would take the proper circumstances and I just didn’t know how to make it happen. It was almost like the fruit on the tree of good and evil hanging just out of reach. And even if I was somehow able to snare the fruit, I didn’t know which of the two choices it would present. Good…or Evil?


  Enough of this nonsense, I told myself as I hurried into my room and quickly set about making the bed. Moving Mom’s suitcase off the bed, I spread out the sheets and tucked them in, then spread the bedspread out over them. Finished, I set mom’s overnighter back on the bed, turned and started to leave. But then, something came over me. Turning back around I slowly spread open mom’s suitcase and looked inside.


  There they were. Mom’s black, silk panties! The same panties I’d seen earlier when she got out of the car. Reaching down, I pinched the slippery material in between my trembling fingers and slowly lifted the panties out. Guiltily looking around, I lifted the sheer, black panties up to my nose and sniffed.


  A jolt of electric excitement fired off in my achingly-hard cock as the scent of pussy filled my nostrils and brain with its alluring enticement. Mom’s pussy! I could smell Mom’s pussy on the panties. My poor brain was spasming as I breathed deeper and inhaled more of the alluring fragrance of her sex. I didn’t know if I had believed in pheromones before that moment, but there was something about the smell I smelled. Whatever it was it was having a profound effect on my senses, on my psyche, on my very essence.


  Could it be that buried somewhere back in my memory banks was the memory of that sweet smell? That memory of my fetal body immersed in the liquid that produced that fragrance. Encapsulated in the fluid that should have drowned me, but instead nourished me, nurtured me and gave me life. Shoving her panties back inside the suitcase, I angrily slammed the case shut and staggered back over to the door. One last glance back at my bed and I stumbled back out into the living room.


  Get a grip, I told myself. You’ve got to put a stop to this before you do something totally stupid and ruin the entire family. What I’d done with Cheryl was bad enough, but if I tried something with mom and it didn’t work out, that would be ten, no, a hundred, no, a million times worse. It would be disastrous.


  But try as I could, I couldn’t shake the feeling all afternoon as I scurried here and there getting things ready for dinner. Steaks, produce, and wine from the market, potatoes from our pantry, a loaf of bread from our bread maker and I was ready when mom and Cheryl finally made it back from the pool.


  “Goodness, you’ve been a busy, little beaver,” Mom grinned when she saw all the makings of dinner spread out on the counter.


  “Did you get mobbed?” I asked, letting my eyes drift across the expanse of jiggling breast-flesh peeking out from between the lapels of her beach robe.


  “Oh, Mom was the center of attention all right,” Cheryl nattered and I thought I could detect a hint of envy in her voice. I could understand that, as Cheryl usually drew more than her fair share of attention down around the pool every time she went there. “But Mom held her own,” Cheryl laughed.


  “Well, wine’s on the table if you want a drink while I start dinner,” I told them as I went about preparing our meal.


  Dinner passed with a flurry of intimate touches between the three of us as we chit-chatted and caught up on what was going on back in Cloverton. Most of the gestures, touches and hand grasps above the table seemed innocent enough, but there were several unseen brushes of skin against skin under the table that went unseen by mother. I could sense that Cheryl was in the same mood I was in and this kept my poor, old cock in a state of erection all evening long.


  I had a warm, fuzzy glow after I finished my fourth glass of wine and I could sense that mom and Cheryl were similarly afflicted as we all pushed back from the table.


  “Just leave the dishes, I’ll get them in the morning,” I said as I stood up. Swaying slightly, I held onto the table to regain my balance.


  “Whoops,” I tipsily chuckled, quickly regaining my sea legs as I watched mom’s big tits heavily lurch under her little robe as she pushed up to her high heels. As her massive tits heaved, they put too much pressure on the little knot holding her robe together and it quickly unraveled. As it did, the edges of her robe parted to reveal the twin wonders that had been previously hidden underneath it.


  “Oops—” mom fuzzily giggled as I gawked down at her quivering, bobbling breasts in tipsy adoration. When I did, I saw that the lurching movement of the globes of tanned perfection had caused the black triangle of cloth covering the tip of one of the dangling treasures to shift and reveal almost half of the circle of darkened flesh tipping it.


  Time seemed to stop as no one moved for one of the longest moment in my life while Cheryl and I stood gazing down at mom’s breast in worshipful adulation.


  Finally, hours later it seemed, Mom turned to hide her breasts from our leering eyes. “Dear me,” she mumbled as we could see that she was looking down fumbling with her bikini top while we stared at the long, svelte sweep of her almost-bare back.


  I coughed to try and break the electric tension of the moment while Mom jerked the edges of her robe back together and re-tied the knot in her belt.


  “Sorry about that,” she muttered, turning back around to face us and we could both see the bright, red blush painting her cheeks. “Uh, it’s been a rather long day, and if you two don’t mind, I think I’m going to hit the sack.”


  “Uh, yeah, uh sure, I, uh, we don’t mind, uh, huh, Cheryl?” I sputtered, not knowing what else to say or do as I glanced over at Cheryl for support.


  “Uh, sure, Mom, we, we don’t mind,” Cheryl stammered.


  “Night—night—” mom tersely muttered, turning on the heel of one of her high heels and hurriedly clacking over to my room. After the door closed, Cheryl and I stood staring at each other in dazed bewilderment. What had just happened? On the surface, it wasn’t much. Mom had accidently had a little wardrobe malfunction, but underneath the surface, there seemed to be so much more.


  It seemed that the three of us were slowly revolving around each other in slowly-shrinking orbits and soon we would meet in a fiery supernova of, of what? I didn’t know. But it seemed that it would all be out in the open soon. I was afraid of what might happen, if, or when, Mom found out about Cheryl and me.


  I knew that we had to keep our secret hidden from her, but at the moment, I couldn’t quite contain my need for my sister. I had to still the aching need I felt for her. I had to hold her in my arms, tell her how much I loved her, needed her. But the risk would be great with our mother lying only a few feet away in the quiet of my room.


  Brushing caution aside, I wrapped my arms around Cheryl and pulled her to me. Our lips met, tongues probing as our bodies strained against one another, rubbing, grinding, touching each other in the most intimate places. I had to have her!


  “I’ll come to you later…when mom is asleep,” I whispered to Cheryl when our lips finally parted. We were both breathing hard as we stepped apart, trying to restrain the overpowering sense of urgency we were feeling.


  “Okay—” she whispered back, reaching down and brushing her fingertips across the bulge of my cock inside my short pants. “I’ll be waiting …”


  Lying on the couch, slowly stroking my ever-present erection, I couldn’t wait to go to Cheryl’s room, but I had to. I must have glanced down at the glowing hands of my wrist watch a hundred times before I saw that eleven-thirty had finally rolled around. That should have been plenty of time for mother to fall asleep, I told myself as I slowly peeled the blanket back off myself. Stuffing my errant peter back inside my pajamas, I carefully swung my legs off the couch and pushed up onto my feet beside it.


  I usually didn’t wear pajamas, but I’d decided that for appearance’s sake, I would while my mother was visiting. But my cock had other ideas as it sprang out through the opening in the front of my pjs. Grinning, I ignored it and slowly tiptoed over to the door to my room. Gently pushing on the door to make sure it was closed, I leaned and pressed my ear against it. Listening, trying to hear anything that would tell me that Mom wasn’t asleep, I waited a good, full minute before leaning back away from the door. I had detected nothing that would indicate mom was awake.


  Then, trying to be as quiet and stealthy as a little church mouse, I crept across the room toward Cheryl’s room. The smooth, hardwood flooring felt cool on the soles of my bare feet as I crept closer and closer.


  Arriving at her door, I grasped hold of the knob and twisted it as quietly as I could. When the catch unlocked, I quickly pushed the door open and stepped inside closing the door behind me.


  Then I turned to face Cheryl’s bed. There she was lying in the middle of her bed, legs spread and her hand down between her long, outstretched legs as she played with herself. The only thing she was wearing was the smile on her face that stretched from ear to ear.


  “I’ve been waiting—” I heard her softly murmur as I padded across the room to her bed. My peter was a ten on Mohs scale of hardness as it rigidly bounded up and down while I crawled onto Cheryl’s bed. I was up between her long, widely-splayed legs in a heartbeat as I felt Cheryl’s fingers find my achingly-hard cock.


  At this moment, I didn’t know if it was lust or love ruling my actions. I knew I loved Cheryl more than anything, but my own needs were overriding that love and I sensed that Cheryl was feeling the same.


  “Oh, yes, Jimmy, yes, oh, God, please fuck me—” she blathered out, pushing my cock down between her outstretched legs. As I crouched over her waiting for her to fit the head of my cock down inside the drooling opening of her pussy, I felt her rub it up and down in between her fleshy cunt lips to coat it with her slippery juices.


  Then I felt the moist warmth of her pussy close down around the head of my cock as Cheryl let go of it and hunched back at me to take me deeper inside the clutching tightness. This wasn’t going to be one of those long, drawn-out lovemaking sessions that I so enjoyed with Cheryl. This was going to be a mad dash for the finish. All of the day’s build up had us both at the point of release and the overpowering need to finish was the foremost thing on our minds.


  “Oh, God, Cheryl—” I groaned, trying to keep my voice as low as I could as I jerked my hips forward and buried every last inch of my cock down inside the fiery heat of my sister’s tightly-clenched pussy.


  “Oh, God, yes, Jim. Fuck me—fuck me and make me come before I scream—” Cheryl gasped thrusting back at me as her legs lifted up into the air and her heels crashed into my ass, driving me even deeper into the suffocating heat of her cunt. But the collective force behind our combined thrust made the bed lurch and bang against the wall.


  To me, the thud of the bed smacking against the wall sounded like a car had just crashed into our apartment. Cheryl and I both froze in a paralytic panic. What if Mom heard it? Did we wake her up? Neither of us moved for the longest time. Finally I realized I wasn’t breathing and took a deep, shuddering breath and I felt Cheryl do the same thing.


  “Do you think she heard?” Cheryl whispered.


  “I don’t know…it was pretty loud,” I whispered back.


  “I don’t hear anything. Maybe she didn’t wake up,” Cheryl finally said as I felt her pussy squeeze down around my embedded penis.


  “I hope,” I softly said, easing my hips back and pulling my dick back down the soggy, juice-filled channel of my sister’s pussy.


  “Fuck me—” Cheryl grunted, hunching back at me and trying to get me to fuck her.


  Pausing with only the head of my prick still inside her, I grunted out, pushing back into her, grinding myself against her, slowly twirling my hard, stiff cock around in the tight, clutch of her pussy.


  “Yesssss …” she hissed out, clutching her pussy tighter down around my cock as she pushed herself back up at me. “I want you so much, Big Brother …”


  “My sweet, little Sister—” I gasped out, jerking my hips back and pulling my cock back down the juice-flooded channel of her hot, little pussy.


  “Oh, Jim, Jim, Jim,” she whimpered, grabbing at my cock with her pussy as I sent it plunging back down into the searing heat while I tried to keep my passion under control and not make another sound.


  In a sick, twisted way, it was so much more exciting fucking with mother only a few feet away. We were one again, joined in the sickest way imaginable. Brother and sister. Man and woman. There was only one thing that could make it better, but I knew down deep in my heart of hearts that would never happen.


  “My Cheryl…my Dear, Sweet Cheryl,” I groaned out, groveling in my own depraved gluttony as I fucked my sister with deep, powerful strokes.


  “Yes, oh, yes, Jim, yes, like that! Fuck me like that …” she hissed, thrusting herself back up at me.


  I felt myself slipping. Slipping and losing control. Not caring if I gave us up. Not caring if mother knew. Then at the last second, I caught myself, but not before the bed thudded against the wall for a second time.


  Again we froze, not daring to breathe, move or make the tiniest sound. Fearfully waiting, the seconds dragged by like snails crawling through quicksand. Nothing! We had escaped a second time, I told myself as I felt Cheryl’s tight, little cunt squeeze down around me, clutching me, milking my cock trying to make it move again.


  Slowly drawing back, I thrust into her again as I heard a sound behind me and the room was suddenly filled with bright, blinding light.


  “Oh—My—God—NO! No! No—” I heard mother gasp from the doorway.


  “MOTHER—” I groaned, jerking back and rolling off Cheryl and twisting my head in the direction of my mother. She was standing in the doorway, her wide-eyed stare locked on my stiff, juice-slathered cock as it jutted up out of my groin.


  Grabbing the sheet, I jerked it over my cock as my mother continued to stare at me in open-mouthed shock.


  “How—Jim—how could you? She’s your sister for God’s sake—” Mother whimpered, glancing over at Cheryl who was leaning back against the headboard with the sheet clutched up under chin to hide her naked body from Mother’s glaring stare.


  “It’s not like that, Mother—” I groaned, looking over at Cheryl who had a panicky, terrified look on her face.


  “Did he—did he rape you, Cheryl?” mother asked her, her voice quavering with the emotion of the moment.


  “Oh, God, no, Mother—it’s not like that,” Cheryl whimpered, tears starting to trickle down her cheeks. “I love Jim, Mom!”


  “Oh, God, No—not that—” mother gasped, turning on the balls of her feet and lurching back out of the doorway. Then we heard the door slam and we found ourselves staring at it as in the distance we heard a second door slam shut.


  “Fuck—” I grunted.


  “What—what are we going to do?” Cheryl wept, letting go of the sheet and reaching for me.


  “I don’t know—” I groaned, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her against me. Even in the calamitous situation I found us in, I couldn’t disregard the feel of my sister’s soft, lush breasts pressed against my heaving chest. I had to be the biggest pervert ever as I hugged her against me and ground myself against the pliant give of her tits.


  There was only one chance as I saw it. Mother could never be allowed to give up our dark secret. And there was only one way to keep her from talking. She would never be able to give up our secret if she were a part of it. If she was complicit in the whole sordid thing.


  “Come—” I told Cheryl, jumping out of bed and stuffing my hard, stiff peter back inside my pajama bottoms. “Put on your robe and follow me,” I told her rushing over to the door and flinging it open. Looking out, I saw that the door to Cheryl’s bedroom was closed.


  Hurrying across the room, I felt my cock pop out into the open again as I stumbled up in front of the door. Angrily grabbing hold of it, I shoved it back inside my pajamas as Cheryl came shuffling up beside me.


  “What are you going to do?” she breathlessly asked me as I reached for the doorknob. Twisting the knob, I found that it was locked.


  “I—I don’t know…just follow my lead and do whatever I tell you to,” I told her as I jiggled the knob.


  “Okay,” she whispered.


  “Mother—let us in. We need to talk,” I said through the door, jiggling the knob again.


  “Go away! There’s nothing to talk about,” she groaned back. “I saw what you were doing to your sister, Jim. It was despicable. How could you? She’s your sister—”


  “Mom, it’s not like that,” I fussed. “We love each other, Mom—”


  “For God’s sake, Jim! That’s, it’s, it’s in—inces—incest, for God’s sake. It’s wrong, Jim. So wrong—” she blurted back.


  “But we love each other, Mom,” Cheryl whimpered through the door.


  “Come on, Mom, open the door,” I begged, shaking the doorknob again. “Let us in so we can explain.”


  “Explain? There’s nothing to explain? I saw what you were doing. You were, you were, oh, God, I can’t believe this is happening,” she whined back.


  “Please, Mom—” I pleaded, jiggling the doorknob one last time.


  She didn’t answer back and silence reigned supreme once again. I didn’t know what we were going to do, but we had to do something. It was a bit like having fallen down into an old, abandoned well and there was no way to get out. We were trapped in our own treachery. We had foolishly thought we could keep our deep, dark secret from the world and now we were about to suffer the consequences of that dreadful mistake.


  Just then I heard a click. Looking over at Cheryl to see if she had heard it too, I saw that she was staring down at the doorknob. Had Mom unlocked it? Was she letting us in?


  Tentatively, I reached for the knob again. Grasping it between my fingers, I slowly twisted it. I felt it turn! It was open! I had never felt such a rush of relief in all my life. But then I realized it wasn’t over. This was only the opportunity. It was up to Cheryl and me to convince Mother to join us in an incestuous trilogy.


  Slowly inching the door open, I saw Mother bent over, sitting on the edge of the bed. Her elbows were resting on her knees as she held her head in her hands and stared down between her legs to the floor beneath them. Glancing over, I saw a half-empty bottle of scotch sitting on the nightstand beside the bed.


  “How could you?” she asked, not even bothering to look up at us.


  “It just sort of happened, Mother,” I muttered, padding across the room to where she sat staring down at the floor.


  “Just sort of happened—” she groaned, sitting up as I eased down on the bed beside her on one side while Cheryl eased down on the other side of her. “How cold, how could you do something so disgusting, so, so ghastly, just happen?” she asked, looking into my eyes then looking over at Cheryl.


  “We, we just fell into love with each other, Mom—” I told her, trying to blame our actions on love.


  “But you’re her brother, Jim. Her big brother! You should know better,” she whimpered as I saw a big, glistening tear ooze out of her eye and trickle down her cheek.


  “We couldn’t help it, Mom,” I told her, reaching over and resting my hand on her thigh a few inches above her knee. As I did, I saw her jerk her head down staring down at my hand as if it was a poisonous spider that had dropped down on her leg and was now about to bite her.


  “No—” she gasped, slapping it with her hand to knock it off her leg. But in her haste, she couldn’t stop her hand as it thudded against my hand and bounced off to hit my hidden cock. The force of the blow jostled my cock out of its hiding place and it sprang back out through the opening in my pajamas for the third time.


  “OH—God—” she gasped, staring down at my cock in stunned shock. “Put it back—cover it up—” she whimpered.


  I started to comply as I reached for it to shove it back inside my pajamas, but then I stopped. If she wanted it back inside, she would just have to put it there, I told myself.


  “Jim, put it back—” she demanded staring at it as if it were some evil serpent lying in my lap coiled and about to strike her. In a way, I guess it did resemble an evil, one-eyed snake, twitching, bobbing back and forth in beat with my heartbeat as it defiantly stared back at her. Then I saw a big, shimmering drop of prefuck ooze out of the slit in the tapered tip of its bloated head.


  “Oh, for God’s sake—” mother gasped, poking at it with her fingers, trying to push it back inside my pajamas.


  But try as she could, she couldn’t prod it back inside. Then, to my amazement, she grasped hold of it and roughly shoved it back inside.


  It felt like each of her fingers was a live wire curled around the thick, hard shaft sending pulsating surges of electricity through it as she shoved it inside my pajamas.


  Then, letting go of my penis, she staggered to her feet between us. I couldn’t let her escape, I told myself as I pushed up onto my feet beside her.


  “Don’t, Jim, stop this madness—” mother groaned as she gawked down at my wayward peter which was once again defiantly jutting out through the opening in the front of my pajama bottoms.


  “I can’t, Mom,” I groaned, reaching down and grabbing hold of her wrists. “You must join us, Mother. We need you,” I groaned, feeling the resistance in her arms as she tried to pull free.


  Then using my strength, I forced my mother’s arms around behind her.


  “Hold her, Cheryl, so she can’t get away,” I huffed.


  I felt Cheryl’s hands brush against mine as she took hold of Mother’s wrists.


  “Jim, please, don’t do this. Cheryl, please,” Mom begged, her voice quavering and threatening to break.


  “We have to, Mom. We have to,” I told her reaching up to the ends of the velvet cord dangling down from the knot on the collar of mom’s gown.


  Giving the ends a tug, I felt the knot resist, so I tugged harder. Then I felt it finally unravel in my fingers as the edges of Mom’s gown parted to reveal more of the red satin cloth covering mother’s mountainous, heaving breasts.


  “Please—” she begged as I eased my fingers under the filmy robe and began to push it down off the rounded slopes of her shoulders. As I spread the robe open, I could easily see that mother’s nipples were swollen as they tented the shimmering red satin.


  As the gown cleared the tips of her shoulders, gravity took over and pulled the gown down her arms only to be stopped at the juncture where Cheryl’s hands prevented any further downward travel.


  Looking over Mom’s shoulder, I saw Cheryl’s questioning look. Sensing that most of the fight had gone out of Mother, I slowly nodded my head up and down then looked down. I watched Cheryl’s hands slowly uncurl from around mom’s wrists and then the gown quietly whispered down Mother’s long legs, falling to the floor, puddling around and covering Mom’s bare feet.


  “Please don’t,” Mom whimpered, but I didn’t detect any substance behind the protest as Mom stood plaintively looking at me with her arms limply dangling down at her sides.


  “I have to,” I mumbled, reaching up to the little row of six shiny, red buttons leading down from point where the edges of her night gown joined at the base of her throat.


  As mother stood looking down at my fingers while I slowly unbuttoned her gown, I saw Cheryl’s small, dainty hands ease around under mother’s arms. Then as I pushed the second button through its buttonhole, I saw Cheryl gently cup mother’s breasts, lift them and give them a gentle squeeze.


  “Cheryl, please don’t—” Mom groaned, but made no effort to stop her.


  Working on the third button, I looked back up and saw that Cheryl was slowly kissing and nibbling her way up the slender, exposed length of Mother’s neck making her way up to her ear.


  As Cheryl caressed Mother’s neck with her lips, Mom’s eyes were closed, her head bent back and slightly to the side to further expose her neck to Cheryl’s nibbling lips.


  This was even easier than I had hoped for, I giddily thought as I pushed the last button through its hole while Cheryl nibbled on the dangling lobe of mother’s ear.


  Reaching down, I gently brushed Cheryl’s hands off Mother’s breasts, then eased my fingers under the edges of the opening running down the bodice of her night gown.


  “Jim, Honey, please don’t …” mother softly begged, her eyes fluttering open as she looked down and watched me slowly spread her shimmering, red gown open. Just as it had been with her robe, as the neckline of her gown slipped down over the points of her shoulders, it suddenly went slithering down her arms. But this time, unimpeded by Cheryl’s hands, the gown dropped all the way to the floor, leaving mom naked as she stood between us.


  “Oh, God—” I gasped, staring down at the quivering mountains of bronzed tit-flesh dangling down from my mother’s chest. “So beautiful!” I groaned.


  “Oh, God, please, anything but this …” Mother groaned as I saw Cheryl’s little hands slowly snake around Mom’s waist just above the points of her hips. Then Cheryl spread out her fingers and moved them down toward the wet, glistening folds of flesh peeking out below Mom’s smooth, bald mons. Mom shaved hers, too, I giddily told myself as I reached up and pinched Mom’s big swollen nipples between my fingers and thumbs.


  “Please, don’t—” Mom groaned as I began to tweak and pull on the rubbery nubs. But even while she was begging me to stop, I saw her eyes flutter shut as she leaned toward me and thrust her tits against my pawing hands.


  “Oh, God, Cheryl …” I heard mother groan as Cheryl’s fingers found the wet, slippery folds of flesh between mom’s trembling legs. Then to my amazement, I saw mother’s knees spread apart as she opened herself to Cheryl’s probing fingers. This was almost too easy, I told myself. Were mom’s protests just a ruse to make us think she didn’t want us to do what we were doing when in reality, it was exactly what she wanted?


  I could only marvel at the smooth softness of mother’s breasts as she pressed them against my kneading fingers. There was a perfect little triangle of pale white skin tipping each breast contrasting with the sun-tanned perfection surrounding the little triangles that barely covered the areolas and nipples of her beautiful breasts.


  I couldn’t resist the urge and leaned down. Brushing my lips across my mother’s soft, full lips, I felt them open ever so slightly. As I gently probed the little opening between her lips, I felt the head of my steel-hard cock nudge up against mom’s belly. Then my tongue grazed across the smooth surface of mother’s perfect, white teeth. Probing against them, I felt the hard, sharpness scrape against my tongue as I pushed into her mouth. My mother could end it all right here, I told myself. All she had to do was bite my tongue and I would immediately pull back. But she didn’t as I probed and explored the moist warmth until our tongues finally touched.


  Then as our tongues touched, intertwining, I could taste her spit. But then I felt a hand brush against my shoulder. Leaning back, breaking the kiss, I saw that Cheryl had stepped out from behind mother and was standing beside us.


  I saw that mother and Cheryl were staring deep into each other’s eyes. Stepping aside, I watched Cheryl move in front of mother, reach up to her shoulders and gently grasp them. Then she began to push mother down onto the edge of the bed.


  As Cheryl continued to push, I reached down and unsnapped the snap on the waistband of my pajamas.


  As I slowly pushed my pajamas down off my hips, I saw mother reach down and grab hold of the edge of the bed to support herself as Cheryl pushed her down onto her back. Stepping out of my pajamas, I saw that Mom was now lying on her back with her butt resting on the edge of the bed, her legs sticking out in front of her, bent at the knees while her bare feet rested on the floor.


  I couldn’t decipher the look on mother’s face while she lay looking up at her daughter as their knees brushed together. Then Cheryl reached down and clutched hold of mother’s legs just above her knees. Pushing them apart, she quickly moved up between them. Staring, I saw mother’s legs part to reveal the succulent, dew-covered rose between them. Unlike Cheryl’s dainty, pink, almost pre-pubescent pussy lips, the lips of mother’s pussy were thick, fleshy and a dusky, dark pink, almost purple as they slowly parted to reveal the mystifying secrecy of her femininity. It was beautiful. I couldn’t explain the rush of excitement I felt as I gazed upon it.


  Then my view was blocked as Cheryl eased down onto her knees between mom’s splayed-out legs. As she did, Cheryl bent down and blew a breath across the beautiful, dew-dappled rose. When she did, I heard mother softly gasp as her breasts wobbled from the sharp intake of breath.


  Cheryl bent lower and I saw Mom push up onto her elbows to watch as she stared down at her daughter.


  Then I heard another gasping, “Oh, God …” spill out of mother’s mouth, her head dropping back between her shoulder blades as Cheryl’s lips brushed across the weeping succulence between mother’s legs.


  The sight of a woman making love to another woman with her mouth was in and of itself stirring, but the fact that the two women were my mother and sister made it all that much more exhilarating.


  Reaching down, I wrapped my hand around my rock-hard cock and slowly stroked it as I moved around to get a better view of what was going on down between my mother’s outstretched legs. As I did, I could see Cheryl’s little, upturned nose was resting on mom’s smooth, hairless mons as Cheryl’s sinuous, pink tongue was swirling all over around the weeping wetness below Mom’s bald pubes.


  Then I saw Mom’s hips shudder as Cheryl’s tongue lashed across the little, pink nub jutting out at the top of Mom’s pussy.


  “Oh, God, Cheryl, Babbbbieeeeee—” I heard mother gasp as Cheryl began to swirl and twist around mom’s exposed, jutting clit. As she licked and lapped mom’s clit, I saw Cheryl’s hand lift up below her chin. Extending two fingers out, Cheryl probed the juice-slathered wetness for a moment or two before I saw her fingers disappear down inside Mom’s pussy.


  “Cheryyyyll …” Mom choked out as her hips began to wiggle and bob up and down on the bed. Mom’s hairless pussy and the insides of her thighs were glistening wetly in the harsh glare of the lamp as Cheryl continued to lash Mom’s clit and work her fingers in and out of her pussy.


  Still resting the weight of her upper torso on her elbows, Mom now had her head thrown back and her hands were grasping two handfuls of bed sheet as she moaned and gurgled. Her breasts were floundering up and down in rhythm with her rushed breathing and I could see the muscles in her belly beginning to tighten and strain. She was going to come! Mom was going to come! And soon, I feverishly thought as I watched my sister’s licking, lapping tongue swirling all over and around mom’s clit. By now Cheryl’s hand and wrist were dripping wet with the thick, creamy juice flowing out of mom’s pussy.


  “Oh—God, oh—God, oh—God—” mother gasped out, her back bowing thrusting down against the bed for leverage as she forced her clit against Cheryl’s fluttering tongue.


  My hand was jerking up and down my cock as I felt the molten cum down inside my balls begin to bubble and boil.


  Suddenly mother’s arms flew out to the side and her back dropped down onto the bed.


  “Fuuuccckkkkk—” she choked out as her fisted hands clawed and scratched at the sheets while her whole body began to twitch and buck. Then her head began to jerk from side to side as her body squirmed and writhed while she pushed up off the balls of her feet to thrust herself against her daughter’s slurping, lapping tongue.


  She was coming, I giddily thought, jerking my hand away from my primed cock to keep from sending my seed spewing out onto her belly. My mother was having an orgasm. She was now totally ensnared in our trap. There was no escape for her. She was one of us now. She was buried up to her sweet, bald cunt in our incestuous corruption. She was now just as guilty as we were. But, there was the one last thing that would make it complete. The one final thing that would make the circle whole. From daughter to mother to son. One thing that would complete the trilogy of love and lust and make it whole.


  As I waited, I watched Cheryl finally lean back up and ease her juice-drenched fingers out of mother’s cunt. As she did, I could see that mother’s pussy was still contracting and dilating, squeezing out more creamy juice that oozed out to form a long, stringy strand of love-syrup that stretched from her pussy all the way down to the puddle on the floor below Mom’s ass.


  Looking over at me and smiling, Cheryl clutched hold of mom’s legs just above her knees and pushed up onto her feet. Mother’s legs which had been bent at the knees before were now stretched straight out angling down from her butt resting on the bed to her heels resting on the floor.


  Smiling at me, Cheryl leaned over mother’s leg and planted a hard, juice-smeared kiss right on my lips. Breaking the kiss, Cheryl stepped out from between mother’s legs and moved up beside the bed.


  “Help me,” she said, leaning down and grasping hold of one of mother’s legs and lifting it.


  Following her lead, I leaned down and lifted mother’s other leg up in the air. Then, together we lifted and pushed until mom lay in the middle of the bed looking up at us with a dazed, faraway look in her smoky, blue eyes.


  Lying on the bed, her arms resting on the bed beside her, she had one leg stretched straight out while the other one was cocked to the side, bent at the knee exposing the oozing, wet gash of pink between them. She had a lost, confused look on her pretty face as she turned her head from side to side looking first at Cheryl and then back to me, then back to Cheryl.


  “How long?” mother whispered, her eyes boring into mine as only a mother’s eyes can.


  “Since Hawaii,” I mumbled, assuming that she wanted to know how long Cheryl and I had been intimate.


  “I thought so,” she murmured, her eyes slowly traveling down over my chest and belly to my big, eight-inch peter as it impatiently jutted out at her.


  “You knew?” I groaned, easing down on the bed beside her crooked leg while Cheryl sat down beside her straightened leg.


  “I could see the way you looked at each other,” she murmured, reaching over and resting her hand on my leg just below where it joined my belly, only a couple of inches from my stiff, jutting penis.


  “Why didn’t you say something?” I asked her, slowly running my hand up the soft, vulnerable flesh of her inner thigh toward the oozing slit between her legs.


  “I hoped that I was wrong,” she softly said as her fingers moved closer to my cock.


  “What about now?” I mumbled, stopping my fingers just below her seeping pussy.


  “What do you think?” she asked me as I felt her fingers softly brush against my cock. Even though I had been expecting the touch, I couldn’t stop myself from jumping as sparks seemed to fly from where she touched me.


  “Can I? Can I, uh, can I make love to you?” I asked, my voice quavering with emotion.


  “Do you think that is right?” she softly asked as she gently curled her fingers around my cock. “Do you think it’s fair to ask me to cheat on your own father?”


  “I don’t know, Mother. I’m all mixed up inside,” I whined. “I love Cheryl,” I whimpered, looking over at Cheryl for confirmation, for approval, for consent as I brushed my fingers over the dew-covered lips of my mother’s pussy. “But I love you, too, Mother.”


  Then I felt my mother’s hand clutch tighter around my cock as she looked over at Cheryl.


  “Cheryl? Cheryl, what do you think?” Mom asked Cheryl, reaching over and resting her hand on Cheryl’s leg just inches below Cheryl’s pussy.


  “We can share, Mother …” Cheryl whispered as I felt her fingers brush against mine while I softly probed the weeping wetness between mother’s legs. “I love Jim…but this is something bigger than the two of us. I love you, too, Mother. I love you, both in ways I never imagined I could love someone else. So if you were asking me if it was okay to fuck, uh, to make love to Jim, Mother, I say yes! Yes, you should let Jim make love to you.”


  As Cheryl finished speaking, I felt mother’s hand tighten around my achingly-sensitive penis as she slowly turned and looked back at me.


  I felt her eyes boring down into my very soul, as if she were looking for something to allow this evil thing to happen.


  “You are my son, Jim,” she softly said. “No fit mother should ever let anything like this happen. But…I want you too. I’ve wanted you for a long time, Jim. I just couldn’t let myself allow it to happen. But now, now, how can I stop it? Will this make our family whole? Or will it destroy us?”


  “Mother, please—” I groaned. “Please stop torturing me. Yes…or no?” I moaned, finding the weeping opening to her sex and easing two fingers into it. “Let me, Mother! Let me have you here,” I groaned, slowly working my fingers in and out of her pussy. “Please—please—please—”


  “Yes, Jim, yes, take me—make love to me, my Son—” I heard my mother whimper as she spread her other leg out to open herself to me. “Take your mother—”


  Rolling over between my mother’s outstretched legs, I pushed up onto my hands and knees. As I did, I felt Cheryl’s hand grab hold of my jutting cock and bend it down toward the weeping hole between mother’s legs. Then I felt the head of my prick brush against the soft moistness as Cheryl seated the tapered tip of my cockhead in the slippery opening.


  “Now!” Cheryl urgently whispered as she let go of my cock and dug her long, sharp fingernails down into my ass. That was all the encouragement I needed as I curled my hips forward, arched my back and slammed my cock down into the tight, clutching heat of my mother’s cunt.


  “Oh, God—” I gasped as our groins wetly slapped together and we were once again one. My Mother! I was fucking my mother! The electric excitement sparking through my fevered brain was threatening to shut it down from the overload of emotions flowing through it. I’d never felt anything like it. My mother! My mother was letting me fuck her. NO! WE were fucking. It was no one-sided assault. We were both eager and willing participants.


  I was completely out of control as I began to fuck her with a passion I never knew existed anywhere, much less inside me. I was a mad man, my hips working back and forth like a pile-driver as I pounded into my mother like there was no tomorrow and this would be the first and last time we would ever make love.


  But as wild and brutal as my attack was, mother accepted it, seemingly craving it, and begging for more by her actions as her arms and legs flailed about urging me on. Now, not caring how much noise we made, I could hear Cheryl’s headboard loudly banging against the wall as I fucked my mother with mindless abandon.


  Then, all at once, I felt Cheryl’s hands pressing down, slowing me as her fingers dug down into the clenched muscles of my bounding ass. As I did slow, I could feel the clutching muscles of mother’s vagina caressing the entire length of my cock while I slowly pumped into the clinging warmth.


  Crouched over her, I could feel my chest pressing against her soft, giving breasts as they gently sloshed up and down below me. Her big, blue eyes were open wide and she was still staring up at me with that lost, far-away look in them. I’d never felt such power and dominance in my whole life. This was my Mother!


  Then I felt the cheeks of my ass being spread apart as a soft, warm breath brushed across the clench of my puckered asshole. What was Cheryl doing? I feverishly wondered as I slowed the back and forth rock of my ass even more.


  “Jimmmm—” my mother moaned in protest, her hands and fingers clawing, scratching, trying to make me fuck her faster. But I couldn’t. Cheryl wasn’t letting me as I felt her lips brush across my cringing butt hole. This was the height, or the very depths of depravity I told myself as I felt the tip of Cheryl’s sinuous tongue digging into my anus, probing, pushing trying to breach the tight stricture. Son atop his mother fucking her while his sister gave him a rim job. What could be more depraved?


  I wanted to give mother what she wanted but I was reveling in the feel of Cheryl’s rose-petal soft lips and her tongue licking, probing and kissing all over my asshole and balls. As she lavished her attention on my ass and gonads, I could feel the layer of spit she left behind being cooled as her rushed breath chilled it.


  As crazy as it was, I knew that couldn’t hold back much longer as the bubbling cum down inside my balls had already passed the boiling point.


  “Sorry—” I grunted, jerking my ass back and smacking it against Cheryl’s face as I drew back for the final impalement.


  “Motherrrrrrrrr—” I roared, ripping my hips forward as hard as I could, driving my primed cock down as deep inside her as I could to eject my loathsome load of semen into her womb.


  The force of the explosion felt like someone had shoved a hand grenade up my ass and pulled the pin. I felt my cock lurch as a spume of blistering-hot cum shot up through it and gushed out into the clinging depths of my mother’s vagina. As the first gush of cum spewed out into her, I heard mother gasp. Then her cunt collapsed down around my spewing, spurting penis, sucking it and milking it while her body stiffened and strained up against me. She was coming again, my fevered brain screamed at me. I’d done it! I was bringing her pleasure in repayment for the pleasure she was bringing me. I was ecstatic!


  I’d never felt such an intense rush of pleasure as my peter continued to buck and jerk down inside the convulsing core of mother’s womanhood. Mother and son, man and woman, we were locked together in an incestuous bond that could never be breached. It wasn’t bodily fluids being exchanged between us, it was Love! Pure, sweet, all-consuming love—


  At last the inferno had burned itself out and I lay atop my mother being warmed by the dying embers of the conflagration. I was finally able to breathe again. Able to once again feel Cheryl’s warm, moist tongue bathing my empty, cum-splattered balls as I basked in the comforting afterglow of my monumental eruption. I had put Krakatoa’s eruption to shame. I barely had enough strength left to breathe, much less move as I stared down into my mother’s teary, love-glazed eyes.


  Something had passed between us in that fiery moment when we had shared the culmination of our lovemaking. Nothing would be the same between us ever again. We had shared too much and now the love we had spawned had been forged into a fiery love, forged and tempered with the strength of our passion.


  But even as great as the love I felt for my mother was, my love for Cheryl hadn’t diminished in the least. I was doomed. I now loved two women with the same strong, possessive love that a man can only feel for his one true love. What was I to do, I worried?


  But as I laying worrying about what to do, finally, Mother Nature ruled and I felt my limp, lifeless cock slither out of mother’s cum-filled pussy and flop down onto the bed between her legs.


  “Oh, no, don’t take it out …” I heard her murmur as she hugged her legs against mine, trying to keep me from leaving the sanctuary between them.


  “Sorry, Mom,” I groaned, leaning down and giving her a soft, lingering kiss right on the point where her neck joined her shoulder. “Can’t help it.”


  “Pooh—” she fussed. Somehow I was finally able to find the strength to push up onto my hands and roll off over her leg. When I did, I saw that I left a thick, gooey trail of cum across her leg as my limp peter dragged across it.


  Rolling over onto my back, I felt mother snuggle up against me, rubbing her big, soft tits against my arm as Cheryl crawled up on the other side. Then Cheryl dropped down on the bed and cuddled up next to me, pressing her tits against my other arm.


  I was in a fantasy land. My naked mother lying on one side of me, her head resting on my shoulder as her fingers slowly crawled down to my shriveled, depleted penis while my naked sister lay on the other side, her head resting on my other shoulder. But I was torn by the decision I felt I had to make. Which one? Which one would I devote myself to?


  Cheryl? My first real, true love? My Mother? The love a boy craved, but should never be allowed to experience.


  “What’s wrong?” I heard mother ask me.


  Mothers always knew! And my mother was no exception. They all had that sixth sense that told them when something was amiss. Something was bothering her offspring.


  “Nothing,” I lied, looking over at her and smiling as she lifted her hand and slowly ran it down my cheek.


  “Don’t lie—” she admonished me, kissing the tips of her fingers and brushing them across mine. “What’s bothering you?”


  “You’d better tell her,” Cheryl whispered, nibbling on my neck. “Mom will get it out of you one way…or the other,” she softly laughed.


  “I love you both, so much,” I said looking into mom’s eyes and then turning to look into Cheryl’s eyes. “But I can’t choose—”


  “Choose?” they both sputtered almost in the same breath. “Choose what?” mom asked. “Yeah, choose what?” Cheryl asked with a puzzled look on her pretty face.


  “Which one?” I mumbled, wishing that I hadn’t even brought up the subject, because there was no answer.


  “Which one?” Mom laughed. “You, you mean which one of us?”


  “Uh, yeah. I can’t decide,” I muttered, feeling an uneasy awkwardness.


  “Why do you have to decide?” Mom asked, scooting back a little, bending her arm and resting her head in her hand as she lay looking at me.


  “I don’t know…I just thought …” I stammered, feeling a warm flush spread out across my cheeks.


  “There’s no need for jealousy,” she said, her other hand slowly trailing back down to my cock as it lay on my belly. “We’re not in competition.”


  “Uh, uh, yeah, I guess …” I mumbled, looking over at Cheryl and seeing that she was smiling her confirmation.


  “No, there isn’t,” she whispered, mimicking mother, kissing the tips of her fingers and brushing them across my lips.


  I felt an overwhelming sense of love for the two beautiful, loving women, who lay beside me. Mother was right. There was no need for competition. It wasn’t like they were competing to see who could have me. They both already had me. Either of them could have me anytime they wanted, and they knew it. And I could have either of them whenever I wanted, too. It was crazy, but it made sense. It was the perfect trilogy. The three of us. Mother, son, and daughter. There was only one piece of the puzzle missing, I sickly thought. But was there room in our perfect world for one more?


  “This is perfect,” I smiled, looking from one of them to the other as I saw Cheryl’s hand crawling down over my belly to join my mother’s hand that was already teasing and toying with my fallen warrior trying to bring some life back into it.


  “Almost …” mother whispered, rolling over to the edge of the bed and standing up.


  I could see the muscles rippling and quivering in my mother’s perfect, round ass as she stepped across to the room. Watching her, I saw her reach down into her purse that lay on top of the chest of drawers and pull out a little bottle of pills. Then she twisted the cap off the bottle and shook out a small, yellowish-tan pill into her palm. Looking back over at me, she smiled, twisted the cap back onto the bottle and dropped it back into her purse.


  Then she disappeared out through the door way and as Cheryl and I lay waiting, we heard the water being turned on out in the kitchenette. Suddenly, mom reappeared through the door way, bobbling and jiggling toward the bed with one hand fisted and one carrying a glass of water.


  Stopping by the bed, she smiled, held out her hand and opened it.


  “Take this,” she told my, holding out the glass of water, too. Picking up the pill out of her hand, I studied it and saw that it had a C 20 inscribed into it.


  “What is it?” I dumbly asked, guessing that it might have something to with the prevention of erectile dysfunction, although I had no problem in that area whatsoever. In fact, if anything, my problem was the opposite. But at the moment, I was in no shape to complain as mother had drained my cock and left it impotently empty for the moment.


  “Cialis—” she smiled as I lifted the pill up to my mouth and washed it down with a drink of water.


  “You think that I have ED?” I mumbled, handing her the empty glass.


  “Heavens, no,” mom laughed, reaching over and setting the glass on the nightstand. “But now you have <I>two</I> women to keep happy, Honey,” she smiled, trailing the backs of her fingers along the underside of my flaccid penis.


  “Oh, yeah,” I grinned, watching her spectacular tits swing and bang against one another as she crawled back up on the bed.


  “Does it really work?” Cheryl giggled as she watched mother slowly spin on her butt and melt down onto her back with her head even with my hips and her butt resting on the bed by my shoulders.


  “I’ll let you judge that for yourself,” mother grinned, rolling over on her side facing me as she reached for my lolling cock.


  Turning my head to the side, I found my face was only inches from Mom’s smooth, cum-lathered mons. Strangely, with Mom lying on her side, the tip of her tummy looked like a > instead of a Y. Then, just as I felt fingers touch my cock, the bed jiggled and Mom’s pussy moved even closer to my face. Lying on the bed enjoying the feel of Mom’s fingers toying with my cock, I watched her lift her leg, bend it at the knee and rest her foot on her other knee. When she did this, it spread her legs apart to bare the oozing, weeping gash of dark pink between them. Staring at her cunt, I saw that the thick, fleshy lips were mottled with gobs of creamy, white cum that still leaked out of the slit between the lips.


  Even covered in my cum, it looked invitingly edible, as I scooted toward her. As my shoulder bumped against her belly, she curled her hips slightly and I found that I could reach the tasty morsel with my tongue. Almost swooning in the rich musk of her sex, I slowly licked around the soft, slippery lips licking away the evidence of our incestuous adultery. As I did, I felt soft, warm lips and a tongue replace my mother’s fingers down on my ever-so-slowly responding penis.


  Then, the bed lurched again and I felt something brush against my other shoulder. Leaning back away from mother, I turned my head to the other side and found myself face to face with another bare, bald pussy. Just as mother had done, Cheryl had her leg bent at the knee with her tiny foot resting on the other knee and her smaller, almost juvenile pussy lay temptingly close. Looking down over my belly, I saw that both women were lying with their head even with my hips as they looked across over my cock at each other.


  Then both of them scooted closer to me and I watched them lean across me and kiss. As they did, I felt both of their pussies brush against my cheeks. I was literally trapped between them as they ground themselves against me. All I had to do was turn one way to find mom’s lush, mature cunt with my mouth and then turn the other way to gorge myself on my sister’s dainty, thin-lipped pussy.


  This was a page right out of the best part of my fantasy book. Two sweet, succulent pussies rubbing against my cheeks and all I had to do was turn my head to either side to eat one.


  The air around my head reeked of woman, of sex, of arousal as I licked and lapped on one pussy then the other trying to be sure to give them both the same amount of loving care they deserved and needed. And as I did, I could feel their lips and tongues busily transforming the limp lump of flesh down between my legs into eight inches of steel-hard cock.


  My lips, my chin, and my cheeks were drenched in warm, sticky juice as Mom and Cheryl’s lips and tongues were all over my cock and balls. While one pair of lips were sucking and milking my cock, the others would be kissing and lapping at my balls, then a tongue would curl around the base of my cock and the lips would trade places. They were everywhere, touching, kissing, licking, probing, and sucking.


  It only took a few minutes of this to bring my Cialis-aided penis up to full fighting strength as the spit-covered ogre lay on my belly twitching and pulsating with the hastened beat of my heart.


  “It’s yours this time, Cheryl,” I heard Mom whisper as she scooted her pussy back away from my face and sat up. As she did, Cheryl followed suit and pushed up on her hands and knees beside me. Then as I lay watching on in a euphoric daze, Cheryl lifted a long, shapely leg and straddled me with her sweet, spit-slickened pussy hovering in the air directly above my slobber-drenched cock. Smiling up at me, she reached back between her legs and lifted my peter up off my belly.


  Holding my stiff, primed penis up, she slowly sank down onto it, letting the evil, barbed head pierce the drooling opening of her sex.


  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh—” she softly sighed as she relaxed the muscles in her legs and let her pussy slowly, inch by inch, consume my peter. It was like slipping a silk glove down over my cock as the warm, clinging flesh enveloped me. Goose-bumps popped up all over me as more and more of my hardened steel disappeared up inside my sister’s gluttonous cunt. It was the same every time, only more intense. I would never get used to it.


  Then, suddenly, I found myself staring up at my mother’s pink, thick-lipped cunt as it slowly descended down on my mouth. A wave of musk welled up into my nostrils as I inhaled and reveled in the heady scent of her overheated sex. Then the warm, softness of her womanhood touched down on my lips as I probed and sought out the jut of her clit.


  “Ummmm …” came her confirmation as I found the hard, little nub with my tongue.


  Then I felt the opening of Cheryl’s sex settle down around the thick, hairy base of my cock as mom rolled her hips and painted my lips and chin with her sweet, sticky essence. There was nothing more to live for I told myself. I had it all. All that any boy or man could ever wish for as my lovers embraced me with their love. My Mother! My Sister! The two most important women in my life and they were mine to do with as I pleased. I was King! I was God!
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  Chapter Three – Happy Birthday


  It was Saturday, dad’s birthday and the day mom, Cheryl and I had settled on to put our little plan into effect. Mom had come to visit several times since our first little tête-à-tête and she had done a good job of hiding our little secret from dad, but this evening all that was about to end.


  “What do you think he’ll do?” Cheryl asked me as she put her glass in the sink and turned to face me.


  “What do you think? I bet he’ll be on you like a bee on honey,” I grinned, watching her slowly saunter across the room toward me, rolling her hips and making her big, braless breasts bobble and dance down under her tee shirt. I could easily see how aroused she was by the way her big, puffy nipples were tenting the thin material. Who was the cause of that arousal, I wondered. Me? Mom? Or Dad? But based on what was about to transpire this afternoon and night, I could only surmise that the last of those choices. Even though I had gone along with the plan to surprise my father and let him in on our little secret, I still had some lingering misgivings about the whole thing.


  “Looks like dad has you all hot and bothered,” I frowned.


  “What? What do you mean,” she laughed, seeming to ignore my disapproving frown.


  “Your nipples. They look they’re about to pop,” I said, making an obvious glance down at them.


  “Oh, really,” Cheryl flirted, batting her big, blue eyes and giving me her sexiest smile.


  “And how do you know it’s not for you?” she asked.


  Seems that I had read in one of my psych classes that Freud thought that people went through five stages in life. The first stage was the oral, then came the anal, then the phallic stage from around six to puberty when mommies were the objects of sexual desires for little boys and daddies were the matter of sexual wishes for little girls. Then there was something about the latency stage where all sexual desires for the opposite sex were repressed. And lastly, there was the genital stage, from puberty on that was associated with the surge of sexual hormones and thought to bring about an unconscious recurrence of the phallic stage. However, to hold and express the earlier sexual desires for one’s parents is considered taboo so most normal men and women establish sexual relationships with same-aged members of the opposite sex. Or something like that. But that’s where Cheryl and I were different. Not only did we have the phallic thing for mom and dad, we had it for each other.


  So I guess that you could say that we were kind of “double” fucked up.


  Stopping in front of me, Cheryl reached out, draped her arms on my shoulders and locked her hands behind my head.


  “So, Jim, if you were my daddy, would you want to get in my panties?” she grinned, slowly rolling her shoulders and rubbing her big tits back and forth across my chest.


  “In a fucking heartbeat,” I groaned.


  “Ring-a-ling-ling-ling-ling—” came the annoying ring of my cell as it lay on the table. “Ring-a-ling-ling-ling-ling—”


  “Don’t answer it,” Cheryl fussed. “Fuck me.”


  “It’s probably mom and dad. You wouldn’t want to ruin dad’s surprise, would you?” I resentfully muttered, reaching over and picking up my phone.


  Sure enough, it was mom.


  Turning the screen toward Cheryl so she could see mom’s number, I lifted the phone up to my ear.


  “Hi, Mom,” I said into the phone.


  “Jim,” I heard mom say. “Your dad and I are just about at your apartment. We should be there in a few minutes.”


  “Oh. We weren’t expecting you for another hour or so,” I frowned.


  “Well, you know your father,” mother said a note of exasperation creeping into her voice.


  “Is everything still on for the party?” I asked her.


  “Yes. Why?” I heard her hesitantly ask.


  “Nothing. I was just wondering,” I mumbled. It felt really, really strange to be talking to mom about my father fucking Cheryl as if it were nothing more than plain, uneventful birthday party we’d planned.


  “Is Cheryl there?” mom asked.


  “Uh, yeah, sure, you want to talk to her?” I asked, looking over at Cheryl who was leaning back in her chair, tweaking and pulling on her big, puffy nipples.


  “Of course, why else would I ask?” mom giggled.


  “Mom wants to talk to you,” I told Cheryl, handing her my cell.


  “About what?” Cheryl silently mouthed as she took the phone from me.


  “I don’t know,” I mouthed back at her, shrugging my shoulders.


  “No, Mom, I’m not getting cold feet,” Cheryl said into the phone.


  “Yes, I want to do it,” she fussed. “I’m not crazy and I’m certainly not going to turn down a chance at dad,” she giggled into the phone.


  As she was talking into the phone, I reached over and tweaked one of her nipples, maybe a little harder than I should have.


  “Ouch—Stop that—” Cheryl yelped, pushing my hand to the side and away from her nipple.


  “Sorry—” I mouthed, but knowing that I wasn’t really.


  “What? Oh, nothing. Jim is just being an ass,” she snorted into the phone.


  Listening into the phone, she held me at bay with her arm extended and her hand spread out on my chest.


  “Mom says for you to behave—” Cheryl told me. “Bye—” she said, laying the phone back down on the table.


  “Well, we better get dressed,” Cheryl told me, standing up.


  “Yeah—” I complained.


  “Hey, look,” she defiantly retorted, standing in front of me, feet spread, her fisted hands on her hips as she glared at me. “I’m not the one who suggested this. If you’ll recall, it was mom. So don’t get all pissed off at me. If you’re getting cold feet and don’t want to go through with it, just say so and I won’t do it,” she declared.


  I didn’t know what to do. What to say. A small part of me wanted to go through with it. In spite of the jealousy I was feeling, there was something perversely exciting knowing that I was probably going to get to watch my father fuck my sister. But on the other hand, I didn’t want him to fuck her. She was mine. My sister. My lover. My soul mate, and I didn’t know what would happen if they fucked. What if she liked him better than me? What if he was a better lover, than me? I was afraid I could lose Cheryl to him.


  “Well?” she asked. “What’s it going to be?”


  I know that mom, Cheryl, and I had talked about this ad nauseam, but now I was definitely having second thoughts, and even a few third thoughts about it.


  As much as it hurt, I knew that Cheryl wanted it. I knew that if I didn’t let her get to live out her fantasy, she would always hold me accountable for it. And she hadn’t said a word when we brought mom into our sick, little ménage à trois.


  “Okay—” I muttered, knowing that I could probably regret the decision forever. But no matter what happened between Cheryl and me, there was still mom. Oh, I know, mom was still married to dad and they had a thing. But what mother and I had shared was something very, very few sons get to share with their mothers. And what if something really, really big happened between dad and Cheryl? That would leave mom and me to console each other. As crazy and sick as it sounded, mom and I would somehow cope with the loss.


  But here I was making up imaginary windmills to fight and I hadn’t even embarked on the journey. Maybe everything would turn out and we could still co-exist as a family, albeit a somewhat dysfunctional, but loving family who shared everything. Everything!


  “Not matter what happens, Sis, just remember that I love you,” I told her holding onto her arms and keeping her at arm’s length as I stared into her big, blue eyes. “Understand?”


  “Nothing’s going to happen, Jim,” she smiled.


  “I hope so,” I wishfully fretted.


  The plan was that I was supposed to chaperone dad while mom and Cheryl got everything ready for the party. I had planned on taking him out to the pool and have a few brewskies to mellow him out. I could see the front window of our apartment from the pool and when everything was ready, Cheryl or mom was going to give me a signal by putting a piece of green cardboard in it.


  Looking down at my watch, I saw that it was three o’clock. Mom and dad arrived around ten minutes later. This was the first time dad had visited and he seemed quite surprised by what Cheryl and I had done with the apartment.


  “Regular little love nest,” he grinned as he stood looking around the living room. I thought it was strange that he had used the same choice of words mom used on her first visit. Had she leaked our secret? Had she and dad planned all this just so dad could get in Cheryl’s panties? I didn’t know, but mom and dad were pretty sharp and if they wanted to, I knew they could probably pull the wool over their gullible children’s eyes.


  “You certainly did a great job decorating this place,” he grinned, slowly walking over to the little table where Cheryl had put up pictures of all the family.


  “Can I get the birthday boy a birthday drink?” Cheryl asked, stepping over toward our little makeshift bar. Cheryl had dressed up for our parent’s visit as she usually ran around the apartment naked or in a pair of panties. But today, she had chosen a pair of red, skin-tight shorts and a tee, sans bra of course. The little, red shorts were so tight, it looked like the only way she could have gotten into them was by being poured into them. And she was wearing a pair of sexy, four-inch spike high heels that did wonderful and amazing things to her long, curvaceous legs.


  As she went jiggling and bobbling over to the bar, I couldn’t help but notice that dad was having a hard time keeping his eyes off Cheryl’s tight, little ass and her flailing free-range boobs. Looking over at mom, I saw that she was also following Cheryl with her eyes. When she saw me looking at her, mom smiled and shook her head.


  “Still rum and Coke?” Cheryl asked dad and she stood at the bar looking at dad with a feigned naïveté.


  “Uh, huh, uh, yeah, still, still rum and Coke,” Dad stammered, trying to keep his eyes off Cheryl’s big boobs but failing miserably.


  “The big five-oh,” I said stepping over to the bar where Cheryl was making our drinks. “Feel any different?”


  “Uh, no, not really, just another day older and deeper in debt,” dad chuckled.


  “So, how’s the temporary shelter thing coming along?” I asked him as Cheryl slid my drink over to me and stepped out from behind the bar with mom and dad’s drinks in her hands.


  “We’ve just about got it all wrapped up,” he said as Cheryl stepped up in front of him and handed him his drink. “That’s why I was able to break away and make it here for the weekend. Been awful busy for the last six months.”


  “Yeah,” I laughed. “That’s what mom’s been complaining about. She said she barely ever saw you anymore.”


  “Well, that’s all about to change,” dad grinned, wrapped his arm around mom and giving her round, voluptuous ass a squeeze.


  “Clint, stop that,” mom fussed, pushing his hand away and pretending virtuous indignation.


  “Well, Dad, cheers,” I said lifting my glass into the air in a toast. “Hope you have a happy fiftieth birthday—” I grinned, looking over at mom and Cheryl who were both beaming like the cat who had just gulped down the canary. And if you looked hard enough, you could almost see a few little, yellow feathers still stuck to their full, red lips.


  “So, what are the plans?” dad asked, tipping up his drink and knocking about half of it down in one gulp. “Be nice to spend a little time relaxing around the pool, if I could,” he threw in as a hint.


  “Relaxing?” mom softly giggled. “More like ogling, me thinks. College town. Apartment building. Pool. Girls. Bikinis. I doubt that you’ll be doing a lot of relaxing,” she laughed.


  “Oh, come on, Gina. It’s my fiftieth birthday. I’m too old for that kind of stuff,” dad snickered. “That’s Jim’s bailiwick.”


  “Why don’t we all go down to the pool?” I suggested, trying not to let on that we already had this all planned out.


  “No,” mom said, taking charge. “You two hop into your suits and head off. Cheryl and I have some things to do to get ready for the OLD man’s party,” she laughed, making her big tits jiggle and wiggle down inside her blouse.


  “Okay,” I grinned back at her, winking when I saw that dad was looking at Cheryl.


  Thirty minutes later, dad and I had planted ourselves down in a couple of chaise lounges by the pool.


  “Your mom was right,” dad grinned as he took in the bevy of scantily-clad young things cavorting around the pool, flirting and displaying acres and acres of bronzed flesh. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen so much bare skin all in one place at one time.”


  “Yeah, kinda makes it hard, uh, pardon the pun, to keep from staring,” I grinned, taking a sip off my Bud Light.


  “It certainly does,” dad laughed, reaching over and tapping his beer bottle against mine. “Thanks for inviting us up for the weekend. I needed to get away from the plant for a while.”


  “That’s what mom said,” I told him. “She said she was getting a little lonely with you being gone all the time. Nother beer?”


  “Why not, it’s my birthday isn’t it?” he laughed, tilting his head back and finishing off his beer.


  “That it is,” I said pushing up out of my chaise lounge and heading for the bar. That it is, I told myself and boy are you in for the surprise of your life.


  After a few more beers and a couple of burgers, I saw the sign. It was time. Time to spring the trap on dear old dad, although it could hardly be called a trap. More like a prize, I told myself as I felt a little tickle of envy whisper through my brain.


  “Oh, how do you know?” Dad asked me, squinting as the setting sun was just at the right angle to hit him in the eyes.


  “See that green square in our window?” I asked him, pointing at our apartment. “That’s the signal that it’s all clear and it’s okay to come in. It’s our signal that everyone’s decent so we don’t stumble in on the other one when we’re showering or something,” I lied.


  “Oh. Good idea,” dad grinned. “We certainly wouldn’t want that to happen … now would we?” he tipsily snickered.


  “Nope, we wouldn’t,” I laughed, pushing up onto my bare feet beside my lounger.


  Stepping into the apartment, I saw that Cheryl and mom had been busy. There were balloons everywhere and there was a big, birthday cake on the table. Although I was in on the plan, they hadn’t shared the particulars with me and I wondered what role the chair sitting in the middle of the living room was going to play in the night’s planned festivities. I’d never seen the chair before and I didn’t know where it had mysteriously appeared from. It was just a plain, old wooden, straight-backed chair with arms and it was sitting smack-dab in the middle of the room. And there were a couple of pieces of rope draped across the top slat in the back.


  “Happy Birthday, Hon,” I heard mom call out from the kitchenette.


  “Uh, thanks,” dad grinned, looking around at all the decorations. “You guys certainly were busy.”


  “Yeah,” mom laughed, wiping her hands on the little apron she wore, then reaching behind her and untying it. “It was fun …”


  “Where’s Cheryl?” dad asked.


  “She said something about school and homework. She’s in her room. She said she’d be out in a minute,” mom told him, taking him by the hand and leading him over to the wooden chair. “While we’re waiting for her, let’s get all set up for our first game.”


  “Game?” dad mumbled, looking down at the chair.


  “Yes, game,” mom giggled. “A birthday game. You know how we always played games at the birthday parties we threw for the kids. Well, now it’s your turn,” she laughed, taking dad by the shoulders and gently forcing him down onto the chair.


  “Uh, what, what kind of game is it?” dad suspiciously asked as mom pushed one of his arms down onto the arm of the chair.


  “You’ll like it,” mom giggled, pulling one of the short pieces of rope off the back of the chair and looping it around dad’s wrist.


  I guessed that mom was hiding something as she was now wearing a knee-length skirt and she had been wearing a much shorter, mid-thigh one when dad and I had departed for the pool. I couldn’t wait to see what she was wearing underneath it.


  “Uh, Gina, uh, what are you doing?” dad asked her as she quickly tied a knot in the rope to secure his wrist to the arm of the chair while I stood watching them and slowly sipping on my beer.


  “What does it look like I’m doing,” she giggled, grabbing the other piece of rope and wrapping it around his other wrist to secure it to the chair. “I’m tying you up … so you won’t try to get away,” she told him, tying a knot in the rope.


  “What’s going on Jim?” dad asked me as if we had some kind of male bond and I would share the secret with him.


  “Don’t know—” I muttered, smiling and shrugging my shoulders at him. And I wasn’t lying. I just knew what was happening, not the how of it all.


  “Gina, what’s going on?” dad nervously asked.


  “It’s just a game we’re going to play,” mom told him, as a blindfold magically appeared in her hands while she stepped around behind him.


  “Gina, uh, I, I don’t know if I want to play this game,” dad complained, anxiously looking over his shoulder as mom reached around his head and pulled the black, satin cloth across his eyes.


  “Oh, you will … believe me,” she snickered, pulling the band of cloth around behind his head and tying a knot in it. “Can you see?”


  “Fuck no, uh, no—no I can’t see—” dad fussed, the exasperation plainly audible in his voice.


  “Good, because we want it all to be a big surprise,” she laughed, her high heels clicking on the hardwood floor as she stepped around in front of him.


  “Now stick out your tongue,” mom told him.


  “Why?” dad muttered.


  “Clint, stop being so pigheaded. Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” she ordered.


  I saw dad’s mouth slowly open and his tongue hesitantly peek out from between his lips.


  “Farther—” mom told him as I saw that she had one of the pills she had given on me the first night pinched between her thumb and finger.


  Then as dad stuck his tongue out a little more, mom laid the pill on it and pinched his nose shut.


  “Whomp—” dad choked as he pulled his tongue back into his mouth and swallowed the pill down.


  “What the fuck was that?” dad snorted, swallowing again to make sure the pill went down.


  “You’ll find out,” mom giggled, turning to face me and handing me one of the little tannish-yellow pills.


  I didn’t know what was going to happen, but knowing mom , I knew that it would be something wild.


  Lifting the Cialis pill up to my mouth, I popped it inside and washed it down with a swallow of beer. When I was finished, mom smiled like a Cheshire cat, pointed down at my bathing trunks and flicked her finger down toward the floor.


  Puzzled, I held my hands up and shrugged my shoulders.


  As my mother pointed down at my trunks again, I saw her silently mouth, “Take them off—” while she began unbuttoning her blouse.


  Leaning down, I bent over and quickly shoved my trunks down my hairy legs. I could feel my slowly-hardening prick dangling down, slapping against my thighs as I stepped out of my trunks and kicked them across the floor.


  “Yum-yum—” mom mouthed, licking her tongue around her lips as she pushed her blouse back over her shoulders to reveal the top of the sheer, white chiffon corset underneath it. Mom was not one to hide her assets and her spectacular tits were bare, supported only by the padded underwire cups of pink satin on the top of the corset.


  “Wow!” I mouthed, feeling my erection shift into a higher gear as my cock lifted itself up from between my legs.


  Grinning at me, mom thrust her big, sagging tits out at me as she plucked at the button on the waistband of her skirt.


  “Uh, what’s going on?” I heard dad ask as mom’s skirt suddenly went rustling down her sexy, nylon-encased legs to land in a muddled pile at her feet. Smiling, mom reached over to dad’s shoulder to support herself as she lifted her legs one at a time and stepped out of her skirt.


  “Nothing, Dear, just getting the game ready,” mom purred, letting go of his shoulder and stepping away from him.


  Now, with the bottom half of her ensemble revealed, I saw that the hem of her corset curved up from her hips and was lined with a ruffle of pink lace. A line of hook & eye closures ran up the center of the sheer, white lingerie that was adorned with several lace flowers. On each side of the corset there were three long garters on each side of her corset stretching down to the tops of mom’s sheer, white nylons. The stitching where the garters were attached to the corset were covered my small, pink, satin bows. The top halves of the garters were bands of stretchy, white elastic while the bottom halves were lace-lined bands of ruffled, pink satin reaching all the way down to reinforced bands of nylon encircling the meaty part of her thighs. I could see two garters in the front, two stretching down over the sides of her hips and assumed that there were two more extending down over the opulent cheeks of her exquisite ass.


  Staring down between her legs, I saw that the garters were framing a pink, satin thong that she had put on over her garters. It was easy to see the outline of the fleshy lips of her pussy through the dark, pink satin that was wetly clinging to them.


  Then, with a wink, mom slowly turned around to face away from me, bent over, grasped hold of her legs just above her knees and wiggled her full, plush butt at me. I could see the two long satin and elastic garters stretching down, creasing the skin of the perfect, bare cheeks of her luscious ass. There was a concealed zipper running down the back of her corset, ending a couple of inches above the little pink triangle just before it disappeared down in between the two quivering globes of tanned perfection.


  “Gina, are you still there,” I heard dad ask as mom stood back up in front of him.


  “Yes, Dear, I’m still here. Just be patient, the game is just about to begin,” she told him, pointing over at Cheryl’s door and motioning for me to go over to it.


  My cock was now at half-mast as I padded across the cool, wood floor in my bare feet and stopped in front of Cheryl’s door. Then mom put her finger to her lips to indicate that I was to be quiet, but made a knocking motion with her hand.


  Lifting my hand up to the door, I tapped as quietly as I could. As I did, the door slowly creaked open and I saw Cheryl standing there smiling at me.


  Stepping back, I watched Cheryl look over my shoulder at my dad and then quietly tiptoe out of her room.


  Cheryl had her tawny, blond hair pulled back, braided into two long pigtails that hung down almost to the middle of her back where they were secured by red, satin bows. She had darkened and highlighted the dusting of freckles across her little, upturned nose to emphasize them and make her look even younger than she was. That and the fact she didn’t seem to be wearing any additional make up left her face looking like she was thirteen or fourteen, not eighteen. To add to her childlike appearance, she was wearing a short-sleeved, white crop top blouse that tied in the front between the swell of her magnificent rack. And down below her bare midriff, she wore a short, uh, very short pleated, plaid skirt. You know the kind that girls always wore in porn flicks to depict that flirty, naughty, schoolgirl look. And her long, shapely, very un-schoolgirl-like legs were encased in a pair of opaque, white thigh highs whose reinforced tops encircled her thighs just above her knees. To add to the young-girl thing, she was wearing a pair of black, five inch, clunky Mary Jane platform pumps.


  Reaching down to my half-hard cock, she gave it a quick grope and then slowly clumped across the room to where dad sat fidgeting in the chair.


  “Who’s there?” dad asked turning his head and following the sound of Cheryl’s clumpy heels.


  “It’s me, Dada,” Cheryl softly said as mom slipped around behind dad and untied the blindfold.


  “Cheryl?” dad muttered as mom slowly lifted the blindfold up off his eyes.


  “Yes, Dada, it’s me. Happy Birthday, Dada,” Cheryl giggled, sticking her finger out and holding it under her chin. “Do you like?”


  “My God, Cheryl—” dad gasped, his eyes as wide as saucers as he stared at her in shocked disbelief.


  It was easy to see the effect she was having on him as his biceps were bulging while he clutched hold of the arms of the chair.


  “What’s wrong, Dada? Don’t you like my little outfit? You know that the school makes us wear them, Dada,” Cheryl smiled, slowly walking toward him, rolling her hips, somehow able to maintain a level of childlike innocence even in her clunky high heels.


  It seemed bizarre to hear Cheryl calling dad by Dada. It was the first word she had ever spoken and I don’t think I’d ever seen dad prouder than he had been on that day. The day his daughter had first called him Dada. And now, she was calling him that again. There was something oddly suggestive about it while at the same time it was, I don’t know, somehow perverted and impish.


  “What are you doing, Cheryl?” dad choked out as Cheryl stopped directly in front of him and slowly spread her legs apart. As she did, the juice-stained crotch of her plain, white cotton panties peeked out from below the hem of her short skirt to add to the sweet, innocent look she was trying to present.


  Dad looked like he was about to have an apoplectic seizure as his face was a dark, beef-liver purple and he seemed to be having trouble breathing. Even in those few short moments, sweat had popped out on his brow and seconds later he was sweating profusely as he gawked at his daughter in stunned shock.


  “What would you like for your birthday, Dada?” Cheryl purred, reaching up and toying with the tips of the two ribbons of cloth dangling down from the loosely-tied knot that held her crop-topped blouse together.


  “Cheryl—” he gulped as he watched Cheryl’s long, slender fingers teasingly pluck at the knot.


  “Would Dada like to see Cheryl’s titties?” she teased.


  “Cheryl—What? What are you doing?” he gasped as he watched her fingers unloosening the knot. Now there was nothing to keep the blouse from spreading open but Cheryl’s fingers as she stood looking down at her father with a mischievous smile on her pretty lips.


  “Would you, Dada?” Cheryl teased, letting the blouse open a hair wider.


  “Cheryl? What? What are doing?” dad groaned, unable to take his eyes off the widening gap between the edges of Cheryl’s little blouse.


  “Do you want her to show you her breasts, Dear,” I heard mom ask as she stepped out from behind the chair and up beside him.


  It looked like someone had stuck him with a cattle prod as he nearly jumped out of his skin when he saw mom.


  “Gina! What’s in the hell is going on?” he exclaimed, looking back and forth between mom and Cheryl.


  About that time, I decided to join the party and stepped over to where dad sat staring at mom and Cheryl.


  “Jim—oh, God—you—you—what are you doing?” Dad gasped, gawking down at my almost fully-hardened peter that was now jutting up at around a fifty-degree angle.


  “Happy birthday, Dad,” I lamely muttered, feeling a little like a Judas goat for stringing him along all afternoon.


  “Could someone please tell me what the fuck is going on?” dad grumbled, straining against the ropes as he tried to free himself.


  “I hardly know where to begin, Clint, Darling,” mom told him as she slowly stepped across the room to the bar. As she did, I saw that I wasn’t the only one admiring the way her delightful ass was quivering and rippling with each mincing step she took. All three of us had our eyes locked on the globes of bronzed perfection as she stopped at the bar and turned to face us.


  “Anyone want a drink?” she smiled reaching up and circling a long, pink fingernail around one of her big, puffy nipples. She had no milk, but the insinuation was still there.


  “I need one … really bad … but as you can see, I seem to be all tied up,” dad complained, “unless one of you two would be so kind as to untie your father,” he said, looking over at me and then over to Cheryl.


  “I’m afraid not, Daddy,” Cheryl grinned, slowly peeling her little, white blouse back off her big, beautiful breasts as they sat resting in the tiny, red shelf bra she was wearing. Only the bottom third of the quivering giants were hidden from view as dad gawked at them in reverent awe.


  “They-they’re fucking beautiful—” dad gasped as Cheryl rolled her shoulders and made them jiggle and roll back and forth just out of his reach.


  Dad’s curled fingers were clawing at the arm of the chair as he fought to free himself, but the ropes held.


  “Why are you teasing me like this, Baby?” dad groaned as Cheryl leaned down in front of him, letting her fantabulous boobs dangle down just above dad’s hairy legs.


  “Is Dada’s little girl making Dada hot?” Cheryl softly laughed leaning in closer as she reached out and eased her fingers down under the stretchy waistband of dad’s bathing trunks.


  “Cheryl—” dad choked out, his face somehow turning an even deeper shade of purple as he tried to breathe.


  “Let Cheryl see, Dada,” she whispered, her fingers curling as she began to ease his trunks down his hips. Dad’s arousal was pretty obvious by the size of the bulge tenting the front of his trunks while Cheryl slowly pulled them down. Watching, I saw the mat of dark brown curls covering the tip of his belly come into view at the same time the thick, round base of his peter peeped out.


  Looking up at Cheryl as she tugged his trunks lower, I saw her eyes widen in surprise as more and more of the shaft of his penis appeared out from under his bathing trunks. He was BIG! I’d always been proud of the size of my cock, but amazingly, dad had me beat.


  “Dada—” Cheryl whimpered as the waistband finally cleared the huge, goo-covered head of dad’s oversized prick. Sticking out just above his legs, it was already longer than mine and it was continuing to grow as it struggled to lift itself.


  “It’s so big—” Cheryl gasped, staring down at it while it twitched and bobbed in beat with dad’s heartbeat. It almost seemed as dad’s giant penis had taken on a persona all of its own as everyone stared down at it and watched it lift higher and higher.


  Finally breaking out of her reverie, Cheryl shoved dad’s trunks down around his ankles. Then grasping hold of his legs one at a time she lifted his feet out of the bathing suit and set them down on the floor.


  Just then I felt something touch my arm. Turning I found mom standing beside me with my drink in her hand. “Come,” she mouthed handing me my drink as she took hold of my other hand and pulled me toward the couch.


  Torn between wanting to go with her and watching to see what was going to happen next, I stumbled along behind her watching dad and Cheryl over my shoulder.


  Then a spasm of jealousy fired off inside my reeling brain as I watched Cheryl lean down and place a long, lingering kiss right of the bloated head of dad’s dick.


  Mother seemed to sense my angst as she leaned against me, rubbing a big, soft breast against my arm as she nibbled on my ear.


  “Don’t be angry, Jim,” she whispered, her breath warm and moist on my ear. “She’s still yours, too.”


  That was comforting to know, but it still hurt to see Cheryl with another man. But this was worse than that. This wasn’t just any man. This was DAD! I’d heard and read it all about how little girls fantasized about their dads and now Cheryl was getting to play out that fantasy. With her father! Why would she want to come back to her brother when she had the MAN?


  Dad had bested me at my own game. He had taken my Cheryl. And he was even bigger than me. She would never want to come back to me when she could have that, that thing, I angrily cursed.


  “It’s okay, Jim,” mom murmured, taking my drink out of my hand and putting both of our drinks on the coffee table in front of us. Then as I sat watching her in a muddled fog, she hooked her thumbs under the stretchy top of her thong and quickly pushed it down her long, sculpted legs. Then with the pink, satin thong dangling from the toe of one of her stiletto high-heeled pumps, she lifted her leg and kicked it making the shimmering thong fly up into the air. As it did, she reached out and caught it before it could fall to the floor.


  Then she lifted the little wisp of cloth up under my nose and rubbed it across my upper lip.


  “Smell me, Jim. Smell how hot you’ve made mommy,” she whispered, holding the thong panties under my nose as she rubbed her soft, cushy tits against my arm again. Inhaling the ripe musk of her sex, I watched her lower the panties down and drape them across the goo-slathered head of my jutting penis. Then curling her hand around the back of my head, she pulled me to her.


  Our lips touched, and then crushed together as we passionately kissed and groped each other for several long seconds.


  At last she broke the kiss, leaned back a couple of inches and looked deep into my eyes.


  “No matter what happens, Jim, you’ll always have me,” she whispered in a husky, quavering voice.


  “Mom—” I groaned, pulling her to me as our lips met again in a deep, probing kiss.


  Our kiss was interrupted by a loud thunk. Breaking the kiss, we both turned and looked over at dad and Cheryl. As we did, we saw that the noise we’d heard was Cheryl’s clunky platform heels striking the floor when she stepped out of her short, plaid skirt that now lay in a puddle on the floor beside the chair.


  Cheryl was now standing in front of dad with her legs spread to bare her white cotton panties. Even from where we sat watching, it was easy to see that the crotch of her panties were soaking wet as the damp material was clinging to Cheryl’s drenched pussy highlighting and accentuating the lips underneath it.


  “See, Dada? See how wet Dada has made his little girl?” Cheryl baby-talked, running her hand down and rubbing her clit through her panties while dad gawked on in a stunned daze.


  Then Cheryl hooked her thumbs down inside the waistband of the panties. Leaning down, making her big tits bobble and bump against one another, she pushed the panties down her legs.


  Lifting the panties up, she stretched out the waistband between her hands. With a mischievous smile on her lips, she reached out and slowly eased them down over the top of dad’s head. She kept pulling the sodden underpants down until the waistband was wrapped around his neck. It was the most ridiculous thing I’d ever seen.


  Dad sitting in the straight-back chair in middle of the room with his arms tied to it. His enormous cock was stiffly jutting up out of his hairy groin, twitching and bobbing with every movement while his head was hidden inside his daughter’s panties.


  The wet crotch of the cotton panties was drenched in pussy juice and sweat as it wetly clung to his nose while his ears stuck out through the leg holes. It was absurd—


  “Can you smell me, Dada?” Cheryl teased, leaning against him and rubbing her pussy against his arm while he continued to strain at the ropes. “Can you smell my hot, little pussy?”


  “Yes—yes—damn it—I can smell your pussy—” dad growled, his biceps bulging out against Cheryl’s cunt as she ground herself against it.


  Suddenly, the smile disappeared from Cheryl’s face as she reached down and pulled the panties up off dad’s head. Tossing the sopping underpants down on the floor where they landed with a wet splat, Cheryl reached down and began to untie his arm. Her long, slender fingers made quick work of the first knot and then sped over to the other knot. Moments later dad’s hands were free and the moment they were, they flew up to his daughter’s dangling udders.


  Cheryl’s earlier playfulness was now gone as she curled her arms around the back of dad’s head and pulled his face down between the sagging treasures.


  “Daddddieeeeee—” she groaned out, thrusting herself against him, rolling her shoulders from side to side making her big tits slap against his cheeks. As she did, he dropped his hands off her breasts and curled his arms around her waist.


  I felt mother’s hand curl around my rock-hard cock as we sat watching dad grope and claw at Cheryl’s tight, little ass. I was still torn between jealousy, envy and a perverse fascination as I gawked at the scene unfolding before my eyes. My sister. My sweet Cheryl. And my father!


  All pretenses had been tossed aside as raw emotions took over while they groveled in the decadence of it all. Then suddenly, dad staggered up to his feet and swept Cheryl up into his powerful arms. As she wrapped her arms around his neck to hold on, he stumbled across the room toward the door to her bedroom. Down below Cheryl’s tight, little bun, dad’s jutting penis jerked and slashed the air like the prow of some enormous schooner on a rolling, roiling, storm-tossed sea.


  As they shuffled across the room, mom sprang to her feet and grabbed hold of my hand.


  “Come—we must be witnesses—” she wheezed, pulling me to my feet.


  Cheryl and dad disappeared into the bedroom just before we got to the door. Stepping into the room, I saw Cheryl lying on her back in the middle of her bed with her legs splayed out to welcome dad down between them. But something evil must have crawled into the room with them because the thing crouching over her now wasn’t dad.


  As mom and I stumbled to a terrified stop, the thing bending over Cheryl turned its misshapen face toward us and growled. It’s evil, glowing eyes bored right down into my cringing soul as it bared its long, sharp fangs and snarled a warning. Drool was running down the razor-sharp teeth and dripping down onto Cheryl’s quivering breasts as the beast growled and turned back to her.


  Cheryl must have been in some kind of trance because she was staring up at the evil thing with a love-struck, oblivious look on her face. Then the creature shoved its arms under Cheryl’s legs and jerked them up off the bed. Pushing her legs up, crushing them down against her flattened breasts, the thing curled its hips and aimed the enormous, barbed cock sticking out below its hairy belly down at weeping hole at the tip of her belly.


  Another threatening snarl escaped out from the beast’s curled lips as its hips jerked and twitched, poking and probing the slippery softness between Cheryl’s widespread legs searching for her sex. I almost couldn’t watch because I knew that the gigantic cock would split my sister in two if it ever found the opening of her cunt.


  Then I saw the evil, barbed tip of the monstrosity find her and began to force its way inside the tiny, clinging opening.


  The huge head was spreading her, stretching her to accept it as the creature snarled again and lunged forward, driving the entire length of its grotesque penis down into Cheryl’s sex.


  “Daddddddieeeeeee—” Cheryl screamed as her whole body convulsed, shivering and shaking as a demonic roar bellowed out from the beasts mouth.


  Cheryl’s arms and legs were flailing about wildly as her hips twitched and jerked while the evil thing thrust into her driving the hideous cock into her deeper than she had ever been penetrated before.


  “Oh—God—oh—God—Yesssssssss—” Cheryl hissed and wailed as her head twisted from side to side lashing the bed with her long pony tails as the thing continued to lunge into her orgasming cunt.


  I was in a rage, but there was nothing I could do as I stood watching with my hands balled into fists. I wanted to rush the thing, grab it and pull it off Cheryl, but mother was holding me back.


  “No—Jim, you can’t,” she whispered, digging her long, pink fingernails into my clenched biceps to hold me back.


  Couldn’t she see the monster? Why was she letting that thing rape Cheryl? Why wouldn’t she let me stop it? Stop it and stop the travesty?


  Turning away from the defilement, l looked into her eyes, pleading for an answer. But all I saw was love and affection. What was wrong with her? Was she insane? Why couldn’t she see it?


  Finding nothing to corroborate the heinous injustice taking place on the bed only a few feet away, I turned back to the rape.


  I was stunned! There was no monster! It was only dad atop Cheryl. Grunting and huffing, dad was on top of her pumping away at her pussy with his giant cock. Where had the monster gone, my fevered brain wanted to know? Had I dreamed it up? It had all seemed so real.


  Now the fear and horror of moments before were replaced by jealousy and angry envy as I watched dad’s hairy ass jerking up and down while he hammered his cock into Cheryl’s sweet, little pussy. Her legs were wrapped around dad’s thick waist, her ankles locked together and her clunky, platform heels were waving back and forth above his back as he pummeled her with his oversized organ.


  As they fucked, mom had moved around behind me and was grinding her tits and pussy against my ass and back while she shucked her fisted hand up and down my cock. She was breathing hard as she nibbled on my ear while she watched Cheryl and dad over my shoulder.


  “You want to fuck Mommy, too?” I heard her whisper as the grip on my cock tightened.


  “Yeah, fuck Mommy—” I grunted out, reaching around behind her and clutching hold of her ass.


  “God, Dada,” Cheryl groaned hunching herself back at dad. “Feels so good—”


  Dad seemed out of control as he crouched over Cheryl, frantically pumping his giant penis in and out of her tight, little cunt. My poor brain was doing somersaults and I felt mother’s big, soft tits rub down my back as she slowly knelt down on her knees behind me. What was she going to do, I giddily wondered as I felt her push my legs apart? Watching Cheryl and dad fuck, I wondered how long he could go. It had already been ten minutes and he showed no signs of letting up as I felt mother’s hand in the middle of my back pushing me down. Reaching down to support myself on the lurching bed, I let mom push me down until I was almost lying on the bed.


  Then I felt mother’s thumbs dig down in the cheeks of my ass and spread them apart. A wave of embarrassment washed over me as I felt a moist, hot breath brush across my puckered anus.


  Then I almost lost it as I felt mother’s soft, full lips kiss me right on my cringing asshole. I was embarrassed, excited, and humiliated all at the same instant.


  Then I felt the stiffened tip of her tongue probing my creased opening as her fingers closed down around my dangling balls. There was something so depraved, so degenerate about what she was doing to me. She had never touched me there before and I hadn’t been expecting it.


  Leaning over the bed the way I was, I was only a couple of feet away from the point where dad and Cheryl’s juice-slathered groins were banging together. From my vantage point I could see every disgusting detail of the defilement, hear every vulgar sound, even smell Cheryl’s heated sex as dad fucked her with deep, bed-jarring strokes.


  Feeling mom’s wriggling, probing tongue reaming my tightly-clenched asshole, I could see dad’s peter coming out of Cheryl, dripping with her luxuriant woman-sap before he quickly sent it plowing back inside her. I was awash with raw emotions as I watched the evil thing slithering in and out of my sister’s fiery little hole. It was gross, sickening and madly exciting all at the same time.


  Listening to Cheryl softly whimpering, I could hear the bed creaking and groaning. There was juice everywhere. I even felt a drop splatter onto my cheek. The sheets under her ass were drenched with the gooey stuff as it was being forced out of her juicy cunt by the plunging, pistoning column of cock-meat.


  Then I felt mom’s wriggling tongue leave my anus, lick down across the little stretch of bare skin below it to my dangling ball sac. This was crazy beyond belief as I felt the moist warmth of my mother’s mouth consume my jewels. As she gently sucked, her twisting tongue was all over my balls while I groggily watched my father fucking my sister.


  This couldn’t be happening, I told myself. Mom, dad, Cheryl, and I all caught up in this sick, twisted confusion of incestuous chaos. Where would it end, I wondered?


  My reeling brain was having difficulty trying to take it all in as I felt my mother’s mouth leave my balls as her tongue licked up the crack of my ass and onto the small of my back. Then as she slowly kissed her way up my spine, I could feel her hard, swollen nipples scraping along below it while she pushed up onto her high heels behind me.


  Paralyzed into inaction by the surreal picture of my father fucking Cheryl, I watched on in amazement as my dad’s muscular ass rose and fell time and time again, impaling Cheryl with his massive organ. Then I felt my mother’s arms snake around my and pull me back until I was standing straight up again. I could feel her soft, warm lips nibbling up my neck toward my ear as her hands crawled down over my belly toward my jutting penis.


  A warm breath brushed across my ear as her hands closed down around my aching prick.


  “Fuck me—” she whispered, rubbing her tits against my back and grinding her soft, hairless mons against my ass. “Fuck Mommy—”


  I was frantic with desire. Where? On the floor? On the bed? Where, I woozily wondered and started to ease down beside the rocking, creaking bed.


  “No—” she whispered, stepping around me and crawling up on the bed beside dad and Cheryl. As she did, I saw dad’s bounding ass jerk to a stop when he looked over at her.


  “Jim—” she whispered, running her hand down between her legs to finger open the fleshy portal to her womanhood. Staring down, seeing the yawning chasm of her sex open and waiting for me, I jumped up on the bed and scrambled up between her legs like a man possessed. Crawling up between her velvety-soft thighs, I felt her take hold of my jutting cock in her hand and guide it down into the moist stickiness that lay waiting between her legs.


  The moment I felt the head of my dick brush against the yielding softness, I grunted and drove down into the moist, clinging pit. It felt like I had dipped my cock into a vat of warm, clinging honey as I drove into her all the way to the hilt. As I did, I heard a little whoosh of breath escape from her lips, forced out by the force of the impalement.


  I was a man possessed as I began to saw my cock in and out of her as fast and deep as I could. As I began to pound into my mother with uncontrollable passion, I saw movement out of the corner of my eye when dad resumed the defilement of Cheryl’s sweet, little cunt. The obscene sounds of flesh striking flesh filled the room as father fucked daughter and son fucked mother. The vulgar sounds we were making seemed to replicate themselves as they echoed of the walls when first one set of bodies would crash together only to be repeated when the second set slapped together. The wet, slurping, smacking sounds were accompanied by loud moans and groans of pleasure and delight as sex filled the night. Like a pair of jackhammers gone wild, dad and I fought to see who could fuck the fastest, to see who would be the victor and bring pleasure to our incestuous partner before filling the seething orifices full of our wicked seed.


  Who would it be, I wondered as I pumped into mom with frantic abandon? Would it be dad and Cheryl? Or would it be mom and me? The bed was creaking and groaning, banging against the wall, making so much noise I could barely hear the sick sounds of flesh striking flesh.


  Faster and faster we fucked. Mother and daughter were gleeful participants in the sick, twisted game of incestuous rivalry as they urged us on. The backs of mom’s spiked heels were beating a tattoo on my bounding ass while Cheryl’s clunky heels were beating a rapid staccato on dad’s bouncing butt urging him to drill her harder and deeper on every deep, penetrating thrust.


  Mother had a crazed wild look in her eyes as her hands clutched and clawed at my hips trying to get them to work back and forth faster. Her legs were flailing back and forth, her juice-slathered thighs slapping against my waist as she trapped me between them while we rocked along toward fulfillment.


  Then I heard a shrill scream rent the air as Cheryl shrieked out her climax.


  “Daaaaaddddieeeeeee—” she squealed as her whole body stiffened and began to twitch and jerk. “Dada—Dada—Dada—Dada—Dada—” she moaned and moaned as her back arched higher and higher off the bed.


  “Fuuuccckkkkkkk—” dad roared, lurching forward and driving down into her as deep and hard as he could while his ass began to jerk and clench.


  We’d done it. Mom and I had lasted the longest, but there was no holding it back any longer as I felt mom stiffen under me. Then an atom bomb of pleasure exploded down inside my balls.


  Both women were groaning and moaning out their gratification as the cocks inside their spasming cunts began to erupt and spew out thick, gooey streams of seed-laden cum into the fertile gardens. The gushing streams of thick, creamy cum came spilling out with such force and abundance, the women’s gardens were quickly flooded and overflowing with the milk of life.


  The whole thing was a chaotic mess. Dad inside Cheryl filling her with the very seed that had created her, while I was inside mom, filling the same womb that had once been my home with the essence of life once again. It was crazy insane. All mixed up.


  The air reeked of sex and rich, musky cunt. Feeling mom’s legs slowly relaxing and releasing the hold on my waist, I saw that crazed, demanding look in her eyes soften to the fuzzy, unfocused look she got every time she finished.


  I was completely exhausted as I turned and looked over at Cheryl and dad.


  “Damn—” I heard dad curse as he eased his hips back and I watched his giant, foam-flecked peter slowly slither out of Cheryl’s overflowing pussy. He had fucked her so fast and hard, he had churned up a foamy mixture of juice and cum as his cock still jutted out from his belly with long stringy strands of cum dripping down onto the bed between Cheryl’s outstretched legs. The Cialis was working, I told myself as I watched dad’s stiff, hard cock bob and twitch as he pushed up off his hands and stood on his knees looking down at Cheryl.


  “Was it good for Dada?” Cheryl baby talked reaching down and running a finger up the cum-covered shaft of meat to gather up a gob of dad’s expended cum on it.


  “Oh, God—” was all dad could groan as he watched his daughter lift her finger up to her mouth and sensually suck it clean.


  “Did you enjoy your birthday present, Hon?” I heard mom ask as she looked over at dad, reaching over and clutching hold of his thigh just below the hard, thick slab of meat jutting out of the bottom of his hairy belly.


  “Best present ever,” dad muttered. “But how?”


  “I’m afraid our son and daughter have fallen in love, Clint,” she smiled at him giving his thigh an intimate squeeze.


  “But you? How? When?” he asked her rolling over Cheryl’s outstretched leg and plopping down on his butt beside her.


  “I caught them in the middle of showing their love to each other,” mom said as I slowly backed my cock back down the cum-filled channel of mom’s overflowing pussy.


  No one said anything for the longest time as Cheryl and mom lay looking up at dad and I.


  Then mom pushed up onto her butt and looked over at the birthday cake sitting on the table.


  “Well, who wants a piece…of cake,” she laughed…


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked Forbidden Love. If you did and would like to read some more of my stories, these are my stories on Smashwords:


  


  Black Friday - Erotica


  Whore Queen - The Garden Gates


  Trailer Trash - Oreo


  All Hail – The King I and II


  Father Gander’s Naughty Tales – I & II


  Mother’s Milk - Love Potion


  Different Names - Teacher’s Pet


  The Voice - Boob Job - Escort Service


  Everything is Wrong - Cockball


  Teacher’s Tales - The Cheerleader Squad


  Daddy’s Little Secret - Confession


  The Island of the Goddess - Evergreens - Alien


  Home Again – Home from the War


  Marooned - Nipples - The Voodoo Doll


  Airey Putter and the Golden Dildo


  Airey Putter and the Wishing Mirror


  The Train Ride - The Wedding


  Andria’s Dream - Nymphomania: A desire to…


  Tornado - The Colonel’s Wife - Family Secrets


  Déjà Vu: All Over Again… - Affliction


  The Evil Within - House of the Rising Sons


  Infatuation - The Ride - Trading Spaces


  The Voyage of the Molly Be Bad


  Sledge Hammer –Private Dick (The Cold Case)


  All Alone - Panties - Love-Thirty


  Birthday Girl - Best in Show


  The Queen and the Prince - Safari
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