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The Birds 

Tristan Sparrow’s 

 

 

“Mom! Mom!” 

My mother came rushing into my room. 

“What is it, Chris? Are you OK, honey?” 

No. I was not OK in any shape or fashion. I was wringing-wet with sweat and 

suffering through a terrible fever, and the medication I was on had just given me 

one Hell of a nightmare. My head still jerked and rolled across my damp pillow. 

This had been my routine—my life—for the past six years. I guess I was used to it. 

But the angel in white that now stood over me suddenly made everything 

better. Well, not everything. I was still sick as Hell. But I always felt better for the 

presence of my mother, Danielle, or that of my big sister, Cassidy, who was less 

than a year older than I. 

“Poor baby!” 

My mother’s voice. Her words fell soothingly upon my ears, as they had for 

the past 18 years. She moved a cool cloth over my forehead, and then she wrapped 

her soft arms around me. 

“Another nightmare?” 

“Yes, Mom,” I replied, holding her tightly and revelling in her returned 

embrace, much as a child would. 

A cluster of illnesses had plagued me since I was 12. They had stunted my 
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growth, leaving me, at just five-three, only an inch or two taller than my mother 

and my sister. I was so puny and sickly that Mom had seen fit to remove me, six 

years ago, from the same private school that Cassidy had attended. I had benefitted 

from the home-schooling efforts of a wonderful governess and a talented tutress. 

My mind was quite keen anyway, and their tutelage had only served to sharpen me, 

honing my brains into something quite formidable. 

I was no athlete, of course. But my mind was my muscle, and I exercised it as 

much as possible. I’d passed my high school equivalency tests with flying colours, 

and now, my health having rallied a little, I was preparing to attend the same 

university as my sister. I hoped one day for a quiet career in academia. 

Several of the late Brigadier Richard Holmes’s military histories, strewn 

about my bedside table, were testament to this bent. They kept company with a 

couple of biographies of Churchill and my Shakespeare anthology, all heavily dog-

eared. The contents of my floor-to-ceiling bookshelves across the room were 

similarly Anglocentric, and they had in fact so shaped me that I was more 

interested in the people and events of the other side of the Pond that whatever was 

actually going on in the States. I’d even taken to spelling things the British way, 

some years ago, following several extended visits that combined treatment by 

London specialists with excursions into the English countryside with my mom and 

sister. It all served to only deepen my love for the Angel Isle. 

Perhaps I was like Mom’s younger sister, Meleah, in that respect. She had 

moved to the UK long years ago, and her two twin daughters, Rose and Lily, had 

grown up speaking the sexiest form of the Queen’s English. And whenever they 

visited, I always loved hearing my first cousins talk. They were the same age as I, 

and we always had fun to-gether. 

Such were the thoughts idly passing through my mind at the blink of an eye as 

Mom put her arms round me again, from behind this time. 

“Let’s get you into the tub.” 

The nurse had gone home, and so Mom helped me out of bed. Cassidy was 

already in the bathroom, and she’d thoughtfully drawn a hot bubble bath for me. 

Mom removed my wet pyjamas and eased me into the huge claw-foot tub. I was 
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still groggy, and I hissed in a breath as the warm water well and truly woke me up. 

From the corner of one half-shut blue eye, I saw a look of concern in 

Cassidy’s own baby-blues. 

“Another nightmare?” she asked Mom. 

“Yes. I’ve really got to get him off these damned meds. Even worse than the 

illness, this cure—or treatment at any rate.” 

“I’m worried about him, Mom.” 

Very sweet. I loved my big sister, and she loved me. Still, I couldn’t resist 

razzing her. 

“Jesus, Cass, I’m not deaf, you know. And I am awake. At least now I am.” 

Barely, perhaps. I was in fact slipping in and out of wakefulness, and but for 

my mother’s soft hands, softly caressing me with a sudsy rag, I might have fallen 

asleep in the tub. She and my sister had spent the past six years talking about me in 

this worried fashion. Like so many caregivers, they sometimes lapsed into a third-

person style of speaking and seemingly forgot I was actually present. 

“Sorry, little brother. I—” 

She absently allowed a hand to fall into the bubble bath. 

“Cassidy,” said my mother. 

“Oh,” my sister said. “Sorry.” 

She removed her hand. And then a second later, I felt her hand using a loofa 

on my upper back. 

“Why don’t I help you, Mom? Here, Christy, how does that feel?” 

Suddenly Mom’s voice became a low growl. 

“Maria Victoria Cassidy Wren, how many times do I have to tell you? I bathe 

your brother, not you.” 

“But I’m—” 

“His sister. Yes. But I’m his mom.” 
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“Just trying to help,” Cassidy said sulkily, leaning back on a nearby footstool 

and cradling her chin. “Not like I haven’t seen him countless times.” 

“Now, now, ladies,” I said weakly, striving for a bit of humour. “No need to 

fight. There’s enough of me to go around! And after the injections, maybe there’ll 

be even more of me.” 

“We’ll just have to wait and see, mister,” my mom replied. “Very 

experimental. I don’t want you getting your hopes up.” 

She was referring to her latest plan to get me well—a series of high-potency 

injections of the Casimir Chemical Corporation’s newest scientific breakthrough 

that would rid me at last of my illnesses. This chemical cocktail would purportedly 

even accelerate my growth rate, allowing me to catch up at last to the six-foot 

height of my late father, Casimir Wren. He inherited the company from his 

grandfather and namesake, the famous chemist and entrepreneur, Waldemar 

Casimir. 

But I was sceptical of this chemical procedure. At 18, I worried that my frail 

body had done all the growing it ever would, and I would just have to be resigned 

to my fate. And after all, I had gotten used to it. It wasn’t as if I planned to ever 

date any girls, and my appearance no longer mattered to me. Hell, I didn’t even 

feel any sexual attraction whatsoever, so why should it matter? Along with my 

growth, any libido I might have had was also stunted—indeed, non-existent. And 

that suited me fine. Being asexual was marvellously convenient. It freed me from 

the distractions that women might have otherwise presented, and it meant that I 

could soon devote all my time to my studies and later my work. A career as an 

academic, buried in books, beavering away at the local university, would suit me 

fine. I didn’t consider myself pessimistic—just realistic. 

But Dr Danielle Welba Wren would have none of it. She refused to give up 

on her baby boy. From her earliest days at Casimir Chemicals, she’d been known 

for her stubborn perseverance and her blinding brilliance. It didn’t take her long to 

catch Casimir Wren’s eye, and they soon married. Not long after, Cassidy was 

born, and I followed less than a year after that. But Dad was old enough to be 

Mom’s father, and he died of cancer when my sister and I were little. 
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Mom eventually became Casimir Chemicals’ chief scientist. She might have 

become its chief executive officer as well. She was certainly qualified. But she 

preferred purely scientific pursuits and didn’t want to be bogged down by business 

concerns. She left that to Meleah, whose business acumen Dad had noticed long 

years ago, prompting him to hire her for the all-important UK division. 

Aunt Meleah eventually became the company’s high-profile CEO, and she 

turned it in a significantly different direction. Knowing of course that most 

corporations are intrinsically evil things, Meleah transformed Casimir Chemicals 

into a company committed to agricultural altruism and helping the starving poor of 

the Third World. One new way, or so it was rumoured, was a kind of laser ray that 

could temporarily shrink objects, such as containers of crop seeds, flour and other 

comestibles, allowing even more of them to be transported abroad on the 

company’s cargo ’planes. 

Fascinating, I thought as Mom gently soaped my shoulders. 

Cassidy was now nattering on and on about something, as Mom, still gently 

scrubbing away, quietly interjected the occasional “Mmm-hmm.” I wasn’t really 

listening, of course. I was conscious of their beauty but only in a rather abstract, 

detached way, rather as one notes the physical loveliness of the average female 

subject of a painting by Bouguereau or Renoir. Mom was five-foot-two, blonde 

and blue. She wore her medium-length hair in a variety of styles, and it was very 

versatile. She weighed 115 pounds. She had a dazzling smile, and her skin was 

flawless—creamy yet not too pale. And she was possessed of enormous breasts, 

perhaps, after her kind and lovely blue eyes, the feature that most stood out—quite 

literally—about her. I say all of that only to paint a kind of word picture of her, and 

I regarded such things as mere details, rather as one might say, “You know, the 

guy with the large nose.” 

Cassidy was an inch shorter than Mom and weighed about 15 pounds less. 

She rather resembled the Canadian actress, Monica Keena, only my sister was 

nowhere near as busty. She had Mom’s blonde hair and blue eyes. Yet she 

somehow lacked our mother’s somewhat gigantomastic proportions. I sometimes 

wondered whether something hadn’t somehow stunted her growth there, rather as 
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it had with my size in my case. 

We were born at opposite ends of the same year—Irish twins, they called us. 

Cassidy was older and playfully never let me forget that. She’d given me quite a 

bit of good-natured teasing during our recent celebration of my 18
th
 birthday. 

A new year now stretched out before us. And it was going to be one that none 

of us would ever forget. 

 

One day, Cassidy came bouncing into my room. Yes, she literally bounced, as 

I noticed from my vantage point upon my four-poster bed. Something was different 

about her—but what? 

“So whadadya think?” she asked playfully, beaming at me as she bounced 

upon my bed. 

“I think you should leave me alone and let me finish napping,” I wearily shot 

back. 

“You weren’t asleep, Christy. Come on. Look at me. What do you think?” 

I regarded her closely. 

Good God, I realised. Her breasts. 

I now saw that my sister’s breasts had somehow suddenly increased by 

several cup sizes. Beneath her T-shirt, she was clearly braless and carrying two 

fleshy objects that appeared larger than cantaloupes—perhaps closer to soccer 

balls, for want of a better description. 

“Ah, Cassie, you—you didn’t go under the—there’s no way that you could—

the time frame involved would not—you didn’t—” 

“Stop stammering, and look at me!” she commanded. 

And with that, she lifted her shirt, and I beheld two enormous, natural breasts: 

perfectly shaped and symmetrical, the nipples hard and perfect. 

“Cass—you’re, ah—you’re my sister. You’re not supposed to—” 
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“Oh, shut up, silly. Here, touch them.” 

She grabbed my hands and made me hold and shake her firm orbs. 

Objectively speaking, they were, I suppose, very nice. 

“Great,” I said uneasily, drawing away and pulling her shirt back down. 

“Congratulations.” 

“And no, to answer your question, I didn’t go see a plastic surgeon. These are 

real, as you can tell by the feel of them.” 

“But—biologically it makes no sense. You’re 18. Your breasts should have 

stopped growing four years ago. Sis, I’m sorry, I just don’t see—” 

“Well, it happened, OK? Look, Chris—remember that top-secret Casimir 

Chemicals project Mom’s been talking about—the one that she’s been personally 

working on, with no outside help?” 

“The injections. Yes. She wants to try that on me, because she thinks that—” 

“Well, sorry to tell you, little brother, but I beat you to it. I was Mom’s first 

guinea pig. This is some strong medicine. It didn’t make me any taller—” 

“But then, you don’t need to be. You’re beautiful as you are.” 

“Thanks, Christy. No, it didn’t increase my height, but it did make me grow—

out! Hahaha!” 

And she raised her shirt again, obviously very proud of her new and improved 

appearance. 

“Cassie, please stop doing that. You’re—” 

“Oh, come on, damn it! You’re not a monk! I know you have some feelings 

for me in there somewhere. We’re almost like twins, you know? I can sense that 

you feel—” 

And she moved her hand beneath the sheets. To my astonishment, she 

grabbed my sex, which was small and flaccid. 

“—That you feel…nothing? Huh?” 

I shifted away from her, suddenly even more uncomfortable. 



 

8 

The Birds 

“How about ‘nauseous’? Jesus, Cassie, again—you’re my big sister. I’m—

I’m not attracted to you! Nor to any women!” 

“You’re not—” 

“No, of course not! I’m asexual, and I always have been. You know that. 

You’re just—you’re just being gross!” 

“Aw, come on, Christy!” 

Her grip was surprisingly powerful. She grabbed me and thrust me against her 

chest, nearly suffocating me. 

“See how erect my nipples are? You know what that means!” 

“No,” I replied honestly, “I truly don’t.” 

She shoved me away suddenly, a frown now darkening her face as she pulled 

her shirt back down. 

“I’ve helped you all these years—helped Mom take care of you. I thought for 

once, you could do something for me.” 

“But I don’t know what—” 

“They’re not injections, Chris. Mom was wrong about that. It’s a powerful 

chemical help, all right. But it comes in the form of…Well, I think I’ll just let you 

find out for yourself. But one of the side effects is—is that it—it makes you 

extremely horny.” 

“What?” 

“Aroused, dummy—sexually aroused.” 

“Ah. So that’s why you—OK. I’ll take your word for it.” 

She sighed. 

“Come here, little brother.” 

I didn’t move. 

“It’s OK. I won’t bite you.” 

She moved toward me, and with the head of the bed behind me, I had 
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nowhere to go. She put her arms around me and hugged me in the same way that 

hitherto she always had. 

“I’m sorry, all right? I’m not myself. I should’ve known better.” 

“That’s OK. You’re forgiven.” 

“Sometimes it’s just hard for me to—to accept that you’re…you’re the way 

you are.” 

She sighed again. I held her tighter. 

“Oh, Cassie, Cassie. I’m not rejecting you. We’ve always been best friends, 

right?” 

She nodded as a tear slid down her cheek. 

“Some day soon, you’ll find a handsome guy who’ll treat you the way you 

deserve,” I told her, “someone who will respect you and love you with all his heart. 

And will be glad to wait for you until your wedding night, as he damned well 

should.” 

“Yeah,” she replied, forcing a chuckle. “You’re right. And that’s so sweet of 

you to say.” 

I pushed aside my laptop computer on the nightstand and found a Kleenex 

from the decorative box behind it. I gently dried my big sister’s eyes. 

“Thanks” she said softly, and then she suddenly brightened. “Here, lemme 

show you something.” 

She grabbed my laptop and fired it up. Her fingers raced across the keyboard. 

“Here,” she said. “Do I look like her?” 

She showed me a picture of someone called Autumn Jade. 

“My God,” I observed, “she’s naked.” 

“Yeah, yeah, but do I look like her? Hmmm? C’mon, Christy!” 

I looked at the photograph, apparently taken 14 years ago. It showed an 

incredibly busty, petite blonde, with blue eyes, a nice smile and a paradoxical look 

of utter innocence. She looked ravishing. 
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“Yes,” I had to admit, “you look just like her.” 

“I think so, too,” my sister said. “Can’t believe that you’ve never looked at 

this sort of stuff. You know, porn.” 

“I have no interest in it, sis. Why would I? I can’t believe that you look at it!” 

“Yeah, well, lots of women do. More than men realise. It’s fun. You should 

try it.” 

She wound a finger round a lock of my shortish, brown hair. 

“Caaa-aass…” 

“You know, I weigh a bit more than Mom now. Got her by five pounds.” 

“Yeah, well, you would, what with your new friends there.” 

She giggled. 

“Speaking of Mom,” she said, “check out this one.” 

Her fingers tapped some keys, and she showed me a photograph of another 

beautiful woman, someone named Danni Ashe. 

“Good Lord,” I whispered. “The spitting image! Exactly like Mom! Same 

everything—same features, same smile, even the same age!” 

“And get a load of this one.” 

“Milena Velba,” I read. “My God, she looks just like Aunt Meleah! 

Uncanny!” 

“Thought you’d be surprised, little brother.” 

She tapped a few more keys. 

“Hey, remember this?” 

She showed me some material about modern comic books. 

“God, I haven’t seen this stuff in years.” 

“Not much has changed, I’m afraid,” Cassidy replied. 

“Still the same old, Japanese-inspired ryona nonsense, huh? Ordinary women 
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and superheroines who somehow survive having the crap kicked out of them at the 

hands of this or that impossible villain, only to be tied up and tortured as their 

clothing falls off.” 

“Pretty much.” 

“Never understood that,” I observed. “A sick mentality at work, clearly. 

Sadism, Masochism and just plain warped cruelty and misogyny.” 

“I always thought so.” 

“Look at those awful ‘Batman’ movies that Nolan guy directed,” I continued. 

“My God, I wouldn’t trust him to direct traffic! There was some definite gleeful 

cruelty going on there—a real Schadenfreude at seeing the hero take the fall. And 

‘Batman’s’ so-called secret identity is no longer secret at all but known to 

everyone and his God-damned brother? How stupid is that?” 

“Yeah, I always thought that was beyond lame—positively crippled.” 

“Speaking of which,” I replied, “that fatuous character played by that bald 

English guy—why the Hell didn’t ‘Batman’ just shoot him?” 

“Because then the movie would’ve been over in mere minutes.” 

“Well, that would’ve saved us all a lot of trouble, wouldn’t it? My God, an 

action-adventure pic about a superhero should be a fast and fun 90-minute ride, not 

some so-called ‘dark’ cinematic turd that drags on for twice that time, numbing 

audiences and leaving them asking, ‘Is it over yet?’” 

“I think there’s some rule, written or unwritten, that the comic book 

purveyors have in place about—somehow, ironically—minimising violence,” my 

sister said. “No guns. Or at least that’s how it used to be. Thus all of those endless 

sequences of completely unrealistic fisticuffs, when in reality, shots would be 

fired, and somebody would be dead in mere seconds. And then after said 

unrealistic fighting, the baddies are placed in a so-called asylum. Preposterous. In 

reality, the ‘Batmans’ of the world would’ve just shot them dead a long time ago 

and been done with it, or they would have been incarcerated and summarily 

executed. The unending cycle of the bad guys somehow ‘breaking out’ and 

needing to be caught and put back in again is one damned tired trope.” 



 

12 

The Birds 

I nodded, adding: 

“Then you have these superheroines who aren’t really all that ‘super.’ They 

seem to exist only to get caught and placed in jams straight out of The Perils of 

Pauline, needing to be rescued by ‘Batman’ or ‘Superman.’ Why can’t we see 

these women being strong, kicking bad-guy butt?” 

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, little brother?” 

I smiled reflectively. 

“Yes. Yes, I would.” 

“What about ‘Supergirl’?” 

“Don’t get me started. The seeming ubiquity of kryptonite renders her 

helpless at the hands of cheap thugs on a regular basis. Patently absurd. Then she 

gets struck, and blood spurts out of her mouth. And after that, her costume is 

ripped to shreds. Ridiculous! These idiots don’t follow their own rules or their 

characters’ histories. As a Kryptonian, like ‘Superman,’ ‘Supergirl’ can’t bleed. 

And the fabric of their costumes also originates on Krypton, and it can’t be torn, 

cut or burnt. Good God, geeks—pay attention!” 

“Indeed,” Cassidy agreed, “it’s a basic law of literature: whenever you’re 

presenting the fantastical, something completely impossible, it behoves you to 

make your characters nevertheless react in as plausible and believable a manner as 

possible within that world and under those circumstances.” 

“Damned straight.” 

“Still, the whole genre was ruined a long time ago,” my sister observed. 

“Richard Donner did it best with his Superman, 35 years ago. That film stands on 

its own, and you don’t need to know forty-eleven different versions of impossible 

parallel-universe back-stories created by a committee of geeks. You can’t beat 

Christopher Reeve, and Gene Hackman’s comedic work just made that movie. Any 

other attempts are utterly superfluous.” 

“I liked Christopher Reeve.” 

“Me, too. I think all the best-looking guys are named ‘Christopher’!” 
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She kissed my forehead. 

“OK, cut it out, sis.” 

“Talking of superheroes and superheroines, get a load of this.” 

Her fingers flew across the keyboard, and she showed me a recent newspaper 

story: 

CITY STUNNED BY WINGED WONDERS 

Bird woman and bird girl thwart criminals 

My brows raised. 

“Cass, this is some kind of joke. Right? Where did you—” 

“Chris, it was in the paper! Look, the older woman is called the ‘Thrush,’ and 

the girl is called the ‘Chickadee.’” 

I saw a large colour photograph: two caped women in spandex costumes were 

flying through the air. 

“They should call this younger one ‘Titmouse,’ not ‘Chickadee.’ Hard to miss 

those.” 

Cassidy whacked my arm. 

“Hey!” I exclaimed, rubbing my elbow. “I’m just saying—” 

“Aren’t you amazed?” 

“Well, amazed at the photographic work. They’re not really flying through 

the air, are they?” 

“That’s what the picture shows and several-hundred eyewitnesses have 

reported.” 

I looked more closely at the photograph. Both women wore tufted, avian-

themed masks that covered their eyes and the tops of their heads but left their 

mouths and cheeks exposed. 

“Something familiar about them,” I said softly, peering more closely. “Ah. I 
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dunno. Maybe I’m seeing things.” 

“Maybe you are, baby brother.” 

I pinched my eyes and handed her the laptop. 

“Starting to feel that I can’t see much of anything,” I said, suddenly weary. 

“Take that thing out of here. My drugs are kicking in. Sorry, sis. Gotta sleep.” 

She kissed my forehead again as she grabbed up the laptop. 

“OK. Good night, Christy. Feel better.” 

 

Some hours later, I awoke to my mother’s touch. Her cool hand was on my 

forehead, and she lightly brushed aside my brown forelock. She was dressed in a 

diaphanous bathrobe of white silk. 

“Poor baby,” she murmured. 

“Mom?” I whispered groggily. 

“Time to help you, Christy. And this time, I think we’ve finally hit on the 

right combination. This will solve everything.” 

I shifted, wiping the sleep from my eyes. 

“The injections?” 

“No, my boy, not injections. Not that, as it turns out. Something better.” 

To my great amazement, Mom suddenly opened her bathrobe and drew closer 

to me. Beneath the sheer fabric, she was naked, and my eyes widened in surprise 

and horror as she thrust her enormous breasts nearly into my face. 

“Uh—Mom, what are you doing?” I asked uncomfortably, a catch coming 

into my voice. “This—this isn’t right.” 

“What isn’t right, baby boy? Now come here, sweetie, and let Mommy nurse 

you, just the way she did when you were little.” 

I was sickened by her contact. She now thrust an erect nipple at me, and it 

touched my face. I recoiled, turning my face in toward the pillow. 
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“This! This isn’t right. No, Mom! Stop it! This is—this is incest!” 

“This is your cure, Chris.” 

“What?” 

She drew back and fixed me with her blue eyes. She looked at me in deadly 

earnest. 

“I had no choice, darling. I experimented on myself. And it worked. You have 

no idea how much it worked and just what the success of this all means. This will 

change your life, my son. It will change all of our lives.” 

I looked at her quizzically. 

“Go on.” 

“There will be no injections, Chris. I am the conduit of the medicine that will 

heal you—that will transform you.” 

“Mom, I—” 

“One of the side effects, as I discovered, is hyperprolactinaemia—or the 

presence of abnormally high amounts of prolactin in the blood,” she explained. “In 

layman’s terms, it can cause the production and flow of breast milk. I have found a 

way to control it, and I can now lactate whenever I want to, as much as I want to.” 

Slowly it began to dawn on me just what she was driving at. And the words 

that followed confirmed my suspicions. 

“You must nurse from me, Christy—just as your sister did so recently.” 

“So that’s how she—” 

“Yes. You know, I think Cassie’s breasts are now actually larger than mine. 

But most importantly, she now has powers of which you little dream—powers that 

you can have as well, my baby! Drink from me—and be reborn!” 

“But Mom—mmmphh!” 

She would not take “no” for an answer. She suddenly thrust her right nipple 

into my mouth and held my head in place, compelling me to nurse from her. I had 

no choice. And so for the first time since my toddler days, I found myself nursing 
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from my mother’s sweet, flowing breast. 

And with one Hell of a thunderclap epiphany, I realised something very 

important and completely unexpected. 

I was enjoying it. 

“Mmmm,” I murmured, suddenly latching on to Mom’s breast with both 

hands. 

For some time recently, due to my illness-related night sweats, I had begun to 

sleep naked. This night was no exception. What was highly exceptional was what I 

now felt beginning to stir beneath the sheets: my normally sleeping cock had 

sprung to life. 

To my amazement, I looked down and saw a tent forming out of the sheet 

draped across my crotch. Mom noticed this, too, and without parting from me, 

keeping her breast firmly fixed to my hungry mouth, she reached back and exposed 

me. 

“Well! What have we here, little man? Looks like it’s working already!” 

For the first time in my young life, my phallus was actually erect. I honestly 

thought I was incapable of this—that I was one of those rare, happy men 

untroubled by attraction to either sex. But now, with an overpowering suddenness, 

I began to realise that I was in fact very attracted to women, especially the busty, 

blonde goddess now feeding me her magical milk! 

“Mom—” I murmured, causing a great burst of her milk to suddenly splash 

across my face. 

“Shhhh,” she said soothingly. “Don’t talk, baby boy. Just drink. Let Mama 

feed you.” 

And she placed her nipple back in my mouth. At the same time, she reached 

down and found my throbbing cock. 

“Aahhhh!” I gasped, and more milk splashed across my cheek. 

“Poor baby,” Mom said, adjusting herself. “Here, let Mommy help you.” 
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She shifted and moved closer to my aching sex. Suddenly she aimed both her 

squirting breasts at my cock. 

“Ooooh, Mom!” 

In seconds, my cock was drenched in my own mother’s milk. Mom then 

grabbed my cock and began stroking it, her grip soft yet firm. 

“Mom!” 

“That’s right, baby boy. You just enjoy yourself. Let Mommy nurse you and 

stroke you at the same time.” 

Her nipple returned to my hungry mouth, and she moved her hand up and 

down my phallus, faster and faster. 

“Uh, Mom, I—I think I’d better get up. You’re making me feel—you’re 

making me feel like I need to—” 

“Don’t worry, Christy. You don’t need to use the bathroom. Oh, something’s 

gonna come out of you, all right. But not what you think!” 

“But Mom—” 

“Trust me, baby. Oh—I should tell you. Another effect of the milk I’m giving 

you: not only will it cure you of all sickness and make you impervious to any 

future disease; not only will it restore your health completely and make you tall 

and muscular; but it will also make you—ah, shall we say—horny.” 

“What?” 

“You will spend much of your day, indeed exponentially more of your day 

than even a normal teenaged boy, in a state of rampant arousal and excitement. Put 

bluntly, Christy, you will need to fuck and fuck a lot. And when you do, you will 

come—ejaculate, explode—a lot. More than ordinary mortal men do.” 

“I don’t—” 

“Oh, I think you’ll get used to it. Especially when you see what we have in 

mind for you!” 

“Mmmmm… Mommm…” 
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“There’s more, my love. You will be able to fly, Chris! You’re strength and 

stamina will be far beyond that of mere mortals. My son, you will be—a 

superhero!” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. But I also couldn’t believe Mom’s hand as it flew, 

up and down, up and down, over my cock. It was as if she could sense something 

building within me. 

“That’s it, baby! Come for Mommy! Come on, now! Come for me, Christy, 

come for me!” 

Her blue eyes hypnotised me. I looked my own mother in the face and kissed 

her passionately, moaning into her hot mouth. Her ballooning breasts crushed into 

me, and my chest was wet with her milk. My lips left hers as I screamed out my 

cherished name for her. 

“Ah! Mom! Mommy! Mommeeeeee! Aaahhhhhhhhh!” 

And all at once a load of hot, white, viscous cream shot out from the end of 

my phallus. Mom’s eyes were wide, and she cried out in joy, mingling with my 

own cries of ecstasy. She watched as the first rope shot upward, nearly hitting the 

ceiling before it fell back toward earth and splashed all over her magnificent tits. 

Then a second rope came, then a third and a fourth—all of them arcing high into 

the air before landing on Mom’s heaving chest and her lovely face. Several smaller 

shots followed, until I finished, and I at last beheld my own beautiful mother 

drenched in a combination of my come and her milk. She smiled at me and kissed 

me passionately. 

“I love you, Christy.” 

“And I love you, too, Mommy.” 

A strange yellow light began to glow all round the bed and over us. I heard a 

humming noise, seemingly coming from the bed itself. 

“Chris! Look!” 

I looked down toward my feet. I could touch the end of the bed! 

“Honey, your arms! Your legs! Look!” 
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I regarded my arms and legs. Where moments before had been thin, wasted 

limbs there was now rippling musculature, sinewy flesh and astounding size. In 

disbelief, I looked at my skin. It was now several shades darker, as if I’d spent a 

winter in the Caribbean. 

“Oh, Mom!” I exclaimed, my voice suddenly a half-octave deeper. “This is 

wonderful! I can’t believe this!” 

The light was gone now. It disappeared as suddenly as it had come. 

Mom and I kissed again. In seconds, she slid me out of bed, and she produced 

both wet and dry towels to clean us up. She then had me stand atop a set of scales 

she had strategically placed by the nightstand. 

“Two hundred sexy pounds!” she announced, directing me toward the wall as 

she brought out a tape measure. “Here, help me hold this.” 

The tape measure didn’t lie. Standing flat against the wall, I realised that I 

was now an even six feet in height. 

Amazing, I thought. Not possible. 

And yet, there I was, now towering over my mother. 

“Congratulations, my boy! This is how you were meant to be!” 

“Oh, Mom! My God, it’s—it’s as if I wished it, and it came true! This is—

you are… Oh, God, Mommy, I love you!” 

And I flung my arms round her, now having to bend down considerably to 

kiss her yearning mouth. My hands roamed all over her bountiful body, and I slid 

the robe easily off her shoulders. It fell to the floor with a swish. Mom closed her 

eyes and moaned as I trailed fire over her throat, the back of her neck and her 

shoulders before lavishing my attention upon her breasts. Her nipples were hard as 

diamonds. I sucked one while she sucked the other—truly a delightful sight and 

one that made me even more rampant. 

Indeed, as I now noticed, even after that first thundering orgasm, I was still 

erect, and my cock now throbbed against the entrance to Mom’s womb. Her neatly 

trimmed pubic hair tickled my glans as it knocked against her silken door. She was 
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wet, and I was dripping what I now suddenly knew was pre-come. 

“Mom!” I exclaimed, my arms still caressing her. “I—I understand now. It’s 

as if all of a sudden, my head is—” 

“Filled with all sorts of knowledge,” she interrupted, “and certainly a 

knowledge of all things sexual. Yes, yet another side effect—a real bonus for you. 

Glad you like it. You’re even smarter than you were before, as your sister and I are 

as well. We were geniuses before. But now, we are all super-geniuses.” 

I couldn’t resist. What was that earlier statement she’d made? 

“Mom, you said that I—that we—” 

“Yes, Chris,” she said, gently nibbling my earlobe, “your sister and I are 

superheroines. In fact, you’ve already seen us. In the newspaper. I am the Thrush, 

and your sister is the Chickadee. We fight crime and work to save the world from 

itself.” 

“Oh, wow! I knew it! I thought there was something familiar about the 

women in that photograph.” 

“And you are to join us, my boy. You will become the Blue Jay. I’ve already 

taken the liberty of making your costume for you!” 

“Mom!” 

“And you are a man, so you will be even stronger than we are. We can fly, 

darling. We can stop a train or pick up a city bus with one arm. We are impervious 

to bullets, disease, extreme heat or cold; we can breathe under water and even fly 

into space. Earth’s gravity is as nothing to us. And as I’ve said, our mental powers 

are also preternatural, and there is no subject under the sun now beyond our ken.” 

My head was spinning. This was all too much. 

“Mom, you’re incredible! This—this is incredible!” 

“And you are about to embark on a series of incredible adventures, my son,” 

she said, and she suddenly leapt upward (or did she fly?), enfolding her legs round 

my waist and her arms across my back. “There is so much to tell you, so much for 

you to learn. But that can wait. For now, we fuck!” 
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And she kissed me again, her mouth grinding into mine. With her 

supernatural strength, she pushed me back upon the bed. She now sat on top of me, 

and we grinned at each other. I gazed into my mother’s eyes once more, my own 

brimming with newfound love—a different love—and my heart (and other parts of 

me) swelling with feelings I’d never known. 

“I love you, Mommy!” I breathlessly declared. 

“And I love you, my own baby boy,” she replied, her hands upon both my 

hard phallus and her wet labia, as she slowly guided me inside her. “You know, it’s 

only appropriate that I be your first. After all, I created you. You came—out of—

right—here!” 

“Ah! Mom! Mommeeee!” 

And at once I was inside of her, buried to the hilt in the womb whence I came. 

I somehow had the sense that Mom was making up for lost time. She writhed 

atop me, grinding her vagina round my cock, over and over and over. Her whole 

body gyrated, and her magnificent tits bounced away most fetchingly. 

And it was as if she read my mind. 

“Yes, Christy! Squeeze my tits! Pull my nipples!” 

She leaned closer into me, her erect nipples grazing my lips. I moved slightly 

toward them and took them in my hungry mouth, alternating between one nipple 

and then the other, a torrent of milk spilling across my face. 

“Oh, Mom! I love this! And I love you! It’s wonderful! You’re wonderful!” 

“So are you, baby. You’re a natural! Keep sucking Mommy’s tits, baby! 

That’s it! Oh, Mommy loves her baby boy so much!” 

I sensed that I wouldn’t last long with Mom relentlessly rocking atop my 

cock. The urge rose and rose within me to shoot my seed up inside of her. And 

again, she sensed this as well. 

“Yes, baby!” she said, her voice rising. “I can feel it rising. Come for me, 

darling. Come inside your mommy’s pussy! Do it for me, baby boy! I want all of 

it!” 
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“Oh, Mom!” 

“Oh, God, baby! Been so long. Too long. Not since your father—ah, yes! 

Mama needs it! Your cock is made for Mama’s pussy! Oh, Christy, oh, baby! 

You’re better than your daddy ever was!” 

I could only grunt in sweaty ecstasy as I felt my climax approaching. 

“Jesus Christ! I’m being fucked by own beautiful son! How many women can 

say that?” 

“Mom—” 

“That’s it, Christy! Come for me! Come for Mommy! Come for Mommy!” 

“Ah, Mom! Mommeeeeee! Aah-aaa-aaaaahhhh!” 

And at once, the floodgates opened. With a great paroxysm of intense lust and 

physical pleasure, a dozen delicious sensations wracking my scrotum, I exploded 

deep inside my mother’s pussy, the womb whence my sister and I had come only a 

few years before. Thanks to the very satisfactory results of Mom’s chemical 

research, I ejaculated a copious amount of spend into her—one, two, three, four, 

five mighty blasts—and in a quantity far greater than any mortal man was capable 

of, as I later learned. It was in fact so immense that it oozed out of Mom’s pussy 

and flooded my lower abdomen. 

“Ah!” I cried, temporarily exhausted. “Oh, Mom! Mommy! I love you!” 

She smiled at me—a sweet, angelic smile—positively beatific. 

“And I love you, little boy! Mommy’s own baby! My Christy! I adore you.” 

She leaned down upon me, kissing me most ardently, her arms enfolding me 

in a feast of motherly love as my own hands roamed about and caressed her back 

and buttocks. She laughed softly. 

Soon we were at it again. Doggie style. Me holding her, her hanging on to me 

as I screwed her against the wall. Mom on top again. Me on top again. Me between 

Mom’s tits again, covering her—positively plastering her breasts and her face in a 

creamy coating, a kind of gooey cake glaze, so thick was my ejaculate. My cock 

remained hard, and Mom never let me take a break (not that I needed one) until at 
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long last, after hours of fucking, it finally returned to a comfortably flaccid state. 

We showered and soon fell asleep in each other’s arms, both of us smiling—with 

absolutely no regrets. 

 

The following days passed in a blur of intense activity. 

One evening, Mom and Cassidy showed me what was now a secret room 

within Wren Manor. They jokingly referred to it as “the Birds’ Nest.” During the 

Gilded Age, it had been a private theatre, where strolling thespians, such as the 

great Maurice Barrymore himself, had staged productions, often with help from 

members of the Wren family. 

But now it had been converted into a kind of crime-fighting headquarters. 

There was a wall-sized map of the world with a myriad blinking lights. Row upon 

row of computers and related electronica blipped and blooped. A bulletin board 

was covered in mugshots that formed a veritable who’s-who of international 

criminal masterminds, from Osama Bin-Haydn to Dick Ballenchain. 

My mom and my sister were both clad in form-fitting spandex costumes. 

Long capes hung from their shoulders. Their faces were half-hidden behind avian-

themed cowl masks. 

“Come,” my mother said to me. 

“OK,” I said, pulling her spandex down and whipping out her tits. 

“No, no, not that kind of come!” she said, slapping me lightly. “Silly boy! I 

mean, follow me.” 

She led me into a large walk-in closet off to the side of the Birds’ Nest. There, 

hanging upon a rack, I beheld a blue spandex suit, a cape and yet another mask 

shaped like a bird’s head. 

“This is yours, my son,” Mom said. 

“Oh, wow!” I said, sucking in my breath. “So I will be—the Blue Jay!” 

“Yes,” Mom replied. “And as all young blue jays must do, it’s time for you to 
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leave the nest and fly. Come on!” 

She helped me into the costume and presently led me to an adjoining balcony, 

Cassidy following at some distance. Suddenly Mom leapt over the side and 

disappeared into the blackness. 

“Mom!” 

I screamed as I leaned over the balustrade, convinced for a chilling instance 

that all of this had been some ghastly mistake, and my mother had just plummeted 

to her death. 

“Oh! Thank God!” 

I sucked in air with great relief as I saw her soaring up to me out of the 

darkness. The lights of the city twinkled in the far distance as she landed gracefully 

on the edge of the balustrade. 

“See, Chris? Nothing to it. Here, Cassie. Show your brother what you can 

do.” 

My sister grinned and leapt off the balcony as easily as Mom had moments 

earlier. Cassidy executed a series of somersaults in mid-air, followed by some 

loop-the-loop manoeuvres. She then soared high into the air; came to a complete 

stop; and dive-bombed the balcony, dropping fast like a falcon. 

“See?” Mom said again. “Now, Chris. You try it.” 

“I don’t know, Mom,” I said, hesitance and reluctance choking my voice. 

“I’m, uh—Maybe I’m not cut out for this superhero business.” 

She frowned at me. 

“Christy,” she said quietly, “baby boy, you’ve gained nine inches of height 

and 100 pounds of muscle. You have astonishing strength and other superpowers, 

such as that of flight. Now! Jump off this balcony! Don’t worry. Your sister and I 

won’t let anything happen to you.” 

And so, after some moments of dithering, I did just that. To my everlasting 

shock, I floated back up in the cool night air! I could fly! I cried out for joy, and 

soon Mom and I were flying to-gether, hand in hand, as Cassidy looked on, flying 
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close by and rolling her eyes. 

“Kiss me, baby,” Mom commanded. 

“Sure, Mom,” I replied, and my arms enfolded her body as we hurtled 

through the air. 

My cock was erect in seconds, grinding against the spandex of Mom’s 

costume as her blonde hair whipped about my face. 

“Ahem,” said Cassidy, suddenly beside us. “We have a mission to-night, 

remember?” 

“Ah, yes,” said Mom, her lips parting from mine at last. “Christy, as crime-

fighters, we must remain ever-vigilant against the forces of evil. To-night, we must 

take on a highly skilled jewel and art thief: the Thrasher.” 

“The Thrasher?” 

“Yes,” Mom replied. “Like us, she, too uses an avian-themed costume, and 

she has superpowers. Like us, she can also fly. She has two young henchwomen as 

well. Be on your guard.” 

I gulped. This sounded serious. But I had little time for worried speculation as 

we were soon descending to the local art museum. 

It was now about midnight. With my preternaturally strong vision, I spied the 

security guard, asleep at his post near the front door. Mom guided Cassidy and me 

round to the back. We found a rear entrance, and Mom easily pulled the door off 

its hinges. 

“We can repair that later,” she observed, her eyes narrowing behind her mask. 

“Our main goal is to stop the Thrasher from stealing the priceless works of art 

inside.” 

We made our way into a corridor and thence into the museum proper. In the 

dim light, I saw the works of countless great masters hanging upon the walls. 

Rembrandts, Renoirs, Monets and more were dimly illumined by a host of small 

lights. 

“Tell you what, you two,” Mom said presently. “Let’s split up. I’ll go this 
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way, and you both go that way.” 

“OK, Mom,” Cassidy said as I nodded. 

Soon Mom’s quiet footfalls vanished, and my sister and I were alone. 

“Be on your guard, Christy,” she whispered. 

“Sure,” I agreed. 

Suddenly we heard a sound—a whoosh, like the beating of bird’s wings. 

“What was that?” Cassidy hissed as I whirled round, vainly searching for the 

origin of the noise. 

“I don’t know,” I whispered back. “I think that—” 

“Well, well, well!” a villainous-sounding voice said out of the darkness. “If it 

isn’t the dynamic duet from the Bird family!” 

Suddenly standing before us was the Thrasher herself: a short woman in a 

brown spandex costume, speckled across her enormous breasts, her face half-

hidden beneath a tufted bird’s head mask. Her cleavage, much more prodigious 

than either my mother’s or my sister’s, distracted me for a fleeting second. 

“Thrasher!” Cassidy yelled. “You won’t get away with this!” 

“Oh, yes, I will,” the villainess replied triumphantly. “In fact, I intend to make 

a masterpiece of my own—out of the two of you!” 

“What?” my sister said, and I could sense her brows rising beneath her mask. 

“You’ll have plenty of time for talking in riddles when you’re safely behind 

bars,” I declaimed. “You’re coming with us!” 

“No,” the Thrasher replied, “I beg to differ. You’re coming with me—in more 

ways than one!” 

I shouted back: 

“What the—” 

But that was all I managed to get out. There was suddenly a gloved hand over 

my nose and mouth. I resisted but in vain. 
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Chloroform, I thought dimly. 

And then I knew no more. 

 

When I awoke, I found myself strapped to a kind of chair atop what appeared 

to be some sort of strange conveyor-belt apparatus. I struggled against my bonds, 

but it was no use. 

Peering out of my mask, I saw my sexy sister bound in a spread-eagle 

position at the opposite end of the conveyor belt. Her mask slightly askew, she was 

now coming round from unconsciousness herself. 

Suddenly I heard the voice of the Thrasher. 

“Well, my fine-feathered friends, what a pretty pair you make!” 

She was standing now beside my sister. I wriggled yet again in my restraints. 

“You fiendish fowl!” I yelled. “Release us at once!” 

She only laughed: a high, musical laughter. 

“Release you? No. Not yet, Blue Jay. But I think I will release something else. 

And after all, ‘Blue Jay’ is not your real name, is it?” 

At once two girls appeared, one beside me and one by my sister. They were 

clad in caped, masked avian costumes as well, remarkably similar to that of the 

Thrasher. Also like her, their spandex was quite low cut, revealing a most 

curvaceous cleavage on them both. 

“Let’s see,” the Thrasher said, “just who you really are.” 

“No!” I shouted. 

“You can’t!” Cassidy cried. “Our secret identities—” 

“Will soon be no more,” the Thrasher said teasingly. 

And with that, the girls laughingly ripped off our masks, exposing our faces. 

There we sat, our secret identities exposed. 

“Well, well!” said the Thrasher, standing between us and stroking her chin. 
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“Christopher and Cassidy Wren! I might have known.” 

“How—how could you possibly know us?” my sister asked, frowning. 

“Oh, I make it my business to know so many things, precious,” the Thrasher 

replied, her hands upon Cassidy’s shoulders. “And right now, I want to know—

what’s under here!” 

And she suddenly ripped apart the upper portion of my sister’s costume, 

exposing her enormous breasts to my eyes once again. The fabric lay shredded 

beneath Cassidy’s big tits, and the Thrasher now ran her gloved hands across my 

sister’s nipples. 

“Mmm,” the villainess purred. “Very nice!” 

“No!” my helpless sister shouted. “No! Don’t do that! Ooooh!” 

Then the Thrasher pinched both of Cassidy’s nipples simultaneously. 

Suddenly enormous streams of warm milk shot out of my sister’s breasts, curving 

in a two-foot arc. As if pouring from a sexy water fountain, one stream of the milk 

landed directly in the mouth of the girl beside my sister, while the other struck her 

own prominent cleavage. 

And then both the Thrasher and her accomplice moved down. Both their 

mouths were suddenly at my sister’s nipples, and they sucked greedily, causing 

Cassidy to moan in ecstasy. 

“I’d also like to know,” the Thrasher said, pausing dramatically, “what’s 

under—here!” 

She snapped her fingers, directing her attention at her young henchwoman, 

and the girl grabbed Cassidy’s costume at the crotch. With one pull, she ripped 

open the spandex again, exposing my sister’s smooth, clean-shaven pussy. The girl 

then began rubbing Cassidy’s labia, laughing lightly all the while, and with my 

superhero vision, I could see that my sister was already more than wet. 

“Nooo,” she moaned, “no! Don’t! No! Stop that! Ahhhh!” 

“And now you, young man,” the Thrasher said, once again snapping her 

fingers, this time directed at the girl beside me. 
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The girl grabbed my crotch and ripped away the spandex. My perpetually 

hard, throbbing member jerked out, striking my lower abdomen. The girl removed 

her gloves and produced a water pistol from a holster at her side. She aimed the toy 

at my crotch, and several streams of warm oil coated my cock in seconds. The girl 

then grabbed my cock and began stroking it skilfully. 

“Ah!” I cried. “No! Oooh, you villainous viper. No! Don’t do that!” 

The oil, I deduced, must have been some sort of cocoanut-based edible 

lubricant, for the girl suddenly leaned down and began fellating me most 

deliciously. 

And I soon found myself conflicted, my resistance weakening. 

“Noooo,” I moaned. “Oh, no! Oh, yessssss. No—don’t! Don’t touch me. 

Ohhh!” 

I looked toward Cassidy. The gloveless, gorgeous girl beside her was now 

furiously masturbating my sister. Cassidy writhed in mingled revulsion and 

humiliation, mixed with an undeniable and obvious pleasure. The girl was now 

moving a finger or two in and out of my sister’s naked pussy (one of her beautiful 

body’s loveliest features, its smooth hairlessness conspiring to give her a years-

younger appearance). 

Then I saw the Thrasher press a button on the wall. And suddenly, I realised I 

was moving. The conveyor belt was slowly propelling me toward Cassidy. 

Oh, no. 

“Oh, yes, Christy!” the Thrasher shouted, giddy with glee. “Look at you now! 

Helpless!” 

How does she know my nickname? I wondered. 

But there was no time for wonder. I was moving inexorably toward my sister, 

my involuntarily throbbing cock aimed squarely at her pussy. 

“No!” I cried out. “You can’t!” 

“You wouldn’t!” Cassidy screamed. 
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“Oh, wouldn’t I?” the Thrasher taunted. 

Closer. And closer. My cock pulsated. Cassidy’s pussy quivered. There was a 

look of terror in her eyes, combined with what I was sure was also not a little lust. 

The chair brought me at last to the very entrance of my sister’s womb. Now I 

could feel her labial moisture against my glans. Our eyes met. Her lips parted. 

“Christy—” 

“Cassie.” 

It was happening. 

“Ah. Ah-unh,” she moaned. “Oh, Christy! You’re gonna—you’re gonna—

Ahhhhh-aaaahhh! Christeeee!” 

And I was inside her. My sister’s hymen was no more. The chair now moved 

back and forth, as I slid involuntarily in and out of Cassidy’s steaming, now-

bloodied pussy. 

But then a curious thing happened. My fear turned to unbridled lust for this 

gorgeous creature I was now fucking, and that in turn became sheer ecstasy. With 

this, I felt a newfound strength surging through my limbs. Mere moments before, 

the chloroform had seemed to leave me weakened and even helpless all over, my 

superpowers seemingly in abeyance. But now my powers were surging back, and I 

was consumed with the desire to wrap my arms round my sister, to release her 

from her bonds and to kiss her all over that magnificent body. 

Snap! Snap, snap, snap! 

I flexed my muscles and broke the bonds of the thick hemp ropes as if they 

had been made of dental floss. I then reached up and freed my sexy sister from her 

own bonds in a trice. 

The thought crossed my mind that at that moment, I should probably be 

pummelling the Thrasher and her henchwomen—or at least, as they were women, 

subduing them as delicately as possible and then restraining them somehow. But 

instead, at that moment, all I could think of was fucking Cassidy, and it seemed 

that she and I were of one mind. 
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“Oh, Chris,” she said, moaning into my mouth as I kissed her passionately. 

“Cassie,” I replied. “Oh, Cass!” 

I laid her out on the wide conveyor belt and proceeded to rodger the Hell out 

of her. As I drove relentlessly into Cassidy’s pussy, her bounteous breasts bounced 

away, sometimes slapping her in the face. The sight of this seemed to drive the 

Thrasher wild with lust, and she suddenly planted her mouth on my sister’s, kissing 

her furiously. Neither of us now minded at all. And at the same time, the girls 

sucked and pinched both of Cassidy’s breasts, the result of which was that I was 

soon drenched in my own sister’s milk. 

My sister’s breasts truly are her crowning glory, just as Mom’s are for her. 

And thinking of Mom and my romps with her, I drove faster and harder into 

Cassidy’s sweet pussy. I knew I wouldn’t last long now, and Cassidy seemed to 

sense this, too. 

Now the Thrasher and her accomplices drew apart from us, giving my sister 

and me our space as the three of them kissed each other and exposed their own 

prodigious tits from beneath their spandex costumes. To my amazement, all three 

were also lactating, and they soon covered each other in their own milk. 

What? I thought, now beginning to put two and two to-gether. Hmmm… 

But beneath me, my sister ignored this erotic display and fixed all of her 

attention upon me. 

“Oh, Chris!” she shouted. “I’m gonna come! You’re gonna make your big 

sister come! Oh, baby brother! Oh, Christy, I love you! I’m—I’m—coming! I’m 

coming! Chris! Christeeeee! Aaaaaaah!” 

And I felt a flood of her feminine spend covering my cock. I kissed her most 

ardently, and her eyes closed sweetly, lost in love, as my tongue wrestled hers. 

“Oh, Chris, baby,” she moaned, now looking me straight in the eyes. “I want 

you to come, too! Come between my tits! I wanna feel your hot come all over my 

nipples and in my mouth. Please, Christy! I want it! I need it!” 

“Oh, sis,” I replied, bucking and thrusting away, my body covered in sweat. 
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“Anything for you!” 

“I love you, Christy!” 

“And I love you, Cassie!” 

“Do it for me, baby brother! Pull out and shoot your hot come all over your 

big sister’s tits! Do it, Christy! Come for me!” 

And at once, I pulled out of her welcoming womb and placed myself in the 

cleft of her heaving bosom. The Thrasher’s accomplice with the squirt gun 

approached us and shot a stream of oil all over Casssidy’s tits, mixing with the 

abundant milk already spread all over them. My cock loved that sensation, and I 

felt the urge to climax, to ejaculate all over those heaving dunes of desire, rising 

and rising. 

And then, out it came. 

“Aaaah! Cassie! Casseeeeeeee!” 

“Christeeeeee! Yes, baby!” 

I flooded my sister’s breasts with my fluids. One, two, three, four mighty arcs 

shot out, a cannon of come, covering her breasts and her face and lips. My sister’s 

tits and face now rather resembled a freshly frosted cake, and she smiled at me, 

running her fingers through my come. She brought two fingers to her sweet mouth 

and grinned as she licked the come off herself. She then sucked my phallus into her 

mouth, as if trying to suck up every last drop I could give her. 

“Ah! Oh, Cassie. That feels wonderful!” 

“I love you, baby brother!” 

I placed a hand tenderly upon her cheek. 

“I love you, too, big sis!” 

The Thrasher removed her gloves, and she and her henchwomen broke into a 

round of applause. 

“Well done!” the villainess said. “Well done indeed!” 

I looked at her and raised a brow. 
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“Tell me, madam,” I began. “Are you—” 

“Yes, young man. The time has come for the moment of truth.” 

And with that, she removed her mask. 

“Aunt Meleah!” cried Cassidy. 

“Meleah!” I repeated. “I might have known. You truly are a nasty woman, 

aren’t you?” 

She laughed and simultaneously removed the masks of her accomplices, 

revealing Rose and Lily, my sexy twin cousins. 

“Ha-ha!” Lily laughed. “We were afraid you might figure it out too soon, 

cousin!” 

“That’s why we never actually spoke, just laughed,” said Rose. “We knew 

you’d recognise us by our voices.” 

“I might have recognised you by your tits,” I observed drily. “Say, where the 

Hell is Mom in all of this?” 

“Here I am!” 

My mother’s voice came from across the room. She had removed her mask 

and pulled her breasts out of her spandex. 

“It was all part of our little family plan, kids,” she said, looking at Cassidy 

and me. “I wanted to see you deflower your sister, and I knew that Cassie wanted 

it, too. And Meleah, Rose and Lily agreed to be my confederates—or cunt-

federates, perhaps! Ha-ha!” 

Cassidy’s mouth was agape. I was stunned. But then came the only reaction 

truly possible under the circumstances. 

I burst into laughter. And in a second, Cassidy was laughing as well. 

Presently Mom pushed a button upon the wall, and another wall suddenly 

parted, revealing an even larger room. Inside was an enormous bed, twice the 

dimensions of a standard king-size. It was surrounded by countless candles, a 

cluster of heart-shaped balloons and six ice buckets, chilling champagne. 
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Meleah turned to me and kissed me on the lips. 

“C’mon, Chris. Time for you to fuck your aunt! And after that,” she said, here 

kissing her own daughters quite passionately, their tongues darting out, “you get to 

fuck my daughters. Rose and Lily want you to do the honours, deflowering them 

both, just as you did just now with your own sister. We want you and that 

wonderful weapon of yours to fuck the five of us, all night long!” 

“Sex for six,” my mom purred, kissing her sister and fondling her tits. “A 

reward fit for a superhero!” 

I smiled at them both as I helped Cassidy off the conveyor belt. I scooped her 

into my arms and carried her easily to the bed and sat her gently upon it. I tenderly 

cradled her chin in my hand. 

“Is this what you want, Cass?” 

Her eyes shone, and she beamed at me. 

“Yes, Chris. Very much. One big, happy family!” 

“Very well,” I said, smiling at Rose and Lily as I took them each by the hand, 

drawing them also to the bed. 

My mom and my aunt came next, until in a trice, the six of us were on the 

bed. Mom ripped open her sister’s spandex crotch, and she grabbed my hard cock, 

teasing the entrance of Meleah’s wonderfully wet womb with my tumescence. 

“Very well,” Mom repeated. “Let the games begin!” 

 

 

The End 
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If you enjoyed The Birds and would like reading something a little extra 
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protective brother who has always been close to his brilliant sister. But a 
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Tristan always looks after his brainy little sister, Tracy. Indeed, one fateful 

day, he rescues her, saving her from drowning. Handsome Tris is a professor; sexy 

Tracy is finishing college. They've always been close. But circumstances conspire 

to bring them even closer. A winter storm provides the romantic backdrop for 
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steamy confessions and passionate lovemaking. Tracy shows Tris that she's the one 

for him. And with a hot body like hers, it's an easy choice to make! 

 

(Excerpt) 

I then found myself studying those painted birds again more closely. 

Somehow my eyes were drawn to two particular sparrows—the only pair out of a 

host of birds, the rest each flying separately, painted by my talented sister. They 

were high up, well over six feet from the floor. Tracy must have stood upon 

something in order to get them up there. I walked over to them and peered more 

closely. These two birds, clearly mates, were so close together that they appeared 

to be kissing. A cute and clever anthropomorphism, but it worked. And in their 

bills, they both held a small banner, such as appears over some Catholic altars or, 

in heraldry, upon family coats of arms. 

What did it say? I squinted in the soft light of Tracy’s candles. 

“Omnia vincit amor; et nos cedamus amori!” 

Ah, I thought. ‘Love conquers all; let us all yield to love.’ Virgil. My God, 

she’s brilliant. 

I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. 

How extra-ordinary. But why would she paint this? What could possibly be 

the significance of this banner and the two sparrows, joined together in this sweet 

embrace? 

And then—how could I have missed it?—I beheld a clue. Two smaller 

banners, much less obvious, were also near the birds. Beside of each was a single 

Latin word upon a scrolling banner. I looked at one. 

Frater. 

And then the other. 

Soror. 

My God, I thought. Now I see. 

“They’re lovebirds.” 



 

 
Lot’s Cave ~ Publishers of Incest Erotica ~ Lot’s Cave 

But one very important thing I’d failed to see was Tracy standing in the 

doorway, and her words somehow startled me, removing me from something like a 

reverie. She stood with one of my old T-shirts in her hands, watching me closely as 

I studied her multiple miniature paintings, especially the two affectionate birds. 

I pretended not to get her meaning. 

“Lovebirds? Funny, they look nothing like African parrots.” 

Tracy chuckled as I stroked my chin in mock contemplation. 

“I’m no ornithologist, Sis, but I’d say these were sparrows.” 

She crossed slowly over to where I stood. 

“Well, of course they are, you big dummy,” she said, quietly teasing me as 

she wrapped an arm round my waist. “These little birds, flying to the four corners 

of the earth, represent our family members.” 

“And these two here—” 

“Represent us: you and me, big brother.” 

Incongruously perhaps, with regard to the weather, Tracy had changed into a 

white tank-top (a shade too small, I thought) and shorts. She had removed her 

brassiere, and the tightness of the tiny tank-top accentuated her gorgeous curves 

most distractingly. The furnace had been running again for mere minutes, and it 

was still chilly here on the downstairs level. But was it the chill or something more 

that made my baby sister’s nipples stand at attention? They were hard as rocks, I 

noticed, as I felt her right breast pushing into my stomach as she leaned against me. 

Feeling suddenly overwhelmed, my head and heart spinning with desires I 

dared not express, I sat down slowly upon her bed. The mattress was firm and 

comfortable, and the bed itself was a lovely thing, looking almost mediaeval in its 

ornate style. Finely wrought carvings of laughing cherubim adorned the top of the 

canopy, and I could well imagine Lord Byron himself sleeping in such a bed. 

Tracy sat down beside me, offering me the T-shirt—yet another one left over from 

my K-State days, its purple a bit faded now. I turned, twisting sideways slightly as 

I fumbled with the shirt, trying to turn it right-side out, and she suddenly embraced 

me, grabbing me from behind, rubbing both hands up and down the length of my 

chest. It was a lover’s gesture, not a sisterly one, but I did not protest. The feeling 

was electric, exciting like ice rubbed across my skin (a thing my Melanie and I had 
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once joyously done). And now my own nipples stood erect (as did something else), 

as I thrilled to the touch of my own little sister’s hands, her smooth palms and 

gentle fingertips caressing my musculature. 

I could now hear sleet striking the roof. It formed a strange, percussive 

rhythm somehow and sounded oddly soothing—lulling and hypnotic. 

 

 

If your beautiful, young sister began hitting on you, and there was no 
chance of being caught, would you…? Read ‘The Storm’, available 
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propels them into each other's arms, they discover a secret passion and 
pleasure undreamt of. 
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(Description) 

Robert and Melissa have it all: beauty, brains and bucks. But when tragedy 

propels them into each other’s arms, they discover passion and pleasure undreamt 

of. Melissa, a Juilliard grad who is preparing for her début piano concert, 

deflowers her beloved little brother, finding in this tall, strapping lad a positively 
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godlike lover. The two run away abroad, chasing secret passions, dreams and their 

own private happiness. 

 

(Excerpt) 

“Nothing and no one will ever hurt you again, Liss, I promise.” 

She looked at me and tried to force a smile. But then she sobbed again, her 

hazel eyes glistening with tears. 

“It’s OK, darling,” I whispered soothingly. “Here, let me help you.” 

I grabbed a couple of Kleenex from her nightstand and dabbed at her beautiful 

eyes. 

“There, all better. See?” 

And I gently grabbed her head, pulling her face into mine. I kissed her eyes, 

tasting her tears. I held her again, running my hands all over her back, up and 

down, comforting her. 

“Bobby…” 

She placed her hand on my cheek, fixing me with her eyes. 

“Yes, my love?” 

“I love you.” 

I couldn’t stand it anymore. 

“Oh, Lissa. I love you, too. More than you know, my angel.” 

And with that, I kissed her. Wrapping my arms round her once more, I 

brought her to me and kissed my sister full upon the mouth, years of passion 

finally coming to the surface. My tongue sought out hers, and to my ecstatic 

surprise and relief, she responded! Her tongue danced with mine, fully half a 

minute. When we parted, a strand of saliva connected our lips—a highly erotic 

sight, making me only want to kiss her again. 

And so I did. Her breath came faster, meeting mine. Our hands roamed over 

our backs, our shoulders, our arms. Her breasts crushed against my chest, and I 

could both see and feel that her nipples were erect beneath that sheer tank top. I 
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knew she was enjoying this as much I was. 

But suddenly she drew back. Dear God, had I let my impulsivity run amok? 

Did I misjudge the moment altogether? Was this madness? 

My sister pressed against me, pushing me slightly back, her hand upon my 

left nipple. Yet fleetingly, she caressed my pectoral muscles and upper torso, as if 

this were what she truly wanted. But then she withdrew her hand as though she’d 

touched a hot stove. 

“Bobby, we can’t. We can’t do this. It’s wrong. It’s incest. It’s—” 

“Have you not known?” I asked, interrupting her and placing two fingers 

lightly across her lips. “Have you not sensed, not intuited this for long years now? 

Lissa, I’m crazy about you! Always have been. I love you. I adore you! I think of 

you a thousand times a day. I dream about you. Your eyes, your smile, your 

body…And it’s more than that. You’re a genius. My attraction to you is as much 

about what’s between your ears as what’s between—your legs.” 

I chuckled at this and smiled at her, hoping my little bit of humour might 

soften her. She did laugh a little, hugging me again. We were still wrapped in each 

other’s arms when she suddenly drew back slightly and touched my cheek. Her 

beautiful face held a look I’d seen before, long years ago: the look of a mothering 

older sister who has just seen her beloved little brother fall off his tricycle. 

“All right, Bobby. Who am I kidding? Yes, I love you, too and in a more than 

sisterly way. And I’ve probably loved you that way as long as you’ve loved me. 

When we were younger, I always felt I had to protect you somehow, to keep you 

safe from harm. Now you’re the protector—the one who quite possibly saved my 

life.” 

“If only I could have—” 

“No, Bobby,” she said, her soft fingers upon my lips. “Don’t do that to 

yourself. If we obsess over what-if’s and hypotheticals and might-have-beens, 

we’ll rob the future of its potential and the present of all its joy.” 

“Sounds like you’ve been listening to my little lectures of late.” 

“They didn’t fall upon deaf ears, you know. Mom and Dad would want us to 

be happy. You were so right about that.” 

“I’m also right about this,” I said, and I tried to kiss her again. 
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“No, no, you’re wrong about it,” she said, pushing me away as more tears 

formed in her eyes. “We’re both wrong. I can’t feel this way about you, Bobby. I 

can’t. You’re my brother, for God’s sake!” 

“That’s part of what makes ours—potentially, anyway, if you’ll just listen, 

Sis—the ideal relationship. Friends and lovers come and go. Spouses divorce, or 

they die. But a sibling is for ever, Lissa. In me, you have a biologically built-in 

best friend—a best friend with benefits. I don’t have some wife to go crawling 

back to, like Prof. Jarvis.” 

“You wanna know the truth?” she asked, looking down. 

“Sure.” 

“I nearly broke up a man’s marriage—all because I didn’t think I could have 

you.” 

She now looked up, and our eyes met. Tears were rolling down her cheeks 

once more. Her words left me dumbstruck. 
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