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Juxtaposition
Mabel and Junie are siblings, and both florets to the same pair of affini. They have to share a bed while the grownups(affini) are having a party, and temptation takes course while they try not to get caught. Gladys and Ochra are a pair of affini who think their little pinnate pair’s attraction to each other is adorable, and set in motion an elaborate ruse to get the siblings over their hangups. 
Content expectations: Sibling Incest, Explicit Sexual Content, Overcoming Taboos, Getting Caught


“Girls! Bedtime!” A pair of feminine affini voices harmonized in octave-separated union.
“One more level,” mumbled Mabel Bylarii, still swinging her arms around to stack fruit in an athletic game being played in a VR headset. She took a few steps forward to place a particularly annoying pineapple, only to feel her toes encountering very real vines that wriggled and kissed them softly.
Gladys Bylarii reached down and plucked the headset off the floret’s head with a bemused chuckle. “Not ‘one more level’. Now, young lady.”
Junie Bylarii looked up from the cartoon she had been watching on the couch, wagging her fluffy tail and softly pleading at her and her big sister’s owners with the pouty quivering bottom lip of a pet who knew she might get her way if she just acted cute enough. “...Five more minutes?”
Ochra Bylarii’s deeper laugh rumbled through the trunk that housed the core she shared with Gladys, and she turned to the other affini with a small smile, speaking in affini. “We could let them stay up a bit longer… just until Aven and Pearl arrive?”
“No, we could not,” Gladys answered with a strained sigh. The affini pair had plans tonight, and while she usually found her partner's permissive nature with their pets to be endearing, the terrans needed to be in bed soon for those plans to come to fruition. 
Gladys turned to look down at her daughters, raising an eyebrow and giving them a gentle Look. “Mommy and Daddy have some friends coming over to enjoy a bit of people time with us. They both got sitters for their florets, and you two will be tucked in bed before they get here.”
Mabel made a playful swipe to grab the headset back from her mother’s hand, standing on her tiptoes and jumping a bit. “Come onnnnn, Mom. I almost reached the tallest stack!”
Junie giggled as she hopped down from the couch and started doing a wiggly dance that she knew no affini could resist. “Yeah! And I wanna say hi to Miss Rose and Miss Laburnia!”
Gladys could feel Ochra’s inability to say no to such sweet creatures bleeding over through their shared circulation system. She knew she had to put her roots down with a small compromise… before she was talked into anything more.
“...Fine. You both may stay up until they get here, but not a minute longer once you give them a hug and a hello, okay?” She carefully placed the headset back on Mabel, giving her a cheek kiss and a soft caress on the back of her floret’s neck. “And once they do arrive, you’re both to head straight for the bathroom and wait for us to help you get ready for bed, understand?”
“YAAAAAAAAY!” exclaimed Junie, who celebrated with a little twirl and a flying leap of a hug into Daddy’s side of the vines. “Thankyouthankyouthaaaaaankyouuuuu!”


-----


It wasn’t long before the chime at the door sung through the hab, and the two girls’ shoulders slumped in resigned acceptance. Mommy and Daddy practically sprinted for the door in a flurry of grassy leaves, greeting their friends with a harmonized, “Welcome, dears!”
Mabel peered around her mother and father’s vines, and saw the promised pair of affini standing outside the doorway as it swung open. “Hey,” she said with a little wave.
“Good evening,” Aven Rose greeted the Bylariis. Aven was a veterinarian, and the one who performed the specialized implantation procedure on Junie and Mabel both, then gave Junie a tail and gender confirmation surgery a few months later. She fluidly stepped indoors, six gleaming blue eyes shining, antennae in the shape of a pair of horns, vines in vivid reds and purples dotted with pale white flowers that Mabel had always thought were almost as pretty as Mom’s.
Following Aven was Pearl Laburnia, who was one of the finest jewelers on the ring, having studied metalwork for centuries on Sӧen and a bloom on Rudoe before that. Her warm green tendrils were broken up by bright yellow and orange fruits and flower bulbs that emanated a pleasant scent of citrus as she moved. 
Junie skipped over to the door just in time to leap up at her and chomped on one of her vines affectionately. “Hiiii Auntie Aven and hiiiii Auntie Pearllll!”
The tall alien woman giggled, returned the sweet puppything to Daddy’s arms, and tickled Junie’s tummy until she squirmed. “I didn’t realize the little ones would still be awake!”
“They won’t be for long,” Daddy said with a wry chuckle. “But they insisted on seeing you both before heading off to dreamland.”
Mabel tugged on a vine, and Ochra set the giggly and disheveled Junie back beside her big sister. The little girl immediately leaned against her in a way that Mabel tried not to focus on, and pulled along down the hall, trying and failing to stop holding hands. “Um, come on, Junie. Gotta get ready and stuff.”
“Okay!” 
Miss Rose and Miss Laburnia both slunk into Dad’s Office, which was next door to the girls’ bedroom. The door behind them clicked shut softly as the latch settled into place (not that either girl could reach it anyway), and the affini voices behind it were immediately muffled.
The younger floret skipped ahead, swinging her hips distractingly on her way to the bathroom. It was eye-catching in a way that Mabel definitely shouldn’t be thinking about like that, not when it was her own little sister doing it. She shook her head, and stood in place.
“Daddyyyyyy, we’re readyyyyy!” Junie belted from the bathroom, both of them standing on their respective stepstools in front of the sink. 
Mabel gave the two guests a goodnight wave and a smile as she gently elbowed her sister and whispered, “Don’t yell, dork. It’s rude.” 
As their parents hurried over to the two florets, Junie scrunched her face into a pout and crossed her arms, sticking her tongue out at her older sister. “I don’t hafta listen to you unless Daddy and Mommy aren’t here, Mabel.”
Mabel rolled her eyes, their sibling argument interrupted temporarily as they both obediently opened their mouths and received their toothbrushing from Mommy and Daddy for the evening. Junie’s hair was braided into a ponytail so it wouldn’t get too tangled overnight. 
Junie leaned back against Daddy, looking up as her Affini squirted a bit of mouthwash from her vine for the little girl to gargle. It tasted a bit like sap, but so did most things Daddy squirted into her mouth, so it made her wiggle as she swished and rinsed.
Mabel stood still and relaxed while Mommy applied a few skin creams to her face. Not that she really needed them, but it gave her affini a chance to massage her more, so she wasn’t going to complain. Especially when one of her Mom’s vines slipped a coiled tendril into her boxers and applied a soothing cream to her girldick that left little tingles as it soaked in. “Hey… not fair…”
The older girl’s whine was silenced by a toothbrushing vine that was inserted into her mouth, pinning her tongue and making her moan outright. 
Junie giggled as she watched Mommy tease Mabel, carefully running roots over and between each tooth, then spraying water into her mouth and bowing her head over the sink. “Fairness wasn’t part of your contract, sweetheart. Now spit.”


-----


Gladys and Ochra led the girls along from the bathroom, each head on the fused mass of the pair of affini focused on one of their florets. Pearl and Aven could faintly be heard giggling from the office as they passed the open door, clearly eager for what was planned. One of them gave an affini equivalent of a ‘wolf-whistle’, albeit in a pitch that neither of the florets could hear. Gladys shot them an unamused look… and Ochra gave a sly wink.
Judging by Mabel’s slightly disrupted gait, the lingering aphrodisiac and sensitivity enhancer that Gladys had applied to the older terran’s sexual anatomy was clearly working. It seemed to be taking up almost as much of the girl’s attention as staring at her little sister’s posterior and tail was.
The two affini unwound and split apart at the foot of the bed, each neck taking about half the body mass with them as they walked their respective closest floret to their side. Mabel was able to climb up the side of the bed all by herself, but Junie needed a bit of a boost from her daddy to get up there (possibly because Ochra thought it was cute for her floret to be so reliant, so she had reduced Junie’s strength and coordination to require such outcomes).
The bed itself was fairly standard, a soft, multi-layered bit of affini technology with raised pillow edges that perfectly supported each floret’s body, regardless of sleeping position. This particular bed was sized significantly smaller than would typically be used for a terran pair’s nest. Despite its diminutive size, it was still perfectly capable of holding the two of them.
As was customary, it also regulated temperature, provided topical xenodrugs excreted through the sheets, and made itself every morning, the sheets and blankets tucked underneath the mattress attached to several mechanical devices to assure a clean and proper fitting…or to tighten and keep a squirmy sophont in place, should the need arise.
“Rest well, Mabel,” Mommy said sweetly to the older of the two florets, petals fluttering under the faintly blowing fan. “You need your sleep if you want to play with all your friends tomorrow~”
The terran fidgeted with her underwear, clearly trying to find a position that minimized stimulation on the sensitized area. She blushed, averting eye contact with a quiet, “Love you, Mom.”
“We’ll be in the other room if you need us, Junie,” Ochra promised the younger pet on the other side of the bed, her smile wide and kind. The affini reached down and flipped on Junie’s nightlight, a small facsimile of her Daddy’s hypnotic fascinators plugged into the wall outlet…albeit with the hypnotic part toned down to about 15%.
They both loved their florets very much, and as the door closed the alien women flowed back down the hallway, ready to watch the events they had set in motion come together.


!-----
Junie snuggled into her plushie pile happily as the lights dimmed. It was kind of small for the two sisters together, but…they had to share! They used to have separate beds on opposite sides of the room, but Mommy and Daddy had done some remodeling of the room recently (something about improving architecture for visual…something?) and told the girls that unfortunately the compiler was fresh out of beds for the week at least. They had been lucky to get the bed they got, when Mommy and Daddy put it that way!
Stillness was not quite on the menu for Mabel, who was a bit flustered by the sensation of her clothes against her dick and the tight physical proximity to Junie, in ways that she was very sure weren’t appropriate to think about your little sister. (Definitely…probably? She couldn’t remember exactly why.)
As the bigger and less clumsy of the two, and desperately in need of some space away from forbidden temptations, it fell to Mabel to carefully slip out of the warm clutches of the bed, tiptoe across the carpeted floor of their bedroom, and peer through the crack in the door to see what the Affini were up to. She didn’t believe for a second that it was just ‘people time’ or whatever other vague plan their owners had claimed. She knew Mom far too well, enough to know that when her affini was excited about something, she tended to get a bit…tense.
“What do you see?” came a quiet whisper from behind her as Junie sat up.
Mabel fidgeted, chewing on her lip. “Um, Auntie Rose and Auntie Laburnia are in Dad’s office still? I can’t tell why.”
Dad and Mom opened the door to the office and stepped inside themselves, the comforting scent of leaf and wood diminishing as the door shut in a way that made Mabel’s skin itch for a bit of comfort, before her implant added a few drops of something to help regulate her. Mabel shivered, rubbing her arms a bit to ward off the chill of the room.
Mabel let out a breath she didn’t realize she was holding, rolling her eyes a little bit. Were they all going to be in there for the whole night? The office was boring, just a bunch of books and stuff. Maybe they really were just going to do something like watch a show together.
…Hmm.
Maybe Mabel could stay up on her tablet for a while, as long as the brightness was turned down so Junie could sleep. 
It was her typical indulgence to wind down after a long day; a bit of porn and self-gratification for herself while her sister was soundly asleep. The old layout on the other side of the room meant that, as long as she was quiet, she could keep an eye on Junie and have some fun. Mabel had gotten off more times than she was willing to admit watching the little puppygirl sleep.
But the reason it was ‘was’ and not ‘is’ was because she was currently masturbation grounded for a week after bratting a step too far at Mom, so that temptation was out of the question. And unfortunately, no amount of sneaking would get around that, since the implant would literally suppress the sensation entirely if she tried to get herself off…and send a message to both Mom and Dad.
A moment before Mabel was about to return to bed, the door she was spying on down the hall opened again, and the trio of torsos and quartet of heads moved down the hall, each carrying various glassware bottles. 
Mabel turned back to her little sister, hissing quietly. “Hold on, now they’re going back to the living room.”
Junie squeezed a stuffie in her little hands, torn between curiosity about what Mommy and Daddy were up to and a growing need to cuddle her big sister. “What are they doing in there?”
Mabel turned back, and saw the affini were all now sprawling across the couch, with what looked like a bunch of drinks and recreational drugs that Jamie didn’t need to know Mom and Dad liked to indulge sometimes. They seemed to be looking at the main display, and talking in Affini.
“They’re… getting ready to watch a movie on the TV or something? I dunno.”
Dad and Mom were looking at their tablet, then flipped on the television to…a weather channel, or something? It was hard to tell what exactly the affini on-screen was saying, but there was a bunch of people language visible, and it all looked so dreadfully lame. Definitely not worth standing on the cold floor of their room and peeping.


-----


As Gladys and Ochra finished setting up the parental blocks on their large viewscreen, Aven and Pearl each set up a few affini-specific items on the table in front of the couch. Each was carrying a veritable buffet of affini intoxicants and recreational substances, and each with vines that snapped in the air in anticipation. Pearl seemed to have already indulged a tiny bit while returning from Ochra’s office, judging by the little bit of wiggle in her vines as she moved.
Gladys reached over to a cabinet and pulled out a stack of bags of aerated nutrient puffs wrapped in sea kelp that popped into sparklingly sweet nectar when compressed by vines they had picked up when visiting the spectrum jelly homeworld. Ochra hit a button on her tablet, and a slot on the living room floor sunk down slightly, and the irrigation channel filled with a gourmet nutrient water for the affini to all dip their tendrils into.
The four affini finally took their three usual seats casually in the living room, watching through the television that separated them from the girls’ bedroom, multiple angles projected onto each of their handhelds with exhaustive data readouts. The parental filter would overlay a fake news show vine-crafted to look as boring as possible for terrans, though it wouldn’t be fully visible from the bedroom anyway. 
Aven leaned over and snatched one of the treat bags with a smile, running her capillary roots into the briny fluid with a deep sigh of her leaves as they rustled in pleasure. It was absolutely packed with chemical compounds that were delicious to affini, but dangerous or even lethal to terrans, and therefore a bit of a rarer treat here in the Protectorate. The sort of thing one only indulged when the little ones were asleep. “You both do so love to spoil us, loves. I haven’t had a moment’s rest with my little Amelia constantly getting into trouble, so I couldn’t keep anything like this at home.”
Pearl giggled at the display, where little Junie could be seen swaddled in blankets while Mabel was peeking through the door. “Aw, she’s trying to see what we’re watching! What an inquisitive little thing.”
Ochra chuckled quietly to herself as she cracked open a can of her favorite durataxin. “Yes, Mabel is a very curious young lady. It’s been lovely to see how the pair settled into domesticated living since we took them in. They’ve almost entirely reversed roles as they settled into their forever home, if you could believe it!” 
Junie, while originally the older of the pair (having been in her mid terran thirties when rescued), had thrived best when regressed much further along than what had become her big sister Mabel as the two had their genders, identities, and histories reworked into the happiest florets they could be.
In contrast was Mabel, who was chronologically a few years younger than Junie, yet seemed to do best when only regressed to about half of her chronological age at time of adoption, somewhere equivalent to Terran definitions of mid-adolescence. Mabel had always been closer to Gladys, but Ochra still loved the girl with all her core.
Gladys nodded in agreement. “Yes, Mabel has become very protective. It’s a common behavior of the socially dominant members of terran pair-bonds.” She knew her silly little darling needed just a bit more of a push, and adjusted the temperature of the pets’ room another half-degree cooler accordingly, hoping to encourage Mabel back to the safety and warmth of bed. 
The pair exchanged a few more tersely whispered words before (finally!) Mabel returned to their nest, and the affini all chittered in excitement at what was to come, zooming the main display in to frame just the bed.
Between that, the microphones built into their plushies, the implants themselves, and the previously mentioned few dozen camera angles embedded uniformly (and covertly) along the walls, they would have no problems observing the two darlings as they, hopefully, expanded the domain of their status as pinnates.


-----


Mabel heard Junie give a soft pout of a sigh, then the sound of her sister flouncing back onto her pillow. “I wouldn’t worry about it…’s probably just, um, people stuff, like they said.”
“I dunno, they could be up to something. You can just go to sleep.”
“Hmm,” the little one hummed, then shivered. For some reason, it felt like the temperature had just dropped slightly, so she beckoned her big sister back. “I’m coooooold. My furnace needs to be in bed, Mabel!”
Mabel shook her head with a slight grin as she tiptoed back to the bed. While the normally tropical weather on this ring was quite warm, it was oddly cool in the hab tonight.
Mabel slipped back under the covers and pressed her now frigid toes onto Junie’s calves. Her sister squealed, curling up into a defensive ball as she squinted over her shoulder and whined, “Heeeeey! I said furnace, not freezer! That’s not niceeee…”
“Yeah, yeah,” Mabel chuckled softly, moving her feet away. “Consider it my revenge for all the times you do the same, petal.”
The little puppygirl answered with the grumpy-sounding pout of someone who couldn’t deny the truth, but didn’t yet want to admit she was beaten. Junie wriggled closer under the thick bedsheets, taking a deep breath from around her sister’s hair. “Well…even if you have icicle toes, you do smell really nice, big sis.”
Mabel blushed, still awkwardly keeping her hands folded and to herself, even if it wasn’t very convenient in such a small bed. “I’m pretty sure we smell the same, Junie. Same shampoo, same xenodrugs, same implant...”
“N-no, you’re…” The smaller girl seemed bashful for a moment as she almost but not quite confessed to a guilty moment of stealing Mabel’s panties after soccer practice. “You’re starting to smell different from me! Like your clothes, um… after when you play sports and stuff, I can smell it on you before we take a bath. And kinda now, ‘cuz it’s so warm under the blankets you’re sweating a little.”
Mabel carefully shifted one knee forward so her sister couldn't get close enough to her front and get poked by… something. The memory of her little sister’s naked body stepping out of the bath kept dancing in her head, the glistening memories sticking like the drops of water on her skin. “Uh, yeah. Mom sure did give us thick pajamas huh.”
“I should take mine off,” Junie pondered, before sitting up and starting to pull at the buttons on her sleepshirt. “It’s too hot under the covers for these.”
“No, we’ll get in trouble!”
Junie looked back at her sister with a look of innocent confusion. “Trouble? I sleep naked with Daddy all the time. She said it’s perfectly normal.”
Mabel looked at the door, then back at her sister’s chest, then back at her face. “It’s different,” she hissed quietly. “You know, sisters. Naked in the same bed? They might think… You don’t know, but trust me, we might get in trouble.”
Two wide, sweet eyes blinked at Mabel, light from the crack in the door reflecting in the darkness. Junie tilted her head to the side like a confused puppy. “Is that a rule? We take a bath together every day. Besides, we can just put them back on when we wake up? They’ll never ever know.”
Mabel didn’t know how to explain sex to her sister, or why the idea of the two of them having it was taking up so much of her thoughts, so she deflected. “But we aren’t supposed to do our own clothes now! Remember? They gave me the stuff that made me a statue for a week during dress-up time.”
Junie thought for a moment, then her eyes widened with glee as she had a great idea. “Oh, then we can just undress each other!”


-----


“And you don’t think restoring their sense of shame is a little… mean?” Pearl curled an antennae, sucking a cloud of pink resintoxia gas from a vaporizor and letting it settle before exhaling it out through her leaves. She liked a bit of a spicy kick to her recreational substances, and the sharp durataxin Ochra favored paired well with the floatier euphoriant vapor. 
Gladys’s eyes twinkled mischievously as she took a small sip of carbonated nutrient tea. “Ah, but it’s not quite shame as a pre-Compact Terran would define it. They don't see it as wrong, in a moral sense. Mabel merely believes there might be some…consequence if they’re caught, since she is used to me concocting excuses to discipline her in various ways. But that very fear of being found out flusters her terribly, which causes a runaway dopamine and pleasure response that benefits us in turn.”
“Meanwhile, Junie doesn’t entirely remember what mating even is,” Ochra added with a chuckle. “You should have seen her squirming and rubbing her legs together when I pollinated her sinuses yesterday!”
Aven nodded and hummed in agreement while stirring her durataxin with a vine that ended in an absorbent root. “I found my little one does best the less she is burdened with understanding, as well.”
Pearl watched the display intently, where Mabel seemed to be struggling to overcome the mental barrier of her sister’s pajama buttons. “Come on, little one. You can do it!” She giggled to herself at the absurdity, as though the florets could hear them through the screen, or even understand the dialect they were speaking in for that matter. “Perhaps they need a bit more easing.”
“Ah, good catch. Here, let’s add a bit more class-D to Mabel’s system,” Gladys said, leaning forward and resting her head on her hand. “My poor girl gets so nervous sometimes, and this form of enrichment doesn’t actually work if she’s given a class-E, since overcoming the aversion is the whole point. Look, you can see the way her eyes dart back and forth. Oh, I do love the ones with visual organs…”
Pearl nodded, took another long drag, then twisted a knob on her vaporizer, extending a tray and packing it with more glittering pink dust from the bag Avan had brought. “I’m adding more crystals, this resintoxia ain’t dirt.”


-----


Junie didn’t know why she felt so squirmy as Mabel undid the buttons on her pajamas, but her skin was starting to feel like the heat was coming from the inside. Her belly felt like it was full of tickles and vines as each button popped free, and Junie counted the remaining few in her head, a little game to distract herself from the squirmies.
Three.
Two.
One.
Big sis’s hands were bigger than hers, stronger too. She did play sports, after all, and Junie was way too clumsy for that. But those hands were also shaking as Mabel undid the buttons, like she was scared of something for some reason. Mabel was breathing heavily like she did after her practice, but this time Junie was, too.
Junie raised her shoulders to slip out of the top, but it caught against her skin, so Mabel had to slip her fingers in and peel it off. The touch on her body made the little girl shiver in a way that wasn’t cold.
No, Junie was feeling warm.
So warm. 
Warmer even than when she was wearing clothes, which was weird. The air was definitely cool on her skin, but her tail just kept wagging faster, especially as Mabel’s fingers brushed against her chest again by accident.
Mabel hesitantly reached for the last button on the waistband above Junie’s tail, and felt herself salivating as the smaller woman shimmied out of the garment. She forced her attention back up on her sister’s face the moment the short patch of hair below her bellybutton was visible. 
Why wasn’t Junie wearing panties under her pajamas? She usually did, even to bed. Mabel had grabbed them from the laundry chute to wrap around her dick on more than one occasion, enjoying the sensation (and thinking about how her dick probably smelled like Junie for an hour or two afterward).
But even looking away from her little sister’s privates, Mabel couldn’t stop staring at Junie’s boobs. Like everything else about Junie, they were smaller than hers, delicate little plump mountains that Mabel wanted to touch and bite more than she wanted air.
Junie’s tail swished side to side, and unlike her sister, the little floret had no qualms about staring at her sister's crotch. “It's so funny how yours gets so big and hard! Mine never got that big even back when I had one.”
“Uh, yeah,” Mabel mumbled, face burning in the frigid air. No, Mabel remembered that much, Junie’s anatomy had been small and cute and soft-looking. 
Docile.
Demure, and in that tiny, cold apartment they’d once shared, the one that Mom and Dad had explained Junie didn’t need to remember, there had been no avoiding the times she’d walked in on her sibling touching herself. The first time they had both blushed, Junie flailing around to cover herself.
The second time was a lot more calm. Mabel had simply sat down at her desk and gotten started on some work she needed to catch up on. Junie, after a minute or two…had kept going. The muffled whimpers from her sibling as she came had been bliss to Mabel’s ears.
“I wanna feel it!” The little girl impulsively reached forward and grabbed, and Mabel yelped and pulled away, suddenly very aware that the implant preventing her from pleasuring herself didn't apply when it was Junie’s doing. Her heart pounded in her ears as she swallowed, eyes wide.
Junie couldn't help but giggle at how her big sister reacted, like she was ticklish. She reached out again, and scored a proper grab that made Mabel groan into a pillow, then shift into a higher pitched moan as Junie wrapped both hands around the silly fleshy rod that some girls had. 
“Fuck, tt’s… fuck,” Mabel gasped, rolling sparks of pleasure lancing through her dick and up her back with every accidental squeeze or movement Junie did.
Junie.
Her sister.
 “Oooo, You’re not supposed to cuss in front of me.” Junie giggled, her eyes burning with earnest delight.
“Shut up!..A-and let go of me!”
Junie squeezed again, since Mabel kept making funny faces when she did. Wow, Mabel was starting to smell even better than she had before. “Or what?”
Finally, Mabel pushed her sister, pinning her down with her hands over her head and hissed in her face.
“Or I’ll- I’ll fucking make you shut up, you little brat!”
The little puppygirl giggled and got right up in her sister’s face, nose to nose. She bit her bottom lip, excited to play a new game. Junie wasn’t ever very good at wrestling and always lost, but every time they did it Mabel always seemed to get really worn out and had to hide in private for a few minutes after…something her sister couldn’t really do when it was bedtime. Junie smiled, excited to see what would happen. “Oh yeah? How?”
Mabel’s eyes flicked down to her sister’s lips underneath her, then back forward, propriety losing ground to temptation with every moment their faces were just inches apart. The little girl’s giggles were so cute, so intoxicating, and… fuck, she was already leaning down.
She was gonna be so grounded for this.


-----


The florets on the display screen were now both unclothed, but the larger terran was clearly displaying signs of hesitancy, even while deeply fixated on the sight of her younger sister’s mammary glands.
“Is that the nursing fixation reflex? Mabel seems very captivated by her sister’s breasts, but Junie is clearly not lactating,” Pearl asked, pouring herself and Aven another a glass of fermented berrywine with an almost imperceptibly unsteady vine. 
Gladys looked up from the notes she was taking, humming in agreement. “Breasts serve multiple purposes in human bonding rituals, since they remain engorged at all times, an entirely unique sexual display to their species, at least on Terra. We aren't quite sure if their sexual attraction to them is a leftover response from infancy, but evolution does tend to repurpose what it already has, so it is currently a strong theory.”
All four affini quieted as the stalemate on the display was broken in a short and energetic exchange. Junie had grabbed her older sister’s genitals, Mabel had responded by mounting the diminutive terran, Junie had teased back in a provoking display, and the advance was finally reciprocated with a kiss. All the affini cooed in delight, and Ochre felt Gladys wrap a few vines warmly around her core, quietly celebrating together.
“Awwww! How sweet!”
“They actually used to kiss quite frequently, but since we reverted so much of the trauma of Junie’s adulthood, we decided it would be best to make Mabel's memories line up, so neither of them remembers it.”
Ochre nodded along with her partner’s explanation, then added her own thoughts. “We really want the girls to feel like this was entirely their own idea, as it seems the most enriching way to approach this. They have a very special bond, and we want them to be as fulfilled as possible.”
Mabel and Junie were already quite deeply pair-bonded before even being rescued from that frigid iceball of a moon near the start of the terran domestication project. The Bylarii duo had fallen in love with the pair on sight, with how they clung to each other for warmth and safety and comfort, and their little family had lived happily ever after since.
Despite the common wisdom that most terrans needed some form of bond to thrive, and neither terran appearing to lack an interest in sex, the two had never seemed to be interested in any other pets in particular, despite both being nearly hypersexual. Gladys had developed her theory of whom each was really waiting for over time, and Ochra encouraged wherever she could, but there was clearly a block to the unresolved intimate tension between the two.
It would obviously be in the best interest of the pinnate pair for their bond to become a mating pair, that much was clearly agreed upon in both halves of their fused core. But there were always so many ways to reach the ideal outcome, and both Gladys and Ochra preferred to simply help things along rather than entirely force them.


-----


Junie’s mischievous giggle was muffled, because now Mabel was kissing her like Daddy usually did! Well, sorta. It wasn’t quite like when Daddy did it, since Mabel had a single tongue, rather than a bunch of vines to go down Junie’s throat and ooze nice tingly juices into her mouth. Still, it was warm and cozy, and Mabel’s body pressed against her tightly, and Junie’s toes wriggled in delight.
Their lips stuck together and slid against each other, tongues dancing and swirling. It was oddly… familiar, but Junie was pretty sure she had never kissed another terran before. 
Having big sis on top of her, with the silly hard thingy poking her tummy and Mabel’s armpits exposed from pinning her down… it felt really nice. Junie’s eyes rolled back as she breathed in through her nose… Mabel had really worked up a sweat playing that VR game earlier, and now the warm scent wasn’t even trapped in a pajama top anymore. It wrapped around her like a blanket, that sweet-yet-salty scent that made her feel safe.
Mabel shifted Junie’s wrists to be trapped together by a single hand and started to impulsively grope the helpless girl under her. Unfortunately, Mabel was suddenly reminded of their surroundings as Junie made the kind of keening whine that Mabel usually just tuned out during Junie’s special time with Dad. 
Or, well. She tried to tune it out, anyway. 
He leaned down, murmuring in Junie’s ear but being unable to resist kissing it too. "You have to be quiet or you're going to get us in trouble!"
The little girl squirmed under her grip, far too weak to actually struggle free in a pathetic sort of way that only made Mabel’s cock throb harder. The cold air swirled around the tip and slid down her shaft, a constant reminder that it wasn’t buried in something…someone.
Junie tilted her head, then grinned. "Daddy says I only get in trouble if I knew what I'm doing was wrong before I did it."
Mabel rolled her eyes at that. Gladys was quite fond of doing the exact opposite, enforcing rules on Mabel that had seemingly been made up on the spot for the sake of teasing her. "Fuck, you're such a spoiled little Daddy's girl."
“And you're still not supposed to swear in front of me, Momma’s girl! I’m telling her that you- mmph!”
Mabel cut off Junie’s teasing with another kiss, and it was still everything she had fantasized about and more. Submissive and yielding to her invading tongue, eager to suck, desperate to please. Mabel watched as Junie’s eyes fluttered shut on instinct, her body focusing all of its senses on touch, on taste, on smell.
An far too short eternity later their lips parted. A thin strand of saliva connected their tongues for a moment before breaking and dripping down Junie’s chin. Mabel’s face burned fiercely as she panted, every breath feeling like the last she might ever take. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, what was happening. She had fantasized about this moment, of course she had, but those were just fantasies. Things to get off to when nobody could see, when nobody knew what she was really thinking about. Not real, not the memory of soft lips against hers, kissing like destined lovers on a sleepover.
This wasn’t allowed. This wasn’t real. She couldn’t have this. This was her little sister. They were pinnates, sure, but…
Junie could tell Mabel was spacing out again so she gave her big sis another kiss, since she seemed to like the others so much. It seemed to work, and so Junie let her eyes drift shut with a satisfied smile. She hadn’t realized kissing her big sis would feel that nice! “Good night, Mabel, I love you!”
The little floret sat back, hugged her plushie, and then rolled onto her side, back turned to Mabel so that her big sis was spooning her. Mabel’s girldick was kind of poking the back of her thigh, so Junie lifted her leg for a moment and then plopped it back down on top so it could just be between her thighs. Nice and cozy, even though it kept doing a throbbing pulsing thing that felt funny to Junie and was leaking a little wet spot on her.
Oh stars.
Oh fuck. 
Mabel was going to fucking die. 
She was more fucking turned on than she had ever been in her entire fucking life. Junie had just abruptly ended their covert makeout session by putting Mabel’s entire fucking cock between her thighs. 
Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. 
She should pull away, right? That would be the right thing to do.
But when she started to adjust herself, the motion of their skin made frictionless by a thin film of sweat had her moaning quietly on every exhale, and her body moved forward on instinct. 
She was helpless but to keep rubbing. The lingering tingles of whatever Mom had put on her dick was making it feel too good to stop grinding, and oh sweet fucking Everbloom, Junie hadn’t been wearing panties under her pajamas. 
Fuck, she hoped Junie would just fall asleep soon and they could both forget any of this ever happened, because Mabel was about to do things she could never take back if she couldn’t stop herself.
But then Junie moaned from the dick rubbing against her clit and Mabel knew it was far too late to do anything except everything she craved.


-----
The affini were watching the exponentially escalating human sexual display ritual with rapt interest, with the excitement in the room spiking as Gladys pointed at her tablet.
“Aha, Mabel appears to have crossed the target psychological threshold!”
The affini all gathered around the screen, currently showing graphs of the live feed from both implants. Ochra pointed a vine at a spike that lined up with the exact moment the floret in question had begun to thrust her reproductive anatomy between her sister’s legs in earnest. “Yes, right there! Oh, this is better than perfect~!”
Aven peered over the graph, unsure of the precise significance of the neurochemical spike that had excited the Bylariis so. “I will admit, this level of fine neurochemistry is a bit outside my expertise as a veterinarian, and even for my own pet I mainly use sexual pleasure as a conditioning mechanism rather than an end goal of itself. What does this state change represent?”
“Humans are more deterministic creatures than they appear,” Gladys explained with an air of expertise. “This marks the exact moment when her neurochemistry shifted such that any course other than mating is heavily deprioritized, even against the potential consequences of being caught staying up past her bedtime. It is one of several markers the terrans call «love», in this case the erotic kind.”
Ochra took a long draw from her durataxin and excitedly squeezed the hand on their body she didn't control with the one she did. “This is it, this was what we've been waiting for! Fasten your harnesses, as the cuties are fond of saying…”


-----


Mabel was panting, trying to contain herself, trying to not go any further than just gliding her dick against Junie’s crotch and groping the little girl’s chest. She knew that her sister had gotten bottom surgery, of course. She’d had the same option and declined. It was just a fact she was aware of, in the abstract. 
But she hadn’t directly seen it, as Mabel had actually been averting her eyes whenever possible. She already jerked off to the thought of her sister’s privates enough without actually knowing what exactly they looked like. Before getting masturbation grounded anyway. 
Not being able to orgasm for the last week only made the thoughts more intrusive, actually. It was like the dry season on the Accord colony they had lived at for a while. Go long enough without water, and the slightest spark could grow into a blaze, even in frigid winter.
This was far more than a spark.
So now she felt it, craved it, needed it. Needed to know more about what she was humping against under the covers like the little pervert she was, and she needed it more than any punishment could hope to threaten her away with.
She had to know.
What her sister’s soft, warm, welcoming labia looked like. 
Smelled like. 
Tasted like.
How it would feel squeezing around her girldick, clamping down hard as Mabel finally unloaded rope after ro-
“Mabel? Are you okay? You’re still breathing kinda hard…”
Junie turned back and smiled sweetly, feeling all warm and gooey from how Mabel was cuddling her and rubbing her. Big sister always seemed to be getting lost in her own head lately. So much more this last week, ever since she got in trouble for sassing Mommy. Though Junie couldn’t actually remember the sassing happening, she just knew for sure it definitely did because Mommy and Daddy said so, the same day they got a shared bed.
Mabel nodded. “Um, yeah.” That dripping, inviting part of her sister’s body that she definitely wasn’t fantasizing about was radiating needy heat against her sweat-slick thigh. Her inhibitions were dropping faster than Junie’s wagging tail was thumping against her side. 
Nervously, she asked the only question she wanted an answer to.
“Um…can I…can I look? Closely? Um, at your… special parts. Since we are already naked, um…” 
Junie’s tail froze, and she bit her lip at the thought of her sister looking closely at her… down there. That was different from just being casually unclothed, right? It made her feel really squirmy and melty to think about being looked at that way, but… well, it was perfectly normal, they were sisters, after all! But still…
“Won’t we get, um. I don’t want to be in trouble for staying up too late.” Junie pressed the lower half of her face into a plushie, mumbling around the corners of her mouth.
“I, um,” Mabel stammered, grasping for rationalizations. “It wouldn’t be too long. A-and if you let me, I’ll let you use the VR headset whenever you ask for a week.”
“Okay, deal!” Junie lifted her leg again, releasing Mabel’s amusingly throbbing penis from between her thighs. The little girl wiggled her butt to show off what Miss Rose had sculpted, knowing it was very pretty because Daddy always said so.
Fuck. Fuck. It was too dark. She had to… she had to touch. 
Just to know. 
Just a moment. 
Just a… just one, just to feel what it would be like if Mabel ever did fuck her, which she obviously wouldn’t. Obviously.
Junie yelped in shock as a finger slid inside her like it was entering a new place for the first time, all cautious as it felt around. “Mabel, what are you…” The little girl shook and flopped back on her side, back to her big sister, submissively letting her touch where she liked.
And then another joined, and all Junie could do was wag her tail and whine at this new and exciting form of nightime sisterly cuddling.


-----


“The stimulation with fingers is a common form of foreplay, to ease the initial strain on the penetrated party by relaxing their muscles,” Gladys explained to the guests as she pulled in another gulp of…whatever she had in her cup at this point. “Terrans have very dull and flat claw plates, which makes this possible and safe without modifications. Why they do it is another matter, of course. They have unusually large reproductive anatomy for their size, and selection pressure seems to have been exerted on their behavior by the gestating pair's enjoyment, so mutual pleasure is very important for their bonding behaviors.”
Pearl started to giggle uncontrollably, a telltale sign of resintoxia giddiness. “You knoooow, I’m not sure I agree, considering how often I find myself being asked to design and sculpt pleasure restricting devices!”
Gladys took the response seriously, her flowers ruffling as she processed the idea. “I believe we are all keenly aware that a terran can be conditioned to feel pleasure from a wide variety of acts and sensory inputs, even if the connection is illogical. Many terrans have what they call a ‘oral fixation’, for example. The mouth is not suitable as a place to deposit sperm for reproduction, yet many sophonts cannot help themselves but to try anyway, and some can even be stimulated to an orgasm through that orifice alone.”
Aven’s focus snapped back to the display, and she directed everyone else to look as well. “Look, Mabel is using her mouth now!”


!-----
Mabel’s pumping digits were growing frantic, as desperate to rip those little noises from her sister’s throat as she was to not get caught doing it. She nervously looked towards the door, hoping that the distance between Junie’s body and their affini was enough.
The little girl gasped and squirmed and finally screamed, feeling a white hot feeling explode wetly into her lower abdomen. Her tummy tightened, eyes rolled back, and her whine was finally cut short by big sister’s hand clamping over her lips.
“Shh, I don’t want to get caught! Please sis, I know it feels good to cum but you need to quiet down,” Mabel hissed as Junie writhed on her fingers, moans muffled by a hand pressed firmly over the little floret’s mouth. The sound of Junie’s shuddering inhales through her cute nose did not help in the slightest. Finally, the plateau of pleasure seemed to subside, and Mabel let go of her mouth and let her gasp out a response.
“I can’t control it! I didn’t know it would feel… like that!” Junie whined, rocking her hips into the touch. Big sister’s fingers felt so good down there, but it was like there was something else she wanted more…?
“Wait. Doesn’t Dad do stuff there with you?” 
Junie was confused why Mabel’s tone sounded like it did when she didn’t believe something was actually happening, like when Mommy had sat down with Mabel and had The Talk. When Junie had asked later, her older sister had just pat her on the head and told her not to worry about it, so she didn’t.
“No, um. Not yet, she said she was waiting for…” the little girl trailed off, suddenly realizing she couldn’t remember what Daddy had said she was waiting for. “Um. I forgot what. Something important? Someone else was supposed to be first, maybe?”
Mabel suddenly stopped, utterly incredulous. Even she had happily taken their Dad’s pleasure graft’s every once in a while, though more often it was her Mom’s vine that ended up rubbing against her prostate. (Sodomizing her was among Glady’s favorite faux punishments when Mabel misbehaved enough). It was shocking to imagine that Junie hadn’t been made to cum yet by their father. 
“So you’ve… never had that happen? That clenching feeling?”
The panting little girl shook her head. “N-no… Should I have? It felt really good…”
Fuck. 
Mabel had just given her little sister the first orgasm she’d ever received from someone else…or maybe just her first orgasm, period. Certainly the first that either of them remembered.
The little girl whined as the stimulation slowed, voice hitching needily and tail flopping to and fro. “No, don’t stop, more touch, please, I need more, I need… Something is missing! I need you!”
Mabel was going to fucking explode. Her dick was already coated in the dripping wetness of her sister’s cunt, and it was quickly becoming obvious that it wasn’t enough for either of them to just finger her. Every throbbing twitch of her dick confirmed the inevitable as the eagerly wet hole between Junie’s legs that nobody else had ever been inside begged her to be the first. Untouched, unclaimed, little sister pussy. 
Fuck it. Fuck the rules, fuck the consequences, fuck everything telling her she shouldn’t do this.
She was going to fuck her sister, and… and the only thing that mattered more than the desperation of her own cock was Junie’s pleasure. Mabel needed to make sure she was wet enough. It was her first time. She had to make sure Junie enjoyed it as much as she did.
Mabel shifted her body back and down, bending Junie forward until her tail was quivering up onto the pillow. The girl’s lower lips glistened from within a tangle of short, wiry hair. Sweat and fluid dripped down the back of Junie’s thigh, pulled by gravity as she laid on her side.
The little girl whined as hot breath brushed against her sensitive puppy parts, then squealed as Mabel started giving her little kisses and licks on the place Junie wasn’t supposed to touch unsupervised.
Licking, long strokes against textured folds of flesh, a slightly acidic taste lingering on Mabel’s tongue. Hungry, devouring, throbbing, drinking in every little whine her little sister made. It wasn’t enough. It wasn’t enough.
A line of wet drool bridged and broke as Mabel’s mouth pulled away, catching the light from the crack in the door for just a moment. She admired the soft, delicate virgin pussy for that single moment, pausing to appreciate the sight before she removed her little sister’s virgin status forever.
And then it was time.
Mabel moved into position, notching her tip against the dripping opening that needed her as badly as she needed it. She paused for just a moment to squeeze Junie’s hand, to try to reassure her, to prepare her for what was about to happen, but even after fantasizing about this moment for as long as she could remember, she didn’t know what to say. 
“Please,” Junie whispered, not knowing why, but knowing this was exactly what she needed, whatever came next, this was what she needed to happen. “Please, Mabel!”
“I love you, Junie,” Mabel whispered into her sweet innocent little sister’s ear. “Tell me if you need me to slow down, and… and I promise… I’ll try to.”
It barely took any pressure at all. Junie felt herself spread as her big sister pushed, hot and filling like she was made to take her. Her body felt like it was splitting apart, but she didn’t, couldn’t find it in herself to care. It felt too good.
It was taking every drop of restraint still hanging by a thread in Mabel’s soul to not slam her cock deep inside. Slowly she rocked forward, slipping just a little deeper each time, giving the sweet little thing time to adjust as best as she was humanly possible.
The girls groaned together as the smaller floret was finally filled to the hilt by the larger. Mabel’s dick was way bigger than her fingers had been, and the feeling of stretching left Junie aching.
“Oh dirt, Mabel,” Junie whined. She felt so full, and burning and gooey. Pleasure ran through her body like dripping honey, punctuated by the little plapping sound of Mabel’s skin thumping against hers as she began to thrust. “F-fudge, it’s…why is it so…”


-----


Gladys pinched the seal of a vintage bottle Pearl had brought, a loud hiss escaping as the contents equalized with the lower air pressure. Ochre grabbed a glass for everyone, and they began to pour a celebratory toast.
They had done it! The little pets were finally mating!
Both girls were babbling about how much they loved each other, rocking back and forth as they locked lips every other breath.
Aven took a long draw from her glass, smiling as they watched the pinnate’s bonding ritual together. “I suppose this would be why you had me ensure that Junie’s internal anatomy would be as compatible as possible with Mabel’s when I did their surgeries. I will admit, I don’t usually take my little Amelia’s comfort into much consideration when it comes to her sexuality, but it does seem to be a valid approach!”
Ochre grinned like an idiot, already eager for her own plans to teach her little girl what the true depths of a terran’s dopamine loop could look like when an affini was using sex as a tool. But it had been worth waiting, to let her big sister be the first. “I intend to spoil that little girl rotten.”
Pearl, who was as Mabel might call it, ‘white girl wasted,’ giggled excitedly, pointing at the screen with a floppy vine that extended from a tangle of green and orange from around her core, long past the point of being able to hold a humanoid shape. “Copulating! They’re doing the pollination with the goo they ejaculate! It's so cute how they do that. Such a silly reproductive mechanism!”
She tried to stand, unraveling even more as she did, and Aven broke her focus on the view of the pinnate’s bonding experience to try to catch her. “Pearl, careful, you-”
There was a loud crash as the orange and green affini tripped, knocking over the table and sprawling out into a pile of knots as her sense of her own topology went out the airlock. More of the pink resintoxia gas seeped out of her foliage as she wriggled on the floor, far too inebriated to do anything but laugh hysterically. “Oh no, could sommmmeone untangle me please? I think I’m wrapped around, um…the floor.”
A hungry look shone in the six eyes of Aven Rose, and she descended upon her helpless friend with glee. “Oh, I am certain I could help, little thicket~”


-----


Junie whined and mewled and squeezed her favorite stuffie tight. It felt so good to have big sis inside her, this was the best cuddling ever. She wanted to do this every night forever, especially when they were both on their owner’s phytotoxin.
She had pretended to be asleep so many times when Mabel was touching herself, and she knew that the spurt of fluid that her sister’s hands had coaxed out of herself was surely coming. She needed it inside her, needed that funny whitish goo to soak in inside her.
“Mabel, please, harder!”
Mabel kept speeding up, grunting as she found the perfect pace. Junie was squirming now, and Mabel grabbed both of her arms and pulled them back, helplessly slamming the girl back against her. 
“Yeah, you like that? Little Daddy’s girl can't get enough of her big sister’s dick, huh?”
“Please!”
Crash.
Mabel’s confidence cracked as the sound of something getting knocked over reverberated outside, followed by what sounded like Miss Laburnia laughing hysterically, then making a lot of noises Mabel had never heard any affini make.
She couldn’t bring herself to stop fully, she was too close to the edge, but she tried to slow down, tried to be quieter and listen for movement from the hall. Fuck, why’d it have to be now? Couldn’t they have done this after she nutted inside her sister?
Creak.
Oh no.
They were about to get caught.
And that thought pushed her body over the point of no return, even as her mind screamed in what little self-preservation instincts her implant had left behind.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck, I'm gonna- I can't, I have to stop-”
Junie hissed, turning around to practically snarl at her older sibling. “Don't stop, please Mabel!”
Mabel tried to pull away in a panic as the sound of vines grew closer still, but Junie’s tail suddenly whipped around and tightened with vice-like grip around her waist, engineered phytotech holding her in place far stronger than the limp, weak muscles of the little girl’s organic body. Junie’s eyes filled with the threat of tears as her lower lip quivered, pleading for Mabel, for her older sister.
Mabel was helpless to resist in all ways, physical, emotional, and spiritual. She thrust forward one last time, felt her balls tighten, and finally snarled with pleasure just as the door crashed open and an entire tangle of Affini practically fell into the room.
Light from the hall and a literal dozen glowing eyes fell upon the pair as Mabel’s orgasm continued. A week-denied load emptied in gushing spurts into her little sister’s satisfied hole, locked helplessly in place by the tail wrapping around her torso. Both girls were panting as they were plucked from the bed, still bound together by Junie’s tail reflex.
Mabel covered her face with her hands, cock still throbbing inside her sister in spurts. Holy hell, how much cum did she have in there? “Fuck, sorry, I know I’m super grounded, probably for at least a hundred years.”
Yet, when she looked up, Mom and Dad didn’t look mad at all? On the contrary, both of them were smiling widely, and their eyes swirled in all the prideful colors they did when Mabel scored a goal in soccer.
“Still a bit of a quickshot, though,” Dad teased Mabel. “I’ll have to teach you more endurance.”
Mabel blinked in confusion. “Huh?” 
Both affini laughed, cradling the naughty girl lovingly. “Remember, my love. Any rule you are capable of breaking is one I put there for the fun of you doing so,” Mom whispered reassuringly into Mabel’s ear, stroking through her hair. “But yes, you are very grounded for this.” She winked at the girl, and Mabel squirmed as the idea of being punished made having just cum inside her sister even hotter… then squirmed again as Mom pressed a vine just under Mabel’s balls, making sure every last drop was deposited deep inside Junie.
Junie was still basking in the feeling of getting such nice cuddles and cooed happily when Daddy wrapped her tight in her vines, making sure to keep Mabel right where she belonged.
“Good girl. Daddy is going to show you such fun things now that you've popped your blueberry, little pet,” she promised Junie with a growl that made the little girl tremble.
The pinnates were carried back to the living room and lovingly placed onto a smaller pet bed that someone had dragged into the center of the room, and (after getting covered in a hefty dusting of Miss Laburnia and Miss Rose’s pollen) were dosed with amounts of phytotoxin that would be lethal to unimplanted human biology and set upon each other to fuck like florets for the rest of the night. 
As they watched their daughters finally enjoy each other in the way they deserved, Gladys hummed happily, resting her head in the crook of Ochre’s neck. They basked in the glow of the moment together, content with finally resolving the tension that had been lurking in their florets.
“You know…” Gladys began, teasingly. “As we were uplifted together…one could consider our relationship to be similar to theirs, in a manner of speaking.”
Ochre chuckled, pressing her core against Gladys’ as she whispered back, “Like Mother, like daughter, I see. We can explore that once they’re actually put to bed tonight. I’d be interested to see if you consider yourself the big sister…or the little one~”
Gladys rumbled approvingly, kissing her coremate. “I suppose there’s only one way to find out, isn’t there?” 
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