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CHAPTER ONE

Cindy Ryan had been struggling with her willpower all day. Once again she stared at the phone. Her right hand started to reach for it, but then her left hand grabbed her wrist and pulled her arm back to stop her from making the call.
"N-no," she stammered. "Don't do it. You have nothing to say to him."
Then another voice, this one in her head, reminded Cindy that regardless of whether she called him, sooner or later there would have to be a confrontation with Brad. After all, he was living right next door now. She couldn't avoid him forever.
The anniversary of their parting was this August seventeenth. Kennedy had still been the president then. But it seemed like yesterday, as Cindy involuntarily recalled every detail of that fateful day when she and Brad were both still teenagers.
They had been naked, in bed together, the same as so many times before. Indeed, they had become so used to the situation that they had all but forgotten the risk they were taking by being lovers. It was a mistake which would change both of their lives forever.
However, in their casual recklessness they'd had no way of knowing this on that August seventeenth. The only thing which mattered to them at the time was being alone to do whatever they pleased to one another.
"Got it hard for me yet?" Cindy had giggled to Brad as they lay side by side under the cool sheets.
And Brad had laughed, "Maybe this time I'm not gonna make it so easy for you. You want me hard, then you'll have to work for it. Otherwise, ain't nothin' happening."
"You bastard," she said, not anything like angry, yet too surprised by Brad's uncharacteristic resistance to be as playful as she ordinarily was when they were in bed.
Usually they were so horny for each other that Brad had his cock in her cunt and was fucking her almost as soon as their clothes were off. It wasn't until she had a pussyful of hot jizz that either of them could relax enough to slow down the pace.
But today Brad insisted on being stubborn, even wiggling his limp prick between his thumb and forefinger to frustrate Cindy before he covered himself up again.
"It's all up to you," he teased. "I'm gonna just lay here and do nothin'. 'Cept maybe read this magazine."
Then as Brad pretended to ignore her in favor of the magazine, Cindy slithered out of sight under the covers. Now he could smell the sweaty masculinity of his crotch in the darkness. Her tongue flicked out. The salty flavor of his balls made her tastebud tingle and she was licking beneath them into the crack of Brad's ass.
She felt his hips twitch. When she swished her tongue's tip around the pucker, Brad's asshole pulsated.
Then Cindy drew her tongue back from Brad's asshole. She popped one of his balls into her mouth, her suction pulling it in its sac. And after doing the same thing with the other one, she took both of them at the same time. Her checks bulging, she wetly slurped for at least a solid minute.
There was still no direct response from Brad. But even from down below, Cindy heard the ragged edge of his breath as it uncontrollably quickened.
Next she released his throbbing balls and went for the clincher. Licking up the underside of his cock, she couldn't help but be triumphantly aware of the growing hardness she'd caused. Now, to make it total.
His cockhead was quickly in her mouth. She felt the rush of blood when she bore down along his expanding prick shaft.
When his young cock was completely stiff, it measured ten inches. That's how much Cindy had just swallowed, for she had just deep throated a fully aroused Brad to his churning balls.
And he was openly admitting, "Oh, I'm ready. Soooo ready!"
Brad reached down for Cindy. He wanted to fuck her now. But burrowing between his legs, she'd neither budge nor end the blowjob.
Cindy had every intention of releasing Brad's cock before he came. That didn't mean, though, that the next stop for his hard-on was in her pussy. No, not until she'd tested Brad more than this. Maybe he'd started this game, but as far as Cindy was concerned, damn, if she wasn't going to finish it on her terms.
So for now she continued sucking prick, but carefully, hard enough to keep Brad's balls in a turmoil, yet with enough caution to keep them just short of erupting.
Then, finally, she spit out his prick. Believing that she'd decided to cooperate, Brad made a grab for her, planning to flip her over so he could wedge between her thighs to thrust his cock into her cunt and fuck her at last.
However, groping beneath the covers, Brad wound up empty-handed. For Cindy had just darted away, jumping out of bed. When Brad looked up, she stood there with a mocking grin on her face.
"What the hell is this?" he panted. "First you suck me, then you won't fuck me."
Cindy just smirked.
"Okay, all right," Brad rasped, with his hopelessly aroused cock red and stiff with frustration. "I'm begging you, Cindy. That's what you wanted, isn't it? I'm begging you for a fuck."
Speaking now, Cindy told him, "That's not enough anymore, Brad. If you want a piece of ass you'll have to earn it. Have to take it."
"Jesus!" he gulped. "What do I have to do? Rape you, for Christ's sake?"
"If you've got the balls," Cindy answered without hesitation.
"Don't push me�"
"Oh, but I am."
After saying this, Cindy put a foot up on a chair so her pussylips showed as they parted. She ran a finger up the groove of her cunt, from her asshole to her cunt, then brought it to her mouth and tasted it. If anything, Brad's cock got even harder.
Brad choked, "I'm warning you. I've got my limit."
To which Cindy saucily replied, "And I'm taking you past it."
"Bitch!" Brad hissed.
He leapt from the bed. Cindy danced away from him. In his awkward haste, he landed on his knees, his rigid prick twanging from the impact.
"Catch me if you, can," Cindy lilted.
Still on his knees, Brad scrambled after her. She slipped and dodged away from him, taunting him with laughter. However, although she seemed to zig whenever he zagged, Cindy eventually ran out of space and was finally cornered.
On a chair, she stood. Brad grabbed her ankles.
"Got you now!" he grunted.
"But what're you gonna do about it?" Cindy challenged.
"Bitch!" Brad repeated.
He snatched her legs out from under, her. She landed on her ass in the chair with a thump that made the springs squeal. Then it was Cindy, herself, who squealed. Because, with his right hand looping forth in a blurred arc, Brad had just slapped her flush across the face.
However, quickly recovering, Cindy shot back, "Is that all the harder you can hit?"
Brad slapped her again. This time, though, the element of surprise was on Cindy's side. For with a lightning reflex, she slapped him back.
And all at once, they were trading blows. Brad was stronger, but Cindy was more accurate. Several of his clubbing attempts were warded off, while every one of her sharp smacks found their target.
"You've got to do better than this," Cindy taunted.
His eyes blazing, Brad charged her. Cindy squirmed, but now his superior masculine strength was too much for her. Abruptly, she went limp. Seizing his advantage, Brad whipped one of her arms behind her in a hammerlock.
The leverage lifted Cindy out of the chair as if she were weightless. Now on his feet and behind her with his free arm around her neck, Brad guided her toward the bed. She was aware of his cock surging between her thighs from the rear as he manhandled her.
He wrestled her onto the mattress, pinning her face-down beneath him. Then he lowered his mouth to the side of her head, his words spitting directly into her ear.
"This is it," he hissed. "Your last chance to come across without force."
"Go to hell!" she snapped back. "You'll have to tie me up to fuck me."
"You got it, bitch!" Brad fumed. Keeping Cindy helpless with the hammerlock, Brad shook the case off the pillow. Then with one hand and his teeth, he swiftly ripped the fabric into strips.
Now he released Cindy's arm, but it had been bent for so long that it was uselessly numb. What's more, Brad dug his knee into the base of her spine, virtually paralyzing her. So when he snagged her wrist on the metal grill of the bed frame and began lashing them in place with the torn pillowcase, Cindy failed to mount a struggle.
And once she was his captive, Brad eased up on top of her. Removing his knee from the small of her back, he straddled her legs.
"You're not going anywhere," he boasted. "Not going to make a move unless I tell you to. And whatever I tell you, you'll do or else. Now lift your ass up in the air for me, bitch. Lift it as high as you can."
"Make me!" Cindy sputtered.
"That'll be half the fun," Brad declared.
He slapped her across the ass, her plump asscheeks instantly reddening with the imprint of his hand. When Cindy didn't respond, he slapped her again, then repeatedly.
"Yeah, this is what you need," Brad snorted, while delivering a flurry of blows. "A good, hard spanking."
He kept it up. Gradually, Cindy's battered ass began to rise, trembling from the beating.
"All right, that's more like it," Brad panted when her ass was the highest point of her body. "Knew a whipping would bring you around."
He had stopped hitting her, using his hands now to separate Cindy's asscheeks. And into the split of her ass he poked the head of his jutting prick. Up and down his blunt cock tip rubbed, moving back and forth between Cindy's cunt and asshole.
"Eeeny meeny, miny, mo," he mockingly rhymed, "see if you can guess where my cock'll go."
"Just get it over with," Cindy whimpered. "You can do better than that," Brad snapped. "Beg me, bitch."
After taking a deep breath, Cindy stammered, "F-fuck me. P-please fuck me."
"Louder, bitch!"
"Fuck me! Fuck me!"
"That's more like it," Brad chuckled with macho cruelty. "Only one thing, though. Fucking you, is not exactly what I'm gonna do. Didn't have to tie you up for that."
He paused, setting his jaw to bite down on his next three words.
"This is rape!" he violently declared.
Then, like a knife, his lurching cockshaft stabbed Cindy's rear-spread cunt. Going in, it seemed like a shank of cold steel to her. But then, once she'd taken all ten inches to the hilt, the muscles of her pussy automatically responded with tugging spasms. And Cindy abruptly felt the throbbing warmth of male flesh and blood, his cock in her cunt, fucking her.
"Yes, yes," she moaned, as Brad's hard-on began moving inside her. "Rape me. Rape me so good, until I can't stop coming."
Brad's cockhead pushed into her cunt to the entrance of her womb, then pulled back, as if it were tearing something out of her. And in the process, Cindy climaxed.
"More! More!" she orgasmically cried.
She rocked to and fro on her knees to help Brad's pumping cock gain momentum in her pussy. Then adding to the intensity of the fucking, Brad reached down to pluck Cindy's cunt, twisting it around almost double.
"Feels so good!" she gasped. "So good that I almost can't stand it."
However, when she said this, little did Cindy realize how thoroughly her sexual endurance would soon be put to the test. For Brad had never intended for this to be his cock's last stop. Without warning, he pulled all the way out and left her pussy abruptly untouched.
"No, no," Cindy protested. "You can't stop now! Can't stop fucking me when I'm coming so much!"
Brad chuckled, "What makes you think I'm stopping?"
"Your cock's not in my pussy anymore!" "And what makes you think that's the only place I can fuck you?" Brad chuckled some more.
Then his cockhead bumped up a notch from Cindy's abandoned cunt. She froze.
She barely managed to stutter. "Th-there?" "Why not?" Brad crisply replied. "B-but I've never been fucked that way before," Cindy gulped. "I-I'm still cherry there."
"You'd never been tied up and raped before, either," Brad reminded.
"That's different!" Cindy wailed. "I really wanted it all the time. Led you into it. But I never thought it'd go this far. That you'd � you'd�"
"Say it!" Brad demanded, pushing the head of his prick against the dent of its puckered target. "Want to hear you say it. Never thought I'd do what?"
"Fuck me in the ass," Cindy shuddered. "Well, think again. Your ass is fucked!" Brad's cock surged. It had never seemed anywhere so huge to Cindy as it did now, barging into the place where she shit. If it hadn't been for the pussy juice greasing the way, she guessed that all that prick would have ripped her to pieces.
As it was, she just barely hung on to her consciousness, as Brad shoved more and more prick into her tightest fuckhole. How much more, she wondered, could she possibly take? And then she found out the answer as much as Brad had to give. With a jolting cock-thrust, his balls were churning against, her cunt.
Realizing what had happened, a stunned Cindy muttered, "Can't believe it! Can't believe I took a whole cock up my butt."
Cautiously, she tested the fit, moving her hips just slightly. To her surprise, the effect of the friction was channeled directly to her cunt. Whatever pain there was took second place to the unexpected promise of pleasure.
"Oooooh, mmmm, ahhhhh," she signaled her discovery with an extended moan of arousal.
She rocked forward on her knees while Brad remained still, providing the motion now. His cock felt just as good when her ass pulled away from it as when he'd fucked into her. All she wanted was more.
Indeed, it was Brad who now had second thoughts.
"Hey, slowdown," he puffed when Cindy's squeezing asshole began tugging rhythmically at his prick. "Pinches when you do that."
"That's your problem!" Cindy sang out.
For a moment only Brad's cockhead had been in her ass. Now she jerked backward with lurching hips, abruptly getting butt-fucked to her shitty bowels.
"Oooooh, it's just super in my ass!" she panted. "Even better than getting my pussy fucked. God, how can I ever thank you enough for forcing me into it?"
Brad didn't answer. He was too busy collecting his wits.
Damn, he thought, he didn't know it'd be this way when he'd decided to ass-fuck Cindy. Felt like his cock was going through a wringer. The little bitch, no matter how hard he tried she wound up having things her way. But, Brad vowed to himself, it wasn't over yet. He still had it in him to finish what he'd started.
"Thank me later!" He now scowled at Cindy. "After I'm through raping the shit out of your ass like I set out to do when I started."
He grabbed Cindy's hips, braking her movement. Then the motion was all his, as his prick began pumping back and forth in her ass, operating under its own steam for the first time since he'd put it in.
Taking control made a world of difference to Brad, with the squeezing tightness of Cindy's fucked ass becoming the special turn-on it was supposed to have been all along. To his satisfaction he felt a rising tide at the pit of his loins. All this fucking and he hadn't come yet, but when he did it was going to be a flood.
However, before he finally shot his wad, Brad was determined to show Cindy he was boss by ripping right through her if he could, really hurt her.
And he did. But not in the way he expected. "Hurts!" Cindy cried. But then she added, "Yes, hurts soooo gooooood!"
Reacting as if he were locked in battle with her, Brad fucked her ass even harder. However, Cindy's wails of pleasure just increased.
"God, I love it!" she crooned. "I'm coming so fucking much! Don't let up on me until you're coming, too, Brad! Until your cock's filling me with hot jizz!"
Cindy's mention of it made Brad aware that he was on the brink of his long-delayed climax. Before he unloaded, though, he'd make one last attempt to dominate the action, go out with a macho flourish.
Somehow holding back his cum for an additional moment, Brad grabbed double fistfuls of Cindy's hair. Snapping her head back for leverage, he drove his prick into her ass deeper than ever before. He was into her guts, feeling the gooey heat of her shit around his cock. And then he twisted his hilted fuck tool like he had a drill between his legs.
"Suffer, bitch, suffer!" he hissed, anxious to get the best of Cindy before his spurting prick ended the ass-fuck.
And on cue, she screamed for him. Screamed so loudly that it was easy for Brad to imagine that he'd finally succeeded in punishing her more than she could stand.
However, Cindy had miscalculated. As it would turn out, Brad wouldn't be the only one with the mistaken impression that he'd brutally raped her. She and be may have grown used to the notion that sex lifted them into a world of their own, but for the first time since they'd become lovers they were about to be confronted by an all-too-familiar intruder.
She heard the scream when she was pulling into the driveway, home early from her office job because of a headache. There was no doubt in her mind who it was. A mother knows when it's her only daughter who's in trouble � terrible trouble.
She ran into the, house through the kitchen door, picking up the first thing she found to use as a weapon in case the worst was happening. And then clutching the butcher knife, she closed in on her daughter's screams, a single word drumming in her head, the ugliest word in any woman's vocabulary.
"Rape," she painfully managed to say it aloud, then stabbed the air with the knife in preparation for driving it into the black heart of her little girl's attacker.
Now she was at the bedroom door. It was closed, with the screams coming from inside. She kicked it open.
And having expected the worst, she discovered that she'd underestimated the case.
"My God!" she choked, her heart stopping at the sight before her.
The obscene spectacle of her naked daughter tied to the bed and being assaulted from behind like an animal was bad enough. However, it wasn't just the apparent rape that broke the heart of Cindy's mother. The identity of the attacker was the real horror.
"Brad!" she called, reaching the edge of the creaking bed.
He looked at her just as his cock erupted in Cindy's ass. And now the horror was his.
"M-Mom," Brad stammered in shock, helpless to stop his cock from spurting.
The reply from his and Cindy's mother was uttered a tortured word at a time, as if she were in a trance. "You've-raped-your-own-sister."
And then, her ass bloating with her brother's cum, Cindy blurted out, "No, Mom, it's not what it looks like! Not Brad's fault! I made him tie me up and fuck me in the ass!" Looking back at it over the years, Cindy wondered, how she could have possibly thought that what she'd said at that moment would make it any easier on her mother. Almost anything else might have prevented what happened next.
"Wh-what?" her mother had sputtered with disbelief. "Brad and I have been fucking for months," Cindy had continued to blunder on, almost bragging about her incestuous affair with her brother.
"No!" was the gasping reply, the children's mother so near to them now that her shadow fell across their naked bodies when she raised the knife in her hand.
The shank, of cold steel flashed in the air, plunging toward a vital target. Somehow, Brad had managed to react. At the last instant, he swung out his arm and stopped his mother from piercing the heart at which she'd aimed.
Her own.
"Let me die!" she'd sobbed, slumping to the floor in despair after the knife had clattered there first. "Can't live with this, just can't."
She'd reached for the knife again. Brad was there to kick it away. Then he and Cindy had stared at their hysterical mother, realizing all too well that she was the ultimate victim of their reckless incest.

CHAPTER TWO

The years had passed quickly. Cindy had two children of her own, Randy and Tina, who were almost as old now as she and her brother had been the last time they'd seen each other. Tom was a good enough husband and Cindy was content � until now.
The passion Cindy felt was directed toward another man, the man next door, her own brother. After all this time, Brad was still the only one who could put this fire between her legs so that she thought with her cunt instead of her brain.
"It can't be," he muttered. "God, not right next door."
She'd told him she'd spotted him with the real estate agent the week before. No, she hadn't told anyone he was her brother, just praying that he'd be as uninterested in the rundown house as everybody else had been. But then the sign had come down and it was too late for her to act.
"You're right," Brad gulped in reply. "I've already made the down payment."
There was an ear-splitting silence over the wire.
Then Cindy said, "Well, looks like we've got to make the best of it, huh? We're both a lot older. Since we'll be neighbors, can't we be friends?"
"I dunno," Brad muttered.
"At least let's talk about it," Cindy suggested. "I'll come over. Just live next door, y'know."
She'd hung up before Brad could answer. Now he waited in a cold sweat, still refusing to believe that his sister would actually appear.
But that was the front door opening. The footsteps that clicked across the uncarpeted floor were definitely female. And then, from out of the past, there she was.
"Cindy," brother said to sister.
"Brad," she called.
Then her gaze fell below his belt. His rigid cock throbbed inside his pants now, leaving no secret about his arousal.
"Yes or no?" she whispered to him with stark simplicity.
He tried to speak. His throat was so dry, though, that no sound emerged. But he nodded. Cindy was already unbuttoning her blouse. With no bra underneath, her bare tits spilled into view, the nipples as pink and stiff as Brad remembered them. Her skirt was next to go after she kicked off her shoes. All it took was the lowering of the zipper, a switch of her hips, and wearing no panties or stockings, Cindy was suddenly stark naked before her open-mouthed brother.
"Now it's your turn," she purred.
Brad's hands went to his shirt. He was all thumbs as he clumsily shed it to reveal his muscular torso. But it was even worse when he dealt with his pants. All he had accomplished was unbuckling his belt before he was trembling so badly that his fingers were useless.
"Need some help?" Cindy asked.
Still speechless, Brad nodded once again.
She knelt in front of him. Brad heard the clasp snap and the zipper whine. Then he felt her hot hands inside the elastic of his shorts. There was a rustling sound as his underwear and his pants were pulled down his legs, and he felt the still air on his uncovered ass.
"Mmmm," Cindy sighed. "I see everything's just like I left it."
He watched her greedy mouth slurp down his blue-veined cockshaft. She'd always been able to swallow the whole thing, he remembered. Indeed, how could he forget it? He'd thought of it every time his wife had failed to deep-throat his big cock over the years.
"All of it," he heard himself say, finally breaking his silence with uncontrollable urgency. "Can you still take all of it, Sis?"
Cindy answered with results, not words. Bearing down, she swallowed her brother's massive hard-on to the root.
"You're the only one, Sis. Still the only one who's ever sucked all of my cock," Brad revealed. "Christ, it's been so long since I fucked your mouth. Too damned long."
He took Cindy's head in his hands. Rocking it to and fro, he began guiding her suction. With her lips now sliding up and down his prick, her mouth had become an oral cunt. It was only a short matter of time until Brad would unleash a torrent of cum down her throat.
But before he came, Cindy had plans to bring about a climax for herself. She pulled Brad down to the floor with her, then pushed him backward. Suddenly she was on top of him, swiveling around so his cock twisted in her mouth. She wound up with her body facing in the opposite direction as his, her thighs straddling his head.
Brad looked up into the hairy jaws of her cunt. He smelled it and his nostrils flared. Then some pussy juice dripped onto his lolling tongue and the sweetness he hadn't tasted in years made his senses reel.
"Sixty-nine," he murmured.
On cue, his sister's cunt closed the distance between it and his mouth. Now the wet, hairy sweetness smothered Brad. And straight up into his sister's pussy, his tongue shot like a cock.
"Oooh, that's what I need," Cindy moaned in response at the other end of the action.
She came immediately in her brother's face, something she'd never done for her husband in all the time they'd been married.
And celebrating her fete, she sucked even harder on Brad's prick to make him come, too. How she craved his spurting jism. It had been so long since she'd had her fill of his big cock's hot cream. All of the halfhearted blowjobs she'd given her husband were just part of doing her duty. In fact, she couldn't even remember how Tom's cum tasted. But she'd never forgotten Brad's.
Brad tensed beneath her. Then his ass lurched, leaving the floor. When his cock erupted, Cindy was already gulping.
His cum was even hotter and sweeter than she'd remembered. There was no way she'd ever get enough.
She swallowed every drop, coming at the same time, herself, in Brad's mouth. For as long as it lasted, they feasted on one another, with his long tongue swabbing her climaxing pussy while she emptied his balls.
Then, all too soon, it was over. For the first time since they'd been naked together, Cindy had misgivings. After all these years, she wondered, would Brad still be able to stay as hard as he had when they were teenagers?
She cautiously released his drained cock from her mouth, almost afraid to look. But when she did, her heart soared. Brad may have been a generation older, but his beautiful prick was as young and tireless as ever. Although dribbling with the dregs of the cum it had just spilled down her throat, his hard-on hadn't lost an inch.
"Oh, you stud!" Cindy squealed with delight, rolling from on top of the completed sixty-nine to congratulate her hung brother on his potency. "Mmmm, you've still got the goods."
"'Fraid I'd lose it, huh?" Brad teased, proudly stroking his massively enduring fuck tool.
"Well�" Cindy sheepishly admitted.
"Only have trouble staying hard for my wife," Brad said. "Sometimes for a couple of weeks at a time."
"I-I was meaning to ask you about her," Cindy cautiously replied, recalling the attractive woman she'd spotted with Brad and the real estate agent.
"What can I say?" Brad said with a shrug. "Her name's Meg. We've got a couple of kids � two boys � and we get along as well as we can. A typical marriage." "Do you love her?" Cindy anxiously asked. "Let's just say that we're used to each other," Brad answered, "Now what about you? You have a family, I suppose."
Nodding, Cindy said, "My husband's name is Tom. Two kids, a son and a daughter. We get by without too many ups and downs, I guess you'd say."
"Sounds familiar," Brad knowingly chuckled.
"Yeah, that boring," Cindy wistfully agreed with his unspoken conclusion. "But you know how it is. One day leads to another, so pretty soon you get used to being in a rut, and�"
"Then your brother moves next door," Brad cut in, his voice suddenly like a knife.
"Yes!" Cindy panted with a jolting surge of passion. "And if you're like me, you're alive again instead of just existing!"
"You want me to fuck you now, don't you, Sis?" Brad noted the obvious.
There was a paint-splattered tarp on the floor. She fell back onto it, her knees up. Then they slowly parted, her cunt appearing between her spreading thighs. It was the classic fucking position, and when Cindy reached to her crotch to stretch open her pussylips, Brad was right there with his rigid cock leading the way.
"Oh, yes, stick it in," Cindy begged her brother for a pussyful of his prick. "Stick it in now and fuck me as deep and hard as you can. The way my husband can never do. The way your wife will never get it."
"God, you horny, little bitch! I'll fuck you until you scream."
His prick surged into her cunt. She pushed back to take it all as quickly as possible. Then wrapping her legs around his waist, she rocked him on top of her to set the tempo of his cock thrusts.
"Mmmm, I'm not screaming yet," Cindy moaned, "but, ahhhh, I'll get there. 'Course, the quicker you make me come, the more it'll help."
Brad slipped his hand between his sister's legs, fingering the straining rims of her cock filled pussy. Then, nestled in the folds at the top of her cunt, he found what he wanted, her stiff, little fuck button.
"Oh, yes, my clit. Do something wonderful to my clit while you're fucking me, Brad," Cindy sang. "If that doesn't help me come, I might as well give up sex."
"That'll be the day," Brad chuckled.
His big thumb squashed his sister's clit, grinding it down. At the same time, he drove his cock to the squeezing depths of her cunt for good measure.
"Yeah, I'm almost there," Cindy rasped. "Now take me over the edge, Brad. You remember how, don't you?"
His free hand went right where his sister wanted it, up into the slit of Cindy's squirming ass, Brad's middle finger poked into the dented pucker just a notch away from her fucked pussy.
"That's it. Fingerfuck my ass while you play with my clit and fuck my cunt!" Cindy blurted, her voice rising.
Brad probed her shit pit to his last knuckle. He also dug at her cunt with the jagged thumbnail of his other hand. Simultaneously, his prick pistoned in her cunt. And with her naked body tossing like a boat in a stormy sea, Cindy reached her orgasm.
"I'm coming!" she declared.
"Not as hard as you're going to, Sis," Brad answered.
He added a second finger to her asshole. He pinched her clit, twisting it around double. He fucked her cunt to her womb.
"Scream, Sis, scream!" he demanded as he poured it on.
"Yes!" Cindy howled at the top of her lungs, letting it all hang out. "I'm coming! Coming soooo much!"
"Haven't lost a thing, have you, Sis?" Brad expressed his approval.
"Been saving up a long time," Cindy answered, her voice dipping into a husky groan now.
"So have I," Brad panted. "Feel like a horny kid who's been waiting half his life for his first fuck."
"Mmmmm, unless I miss my guess, that sounds like you're about to shoot your wad," Cindy said, bubbling with anticipation.
"You'd better believe it, Sis! You ready for a pussyful of my jizz?"
"No!"
"What the hell?" Brad muttered with confusion.
"Not in my pussy, Brad. In my ass. The way you came in me the last time we fucked."
Brad winced, remembering that mind blowing day.
"Why, Sis, why? Why'd yow have to bring that up now?"
"We've got to face it, Brad," Cindy insisted. "If we're going to pick up where we left off, we can't hide from the past. If we do, then there's no future for us."
"Don't wanna lose you again, Sis," Brad admitted, his voice trembling.
"Then take the bull by the horns, damn you!" Cindy snapped. "Come in my ass the same as you did that day. Once you do, then we'll both know that nothing can stop us from here on in."
Her voice softened into a coaxing purr.
"Trust me," he finished.
And her brother's cock began to withdraw from her cunt. Cindy knew how well-greased with her pussy juice it must be, knew how easily it would slide into her eager asshole if Brad didn't lose his nerve.
Then his prick was all the way out of her cunt. She put her hand down to find out if he wanted her to help make the switch from her juiciest fuckhole to her tightest one.
"Yes," Brad murmured when her fingertips brushed his slippery fuck tool. "Put it in for me, Sis. Put my cock in your ass."
Cindy fit the knob into her puckered opening. Then she lifted her thighs in a wide arc, creating a better target.
"Ready?" she asked her sweating brother.
"As I'll ever be."
Getting a good grip around his prick's thick shaft, Cindy jerked her wrist. His cockhead surged into her ass, even more easily than she'd expected. Another jerk and several inches of his prickshaft were inside her narrow shitter.
"I can take your whole cock if you want me to," she excitedly told her brother.
"It's up to you, Sis!" Brad gasped.
Cindy tugged his prick with her hand, and pushed up from the floor with her hips. It worked like a charm, forcing all his prick meat inside her to her brother's balls.
"I've got every inch of your cock in my ass," she moaned. "Now fuck me with it. Fuck me until you come like you've never come before, Brad."
She reached underneath and squeezed his balls to get him going. His prick flexed, then began to move back and forth. Already Cindy could feel sensual electricity in the nerve endings, which linked her ass to her cunt.
It was, of course, her brother's climax that was the main concern at this point. However, while she waited for his cock to erupt in her bowels, Cindy couldn't avoid coming again, herself. Not that it did anything but help Brad's cause. For as her asshole orgasmically spasmed, the friction applied to his butt-fucking prick more than doubled.
"This is it, Sis!" Brad soon reported.
"Then shoot it, stud, shoot it into me!" Cindy cried. "All that jizz straight up my ass!"
She tugged at his balls, forcing his cock in to the hilt for the moment of truth.
"Now!" she screamed.
"Oh, yeah, now, now, now," Brad groaned with release. "Now � at last."
His cock was spurting. The cum arrived in liquid blasts, scalding blasts of creamy fire that seared his sister's bowels.
"More! More! More!" Cindy begged.
Brad grabbed her legs, bending them back over her head so her body was jackknifed while he leaned on top of her with his full weight. Angling straight down into her ass, his climaxing prick bloated her with its gushing jizz. Would he ever stop coming? God, Cindy thought, she hoped not.
But then Brad swallowed a breath so deep that it made his eyes pop, fired off a final burst of jism, and at last his balls were drained. Sliding from on top of Cindy, he dragged her legs down with him as his spent prick retreated in her sloppy asshole.
"I'm done," he croaked. "Nothing left to give. You fucked the last drop of cum out of me, Sis. It'd all in your ass now."
"Mmmmm, right where it belongs," Cindy crooned, feeling more fucked than she ever had in her life. "You did just perfect, Brad. It was worth the wait."
And then she took her brother's head. It just seemed like the natural thing to do. When she guided his mouth to one of her big tits, he automatically began sucking her nipple like a hungry baby.
"Nothing can keep us apart anymore, darling," she crooned in a lullaby tone. "Welcome home."

CHAPTER THREE

The truck parked in front of her brother's address. And like a lonely child who was excited because a new family on the block meant a new playmate, Cindy watched the comings and goings of the moving men as they filled the empty house with furniture.
"It's really going to happen," she sighed more than once, feeling as though she ought to pinch herself to be sure she wasn't dreaming.
Then, suddenly interrupted from behind, she heard, "What in the world are you talking to yourself about, hon?"
"Tom!" Cindy blurted her husband's name as if he were the last person she expected to see.
Cindy could see from the gleam in Tom's eyes and the bulge at his crotch that he wanted to fuck her. The idea of anybody's cock in her cunt except her brother's made her sick. But how could she keep her own husband out of her pants when the piece of ass he wanted was rightfully his? Especially when she hadn't put out for him since last month.
Since nothing had been openly said so far about sex, Cindy tried to keep the subject away from it. Maybe if she rattled on enough, Tom would lose interest and go wash the car.
"New neighbors," she said gesturing toward the window.
He had just unzipped his fly.
"Right now," he said, "it's just me and you."
He pulled his cock out of his pants. His prick was rigid with arousal, blue veins rippling along his thick cockshaft.
"Please, Tom," she muttered. "I'm not in the mood."
"If I waited for that, I'd forget how to get it up," Tom spat, angry now. "Maybe it's time I just started taking what's mine!"
He backed Cindy into a corner, the head of his cock jabbing her belly like the barrel of a gun.
"I'm going to fuck you, Goddamn it!" he seethed. "With your cooperation or without it! Now get out of those clothes and onto that bed. I want you naked for me, with your legs spread wide open so you're all cunt for my big cock."
Cindy had never heard her husband talk this way. It saddened her, for the one thing she'd always been able to count on in her marriage was that Tom was a nice guy.
"You don't know what you're saying, Tom!"
"Oh, yeah?" he snarled. "Well, like they say, actions speak louder than words." He ripped Cindy's blouse down the front. Heaving in exposure, her tits were barely contained by her bra. Then it was also gone after a tug from Tom's big hand, leaving Cindy naked from the waist up.
Now, as she froze with panic at the thought of being brutally raped by her own husband, Tom gripped her hips. His fingers dug under the waistband of her slacks, then flexed with masculine power until the top button snapped and the zipper split open. An instant later, only her bikini panties remained.
Tom left the panties on when he wrestled her onto the bed. Only then did he touch them, hooking a finger under the crotch-band and pulling the elastic from the well of Cindy's quivering thighs.
"These I'm going to suck right off your cunt like spaghetti off a fork. Even if I have to tie you down to do it. Then I'm gonna fuck you like you've never been fucked before. Hard, fast and mean."
"That's rape," Cindy choked.
"Won't get any argument about that out of me, bitch," Tom cruelly chuckled. "So why don't you just follow the advice your mama must've given you. Relax and enjoy it." "I'd die first!" Tom cracked her across the face. It was the first time in their marriage that he'd ever hit her. Suddenly woozy, Cindy felt the fight seep out of her. Her vision fogged from the brain rattling impact of the blow, she thought she saw her husband leaving the bed. But she was too stunned to do anything about it. And then he was definitely back, clutching something in his hands.
Tom rasped, "Your pantyhose ought to work real well on your ankles and wrists. Tie you into a pretty, little package."
He quickly lashed Cindy to the bed frame, obscenely spread eagling her. Never had she felt so helpless.
"Now for those panties."
He knelt down into the well of Cindy's forcibly stretched thighs, burrowing between them. Then his mouth was on the crotch of her panties, sucking the flimsy panel of fabric between his teeth. Cindy could feel his hot breath and slimy spit on her cunt as he tugged. It made her want to vomit.
"Help me!" she screamed. "In God's name, somebody � somebody please help me!"
And her plea was heard, just before her husband cracked her in the face again. The problem was by whom.
He was coming through the front door, slapping a ball into a baseball glove without a care in the world, when he heard it. He ran up the stairs, too ready to come to the rescue to experience any fear. Because as far as Randy Ryan was concerned, nobody was going to hurt his mom while he was around.
Not even his dad.
For it was his father Randy now confronted when he swung into the bedroom. His father was all over his naked mother as she struggled at the bonds which tied her to the bed.
"Get outta here, you damned punk!" Tom Ryan barked at his son, after his drooling face bobbed up from between Cindy's legs. "This is none of your business!"
"I'm making it my business!" the boy shot back, standing his ground with his fists clenched and fire in his eyes.
And abruptly, it was father rather than son who lost his nerve. All at once, Tom was white as a sheet. All Tom now cared about was getting out of the bedroom as fast as he could. He left in a streak, darting past his son so rapidly that Randy couldn't lay a hand on him.
His footsteps clattered down the stairs. The front door opened, then slammed. A moment later and the car was screeching out of the driveway, then roaring off down the street.
Unable to think of the right thing to say, Randy Ryan just stared at his captive mother. He'd seen flashes of her naked before when she was ducking in and out of the shower. But never like this, never with her legs spread, so he could look directly between them and see every detail of her hairy cunt.
Finally breaking the awkward silence, his mother asked him, "Aren't you going to untie me?"
Seeming not to hear her, Randy kept staring. He panted like a dog.
His mother followed the path of his gaze. They led straight to her cunt. Then, warily, Cindy glanced up at her son's crotch. It bulged.
"No," Cindy whispered to herself, as she studied the outline of his cock and balls in those tight jeans. "Not my own son."
"Yes," Randy whispered in reply, having overheard her. "I can't help myself, Mom. And there's nobody to stop me like I did Dad."
Cindy had never seen the boy's prick when it was hard. She did now. Randy pulled his cock out of his pants and its size took her breath away. Now Cindy was the one who couldn't help herself. All of a sudden her pussy leaked with desire for her hung son's stiff, young prick.
"You want it, Mom," Randy hissed with confidence. "I can see from your juicy cunt how much you want it."
How did he know, Cindy wondered, about the condition of an aroused cunt? Sure, there were pictures and dirty books which boys his age looked at, but unless he'd had experience with the real thing.
"That's right, Mom," Randy answered Cindy's unspoken question, "I'm not cherry."
He took off his shirt. Never before had Cindy noticed how broad his shoulders had become. There was even a wisp of hair on his chest. Yes, she excitedly thought, her little boy had grown up to the brink of manhood.
Now Randy unbuckled his belt and he dropped his jeans and shorts entirely, kicking them away along with his sneakers. He was nude, his wiry muscles rippling under his sleek skin.
"All right, I won't ask you who you've been with," Cindy said. "Won't ask you anything, except far one favor."
"Yeah?"
"Fuck me!" Cindy helplessly blurted out. And she wasn't really asking. She begged.
"When I'm ready," Randy shot back, clearly in charge and taking complete advantage of it. "But before you get my cock in your cunt, you've got to earn it."
If Cindy had closed her eyes, she could have easily imagined that it was her brother talking to her. What she'd just heard from Randy was eerily similar to what Brad had said to her on that fateful day so long ago.
However, there was a crucial difference in Cindy's mind between then and now. Although what had happened in the past signaled the end of something, today brimmed with the promise of something that was just beginning.
"Anything, darling. I'll do anything you want."
"Suck my cock, Mom!" Randy commanded.
"All you have to do is feed it to me, sweetheart," Cindy hungrily agreed. "I'll swallow as much of your beautiful, young cock as you'll let me take. And when you come in my mouth, I'll drink every drop of your sweet jizz."
"You talk a good game, Mom," Randy drawled, a totally different person than the one who had originally dashed to his mother's rescue just moments before. "Now let's find out how well you play it."
He got onto the bed, straddling Cindy as she remained tied to the bed. His prick was in his hand, his swollen cockhead just shy of his mother's face.
"Open wide, Mom," he ordered.
Cindy's mouth became a yawning cavern, inviting a cock-thrust down her throat. At last, her son's big prick surged down her throat. He had such a salty prick, Cindy immediately realized. It made her so thirsty for his turn. And now she began working to drain it from his balls.
Having traveled over every inch of her son's hard-on with its initial shove, Cindy's lips were clasped around the root. Quickly, though, they were sliding back and forth along his thick cockshaft. And within her mouth, her tongue slurped and squirmed around the rest of the cock.
Randy had to admit, "You're good, Mom. A born cocksucker. You just keep it up, and I'm gonna come plenty for you."
Cindy was thrilled by his praise. Nobody had ever said anything to her, in or out of bed, that made her feel better about herself. She just wished that her hands were free so she could add to the blowjob by squeezing her son's balls and fingerfucking his gritty, young ass.
But then again, she reasoned, being tied up was all part of the excitement, wasn't it? If she hadn't been helpless to begin with, she'd have never been available to Randy in the first place. Besides, she really didn't need her hands to work on her son's balls and ass. If only he'd let her, she could show him that sucking his cock wasn't all she could do with her mouth and tongue.
She was afraid to ask him, though. He might say no. So taking a chance and just going ahead and doing it on her own was the only alternative, with the hope that he wouldn't stop her.
All of a sudden Cindy released Randy's cock. But before he could complain, one of his balls was in her mouth, bathed in spit and caressed by her tongue.
"All right, I can dig it, Mom," Randy said. "Go as far as you want down there."
Cindy took the second ball in her mouth, along with the first. They were a load, but even so she drew them almost to her throat. And springing up between her face and his crotch, her son's cock throbbed with even more excitement than when it had been sucked directly.
Now she released her son's balls and moved into fresh territory. She licked the crack of Randy's ass, the area just hairy enough to tickle her tongue. The taste was sweaty, as salty as his cock and balls had been.
Then the flavor Cindy sampled was even sharper than sweat. For she had just probed Randy's asshole with the tip of her tongue. And seconds later, she had penetrated much deeper, rimming him.
"Can't take much more of this, Mom," the boy croaked. "Not without coming!"
Cindy immediately pulled her tongue from his ass. There was no way her son was going to shoot his wad without that sweet, young jizz pouring straight to her belly.
So it was back to his straining prick. She deep-throated it, applying all the suction she could manage.
"What a load!" Randy blurted, as his crotch bucked against his mother's face.
His cock was abruptly gushing. Rather than surfacing in separate spurts, his cum flowed in a continuous stream as though he was pissing down his mother's throat.
His jism was more delicious than any Cindy had ever tasted, even Brad's. Not even her brother could produce the high quality cream that her climaxing son now fed her. Plus, there was so much of it. However, although Cindy had to struggle to keep up with the flood, she was determined to down every precious drop.
She succeeded. Indeed, by the time her son's balls were drained, she only wished there were more of his hot, young cum for her to drink.
But then Cindy quickly forgot about sucking any more cock. Because, when Randy's fuck tool slipped from her mouth, she saw how perfectly hard it remained. And immediately, fucking was on her mind.
"Put it in my cunt before you lose it," she urged.
"Lose my hard-on?" Randy scoffed. "I can keep my cock stiff for you all day, Mom!"
Moving down Cindy's naked body, Randy slid his narrow hips between her spread thighs. Unable to wait a second longer, his mother thrust at his prick with her anxious cunt, as if she were trying to devour his cock meat with her hairy lower jaws.
Her aim was perfect. Randy's cock surged exactly where it was supposed to go � straight up her pussy.
"Oooooh, it's so big!" Cindy squealed with delight when his prick was inside her. "Such a big cock for my hot cunt!"
She lifted her ass all the way off the bed to push toward her son, forcing his hard-on even deeper into her pussy. Now she could feel his knotty cockhead scraping against the entrance to her womb.
The thought of being fucked by the same boy to whom she'd given life, her cunt filled by him once again, made Cindy climax on the spot. Once she'd started coming, she couldn't stop. Orgasmically writhing beneath her son, she caused him to grab her tits in order to hang on for the ride.
While Randy bounced on top of her, his prick stabbed repeatedly into her pussy. The friction was nonstop, heightening Cindy's climax and stimulating Randy ever nearer to one of his own.
"Can't go on much more like this," he warned his mother. "Though I'd be able to fuck you a lot longer, but damn, your cunt won't let up for a second on my cock."
"Don't worry about coming too quick," Cindy told him. "I want your cunt in my pussy as soon as I can get it. Besides, you can always take it slower the next time. Like you said, you can keep your cock stiff for me all day."
"Right on!" Randy enthusiastically agreed. "What the hell am I worried about? I'm a stud!"
"But first things first," Cindy teased. "Like shoot my pussy full of so much of your cum that it runs down my legs."
"You mean like now?"
"Absolutely!" Cindy cried, squeezing her cunt even tighter around her son's cock when he fucked her with a final surge. "Come! Come!"
On cue, Randy's prick exploded with liquid fire at the depths of her cunt. Cindy had thought when she'd previously sucked him off that it wasn't possible for jizz to be any hotter. However, this load made the earlier one seem tame. It was scalding.
"Feels like I can't stop!" Randy croaked as his cock kept erupting.
"Don't try!" Cindy cried, craving every bit of teenaged cum she could capture in her pussy. "I want all I can get!"
Then Randy's chest was heaving, as he grunted like an animal with every additional burst from his prick. Soon, however, there was a calm. His balls finally emptied, Randy sprawled on top of his mother, breathing deeply right next to her ear. Down below, the excess cum from Cindy's thoroughly fucked cunt trickled in sticky ribbons down her inner thighs.
"Oh, my darling little motherfucker," she crooned to her temporarily exhausted son. "You were just perfect."
Next, as if by instinct, she coaxed his face toward one of her tits. His mouth immediately closed over her waiting nipple, and Randy sucked at his mother's tit.
This was getting to be a habit with her, Cindy realized. She'd nursed her brother last week and now the same today with Randy. Obviously there was something about incest that made her want to baby her lovers after they'd proved their manhood.
In any case, there was clearly an erotic connection between the two. For as Randy slurped at his mother's tits, his cock began to stiffen again in her cunt.
And Cindy started gently rolling her hips to tug at his reviving hard-on with her pussy. And before long, Randy was all man once more.

CHAPTER FOUR

"Where's Daddy?" Tina Ryan asked her mother and brother on Sunday afternoon.
Thinking on her feet, Cindy quickly lied, "Oh, he got a call from his office. Some kind of emergency out of town at one of the branches. Had to leave with just enough time to pack."
"It's not fair," she whined. "My business is just as important as Daddy's. Couldn't he have taken a plane to where he was going?"
Finally, after more of Tina's complaining, Cindy sighed, "Why don't you just take some money from my purse and get a taxi to wherever you're going. We can afford it."
"On a date?" Tina objected. "No taxi's about to hang around a drive-in movie all night."
"Well, if it's a date, why do you need the car in the first place?" Cindy asked. "Isn't the boy supposed to drive?"
"He was," Tina shot back, still addressing her mother but glaring now out of the corner of her eye at Randy. "But the stupid jerk turned gutless when it came to standing up for our rights. Left it all up to me, as usual, after it was too late to do anything about it."
Then Tina turned directly on her brother, seething.
"You asshole!" she hissed.
"Uh, well, see," he hemmed and hawed. "Sis and I had a double date tonight with the Carlton twins. Uh, you know, me with Suzie and Sis with Kevin. So I was supposed to ask for the car, 'cause Kevin's license is suspended and Suzie flunked her driver's test, so neither of them have wheels. But the truth is, I forgot all about it."
"Well, I can understand that," Cindy knowingly said.
"And I think it sucks!" Tina stormed, shooting daggers at Randy. "Thanks for screwing up everything, schmuck."
"But, Sis, even if I'd remembered, Dad would've needed the car any how. His job's more important than a date," Randy defended himself, falling in completely with Cindy's lie about his father's absence.
"I'd have gotten it out of him, no matter where he had to go," Tina spat. "What kind of family is this, anyway, with only one car? We might as well be on welfare."
Now she rolled her eyes up toward the ceiling in an expression of total disgust.
"Aw, what's the use!" she said. "I'm splitting!"
Cindy and Randy watched her turn on her heels, then stomp toward the door. It slammed and she was gone.
"Uh, maybe I'd better catch up with Sis and try to calm her down," Randy suggested.
"What for?" Cindy said. "All that matters is that we got rid of her."
"But that date had been set all week!"
"So what?" Cindy smirked. "You've got something more important to do now."
She had Randy's hand by this point, pulling him across the room.
"I can't even wait to get upstairs for you to fuck me again," she bubbled. "Let's do it right down here on the couch."
"Gee, you really think we ought to, Mom," Randy stalled. "Sis might come back."
"Not for awhile. Not as mad as she was. Anyway, we'll lock the doors just in case," Cindy said. "Why don't you go take care of that, while I slip into something a little more comfortable. Like, mmmm, nothing at all but a great, big smile."
Randy seemed only to willing to have an excuse to put some distance between himself and his mother. And Cindy was starting to seriously wonder why, especially when he took so long to do such a simple thing as lock the doors.
Then it dawned on her. This business about the broken double date must be affecting him because of something more than Tina's temper tantrum. And that would be, Cindy reasoned, little Suzie Carlton.
So that's who he's been fucking, Cindy concluded, recalling her son's boast that he wasn't cherry.
She took a deep breath as she pictured the Carlton girl and thought about herself being in competition with such a freckle-faced piece of teenage fluff.
"Well, I'll make him forget all about that little bitch," she vowed.
Cindy stripped quickly. Then she went to the couch and called for Randy.
He emerged hesitantly from the kitchen where he'd been puttering with the back door. His naked mother sprawled in sexual readiness on the couch, one leg hooked over the backrest and the other lolling on the floor. Wide open to begin with, she'd put the focus even more on her pussy by fingering the lips as far apart as they'd go.
"Like me?" she crooned.
"Oh, yeah, sure," Randy muttered, his mind clearly elsewhere.
"You don't sound like it," Cindy noted. "Maybe you're getting tired of me already."
"That's not it, Mom," Randy said. "It's just that I've got something on my mind, that's all."
"And I think I know who she is!" "You don't know anything!" Randy snapped. "Just lay off, Mom!"
It was not going well. But Cindy wasn't about to give up on getting laid. She'd just change her approach, that's all, backing off on the questions and doing what she did best. After all, being fucked was the important thing, not Suzie Carlton.
"Okay," Cindy agreed, "I won't pry. Your private life is your own � except, of course, for the part of it you spend with me."
"Jesus, Mom!" Randy rasped. "Can't you see I don't feel like fucking you tonight."
And then Cindy played the ace up her sleeve, purring, "Not even in the ass?"
It was the one way Randy hadn't fucked her yesterday. Now Cindy made it clear that her tightest fuck hole was there for the taking, rolling over and raising her plump ass in the air. When she parted her asscheeks, the pucker of her ass throbbed in exposure just above her rear-spread pussy, automatically catching Randy's eye and stimulating his imagination.
"Just think about your big cock in my tight, little asshole," Cindy purred some more. "Yes, Randy, fucking me right where I shit."
Glancing over her shoulder, she spotted the familiar bulge in the crotch of his jeans. Her plan was working.
"Well?" she crooned, slipping a finger into her asshole.
"I-I've never fucked anyone in the ass," Randy stammered, watching his mother's every move.
"That's what I thought, and why I figure you won't be able to resist now. Fucking a pussy's one thing. But fucking ass � well, you just can't know what it's like until you've tried it."
She added another finger in her shitter.
"See, I'm widening it for your cock," she explained. "So you won't hurt me too much when you fuck me there. Just enough for the pain to get me off without your big prick ripping me to pieces."
Probing herself deeply, she accidentally farted.
"Mmmm, I'm opening up already," she sighed without a trace of embarrassment.
Then, after a metallic whine from Randy's direction, she knew she had him hooked. His fly was open. His hand fumbled inside his pants. When it emerged, he clutched his helplessly rigid prick.
"All I have to do is stick it in?" he choked with anticipation.
"Something greasy would help," Cindy suggested. "You know, to make your cock and my ass nice 'n slippery so you'll just slide right in me. Find something you can use in the bathroom."
"Whatever you say, Mom," Randy answered in tbe small voice of a little boy who'd just been brought into line by parental authority. "Anything else?"
"Get out of those clothes," Cindy told him. "Just doesn't seem right if we're both not naked when you're fucking me, darling."
Randy sheepishly nodded and left for the bathroom. When he returned, he was stripped to the skin, the muscles of his crotch seeming to clutch the base of his cock as it jutted from between his legs.
In his hand was a tube of ointment. He brought it to the couch, where his mother still knelt on all fours with her asscheeks flared.
"What do I do?" he nervously asked.
"Start by giving me a lube job," Cindy replied. "Get that stuff all over your fingers, then smear it all around, inside and outside of my asshole."
Trembling somewhat, Randy squirted a generous amount of the gooey ointment on his fingertips. Then he brought his hand to his mother's waiting ass pucker, her own hands gone now. At first his contact with the narrow opening was uncertain. But when his middle finger slipped so easily into Cindy's shitter, his confidence instantly mounted.
"Put in another one. And deep," Cindy urged.
His second finger surged into her shit pit. He wriggled them around, testing the give within the limited space. With the help of the ointment, his mother's asshole was surprisingly elastic.
"I'll bet you could get your whole hand in there if you tried."
"Really want me to, Mom?" Randy panted, already squeezing some more from the tube with his free hand onto the other one.
"Just try me," Cindy beckoned.
Randy tested with a third finger. It fit. Next was his thumb. This was more difficult, but applying ointment on it as it entered, Randy got his thumb in.
"Oooooooh, my ass has never felt so full," Cindy crooned with delight. "Now go for it all."
Randy's little finger was left. He snaked it inside, then took a lingering view of what he'd accomplished. His mother's asshole, so small just moments before, had been stretched around the width of his wrist.
But Cindy still wasn't satisfied. "Make a fist, make a fist."
Randy didn't think it could be done. His greasy fingers proved him wrong, though, curling into a ball within his mother's ever yielding asshole. Then he felt the liquid warmth of her seeping shit between his knuckles, making the penetration even more slippery. It was possible to drive in even farther if he chose.
"Yes, fistfuck me!" Cindy declared, seeming to read his mind.
Randy punched into her, actually hearing her shitty bowels gurgle. The spasms from her ass rippled all the way up his arm to his shoulder.
By this point his hard-on was a flexing muscle which seemed like it might burst right out of its skin. It angled almost straight up from his crotch, the pulsing veins trying to pump even more blood into his prickshaft and cockhead.
"Give me the grease," Cindy said.
Randy handed it to her.
"And your cock, too," she added.
He shifted around so she could reach his crotch, while his fist remained, for the time being, in her ass.
Cindy squeezed the contents of the tube directly onto Randy's hard-on, leaving a gooey trail from root to tip. Then tossing the ointment aside, she gave him a brief handjob that left his smeared fuck tool gleaming with a sticky sheen.
"You've fistfucked me long enough," she told him. "Only your cock will do in my ass now."
Randy pulled out, his knuckles popping into the open. They were smudged with shit. He wiped his fingers in brown trails along his mother's back, while guiding his lubed prick toward its target with his free hand.
Cindy's asshole still yawned from the fistfuck, her exposed shitter tunnel a vibrant pink except for the caramel trickle of liquid shit which leaked from it down onto her cunt. Randy put his oiled cockhead into the equally glistening ass mouth.
"All you have to do is shove, sweetheart, and my ass'll just swallow up your cock," Cindy prompted.
But Randy hesitated. So Cindy rocked back on her knees. His big prick was suddenly in her, sinking deeper by the second as she forced its insertion.
She didn't let up until her son was in her to his balls, which she felt throbbing against her cunt just a notch below. To her rear, she heard Randy gasping with astonishment at how easily she'd taken his whole prick up her ass.
"Hardly even felt my cock going in you, Mom," he said.
"You'll feel something now," Cindy promised.
She bore down from within, clamping the muscles of her ass around the length of her son's hard-on as powerfully as she could. It was more than enough.
"Pinches!" Randy blurted, with his mother's hold so tight that the excess ointment clustered where the rim of her asshole gripped the root of his prick.
"Then fight back!"
She relaxed her anal vise just enough for her son to get some leeway with his prick. He pulled back, but then lingered without thrusting back in again.
"Well?" Cindy impatiently asked.
"Don't want to hurt you, Mom."
"Then I'll hurt you," Cindy shot back. "Make you strike back like a wounded animal."
She squeezed until she felt his cockhead flatten within her. Then she swiveled her hips, twisting the exposed shaft of Randy's cock like it was a crank.
"Yeeoooww, you bitch!" Randy cursed with pain. "You're killing me!"
"So kill me back," Cindy taunted. Once more she relaxed her asshole just enough to give Randy momentum if he wanted to take advantage of it. He did.
"I'll show you, bitch!" he cursed again. "Take this!"
The goring horn of his cock tore into his mother's shitpit with a violent surge. Cindy felt like she'd been split in two, which was exactly what she craved. Now all she wanted was more of the same.
"That's it!" she cried. "Only you have to do it again � and again � and again. Oh, yes, darling, just the way you're starting to fuck my ass. You have to rip me, rip me, rip me!"
Randy's prick was moving nonstop now, pistoning in the groove of his mother's deep ass. When he fucked into Cindy, his cockhead plunged into the shitty mass of her bowels. Retreating with a lurch, he'd leave only a couple of inches inside while setting his hips for another assault. Then, his crotch bucking in, he'd charge to bury his fuck tool another time.
His prick felt good to Cindy, pulling and going in. Either way, the nerves in her fucked ass delivered the same orgasmic message to her senses. And she came and came and came, feeling as if there were a separate climax with each and every cock-thrust.
"Can't stop coming!" she gasped. "As long as you keep fucking my ass, I'll keep coming. Never get enough!"
"Think again, Mom. This time I'm gonna make you quit. Not just fuck you, but fuck you over. Fuck you until you can't stand anymore. So you beg me to quit." "That'll be the day!" Cindy crowed. "You'll see," Randy warned. While his prick continued jackhammering her ass, he reached under his mother, grabbing her dangling tits. The way he seized them made her nipples pop out between his fingers.
Cindy felt as though her trapped nipples might burst. At the same time, Randy's nails gouged into the spongy part of her tits, drawing blood.
No rapist had ever treated his victim any more brutally than Randy was doing to his mother. But Cindy was sure that she was as close as she'd ever get to heaven on earth.
"Every time you hurt me, I come even harder!" she joyously told her son. "What you're doing to my tits couldn't go better with your cock in my ass!"
This was not what Randy wanted to hear from his mother. He wanted to punish her, not please her. So his hands abruptly withdrew from her mauled tits, searching for a different place to make her suffer beyond her endurance.
Then he thought he had it. Her cunt. Suddenly it filled his hand � the hair, the meat, the juice dribbling through his gouging fingers.
"I won't stop, Mom," he vowed when he heard Cindy whimper. "Won't stop until you beg me for mercy."
And her whimper turning to a wail of pleasure, Cindy cried, "I'll only beg you for more, more, more! What you're doing to my pussy hurts even better than what you did to my tits! Hurts soooo goooood along with your ass-fucking prick!"
In frustration, Randy plunged his hand into his mother's cunt the way he'd previously done in her ass. Now he could feel his cock fucking ass just a notch away with his clenched knuckles.
His mother screamed with ecstasy, "Fantastic! Fuck me in both places at once, Randy! Your prick where I shit and your fist in my pussy! I'll come twice as much now!"
Randy realized he'd failed again to dominate his mother. But he also realized he was beginning not to care. Randy, whether he liked it or not, was about to shoot his wad.
Quickly, all that mattered to him was relieving the mounting pressure on his balls. To achieve the orgasmic release that was now his only concern, he had to fuck his mother's ass harder and faster. As he did, his cock bumped repeated against his flexing knuckles in her cunt.
And he cried that he'd gone as far as he could go. The explosion of cum followed before the echo of his voice had stopped bouncing off the bedroom walls.
"Oh, my God!" his mother cried. "What a load! I knew when you came, it'd be something special, but not this much! Where are you getting it all?"
"Don't know, Mom! My cock just keeps shooting � shooting � and shooting."
When it was finally over, his massive climax seemed to have put him in a trance. Pulling his prick from his mother's ass and his hand from her cunt, Randy stared with glassy eyes at the one smeared with female shit and the other dripping with pussy juice.
Cindy turned around just in time to see him swaying. She caught him when he pitched forward, nestling him in her arms.
"Mama's little boy's all tuckered out, isn't he?" she crooned in his ear, as if he'd turned from a man into a child the instant his balls were drained.
Randy murmured something that wasn't loud enough to understand. Cindy rumpled his hair with a tender caress.
"I know, I know," she soothed. "You're so tired after working so hard to make Mommy happy. But I know just what'll hit the spot for my baby."
As she had the day before, Cindy coaxed her son's face toward her tit. His mouth found her nipple at once. Within a moment, Randy's contented sucking was the only sound that could be heard.

CHAPTER FIVE

Cindy received the letter and the phone call one right after another. First, she found the envelope in the mail the morning after her latest session with Randy.
Immediately recognizing that it was addressed in her daughter's handwriting, she realized that Tina had never come home after stomping from the house yesterday. Cindy had been so wrapped up with fucking Randy that, just as she had with her husband, she'd failed to notice her daughter was missing. The letter read: Dear Mom, I just can't hack it at home for the time being. Nothing personal, but you're driving me nuts. I'm tired of having to ask for everything like a little girl. I need my own space. Don't worry about me, I'll be all right. Love, Tina.
After reading it, Cindy felt bad only about not feeling bad. The fact was that she was as secretly glad to be rid of Tina as she'd been to shed herself of Tom. Because without either her daughter or husband around, it was clear sailing with Randy.
Then the phone rang.
It was Brad. What had happened to her, Cindy's brother wanted to know, why hadn't she been in touch? He was so horny for her that he didn't know whether he was coming or going.
As she listened to him, Cindy looked out the far window at the house next door for the first time since Saturday. The truth was that she'd forgotten all about her brother once she'd started fucking her son. And now, searching her soul, she sensed that the fire was gone for Brad, replaced by her lust for Randy.
There was, of course, no way she could explain this to her brother. She'd just have to invent something to keep him at a distance.
"Uh, I've been thinking, Brad," she started talking in an attempt to let her brother down easy. "Thinking about us. I know it's wonderful when you fuck me, but we can't just think of ourselves. You've got a family, and so do I. We'd be taking a terrible chance of hurting a lot of innocent people if we kept this up."
"Bullshit!" Brad thundered with such force that the receiver vibrated against Cindy's ear.
She hung up the phone on the spot. Then, hurriedly, she made a swing around the house to close all the curtains and drapes so her brother couldn't eavesdrop on her from next door.
Her next few hours were spent waiting for Randy, who during the summer months often left early to work at his lawn-mowing business.
In the meantime, the phone rang several times. Cindy assumed it was her brother begging for a second chance. Brad was turning into a pest, she told herself. If he was so desperate for a piece of ass, let him fuck his damned wife.
However, by afternoon, Cindy was having second thoughts about whether she'd done the right thing. For Randy had yet to return home. Cindy couldn't help but wonder if she'd outsmarted herself by leaving herself with no one to fuck.
The phone rang again. Maybe she'd been previously mistaken when she'd believed it was Brad calling. Maybe it was Randy with an explanation about his delay.
Cindy answered it. She'd been accurate to begin with. Her brother pleaded with her to reconsider.
And this time she was tempted after so much waiting, her pussy a sopping wound of desire. But somehow she managed to avoid thinking with her cunt.
"No!" she blurted out, and hung up on Brad again.
And then Cindy decided that she had to get out of the house, for if Brad called another time, she might not be so strong. Outdoors she started walking aimlessly, until she found herself across the street from the Carlton residence. She recognized at once why she'd been drawn there.
Then Cindy's heart leapt when she saw the familiar lawn mower parked in the corner of the yard. It was Randy's.
Now Cindy recalled that the Carltons had a swimming pool. She saw its blue glint when she reached the cover of some shrubs, from where she could eavesdrop without being noticed.
There were four kids in the water. Cindy recognized them immediately. Two of them were the Carlton twins, Suzie and Kevin. The other pair were her own children, Randy and Tina.
"So this is where Tina is staying," Cindy whispered. She glanced over her shoulders toward the garage. It was empty. The parents must be gone for a while, she figured, leaving the place to the kids. If teenaged sex was going to surface, Cindy anticipated, this was the place for it.
Suzie Carlton drew herself out of the pool and she stood dripping at its edge. She was a beautiful girl, something highlighted by the fact that she was stark naked. She had smallish but perfect tits, curves that wouldn't quit, and at the center of her sleek loins a blonde triangle of pussy hair which gleamed in the sun like spun gold.
Looking on from her hiding place, Cindy Ryan was consumed by jealousy in her belief that this was the girl with whom she was competing for her hung son's big cock. The envy was only heightened when Suzie spread herself out in a lounge chair at poolside and openly stroked her buttery cunt in a way nobody present could miss.
"Ooooh, I'm so horny," Suzie called with youthful glee.
Cindy winced in advance, expecting as she did that her son would come running to satisfy the little bitch. However, the naked teenaged boy who jumped from the pool with a jutting hard-on wasn't Randy after all.
"My God, it's her brother!" Cindy gasped, as she watched Kevin Carlton approach Suzie Carlton, with his rigid prick leading the way.
"Wanna suck or fuck, Kev?" Suzie asked her brother. "I'm hot for either."
"How about to go down on my cock, Sis, while I eat your pussy?"
"Then this stupid chair'll never hold us," Suzie giggled. She flopped onto the grass, landing on her plump little ass so her legs flew apart.
Her brother dove between her thighs, then swiveled around on top of her while his mouth twisted on her cunt. No sooner was it available than Suzie had taken his big prick in her mouth and was slurping hungrily.
And as she watched, Cindy was naturally left to wonder where this arrangement put her own children, since she'd assumed Randy was linked with Suzie and Tina with Kevin.
Now it was Tina who popped out of the pool. She was as naked as her friend, Suzie, but even more eye-catching. The chief reason for this was between her legs.
"She's shaved her cunt," Cindy whispered, staring from afar at her gorgeous daughter. "It's as smooth as when she was a little girl. But the rest of her was, all woman."
Unable to control her response, Cindy felt her own pussy spasm at the sight of this child-woman who was her flesh and blood. No doubt about it, the lesbian attraction she felt for her daughter was abruptly there.
The last to leave the pool, Randy eagerly confronted his sister, as bare-assed as she was. He had a prick that stuck out from his crotch like a pole. He stood so close to Tina now that his cockhead jabbed her flat belly whenever he breathed.
"We gonna let those two turkeys have all the fun?" Tina teased her brother, referring to the sixty-nining Suzie and Kevin.
"Not if I can help it, Sis," Randy answered. He fell to his knees, lowering his face to the level of his sister's hairless crotch. She flexed her bald cunt against his waiting mouth. Grabbing her ass, Randy began pulling her down with him as he feasted between her thighs.
He let Tina be on top. Clearly she'd had plenty of practice in this position. With Randy's mouth not leaving her cunt for a second, she turned around and faced down at his cockshaft as it stood to meet her in pulsing readiness.
"Mmmm, my favorite snack," Tina said with an exaggerated smack of her lips. "Raw meat."
Down she slurped. There was never any doubt that she'd deep-throat his entire cock.
And looking on, Cindy could only draw one conclusion.
"It was never Randy and Suzie Carlton," she choked to herself. "He's been hung up on Tina the whole time, his own sister, the same way Suzie is with her brother. This whole double-dating thing was just a cover-up."
And yet, although she was now aware of the truth, Cindy wasn't nearly so devastated as she might have expected to be if somebody had warned her in advance that her children were lovers. Indeed, she couldn't help but admire how perfect they were together, as Tina sucked Randy's big prick and he feasted on her shaved pussy.
"I can't blame them for this," Cindy wistfully admitted, remembering how, when she was their age, she'd given in to the same temptation with her own brother.
Still, this acceptance didn't make it any easier for Cindy to eavesdrop. Her cunt, quite simply, was on fire. It needed something in it. And under the circumstances, there was nothing else to do the job but her own fingers.
Cindy slid her hand under the waistband of her slacks and plunged it into her panties. Her pussy seemed to gobble up her fingers. She was probing her sticky depths with three of them almost before she knew it, while her thumb pushed her cunt to the bone.
Climaxing after only a moment of this, she moaned to herself, "Oooooh, I needed that. Couldn't have gone another minute without coming."
Then, less intense for now about fingerfucking her temporarily satisfied cunt, Cindy returned her full attention to the incestuous teenagers who were sixty-nining beside the pool.
From where she watched, Cindy had an excellent view of both brother-sister combinations. And whatever detail was blocked because of the position of one couple, was crystal clear with the other pair. Taken together, the slurping-brothers and sisters left nothing to the imagination.
The girls had been coming off and on for some time, but now it was the boys' turn. Randy and Kevin Carlton seemed to be racing one another to see who'd be first to shoot his wad. In response, Tina and Suzie sucked cock deeper and harder than ever, each apparently determined to get her brother off before the other accomplished the feat.
Cindy naturally found herself rooting for Randy to come in Tina's mouth before the Carlton twins beat them to it. However, Cindy had to admit that Suzie was mouth-fucking Kevin's cock every bit as expertly as Tina was doing to Randy.
Bucking as if they were mirror images of one another, the crotches of Randy and Kevin simultaneously powered final cock-thrusts down the windpipes of their sisters. Cindy could see the bulging presence of the buried cockheads at the hollows of both girls' throats.
"Come, come, come," Cindy from her distance, no longer showing any favoritism as she encouraged both boys to unload.
"Oh, Sis, you're sucking my balls inside out," Randy cried in the crux of his sister's thighs.
With their brothers on the verge of shooting, the girls sucked until the color was drained from their faces. Each grabbed herself a handful of balls, too, priming the supply of incestuous cum she craved.
"Ahhhh!" Kevin moaned.
"Oooooh!" Randy groaned.
And as the girls' faces abruptly swelled, Cindy realized that both boys had come at exactly the same time.
"Shoot it, shoot it," Cindy panted in her hiding place, licking her chops as if she could taste some phantom cum for her own consumption. "Make those little bitches drink every drop."
Cindy needn't have been concerned about Tina and Suzie swallowing every bit of jizz available from the spurting cocks of their brothers. After Randy and Kevin had clearly slowed to a dribble, the female suction continued in an attempt to drain the creamy dregs.
Then, finally Randy wrestled himself free of his sister's unyielding mouth. Kevin followed suit. However, although both sets of balls may have been sucked dry, neither hard-on had softened an inch.
"Mmmm, those lucky girls," Cindy sighed with envy when she saw how stiff the boys' cocks remained. "They're going to get fucked right away."
Already Tina and Suzie were wriggling into position for the switch from sucking to fucking. Side by side on the grass, each spread her legs and fingered her pussylips apart to invite her brother's tireless cock into her moist pussy.
"Fuck me!" Tina pleaded to Randy.
The boys looked briefly at one another, Kevin chuckling, "These two bitches never get enough, do they?"
"Good thing. 'Cause neither do we," Randy laughed.
Then, holding their pricks like weapons, Randy and Kevin each scrambled for the juicy pussy awaiting him between his sister's yawning thighs. Their crotches lurched, and the air filled with the squishing sound of hard cocks inside of wet cunts.
Cindy had never watched anyone fucking before, and now she was witnessing two couples at once. Not only that but she was treated to the contrast of Kevin's thick fuck rod piercing his sister's golden cunt, while her own son's hard-on plunged to the hilt in Tina's hairless pussy slit.
She could see both sets of pussylips being tugged in and out by the pumping hard-ons, see the boys' balls bouncing in their sacs. Then the girls wrapped their legs around the waists of their brothers, and as cunts tightened even more around cocks, the boys' muscular asscheeks clenched from the grinding effort of such hard fucking.
And Cindy was breathing from her role as an audience of one, perhaps as aroused as the teenagers on whom she spied. Once again she began fingerfucking her own cunt. This time, nothing less than her whole hand would do.
So forceful was her assault on herself that Cindy's slacks snapped open. Wriggling her hips, she forced the pants all the way to her ankles and kicked them away. Then slumping to the ground in a spread-legged sprawl, she pulled down her panties with her free hand so she was nude below the waist.
Her fingers balled in her expanding cunt. Nothing less than a fist was what her clenched knuckles formed within her. But to Cindy it felt like something even more. Closing her eyes, it was easy for her to fantasize that this was the biggest head of the biggest cock that could ever fuck any woman.
She punched into herself, feeling the brutal impact in her womb. She responded mightily, her orgasm occurring even before Tina or Suzie came.
They were, however, not far behind.
"I'm coming sooo gooood!" Tina shrieked.
"Oh, yes! God, yes! What a fuck!" Suzie wailed.
Cindy heard them, and not being able to sound off without revealing her eavesdropping presence, she imagined that the girls were crying out on her behalf as well as their own. It made her feet a part of the action as nothing else had so far.
The harder the boys fucked their sisters, the more Cindy fistfucked herself. Tina and Suzie couldn't get enough, and neither could she. The air was electric with the crackling energy of female orgasms.
Randy and Kevin, meanwhile, were fucking their way toward their own erotic release. With youth on their side, neither teenager had any trouble mounting a fresh supply of jizz.
"Shit!" Kevin said. "I'm gonna come this time in Suzie's cunt even more than I did in her mouth."
"Same here. Bet their pussies won't be able to hold all the jizz our cocks'll shoot into them."
"They'll lick it up afterward, though. You know how they are. They'll be eating each other's fucked cunts just as soon as we're through shooting their wads in them."
Tina and Suzie, as hard as they were being fucked, giggled when they overheard what Randy and Kevin were saying. It was certainly true. They loved licking the cam from one another's cunt once the fucking was over. And now, in advance of that lesbian frosting on the cake, they leaned over and soul-kissed while their brother still fucked them.
The boys drove their cocks to the depths of their sisters' cunts. At the roots of their hilted fuck tools, their balls separated and flexed like fists. And the cum was flowing.
Tina and Suzie continued kissing while their pussies were swamped with jizz. As their brothers had predicted, there was too much for them to contain. The excess cum welled at the rims of their fucked cunts, then had trickled down their inner thighs and into the cracks of their asses by the time their brothers had drained their balls.
Now Randy and Kevin pulled away, ready to let their sisters do their own thing. Tina and Suzie shifted into an all-female sixty-nine so they could spoon the fresh, jizz from one another's leaking cunt with their busy tongues.
"Nothing gets my cock harder after a heavy fuck than watching those two go at it," Randy said as they both knelt on the sidelines as temporary spectators.
"Right on," the other one enthusiastically answered, absent-mindedly fondling his dripping fuck tool and sagging balls. "We'll be hitting on them again by the time they've sucked our cum out of each other's pussy."
Within a matter of minutes, the boys were circling their pussy-eating sisters with totally revived hard-ons. When the girls looked up from between one another's legs, they were hardly surprised by what they saw.
Suzie was the first to break away from the lesbian sixty-nine, bobbing up on her knees to take her brother's big prick down her throat. Then there was Tina, who propped herself on all fours, spreading her rear asscheeks to offer her asshole to her brother's eager cock.
So the brother-sister incest heated up all over again, Kevin Carlton fucking Suzie in the mouth, while Randy Ryan ass-fucked Tina.
Having satisfied her own orgasmic needs by her own hand, Cindy had gathered her clothes and left the scene. She'd seen enough, she figured, without pushing her luck and taking the risk of being noticed. Now it was time for her to be alone and think about what her next move would be.
She wasn't sure yet what form that might take. But, damn, if she wasn't looking forward to it.

CHAPTER SIX

The phone was ringing by the time she'd made herself a drink. She picked it up, and Brad panted, "Hello!"
She snapped, "No!" then she hung up.
She returned to the phone, but not in behalf of Brad. The person she called lived in a house with a swimming pool, the place where Cindy had earlier spent a good part of the day.
"Mrs. Carlton!" She spoke in a no nonsense voice when the mother of Suzie and Kevin answered. "This is Cindy Ryan. I'll come right to the point."
"Yes?" the woman said.
"My daughter, Tina, is staying at your house. I'm sure you don't know the circumstances of her being there or you'd never allow it. But the fact is that Tina has run away from home. Naturally, I want her back. As a mother, yourself, I know you understand my position."
Mrs. Carlton was most apologetic. She'd had no idea that Tina was gone from home without permission. She'd just assumed that Tina planned to stay a couple of days with Suzie, thinking nothing of it because the girls were such good friends.
"But you can believe me, I'll send Tina home right away." Mrs. Carlton promised. Cindy thanked Mrs. Carlton for her cooperation, then hung up to await the showdown with Tina. But then, minutes later, there was a complication. Randy came sailing in, supposedly from a long day of mowing lawns.
"Work hard, darling?" Cindy said sweetly to him, giving no indication that she knew what he'd really been doing.
"Better believe it, Mom," Randy said, wiping his brow. "I'm bushed."
"I understand, dear," Cindy sympathetically told him. "Why don't I fix you something nice and cool to drink, then you can take a nap."
"Sounds good, Mom," Randy sighed with relief, glad to be off the hook when he was so drained from fucking his sister this afternoon.
Cindy drifted from the living room to fix him his drink. On her way to the kitchen she made a brief stop in the bathroom and took a small brown container from the medicine cabinet. Then moments later, as she mixed her son's iced tea, she dropped in a couple of sleeping pills and watched them dissolve while she stirred.
Ten minutes after downing the cool drink, Randy Ryan was so woozy that his mother had to help him to his room. When she left him sprawled across the bed, Cindy locked the door behind her, grinning broadly at how cleverly she'd handled things so far. She just hoped she was as successful when Tina appeared.
She'd find out quickly enough, because a car had just pulled up in front of the house. Cindy looked out the window and saw her daughter step out with a scowl on her face, with Mrs. Carlton waiting to make sure she went inside.
Now the front door slowly opened. Cindy was poised on the other side of it. No sooner had her daughter partially entered than she grabbed Tina's arm, yanking her all the way inside.
"Welcome home, young lady!" Cindy snapped. In the process she had twisted Tina's arm around in a hammerlock.
"Jesus, Mom!" the frightened girl blurted. "What're you gonna do to me?"
"Teach you a lesson you'll never forget," Cindy hissed. "You behave like a child, so I'll just have to treat you like one. Beat some sense into you exactly the way I used to when you were a bad, little girl."
Cindy increased the pressure on the hammerlock, until tears welled in her daughter's eyes.
"Okay, Mom, okay," Tina sobbed with pain. "Anything's better than this. Just let go of my arm and you can spank me all you want."
Cindy released her, but stayed within range to seize Tina again should she try and escape. Trapped, there was nothing the whimpering girl could do but unsnap her jeans and, self-consciously wriggle out of them.
"Panties, too," Cindy commanded. "In fact, you might as well take everything off. If you're naked, you'll think twice about trying to run out of the house."
"Why are you doing this to me?" Tina cried out with humiliation, as she struggled with her panties.
"Because, like I told you, you have been a bad, little girl," Tina darkly chuckled. "A very bad little girl. No you'll hurry up and get the rest of those clothes off, if you know what's good for you."
Tina finished stripping in trembling silence. When she was nude, her mother led her over to the couch.
"Across my knee," Cindy instructed after sitting down.
Poor Tina assumed the position she recalled so well from her childhood, kneeling and bending at the waist so she was supported by her angry mother's lap. Her hot bare bottom was the highest part of her body now, just waiting to be spanked.
And cocking her arm to deliver the first blow, Cindy looked down at the girl's quivering teenaged ass and held her breath with excitement. It was, she thought, as beautiful a sight as she'd ever seen. For as they helplessly shuddered, her daughter's plump asscheeks opened just enough to expose the shaved cunt that Cindy had so admired earlier this afternoon.
Down her open hand crashed, slapping ass. The impact made Tina's pussylips open and close so noticeably that Cindy couldn't hit her again fast enough.
Soon the blows were raining down. Tina's ass reddened. And so did her cunt, as several of Cindy's slaps strayed just low enough to leave welts on the hairless treasure between her daughter's thighs.
"Enough, Mom!" Tina begged for mercy. "I know I've been bad, but I'll be good from now on! I promise!"
Ending the assault, Cindy crooned, "Yes, I believe you've learned your lesson. But I had to hit you so hard to get through to you. Look at those marks. They're worse than I expected."
"What're you do-doing, Mom?" Tina stammered, flinching when her mother's hand returned to her battered ass.
Only this, time, Cindy's touch was gentle.
She soothed, "Now that you're a good girl again, Mommy's going to make all the hurt go away, darling."
Cindy lovingly stroked her daughter's ass, rubbing each globe with her open palms. Sometime in the midst of it, her fingertips began to stray into the split of Tina's ass.
"Ooooh, Mom, feels good," Tina moaned, making no attempt to get up from Cindy's lap. "Almost worth getting spanked for."
"I can make it feel even better for you, sweetheart," Cindy softly suggested. "I'll show you what I mean."
Now, for the first time, Cindy openly touched her daughter's cunt, running her fingers along the outer rims.
"Mmmm," Tina sighed with approval. "Do it some more, Mom."
Tina's pussy parted momentarily at the lips so the inner pinkness showed. Before they closed again, Cindy had her middle finger inside her dewy cunt slit.
So skittish such a short time before, Tina hardly batted an eyelash when she said, "You've got me wet down there, don't you, Mom?"
Cindy admitted that she had.
"Know how I got so wet?" Tina coyly murmured with irresistible girlishness. "It isn't just your finger inside me. But I can't tell you unless you let me use the right words. Promise you won't get too upset, Mom, if I say some things I'm not supposed to?"
"Say anything you want," Cindy cooed with anticipation. "When did you start getting wet for me, princess?"
"It happened when you spanked me," Tina revealed. "Every time your hand hit my ass, I could feel it just a little bit more in my pussy. By the time you stopped, I was almost coming."
"Then why did you make me quit?"
"I was afraid you'd get even madder if I liked being spanked too much," Tina explained. "Would you like to come now, darling?" "Try me, Mom." Responding at once to her daughter's invitation, Cindy added a second finger to Tina's cunt and began wriggling them within the girl's sticky fuck tunnel. At the same time, she brought her thumb to the top of the teenager's hairless pussy, probed the folds, and instantly found the meaty button she was looking for.
"Oh, yes, my cunt, Mom, my cunt," Tina panted. "Play with my clit while you're fingerfucking my pussy, and I'll come so hard for you."
Cindy put on the pressure, digging into her daughter's cunt and pushing her plump teenaged cunt to the bone.
"Fantastic!" Tina squealed with orgasmic joy. "I'm coming already, Mom! If you think my cunt was wet before, you ought to check it out now!"
Cindy looked down and saw the leaking pussy juice glisten as it trickled down her forearm. The sight of it made her tongue pass hungrily over her lips, as she imagined how sweet it must taste. And this thought having occurred to her, suddenly it was no longer enough to just fingerfuck her daughter's moist, young cunt.
"C-can I eat you, baby?" Cindy asked, her words tumbling out like dice.
"I'll never forgive you if you don't!" She finally left her mother's lap, but only to strike an even more inviting pose. Tina was quickly spread out on the floor, her knees up and her thighs apart. The focal point of her naked body was her hairless cunt. Stretching her pussy lips apart, she offered the juiciest of all possible targets.
"Well, what're you waiting for?" Tina interrupted Cindy's thoughts. "You're not getting cold feet, are you, Mom?"
"Nothing about me is cold," Cindy readily admitted, her eyes remaining trained on Tina's wide-open cunt while her own pussy burned with desire.
"Then what's holding you back? I want you to eat me so much."
"It's just that you seem so ready for this," Cindy said. "Almost as if you'd been expecting it."
"In a way."
"How?" Cindy breathed, wondering if she'd been seen after all when she'd spied on the kids by the Carltons' pool.
"It's simple, Mom," she explained. "After I'd stripped and you saw my shaved pussy and didn't say anything, I knew you'd been checking me out in advance. That you must want me for something more than just a spanking. So I went along, hoping I was right."
"Oh, darling, you were!" Cindy gushed. "So, so right! I'll fill you in on the rest of it later, but now � now�"
"Just eat me, Mom, eat my cunt!" Tina urged. "Whatever you have to tell me can wait until after we get it on!"
At last Cindy dove between her daughter's legs. Her mouth was abruptly crushing the lips of Tina's pussy, while her tongue shot into the girl's sweet, young cunt.
However, this wasn't all. As soon as her mother was going down on her, Tina began stripping Cindy's clothes away.
"I want you naked, too," Tina panted. "Naked so I can get at your pussy when you twist around on top of me for a sixty nine." That was all Cindy needed to hear. Around she swiveled, her tongue corkscrewing in her daughter's cunt until her loins wound up straddling Tina's head and shoulders.
Tina looked up at her mother's crotch, covered now by only a sheer pair of bikini panties. They were so wet that they were transparent, clinging like a second skin to Cindy's oozing cunt.
"Know what?" Tina called up. "Instead of just taking them off the regular way, I think I'll suck these panties right off your pussy, Mom."
"Mmmm, be my guest, darling," Cindy moaned from the well of her daughter's thighs.
Then she lowered her spread loins against Tina's face. Tina took the sopping crotch band of the panties in her mouth, drawing it along with a clump of pussy hair almost to her throat. In the process, her lips sealed the rims of her mother's cunt with a kiss of passionate suction.
"Oh, I'm close to coming for you already, baby," Cindy groaned with mounting lust.
"Not until I come too, Mom," Tina broke the pussy-kiss to answer. "Together?"
"All the way, Mom!"
Their mouths attacked one another's cunt again. This time, Tina bit at her mother's panties until they were ripped to shreds, then tongued her way straight up Cindy's pussy. At the other end of the action, Cindy concentrated on her daughter's cunt, sucking the stiff bud as if she were nursing at a nipple.
A moment later and each was coming in the other's face. The pussyjuice that wasn't swallowed drooled down their chins. When it appeared they might be running out of orgasmic intensity, they seemed to read one another's mind and moved their mouths from cunt to ass.
Deeper and deeper their tongues rimmed each other's tight assholes. This time the climaxes were accompanied by farts. But mother and daughter welcomed this as eagerly, inhaling the fumes until their lungs were full of one another's pungent essence.
When, finally, they broke apart, it was not due to any lessening of erotic desire. "What next?" Cindy asked.
"How would you like to be fucked, Mom?" Tina suggested without hesitation.
"You mean with one of those things they use?" Cindy anxiously replied. "One of those dildos?"
"Who needs a cock � one made out of rubber or the real thing? I don't want to be reminded of gays while I'm with you." Tina said. "No, Mom, I want us to fuck the way only two woman can. With just our cunts. Believe me, pussy's all we need."
"Then show me how!" Cindy hornily exclaimed. "Fuck me, Tina! Fuck me like I've never been fucked! Fuck my cunt with your cunt!"
"Over on the couch, Mom," Tina seductively purred.
Tina took her mother's hand and she led her to where they would fuck. First, however, Tina embraced Cindy and kissed her on the mouth, easing her naked female lover beneath her onto the sofa's cushions.
"It's best to take it slow," Tina murmured in Cindy's ear when the kiss was broken. "Get you completely in the mood."
Then Tina lowered her face to Cindy's tits, running her tongue across the peaks and valleys of the woman's fleshy titmounds. When her mouth captured a nipple with a sucking pull, her mother quivered from head to toe.
"Ooooh, now do the other nipple," Cindy said.
Tina's mouth moved to the erect tip of her mother's other tit. She slurped at this nipple so hungrily that, on the receiving end, Cindy thought she might give milk.
"Mmmmm, I could come just from this," Cindy moaned.
"Oh, no, that's not fair," Tina laughed as she ended her nursing. "No coming until I fuck you. You're not getting a headstart on me, Mom."
"You little pussy-teaser," Cindy laughed back.
Then sighing with anticipation, Cindy felt her daughter's tongue licking down to her belly, where her pussy hair curled up toward her navel. Tina began gently pulling at the curly wisps, gradually approaching the triangular thatch of her mother's bush.
"Now you've got to promise me something, Mom," Tina then called up.
"Anything!" Cindy panted.
"No matter what I do, don't come until we're actually fucking."
Then Tina had her face directly between her mother's spread thighs. She lapped up from the woman's asshole, her tongue traveling in the juicy groove of Cindy's cunt until reaching the summit. Tina took Cindy's clit and all the hair she could get into her mouth and sucked as hard as possible.
Cindy was suffering, but sticking to her daughter's instructions. She groaned, "Got to hold it, hold it in as much as I want to come. Save it for when Tina fucks me."
Suddenly there was a wet pop from below. The pressure was temporarily off of Cindy's pussy as Tina ended her oral suction.
"Ooooh, you quit just in time!" Cindy gasped. "I was ready to come right in your mouth."
"But you saved it for something better, didn't you, Mom?" Tina crooned.
"God, I hope so!"
"Close your eyes now, Mom. I want this last part to sneak up on you."
Cindy closed her eyes. She felt her daughter's naked body crawling back up her own. Their tits were in squashing contact when Tina's hips slipped between Cindy's thighs.
Then Cindy experienced a sensation of incredible warmth against her cunt. The damp rubbing felt better by the second. But nothing could've prepared Cindy for the magical impact that now occurred, sending shock waves to the depths of her womb.
"It's my cunt against your clit, Mom," Tina breathlessly reported. "This is it, I'm fucking you with my pussy!"
"Can I come now, darling?" Cindy panted.
"Go for it, Mom!"
Cindy lifted her ass off the couch, pushing up at the same time Tina's crotch bucked. Their wet cunts were grinding, squishing loudly. And her eyes open to the size of half-dollars. Cindy screamed, "I'm commmninnnggg!"
"Not any more than I'm going to," Tina vowed.
Bearing down, she drove her mother's ass deep into the sofa's cushions. Cindy responded by wrapping her legs around Tina's waist in the classic fucking style. At the center of it, despite the movement, their welded cunts never strayed a fraction of an inch in their thrilling contact.
Where her mother had shouted out her climax, Tina moaned, "I'm coming right along with you now, Mom. Can you feel the vibes from my pussy? I can sure feel yours."
All an orgasmically delirious Cindy was capable of saying was, "What a fuck! What a fuck!" And she kept repeating it over and over again.
She was still saying it twenty minutes later, with no end in sight.

CHAPTER SEVEN

When the lesbian fucking was finally over, it was time for mother and daughter to talk. Tina revealed how a legitimate double date with the Carlton twins had led to a dare, where she and Suzie had switched partners, making out with their own brothers. And how what had started as a joke soon became a permanent arrangement.
"I gave Randy a blowjob that first night we traded guys. When his big prick came in my mouth, damn, I was hooked," Tina recalled. "The next time we doubled with the twins, I went right back to work on Randy until he fucked me. Pretty soon Kevin and Suzie were doing it, too, then she and I licked the cum out of each other's cunt."
Cindy told her side of the story in reverse, beginning with the part where she'd spied on Tina, Randy and the Carlton twins sucking and fucking by the pool. Then working backward, she explained why she'd been drawn there in the first place. How she'd been fucking Randy and thought he was seeing Suzie on the side.
"Hah!" Tina laughed in response, fully accepting the news that she and her mother had both fucked Randy, but shaking her head about Cindy being jealous of the Carlton girl. "All Randy ever did to Suzie was feel her up a few times. You should've looked right under your nose. I took his cherry."
"So I found out," Cindy sighed, then hinted at the bombshell she was about to drop. "But I might've known. Guess fucking your own brother runs in the family."
"What do you mean, Mom?" Tina sharply asked, her breath coming up short with sudden anticipation.
"I've got a brother, too," Cindy calmly stated.
"When was the last time he fucked you?" Tina asked, thinking that it must have been years ago.
"Just the other day."
And just then the phone rang. Cindy had no doubt who was calling.
"If you don't believe me," she said to her daughter, "just answer the phone and talk to your uncle, yourself."
As if in a trance, a bewildered Tina went to the phone. Picking it up, she muttered a feeble greeting.
"Cindy, is that you?" the deep male voice on the other end of the line urgently asked, mistaking Tina for her mother.
"Fake it," Cindy whispered.
Taking a deep breath, Tina whispered into the phone, "Yes, this is Cindy. This is you, isn't it, Brad?"
"Of course!" he impatiently snapped. "And I'm not taking no for an answer any damned more. If you're not alone, I'll give you ten minutes to get rid of whoever's there. Then I'm coming over to fuck you, bitch. None of your bullshit, Sis, 'cause that's all there is to it."
He hung up. Tina stood there with a vacant stare.
"H-he'll be here in ten minutes," Tina said.
"You're going to fuck him," Cindy coolly said.
"But it's you he wants, Mom," Tina nervously noted.
"I've, uh, broadened my horizons," Cindy chuckled. "Now it's time for you and your uncle to do the same thing. If this family's gonna fuck each other, then it's best to spread it around as much as we can."
Then Cindy's tone deepened with seriousness.
"Brad thinks he owns me," she said. "That makes him a pain in the ass. But if he saw that I'm not the only pussy next door, well�"
"Then we'll have one less jealous guy to worry about," Tina reasoned aloud, as though a lightbulb had just flashed above her head. "First, you drive Daddy away, because that's what you did, isn't it? And now this pimping for me so I'll put out for your own brother. God, Mom, you're dangerous."
"Just practical," Cindy answered. "Besides, if your father leaving bothers you, don't worry. He'll be back sooner or later. And when he shows up, you can fuck him, too. If I'd known when he left what I know now."
"One big happy family, huh, Mom?" Tina sarcastically interrupted.
"That's the best kind," Cindy leered. "On the other hand, we could always go back to the way we were. Is that what you want, Tina? The same old rut?"
When it was put this way, it didn't take Tina long to come around.
"I'll do whatever you say, Mom," she readily agreed.
"Smart girl," Cindy congratulated her daughter on her common sense. "You can start by fucking your Uncle Brad."
Brad checked his watch. The ten minutes were up. So was his cock, like a crowbar in his pants. When his wife called to him that she needed some help in the kitchen, she received no answer except the slamming of the door for he was suddenly gone.
Now he stole down a darkened hallway in Cindy's house. At the end of it, he glanced into the living room and saw a human shadow. It was clearly female, because the tits were bouncing up and down.
Brad peered all the way around the corner, sure he was looking at Cindy from behind. Her ass was up in the air, with her panties caught in her asscrack as she touched her toes. For the first time, Brad realized the television was on to an exercise show.
His sister was a cool one, Brad thought, leaving herself open like this for him to sneak up on her. It'd serve her right if he goosed her as hard as he could.
He edged toward her from the rear, his careful steps muffled by the shag carpet. While she bent over to touch her toes again, he was close enough to see her cuntlips separate at either side of the cutting ribbon of her panties. And that's when he froze.
"Shaved pussy," he noted with a start, swallowing the, words so he wouldn't blurt them out. "When did Cindy do that?"
Not that Brad minded. Indeed, the sight of a cunt without hair, as smooth as a little girl's, hardened his cock even more. But there was one thing about the bald pussy before him, which he was far less prepared to accept � that it didn't belong to his sister.
She turned around, facing him for the first time. Seeing him there, she screamed. Then she swayed and fell to the floor, apparently in, a dead-faint.
Now he was sprawled all but naked at Brad's feet. He knew at once who she must be.
"Tina � that's her name," he whispered, identifying the niece he'd never seen before. "Christ, what a body!"
Tina turned him on so much that Brad forgot all about Cindy and where she might be. He knelt beside the motionless girl, knowing that he could not stop with merely looking at her.
Automatically, his hands went to his belt. He unbuckled it, then undid his pants and pushed them down along with his shorts. Standing straight out, his excited cock seemed to pull him even nearer to his helpless niece.
Her tits were absolutely perfect, he thought, guiding his hard-on down to them. He rubbed one rosy teenaged nipple, then the other with his cockhead, holding his breath the whole time.
He let it out with a startled whoosh. After he'd pulled his prick back from her tits, Tina stirred and murmured, "Why'd you stop? It felt so good."
"Are you awake?" Brad warily asked.
"Don't think so," the girl thickly answered. "Must be dreaming, I think."
"Yeah, that's it," Brad assured her after seeing that her eyes remained closed. "It's just a dream, honey. You can do anything you want with me and it won't be wrong. Nothing to stop you but your own imagination. Just don't wake up and ruin it for yourself."
"Mmmm, no way," Tina sighed. "Let's get it on, dream-man."
"Want me to go back to what I was doing?" Brad eagerly suggested. "Absolutely."
Brad returned his prick to her tits, intending to stimulate her nipples again. But Tina surprised him, abruptly seizing his cockmeat between her spongy titmounds with a determined squeeze.
"This is my dream, so I can have it any way I want, right?" she asked.
"Sure," Brad told her, choking on his horniness.
"Then I want my tits fucked," Tina insisted with a giggle.
"You got it, little girl," Brad panted.
He straddled her torso, pushing his rigid cock up into the tender vise of her tits. Then he pulled back, and already the friction was making him gasp.
"More, more," Tina prompted.
Brad shoved again. This time when his cockhead sprang free at the top of her tits, it went so far that it struck her throat.
"Hold it right there for a second," Tina said.
Then, while her uncle kept his crotch flexed so his ten inches were fully extended between her tits, Tina lowered her face and wetly kissed his prick's swollen knob. It was a long, lingering kiss, hinting at a blowjob to come.
Eventually Brad pulled back again, but only for an instant. For now, with the promise of that wet prick-kiss, he was determined that Tina would suck his cock at the same time she fucked it with her tits.
When he thrust his prick again and Tina repeated the kiss, Brad told her, "Take it all the way in your mouth."
Abruptly her lips had clasped her uncle's cockhead just as surely as her tits already grabbed the shaft of his fuck tool.
"Now keep sucking while you rub the rest of my prick with your tits," Brad instructed.
"Mmmmm, you must've read my mind," Tina replied as well as she could with a mouthful of cock.
She began jiggling her clenched tits around the column of her uncle's prick and applied expert suction to his cockhead. Oh, how she could suck cock, Brad thought. This girl didn't even need to deep-throat him to give him as good a blowjob as he'd ever received.
But then Brad's pleasure was interrupted by a fear he'd certainly come before long. And how could he pass that off to Tina as part of her supposed dream, when the reality of his hot jizz was pouring down her throat?
On the other hand he was almost so far gone that if he had his cock sucked and tit-fucked much longer, a gun to his head wouldn't be able to make him quit before he shot his wad. There was one last chance for him to use common sense.
He tried to obey his better judgment. However, his willpower proved not enough to withstand his niece's hungry mouth and squeezing tits. Tina would not let him go.
And more to himself than anything, Brad quickly moaned. "Can't help it. Can't hold it back. Gonna come."
But then, completely to his surprise, Tina did stop sucking his straining prick. Her tits, though, were fucking it tighter than ever. The result was that with his balls uncontrollably erupting, Brad came directly in her face.
And he saw, she smiled as she took it. The jizz dripped from the corners of her beaming grin.
"I love it all over me," Tina slurped, after swabbing her sticky lips with her tongue and taking a taste of her uncle's creamy load.
Brad, however, hardly heard her. For he was looking far more than he was listening. This was because his niece's wide-open eyes stared directly into his, all but hypnotizing him.
"Y-you're awake," he managed to stammer, his cock now drained and rapidly wilting as a result of his panic.
"Bright and chipper," Tina smirked. "But you look like you're going to faint. And for real � not just an act like I pulled on you."
So he'd been set up by this little bitch, Brad realized. But why? He was nothing more than an intruding stranger to her, wasn't he? Was she the kind who wanted to be raped?
Brad wasn't about to wait around to find out. She'd thrown him for a loop, that was for sure. And now all he wanted to do was get away before she figured out who he really was.
He jerked away. He didn't move fast enough, though. Tina grabbed his arm and wouldn't let go. Her strength was surprising. But not nearly so much as what she now said.
"What's the matter?" she mocked, her cum-streaked face a taunting mask. "Losing your nerve, Uncle Brad?"
"Y-you know?" Brad croaked, truly on the verge of fainting from shock now.
He did.
"Well, my, my," his niece chuckled as he sprawled motionless before her. "Looks like the shoe's on the other foot now."
This time it was Tina's turn to straddle her fallen uncle. Her shaved cunt now hovered above his limp cock and sagging balls. When she dropped down to make contact between her crotch and his, she rubbed with a rhythmic purpose to her hips. Her pussylips squirmed and slid all over Brad's prickmeat, the friction moistened by her leaking juice.
"Get it up," she coaxed her mother's brother, trying to penetrate his numbed mind. "Get your big prick up for my hot, young cunt, Uncle Brad."
He definitely stirred, as a rush of blood pumped to his agitated crotch. Then, even though his eyes remained lidded, a moan bubbled to his lips.
"Where am I?" Brad haltingly asked.
"You're dreaming," Tina answered, using the same approach on her uncle that he'd used on her when their positions were reversed.
"Yeah, must be a dream," Brad sighed.
"'Cause it feels like I'm floating."
"Right," Tina purred. "Floating on a cloud with me. I'm here to do anything you want."
She continued massaging her uncle's cock and balls with her damp cunt. His crotch had started to flex beneath her rocking loins.
"Ahhh, you're getting hard for me now, aren't you?" Tina seductively noted. "Before you know it, your stiff prick'll be sticking straight up inside my hot, tight pussy. Then I'll slide up and down on that throbbing fucker. I'll be fucking you sooo goooood."
"Please, please," Brad huskily begged for the piece of ass that would make his wet dream complete. "Thick me, fuck me."
"Then give me the hard-on I need," Tina urged.
"Mmmmm," Brad groaned, straining from within.
His ass temporarily left the floor, pulled up by the force of his expanding prick. When his hips settled back down, Tina remained aloft, her cunt poised just above a hard-on which defied gravity as it jutted at a right angle from Brad's crotch.
Then, before her uncle's rigid fuck tool could fall under its own weight, Tina shagged the head with her pussylips. From there she slid down his long, thick cockshaft, her moist cunt squishing as it was penetrated with all his prick.
"You're in me now. In all the way," Tina reported to Brad when her asscheeks settled into the saddle of his loins. "Got every bit of your big cock right where it belongs. Filling my cunt to your balls."
She squeezed the strong muscles of her young pussy for emphasis, tugging on the ten inches of her uncle's hilted prick.
"Feel it?" she asked.
"Jesus, I may be dreaming, but I'd have to be dead not to get off on this," Brad excitedly replied.
"It's just the beginning," Tina promised.
She relaxed her pussy enough to draw it all the way back up her uncle's prick until only his cockhead remained inside her. Then down she plunged, restoring her refilled cunt to full tightness by the time she landed.
"Want some more of the same?" Tina prompted.
"Oh, yeah. Do it again," Brad panted.
"Hold on for the ride, then. 'Cause once I really start fucking, I won't stop until your cock is coming in my cunt."
"Ride me! Ride me!" Brad rasped.
Tina's cunt inched up his hard-once again. Glistening with pussy juice, her uncle's fuck tool quivered as its heavily veined cockshaft was exposed.
"Now, down, down!" Brad called when his niece's cunt was at the summit of his cock.
Squealing with her own mounting excitement, Tina dropped her crotch like she had lead in her hips. In an instant, her plunging cunt had swallowed her uncle's prick to the root yet another time, but this time with a difference.
"I'm coming?" Tina breathlessly cried, swiveling her loins to heighten her climax.
"That's the name of the game," Brad answered. "Now get me there, too."
"Ooooh, with pleasure!" Tina crooned.
Then she began the climb back up her uncle's long prick, her pussylips tugging along his thick column of erect cockmeat.
"Your cock feels as good going out of my cunt as going in," Tina bubbled. "Almost like getting fucked in the ass."
"So why not try the real thing?" Brad immediately suggested.
"It's your dream, stud," Tina readily agreed. "Whatever you want!"
She dipped her hips, forcing Brad's cockhead into her second fuckhole. Then she began the trip down. It was slower than before, because her shitpit was so much narrower a space than her cunt had been. Still, because of the pussy juice that greased her uncle's fuckpole, the insertion encountered no resistance.
"Just a few more inches," Tina panted. "So it feels like your huge cock's splitting me in two!"
"Then go for it!" Brad urged.
He reached up to clasp Tina's waist, pulling her down onto the spike of his prick. Now she had started to wince from the welcome pain of too much cock in her ass, neglecting to notice in the process the crucial change in her uncle.
Brad's eyes were wide open.
"I took it!" Tina soon cried. "Your whole prick's up my ass! All that cock, fucking me right where I shit!"
Delirious with her accomplishment, she climaxed harder than at any time before. And to make it even better, Tina twisted her hips from side to side, working her uncle's prick like a corkscrew in her ass. In her orgasmic frenzy what she saw were shooting stars and exploding rockets, instead of Brad's face. Instead of his wide-awake gaze. But someone did notice � Cindy.
She had been watching all along. And now that her daughter had fucked Brad back to his senses, Cindy knew the time was right to make her move.
She timed it perfectly.
"Come! Come! Come in my ass!" Tina was screeching.
"It's on its way!" Brad grunted, with a, lurch of his crotch.
"Oh, yes, I can feel it!" Tina cried, as her uncle's cock erupted at the pit of her bowels. "Such hot cum! Burning me up inside!"
Brad's gushing climax lasted for several seconds. During it, Cindy emerged from her hiding place, circling the room on a round about route toward the frenzied lovers.
Then, when Brad's balls were drained, Cindy briefly held back to wait out the final moment until her appearance would have the most impact.
"What a fuck," Tina sighed, swaying on top of her uncle as she gradually recovered from her orgasmic funk. A moment later and she'd finally noticed Brad's shining eyes staring up at her.
"You're awake," she murmured to her uncle.
"Your ass was too tight for any dream," Brad told her.
"And now I suppose you want some answers," Tina said, suddenly wary now that the fucking was over and she and her uncle were face to face without the protection of any fainting spells.
"It'd help," Brad replied, an edge to his voice. "This wasn't any accident. Who put you up to it?"
And laughter filled the room.
"As if you had to ask," Cindy told her brother.
There she stood, her hands on her hips and a leer on her face.
"But why Sis, why?" Brad gulped.
"It's a long story," Cindy drawled. Then she started telling it.

CHAPTER EIGHT

"So that's where we stand," Cindy concluded her account of the incestuous events that had led to the present. "What do you think Brad? Can you handle it?"
"What if I say no?" Brad choked, dizzy from all he'd heard.
"No problem," Cindy answered, sounding reasonable enough. Then she chuckled. "But, then again, no more pussy next door for you either. You'll have to go back to fucking your wife like any other ordinary guy, I guess."
"Uh, what did you have in mind, Sis?" Brad warily replied.
"Fresh meat!" Cindy declared without hesitation, freezing her brother with her determined gaze. "The more people in this family we've got fucking, the less we'll have to worry about somebody blowing the whistle on the rest of [missing text]."
"Wh-what's that got to do with me?" Brad stammered.
"Didn't you tell me you have a couple of sons? Teenagers?" Cindy asked.
Brad once again muttered, "Sure, but [missing text]."
"Which means," Cindy said, "that they're horny as hell. Give 'em the chance and they'll fuck anybody with a pussy between her legs."
"Well, they're good boys." Brad said. "But, yeah. I guess you're right."
"Good, then it's settled," Cindy said.
And caving in to the pressure, Brad admitted, "Okay, okay. I'd have to be deaf, dumb and blind not to know what you're after. But why? Why do you want to mix my boys up in this mess?"
"Why not?" Cindy smirked. "They're family, just like the rest of us. So young too."
"What if I say no?" Brad asked.
"Then Tina and I will just have to take matters into our own hands," Cindy cheerfully threatened. "Living next door, it ought to be easy. Of course, we'll spare you the messy details. You can just wonder what's going on over here every time your darling boys cut across the yard. And that's all you'll be doing if you don't cooperate � wondering."
"Give me some time to think it over, all right?" Brad stalled.
"Sure. Ten seconds ought to be enough," Cindy laughed, looking at her watch. "Ten-nine-eight�"
"Time's running out, Uncle Brad," Tina interrupted the countdown.
"Now? You want them now?" Brad choked.
His sister and niece both nodded.
He went to the phone and dialed home, his trembling finger having trouble getting into the proper holes, then just as much getting out. When his wife answered, he spoke to her with his voice down in his throat.
He told her that he'd just been getting acquainted with the lady next door. When he'd mentioned his two sons, Mrs. Ryan said she had a lot of work that needed to be done around the house and suggested that Tony and Rob might like to earn some extra money. If they were available now, she'd put them to work right away. They might get home kind of late, but would be paid well for their trouble.
Sure, Brad's wife had agreed, she'd send the boys over immediately. All they were doing was sitting around and watching television, anyway.
"Well, I've done my part," a sweating Brad told his sister and niece when he'd hung up. "The rest is up to you. If you don't mind, I'll go out the back door before Tony and Rob get here. Go someplace and get stinking drunk."
Then he was gone. A couple of minutes later the doorbell rang.
"It's them and I'm still undressed," Tina whispered to her mother. "Don't you think that's coming on a little strong?"
"It's perfect," Cindy whispered back. "Just go upstairs and start taking a bath. When we get up there, follow, my lead. It won't be hard."
When her naked daughter had skittered away, Cindy finally answered the door. The two boys standing there instantly reminded her of their father when he was their age � hunks.
"You must be Tony and Rob," Cindy greeted them. "I'm Mrs. Ryan. I hope you're as strong as you look."
"We'll do our best, ma'am," one of them said. "Just tell us what you need done and we'll get right on it."
"Let's start with the cabinet in the upstairs bedroom, then," Cindy suggested, ushering the boys inside. "I can't budge it on my own. But I'm sure you two can handle anything I throw at you."
She led them upstairs � and right into the bathroom. Sprawled on the tub, with a leg hooked over the side, Tina was soaping her cunt. The intrusion didn't stop her.
"Honey, this is Tony and Rob from next door." Cindy calmly said, as if there were nothing out of the ordinary about the situation. "Boys, this is my daughter, Tina."
"Glad to meet you," Tina chirped, continuing to lather her pussy as Brad's sons froze at the sight of her.
With a purposeful squeeze of her hand, Tina sent the slippery bar of soap flying across the bathroom.
"Oh, could one of you guys get that for me?" she chirped some more.
One of them picked it up, so stiff from shock that he stooped like an old man. When he brought the soap to Tina, she briefly submerged her crotch in the water and washed away the lather. Suddenly her cousin had an eyeful of her shaved cunt.
"Thanks a lot � Tony? Rob? Which one are you?"
"R-Rob," he stuttered, as if he weren't sure of it himself.
"You're cute," Tina whispered with a wink. She acted like they were the only ones there. The telltale bulge in Rob's tight jeans was suddenly enormous.
In the meantime, Cindy had gone over to the cabinet she supposedly wanted moved. She made a show of not being able to manage it, bending over and trying an unsuccessful lift. In the process, her short skirt rode up the back of her thighs until the bottom of her ass showed.
"See, I can't get anyplace with this darned thing," she puffed to Tony, who was currently paying more attention to his brother and Tina than he was to Cindy.
Cindy repeated herself, louder, finally getting Tony to glance her way. It was enough to make him forget all about his brother's good fortune with the naked girl in the bathtub and start thinking about his own. Because not only was Mrs. Ryan's ass showing, she wore no panties.
Then, with a lurch, Cindy got some movement out of the cabinet. Indeed, more than she seemed able to cope with, as her buckling knees made her bare ass wobble.
"Quick, give me a hand," she called to Tony. "I'm losing my balance. Get ahold of my waist and steady me so I can let this monster down."
He was right there. Instantly Cindy felt his hot breath on her neck, and the straining bulk of his aroused prick between the cheeks of her ass.
Finally she lowered the cabinet, making sure she did some rubbing from behind during the act. By now the throbbing heat of her nephew's hard-on through his pants was very evident.
And batting her eyes over her shoulder, Cindy cooed, "I just know we won't have any trouble once we really get started. I can feel how strong you are already."
She wiggled her bare ass against the lump of Tony's cock and balls.
"Know what I mean?" she seductively added.
"I-think I'm beginning to," Tony gulped.
"Well, let's find out if you're right."
Cindy turned around. One of her hands was abruptly on the catch of her skirt, the other at her nephew's swollen fly. A moment later and she was nude from the waist down and Tony's pants were unzipped.
"Jesus!" the mind-bent boy blurted out, as Cindy's fingers reached into his Jockey shorts toward his cock and balls.
Still lingering at the side of the tub, his brother Rob looked to see what was happening. Tina took advantage of the situation to reach out and unzip his fly, too.
As their stiff pricks were quickly tugged out into the open, the brother stared helplessly at one another. Their expressions didn't change when Cindy and Tina started sucking them off.
"Something tells, me that cabinet's never gonna get moved," Tony said to his brother.
"Something tells me it was never supposed to," Rob shot back.
Cindy and Tina deep-throated both cocks at the same time. When they started squeezing balls so the brothers' hips rolled in response, mother and daughter had passed the simple blowjob stage and were getting their mouths fucked.
Once the brothers gradually got used to the idea that they were being seduced, they loosened up. The started talking, comparing notes.
"You ever had your prick sucked before?" one of them asked the other.
"This is my first time. What about you?" "Same here. Hell, I'm cherry all the way around except for jerking off."
"Yeah, me, too."
When they heard this, Cindy and Tina warmed up to their work even more. For each of them knew that there was no greater responsibility than breaking in a cherry cock.
"You think we're supposed to come in their mouths when it's time for us to shoot it?" Rob asked his brother.
"Guess that all we can do is warn 'em, then leave the rest up to them," Tony reasoned. "If they want to swallow the jizz, that's their business. But if the one blowing me wants it that way, I'll sure as hell give her all she can drink."
"Well, Tina here is gonna have to make up her mind pretty damned quick," Rob panted. "'Cause my balls are close to exploding."
"Then go ahead and ask her while there's still time, turkey."
Taking a deep breath, Rob stammered down to the cocksucking Tina, "Y-you want my cum in your mouth?" Tina answered with deeds rather than words, orally tugging at Rob's prick as deeply as it could be done and pumping his balls to prime their supply of cum.
"Oh, yeah, she wants it all right!" Rob whooped. His shyness instantly dissolved by Tina's hungry reaction.
Now he clasped her head, keeping his cock buried down her throat. When she responded by abruptly sticking a finger up his asshole, it was the same as pulling the trigger of a loaded gun.
"Wow, I'm shooting it!" Rob crowed. "Shooting my cum straight to her belly! Look at her gulp it down! Damn, she can't get enough of my jizz!"
He didn't exaggerate. Tina might have been dying of thirst the way she greedily feasted on his spurting prick. Clearly, she wouldn't be satisfied until she'd downed every drop of jizz available. Even after Rob's climax had slowed to a dribble, she was fingering his balls to coax out the creamy dregs.
"Okay, okay," he finally had to tell her. "You got it all."
With a sticky smile, Tina allowed his prick to slide from her mouth, gurgling, "But there's more where that came from."
When he saw that he still had a hard-on, Rob happily agreed. "Yeah, guess there is. Just tell me where you want it, and I'll start in all over again for you."
"Let's wait for my mom and your brother to catch up with us first," Tina suggested. She looked pointedly at the frenzied way Tony was fucking Cindy's mouth. "It shouldn't take long with his cock crammed down her throat like that."
"Hope not," Rob rasped. "Damn, if I'm not even hornier than I was before you blew me. My prick's just aching to get inside that hairless, little pussy of yours."
"Down, boy," Tina teased. "You've waited this long to lose your cherry, so you can wait a little longer. Now just relax a minute and let your brother come for my mom before you jump me."
Rob couldn't have reined if his life had depended on it. "Come, damn you! Come, you bastard!" he impatiently called to his brother. "Hurry up and come in her mouth!"
"Since when do I need you to tell me what to do?" Tony snapped back. "I'll come when I'm damned good and ready!"
Which turned out to be about ten seconds later.
"Oh, Jesus, jacking off was never like this!" he shouted to signal the beginning of his climax.
Cindy was gobbling his jizz as fast as it arrived. As her daughter had done to Rob, she wrenched, Tony's balls to force out all the teenaged cream she could get.
Now Tina was the one calling from the sidelines urging her mother to, "Suck it! Suck it, Mom! Suck it all down!"
Cindy, however, stopped just short of that. Purposely she left one last mouthful of cum unswallowed. When she released Tony's drained prick, the gooey mixture of spit and jism drooled down her chin.
"God, you're beautiful, Mom," Tina sighed, reacting suddenly as if the boys weren't even there.
She went automatically to Cindy and hungrily kissed her on the mouth. But breaking the sticky kiss, a whispering Cindy reminded Tina, "We've got a couple of cherry cocks on our hands, remember? How about it? Let's finish what we started. We've always got each other, but a couple of cherry, young cocks won't come along everyday."
Tina agreed that her mother was right. It wasn't that difficult a thing to do, once she'd looked up again and taken a fresh look at those tireless teenaged hard-ons.
"Shit, I'll even lead the way!" she enthusiastically offered.
Quickly, she was back at Rob's side, telling him, "You've got to be some kind of stud to get me away from my mom. Now let's go find out if you fuck as good as you look."
She led him out of the bathroom, toward the nearest bedroom. With Tina and Rob gone, Cindy snuggled up to Tony.
"Anything your brother can do," she cooed, stroking his cock and balls, "I'll bet you can do better."
"I'll try my damndest, Mrs. Ryan," Tony vowed.
"Call me Cindy. In fact, Aunt Cindy, it sounds so much, uh, cozier."
"Sure, Aunt Cindy," Tony honored the request, thinking nothing about any deeper meaning. "Tell you this. If you were my real aunt, I wouldn't let family stand in the way. Not when I'm this close to losing my cherry."
"Smart boy," Cindy chuckled. "But then again, it's not your brains I'm really interested in."
Her tug was gentle, but she pulled Tony out of the bathroom by his cock. Their destination was the same room which Tina and Rob had previously entered and were now filling with moans and groans from the squeaking bed.
"Gee, they're already fucking in here," Tony gulped. "Can't we do it someplace else?"
"I thought you said you wouldn't let family stand in your way?" Cindy recalled for him. "If you'd fuck your own aunt, then why not lose your cherry at the same time and place as your brother?"
"Jeez, you make it sound like you really are my aunt!"
Cindy just winked at him.
Moving out in front of him, she stripped down to nothing on her way to the bed. When she got there, she sprawled nakedly to the left of Tina and Rob so they were fucking beside her. They, however, were positioned in another direction. So if Tony didn't lose his nerve, when he climbed on board he'd have a good view of his brother's cock pumping in Tina's cunt, while Rob watched him fucking Cindy.
"Freaky," Tony muttered, catching on to the scheme of things.
"It's the only way to fly," Cindy said, her thighs apart so her pussy yawned in invitation. "And I'm waiting to take off."
And too far gone to think about anything except his first piece of ass, Tony couldn't get there fast enough. Along the way, he tripped over his own anxious feet and sort of pitched onto the bed. Cindy caught him between her legs, instantly wrapping them around him and pulling his hard cock against her juicy cunt.
Tony was so turned on that there was no need for him or his aunt to guide his prick into her pussy. Like it had eyes, his cock surged up her waiting gash on its own. When Cindy pushed back, she abruptly had a cuntful of teenaged prickmeat.
"Ooooh. Your prick feels even bigger fucking my cunt than it did when I was sucking you off."
"Your pussy's so tight, that any guy would seem like a stud when he was fucking you, Mrs. Ryan."
"Ah, ah, Aunt Cindy," she corrected.
"Mmmm, no aunt of mine ever had a pussy like this," Tony panted as he worked his hardon in the spasming vise between Cindy's legs.
"You might be surprised!"
"Fact is," Tony answered, "I have an aunt that I've never met."
"That's what I mean," Cindy said, lowering her nephew's resistance with her expert fucking as she continued to get nearer to the truth. "How do you know the aunt you've never met isn't just like me in bed?"
"There can't be two like you," Tony maintained, sinking his prick yet another time in Cindy's deep cunt.
"Don't bet on it," Cindy replied, flirting even more recklessly with the truth. "What's your aunt's name, anyway?"
"Cynthia, I think," Tony said, his attention starting to wander as he focused on the nearby sight of his brother's cock in Tina's shaved cunt. "She's my dad's sister. He hardly ever talks about her."
His voice temporarily trailed off, then rose again when he changed the subject to Rob and Tina.
"Jesus, look at them fuck! Old Rob's really sticking it to her!" he declared. Then he called directly to his brother, "Way to go, stud!"
And also watching a fuck that was practically a mirror image of his own, Rob called back, "You're not doing too shabby yourself, tiger!"
"What do you say we come together," Tony suggested.
"I can dig it," Rob agreed. "But you'd better get shaking if you want to shoot it when I do. This Tina has a cunt so tight, you wouldn't believe it."
"You kidding? Remember this is her mother I'm fucking. Pussies like these run in families."
"Then, what the shit, let's do it. Give these cunts the cum they've been fucking our cocks so hard to get."
"Right on! Let's roll!"
Watching each other's prick pumping pussy, the brothers spurred one another on toward dual eruption. Beneath them, Cindy and Tina squirmed with anticipation, timing their own climaxes so they would occur along with Tony's and Rob's.
The boys grunted like animals now. Cindy and Tina moaned like bitches in heat, while their wet pussy's rhythmically squished from nonstop fucking. Underscoring the erotic harmony was the squeaking of the overworked bedsprings, while the air was rank with the funk of raw sex.
"Now! Now!" one of the boys then shouted. "Can't hold it back anymore!"
"Oh, yeah!" the other one blurted. "I'm creaming!"
"Not as much as I am!"
However, as enthusiastically as the coming boys boasted of their potency, they were all but drowned out by the orgasmic wails of Cindy and Tina. They were so loud that anybody entering the house might have thought there was a torture chamber upstairs.
Unless of course the intruder knew better.
Brad did.
After he'd fled his sister's house, he'd gotten drunk fast � but not fast enough to forget what he'd left behind. And now that he'd returned, those telltale cries and moans had sobered him up immediately.
He climbed the stairs. The bedroom door was wide open. He stood and looked. Inside, his sons had just finished coming and were shaking the leftover jizz from their dribbling cocks onto the bellies of Cindy and Tina.
The fucking, Brad knew was only part of it. The real key was whether his sons actually realized whom they'd fucked.
"What can I say, except thanks for the pussy," Tony sighed. "I know you're my first piece of ass, but you'll always be the best as far as I'm concerned, Mrs. Ryan."
"Aunt Cindy," he was corrected. "You know � short for Aunt Cynthia."
"Say, that's right. Funny I never thought of that before," Tony said. "How about that? You and my real aunt have the same name."
"That's not all we've got in common," Cindy purred.
"Oh, yeah? What else?" Tony asked, starting to sniff the suspense in the air. So was his brother at this point.
"The same pussy," Cindy calmly said.
The brothers each did a double-take. Was she saying what they thought she was?
And the answer came from the familiar voice by the door.
"You heard the lady, boys."
"D-Dad!" Tony and Rob stammered together.
"Meet my sister, boys," Brad wearily sighed. "My sister and her daughter. Thanks to me, you just fucked your aunt and cousin."

CHAPTER NINE

Brad finished his explanation to his sons. "I'm the one to blame. I could've said no to your aunt when I first found out she was living next door and stopped this then. But I fucked her. And after that it was all downhill, until I dragged you two into it along with me. What else can I say, except I'm sorry."
"Aw, don't be so hard on yourself, Dad," Rob said sympathetically. "It could be worse."
"I'd like to know how." Brad shuddered, clearly at the end of his rope, and certainly not prepared for the way his other son now responded to his grief.
"Well, for one thing," Tony said, smirking, "Rob and I could still be cherry."
His face clenching in sudden rage at his son's apparent don't-give-a-damn attitude, Brad seethed at Tony, "You little punk. I ought to knock your head off."
Brad moved in on the boy, cocking his fist to throw a punch. Cindy jumped up and stopped it just in time. "Listen to the kid, he just might be making sense," she told her snarling brother. "Sure, Tony could use a couple of charm lessons, but the bottom line is that maybe he's on to something. A fresh approach might be exactly what we need to keep our heads above water. Let Tony have his say."
Father and son stared at one another. Then Brad sheepishly looked away.
"What the hell," he muttered, abruptly seeming so tired that he could scarcely stand. "Who am I to turn my back on free advice after the mess I've made of things? Go ahead, Tony. What's on your mind?"
The boy licked his lips with anticipation.
"It's simple," he said. "We're like one of those airplanes that's running out of gas, but gone too far to turn back. What do they call it?"
"Past the point of no return," someone prompted.
"If we wanna get where we're going without crashing, we gotta make, super-sure nothing's in our way to screw us up," he bubbled with youthful logic. "Now I'll ask you. If we're all fucking inside the family, but there's somebody left who isn't, who can still blow the whistle on us, what do we have to do?"
Tina quickly replied, "Either get rid of them, or�"
"Fuck them, too," Rob finished the sentence.
"Very good," Tony said, like a teacher to his class. "Now, question number two, the big [missing text]."
He looked directly at his brother for the answer. As it dawned on Rob, he squirmed.
"M-Mom!" he gasped after a long pause. "You're talking about our mom, aren't you?"
Tony slowly nodded.
"But, shit, you can't just get rid of your own mother," Rob choked.
Tony slowly shook his head, drawling, "Which only leaves us with one other choice."
"F-fuck her?" Rob stammered.
Tony nodded again. "Tomorrow," he said.
And nobody disagreed.
Sitting around with images of their naked cocks dancing in her head, Meg automatically placed her hand on her crotch. Her pussy throbbed to the touch, its heat making her fingers wriggle.
"What I need is either a good fuck or a cold shower," she sighed.
Reluctantly deciding on the latter, Meg stripped and headed for the bathroom. She didn't bother with a robe, believing she was alone in the house. She was wrong.
"T-Tony!" Meg gasped to her older son when he unexpectedly appeared as she nakedly made her way down the hall.
She had frozen with surprise when she saw him suddenly standing there, crossing her arms over her tits. Tony wasn't moving either, drilling her with his staring eyes.
"I-I'm going to take a shower," Meg nervously explained.
"Don't do that," Tony answered.
"I'll just be a minute, if you want to take one, too," Meg muttered.
"I wasn't talking about the shower," Tony told her. "I meant the way you're covering yourself with your arms. You're a mighty pretty woman, Mom. You shouldn't hide it."
Meg didn't know what to think, especially when she thought she noticed a telltale lump at the crotch of her son's snug jeans. It was as though Tony had somehow guessed how secretly horny she was and was purposely testing her. Oh, she thought, how she yearned to give in.
Somehow, though, Meg gathered enough willpower to snap at Tony, "I'm certainly not about to start posing like a centerfold for my own son, no matter what he thinks of my body. Now if you don't mind, young man�"
"Come off it, Mom," Tony cut her, off. "This isn't funny, young man," Meg choked, trying to sound outraged at the same time her resistance seeped out of her. "It isn't supposed to be," Tony said. "What's more, I'll bet you want to see me as much as I do you."
His jockey shorts were bulging at his open fly now. Meg could clearly see the outline of his hard-on and his fat, round balls. In reaction, her aroused pussy started to leak so much that she felt the sticky juice trickling down her inner thighs.
"Tell you what, Mom," Tony continued. "You take your arms away from in front of you and I'll pull out my prick."
Meg took the deepest breath of her life. During it, her arms uncrossed and she stood totally exposed in the nude.
And out came her son's cock. It was a jutting pole, one of the biggest Meg had ever seen.
Immediately closing the distance between them, Meg knelt before her son. She tugged his jeans and shorts dawn, then thrust her hungry mouth around his awaiting prick.
"All the way, Mom," Tony called down. "Suck my whole cock."
Meg deep-throated him without hesitation. The forbidden thrill of taking her son's huge prick to his balls made her climax on the spat, as though she owned an oral cunt.
"Mmmmmm, you've got a mouth like a vacuum cleaner, Mom," Tony moaned in reaction to Meg's orgasmic suction. "Keep it up and you'll suck the cream right out of my balls, straight into your belly."
Meg couldn't think of anything she'd ever wanted more in her life. Passing the blowjob stage, she began fucking her son's rigid prick with her mouth. His balls were fair game, too, being rolled between her hands like wads of dough.
Just about a cock-thrust away from shooting his wad, Tony drove his prickmeat to the depths of his mother's throat. Just in case he needed any further help unloading, Meg now had a finger straight up his gritty asshole.
"You got it, Mom!" Tony declared. "All of my cum you can drink!"
His prick exploded in his mother's sucking grasp. His jizz was hotter and sweeter than Meg had expected. She couldn't swallow it fast enough to satisfy her overwhelming thirst.
"Mmmmm, you greedy, little cocksucker," Tony sighed when his balls were drained. "You must've been waiting a long time for this."
Meg certainly was in no position to deny her son's observation. Indeed, after Tony's prick had slowed to a dribble, she still nursed at his prickhead as if it were an oversized nipple, in order to milk whatever additional cum there was to be had.
When there was finally no more cream for her to swallow, Meg ended the blowjob. However, the possibility of something even better immediately occurred to her, because Tony's cock remained as stiff as ever.
"That's right, Mom," he chuckled, reading her mind. "At my age it doesn't matter how much I've just come. My prick stays hard, no matter what."
"Then what are we waiting for?" Meg blurted out. "Take me to bed and fuck me!"
"We're on our way, Mom."
Tony reached down to help her up. But then, before Meg was on her feet, his muscular arms caught her naked body and raised her aloft. He carried her into the bedroom as though they were a bride and groom on their honeymoon.
"Can I eat your pussy before I fuck you, Mom?" Tony asked when he lowered Meg onto the bed.
"Oh, please, yes," Meg readily agreed. "I'd love to come in your mouth, darling. My pussy juice'll be so hot and sweet for you."
She spread her legs as far apart as they'd go. Her wide-open cunt resembled a drooling wound. Burrowing between her thighs, Tony sealed her pussylips with the lips of his mouth and shot his tongue up her cunt.
"Deeper, deeper, and I'll feed you all the pussy juice you can drink!" Meg cried.
Her son used his tongue like a cock in her cunt. Her ass left the bed as her thighs clutched his head, and she came in his mouth as though a dam had broken in her womb.
She could hear Tony hungrily slurping while he feasted on her climaxing pussy. It was music to Meg's ears. She closed her eyes and listened as she would to her favorite song, carried away by the emotional experience.
In her self-imposed darkness, she sensed a male presence directly above her. Tony must be moving into position for a sixty-nine, she thought. It was fine with her. She wouldn't mind sucking his prick again at all before he got around to fucking her. Even if he should happen to come in her mouth a second time it wouldn't slow him up, since his beautiful cock was so young and tireless.
Her eyes still closed, Meg extended her tongue. Sure enough, she lapped a dangling set of balls. She managed an oral grip on one and sucked it all the way into her mouth. This drew his throbbing prick within reach. Meg brought her hand to it and lovingly stroked the rigid column.
Then her hand and mouth switched places. Now Meg was fingering balls and swallowing prick. It tasted saltier than before, renewing her thirst. How she craved another load of teenaged jizz.
Meanwhile, the tongue in her cunt was spooning the fuck honey out of her as fast as she climaxed. Nothing like a sixty-nine before a fuck, Meg thought, especially with a strong, young boy. He could come and come without resting, just like she could.
She deep-throated his prick to the root. Her pussy was tongue-fucked to its depth. Now all that remained was for her son to come again in her mouth as hard as she'd been coming in his.
Meg probed his tight, young asshole, fingerfucking it with insistent probes. She could feel the male gland at the base of his balls pulsating, signaling the fresh eruption which she craved.
Now it arrived. So much cum! Even more than before!
This time Meg had trouble swallowing it all, her cheeks ballooning from the creamy volume. But there was no way she'd allow a drop of the precious fluid to escape.
Finally, the spurting slowed to a trickle. Meg downed the rest of the boy-cum at her own pace, savoring every gulp.
While she completed the blowjob, half of the sixty-nine, Tony's mouth left her cunt. Rubbing herself down there in the absence of his tongue, Meg brought herself to one last orgasm as she finished draining those young nuts dry.
"Ready for that fuck now, Mom?" Tony then asked.
Meg couldn't answer with her mouth still full of prick, but the way she flexed her crotch left nothing to the imagination. Holding her breath, she waited for her son's cock to leave her throat and plunge at last into her hot pussy.
Then plunge it did, filling Meg's cunt with as much prick as it could take. But all at once, this was not where her attention was directed. For incredibly, she still had a mouthful of the same cock she'd just sucked.
Meg's eyes flew open with alarm. There was Tony, his hips between her legs and his prick definitely stuffing her cunt. Up above, though, another set of male loins straddled her head, with their youthful owner letting his blown jizz trickle down her throat.
In short, the sixty-nine with Tony hadn't happened. He'd eaten Meg's pussy, sure enough. However, the prick she'd mouth fucked hadn't been his at all.
"That's right, Mom," Tony said. "We're not alone. And I don't think you'll need three guesses to figure out whose cock you've been sucking."
The cock she'd deep-throated withdrew so she could speak. There was, of course, only one logical explanation.
"Rob!" Meg named her other son.
"You suck cock like your mouth was a cunt, Mom," he called down.
Trembling from head to toe, Meg realized how completely she'd been set up. Obviously, Tony and Rob had been in this together from the beginning, just waiting to catch her in a weak moment.
"What do you want from me?" she desperately asked them. "Is it blackmail?"
"We're already getting all we want from you, Mom," Tony replied, then shoved his big cock in her tight pussy. "We just want to suck and fuck you as much as you want to suck and fuck us."
"Oh, God, how I wish I could believe that," Meg choked. "It'd be like a dream come true. But I'm so afraid that you're just using me. Can't help it. Keep thinking about you boys threatening to go to your father with this unless I pay and pay and pay."
"And just what do you think Dad'll do about you putting out for us?" Rob asked, kneeling beside his mother now so the shadow of his tireless hard-on fell across her tits.
"Don't even want to think about it!" Meg shuddered. "He might kill me."
And a booming male voice abruptly said, "Think again, Meg."
Meg looked toward the door with disbelief. There he stood. God, if it wasn't her husband, himself.
"The only way you and I are going to have any trouble is if you don't finish what you started with the boys, Meg. It's the only way."
Hopelessly confused, Meg pleaded for an explanation. The one she got was the last one she expected to hear.
Brad rapidly told her. It was so incredible that Meg, as much as she yearned for a story she could believe in order to justify her own actions, couldn't bring herself to accept it. Her husband's own sister just happened to live next door, rekindling an old flame that wound up consuming the entire family in a blaze of incest? No, no, life simply couldn't play those kinds of tricks on her.
"See for yourself," Brad finally said to his wife.
The woman Meg had only glimpsed at as a next door neighbor emerged. Suddenly, her family resemblance to Brad was startling.
"'Bout time you and Dad, got here, Aunt Cindy," one of the boys called.
"I think Mom still needs some more convincing," the other said.
"That can be arranged," Cindy chuckled.
She knelt before her brother, who was already unzipping his fly for her. Brad pulled out his stiff prick, and Cindy promptly took it in her mouth.
"Yeah, suck it, Sis, suck my prick all the way down to my balls," Brad moaned with pleasure. "Show Meg just how much you love my big cock, Cindy."
Something within Meg snapped. Brad's incest had set her free, free to follow his example and openly pursue, at last, her own desires in the same direction, leaving her guilty conscience behind.
"Convinced yet, Mom?" one of her sons asked her.
"Fuck me!" she declared.
"I already am, Mom," Tony reminded her. "I mean both of you!" Meg wailed with stark lust. "Give me both of your beautiful cocks at the same time! I'm too horny for anything less!"
"But Tony's already fucking your pussy, Mom," Rob anxiously noted, showing his inexperience.
"My cunt's not the only place that can take your cock," Meg impatiently shot back. "And I don't mean my mouth again."
"Looks like you've lucked out, kiddo," Tony told his confused brother. "You know where she wants you to fuck her, don't you? Like they say, where the sun don't shine."
Beginning to catch on, Rob muttered, "You mean�"
"Right where I shit!" Meg demanded. "Fuck me in the ass!"
"But Tony's in the way," Rob complained.
Rearing up with surprising strength, Meg rolled Tony and herself over so they traded positions. Now she was on top, pinning him beneath her as she straddled his loins, and she sat with his standing prick up her cunt. When she leaned forward, the cheeks of her ass parted widely. And there was her asshole, just waiting to be fucked by Rob.
The young man needed no additional encouragement. Moving into action, he nudged his cockhead into the dent of his mother's tiny shitter mouth and set his hips for a thrust.
"Fuck me, Rob!" Meg shouted. "Rip me!" Rob's spine snapped, powering half of his prick up his mother's ass. Down below, the impact almost forced Tony's previously hilted cock out of Meg's cunt. But realizing that good things don't come easily, nobody complained.
Tony suggested, "We'll take turns sticking our pricks all the way in, Mom. You fuck her ass to your balls while I pull out, then you back off so I can fuck her pussy. Then we just keep trading off like that, like a see-saw. Mom'll get all the fucking she can handle."
Rob agreed and went first, sinking his cock to its root in Meg's shit chute. In response, Tony's hard-on temporarily withdrew from her cunt until only his cockhead remained.
"God, Mom's ass is soooo tight," Rob moaned with delight. "And shitty. I'm in her so deep. Got her crap all over my prick. What a trip!"
He liked it so much that he had, to be reminded to give his brother a chance to fuck their mother's pussy. Then Tony bucked upward, impaling Meg's cunt on the spike of his cock. Scooting out of her asshole in the process, Rob's prick glistened with a caramel sheen of fresh female shit.
Soon they had traded off once again, then another time, and repeatedly after that, faster and faster, one son's prick pistoning in Meg's cunt while the other ass-fucked her.
"Don't know which cock is making me come the most," Meg orgasmically squealed. "And I'm not gonna try to guess! All I know is that I'm flying! Only one thing could make it better!"
"Name it, Mom!" the boys panted together, one's cock going in, the other's jerking out.
"Come for me, too!" Meg begged. "And I mean both of you at the same time! Your jizz in my pussy Tony, and yours in my ass, Rob!"
"We'll both have to go into you at the lame time to make it happen, Mom," Tony cautioned. "That means both of our pricks stuffing your cunt and ass."
"Whatever it takes!" Meg feverishly insisted. "Tear me to pieces with your beautiful, young cocks!"
Rob shoved from behind. Tony surged from below. Their pricks collided deep within their mother, removing the distinction between her ass and cunt so she felt as if there were just one jam packed hole between her legs. Never had Meg felt like more of a woman.
"I'm shooting it now!" one of her boys grunted.
"Same here!" the other rumbled.
And as the scalding cum poured into her womb and bowels, Meg experienced too much joy for any woman to stand. With her sons still unloading, she went over the edge into a pit of darkness, passed out cold.
"Mom! Mom! You all right?" Tony gasped.
"God, hope we didn't kill her," Rob said. "Didn't fuck her to death."
And over by the door, where she had finished blowing him, Cindy and Brad could not help but laugh at the boys' overreaction.
"Don't worry, fellas," Brad reassured his sons. "Your mother is doing just fine."
"How can you be so sure?" Rob hopefully asked, his shitty cock out of his mother's fucked ass now and dripping limply while a collapsed Meg pinned Tony beneath her lifeless form.
"Just look at her face," Cindy suggested. "That'll tell you all you need to know."
Both brothers squirmed for a look, then sighed with relief. Their mother was smiling from ear to car.

CHAPTER TEN

After parking the car, Tom approached the house, hoping that his return to the fold didn't cause too much of a scene. But he'd already promised himself, he'd make any apologies necessary to keep things on an even keel. Perhaps he didn't actually believe he'd been wrong, but he was willing to pretend it was so.
On the front porch, he took a deep breath and opened the door, then slipped inside. And his eyeballs instantly bulging, he felt his knees turn to putty.
"T-Tina!" Tom gasped.
He had never seen her like this before, to say the least. Not only was she stark naked, but the way she sprawled on the couch revealed every secret of her young body. The highlight was her wide-open pussy. There wasn't a hair on it.
And suddenly Tom Ryan's eyes weren't all that bulged, as his cock automatically hardened at the sight of his daughter's shaved cunt.
However, Tom wasn't the only one who registered surprise. So did Tina. Clearly, the last person she'd expected to walk through the door was her father.
But she didn't budge an inch, apparently determined to see through what she'd started, regardless of Tom's unscheduled appearance. "Well, Daddy, this isn't exactly how I planned to welcome you home," Tina admitted. "But it would've happened sooner or later between us, anyway. So why not right now?"
Having no idea of the incest that had been raging in the family, Tom was hopelessly confused by her remarks. However, there were two things he definitely understood. One was that Tina was hot. The other was that so was he.
"Do you like my pussy shaved, Daddy?" Tina now asked, running her finger up her hairless cunt slit.
"You look like a little girl again," Tom whispered in response.
"Looks can be deceiving, Daddy," Tina purred, getting very comfortable with the prospect of seducing her father. "Just try me."
Tom insisted that he couldn't, that he didn't even want to think about it. He pleaded with Tina to put some clothes on before things got out of control and they did something they'd both regret.
And Tina bluntly replied, "The only thing I'll regret is if you don't suck me and fuck me, Daddy!"
Tom turned to leave. But the sight of the door that led out of the house and away from temptation was a lot less inviting than the juicy promise of his naked daughter's smooth, young cunt. When he wheeled back around, it was as though his straining hard-on had seized total control of his mind, body and soul.
"Show it to me, Daddy," Tina confidently called. "Let me see that big, stiff prick that's doing all your thinking for you."
Tom's hand dropped helplessly to his swollen fly. He winced as he unzipped it.
"Here," he choked, looking away from the sight of his jutting cock when he pulled it out on display for his daughter. "I hope you're satisfied."
"Oh, Daddy, I'm not gonna be satisfied until I've taken that monster everywhere you can stick it in me," Tina bubbled with excitement. "God, you're hung! Mom should've treated you better."
"Leave your mother out of this," Tom muttered.
"With pleasure, Daddy," Tina trilled. "It's just me and you. Now c'mon and give me a taste."
Tom edged sideways toward his daughter, still looking away as if this would somehow keep him from totally committing himself to incest. To control the flow of cunt juice, she clenched her pussy muscles as her father approached her. When he'd finally arrived, Tina reached out to cup his chin and she turned him around to face her. "Watching is half the fun, Daddy," she teased him.
She brought her mouth to the head of it rigid cock. Her lips folded over his throbbing prick knob, sucking gently.
"I don't care how big your prick is," she told him between slurps. "Can take as much as you want to feed me, Daddy. The more, mmmmm, the better."
Tom's hips uncontrollably bucked. Half of his prick was abruptly in his daughter's mouth, his cockhead all the way to her throat.
"More, Daddy, more," Tina managed to choke aloud, despite the chunk of cock she'd just taken.
Tom's crotch surged again. This time the momentum drove his prick to the hilt. Now Tina's lips clutched the thick root. Her father's balls churned against her chin.
"You took the whole thing," Tom said, awed at his daughter's talent for cocksucking. Then, after his previous warning to leave Cindy out of it, he was the one who brought her up again.
He blurted to Tina, "Your mother never swallowed my prick to the balls in all the years we've been married!"
Tina had to laugh inside at this, as she recalled the cocks she'd personally watched her mother deep-throat. There just must be something about being married to a guy that turned a woman off, Tina reasoned, no matter how great he was hung. Well, whatever, her mother's loss was her gain � at least a ten-inch gain.
Not, of course, that Tina was satisfied with a simple blowjob. For as she went down on her father's prick, her pussy increasingly ached to be eaten. Nothing less than a sixty-nine would do.
So she began coaxing him down to her level on the couch, first stripping his pants and shorts away and then tugging at his hips. When he eased on top of her, Tina temporarily surrendered enough of his prick to more than merely hint.
"Suck my cunt while I suck your cock, Daddy," she gurgled. "I love a sixty-nine. That way we can both come in each other's mouth."
The chance to feast on a hairless pussy was something, which Tom Ryan had never been previously offered. The idea of how sweet it must taste immediately had him drooling. When he lapped his daughter's smooth pussy, he'd easily be able to imagine that she was a little girl again. And like any normal man, Tom's craving for young cunt was an automatic reflex.
His cock twisting in Tina's throat, he maneuvered around above her. Now that wonderfully smooth space between her slender thighs beckoned directly below him.
God, Tom thought, her pussy looked even younger up close. The idea of it made his cock harden even more in her mouth at the other end of the sixty-nine.
Down Tom dipped. His tongue licked up Tina's dewy cunt from her pink asshole to her equally pink cunt. Along the way he snagged his first sample of her pussy juice. Its pungent flavor made him instantly high. And, totally addicted, all he wanted was more.
He closed his mouth all the way over Tina's cunt, breathing in an exaggerated way so he blew into her cuntslit and then sucked out the clammy air. Before long, he could feel the advancing moisture creep along his tongue. It wasn't like any other pussy juice he'd ever tasted. So much richer and thicker. He couldn't get enough of it.
Slurping for more, Tom angled his tongue up his daughter's oozing cunt and spooned out a dripping portion of her special fuck nectar. After hungrily gulping it down, he repeated the process several times. What he didn't consume dribbled down his chin and smeared his face and Tina's inner thighs. He was wallowing in it.
In the meantime, Tina was using her mouth on his prick as if she owned a second cunt. Tom realized he couldn't go on like this for long without coming. He just hoped his daughter was as thirsty for his jizz as he was for her pussy juice, because when he shot his wad he'd be feeding her plenty of it, probably more than his cock had ever delivered.
Then the imaginary dam between Tom's legs was straining at the seams. And it burst.
And as her father came in her mouth, Tina climaxed in his face, too. The male and female juices were flowing like wine, each variety greedily devoured by the opposite sex.
When it was over and the incestuous sixty-niners broke for air, their features were sloppy with one another's excess slime. Tina's temporary mask was the glistening ivory of fresh jism.
"I've never tasted a pussy quite like yours, honey," he told his daughter after licking his sticky lips.
"There's a good reason for that, Daddy," Tina chuckled. "My cunt may look like a little girl's, but my plumbing's almost grown up."
He muttered, "Didn't just eat my baby's pussy. I did it and loved every minute. Ate her pussy like it was the best thing I'd ever tasted. What kind of guy am I?"
And then, with Tina on pins and needles while he thought it over, a definite grin split Tom's dripping face. It was then that Tina knew everything was going to be all right.
"I'll tell you what kind of guy I am," Tom answered his own question. "The luckiest guy in the world!"
"Oh, Daddy, I knew you'd come through for me!" Tina squealed with happiness. "Now fuck my cunt even better than you sucked it! I can't wait for your big cock where it really counts! Stuffing my pussy � rubbing inside me � making me come over and over again for you until you come, too! Fucking-fucking-fucking me!"
She lifted her legs so her knees were against her tits, opening her cunt like a wound for her father's hard-on. He stabbed it into her. Her shrieks of delight could be heard all the way down the street.
Bombed-out from the lingering effect of the sleeping pills his mother had slipped him yesterday, Randy Ryan had given in to the first hangover of his life. Unable to get a single yard mowed, he was on his way home to crash. As he rounded the corner of his block, an earsplitting scream abruptly cut through the fog in his brain.
Suddenly alert, Randy automatically ran in the direction of the female cry. It was all so familiar. Like the day he'd discovered his father trying to rape his mother.
Randy reached his house. It was definitely the source of the commotion.
Barging inside, he once again encountered his father. The same as before, the old man had a hard-on. Only this time he was already using it � in Tina's shaved cunt.
"Don't worry, Sis!" Randy declared. "I'll take care of the rotten bastard!"
And singing out like anything but a victim, Tina answered, "Don't worry about Daddy, I'm the one who needs taking care of! Your big cock down my throat while Daddy's fucking me would do just fine!"
"Then he's not raping you?" Randy said.
Tina broke out with laughter, giggling, "Boy, do you have a lot of catching up to do. I'd explain it all to you, but it'll have to wait. I'm just too horny to go into it until after I've finished sucking your prick and fucking Daddy."
"Don't begin to understand it myself, Son," Tom Ryan said to Randy as he fucked his daughter. "But what the hell? If your sister wants both of our cocks, let's bury the hatchet and make her happy."
With nobody left to protect, Randy could no longer ignore the expanding bulk of his aroused cock. A moment later and his jeans were down at his ankles as if they'd lowered themselves. Then, with an apparent mind of its own, his straining hard-on drew him toward the couch. There, his sister's open mouth awaited his cock while their father fucked her.
He stuck his fucker in. Tina sucked deeply until she'd swallowed his entire prick. And along with his father, Randy was balls-deep in his lusty sister. From here on in, all that he was capable of doing was just going with the flow, wherever it might lead. Anything was possible.
So when the door opened, Randy was not surprised to see his mother. She was dressed just enough to have made it across the yard without somebody calling the cops. Then she wasn't dressed at all.
"Well," a naked Cindy said, smirking, "looks like I got here just in time."
Once she'd spoken, Tom Ryan realized for the first time that his wife was on the scene. As he fucked their daughter, he could offer no possible excuse for his behavior. But, then again, he would've had to been deaf, dumb and blind not to tell from Cindy's attitude that she heartily approved of what she'd come home to find.
"Mmmm, we've all got to jump in on this," she sighed. "And a quick phone call will take care of that." Cindy hurriedly dialed and whispered some thing into the receiver.
Next door, the door flew open just seconds after Cindy had hung up. The scantily clad neighbors cut across the yard, a man, a woman, and two teenaged boys.
"Don't bother to knock," Cindy shouted, timing their arrival to the split-second.
They spilled into the house, immediately shedding what little they were wearing.
"So, this is it!" Cindy declared, her face flushed with excitement. "After all these years, what goes 'round finally comes 'round."
All Tom and Randy could do was wait to be told what was going on. In the meantime, they had no choice but to continue fucking Tina in the cunt and mouth. Her grip on their cocks had increased to such an extent that it was clear she must be showing off for the visitors.
"Don't tell me, let me guess," Meg bubbled. "That's my niece giving my nephew the blowjob, right?"
"You're batting a thousand, Meg," Cindy said to her sister-in-law. "Aren't they beautiful kids? My Tina sucks cock like a pro. And Randy is soooo hung. I'm so proud of them."
At this point, Brad and his sons were eager to get in on the act. They recognized Tina, of course, and now that they'd had her brother identified for them they were understandably curious about who was fucking her pussy at the same time she sucked Randy's prick.
"Who's the old dude fucking Tina?" Rob brashly spoke up.
"Yeah!" Tony chimed in. "What's he doing here?"
"That's my dad," Randy answered, suddenly defensive about his father. "And all you have to do is watch him fuck my sister to see that he's as much a stud as anybody. Now who are you people?"
"I was just going to ask the same question," Tom Ryan said.
And stepping forward to take the floor, Brad formally introduced his wife and family to Cindy's husband and son. No, he wasn't just the new next door neighbor.
"Her brother?" Tom blurted after the bombshell had dropped.
"Would I suck anybody else's cock in front of my own husband?" Cindy laughed, suddenly on her knees in front of Brad. She swallowed his prick whole with a deep-throating slurp.
Brad shrugged as she went don on his hiked prick, sighing, "That's my Sis."
"And what about your wife?" Meg sharply cut in. "I might have just married into this crazy family, but, damn if I'll stand in the background for anybody. I want action!"
"That's up to you, hon," Brad chuckled. "I'm sure the boys will help you prove yourself, though, if that's what you have in mind."
"You'd better believe it!" Meg snapped.
She dropped to all fours, posing like a bitch in heat. Spreading her asscheeks, she exposed her beautifully hairy cunt from the rear and ordered one of her sons to dog-fuck her. The other was told he'd better feed her his cock if he knew what was good for him.
Tony and Rob eagerly did as they were told, fucking their mother at both ends with their rigid, young hard-ons. Which meant that at this point, everybody on both sides of the family was actively involved in incest.
The orgy which developed lasted until dawn. When it was finally over, the weary crew staggered next door, where Meg somehow managed to fix them breakfast. Tomorrow, Cindy suggested, they'd trade houses and meet each other at the new neighbors' place, and scramble the eggs at hers.
That is, if they could get through the next few hours without jumping the gun and fucking up the schedule in more ways than one.
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