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Under the Dome




Chapter One


  


  “What the fuck was that?” Bobby Watkins exclaimed, jumping out of his bed, jerking his pants up from around his knees and stuffing his cock back down inside them.


  Whatever it was, it had rudely interrupted his morning masturbation routine. Being a horny, hormone-driven teenager, he had to take the edge off the fires that burned down inside his loins first thing in the morning if he wanted to get through the day without raping one of the girls at school who seemed to take delight in teasing and taunting all the boys by the way they dressed. He’d heard Henry, his father leave for his job over in Branton about ten or fifteen minutes ago


  Outside, there had been a loud whooshing sound followed by what sounded like a sonic boom as the house had shook and shuddered for several long seconds. When the house had finally stopped shaking and an eerie silence settled down over it, Bobby stumbled over to his window, threw it open and looked outside. At first blush, he didn’t see anything out of the ordinary other than the hazy dust that hung over the countryside. But wait, he told himself. It wasn’t dust that was making shimmering, dusty look in the distance. It looked more like glass. Almost as if someone had turned an empty fishbowl over the town.


  “What happened?” he heard his mother, Gloria ask from the doorway to his room.


  “I don’t know,” Bobby said, turning to look at her.


  She looked like she had been caught in the middle of dressing for work as she was wearing nylons and high heels but had her old housecoat thrown over her shoulders. Her hair still had that just-rolled-out of-bed look and one side of her pretty face was made up and the other one wasn’t.


  “It sounded like a sonic boom or something. You see anything out there? A plane or anything?” she asked him, stepping across the room to where Bobby stood watching her.


  As she did, Bobby couldn’t help but notice the way her big, heavy breasts bobbled and rolled under the housecoat. It appeared that she hadn’t had time to put on her bra yet, he loathsomely thought.


  “Yeah, it did. And yeah, there’s something out there, all right. I just don’t know what,” he muttered, turning to look out the window as his mother stepped up beside him.


  “Where?” she asked him, looking out the window.


  “There—it looks like some kind of glass barrier or something,” he told her, pointing out at the shimmering haze in the distance and managing to get in a quick peek down the front of her housecoat at the same time. “It looks like it covers the whole town.”


  “That’s odd,” she said, leaning forward, her hands on the windowsill as she peered at the strange new object.


  As she leaned forward, the front of her housecoat billowed out giving Bobby a brief, but titillating view of her big, beautiful boobs.


  “Yeah, strange—” Bobby muttered, unable to keep from gawking down at his mother’s exposed breasts.


  Then Gloria suddenly leaned back and caught Bobby looking down the front of her housecoat.


  “Bobby—” she complained, grabbing the front of her housecoat in a fist and clenching it shut.


  “Sorry—” Bobby blushed, jerking his eyes away from her breasts and looking back out the window.


  “What do you think it is?” Gloria asked, him clutching hold of the edges of her housecoat and crossly jerking one of them over the other one.


  “Uh, I don’t know. What do you think?” he asked her, still blushing and unable to look her in the eye.


  Hey it wasn’t his fault his mother had the best-looking rack in all of Miller’s Chest, he argued. And even though he was her son, he wasn’t immune to their magnetism. They were fucking gorgeous.


  “It does look like glass, doesn’t it?” she mumbled, still holding the front of her coat closed with a clenched fist.


  “I think I’m gonna go look at it up close,” he told her, turning and heading for his door.


  “Be careful, you don’t know what that thing is,” she warned him. “And don’t touch it. Let’s wait until the sheriff or one of his deputies shows up.”


  “But, Mom, we don’t know how big this thing is. Hell, it might stretch for miles, whatever the fuck, uh, whatever it is,” he told her. What the hell was wrong with him? He had just said the F-word in front of his mother. Now he would be grounded for a week or two, at the least. “The Sheriff may not get here for ages.”


  “I said don’t touch it,” she warned again. “It might shock you or something. I don’t want that to worry about too. Okay?” she said, turning and looking back out the window.


  “Uh, yeah, okay,” Bobby said, thankful that the thing, whatever it was, had drawn his mother’s attention away from his faux pas and she hadn’t grounded him or anything. But she’d probably get around to that later…when things had calmed down a little.


  Hurrying down the stairs and out the front door, Bobby glanced back up at the window to his room as he crossed their front lawn heading for the thing. As he did, he saw that his mother was still watching him as he did. But just as he looked away, he realized that her housecoat was spread open and her big, beautiful breasts were hanging right out there in the open for the whole world to see. Screeching to a stop, he jerked his head back around to confirm what he had seen. But when he did, he saw that his mother still had her fisted hand in the middle of her chest, between her breasts, holding the housecoat closed.


  “Be careful,” she called out as Bobby stood looking at her, confused and mystified by what he had just seen, or rather what he had thought he had seen.


  Closing his eyes, shaking his head to clear it, he opened them and looked back to see his mother still watching him with her hand holding the housecoat together. Baffled, he turned and headed for the group of neighbors that had gathered down by the thing.


  As he shuffled up to the barrier, he turned to look back at his mother one last time and saw that she was gone, no longer looking out his window.


  Crazy, he thought as he heard someone say, “A Dome…”


  That was as good a way to explain it as anything. It did look like a big, glass Dome. No, a huge, glass Dome. And who knew how far it stretched. Then he saw the people on the other side of the Dome. They were all staring at the glass wall, pointing and talking, but Bobby couldn’t hear a word they were saying.


  Then Bobby’s neighbor, Stan stepped up to Bobby.


  “What the hell do you think it is?” Stan asked him as Bobby saw that Stan was still wearing his pajamas.


  “Beats the hell out of me. Where did it come from?”


  “Don’t know. I was just sitting at my kitchen table eating breakfast and I heard this loud, whizzing sound, like you know, somebody closing a sliding door but a hundred times louder and then there was an explosion, like a sonic boom or something…”


  “Yeah,” Bobby grunted, “that’s the same thing I heard. Has anybody touched it?”


  “I don’t think so…everybody is afraid to,” Stan told him as Bobby stepped up closer to it.


  “Looks like glass…or clear plastic or something.”


  “Yeah, it does…”


  What could it hurt, Bobby wondered? It didn’t look dangerous. Just looked like a sheet of glass. Holding out his hand, he held it about an inch or so from the Dome trying to feel if there was an electric charge or anything, but he didn’t feel a thing.


  “You going to touch it?” Stan asked him, taking a step back like he didn’t want to be anywhere near Bobby if he did touch it.


  “Maybe—” Bobby muttered. But his mother had told him not to touch it. What if he touched it and it electrocuted him or something? Well, if it did, he wouldn’t know anything about it, because he could be dead. But still…


  He wanted to know. He had to know.


  It was then he realized that everyone was looking at him.


  “He’s going to touch it—” he heard someone whisper as the whole crowd drew back away from him.


  Everyone was expecting him to touch it. Now he had to touch it…or look like he was chicken or something.


  There were about ten people in the little group as Bobby stood trying to decide whether to touch it or not. Old Mr. Sanders and his wife, Emily were standing by Bob Harrison. Emily still had her hair up in curlers and Mr. Harrison was still in his pajamas just like Stan. In fact, Bobby appeared to be the only one who was fully dressed. Everyone else seemed to be caught somewhere in the transition from waking up to getting ready to go to work.


  “Are you going to touch it?” he heard Stan ask him again.


  “Yeah, I guess—” Bobby muttered, watching his hand as he moved it closer to the Dome. Strangely, as he did, he felt a gentle breeze wafting through the glass, plastic or whatever it was.


  Taking a deep breath to steady himself, Bobby stuck out his finger and gently brushed it against the slippery surface of the wall of glass.


  “Skkkkzzzzztttttt—” went the spark that arced from the Dome into his finger, up his arm, and into his reeling brain. The electric jolt sent Bobby sprawling onto his back on the ground a good five feet from the Dome. Then, out of nowhere, Bobby suddenly found himself staring up at his mother who was standing over him looking down at him.


  “I told you not to touch it—” she softly scolded as Bobby realized that he could see right through her clothes. It was like he had x-ray vision or something as he ran his eyes down over her beautiful breasts while they hung down from her chest, softly jiggling and bobbling with every tiny move she made. They were spectacular, fantastic, fucking gorgeous, Bobby dizzily thought as he stared up at the priceless works of art dangling down not more than six inches from his eyes. Big, round, heavily sagging down on her chest, they were perfect. Pale pink with big, oblong circles of darker pink in their centers and two plump, even darker nipples that looked as big as his thumbs as they jutted out at him. They were the most beautiful breasts he’d ever laid his eyes on. But how could he see them? And why was it so quiet? There wasn’t a sound as she stood looking down at him with a timid smile on her pretty, red lips. But Bobby couldn’t take his eyes off her breasts and their image was forever seared deep into his memory banks. He would never forget how they looked. So big, so heavy, quietly jiggling with every breath his mother took, making the big nipples softly flick up and down in rhythm with her breathing.


  Then Bobby realized that he was hard! Concrete hard. Steel-reinforced concrete hard. So hard his cock was aching, painfully throbbing with every beat of his heart. What was happening to him?


  He had to touch them. Touch his mother’s beautiful breasts. Hold them in his hands. Suckle them just as he had as a child. Trying to lift his arms, he found he couldn’t. They weighed a ton. It was like they were encased in concrete and try as hard as he could, he couldn’t lift them as he continued to gawk up and his mother’s big, jiggling breasts.


  “Dead?” “Hurt?” “Is he breathing?” The voices began to filter in from the periphery of his consciousness. Then his mother was gone as he struggled to open his eyes. Like his arms, his eyelids seemed to be weighted down with heavy weights. Straining, he was finally able to pry them open and found himself looking up at a ring of faces staring down at him.


  “Are you okay?” he head his neighbor Stan ask him as the man held onto his arm like he had been shaking it or something.


  “Uh, yeah—” Bobby muttered, turning his head, looking for his mother’s face in the circle of faces hovering above him. But it wasn’t there. Where was she? How could she disappear like that?


  Then he heard her from just outside the ring of faces.


  “Bobby—Bobby—Are you hurt?” he heard her calling out as he struggled up to a sitting position. The crowd parted and his mother was suddenly down on her knees by his side, clutching at his arm with a fearful, panic-stricken look on her pretty face. “Are you okay?” she whimpered and Bobby could see that she had been crying as her mascara was smudged and starting to run.


  “Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,” he muttered, trying to get his head around what had just happened. But to compound matters, his mother’s housecoat flicked partially open and he unexpectedly found himself staring into the opening at one of her breasts. It looked exactly like it did when she had flashed them to him earlier. But she hadn’t. He was confused. What was happening, he groggily wondered as his mother reached up and quickly clutched the edges of her housecoat back together again.


  “Can you stand up?” she asked him pushing back up off her knees onto her high heels and holding her hands out to him to help pull him up.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, I think so,” he told her, grabbing hold of her hands and pulling himself up onto his feet.


  “I told you not to touch it—” Gloria angrily snorted as Bobby stood brushing his pants off.


  “I know, I know, I’m sorry.”


  “What if it had electrocuted you?” she crossly fumed, brushing her hand down his shirt, brushing of some leaves that had stuck to it when he fell.


  “I said I’m sorry, but I didn’t get electrocuted. See, I’m still alive, and look…” he said, holding out his hand so that everyone could see that he wasn’t maimed or anything, “I don’t have a scratch—”


  “But you didn’t know,” Gloria complained. “You could have been killed or something…”


  “What did it feel like?” Stan asked him as everyone in their little group stood warily watching him as if he might keel over at any second.


  “Uh, like a shock, like I touched a car battery or, or a live wire, kind of like that,” Bobby explained, deciding that he’d better not tell them about his hallucinating about his mother’s breasts. Some folks just might not understand that. Especially when he couldn’t explain it himself, he thought, nervously glancing down at his mother’s heaving breasts hidden under her housecoat.


  No, he couldn’t explain that at all. Why had the image of his mother’s breasts popped into his head at the moment the jolt of electricity, or whatever it was, shot up his arm? Of all the things that could have flashed in front of his eyes, why her breasts? Was it the Dome? Had the Dome somehow made him fantasize about his mother’s breasts? Or was the sick hallucination just a figment of his warped persona. His mother’s breasts?


  The little crowd milled around for a little while longer before everyone drifted back to their houses. It seemed that no one really knew what to do, so they just went about things as they normally did. There didn’t seem to be much anyone could do about the situation anyway. Since everyone in Miller’s Chest went to school in Branton, it looked like there would be no school for Bobby so he headed off to Steve Simmons’s house where all the guys usually hung out after school, shooting hoops and generally horsing around. And since Gloria worked in Branton, too, she wouldn’t be able to go to work either.


  All of the town’s televisions, radios, and cell phones worked, but they weren’t receiving any signals, so everyone was left to come up with their own reasons for the Dome.


  Around noon, some guy came by and told everyone that there was a town hall meeting planned and everyone should attend.


  


  ~~~


  “You going to the town hall meeting?” Bobby asked his mother as he set his basketball down by the front door.


  “I didn’t know there was one,” she said, putting down the glass she had been holding in her hand.


  Bobby could smell the booze. Strangely, his mother had dressed in her usual blouse and skirt that she wore to work every day instead the shorts and pullover she usually wore around the house.


  “Yeah, some guy came by Steve’s and said that there was going to be a meeting at two o’clock…down at town hall.”


  “Well, if they can tell me anything about what’s going on, I’ll be there with bells on,” she said, pushing up onto her high heels and clopping over to the window looking out towards the Dome. “That thing gives me the Willies.”


  “Yeah, me, too,” Bobby told her, letting his eyes brush across the swell of his mother’s sweet, little ass as she stood looking out the window. What was wrong with him? Before the shock, he’d never thought about his mother like this. Had the shock fried out his conscience? Then he found himself wondering what it would look like? What would her cute, little booty look like? He knew what her boobies looked like and they were fabulous.


  “What time is the meeting?” she asked him, quickly turning around and catching him ogling her ass. “Bobby—” she fussed. “What has gotten into you? First my breasts and now my butt?”


  “Uh, I don’t know, Mom,” he mumbled, his face turning about ten shades darker. “Uh, the meeting is at two o’clock.”


  “Well, I hope they can tell us something,” she complained, stomping back over to the end table and picking up her drink. “I’m starting to get a little scared. What if we run out of air or something? Did anybody stop to think about that?”


  “Uh, this morning, before I touched it…I could feel a little breeze blowing through the glass or plastic or whatever it is…”


  “Well, that’s a comfort,” she said, glancing down at her wristwatch. “Oh, look, it’s almost two o’clock. Let’s go and see what they have to say down at town hall.”


  


  ~~~


  Miller’s Chest wasn’t a very big town as towns go. Population of two thousand, six hundred and twenty-eight. It was only four blocks from the Watkins’s house to the town hall and they were just closing the doors when Gloria and Bobby arrived. The place was packed and the only room was standing room in the back.


  “Afternoon, everyone,” Horace Dithers said, tapping the microphone and then twisting it around until it was closer to his lips. “Can you all hear me?”


  There was a flurry of yeses, yeps, and yeahs from around the room as Horace sheepishly grinned back at the audience.


  “Well, as you all can see, it seems we have been taken hostage…or we’re being kept away from something. Either way, it looks like someone…or something has erected some kind of Dome-like device over our little town. Now the Sheriff tells me that the thing stretches about three miles across and covers the whole town. It appears that we can see through it looking out, but the people on the other side of it can’t see us. Or at least they act like they can’t…”


  About then, Horace stopped to nervously cough and clear his throat as did several of the other people around the room.


  “Apparently air can pass through the thing, whatever it is, so I guess we’re not in any immediate danger of suffocating or anything,” he went on, dragging a handkerchief out of his back pocket and wiping it across his sweaty forehead. “It looks like we have water and electricity. And all the other infrastructure seems to be still in place except where it crosses the Dome. Several people have reportedly touched the Dome thing and ended up with a pretty severe shock and some rather disturbing hallucinations following the shock, so we don’t recommend anyone touching it anymore…especially until we figure what it’s doing here and who put it here. It doesn’t appear to have been put here by the government the way the army is rushing around outside the Dome. They seem just as perplexed as we are.”


  Horace paused to wipe his forehead again and there were several more coughs as several people nervously fidgeted and shuffled their feet.


  “We can’t receive any television signals and apparently we can’t send out any radio signals, or at least no one seems to be picking them up. So, that’s about it in a nutshell. Anybody got any questions…suggestions?”


  “What are we going to do?” Farmer Johnson asked. “The damned thing is running right down the middle of my property and half my cows are on the other side of the thing.”


  “I don’t know what to tell you, Amos. Guess you just gotta hope that somebody over on the other side of the Dome takes care of your livestock.”


  “What if I get my tractor and try to bulldoze my way out of it?” Amos suggested.


  “Well, the Sheriff tells me that over on Highway 26, there was a car that crashed into the thing and didn’t do a speck of damage to the Dome…but the car was totaled. So I don’t think that will work.”


  “What about shooting at it? Maybe break it or something?” someone else suggested.


  “The Sheriff fired at it with one of his shotguns at point-blank range and the buckshot just ricocheted off it. Darned near hit one of his deputies, so he doesn’t recommend that.”


  “So what the hell you plan on doing?” someone angrily snorted from the back of the room.


  “I don’t see as there’s anything we can do…but wait this thing out,” Horace said, taking another quick swipe at his sweaty brow.


  “What if it don’t go away?” someone else crossly asked


  “Well, I suggest everyone get to know their neighbor and start taking inventory of everything we have. There’s nothing coming in or going out, so it looks like we’re stuck with what we have…I’m putting a deputy down at the Dean’s Grocery and Jackson’s Pharmacy, just in case we have to ration things out. Try to get by on what you’ve got in your house for the time being.”


  There was a flurry of muffled voices and then another question from the back.


  “What about the hospital?”


  “I guess that it’s pretty obvious all we have is the Clinic. And Nurse Clemons,” Horace explained. “The hospital over in Branton isn’t going to do us much good right at the moment. Anyone with medical problems, I suggest you get with Nurse Clemons and work something out until we can come up with something else…I’m afraid that’s the best I have to offer. Oh, yeah, be careful. Don’t do anything that might be dangerous because we can’t help you…”


  Another quick swipe of his brown as he looked around at the sea of faces…


  “Well, that’s all I have to say,” Horace said, taking another swipe at his forehead. “Sheriff, you got anything else?” Horace asked, stepping back and making room for Sheriff Ames who stepped up to the mike.


  “I ain’t got nothing else, except I suggest everyone be on their best terms with their neighbors. I know this is going to be a trying spell for a while, but just everybody try and get along. Okay?” he said, “and I’ll do the best I can to keep everything under control…”


  Stepping back from the microphone, the sheriff and the councilman stood looking out at everyone as if the meeting was over. An uncertain drone filled the room as everyone seemed to be talking at the same time, but there were no more questions and everyone started filing out of the town hall.


  


  ~~~


  “So, that wasn’t very enlightening,” Gloria said as she and Bobby stepped back into their house.


  “Naw, it wasn’t,” Bobby told her stepping into the kitchen and heading for the refrigerator.


  Pulling the door open, he reached in and pulled out the big, half-gallon container of milk and quickly sloshed him a glassful.


  “I guess that you’d better enjoy that while you can,” Gloria told him, stepping over to the pantry and opening the door. “The way Dithers was talking, I don’t know how much longer we’ll be able to buy any down at the grocery.”


  “That’s crazy,” Bobby complained. “Milk has a shelf life, Mom. If they don’t sell it, it’ll just go bad and then nobody will get any benefit out of it. They’ll have to sell it…or pour it out.”


  “I guess you’re right…maybe you can run down and see if they’ll sell you any. I’d hate to see you have to do without your milk,” she smirked at him, studying the contents of their pantry. “I think we’ve got enough to get by for at least a couple of weeks,” she told him, closing the door. “We might not like some of it, but at least we won’t starve to death.”


  “Yeah,” Bobby grinned with his best ‘Got Milk?’ grin before wiping the back of his hand across his lips to wipe away the milk. “I think I’ll go ahead and run down now…get it over with.”


  “Here, see if they’re selling anything else that we might need, too,” Gloria told him, opening her purse and pulling out a twenty dollar bill. “You know, anything that’s perishable…”


  


  ~~~


  Stepping up to the line that was snaking out of the grocery store, Bobby saw Tom Greeves and his sister, Tiffany standing in line waiting.


  “Hey, Tom, what’s going on?” Bobby asked, stepping up beside them.


  “They’re selling milk and produce. Trying to get rid of it before it goes bad and they have to just throw it out.”


  “Looks like I’m in luck. Mom just sent me down to buy some milk.”


  “Well, you’re lucky…” Tom frowned. “At least you got a mom. Our parents had already left for work before the Dome, or whatever the thing is, came down.”


  “So you’re stuck all by yourself?”


  “Naw, I got my sis back from college,” Tom said, as the three of them took a couple of steps toward the front of the line as another customer came out carrying a carton of milk and some vegetables.”


  “Lucky you,” Bobby said, thinking it wouldn’t be too bad being left alone with Tom’s sister, Tiffany. “My Dad hasn’t made it back either.”


  Tom was eighteen, a senior at Branton High and Tiffany was twenty-four, just back from her stint at the University of North Carolina. Bob recalled seeing somewhere that she had been runner-up in the Miss North Carolina beauty contest. The pair would have made a rather striking couple if they weren’t brother and sister. In fact, they still did make a striking pair. And speaking of striking pairs, Tiffany certainly possessed one of the most striking pairs of boobs had seen in a while. Even his mom’s came in second place when compared to Tiffany’s incomparable pair, he sickly thought. Five foot nine or ten, one hundred twenty pounds, long, dark hair, a sexy, hot Italian face, hour-glass figure and long, svelte legs that any boy in town would have given his left nut to get up between. Yeah, Tiffany was a real doll, and Tom was almost out of the same mold, except on the masculine side of the books. Six foot two, two hundred and five pounds, short, dark hair, a sexy, hot, handsome Italian face, muscular build and played line-backer on the high school football team.


  “Yeah, it looks like a lot of people didn’t make it back. It’s really crazy. You can see everything that’s going on on the other side of that thing, but the people on the other side act like they can’t see us. Weird,” Tom said, taking a couple more steps as more people came out of the store carrying milk and produce.


  Bobby finally made it to the head of the line and found out they were limiting purchase to one carton of milk and four pieces of produce. And that they were charging double the normal price as he paid his bill with a scowl on his face.


  “Ain’t right to gouge people like this,” he complained.


  “Not making you buy it,” Ralph Dean said, ringing up the sale on his cash register and taking Bobby’s money.


  “Still isn’t right,” Bobby said picking up his purchase and stepping out of line.


  “Yeah, it isn’t right,” Bobby heard Bob Loomis complain as he stepped up to the front of the line with his daughter, Jessica.


  “Look, Bob, this is the last of the milk and produce,” Ralph explained. “I don’t know when I’m going to get anything else to sell or what it’s gonna cost when and if I do get a chance to buy it.”


  “No reason to take it out on us,” Bob grumbled.


  “Hi, Jessica…” Bobby timidly offered, smiling at Jessica, a little embarrassed at the way the men were carrying on.


  Jessica was in his senior class. She was cute, but had a brittle, almost frail look about her. Five foot six or seven, she couldn’t have weighed more than ninety pounds. She had long, blond hair, small breasts, a slender, almost boyish figure and long, slender legs. But she had a nice little tush and a pretty, girlish face. She wasn’t the stunning beauty Tiffany was by any stretch of the imagination, but she did have a delicate beauty all her own.


  “Uh, Hi, Bobby…” Jessica shyly smiled, seemingly feeling the same way Bobby was.


  “Hi, Bobby,” Bob said, picking up his milk and veggies and stepping away from the counter. “Well, come on, Jessica, let’s get this precious stuff home before somebody comes along and steals it.”


  “Daddy, don’t make such a big deal out of it. He’s just trying to make a living, too.”


  “Yeah, but he doesn’t have to make all of it out of me,” Bob complained as the two of them went shuffling off up the street with Bobby admiring Jessica’s cute, little behind as it swished from side to side under her short skirt.


  He didn’t see Jessica’s mom and wondered if she had been caught on the other side of the Dome, like so many others had. Just then Jessica looked back over her shoulder and gave him a timid, little wave just before she and her father disappeared around the corner…


  


  ~~~


  Stepping into the house, Bobby saw his mother standing at the front window looking out at the Dome.


  “Did they have any milk?” she asked him, turning and following him across the living room and into the kitchen.


  “Yeah, but you could only buy one carton and four pieces of produce. I bought you some cucumbers and tomatoes so you could make a salad,” he told her, sitting the sack on the table.


  “I’ll do that for supper,” she told him, watching him put the milk and produce in the fridge.


  “Anything going on with the Dome?”


  “Not that I can tell,” she said. “But it’s still kind of spooky,” she said, shrugging her shoulders and hugging herself. “You hear anything else down at the grocery?”


  ‘Uh, naw, just saw Tom and Tiffany Greeves. They said that their parents were caught on the other side, too, just like dad.”


  “That’s too bad…” Gloria said, stepping over to the bar in her bare feet. “I imagine that there are a lot of folks that got separated like us,” she said as Bobby heard the tinkle of glass against glass while she freshened her drink.


  “Wonder what dad’s doing about now?” Bobby said, glancing down at his watch.


  “Probably eating supper,” Gloria said, trying to laugh but coming off more of a cough than a laugh. “Speaking of which. What would like to go with your salad?”


  “Whatever, I’m not really all that hungry. Nerves, I guess…” he smiled at her.


  “Yeah, I know what you mean. That damned Dome makes me nervous, too,” she complained, slowly stepping back over to the window and looking out at the softly shimmering wall of glass encircling the town.


  After a few moments, his mother turned and headed off into the kitchen. A strange uneasiness settled down over the house as it grew dark outside and lights began to blink on in the neighboring houses while Gloria went about making supper. Then, as it grew darker, Bobby noticed that the Dome was softly glowing in the gathering dusk.


  


  ~~~


  Bobby was lying in his bed, his head resting on a pillow reading a book when suddenly, the lights went out. Almost at the same instant, the Dome started slowly pulsing with a dull, diffused red glow that got brighter and brighter. Then it would pulse back down to a faint reddish afterglow before it started all over again. In a strange, transcendent way, it was almost hypnotic as he lay watching it. There wasn’t a sound, almost like the thing had mesmerized the whole town and everybody was either watching it, asleep or afraid to make a noise.


  Then a light tapping on his door broke the silence, making Bobby jump.


  “Bobby…Bobby, are you awake?” he heard his mother softly ask through the closed door.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, I’m awake,” he muttered, trying to swallow his heart back down into his chest.


  “Can I come in?”


  It was almost nine o’clock. And with the power off, there was no television or anything. It was eerily quit. Almost spooky.


  “Yeah, sure, sure, come on in,” he called out, pulling the sheet up to cover his nakedness since he always slept in the nude. He wondered if his mother even knew that he slept in the nude?


  The only light was coming from the Dome and Bobby could barely make anything out as he heard the door open more than he saw it. All he could make out was the faint outline of his mother as she slowly fumbled her way toward his bed. It looked like she had on some kind of filmy, white gown, but that was all Bobby could make out in the dim light.


  Then he finally felt his bed shudder as his mother bumped into it.


  “I’m afraid…” she whispered, almost as if she were fearful of talking out loud. Afraid that the Dome might hear them.


  Bobby had a sudden upwelling of courage. And a need to protect his mother. Protect her from what, he didn’t know? But he wanted her to know that he would do whatever it took to keep her safe. Then he felt the bed softly shake as she eased down on the edge of it.


  “I won’t let anything hurt you, Mom…” he whispered back to her, blindly reaching out to her to comfort her, but instead his hand brushing up against a slippery sheen of chiffon and soft, giving flesh underneath it. Her breast! He had just touched her breast!


  Feeling like a fool, he jerked his hand back like he’d just burnt his fingers. She had come to him for him to comfort and protect her and he had just groped her. But it wasn’t his fault. He hadn’t meant to do it. He hadn’t done it on purpose. But on purpose or not, it couldn’t stop the jolt of electric excitement that fired off down inside his cock.


  “Sorry—” he muttered.


  “Can’t see…” she softly said as a way of forgiving him for the accidental touch. “What is the Dome doing?”


  Although Bobby could barely make anything out about her features, he thought she was looking out the window at the softly pulsing Dome.


  “Just sitting there…pulsing on and off…” he told her, as the enchanting fragrance of her perfume enveloped him. They were so close, he could even smell the underlying smell of her shampoo still lingering on her long, dark hair. She smelled so clean and fresh.


  “What’s going to happen if it doesn’t go away?” she softly asked and Bobby felt her soft, warm hand settled down on his arm.


  Bobby hadn’t let himself even consider that eventuality. What would happen if the fucking Dome didn’t go away? Would they all just wither and die? There was no food coming in. They only had what was in their pantry. Once that was gone, then what? It gave him the chills just thinking about it. But what about everything else? What would happen when things started getting bad? Maybe he ought to get his dad’s gun down from the attic. No, maybe he shouldn’t, he WOULD get it down. He had to protect them. Protect his mother and him.


  “Would you mind if I stayed with you for a while?” he heard his mother murmur.


  “Sure, sure…if you want…” he told her.


  He didn’t know what to do when he felt the bed shake again as his mother backed off it.


  Then suddenly, the sheet was peeled back as he felt a breeze brush across his dick. Quickly looking down, he could just make out the outline of his big, half-hard cock as it lay on his belly. Did she see it too? Had his mother seen his cock? The bed softly shuddered again as his mother gracefully eased down onto it and up under the sheet. Then she was lying beside him, her soft, gown-encased body gently nestled up against his.


  Bobby could feel the warmth emanating from her skin. The only thing between it and his own skin was the slinky, soft chiffon gown and it was thin as a whisper.


  “This makes me feel so safe…” she softly whispered as Bobby felt her cheek brush against his shoulder and her hand settle down on the center of his chest.


  “I’m glad,” he mumbled, stretching his arm out, slipping it behind her head and shoulders and gently pulling her against him. “I’ll protect you, Mom…no matter what—”


  “Mmmmmmm…” she murmured as Bobby felt her warm breath on his neck. Her soft, full lips couldn’t be more than an inch away from his neck, he breathlessly thought as he felt an eyelash brush against his skin.


  Bobby’s heart was thundering, pumping every last drop of his blood down into his aching cock. What was she doing? Was she doing this intentionally? Or didn’t she know what a profound effect she was having on him? It was then that he realized that it was his mother’s big, rubbery nipple that was digging into his side. Why was it so hard and stiff? Did fear make a woman’s nipples hard? He didn’t know. Or was she aroused, too? As he lay trying to figure what was happening, his mother moved slightly and the nipple scraped against his side. Yes, it was definitely hard and swollen…just like his cock.


  He wanted to touch it, but he was afraid to. What if she wasn’t aroused? What if she was just afraid of the Dome? And after all, she was his mother! That was a mistake you never wanted to make.


  Just the scent of her was making it hard to breathe. It was like being enveloped in a cloud of her. Bobby’s heart was still beating a mile a minute and his palms were sweating now. His mouth was parched. He was so thirsty, he felt like he was lost in a desert, but he didn’t want to get a drink of water because it might break the magical spell.


  “Why is your heart beating so fast?” he heard his mother ask him as her hand still lay on his chest just about his booming heart.


  “I—I don’t know—” he stammered, afraid to tell her the truth and frighten her away from the safety of his arms.


  Her skin was so soft. Soft as silk, and so warm. It made him want to kiss every square inch of her body. EVERY last square inch…yes, even there…her sex.


  His skin was crawling, he wanted to kiss her so bad. But he couldn’t.


  Staring at the Dome, Bobby tried to will his mother into doing something. Something. Anything. Kissing his cheek. Touching him. Something!


  Then, the image of his mother’s breasts from the morning flashed into his head. Her breasts. Her big, beautiful breasts. And one of them was pressed against his side, only inches from his trembling fingers.


  “It’s kind of pretty…in a way, don’t you think?” she asked him as they both lay staring out the window at the softly throbbing Dome.


  “Huh? What?” Bobby blurted out, jarred out of his reverie by the sound of his mother’s voice.


  “The Dome, or whatever it is, the way its glowing and pulsing on and off like it is…it’s kind of pretty,” she purred.


  “But, I-I thought you were afraid of it,” Bobby softly said, feeling strangely anxious that if his mother found it pretty, she might not be afraid of it anymore and would leave.


  “I am, but it is still pretty. Like a wild animal. Pretty, but at the same time dangerous,” she sighed, her nipple digging into Bobby’s side as she took in a deep breath.


  It was an opening, he told himself. As small and improbable as it was, it was an opening.


  “But not as pretty as you…” he inanely murmured, giving her a soft squeeze, pulling her closer to him.


  Nothing. She didn’t move. She didn’t speak. The silence was deafening.


  “Why did you say that?” she finally asked him.


  Now what did he say? He’d opened his mouth and stuck his foot in it, all the way up to his knee.


  “Because-because that’s the way I feel, Mom…you’re beautiful,” he told her pulling her against him tighter.


  Now, he’d probably scared her. That was no way for a son to act toward his mother, even if she was beautiful. There were some things a son didn’t do and telling his mother that she was beautiful while he was lying in bed with her in his arms, was one of them.


  “Oh, Bobby…” she murmured and Bobby felt her gently push away from him. Expecting her to leave, he was stunned when she slipped her arm around under his neck and pulled him against her.


  His heart tried to leap out of his throat as he felt his mother’s lip brush across his cheek. She’d kissed him! On the cheek, yeah, but still, she’d kissed him, and she wasn’t trying to leave.


  Struggling to keep from doing something stupid, Bobby felt like his granite-hard cock was going to come ripping up out through the sheets at any second as all at once there was a blinding pulse of light from the Dome that lit up the room—


  At that instant, Bobby’s fevered brain was filled with a rush of passion so intense, so profound, so obsessive, it took his breath away as both of them jumped. As they jumped, Gloria pulled him to her, clinging to him, her knee brushing against the evil, throbbing thing jutting up out of the pit of his belly.


  Bobby was on the verge of kissing his mother when he felt her trembling fingers crawling down over his heaving belly. Suddenly, he stopped breathing. Now everything in his whole psyche was focused on her fingers. Then they touched him! Tentatively, they felt him. Felt his swollen maleness.


  “Oh, God—No—” she suddenly gasped, her fingers jerking away from his erect penis like they had been burnt.


  Bobby couldn’t stop himself as he pulled her against him and his lips found her soft, warm lips. As their lips touched and sparks flew, there was a brief, initial stiffening of resistance from his mother…but just for a moment before his mother melted against him like warm honey pouring down over him. The kiss quickly turned passionate as their lips parted and their tongues hesitantly touched. As their bodies groveled against one another, Bobby could almost smell the stench of burning flesh where their tongues touched, intertwined, sinuously curling around one another. Bobby couldn’t breathe, his heart was helplessly floundering around inside his chest like a flopping fish out of water. Suddenly, his mother’s fingers found his impatient manhood, clutching, pulling on it as their tongues warred. Bobby could feel the heat of her skin emanating through the thin chiffon as they clung together.


  Abruptly, with a choking sob, Gloria flung herself backwards away from him, breaking their lip lock and bear hug at the same instant. Then she was struggling out from under the sheet, throwing herself off of the bed and before Bobby knew what was happening, she was gone. The last thing he heard was the catch of the door to his room being closed—


  What the fuck? What had just happened, Bobby groggily wondered? One second, they had been passionately kissing, arms wrapped around one another, holding onto each other, safe from anything the Dome could do to them and the next moment, she was gone.


  Where did she go? Now he was fucked. He’d kissed her. On the lips!


  But she’d kissed him back. Why had she left so suddenly? They’d been so close…so close to something…but what?


  Looking out the window, Bobby saw that the Dome was no longer glowing. It was like it had used up all its energy in the pulse of light.


  Then he heard it. The catch on his door clicked. Was she coming back? His heart leapt to his throat again. The roar inside his fevered brain drowned out everything else as he anxiously waited. It was too dark to see anything now that the glow of the Dome was gone.


  All he could see was the faint outline of his mother as she felt her way across his bedroom to his bed.


  “Bobby?” she mumbled out.


  “I’m here, Mom—” Bobby answered, hoping his voice would guide her to him.


  Closer and closer she came, until at last, Bobby felt the bed shake when she bumped into it.


  The sheet flew back as she grabbed it and flung it back off him. Then the bed lurched and shook as she crawled up on it beside him. Suddenly, Bobby felt his mother’s arms snake around him as she melted against him like a chocolate bar on a hot, sunny afternoon, wrapping herself around him. But this time she was naked. There was no thin covering of chiffon between his sweaty skin and hers. She had taken her gown off.


  Bobby felt like his brain had exploded as this realization touched off shockwaves of excitement that rippled through his whole body.


  “Oh, Bobby, Baby, I don’t want to feel afraid anymore—” she frantically whispered, her hands, her fingers clawing, pulling at him, enveloping him in a cocoon of soft, clinging flesh.


  “I won’t let anything hurt you, Mother—” Bobby promised, taking her in his arms, pulling her against him, his lips searching for hers as he sloppily kissed his way across her tear-stained cheek. They were touching from head to toe, bodies pressed against one another as their lips finally touched for a second time. Her lips were so soft, so full and Bobby could just barely taste the faint taste of lipstick on them. Suddenly, his mother’s tongue was deep inside his mouth, probing, touching seeking out his own tongue while her mons ground against his hip and her breasts were crushed against his chest. Then her fingers brushed across his hip pushing it away as her hand dove down between them to the rigid maleness jutting up out of his hairy groin.


  Suddenly, a brilliant flash of light lit up the room and in that brief instant Bobby saw the look of panic and fear in his mother’s eyes. “Oh, Bobby—” she gasped out into his open mouth as her fingers pulled and plucked at his cock.


  “Mother—” Bobby groaned, pulling her closer, holding her tighter.


  Then her hand was gone from his cock as it wrapped itself around his hand and roughly pulled it down. Down over her heaving belly, down across her curl-covered mons and onto the weeping softness between her legs.


  “Touch me-feel me-feel how wet and hot I am for you, Bobby—” she frantically whispered.


  Bobby’s heart was pounding so hard, he knew it was going to explode out of his chest as he tenderly caressed the soft, wet flesh between his mother’s parted legs. Yes, he told himself, she was wet…and hot! Within moments his fingers were dripping with the abundance of her arousal as it flowed out of her.


  “Mother—” Bobby moaned, running his trembling fingers down between the gorged folds of flesh to the seeping opening of his mother’s sex. It was so soft and slippery, his fingers easily slipped down inside the clinging softness as his mother gurgled out her acceptance.


  Then she broke the kiss as her lips wetly made their way up to his ear.


  “Take me, Bobby—Fuck me, Baby—and make me forget that thing—Please, Baby—” she huskily whispered, her breath heavy and wet on his ear. Bobby was so excited, he thought he might pass out before he could do what she wanted. He’d never been so excited. Never.


  Untangling himself from her arms and legs, he somehow made it up onto his hands and knees. Then he was over her, his knees brushing against the insides of her outstretched legs as her fingers feverishly curled around his jutting manhood. Holding onto his cock, bending it, pulling it down, she guided it down to the slippery opening of her sex.


  “Mother—” Bobby whimpered as he felt the head of his primed cock brush against the soft, yielding flesh of her womanhood.


  “Bobby—” she whispered back, seating him and waiting for him to enter her.


  Then he was inside her! His oversized organ forcing its way down inside the clinging warmth, filling her with his steely manliness.


  His mother, his reeling brain screamed at him! He was fucking his mother! It had all happened so fast, he barely even had time to keep up with it, much less comprehend it. Was it the Dome? Had the Dome somehow infected the town with an evil that no one could see? Whatever had caused it, he couldn’t believe what was happening. His Mother! He was making love to his mother. Just then, his belly nudged up against his mother’s and he was once again inside her protective warmth, just as he had been lo those long years ago.


  “Oh, Bobby, I’m so sorry—” Gloria sobbed, thrusting her hips up, taking him deeper inside her, trying to fill her barren womb with his presence. Then Bobby felt his mother’s legs creep up his thighs, clamping him between them as the backs of her ankles curled around the backs of his thighs and pulled him into her. He had never felt such an overwhelming sense of power and importance.


  “Fuck me, Baby—” she whispered, her arms curling around his neck, her thighs squeezing his hips, her legs moving on him trying to propel him into motion.


  “Mother—” Bobby gasped, easing his hips back and then plunging himself back down into her gripping tightness. He had never felt anything like it. So warm, so soft, so inviting, she readily welcomed him back inside her.


  Bobby was a man of steel as his hips began to slowly swing back and forth impaling his mother on his jutting cock.


  “Oh, yes, Baby—” Gloria groveled out, her arms and legs clutching, squeezing, moving in incestuous harmony with the rhythm of their fucking.


  She had given her all. She had nothing more to offer. No matter what happened to them from now on, he would know that she loved him. Loved him so much, she had forfeited her most precious treasure up to him. She had given him the very essence of her being, physically and spiritually. Now, all she wanted in return was the rush of ecstasy that would lift her above all this and make her feel safe and protected again.


  She could hear Bobby’s breath coming in soft pants as his hips drove faster, harder. The muscles in his shoulders, his legs were tightening, straining as he pumped into her with a fierce determination. She had never felt so loved, so adored, so appreciated as she did this moment. It was almost as if her life were complete now. She had been given the one thing that made her whole. She had been given the adoring, worshipful love of a son for his mother. She would never want for anything else as she felt her body gathering itself for that last mad scramble for the finish. She was going to come! Bobby was going to make her come—


  This was special! Making love to her son! This is something she would never even thought of before the Dome. Had the Dome implanted the evil, vile thought in her mind? Or had she thought it up herself? Or had the Dome just been the opportunity and occasion to live out a deep, hidden fantasy she couldn’t even admit to herself? But none of that really mattered at the moment. All that counted now was fulfillment.


  As Bobby crouched over her, his hips working back and forth like a pile driver, Gloria pulled her legs up under him until her knees were resting against his chest. With her ankles snaked around his hips, her soft, round heels were bouncing up and down, softly nudging his butt every time he pulled back as her big tits floundered up and down on her chest in rhythm with the frenetic pace of their fucking. She could faintly see that Bobby’s face was grimacing as he frantically pumped into her over and over again. But she knew the end was near as the muscles in his back clenched tighter and tighter. Just as she was, she could sense that he was rushing toward that final, cataclysmic moment when nothing else would matter but the gratification of the burning lust that filled their loins.


  “Oh, Baby, Baby, Baby—” Gloria babbled, coaxing him, urging him on with her words. “Come, Baby, come in Mommy—”


  The bed was rocking back and forth, the headboard loudly banging against the wall as they rushed for the finish. The slapping sound of their bodies crashing together echoed back off the walls filling Bobby’s bedroom with the sick, vulgar sounds of their incestuous fucking.


  “Mommmmmmmm—” Bobby suddenly screamed out, his hips lunging forward as he buried himself as deep inside her as he could. Then she felt him erupt down inside her clutching, squeezing cunt, triggering her own devastating orgasm. Her whole body was on fire as the flames licked at her very soul. Every jerking twitch of her son’s massive organ sent her plunging deeper and deeper into the fiery core of her orgasm. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. There was nothing now but the rush of pleasure welling up from her loins. That elusive moment when there was nothing but YOU! And she had no control over it as it possessed her with its all-consuming intensity. How could his have happened? It was the Dome! It had to be. She would never have done anything like this unless…


  Unless what? Unless the seed for all this had always been there. And all it had needed was the right set of circumstances to make it grow. And grow it had. Into this, she thought. A part of her wanted to feel sorry for what they had done, but she couldn’t make herself think that. It had been tender and loving. Not sick and twisted like everyone made it out to be. How could it be wrong? They were just showing their love for each other. They hadn’t hurt anyone. No one would know. It was their secret. Only the Dome knew…
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  Chapter Two


  


  Meanwhile, across town at the Loomis house, it had all begun in the morning at the same time it had started at the Watkins’s House. Bob Loomis had been sitting at the kitchen table having a bowl of cereal before heading off to the bank in Branton where he worked. His wife, Lou Ann had already left for the high school in Branton where she taught eleventh-grade English. There had been a loud whooshing sound followed by what sounded like a sonic boom making the whole house shake and shudder.


  Staggered by the sudden noise and shaking, Bob grabbed hold of the table and held on until the shaking stopped. An eerie silence settled down over the house when everything had finally stopped shaking. Looking around, wondering what had happened, he suddenly thought of his daughter, Jessica who was up in her room dressing for school. Jumping to his feet, he dashed across the kitchen, up the stairs three at a time and went thundering down to Jessica’s room. Coming to a lurching stop in front of her door, he reached down, turned the doorknob and pushed the door open all in the same motion.


  “Daddy—” Jessica screeched, arms and hands flailing around everywhere to try and cover her tiny, exposed boobs while her father stood in the doorway gawking at her in stunned disbelief.


  “Are you okay?” was all he could mutter, stepping back and closing the door behind him.


  “I was—” she hollered at him through the door, embarrassed down to her core that her father had seen her naked boobs.


  “I’m sorry, I didn’t know you weren’t dressed…” Bob mumbled, feeling like a fucking moron for bursting in on his daughter like he had. But he didn’t know. What if she been hurt by…by what? He didn’t even know what had caused the noise, he told himself foolishly standing outside his daughter’s room staring at the door like he’d just seen a ghost.


  “Are you sure you’re okay?” he asked her through the door, holding his ear to it, listening.


  “Yes, I’m fine,” she angrily declared in a huff. “But what was that noise? Did you break something?”


  “No, I didn’t break anything. I don’t know what it was. I’m going to see if I can find out what made the sound, uh, but keep your door locked until I get back,” he told her, as the vision of his daughter’s tiny, delicate breasts sickly danced through his head.


  “Uh, okay…” Jessica hesitantly answered and Bob could hear the doubt in her voice.


  Why had he done that? Now on top of embarrassing the hell out of her, he’d scared her, too. What a fucking moron.


  Creeping back down the stairs, he hurried over to the front door and eased it open. Looking out through the crack, he didn’t see anything at first, so he stepped out onto the landing and saw his neighbor, Sam standing out in front of his house looking around.


  “Hey, Sam, did you hear that?” Bob called out.


  “Yeah. I don’t know what made the sound, but I think it was that—” Sam said, pointing out into the distance.


  Looking at where Sam was pointing, Bob didn’t see anything.


  “What?” Bob asked, looking again.


  “That thing-that Dome or whatever it is. Can’t you see it?”


  Then Bob saw the shimmering opaqueness of the Dome. It looked like glass…or some other clear shield or roof stretching out over the town.


  “Wow, that thing is huge,” he muttered, taking a step down off his landing and looking up at the Dome extending out over the town.


  “Yeah, it looks like it covers the whole fucking town,” Sam cursed.


  “Yeah,” Bob said as both men started walking in the direction of the Dome. As they walked along, several other neighbors joined them until there were ten or fifteen people in the group by the time they reached where the Dome met the earth.


  “What the hell is it…and where did it come from?” one of the men asked as he tentatively reached out to touch the flickering sheet of glass.


  Everyone stopped to watch as the man’s fingers brushed against the iridescent surface of the Dome.


  “Skkkkzzzzztttttt—” went the spark that arced from the Dome into the man’s fingers flinging him some ten or so feet backward, arms flailing as he went sprawling down onto his ass with a stunned, shocked look on his face.


  “What thu—” he muttered, looking down at his hand, moving it every which way as if he was surprised that it was still attached to his arm.


  “You okay?” one of the women asked, leaning down over him, laying her hand on his shoulder.


  “Yeah, I think so,” the man said, his eyes flaring open and a wild, almost hysterical look flitted across his face as he ran his eyes down the woman’s body. It was almost like he could see through her clothes or something as he openly gawked at her.


  “Uh, wow, uh, Norma…” the man choked out, his cheeks reddening in the diffused, early-morning sunlight. “I never knew…” he said, his voice trailing off into silence as he continued to leer at the woman’s breasts.


  “Uh, what? What’s wrong?” the woman asked, standing back up, self-consciously glancing down at her breasts, holding her arm in front of them as if the man could see through her blouse.


  Then the man shook his head from side to side, clenching his eyes shut before opening them again to stare back at the woman’s concealed breasts.


  “Damn—” he muttered as Norma nervously stepped back away from him.


  “What’s wrong?” another man asked, stepping up to Norma and possessively slipping his arm around her waist.


  “Uh, nothing, Dear,” Norma told him. “I was just checking to see if Caleb was okay.”


  “You okay, Caleb?” the other man asked the seated one, pulling Norma against his hip.


  “Yeah, just got a shock is all,” Caleb muttered, letting his eyes lewdly brush across Norma’s blouse-shrouded bosom one more time.


  What had just happened, Bob puzzled? Had the man been able to see through Norma’s blouse, he asked himself, glancing over at the woman’s breasts to see if he could see anything wrong? He couldn’t see anything except the swell of the woman’s somewhat overly-abundant bosom thrusting out against the thin material.


  Then Sam held his hand out to the man on the ground to help him stand back up.


  “What did it feel like?” Sam asked as Caleb stood, brushing the dirt off of the seat of his pants.


  “Like a shock. You know, like I touched a live wire or something. Just as shock, but…” he said starting to say something else, but stopping as he nervously looked over at Norma.


  “But what?” Sam wanted to know.


  “Uh, nothing…nothing else, just a shock.”


  What had he seen? Bob wondered, almost tempted to touch the Dome himself to find out, but deciding not to at the last moment.


  Everyone stood around talking and pointing for several minutes, but no one else touched the Dome and after a while, one by one the crowd began to disperse and everyone headed back to their houses.


  


  ~~~


  “So, what is it?” Jessica asked him as he stepped back into the house and closed the door behind him.


  “Nobody seems to know…just like somebody turned a fishbowl upside down over the town or something.


  “Why did that man fall down?”


  “He touched the Dome and it shocked him,” Bob told her, guessing that she must have been watching them out of a window.


  “This is really weird,” she said, holding out her cell phone. “I just tried to call Mom and the line is dead.”


  “Dead?”


  “Yeah, dead…nothing. No dial tone. Nothing—”


  “I guess that you aren’t going to school?”


  “Uh, yeah, I guess. Do you think they’re still going to have it?” she asked him, standing, holding her school books.


  “I don’t know, I guess. Maybe for the kids of Branton, but not Miller’s Chest. Turn on the TV, maybe they’ll have something about it on the eight o’clock news…”


  Bob watched his daughter step over to the TV and stab the on/ off button.


  A couple of moments later, the screen was filled with snow and there was a quiet hum, but no eight o’clock news. Nothing. Picking up the remote, Bob pointed it at the television and changed the channel. Still nothing. Just more snow and a low buzz. Another channel and the same. And another, another, and another. There was no TV. Apparently the signal was being blocked by the Dome. Just like it had been with Jessica’s cell phone.


  “This sucks—” Jessica complained, angrily stabbing the off button.


  “Yeah…” Bob agreed as a tiny prickle of apprehension tickled up his spine.


  “So, what are you going to do?” Bob asked Jessica, feeling out of sorts and also feeling strangely possessive of his frail, delicate daughter.


  “I don’t know—” Jessica declared. “Maybe I’ll run over to Monica’s.”


  “You want me to drive you?” Bob lamely offered.


  “Why? You think I’m an invalid or something? I can drive my own car…”


  “I, uh, I, just that thing. Nobody knows what it is. Why it’s there. What it’s going to do, that’s all—” Bob stammered watching Jessica step across the living room toward the front door. What had changed, he asked himself? Before, Jessica had been a normal, healthy, happy teenage girl, but now she was a fragile, vulnerable little girl that needed his protection…whether she wanted it or not. What had changed that? Had it been seeing her breasts? Her small, immature breasts, he sickly thought? Had that changed somehow changed the way he thought about her? Or was it the Dome? Was the Dome emitting some kind of signal that made people act and think funny? What about the man who had been shocked? What had he seen? Everything was all fucked up.


  “I’ll be fine, Daddy,” she told him as she flounced over to the door. “What are you going to do? It doesn’t look like you’re going to be able to go to the bank.”


  “I think I’ll check out my ham radio and see if I can find out what’s going on…”


  “What about the television? We couldn’t get a signal on it?”


  “Maybe I can pick up a signal on the radio,” he told her. “Try your car radio.”


  “Okay, but I bet you can’t get through. It’s that fucking, uh, oops, uh, that thing that’s screwing everything up…isn’t it?”


  “Probably…” Bob muttered. “Be careful and don’t get close to it.”


  “What, you think I’m bonkers. I’m not going near that thing…”


  Bob stood at the front door watching Jessica drive off up the street.


  


  ~~~


  Pulling the dust cover off his radio, Bob sat down in front of it. Then he flicked a few switches and picked up his earphones. Slipping them over his head, he heard as soft hum coming in through them.


  Slowly spinning the receiver dial, he listed for anything, but all he heard was a low hum.


  Then, he thought he heard a little scratch in his earphones. Pulling his microphone over to him, he slowly spoke into it. “Is this frequency in use?” he asked, then listened. Nothing. Had he heard anything or was it his mind playing tricks on him. “Is this frequency in use?” he asked again with the same results. After a few seconds, he moved on.


  Then, suddenly he heard a voice, “Dome covering Miller’s Chest is—” the voice said ending in a loud hiss. “CQ CQ CQ, this is Victor Uniform Two… calling CQ on 20 meter and standing by,” Bob breathlessly said into his microphone, amazed that he had gotten the signal.


  Listening intently, he waited for several long second before repeating his call, “CQ CQ CQ, this is Victor Uniform Two… calling CQ on 20 meter and standing by.” Once again, he was greeted by a low hum and nothing else. Running up and down the bandwidth several times, he finally decided to give up. Other than the one terse blurb about the “Dome” there had been nothing on the radio. Instead of contacting someone and finding out what was going on, he had only heightened his sense of frustration and trepidation.


  Shutting off the radio, he put the dust cover back on it and headed back out to the house. Just as he stepped out of the garage, he saw Stan walking away from his front door.


  “Stan?” he hollered out.


  “Oh, there you are. I was just looking for you,” Stan told him as Bob walked over to where he was standing. “There’s a meeting at the town hall at two o’clock about that thing,” he said, raising his arm and pointing at the Dome with his thumb. “Like they’ll know anything we don’t…” he mumbled.


  “You going?” Bob asked, looking over at the Dome shimmering in the noontime sun.


  “I guess so. Beats standing around with my thumb up my ass.”


  “Yeah, I guess it does,” Bob said, trying to conjure up a smile, but failing miserably.


  “Yeah. Well, I’m off to spread the word. See you there,” Stan told him, turning and heading off down the sidewalk.


  Bob looked down at his watch. Twelve-fifteen. Two hours to the meeting. Looking back at the Dome, he wondered what Caleb had seen that morning that had made him act so funny toward Norma? The shock apparently hadn’t hurt him too much, the way he acted. But what else had happened besides the shock? Apparently something, he told himself, guardedly looking around to see if anyone was watching him.


  Trying to act cool and calm, Bob slowly stepped down the street toward the Dome.


  Why was he going to do this? It was crazy. He was going to get a shock and what would it prove? Had he lost it? Had the fucking Dome infected his brain? Making him do things he didn’t want to do?


  Whatever it was, he couldn’t break the spell as he stopped about two feet from the Dome and cautiously looked back over his shoulder to see if anyone was watching. He didn’t see anyone, so he turned back and slowly extended his arm out toward the gleaming sheet of glass.


  Sucking in a deep breath of air, he shoved his hand out against the Dome.


  “Skkkkzzzzztttttt—” went the spark that arced from the Dome into his finger, up his arm, and into his brain. The electric jolt sent Bob sprawling backwards with his arms flailing until his heel caught on a crack in the sidewalk and he suddenly found himself sitting on his ass staring up at his daughter who had mysteriously appeared in front of him.


  “What the fuck—” he gasped.


  Where had she come from? And why was she naked? His head was spinning, he couldn’t breathe as he stared at her in a fog of incredulity.


  Her long, blond hair hung down beside her angelic face, the tips of the long golden strands just brushing the tops of her breasts. Her breasts. Her small, pale, pink breasts. They were barely the size of a small orange with tiny, round areolas that were scarcely bigger than the two big, hard nipples jutting out at him from the darkened tips. He couldn’t believe how big her nipples were. They were at least as big as the tip of his middle finger and looked so swollen and stiff. But why?


  “Are you okay, Daddy?” he heard Jessica ask as she leaned down to him, her tiny tits softly jiggling and quivering with every move she made.


  “Yeah—” he muttered, letting his eyes trail down off her jiggling breasts onto her taut, firm tummy. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on it and it was as flat as a board. Then his eyes locked on her bald, smooth mons and the two round mounds of flesh bordering the tiny ruffle of pink flesh between them. Her little pussy. It looked so fragile and vulnerable as he openly gawked down at it.


  “Daddy?” he heard her murmur.


  “What?” he mumbled back at her, letting his eyes play down her long, slender legs to her tiny, bare feet.


  Then, as suddenly as she had appeared, she was gone!


  Throwing his head from side to side, Bob tried to see where she had gone, but there wasn’t a hint of where she had disappeared to.


  Shaking his head, closing his eyes, he rubbed them with his fists then opened them again. Still no Jessica. Where had she gone? Or had she ever been there? Was it his mind playing tricks on him again? Or was it the Dome that had placed the image of his naked daughter in his mind? He was baffled as he slowly struggled back up onto his feet. Brushing his hands down his pants, brushing away the dust and debris from the sidewalk, he guiltily looked around to see if anyone had seen him.


  When he saw that no one was looking, he gave the Dome one last suspicious glance and started back up the sidewalk toward his house.


  Was that what Caleb had seen, he wondered? Had the Dome somehow controlled his mind and made him think that he was seeing right through Norma’s clothes? Or was the image just a wishful hallucination of their minds? His and Caleb’s? Had Caleb imagined that he was seeing his naked neighbor and Bob had fantasized up his naked daughter? Wishful thinking? It was crazy, but there was no denying what he had just witnessed. It had been Jessica! His little Baby Doll, Jessica. NAKED! If that were the case, it was no wonder Caleb had reacted in the way he had this morning.


  Maybe Caleb had this thing for Norma, but Bob didn’t have a thing for his daughter. He’d never thought about her like that. Never. Or had he? Subconsciously? If he hadn’t, why was it her that had popped into his mind. Why not Lou Ann? Or Angela Hammonds, the good-looking teller that worked next to him down at the bank? Why Jessica? Was he just a sick pervert and it had taken the Dome to bring it out?


  Bob felt dirty and rotten as he stepped back into the house. What father could ever think about their daughter like that? Stepping over to the bar, he made himself a quick bourbon and coke. Maybe he could wash away the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach with some booze, he told himself, quickly tilting his head back and knocking the drink down.


  Now what, he asked himself, slamming the empty glass back down on the bar? It was only one o’clock and there was nothing to do. No TV, no cell phone, no ham radio, nothing. Nothing but the fucking Dome just sitting there, almost as if it were mocking him. Taunting him, showing him that it could control his mind if it wanted to.


  


  ~~~


  Just like Bob had suspected, he didn’t find out anything that he didn’t already know at the town hall meeting. In fact, by him touching the Dome, he actually knew more than the assemblyman and the sheriff knew. How many people had touched it, he wondered? And had all of them had a similar experience? Maybe he ought to talk to Caleb and find out what he had seen. Just then, as he was pushing up out of his chair to head across the street to talk to Caleb, Jessica came walking in through the front door.


  “Hi, Daddy,” she smiled.


  “Hi, so how’s it going? Hear anything else about the Dome?” he asked her, trying to act calm and collected. Trying not to show the chaos that was filling his head.


  “Nope…” she said, stepping out into the kitchen and opening the refrigerator.


  “Oh, crap—” he heard her exclaim a couple of seconds later. “We’re out of milk,” she fussed, setting the empty milk carton on the counter.


  “Maybe we ought to run down to the grocery and pick up some, before everyone makes a run on it,” he suggested as she came walking back into the living room holding the half-empty glass of milk in her hand.


  As she did, Bob couldn’t stop himself from comparing her to the naked image that was now etched deep into his memory banks. Her long blond hair hanging down, its tips just brushing the tops of her small breasts, now hidden down under her blouse. Her flat, taut tummy now covered by her short skirt and her long, slender legs stretching down from the bottom of it. Then as the picture of her bald, smooth mons popped into his focus, he felt a flush of heat burn out across his cheeks. He was blushing.


  “Why are you blushing, Daddy?” Jessica asked him.


  “Uh, I don’t know,” he lied, turning to face away from her so she couldn’t see his face. “Maybe it’s just a sunburn. I was outside for a while.”


  “Well, I think you’re blushing about something…because it wasn’t there when I came home…”


  “You want to come to the grocery with me…or not?” he asked her trying to hide his guilt as he curtly stepped over to the front door.


  “Yeah, sure,” she laughed, tipping up the glass and finishing off the milk in one quick gulp before setting the empty glass on the coffee table.


  


  ~~~


  So this is what it’s come to, Bob angrily thought as they walked up the street after buying their ration of milk. Being told what he could buy and couldn’t buy? Being told off in front of his daughter and even having her agree with the grocer? It was humiliating.


  “You didn’t have to agree with him,” Bob fumed as they walked along, watching Jessica look back over her shoulder at the Watkins’s boy.


  “I wasn’t agreeing with him, Daddy. I just didn’t want you to make a scene and embarrass us,” she complained.


  “Didn’t want me to embarrass you in front of that boy? Is that what you’re saying?” Bob angrily snorted, turning and giving Bob and incensed glare, feeling a sudden twinge of jealousy toward his daughter.


  “Oh, Daddy, give it a break—” Jessica told him, turning, waving at Bob just as they turned the corner and started up their street. “I barely know him…”


  “He didn’t act like it,” Bob complained, holding the door open for Jessica as they stepped into the house.


  “You want a glass of our precious milk before I put it away?” Bob asked as he stood in front of the fridge crossly looking at Jessica. What was wrong with him, he berated himself. He was acting like a jealous, spoiled ten-year-old punk. She was his daughter…not his girlfriend. Leave it alone.


  “No—” Jessica tersely snorted, flouncing her head and stomping off back to her room.


  Way to go, dumb ass, he rebuked himself. Now you’ve made her mad. Obviously, you’re out of the running for father of the year in her book. How did you expect her to react? This thing suddenly appears out in front of your house and no one knows what it is. Her mother is gone and we don’t know when she’ll be back, if ever. No one knows what’s happening. Everything is so fucked up and then you jump in her shit about talking to some boy? Way—to—Go!


  Hiding his pride, Bob skulked down to his daughter’s room and timidly knocked on her door.


  “Baby Doll, I’m sorry,” he told her through the door. “This Dome, your mom being gone and all, everything has just gotten to me. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to get on your case, Honey…” he tried to explain. “Okay?”


  Nothing…


  “Honey?”


  “Yeah, Daddy, it’s okay. I understand,” she told him through the door and he could tell that she was standing close to it.


  “Uh, truce?”


  “Yeah, Daddy, truce,” she agreed, but the door remained closed.


  “Would you like a sandwich?”


  “Uh, yeah, just leave it on the table and I’ll get it in a little while.”


  Bob fixed them both a sandwich and left hers sitting on the kitchen table as he took his out into the living room and stood eating it while he studied the Dome. It didn’t look scary. It was just sitting there, not doing anything and minding its own business. So why was it so intimidating? Because it was like being locked in a cell or something. They couldn’t come and go as they were used to doing. And what about Lou Ann? What was she doing? Well, she had her credit card so she could pay for a room in a hotel for the night. For the night? Fuck. How long was the fucking Dome going to hang around? Or? Or would the fucking thing ever go away? Were they going to die? Shivering, Bob angrily clumped back out into the kitchen and set his saucer down in the sink.


  I need a fucking drink—


  


  ~~~


  The two drinks he’d had after the sandwich had chilled him out and the one he was sipping on now was just adding to that mellowness as he stood watching dusk steal through the Dome and over the town. What now? Maybe the thing would be gone when they woke up tomorrow. Maybe things would be back to normal. If they were, he would never take anything for granted again. He would treasure every moment with his wife and daughter, because you never knew how quickly things could change. In the blink of an eye his whole world had changed. He would never let that happen again. Never let it happen again? He had no control over any of it. It had just happened. One moment it was one way and the next moment it was another way. They were trapped. Like mice in a trap…


  “Is it still there?” he heard Jessica ask him from across the room. This was their first interaction since the earlier tiff they’d had.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, still there,” he muttered, turning to find her standing by the kitchen door looking at him. She was already wearing her little baby doll pj's that she wore to bed every night. “Uh, you going to bed?”


  “I just changed into my pj's,” she said. “Not anything else going on.”


  “You want to play some card or dominoes…or something?” Bob offered.


  “Thanks, but I’m just going to play a couple of games and go to bed…”


  “Okay. I’m here if you need anything,” he lamely said, feeling strangely vulnerable, not knowing what else to tell her.


  “Dad, I’m sorry about earlier,” she softly said, slowly walking across the living room to where he stood watching her. “The Dome thing has me all on edge…”


  “That’s okay, I’m sorry, too, if I said anything to upset you,” he mumbled, unable to keep from noticing the soft jiggle of her bare breasts under her pj's. They looked so small, so fragile, barely even tenting her nightie…except for her nipples. Obviously swollen and stiff, they were easily detectable under the thin material.


  But why, he loathsomely wondered?


  “Night-night, Daddy,” she told him, pushing up onto her tiptoes and placing a soft, lingering kiss on his forehead, just above the bridge of his nose.


  “Uh, night-night, Baby Doll,” he murmured, brushing his lips across her cheek as she stepped back away from him. “Sweet dreams…”


  “You, too, Daddy.”


  As she turned and started back across the room, Bob’s eyes immediately dropped down to her tight, little butt. The bottom hem of her pj's was just brushing the cleft where the cheeks of her ass met the tops of her long slender legs and Bob could make out the ruffled edge of her panties as she unhurriedly stepped away from him.


  She was bare footed and her little pink-tipped toes made her feet seem inexplicably small and delicate.


  Then as suddenly as she had appeared, she was gone, disappearing down the hallway leading to the back of the house.


  Bob felt like a degenerate for looking at his daughter the way he had. He didn’t know what had come over him because he had never felt like this before. Trying to take his mind off her, he wondered what Lou Ann was doing? Had she found a room? Was she staying with one of their friends in Branton?


  Deciding that he might as well go to bed, too, Bob went around the house turning off all the lights and making sure all the doors were locked. Probably wouldn’t do any good, if the Dome decided to do something, he nervously thought, but it made him feel better anyway.


  Stripping down to his Jockey shorts, he stepped over to the window looking out in the direction of the Dome. Spreading the curtains back away from the window, he pulled up the blinds so he could see it. Then he turned off the lights, crawled into bed. Propping his pillow up against the headboard, he pulled the sheets up around his chest, leaned back to keep watch over the Dome.


  It was just about then that he noticed that it was softly glowing. A dull, reddish glow, so faint, you probably wouldn’t have noticed it unless you were looking directly at it.


  In a strange way, the glow seemed almost comforting, mesmerizing, as if the Dome was telling him that everything was okay and it wouldn’t hurt them. But was it a ruse? Lull them into thinking everything was okay and it wouldn’t hurt them and then…then what? What would it do to them?


  Then slowly, the thing began to softly pulse, the glow growing brighter, then duller, almost like a heartbeat. Like it was alive.


  Should he do something? Was the Dome getting ready to attack? Should he go to Jessica just in case?


  Just then, he heard a soft tap on his door.


  “Daddy—” he heard Jessica say through the door as it slowly swung open. “Daddy, can I come in?” she asked, standing in the doorway, timidly looking at him.


  “Yes, Baby Doll, come in—” Bob whispered, pulling the sheet a little higher up his chest.


  In less than a heartbeat, she was standing by his bed, frightfully staring out the window at the Dome while it painted her body in its dull, red glow.


  “What’s it doing, Daddy?”


  “I don’t know, Honey…just glowing, I guess…” he muttered, seeing that she was still wearing her baby doll pj's as she stood beside his bed, her arms wrapped around herself as if she were cold.


  “Are you cold?” he asked her.


  “And scared…” she told him, her teeth chattering.


  He knew he shouldn’t but he wanted her to feel safe…and warm.


  “Come, slip under the covers,” he told her, lifting the covers up so she could slip down under them.


  This is dumb, he warned himself as Jessica quickly put her knee up on the bed and slipped down under the covers.


  “Thank you, Daddy…” she whispered, her voice trembling.


  “You’re welcome…” he muttered as he felt her snuggle up against him. What a pervert, he lambasted himself. Your own daughter? But what was he supposed to do? She had come to him for protection, hadn’t she? And he was only letting her into his bed so she wouldn’t be afraid. But she might have more to fear from him than the Dome, he sickly thought as he felt her soft, warm body pressed up against him.


  Then he felt her cheek settle down on his shoulder as her warm, moist breath brushed across his neck. Easing his arm under the back of her neck, he gently, protectively pulled her against him.


  All at once, the image from the morning materialized in his head. Her beautiful, naked body and now it was lying next to him, pressed up against him. Then, he didn’t know if it was his overexcited imagination or what, but he thought he could feel his daughter’s stiff, swollen nipple digging into his side.


  Bob was having difficulty breathing and his heart rate suddenly shot up as blood began to flood down into his rapidly-hardening cock. He couldn’t let this happen he told himself as he felt Jessica snuggle closer and drape her arm across his hairy chest.


  “I feel safer, Daddy…” she softly whispered.


  Bob’s head was spinning. He wanted to move, but his whole body was paralyzed. He wanted to jump out of the bed and run away. He wanted to take her in his arms and caress her, touch her, show her how much he loved her and would never let anything happen to her. He wanted to tell her that he wouldn’t let that thing do anything to her. But his tongue was glued to the roof of his mouth and he couldn’t speak.


  “Ummmm-huhhhh—” was all he could manage as he felt like his pounding heart was going to come flying out of his chest at any second.


  All at once, there was a throbbing pulse of light so intense, they had to blink as they both flinched, pulling closer to each other. And in the same instance, Bob felt Jessica’s leg brush across his hip as she draped it across his belly and down onto his hard, throbbing maleness while she pulled herself against him.


  Now she knew, Bob feverishly thought. She knew that he had an erection. His daughter knew what a pervert he was.


  But nothing happened for several long moments as they lay clinging to one another. After the blinding flash of light, the Dome’s glow returned, soft and pulsing.


  “Daddy?” he heard Jessica whisper. He could hear the uncertainty in her voice. He didn’t know where it was coming from. Was the uncertainty caused by the Dome? Or was she questioning his erection? He didn’t know what to do. What to say.


  “Daddy?” she asked again as he felt her leg lift off his achingly-hard cock and brush against his thigh.


  Then to his stunned amazement, he felt his daughter’s fingers slowly inch down off his chest and onto his belly. He couldn’t breathe as he breathlessly waited for the touch of her fingers on his aching, throbbing cock.


  Then she touched him. When her fingers brushed against the evil malignancy, it twitched and he felt her jerk her hand back away from it.


  “Daddy…” she whispered again as her fingers quickly retraced their way back down to his petrified maleness.


  “Jesssssss—” Bob hissed, his arm curling around her, pulling her against him just as her fingers found his impatient manhood once again. It twitched again, but this time she didn’t flinch away from it. Instead, her hot, little fingers gently curled around its thick shaft.


  Bob felt like his brain was about to explode. Jessica was touching his penis! His sweet, little, Baby Doll, Jessica…touching him!


  Turning his head slightly, he brushed his lips across her furrowed brow, then down onto her eyebrows. Softly kissing lower, he felt her long eyelashes tickle across his lips as he tenderly kissed her closed eyelids before moving over to the bridge of her little, upturned nose. Scarcely able to breathe, he slowly kissed down the slope of her nose, down onto the cleft bisecting her upper lip and finally down onto her soft, trembling lips. He’d never felt lips so soft, so giving, so full as he kissed and slowly ran the tip of his tongue along them. Then her lips parted, inviting him, letting him ease his tongue down between them.


  By now, Bob’s poor brain was awash with emotions never experienced before. But even as electrifying as it all was, Jessica was still his daughter and his mind was having a difficult time dealing with that fact.


  His daughter. His Jessica. His dear, sweet Jessica was in his arms and he was kissing her. Not as a father would kiss his daughter, but as a lover would kiss his love.


  Then the tips of their tongues touched and more sparks flew. Twisting and curling his tongue around his daughter’s tongue, he felt her mimic him, sinuously coiling her tongue around his.


  As they kissed, Bob could feel Jessica’s long, sharp fingernails digging down into the sensitive skin of his rock-hard cock and it was beginning to sting.


  Breaking the kiss, he saw Jessica’s eyes flutter open as he gently peeling her clutching fingers off his cock. When he did, he felt Jessica’s finger wrap around his wrist and forcefully shove it down over her flat, taut tummy to the panty-covered Y between her legs.


  “Touch me, Daddy—” she whispered, her lips finding his again as her tongue drove back inside his mouth.


  Fumbling with the crotch of his daughter’s panties, Bob eased his fingers down under the stretchy leg hole and onto the weeping cleft between his daughter’s parted legs. Oh, God, he railed as he gently explored the compliant softness with the tips of his trembling fingers. She was so soft, so wet, and so slippery.


  Then suddenly, he felt Jessica’s arm brush against his arm as she pushed his hand away from her crotch.


  What was wrong? Had she come to her senses? Was she going to end the madness?


  As he wondered, he felt Jessica’s arm brush against his belly this time as she pulled her long, lanky legs up against her chest and pushed her panties down them. Then they were gone. She had taken off her panties and tossed them onto the floor beside the bed.


  He had to taste her. Taste the sweetness of her fluids, he frantically thought, breaking the kiss again and slowly kissing down onto the vulnerable arch of her long, graceful neck. Then as he kissed down off her neck onto the sloping plane above her tiny breasts, his fingers found the constricted opening of her sex. Kissing lower down her chest, he gently fingered the soft folds of flesh aside and eased his fingers inside the clinging warmth of her womanhood.


  “Daddy—” Jessica whimpered, her fingernails digging into the skin of his wrist as he pushed in deeper.


  “Baby—” Bob whispered, his lips brushing across the swollen stiffness of one of her jutting nipples. As he circled his tongue round and round her nipple, pausing to gently nip it with his teeth, he soon had his fingers fully immersed in the tight, wet sheath of his daughter’s pussy.


  If he had expected to find a hymen, he was disappointed when there was no barrier blocking his way. But this was not really a surprise to him as Jessica was a very active young woman and he had heard of instances of girls tearing their hymens without being penetrated.


  He could feel Jessica’s tight, little pussy squeezing down around his embedded fingers as he finally kissed down off her breast and onto her tummy. He felt giddy with excitement as he kissed down, brushing lips across the tiny indentation of her belly button.


  He could smell the pungent ripeness of her sex now as he kissed down over the hairless plane below her navel and onto her bald, smooth mons. The skin was so soft and smooth, it sickly reminded him of Jessica’s little bottom when she had been nothing but a baby. Then the tip of his tongue tickled across the tip of her jutting clit and he heard a soft moan float down from her lips.


  “Yessssss—” she hissed, rolling her hips and grinding herself against his lips.


  He wanted to touch her, kiss her, fondle her clit with his tongue, but first he wanted to bring her to the edge of the precipice, let her totter there and then send her plunging down the abyss of her climax.


  Veering to the side, avoiding her clitoris, he kissed down the soft, succulent folds of flesh and down onto the smoothness of her inner thigh. Keeping his lips touching her, he moved down, licking his way down the inside of her knee and onto her calf.


  “Daddy—” Jessica softly complained and Bob could sense she wanted him to return to her clit. He would, but not without first anointing the rest of her body with his lips and tongue. Slowly kissing down over the swell of her calf, he ran his tongue around the protrusion of her ankle bone before kissing down onto the instep of her tiny foot.


  “Daddy—” Jessica complained again, scrunching her toes down against the ball of her foot as he kissed down onto them.


  Slowly, methodically, he kissed his way up her toes from her littlest to her big toe which was only a third the size of his own big toe and then back up onto the instep.


  Then as he kissed his way back up onto her ankle, he heard a soft, hissing “Yessssssss—” as she anticipated his return to her pussy and clit.


  Bob could feel the tenseness in the muscles in her legs as he slowly kissed up them, across her knee and back onto her silky-smooth inner thigh. The scent of her sex was even stronger now as he kissed higher toward it. It reeked of her readiness, her willingness to participate in their sick, little game.


  Finally, Bob’s lips found her for a second time as another soft moan floated down to his ears.


  Teasing his tongue up the juice-filled slit between her soft, pliant lips, he raked it across her hard, swollen clit.


  “Yessssssssssss—Daddyyyyyyyy—” Jessica hissed, her long, slender fingers curling down into his hair, pulling him down, forcing his lips and tongue against the bloated button.


  Bob had waited long enough as he ruthlessly attacked the jutting nub of flesh with his lashing tongue.


  “Oh-Yes-oh-yes-oh-yes—” Jessica babbled, rolling her hips and grinding her weeping sex against her father’s chin as he mercilessly attacked her clit with his tongue.


  Jessica was so primed, so aroused, it only took a few moments to bring her to fruition as she let out a long, sobbing groan and her body began to shake and writhe.


  Enthralled by his daughter’s orgasm, Bob could feel her hot juices spewing out onto his chin as her quivering thighs clamped against his cheeks and held him imprisoned between them.


  Luxuriating in the rapture of his daughter’s fulfillment, Bob wished it would never end for her on the one hand and couldn’t wait for it to be over on the other hand. Once she was finished, then it would be his time. His time to take her sacred chalice and despoil it. Fill it with his vile seed and see if it took root and filled his daughter’s womb with life?


  Gradually, the shaking stopped as Jessica’s muscles began to soften, the tension flowing out of them while her legs parted slightly and freed him from his flesh prison.


  “Daddy…” Jessica softly murmured her claws retracting and pulling out of his hair as she lovingly looked down at him.


  Lifting his juice-slathered face out from between her legs, Bob looked up between her tiny, flattened breasts to find her looking down at him with a blissful, pleased look on her pretty face. Her baby doll pajamas were gone. Somehow she had managed to remove them without his knowledge.


  “Awesome…” she whispered, pressing the tips of her fingers to her lips, kissing them and then pressing them against his juice-stained lips


  “Yes, it was,” Bob uttered wanting her to know that he had enjoyed giving her pleasure as much as she had enjoyed receiving it from him, regardless of the sinfulness of it all.


  Leaning back down, kissing his way up over her smooth, shaven mons, he slowly inched his way back up her body kissing as he went until he felt the swollen, sensitive head of his penis brush against the soft, yielding flesh between her outstretched legs.


  “Daddy…” Jessica softly whimpered as Bob reached back down, pushing his cock to the side and easing two long, extended fingers down into her slippery pussy. Then curling his fingers upward, he brushed them across her G-spot before pulling them out drenched in her abundant juices. Wiping his fingers across the tapered head of his penis, he coated it with her luxuriant essences. Then grasping hold of the shaft of his cock, he gently seated its pointy tip down into the slippery opening.


  “Daddy—” Jessica murmured again as Bob slowly curled his hips up and began to ease the granite-hard slab of cock down into her.


  As the head of his dick began to spread her open and ease inside, he felt her long legs lift up his hips and splay out to the sides while she hooked the backs of her ankles around the backs of his thighs. He could feel the muscles in her legs tensing as she began to pull him down inside the clinging warmth of her womanhood. He was doing it, he feverishly thought. He was fucking his daughter! His beautiful, sweet daughter. Jessica! His Jessica!


  He could believe it was really happening. He was fucking her as his cock sank deeper and deeper into the forgiving softness of her womanhood.


  This could never be happening. Never in a million years. He was fucking Jessica? How?


  Deeper and deeper he went, feeling his daughter’s tight, little cunt clinging to his thrusting cock. She was so hot…and tight. He’d never felt anything like it.


  His wife hadn’t even been gone twenty-four hours and he was already desecrating the sanctity of the father/daughter bond between him and Jessica. He was a degenerate. Plain, pure and simple. But, no. it was the Dome! It was the Dome that had caused it. The Dome made him do it, he tried to rationalize. Or was that just an excuse? Had he wanted to defile his daughter’s purity all along and now the Dome just gave him the opportunity.


  At last he was buried up to the hilt down inside his daughter’s pussy.


  “Oh, Daddy…” she softly murmured, squeezing herself down around him as he hunched into her trying to get his cock ever deeper inside the clasping depths of her youthful pussy.


  “Baby Doll…” Bob groaned, staring down into his daughter’s tear-rimmed eyes. Why was she going to cry? Was he hurting her? Was she grieving for letting him do this to her? Did she regret it?


  He didn’t. He would never forget this priceless moment if he lived to be a million years old. The ecstasy, the power, the dominance! It was all one as he slowly pulled back feeling his daughter’s pussy tightly adhering to his cock, seemingly reluctant to let it leave.


  “Do you want me to stop?” Bob fearfully asked, not wanting to stop, but wanting her to want it too. He would not take her against her will. She had to be a willing co-conspirator in the tragic collusion.


  “No, no, Daddy, don’t stop…” Jessica wheezed, clenching the muscles in her legs and pulling him back down inside the gripping depths of her womanhood. “Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your little girl—” she whimpered. “Don’t stop—”


  That was all Bob had been waiting for as he dug in his toes, curled his hips and drove back down into the clinging warmth of his daughter’s accommodating cunt.


  It was like pushing down into a gripping fist of muscles. His daughter’s vagina, a silken sheath, so tight and slippery smooth as it molded itself around him. It was an exquisite feeling. One he had never experienced before. In all of her eighteen years, Bob had never even fantasized that this could happen and now that it was, he was overwhelmed by the magnitude of it all.


  HE WAS FUCKING JESSICA!


  Rolling his hips, he began to slowly thrust in and out of the sucking softness down between Jessica’s long legs. As he did, he was suddenly aware of the pulsing light emitted by the Dome and reflecting off the walls of his bedroom. The throbbing glow was matching the tempo of their incestuous fornication.


  Stopping, pausing for a moment, he slowly turned and looked over his shoulder out at the window at the Dome. And as he stopped, so did the pulsing glow. It was just sitting there, doing nothing but emitting a faint red glow, but not pulsing on and off as it had been only moments earlier.


  “Daddy—” Jessica complained, digging her long fingernails into his skin, flexing her legs, pulling on him, trying to get him to move, trying to get him to fuck her again. “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing, Darling, nothing—” Bob murmured, turning back to his daughter. Slowly easing back down the clutching channel of her cunt, Bob saw the reflection of the glow on the walls suddenly pulse again. Then with a soft grunt, he pushed back into her as the brightness in the room grew. It was crazy. The fucking thing was keeping beat with them, he deliriously thought as he began to pump into her faster and faster only to find the pulsing light was harmonizing with them.


  But even as crazy and weird as it was, he wasn’t going to let it interfere with the task at hand. As they fucked, Jessica’s whole body was moving, rocking back and forth under him. Driven by the impetus of his own movement, she moved with him, arms flailing, legs flexing, hands gripping and pulling as they fucked.


  The light was flashing on and off like a neon sign as Bob could feel his big, hairy balls tightening up around the base of his cock. He wasn’t going to last much longer as he felt the muscles in Jessica’s tight, little cunt squeezing harder and harder. She was going to come too. He could sense it.


  Easing his hands down under her, curling them around her shoulders, he roughly pulled her back down on his plunging cock every time he drove into her.


  Sweat was beginning to form, slickening their bodies as they rubbed together, muting the soft slap of their groins every time they crashed together.


  He couldn’t hold it back any longer. His balls were burning, his dick throbbing, swelling with pre-eruptive energy. He was going to come! He was going to come down inside his daughter’s hot, little pussy.


  “Babyyyy—” he groaned out, clenching the muscles in his ass and driving into her as deep and hard as he could.


  Suddenly, his cock began to twitch and spurt as thick, clinging gobs of cum spewed out of it to coat the insides of his daughter’s cunt with the thick, creamy lather. As it did, he felt Jessica’s body suddenly go stiff, straining up against him as she made soft, choking sounds and her fingernails dug deep into his skin.


  “Dadddddyyyyyyy—” she screamed out.


  She was coming, too, Bob feverishly thought as his loins were erupting and jolts of pleasure were sparking up and down his spine to burst inside his head. He was coming in his sweet, adorable daughter’s pussy. Coming inside Jessica’s hot, little cunt. He’d never felt anything like it. It was all that was bad and depraved and despicable. But at the same time, it was all that was good and beautiful and gratifying. He couldn’t explain it. He couldn’t describe it. He could only feel it.


  “Oh—Daddy—Daddy—Daddy—” Jessica gushed, her arms and legs wrapping around him, enveloping him in her youthful exuberance while her pussy contracted and dilated around his bucking, twitching, spewing cock.


  He would never be able to trust himself ever again. He had been alone with his daughter less than twenty-four hours and he had done the unthinkable. The unimaginable. He had fucked her. Fucked his beautiful, innocent little girl. What kind of depraved degenerate had he become?


  But strangely, he couldn’t bring himself to feel guilty. It had been one of the, no THE most spectacular, momentous, self-fulfilling moment of his life. It wasn’t dirty and foul like he had imagined it would be. It was sweet and loving and caring. He loved his daughter with a new meaning of the word love.
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  Chapter Three


  Meanwhile, the drama in the Greeves’s household had begun around seven-thirty that morning, too. Hank and Martha had already left for work at their floral shop in Branton. Tom had dressed for school and was sitting at the kitchen table having a bowl of cereal. Not unexpectedly, he was mulling over the thought of having his sister back in his life…sort of. Tiffany had just finished college and was back home to interview for a job with JAMAIA Financial Marketing Group, Inc. over in Branton. She’d just gotten her BS in financial management from the University of North Carolina. Unlike him, his sister had always been a whiz at math and stuff, graduating from Branton High School with a 4.0 grade average and valedictorian of her senior class. Tom had only been twelve years old when she’d been a senior at Branton High and just entering the first stages of testosterone-ruled puberty, he’d been infatuated with his beautiful sister. So enamored in fact, he’d snuck into her room one day when no one was around and stole a pair of her panties. And from that day forward, the panties had become a lascivious partner in an untold number of masturbatory fantasies that carried on well into his teenage years. And even now, the panties resided in a place of honor in his stash of pornographic accouterments he used to occasionally pleasure himself. But now with his prowess in the art of female seduction, he rarely had occasion to use them anymore. But they were still there, ready and waiting should the need arise.


  Unlike his beautiful sister, Tom had always been more interested in the carnal pursuits of life versus the intellectual pastimes. Not only had his sister been blessed with a brain, she had the body to go along with it, proven by her recent runner-up status in the Miss North Carolina Beauty contest. And what a body, Tom conceded. Around five foot eight or nine, she stood over six feet tall in her high heels. Her pretty face had that sultry, Mediterranean look and it was framed by long, tawny-brown hair that hung down all the way to the middle of her sweeping, graceful back. Slender neck, sloping shoulders, breasts a man would kill for, narrow waist, child-bearing hips, and legs that seem to go on and on and on. The face, the body, and the brain. She had it all, Tom lecherously thought.


  And he’d seen that body several times, he guiltily thought. After Tiffany had left for college, his mom and dad had left her room just like it was for her to use when she came back to visit. And being the lecherous sneak he was, he’d taken the time and effort to construct an elaborate, hidden viewing port into his sister’s bedroom from his bedroom. As a result, he’d seen her several times in various stages of undress.


  Just then his train of thought was interrupted when his sister came padding into the kitchen wearing her red satin pj's.


  “Morning…” she smiled at him. “Mind if I join you?” she asked as she made her way around the table heading for the cabinet where the bowls were kept.


  “Uh, no, no, don’t mind at all,” he told her, his eyes straying across the top of her satin, kimono pj's taking in the bobble of her obviously-unrestrained breasts under the shimmering red material. God, what tits, he lewdly thought watching the bottoms of her pj's stretch across the swell of her tight, little ass when she reached up into the cabinet to get a bowl. Picking out a bowl, Tiffany started to turn back to the table. As she did, there was a loud whooshing sound followed by what sounded like a sonic boom making the whole house shake and shudder.


  Staggered by the sudden noise and shaking, Tiffany dropped the bowl and grabbed for the counter. Unfortunately the bowl hit the floor and shattered into a million pieces as Tom grabbed hold of the table and held on. And in that brief instant of chaos, Tom suddenly found himself staring at his naked sister as she stared back at him in a panic. What the fuck, he dizzily wondered as his eyes shot up and down taking in every delightful, luscious sweep and curve of her beautiful, nude body. But how, he ranted to himself? Where had her pajamas gone?


  The moment the bowl left her fingers, Tiffany saw that Tom was naked! What was happening? He hadn’t been naked when she turned to get the bowl. The crash of the bowl hitting the floor momentarily startled her, but she couldn’t take her eyes off her brother and the prodigious column of thick, hard meat jutting up out of his crotch. Why was he naked? And why was he hard, she dizzily pondered? As they both gawked at each other, her eyes taking in his wash-boarded abs, his chiseled chest and his muscular arms and legs, his eyes taking in her breasts, flat abdomen, neatly-trimmed mons and long, shapely legs?


  Then just as his eyes were shooting down to the secret treasure hidden down between her legs for a second time, Tom saw his sister’s pj's magically reappear and wrap themselves around her beautiful body. At that same moment, Tiffany saw Tom’s tee shirt and jeans materialize out of thin air and cover her brother’s nakedness.


  What had happened? They were both dumbfounded.


  “What the fuck?” Tom muttered, shaking his head and trying to get rid of the cobwebs that encircled his reeling brain.


  “What was that?” Tiffany asked, looking around the room, trying to see what had just cause the noise and shaking.


  “I don’t know,” Tom mumbled, following her eyes as they searched for the culprit.


  “I’m scared—” Tiffany snorted, starting to take a step toward him.


  “Wait—don’t move—” he barked, holding out his hands to stop her.


  “What?” she gasped, freezing, stopping dead in her tracks, her hazel-brown eyes the size of saucers as they flitted from side to side trying to find the source of his fright.


  “The glass—” he said, motioning to the floor and the shards of glass from the broken bowl. “Wait a second and I’ll help you.”


  Pushing up out of his chair, he quickly stepped over to where she stood cringing, looking around with a panicky, frightened look on her pretty face.


  “What are you doing?” she asked him as he stepped up in front of her.


  “Helping you,” Tom explained, looking down at the glass and his sister’s feet. There was something about her tiny feet. They looked so small and delicate with their petite, pink-tipped toes. The polish on her little toenails matched the polish on her long fingernails and was the same color of the lipstick on her full, pouty lips.


  “Step on my shoes,” he told her, reaching out and grasping hold of her narrow waist to balance her.


  “Why?” she wanted to know.


  “So I can walk you over onto the other side of the table away from the broken glass.”


  “Oh,” she said, reaching out and taking hold of his shoulders to steady herself.


  Holding on, she lifted one foot and set it down on the top of his shoe. Then resting her weight on that foot, she lifted her other foot and put it down on his other shoe.


  “Now what?” she asked him as she stood balancing on his shoes.


  “Hold on—” he told her, easing his hands off her waist and around onto her back. Pulling her against him, he felt her big, soft breasts collapse against his chest as he took a tiny step and heard the glass crunch under the sole of his shoe.


  He was enveloped in the smell of her. May rose, jasmine, a hint of sandalwood, and vanilla. Tom knew that smell well. It was Chanel No. 5. The same perfume their mother, Martha wore. He loved it.


  Turning slightly, crab-walking, he took another step as he basked in the feel of his sister’s soft, warm body pressed against him. Unfortunately that closeness also begin to make itself known down inside his jeans. Fuck, he told himself, taking another quick step, his hand slipping down and brushing against the round swell of his sister’s ass.


  “Hey, watch it there, Bub,” Tiffany softly giggled. “No groping…”


  “Sorry,” Tom apologized, lifting his hand back up to the small of her back.


  It took about a minute to get his sister out of harm’s way and Tom enjoyed every second of it.


  “There, I think you’re safe now,” he said, reluctantly releasing his hold on her and letting her step back off his shoes.


  “Thanks,” she softly laughed, making her big tits bobble and jiggle under their satin covering. “That was very gentlemanly of you.”


  “Hey, what are little brothers for…if not to keep their big sisters out of trouble?” he grinned, crunching over to the pantry and pulling out a broom and dustpan.


  “What a lucky girl I am to have such a good, little brother…like you,” Tiffany teased, watching Tom as he swept up the broken glass.


  Tom had been swept up in the little game he and Tiffany had been involved in and had forgotten all about the cause of it all.


  “I think I got all the glass up,” he told his sister, bending down, swiping the duster brush across the bottoms of his shoes, sweeping the shards of glass into the dustpan and adding, “but be careful just the same. I might have missed some.”


  “Okay, I’ll vacuum after you go to school. But what was that noise?”


  “I don’t know,” Tom told her, leaning the broom against the wall and setting the dustpan down beside it. “I’ll go see…”


  Stepping across the linoleum kitchen floor and out into the carpeted living room, he stopped to see if something had fallen and caused the noise. But nothing was obvious. All the pictures were still hanging, even though a couple were a little askew. Nothing had been knocked over or anything, so he hurried over to the front door and looked out through the peep hole. As he did, he saw a crowd of people milling around, pointing and looking at something about thirty yards from the house.


  Looking back over his shoulder, he saw that Tiffany was standing in the doorway between the kitchen and living room looking at him.


  “What is it?” she asked, starting to step across the room toward him.


  “Uh, I don’t know…” he said, watching the way her heavy, braless breasts quaked and jiggled under the thin satin as she walked toward him. “Uh, I, uh, I’ll go see,” he muttered, feeling his cheeks warming as he reached down and turned the door knob. It was going to be a long, fucking day if she didn’t put on a fucking brassiere, he complained. If only she wasn’t his sister—


  Stepping out onto the landing, he saw the crowd all turn and look at him and then turn back to the shimmering sheet of glass stretched out in front of them. It looked like the thing ran all the way around the town and even up over it.


  What was it? It looked like glass, but was it, he asked himself, stepping down off the landing and walking toward the crowd? As he did, he saw that his neighbors were all in various stages of dress. A couple were still wearing pajamas, some seemed to have been caught in the middle of dressing for work and a few were fully clothed just like him.


  Stopping by his neighbor, Clem Sedaddle, Tom studied the thing. It looked like glass, or plastic, but he could feel the breeze wafting through it.


  “What the fuck is it?” he mumbled, wishing that he hadn’t used the F-word even before it was out of his mouth as some of the women turned and gave him an angry glare.


  “Don’t know…looks like some kind of Dome or something,” Clem said, looking right and left and then up at the sky. “Looks like it stretches up to the sky.”


  “Weird—” Tom muttered, reaching his hand out toward it.


  “Skkkkzzzzztttttt—” went the spark that arced from the Dome into his fingers, up his arm, where it exploded into his reeling brain. The jolt knocked Tom backwards, made him trip and sent him sprawling onto his backside on the ground a good five feet from the Dome. Then, out of nowhere, Tom suddenly found himself staring up at Tiffany who was standing over him looking down at him. And she was naked! Not a stitch of clothing on her beautiful, bronzed body. Anxiously looking around to see if everyone was staring at her, he was amazed to see that no one was paying her any attention.


  “Are you okay?” she softly asked him, reaching down, making her big, stunning breasts jiggle and Bob as she ran the tips of her fingers across his brow.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, I’m fine—” he mumbled, dropping his eyes down to her dangling breasts, then down they mysterious, forbidden Y between her long legs. Suddenly he saw the tiny ▼of closely cropped curls in the middle of her otherwise bald mons. And there, directly below the little triangle of curls were the ruffles of pink flesh protruding down between her legs. Her pussy!


  Then, just as suddenly as she had appeared, she was gone.


  “Tiff—” Tom grunted, turning his head from side to side looking for her.


  “You okay?” he heard Clem ask him as he felt someone grasp hold of his shoulder.


  “Huh?” Tom muttered, shaking his hand and realizing that it was still smarting from the shock. “Where’s Tiffany?”


  “Tiffany? Your sister?” Clem wanted to know.


  “Yeah, my sister…she was just here. Where did she go?”


  “Uh…” Clem said, turning and slowly looking around the crowd of faces and then back down to Tom. “She’s not here.”


  “Yes, she is. I just saw her—” Tom angrily declared, pushing up onto his butt and looking around again. There was no Tiffany. Where had she gone? She’d been there. Right above him. Plain as day.


  What was happening? Was he going crazy? He’d seen her.


  “You feel okay? Clem asked him, his fingers digging into Tom’s shoulder.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, just a little fuzzy, I guess.”


  “Can you stand up?’


  “Yeah, I think so…” Tom told him as Clem stood up and extended his hand down to Tom.


  Grasping hold of his neighbor’s hand, Tom pulled himself up onto his feet. He had a fuzzy moment or two as he tried to gather his thoughts, but other than that and the aching throb in his hand where he had touched the Dome, he was fine.


  But where was Tiffany, he wondered, glancing back at his house. And there she was, standing on the front landing in her red, satin pj's looking at him. How had she gotten back over there so fast, he woozily wondered? It was weird.


  “What did it feel like?” Clem wanted to know, letting go of his hand.


  “A shock. You know, like touching a live wire. Just a shock.”


  “Oh…” Clem, looking like he didn’t believe him.


  “Why?”


  “Oh, nothing,” Clem muttered, taking a step back away from him, like he didn’t know what Tom might do next. “You just looked a little confused, that’s all.”


  Yeah, I was a little confused, Tom guiltily thought. My naked sister was standing over me looking down at me. Wouldn’t that make you confused?


  Dusting his pants off, Tom saw that everyone was warily watching him as if they didn’t know what he would do next.


  Uncomfortable with the unwanted attention, Tom started guardedly backing toward his house, keeping a suspicious eye on the group.


  “I think I’m going back to the house and see how Tiff is,” he said to Clem and the group in general.


  “Your sister’s back from UNC?” Clem asked him, his eyes lighting up.


  “Yeah, she’s got a job interview over in Branton later this morning.”


  “Well, glad she’s back…but don’t look like she’ll be interviewing anybody in Branton this morning,” Clem told him, turning back and looking at the Dome.


  “Yeah, guess, not…”


  After a few steps, Tom stopped backing toward the house, turned and started walking toward it. As he did, he saw that Tiffany was standing at the front window looking out at him.


  Taking a quick glance back over his shoulder as he stepped up to the door, he saw that almost all the people had turned their attention back to the Dome. His little incident seemed to have been forgotten except everyone had taken a couple of steps backward to put a little more space between them and the Dome.


  “Are you okay?” Tiffany asked him, hurrying over to him as he stepped back into the house.


  “Yeah, yeah, I’m fine…” he mumbled, feeling strangely unsettled and a little tentative after his brush with the Dome.


  “Why did you touch it?” she asked him, reaching out and running her fingers down his arm, making her big tits softly jiggle under the satin pj's. She actually acted concerned about him, Tom found.


  “Uh, just, just wanted to see if it was glass.”


  “And?” she murmured, taking a step back away from him.


  “And what?” he self-consciously asked.


  “Was it glass?”


  “I don’t know…it shocked me and…” he muttered, wondering if he should tell her about what happened after the shock. “And you, uh, you were standing over me when I, right after, right after the shock.”


  “Me? What do you mean?”


  “I don’t know. When I looked up you were standing there over me, and, and you reached down and touched me…and asked me if I was okay.”


  “I did?”


  “Yeah, crazy, huh?”


  “Weird…” she softly laughed, her breasts heavily bobbling again.


  “Yeah, weird…” he muttered, holding back the fact that she had been naked. But even though he didn’t tell her, he couldn’t stop the blush that blossomed out across his cheeks.


  When it did, he saw Tiffany give him a strange look.


  “Looks like you’ll have to cancel your interview,” he told her, watching her step over to the couch and flounce down on it.


  “Why?”


  “That Dome thing looks like it covers the whole town…can’t get in and can’t get out.”


  “Oh…” she softly fussed.


  Tiffany felt a sudden rush of disappointment. She had been looking forward to the interview, the new job and her new life. And now everything was put on hold. Damn Dome, she silently cursed, feeling more anger than fear.


  “Guess I’d better call them and tell them I won’t be there,” she grumbled, picking up her cell phone off the end table. Looking at the screen, she saw that there was a “NO SERVICE” message blinking on and off on it.


  “That’s odd,” she remarked, poking some of the buttons. “No service…”


  “Probably the Dome,” Tom remarked, glancing back out the window at the thing.


  “So, now what?” Tiffany asked him, setting the inoperative cell phone back down on the end table.


  “Don’t know, guess we’re sort of on our own.”


  “Yeah, I guess so,” Tiffany agreed, pulling her long legs up and tucking them under her.


  Tom felt strangely disconcerted. He didn’t know what to do. This was the first time ever that he remembered being alone with his sister. Really alone. Mano on Mano, and he felt a little outclassed.


  “You have a girlfriend?” Tiffany asked him out of the blue.


  “Uh, no, uh, not really,” he muttered, feeling even more self-conscious for some reason.


  “You? Uh, you got a boyfriend?” he volleyed back, trying to steer the conversation away from himself.


  “Nope,” she smiled, fiddling with the edge of the opening running down the front of her pj's. “I’ve been so busy the last six months with the contest, finals, graduation and all, I haven’t had any time for that…”


  Time for THAT? What did she mean? Did she mean she didn’t have time for boys? Or sex? Or what? Six months? That was a long time to go without, he lecherously thought. Hell, six days was an eternity for him. But maybe twenty-four year-olds were different. Maybe the hormones began to subside. Who knew? Well, one thing he did know. He bet it wasn’t because she hadn’t been asked out. With her looks, she probably had to beat the guys off with a stick.


  “Bet you had a lot of offers…” he ventured.


  “Oh, really?” she said, smiling at him.


  “Yeah, you know, Miss North Carolina and all,” he bashfully grinned.


  “Well, I’m not Miss North Carolina,” she frowned. “I came in second.”


  “You were prettier than the other girl…” he bumbled on, making it up as he went. “And you had bigger, uh, bigger, well you know…”


  “Why Tommie, I didn’t think you’d noticed,” she teased, moving slightly, making her big, proud breasts push out against the front of her pj's.


  Grabbing the bull by the horns, Tom charged on.


  “How could I not?”


  “You really think I was prettier than Ashley?” Tiffany grinned, teasing her finger under the edge of her pj's and fiddling with the button.


  “Was Ashley the one that won?”


  “Yeah, Ashley Templeton, from Durham.”


  “Yes, I think you were prettier than Ashley Templeton from Durham.”


  There was an uncomfortable few moments as the two of them looked at each other, a slight blush covering their cheeks.


  “Well, thank you for the compliment,” she smiled, looking down at the end of the couch. “Why don’t you come over here and talk. I don’t think we’ve ever just talked before.”


  “Uh, okay, uh, sure…” Tom mumbled, shyly shuffling over to the couch and sitting down on the other end, as far away from his sister as he could.


  This was all new to him. Tiffany treating him like an equal. Other than Christmas and the few other times she’d been back home, the last time they’d had anything to do with each other was back when he was a twelve-year-old brat always sneaking around, peeking and trying to catch a glimpse of her tits, her ass or the most elusive prize of them all, her pussy. Now it was all different. Although, he would have given anything to get another glimpse of her assets, he had to try and act like a grown-up now.


  “What did you want to talk about?” he mumbled, feeling more and more nervous.


  “Oh, I don’t know…just stuff,” she told him.


  “Stuff? What kind of stuff?


  “Stuff…you know like have you decided where you’re going to college?”


  “Yeah, UNC, I guess, like you did.”


  “You’ll like it…lots of cute coeds,” she laughed, making him blush again.


  “Lots of guys, too?” he grinned back at her.


  “Yeah, but what the heck, who says you can’t have fun while you’re getting your education?”


  “My sentiment’s exactly,” Tom agreed.


  Tom and Tiffany talked for the better part of an hour, both of them feeling more and more comfortable in each other’s presence until around ten o’clock, they were interrupted by the doorbell.


  “Wonder who that is?” Tom muttered, pushing up off the couch and trudging over to the door. Looking out through the peek hole


  It was his neighbor, Clem.


  Opening the door, Tom invited Clem inside.


  “Well, Howdy there, Miss Greeves,” Clem said as he stepped in through the front door and saw Tiffany sitting on the couch. “Welcome back…”


  “Why thank you, Clem,” Tiffany smiled, crossing her long legs as Clem self-consciously looked at her.


  “Saw you in that Miss North Carolina Beauty Pageant contest on TV,” Clem told her. “You shoulda won. You had that other girl beat hands down. You wuz robbed.”


  “That’s what I hear,” she smirked, looking over at Tom and winking.


  “Well, I just dropped by to tell you there’s a town meeting at two o’clock. Councilman Dithers and the sheriff gonna tell us what’s going on…like they know more than we do,” he nervously snickered, sneaking another peek over at Tiffany.


  “Well, we’ll be there,” Tom told Clem, reaching out, putting his hand on Clem’s back and gently, but forcibly turning him back toward the door. “See you there,” Tom said, guiding Clem out the door.


  “Uh, yeah, see you there,” Clem muttered, taking one last look over his shoulder at Tiffany.


  Tom felt a strange, new sense of jealousy toward his sister. It was the same feeling he’d felt for her back in middle school when he’d heard Sam Cochran, a kid one class ahead of him in school talking about her. He could still remember it almost like it was yesterday.


  Several of the guys had been fooling around shooting some hoops down at the playground when Sam had accosted him.


  “Hey, Greeves—” Sam had called out.


  “Yeah,” he answered back, dribbling the ball and launching a shot at the hoop.


  “You ever seen your sister’s tits…you know, up close and personal,” Sam had snickered.


  “Naw, never have, but watch your fucking tongue,” Tom had fired back.


  “Boy, I’d love to dive down in between them hooters…hell, I don’t think I’d ever come for air,” Sam teased.


  Tom had never experienced the rage that came over him as he had flung himself at Sam and the fight had ensued. Fists, elbows, and curses were flying everywhere and he’d somehow gotten on top of Sam pummeling him with everything he had before Mr. Henderson had stepped in and broke it up.


  He’d ended up with a black eye, but he wouldn’t tell his parents where, or why he’d gotten it and ended up being grounded for a week for defending his sister’s honor. He’d never told anyone else about it and now he was feeling that same possessive jealousy he’d felt back then.


  But it was all different now. He’d only been twelve years old when Tiffany left for college, so he’d never been on level footing with her. He’d always just been “my little brother” as she called him. Yeah, he’s stolen her panties and he had a secret peek hole into her room, but still this was different…


  “Well, if we’re going to the meeting, I guess I’d better change out of these pj's,” Tiffany told him, pushing up onto her feet making her big tits roll and heave under the satin pajamas.


  “Uh, yeah, I guess so, but it’s still early. We don’t have to be there for another three hours or so,” he explained.


  “I know, but I’ll feel better dressed. You never know what’s going to happen,” she smiled. “Besides you’re dressed.”


  “Yeah, I guess so,” he told her, watching her tight, little ass twitch and ripple down inside her pj's as she strutted across the room and up the stairs.


  Then it dawned on him. She was going to her room to dress. She would be naked! And he still had access to the secret peephole. Being as quiet as possible, Tom bounded across the living room and up the stairs. Tiptoeing, he moved down the hallway to his room. Slipping inside, he rushed over to the picture that hid the peephole and pulled it off the wall. Leaning up against the wall, he pressed his eye against the hole and looked in through it.


  There she was! Her pj's were now laying on her bed and she was naked as she sat at her vanity slowly running a brush through her long, dark hair. She was a goddess, he groaned to himself as he watched her big, beautiful breasts softly bobble and quiver every time she moved her arms. They were exquisite. The most beautiful ones he’d seen in all of his eighteen years. He’d had fleeting glimpses of them in the past, but now there they were hanging down right there in the open. Beautiful! Spectacular! Almost beyond description!


  Almost perfectly round, sagging down, pulled down by their weight, they softly jiggled and swayed as Tiffany moved. The big, round areolas covering their tips was virtually the same color as the tanned skin encircling them. But her big, stiff nipples were several shades darker as they protruded out of the dusky tips.


  Rigor mortis was setting in as Tom’s penis stiffened and swelled down inside his jeans making Tom have to reach down and straighten it inside his tight jeans. Then all of a sudden, Tiffany got up and disappeared inside her walk-in closet. Keeping his eye pressed against the peephole, Tom watched on in eager expectation, waiting for her to return. Then she came padding back out of the closet with a blouse and skirt draped over her arm.


  Tom continued to stare at his sister’s breasts as they softly swayed, bumping against one another when she tossed the blouse and skirt down beside the suitcase that lay unfolded on the foot of her bed. Then flouncing down on the bed, she pulled a pair of sheer, black panties out of the suitcase and quickly pulled them up her long legs to cover the glistening, pink wound down between them. Then her hand dove back into the suitcase and pulled out a matching black brassiere. Slipping the bra on, she fastened it and lifted up under her big, dangling tits. Cupping the big, tanned mountains of tit-flesh one at a time, she gently eased them down into the sheer, black silk and pulled the straps up over the slope of her shoulders. A couple of pokes here and probes there and much to the chagrin of Tom, his sister’s spectacular boobs were hidden away down inside the brassiere.


  Moments later, Tiffany stood in front of her vanity mirror in her blouse and skirt.


  Stepping back away from the wall, Tom quickly repositioned the picture back to cover the peephole and stepped across the room to his chest of drawers. Pulling open the second drawer, he walked over to his bed and set it down. Sliding his hand under the stack of shirts, he quickly lifted them out and set them down on the bed. Then he did the same with the stack of jeans. Once the drawer was empty, he pulled out his pocket knife and eased the blade down in between the drawer bottom and the front. Then he carefully wiggled it just enough to get a hold on the fake bottom and lift it out.


  Inside the drawer was his secret stash of porn, he smiled, lifting one of the magazines to reveal the pair of sheer, red panties that had been lying underneath the magazine.


  His sister’s panties! Tiffany’s panties, he lustily thought slowly running his fingertips across the soft cloth. Picking them up, he shook them out and held them up in front of his face. Staring down at the crotch of the panties, he tried to visualize what they had once covered. His sister’s hot, little pussy.


  Bringing the panties over to his face, he softly rubbed them against his stubbled cheek, reveling in the silky softness before folding them again and replacing them in his secret hideaway. Then, reassembling the drawer, he put his jeans and shirts back inside it and slid it back into the chest of drawers.


  Then he heard the door to Tiffany’s bedroom close and he knew that she was through dressing.


  Going into his bathroom, checking himself out again, Tom waited a few minutes for his erection to subside somewhat then headed down to the living room.


  With TV on the blink, cell phones inoperative, and little else to do, Tom and Tiffany ventured out to take a closer look at the Dome. Other than the fact that it was a Dome, there was nothing spectacular about it. It appeared to just be a sheet of glass, albeit a mysterious, permeable sheet of glass that seemed to go on and on and on. Apparently the shocking news of what happened to it if you touched it had gotten around and everyone seemed to be giving it a wide berth.


  There were several of Tom’s high school buddies gathered in a little knot by the Dome and Tom strolled over to join them. After a few minutes, Tom saw that Tiffany had joined a little knot of girls who were standing by the Dome giggling and pointing at the Dome, but most of their attention seemed to be directed at the group of boys. After a few minutes, Tiffany caught Tom’s eyes and motioned, with her head for him to join her as she stepped away from the group of younger girls.


  “So, what was that all about?” Tom grinned, looking back at the girls.


  “Oh, they’re more interested in the boys than they are about the Dome,” Tiffany told him. “I’d forgotten how childish girls can be sometimes.”


  “Yeah, they can…” Tom agreed.


  “Yeah, just like teenage boys,” Tiffany teased. “Right?” she chuckled, grabbing hold of Tom’s hand and pulling him away from the Dome.


  Tom and Tiffany spent the rest of the morning and part of the afternoon walking around the Dome, trying to see if there were any openings or breaks. Finding none, the headed off to the town hall where Councilman Dithers and the sheriff were going to hold the town meeting.


  The meeting told them nothing they didn’t already know and after the meeting they heard some of the people talking about rationing milk and stuff, so they joined the crowd down at the grocery store to pick up what they could.


  


  ~~~


  While Tiffany set the tomatoes and the bottle of vodka Tom had convinced her to buy on the kitchen table, Tom put the carton of milk in the fridge and the DiGiorno pizza in the freezer.


  “Well, now what?” Tiffany asked, standing by the table as Tom turned back around to face her.


  “We’ve got supper taken care of with the pizza, milk for breakfast, and a bottle of booze for tonight,” Tom grinned. “What more could you ask for? A loaf of bread?” he joked.”


  “Mom and dad back home, my cell phone and the TV working, and the Dome gone just to mention a few,” Tiffany frowned, turning on her high heel and clacking back out into the living room.


  “Nothing’s perfect,” Tome mumbled, following Tiffany. “Hey, we’ve got our Kindles,” Tom added. And things could be a lot worse, he told himself. He could have been trapped here all alone, but instead, he was trapped alone with the second most beautiful woman in the state of North Carolina. Yeah, things could be a lot worse.


  “Yeah, I guess…” Tiffany moped. “Well, might as well get comfortable if I’m going to spend the night reading on my kindle. I’m going to change into my pajamas…if you don’t mind.”


  “Be my guest,” Tom smiled, thinking that he might be able to sneak in another peek at his unsuspecting sister through his secret peephole. “Maybe I will, too. Like you said, might as well get comfortable.”


  It felt really strange being alone with his sister while his parents were gone. It was a lucky coincidence that Tiffany had chosen yesterday to come back home. If she had waited until today, she would have been caught outside the Dome and he’d be alone.


  Following Tiffany up the stairs, Tom continued on down the hall to his room while she stepped into her bedroom and closed the door behind her.


  Closing his door, Tom hurried over to the picture on the wall between their rooms and pulled it off its hanger. Then leaning against the wall, he put his eye up to the peephole and peered out through it into Tiffany’s room. Unfortunately for Tom, he was just in time to catch a glimpse of his sister’s delightful derriere’ as she disappeared into her bathroom.


  “Damn it,” he cursed under his breath, stepping back and hearing the shower come on down in his sister’s bathroom.


  Following Tiffany’s lead, Tom took a quick shower and changed into pj's. Listening, he heard the door close down the hallway. Tiffany must have changed into her pajamas and was heading downstairs, he told himself, glancing at his reflection in the mirror. There was something in the air. A kind of electric expectancy that something was going to happen. Tom suddenly felt almost giddy with anticipation. But what was going to happen, he wanted to know? All the elements were in place for something to happen between him and Tiffany. Alone. Booze. Just enough uncertainty about the Dome to make everyone skittish and restless. But would it be enough to, to, to what, he wondered?


  Taking a deep breath, Tom stepped out into the hallway and made his way down the stairs to the living room.


  Looking around, he didn’t see Tiffany, so he went plodding into the kitchen looking for her.


  “Oh, hi,” Tiffany smiled at him as she stood beside the kitchen table.” I just put the pizza in the oven. Should be about twenty minutes,” she said, picking up the bottle of vodka and twisting the top off. “I’m going to have a screwdriver. Want one?”


  “Yeah, sure,” Tom grinned, seeing that she had two glasses already set out with ice cubes in them.


  “I thought you would,” she softly laughed, tilting the bottle up and pouring about four fingers of vodka in each glass. Then she picked up the carton of orange juice and splashed about the same amount in both glasses.


  It still felt strange for the two of them to be alone in the house after all this time.


  “Well, nothing to do but wait,” Tiffany told him, picking up his glass and handing it to him.


  “Uh, wait? Wait for what?” Tom wanted to know.


  “The pizza, Silly…what else?”


  “Oh, yeah, guess so,” Tom smiled, taking his glass and easing down into one of the chairs beside the table. “Feels weird with mom and dad gone and all, doesn’t it?”


  “Yeah, it does,” Tiffany said, sitting down across from him. “What do you think is going to happen?”


  “What do you mean?” Tom asked, taking a sip of his drink.


  “You know, with the wall, the Dome, whatever the thing is? When do you think it will go away? Or do you think it will ever go away?”


  “I don’t know…” Tom said, glancing out the window in the direction of the Dome.


  “Guess we’ll just have to get used to it…”


  “I hope not…”


  The pizza came out of the oven and they had wolfed it down before they had finished their second screwdriver.


  Topping off their glasses with more vodka, they headed back out into the living room where their kindles lay waiting for them on the end tables by the couch.


  The booze had definitely softened the edges of the tension caused by the Dome as each of them plopped down on the opposite ends of the couch.


  “What are you reading?”


  “Dead Pig Collector—” Tom smirked, setting his glass down and picking up his kindle.


  “Yuk. That sounds gross. What’s it about?”


  “Yeah, it’s kind of gross, in spots. It’s about this guy, Mister Sun. He’s kind of a hit man that murders people and makes them disappear. But his latest client isn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer, more like the dullest one and what he wants Mr. Sun is a little crazy…” he said, turning on his kindle. “How about you?”


  “On a Night Like This…” she smiled. “Barbara Freethy. I like the way she writes.”


  “Sounds like a girlie book,” Tom teased.


  “Romance. About this firefighter and his sister’s best friend…”


  “Any hot stuff in it?”


  “Men,” Tiffany scoffed, smiling at her brother. “You’re all alike, aren’t you?”


  “I think so,” he laughed, letting his eyes drift down to the swell of his sister’s breasts jutting against the front of his sister’s pj's.


  “Pigs…all of you,” Tiffany tipsily giggled.


  “Well, we can’t all be science teachers,” Tom smirked.


  “Science teachers? What makes you say that?”


  “I don’t know. Just popped into my mind. Can’t picture a science teacher interested in anything but science, I guess.”


  “You mean like old Mr. Spane?”


  “Yeah. Can you picture him doing anything like that?”


  “As a matter of fact, I can…” she laughed.


  “Really? What do you mean?”


  “I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but back in the day, teasing old Mr. Spane was a big game for us girls. We’d unbutton our blouses a couple of buttons and lean down over his desk to ask him a question. You ought to have seen his eyes…looked like they were going to bug out of their sockets—” she laughed, making her big tits roll and jiggle down inside her pj's.


  “Well, I could certainly see why they would do that,” Tom smirked, taking an obvious glance down at his sister’s breasts. “Especially when you did it…”


  “Is old Mr. Spane still teaching?” Tiffany asked him, unconsciously plucking at the edges of her pajama tops to make sure they were closed.


  “Naw, he retired a couple of years ago…Mr. Sullivan took over for him.”


  “Coach Sullivan?”


  “One and the same. Why?”


  “Oh, nothing,” Tiffany said as a blush crawled out across her cheeks.


  “Wait. You? You were the one?”


  “What? What are you talking about?” Tiffany hawed, the blush burning darker as she pulled her long legs up under her and tried to scrunch back into the corner of the couch.


  “There’s this rumor, more like an urban legend kind of thing at school that a bunch of girls cornered Mr. Sullivan in the gym one day and had their way with him. That wasn’t you was it?”


  “Me? Why no. I would never do anything like that,” Tiffany coyly smirked, batting her big, brown eyes at him. “Only one girl went the distance with him…and it wasn’t me,” she added.


  Just then, everything suddenly went dark—


  “What the fuck?” Tom snorted. “Uh, sorry.”


  “What happened?” Tiffany muttered, looking over toward the window where a faint, pulsing pinkish-red glow was filtering into the living room. “What’s that?”


  “I don’t know—” Tom whispered, setting his kindle on the end table and slowly pushing up onto his feet beside the couch. “I’ll look…”


  Feeling his way across the room, he stopped by the window looking out across the front lawn. Peering out it, he saw that there were no lights on anywhere and the glow was coming from the Dome.


  “It’s the Dome.” He whispered, just loud enough for Tiffany to hear him. “It’s glowing…”


  As he stood looking out the window at the Dome, he heard a faint sound from the direction of the couch and moments later he felt fingers brush against his back as Tiffany stepped up beside him.


  Then Tom suddenly found himself enveloped in his sister’s smell. Channel No. 5, the lingering smell of shampoo on her recently-shampooed hair, the faint smell of soap. She smelled so clean and fresh.


  “What’s it doing?” she whispered, stepping closer, a big, soft breast brushing against his shoulder as he felt her breath, warm and moist on his neck.


  “Just glowing…I guess. But whatever it’s doing, it was strong enough to knock out the power. Look, no one’s lights are on.”


  “Yeah, I can see—” she mumbled, clutching hold of his arm and holding on tight. “It’s pretty in a weird kind of way…but kind of scary, too.”


  Turning slightly and rolling his shoulder, Tom eased his arm around behind Tiffany’s back and gently curled his hand around her waist just above the point of her hip.


  Looking over, seeing the reflection of the Dome’s glow on his sister’s pretty face, Tom pulled her closer.


  “I won’t let it hurt you, Tiff—” he whispered.


  “I know…” Tiffany whispered back, turning slightly and looking up into his eyes. “I know…”


  The earth lurched to a stop. Time was held in check for that one mystical, magic moment when something passed between the two of them. Tom had never felt such raw, deep emotion. He felt a sudden sense of caring and affection for his sister that hadn’t been there before. He’d never seen her seem so fragile and vulnerable. It made him want to hold her, protect her from whatever it was out there that was causing all this.


  “I love you, Tiff…” he softly whispered, slowly leaning down toward her as she tilted her chin up to meet his embrace.


  Sparks flew in every direction as their lips touched and they both turned to face each other. Now they were touching from head to toe. Lips pressed against one another, Tiffany’s big, soft breasts crushed against her brother’s chest, their bellies rubbing together, Tiffany’s pelvic bone pressed against Tom’s stiff, rock-hard cock, and down to the fronts of their thighs straining against each other.


  Tom felt Tiffany’s arms snake around behind his back and pull him against her as they kissed. And this was no brother/sister kiss. This was a kiss born of fear, love, lust, and the raw emotions of the heated moment.


  Something had happened to mutate the love they had once felt for each other into something different. Something enflamed, sensual and maddening. Neither of them could control the emotions they were feeling for each other.


  Finally, Tiffany broke the kiss and leaned back to stare deep into her brother’s eyes.


  “What’s happening to us?” she whimpered, breathing heavily.


  “I don’t know, but I don’t want it to stop—” Tom blubbered, feeling childishly excited and roused all at the same time.


  “Me, either—” Tiffany gushed, rolling her hips and grinding herself against his obvious, swollen maleness. “I want to go to bed…with you.”


  “Yessssss—” Tom excitedly hissed suddenly feeling all giddy and mushy down inside not knowing what to do next.


  “Take me to bed, Tommie…” Tiffany gushed, throwing her arms out and wrapping them around his neck as she thrust herself against him.


  Tom couldn’t think of anything to do but pick her up and carry her to her bed. He only hoped he was strong enough to carry her up the stairs to her room without dropping her and ruining the whole thing. Slipping an arm behind her back and another behind her knees, Tom grunted and lifted his sister into his arms. He didn’t know how much she weighed, but he hoped that the adrenaline flowing through his bloodstream would be enough to get the job done.


  Lurching across the room toward the stairs, Tom could feel the satiny smoothness of his sister’s pajamas rubbing against his chest and arms. And the body under the cloth was so soft and warm as Tiffany’s hot, wet tongue dove into his ear and her sharp, little teeth nipped at the lobe.


  “Are you going to fuck me, Baby Brother?” she whispered into his ear as he started staggering up the stairs. The words only added to the adrenaline squirting out into his bloodstream. There was nothing being held back between them now. There it was right out in the open. No pretense. No teasing. Nothing but the open invitation to fuck her.


  “Yesssss—” he panted, straining, stumbling but somehow still moving up the stairs.


  “Goody—” she whispered back as he felt her hand drop down to the front of his pajamas as her fingers found the cylinder of cement jutting up from his groin down under his pajamas. “My God, Tommie…” she hissed, her fingers plucking, pulling, measuring him through his pj's.


  Just then, Tom stepped out onto the landing, tripping, but somehow catching himself to keep from falling before he started to bumble his way down the hallway toward his sister’s room.


  “Are you okay?” he heard his sister ask as he tottered down the hallway, grunting and panting. “Put me down if I’m too heavy—”


  “NO. You’re not too heavy—” he muttered, his masculinity threatened and not letting him admit that he was struggling to keep from dropping her. Stopping, he gave her a quick lift to re-settle her in his arms before taking the last few feet to her room. “Almost there,” he panted.


  Toeing the door, Tom watched it slowly swing open. There was a soft, pinkish-red glow filtering in through the window facing toward the front of the house, lighting the room just enough for him to find his way to her bed.


  “Can still see it,” Tiffany whispered as she looked toward the window.


  “Yeah…but I won’t let anything happen to you,” Tom grunted, lurching toward her bed.


  “Anything?” Tiffany softly giggled, her fingers plucking his at straining manhood.


  “Except that—” Tom grumbled, his leg bumping up against her bed.


  Leaning down, he eased his sister down on the rumpled bedspread and then stood back up.


  In the dim glow from the Dome, Tom could see that all the buttons running down the front of his sister’s pajama top had mysteriously come unbuttoned during the journey up the stairs except for the bottom two, leaving a long V of bare skin and cleavage between the edges of red satin. Still breathing hard and trying to catch his breath from the climb up the stairs, he reached down and slowly, one button at a time, unbuttoned the remaining two buttons. Then like a boy opening presents on Christmas morning, Tom pinched the edges of the top between his trembling fingers and thumbs and slowly peeled the soft, red satin back to reveal his sister’s flattened breasts.


  The sight of his sister’s exposed breasts took his breath away. They were beautiful beyond belief.


  Full, round, a dusky red from the glow of the Dome, they lay on her chest pressed down by the force of gravity. The darkened circles tipping the majestic works of art were barely a couple of shades darker than the surrounding flesh making her areolas seem almost nonexistent. But the big, puffy nipples protruding out of the tips were much darker and obviously swollen.


  “Fantastic…” Tom softly whispered, dropping to his knees beside the bed, reaching out and brushing the tips of his fingers across the rubbery nubs. “Beautiful—”


  Tiffany didn’t say a word. She just lay looking up at him in an adoring reverie as he cupped his hands around her breasts and lovingly fondled the majestic peaks.


  “My baby brother…” Tiffany finally murmured, reaching up and running the backs of her fingers down Tom’s stubbled cheek. “I love you…”


  “My sweet Tiffany,” Tom groaned, leaning down, pressing his face in between his sister’s breasts and squeezing them against his cheeks. As he did, he was immersed in the smell of her. The smell of her perfume, her scent, in the very essence of Tiffany. His head was spinning. He could barely breathe as Tiffany brushed her fingertips through the short hairs at his temples. They stayed this way for several seconds before Tom noticed that the pulsing glow of the Dome was keeping cadence with the quickening beat of his heart. Weird, he dizzily thought. Was the Dome controlling him? Was it making him do this vile thing to his sister?


  Just then he felt Tiffany squirm under him, rolling her hips and gently rubbing her pubic bone against his chest. He didn’t know what was causing it, but it didn’t matter anymore. This was the opportunity of a lifetime. His sister? His beautiful sister? His beautiful sister, Tiffany?


  Raising his head up out from between her breasts, he gently placed a soft, lingering kiss on each of the big, swollen nipples jutting up out of the darkened tips of his sister’s breasts. Then letting go of her breasts, he pushed back up onto his knees and inched back out from between her legs.


  Even in the dull glow coming from the Dome, Tom could see the love in his sister’s big, brown eyes. The pulsing throb of the light seemed to be getting brighter, stronger as he reached out and gently curled his fingers down under the stretchy bands of elastic encircling her waist and holding up her panties and pajamas. As he began to pull, easing the waistbands down over the rounded slope of her hips, he felt her legs close as she pushed up off her tiny feet to raise her butt off the bed and free her pajamas and panties.


  Tom breathlessly waited as the elastic waistbands crept down the tapered tip of her flat belly to reveal the tiny triangle of dark curls perched in the middle of her otherwise smooth and shaven mons. Then Tom saw the little ridge of flesh running down from the bottom tip of the triangle of curls. As the panties and pj's inched lower, Tom could finally see the swollen, protruding tip of her clitoris peeking out from its fleshy hood.


  Then, as he continued to pull her undies and pj's down, he leaned down and brushed his lips across the jutting nub making Tiffany flinch back away for a second. Wondering why she had flinched away from him, Tom was happily gratified when he felt her twitch as she rubbed her clit back against his lips.


  “Tommieeee—” she whispered, rolling her hips and rubbing herself against him. Sensing her need, Tom flicked out his tongue and quickly raked it back and forth across the slippery, little nub.


  “Yessssssss—” Tiffany hissed, her fingers pushing down into his hair, her long fingernails digging down into his scalp as she held his head, keeping his lashing tongue pressed against her clit.


  As he flicked his tongue back and forth across her clit, the fragrance of perfume was replaced by the sweet, cloying fragrance of Eau De Sex as her slippery juices flowed from the seeping slit between her fleshy pussy lips.


  Roughly jerking her pj's and panties down around her ankles, Tom slid up between her thighs, curling his arms around her waist and pulling her against his probing, demanding tongue.


  “Tommieeee—” Tiffany groaned again struggling to free her legs from her panties as she ground herself against her brother’s fervent attack.


  Just then Tom heard a soft ripping sound. Lifting out from between her legs, Tom quickly reached down and jerked the torn remnants of her panties and pajamas off over her feet and flung them aside. When he did, he felt his sister’s legs fly apart like they had been spring-loaded. Leaning back down, burying his face in his sister’s pussy, Tom felt her legs brush up his arms and then the backs of her thighs settled down on his shoulders while her soft, smooth inner thighs pressed against his cheeks.


  Licking and probing the fleshy wound between his sister’s thighs, Tom eased his hands around her hips and felt his way up the bed to the soft, round globes of her breasts as they sagged down from her chest. As he lovingly probed and licked her vulnerable femininity, he softly clutched and caressed her breasts while he felt her soft, round heels digging down into his back.


  Using her brother’s back for leverage, Tiffany rolled her hips and ground herself against him as he devotedly smothered her sex with his tongue and lips. His probing tongue was all over her. Fluttering, thrusting under, over and around the fleshy folds, then slowly lapping up between them, digging into the giving, soft tissue, searching, probing for the slippery opening to her sex. Stiffening his tongue, he pushed harder and felt it slide down into the clinging warmth of his sister’s womanhood. She was so soft and wet inside. He could envision what it would feel like to have that warmth consuming his maleness.


  Flattening his tongue, he slowly lapped up the fleshy vestibule of his sister’s sex to the swollen, jutting tip of her clitoris as it protruded out of its hood. As his tongue brushed across the little kernel, he felt Tiffany flinch back away from his probing tongue as a soft moan floated down to his ears. Had he hurt her, he fearfully wondered? But that fear was quickly allayed as her heels dug into his back and she thrust herself back against his demanding tongue.


  Squirming, slowly rocking her hips, Tiffany painted her brother’s lips and chin with her hot, sticky juices while he fluttered his tongue all over and around her jutting clit. Tom could feel his sister’s heels pressing against his back, the muscles and tendons running up the insides of her thighs tensing while the muscles in her tummy were trembling as she thrust herself against his persistent, lashing tongue. Plucking and pulling on her big, puffy nipples while he assaulted her clit, he could feel them growing harder and stiffer while her dagger-like fingernails dug deeper into his scalp. He could hear her breath coming in quick, panting gasps as her chest heaved up and down under his hands making her breasts roll and undulate up and down. He could sense that she was tottering on the edge of her climax as he redoubled his frantic assault on her clit.


  As her muscles locked tighter and tighter, her whole body was trembling while her back arched up off the bed, bowing and straining while her thighs clamped tighter and tighter against his cheeks. With his nose and mouth buried in her sex, Tom could barely breathe as he mercilessly twisted and pulled on her nipples while he feverishly lashed his sister’s clit with his tongue.


  Then all of a sudden, Tiffany’s whole body went stiff for a second before her muscles began to twitch and convulse as a gush of hot, sticky juice spewed out of her pussy to coat her brother’s chin and throat.


  “OhGodohGodohGod—” she gasped, her hands turning into fists as she grasped handfuls of Tom’s hair. Her tight, little butt was squirming, pattering up and down on the bed as she groveled her way through her orgasm while Tom held onto her and guided her along with his tongue and lips.


  After a few moments, Tom could feel the tremors undulating through his sister’s body begin to subside as she slowly sank back down onto the bed. In the pulsing glow of the Dome, he could see that Tiffany’s skin was softly glistening with a sheen of sweat while he could feel her big, swollen nipples softening under his fingers.


  “Oh God, that was fantastic…” Tiffany softly murmured, her clawed fingers uncurling, releasing their hold on Tom’s hair as he lifted his face up out from between her legs. Then Tom felt his sister’s sweat-slickened thighs slowly sliding down the slope of his shoulders and heard the soft thump of her tiny feet landing on the floor beside his knees. It was over for her. She had finished, he told himself as he slowly backed out from between her legs and pushed up onto his feet.


  Marveling in the delectable panorama of softly-glistening flesh spread out before him, he eased one arm under the backs of his sister’s knees and the other arm under her back. Then with a soft grunt, he lifted, turning her and pushing her back to the middle of her bed before letting go and standing back up.


  “Are you going to fuck your big sister now?” she smiled up and him, rolling her shoulders and extracting herself from her pajama top as her long, lovely legs slowly spread apart to bare the seeping succulence between them.


  “Yes,” Tom whispered, lifting his knee up on the bed and slowly crawling up on it. He could see that Tiffany was watching his big, hard peter as it stuck out from under his belly stiffly bobbing and twitching with every move he made.


  Crawling on his knees, he moved around to her feet. She lay looking up at him, smiling, waiting as he reached down, curled his fingers around her ankle and gently lifted her foot up to his lips. Slowly, sensuously, he kissed up the soft, smooth sole of her foot, across the ball and onto her tiny toes. Giving each of the toes a soft kiss he then gently eased her foot back down onto the bed.


  Standing on his knees between his sister’s feet, Tom stared down at the luscious, glistening treasure awaiting him as Tiffany lifted her arms up to welcome him down between them.


  “Fuck me, little brother—” she whispered, spreading her legs wider apart as Tom slowly bent down over her.


  Holding himself up on his elbows, Tom leaned down and slowly twirled his tongue around Tiffany’s little belly button as he dug his toes down in the mattress and inched higher. Kissing his way up over her flat, taut belly, he felt the head of his achingly-hard cock brush against the soft, giving flesh of his sister’s sex as he kissed up the underside of her big, flattened breast. Then he felt her fingers on his penis, touching him, guiding him, leading him down to the Promised Land as her moist warmth closed down around him. He was inside her, he frantically thought, digging his toes in, pushing higher and probing deeper inside the clutching sheath of liquid silk. He was actually doing it! He was fucking her! He was fucking his sister! He was fucking Tiffany! He was fucking his beautiful sister, Tiffany! Unbelievable!


  “Oh, Tommmieeeee—” Tiffany whispered, lifting her legs, bending them, hooking the backs of her ankles around the backs of his thighs just below the cheeks of his ass. Then he felt the muscles in her legs tighten as she began to pull him down inside her.


  Deeper and deeper Tom pushed down into the accepting heat of his sister’s glorious pussy. It was an indescribable feeling he’d never experienced before. The emotions, the passion, the clinging warmth, it was pleasure beyond the pale. This moment was now indelibly etched deep in his memory banks. A moment never to be forgotten. A moment to cherish. A moment he would be able tore take out and fondle any time he wished. A memory that would be with him forever and ever…


  Pushing in deeper, kissing higher up the slope of his sister’s breast onto her neck, Tom reveled in the majesty of the moment. He could feel his sister’s hot, little cunt squeezing down around his thrusting cock as he pushed into her. He had never felt a tighter, hotter, wetter cunt in his whole life. Then as his lips kissed up over her chin onto her soft, parted lips he felt her tongue find his and twist around it just when their groins ground together. Now he was fully immersed inside his sister’s sex. They were joined as one and the same. The same blood flowed through each of their veins and they were about to experience another co-mingling of bodily fluids as Tom could feel the reservoir of semen down inside his ball begin to boil and bubble.


  Arching his back, pulling back, easing his hard, stiff cock back down the silken sheath of his sister’s pussy, he grunted and drove back inside the clutching tightness. He was fucking her. He was fucking his sister.


  Resting his weight on his elbows, he curled his hands around her breasts as they softly undulated up and down on her chest in rhythm with the pace of their fucking. They were soft and squeezable as he lovingly fondled them while his hips began to move faster, with more determination. He could feel his sister’s hands on his waist, his buttocks, scratching, clawing up and down his back as she urged him on. Her legs were still splayed out to the side, her ankles locked around the backs of his thighs, the soles of her feet brushing together as she pulled him into her every time he lunged forward and buried himself back inside her clinging warmth.


  Looking down, Tom could see that Tiffany had her eyes clenched shut tightly as a deep frown was etched into her forehead. She was so beautiful. It made Tom want to cry, to sing, to climb to the top of the highest mountain and shout out his love for her. But he would never be able to do that. For this was INCEST! He would never be able to profess his love for this beautiful woman. But that couldn’t stop what he felt for her. He would never be able to love a woman more deeply than he loved his sister at this moment.


  Suddenly a rage came over him as he drove into her harder and deeper. The bed was lurching back and forth wildly making all kinds of strange creaking noises as the headboard banged against the wall. Straining to fuck her faster, he suddenly realized that the throbbing pulses of light flashing in through the window were keeping rhythm with the frenzied tempo of their fucking. And it was brighter. It was as if it was feeding off their passion. There were only two things that mattered to him now. First was his sister’s gratification…and secondly, his own. First and foremost in his crazed mind was the need to bring his sister fulfillment.


  He could sense her nearness to that fulfillment. Her frantic breathing, her hands working faster and faster, he could even feel the muscles encircling the opening of her vagina tightening down around his pistoning penis. He wanted to hold his own completion back, but it was becoming more and more difficult. The burn had already begun and he knew it would only be mere moments before his own gratification came spilling forth.


  “Come—Tiff—come—Honey—can’t stop—” Tom blathered out, his hips a pink blur as he fucked his sister with uncontrolled rage.


  Suddenly, Tom felt his loins erupt. He couldn’t stop it as his cock bucked and a great gush of man-seed came spewing forth from it. Thinking he’d failed, he was overjoyed to feel his sister’s cunt clamp down around the spewing penis buried down inside her belly. She was coming. She was coming, too, Tom reveled as he felt her pussy begin to spasm and convulse around him. Her ankles were biting into the backs of his thighs as she pulled him deeper and deeper into the sucking chaos between her legs. She was literately milking the jism right out of him as his cock continued to buck and twitch, spewing out great, gooey gobs of man-cream into her.


  Tom had never finished so hard, giving up so much as the creamy exudate drooled out of his sister’s overflowing cunt covering both of their groins in its sticky heat.


  “Oh, God, Babyyyyy—” Tiffany groaned, her eyes flying open as she looked up at her brother in a lust-induced trance.


  It seemed to go on and on forever, but at last the spasms of pleasure arcing through their bodies and brains began to weaken and die. It had been stupendous! Magnificent! Exquisite! Tom had never felt anything like it. Giving his sister a soft, loving kiss on the lips, he groggily turned and looked out the window. The glow was still there, but now it was a dull, steady radiance instead of the pulsing, flashing glare of earlier.


  It was crazy. It was like the Dome had been an accomplice in the deceitful, immoral act they had just committed. But whatever had caused it, it was done now. There could be no taking it back. They had committed INCEST. But it was so different than Tom had thought it would be. Incest. The word even sounded depraved. But what he and his sister had just experienced was anything but that. What he had felt was soft and loving, not sick and twisted. He loved his sister. And what he had done to her was a way of showing that love to her.


  He could feel himself dying down inside her as his penis softened and slowly shrunk back down the cum-slathered channel of his sister’s vagina. Why was it wrong? They hadn’t hurt anyone. No one else even knew about it, so how could it be wrong?


  Looking down into his sister’s warm, brown eyes, Tom felt himself melting, his love pouring out into her.


  “I Love You, Tiff…” he murmured, leaning down and brushing his lips across hers.


  “I Love You, Tom…” she whispered back as Tom felt the backs of her ankles sliding down the sweat-soaked backs of his thighs to rest atop his calves. Then his soft, limp cock suddenly went slithering out of her to drop onto the bed between her legs.


  “It was so good…” Tiffany softly said, lifting her legs, stretching them out on the bed beside his as he tiredly rolled off her.


  Lying side by side, letting their breathing slowly return to normal, they didn’t speak for the longest time as they gathered their thoughts. It was over. They had done it. Neither of them could believe that they had stepped over the line and had become incestuous lovers. INCEST! Yes, they had done it. Incest. But it wasn’t like they thought it would be. It wasn’t twisted and sick like they thought. They had shared something sweet and caring. They had shared a part of themselves with each other. They had shared a love they never knew existed. And now they had to have more…


  


  ~~~


  The next morning as the sun rose over Miller’s Chest, the Dome was gone! As quickly as it had come, it was gone…


  


  ~~~


  Gloria rolled over and looked out the window. It’s gone, her brain screamed. The Dome was gone! Where had it gone? But wait. With the Dome gone, they would be back. Henry would be back! He couldn’t catch them like this—


  Reaching over to Bobby, she roughly shook him by the shoulder.


  “Wake up, Bobby, wake up—” she frantically hollered.


  “What? What the fuck?” Bobby sputtered, jerking up to a sitting position and looking around the room to see what the ruckus was all about.


  “The Dome! The Dome is gone,” she exclaimed, pointing out the window at where the Dome had stood. “It’s gone—”


  “Cool,” Bobby grinned, reaching for one of her dangling, bobbling breasts.


  “No, no, don’t you get it,” she warned, slapping his hand away from her breast. “The Dome is gone. Your dad will be back. If he’s not already down stairs. I’ve got to go—go to my room. Go. As fast as I can,” she sputtered, rolling out of bed, looking around the room to see what could give their secret away as she flung herself toward the door.


  Then, just as she reached the door, they heard the garage door clanging up its track. A wave of relief washed over her as she turned, blew Bobby a kiss and went rushing back down the hallway to her room and her bed…


  


  ~~~


  Bob woke with a start. Something was wrong. Then he felt his daughter’s soft, warm body pressed up against him and he knew. He had fucked his daughter! And she was lying in his bed next to him. But he sensed something else was different, too as he leaned down and gave Jessica a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek before rolling out of bed to see what it was.


  “Daddy—” Jessica complained, stretching out her arms and yawning, “where are you going?”


  “Just going to look at the Dome,” he muttered, pushing the curtain aside and looking out the window.


  It was gone. The Dome was gone!


  Where had it gone, he curiously wondered? Then, out of the corner of his eye, he caught movement and turn to look. It was Lou Ann’s car. Lou Ann? How could she be coming back? Then like a splash of ice water in the face; it came to him. The Dome was gone. There was nothing to stop her from coming back. And she had almost caught them.


  “Jessica—you mother’s home—” Bob yelled, turning and rushing back over to the bed.


  “But the Dome?” Jessica sleepily asked.


  “It’s gone—” Bob exclaimed, grabbing up his daughter’s panties and baby doll pajamas and shoving them into her hands. “You’ve got to go. Go to your room. Hurry,” he told her, pulling on her shoulder, pulling her out of the bed and pushing her toward the door. “Hurry—”


  “Okay-okay-just give me a second—” Jessica fussed, stumbling toward the door.


  “You don’t have a second. Hurry. Go—” Bob railed, looking around the room to see if there was anything else that might give them away.


  There wasn’t anything that he could see as he shuffled back over to his bed just as Jessica stumbled out into the hallway…


  


  ~~~


  Tom woke to the fragrance of Chanel No. 5 filling his nostrils. Chanel No. 5? In his room? Where was it coming from? His mother? Had his mother snuck into his room? Opening his eyes, he found himself staring up at a pink ceiling. Pink? Why was his ceiling pink? Then he remembered. The Dome. His sister. Fucking his sister in her room. That was why the ceiling was pink. He was in her bedroom.


  “Morning sleepyhead,” he heard her murmur as he turned to look at her.


  “Uh, morning…” Tom grinned, seeing that his sister was still naked and lying in the bed next to him.


  “Want to fuck?” she softly laughed, reaching down and brushing her fingers down his half-hard penis.


  “What do you think?” Tom smirked, reaching over and pinching one of her hard, swollen nipples.


  As they leaned together to kiss, they heard the garage door suddenly go rattling up its track.


  “What the fuck?” Tom sputtered, rolling away from Tiffany and jumping out of bed. Dashing over to the window, he looked out and saw that the Dome was gone.


  “The Dome is gone—” he muttered.


  “Mom and dad are home,” Tiffany exclaimed, “You’d better go to your room—” she urgently whispered, slinging the bed sheet off and running toward the door. As Tom came stumbling around the end of her bed, she jerked the door open and looked down the hall.


  “Hurry-they aren’t here yet, hurry—” she frantically whispered as Tom went rushing by her and out into the hallway. Seconds later, she heard his door softly close as she stepped back into her room and eased her door shut. Breathing hard, she leaned back against the door to catch her breath as she heard her parents clomping down the hallway toward her room…


  


  ~~~


  Yes, the Dome was gone! Just as quickly as it had appeared, it had disappeared. Life would go back to some semblance of normalcy for most of the residents of Miller’s Chest, but for some, their lives had been changed forever.


  For Gloria and Bobby, they had stumbled onto a secret passion so shocking and outrageous, no one else could ever know. Bob and Jessica had ventured into a place no father and daughter had the right to enter. Tom and Tiffany now shared a secret that could never be divulged to another human being. And all this had occurred under the cloak of secrecy brought about by the Dome. Husbands, wives, parents could never know the scandal being held secret from them by their wives, sons, husbands, daughters and even their own children. Only the Dome knows…


  


  The End
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