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  Chapter One


   



  “Hey, mom!” Adam called out as he entered the house. “Wow, something smells good!”


  He followed the delicious aroma into the kitchen and clapped his hands when he saw the platter of chicken cutlets on the stove next to a covered pot. “Hell yeah, my favorite!” He picked one up, and despite it being hot, greedily bit into it.


  “Glad you’re happy,” Mom said while loading the dishwasher. “There’s rice pilaf in the pan and green beans in a container in the microwave, just heat them for a minute when you’re ready to eat.”


  “These are awesome, and second time in a week.” He devoured the rest of the cutlet, then went over to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of Mountain Dew. “What gives? You going to ask me to clean the garage again?”


  “No, just trying to make up for not being around much for dinner these days.”


  At her words, Adam noticed she wore her scrubs. “You’re working tonight?” He brought the bottle to his lips to take away any chance she might see the smile threatening to spread across his face.


  “Yes, and I know I said I wouldn’t, but it’s overtime, plus shift differential and we could use the money.”


  “Still sucks though.” Pausing to chug some of the soda had given him enough time to get over his initial thrill of excitement, and be able to sound properly concerned. “You’ve worked what? Eight nights in a row?” And he’d taken full advantage of every one of them, and that was going to continue tonight.


  “Nine, but who’s counting.” Mom sighed and closed the dishwasher. “But I have to get going soon so you two are going to have to eat without me.”


  “Seriously? Did you already eat?” For a moment Adam put aside his selfish thoughts of how much he was enjoying Mom not being home at night.


  “I had a big lunch and I’ll grab something at the cafeteria before it closes tonight.” Mom walked over to the Keurig, plucking a pod of flavored coffee from the spinning rack next to it, and popping it into the coffee maker.


  “Did you get any sleep today?” he pressed as she turned to lean against the counter while waiting for the Keurig to heat up and brew.


  Mom’s normally wide expressive brown eyes were dull and tinged with red as they peered out from under her drooping eyelids. The circles beneath them seemed darker today than they had yesterday, and much worse than a couple of days ago.


  “A little, but I have to study, I have the finals coming up next month.”


  “You need to get some rest, Ma,” Adam told her. You can’t burn it at both ends.”


  “I appreciate your being worried about me.” Mom smiled, and even that looked like it took more effort than it should have. “But once I finish the advanced practice nursing courses, I can get a job as a nurse practitioner at an office and make better money and no more crazy night shifts.”


  “I know, and you’re going to pass, so why are you working so much?”


  “You think the mortgage and what your scholarship didn’t cover for your tuition goes on pause while I went back to school?”


  “No, but me and Carla both work part time and we keep trying to give you money for the bills and you won’t take it.”


  “We discussed this, Adam. Both of you pay your insurance on your cars and that’s all I want you to do. I was so pissed when your sister bought groceries last week, then I get an e-mail from Verizon the cable was paid for the month, because you paid it.”


  “We’re all in this together, right?” Adam asked. “That’s what we said when Dad pulled a dick move and bailed on you two years ago.”


  Adam’s jaw clenched, his previous excitement, which had been tempered with concern for his mother, now fading entirely as anytime he thought of his father, he felt like hitting something.


  “That was then, this is now, and good riddance to his cheating ass.” Mom’s eyes momentarily flashed with her own anger, but she took a breath, and ran her fingers through her curly auburn hair, which as usual, she’d piled loosely on top of her head for work.


  “Ran to Florida because he knows they don’t chase deadbeat parents. Not a dime for child support, or my school, and he knows Carla was just accepted into Rhode Island School of Design, and…”


  “Adam, let it go. We…”


  “Know what’s worse? That he knows because he follows her on Twitter, and the prick sent her a DM congratulating her and saying how proud he was of her, but of course he didn’t offer…”


  “I said let it go.” Mom’s voice remained calm, but she had ‘the look’ and there was a hint of ‘the tone’ and when used in combination, Adam knew it was time to quit before she lost her shit on him.


  “Sorry, wasn’t trying to piss you off.”


  “I know,” she sighed. “I know you’re mad more for me and your sister, than for yourself. You’re a good boy, Adam.”


  “Good man.” He tapped his chest. “I’m twenty.” Well, maybe just a man, he added to himself because he wasn’t sure he was all that good these days.


  “Okay, my good man, at least there’s one in my life.”


  “That’s the other thing, the last year and a half between work and classes, you haven’t had a chance to meet…”


  “Where is your sister?” Mom cut him off, and he realized she did him a favor by doing so as that conversation was as verboten these days as bringing up his father. “I was hoping I’d get to see her before I leave.”


  “I think she had drama after school today.”


  “Drama as in a play, or caught up in teenage drama?”


  “The play,” Adam assured her, then glanced at his phone. “She should be here any minute.”


  Mom nodded and walked over to the fridge to grab the French Vanilla creamer then went back to the Keurig to fix her coffee. Adam frowned when he noticed the travel mug she’d grabbed was the one he and Carla had made her for Christmas.


  The mug featured a collage of pictures, some of Adam and Carla by themselves, a few with them together and the two largest were of the three of them. As she emptied some sugar packets into the mug, he focused on one of the three of them at the beach.


  Mom in between them, her arms around their shoulders as they sat on a rock with the ocean behind them. Mom had asked a guy passing by if he’d take the picture, and he’d been happy too.


  No doubt due to his sister being in a skimpy bikini Mom hadn’t seen until she too her shirt and shorts off at the beach. She’d been livid, making Carla wear a towel around her waist anytime she wasn’t in the water and to put her t-shirt back on whenever they took a walk to the sea food shack to get something to eat or drink during the day.


  Mom’s was a far more modest one piece, but it still showed off the fact that she had nothing to be ashamed of. Not that Adam checked out his mother, but she dressed in unflattering scrubs for work, and generally ‘bummed out’ around the house as she called it.


  It was the first time they’d gone to the beach in several years, at least as a family, and he was caught off guard by the size of her breasts, and how in shape his mother was. He knew she went to the gym three mornings a week before work, and took a yoga class there, but was still surprised at how well shaped her long legs were.


  Her stomach seemed flat enough to be able to pull off a two piece, and he couldn’t help notice her ass, although it had some curve to it, was pretty damned tight, and like her top, would have looked fine in a more revealing bottom.


  Adam recalled the guy who took the picture for them sticking around for a couple of minutes, trying to make some small talk with mom, or more accurately, flirting. Carla caught it and mentioned how she wanted to go back in the water, and how about Adam come with her?


  He picked up on the hint and agreed, but Mom then quickly said she would join them, thanked the man once more, and turned away, heading down to the water, leaving the guy standing there with a bewildered look on his face, probably wondering what he’d done wrong.


  Answer was nothing, and not only did he seem like a nice guy, but looked to be around mom’s age, and according to Carla was good looking. The only mistake he made was talking to a woman who since Dad came home one day saying he’d met someone else and wanted a divorce, hadn’t been on so much as a date.


  Adam got that she was heartbroken, pissed off, and whether she should or not, probably lost her confidence after losing her husband to another woman. Dad hadn’t hooked up with some sugar baby or girl with daddy issues, the woman, a partner in his advertising firm, was a couple years older than him, and from what Adam could tell from a picture of her Mom had shown him, wasn’t really all that.


  Mom didn’t talk about it, at least to him, she was more open with Carla, and his sister would tell him the gist of what was going on. Mom had felt it would have been better if it was some hot little tramp because it was the typical male midlife crisis crap.


  The woman being around her age and less attractive made her feel she’d done something wrong and was less than a woman. It was bullshit, and she knew it, but as she always said logic, and even right and wrong often goes out the door where emotions were involved.


  Adam had recently learned the truth of those words to the nth degree.


  “Something wrong?” Mom asked, pulling him from his thoughts. “You’re staring.”


  “Oh, just looking at the cup.” A stroke of luck had the beach photo facing him and gave him a chance to add, “Haven’t seen you smile like that in a while.”


  “It was a beautiful day.” Mom did smile, although again there was an undeniable air of fatigue to it. “All three of us had a great time, you two didn’t even argue, not once.”


  “We figured you could use a great day so we promised each other we wouldn’t bust each other up.”


  “I appreciate that.”


  “Say the word we’ll do it again, we want to see you happy, Mom.”


  “I do to, but there’s time for that when I get my degree and…”


  “Then it will be something else,” Adam sighed. “You were in between classes the day we went to the beach and that guy was into you, and he seemed mad cool, and you…”


  “Adam enough! I’ve told you my sex life isn’t up for discussion.”


  “Who said sex, I was talking about going out on damn date and spending some time with someone not named Adam and Carla who’s not a co-worker or teacher.”


  “And what does dating lead to?” Mom raised her eyebrows.


  “Well, sex I guess if it works out, but what’s wrong with that? Might get some of that anger at dad out of your system, or at least help you relax and…”


  “Get that damn pole out of your ass,” Carla said from the kitchen doorway where neither one of them had seen her lurking.


  “You need to watch your mouth young lady!” Mom snapped at her.


  “Sorry, but it’s true, you’re wound so tight these days you tick.” Carla entered the kitchen and walked over to the stove, staring at the platter of cutlets. “Hey, how come he gets his favorite again? I only got mine once and that was last week!”


  “Because nobody else likes those nasty fish sticks,” Adam explained. “Things are gross, little kids eat them.”


  “They are kind of nasty,” Mom agreed.


  “Not the nastiest thing she’s ever put in her mouth though.” Adam snickered.


  “Hey!” Mom’s anger returned. “Don’t talk to your sister like that!”


  “Yeah.” Carla tossed her head, sending her long blonde hair flying over her shoulder. “And I’m your baby sister, you’re supposed to be nice to me.”


  “Baby, alright.”


  “What were you saying about giving me a day the two of you didn’t fight?” Mom asked in a dramatic tone.


  “Go get laid and we won’t argue for a month.” Carla held her hand out to Adam, her pinky extended. “He’ll swear to it right now.”


  “Deal.” He wrapped his pinky around his sister’s slender finger.


  “And to think I was feeling bad I wasn’t going to be home for dinner,” Mom grunted.


  “You’re working again?” Carla’s big baby blue eyes narrowed.


  “Nothing gets past you, hon.” Mom tugged on her blue scrubs for emphasis. “Good thing you’re pretty.”


  “Now who’s being mean?” Carla pouted before adding. “I saw them, was hoping you’d worked earlier and was taking the night off.”


  “She’d just study anyway,” Adam threw in.


  “It’s so awful having a hard working parent,” Mom told them. “Stress the singular on that word.”


  “I’m sure dad works hard, just not for us.” Carla waved her hand dismissively. “Bet he’s helping his new step kids.”


  “Let it go,” Adam said softly to her, and when she shot him an annoyed look, he shifted his eyes towards mom, and her look softened.


  “Sorry, mom, and sorry you have to work so hard,” his sister said quietly.


  “It will be worth it, but for now, hey, I get to rock these sexy scrubs, right?” Mom cocked her head and looked Carla up and down. “Speaking of outfits, you went to school like that?”


  She was referring to Carla’s pink crop top and matching shorts that looked as if she’d been poured into them. The top showed off her flat deeply tanned stomach as well as the silver stud pierced through her naval.


  His sister wasn’t big on top, but the shirt fit so snugly what she did have was on full display. The shorts were the same, hugging her ass to the point Adam wondered how she could bend over in them.


  “What’s the matter with my clothes?”


  “Honey, you either greased your ass to get into those shorts or used pliers to get the damn zipper up.”


  “What are you laughing at?” Carla turned to him, folding her arms under her chest, and making it hard for him to ignore the fact the move would push her breasts out even more.


  “Now I know where my needle nosed pliers went.”


  “Whatever,” Carla responded, scrunching her nose up at him. “No one at school complains.”


  “I bet.” Mom scowled. “That shirt one or two sizes too small?”


  “Maybe I just don’t like loose clothes.”


  “Or maybe she has to dress like that so make it look like she has boobs.” Adam smirked.


  “I have boobs!” Carla declared indignantly.


  “Only when you wear kid’s clothes,” he continued to tease her.


  “Mom!” Carla exclaimed in the whiny brat tone, her hand on her hip, a foot stomp, and her trademark sulky pout. A look and sound that had always driven him crazy, but lately even more so. “Adam’s making fun of me!”


  “Your sister’s boobs shouldn’t be a topic of conversation,” Mom told him. “Now say you’re sorry for making fun of her.”


  “I’m sorry,” Adam told her, then trying hard to suppress a smile, continued. “That you didn’t take after mom when it comes to boobs.”


  “My boobs sure as hell aren’t something you should be talking about!” Mom snapped. “What’s wrong with you?”


  “You’d be late for work if he answered that.” Carla snickered.


  “Speaking of.” Mom glanced at her watch. “I have to get going.” She gave a mock sigh. “And to think I’ll be missing all this witty banter.”


  “We’ll miss you though.” Carla walked over and gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek, sticking her tongue out at Adam as she looked at him over Mom’s shoulder.


  “Thank you, baby girl.” Mom returned the hug while Adam tapped his nose and slowly mouthed the words “Suck up.”


  Still resting her chin on Mom’s shoulder, his sister replied in kind; “Suck what?”


  She eased back from mom, who kept her hands on her shoulders.


  “Seriously, honey, dress more modestly. You don’t have to advertise everything you have.”


  “Or don’t.” Adam couldn’t resist. “Wear them too big, that way they don’t know what you don’t have.”


  “Guess that’s why you wear baggy jeans all the time then,” Carla quipped.


  “Stop it, both of you!” Mom stared at each of them in turn. “I know you two like to bicker, but talking about each other’s bodies is off the table, understand?”


  “I guess.” Carla shrugged.


  “No, I guess, just knock it off. There’s plenty of things you can make fun of each other about, but keep it above the waist.”


  “Technically Carla’s boobs are above…” The death stare he received stopped him mid-sentence, and behind her, Carla put her pink tipped finger to her lips.


  “Got it.” He accompanied his answer with a sharp nod.


  “Good, because next off color crack from either of you is going to get you grounded for two weeks.”


  “Hey, you can’t ground me,” Adam protested. “I’m twenty!”


  “Then act it,” Mom replied, then immediately spun to face Carla. “No comment from you because you’re 18 and don’t act any better sometimes.”


  Carla lowered her head, and Mom shook hers.


  “You two always say you feel bad I push so hard, and offer to do something to help. You can help by behaving yourselves and not feeling the need to piss me off on nights we barely get to see each other.”


  “You’re right,” Adam replied, meaning it. “You deserve better.” Way better because Mom had no idea what was really going on behind her back.


  “What Adam said.” Carla glanced over to him, and he saw the same guilty look on her face. “We’ll be better.”


  “It’s not just about me, it’s about the two of you,” Mom explained. “I always felt we had the perfect family. Your dad and I both have good jobs, we have a nice house, Adam’s in college, and you’re going next year. You’re both beautiful, smart, work hard and are great kids.”


  “Not feeling great at the moment,” Carla mumbled with another sidelong look at him.


  “Then your father…” Mom took a breath. “We know what he did, and that he was doing it for a long time before that woman left her husband and forced him to do the same.


  “He had me living a lie, us living a lie. He’s gone now, got a new family that he cares about more than this one. That means that like I said from day one, it’s all about the three of us now because we’re still a family, and a good one, right?”


  “Right,” they replied softly and in unison.


  “I know you’re brother and sister and you’ll tease and argue, I did that with your aunt Kate and Uncle Nick growing up, but our family stayed together. Your father turning his back on us makes it so I just want you guys to be good to each other. Love and appreciate each other, and try to get along better, okay?”


  “Okay.” Another in stereo reply from the two of them.


  “I know teasing is normal and can be fun, and I’m over reacting a little, but if you want to do something for me, that’s what you do. Just be good to each other, and not just when I’m around.”


  “Deal!” Carla smiled. “We can do that.”


  “Adam?” Mom put her hand out.


  “I’ll be good to my sister, promise.”


  “Good to hear.” Mom looked down at her watch. “Have to go, I’ll see you in the morning.” She laughed. “It’s Saturday, so probably late in the morning when you drag yourselves out of bed. I’ll make a late breakfast.”


   



  “Love you, mom,” Adam called out as she left the kitchen.


  “Hear that?” Carla spoke behind him. “You need to be good to me.”


  “I heard you need to be good to me.” Adam walked over to the kitchen window, staying off to the side so he could see then driveway, but not be seen if Mom looked over. He watched her get into her Silver Nissan, fuss with the mirror for a moment, and then back out.


  “Game on,” he whispered.




  Chapter Two


   



   



  Adam’s heart beat faster and the guilt he’d felt while Mom had been talking to them gave way to a feeling of nervous excitement. The kind you experienced when you knew something was wrong, but couldn’t help yourself.


  He turned to see Carla standing by the stove, nibbling at a cutlet.


  “Sorry, I’m hungry,” she told him.


  “I am too.” He smiled, and reached for her.


  “Nope.” She dodged to the side, laughing as she spun around so she was now behind him.


  “Hey.” He turned to see her now leaning against the kitchen table, popping the last bite of chicken into her mouth. “You heard mom, we need to be nice to each other.”


  “You weren’t nice.” Carla hopped up and was now sitting on the edge of the kitchen table.


  Using her right foot, she pushed off her pink sneaker, then did the same with the other. She wasn’t wearing socks, and Adam’s eyes briefly lingered on her bare feet, taking in her hot pink toe nails, as well as the purple rose tattooed on the top of her left foot.


  Her left ankle featured a bracelet tattooed around it with several ‘charms’, a heart, a butterfly, a fish to represent her being a Pisces, and the one on the front, a small version of ‘Hello Kitty”.


  The charms were different colors, as was the bracelet itself, and Adam thought it looked great, but mom had been pissed because Carla had gotten it on her 18th birthday and she couldn’t tell her not to, As his sister had said “I can’t take it back.”


  Adam’s eyes wandered up his sister’s legs, and it was a pleasant journey. Like Mom, Carla was tall, with a pair of long slender legs that were well toned, and deeply tanned.


  When his gaze continued to roam higher, taking in her smooth bronzed stomach, with the silver piercing, he froze when he reached her chest, Her breasts, which were on the small side, were made prominent by the form fitting top, but what had his attention, was her erect nipples poking into the thin material.


  “Looking for this?” Carla flipped her red bra at him.


  He caught it and brought it to his face. It smelled of her favorite perfume, ‘Let them eat cake’ and as he inhaled the sweet candy like scent, his cock stiffened and his mouth watered for something other than dinner.


  “How the hell do you take this off without taking off your shirt?” He dropped the bra on the floor, his eyes fixed once again on her nipples.


  “Because unlike you, I know how to take off a bra.”


  “One time, it took me a minute.”


  “Every time, fumble fingers.” She smirked.


  “That’s just because you get me so excited.”


  “Nice try.” Carla blew a raspberry at him. “Thought my big brother was a man, but he can’t even get a bra off.”


  “Bet I can get you off.” He walked over to the table, but she lifted her leg, putting her foot on his stomach.


  “Not tonight you won’t.” She shook her head, sending her long straight blonde hair flying about. “You were mean to me.”


  “Mean?” He looked down when Carla slipped her foot under his shirt, pressing her soft sole against his hard stomach.


  “Very mean.” She pushed her lips into a pout. “You made fun of my tits, said they were little.”


  “Just playing around.” He put his large hand around her ankle and eased her foot to the side. His cock twitched at the image of gripping both her ankles, holding her legs up and open while he took her. “Have to look good for mom.”


  “Still not nice,” Carla insisted.


  “Sorry.” He lifted her leg, bringing her foot to his lips where he gently kissed the top of it.


  “I like that,” she said, her normally light voice growing huskier.


  “Yeah?” This time he planted a series of quick kisses to the tip of each of her toes. Carla giggled and didn’t resist when he moved her foot to the side so he could stand at the edge of the table and directly between her legs. “You like me kissing it better?”


  “You didn’t insult my feet.” She gave him a sly smile. “You like my feet, don’t you perv?”


  “I like every inch of you.” Adam put his hands on her slender hips, and smiled when she slipped her arms around his neck.


  “Is that why you keep giving me every inch?”


  “What can I say, I can’t get enough of you.”


  “That’s what they all say.” She giggled again, and as she looked up at him, her blue eyes wide beneath her delicate blonde lashes, Adam, overwhelmed with affection, kissed her softly.


  “Hmm, your lips are greasy and you taste like chicken,” she told him.


  “So do you.” He rested his forehead to hers, their noses touching. “I love you, Carla,” he whispered as he slid his arms around her thin waist. He went to kiss her again, but she turned her head, causing him to brush his lips along her cheek.


  “Love me how? As your witty, adorable, and awesome little sister?”


  “Yeah, but…”


  “Or,” she cut him off, “do you love me as your sexy, nasty as fuck dirty girl?”


  “That too.” He lifted his arms, taking her face between his hands, so she couldn’t move again. “But mostly as the most beautiful girl I know.”


  “Really?” Up until now her smiles had been teasing and playful, but the big one that lit up both her face as well as her eyes, and accompanied by an adorable blush, caused a wave of emotion to flow over him. “You mean it?”


  “I love you in every way.” He kissed her again, this time more firmly.


  Carla whimpered as her soft lips pressed to his. Her right hand slid up into his short brown hair, her nails lightly caressing his scalp as her other hand gripped his shoulder tightly.


  Their lips parted and their tongues met between them. Carla’s hands slid down his back as their kiss intensified, their lips pressing together more firmly as their passion increased, and their tongues probed each other’s mouth.


  She gripped the edge of his shirt and tugged it up to his chest.


  “Lose this,” she whispered into his mouth.


  Adam eased his lips from hers, lifting his arms to let her pull his shirt off. She tossed it to the side, her hands immediately on his now bare torso roaming across his thick chest and down his stomach.


  Her lips sought, and once again found, his. Adam moaned into her mouth as she ran her long nails up his back and across his broad shoulders.


  His hand ran up through her long soft hair, and she groaned when he pulled her head back, his lips instantly fastening to the tender skin of her throat.


  She gripped his shoulders hard enough to hurt, but minor pain only served to make his already hard cock jerk in his pants.


  He worked his lips over to the side of her neck, and Carla angled her head to give him better access. She sighed contentedly as he kissed, licked, and gently sucked on her soft flesh.


  “No fair,” she moaned. “You know what that does to me.”


  “It makes me want to do more things to you.” Mimicking her, his hands went to her shirt. “Your turn.”


  “I don’t know,” she breathed as he worked his lips lower, sliding them across her upper chest before finding the other side of her neck. “You were mean to them.”


  “Then let me apologize.” He moved his lips higher as she turned her head, now kissing just below her ear before playfully nibbling on her earlobe. “Please?” he added, then resumed sucking on her neck.


  “I guess I’ll let you try, but you better mean it.”


  As he had done, Carla lifted her arms, and the way she sucked on her lower lip when he grabbed her shirt sent another surge through his already aching dick. He peeled her shirt off, tossing it behind him and before it could hit the floor his mouth was already on his little sister’s left breast.


  “Oh, yeah,” she purred as he sucked on her swollen pink flesh.


  She arched her back while grabbing the back of his head, shoving her breast harder into his face. Adam had no complaints, first sucking harder, then switching to swirling his tongue around it.


  He eased back and opened his mouth wide and sucked as much of the soft, yet firm, flesh of Carla’s breast into his mouth. His hands joined in, cupping her breasts, his fingers teasing her right nipple.


  “Hmm, you’re doing a good job, but you need to say sorry to both of them.” She turned to the side, sliding her breast from his mouth to offer the other.


  Carla’s breasts might be on the small side, but they were perfectly round, firm, and sitting high and proud on her chest. They were proportionate to the rest of her slight form, and were more than a mouthful, but fit nicely in the palm of his hand.


  Adam, like many guys, preferred to look at, and when given the chance, play with big tits, but Carla’s had changed his view because her tits were goddamn perfect. That, and he was well aware that although he liked them for the right reasons, he loved them for one most would consider wrong.


  They were his sister’s.


  Not just sister, his younger sister. His bratty pain in the ass little sister who used to drive him crazy, but now drove him wild. Who would have thought a drunken game of truth or dare, something straight out of a sleazy taboo porn video, would have led not only to the wildest and by far best night of sex he’d ever had but something even crazier, and in a way, even more forbidden.


  They’d fallen in love.


  In love, and in lust. Adam had been with several girls since his first time when he’d been sixteen, but he had never been as obsessed with sex as he was now. Maybe it was because they weren’t supposed to.


  The thrill of them being each other’s dirty secret and had to be careful with when and where they fooled around. Or maybe it was just that Carla really was the hottest, most desirable woman he’d ever been with.


  Before their torrid taboo relationship had started, Adam would have never referred to Carla as a woman. Even when she’d turned 18 he’d seen her more as a little girl, but the last few weeks had opened his eyes to the fact his sister was all woman.


  Right now that woman was topless, and moaning as he licked and sucked on each of her breasts in turn, issuing what he felt was a very sincere apology for his prior remarks.


  “That’s it, suck them,” Carla breathed in a sultry purr that seemed too old for her, but never failed to cause his heart to race.


  That tone meant the dirty talk was about to start, and that talk never failed to lead to even dirtier actions.


  “Suck your sister’s titties, show me how bad you want them!”


  Adam was doing just that, moving from one to the other, first making a show of swirling his tongue around each taut nipple, before sucking it into his mouth so roughly his lips smacked.


  Carla released a sharp yip each time he did it, a sound of pleasure tinged with a little pain, but a good pain, as her hands continued to run over his shoulders, upper arms, then sliding up and down his muscular back.


  She was breathing hard above him, and her long bare legs encircled his waist, pulling him even closer to her, as he pleasured her breasts. Adam was in no hurry, he could – and had – spent hours enjoying her body.


  He loved her reactions, her little noises, the way she touched him and how her body reacted to him. But as much fun as he was having, he knew there was a better place for his tongue, a tight, pink, sticky sweet place.


  He gave her right nipple one last enthusiastic suck, then kissed her chest between her breasts, before proceeding to work his way downward.


  “Where you going, big brother?” Carla asked even as she dropped her legs from around him and leaned back on the table, propped up on her elbows, watching as he peppered her soft flat tummy with a series of quick kisses.


  “Well, Mom did say to make sure we eat.” Adam grinned up at her as he grabbed her shorts and popped them open. “Jesus, these are tight,” he noted as he struggled to tug down her zipper.


  “I have something even tighter,” she whispered as she lifted her legs in the air, placing her heels on his shoulders.


  “Might not stay that way the way we’ve been fucking,” he joked as he grabbed the sides of her shorts and tugged on them.


  “I’ll always be tight for you because your cocks the only one I want in there.”


  She pushed down with her feet, and arched her back, lifting her ass off the table so he could wiggle the snug fitting shorts, along with her pink thong, down over her hips and past her ass.


  “And that’s the only pussy I want it in.” He could hear his voice growing thicker with lust just as hers had when he caught the way the crotch of her thong briefly clung to her before peeling away, and exposing the forbidden treat he couldn’t wait to taste…again.


  “This pussy?” She placed her hand between her legs, her slender fingers running through her moist pink lips. “Your little sister’s pussy?”


  “That pussy.” He jerked her shorts up, forcing her to lean back so her feet were in the air and he could pull them off. “My favorite pussy.”


  “Favorite means there’s others,” she corrected him. “Thought you just said it was your only pussy?”


  “I’ve had others, yours is the best.” He grabbed the top of the chair next to him, and sliding it over, sat down. “That’s why I need it so bad.”


  “So it’s okay I say you have my favorite cock?” She teased with her words while also teasing the tip of her finger over her swollen clit protruding from beneath its pink hood.


  “Big compliment because you’ve had so many.” He smirked even as he leaned in, placing his hands on her smooth toned upper thighs.


  “Had some pussy too.” She giggled as she now spread hers wide for him, exposing the brighter pink flesh between her pussy lips.


  “Slut.” He leaned in close, forcing himself not to bury his face between her thighs. Instead he lightly blew on her clit, causing her hips to jerk and her thighs to tighten beneath his hands.


  “Your slut.” She traced a circle around her clit with her hot pink finger nail. “Your sister slut.”


  “My sister love.” He placed a kiss on each of her thighs, along each side of her pussy.


  “I feel slutty right now.” She gripped his hair tightly in her other hand.


  “What else is new?” He chuckled, winking up at her.


  As much as he wanted her, Adam liked prolonging the anticipation shared before they succumbed to their carnal urges. He’d never had as much fun during sex as he did with Carla. Not that he hadn’t had good sex in the past, but it was so much more playful and relaxed with his sister.


  Their teasing and joking with each other as siblings had extended into the bedroom, and he was amazed at how something everyone said was so wrong seemed so right, and in every way.


  “Tell you what, big brother.” Carla smiled down at him. “You can love me later, right now I need you to eat my cunt and make me cum.”


  “Seeing mom’s not here I guess I can have dessert first.” Adam plunged his tongue deep into his sister’s sinfully wet slit.


  “Oh, baby!” Carla moaned. “I thought about this all day!”


  Adam had too, as well as doing many other things he wasn’t supposed to even think about. But now that he had his tongue inside her the time for talk was over. He pressed his face harder into her hot slick flesh, pushing his rigid tongue deeper as his nostrils filled with the intoxicating scent of his sister’s pussy.


  He shook his head, rubbing his nose along her clit while wiggling his tongue inside her. Carla whimpered while lifting her legs, and draping them over his shoulders. Adam slipped his hands under her thighs, encircling them and pulling her closer to the edge of the table.


  He moved his head back and forth, tongue fucking her while pressing her soft thighs around his face. Carla’s hips rocked, thrusting into his probing tongue as her hands went to her breasts, her fingers capturing her nipples, rolling her swollen flesh between them.


  Adam sucked hard and was rewarded with a cry of pleasure from his sister and a mouthful of her sweet nectar. He repeated the move several times, slurping loudly and causing her to squirm, her heels pressing into his back.


  Carla let herself fall back so she was lying flat on the table. Adam’s cock felt as if it were going to burst from his pants. Going down on his sister as she lie naked with his face between her legs on the same table they had dinner and breakfast with their mother.


  As always the same cycle was repeating itself. Adam feeling nervous and guilty around Mom. Nervous she’d find out, guilty about what they were doing behind her back. The woman was working her ass off to provide for them all while still dealing with being hurt and betrayed.


  Here were her kids fucking behind her back, any moment they could, and every time she worked at night. But yet the second she was gone and he was alone with his sister those feelings not only faded, but in a sick way thinking of their mother made this more of a turn on.


  It was the ultimate in getting away with something. Breaking a rule that no parent would even think their kids would be breaking, and right now that was the wave Adam was riding, and the thrill of doing what you weren’t supposed to, coupled with lust was one hell of a rush.


  “Stop teasing,” Carla whined, grinding her hips in an attempt to get his tongue from inside her. “Come on, baby, make your girl come for you!”


  His girl, God, he loved when she talked like that. For all the hot nasty sex, and dirty talk, Adam found the idea of them being together in the sense of a secret couple even more of a thrill.


  Adam slipped his tongue from inside her, and worked it side to side, probing the soft folds of her slit as he worked his way to her clit. When he reached it, he flicked his tongue over it, and the soft moan Carla emitted combined with the way her hips rose, caused him to lose control.


  He could take his time and savor her later, after all, they had all night. Right now his sister was asking him to make her come, and a good big brother would always help out his sister, right?


  Adam didn’t lick her pussy, he attacked it, sucking her clit as hard as he had her nipples, enough to make his lips smack and her to gasp and squirm. In between those hard sucks, his tongue went to work.


  He played her clit like the fine-tuned instrument of pleasure that it was. Licking side to side, up and down and all around. He switched speeds, tracing her throbbing button in slow, then ever faster circles.


  His efforts were rewarded by Carla’s soft sighs and the way her body was completely relaxed. No longer moving her hips to urge him on, simply laying there breathing hard and moaning as the eager ministrations of her brother’s tongue had her edging closer to the release she needed.


  In spite of his cock being so hard in bordered on painful, Adam was also relaxed. He’d learned early on his sister was willing to take damned good care of him, and there was no reason to be grabby or in a hurry.


  To the contrary, Carla seemed to be a firm believer in giving what you got, and the harder Adam made his sister come, the happier she was to return the favor. Adam gave her another hard suck and this time her hips did move, her ass lifting from the table as she dug her heels into his back.


  “Oh…ohhh, Adam!” she whimpered. “That’s sooo good!”


  The way she said his name in the throes of passion never failed to excite him. It wasn’t just the sound of pleasure in it, but the promise of the pleasure she was already thinking of providing him.


  Adam moved his tongue faster, pressing it harder to her quivering flesh. Carla’s thighs tightened beneath his touch and above him, she twisted and tugged more roughly on her nipples.


  He slipped his right arm from around her thigh she gasped when he introduced two thick fingers inside her. As always, he was amazed at how wet she was. Wet, hot, and tight. Even tighter when she contracted her pussy around his fingers several times in rapid suggestion.


  Adam’s tongue blurred over her clit and his fingers thrust deeper at the thought of how it felt when she did that to his cock when he came, milking it, and ensuring every drop of her brother’s cum would end up deep within her.


  Like her, he was beginning to tense and rock in his seat. The closer she came to coming the closer he was to fucking her. That thought was followed by an even more arousing one.


  This was just round one to take the edge off.


  He curled his fingers inside her, then pumped them into here while gently sucking on her clit. Carla’s hips found his rhythm, rising to meet his fingers and drive them even deeper.


  “Right there!” she gasped. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop! I’m going to…”


  Her words turned into a sharp yelp when Adam buried his fingers knuckle deep inside her, then curled them while giving clit a sudden hard suck. Carla’s back arched, shoving her pussy into his face, and when he moved his wrist, shaking his fingers side to side, she went over the edge.


  His sister’s heels drummed against his back as her hips bucked and she writhed on the table while releasing a series of high pitched sounds that sounded like hiccups. Her pussy convulsed around his fingers and her thighs pressed tightly around his head, pinning his face to her hot quivering flesh.


  Adam wasn’t complaining, after all, there were far worse places to be stuck than between your baby sister’s thighs with your face stuck to her sticky slit. He kept his tongue moving, while moving his fingers as much as he could in his current position.


  Carla was so wet his fingers made sloppy slapping sounds as he worked them, and one more his cock yearned to be experiencing the warm tight confines of his sister’s cunt.


  “God, I needed that!” Carla groaned, her legs relaxing, and now dangling over his shoulders. “Wow, the ceiling’s spinning.”


  “That’s because the fan’s on.” He eased his fingers from inside her as he leaned back, then shoved them into his mouth, sucking his sister’s juices from them.


  “It is.” Carla released a giggle he used to find aggravating, but now not only endearing, but like everything else about her, sexy as fuck.


  Her hands fell from her breasts and he watched them rise and fall as she tried to catch her breath. Her face was flushed, her large sensual lips parted and her blue eyes bright as she lay there recovering from her orgasm.


  His gaze dropped to her pussy which was now glistening and still open from his fingers. Her puffy pink lips, still excited clit, and the strip of blonde fuzz over it she joked she kept to prove she was a real blonde.


  Adam couldn’t wait anymore, and rising from the chair, unsnapped his jeans and shoved them and his boxers down his thighs. His aching cock sprang free, a few drops of pre-cum splashing onto Carla’s upper thigh.


  “Hmm, you are my big brother, aren’t you, baby?” She licked her lips at the sight of his long thick cock. “Now I’m hungry.”


  “Suck it later, right now I just need to fuck you.”


  “Says every brother to his…Fuck!”


  Carla squealed when he gripped her ankles, opened her legs and plowed his cock into her still twitching pussy. He buried himself deep, his balls slapping against her and for a moment savored the feeling of his sister’s tight slit spreading around his sizable dick.


  He eased back, watching her pink lips cling to his now glistening shaft, her clit protruding above it. Carla moaned and wiggled her hips, begging him to give it to her. His eyes moved to her face and the look of absolute lust on her face and the way her eyes were glued to his cock caused it to jerk inside her.


  “Don’t tease,” she whispered, then pushing her lower lip out added in a little girl voice. “Please fuck me, please?” She smiled and added, “Your little sister needs it so bad!”


  That was the end of him. Adam lost control, his hips going into a frenzy as he pounded Carla with long hard strokes.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she yelped as she stretched her arms out, gripping the sides of the table while her brother punished her barely legal pussy hard enough to make the table rock.


  Adam spread his arms out as far as he could, opening her long legs wide, as he continued his assault on her now completely exposed and vulnerable slit. Carla’s head was back on the table, her mouth open in a continuous ‘O’ as he ravaged her.


  Adam was hung, and knew it. It wasn’t being cocky, it was the fact every girl he’d been with had commented on it. More than that, with a couple of them, especially Julia, his first girlfriend and each other’s first time, had told him to go slow and easy because it was painful.


  Even after a few months with her he still couldn’t go as hard as he wanted to, and even with the girls who could handle him, he still had to ease up sometimes. But not Carla.


  Adam was aware his sister had more experience than he cared to know about, and when she’d first seen his cock, her eyes lit up like she’d hit the jackpot and right from the start she’d told him to “Take her hard and make her feel it for days.”


  He could tell he was hurting her at one point and slowed down, but his sister was as wild as her reputation, and she demanded he ‘fuck her like a man’ and as the saying went, he took that personally.


  In their brief time together, they had shared some sweet and slow moments, but Carla’s view of sex was a primal nasty act where you should do whatever you want and not care what anyone thinks, and the harder the better.


  Even now, he could hear a hint of discomfort in her yelps as he continued his assault on her hot little box, but the look on her face left no doubt she was loving it. Adam brought her legs together, crossing her ankles, then lifting so her ass came off the table.


  He held her up, still hammering into her at a now deeper angle. Her yelps went up another octave and he loved the way her small tits bounced wildly each time he thrust into her.


  “You look so good!” she moaned. “Look at those arms, and that chest…” She paused to squeal as her words caused him to strive to fuck her even harder. “You’re so fucking sexy!”


  “Runs in the family.” He lowered himself, slipped his shoulder behind her knees and leaned forward.


  Carla howled as he bent her backwards until her feet were over her head and was now driving straight down into her prone pussy.


  “Fuck, oh…ow! Ow! Fuck!” Carla’s eyes rolled back as she emitted a series of sounds and attempts at words as she endured the onslaught of her lust crazed brother.


  Adam leaned back, but grabbed her ankles, keeping her legs over her. He placed his thumb on her clit and Carla’s body jerked as if she’d received a shock. He pressed his thumb harder to her excited flesh and worked it roughly side to side while continuing to fuck her.


  “Ohhhh!” Carla whimpered as her toes curled and her legs straightened above her. “I…I…ohhh!”


  Adam rubbed her clit faster and harder, bordering on rough while now pounding her with shorter and even more forceful strokes. He was impressed with his control, then again seeing last night had featured Carla sucking him off, then fucking twice, it wasn’t as if he’d been storing anything up or going without lately.


  He stopped rubbing, and taking two fingers began slapping her clit. It was something he’d seen in a porn, and tried it on his sister a few nights ago. The results of that night proved not to be a fluke, when after several sharp slaps, he went back to rubbing, and she came seconds later.


  Carla wailed in pleasure, her feet kicking above her head and her body jerking on the table as she struggled to move her hips. Another long squeal turned into series of incoherent sounds and sharp yips as her knuckles turned white from squeezing the table.


  Adam gasped as her pussy contracted tightly around his still thrusting cock, and rather than pull out, he remained balls deep inside her, reveling in the way his sister’s tight cunt massaged his cock in the throes of her second orgasm.


  Carla’s body went limp, and she breathed. “Okay, really spinning this time.”


  Before he could resume fucking her, she kicked her ankles free from his grip and pressed her feet to his chest, shoving him back. Caught off guard, Adam’s now dripping cock slipped from her pussy and when the back of his knee stuck the edge of the chair, he fell into it, coming close to going over backwards.


  “My turn.” Carla sat up on the table, then slid off the edge of it, her legs straddling his.


  She gripped his cock, guiding it to her pussy, then sat down hard in his lap, impaling herself on his erection. Bracing her feet on the floor, Carla bounced up and down, riding him hard and fast.


  “Damn,” Adam groaned as she grabbed his shoulders for balance while she worked her hips side to side, front to back, then in slow circles, working his cock inside her hot, and at this point sloppy, cunt.


  He put his hands on her now sweaty hips and gasped when she pressed her lips hard to his, her tongue driving into his mouth. He moaned deep in his throat as she gyrated wildly on cock, giving him an incestuous lap dance.


  Adam had been feeling proud of himself, giving Carla two powerful orgasms that had left her weak and dizzy while fucking her senseless. But here was his sister back on the attack, riding him like a mechanical bull at a country music bar.


  She pressed her sweat slicked breasts against him, and her nipples slid over his chest as she bucked wildly on him. Adam moved his arms around her waist, and crushed her to him, holding her still and now driving his cock up into her.


  Carla squealed into his mouth, then arched her head back, moaning as he pounded her. Adam kissed her neck and when she leaned further back, sucked on her right nipple.


  She pushed herself upwards so she was now standing, and whipped around, swinging her leg over his head as he ducked, afraid she wasn’t going to be able to clear him.


  He should have known better, former cheerleader, modern dance student, and ‘stripper wannabe’ as she called herself, Carla’s leg easily swung over him. She completed the spin so her back was to him, and grabbing the edge of the table, dropped her ass into his lap.


  Adam was nice enough to help her out, holding his cock as she slid over it, then plunged down on him.


  “God that looks good!” He groaned as his sister now rode him backwards, her hot little ass jiggling slightly each time she drove down onto him.


  He grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks and watching his soaked cock sliding into her pink lips and eyeing her pink rosebud. His hands slid up her flushed back, grabbing her shoulders and pulling and pushing, guiding her up and down on his dick.


  “Fuck,” he breathed as he finally felt his balls tightening and the first twinges deep in his cock that told him he was getting close.


  “Give it to me.” Carla looked over her shoulder, her face partially obscured by her hair. “Give your sister a nice big load.” She flicked her tongue at him. “I need to eat too, you know.”


  Adam surged up from the chair, pushing her over the table and tore into her harder than he had before. Carla cried out in appreciation as he kept his hands on her shoulders, holding her face down on the table as he pounded her from behind.


  He blinked when a drop of sweat dripping into his eye, but despite the stinging, didn’t slow down. Both of them were now drenched in sweat, their thighs both sticky from Carla’s gushing twat.


  He eyed Carla’s other tattoo, a tribal sun design between her shoulder blades that he’d made a game of seeing if he could spurt far enough to ‘paint’ when he fucked her doggy style.


  He felt he’d have a good chance to reach it the way his balls were now tight and swollen. His knees trembled and his breathing was heavier as his strokes became shorter and more desperate.


  Carla put her hands on the table and pushed herself up and back. He went back with her, and she quickly turned around, causing his cock to slip from between her legs. She put her hand on his chest, and pushed him back into the chair.


  His ass was barely in it when Carla dropped to her knees, grabbing his twitching cock and took it in her mouth.


  “Fuck yeah!” he gasped as his sister bobbed her head rapidly, her wet tongue and soft lips working his hard flesh.


  She moaned and closed her eyes as she took him deeper and sucked even faster. She was only taking half his length, and grabbing him in her right hand began jerking him, her fingers following the wet trail left by her mouth.


  “Yeah, yeah.” Adam gripped her hair in both hands. “Keep sucking!”


  Carla opened wide, angled her head, and removing her hand took his full length down her willing, and talented, throat. Adam gasped as he reached the point of no return.


  Carla deep throated him several times, gagging and gurgling, her face turning even redder from the effort to take the full length of his huge cock. She cupped his balls and when she squeezed them, his cock erupted.


  “Oh, oh, shit!” he moaned as Carla stopped sucking.


  Instead she held just the tip of his cock in her mouth, massaging his balls as his cock jerked and throbbed. Adam squirmed in his seat as his cock pulsed, each twitch sending another squirt of cum into his sister’s mouth.


  “Hmm-mm!” she encouraged him, but remained still.


  The slow orgasm, one where he had to make his cock jerk to keep his cum flowing, was both a maddening tease, and an incredible feeling as his sister held him between her lips, letting him flood her mouth.


  “Oh god,” he moaned, then sighed when she gripped his cock at the base and gave him several hard pumps while rubbing his balls to milk the last of his load.


  Carla carefully eased him from her mouth, then parted her lips, showing him the huge puddle of cum on her tongue. She let her mouth fall open, sending his cum flowing down her chin to splatter on her chest, stomach and thighs.


  She pushed her tongue out, sending more cum drooling down her chin and moved her head side to side to catch each of her tits with it. She looked up at him, and pressing her lips together blew several cum bubble before swallowing whatever was left in her mouth.


  “Hmm, now that’s what I call a creamy filling.” She grabbed his jeans which had remained around his knees the entire time and tugged them down to his feet.


  “That was a-fucking-mazing.” He whistled. “Sis, you are the best fuck ever.”


  “Aww, that’s so sweet!” She laughed while she tugged off his sneakers, socks and jeans.


  “What are you doing?”


  “We should have dinner naked.” She gave him the mischievous smile she flashed whenever she came up with another way to make their already forbidden encounters even more wrong…or was it more right?


  “Naked at the table while we eat?”


  “Adam, you just ate me out and fucked me on the table.”


  “Better wash the seat cushions before mom comes home then because you’re pretty damn sticky right now,” he laughed.


  “Think mom sniffs the cushions?”


  “Maybe your pussy’s that strong.” He grinned then grunted when she punched him in the arm. “Don’t be a jerk.”


  “Sorry, besides, I doubt Mom knows what pussy smells like these days.”


  “You’d be surprised,” Carla replied, a smile playing about her lips.


  “What’s that mean?”


  “Oh, well, she’s not seeing anyone one so that leaves some good old fashioned sticky finger. Trust me, every woman knows what they smell and taste like.”


  “Take your word for it, but sure, naked dinner.” He playfully flipped her nipple with his finger. “Work up another appetite.”


  “Now you got it, I’ll even leave this mess all over me.” She gestured to the cum splattered all over her.


  She rose from her knees, causing cum to slide down over her breasts and drip down to her stomach. He watched the white fluid slide down her tanned flesh, then eyed the blonde fuzz between her thighs.


  He swore he could go again right now and his semi hard cock began to stiffen as if to prove his point. Carla straddled his leg and sat on his knee, damn she was wet. She leaned in to kiss him, but he put his hand in front of her face while he reached down and picked his shirt up off the floor to hand to her.


  “Here, that’s not greasy chicken on your lips this time.”


  “Oops!” Carla took the shirt and wiped her mouth off.


  As soon as she did he took her face in his hands and kissed her, first on the forehead, then the lips. “Love you, Carla.”


  “Had this talk already, I think you just loved the dirty girl.”


  “I’ll love the sweet one later, promise.” They kissed again, this time a more lingering one and his cock was now fully hard. Damn, he really couldn’t get enough of her, it was like she was some type of taboo Viagra.


  “Yeah? You want some more of your little sis?” She grabbed his cock and he groaned when she squeezed it. “Going to put this big thing back in my poor little pussy?”


  “As many times as I can,” he promised.


  “I like that.” She pumped him with excruciating slowness. “Know what I want you to do for me first?”


  “What’s that?” He smiled in anticipation.


  “Be a sweetheart and go make me a plate?” She slid off his lap and into the chair next to them.


  “Seriously?”


  “Mom said to make sure we eat, and I am baby sis and it’s your job to take care of me.”


  “I just did.” He grinned. “Twice.”


  “You’re the oldest, it’s your job to feed me.” she insisted. “Three cutlets and some rice, and a coke from the fridge, please.”


  “I’ll feed you something,” he muttered. “How about you get me a plate?”


  “I’ll let you cum in my mouth again.” She scooped some cum from her chest, and sucked it into her mouth while raising her eyebrows questioningly.


  “How many cutlets did you want?”




  Chapter Three


   



   



  “That’s it, baby,” Carla purred in his ear. “Love your girl.”


  Adam lifted his head from where he’d had his face nuzzled in her neck and still damp blonde hair. He pushed himself up on his arms so he was staring down at her as he slowly moved within her.


  They were in Carla’s bed, the room dark except for Jasmine scented Yankee Candles, one on her nightstand, the other on her desk on the other side of the bed.


  “You look amazing,” he told her, and it wasn’t just pillow talk.


  Beneath him, her face lit by the glow of the small flickering flames, devoid of make-up, her natural beauty was on full display. Her soft delicate features, alluring blue eyes, her lips, which when she pouted or was mad, gave her a bratty appearance, in this setting were the full sensual lips of a woman.


  Her hair was fanned out on the pillow framing her face, and her tanned skin was further enhanced by the candlelight. Unlike before when she’d been in porn star mode, Carla’s eyes were wide and soft, and her smile sweet and tender as she returned his gaze.


  Her arms were around his neck, her long legs stretched out and draped over his as he lay between them. In contrast to the frenzied fucking in the kitchen, he now worked his hips in a slow rhythm, sinking into her forbidden wet heat and being able to enjoy feeling every inch enter her.


  “Look pretty good yourself, brown eyes.” She slid her hands over his shoulders then down his arms to squeeze his biceps. “My big brother, the hot football jock,” she sighed when he eased his full length into her. “Can have any girl he wants, and here he is sleeping with his sister.”


  “My sister is the only girl I want.” He lowered himself, sliding his arms beneath her shoulders.


  “Say it again,” she whispered. “Say my name.”


  “Carla.” He kissed her softly. “You’re the only girl I want.”


  “Cause this is dirty fun, or you going to keep loving me?”


  “I’m yours for as long as you want me.” He felt himself beginning to choke up.


  It wasn’t the first time they’d gotten emotional with each other, and more than once he’d wondered how they could go from crazed porn style sex to being so sweet and loving.


  More than that, how something that was supposed to be so wrong, and something they both felt guilty about around Mom, and could never tell anyone about, could lead to experiencing a level of love and affection neither had before, the kind of love you saw in cheesy movies where people had tears in their eyes when they said it.


  The way Carla’s blue eyes were moist right now as she replied. “Good, because I’m always going to want you, and in every way.”


  She pushed her lips out and he was happy to meet them with his. She put her arms him, her nails lightly caressing his back. Carla’s soft feet slid up the backs of his legs before she wrapped them around her waist, pulling him deeper into her welcoming heat.


  The kiss was slow and sensual, their lips gently playing over each other’s and their tongues caressing one another. Carla moved her hips, quickly finding his rhythm and soon they were moving as one.


  Her soft moans and sighs and the way her small firm breasts pressed into her chest as she encircled him with her arms and legs felt incredible, in many ways better than the raunchy sex of earlier.


  Carla let her head fall back, and turned it to the right. Picking up on her not so subtle hint, Adam happily fastened his lips to her neck, nibbling, kissing and licking her soft flesh.


  She moaned softly and when her hands reached his shoulders, they stopped there. Her fingers curled into him, digging in hard and her hips moved faster beneath him. Adam forced himself to maintain his slow pace even though he wanted nothing more than to follow her lead.


  The reason for her speeding up became clear when her legs tightened around him and her nails were now gouging him to the point it bordered on painful.


  “Oh, baby,” Carla whimpered. “Just a little harder, I…I want to cum with you inside me.”


  Yet another thing that made his sister an amazing lover, she could orgasm just from sex. Not all the time, but he noticed when it did happen it was when they were making love, rather than fucking.


  Carla claimed he was the only man to make love to her, the other guys had just been fucking around. He wasn’t the jealous type and didn’t need to think about her prior boyfriends or girlfriend for that matter, but he longed to believe he was this special to her.


  He moved his hips a little faster while also thrusting harder, and he felt Carla’s legs tremble against him.


  “Hmm-mm! Hmm-mm!” she moaned. “Want to cum on you, want to cum with you!” she whimpered. “Want you to cum inside me, please?”


  After their torrid sex in the kitchen, and after they’d eaten, Carla took him to the shower with him and he’d fucked her a second time. First with her in the air, her legs around him, clinging to him as he pumped her.


  That was followed by her putting her hands against the tiled wall and bending over, letting him take her from behind. As promised, when he was ready to cum, she’d dropped to her knees and sucked him off, this time not teasing and continuing to suck as he filled her mouth.


  Carla had swallowed every drop, then they’d washed each other, her giggling as he lathered and rinsed her long hair. They’d watched some TV, nothing like Netflix and chill with your sister, then at eleven had come into her room.


  His prior releases had their lovemaking session – round three – last and they’d both enjoyed every deliciously slow moment of it. But speeding up had brought on the first feeling he was reaching the end of his stamina.


  Her words as well, his sister wanting him to cum inside her accelerated that feeling, and he couldn’t help moving faster. Carla moaned, her hips once again matching his pace.


  She released a long low sigh, as her back arched and her arms and legs tightened around him.


  “Oh, Adam!” she whimpered as her hips bucked harder and her pussy clenched around him. “Yes, my love, just like that.”


  Her love. The way he reacted one would think she’d just promised him some filthy act or done something to physically stimulate him further. Those two words, and the way she’d said them while in the throes of passion, overwhelmed him.


  Adam managed a few more thrusts before his balls tightened, then released their contents. He felt his orgasm race through his cock and whispered his sister’s name when he exploded within her.


  They both moaned as her convulsing pussy milked his spurting cock, squeezing every drop from him.


  “That feels sooo good!” Carla sighed as she continued to move her hips as this orgasm, a much slower and less forceful one, flowed through her. “All of it.” She turned her head, her lips finding his. “Every drop,” she whispered into his mouth.


  Adam made an embarrassing whimpering sound at both the sensation of the last of his cum spraying deep inside his sister, and the emotional impact of sharing this beautiful, sensual, and ultimately verboten act with his sister.


  “Stay here.” She held onto him when he tried to roll over. “Just stay close to me.”


  The two of them fell silent with only the sound of their heavy breathing in the room. Adam relaxed into her, as his cock softened within her. Carla ran her fingers lightly over his back, and he swore he could fall asleep like this.


  “I can feel your heartbeat,” she told him, then hugged him tightly. “Love you so much.”


  “Love you too.” He kissed her cheek. “For the record? You can call me my love, anytime.”


  “I hope I can always call you that.” She sensed him tensing, and let him go. “Go on and roll over, you’re so damn squirmy sometimes.”


  “Sorry.” He rolled onto his back next to her. “You can curl up to me if you want.” He extended his arm, sliding it under her head so she was resting on it.


  “Nice of you.” Carla sat up, and leaning over, opened her nightstand draw.


  She removed a silver vaping pen and after unscrewing it added some fluid with an eyedropper.


  She inhaled, then released a plume of strawberry scented smoke.


  “Mom would flip if she saw that thing in your mouth,” Adam told her. “She’s really down on vaping.”


  “Not as much as she’d flip if she ever saw your thing in my mouth.” Carla leaned back against the headboard while releasing another cloud of flavorful smoke.


  “Isn’t it kind of late to do that? Doesn’t it have nicotine in it?”


  “Who needs mom when you’re here to sound like an old lady?” Carla rolled her eyes. “You toke up sometimes, who are you to say anything?”


  “True, but so do you,” Adam countered.


  “And we both drink at parties even though we’re under twenty one, real rebels we are.”


  “To mom we are, she’s kind of a dud, bet she’s never done anything wild in her life.”


  “You’d be surprised what Mom’s done.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “Never mind, I’m just tired and saying stupid shit.”


  “That didn’t sound stupid, sounded like you know something juicy.” He gave her an encouraging smile. “Spill it.”


  “It’s nothing.” Carla shrugged, causing her tits to jiggle and as usual, his eyes never failed to catch it. She leaned to the side and reached out to turn the blinds open on the window that overlooked her bed.


  “Moon’s pretty tonight,” she said through more smoke.


  “Oh, come on, what do you know?” he asked, rolling onto his side and propping himself up on his elbow.


  “Nothing, forget I said anything.”


  “But…”


  “We have some girl talk sometimes and I don’t think she’d want me to tell you.”


  “Wouldn’t want us fucking either, but we do that.”


  “That all I am is fucking to you?” She didn’t look over as she spoke, her eyes remaining on the full moon visible between the slats of the blind.


  “Hell no, didn’t just now prove that?”


  “Yeah, sorry about that.” This time she looked his way. “I know you love me.”


  “You okay?”


  “How could I not be?” She looked down at him, smoke trickling from her mouth. “Got laid in the kitchen, the shower, was made love to, and the man I love is going to spend the night in my bed.” She went back to staring out the window. ‘Life is good, right?”


  There was something in her tone, a twinge of melancholy that didn’t match her words.


  “Something on your mind?” he prodded.


  She shook her head. “No, just enjoying the moon and the candles and vaping.” Without looking, she put her hand on his shoulder. “And the company.”


  “You sure? If you need to talk about something, I’m here.”


  Carla’s reply was another shrug. Ever since he could remember, whether it was because she was pissed, bored, tired, or keeping a secret, when his sister kept answering non verbally, he wasn’t going to get anything out of her.


  Adam decided not to pry, they’d had one hell of a night and he wasn’t going to risk a stupid argument. Carla was mature in a lot of ways. Like him, she was trying to assume a bigger role in the household with Dad gone so Mom would stop feeling like she was responsible for everything.


  Being sexually precocious added to the illusion of his sister being older, and Adam found he had to remind himself she was only a few months past her eighteenth birthday and still had more than a little childish brat in her at times and it was best not to try to force her into an unwanted conversation.


  He rolled over onto his back, but turned his head to watch her. Not for the first time a sense of the surreal washed over him. Here he was naked in bed with his sister after two rounds of torrid sex, topped off with a sweet loving encounter.


  It surprised him how comfortable they both were with it for the most part, but as he’d experienced in the kitchen, when they weren’t in the heat of the moment and fucking like rabbits, he had his doubts.


  Not doubts about them, he was attracted to his sister in a way he had never been with another girl, and there were times like a few minutes ago he was overwhelmed with his feelings for her, and he saw the same in her.


  But they were siblings, and in the eyes of the world what they were doing was wrong, past wrong, most would call it sick. They worried about getting caught by Mom, and that was a situation that wouldn’t change anytime soon.


  Adam was a year and a half from graduating with a degree in sports medicine, and the school had a good placement program to try and get him a job as an athletic trainer or physical therapist for local sports teams or other colleges to work on their training staff.


  But it would take a few months of a steady paycheck to have enough money to move out. Their plan was fuzzy from there. It would look weird for Carla to move in with him, and as of right now, her thought was to lie and say she was moving in with a couple of other girls from school.


  Meaning even in their early twenties they’d be tip toeing around their mother. The ideal situation would be once Carla graduated two years after him to move out of state where no one knew them and they’d live out in the open as a young couple just starting their life together.


  But what about Mom? How could they leave her alone? Both he and Carla periodically pushed the topic of her meeting someone and for the most part it was because they sincerely wanted to see her happy.


  The ulterior motive was if Mom became serious with someone, she’d move him in with her, or maybe even sell the house and move in with him. She’d mentioned she struggled to keep the house now for them, but once they were on their own might downsize to a condo.


  Whatever she did, she needed to do it with someone or they could never live as a couple. Part of him wondered why he had no doubts that he and Carla would remain as they were.


  This had been going on for four months, which in the realm of dating wasn’t that long, and no guarantee of a lifetime commitment, but that circled him back to how oddly right they felt together.


  They hadn’t discussed it much. Adam wanted to, but Carla always deflected him by saying they were happy, they were having fun, and most importantly they were in love so why overthink it?


  That was the two of them to a T. Adam did take after Mom in the way he felt the need to think everything through, plan it out, and try to cover every pro and con of any given situation.


  Carla was more of a free spirit. She was impulsive and from the school of ‘if it feels good do it’, and life was short so why not have fun and deal with things as they came. Adam didn’t consider himself that straight laced, he did drink at parties, toke up from time to time, and he’d been with several girls.


  But for a good looking guy, who although not a star, was on the football team and hung with guys who were party hounds and chick magnets, he hadn’t had as many women as many of his friends.


  Maybe it was because Mom, and Dad of all people, had instilled in him sex was something you shared with someone you cared about. All the girls he’d slept with he’d dated and even though he’d never felt as if he were in love, he had feelings for them.


  He never cheated when he was with someone, and had never had the wild one-nighters and after party hookups his friends and teammates had all the time. Adam wouldn’t consider himself a dud, but not exactly a wild child.


  That was Carla.


  Despite being younger, her sexual escapades dwarfed his, and much to his parents, and at a time his, chagrin. Suspended from school for being caught giving head in the boy’s bathroom in eighth grade, she’d started early.


  She was suspended once in sophomore year of high school for having sex in an empty classroom after school, and brought home by the police for fucking in the park. Her biggest moment of infamy came when Dad came home unexpectedly from work to find her in a threesome with her best friend Alice, and Alice’s boyfriend Jeff…in their parent’s bed.


  Carla had been grounded for three months after that, and Mom and Dad sent her to counseling because they were concerned she might be some type of nymphomaniac. Adam swore his parents were disappointed when the councilor said Carla had no issue other than she did what, and who, she pleased and saw nothing wrong with having a good time.


  They’d attended high school together for two years and Adam heard more than his share of shit about his ‘easy’ sister, and gotten into more than one fight over it. Her promiscuity and worse, her lack of caring what other people thought, pissed him off.


  But it was that do as I please and rules were made to be broken attitude that had gotten them together. He’d thought about that night often, never regretting that it happened, but still surprised, and a little disturbed at times with just how easy they’d gone from normal bickering siblings to the real life version of an absurd incest video.


  Mom working overnight and Carla coming into his room, and saying she was bored and wanted to hang out. She’d reeked of weed, and it had been awhile since he’d smoked and asked her if she had more.


  She’d said yes, and had left the room to return with a bowl and a bag a minute later. When she asked what was in it for her, Adam had grinned, and unlocking his desk drawer produced the unopened bottle of Jim Beam he’d bought for a party he’d been invited to over the weekend, figuring screw it, he could buy another.


  They’d smoked and sipped from the bottle while playing Resident Evil Village until Carla declared it was lame, and they should play a real game. The game turned out to be truth or dare, which he thought was stupid.


  Not just stupid, but downright wrong when Carla’s first question was what his favorite position to have sex was. He’d taken dare, and been sent into their Mom’s room where he had to look through Mom’s drawers and come back with something sexy.


  He’d been appalled to find a baby blue lace thong and matching lace bra, but returned with it, blushing like an idiot. An at that point drunk and high idiot. Messed up enough to try to pay her back by asking her ‘spit or swallow’.


  She hadn’t hesitated to reply she liked both, but her favorite was to drool it out because she loved the way it dripped down her chest and over her tits. The tits in question were braless, something he noticed when she’d come into his room.


  Not that he checked her out, but it was obvious in the tight white t-shirt she wore. Tight enough he could see the shadow of her nipples, and now see they were erect. Why were they like that? It wasn’t cold in his room, and no way should she be excited.


  Carla’s next question, framed to him after she took a long swallow from the now only half full bottle, then a hit from the bowl was did he have a big cock? When he’d told her he wasn’t going to answer that, her eyes dropped to his crotch.


  He hadn’t expected her to come in his room and had nothing under his sweatpants and she commented it looked pretty big. That had made him choke on his own swig, and he told her he’d take the dare.


  With a smile Carla dared him to show it to her, then laughed at the appalled look on his face. Between being buzzed and pissed off she continued to get the better of him. Adam, no longer paying attention to the rules, told her only if she showed him her tits.


  By that point he shouldn’t have been surprised that she didn’t hesitate to do just that, but he would have expected a quick flash, then pulling her shirt back down. Instead, Carla peeled her shirt off and tossed it on the floor before cupping her small, but perfect tits, and asking what he thought of them.


  He’d been speechless, stunned by how wrong this was, but yet he couldn’t do the right thing and look away. Adam stared at his little sister’s breasts taking in her small hard pink nipples and the circle of darker pink flesh around them.


  Carla declared they weren’t big, but they were pretty, and he found himself mentally agreeing with her. She ran her thumbs over her nipples, and released a soft moan that sent a shiver through him.


  Adam felt an alarming stirring between his legs as he continued to ogle her as if she were any topless girl but his sister. Carla pointed between his legs He shook his head and she pushed her lips into a pout and told him he was cheating, and it wasn’t fair that she didn’t get to see. Adam took two long swallows from the bottle, then sitting up on his knees, pulled his sweat pants down to expose…


  His now completely hard cock.


  Adam would never forget the look on his sister’s face. Her blue eyes first going wide in surprise when she saw how long and thick his cock was. But within seconds, that look gave way to another, one of pure lust.


  Her tongue ran over her lips, then she sucked on her lower lip, her eyes never straying from his cock. Adam had planned on doing a quick flash, but her reaction caused one in him as well, one that was just as inappropriate it.


  He liked the way she was staring. Even more than that, the way her nipples stiffened and her small tits rose and fell with her suddenly excited breathing. Adam saw her right hand move towards him as if she planned on grabbing him, and for a moment that snapped him back to reality.


  He told her he’d gone through with the dare and went to tuck his cock back into his pants. Carla grabbed his wrist, preventing him from doing it, and told him he had the biggest cock she’d ever seen.


  Her compliment, and that look of hunger on his sister’s face, stopped him from doing the right thing, and he didn’t fight her, just left his aching dick on full display. Carla said she bet no girl had ever been able to deep throat him, and with an air of pride as misplaced as the entire situation, he declared she was right.


  She then dared him to let her try.


  By then nothing should have surprised him, but her words stunned him to the point not only was he speechless, but didn’t react when Carla quickly leaned over, opened wide, and took his cock into her mouth.


  Adam remembered calling out her name like an idiot, and putting his hand on her shoulder, but not making any real effort to get her to stop. Instead, he remained on his knees, his sweats shoved down over his hips while his sister sucked his dick.


  Carla moaned, her eyes rolling back as if his cock were the best thing she’d ever tasted. She slid her legs out behind her until she was on her stomach, her hands on his thighs.


  She released his cock from between her lips long enough to look him in the eye and tell him she’d bet guys she could suck them off in three minutes and had never lost. Adam, staring down at his sister’s long slender body clad only in a pair of tight white shorts, his swollen purple tip an inch from her bratty lips, felt the last vestiges of right and wrong slip away when he whispered. “Prove it.”


  The words were barely out of his mouth before his cock was back in hers. Carla proceeded to give him the sloppiest, most enthusiastic, and by far, the best blow job he’d ever had.


  Unable to take his full length at first, she bobbed her head rapidly, slurping and sucking, swirling her tongue around his head, and briefly pushing his cock back and surprising him by sucking on his balls.


  When she took him back into her mouth, she was on a mission, forcing him down her throat until she gagged, pre-cum laced drool spilling from the corners of her mouth. Undaunted, she angled her head, and Adam gasped when she inch, by teasing inch, worked her lips down to wrap around the base of his cock.


  More drool flowed from her mouth, sliding down his balls, and they both moaned in unison as she held him there, her face red and eyes watering from the effort. Carla then went town, noisily slobbering on his cock as she repeatedly pounded her mouth onto his cock.


  Adam helped her out, his hips rocking, pushing his cock deeper into her descending mouth and willing throat. Carla moaned, gagged, and whimpered, sounding exactly like the porn stars when they gave blow jobs that up until that point he thought only existed in the movies.


  As blown away as he was by the sight of his sister blowing him away, Adam found his eyes roaming along her body. Carla’s long blonde hair fanned across her back, her perfect ass in the tight little shorts, and she’d bent her legs, crossing her ankles and kicking her feet as she worked his cock with her disturbingly skilled mouth.


  Just her mouth. Making her devouring of his cock even more impressive was the fact her hands were still on his thighs. Adam couldn’t stop himself from putting his hand in her hair, wrapping it in his fist, pulling on it as she continued to blow him.


  He leaned over to be able to run his other hand down the smooth skin of her back, and to grab and squeeze her firm ass. Carla opened her legs, and whatever had possessed him to allow this sexual insanity to happen caused him to slip his hand between her thighs and rub her pussy.


  Even through her shorts he could feel her heat, and the way she squealed around his cock and ground her hips, working her crotch into his hand made his cock jump in her mouth.


  Carla sucked harder and faster, drool now puddling on the sheet beneath her, and her face red from exertion, tears running down her cheeks. But her eyes were closed, and she moaned deep in her throat every time she consumed his full length.


  Adam gaped when he felt the head of his cock striking the back of her throat and his hips thrust as his balls tightened. He moved his other hand to her head, now holding it between his palms as he thrust harder, shamelessly abusing his little sister’s mouth with his big dick.


  Seconds later, a low moan escaped him as his cock erupted into her mouth. She gagged, sending cum squirting from her mouth, but didn’t slow down, continuing to gobble his cock while he sent several long spurts of hot cum down her throat.


  She shoved her face down until his balls were pressing into her chin, slurping and sucking for every drop. When Adam’s balls had been completely drained into her mouth, Carla eased him from her mouth, then rose to her knees.


  She opened wide, letting a thick glob of cum, spill down her chin and onto her tits. She then breathlessly announced, “Two minutes,” while pointing at the clock on the nightstand.


  A wave of desire surged through him and he shoved her backwards. As soon as her back hit the bed, he was grabbing her shorts, tearing them open hard enough to break the snap and rip the cloth around the zipper.


  He yanked them down her hips as Carla lifted her ass from the bed, squirming to help get the tight shorts off. He threw them away and all but dove between his sister’s thighs.


  Adam didn’t lick her pussy, he attacked it. His lips and tongue probing, licking and sucking his sister’s glistening pink twat. His lust was driven even further by the scent and taste of Carla and the way she squealed and wiggled on the bed as her big brother went down on her.


  She came as quickly as he did, crying out his name as her hips bucked and she clamped her supple thighs around his head, thrusting her quivering cunt into his face and eager tongue.


  Her body was still trembling when he sat up, and not even taking the time to get his sweat pants off, lifted her legs and plowed into her. Carla yelped in pleasure, and in between those sexy sounds moaned his name and egged him on, telling him to fuck her, to take his sister, to make her his girl, his slut, anything he wanted her to be.


  She pushed her foot into his chest, making him stop, and sliding back on the bed, she rolled over onto her hands and knees, shaking her ass at him. Adam grabbed her slender hips and fucked her so hard the bed rocked, and he could hear some pain mixed with her pleasure, but she kept begging him to use her, to ‘ruin her cunt for any man but him.”


  Her talk, how tight and wet she was along with the words, “I’m fucking my sister!” racing through his head overwhelmed him and even though she’d just sucked him off it was a matter of minutes before he lost control.


  He’d been ready to pull out, but Carla begged him to come inside her, to let her feel her brother’s hot cum shooting deep. Once he had nothing left, he’d fallen back on the bed, and she stretched out on her stomach.


  The two of them lay there, breathing hard, hearts pounding, and minds racing. They both knew what they’d done was wrong, and neither, if asked, could have come up with a reason as to why it happened at all, let alone so easily.


  Adam’s lust addled mind had slowed down, and he had just reached the point where reality had hit him, and he felt a sense of uneasy, not to mention guilt. He’d just had sex with his sister, his little sister, he was older, he should have known better.


  He was pulled from his thoughts by Carla rolling into him, putting her head on his shoulder and draping her arm and leg across him. She kissed his cheek, and told him that he’d been amazing, then whispered in his ear that she loved him.


  When he turned his head to her, she kissed him. A slow soft sweet kiss the likes of which he’d never experienced. The kiss deepened, grew more passionate, their tongues plunging into each other’s mouths.


  Next thing he knew Carla was sliding down his body, sucking him hard, then on top, slowly sensually riding him while staring down and smiling, telling him how good he looked, and how good he felt inside her.


  Looking up at her amazing, and at that point sweat slicked body, his eyes found her face and was struck for the first time by how absolutely beautiful his sister was. The little brat who’d driven him crazy, was now in his eyes a woman; a gorgeous, sexual, sensual, and apparently insatiable woman.


  It was the first time he felt that wave of emotion, that taboo love for Carla. He twisted to the side, rolling them over, and now between her legs, he made love to her. Slow, passionate…


  “You ever think about mom?”


  Adam’s eyes snapped open, he must have been nodding off while recalling their first torrid encounter. Carla was now lying next to him on her back, but still on top of the sheet.


  Starting at her pink toes, he let his appreciative eyes roamed up the length of her long legs to linger at the blonde fuzz on her pubic mound. He made his way to her flat tummy, then her perfect tits, before taking in her profile in the candlelight.


  Pretty, sexy, capable of being a porn star, and a sweet lover, his sister was the total package. He felt his cock stir beneath the sheet. He’d cum three times, but knew it would take little coaxing on her part to go another round.


  Since they’d started their taboo affair, Adam had done some research and read that in cases of Genetic sexual attraction, after whatever circumstance initially kicked off the relationship, that in some cases the desire between family members was far stronger than average.


  “Well?” She gently nudged him with her elbow.


  “Sorry, you weren’t talking so I guess I dozed off.” He rolled onto his back, folding his arms behind his head and staring at the pattern created by the flickering candles. “What about mom?”


  “When we’re together I think about her, and I feel bad.”


  “I do too, it sucks living a lie behind her back, but you know there’s no way we can tell her.”


  “I guess.” Carla mercifully hooked the sheet with her foot and drawing her leg up, grabbed the edge of it and pulled it up, removing the distraction of her tits. “But I was thinking more about we have this, we have each other, and it’s so special, and she doesn’t have anyone special.”


  “Mom hasn’t had anyone or anything since Dad,” Adam agreed. “No wonder she’s bitchy, and it’s such a waste, she’s still young.”


  “Hot too,” Carla added.


  “Mom’s hot?”


  “You don’t think so?”


  “She’s my mother, I don’t look at her like that.” Adam rolled his eyes.


  “Didn’t think of me like that either, now you can’t keep your eyes, or hands, off me.”


  “Touché.” He chuckled. “But I’ll take your word on Mom, I don’t check her out.”


  “Mom dresses plain, even her hair and makeup, but she’s still pretty without trying. She used to look so good when she’d dress up to go out with dad.”


  “True, Bobby Wilkes used to tell me she was a milf, and he came over in the summer to try to catch her out on the deck sun bathing.”


  “She has a nice body,” Carla said. “Not skinny, but thick, nice legs, some junk in the trunk and she has big tits.”


  “Whoa.” Adam put his hands up in a time out gesture. “That’s a little much, sis. That is mom you’re checking out.”


  “I’ve seen her naked.” She shrugged. “Couple of times I walked in on her in the bathroom because she never locks the door, once she was standing outside of the shower just grabbing the towel.”


  “Okay, but you don’t have to describe her like that.”


  “You know I was into girls for a while, I appreciate the female form.”


  “Doesn’t mean you need to appreciate Mom’s, and tell me about it.”


  “She’s a natural redhead.” Carla giggled. “In case you were wondering.”


  “I wasn’t. Can we change the subject?”


  “For a guy who blew two loads in his sister’s mouth tonight, you’re awfully weird about mom.”


  “I’m weird about us sometimes too, but you’re my sister, we’re around the same age and we’re, you know, equals, Mom’s twice our age and she’s our parent. A parent with their kids, even grown up kids is kind of…I don’t know, wrong.”


  “Love has no limits, baby.” Carla rolled onto her side and gave him a quick peck on the lips. “You love me, and people would tell you you’re sick.”


  “They don’t know how good you are at giving head,” he joked.


  “Seriously.” She smacked him on the arm. “Love is love no matter what other people think.”


  “Okay,” he sighed. “Hard to argue seeing we’re naked in your bed. But I’m not sure how we got on this topic with Mom.”


  “Just that we have something I wish she did.”


  “I want that for her too. Hell, even if she didn’t have a boyfriend, go out and get laid. Like you said she’s only in her forties and she looks good, great job, she was better to dad than he deserved, mom has a lot to offer a guy.”


  “Or girl,” Carla said with a smile playing about her lips.


  “Alright.” He rolled back onto his side so they were now facing each other. “That’s the second hint you dropped, what do you know?”


  “Hmm.” Carla frowned. “I don’t know, can you keep a secret?”


  “Are you kidding?” he exclaimed, then pointed to her, then himself. “Yeah, I think I can keep secrets.”


  “Not like you could tell anyone about us, but you could let this slip.”


  “I don’t talk about Mom to my friends.”


  “Too bad, Bobby would love this.” She made a show of looking around as if someone might hear, then lowered her voice to a secretive whisper. “Mom’s been with a woman.”


  “Shut up!” Adam waved his hand at her. “You’re screwing with me.”


  “Serious.” Carla put her hand on her chest. “Cross my heart. She told me about it a few months ago.”


  “No way.”


  “Way.” Carla laughed. “Mom started asking me questions about what made me want to be with a girl, and what was it like. Asked if it were better than being with a man. It was awkward, but we talked about it. I don’t think anything is better than being fucked, but it’s fun, girls are different, and it’s more intimate, and hotter in a way because no offense, but girls are prettier than you.”


  “Depends on the girl. You see Miss Walters next door?” He gave a mock shudder.


  “Be nice. I asked mom why she wanted to know because when dad caught me with Alice and Jeff she was upset, then when she found out I’d been playing with Alice on the side for a while she wasn’t happy, said I was confused.”


  “Telling me mom was confused too?”


  “Mom has a coworker who used to flirt with her on the night shift. Would tell her if she ever wanted her pussy licked right come see her.”


  “Damn, that’s bold.” Adam whistled.


  “She pushed it off as playing around because Mom was married. Then all of a sudden mom’s not married. She gave her time, then after a few months started hitting on her for real.


  “Guess she was married for a long time to, and her husband screwed her over. She dated a guy who did the same thing, so she ended up sick of men and tried the other side.”


  “You’re telling me this is what Mom did.”


  “Yeah, she started thinking about it. Found herself looking at the woman different, watched lesbian porn, realized she was sour on men at the moment, then talked to me. I told her go for it, not like she was cheating on anyone or doing anything wrong.”


  “Holy shit, Mom with a woman.”


  “A pretty one, she’s blonde, pretty green eyes, and ten years younger.” She smiled at the look on his face. “I asked mom to show me a picture of her.”


  “Damn.”


  “Yeah, bet they looked good in bed together.”


  “So is mom dating this woman?”


  “Her name’s Shelly, and no, it’s kind of a friends with benefits thing. Mom isn’t into dating her, and Shelly is okay with that. They hook up after work, that’s why mom comes home after ten sometimes instead of six, they go to her place.”


  “How often?”


  “I don’t know, here and there. I think Mom’s still not totally okay with it, and does it when she says batteries can’t do enough for her anymore.”


  “Wow, but she has no interest in guys anymore?”


  “I think she does, but she’s gun shy, would have to be a really good guy she could trust.”


  “Won’t find him working or hanging around the house,” Adam pointed out.


  “Or while eating pussy.” Carla giggled.


  “Jeez.” Adam had a quick vision of his mother between another woman’s legs, her long red hair across her thighs, her face pressed to her pussy while the other woman moaned and played with her tits, her feet on mom’s shoulders.


  He shook his head, not just to clear the image because it was wrong, but he’d felt an uncomfortable stirring in his cock.


  “Yeah it’s one part weird, one part hot as fuck,” Carla told him, then rolled her eyes when he frowned. “Come on, you wouldn’t want to see me going down on Alice? You always said she was hot.”


  “Nope, you’re all mine.” He put his arm around her shoulder and kissed her forehead. “Making a good girl out of you.”


  “Yeah?” She smiled. “Just you and me?”


  “Going to be you and me forever,” Adam told her.


  “I like that,” she said softly, putting her hand on his cheek. “But we can still think someone or something is hot, just not for us.”


  “True.” He winked. “Alice does have nice tits.”


  “Damn straight she does!” Carla nodded. “But not as nice as mine, right?”


  “Best tits ever.”


  “Good boy.” She slid closer, her arm going around his waist under the sheet. “I love you, and I love us.”


  “Me too.” He slid his arm beneath her, and rolled onto his back.


  Taking her cue, Carla slid up close, resting her head on his shoulder while sliding her arm across him, then draping her leg over his. “This is nice.”


  “It’s amazing.” He glanced at the clock and saw it was after eleven. “You set your alarm?”


  “For five thirty, so you can go in your room before mom comes home.”


  “Lock your door?”


  “Yes worry wart, but it’s Saturday and mom knows neither of us go to work until the afternoon, she’s not going to come in to wake us up.”


  “What do you think she’d do?” Adam asked, his fingers lightly running over Carla’s smooth shoulder. “Throw us in therapy? Throw us out? Disown us?”


  “She’d lose her shit, that’s for sure, but she’s always saying it’s about the three of us, I don’t think she’d throw us out.”


  “But she’d be so mad and hurt, and disgusted,” Adam surmised. “She’d never see us the same.”


  “Maybe that would be a good thing, maybe she would see us as a couple.”


  “You’re either a glass half full kind of girl, or you had something in that pen other than vape juice.”


  “I’m sticking with love is love, she loves us, we love her, but we also love each other, she could see that. There’s people out there who love more than one person and they all live together and share that love.” She stifled a yawn. “Poly something.”


  “Polyamory,” he sighed. “Yup, something in the vape. But that’s why she needs to meet someone. Not just for her, but for us, we can never leave her to start our life if she’s alone.”


  “We talked about this, we’re two years from you graduating, and then another two years for me so we could move away. Why do you keep worrying about it now?”


  “It’s what I do I guess. You never worry do you?”


  “I live in the moment and go from there.” Carla pressed more tightly against him, and he could feel her nipples poking into his side. “Right now this moment feels pretty good, no?”


  “That it does,” he replied, his cock stirring when she slid her leg further across him, allowing him to feel her still wet pussy slide along this thigh.


  Carla sighed, and nuzzling into him kissed his neck. “Sweet dreams, my love.”


  “Or not so sweet,” he replied kissing the top of her head.


  His cock was close to fully hard and again he marveled at the effect she had on him, but they’d had their share, and Carla’s breathing was already much deeper as she relaxed into him, he swore the girl could sleep at will.


  He closed his eyes, trying to ignore his erection, but with his sister’s naked body pressed to his, it wasn’t easy. He tried to shut his mind down and drift, but his thoughts went to what Carla had revealed to him; his mother with a woman.


  Dad’s affair had really done a number on her to push her that far. He caught himself conjuring up the unwanted visual of his mother with another woman. Why would he do that? He had never thought of her like that before.


  But Carla was right, they hadn’t seen each other that way either before that night. But he’d never had anything like that happen with Mom. One didn’t get drunk, stoned, and play dirty truth or dare with your mother.


  But they did with their sister?


  He was tired, that was it. Tired and sex drunk from another night of epic fucking with his sister turned lover, turned love. It seemed like no matter how much he got, he wanted more.


  Here he was three rounds later with a hard on that was beginning to make his balls ache and so horned out he was envisioning his mother’s secret lesbian affair, which he should see as sad rather than sexy because it was over what Dad had done to her.


  He managed to shift away from his mother in any type of Sapphic exploit, but now found himself thinking on Carla talking about how sexy she was. He wasn’t kidding, he had never considered it, even when Bobby, and a few other kids over the years had mentioned his mother was attractive.


  Carla’s description was accurate, unlike his sister. Mom had some curves, but in the right places, her full hips, round ass, and large breasts all spoke of being a real woman, a mature woman, whereas Carla, slender, smaller breasted, and features that were still somewhat bratty and immature, still seemed like a girl in comparison.


  But he had no complaints about that girl who was currently draped across him, or if he did it was she was too damn irresistible.


  He wondered if Mom was anything like Carla when it came to sex. Was she a closet freak? The quiet one everyone warned you could be the wild cat you couldn’t handle? He couldn’t see it, but he’d also never seen her with a woman and that was pretty adventurous.


  Why did he care? Because he was somehow still horny, and despite a long day and wild night, annoyingly wound up. Not that 11;30 was that late, but he’d gotten up at six, hit the gym, had breakfast with a couple of guys from school, then attended the only class he had on Fridays at 8:30 and was out at 11.


  He’d gone to Home Depot from 11:30 to 4 to help unload trucks, then spent the night unloading in his sister. He’d fallen asleep earlier, but after she woke him up and they’d talked, he was annoyingly awake.


  At least he could sleep in tomorrow, that is if he could nod back off after leaving his sister’s warm bed and hotter body to go sleep in his room.


  “You’re awake, aren’t you?” Carla whispered into his neck.


  “Yeah, feel wired for some reason.”


  “You’re hard again aren’t you?” She answered her own question by sliding her hand between his legs and grabbing his dick.


  “Oh, yeah, how could I not be being next to you?”


  “You want to fuck me again?”


  “Now that’s romantic,” he cracked, but his voice trembled as she slowly pumped his cock.


  “You want romance watch a chick flick, you want to fuck me again, roll on over and take it, I’m too tired to move.”


  She rolled onto her back, kicking the sheet off, and exposing herself to him. Carla opened her legs, and he was immediately between them.


  “I need to tell you something,” he said, then moaned as he eased his cock into his sister’s hot wet heat.


  “That you love me?” she asked while putting her hands on his shoulders, her hips already moving in time with his.


  “That too, but something else.” He lowered his head, kissing her softly.


  “What is it?”


  “That you’re the best sister ever!”


  




  Chapter Four


   



  Adam’s eyes popped open and he sat up quickly, his heart pounding. He swore he’d heard something. He cocked his head, waiting to see if the sound would repeat itself, but other than Carla’s deep breathing beside him, the house was silent.


  It was still dark outside, but he could no longer see the moon through the blinds Carla had left open. He blinked several times, trying to clear his bleary eyes, and muddled mind.


  He had no idea how long he’d been sleeping, or what had woken him up. He looked over to his right where the alarm clock on Carla’s nightstand read 5 am. Last time he’d looked at it after he’d taken his sister for the fourth time in six hours, it had been just before midnight.


  Only another half hour before her alarm would go off and he would reluctantly slip off to his own room an hour before Mom was due home. Why was he awake now, he should have needed he alarm to wake him like he did every other night they slept together.


  After his finally exhausted cock had sent the few weak spurts of cum his balls were able to generate deep inside his sister for the second time that night, he went out like a light seconds after his head hit the pillow.


  Something woke him up, but what? He was tempted to get up and look out the window to see if Mom had come early. If that was the case he’d have to wake Carla and send her out to see where Mom was and let him know if it was safe to make a beeline for his room.


  He jumped when he heard a car door below the window, then relaxed when another door closed followed by the sound of an engine turning over. The Peterson’s next door were heading out early for one of their frequent weekend trips to the Cape to beat traffic.


  That’s probably what woke him up, Mr. Peterson loading up their SUV. Mom had complained to his wife, Kara, that he should pack the car the night before because it was rude to be banging doors at such an ungodly hour.


  “What’s wrong with those people?” Carla, her voice thick with sleep, mumbled to his right.


  He glanced over to where she’d rolled away from him at some point last night and was now on her side with her back to him. The sheet was only pulled up to her waist, and he smiled as he viewed her in the light of the still burning candles.


  Her smooth tanned skin glowed in the warm glow, the sun tattoo between her shoulders a dark splash of color. Carla’s hair, which she always left down at night for him, was pulled over her shoulder, allowing him to see her entire back.


  His eyes trailed down to edge of the sheet which teased just a hint of the swelling of her ass. As always, looking at his sister caused his cock to stir beneath the sheet, but he was still tired and was content to just admire her pleasing form.


  “Yeah, they suck.” Adam lay back, his head nestling into the pillow. “They go to bed early during the week, I should go set their car alarm off a few times.”


  Carla rolled over to face him, and it was now her breasts he was confronted with.


  “What did you just say about sucking?” She grabbed his cock through the sheet.


  “I’m tired, sis, and mom’s going to be home soon.”


  “We have a half hour.” She threw back the sheet exposing his semi-hard cock. “Aww, he does look a little tired.”


  “Someone wore me out last night, and the night before and the night before.”


  “But Mom’s home all weekend.” She pushed her lip out in a pout. “Might be our last chance until Monday night!”


  “She goes shopping Sunday morning, we’ll have some time then.”


  “But I want it now!” she declared, her lower lip now trembling. “I gave it to you before we went to sleep, and I was tired!” The last words came out in a whiny pitch that was a reminders he’d thought of last night that despite their relationship, Carla was still his bratty little sister.


  A brat with amazing tits and a pair of lips that could do a lot more than pout.


  Just that thought, and her touch had his cock swelling, but slowly. Damn, he really was tired.


  “I’ll make it up to you I…”


  “Not fair!” she declared. “I want it, and I’m going to get it.”


  Carla leaned across him, and he moaned when she engulfed his tip in her warm mouth. She swirled her tongue around his head, then slid her lips further down his hardening shaft.


  Adam lay there watching her blonde head bob in his lap as she noisily slurped on his dick. He could feel himself stiffening under the attention of Carla’s persuasive mouth, and placed his hand on her back.


  He enjoyed her having to work for it, but it wasn’t long before he was fully hard. His hand slid down her back, and traced the curve of her ass before squeezing her firm cheek.


  Carla lifted her leg, and his questing fingers dipped between her thighs and into her always wet slit. She moaned around him when he slid his fingers from inside her to find and rub her clit.


  She bobbed her head faster, rapidly deep throating him while cupping his balls which were tight and experiencing a dull ache from being forced back into action. But he was now more than willing to take one for the team as the room filled with his sister’s sloppy gagging sounds while she slobbered over his cock.


  She released him and sitting up, swung her leg over his hips. Gripping his cock, she guided it between her legs and eased herself onto him. Adam groaned as she teased them both by slowly lowering herself, letting them both feel every inch of his sizable cock as he penetrated her.


  Her excruciatingly slow descent had Adam prepared for Carla to go for a slow sensual ride, but once she was completely impaled on his rigid pole, her hips exploded into motion.


  “Fuck yeah!” she hissed, bracing her hands on his chest as she worked her ass up and down as if she were twerking on him. “This is just what I need!”


  Adam groaned beneath her when she dug her nails into his chest, and leaned forward to be able to drive down on him even harder. Carla’s bed protested, the old box spring creaking as she rode him with a manic energy that bordered on desperate, as if they hadn’t spent the previous night fucking.


  He put his hands on her hips, pushing down in an effort to slow her frenzied movements and make what probably would be their last time until Sunday, or even Monday if Mom decided not to go out, last longer.


  “No.” She sat up and shoved his hands away, now alternately sliding front to back, then grinding in hard fast circles, working his cock inside her tight twat. “That’s my cock, you just lay there and let me take it.” She smirked down at him. “The way I like you to take me, hard and nasty!”


  Adam decided to suffer nobly and take it for the team, laying back while his wildcat sister bounced on his cock like he was a damn ride at an amusement park. ‘You have to be this horny to ride this ride.’


  That silly thought was followed by ‘Damn, I must be tired’ But right now tired wasn’t a bad thing because it was allowing him to endure his sister’s crazed assault on his cock without being close to coming yet.


  Carla leaned over, grabbing the edge of the headboard. Using it as leverage, she rode him even harder, rocking back and forth while pounding her hips into his with a surprising amount of force for her slender build.


  “Fuck yeah!” Carla cried out loud enough to be overheard over the creaking of her bed, and the rhythmic banging of the headboard hitting the wall. “Making your slut sister work for it, aren’t you?”


  She stared down at him, her face flushed; her blue eyes wide and bright with lust.


  “I won’t stop until I get it!” she moaned while her hips spun in a circle on his lap, sliding his cock through her sopping slit. “You’re not leaving my bed until every drop in your balls is in your sister’s cunt!”


  She pulled on the headboard, using it to rise from her knees and slide her legs under her. With her feet now on the mattress, Carla hammered down on his hard enough that his balls were beginning to ache.


  Not that he cared, like her, he was completely caught up in the heat of the moment. His sister going wild on his cock, her small tits bouncing beautifully and her taut nubile young body slicked with sweat from the exertion of trying for one more load from her brother’s tired balls.


  “Oh, oh, oh!” she yelped above him, her ass slamming down on his thighs. “Give it to me, baby! I need it!”


  “I…I’m trying,” Adam groaned as his sore balls tightened and he felt as much relief as pleasure when the first twinges of getting close to coming.


  He grabbed her knees, gripping them tightly, and pumped his hips, his cock rising to meet her piston like movements, and driving him even harder into her.


  “Oh my god!” Carla howled above him, her eyes going even wider, and her back arching.


  “Oh my god!” Adam gasped, as his sister’s pussy contracted around his cock, signaling her own impending orgasm.


  “Oh my god!” The third cry came from their left.


  Mom was standing in the doorway.




  Chapter Five


   



  “Holy shit!” Adam exclaimed, his stomach clenching painfully as if someone had punched him, and his heart missing a beat.


  “What the hell is this?” Mom yelled, striding into the room.


  Carla swung her leg over his hips in an attempt to dismount him, but did it too fast. Now off balance, she released a high pitched yelp, and fell backwards off the side of the bed, her feet remaining visible in the air as she landed hard on her back.


  “Mom! I…uh…” Jesus, what the hell was he going to say? “We were…”


  “I know what you were doing!” Mom stopped a couple of steps from the bed. “You two were, you…” Now she was stammering, but unlike Adam it wasn’t from nerves, but anger.


  “You…were fucking your sister!” she managed to finish.


  “No!” Carla’s head appeared from the side of the bed, where she remained kneeling to conceal her breasts. “It’s not like that.”


  “Oh, right.” Mom snapped her fingers. “Looked like you were fucking your brother, my mistake.”


  Mom glared at Carla, her face red, brown eyes blazing, her lips set in a scowl. His initial shock over, Adam grabbed a pillow and put it over his rapidly deflating cock.


  “And you did, didn’t you?” Mom’s attention remained on his sister, as Adam struggled to come up with something to say.


  He had nothing, because at this point pretty much wasn’t anything he could say. Caught butt ass naked with his sister riding him like a rodeo cowboy didn’t exactly leave him any room to maneuver.


  “Answer me!” Mom bellowed the question loud enough to make him wince. “This was you, wasn’t it?”


  Adam looked from Mom to Carla who had the same deer in headlights look he imagined was on his face. Only difference was her lower lip was trembling and her eyes, which had been intense and lust filled moments ago were back to being wide and innocent.


  “Not really,” she replied with a tremor in her voice. “I mean it takes two people to…”


  “Don’t get smart with me.” Mom pointed at her, and Adam could see her hand shaking. Jesus, she was pissed, and he couldn’t blame her.


  Feeling like he was at some bizarre tennis match, his eyes kept darting from his panicked sister who was still kneeling on the floor looking like she was seconds from crying, to Mom.


  This time he focused more on her, and noticed she was in a short blue robe and her long auburn hair was down and wet. He could smell her French vanilla body wash, and there were a few glistening drops of water on the top of her chest which was all that was visible in the tightly tied robe.


  She was barefoot, and in a moment of clarity, Adam realized it was the bathroom door that had woken him. Mom had come home early, and as she always did when she first came home, took a shower.


  Had the two of them remained sleeping quietly, she would have continued her routine and gone into her bedroom where she’d watch TV before falling asleep for a few hours.


  But instead, they hadn’t just been fucking, but hard enough to rattle the damn walls. As the saying went, timing was everything.


  “Admit it,” Mom said, her voice lower, but tight with tension, as if it were an act of will for her not to keep yelling. “You started this.”


  “I…no, I…well…kind of, but not like…” Carla looked to him, her eyes imploring him to say something, but at this point he felt numb, and anything he could say was most likely going to make things worse.


  “Just stop it.” Mom waved her hand. “What’s the matter, Carla? You run out of things to try? Fucking guys wasn’t enough, so you had to try girls, then fuck one of each in my goddamn bed!”


  “Mama, please,” she whispered, her eyes filling up.


  “Don’t you Mama me, little girl,” Mom hissed. “Guess even a three way wasn’t shocking enough so you needed to take it up a notch and fuck your own brother?”


  “It’s not like that.” Carla shook her head vigorously, her nerves causing her to overreact. “I didn’t mean to do it, we…it just happened.”


  “Just happened?” Mom blinked as if she couldn’t believe the answer. “Accidents happen, weather happens, know what doesn’t just happen? Your brother’s dick in your slutty little twat.”


  “I’m not a slut!” Carla snapped, a lone tear spilling down her right cheek. “Please don’t be mean to me.”


  “Don’t be…” Mom shook her head. “I just caught you on top of Adam, and I might not be the smartest person around, but the way you two were going at it, this isn’t the first time, is it?”


  When neither answered she yelled, “Is it?”


  “No,” Adam finally managed to speak. “It’s been going on a few months.”


  “Months?” Mom’s look of anger shifted to stunned surprise. “The two of you have been doing this for that long.” She swallowed and the anger returned. “So much for the two of you caring about how much I work, you love me not being home at night. I leave and you two fuck all night.”


  “Yeah,” Adam admitted.


  “That therapist was wrong.” Mom looked back to Carla. “These is something wrong with you. But nympho isn’t the word, you’re just a good old fashioned slut, aren’t you?”


  Carla lowered her head, and a sob burst out from between her lips.


  “Knock it off, your little pout and those fake tears aren’t getting you out of this, young lady. You seduced your own brother for some sick thrill, and fucked him behind my back! You do him in my bed too?”


  “Mama, please,” Carla whimpered. “I…I’m sorry, we’re sorry.”


  “You don’t know what sorry is, not yet anyway. I wondered why I hadn’t seen you bringing around any boys lately, guess you figured why leave the house to get laid, right?”


  Carla put her head in her hands and lowered her face to the bed, her shoulders shaking.


  “Stop balling, and get up!” Mom demanded. “Or are you so used to being on your knees, it’s all you know?”


  That comment elicited another sob from Carla and seeing her upset, snapped Adam out of his stupor.


  “Enough, leave her alone!”


  “What did you say?”


  “You heard me.” Adam leaned over, careful to keep the pillow over his lap, and slipped his arm around Carla’s shoulders. “Stop making her cry.”


  “What the hell is wrong with you?” Mom asked. “You have some nerve giving me an attitude after what I just caught you doing.”


  “You’re right, and we’re wrong,” Adam said, but while grabbing the sheet and draping it over his sister’s shoulders. “Come up and sit next to me.”


  “No, she’ll go to her room and wait for me. Once I’m done with you, I’ll take care of her.”


  “No.” He shook his head while watching Carla wrap the sheet around her and slide up onto the bed. He extended his arm along the headboard, and keeping her head down so she didn’t have to look at Mom, his sister sat next to him, resting her head on his shoulder.


  He put his arm around her, and looked at their mother who stared dumbfounded at them.


  “I said go to your room right now,” she repeated.


  “And I said no,” Adam said quietly. “Mom, I am sorry, we’re both sorry, and you have every right to be pissed at us.”


  “Pissed doesn’t even cover it. How about throwing in hurt, betrayed, disgusted, and sick to my stomach?”


  “All those things.” Adam nodded. “But now that you know, we can talk.”


  “I’ll do the talking. You two have nothing you can say to me.”


  “You’re wrong,” he told her.


  “I’m wrong?” She released a long sigh. “Your sister must be a good piece of ass because she really has you by the little head, doesn’t she?”


  “She has me by the heart.”


  “Let me tell…” Mom trailed off and frowned. “What did you say?”


  “Mom, why don’t you sit down?” He patted the side of the bed. “We need to talk about this.”


  “Adam, you’re naked except for a damn pillow. For that matter…” She drew the robe tighter around her. “I was going straight to bed and don’t have anything on under this. Little too awkward.”


  “So? I’m your son.”


  “She’s your sister and look where we are now.”


  “That’s why we need to talk.”


  “Adam, there’s nothing to talk about other than which one of you is going to live with Uncle Nick.”


  “What?” Carla lifted her head.


  “You two aren’t going to keep doing this, and if it takes shipping one of you off than that’s what I’ll do.”


  “You can’t do that!” Carla sobbed. “Mom, please!”


  “You two need time away from each other to get this sick obsession out of your system.” When Adam shook his head, she added. “You think I’m going to say, hey, that’s great you two are so close, don’t mind me, just keep right on fucking.”


  “We’re not fucking!” Adam insisted.


  “Really?” I know it’s been awhile for me, but pretty sure I know what sex looks like.”


  “We’re not just having sex.” Carla sniffled, then raised her head defiantly and met Mom’s gaze. “We’re in love!”


  “Oh my god,” Mom said softly. “I don’t know what’s worse, that you said that, or you might believe it.”


  “It’s true.” Adam pointed to the small chair in front of Carla’s desk. “Please sit?”


  “I don’t owe you two this conversation.” Mom looked from one to the other. “What I owe you is a trip to therapy, then you two deciding who’s going to leave.”


  “If that’s what you want, then we both leave and you lose us.” Adam surprised himself with his boldness. “So it’s your choice. Hear us out, try to understand or you’ll be alone because I am not leaving Carla.”


  “Thank you, my love!” Carla kissed his cheek. “I knew you’d protect us!”


  “My love,” Mom repeated in a whisper.


  “He is,” Carla told her. “My brother, my love, my everything.” She took Adam’s hand and brought it to her lips. “He’s better to me than any boy ever has been.”


  “You’re serious.” Mom’s expression was now confused, and Adam felt himself relax slightly, at least she wasn’t yelling. Now they just had to get her to listen.


  “We are.” Adam nodded. “Look, Mom, I know this is messed up. I think about it all the time. I think about how wrong everyone says this is, wonder if this is right or if I’m hurting my sister, worry about you catching us, and I don’t know if you’ll believe me, but I feel like an asshole lying to you and we do care about you working so much, but when you leave, well…”


  Mom looked away from them, then turned around. Adam thought she was going to walk out of the room, but instead she spun the desk chair around and sat down. She slowly crossed her legs, keeping her hand on the robe so it wouldn’t open.


  “What you said hurt, Adam.” Not the start he’d hoped for. “I can’t believe the two of you would leave me. I’ve already been betrayed by your father, now my children would do it?”


  “We’d never want to, but one of us isn’t getting shipped out like we’re a litter of puppies.”


  “What happened to it all being about the three of us?” Carla asked. “You say that all the time, we say it too.”


  “I think the two of you took me literally,” Mom grunted.


  “Mom, I know you feel betrayed, but how could we tell you this?”


  “You seem like you want to tell me now, and only because you were caught.” Mom put her hands out as she made her point. “If this love was so true, why not try to tell me when you weren’t forced to?”


  “Would you have been less mad?” Carla posed.


  “Not sure about mad, but at least I could control the visual, what I walked in on is never going to be unseen,” Mom explained. “No one should ever see their kids like that, let alone together.”


  “We don’t want to leave, Mama.” Carla spoke softly. “We love you, and you love us. It is about all of us, but we’re about each other too.”


  “I’ll hear you out.” She gestured to Adam. “How did it start? I want to hear it from you because I still think miss free spirit over there is taking if it feels good do it to the next level and she is a hot little thing who I’m painfully aware is experienced beyond her age.”


  “Okay, well.” Adam frowned. “I…”


  “Hon, pull the sheet over you,” Mom told him. “I don’t need to see that much of you.”


  “Sorry.” He tugged the lower part of the sheet from Carla and draped it over to cover him from the waist down. “I’ll be honest, when I tell you how it started, it’s not going to look good, but you have to let me finish.”


  “That sounds promising.”


  Adam glanced at Carla who gave him a nervous smile, then took a deep breath.


  “So one night a few months ago we…”


  Adam described what led to the first time they had sex. He spoke quickly, especially when, as he expected, the look on Mom’s face wasn’t a happy one and he couldn’t blame her.


  Hearing it aloud, it did sound like it was booze and weed inspired misplaced lust, but he kept going. Adam made sure the next thing he spoke of was the first time they’d made love.


  Mom’s face scrunched up a little at first, and again, he understood. Hearing her son describe a romantic loving encounter with her daughter wasn’t exactly something you saw on the family channel.


  Despite it seeming he wasn’t winning her over, he kept going. He talked about how he’d never felt so strongly for anyone as he did his sister. He mentioned how good she felt in his arms, how much he loved sleeping in her bed, how he’d wake up, and look at her and think of how beautiful she was.


  How, at times, he’d feel himself tearing up while they made love or when he held her, or again, those times he woke up and just watched her sleep. He noticed Mom’s face at that point had grown pensive, her eyes narrowing and an odd look on her face, as if she were now considering what he was saying and not being dismissive.


  Now that it was out, Adam wanted to not just be honest, but be real. He did call out the sex, how it had never been better with anyone else, how badly he wanted her, how he longed for his sister when he couldn’t be with her.


  He went into their long term plans, wanting to be a couple, but willing to wait until they could both get jobs and earn a living, but more importantly they both wanted her to have someone, that neither of them were sure they could ever leave if their mother was alone and unhappy.


  He paused, trying to come up with something to keep talking now that Mom appeared to be taking him seriously and no longer rolling her eyes or making faces at what the things he told her.


  Carla spoke into his brief silence.


  “I know you just wanted to hear his side.” She leaned forward, clutching the sheet to her chest, so she could see Mom past Adam. “But I want to say something, is that okay?”


  Mom’s answer was a simple nod, and Carla continued.


  “I didn’t like you calling me a slut because it’s kind of true.”


  “You’re not a slut.” Adam immediately spoke up.


  “I’m sorry I called you that,” Mom added in a subdued tone. “I was angry.”


  Was? Was there some hope here?


  “I would be too. We lied to you, and you’re right, Mom, we should have owned this, not let you find out this way,” Carla admitted.


  “But I was kind of a slut. I liked sex, all kinds of sex, and I never cared what anyone thought of me. I wanted something so I got it. But most of the guys I was with, it was all sex. Didn’t want to date me or have me as their girlfriend. I was good for head or to fuck, that was it.”


  “I really can’t believe we’re talking about this.” Mom sighed. “Your father missed out on all this fun.”


  “There were a couple guys who tried to be nicer to me. Took me out, tried to be sweet. But it felt emptier than the sex. I just didn’t feel anything with them or for them. I fooled around with Alice because I thought maybe I would feel more with another girl, more intimacy I guess.”


  She shrugged.


  “But same thing, and since I didn’t feel anything emotional, when she asked if Jeff could join in, I figured, why not? Not like my reputation was going to get worse or I was hurting anyone.”


  “Other than being in my bed,” Mom pointed out.


  “Jeff’s idea and I was stoned and horny, and thought it would make it more fun.”


  “Like the first time with your brother?” She raised her eyebrow, and Adam felt his hope begin to fade.


  “Now that we’re all being honest, kind of. When the game started getting dirty I felt that same rush I did with Alice, and then with the two of them. Something even dirtier, something wilder. Felt like I was so hot I could even get my brother to want me.”


  “You should stop talking,” Adam mumbled.


  “That time was just fucking, and we both knew it was wrong, but couldn’t stop, and when it was over, I wondered why we couldn’t stop. Not like I haven’t been high and drunk before, I wasn’t so blitzed I didn’t know who I was with.


  “It was like there was something there deep down that we didn’t notice, and that night brought it out.” Carla stopped, a thoughtful look on her face. “I think we were meant to be, and it took something kind of wrong, to get us to see how right it was.”


  “You think this is right?” Mom asked, but this time there was no hint of sarcasm.


  “I knew it was right that first time we made love.” Carla took Adam’s hand and squeezed it. “What I was saying about feeling like a slut? That all guys did was use me, and that’s all I thought I wanted?”


  “When Adam made love to me, I…I felt it. I felt how much he loved me. He made me feel beautiful and special, I could see it in his eyes when he looked down at me. Feel it in his kiss.


  “Adam didn’t make me feel like a trashy girl, he made me feel like a woman. A woman who was adored. He made me feel so good, and not just my body, but here.” She tapped her chest. “When we were done I was so happy I cried.”


  She looked at him and smiled.


  “And the first thing he did was ask if I was okay. He was worried he hurt me, but it was the other way around. I was crying because I know he’s the man who would never hurt me in anyway, just love me, and for who I am, even if who I am is his sister.”


  “Carla, that’s really mature,” Mom said quietly, and again, not in a mocking manner. “As bratty as you can be, I always felt there was a little bit of an old soul in there.”


  “Something Adam didn’t tell you,” Carla went on. “Is after the first time, he told me he felt guilty, that he was the big brother and should have known better and that he took advantage of me. I came onto him like a porn star, and he was blaming himself because he cares about me.


  “He cares about you too, Mom. We both do, we talk about it all the time. We talked about it before we fell asleep last night.”


  “She’s right,” Adam added. “We feel bad that you don’t have what we have, and we want it for you so bad, and not so we can move on when it’s time, but to see you happy. You’re an amazing woman, Mom, and you deserve someone who will treat you that way.”


  “Back to us.” Carla lifted their joined hands. “Love is love, Mom. True love has no limits and no one should be able to tell anyone they can’t love someone, even if that someone is family.”


  She gave Adam a sweet smile.


  “That’s why this is so strong and special, we already loved each other as brother and sister, now we love each other in every way. Please try to be okay with this, Mom. We’re so happy together, and isn’t that what you’re supposed to want for the people you love? That they be happy?”


  “Damn.” Adam wiped at his suddenly moist eyes. “That was beautiful, sis.”


  Mom leaned back in the chair, her hands folded in her lap, and her eyes downcast, and staring at her barefoot she was slowly kicking back and forth. She seemed lost in thought and Carla gave his hand another squeeze.


  He looked at her, and she put her finger to her lips, and he nodded. Better to let their mother think about what they said rather than keep going. Truth was there was nothing left to say, it was now up to Mom to decide where this went.


  After what seemed an eternity of awkward silence, Mom rose from the chair and walked over to the bed.


  “Here we go,” Carla whispered so softly he could barely hear her even though she was next to him.


  Mom sat down on the edge of the bed, but remained silent. This time her eyes moved from Adam to his sister. He noticed she wasn’t just looking at their faces, but her gaze moved lower.


  She stared at his chest for a moment, then shifted her attention to Carla who had the sheet around her upper body, but her long legs stretched out next to his. Mom’s gaze went back to him, and he swore she was staring at his crotch where the bulge of his cock was visible under the sheet.


  No, what the hell was he thinking? She was just looking around while she was still considering what she was going to say.


  “Adam.” Her voice was soft, and even in the one word he detected a hint of a tremble to it.


  “Mom?” he replied and could hear his own nerves in his brief response.


  “Kiss your sister.”


  “What?” He couldn’t have heard that right.


  “I want you to kiss Carla. A real one, not on the cheek or a peck on the lips. Kiss her like you mean it.”


  “Um, I…that’s kind of weird, don’t you think?”


  “If you’re in love, then you shouldn’t be ashamed to show it.” She gave a meaningful pause. “Actions speak louder than words. You two talked about being in love, but seeing is believing.”


  “But…” Adam was cut off, by Carla cupping his chin, turning his head and kissing him.


  His first instinct was to pull away, but her other hand went behind his head, holding his lips to hers. Carla’s kiss was soft, and lingering. Her full luscious lips gently sliding along his.


  Despite their mother being two feet away from them, Carla emitted a sexy sigh deep in her throat before kissing him harder. As had been the case since that first night, Adam was unable to control himself where his sister was concerned, and feeling his own inhibitions fall away, he returned her kiss with equal passion.


  Carla’s lips parted, now roaming over his, and he couldn’t resist, slipping his tongue between them. She eagerly accepted it, sucking gently on it, and moaning quietly. Adam turned on the bed, his hands going to her head, cradling her face as their kiss deepened.


  His heart beat faster and he was shocked to feel a stirring beneath the sheet. His mother was right there and his body was still reacting to his sister. Carla’s arms went around his shoulders and she pressed into him as her tongue darted into his mouth.


  He could feel her hard nipples poking into his chest through the sheet, and his hands dropped to her shoulders, then slid through her long soft hair and over the warm smooth skin of her back.


  Carla eased her lips back, far enough to trace his with her tongue, a move that sent a shiver through him, before giving him two quick pecks as if punctuating her kiss. She leaned back, but kept her arms around him, and looking into his eyes whispered.


  “I love you, baby.”


  The look in her gorgeous blue eyes, the soft smile that accompanied her words, and the emotion evident in her voice, made him swallow hard before he replied, “I love you too,” in a thick voice as he struggled to hold back his feelings.


  Carla let her arms fall away and looked past him at Mom. He turned back to face her and was stunned to see there were tears on her cheeks.


  “That was…” He saw her throat work as she too struggled with her feelings. “Beautiful.”


  “It was?” Adam couldn’t hold the words back and winced when Carla punched him in the thigh.


  “Yes.” Mom nodded. “I can see the love between you and like you both said, I know it’s wrong, but it looks so right. The two of you are beautiful on your own, but together? It’s…” She shook her head and wiped at her eyes. “Real.”


  “It is, Mama.”


  “Real, and unfair.” Mom lowered her head as she spoke, and Adam noticed her shoulders beginning to shake.


  “Unfair?” he repeated, but next to him Carla rose from the bed, careful to keep the sheet wrapped around her.


  She walked around the bed and sat on the edge of it next to Mom, putting her arm around her.


  “What’s the matter, Mama? Why are you crying? You still mad at us?”


  “I’m not.” Mom kept her head down. “I’m hurt, and I’m jealous.”


  “Jealous?” Adam said.


  “Stop it.” Carla shot him a look. “You sound like a parrot.”


  She put her other hand into Mom’s lap, taking one of hers.


  “I know, Mom. This is what you want, and we have it, and you haven’t found it yet, but you will.”


  “You don’t get it.” Mom raised her head, and faced Carla. “I…I have to tell you both something.”


  “You can tell us anything,” Adam encouraged her.


  “When I came in, I was mad and did feel betrayed, but not because the two of you were together.”


  “Then why?” Carla asked, while squeezing Mom’s shoulder.


  “Because,” Mom looked from his sister to him, “your father left us, and we all promised that it’s about the three of us now, we’re here for each other in every way. That’s what you both promised me.”


  “We’re here, Mom.” Adam reached out and put his hand on her arm. “We’ll always be here for you.”


  “Here for me, but not with me.”


  “What do you mean?” Carla asked.


  “The two of you. Loving and lusting, happy in every way, but what about me?”


  “I don’t get it.” Adam looked to Carla who looked equally confused. “What are you trying to say?”


  “What I’m saying…” Mom took a deep breath. “Is I want some too.”




  Chapter Six


   



  “What did she say?” Adam stared at Carla whose jaw had dropped, telling him he’d heard what he thought he did.


  “Carla said love is love, and you went from loving each other as family to more.” Mom tapped her chest. “What about me? You don’t want to love me, and let me love you?”


  “You’re our mother.” Adam shook his head.


  “She’s your sister.” Mom gestured to Carla who had removed her arm from around her, and slid further onto the bed so she was now next to Adam. “Why is this any more or less wrong?”


  “Because we’re around the same age, and like equals.” Adam struggled to find the words through his surprise wondering if this was real or she was screwing with them to make some point. “You’re our parent, and you’re a lot older.”


  “Age is a number,” Mom said. “Plenty of cougar cub, cougar kitten porn out there that tells me no one cares.” She shrugged. “More than enough mom son porn out there too.”


  “You’re saying you want to have sex with us?” Carla asked, and Adam’s eyes narrowed at how conversational she’d said it. She didn’t seem nearly as put off as he did. But then again, this was Carla, the girl who’d never encountered a rule she wouldn’t break if she wanted to.


  “It’s been so long.” Mom looked at each of them. “When I walked in and saw you I…I watched for a couple minutes.”


  “Holy shit,” Carla whispered.


  “First I thought I was just taken aback. I told myself to get out of the room, or to say something. I finally yelled when I,” she looked away, blushing, “realized I was getting excited.”


  “I can’t believe this.” Adam put his hand to his head. “Like I thought we were already in the twilight zone with just us.”


  “I’m so lonely,” Mom said softly. “I need affection, I need love, I need to get fucked, and made love to, and to curl up in bed with someone.”


  “But what about Sharon?” Adam asked.


  “You know about her?” Mom’s eyes went wide.


  “Oh, I can keep a secret,” Carla mocked him, and slapped him in the leg.


  “You told your brother?”


  “Just last night.” Carla scowled at him. “But he’s right, you’ve been with someone.”


  “It meant nothing. Just like you said it was for you before Adam, and for me, I’m not even sure how much fun it was. I felt wrong and guilty, I went with a woman because I didn’t want to be bothered with a man after your father’s bullshit. I did it just to try, and it made me feel worse.”


  “But…” Adam began, but Mom kept speaking.


  “I was mad when I came in because I was mad at myself for watching, getting turned on for some reason, and I meant what I said, I felt betrayed.


  “But not because the two of you lied to me, or were together in the first place, but because you didn’t include me.”


  “Why would we?” Adam asked, and the look of hurt on Mom’s face told him he’d made a mistake, but what other answer was there?”


  “Smooth, Romeo,” Carla mumbled.


  “Sorry, but we were afraid to tell you, and we should have been. Now you’re saying you want to have sex with me?”


  “Both of you,” Mom replied as casually as she’d describe the weather. Adam was thrilled she wasn’t mad anymore, but this was getting weirder by the minute.


  “I have been with a woman, and Carla is a pretty young girl who’s up for anything,” Mom explained. “And she’s my daughter and I love her. I love both of you and want the two of you to be the three of us.”


  “Okay, a few minutes ago you were tossing one of us out, and calling Carla a slut,” Adam pointed out. “Sorry if I’m confused.”


  “I said those things because I was angry and jealous. I was so mad you two were together I wanted to ruin it. If I couldn’t be happy and part of it, neither could you.”


  She wiped at her eyes again. “I said those things about Carla out of jealousy. She’s so pretty and she can have any boy she wants, and here she is with my son! Hogging that big cock all for herself when I need it so bad!”


  Adam felt himself blush and felt like an idiot. After months of wild sex with his sister, he didn’t think anything could shock or put him off. Hearing his mother not only say he had a big cock, but that she wanted it, proved him wrong.


  “Are you screwing with us?” Adam couldn’t help asking. “Seriously, you trying to get us to say we would so you can tell us we’re even more messed up?”


  “I wouldn’t do that,” Mom assured him. “I know it sounds crazy, but, as soon as I saw the two of you kiss and then heard how much you love each other I knew this is what I need. I need to be loved and the two of you already love me as Mom, but I want you to love me as a woman too.”


  “I still think you’re messing with us,” Adam insisted.


  “I’d like to be.” Mom gave him a nervous smile. “You’re a good looking young man, and I saw all of you when Carla fell off you.” She licked her lips, making his eyes widen. “You have one hell of a cock, baby boy.”


  “Baby boy?” Adam looked at Carla hoping for some help, but she was just sitting there looking at Mom, letting him handle this absurd conversation.


  “My baby boy and girl.” Mom’s smile grew sultry. “How about you both come to Mama, and come for Mama?”


  “That line would be awful in a porn.” Adam grimaced. “Total cringe.”


  “Adam, you’re being mean, stop it,” Carla told him. “Mom’s serious.”


  “How can she be? This is nuts.”


  “Says the guy who comes in his sister’s mouth pretty much once a night.” Carla shot him a challenging look.


  “Says the man who could come in his mother’s mouth every night too.” Mom still had that attempt at a sexy smile on her face. “He’s young, he could handle both of us, and when he’s tired? We’ll play.”


  Mom ran her red tipped nails down Carla’s arm.


  “I’ll be so good to both of you.” Her hand went to Carla’s cheek, caressing it. “And I promise I’ll give the two of you space to enjoy each other. It doesn’t always have to be the three of us. I just want to be included and get to share the fun and love.”


  “I did not see this coming.” Adam whistled. “Please don’t turn that into a joke.”


  Mom’s smile fell away, but she kept pushing.


  “I know I’m not young and sexy like the two of you, but I think I look pretty good.” She rose from the bed, and grabbed the tie to her robe. “I…I have nice curves. I can be a lot of fun, really.”


  She looked at each of them, a poor attempt at a seductive smile on her face.


  “I’ll make you both happy. I’ll try really hard and do anything you want.” She lowered her gaze.


  “You don’t even have to be nice to me. If you want to treat me like a slut and talk down to me, you can. I just want some attention,” she added in a choked voice. “Please? Please let me show you I can still be fun.”


  Jesus, she was standing here begging to be with them. In that moment, Adam’s heart broke for her. This woman who was attractive, and had so much else to offer reduced to groveling for sex, and with her kids.


  Carla’s lip trembled and he saw her eyes were moist, telling her she had the same thought.


  “You’re beautiful, Mom,” she said. “Sexy too.”


  “Then let me be sexy for you.” Mom pulled on the ties to the robe. “Here, I’ll take this off, and show you.”


  “Stop!” Adam blurted out, and leaning over caught Mom’s wrists to stop her from disrobing.


  “You…you don’t want to see?” Mom’s lip trembled the same way Carla’s had. “I have a nice ass too. Maybe a little bigger than it used to be, but perfect to spank, and my legs are…”


  “Please…” Adam pushed her hands from the robe. “Mom, we love you, but we can’t.”


  “It’s me, isn’t it?”


  “Kind of, I…”


  “I knew it, I’m not sexy enough or young enough for the two of you.”


  “It’s because you’re our mother,” Adam corrected her. “And I think you’re messed up. Seeing us threw you for a loop, and you just think you want this.”


  “I know what I want!” Mom’s voice cracked as it rose. “I want to be with my babies. I don’t ever want you to leave. You can stay here and sleep together and do whatever you want, but don’t leave.”


  “We won’t,” Carla answered, and Adam hoped she was just placating her for now. They would be around at least a couple of years, by then Mom would have this out of her head.


  “But I want to be part of it. All about us in every way, even in bed.” She gave Adam a hopeful look. “Two women, baby. One young and wild, the other mature and eager to please a young man.” She licked her lips. “Imagine getting a blowjob from both of us, we…”


  “We’re not doing that!” Adam couldn’t handle it anymore, and his words came out louder than he’d meant them too. “Just because Carla and I are together doesn’t mean we’re open to everything! We belong to each other, no one else for either of us, that wouldn’t be love.”


  “Carla said love has no limits,” Mom replied, but in a subdued tone, a defeated look on her face, yet she kept trying. “I’m not just anyone, Adam. I’m your mom. No one loves the two of you like I do, let me prove that to you!”


  “We need to stop talking.” Adam looked to Carla as he spoke, silently urging her to get on his side.


  “I agree, I can show you instead.” Mom snapped her fingers. “Okay, maybe three of us would be too much at first. How about I start with you?” She pointed to Adam. “I haven’t had cock since your father.”


  “Carla!” Adam hissed and when she looked his way he put his hands out to her.


  “I think Adam’s right,” she said slowly, and not as convincingly as he would have liked. “We should let this go, maybe um, talk more after we all calm down.”


  “You’re turning me down.” Mom’s shoulders slumped. “I should have known.”


  “Mom, don’t be sad.” Carla reached for her, but she stepped back.


  “You’re right. Why would I think the two of you would share your bed or your heart with a pathetic old lady?”


  “It’s not that,” Adam tried, but she waved him off.


  “This hurts,” she told him. “It’s not fair! I do everything for us, the three of us, and now it’s just you two.” She wiped at her eyes with the sleeve of her robe. “You have what I want, and I’m still alone.”


  Please don’t cry, Mama.” Carla sounded as if she were getting ready to.


  “But it’s my fault.” Mom sobbed, her shoulders now shaking as she lost control. “You two have something special, who am I to try and force myself in. It’s just…I need to be with a man, and just like you said Carla, my son would only love me and never hurt me.


  “But I’d love to be with you, show my baby girl how much I adore her in every way. Guess I thought seeing the two of you had no trouble breaking a taboo, that I had a chance to be more than mom. To make the three of us a special family that shared everything.” She took a long shuddering breath, gaining control of herself.


  “Mama, we can talk about it.” Carla earned a dirty look from him as she tried to keep Mom’s hopes up. This needed to end.


  “No, no more talk. I made a fool of myself.” She held her head high despite the tears on her cheeks. “You two deserve to be happy, and I want you to be. Be together with my blessing, and I’ll never talk about it again.”


  She grabbed the ties, but to tighten the robe.


  “I’m selfish, wanting to come between you.” She added, “Literally,” to Adam with a sad smile, trying to make a joke about him asking her to not talk like that.


  “Mom, Carla’s right, we can talk about it, but another time.” Now he was placating her because it hurt him to see her hurt.


  “No, you were right. I need to stop, it’s unfair of me to try to guilt you into something this serious. I just…I’m lonely, and horny, and confused, and I wanted to be a good mom, and thought maybe I could be more than that if you were willing, but you’re not, and that’s on me.”


  She turned away from them, and Carla made to get off the bed and follow her, but Adam caught her arm, and shook his head.


  “You two stay where you are, and enjoy the morning.” Mom stopped in the doorway and looked over her shoulder, a wistful look on her face. “I remember those weekend mornings with college boyfriends, then your dad early on. Sleep, wake, fuck, sleep repeat.”


  She sighed, then nodded towards them.


  “The two of you are beautiful together, and I’m happy for you.”


  “What about you?” Carla asked.


  “Once I get over the shame and humiliation I just caused myself, I’ll be okay,” Mom replied. “Not the first time I’ve had my heart broken and been left alone.”


  She left the room, closing the door behind her. Adam leaned back against the headboard, and released an explosive sigh.


  “Fuck me! Can you believe what just happened?”


  “Seeing it happened, guess I have to.” Carla slid to the edge of the bed, swinging her feet to the floor. Resting her elbows on her knees, she put her chin in her hands, staring at the door. “I feel so bad for mom.”


  “I do too.” He felt a pang of guilt as his attention was drawn to the fact Carla had let the sheet fall away and he was now staring at her bare back and her ass. “But it worked out. You heard her, she’s okay with us.”


  “Worked for us, not for her.”


  “Because it is just us!” he exclaimed in exasperation. “She wasn’t part of us in that way, and she can’t be.”


  “We hurt her.”


  “By lying, yeah, we did. But now she knows, and we can all move on.”


  “But now that she knows she’s more upset.” Carla remained staring off, but he could see the look of sadness on her face. The drama wasn’t over yet.


  “She saw us, and wanted to be with us. We told her no, and now she knows we’re together, loving and enjoying each other right down the hall from her, and she’s still alone.”


  “We’ve been pushing her for almost two years to meet someone, she won’t do it.”


  “I know.”


  “You heard her about Sharon, she feels nothing.”


  “There was never going to be anything there it was friends with benefits. Mom was desperate and tried something different, but she’s not meant to be casual. She’s meant to love and be loved. You made me feel loved, and I love you for it, but Mom is so sad.”


  “What are we supposed to do, sis?”


  Carla turned to the side so she was facing him and his eyes gravitated towards her tits. He should be ashamed of himself, their mother was probably crying in the other room and he was thinking about his sister’s nipples.


  “We should give her what she wants.”


  “Huh?” That got his attention back on the topic at hand. “What’s wrong with you?”


  “Mom has made everything about us our whole lives, and even more since our loser father bailed. She’s lost her confidence, her self-esteem, she’s lonely and she needs this.”


  “Carla it’s not like we’re talking about doing chores or sending her on a vacation. You’re talking sex with our mother.”


  “Our mother who’ll do anything for us.” She tapped the bed. “To the point she just gave us her blessing.”


  “She was going to toss one of us.”


  “She was upset, and changed her mind. Any other parent would have thrown us both out.”


  “Any other parent wouldn’t offer to have a threesome with their kids.”


  “Any other parent wouldn’t have kids who were fucking each other.” She put her hand up to cut him off. “We could do this all day. Mom needs us and in that way. I think we make her happy.”


  “But Carla, we were talking about how it’s just us from now on. Hell, it’s couples for a reason, right?”


  “And I mentioned there are people who love more than one person.”


  “That’s porn bullshit.”


  “There are people like that in real life, they have more than one wife or husband.”


  “That’s illegal.”


  “Fine, name only, Christ how is it a guy who is in love with his sister is so obsessed with other people being right or wrong?”


  “It doesn’t work. I saw one of those HBO specials on sex, they always end up breaking up because someone gets jealous of someone. We’re not meant to love more than one person in that way.”


  “That’s not everyone, and love is love, Adam.”


  “As much as I like that argument, it’s getting old.”


  “But even if you’re right, Mom’s family, and we both think being family first is why we’re so close. Maybe we’ll feel that with Mom. Just watching us had her thinking of it.”


  “You…you want to be with someone besides me?” He looked away from her. “That hurts.”


  “Suck it up, buttercup,” Carla sniped. “I would be sharing you too.”


  “But I’m not the one wanting to do it, you are.”


  “Poor you, getting to fuck two hot women.” Carla put her arm over her forehead in a dramatic gesture. “Oh, the horror!”


  “What are you going to do, feed me that line from some of those shitty incest stories we read after we started fooling around? What do they say, ‘It’s not cheating if it’s family?’”


  “It wouldn’t be cheating, we’d be doing it together,” Carla explained. “And that line makes sense in a way.”


  “Because you want it to make sense.”


  “Think of it like this. You keep saying this is cheating, or we’re a couple inviting someone in for some fun, and you don’t like the idea. But this isn’t a stranger, this is mom! Adam, we’re her kids, we’re already part of her, and not just physically, we’re part of her heart, part of who she is, and she’s all that to us.


  “This would be us getting closer and becoming more to each other. We say that we loved each other already, and we just took it further. Expressing our love for mom in the same way.”


  “You’re not just talking sex. Now you’re talking we’d fall in love with her like we did each other?”


  “I don’t know,” she sighed. “Adam, this isn’t something you can research. We’re not buying a damn car. I don’t know where it would go, all I know is Mom needs us. She wants to experience what we have, and she should get that chance.”


  She pointed to the door.


  “This isn’t about us, it’s about her, the woman who’s made her whole life about us. Whether it’s right or not, we owe it to her. Who knows, maybe if we offer she changes her mind, maybe she was just all kinds of out of her mind from seeing us, if that’s the case, we tried.”


  “If she decides she wants us?” Adam asked.


  “Then she gets us.” Carla grinned. “Could be a lot of fun, you know.”


  “Okay, I’ll get off the cheating soapbox. But here’s the thing.”


  “Always another thing with you.” She slapped her forehead.


  “You’re missing a big point here, she’s mom?”


  “Um, pretty sure I know who she is, what’s the point?”


  “I don’t know if I could, you know, get into it.”


  “Are you serious?”


  “She’s my damn mother!” Adam blurted out. “I know, you’re my sister, but it’s not the same this is…Mom!”


  “Just think of her as a sexy redheaded mild.” Carla winked. “Who’s going to be fooling around in front of you with your favorite blonde.”


  “Nothing bothers you does it.” He shook his head.


  “Everything bothers you, doesn’t it?” she mocked him, then rolled her eyes when he scowled at her.


  “Yeah, guess I let silly little things like the thought of banging my mother get to me.”


  “Well, you can sit here and worry and moralize if you want, I’m doing it.”


  Carla rose from the bed and walked over to her bureau where she grabbed a pink nightshirt from the top drawer.


  “But we were still talking about it,” he protested.


  “You were still talking about it.” Carla slipped the shirt over her head, pulling it down to where the bottom of the shirt just covered her ass. “Talk and worry, talk and worry. You’d think after what happened between us that night would have taught you sometimes it’s a good thing to dive right into something.”


  “You’re talking diving between Mom’s legs.”


  “I’m talking making our mother happy,” Carla corrected him, then smirked. “But can’t say I’d mind. Ever since Alice, then mom telling me about Sharon, I’ve caught myself wondering what she would taste like.”


  Adam didn’t respond right away. This wasn’t going the way he wanted it too. Unlike Carla he was content for it to be just them, to have his sister’s body, and heart, all to himself.


  The ease with which Carla was willing to do this bothered him. More so now that she’d made that last remark which took it from this being about Mom to reminding him of his sister’s “That’s hot, why not’ try anything attitude.


  That wild down for anything, and anybody, made the silly cartoon cat inside a heart under the words ‘smitten kitten’ on her t-shirt seem out of place. Devoid of makeup, her long blonde hair a tousled mess, and the childish shirt, Carla looked like the teenager she technically was.


  But he knew the sexually precocious wild thing underneath the cute girl next door look she was currently sporting, and in that moment, he knew she was going to go through with it, and her next words cemented it.


  “Come on, Mom didn’t look hot when she was in here? That short robe, the wet hair?” Carla sucked on her lower lip. “The way she talked about how good she wanted to be to us?”


  “I thought it was sad.” Adam shook his head. “She sounded needy and desperate.”


  “She is, and we can fix that.” Carla folded her arms across her chest, and gave her head a defiant toss. “Or at least I can.” Already in full brat mode, Carla took it all the way with a stomp of her bare foot. “And I will, with or without you.”


  “You’d really do this to me, to us?”


  Although he was older, he knew he sounded as petulant as she did, probably even whinier at this point. He braced himself for Carla’s inevitable mocking of him, but there was nothing mean spirited or sarcastic, in her reply.


  “I’m not doing this to you.” She stressed the word. “But for Mom. You’re right she did sound needy, and that’s because she is, and we have what she needs. Honestly.” She gestured to him.


  “I think she wants you more than me, she misses being with a man, but she’s all messed up because of Dad. I think when I told her how I know you’d never hurt me, that hit home with her.


  “You’re her son, you love her, and she knows she can trust you to be good to her and not hurt her, or break her heart like that asshole did.”


  “But I just did,” Adam whispered in a subdued tone. “God, she was practically begging us to be with her. “I can be a lot fun,” he repeated her words. “How can a woman with so much going for her be that down on herself?”


  “Because after dad shit on her, she hasn’t had anyone make her feel good about herself again. Sharon was an act of desperation.”


  “Sleeping with your kids isn’t?”


  “It is, but this time she’ll get something out of it, besides feeling guilty and sleazy. We can show her how amazing she is.” Carla spread her hands out to him in a gesture of supplication. “Adam, if you feel bad you hurt her, we can fix this! We can make her who she used to be, show her how loved and desired she is.”


  She lowered her hands.


  “I’m not going to pretend this is all about love. The second she said she wanted to be with us, I thought about how hot it could be, once, or from now on, whatever happens, happens, but the idea of sharing your cock with her? Tasting her, and her tasting me?”


  “I’m not enough for you I guess. My body or my heart.” He wanted to slap himself the second he said it, but it was too late.


  “There’s always room for more love.” Carla once again passed on taking a shot at him, and the fact she remained calm made him feel like a bigger idiot. “And with more love comes more fun too.”


  He tried to think of something to say that wouldn’t keep making him look like an insecure jealous lover that he technically was, but Carla was done talking.


  “I’m going to see mom,” she declared, walking over to the door. “You can come with me, then cum with us, or sit here and mope like some teenage girl who just got dumped. Your choice.” She nodded her head decisively. “I’m choosing to what my mom needs me to be.”


  Without another word, she left the bedroom, closing the door behind her.


  “Fuck!” Adam slumped against the headboard. What the hell was he supposed to do?


  He’d hoped Carla would take his side, honor what they had, and try to figure out something else with their mother. But, and as mom had suggested when she’d first caught them and was angry, it seemed his sister was seeing this as a way to up the sexual ante.


  But at the same time, Mom had brought it up, and put those thoughts in Carla’s head to begin with, she hadn’t come up with it on her own. The hurt he’d seen in his mother’s eyes and in her voice was real, and what if this could help her?


  Mom had sacrificed for them, shouldn’t he do the same? It wasn’t like his sister wanted to do it without him, she wanted it to be the three of them, and so did Mom. He thought about Carla’s point mom most likely wanted him more, and that brought her words back to his mind about his cock, and how bad she needed it.


  Adam frowned when he recalled where his mind was last night before Carla offered him sex to put him to sleep. He’d been thinking about Mom with Sharon, then just her. Her looks, her body, wondering if she’d be wild in bed.


  If she were up for a threesome with her kids that spoke of being pretty wild. Or just desperate for attention. But whether it was true lust and desire or just willing to do anything to feel what she’d been missing, did it matter? Both scenarios would be for her.


  Carla as well who had just admitted the idea got her going, but what didn’t? Adam, however hadn’t voiced a concern other than it no longer being just the two of them. The concern that this was his mother, and could he get into it?


  Carla had caught him by surprise that night, caught them both by surprise. This was a premeditated seduction of their mother. Knowingly going into her room with the plan to have sex with her, and his sister.


  A hot cock craving milf, and a barely legal wildcat who was down for anything. He could have both of them at the same time, and watch them with each other. What guy could turn that down?


  And he did love mom, and he had found his mind drifting uncomfortably closer to imagining Mom in ways he shouldn’t have last night. The genetic sexual attraction theory he’d researched.


  Could the fact he had already slept with his sister, opened some kind of Pandora’s Box of taboo lust? Is that why it was so easy for Carla to get into the idea? For that matter, how easily had mom succumbed to the urge to join in?


  Key word was genetic.


  Were some families prone to this, and all it took was something to trigger it? His inhibitions down low enough to let his already adventurous sister seduce him? Even Carla had said she’d never thought of him until their buzzed game kept getting naughtier.


  Mom seeing them together awakening it in her. Was it possible this was all meant to be? Would all it take to get into it with Mom was to simply try? The big question was the emotional aspect, he found he’d be more willing to share Carla’s body with their mother than her heart.


  But Mom already loved them and they her in return, so wasn’t that already there just waiting to be taken further? Could they live as one big taboo love triangle? There was only one way to find out, and like most things Carla was already on her way to finding out, and his head was rubbing like a hamster in the wheel.


  His sister had already been gone a few minutes. It could have already started, and here he was sitting here what-iffing himself to death. Now that Carla had it in her head it was going to happen, it would.


  Even if Mom backed off the idea because it had been a heat of the moment reaction, he knew all too well how persuasive his sister could be. His mind filled with an image of Carla kissing Mom.


  Their full lips pressed together, tongues in each other’s mouths. Hands roaming, Carla pulling Mom’s robe open, Mom lifting Carla’s shirt. The two of them naked, their breasts touching, nipples poking into the others soft flesh.


  The contrast of Carla’s small perky tits and Mom’s which he didn’t have to see to know they were pretty damn big. His mind’s eye returned to their kiss, this time their heads turning towards him, smiling and licking their lips, both eager to suck on him.


  Adam’s heart pounded and the rhythm was matched by the pulsing of his suddenly hard cock. Was this how easy it was for Carla? The mere thought of something forbidden and she was wet and squirming?


  There could be two women wet and squirming as he sat here so hard his balls were beginning to ache. But this was a fantasy, what would happen if…


  “No more thinking.”


  Adam kicked the sheet off, and gripped his cock. He released a low moan not just from the contact, but how hard he was, and like many times with Carla he swore he bordered on unnaturally hard.


  He swung his legs off the bed, and leaning over, grabbed the pair of sweat pants he’d worn into her room, that he planned on slipping on to slip into his own room before mom came home as he’d done so many nights before.


  But would never have to again because mom said it was okay. He slipped the pants on, standing as he pulled them over his aching erection and thinking if for no other reason than Mom giving them the freedom to be together anytime they wanted to be, he owed her this.


  Before his over active brain could spin the other way, Adam made his way to the door. He stepped into the hallway and gasped in surprise when he saw Carla leaning against the wall a few feet away.


  “Took you long enough.”




  Chapter Seven


   



  “You knew I’d come?”


  “I know we’re all going to come.” Carla pushed away from the wall, and with a smile, gave his cock a squeeze through his pants. “Feels like you’re seeing things my way.”


  “Yeah, I guess, we’ll…” He stopped when she put her finger to his lips.


  “Nope. No more talking and sure as hell no more thinking. Let’s go make mom happy.”


  She gripped his cock harder and with a giggle put her back to him and walked towards Mom’s room, literally leading him by the cock. They reached her door, and Carla put her head to it, listening.


  “Hmm, we got here just in time,” she whispered.


  She tested the knob and finding it unlocked, turned it with painful slowness. Carla eased the door open just as slowly to avoid making it creak. Once the door was open Adam could make out a muffled humming, accompanied by the distinctive sound of moaning.


  Carla poked her head in, then put her hand up, moving her fingers forward, signaling him to peek in over her shoulder.


  “Jesus,” he breathed as he took in the scene before him.


  Mom on the bed, her robe still on, but wide open, and so were her legs. Spread so wide, her ankles were hooked on the edges of the mattress. Her right hand was between her legs, pumping a blue vibrator into her exposed pussy.


  Her other hand on her left breast, pinching her rosy nipple. Mom’s head was on the pillow, her eyes closed and lips parted, hips thrusting into the vibrator. Interspersed with her moans, Mom was talking herself through what she was envisioning.


  Her kids.


  “Yes, baby girl,” she groaned. “Right there! Make Mama come, honey!” She released a long whimper. “Get that cunt nice and wet for your brother’s big dick!”


  She eased the vibe from inside her, and pushed the tip against her clit. Her hips jerked and she groaned. “Oh, Adam! That’s it, baby, fuck me! Fuck me harder! I need it, I need it!”


  “Oh.” The one syllable that left his sister’s lips spoke volumes in the breathy tone it was released in.


  She leaned over, pushing her ass into his crotch, and grinding on it. He could hear her heavy breathing as he peered over her shoulder and his cock was so hard he felt as if his head were ready to explode.


  His condition at the moment was more due to what he was seeing than his sister’s ass rubbing against him through their clothes. Despite his prior doubts regarding his ability to be intimate with his mother, he had to admit the scene before him was rapidly changing his mind.


  Damn, she looked good. Her long legs spread, her breasts even bigger than he’s imagined, and tipped with large rose red nipples. Her auburn hair spread out on the pillow, her full lips shaped in an O of self-induced pleasure as she thought of them pleasuring her.


  Her long red tipped fingers wrapped around the vibe, rubbing it on her swollen clit. As Carla had told, Mom was a natural redhead with a beautiful patch of deep red fur over her pussy whose thick puffy lips were the same color as her nipples.


  Everything about her was a contrast to his sister, bigger breasts, thicker legs, darker nipples, and hair. She looked soft and inviting as opposed to Carla’s tight slender form. His cock throbbed at the idea of being with not just two women, but with completely different looks, not to mention one barely legal, the other a Milf.


  Oh, and the minor detail of one being his sister the other his mom. Adam now knew how Carla felt and thought, logic taking a back seat to pure unadulterated lust. His hips moved of their own volition, shoving his cock against Carla’s ass.


  He put his lips to his sister’s ear and in a barely audible whisper asked, “What are we waiting for?”


  She turned, pressed her lips softy to his, and mouthed the words, “I love you, baby”


  She then pushed the door open and walked into the room.


  “Hey, no fair, you’re starting without us!”


  Mom’s eyes flew open and sitting up, she dropped the vibe, closed her legs and pulled the robe around her.


  “I…what are you doing in here? You said you didn’t want to.” She looked at each of them. “I made an idiot of myself in there, and I didn’t mean to make you feel bad. Last thing I need is a pity fuck from my own kids.”


  “Does this look like we don’t want to?” Carla grabbed Adam’s cock, causing Mom to look at it. “He feels like he wants to.”


  She released him, and walking over to the bed crawled up onto it, flashing Adam a glimpse of her ass and pink slit when the short shirt rode up. On her hands and knees, she made her way up to mom, kneeling next to her.


  “And I know I want to.”


  Before Mom could react, Carla took her face in her hands and kissed her. Mom’s brown eyes went wide, and she went to lean back, but Carla’s hand had slipped behind her head, holding her still.


  Mom released a soft whimper as her daughter’s lips worked against hers, and with an air of surrender, she returned the kiss. Her eyes closed and she moaned as their lips worked more fervently against each other.


  Carla’s mouth opened wider and Adam’s cock twitched when he saw her tongue dart between their mothers’ parted lips. Mom’s arms went around Carla crushing her to her as their kiss deepened.


  His sister’s hands were on the move, running up through mom’s long hair, then down her back over the robe. They slid along her sides, gripping her hips. Carla rose higher on her knees, and tugged mom up with her.


  In an aggressive move, her hand went back into Mom’s hair, yanking her head back. Mom gasped, then moaned when Carla’s lips fastened to her neck.


  “Oh, that’s so nice,” Mom purred.


  Carla’s free hand left Mom’s hip and she beckoned to him, pointing behind mom.


  As she returned to kissing and sucking on mom’s neck, Adam, who up until then had been frozen to the spot while taking in the sight of his sister and mother making out, approached the bed.


  A surreal feeling came over him, the same one he still experienced occasionally with Carla as he slid up onto the bed behind Mom. He rose on his knees as they were and slipped his arms around Mom’s waist.


  He brushed her hair to the side and kissed the other side of her neck.


  “Oh, god,” Mom groaned, leaning back against him. “This is really happening.”


  She worked her hips, her ass grinding in slow circles on Adam’s cock making him moan into her neck. Carla slid her lips along Mom’s neck, then moved her head and kissed his cheek.


  He lifted his face and she kissed him hard. Her tongue plunged into his mouth as her lips seemed hell-bent on devouring his. She eased back and kissed Mom the same way. Her hands went behind their heads and leaning back, she eased him towards Mom.


  His heart skipped a beat as he watched Mom smile, and cock her head, her lips parted. He was about to kiss his mother, a real one, on the mouth and as a lover. Adam took a second to appreciate how beautiful she was, and with a smile of his own kissed her.


  “Hmm,” Mom sighed as she turned her head more to the side to be able to make full contact with his lips.


  Her lips were soft and moved gently over his. Adam wanted to kiss her harder, but waited for her to dictate the pace. She moaned deep in her throat and he opened his eyes to see Carla was back to working her neck.


  Mom’s tongue flicked across his lips and he parted them, accepting her into his mouth. His hands slid into the robe fondling her soft stomach and her breath caught when he slid them higher towards her breasts.


  Carla’s face popped up between them, and kissed mom on the side of the mouth. She turned her head just enough to be able to be in contact with both of them and Adam found himself in a three way kiss.


  Carla and Mom’s lips slid over the corners of his mouth as well as each other’s and their tongues met in front of him. He joined them with his own, and opened his mouth wider. They followed suit, creating a tangle of lips and tongues, probing, kissing, and licking one another.


  Mom’s hand dropped behind her and he released a sharp breath when she gripped his cock through his pants.


  “So hard,” she moaned. “So…thick!”


  Carla grabbed his wrists, and pulled his hands up, placing them on Mom’s breasts. She kept her hand son his, pushing them harder against his mother’s tits. Adam was amazed at how heavy they were, but soft, firm, and her hard nipples poking into his palms.


  Carla let his hands go and shoved the robe over mom’s shoulders. Pushing it down to where Adam’s arms were around her. He kissed the top of her shoulder and a shiver went through her, but it wasn’t as good of a reaction as the whimper she emitted when he took her nipples between his fingers and gently rolled them.


  As Adam worked his lips across Mom’s shoulders and upper back, Carla resumed kissing her while tugging down on the robe. As much as he hated to, he let it go. It was worth it when with his arms out of the way. Carla shoved the robe all the way down.


  Mom didn’t resist, lowering her arms so Carla took slide the robe from her arms and toss it away. Adam was still trying to accept the fact their mother was naked between them, when Mom grabbed the bottom of Carla’s shirt and pulled it up.


  His sister didn’t hesitate to raise her arms and let Mom peel it off her. She threw it onto the floor, and before it landed Mom’s head lowered, her mouth on Carla’s right tit.


  “Yes!” Carla cried out. “Suck that tit, Mama!”


  His sister continued to amaze him with how not only did nothing rattle her, but the way she threw herself enthusiastically into any situation. Mom leaned over further, and Adam leaned with her and to the side, getting a view of Mom’s tongue swirling around Carla’s small pink nipple.


  Mom’s hand once again found his cock, but this time, she traced the length of it, then finding the waistband of his sweat pants, yanked them down, her hand was immediately on his cock and he moaned when she slowly pumped it.


  Carla yelped in surprise when Mom let his cock go and shoved her in the chest with both hands causing her to fall over backwards. She awkwardly slid her legs out straight, then gasped, her eyes going wide when Mom lowered herself to the bed, burying her face between Carla’s thighs.


  “Oh…Oh…!” Carla exclaimed as their mother’s tongue plunged inside her. “M…mama, that…Ohhhh!”


  Mom’ upper body was now on the bed, but she was still on her knees, her ass in the air inches from his bobbing cock. He marveled at the view of her well rounded cheeks, and his hands quickly found them, fondling her as she went down on his sister.


  Carla moaned and squirmed and from the wet sucking sounds emanating from between her legs, Mom was going at his sister’s pussy with a gusto that rivaled his own. Mom opened her legs wider, causing her ass to lower a few inches, but more importantly, now showing off her pussy from behind.


  Mom rocked back, shoving her bare ass into his cock, then worked her hips up and down. He moaned when she rose high enough to slide her wet slit along his shaft.


  “Fuck her,” Carla demanded. “She wants it! Give Mommy that big fat cock, baby!”


  Ten minutes ago those words would have stunned him, probably even offended him, but that was before he’d seen his mother playing with herself while begging her fantasy son for his dick.


  Adam, moving with a boldness he felt rivaled his sister’s, grabbed his cock guided it to his mother’s slit, and eased inside her. That’s to say he meant to go slow, but the second his head began to push into her, Mom rocked back into him, slamming her ass against him and driving his cock balls deep inside her.


  “Oh my god!” Mom squealed as she lifted her head from between his sister’s thighs. “That’s so fucking deep!”


  Adam tried to ease out, but she moved with him, keeping him inside her.


  “No.” She looked at him over her shoulder. “Give it to me, Adam. Show me how much you want me.”


  “What’s she’s saying is fuck her brains out with that big dick.” Carla smiled wickedly at him. “Make her feel it the way you make me feel it.”


  Adam’s response was a low moan as he focused on how surprisingly tight his mother’s pussy was. Tight, hot, and damn wet. He could feel her stretching around his cock and when she contracted around him while wiggling her ass in an invitation to give it to her, he lost control.


  Not that he had ever pictured himself fucking Mom before, but if he had, it wouldn’t have been tearing into her like he was trying to break her. But that was exactly what he was doing.


  He fucked her with long powerful strokes, using the full strength of his hips while gripping hers hard enough that she couldn’t pull away from him.


  “Fuck fuck, oh…oh!” Mom yelped repeatedly as her son took her like she was some cheap barfly he’d met at last call.


  Carla did the same, grabbing Mom’s head and shoving it back between her legs. She gripped her hair in her hands, pumping her hips and grinding her pussy into their mother’s face.


  That caused Adam to strive to fuck her faster, his strokes now shorter, but with more behind them. Moms muffled cries into his sister’s pussy was the most cock inspiring sound he’d ever heard.


  Mom gripped Carla’s thighs, squeezing them hard as her son had his way with her. Carla leaned back, resting on her elbows, her hands on her tits. She toyed with her nipples, moaning softly as Mom struggled to lick her while Adam pummeled her neglected pussy.


  He was thankful he’d had so much sex last night or he doubted he would have lasted five minutes at this pace. Mom was adjusting to his girth, her cries less a sound of discomfort and more of pleasure.


  His eyes darted from his mother’s head between his sister’s thighs, then to Carla who was already flushed, her eyes bright, lips parted and that look of lust he knew all too well.


  Adam’s gaze fell, and lingered on his long thick, and now glistening cock plundering his mother’s twat. Her round ass jiggled deliciously each time he drove into her, and he shifted his grip from her hips to those cheeks.


  He spread them apart to get a better view of his cock invading his mother’s slit, and to admire her pink rosebud.


  “Go, baby!” Carla called out as if she were rooting for him at one of his games. “Show mom what it’s like to be a real man.” A momentary hard look passed over her eyes. “God knows our father wasn’t one.”


  Mom tried to lift her head from between Carla’s legs, and she surprised Adam, by lifting her and crossing them over mom’s shoulders so she couldn’t. She pumped her hips harder, and moaned.


  “Don’t stop Mama, your little girl needs to come!”


  Adam couldn’t believe how forward his sister was, treating mom like some fuck toy. But then again here he was hammering into her even though he knew she still wasn’t completely used to him, and like Carla, would be sore from both the size of his cock and how hard he could fuck.


  Carla caught his attention by raising her hand, and when he looked, she smirked and swung her hand in a phantom slap, then nodded. Adam hesitated, and she rolled her eyes.


  “Stop being a baby, Mom’s a grown woman.” She laughed, and in that laugh he heard the same out of control excitement he’d heard the night they’d first had sex. “Besides, think of it as payback.”


  She swung her hand again. “Do it for me, baby I want to see it.”


  That was all he needed. Adam lifted his right hand and dealt mom a firm slap. She cried out between Carla’s legs, and he smiled at the way her ass jiggled. He liked it enough to slap the other cheek.


  Mom yipped again, but her pussy contracted around his plunging cock, and she shoved her ass harder into him. Damn, she liked it! Well, a good son always tried to please his mother.


  He went into a flurry of motion, peppering his mother’s ass with short hard slaps. Each one causing that sex jiggle and getting a pleasure filled yip from her. He saw his finger prints on her ass and moaned as his cock jerked inside her.


  His balls were tightening as his relentless attack on his mother’s pussy was catching up to him.


  In front of him, Carla squirmed and whimpered. She’d crossed her legs at her ankles, pinning mom to her pussy, and her fingers were busy on her nipples. But there was an air of frustration to her whimpers and movements.


  Adam slowed down his thrusts, figuring it would help mom focus on the task at hand, while also giving him a chance to come down from the edge and fuck her even longer.


  “No.” Carla uncrossed her legs, dropping them from Mom’s back. She released her breasts, and grabbing Mom’s shoulders, told him. “Roll her over.”


  “Huh?”


  “On her back!” Carla snapped. She pushed mom to the left, and she didn’t resist, letting her daughter do what she wanted.


  Adam, amazed his sister could still surprise him with her sexual prowess and dirty mind, withdrew from his mother, noticing his cock was so wet the tip was dripping. He twisted mom by the hips and she obediently rolled onto her back.


  The second she did, Carla swung her leg over her head and with no hesitation sat on Mom’s face, her lower legs slipping under Mom’s arms. Adam stared open-mouthed as Carla ground her hips front to back, smearing her pussy on Mom’s face.


  Mom squealed in surprise, but her arms wrapped around Carla’s slender thighs. Adam could see her rigid tongue working through her daughter’s pussy, probing her tight pink lips and sliding over her swollen clit.


  Carla grabbed Mom’s tits, squeezing them and using them for balance as she rode her face.


  “What are you doing?” she asked breathlessly. “Fuck mom!”


  Adam had once again had gone into shocked inaction as it struck him how Mom was letting them do anything to her, and was certainly into it.


  “You don’t even have to be nice to me”


  When she’d said those words, Adam had felt bad for her, it sounded so needy. But now he wondered if…she were into it. Maybe she liked the idea of a role reversal where her kids were in charge of her.


  That thought galvanized him into action. Grabbing Mom’s ankles, he lifted her legs, spread them the same way he liked to do to his sister, and plunged his cock inside her. Mom yelped between his sister’s legs, but her tongue kept moving, working side to side as Carla moved her hips in slow circles, each of them trying to keep Mom’s tongue in contact with her clit.


  Adam watched his cock driving in and out of Mom, thinking this angle was even better. Her clit was swollen above his shaft and he loved the way her thighs jiggled as her ass had.


  Carla let her tits go, and leaning forward, put her hands hon his shoulders. She proceeded to bounce on Mom’s face, her hips pumping up and down. Mom’s muffled moans and whimpers were fuel for his cock to begin pummeling her right cunt as hard as he had from behind.


  Without her holding them, Mom’s breasts bounced wildly, and he found himself enjoying the way her softer more lush body moved and wiggled as opposed to Carla’s tight athletic form.


  Carla grabbed the back of his head and kissed him hard. Her tongue plowed into his mouth, and pulling Mom’s legs closer together, he put her feet on his shoulders. His now free hands went to Carla’s tits, squeezing them and stroking her nipples.


  She moaned, but grabbing his wrists, pulled his hands down to Mom’s tits. He had to lean forward and in doing so pushed Mom’s legs back, her ass lifting off the bed. That changed the angle and he was now fucking her even deeper and the volume of her muffled cries showed the effect it had.


  “Fuck her,” Carla hissed. “Give it to her while she makes me come.” She kept her right hand on his shoulder, but dropped her left between Mom’s legs.


  Her fingers found her clit and rubbed it side to side. Mom’s legs kicked against him and her entire body jerked as Carla worked her swollen button an inch over her brother’s cock.


  Carla winced as Mom’s fingers curled into her thighs and she stopped moving her hips staying still to allow her mother’s tongue focus more on her clit.


  “Oh, this is…nothing can be better than this.” Carla, her face inches from his smiled. “Until it’s my cunt that beautiful cock is in.”


  She kissed him once more, while working Mom’s clit and resuming rocking her hips on Mom’s tongue. The moan she filled his mouth with and the way her fingers dug into his shoulder told him she was getting close.


  Likewise his mother’s pussy was contracting every few seconds around him and her legs tensed against him, her feet pointing forward. Her whimpers had a sense of urgency, and her hips struggled to rise to meet his thrusts.


  “Like that!” Carla exclaimed, leaning her face away from him. “Please don’t stop mama! Please don’t…”


  Her eyes went wide as did her mouth. For a moment she was silent, her body trembling, then with a loud cry she exploded into orgasm and all hell broke loose. Carla squealed then went into those high pitched hiccups as she thrashed wildly on Mom’s face.


  Her fingers kept moving however, now working Mom’s clit side to side and hard enough he could hear the sloppy wet sounds from between her legs. Mom’s pussy tightened, this time clenching him tighter and for a few seconds.


  Her entire body jerked and her feet kicked against him as a long cry sounded from between Carla’s thighs. The two women bucked and writhed, Carla’s sounds of pleasure sharp yelps, Moms were longer cries that were lower in pitch and being muffled sounded like guttural growls as her body squirmed between them. Carla let his shoulder go, and leaning into him, grabbed his shaft as he withdrew from their mother’s convulsing slit.


  “Oh fuck,” he moaned when she pumped it rapidly, jerking him off into Mom’s flooded cunt.


  The sudden contact cause his balls to tighten and he moaned when he felt his cock twitch and the sensation of cum rising through it. His hips jerked, delivering a few short pumps that were stopped by Carla’s hand halfway down his shaft.


  “I…I’m going to he leaned back, removing his hands from Mom’s heaving breasts, and pulling his cock out.


  Carla lowered her head and took him between her lips. His cock erupted, flooding his sister’s mouth with several spurts. Adam groaned, his hips jerking as she sucked on his sensitive head.


  Considering how much sex he’d had last night, he was amazed to feel how much Carla was taking. She cupped his balls, rubbing them and working for every last drop. With a weak sounding whimper, Adam put his hand on her head.


  “Stop, please!” The second word went up in pitch when she slurped hard on his head, slurping a couple more drops from him.


  She released him, then with her eyes on his, drooled cum down her chin. It splashed onto Mom’s still quivering and gaping pussy, oozing between the folds of her lips and down her left thigh.


  Still making eye contact, Carla lowered her head, and proceeded to lick and suck the cum back into her mouth. Mom whimpered and squirmed, her arms no longer around Carla’s thighs, her hands went across her daughter’s back, grabbing her hair, and trying to pull her away as her cum coated tongue swirled around her over sensitized clit.


  Carla sucked on it hard enough to smack her lips, then after flicking her sticky tongue across Adam’s purple head, making him gasp, she swung her leg over Mom’s head and collapsed onto her back to lay next to her.


  Adam remained sitting back on his knees, his heart pounding and his slowly softening cock bobbing between his sweaty and sticky thighs. He stared at the two women before him.


  Both naked, flushed, sweaty, their breaths heaving, laying side by side, their legs spread enough to see each of their glistening slits.


  “That was…so wrong.” Mom, her face a beet red sticky mess from Carla’s pussy, breathed. “But felt so damn right.”


  She smiled at Adam. “Thank you, baby. I needed that more than you know.”


  “My pleasure.” He grinned. “All of ours.”


  “Adam.” Carla got his attention and gestured to the other side of the bed. “Lay down with us.”


  He had the feeling she wanted him to do more than that. He’d wondered about how insatiable he seemed to be since he’s been having sex with his sister, but she was at another level.


  But just the thought this wasn’t over had him stretching out on Mom’s right.


  “Hey, baby boy,” she said as she turned her head and gave him a quick kiss. “I love you, you know that?”


  “I do, and love you too.”


  “And you, you little vixen.” She turned the other way and kissed Carla. “I love you too, and thank you for this. I know you had to talk him into it.”


  “I think he made out okay.” Carla rolled onto her side, and placed her hand on Mom’s breast. “I did too, now I think we should make this one about you.”


  She nodded towards Adam, then kissed Mom. He rolled over as she had, now up on one elbow and watched the two women in his life kiss like lovers and not mother daughter.


  His hand went to Mom’s other breast, his thumb sliding over her nipple. Mom moaned as Carla did the same, and her hands strayed to her sides, finding Adam’s semi hard cock, and the wet pink cleft between his sister’s thighs.


  Carla whimpered as she drew her knee up, her foot resting on her calf so her mother could find her clit with her fingers. Mom turned her head, and it was Adam’s turn to explore her mouth with his tongue and she slowly caressed his cock.


  He stiffened slightly, but there was no way he was going to be ready again, but he didn’t need to. Carla was right. They’d been a little nasty with Mom the first time, now they could make up for it.


  While he kissed her, Carla’s lips slid down to her neck and Mom sighed into his mouth. He broke the kiss and took care of the other side of her neck. Mom moaned softly as both he and Carla stroked her nipples.


  His sister slid down the bed, her lips leaving a trail of tiny kisses down Mom’s upper chest until she reached her breast. Adam imitated her right down to kissing and gently sucking on the sot flesh of the upper portion of Mom’s tits.


  Carla licked her way to her nipple and Adam followed suit. The both swirled their tongue around Mom’s swollen flesh, then sucked it between their lips. They kept watching the other, making sure they were doing the same thing and Mom’s hands left their crotches to encircle their shoulders.


  “Hmm, now this is nice,” she whispered. “Let’s plan on this for Mother’s Day.”


  “From now on everyday can be your day,” Carla told her before going back to sucking on her nipple.


  Adam was surprised to find that comment didn’t cause any jealousy in him, instead he liked the way it made Mom smile. The two of them worked her tits, fondling them while teasing, licking and sucking her nipples.


  Mom cooed and purred as they pleasured her, her fingers lightly running along their arms. Carla slid further down the bed, her lips now sliding along Mom’s stomach. Adam mimicked her and his cock twitched as his sister kept working her lips lower leaving no doubt to their ultimate destination.


  “Hmm, you two are naughty aren’t you?” Mom asked, her voice dripping with anticipation.


  “Nothing wrong with giving our mother a kiss,” Carla replied, then with a giggle added. “Spread them, Mom.” She followed her remark by kissing her pubic mound before running her nose through her now moist bush.


  Mom spread her legs and Carla slipped between them. She moved to the left, sliding her shoulder under Mom’s lower leg. Adam crawled back down and stretched out on his stomach next to her as Mom draped her leg over his back.


  He licked his lips at the close up view of his mother’s pussy, and without waiting for Carla buried his face in it, his tongue driving inside her at this point sloppy slit.


  “Yes, honey!” Mom exclaimed. “You’re such a good boy!”


  “Brownnoser.” Carla snickered, then sucked on her lower lip as she watched Adam tongue fuck their mother.


  He swirled his tongue inside her, his eyes rolling as his mouth filled with his mother’s juices. Carla pushed herself up higher and from his right, placed her face over his and flicked her tongue across Mom’s clit.


  Her hips twitched and Adam was rewarded with a gush of sticky sweet fluid in his mouth when Carla gave her clit a hard suck. She teased her tongue around it in a slow circle, then told him, “Kiss me.”


  He turned his head, his lips meeting hers. He parted his lips and pushed his tongue into his sister’s mouth, delivering a mouthful of Mom’s nectar. Carla moaned, her eyes rolling back as she greedily sucked on his tongue.


  She turned her head, and this time she slipped her tongue inside. Adam didn’t mind as he now took his turn on Mom’s rosy clit.


  “This is so much better than I ever thought it could be.” Mom sighed, her hands going to her breasts, pinching her nipples as her children shared her eager cunt.


  Adam sucked rhythmically on her clit, as Carla’s tongue probed her mother’s hot box. For the next few minutes the room was silent other than Mom’s soft sighs and moans.


  They took turns, each of them tonguing her while the other worked her clit. Carla whispered, “Like this,” and resting her cheek on Mom’s upper thigh tongued one side of her clit.


  Adam did the same and Mom’s hips jerked as they had her clit pinned between their flickering tongues. Every few licks, their tongues would encounter each other, and the taste of Mom from Carla’s mouth was a deliciously taboo treat.


  Carla slipped her hand between Mom’s legs, sliding a finger inside her and raised a blonde eyebrow to him. He managed to get his hand alongside hers, and eased his finger in over hers.


  Mom’s thighs tightened and her hips rocked, pushing their fingers deeper. Her breathing was much heavier and her breasts heaving as her son and daughter shared her pussy as if it were the best dessert ever.


  Carla’s tongue moved faster and Adam kept pace. Mom’s thigh quivered beneath his cheek and her pussy clenched around their fingers. Her hips worked faster and she was stretching her nipples so far it looked painful.


  But her whimpers showed no trace of discomfort as she braced her foot on Adam’s shoulder, her toes curling into him.


  “Keep licking,” Mom implored them in a trembling voice. “Don’t stop, babies, please don’t stop.


  Her calling them her babies caused Adam’s tired cock to swell, pressing into the sheet and he wondered if he might be ready for another round. Carla suddenly slipped her finger from Mom’s pussy and without any warning shoved it deep into her ass.


  Mom released a started yelp which was followed by a long loud howl as her body exploded into orgasm. Her hips bucked wildly, forcing them to struggle to keep licking her, and her pussy contracted.


  Not just her pussy, but her ass around his sister’s finger. He could feel that finger sliding along his through the thin membrane of skin between Mom’s pussy and ass. Mom cried out repeatedly, first his name, then Carla’s in between her yips and incoherent attempts at words as her climax tor through her. Her feet kicked, drumming on their shoulders before her legs straightened over them and her entire body tensed.


  Her pussy tightened, then relaxed, then tightened and with a loud cry, Mom’s hips jerked and they were both sprayed with a sticky stream. He gasped, as some of it went into his mouth and some got in his eye.


  Carla sputtered next to him as she took a lot more in the face than he had. Mom’s body relaxed, then once again exploded, sending a second stream that caught sprayed their cheeks and went into their hair.


  “Oh…wow,” Mom moaned, her body going limp. “I haven’t done that in years.”


  “Damn.” Carla eased her finger from Mom’s ass and sat up, wiping at her sticky face. “I want to do that!”


  “Go without for a couple years, it helps.” Mom’s voice was still trembling from the force of her orgasm.


  “But Sharon?” Adam asked, also sitting up and looking down at his cock which had struggled to about half erect, but nothing more, and even that had his balls protesting with a dull ache as if to say “seriously?”


  “I came a couple times, but nothing like this, I wasn’t into it, and I think my body just took over, but with the two of you?” She released an impressive imitation of a tiger’s growl, rolling her tongue. “I can’t believe how amazing we feel.”


  “You know, Adam’s worked pretty hard to take care of you, Mom.” Carla flashed that smile that told him more was on the way, and his tired cock managed a weak twitch. “Maybe we should do something nice for him?”


  “No maybe.” Mom sat up and slid to the side, patting the bed. “How about you lay back and let Mommy make it better?”


  “If you insist.” Adam practically dove onto his stomach and rolled over so fast Carla and Mom laughed.


  “I do because Mama knows best.” Mom swung herself over his leg so she was kneeling between his legs. Lowering her head, she gripped his cock and added. “And she blows even better.”


  She took him into her mouth and sucked him down to the base of his shaft, her lips wrapping tightly around him. He groaned at not only the feeling of her warm wet mouth and soft tongue sliding along his shaft, but this was his mother…sucking his cock!”


  Mom remained where she was, sucking gently as her tongue swirled around him. Carla leaned over and kissed him, her tongue finding his. Adam groaned as he felt his cock hardening under the attention of his mother’s skilled tongue.


  When he was close to fully hard, Mom began bobbing her head, sucking him in a slow steady rhythm and taking him about halfway down each time.


  “Damn, look at her go,” Carla sighed in his ear. “How’s it feel, baby? Getting head from Mom?”


  “Feels damn good,” he breathed as Mom moved her head faster and was now taking him deeper.


  “Looks good too.” Carla sucked on her lip as she slid her hand down his stomach and gripped his cock.


  Mom let him go, placing her hands on his thighs as Carla held him steady for her. By now he was fully hard and Mom making sloppy gurgling sounds as she pushed her mouth further and further down his shaft.


  She angled her head, and Adam gasped when she took his full length. His hips jerked when she slid her tongue out, licking his balls with his cock buried in her throat.


  “Damn, she is good.” Carla whistled.


  Mom winked, then keeping her eyes on his proceeded to rapidly deep throat him.


  “Fuck,” he whispered as she pounded her mouth down on his sizable cock.


  Mom gagged several times, drool sliding out of her mouth and down his balls, but continued to force her son’s cock down her throat. Her face turned read from the effort and her eyes watered, but each time she brought her mouth down she took him all the way.


  Carla had moved her hand so Mom was now giving him an incredible hands free blow job. He watched his cock slide between her lips, thinking how had he ever been against this?


  “She’s really good isn’t she?” Carla asked.


  “Oh, yeah.” He nodded.


  “Better than me?” She pouted.


  “Uh…um, of course not.”


  Mom released him with a spray of pre-cum flowing down her chin. “So she’s better than me?”


  “I…oh, shit,” he sighed.


  “Joking!” Mom laughed, smiling at him through her sticky lips. “How about you come share with Mama?”


  With a huge smile, Carla slid down the bed, kneeling along his leg, She lowered her head and Adam moaned before it was even in her mouth just from the way, Mom gripped him and pushed it towards Carla.


  He moaned louder when Carla put it in her mouth, then remained still while Mom shook his cock around in her mouth. She opened wider and took him deep several times, before slipping him from between her lips.


  This time she grabbed him and pushed his swollen head into Mom’s awaiting mouth. Jesus, they were feeding it to each other! Mom passed him off and this time when Carla worked her lips along his shaft, she ducked her head and sucked his balls into her mouth.


  Adam squirmed on the bed as Mom licked and sucked his swollen aching balls while Carla showed off, deep throating him easily. The two of them were moaning and slobbering between his legs, Mom letting spit flow down his sac then slurping it back up.


  Carla let him go then spit on the tip of his dick, she went to suck him again, but Mom stuck her head in front of her and sucked down her daughter’s spit.


  Damn she was nasty, must run in the family.


  “Hey, no cock blocking!” Carla pouted.


  “Aw, here you go baby girl!” Mom offered his cock to her, but when Carla opened wide laughed and sucked him back into her mouth.


  “Not fair!” Carla whined.


  “Know what’s not fair?” Mom eased her lips from him and this time shoved his cock into Carla’s eager mouth. “That you haven’t gotten fucked yet.” She sat up and gestured to Adam. “Hop on, baby girl, Mama wants to see you go for a ride.”


  She crawled back from between his legs as Adam, feeling as if he were in a taboo dream, watched Carla swing her leg over his hips, and she gripped his cock and plunged down on him.


  He cried out as she took over from where Mom interrupted him, immediately riding him hard and fast. Mom’s arms slid around her waist and her head appeared over her shoulder.


  Carla turned her head and the two of them kissed as his sister, pistoned her slender hips, repeatedly impaling herself on his cock. Mom’s hands slid up her daughter’s stomach to cup her small perky tits.


  Carla whimpered as Mom toyed with her nipples and she slowed her riding to let Mom keep touching her. She worked her hips front to back, side to side and in slow circles, working him around her wet barely legal cunt.


  Adam moaned and lay there with his arms by his sides, he was so tired he could barely move and even though he was hard, he didn’t think he had anymore left to give, but would take it for the team and let his sister use his cock for as long as it would stay up.


  Good chance that would be awhile, as Mom’s right hand dropped down, her fingers finding Carla’s clit. She squealed into their kiss as Mom fervently rubbed his sister’s pink clit side to side, her wrist working frantically.


  Carla pulled back from the kiss, moaning and whimpering, her hips moving faster as their mother now worked her clit in hard fast circles. Her other hand played with her right nipple, and getting himself to move, Adam grabbed her left breast and captured that nipple between his thick fingers.


  “Come!” Mom whispered. “Come on your brother’s cock! Come for Mama!” She giggled. “Then I can go for a ride!”


  He was going to fuck mom again! Adam’s cock jerked inside Carla and he thought maybe there was one more load in him. Mom pinched Carla’s clit between her fingers, and twisted her hand while doing the same to her nipple, and his sister threw her head back and howled in ecstasy.


  She bucked wildly, gyrating and pounding on his exhausted cock as her pussy convulsed around him. Mom kept her fingers on her clit, back to working it side to side and caught Carla in a kiss, devouring her daughter’s yips of pleasure.


  Carla, moaned and she slumped back into Mom who with a smile kissed her fondly then made her yelp when she pushed her off him. Carla fell onto the bed next to him, while Mom had already slid up to take her place.


  Adam gasped when she dropped herself onto his twitching cock and went to town on him as if she were trying to one up his sister. She braced her hands on his chest, her nails gouging into him as she rode him hard enough to make her queen sized bed rock.


  Mom’s tits bounced wildly, and Carla’s head appeared in front of him, eagerly sucking on her mother’s left nipple. Mom sprang off his cock with an agility he found surprising, and grabbing Carla whispered in her ear.


  Carla kissed her, then the two of them dropped side by side on their hands and knees, looking at him with smiles of anticipation on their faces.


  “Fuck yeah!” Adam declared making them laugh as he sat up, spun around behind them, and grabbed Carla’s slender hips.


  His sister squealed as he went at her full force, taking advantage of the face he wasn’t sure if he could even finish. Carla turned her head and she and Mom shared a kiss as he fucked her.


  He slipped from his sister’s 18 year old twat, and entered his mother’s mature pussy in one smooth move. He put one hand on each of their hips and after giving Mom several hard thrusts, switched back to Carla.


  He went back and forth, living the taboo dream as he pounded his mother and sister both of whom were ass up face down for him. His heart pounded and he was breathing like a bull as despite how incredible this was he was struggling to come.


  He shook the sweat from his eyes, whimpering as he went from Carla back to mom, his thrusts shorter and more desperate. Mom whispered something to Carla, and when he slid from her to go back to his sister, Mom sat up.


  She slid behind him, her arms going around him. Mom gripped his cock at the base and stroked him as he pounded into his sister.


  “Come baby,” Mom whispered, kissing his ear, her free hand teasing his left nipple. “Come for your little sister, come for Mama.”


  He groaned and fucked Carla faster and with enough force to make her yip.


  “You can do it, baby.” Mom dropped her other hand between his legs and cupped his balls, rubbing them while stroking him into his sister. “Hmm, there’s more in there and your cum hungry girls want it.”


  “My…girls,” he moaned.


  “Hmm, that’s us, honey. Your mom and your sister, we’re your girls, all yours. Our mouths, our cunts,” she purred in his ear. “Maybe even our asses if you’re a good boy.”


  “Oh…oh…” he whined as he felt the first stirring in his balls that he could come once more.


  “Our hearts too, honey. The three of us are going to be so happy, loving, fucking, enjoying each other in every way. All about us, baby, now show your girls how much you love us.”


  “I…I…oh, fuck, I can’t.” He slipped his cock from Carla and put his hands on his knees gasping for breath.


  “Looks like you need some help.” Mom grabbed his shoulder and eased him onto his back. As soon as his head hit the mattress Mom had him in her mouth.


  “Oh god,” he gasped as she sucked him like an out of control porn star, gagging and slobbering on him as she rapidly deep throated him.


  Carla had turned around and lowering her head, sucked on his balls. Adam lay there moaning as they worked for it. Mom sucking and Carla noisily slurping on his balls. It was with as much of a feeling of relief as it was pleasure when his hips twitched and he felt his balls gather for a final release.


  “Hmm-mmm!” Mom encouraged him as her eyes watered from the effort of forcing his cock down her throat.


  “Yeah, oh…oh please, oh…please I…” Adam trailed off before releasing a desperate sounding whimper when his balls gave up their contents. His cock twitched in Mom’s mouth as he felt a few weak dribbles flow into her mouth.


  Mom’s eyes rolled back and she kept sucking, her cheeks hollowing as she milked him for every drop. Carla had switched to rubbing his balls, gently squeezing them to ensure Mom got the last of him.


  “Please no more,” he moaned. “I…I can’t.”


  Mom released him from her mouth, then grabbing Carla pulled her head down. Carla opened wide and Adam couldn’t believe it, when Mom let his cum flow from her mouth and into his sisters.


  Carla sat up and mom ducked down, mouth open to let her pass it back to him. They then kisses, passing his cum back and forth, some of it sliding down their chins and onto their tits.


  “I think I died and I’m in porn heaven,” he whispered.


  “Wow.” Mom grinned through her sticky lips. “Looks like we wore the boy out, baby girl.”


  “Good thing we’ll have each other while he rests up,” Carla declared. “Want to play in the shower while he naps?”


  “Damn, girl, you are something,” Mom told her. “Sounds good, but right now, I worked all night and just had the best sex of my life with my new found loves, and I am really sleepy.”


  “We’re your loves?” Carla beamed. “Aww, I like that!”


  “My loves, my lovers, my babies!” Mom lay down on Adam’s left. “That is if you’ll have me.”


  “Have you anytime,” Adam told her with a tired smile.


  “Same here.” Carla dropped heavily onto the bed on his right. “Okay, I think at this point even I can’t top this for crazy.”


  “Tell you what, Dad really is missing out,” Adam joked.


  “None of this would happen if he were here,” Mom said in a serious tone. “His leaving was hard and hurt all of us, but if not for that, we wouldn’t have this. Maybe we should send him a thank you card.”


  “With a picture of the three of us in bed?” Carla giggled.


  “No, but maybe next time he calls pretending he cares about what’s going on with you I’ll tell him I’m sleeping with a young couple half my age and thanks for setting me free.”


  “He wouldn’t believe you.” Adam snickered. “You’re a dud, remember?”


  “True.” Mom rolled onto her side and put her arm across his stomach. “But know what I will tell him that’s true?”


  She put her hand out to Carla who rolled over next to him and took her hand so the two of them had their arms around him, their bodies pressed to his.


  “What’s that?” Carla asked.


  “That I found love.”


  “I don’t know.” Carla smiled at Adam. “Someone here doesn’t think that can happen.”


  “Really?” Mom asked.


  “Well, tell you what.” He slipped his arms around their shoulders and hugged them tightly against them. “I think this might work out after all.”


   



  The End
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