
        
            
                
            
        

    
	
		FORE­WORD



	It has been said that every per­son has some dark pas­sion within his soul – some hid­den secret, de­sire or whim that may never sur­face to be seen by even the closest con­fid­ante. Such a secret can be evil or sin­is­ter, or it may be trivial and trite.

	In Amer­ica, such dark pas­sions are eas­ily sub­merged and hid­den by the com­plex­it­ies of mod­ern every­day life. Yet some­times those dark pas­sions sur­face – and an­other Eliza­beth Ray or Wil­bur Mills emerges.

	THE FAM­ILY’S HOT MOVIES is a dra­matic rep­res­ent­a­tion of a fam­ily who dares to let its most base de­sires come to the fore, but most es­pe­cially it is about two teen­age chil­dren and their ta­boo de­sires. Joanne and Hank and their par­ents are some of the few who are will­ing to ac­cept the con­sequences, be it re­ward or pun­ish­ment, for al­low­ing them­selves to be com­pletely lib­er­ated. Their story is a start­ling in­sight into the lives of people who dare to let it all hang out.

	-The Pub­lisher



	




	
		CHAPTER ONE



	Joanne was dis­gus­ted with her mother. Leola was sit­ting on the couch nest to Sam and feel­ing him up like some teen­ager just dis­cov­er­ing sex for the first time.

	“You just don’t un­der­stand, do you, Joanne?” said her mother. “Sam and I met and hit it off so well we de­cided what the hell and got mar­ried.”

	“Just like that?”

	“Just like that, Joanne,” said Sam. He was busy run­ning his hand over his new bride’s neck and shoulders. When his hand star­ted down the neck­line and van­ished into her mother’s blouse, Joanne thought she’d puke. This was dis­gust­ing. She couldn’t be­lieve her mother had ac­tu­ally gone out and got­ten mar­ried on the spur of the mo­ment like this.

	Her father hadn’t been dead a month and already Leola was mar­ried again. What really bugged Joanne was be­ing told she should like the idea. Fath­ers were too bossy. She could wrap her mother around her fin­ger and do any­thing she wanted. She may have only been fif­teen but she had boy friends, lots of them. And she was en­joy­ing the free­dom of not hav­ing a father to tell her when to come in every night.

	Her mother just didn’t care.

	Things would change now. Sam looked like the bossy type. He’d say some­thing and ex­pect to be obeyed.

	Joanne sighed. She’d just have to live with it.

	She saw the hand dis­ap­pear en­tirely un­der her mother’s blouse. From the way the nipples poked through the thin cloth, it was ob­vi­ous she wasn’t wear­ing a bra. And it was that nipple the man’s hand was search­ing for. He was tak­ing his time.

	He cupped the en­tire tit in his palm, then squeezed. The wo­man let out a lot, sul­try moan of en­cour­age­ment. He smiled broadly and then began to mas­sage the trapped tit­flesh. It flowed like putty un­der his fin­gers. Try­ing to re­arrange the shape was a use­less pur­suit but he did it any­way. The sat­iny smooth boob felt so damned good un­der his rough hand!

	Mov­ing slowly up­ward, he found the tur­gid nipple. He took it between his thumb and fore­finger and squeezed down. An­other moan, deeper this time, spurred him on. He felt his prick get­ting hard think­ing about the other joys hid­den from him – hid­den for the time be­ing. They would soon all be his!

	Tweak­ing the rub­bery nipple, he pressed down hard. The jug mashed flat un­der his hand. He wanted to rip the blouse off and fuck his new wife right there but his new daugh­ter was watch­ing. It wouldn’t be right to do some­thing like that in front of her, no mat­ter how much Leola de­man­ded his hard cock.

	“I still don’t think you should have got­ten mar­ried again so soon, Momma,” said Joanne. She was watch­ing in fas­cin­a­tion. She had to ad­mit Sam had a mag­netic at­trac­tion.

	He was power­fully built and not all that old. No paunch on him, either. He was in good shape phys­ic­ally. And to feel that hand en­circ­ling her tit, Joanne shivered at the thought. She couldn’t deny he would be dy­nam­ite in bed but to marry him? The idea was too re­mote to even con­sider.

	Yet it was ob­vi­ous her mother had more than con­sidered it, she’d gone and done it.

	“Oh, what do you know, dear? You’re only fif­teen. When you’re older you’ll un­der­stand these things.”

	Joanne al­most laughed at that. Her mother would have a shit fit if she ever found out about any of her daugh­ter’s go­ings on. There was no telling what she would do if she dis­covered her pre­cious fif­teen-year-old daugh­ter had lost her cherry more than a year ago to some half-drunk teen­ager at a party.

	That had ig­nited the powder keg of the girl’s sexu­al­ity. Since then, she hadn’t been able to get enough cock. And watch­ing her new step­father fond­ling her mother’s tits was mak­ing her hot, hot­ter than she cared to ad­mit.

	Joanne selfishly wished she could have a go at the man. There was no doubt from the mon­strous bulge in his pants that he was well-hung. She guessed he could fuck like a ma­chine once he got star­ted. That would cer­tainly ap­peal to her mother.

	It ap­pealed to her, after all.

	“Why don’t we go to our room, Leola?” Sam whispered hotly into his new wife’s ear. She quickly agreed.

	Over her shoulder, she said, “Now you go to your room, Joanne. I had your things moved in this af­ter­noon. Second door on the right down the hall. We’re go­ing to be liv­ing here since Sam’s place is so much big­ger.”

	The house wasn’t all that was big­ger, Joanne no­ticed. The man’s cock was al­most at the point of rip­ping through his pants. She watched the newly-weds go down the hall, his hand firmly placed on the wo­man’s well-roun­ded butt. An oc­ca­sional squeeze kept her mov­ing along, as if she needed the ex­tra goad­ing to jump into bed and fuck her brains out.

	Joanne slumped back in the chair. Not only had her mother mar­ried Sam, she’d already had their mea­ger be­long­ings moved in. Joanne had to ad­mit this was a lot nicer house, but it wasn’t hers. She pre­ferred her own bed­room.

	Know­ing there was noth­ing she could do about it, she star­ted down the hall to the room her mother had poin­ted out as hers. As she passed the door to the mas­ter bed­room, she heard pas­sion­ate groans com­ing from it. Lean­ing against the wall and press­ing her ear to it, she could clearly hear what was go­ing on.

	“Oh, Sam, your cock’s so huge!”

	“And you’re already wet. Ummm, that feels like a nice, tight little pussy to me. How’s that?”

	There was a low, deep moan and then the two laughed. The next thing the spy­ing girl heard was, “Go on, Sam, fuck me. Stick that huge prick of yours up my cunt!”

	The words elec­tri­fied Joanne. She felt her own twat be­gin to churn and boil with need. She wanted a cock of her own. To feel it ram­ming hard all the way up her cunt would be heave. She needed it so badly!

	And there wasn’t a damned thing she could do.

	Or was there?

	She quietly left the house and went around to the back. Peer­ing in a win­dow didn’t give her the view she wanted. She slipped over the fence and looked in the side win­dow. This was bet­ter, lots bet­ter. It was just like she was watch­ing tele­vi­sion.

	But no tele­vi­sion pro­gram had ever got­ten this hot and heavy! She could see both Sam and Leola in bed amid a sea of tangled sheets. Their na­ked bod­ies were pas­sion­ately wrest­ling. The sight of them fuck­ing made her cunt throb with de­sire. She reached down and stuffed her hand in­side her cot­ton panties. She found they were already damp with her juices.

	Wig­gling her hips slightly, she skinned out of the wet panties and dropped them on the ground. The thought someone might see her never entered her mind. The sight of the man and wo­man screw­ing held her com­plete at­ten­tion. Noth­ing else mattered but watch­ing them, the way their bod­ies moved to­gether, how they fucked.

	The sounds com­ing from the par­tially open win­dow com­pleted the scene. The girl could hear everything go­ing on in the bed­room per­fectly.

	“Oh, God, you’re hung like a stal­lion!”

	“And how would you know? Have you ever fucked a horse be­fore?”

	“I was raised on a farm. I diddled around with a horse some.”

	“No shit? I never made it with a wo­man who’d been fucked by a horse be­fore.”

	“Does that turn you off?”

	“Hell, no. You can tell me if I feel big­ger in­side your cunt.” There was a little gig­gling and the pair came into view atop the bed. The watch­ing girl saw white thighs spread­ing wide open for the man crouch­ing between the wo­man’s legs. Jerking in the air was the biggest prick she’d ever seen. Its fierce red length was crowed with a dull purple glans. It looked as if it could rip a wo­man apart if it really got to fuck­ing.

	She shivered a little think­ing about it. Her own fin­gers began ex­plor­ing the wet crevice of her own pussy. The sex lips were already ri­gid with ex­cited blood. When she took the plunge and drove her middle fin­ger all the way up her twat, she bit back a moan.

	The elec­tric surge of need pound­ing through her body made her weak in the knees. She had to prop her­self against the head­board. All the time her middle fin­ger was driv­ing far up her juicy quim, she was watch­ing the two in­side, listen­ing to every word they uttered.

	Sam slipped his hands un­der the well-fleshed ass and lif­ted. His cock danced around in front of the wan­ton wo­man’s cunt. He didn’t drive in. In­stead, he moved his hips up and down drag­ging the head of his cock over her del­ic­ate pussy lips.

	This brought forth a moan such as the girl had never heard be­fore. She was cer­tain her mom had cum. There was no other ex­plan­a­tion for the way she moaned and bucked and thrust her hips to­ward the long spike of cock.

	“You like that, huh? How about a little more?” he teased. His hips worked up and down un­til his cock was drenched with her fuck flu­ids. In the dim light, his cock looked like it was on fire. It gleamed with the glisten­ing thick cunt oils.

	“You bas­tard! Fuck me, don’t play around like that! I want to feel that spike of man­meat in me! Fuck me hard!”

	“In a while, my dear, in my own good time. This is soooo much fun!” He gripped down even more firmly on her ass.

	The double hand­ful of assflesh squir­ted between his fin­gers. The watch­ing girl could see the angry red marks left by his fin­gers. But the wo­man seemed to be en­joy­ing it im­mensely.

	The girl fin­ger-fucked her­self even harder when she saw the man lift the wo­man’s hips and scoot her closer to his cock. She knew just the acorn-like head of his cock was pok­ing into the ex­cited pussy lips. He was prom­ising her his cock but not giv­ing it to her yet.

	Yet.

	It would have to be soon. The mask of pure arousal on the man’s face told how hard a time he was hav­ing keep­ing his creamy jism locked up in­side his balls. She guessed his balls would be like a ber­serk pres­sure cooker by now. The thick stew of his sperm and se­men would be boil­ing and churn­ing and his balls would be lurch­ing in the tiny sac dangling un­der his long prick.

	She moaned again as her fin­ger began work­ing back and forth in her teen­aged cunt. Her fin­ger swirled around like a tor­nado. Stim­u­lat­ing each and every spot along her pussy walls, her hand was soon covered with her thick cunt juices.

	She rubbed hard against her pussy mound with her palm. It felt so good when the pres­sure set off tremors of de­light in her body. She could sense the or­gasm build­ing up in­side her. It wouldn’t take much to get off now.

	The couple fuck­ing aroused her more than she really wanted to ad­mit. It was a bit kinky watch­ing her own mother fuck­ing her new father. But she didn’t care. She was past that. All that really mattered to her now was the way her body was re­spond­ing to the fin­ger-fuck­ing.

	“Deeper! I want it all the way!” came the wo­man’s voice.

	“What do you want deeper? Tell me. Tell me!”

	“Your cock, damn you! I want you fuck­ing me with your cock!”

	“That’s bet­ter.” He inched closer to the vee of her crotch. The girl could see an­other couple inches of his ri­gid length van­ish between the split pussy lips. But he still wasn’t all the way up her cunt. He was hold­ing back driv­ing the wo­man’s pas­sions to the break­ing point.

	He began boun­cing up and down on the bed. The spring squeaked but he man­aged to work his cock back and forth in the fluid gash. He was en­ter­ing her in a new and ex­cit­ing dif­fer­ent angle now. He held her legs up high and leaned for­ward.

	An­other inch of his prick slipped into the hun­ger­ing pussy. Leola was no longer able to tell him what she wanted. Her en­tire body was shak­ing with lust now. Her voice had been stripped of its words. All she could do was moan and cry out in­co­her­ently. Her hands could reach the man fuck­ing her so she had to be con­tent with fasten­ing her long, slender fin­gers on her own boobs.

	She was able to stim­u­late her tits while he was driv­ing deep into her cunt. The dual sen­sa­tions drove her up the pin­nacle to an­other or­gasm. She came again.

	“Like it, huh? Like it a lot?” he asked, not really ex­pect­ing an an­swer from his bride.

	Joanne saw her mother’s head thrash­ing from side to side. A cas­cade of dark hair spilled over the white of the sheet. The wo­man was too pos­sessed by the de­mon of lust to ever an­swer.

	She con­tin­ued work­ing her fin­ger back and forth on her own pussy lips as she watched. This was tak­ing its toll on her. The elec­tric feel­ing build­ing in her body threatened to des­troy her with or­gasm at any mo­ment. But it was too soon. She wanted to see everything that happened in­side the bed­room. It was be­com­ing a com­pul­sion with her.

	Just watch­ing the way the man fucked was fas­cin­at­ing. She could ima­gine her­self in the sack with him, his huge cock split­ting her apart as he drove in. To have him fuck­ing her would be the greatest thing in the world.

	Her quest­ing fin­gers found her clit meekly pok­ing out of its hid­ing place. Already well-greased, she stroked around the tiny lust-but­ton un­til she was gasp­ing for air. Her vis­ion was blurred but she still watched what was go­ing on in the room. It was get­ting hot and heavy now.

	He leaned for­ward and rammed his prick all the way up her cunt. Firmly im­pal­ing the wo­man’s cunt, he began to rock back and forth, stir­ring his prick around in­side her like a spoon in a bowl. He leaned for­ward enough to take her ear into his mouth. He was whis­per­ing hotly to sens­it­ize the already del­ic­ate flesh. When he began to nibble and gently gnaw on the ear­lobe, Le­ona came again.

	He kept his prick all the way up her twat as she writhed around on the bed. As long as he was bur­ied all the way up her cunt, he con­trolled her like he would an an­imal. As soon as the vi­ol­ent cum had died down, he began slow, meth­od­ical strokes in and out of her cunt.

	The teen­ager saw his power­ful hips be­gin that tell­tale mo­tion. She knew his mighty prick was delving far up into the juicy quim. She star­ted run­ning first one, then two of her fin­gers into her own cunt with the same rhythm. It wasn’t any­thing like hav­ing a real cock up her twat, but it would have to do for the mo­ment.

	She sighed loudly as she felt her en­tire body com­ing alive. There wasn’t a single nerve end­ing in her young, trim body that wasn’t scream­ing for the re­lease of or­gasm. But she wasn’t ready for the para­dise of cli­max yet.

	She wanted to fol­low the love­mak­ing go­ing on in front of her.

	The man speeded up the tempo of his fuck­ing. Lewd smuck­ing noises came to her ears now. Every time he pulled back out of the well-lub­ric­ated twat, he had to break the va­cuum between cock and cunt wall. It was just like a pis­ton of flesh mov­ing in its cyl­in­der. He was fuck­ing with a steady, strong mo­tion.

	The teen­ager star­ted fin­ger-fuck­ing her­self faster now. She wiggled the fin­gers back and forth once she had them in­side her. Her legs had turned to rub­ber. Sup­port­ing her­self by lean­ing heav­ily against the wall, she knew it wasn’t go­ing to be long be­fore she came.

	“Oh, Chriiist!” came the voice from the bed­room. “Fuuuuck meeee!” Her mother had cum again. And the wet, slurpy noises of the fuck­ing were al­most drowned out by the harsh grunts of the man as he really ex­er­ted him­self now.

	His power­ful body was covered with sweat. He shone in the dim light like a Greek god. Mighty, in­vin­cible, his cock never slowed down. Back and forth he fucked with tire­less skill. His hands were grip­ping and re­leas­ing the twin globes of assflesh and he was pulling the wo­man’s crotch to his with every in­ward stroke.

	He wanted to drive his cock as deep into her cunt as he could. He was fuck­ing her like she’d never been fucked be­fore. The man was a mas­ter at us­ing his prick to ex­cite wo­men.

	The girl wasn’t able to hold back the sen­sa­tions as­sault­ing her body. She moaned once, then felt the deep, wrack­ing shiver pass through her be­ing. Her fin­gers drove deep up her quim but it only kept her on the pin­nacle of her or­gasm a little longer. It did noth­ing to set her off. Just watch­ing the man fuck­ing her mother had done that.

	She wished the two fin­gers up her cunt had been a cock. It would have been even more sat­is­fy­ing that way. What would have been the greatest ever would have been to have his cock up there. She could see why her mother wanted to screw him.

	The man was hung like a stal­lion. And it was ap­par­ent he knew how to use his cock ex­pertly. Even as young as she was, she’d found that size didn’t mean all that much if a guy didn’t know what he was do­ing. A stud who wasn’t as well-hung as a real clown was far more sat­is­fy­ing, but the best of all was the stud with a cock that would make a bull proud.

	Joanne panted heav­ily for a couple minutes and felt the strength flow­ing back into her body. She was young and in good phys­ical shape. She prided her­self on that. She could make love all night long if the guy could stand it that long.

	She lif­ted her cunt-juice-drenched hand and stared at it. The night air was rap­idly evap­or­at­ing her in­ner oils. Quickly, she licked off the juice. It tasted salty, tangy, sexy. She’d never eaten out an­other wo­man but the thought ap­pealed to her. If they tasted half as good as a man’s cum or her own cunt juice, it would be a real ex­per­i­ence.

	An­other shud­der passed through her body, then she man­aged to get her legs un­der her once more. She peered in the win­dow and was sur­prised to find Sam was still fuck­ing.

	A bit more crit­ical and less in­volved this time, she watched his tech­nique. There was noth­ing but ad­mir­a­tion for him when she un­der­stood ex­actly what he was do­ing.

	He was keep­ing up the rhythm of his fuck­ing very well. He hadn’t aban­doned him­self to sense­less screw­ing. He was con­trolling every step of the love­mak­ing.

	His cock was like a knife stabbing deep into the wo­man’s tender pussy. Each time he rammed all the way up her cunt, she shivered as if she’d been knifed. But the watch­ing girl could tell it was an erotic spear­ing. The look of the wo­man’s face was one of un­bridled joy. She was en­joy­ing the hell out of this.

	She came again. The way her body arched and shook, it was a big cum.

	Then a subtle change oc­curred. The man’s body began to quiver like a thor­ough­bred race­horse in the start­ing gate. He was get­ting ready to blast out his creamy wad. His fuck­ing be­came faster, deeper, harder.

	The girl hadn’t thought it was pos­sible he could fuck any farther up the wo­man’s cunt than he was. He did. He bur­ied him­self balls-deep each time. His hips would be­gin to ro­tate as he moved the wo­man’s body in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion.

	The teen­ager felt her­self get­ting hot again just think­ing what that must feel like. A big cock stir­ring around in­side her twat like that would set her on fire. She wouldn’t be able to con­trol her­self. And the wo­man was re­spond­ing in the identical way.

	She came again and again and again. She was like a ma­chine gun, so fast were her or­gasms.

	Some­where along the way, her grip­ping cunt fi­nally milked the man’s prick. He let out a bull roar as he fucked deep up her and arched his back to screw even farther into her body. Each con­vuls­ive spurt of his cock seemed to ig­nite a new or­gasm in the wo­man.

	Her legs locked around his waist as if this would pull him even deeper into her body. Soon, their mu­tual pas­sions died down and they snuggled up be­side each other.

	Joanne couldn’t hear what they were say­ing nor could she be­lieve her eyes. She saw her mother lift a leg up and over the man’s hip to let him slide between her thighs from be­hind. And a quiv­er­ing hard-on probed for her still-flow­ing cunt.

	The man was tire­less.

	But Joanne wasn’t. She had to have more than she’d got­ten that night. She wanted cock and lots of it. And that was pre­cisely what she wasn’t go­ing to find. Not in this house. Not with her mother mono­pol­iz­ing Sam.



	




	
		CHAPTER TWO



	The girl picked up her dis­carded panties. They were cold and damp. She shivered at the thought of ac­tu­ally put­ting them back on. In­stead, she bundled them up and car­ried them into the house. No one would see her and if they did, what did it really mat­ter?

	Joanne de­cided it was im­possible that either her mother or her new step­father would bother her that night. This was their wed­ding night. The teen­ager wondered why they hadn’t just eloped, gone off some­where and let her be.

	She could get along by her­self all right. And she wouldn’t have been forced to spend the night alone, either. There were any num­ber of studs froth­ing at the mouth and al­most cream­ing all over them­selves to get into her pants. She liked it that way. She kept a couple of them around to make sure she would al­ways be able to get cock and lots of it when she was horny.

	Joanne just wished she could get some to­night. Hav­ing all her stuff moved into the house while she was in school was a dirty trick. Then get­ting her­self turned on so wasn’t the best thing she could have done. She didn’t really dare to slip out, not this late. She’d just have to find her own pleas­ures to­night.

	Later, she could see about mak­ing cer­tain she wasn’t left high and dry like to­night – or hot and bothered.

	The bed­room was a little lar­ger than her old one. Someone, she sus­pec­ted her mother, had even moved her posters of Robert Red­ford and Charles Bron­son. See­ing them on the walls re­minded her of her burn­ing need. The hun­ger between her legs re­fused to go away.

	She rubbed her hand over her pussy mound hop­ing that would do the trick. If any­thing, it made the urge worse.

	Cock. She had to have more cock.

	Search­ing through her books, she found the spe­cial one where she kept the pic­tures she liked the most. She pulled them out. If her mother ever found these, there’d be hell to pay.

	Spread out on the bed was a wide vari­ety of pic­tures show­ing men and wo­men fuck­ing. A few were es­pe­cially ex­pli­cit. Joanne hunkered down look­ing at them. She could see the man’s cock spread­ing wide the wo­man’s pussy lips and van­ish­ing into her cunt.

	That could be her cunt. It would be so nice hav­ing such a huge prick in­side her, throb­bing with male life, strok­ing back and forth un­til she was re­duced to a mass of quiv­er­ing flesh.

	She let her eyes roam from one pic­ture to an­other. The man’s cock was enough to please any pussy. The purpled crown was a huge knob. To feel it press­ing hard against her sex lips!

	Her hand strayed down between her legs again. She found her pussy was already be­gin­ning to drool. Fin­ger­ing her clit sent elec­tric tingles volt­ing into her body. She con­tin­ued to look at the pic­tures, study­ing them, think­ing how great it would be to be doubled up, legs wide and hav­ing that cock shoved far up her cunt.

	A fin­ger drove into her quim. It was joined by an­other. This still didn’t please her. She wormed in a third fin­ger. Mov­ing back and forth as if she really had a man’s cock in her, fuck­ing her, pleas­ur­ing her, she moaned aloud.

	The sen­sa­tions flood­ing her body were so nice! She could keep this up all night.

	She opened her eyes for a mo­ment and glimpsed at one of the pic­tures of a man’s cock spurt­ing out its jism. She glanced up at her wall posters, then back to the pic­ture of the cock. She fin­ger-fucked her­self faster as she tried to ima­gine movie stars screw­ing her.

	The cock was huge, blast­ing out its cum, throb­bing with lust for her. The grin­ning faces on the walls were leer­ing now. They de­sired her. She was will­ing. She spread her legs wider to let that big cock in to her soft little pussy.

	Fin­gers work­ing around and around like an elec­tric mixer blades, she stirred her own lust to the point where she came. But it wasn’t the total re­lease she de­sired.

	“Well, Joanne,” she said to the posters, “they’re help­ing you out but not much. What you need is a prick.”

	With that, she plucked her fin­gers from her flow­ing gash and began rum­ma­ging through the boxes con­tain­ing her stuff. She was sure her mother hadn’t found one par­tic­u­lar item since it was in its own spe­cial case. The teen­ager kept it there so her mother wouldn’t find it. With the sud­den move, she was cer­tain her mother wouldn’t have opened everything.

	And there it was. Cool, flesh-colored and twelve inches long, she gripped the vi­brator by its base. A quick twist of the switch in its base and it purred to life.

	She stroked up and down its length mak­ing cer­tain the bat­ter­ies were still fully charged. The buzz­ing noise wasn’t all that loud but she didn’t think any­one would be both­er­ing her. Her mother and step­father were too busy fuck­ing to no­tice the low buzz­ing sound com­ing from an­other room.

	De­cid­ing the bat­ter­ies were okay, she squeezed down on the quiv­er­ing length. She felt the tingles go all the way up her arm and into her shoulder. It was a power­ful vi­brator, the best she could find. And more im­port­ant, it was big. Thick and longer than she was deep, it could give her the pleas­ure of a cock. It wasn’t warm like a real man’s prick and it lacked the abil­ity to fill her with hot, flow­ing cum.

	She could get by without that to­night.

	She looked at her pic­tures and found a couple she par­tic­u­larly liked. One showed a guy screw­ing a chick, bend­ing her up like a pret­zel. Her legs were press­ing down hard into her tits and her cunt was widely ex­posed. The girl shivered think­ing how much fun it was to be fucked like this.

	It opened her up more than any other po­s­i­tion. It let the guy’s cock fuck deeper into her twat and gave her the ad­ded stim­u­la­tion of feel­ing her own legs rub­bing against her nipples.

	She knelt down and spread her legs wide enough to put the vi­brator in. Lean­ing for­ward over the bed, she made sure she could see her pic­tures, both the ones on the bed and the ones hanging on her walls. It was a real charge if she could fan­tas­ize be­ing fucked by one of the movie stars she had dec­or­at­ing the bare walls.

	The pic­ture closest on the bed showed a close-up of a man’s prick van­ish­ing into a girl’s twat. She could see the bristly hair of her pussy lips all around his cock. The sex lips were pink and ri­gid with lust. They were totally aroused. And the way the cock gleamed, she was sure the girl was hot. Cunt juice flow­ing out – just like her own twat – and a cock press­ing hard into it.

	She brought the vi­brator up and turned it on. The soft, muted purr of its vi­bra­tions spurred her on. She gasped as it touched her del­ic­ate gash. Twist­ing it slightly brought its blunt nose into con­tact with her pinkly scal­loped in­ner pussy lips.

	She was just part­ing her outer la­bia enough to let the quivery vi­bra­tions pass into her body. She felt the vi­brator filling her body with sen­sual tides of pas­sion. It worked hard against her cunt lips as she twirled it around and around.

	She looked at the pic­tures on the bed, then lif­ted her gaze to the big­ger posters on the walls. To have a man like that want to fuck her, to have him ac­tu­ally fuck­ing her...

	The vi­brator seemed to take on a life of its own. She must have been guid­ing it deeper into her body but it didn’t seem that way. It slowly moved up her juicy love chan­nel. It spread her del­ic­ate in­ner tis­sues and filled her com­pletely.

	The thick­ness of the plastic ma­chine was enough to make her moan in joy. But it was the in­sist­ent quiv­er­ing that got to her the most. Her in­sides were shiv­er­ing like jello on a plate. She was com­pletely lost to the vi­brator’s ac­tion.

	She closed her eyes and ima­gined the man crouch­ing over her, his cock teas­ing her. He drew his prick back and forth over her ri­gid pussy flaps then moved into her. He took her gently. His cock was stir­ring up her guts like no man’s cock ever had be­fore.

	Want­ing him more than any­one else in the world, she leaned for­ward a little to let him com­pletely pos­sess her body.

	The vi­brator twis­ted in a cork­screw­ing mo­tion un­til it was bur­ied far up her twat. The ac­tion of it on her body was de­light­ful. She couldn’t ima­gine any­thing nicer.

	“Ohh, yesss,” she moaned aloud. “That’s it. Let me have your won­der­ful cock all the way up my cunt!”

	She opened her eyes for a mo­ment, saw the pic­tures, then closed her eyes again. The vis­ion of the cock go­ing into the cunt re­mained. She could feel the plastic dildo in­side her shiv­er­ing with vi­brant life. It was the movie star’s cock. He was fuck­ing her.

	She re­membered vividly the pic­ture in front of her. The face, the way the cock spread the pussy lips. She began pulling the vi­brator out of her pussy. In her it felt like a mil­lion but­ter­flies flut­ter­ing around, gently touch­ing her twat walls, stim­u­lat­ing, tan­tal­iz­ing.

	There was more, there had to be.

	She let the long shaft slip out of her twat, then rammed it back in. This time, it was well lub­ric­ated with her own in­ner oils. She felt it spread apart her pussy walls with its thick­ness. The vi­bra­tion buzzed like angry bees through­out her body.

	Her spine arched as she took even more of the plastic rod into her body. She was be­ing shaken apart by the ma­chine and she loved it!

	Draw­ing it back out of her tiny cunt, she star­ted a slow, rhythmic self-fuck­ing. She found the vis­ion of the movie stars fad­ing only to be re­placed by the im­age of her new step­father.

	To have him fuck­ing her! That was where it was at. His cock wouldn’t shiver and shake like this. He had su­preme con­trol over his emo­tions. He was a mas­ter cocks­man. There was no doubt in her lust-numbed brain he could give her the fuck­ing of her young life.

	Her fantasy fig­ure turned en­tirely into her step­father. She en­vi­sioned him crouch­ing between her wide-spread thighs, cock in hand. He gripped it firmly. Draw­ing it back and forth over her tur­gid pussy lips sent tremors earth­quak­ing through her body. She could barely stand it. He was so mas­cu­line, so dom­in­ant!

	She needed him worse than she’d ever needed any man’s cock be­fore! Her tits were blow­ing up like bal­loons. She was cer­tain they would pop they were so full of throb­bing blood. She could feel her heart pound­ing away like a ber­serk jack­ham­mer. Her en­tire body was re­spond­ing to the quivery in­flu­ence of the vi­brator in her cunt.

	She quickly stripped off her blouse and fumbled off her bra. The hooks and eye­lets al­most eluded her in her haste. But quickly her un­fettered boobs swung back and forth in front of her body.

	She was fuck­ing her­self con­stantly with the long vi­brator now. Each pen­et­ra­tion of her body sent new tremors through­out her be­ing. It jarred on her con­scious­ness. A tiny moan es­caped her lips as she felt the huge plastic rod stretch­ing her sens­it­ive in­ner mem­brane al­most to the break­ing point.

	Lean­ing for­ward, she was able to rub her tits against the edge of the bed. Her red nipples dragged erot­ic­ally against the bed­spread. Her boobs were already warm to the touch. Stim­u­lat­ing them like this made them feel like they were on fire.

	Her nipples looked like red, point­ing fin­gers. They throbbed so much it was al­most pain­ful for the girl. But she kept on rub­bing against her bed. It was like a man’s hairy chest mov­ing along her body.

	A man’s chest and a huge male cock thrust­ing all the way up into her juicy quim. She twis­ted and turned the plastic dildo un­til she was able to com­pletely for­get this wasn’t a real cock. In her mind, this was her new step­father’s prick.

	He was fuck­ing her like he’d fucked her mother.

	“Ummmm,” she sighed, then began slam­ming her body hard against the side of the bed. The bed­spread swirled around her pointy-ended tits and fur­ther pushed her to­wards or­gasm.

	She hadn’t liked the idea of hav­ing a new father. But the idea of hav­ing him as a lover was ex­cit­ing. She re­membered the huge prick dan­cing with de­light in the dim­ness. The purple crown sit­ting atop his cock looked like a real pussy pleaser. She knew he was ex­pert at fuck­ing. Watch­ing him told her that.

	What would he do to her? He’d wrap her in his arms and hug her tight. Then he’d slam his hips for­ward and bury his cock all the way up her gooey cunt.

	She jerked the vi­brator deeper into her cunt.

	He wasn’t one to miss a bet. He would reach out with his hands and cup her tits. With a little pres­sure he would start squeez­ing down on her boobs un­til he mashed the mounds flat.

	She leaned for­ward un­til her jubs were rub­bing hard against the slightly yield­ing bed.

	There was no way he could be sat­is­fied with just let­ting his cock stay in­side her tight pussy. He’d want to fuck her. But it would be a slow, gentle fuck­ing at first. He would want to give her the max­imum turn-on be­fore he got down to the hard and fast fuck­ing she’d seen.

	The vi­brator slipped from her heated slot. It was covered with her fuck flu­ids. It con­tin­ued to buzz away, even shak­ing some of her thick oils off as it mind­lessly vi­brated.

	She poked the blunt end into her pussy lips again. That was the way he’d enter her. Soft, gentle, easy. He’d turn and twist and cork­screw in. She felt the hum­ming light fires of de­sire in her belly. Soon, like nap­alm, the lust blazed in the rest of her body.

	Arch­ing her back, she was able to drive the vi­brator even farther up her twat. The only prob­lem was the neg­lect of her tits. Edging closer to the bed, she bent over it so that both her tits were pressed flat on the sur­face.

	This was more like it. This was the way he’d do it. Both hands crushed her jugs flat and yet giv­ing her. Pebble-like nipples the full be­ne­fit of his fin­gers.

	About now, she guessed, he’d be in­creas­ing the speed of his fuck­ing. His balls would be burn­ing with the lead-heavy jism in them. He’d want to jet it all out into her wan­ton little hole. The dildo sailed in and out of her twat with more au­thor­ity, with more speed.

	Soon, she was fuck­ing her­self on the ri­gid pole and drag­ging her boobs across the sur­face of her bed. Moan­ing, she was un­able to con­trol her­self any longer.

	“Oh, Daddy, Daddy!” she cried. Then she came. The world ex­ploded around her. The buzz­ing of the vi­brator be­came a dis­tant sound drowned out by the pound­ing of the blood in her ears. The only ef­fect she got off the vi­brator was the way it filled her guts, spread her cunt walls to the break­ing point.

	Fire­works went off in her head. Then she slowly drif­ted down from her sexual high.

	She pulled the vi­brator out of her cunt and looked at it. Covered with her own love juices, it was a gleam­ing rod. On im­pulse she pushed it to her lips.

	Like a lol­li­pop she began to lick it. The salty juices aroused her again. Soon she had the en­tire tip of the plastic wand in her mouth. Her tongue danced along the vi­brat­ing length and snared each and every drop of her own cunt juice.

	It was the tasti­est thing she’d ever found next to ac­tu­ally suck­ing off a guy.

	Re­luct­antly, she turned off the vi­brator and cast it aside. It seemed everything she did that night merely got her hot­ter. She’d cum, sure, but her cunt still seemed hol­low, empty and hun­ger­ing for real cock.

	Joanne de­cided the next few days would be the best bet for her. She’d be at school and could find some of her steady sources of cock. There were any num­ber of studs at school who’d do any­thing to ball her. She knew just the right ways to play them, too.

	If she played too hard to get, they’d give up. But it wasn’t a good idea to ap­pear too easy either. Noth­ing eas­ily gained is val­ued very highly. Joanne had worked it out to an ex­act sci­ence. String­ing the guys along to the proper point, she’d pluck their string.

	They’d vi­brate in re­sponse to her, all right. But it would be their cock in­side her cunt in­stead of a plastic ma­chine.

	“You put on a real show,” came a slow, deep drawl from her door­way. The voice totally startled her. She wasn’t ex­pect­ing any­one else to be in the house. She spun, her tits swinging from her chest, and saw a sandy-haired youth loun­ging in the door­way.



	




	
		CHAPTER THREE



	“Yeah, you put a real good show. But isn’t it ex­pens­ive?” She tried to keep her com­pos­ure but it was hard. How could she when she was na­ked and he’d just seen her did­dling her­self with a vi­brator? She didn’t even know who he was.

	“Isn’t what ex­pens­ive?” Joanne’s first im­pulse had been to cover up, to hide her youth­ful tits and her still-wet pussy mound. Then she de­cided it didn’t really mat­ter. He’d seen it all earlier so he might as well see the rest of it now.

	“That vi­brator. You must go through a hell of a lot of bat­ter­ies. You gave it a first class workout.”

	She stud­ied him as he was look­ing her over. He was about sev­en­teen, tall, thin and wiry. From the looks of his bul­ging crotch, he was really turned on by what he’d seen. So much the bet­ter. She could maybe get some cock this very night.

	He glanced down at his pants, saw the ob­vi­ous mound grow­ing even lar­ger, then smiled broadly. There wasn’t any reason he shouldn’t keep on with his ex­am­in­a­tion of this de­light­ful fe­male. He was aroused and they both knew it. That made things all the easier.

	He de­cided he liked what he saw. The girl was fif­teen, maybe six­teen, and enough of a wo­man for his tastes.

	“So?” she de­man­ded, sit­ting on the floor. She crossed her legs in such a way that it slightly par­ted her pussy lips. The way the bulge in his pants throbbed, she knew the ac­tion wasn’t missed.

	“So what? I live here. Where do you fit in?”

	“Oh, you must be the mys­ter­i­ous Hank that Sam men­tioned.”

	“Mys­ter­i­ous is it? Hardly. I’m Sam’s son, yeah. So who the hell are you? Not that you’re not dec­or­at­ive enough.”

	“So how am I dec­or­at­ive?” she teased. This was her new step­brother. He ob­vi­ously wasn’t aware he had more fam­ily yet. The mar­riage had been a real spur of the mo­ment thing on Sam and Leola’s part.

	“A lot of ways. Nice knock­ers. Quite a nice pair, in fact. Firm, snowy white and I just love the way the nipples are so aroused at the very sight of me.”

	“It could be the vi­brator.”

	“It might have been but that was five minutes ago. You’re turned on be­cause of me.” Without paus­ing, he went ahead. “And in ad­di­tion to that nice set of jugs you thrust out so im­pudently, you have a nice flat belly. I like deep belly but­tons. Yours is per­fectly ac­cept­able.”

	“Thank you.”

	“Quite all right. But it’s a bit lower where things get in­ter­est­ing.”

	“Tell me about it.” She was find­ing her­self get­ting hot listen­ing to him de­tail how she looked. It was some­thing of a mir­acle he was able to talk so calmly, she thought. His erec­tion must be hurt­ing like hell trapped in­side his pants as it was.

	“Your legs,” he said, sur­pris­ing her. “I love long, taper­ing legs. And from the look of it, your ass isn’t all that bad, either.” Al­most as an after thought, he ad­ded, “Your pussy mound’s real at­tract­ive, too.”

	“Oh, this? But it’s so small!” she spread her legs and reached down to open her pink pussy lips for him. Giv­ing him a clas­sic beaver shot, there was no way he could keep calm.

	She heard a sud­den gust of breath and he de­man­ded. “Okay, sis, just who are you?”

	“Does it really mat­ter? I’m here. And I’m will­ing to do any­thing you are.” She could see the emo­tions play across his face. He was drawn to her. The way she so wan­tonly dis­played her twat made him want to climb on and fuck her brains out. She’d read him right; he’d got­ten horny and ap­par­ently would go to any lengths to take care of that sorry con­di­tion.

	“Okay, you’re will­ing. But who are you, sis?”

	“That’s ex­actly who I am. Your brand new sis­ter.”

	“Sure you are. You crawled out from un­der a cab­bage leaf. I think we’re a bit old for that sort of thing. Be­sides, my mother died two years ago.”

	“And your father mar­ried my mother this af­ter­noon around five o’clock.” She waited to see the re­ac­tion. She wasn’t dis­ap­poin­ted.

	“Je­sus Christ! You’re put­ting me on! No, you’re not,” he con­ceded as he saw the sat­is­fied smile on her face. “My old man gets loony as a hoot owl some­times but get­ting mar­ried just like that, wow!”

	“Wow, in­deed. I’m Joanne.”

	“Huh? Oh, hi, Joanne. I’m Hank. But then you seem to know that already.”

	“I know all sorts of things. Like you must be really un­com­fort­able stand­ing there in the door­way. Come on in. And close the door be­hind you.”

	“Se­duced by my own sis­ter of just five hours! I can hardly be­lieve it!”

	“Be­lieve it, big brother. We’re in this to­gether so why shouldn’t we make the most of it?” He looked her over again. There wasn’t any reason he could think of. This was one foxy chick. Leg­ally, she may have been his sis­ter but he’d just met her. Joanne was no dif­fer­ent than any other chick he’d just picked up – no dif­fer­ent ex­cept he didn’t meet most of them already na­ked. Nor did he watch them mas­turb­ate be­fore he spoke to them.

	“If you like what you see, why don’t you take that grimy T-shirt off? You’re sweat­ing.” For the first time, Hank real­ized he was. He was un­der con­sid­er­able strain. Some­how this fif­teen-year-old sex­pot had got­ten the up­per hand on him. For a little while, he didn’t mind. He just didn’t want her to think she could keep it all the time.

	He stripped off the T-shirt and tossed it aside. He told her, just got in from work. After school, I go and put in a few hours re­pair­ing elec­tronic equip­ment at Mont­gomery Video Sys­tems.”

	“What all do you re­pair? Ra­dios and stuff like that? I have a broken ste­reo. Can you fix it?” For a mo­ment, she for­got all about her planned se­duc­tion.

	“Prob­ably. Most of the stuff I work on is video equip­ment. Video­tape cam­eras and re­cord­ers. But sure, for my sis­ter, I’m sure I can fix up most any­thing. For a price.”

	He grinned broadly to em­phas­ize what the price would be.

	“A price, huh? Now what might that be?”

	“I’m sure a sexy little bitch like you can think of some­thing in­ter­est­ing to a horny stud like me.” She scooped up her pic­tures and put them care­fully back into a box. The vi­brator fol­lowed them in. As she bent over, she wiggled her ass just a little. Joanne said, “I don’t guess I’ll be need­ing that vi­brator, will I?”

	“Maybe as a bookend. Noth­ing more.”

	“I like to see the mer­chand­ise.” She wiggled her rear se­duct­ively once more and then jumped up on her bed. Lean­ing against the head­board, she stuck her long legs out straight in front of her.

	Hank al­most came then and there. He was able to see everything worth see­ing. Her trim white legs went up into her crotch. At the junc­tion of the erotic vee was a brown patch of pussy fur and just un­der it was a lewdly grin­ning set of la­bia.

	Even her clit was vis­ible. It stuck out of the end of her pussy lips like a tiny spire of de­light. She was com­pletely turned on and was mak­ing it ob­vi­ous to her new step­brother.

	For a second, Hank felt a wave of con­fu­sion roll through his mind. Could he really fuck this girl? Leg­ally she was his sis­ter. Did that make it in­cest?

	But she wasn’t flesh and blood. It wasn’t as if she were really his sis­ter. The leg­al­ity of it con­fused him. He fi­nally de­cided the law didn’t mat­ter. Whenever a sexy chick like this was will­ing to put out, no red-blooded man should ever turn her down. It would be a dis­grace­ful waste of a good fuck.

	There was no doubt in his mind she would be a good lay, too. The way she moved was sen­sual. Everything she did was done to in­cite his sexual urges, as if he really needed in­cit­ing when he was already horn­ier than hell.

	He ran down the zip­per of his jeans and let his cock snap to at­ten­tion. The long shaft bounced out and stood dan­cing in front of his body. The big knob on the end was already pulsing with lust. It was an ugly purple and the rest of his cock was a fierce red. It was a fuck­ing tool and ob­vi­ously ready for use.

	“Is this what you meant?”

	“Let me hold it,” Her slender fin­gers gripped his length. He’d thought her fin­gers would be warm. In­stead they were cool. He sup­pressed a shud­der of de­light that raced through his body when she began strok­ing up and down his length.

	“Do you like my hand on your cock?” she asked.

	“Oh, yeah!” he said.

	He moved his hand across her smoothly skinned, taut stom­ach and began weav­ing his fin­gers through her pussy fur. The silky strands were already moist with her lust. When he moved lower and curled his fin­ger around her pro­trud­ing clit, she moaned softly.

	“Yesss, I looove it!”

	“I thought you might.” He worked lower un­til he was able to part her la­bia. All the time her hand worked up and down on his cock. She was giv­ing him a hand job that would surely cause him to lose con­trol at any in­stant.

	Rather than ap­pear to be a kid out get­ting his first piece of ass, he moved closer to his new sis­ter and whispered in her ear, “This is great but I know a way we can get even more out of it. How would you like to listen in on what’s go­ing down in the mas­ter bed­room?”

	A thrill passed through her body. She was startled at the thought she could listen to Sam mak­ing love to her mother. Sam was so big, his cock was so massive! Not that his son’s prick was all that tiny, but in com­par­ison it was ob­vi­ous the older gen­er­a­tion had come out with the best equip­ment for a good fuck.

	“What do you mean, listen in?”

	“I told you I’m an elec­tron­ics nut. I’ve got this gizmo that can listen through doors and walls. Just like the CIA.”

	“We can listen to them screw­ing?” She didn’t know whether or not to seem ex­cited about the pro­spect. Joanne didn’t want to ad­mit she’d ac­tu­ally been watch­ing them earlier. Hank might think she was per­ver­ted or some­thing.

	“There’s noth­ing wrong with it. Look, you can get your jol­lies in a lot of ways. Now be hon­est. Wouldn’t you like to hear what your old lady was say­ing while the old man balled her?”

	“Yes,” Joanne agreed. She hoped she didn’t sound too eager. This was more than she could have hoped for. A brother who could listen in and ex­actly at the place where she most wanted to go!

	If she couldn’t get Sam to fuck her, this would be the next best thing to ac­tu­ally be­ing there!

	“So come on. Don’t bother to get dressed. I like you the way you are.”

	“Lecher.”

	“Damned right. And with a... a sis­ter like you, who wouldn’t be?” He slipped his fin­ger into her cunt, felt the sud­den out­pour­ing of her hot love juices, then lif­ted. She squeaked al­most like a tiny mouse and then let him guide her along.

	The feel of her tight pussy all around his fin­ger told him what an ex­per­i­ence it would be mount­ing her and fuck­ing like hell. His balls were already col­lapsing into hard little spheres just think­ing about fuck­ing her.

	He guided her along the hall­way to his room. Without turn­ing on the lights, he moved with sure steps to the wall ad­join­ing his father’s bed­room. He reached out and snapped on a few switches. A tiny glow from a couple in­dic­ator lights came on.

	“I bet you do this all the time, don’t you?” Joanne de­man­ded. She loved the feel of a man’s fin­ger up her twat. If she couldn’t get his cock right away, this would do. But just for a while. She was feel­ing all hol­low in­side. Only cock would drive that feel­ing away.

	“Well, yeah,” he ad­mit­ted. “I en­joy listen­ing when he brings a broad home and screws her.”

	“My mother’s no broad as you so crudely put it. Be­sides, she’s your mother, too, now.”

	“All right, all right. Shut up and listen. And then, well just flow with it. Do whatever seems nat­ural.” The tiny speaker crackled and two voices dis­tinctly erup­ted from it. Joanne in­stantly re­cog­nized them. Whenever else her new brother was, he wasn’t a liar. He ac­tu­ally could listen through walls.

	The sound of Sam’s voice caught their at­ten­tion. “I love you, dearest. I love everything about you.

	The big tits, the way your skin’s so soft and smooth and I just love this tiny little cunt of yours.”

	A gig­gling noise came from the speaker. Leola was ob­vi­ously en­joy­ing whatever Sam was thrust­ing into her cunt.

	“And I love rock­ing back and forth. It makes my cock feel good. Your box grip­ping me is pure heaven.”

	“Please, no, Sam,” she pro­tested. “I’m get­ting sore. I never dreamed you could fuck like that all night long. Let me... let me suck you off. I think I’d like that.”

	“I think I’d like it, too, baby. Here. You just stuff that into your face and suck hard.” Hank gasped when he felt a hot mouth en­circle his own cock. He had been idly strok­ing his hand over the smooth curves of his new sis­ter’s ass. Oc­ca­sion­ally, he’d let his hand dip down between the meaty slabs of assflesh into the hu­mid canyon. He’d been look­ing for her as­shole. Not press­ing the point, he was con­tent with re­treat­ing when she’d moan and move away a bit. Just feel­ing her warm flesh rip­pling un­der his fin­gers was good enough for the time be­ing.

	But the wet mouth on his cock al­most made him lose con­trol. She was tak­ing everything she heard lit­er­ally. And he wasn’t in any po­s­i­tion to tell her no. Not when it felt so damned good hav­ing her ruby lips caress­ing the aroused flesh of his cock.

	He muttered some­thing un­der his breath and then weakly leaned back against the wall. It was as if his legs had turned to rub­ber. Un­able to sup­port him­self – not with her mouth fastened so erot­ic­ally on his prick – the teen­ager resigned him­self to just en­joy­ing and noth­ing more.

	His brief com­ment caused her to aban­don his cock and ask, “What did you say?”

	“Dam­mit!” he flared. “Get that mouth of yours back to suck­ing! I want it all around my cock!”

	“Your wish is my com­mand. And could you turn up the volume on the snoop­ing gad­get? I want to be able to hear what Sam’s say­ing.” He weakly obeyed. It oc­curred to him then that she wasn’t suck­ing on his prick as much as she was think­ing she could have his father’s. At the mo­ment, he couldn’t have cared less. All that mattered to him was her mouth so warm and wet and eager on his cock.

	She was ex­pert at giv­ing head. There was no way he could deny that. Every time her tongue swirled around the tip of his prick, it was like someone had dipped his cock in acid. Every nerve in his body was alert and ready for pleas­ure. When he rough, pink tongue laved over the skin of his prick, he al­most came.

	She felt the sud­den twitch of his erec­tion. Secretly smil­ing, she wondered what it would be like hav­ing his father’s prick in her mouth. It was of little con­cern to her right then. It was enough to have a cock between her lips and the sounds of pas­sion­ate love­mak­ing com­ing from the room next door. From the noises echo­ing out of the speaker, her mother was really giv­ing her man a good blow­job.

	The least she could do was try and do the same.

	She wasn’t as good at giv­ing head as she was at fuck­ing. Early in the game when she was be­ing taught all the vari­ous ways of sex, she’d de­cided to learn the ways that pleased her the most. Feel­ing a man’s cock slid­ing back and forth in her greased twat gave her the biggest turn-on. She’d con­cen­trated on vari­ous po­s­i­tions and ways of in­creas­ing her own en­joy­ment.

	The cock between her lips tasted good. She couldn’t pos­sibly deny that. She just wished it was fuck­ing her cunt and not her face. Still, from the eager slurp­ing noises com­ing from the speaker, it was ob­vi­ous her mother was gob­bling up a huge cock in the next room.

	This prick could just as eas­ily be her new step­father’s. Her tongue flashed out and around the very tip. She felt the jerky mo­tion and then began to suck it slowly into her mouth.

	Her tongue pressed hard against the glans as if try­ing to keep the lovely prick out. All the time she in­creased the suc­tion un­til there was simply noth­ing that could stop the slow entry into her mouth. Clev­erly, she slipped her tongue un­der the in­com­ing prick and let the rub­bery tip bounce off the roof of her mouth. Her rough, wet tongue cradled the cock as it slipped down her throat.

	For an in­stant, she al­most gagged. Then she swal­lowed hard and con­ten­ted her­self with the feel of a cock press­ing hard against her throat. Every time her throat would bulge up and down, she knew she was mas­sa­ging the most sens­it­ive por­tion of his prick.

	She couldn’t keep his prick down her throat very long without chok­ing. Mov­ing her head back, she let the cock slip back into her mouth. There, she made sure her tongue gave it a tongue-lash­ing it would never for­get.

	She star­ted at the very rim of the purpled hood. Slowly drag­ging her tongue over this brought out deep moans of joy from the boy’s mouth. This spurred her on. She pursed her lips and care­fully forced his cock from her mouth.

	As it left her face, she used her teeth on the sides of his love shaft. It wasn’t enough to hurt him but she did leave angry red marks on his cock. Hot blood rushed to these places and made him feel as if his prick were on fire.

	Her tongue worked avidly over these ir­rit­ated areas un­til she had licked away the last traces of the red streaks. Not con­tent with just suck­ing on the tip of his cock, she let the end of his prick flip free from her mouth as she kissed and licked her way down the long, hard length of his prick.

	When she got to the base, her tongue looped out and around into the thick fleece of his pu­bic hair. She swirled little tufts of hair up into her mouth and gently nipped at them. Each tiny yelp told her she was get­ting to him.

	Then she dis­covered the wrinkled little sac con­tain­ing his balls. Her tongue lightly flicked the hard sphere. Noth­ing moved. She pressed her tongue hard into it. Feel­ing the trem­bling, the churn­ing deep in his guts, she sucked the en­tire bag con­tain­ing his nuts into her mouth.

	Tongue work­ing all over the sur­face of the sac, she re­duced him to a moan­ing heap of flesh.

	Never had he felt such agony and such joy.

	“Dam­mit, will you suck my cock!” he begged.

	“Ummm-uh!” was all she could an­swer.

	His hands laced through her hair. He wanted to guide her back and forth in the mo­tion he de­sired most. But she wasn’t suck­ing on his prick. She had taken his balls into her mouth. Each touch of that tor­ment­ing tongue drove him wild with de­sire.

	From the speaker she could hear, “That’s great. Your tongue all over my balls. Now move back. Between my legs. Stuff your little tongue into my as­shole!”

	There was a sat­is­fied sigh. The girl knew what her mother was do­ing then and she vowed to try and re­peat it. Her tongue showed the sac con­tain­ing the creamy sperm and se­men from her mouth. Lick­ing back, be­hind his balls, she tried to find a way of entry up his as­shole.

	She failed.

	Some­how, she just wasn’t in the right po­s­i­tion. Her mother was ly­ing down. That had to be it. She could get into her man’s as­shole with her tongue, wiggle around a little and give him a hell of a lot of stim­u­la­tion.

	She couldn’t.

	Sigh­ing in dis­gust, all she could do was move back. Her tongue dar­ted out, touch­ing first one spot, then an­other. Even though she hadn’t reached his as­shole to stuff her tongue all the way up into his guts, she was giv­ing him one hell of a fine blow­job.

	“Stuff it back into your mouth,” he com­manded.

	She could tell by the way the words were strained that he was hav­ing a dif­fi­cult time con­trolling him­self. If she wanted to catch his jism as it rock­eted out, she’d have to get back on the end of his prick.

	The jour­ney back was as slow as she could make it. Her tongue lightly brushed against his balls. She ima­gined she could feel the agit­ated boil­ing of the gooey cum in­side. His nuts were lurch­ing badly now. It wouldn’t be long be­fore he blas­ted out his suc­cu­lent jism.

	“All the way back. To the end. I love the feel of your tongue! Damn, girl, but you give the best head in town!”

	She barely heard her brand new brother’s com­ment. She was too busy listen­ing to the oral love­mak­ing of her par­ents.

	To be in her step­father’s bed! That was a trip. She fan­tas­ized that this cock was his, that she was ac­tu­ally suck­ing him off. Such a big man, so power­ful, so dom­in­ant. His hands forced her head in the ex­act mo­tion he de­sired most.

	She let him guide her up and down his length. Tak­ing his cock was simple. Co­ordin­at­ing it with her suck­ing wasn’t quite as easy. She sucked him in, then re­laxed a bit as he pulled out of her face.

	When his hips star­ted buck­ing back and forth, she knew he was los­ing con­trol. He was be­gin­ning to face fuck her with all the power locked up in his hips.

	Her own hands reached out and gripped at his ass. She pulled him in to her face. As she did, she at­temp­ted to stick her tongue straight down the tiny pin-prick open­ing at the end of his cock. It was a silly thing to do. She knew her tongue wouldn’t fit, but it gave both of them an in­cred­ible amount of pleas­ure.

	As her tongue dragged over the very tip of his cock, she felt the tiny hole be­gin to en­large. A bit­ter drop of pre-cum beaded up. She quickly scooped it up with her tongue. The floor of tasty jism wasn’t far be­hind now.

	His hips star­ted work­ing with the pre­ci­sion of a met­ro­nome. He stuffed his cock as far into her face as he could. No longer in con­trol of his own body, he pulled her head into his crotch with his hands as his hips wildly shot for­ward.

	See­ing his cock dis­ap­pear­ing between her red lips, then com­ing back out was part of the ex­cite­ment. The biggest por­tion, though, came from the wet, soft feel of her lips on the sens­it­ive skin of his prick. That was what fi­nally brought him off.

	He felt her hot breath gust­ing through the tangled mat of his bush, then he was sent into ec­stasy. Her suck­ing mouth seemed to pull every drop of his pre­cious jism from his balls. Suck­ing harder and harder, it was as if he would be pulled all the way down her throat.

	Her tongue worked con­stantly on the tip of his prick. In ad­di­tion, her lips caressed and worked eagerly on the sides of his cock. There was noth­ing left to make his cum com­plete.

	She would have agreed. Her spe­cialty wasn’t giv­ing head but she could tell when a guy was get­ting off on it in a big way. Her step­brother was. The first shot of his cum splattered all over the back of her mouth.

	This wasn’t good enough for her. She wanted to taste it. Her tongue pressed firmly against the spurt­ing hole at the end of his fuck stick. The second gout of creamy jism creamed all over her tongue. This gave her the chance to en­joy it like a gour­met sa­vor­ing a fine meal.

	She sucked harder when the power of each spurt began to lessen. There wasn’t go­ing to be a drop left in his balls when she was fin­ished with him. Turn­ing greedy, she wanted it all. She wanted everything he could give her.

	The sounds of the blow­job go­ing on in the next room had been mo­ment­ar­ily ig­nored. Now, as she sucked hard on his prick, she star­ted listen­ing again. A little bit of dis­ap­point­ment crept into her. Not only had Sam already cum, ap­par­ently the two were doz­ing off.

	She’d missed the chance to ex­per­i­ence-second­hand – his or­gasm. She felt robbed. Suck­ing off Hank had been fun. She wouldn’t have missed it for the world. It was just...

	What?

	Joanne didn’t really un­der­stand the emo­tions in her any more. She loved eat­ing cock, al­most as much as she loved get­ting laid. That wasn’t the prob­lem mak­ing her feel cheated. It had to be some­thing more com­plic­ated.

	The only thing that made any sense to her was that she wanted to ball her new father. The man turned her on in such a way she couldn’t con­trol her­self any more. No mat­ter who she screwed, she would end up think­ing it was Sam.

	Than Hank had this elec­tronic spy gad­get only ad­ded to her de­sire to fuck Sam. He was the man she wanted.

	She was pulled from her rev­erie by the limp flop­ping of Hank’s prick from her lips. She’d totally sucked him dry. De­flated, his cock wasn’t up to stay­ing stiff any longer.

	“Damn, Joanne, you sure can give head. And I’ll just bet that pussy of yours is a hot, tight one, too. I think I really scored big get­ting me a kid sis­ter.”

	“It beats jerking off, I hope,” she said.

	“Four­teen dif­fer­ent ways to Sunday, it beats it!” he ex­claimed.

	She would have agreed – if he’d been his father.



	




	
		CHAPTER FOUR



	“Let’s take the rest, too,” Hank said. He sat down on his bed after turn­ing off the elec­tronic ra­dio gad­get he’d used to eaves­drop on his par­ents in the next room.

	“Okay by me. Do you have any­thing else around here? I mean stuff other than the CIA spy stuff?”

	“Sure,” he said, a sly tone in his voice. “I’ll show you later on. First, though, I’d sort of like to get it straightened out between us. You know, the whole deal.”

	“You mean one minute we don’t know each other and the next we end up brother and sis­ter?”

	“Sure, that. You’re one hell of a sexy girl. I don’t have to tell you that. I sus­pect you have all the guys go­ing around step­ping on their tongues.”

	She was secretly pleased at the com­pli­ment. Hav­ing a brother might not be such a drag as she’d thought it would be. Hank had his good points. Even if his cock was too eas­ily de­pleted.

	“I do okay. You’re not want­ing an ex­clus­ive on the ter­rit­ory or any­thing like that, are you?” she asked.

	“Hell, no. I mean, you’re my sis­ter. But there’s no reason why we can’t come to some sort of agree­ment. Di­vi­sion of the spoils or some­thing. You fol­low me?”

	“Sure. You want to knock off a piece of tail every now and then. I’m game for it. Provided you can show me you’re good enough.”

	“Good enough! I’m a couple years older than you are! What do you mean, provided I’m good enough!”

	“Just that. I’ve come across a lot of studs. Some are real good with their cocks. Ex­perts, you know? You’ll have to at least be up with them oth­er­wise you’d be wast­ing my time.”

	“God, but you’re a stuck-up bitch. You’d bet­ter be good enough for me, squirt. Nobody likes a wise-ass.”

	“How about a nice, white ass?” she spun around and bent over so that her bot­tom was dir­ectly aimed at him. In the dim light, he could see the twin mounds of her but­tocks per­fectly. A tiny tremble ran through the length of his cock, prom­ising new life for it soon. If noth­ing else, he could al­ways get his erec­tion back fairly fast.

	“Looks nice. Think I might fuck you like the bitch you are.”

	“Prom­ises, prom­ises. Right now, you couldn’t get it up if you had to.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Damn right I am. When I give a blow­job, I know how much I take out of a guy. I drained you like a cof­fee cup. There’s noth­ing left in you. No lead for your pen­cil or any of those other silly ex­pres­sions.”

	“Take a look and tell me what you see,” he said.

	She could only see his shadow mov­ing in the darkened room. He was reach­ing be­hind him and work­ing at a tiny con­trol panel be­side his bed.

	Sud­denly she was blinded by a single spot­light. It was centered on his crotch. Like in a cir­cus, the light shone down on the teen­ager’s cen­ter ring. Slowly, as if charm­ing a snake out of a bas­ket, his cock was rising. In less than a minute, it was stand­ing firmly at at­ten­tion.

	“So I can get it up again, huh? That goes to show what you know. And now I’m go­ing to fuck you like an an­imal. I want to feel that lily white ass of yours mov­ing against my crotch. How about it?”

	She hast­ily got down on her hands and knees. Wig­gling her ass in his dir­ec­tion, Joanne called out, “Come and get it!”

	“Not yet. Let me show you the rest of the setup here in my room. I told you I was an elec­tron­ics wiz­ard.”

	She heard a couple switches flick and then the room was dan­cing in bright col­ors. For a mo­ment, Joanne felt dizzy. The swirl­ing lights played all over her na­ked body and flashed in her eyes. Even though she was on hands and knees, her ass wag­gling up in the air, it took su­preme con­fid­ence in her sense of bal­ance to open her eyes.

	The girl found she was com­pletely sur­roun­ded by mov­ing lights of all col­ors. It looked as if a rain­bow was run­ning amuck.

	“That’s neat!” she cried. “A light show in your own room.”

	“Among other things. But I’ll show you the rest of the setup after we fin­ished with a little fuck­ing. Come here, you!” She tried to scoot away from him, but not too hard. There was no sense let­ting him have her any time he wanted, yet she didn’t want to dis­cour­age him. Not when he prom­ised her that long, long cock. And he was go­ing to fuck her.

	That was what she’d been want­ing all night long. The bout with the vi­brator had taken the edge off her sexual need for a short time. No mat­ter how good it was with the plastic wand, though, it was never the same as with a man’s cock.

	And the thought of what it would be like hav­ing Sam screw her kept her per­petu­ally horny. When she felt the hands clutch­ing at her waist, they weren’t a teen­ager’s hands. They were a real man’s cal­loused hands. They be­longed to Sam.

	The lights kept her off bal­ance enough to let the teen­ager catch up with her. Then he was be­hind her, his thighs press­ing firmly into her round ass. Hairy legs stim­u­lated her, but it was the feel of his long cock between her legs that got her the hot­test.

	“Go on, take me now!” she moaned. “Fuck me hard! I want your cock, all of it!”

	“Not yet. When I’m ready. You got me off too soon when I shoved my prick into your mouth. I’m not tak­ing the same chance that your cunt’ll be tight and hot.”

	“But I...” She sud­denly felt a wave of emo­tion smash through her body. He kept his prom­ise. He didn’t fuck into her cunt but he did the next best thing. His prick par­ted her sex lips and surged along the en­tire length of her flow­ing gash.

	He star­ted rock­ing in and out. The ar­row­head of his prick kept her pussy lips par­ted. She could feel the way his prick rubbed against the in­ner, scal­loped pussy lips be­fore go­ing all the way to the front of her sex slit. There the tip of his cock dragged over her clit.

	Light­ning crashed through her body when his cock du­elled with her clit. The lights kept her con­stantly off bal­ance and now his cock was press­ing hard against her clit­oris. Body filled to over­flow­ing with joy, she came.

	The colored lights out­side merged with those in­side her head as the or­gasm seized and shook her. Soon, she came back from her sexual trip to feel the cock still rest­ing on her sex slit.

	“Go on,” she urged. “Stuff it in! I want to feel your cock in­side my cunt!”

	“You sure talk dirty for a young girl.”

	“I’m old enough to fuck, aren’t I? So fuck me and to hell with the way I talk. You’d never get it on, oth­er­wise!”

	“I don’t know about that,” he said. But his hands star­ted mov­ing rest­lessly all over her body.

	When he reached un­der her body and found her tits, she came again. She hadn’t real­ized how turned on she’d got­ten hav­ing him crouch­ing be­hind her let­ting his prick rub over her la­bia. The light­est touch on her tits set her off.

	She had to ad­mit he was an ex­pert at fond­ling. The way he gripped her around the base of her tit and then slowly moved to the tip forced all the blood into her nipples. The tiny mush­rooms felt like they would burst. Each time her heart beat, she felt it at the very tip of her boob.

	He took the marble-like nub­bin of flesh and teased it ex­pertly. He rolled the nipple around un­til she felt the warm knife of sen­sa­tion gou­ging deep into her chest. Each breath was li­quid fire. No mat­ter how she gasped, she couldn’t get enough air into her lungs.

	Throat like sand­pa­per, she cried out. “Fuck me, damn you! I want to feel your sweet, flow­ing jizz in me!”

	“Christ! I never heard a chick beg for it like you do. Nope,” he said, “I’m go­ing to give you the full course. Then you can com­pare me with your other lov­ers.”

	He kept up his milk­ing mo­tion on her tits. The smooth, sat­iny skin of her jugs turned him on more than he cared to ad­mit. He was feel­ing his cock be­come totally stiff now. It wouldn’t be long be­fore he was fight­ing down the rising tide of his cum.

	One hand pressed firmly down into her tits while the other ex­plored the tender young body un­der him. The smooth plain of her belly told how trim muscles lurk­ing. It didn’t take much to tell him those same muscles could clamp down hard on his cock once he got him­self bur­ied far up her cunt.

	At the mo­ment, he was more in­ter­ested in the damp patch between her thighs. His cock was slip­ping back and forth in the love-juice-drenched gash but he was miss­ing her clit. When he found it with his fin­gers, she came again.

	He was de­term­ined to wear her out. He didn’t know if it was pos­sible or not. She was a horny chick, one of the hot­test he’d ever seen. It was noth­ing less than a stroke of luck, she’d ended up his sis­ter.

	Sis­ter? That made him fuck­ing her in­cest. The thought gave his cock a little ex­tra hard­ness. He’d never had a sis­ter be­fore. To ac­tu­ally fuck his own sis­ter was a kick that had been denied him. It was so damned kinky it was enough to give him a hard-on just think­ing about it.

	He wouldn’t have to just think about fuck­ing his sis­ter. He could do it. She was will­ing, wan­ton and totally will­ing!

	“Like that? Like the way my fin­gers are work­ing on your clit­oris?” When he didn’t get an an­swer, he snapped, “Tell me!”

	“Yes! Oh, yesss! It’s tre­mend­ous! I... I can’t stand it, ohhh, shiiit!” She came.

	He couldn’t be­lieve such light fore­play was enough to get her off. If he could have seen in­side her head, he would have known the fantasy trip she was on.

	It wasn’t any teen­ager huddled be­hind her, fond­ling her tits and squeez­ing down on her clit. It was Sam. A mas­ter­ful man, a power­ful man who could fuck her any time she wanted. That was get­ting her off so many times. Just the idea of him want­ing her was enough to give her a secret thrill of ec­stasy.

	The youth de­cided it was about time for him to really get it on. His cock was be­gin­ning to ache. He didn’t want to cream all over her belly. He wanted to cum in­side her. He was go­ing to show her ex­actly how good he was.

	The lights played over her na­ked back in a com­plex pat­tern. He looked down and de­cided he should try just a little bit more fore­play, then fuck the hell out of her cunt.

	He leaned for­ward and began kiss­ing her spine. He licked and kissed each and every bone all the way from her ass up to her neck. Straight­en­ing up, he could see the saliva trail he’d left be­hind. The lights re­frac­ted off the wet­ness and ap­peared with all the col­ors of the rain­bow.

	Happy with his pre­par­a­tion, he said, “Here it comes, baby. A real freight train of a cock!” He felt her body shiver in an­ti­cip­a­tion as he moved his hand between her legs. Gently press­ing her legs a bit wider, he found her cunt wet and juicy and wait­ing for him.

	He didn’t hes­it­ate now. The fever of the mo­ment was on him. He made sure of his po­s­i­tion and then lunged for­ward. His aim was right on tar­get. One second, his cock was boun­cing around, sur­roun­ded only by the ever-chan­ging lights.

	The next second, he found him­self bur­ied in the hot­test, tight­est twat he’d ever fucked. It took his breath away. He felt as if he’d fucked into a glove the fit was so tight.

	If he was en­thralled with the feel­ing of hav­ing his prick totally sheathed in grip­ping hot cunt flesh, the girl’s re­ac­tion was even greater.

	“Oh, Chriiist,” she moaned aloud. “That’s the biggest cock I’ve ever felt in me!” And it was. What the youth lacked in thick­ness, he more than made up for in length. She hadn’t real­ized ex­actly how long he was un­til he crammed him­self full bore into her avidly await­ing twat.

	He had to be at least eight inches long. The teen­ager had in­her­ited his father’s cock! She felt her in­ner tis­sues be­ing twis­ted and stretched in brand new dir­ec­tions. Never be­fore had she felt such a deep pen­et­ra­tion of her body on the first thrust. And she guessed he could go even deeper with a little ur­ging on her part.

	“Go, man, go!” she cried. “Give it to me all the way! I want to feel your balls slap­ping against my ass!”

	Gasp­ing for breath, he tried to listen to what Joanne was say­ing. It was a lost cause. He was too en­grossed in the sen­sa­tions, smash­ing through his body. His cock felt like it was on fire. That tiny blaze was spread­ing through his loins.

	The slum­ber­ing em­bers of his de­sire burst into a full fledged forest fire threat­en­ing to con­sume him. His en­tire prick was go­ing to be blistered. He couldn’t al­low that to hap­pen!

	Pulling out, he heard a tiny, wet plop­ping noise. Then he was hurt­ling back up his sis­ter’s cunt. The fric­tion this time wasn’t as great as the first time. Her love juices greased the pas­sage.

	But he felt his body shiv­er­ing in re­sponse to what she was do­ing to his bur­ied prick. Us­ing those trim stom­ach muscles, she was giv­ing his en­tire length an erotic mas­sage such as he’d never felt be­fore. She was us­ing her pussy walls to milk him of his cum.

	He pulled back, re­luct­antly. It was so warm and tight up her twat. He could stay there forever. Know­ing this wasn’t the way to please either of them to the fullest, he did what his body was com­mand­ing him to do.

	“Like it?” he asked.

	“Just give me moooore!” she de­man­ded. “I want more of that long, lovely prick of yours!” Her ass wiggled a bit around his cock to tell him ex­actly how much she did want him.

	“Don’t do that!” he said, swat­ting her as­s­cheek. “I’ll lose it right away. “You’re so damned tight I can barely keep con­trol now.”

	She laughed a low, me­lodi­ous chuckle that in­furi­ated him. She was mak­ing fun of him! He’d show her what it was like to really get screwed by an ex­pert cocks­man!

	The laugh turned into a deep moan as he slammed for­ward again. He felt his spike of man­meat driv­ing far up into her guts. As the tip of his glans bounced off her cer­vix, he knew he had speared her as far as any man could.

	He kept up the steady fuck­ing mo­tion un­til not even her co­pi­ous flow of fuck flu­ids could pre­vent the fric­tion from eat­ing away at both of them. He was sure his prick felt like a white-hot poker be­ing driven far up her quim now. And he loved the thought she’d prob­ably get off long be­fore he did on his rhythmic fuck­ing.

	She did.

	Her cum was a long, shud­dery one. Her en­tire body trembled as if she’d been freez­ing to death. The colored lights dan­cing all around her ad­ded to the ef­fect.

	She felt all her senses be­ing as­saul­ted by sen­sa­tions too great to bear. She smelled the musk of their mingled sweat and the saliva trail he’d left up and down her back. A tiny trace of in­cense in the air made her lungs burn as if she’d sniffed li­quid fire.

	All she could really see was the rain­bow of col­ors whirl­ing around her, caus­ing her bal­ance to come and go. Lick­ing her lips, she tasted her own sweat. She could hear the wet slurp­ing noise as he pumped in and out of her cunt but it was the feel of his prick fuck­ing her that built up the de­sires in her body to the break­ing point.

	She felt his cock driv­ing between her as­s­cheeks. He par­ted the thick, meaty slabs and went plunging deep between her pussy lips. Not sat­is­fied to linger there, he surged all the way up her cunt. His broad-headed cock spread her tight tun­nel and stretched her in all the erot­ic­ally right ways.

	When he was fully bur­ied up her cunt, she could feel his cock boun­cing around in lust. The pulsing of his heart was trans­mit­ted dir­ectly to her most del­ic­ate nerve end­ings. Clamp­ing down with her stom­ach muscles, she could try and hold him in her twat.

	The feel of his huge cock throb­bing with life ex­cited her to the break­ing point. She came.

	As she came down from her wrack­ing sexual high, she found he was really fuck­ing her from be­hind now. Every for­ward pis­ton­ing mo­tion slammed his hairy legs against her soft ass flesh. His balls wetly smacked into her sex lips and dragged across her clit.

	She came again.

	Her en­tire body was feel­ing weak and fully drained. Never had any man done this to her be­fore. She loved every second of it. But she was get­ting greedy. She wanted more. She got it.

	There seemed no end to the teen­ager’s vi­tal­ity. His vir­il­ity was no longer in ques­tion with her. He was tire­less. He could fuck all night. Of that she was sure. Each time his cock came ra­cing up her tight tun­nel of love, she was cer­tain he would pop.

	He didn’t. In­stead, he’d slowly re­treat and build up an al­most un­bear­able va­cuum be­hind the meaty plug of his cock.

	She was cer­tain he’d pull her guts out with that back stroke. Un­able to help her­self, she began shov­ing her hips back to meet his in­ward strokes. She had to have his cock, all of it, even if it meant get­ting torn apart.

	“Fuck harder, haaarder!” she shrieked. “I need it sooo baaad!”

	“Okay, babe, you’re get­ting iiit!” he grunted.

	His hands gripped her around the waist for bal­ance. Each of his in­ward strokes car­ried him farther up her cunt than he would have thought pos­sible. When her ass star­ted ra­cing back to meet him, he found him­self be­ing sucked all the way up her man­hole. She was in­sa­ti­able. He had to give her more when he reached the break­ing point.

	Fuck­ing faster and faster, he felt his hips tak­ing over. No longer was he in con­scious con­trol of his body. It was yield­ing to the an­imal lusts he’d set free. His cock cork­screwed all the way into her pert white ass and then van­ished between the lewdly grin­ning pink sex lips. And once there it reveled in the wet­ness, the heat, the tight­ness. He came.

	He spur­ted out a long, fiery gout of jism into her cunt. He con­tin­ued fuck­ing as his cock foun­tained out his jizz. When his balls were drained again of their creamy load of cum, he felt his cock slowly shriv­el­ing. He kept fuck­ing as long as there was the slight­est ri­gid­ity left in his prick.

	He brought her off once more just as his cock limply flopped out of her gush­ing cunt. Sit­ting down on his heels, he looked at the girl’s shiv­er­ing body. He’d given her – how many or­gasms? He’d lost count and he was cer­tain she hadn’t been count­ing. Fas­cin­ated, he watched his cum dribble out from between her pussy lips. He’d really filled her up with his jism this time. She couldn’t pos­sibly com­plain about his fuck­ing abil­ity.

	She col­lapsed for­ward and then rolled over to look at him. She said, “Okay, big brother, I’ll agree you’ve got a fine tool there between your legs. It sure gave me one hell of a nice fuck­ing!”

	“Glad you liked it. I’ve got a little sur­prise for my brand new sis­ter. Let me show you what it is.” He star­ted to get up but she reached out with her leg and pressed her toes against his limp cock.

	“Not yet. You said you could get it up in a hurry. How fast? How long be­fore you’re hard again?”

	She began mas­sa­ging his prick with her toes. It was the damned­est thing he’d ever felt. Her toes were cool and lacked the length of her fin­gers but in a kinky, per­verse way, it was more ex­cit­ing.

	He began strok­ing up and down the length of her slender leg. In the crazy lighted room, any­thing was pos­sible. He could show her his little sur­prise later – after they’d fucked again.



	




	
		CHAPTER FIVE



	“You’re about the horn­i­est bitch I ever saw,” Hank told her. “Do you really want to have at it again?”

	“Sure. If you’re up to it.” She squeezed down with her toes on his limp penis. It was ob­vi­ous he wasn’t up to it yet.

	“Just keep the set of toes work­ing on me and it won’t be long. And I just love fond­ling young ladies’ legs.” He stroked along the smooth skin of her calf and then moved up to her thigh. He gripped her just above the knee and squeezed down hard. Rap­idly he raced to­ward her cunt, never quite ar­riv­ing. He slowly moved away after tan­tal­iz­ing her.

	“Dam­mit, if you’re go­ing to play with my twat, do it! I’m still so horny I could burst!”

	“In good time, my dear, in good time. If you’re feel­ing horny now, just wait till later. I fully in­tend to get you so hungry you’ll do any­thing for sex.”

	“I’m that way now, Hank.”

	He sighed. She was prob­ably right.

	“When I’m ready then. How do you like the way I’ve got the room fixed up? It took me a couple months work­ing up the cir­cuitry.”

	“Does it just flash lights? That’d get a little tir­ing.”

	“Nope. I can change it a little so it’ll re­spond to the sounds of voices in the room.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well,” Hank said, “it’s like this. Let’s say we’re in here fuck­ing our brains out. I set this dial and that just so and each and every tone will flash a dif­fer­ent color in ex­actly the same tempo as the sounds it picks up.”

	“So the sound of our balling will ac­tu­ally be changed into dif­fer­ent col­ors of light? Wow, that’s really kinky!”

	“Yep. That’s why I like it. And that’s why I like the feel of your foot on my cock.” He scooted a little closer and felt the sole of her foot rest­ing on the in­side of his thigh while she con­tin­ued to play with his prick.

	Her toes seemed to know just the right things to do. It wasn’t long be­fore he felt his balls be­gin to churn with re­newed life.

	He couldn’t credit it solely to her foot mas­sa­ging, though. He was do­ing a bit of fond­ling him­self. He loved the way Joanne’s thigh flowed un­der his fin­gers. And the crinkly hair of her pussy mound just begged to be felt. Never had he found a chick so will­ing to do any­thing he wanted.

	Some of the ques­tions she asked were ab­so­lutely ob­scene, too.

	“Look, Hank,” Joanne asked, “could you rig up a mech­an­ical dildo? Some­thing I could sort of crouch over and it’d fuck me?”

	“Easy enough, but why bother? You’ll have me around, won’t you?”

	“Yeah, but you de­flate so easy!” She gave a little stroke to his prick. It was weakly stir­ring but still wasn’t up to fuck­ing again.

	“I re­cover fast. Faster than most guys you’ve balled.”

	“How do you know?”

	“All my girl friends tell me so.”

	“Maybe they’re hard up and ly­ing to keep you around. Ever think of that, big brother?”

	“No, kid sis­ter, I haven’t, be­cause I know how fast I can get hard again. And it’s pretty quick!”

	“Hmmm, you’ve got some­thing there.” His prick was slowly com­ing to life again. It was strain­ing to snap to at­ten­tion. Less act­ive this time, it was less agile.

	She quickly aban­doned her foot-fond­ling and dropped her head into his lap. She began slurp­ing and lick­ing at his prick. Just like a pops­icle, she ate it.

	Sud­denly she lif­ted her head in sur­prise. The lights had changed their tempo around her. Reds and yel­lows and blues had star­ted flash­ing on and off as she sucked and kissed. The lights were re­spond­ing to the noises she made as she gave him head.

	“See what I mean? About the lights... and other things?” he said.

	“Hmmm, yeah. Really nifty lights. And this prick of yours isn’t that bad, either. I was wrong again about you, brother of mine!”

	She dived back to his lap and took his cock into her mouth. Her tongue looped and rolled around the very tip where it was most sens­it­ive. He moaned and the lights glowed green.

	She slurped loudly and the red lights flickered on and off. Some­how, the sight of the chan­ging col­ors seemed to make her even hot­ter for his prick. She wanted to hear the sounds of fuck­ing once more, the li­quid slurp­ing noises as his cock fucked hard into her cunt.

	The lights would tell the story. What did it look like in tech­nicolor to screw? The girl vowed to find out. And she had to get him as hard as an iron spike for that.

	He did everything he could to keep her suck­ing. His hands roved up and down her back tra­cing out each and every bone in her spine. When she shivered a little in re­ac­tion, he con­cen­trated on that spot. Soon she was moan­ing as well as suck­ing on his prick. That made him even more ex­cited. His cock hardened in her mouth. Her tongue gave it the full be­ne­fit of everything she’d learned in her short life.

	It may not have been long since she’d star­ted eat­ing cock but she was already well on the road to be­com­ing an ex­pert. Her tongue found all the right places to stim­u­late him the most. Dart­ing here and there, touch­ing the tiny tri­an­gu­lar flap of skin un­der the head of his prick, she had him hard and com­pletely ready to fuck in a very short time.

	“There,” she said. “All erect like it should be. And such a nice-look­ing prick it is, too.”

	“Glad you like it. Now come here. I want to stuff it where it really be­longs. Not that your mouth isn’t nice, mind you, it’s just that I love the feel of your cunt all around it.”

	“But you look so tired. Why not let me get on top?”

	“Why not?” he said, lean­ing back on the floor. As he stretched out, his prick poin­ted straight up into the air. As he watched, the na­ked form of his sis­ter came swarm­ing over his legs and she quickly straddled his waist.

	“Hmmm, so niiice!” she cooed. Her fin­gers clasped his cock tightly. He wanted to moan but there was just too much hap­pen­ing all at the same time for him to even do this.

	The sight of her crouched over his erec­tion was a big turn-on. Her tits swayed back and forth. The ruddy cop­per disks sur­round­ing her nipples looked bumpy and tasty enough to pop into his mouth. The red mound of her nipples was already hard and throb­bing with ex­cite­ment.

	But this was just a part of the sight presen­ted so de­lect­ably for him. Her en­tire body poised over his prick. He could see her pussy lips open­ing and clos­ing in an­ti­cip­a­tion of tak­ing his length between them.

	With her hand work­ing up and down his cock, he felt tremors of joy work­ing into his loins. He was able to keep con­trol over his balls. Be­ing so com­pletely drained twice that even­ing, he wasn’t go­ing to have much trouble with his fuck­ing. He hoped.

	The only thing that could rob him of his iron will was the sexy girl’s grasp­ing twat. He re­membered how tight it had been, how hot, how com­pletely se­duct­ive it was.

	That might keep him from giv­ing her a royal screw­ing. He felt his balls be­gin to bounce around in their tiny sac as he stud­ied her body. It was so young and in­vit­ing!

	Reach­ing out, he gripped her tits, one in each hand. Squeez­ing down, he felt the firm flesh be­gin to ooze between his fin­gers. He could see the red streaks ap­pear­ing where he gripped her snowy white tits. She seemed to really en­joy his man­hand­ling so he squeezed harder. The nipples popped between his fin­gers.

	He was able to take them and start rolling the hard little pebbles around in tiny circles. This brought a low sigh of joy from the girl’s lips. “That’s great, soooo great!” she said. “Want more?”

	“Don’t be silly! Of course I do!”

	His hands crushed her boobs flat, then al­lowed them to spring back into shape. There was no sag in her tit­flesh. And the nipples seemed to grow as he watched. She was really get­ting hot for him.

	Not only were her nipples throb­bing with vi­brant life now, her hand was grip­ping tighter around his huge prick.

	“Go on, baby. Stuff it up your cunt,” he urged.

	“Ummmm,” was all the an­swer he got.

	Not sat­is­fied with that, he used the double hand­ful of tit­flesh to pull her body dir­ectly over his cock. Pulling her down, he figured that would give her the mes­sage.

	He wanted that cock of his tun­nel­ing deep into her cunt.

	She moved his prick at the last pos­sible in­stant. He felt the wet, hot flesh of her pussy lips brush across his cock, then the head of his prick was rub­bing against her bush. The prickly feel­ing al­most caused him to lose his cum. It sur­prised him that she could get him so hot and ready to cum in such a short time.

	“Go on!” he urged. “Let me in!”

	The an­swer was an­other low, deep-in-the-throat moan. She was go­ing to take the cock up her belly when she was ready and not an in­stant sooner. Her hand con­tin­ued to move up and down his long stalk of man­meat. The skin wrinkles and stim­u­lated him to the point where he was sure he’d lose his mind if she didn’t get it on.

	At the in­stant he was about driven wild with lust, she lif­ted her body and hovered over his waist for a mo­ment. He saw the en­tire ac­tion in a strange slow mo­tion. The lights were dim and little noise was ac­tiv­at­ing the flash­ing bulbs.

	Her snowy white na­ked body moved a little, po­s­i­tion­ing it­self for the des­cent. In that mo­ment, he was taken again by her beauty. The bru­nette hair was wildly dis­ar­rayed around her shoulders. Her tits were noth­ing short of per­fec­tion.

	A trim waist wiggled to and fro get­ting the ar­row of her bush in line with his up­turned cock.

	One second she was above him. The next, she was sit­ting on his crotch, his cock all the way up her twat.

	They’d gasped in uni­son as his cock in­vaded her tight pussy. She felt as if a flam­ing ar­row had been shot into her guts. Hold­ing the cock as she had been, she thought this would be a little more gentle entry than it ended up.

	She had just re­laxed and let grav­ity do all the work. Her young body had gone hurt­ling down with the speed of a met­eor­ite fall­ing from outer space. First the blunt nose of his prick had par­ted her pussy lips. The feel of his broad cock­head on her scal­loped in­ner sex lips had sent a thrill of sexual joy blast­ing into her brain.

	Then each and every inch of his in­vad­ing cock was felt all along the walls of her pussy. His thick cock spread and pulled and moved her in­ner tis­sues in new and dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions. She’d never fucked her­self on a man’s cock like this be­fore.

	As her crotch ground into his, she felt his prick buck­ing lust­fully the en­tire length of her twat. The tight flesh of her cunt was like a glove around a fin­ger. Clamp­ing down slightly with her muscles, she felt the thick vein on the top of his prick pulsat­ing with every beat of his heart. In ad­di­tion, she could sense the spread­ing hood of his glans in her tight tun­nel.

	“God, I never thought...” she moaned. “Yeah, I agree.” He blinked twice as he watched the lights go­ing ber­serk around him. Her snowy body was covered en­tirely with all the col­ors of the spec­trum. Their moans and sud­den coup­ling had set the ma­chine on high and it was go­ing wild.

	That gave him some clue as to the in­tens­ity of both their feel­ings. They were good to­gether, damned good. He wouldn’t have be­lieved it pos­sible that a fif­teen-year-old girl could fuck like this.

	He had to. He was ex­per­i­en­cing it firsthand.

	If he had fucked into a blast fur­nace, he couldn’t ima­gine a hot­ter sheath for his prick. And the way her pussy walls rippled back and forth mas­saged him, re­laxed and ex­cited him at the same time. Never had he found a girl who could do that.

	She slowly tensed her ass and thigh muscles to lift her­self off his cock. That tightened her pussy around his cock. He let out a deep sigh that set the lights to furi­ously blink­ing.

	“Damn but this is some­thing else! I wish I’d come across you years and years ago!”

	“Ummm, yeah. Your cock, oooh, yeah, your cock is... is great!” He watched in fas­cin­a­tion as his prick slowly ap­peared out of the girl’s sex lips. The twin flaps par­ted and his thick cock slipped out, wet and gleam­ing in the light from her cunt juice. His pole was en­tirely greased now and she began slid­ing up and down it ur­gently.

	Ur­gent it was, too, for both of them. Their pas­sions were run­ning wild. Each was turn­ing the other on with everything they did.

	Every time he tugged at her jugs, she grunted and fucked her­self faster. This built up the fric­tion all along his cock and made him guide her faster. It was a vi­cious circle neither wanted to break.

	They were feed­ing each other’s deep­est sexual needs.

	She kept her eyes closed, a mask of ec­stasy on her face. It was so nice let­ting the sen­sa­tions flood through her body. It was like drop­ping a pebble in a pond and watch­ing the ripples. His cock sur­ging up her cunt was the rock. Her body was the quiet pool of wa­ter, now dis­turbed and rip­pling with de­light.

	It star­ted in her cunt. The walls burned with the fric­tion of her fuck­ing. She was able to con­trol the tempo. But she wanted it hard and fast and gave it to her­self that way. The warmth blos­somed into a fire. The fire slowly lapped and licked its way into her belly.

	From here, it shot up her spine and ex­ploded in her brain. Her tits were already aflame from the man’s hands all over them. The nipples felt ready to ex­plode at any in­stant. Knives of sheer car­nal de­light lanced into her chest and joined with the slower mov­ing tide of pas­sion from her cunt.

	The waves united and pressed on into her chest, her neck, fi­nally into her head. The mes­sages of pure an­imal de­light com­bined to ex­plode in a huge or­gasm.

	The uni­verse shattered around her.

	Her hips moved with frantic ur­gency. She had to take as much of that ri­gid, steely, hot cock into her cunt as pos­sible. Twist­ing and turn­ing, she drove it into her body at new and ex­cit­ingly dif­fer­ent angles. It set off her cum and kept her soar­ing on the kal­eido­scopic winds of ec­stasy longer than she’d ever done be­fore.

	Even when she drif­ted back from her cli­max, she kept up the fe­ver­ish move­ments of her hips. Now she was feel­ing his hips lift­ing off the floor in an at­tempt to drive his prick even deeper up her twat. She whole­heartedly wanted the same.

	“More, damn you, I want more!” he groaned. “I want you all around my fuck­ing cock!” She tensed her muscles and made sure he was driv­ing his prick into the smal­lest man­hole pos­sible. Read­ing his face was a study in sexu­al­ity. There was no doubt the youth was about ready to cum. His en­tire body was tensed and ready.

	As she lif­ted her hips up­ward, she tried to keep his cock in­side her quim. She couldn’t do it be­cause of the flood of her love juices. But just try­ing in­creased the fric­tion of the out­ward stroke. And when she came smash­ing down into his crotch, his cock was bur­ied fully to the balls in her cunt.

	Ro­tat­ing around the spike of flesh in her twat, she ground her bush into his. The ex­tra move­ment was all it took to set off the powder keg bur­ied un­der his long cock.

	She felt his prick be­gin to ex­pand. It seemed hot­ter, more fevered. Then the out­pour­ing of his jism white­washed her pussy walls. She kept up her self-fuck­ing un­til they were both drenched with sweat. She felt a tiny stream run­ning between her tits. It hardly mattered, even when it reached her pussy mound.

	All that she cared about was the lava-hot flood of his cum gush­ing into her. She kept up the milk­ing mo­tion un­til he was drained for a third time that night.

	This time, his cock col­lapsed like a pricked bal­loon. It limply slid out of her twat and snuggled un­der her sex gash. A tiny stream of his cum dribbled out and onto the floor. Some­how, neither really cared about the mess.

	“That was su­per, sis­ter of mine!” he ex­claimed. “I never felt such an in­tense rush of ec­stasy be­fore. You’re ad­dict­ing, you know that. I could be­come a real sex junkie!”

	“I seem to have been hooked longer than you. But you’re pretty good, Hank, pretty good at fuck­ing in­deed.”

	“Just pretty good?” he said, jok­ing.

	“Well, call it great! But I was get­ting pretty horny. And it’s not every day I can in­dulge in in­cest. I never had a brother be­fore.”

	Hank was si­lent for a mo­ment as he looked at Joanne. She was still seated across his waist, her pussy lips grin­ning lewdly at him. How he wished he could get it up one more time!

	But it was use­less. He knew his lim­its. It’d be some time be­fore he could get a us­able hard-on again.

	That didn’t keep him from re­gret­ting it, though. Joanne was a hot one, one of the hot­test and sex­i­est he’d ever found. He could hardly be­lieve his old man would have mar­ried a wo­man who could have pro­duced such a daugh­ter.

	The thought star­ted his mind work­ing in other dir­ec­tions. If Joanne was such a sex­pot, what was her mother hke?

	“Nope,” said Joanne, drop­ping his penis. “It’s dead. Noth­ing I can do to re­vive it.”

	“For the mo­ment,” he agreed. “But I prom­ised you some­thing spe­cial.”

	“Okay, Hank, lay it on me.”

	“I wish...” he muttered. Then, louder, “How would you like to see some home movies?”

	“Home movies?” she snorted. “How bor­ing.”

	“I don’t think you’ll find these the least bit bor­ing, or at least, you won’t find them dull.”



	




	
		CHAPTER SIX



	“You in­terest me, big brother. The way you say that, these aren’t your run of the mill movies. Got some hot ones?”

	“The hot­test. Re­mem­ber I told you I worked in a video­tape place?”

	“Sure. So?”

	“So I bor­row some of the equip­ment from time to time. To make sure I re­paired it right. So I bring it home and use it some nights when I have friends over.”

	“And you make porno home movies,” Joanne shrieked. “That’s dy­nam­ite! That’s really...” then her voice trailed off. The smirk on Hank’s face told her there was more to it than that.

	“You’re get­ting the idea, I think,” he said. “I left the cam­eras run­ning while we were get­ting it on. You and I are the stars of our very own do-it-your­self por­no­graphic movie.”

	“Shit,” she muttered. “If my mom ever...”

	“Hey, don’t worry about it. Even my dad doesn’t know I do this. I’ve got some great scenes, too. One night I was here with this hot bush named Sheryle. All the guys claimed she was a cock-teaser, a real ice­berg. Well, let me tell you, I thawed her out fast. And I’ve got it on tape to prove it, too! Let me show you...”

	“Hell with that, you stink­ing pri­vacy-des­troy­ing bas­tard. “Let’s see us!” The idea thrilled the teen­ager as much as it ap­palled her. She didn’t want her mother to ever see any­thing like that and yet it piqued her curi­os­ity. What did she look like when she was balling a buy? This was one way of find­ing out.

	“You sure are eager to watch my home movies now,” he teased. Hank knew he had her on the hook. Joanne wasn’t much dif­fer­ent from any of the other chicks he’d told this to. They all were in­tensely curi­ous as to what they looked like while they were fuck­ing. He’d used this gim­mick with more than one to get into her pants.

	“If the movie’s already made, sure I want to see it. I’ve never been able to ball with a mir­ror by the bed. That would be great but this is su­per! An in­stant re­play!”

	She sat on the bed, her legs crossed. Even though she was mother na­ked, she seemed un­con­cerned about it. Her open, in­no­cent man­ner con­tras­ted so much with her skilled fuck­ing, Hank could hardly be­lieve it was the same girl.

	“I’ve got to get a big­ger tele­vi­sion. You’re go­ing to have to be sat­is­fied with watch­ing it on that little port­able I brought home to work on for a cus­tomer. At least it’s color.”

	“Can’t see much on a nine-inch screen,” Joanne com­plained. “Still...” Hank turned on the unit. It hummed and purred and soon there was a burst of color. Then the main fea­ture star­ted.

	“Want to give a run­ning com­ment­ary?” he asked.

	“Rather give a fuck­ing com­ment­ary.”

	“So go on,” he urged, his hands strok­ing up and down her smooth skinned back.

	“Lemme go to my room for a second.” In a flash she was gone. She re­turned with her vi­brator.

	“What do you want that for?”

	“Isn’t it ob­vi­ous,” she said, look­ing poin­tedly at his still-shriveled prick. “I can’t have any pop­corn in the theater so I’ll bring my own en­ter­tain­ment to go with the flicks.”

	“Sounds good to me. Why don’t you just lean back against the pil­lows, watch the screen and let me run your vi­brator?”

	“Hey, great!” she said ex­citedly. She quickly leaned back on the bed and spread her legs wide. See­ing this wasn’t go­ing to do the trick, she stuffed a pil­low un­der her ass and lif­ted her hips enough for the teen­ager to have a clear shot at her twat with the vi­brator. “Like it, huh?”

	“Just keep shov­ing it in and out, Hank. That’s all, ohh Chriiist, ummm, that’s all I want!” He had po­si­tioned him­self so that he could move the vi­brator with a simple move­ment of the wrist. He had poked gently against her pussy lips un­til they grew ri­gid with stim­u­la­tion. The blood had to be pound­ing hard into them by now.

	Sat­is­fied her sex lips were ready, he gently par­ted them with the blunt tip of the vi­brator. He still thought it was a waste of bat­ter­ies, but he wasn’t go­ing to be able to of­fer this hot chick any­thing bet­ter for some time yet. An im­it­a­tion cock would have to do un­til he got his erec­tion back.

	The blood-en­gorged pussy lips par­ted to show him the pinkly scal­loped frills of the in­ner la­bia. He twis­ted the vi­brator around to make sure he was stim­u­lat­ing her to the max­imum. This was where the ma­jor­ity of her nerve end­ings were. Out­side of her clit, this was the most eas­ily aroused por­tion of her cunt.

	He stroked back and forth with the thick plastic rod un­til she was groan­ing in pleas­ure.

	“So tell me what’s hap­pen­ing on the tele­vi­sion!”

	“Ummm, yeah, sure. Ummm, that’s... that’s great! Keep it fuck­ing in me! The vi­bra­tions are like, oh hell! I don’t know.”

	“The tele­vi­sion!” he de­man­ded. From his po­s­i­tion so close to her twat, he couldn’t see the screen. He was cer­tain the com­bin­a­tion of the vi­brator in her quim and de­scrib­ing what she saw would really get her hot. By the time she was plead­ing for his cock again, he’d be ready.

	“I’m look­ing sort of funny on the screen. My face is all ri­gid. I... oh! I’m hav­ing an or­gasm. On the screen, I mean. My body’s all quivery in­side from the vi­brator. Keep it mov­ing! I can feel my juices squirt­ing out around the tip!”

	She swal­lowed hard and leaned back on her el­bows. It was hard to keep her mind on the lovely pic­ture in front of her with her new brother mas­turb­at­ing her with the vi­brator. It seemed to rob her of the power of speech. She couldn’t be­gin to de­scribe the way it shivered and shook in­side her hot little cunt.

	If a tingling elec­tric probe was shoved up her pussy, it couldn’t feel much dif­fer­ent. But this was nice, gentle and so stim­u­lat­ing!

	She brought her­self back to the tele­vi­sion screen. She could see his cock go­ing in and out of her cunt, just like the vi­brator was do­ing now.

	“You’re fuck­ing me, there! Oh, yeah! Your cock’s sail­ing in and out, spread­ing my rear end apart every time you fuck into me. And, and your hands are mov­ing all over my tits. I re­mem­ber what that felt like. It was so nice when, uh, ummm!”

	He kept the vi­brator mov­ing slowly in and out of her hungry hole. At the men­tion of his man­hand­ling of her boobs, he de­cided he could du­plic­ate what was go­ing on in a video­taped ver­sion. His hand crept up her silky smooth body and trapped one of her boobs.

	He clamped down hard on it. It threatened to squirt away but was too re­si­li­ent for that. No flabby, floppy tit, this! Her knock­ers were as firmly fleshed as apples. He loved their satin smooth­ness, the firm­ness un­der­neath the skin.

	He pinched lightly at the base of her jug. When she moaned loudly, he star­ted work­ing up, his hands never rest­ing. When he got to the crest of her tit, he took the gran­ite-hard nipple between thumb and fore­finger. It was coated with sweat and a little slip­pery. He made sure he rolled it around enough to get her totally aroused.

	Then he rammed the vi­brator into her twat as hard as he could. The twelve-inch long dildo al­most van­ished com­pletely. Only the butt end of it pro­truded from her cunt. The pink pussy lips were flap­ping back and forth giv­ing it an ob­scene kiss.

	How he wished it were his cock in­side her cunt! “Like it? Want more?”

	“Yes,” she groaned, “more, oh sweet Je­sus, mooore!” He gave it to her.

	Never abandon­ing his post at her tit, he star­ted the vi­brator sail­ing up and down her twat with about the same speed as he’d used if he were fuck­ing her.

	She shrieked and thrashed about be­fore shov­ing her hips up to­ward the teen­ager’s hand. She wanted to drive the vi­brator as far up her belly as she could. All the girl wanted in the en­tire world was to be ripped apart all the way to the chin by the quivery stick of plastic!

	Her in­sides were shiv­er­ing like jello in an earth­quake. And it was an earth­quake, one star­ted by sheer lust!

	As the or­gasm passed through her body like a hur­ricane whip­ping against a shoreline, she opened her eyes and saw what had to be an in­stant re­play. On the tele­vi­sion she wit­nessed her­self go­ing through an­other or­gasm. It shook her en­tire body mak­ing her tits quiver from side to side.

	The only dif­fer­ence was that one was caused by a hard driv­ing cock be­ing shoved all the way up her cunt. The feel­ings rum­bling through her body now were the product of a mech­an­ical gad­get. The vi­brator was nice; the man’s cock was even bet­ter.

	She watched in fas­cin­a­tion as her body was wracked by one or­gasm after an­other. The dan­cing col­ors seemed to heighten the ef­fect. She was so caught up in watch­ing her­self be­ing fucked, the build­ing or­gasm lurk­ing in her loins al­most took her by sur­prise.

	Her body had reached the break­ing point. She was like a jug be­ing filled with car­nal de­light. When too much was pumped in, she ex­ploded.

	The cum wasn’t an easy one, either. It rattled her teeth and caused her to cry out loudly. She didn’t care. All that mattered was the vi­brator driv­ing in and out of her pussy, fuck­ing her, mak­ing her feel like a com­plete wo­man. Never be­fore had she had so many of her senses ap­pealed to so erot­ic­ally.

	The tele­vi­sion was show­ing her a movie that had to be rated X. And she was the star! Her very own step­brother was driv­ing the vi­brator in and out of her cunt, fuck­ing her with all the skill he would have used had his cock been erect.

	And his hand on her boob sent waves of de­light sur­ging into her chest. She found her­self breath­ing li­quid air. It was so heavy, so hard to breathe. Her throat was raw from moan­ing and cry­ing out for more, even more of that fant­astic vi­brator.

	She shuddered through an­other cli­max, then limply leaned back on the bed. Joanne said, “I’ve had it. That just about drained my bat­ter­ies for the night.”

	“But not mine. Look,” her brother de­man­ded.

	She tiredly propped her­self up and saw his slowly rising cock. It wasn’t some­thing she would have be­lieved pos­sible. He wanted to fuck her again!

	“No, I...”

	“The hell you can’t,” he snapped. “You got me hard again and by God, I’m go­ing to fuck you again. With the cam­era run­ning. Re­mem­ber that. I’m re­cord­ing every move you make. Cum good!”

	The words ex­cited her. The tired­ness seemed to flow away as if it had never ex­is­ted. She was go­ing to get laid again. This was more than she’d ever got­ten in a single night.

	Her new brother was really a first class stud! “Okay, but take the vi­brator out first. I think you’d find it a little crowded try­ing to fuck me with it still in my cunt.” He swat­ted her hand away from the plastic butt end stick­ing out of her cunt.

	“Leave it. I’m not go­ing to fuck you up that hole.”

	“You want me to suck you off?” She wrinkled her brows in con­fu­sion. That huge hard-on and he was go­ing to waste it by let­ting her suck him off? That was some­thing to do if you couldn’t fuck.

	“Nope. I’m go­ing to butt-fuck you. My long, hard prick is go­ing to give you the sex­i­est en­ema you ever got!”

	“Oh, no,” she gasped. “You can’t! I... I’ve never had a cock up my ass be­fore!”

	“Then it’s about time you did. And re­mem­ber, I’m film­ing all this. You’ll be able to see your­self los­ing your back­door cherry!” The idea of him screw­ing her up the rear both re­pelled her and made her hot. She didn’t like the idea. It was such a small pas­sage for such a huge cock as his.

	Yet... yet to ac­tu­ally feel his prick glid­ing back and forth up her guts would be sexy.

	She quickly turned over, the vi­brator get­ting in her way. She reached down again to pull it out only to have him grab her wrist.

	“It stays. I want to butt-fuck you with that vi­brator still up your cunt. I think that will be a hell of a turn-on for me. And you should get a charge out of it, too.”

	A long, shud­dery sigh passed through her. To leave it in! And he was go­ing to screw her up the shit chute at the same time! It made her want to call it quits again. But she couldn’t. He was film­ing all this. He would surely use it as black­mail against her if she backed out now. She’d bragged about what a hot lay she was.

	Now she would have to de­liver or have it re­cor­ded on film that she wasn’t. Be­ing caught like that didn’t ap­peal to her at all. Bet­ter to let him do whatever he wanted.

	“So how are you go­ing to do it?” she de­man­ded. The vi­brator was purring away in­side her twat and mak­ing it hard to talk. Her teeth were al­most chat­ter­ing from the strain she was un­der – and not all of it was sexual.

	“Up on your hands and knees like be­fore.” She lif­ted her­self up and felt his hands mov­ing along her sides. The mere touch of his hands gave her goose­bumps. She was really ready to have an­other rous­ing fuck-fest! “Good. I can see the in­sides of your creamy thighs. God, but I love a chick with nice legs. Yours are fant­astic. Fuck­ing fant­astic!”

	“Get on with it!” she de­man­ded. “You can watch all this later. I... I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to keep it all to­gether. That damned vi­brator is shak­ing my brains out!”

	“And I’ll fuck your brains back in!” he as­sured her.

	He moved closer to her up­turned ass. Draw­ing his hands over the smooth curves as­sured him her assflesh was warm and in­vit­ing. He slipped his fin­gers into the hu­mid canyon of her as­s­cheeks. Spread­ing the halves, he saw the bot­tom with its puckered anus.

	The greedy little muscle wasn’t go­ing to let him in without a struggle. He pressed for­ward un­til the roun­ded head of his cock was firmly lodged in the cen­ter of the anal sphinc­ter.

	Steady pres­sure con­vinced it to re­lax enough to pen­et­rate her back door. Sud­denly, he found the head of his cock en­tirely up her ass. Her as­shole felt like a hang­man’s noose around his prick. She had re­laxed a little, then tensed again.

	And he was trapped!

	He didn’t want to pull out – he would have to start over if he did that. That left only a for­ward thrust. He lunged into her rectum with all the force locked up in his hips. He surged all the way up her ass and found him­self sur­roun­ded by the tight­est-fit­ting hole he’d ever fucked.

	Her as­shole was in­cred­ibly tight. He was cer­tain she would crush his cock flat. I And the heat boil­ing out from her guts threatened to bum him to a charred nub­bin!

	What got him the most, though, was the feel of the vi­brator work­ing away in­side her guts. The un­der­side of his prick pressed firmly against the quiv­er­ing stick of plastic and he was get­ting the full be­ne­fit of it.

	It felt as if it would drive him out of his mind with lust. The tingly feel­ing spread rap­idly along his cock and into his balls. In a few short seconds, he was ready to cum.

	“God, I can’t be­lieve it!” he ex­claimed. “This is fuck­ing fant­astic. I never figured what you chicks got out of a vi­brator be­fore. Ummm, wow! Now I know!”

	The girl gasped and shoved her hips back to­ward his groin. She took his prick a little farther up her as­shole.

	“It’s shak­ing me apart! And your cock, oh Chriiist! It’s tear­ing me up!”

	“Just wait, just wait!” he prom­ised.

	He pulled back a little and his cock slid from its tight berth. He could feel the meaty slabs of her as­s­cheeks on each side of his cock. It wasn’t the pres­sure ex­er­ted by her as­shole bit it as­sured him she was still there.

	The anus tightened around his prick. He felt as if someone had slipped a noose around the glans and then pulled it closed. Grunt­ing, he steeled him­self and began work­ing his way back into her steamy hot as­shole. The feel of her flesh sur­round­ing him turned him on more than he’d ever been be­fore. All he could think of was get­ting back into her.

	When his stom­ach touched the roun­ded curves of her ass, he was again given the full treat­ment by the bur­ied vi­brator. Reach­ing around the girl’s body, he gripped the end of the plastic dildo and began turn­ing. The mo­tion, along with his cock up her rear, blas­ted the girl into or­bit. She came.

	Her hips turned into wild, buck­ing broncs. He could barely keep him­self in­side her clutch­ing ass. As the or­gasm died down, he star­ted fuck­ing her with long, pen­et­rat­ing strokes. Each and every time he slammed for­ward, he grunted in re­ac­tion.

	This was an act re­quir­ing iron con­trol. So much sapped at his strength it soon be­came a mat­ter of honor. He wouldn’t cum till he was ready. No mat­ter how much the vi­brator buzzed against his prick, mak­ing it quiver and burn with lust, no mat­ter how hot and tight she was, he wouldn’t re­lease the pent-up emo­tions in his body.

	He was soon fuck­ing her ass with fast, hard strokes. He was ream­ing her rear end out with all the power of his body.

	He was soon fuck­ing her ass with fast, hard strokes. He was ream­ing her rear end out with all the power of his body.

	Each time his prick van­ished, he thought he was go­ing to be broken off. The as­shole felt like a vise. But he kept fuck­ing. His body de­man­ded it.

	“Hang on. Here it cummmms!”

	He felt his prick be­gin to ex­pand, harden into an iron bar. Then the flood of his jism blas­ted out into her as­shole. He creamed her with spurt after mighty spurt of cum.

	All the while his cock was boun­cing and spew­ing out its load, he was feel­ing the ef­fects of the vi­brator all through his body. It made him feel as if he was turn­ing to wa­ter. But he kept fuck­ing.

	When his cock limply dropped from her ass, he sat back. He was com­pletely ex­hausted.

	“Damn, Joanne, I never felt an ass that could grip at me like yours does. And it wasn’t just the vi­brator, either. You’ve got one hell of a set of muscles, kid.”

	The girl col­lapsed for­ward and gingerly pulled the vi­brator from her twat. She turned it off and sighed, loud and long.

	“You’re not so bad, your­self. That bit with leav­ing the vi­brator up my pussy was a stroke of genius.” She looked at him and smiled. “That wasn’t the only stroke of genius. There were more than I could count. Your cock is a real wo­man pleaser.”

	Hank had been feel­ing tired. Just look­ing at his step­sister, he wanted more. There was no way he could pos­sibly de­liver, but this sexy chick was just beg­ging for cock.

	The way she held her legs in wan­ton in­vit­a­tion to him, the way she thrust her tits out, everything told him she wanted more.

	He wished he could give it to her. Maybe he would. But it would have to be later. She’d totally ex­hausted him for the mo­ment. He slipped off to sleep.



	




	
		CHAPTER SEVEN



	Hank woke up, the feel of a soft hand mov­ing over his prick. He was slowly stiff­en­ing with the fond­ling. Gently squeez­ing, slowly strok­ing, tweak­ing his balls, the hand knew all the right tricks to get him hard again.

	He looked down and saw Joanne’s brown hair spread in wild dis­ar­ray on his bed. She was curled up next to him, her hand between his legs.

	“How long have I been asleep?” he asked. He knew it would have to have been quite a while if he was feel­ing any sort of urge again in Ins cock. And there was no deny­ing the slowly rising prick.

	“A couple hours. Maybe more. I didn’t keep track. I guess I sort of slept, too. You can wear a gal out, stud!”

	“I do my damned­est!”

	“You sure do!” she agreed. Joanne con­tin­ued fid­dling with his balls. They in­trigued her. The way the soft flesh turned hard was the main at­trac­tion. If she could get him hard again, they could screw.

	She didn’t know what it was about him but Hank could get her go­ing faster than any other guy she’d ever balled. He knew all the right things to do and got her off four or five times be­fore he came. What turned her on the most about him was the way he was so in­vent­ive.

	Who’d have thought of fuck­ing her ass while she had a vi­brator crammed up her twat? Hank had.

	Who had the elec­tron­ics genius who filmed his own X-rated movies, then showed them to get every­one go­ing again?

	Hank was the one.

	Joanne de­cided she was very lucky get­ting such a smart and know­ledge­able big brother. She hadn’t wanted her mother to re­marry but it hadn’t worked out so bad. Joanne could say she was sat­is­fied with the deal so far, at least.

	Thoughts of what it must be like with Sam kept flick­er­ing through her brain. She couldn’t get the pic­ture of that massive prick out of her head. See­ing it buck­ing around in front of his body had given her a hun­ger she wasn’t sure she could sat­isfy.

	Fuck­ing Hank was one thing, ac­tu­ally get­ting into the sack with Sam was some­thing else. After all, Sam was her new step­father. And he wouldn’t be temp­ted by any piece of young ass.

	“Joanne? Hey, that’s enough! Cut it out!”

	“Cut it off? Want me to get the butcher knife?”

	“Cut it out, not off, dam­mit! I’m go­ing to be sore if I ball you again.”

	“So?”

	Hank couldn’t think up an an­swer for that one. There were worse things in the world to be sore from than balling. And Joanne had to qual­ify as an em­in­ently fuck­able piece of tail. He had still to meet his new step­mother, but if she was any­thing like her daugh­ter, she’d have to be a hot bush.

	The way Joanne screwed, Hank would have thought she was a lot older. If her mother had the same sex drives...

	He let the thought roll around in his head. The idea of balling his new mother helped stiffen his prick a little more. If Leola was able to fuck like her daugh­ter, and had a couple dozen years more ex­per­i­ence, she’d be hell on wheels!

	Or in bed!

	“Want me to suck on it?” the girl asked.

	“No, I can get it up okay, thank you.”

	“So what are you go­ing to do with your hard-on after you get it if I’m not around? Jerk off? Sounds like a waste of good cock.”

	She lowered her face to his prick and sucked on just the tip. The crown of his cock van­ished between her eager lips. When her tongue flicked out and pressed down on the un­der­side of his glans, he had to groan in de­light.

	Bolts of sen­sa­tion blas­ted through his groin and into his body. She was de­term­ined to suck him en­tirely ri­gid again and then ball. His groin muscles were already protest­ing the times he’d already screwed her.

	“Hey, kiddo, I have an idea. Let’s set up the cam­era and take some pic­tures of the old folks go­ing at it.”

	Joanne tried not to re­act, but couldn’t help her­self. To see Sam balling her mother! And to get it on film! She could watch it any­time she wanted. There wouldn’t be any prob­lem get­ting Hank to show her how to use the play­back equip­ment. She’d just prom­ise him a little tumble in the hay and he’d do any­thing for her.

	She kept on suck­ing away at his cock. The tip of his prick grew as she worked on it. She wasn’t cer­tain, but she thought it throbbed ex­tra hard when he men­tioned film­ing their par­ents fuck­ing.

	Could the idea of her balling his old man turn him on? She re­luct­antly let his cock slip from between her lips and said, “How you gonna do it? You can’t just walk in and say, ‘Ex­cuse me, please, but I’d like to pho­to­graph you fuck­ing’. So how?”

	“Ah, my young in­no­cent,” he said, then looked at the way her lips were pursed. “My not-so-in­no­cent young sis­ter,” he amended. “I have this house filled with all sorts of gad­gets. There’s ac­tu­ally a cam­era lens hid­den above my old man’s bed.”

	“Why’d you put one in there?”

	He shook his head slowly from side to side. “You never saw some of the wo­men my dad brought home with him. I wouldn’t have minded hav­ing at a couple of them. There was this one strip­per, see, from the club down on Fourth and Cent­ral. She had knock­ers like you couldn’t ima­gine!”

	“Are you say­ing my tits are too small?”

	“Noth­ing at all like that. Your lovely boobs are just the right size. But hers!” His eyes glowed as he thought about them gleam­ing in the moon­light, shak­ing back and forth as his father had fucked her.

	“For­get that, if you can. What’s this about be­ing able to spy on them?”

	“I don’t think of it as spy­ing. More as pre­serving great per­form­ances on video­tape.”

	“Was ours one of those great per­form­ances?” she teased.

	“You bet! Be­sides, I don’t go around show­ing the films to any­one.”

	“Selfish. I get to see them, don’t I? I’m your sis­ter now. I de­serve to see them.” Joanne was think­ing what a trip it would be to see Sam’s huge prick on film, to watch him mas­ter­fully fuck­ing all the wo­men Hank men­tioned. It was enough to make her wet in the crotch again.

	“Maybe. Treat me nice.”

	“I’ll treat your cock nice. It’s been treat­ing my pussy and as­shole and mouth just fine!” He smiled. “I can do it. Be­lieve me. Want to watch?”

	“Turn on your switch and let ‘em roll!”

	“Let ‘em ball, you mean!” he said, laugh­ing. He got off the bed and went to Ins con­trol panel. He fiddled for a mo­ment, got everything set, then punched a but­ton.

	“Watch the tele­vi­sion set.”

	The screen flickered, then so­lid­i­fied into a color pic­ture. Then the sound cut in.

	It was a sight worth wit­ness­ing, worth re­cord­ing on film for fu­ture view­ing.

	Sam was work­ing his way down Leola’s body, his mouth kiss­ing and lick­ing and suck­ing.

	“Your body fas­cin­ates me,” he said. “I love it. I love you.”

	“And I love the feel of your mouth all over my tits. Suck my poor little tit­ties again for me!”

	“They’re not that little. And when I suck on the nipples, they get big, real big!” He sucked. His mouth fastened over the tip of her left tit. The wo­man’s face dis­solved into ec­stasy. She writhed on the bed. Try­ing to shove her en­tire boob into his mouth, she star­ted wig­gling around like a snake.

	His hands held her firmly in place. And probed all the places which would get her the hot­test. A hand stroked slowly to­ward her crotch, then sailed down the in­side of her thigh. He re­peated the mo­tion again and again un­til she wasn’t able to speak clearly.

	“Ummm, oh­hhh, soooo gooood!” she moaned out. A wet smack­ing noise and he said, “So you like it, huh. How would you like my mouth all over your cunt? Suck­ing, my tongue shoot­ing far up your pussy? Would you like that?”

	“Yes, oh, yeeees!”

	“Okay, for you, I’ll do it.” And he star­ted work­ing down her body. His mouth worked for a mo­ment on the top of her tit, then she slowly spiraled down the slope of the fleshy cone. He left a glow­ing trail of saliva be­hind and his tongue could be seen lap­ping and work­ing roughly at her skin.

	When he got to the deep canyon between her tits, his tongue laved from one end of the crevice to the other. He didn’t miss stim­u­lat­ing a single patch of the silky white skin.

	He kept mov­ing lower, even lower. His mouth fastened on her na­vel for a mo­ment, his tongue prob­ing its depths. Soon sat­is­fied with the way the plane of flesh sur­round­ing it began to heave up and down in erotic re­ac­tion, he moved still lower.

	His tongue shot out into the tangled fleece of her bush. He swirled up little mounds of her pussy fur be­fore go­ing even lower. He didn’t want to rush down to her sex lips. He had all night. Get­ting her turned on un­til she was ready to cum, that was where it was at for him.

	Head van­ish­ing between the twin pil­lars of her thighs, the two watch­ing the tele­vi­sion set were thwarted. All they could tell was that the man was hav­ing one hell of a fine time eat­ing the wo­man out.

	And she wasn’t ex­actly bored, either. Not if the ex­pres­sion on her face was any in­dic­a­tion.

	“Damn,” said Joanne. “I wanted to get a good view of it and all they were do­ing is a little mouth love.”

	The girl sighed, her eyes on the screen. She wished it were she get­ting her cunt eaten out by the man.

	Fi­nally, Joanne said, “Why don’t you do what he’s do­ing? I’ll watch and you can do!”

	“Okay. Sounds good to me, sis­ter dear. Spread ‘em!” And she did.

	The wet feel of his lips brush­ing her sex lips sent tremors ra­cing along her nerves. But it was the sight of the man’s head bur­ied between her mother’s thighs that got to her. She ima­gined it was Sam eat­ing her out. The man’s tongue stabbed deep up her cunt. Her body stiffened a little in re­ac­tion. It felt so good hav­ing his mouth on her twat!

	“More! Drive your tongue all the way up,” she urged. He did.

	The rough, pink tongue speared deep into her cunt. The way it twis­ted and dar­ted around made her shud­der with erotic sat­is­fac­tion. He licked the walls of her pussy, then slipped out and began strok­ing up and down the blood-en­gorged la­bia.

	When he found the tiny bud of her clit, she came. Body tensed, she let the car­nal waves of her cum wash through her. But it wasn’t her brother eat­ing her out – it was her step­father. She fan­tas­ized him eagerly lick­ing all around the tiny spire of her clit.

	He was tak­ing it into his mouth. His tongue pressed firmly against the slip­pery little mound. Then he sucked and pulled it firm and erect. His teeth gently brushed against it. Their hard­ness set her off again. The body-grip­ping force of or­gasm shook her to the core of her be­ing.

	Still, he didn’t stop. His lips pressed hard against her sex lips. He sucked and pulled them into his mouth. There, his tongue dragged back and forth along the puckered gash. He pulled each and every drop of her love juice out into his mouth.

	Tongue tan­tal­iz­ing the del­ic­ate pussy lips, the man con­tin­ued to give her the best mouth love he was cap­able of de­liv­er­ing. She was con­stantly in mo­tion now, her hips buck­ing and shov­ing hard against his mouth. She wanted more of his tongue!

	“Tongue-fuck me,” she moaned. “I want to feel it all the way up my pussy! Hard, give it to me hard!”

	He did.

	As she watched the two wrest­ling pas­sion­ately on the tele­vi­sion set, Joanne ima­gined her­self in the scene. It wasn’t her mother be­ing eaten out by the man, it was her!

	She was re­ceiv­ing the full be­ne­fits of her father’s mouth! He was driv­ing his tongue far up into her twat. He was giv­ing her all the cun­ni­lin­gual skill that could be given! She came.

	Her young body shuddered deeply, then broke out in a cold sweat. As soon as the muscle-lock had de­par­ted, she felt the agile tongue prob­ing all over her crotch.

	It touched her clit then dar­ted along the en­tire length of her pussy lips. Not con­tent with that, the rough tongue surged into her cunt. It stim­u­lated her sex lips as it dove deep, then slowly crept out. The way he used his tongue was as ex­cit­ing as if he was fuck­ing her with his cock.

	Next, he worked back along her peri­neum un­til he found her re­cently-fucked as­shole. The saliva from his tongue com­pletely in­und­ated her anus. His tongue wiggled and squirmed un­til it found entry into her rectum.

	Once up her ass, the wig­gling in­creased un­til she was shriek­ing in sheer joy. She hadn’t ima­gined a man’s tongue up her ass could be this stim­u­lat­ing to her.

	Her vis­ion blurred. All she could see was oc­ca­sional flashes from the tele­vi­sion. But it wasn’t hard for her to ima­gine it was her father do­ing this to her. His tongue would be so edu­cated and worldly-wise, he could make her shiver through a cli­max with just the light­est of tongue-touches.

	She came again.

	“More,” she de­man­ded, “give me more of your sweet, fuck­ing tongue!” When she felt it press­ing into her cunt, she shivered and tried to re­lax and en­joy it. Her body wouldn’t let her do that. It de­man­ded one more cli­max.

	Her legs clamped firmly on the head bur­ied so lust­fully between her thighs. She felt the prick­ling of his hair against the soft in­ner skin of her legs, then she had the world taken away from her. Thrown high on the gusts of or­gasm blow­ing through her body, she did noth­ing but en­joy the or­gas­mic re­lease.

	She man­aged to dis­en­tangle her­self from his mouth. She was tem­por­ar­ily sat­is­fied. Also, Joanne no­ticed that Sam had fallen asleep, his head rest­ing in her mother’s lap.;

	She said, “Enough! Let me rest for a second.”

	“I wouldn’t have be­lieved it un­less I heard it with my own ears,” Hank de­clared, a trickle of cunt juice drib­bling down his chin. “You’re ac­tu­ally giv­ing up!”

	“Just for a while, brother dear, just for a while. How about an in­stant re­play? I want to watch… just watch… this time.”

	“Okay. Here it goes.”

	A blur on the screen showed he was re­wind­ing, then the en­tire scene slowly un­fol­ded again.

	Joanne was lost in it, wish­ing it was Sam eat­ing her out.



	




	
		CHAPTER EIGHT



	“I wish they hadn’t fallen asleep so soon,” com­plained Hank. “I’ve still got a couple hun­dred feet of tape left to fill.”

	“Can’t you think of any more ways of us­ing it?” said Joanne. “If you can’t, I can.”

	“You never give up. You’re go­ing to be a wasted old wo­man by the time you’re twenty.”

	“Maybe. But can you think of a bet­ter way of go­ing?”

	“Got me there.”

	“Hell I do. I’ve got you by the balls.”

	And she did. Her fin­gers had found his hard-on. Grip­ping the tube of his prick, she was slowly work­ing the skin back and forth. She didn’t want to beat him off. There was still a hol­low­ness in her cunt that needed filling. Ever since she’d seen Sam’s huge cock lust­fully jerking around in the dim light of the bed­room, she’d wanted cock and lots of it.

	She in­ten­ded to get it, no mat­ter whose it was.

	Joanne would have loved to have Sam’s mighty bludgeon of cock bat­ter­ing into her cunt. If she couldn’t get it – and the chances looked mighty slim – she’d settle for Hank’s prick.

	It wasn’t a bad deal. His prick was sat­is­fy­ingly long. And Joanne couldn’t pos­sibly gripe about the way he used it. Hank was well on his way to be­com­ing a mas­ter with his tool.

	“Yeah, you got me by the balls. So show a little re­spect for them. I’m not kid­ding when I told you I was sore from balling you.”

	“Aw, I bet you say that to all the girls you face-fuck and butt-fuck and take a couple times up the cunt. And...“

	“Quiet, you horny bitch. Or don’t you want to watch our new­ly­weds have at it?”

	“I can think of things I’d rather do.”

	She tugged sug­gest­ively at his prick. It was be­gin­ning to dance lust­ily. His balls had col­lapsed into a tiny sac again and she could feel the sperm and se­men trapped within be­gin­ning to boil. Just a little hand­job and she’d got­ten him ready to screw again.

	“I know you can. So can I but cool it, huh? Let’s see how long we can make it last.”

	“Cool it? An odd re­quest for some­body who likes it hot and heavy. But your wish is my com­mand.” She began blow­ing on his prick. She held it cap­tive in her hand so he couldn’t es­cape. Her breath gus­ted through the tangled jungle of his pu­bic hair and all around his balls. She knew the cool air must be driv­ing him up the wall.

	“Stop that! If you need some­thing bet­ter to do, suck on my prick, dam­mit! You little vixen!”

	She sucked. It was so much nicer hav­ing it in her mouth than let­ting it twitch un­der her fin­gers. Her tongue could sense the hot flesh just beg­ging for re­lease. She would build up his de­sire for her, then have him fuck her again.

	“Don’t our folks wish they could keep at it as long as we have?” he said, sigh­ing deeply as he felt her wet mouth work­ing on his prick.

	“Umghph!” was all she answered. The girl wasn’t about to let that tasty cock loose, not now. She’d al­most have to bully him into let­ting he give him head. Wast­ing time talk­ing wasn’t her style.

	“Yeah, I bet the old folks wish they had our stam­ina. See the way my dad fell asleep after he’d eaten your mother out? Hell, when he was younger, I bet he could have kept it up all night long. He wouldn’t have had to eat her out. He could have balled her for hours and hours.”

	“You ought to know, you young snoop!” came the sud­den voice from the door­way.

	Sur­prised, Hank turned and saw his step­mother stand­ing there. His cock throbbed even harder in Joanne’s mouth. The sight of the wo­man was both fright­en­ing and ex­cit­ing.

	The light from the hall­way shone through her thin night­gown. He could see every curve, every wo­manly con­tour of her body. Stand­ing as she was, he could see the im­pudent thrust of her jugs and the nipples on their tips.

	Even more, he could see the dis­tinct bulge of her pussy mound. That was what he’d been won­der­ing about. Was it any­thing like her daugh­ter’s? Tighter, maybe? Did she know more erotic tricks than her fif­teen-year-old kid?

	But get­ting caught with Joanne’s mouth all around his prick was a real downer. His prick gave one ex­tra surge of life, then began to de­flate.

	“Hey, what’s with you, guy?” cried Joanne, an­noyed. “I... oh my God!” She’d just seen the specter of her mother stand­ing in the door­way.

	“You, young lady, to your room. Right now. Ill talk with you later. First, I think I want some words with our snoop­ing friend.”

	Joanne quickly scooted out of the room and into her own, but she didn’t stay. As soon as her mother entered Hank’s room, she crept back into the hall. She wanted to hear what went on.

	Ear pressed against the wall, she could barely un­der­stand the words. She edged closer and found she could ac­tu­ally see them in the room through the half-closed door.

	“What you were do­ing with my daugh­ter seems bad enough, but all this!” stormed Leola. “I don’t know what to make of it.”

	For a mo­ment, Hank was stricken dumb. He was speech­less. Then he swal­lowed hard and said, “You should take it as a com­pli­ment. Great works of art are treas­ured in mu­seums. Why shouldn’t a great per­form­ance be im­mor­tal­ized on video­tape?”

	Leola star­ted to say some­thing, then laughed. “Damned if you don’t have a point. Does Sam know you’ve got all this cam­era stuff run­ning over­time?” He shrugged.

	“I didn’t think so. Hmmm, think you could re­run that last bit? Where he was eat­ing me out? I’ve never, uh, well, I’ve never had the chance to see what it’s like watch­ing.”

	Hank si­lently re­played the en­tire scene for her. He didn’t miss the face that her hand strayed un­der her flimsy night­gown to mas­sage her pussy mound. It was a clear in­dic­a­tion to him he might be able to get out of the fix he’d got­ten him­self into – and have a hell of a lot of fun at the same time.

	“Let me show you an ear­her one.” He re­played a scene of Sam fuck­ing a wo­man too in­dis­tinct for Leola to make out.

	“Wow, has that guy ever got a cock!” she ex­claimed. “I got a good one when I mar­ried him.”

	Hank’s hard-on had re­turned. Just watch­ing the fuck­ing on the tele­vi­sion set had set his heart to pound­ing faster. But it was the near­ness of his step­mother that stiffened his cock into a full-fledged fuck­ing tool.

	She turned and looked at him, “What a nice cock. A shame to waste that hard-on. You want me to get my daugh­ter back in here?”

	Joanne star­ted to run back to her room when Hank’s words stopped her.

	“No. I’d rather you used it.”

	“Me?” she said, a little sur­prised. “But I’m the old lady you were laugh­ing at. Why would a young buck like you want a dried up old prune like me?”

	She was any­thing but a wrinkled prune. And she knew it. She was fish­ing for com­pli­ments. Hank gave them to her.

	“With knock­ers like those you could never be mis­taken for an old lady. Firm,” he said, run­ning his hand un­der them, “and so smooth.” He star­ted strok­ing over them.

	She snuggled closer to him. Her hand went down to his crotch and deftly found his prick. Squeez­ing, she had him. They both knew what was go­ing to hap­pen and both wanted it.

	Be­fore Hank knew it, he had opened his step­mother’s night­gown and was lav­ish­ing kisses all over her tits. Then she was guid­ing his prick to­ward her cunt.

	She ac­tu­ally wanted him to fuck her!

	He found him­self want­ing her just as badly. The blunt head of his cock prod­ded into her sex lips, then he plunged for­ward. Sur­roun­ded by her over­flow­ing cunt, he was lost. His prick was washed with her lav­ish flow of cunt juice. Slurp­ing back and forth, he star­ted fuck­ing her.

	Her hands res­ted on his back, then slipped un­der his arms and curled around his shoulders. Moan­ing loudly, she star­ted pulling him back and forth in the fuck­ing rhythm she wanted.

	Joanne stood in the hall, watch­ing. This was even bet­ter than she’d hoped. Hank was ac­tu­ally get­ting a shot at her mother! The girl’s hand strayed down and began rub­bing over her cunt. She so badly needed his cock! But it was sexy watch­ing. There was no deny­ing he was giv­ing her a good balling. The soft moans com­ing from the bed­room told the spy­ing girl all she needed to know.

	For a mo­ment, she wished she had her vi­brator. She de­cided it was no good try­ing to get it; she might miss some of this hot ac­tion!

	She could feel her cunt churn and boil just from watch­ing her mother fuck­ing her new brother!

	A fin­ger crept up her cunt. An­other joined it. When the third fin­ger drove up her tiny twat, she moaned aloud. Afraid the noise had been heard, she quickly looked into the room. She needn’t have wor­ried. The two pas­sion­ately wrest­ling on the bed were too far gone in the throes of fuck­ing to hear any­thing.

	She began worm­ing the fin­gers around in­side her pussy. The juices trickled out and over her hand. The oily feel seemed to add fuel to her lust.

	Fin­ger-fuck­ing her­self, she felt the ripples of de­light wash­ing through her en­tire body. It was al­most as much fun watch­ing as it was do­ing!

	The two in­side the room couldn’t have agreed with the girl. Hank was com­pletely sur­prised at how tight the wo­man’s cunt was. His new mother had a damned tight pussy. And she sure could fuck!

	“Keep go­ing,” she urged him, “faster! Drive your lovely cock into me faster!” He grunted agree­ment. She was tak­ing him as hard and fast as he could give it to her and she was de­mand­ing more! This was one sexy bitch!

	“Come on, kid, fuck me hard, hard, HARD! Ride me. Ride me good!” she de­man­ded.

	He wished he could have told her that he’d already been fuck­ing his brains out with her daugh­ter – any­thing to give him an ex­cuse for not be­ing able to pleas­ure her prop­erly. He real­ized right away that older wo­men weren’t only easier to get, they were more dif­fi­cult to please.

	His step­mother had ob­vi­ously been around. She de­man­ded noth­ing short of his best per­form­ance. Without that, he would be shamed. This thought drove him on. He be­came a fuck­ing ma­chine, a hu­man pis­ton driv­ing re­lent­lessly into her juicy twat.

	“Ummm, yeah! That’s moooore like it,” Leola cooed. Her fin­gers dug into his back and left angry red marks. Neither no­ticed. They were too busy with their pas­sion­ate love­mak­ing.

	He felt as if the top of his head would come off. The blood fiercely poun­ded in his temples and soun­ded like the ocean surf. And his stom­ach was be­gin­ning to tense up with the ex­er­tion of his fuck­ing. When the warmth from Ms balls began spread­ing into his loins, he had to fight down the tide of his cum.

	If he blas­ted out into that swamp of her pussy too soon, she’d laugh at him. He’d have to show her he was at least as good a lay as his father. It be­came a point of honor with him.

	His hips began an in­tric­ate cork­screw­ing mo­tion. Every time he drove for­ward, he swirled into her cunt. Her pussy seemed to swal­low him whole. His cock was com­pletely sur­roun­ded by her hungry twat. There seemed to be no es­cap­ing those vo­ra­cious lips.

	The suc­tion in­side her quim sucked and pulled at him un­til he was sure his guts would be pulled out the pin-prick hole at the end of his fuck stick. He gulped and let the li­quid warmth surge through his groin. The hot sheath of fe­male flesh all around his cock was so nice, he could have stayed there forever. She didn’t let him.

	Lift­ing her hips off the bed and twist­ing threatened to rip his cock out by the roots. He got the mes­sage. He could en­joy the hot, tight wet­ness of her cling­ing cunt for a little bit at the end of each thrust, but he bet­ter not stay too long.

	She wanted cock. Lots of it.

	He pulled out slowly. Her pussy walls col­lapsed around his prick. He felt like he was be­ing gripped by a hand in­side a vel­vet glove. The sen­sa­tion was re­mark­able, unique. She was su­perb in her muscle con­trol.

	“Damn you,” he gasped. “You’re milk­ing me of my cum! I want to fuck you all night loooong!”

	“Keep it long, then, stud. That’s all, ummm, you’re not bad. Just keep go­ing!” He kept go­ing. Back and forth he rammed his hips un­til he was lost in a fant­astic car­nal won­der­land. His en­tire body was more alive than he would have thought pos­sible. Fuck­ing his new step­mother was a real edu­ca­tion for him.

	And he’d thought he was a real stud be­fore this! When she came, he was al­most thrown off. He gripped hard at her arms and kept fuck­ing her tightly held pussy. He kept her at the very pin­nacle of her cli­max for as long as he could.

	The faint sounds com­ing from the door­way were com­pletely drowned out by the wo­man’s loud, “AIIIEEEE!”

	Joanne slowly fin­ger-fuck­ing her­self was get­ting a real charge out of see­ing her mother fucked.

	From her vant­age point, she could see the cock en­ter­ing the split lips of her pussy. The en­tire area was open­ing and clos­ing like a gi­ant hairy clam. She could see the ri­gid prong of cock slip­ping in and out as well as the pump­ing of the boy’s hips.

	His ass gleamed strangely in the dim light of the room. He’d turned off all the fancy lights. The two on the bed seemed to be spot­lighted. The girl just hoped that all this was be­ing re­cor­ded on film. She’d love to watch her mother and new brother go­ing at it again and again and again!

	Her own little twat was burn­ing with de­sire. She had never really got­ten enough of that mighty cock when they’d fucked. She wanted more now. The sight of the prick en­ter­ing and leav­ing the tight cham­ber turned her on. Ima­gin­ing it was her­self spread out un­der his mus­cu­lar body gave her the chance to slip her fin­gers back and forth faster in a mock fuck­ing.

	It wasn’t a cock but it was enough. She came.

	The tiny moans com­ing from her lips were totally covered by the wo­man’s louder, more im­me­di­ate cries. The girl rocked through her own cum and then looked back at the two on the bed.

	They were still fuck­ing wildly. She marveled at their stam­ina. There was a tingle of jeal­ousy, too. He hadn’t fucked her like that! Such com­plete and total aban­don, such ab­so­lute pas­sion seemed re­served for the older gen­er­a­tion.

	Totally un­aware his step­sister was watch­ing, Hank kept driv­ing his spike of cock into the soft cunt spread out un­der his body. It wouldn’t have mattered all that much to him even if he had known she was watch­ing. He had to keep things in their proper or­der.

	Keep screw­ing, and worry later about any­one stand­ing around and watch­ing him. That was the proper or­der.

	Fuck. Then any­thing else that needed do­ing could be at­ten­ded to. At the mo­ment, he was too wrapped up in screw­ing the wo­man.

	Her cunt fi­nally took its toll on his iron con­trol.

	When he blas­ted off his wad of cum, he felt as if a can­non was strapped to his groin and then fired. He was fir­ing harder than he’d have thought pos­sible. His or­gasm was com­plete.

	The num­ber of times he’d already screwed that even­ing fi­nally sur­faced. After two mighty spurts of his jism, he was drained. His cock rap­idly shriveled and turned into a limp penis. Fuck­ing any time soon, even with his sexy wo­man, was out of the ques­tion.

	Prop­ping him­self up on his hands, Hank looked down into his step­mother’s face. Softly, he said, “Damn, but I never ima­gined you’d be that good!”

	“See?” she said. “Al­ways put­ting the older gen­er­a­tion down.”

	“Did you really mind be­ing put down like this?”

	“You can lay me like this any time!” said Leola, chuck­ling. She had to ad­mit her new son was a cocks­man first class. He took after his father in the best way pos­sible – both were good in bed.

	This was a first rate fam­ily she’d mar­ried into. There wouldn’t be any dis­ap­point­ments around here, not with two cocks like this al­ways up and ready to fuck!

	“Glad you liked it. I can see the abil­ity runs in your fam­ily.” Hank sud­denly shut up. He real­ized then what he’d said. Leola might get really mad that he’d been balling her daugh­ter.

	She wasn’t the least bit put out over it. In fact, she said, “I fi­nally had to ad­mit my daugh­ter chose a stud with some class. I chased her off think­ing you were an­other one of those kids who take ad­vant­age of a girl. You’re a lot dif­fer­ent... and a lot bet­ter.”

	From the door­way, Joanne de­man­ded, “And how the hell you know how any of the guys I go with fuck?”

	“Hmmm, daugh­ter of mine, you have al­ways un­der­es­tim­ated me. I’ve had oc­ca­sion to check a few of them out. Most didn’t come back. In fact, a couple weren’t even able to cum!”

	“So that’s what happened to...” Joanne’s voice trailed off. She was ob­vi­ously go­ing over the num­ber of her boy friends who’d mys­ter­i­ously dumped her in the past.

	“You never once thought I was the one cut­ting you out, did you? Face it, your father just wasn’t the man he used to be. I have hun­gers too, you know.”

	“You mean, oh, what’s the dif­fer­ence?” she said. Her pre­vi­ous father had been a real drag. What her mother was say­ing ex­plained a lot of it. He came down heavy on her be­cause he wasn’t able to get his rocks off. He was hung up – and with a sexy wo­man like her mother to sat­isfy, that was a rot­ten com­bin­a­tion.

	It ex­plained a lot that she’d just guessed at.

	“Still angry I mar­ried Sam, honey?” Leola asked her daugh­ter. All the time, her hand was strok­ing over the curve of Hank’s firmly muscled ass. She let her fin­gers oc­ca­sion­ally dip between the thick slabs as she probed for his as­shole.

	Hank wasn’t sure how to re­spond. His cock was too limp to do any­thing. And here was his new mother mak­ing blatant over­tures to him! With her daugh­ter watch­ing, a look of ap­proval on her face! It was too much for him to handle on such short no­tice.

	“Look, you two, you’re ob­vi­ously still hot to trot. I’m dead. Have a little mercy on me!” Leola’s fin­gers lif­ted his shriveled penis. “Tsk… tsk,” she said to Joanne, “1 think he’s right. Dead for the mo­ment. But I’m not. I’ve still got the old in­sides agit­ated and beg­ging for ac­tion.”

	“Me, too! Agreed Joanne. The cunt juice drip­ping from her fin­gers seemed to ac­cen­tu­ate her feel­ings.

	Hank col­lapsed to the bed. What kind of a fam­ily had his father ac­cu­mu­lated in these two wan­ton, over­sexed bitches?

	He didn’t know, but he sus­pec­ted he liked it a lot!



	




	
		CHAPTER NINE



	“If you’re still ready to go at it, why not?” asked Leola.

	Joanne hes­it­ated, then said, “What do you mean, Mom? The two of us? That... that’s dirty!”

	“What’s dirty about it? You ob­vi­ously don’t think sex is dirty. Thank heaven I’ve raised you well enough on that ac­count. I failed on too many other things, like pick­ing good men. But never mind that. In­cest, sure it is. So what?”

	“So what?” the girl blazed. “But that’s... that’s il­legal! And im­moral, too!”

	“But it’s not fat­ten­ing. Sort of keeps the old tummy in firm, good shape, don’t you think, Hank?” She took his hand and slowly moved it over her slightly domed belly.

	“Yeah, I agree. Even most of the chicks I ball aren’t stacked like you are. You’re in fine form, even if I do say so.”

	“Thank you, sir. See, Joanne,” she said to her daugh­ter. “Your new brother ap­proves of me. Why shouldn’t you?”

	“But... but it’s les­bian stuff. I never, ever...”

	“Then it’s about time, don’t you think?” in­ter­rup­ted Leola. “Go get that fancy double-ended dildo of yours.” See­ing the sur­prise on her daugh­ter’s face, Leola chuckled. “Didn’t think I knew about that, did you? I know about a lot of things.”

	“Yeah, I’m be­gin­ning to see that.”

	“One thing, though, Joanne. Why did you get a double-ended one if you’ve never got­ten it on with an­other chick?”

	Joanne took in a deep breath, then ex­haled. It was ob­vi­ously con­fes­sion time.

	“I traded it with Trudi. She had it and the vi­brator. I swapped her a few of the pic­tures I had.”

	“A good trade, if I do say so. Now go get it while I have a quick word with Hank.” Watch­ing the girl scoot off to get her double-dong dildo, Le­loa said, “Do me a fa­vor, will you, Hank?”

	“Sure. Name it.”

	“Catch all this on film. I couldn’t help no­ti­cing all the cam­era stuff you’ve got here. And that lens over your father’s bed was a wide angle one, wasn’t it?”

	He gulped. Caught. He ad­mit­ted it was.

	“Hey, that’s su­per!” she cried. “Sam and I can watch ourselves on our hon­ey­moon. Bet no other couple around can do that!”

	Hank real­ized then how dif­fer­ent Leola was from most of the wo­men he’d seen. Usu­ally, they were coy, played at be­ing shy and ig­nor­ant about sex. His new step­mother seemed to revel in her know­ledge, to love to fuck. She was so re­fresh­ingly hon­est about everything, he de­cided then and there his father’s mar­riage had been a good one.

	“What about Dad?” he asked. “The pic­tures, I mean?”

	“Sam? Hell, he’ll prob­ably get even a big­ger charge out of them than I will. But this between Joanne and me. This is a private thing un­less she says dif­fer­ent. Your father’s still sleep­ing it off and I don’t know how he would re­act to a fam­ily fuck-fest.” A fam­ily fuck-fest. The words rolled around in­side his head un­til they echoed. This wasn’t go­ing to be like any other fam­ily get-to­gether he’d ever heard of.

	They’d lit­er­ally get to­gether and get it on! “Done,” he said. “For a price.”

	“Ah, the cap­it­al­ism comes out. What is it?” Then she smiled wickedly and said, “Maybe not money, huh? Maybe you’re talk­ing about a trade? A little barter?”

	“Call it barter if you want. I’ll call it fuck­ing!”

	“A deal.”

	“Now that you two have reached some sort of an agree­ment, how about you get­ting your ass off the bed, Hank? I’d like a little room next to my mother dear,” called Joanne.

	“The bed’s yours. Lights, cam­era, ac­tion!” he cried.

	“Silly ass,” Joanne said. But she was more in­ter­ested in what her mother was do­ing to her. Hands deftly moved over her young tits, tweak­ing, touch­ing, stim­u­lat­ing. Soon, she was breath­ing fast.

	The way her mother’s hands moved thrilled her more than any man’s ever had. The wo­man ob­vi­ously knew first-hand all the right places to touch. They couldn’t have been any dif­fer­ent from all the ero­gen­ous zones on her own body.

	The girl tried to give as she was re­ceiv­ing. The smooth­ness of her mother’s body ex­cited her even more. The sat­iny flow of the flesh bil­low­ing up between her fin­gers as she gripped down on the tits was turn­ing her on.

	Al­most as much as the way her mother was able to clutch the very tip of her nipple and roll it around with her fin­ger­nail. Some­thing about that hard nail on her blood-en­gorged, aroused nipple sent shud­ders of de­light through­out her body.

	“That’s too much, oooo­h­hhh!” she sighed. The lance of pleas­ure stabbing into her chest spread through her torso un­til she was too weak to hold her­self up. She col­lapsed back to the bed.

	“Keep do­ing it. It... it feels good!” she ex­claimed.

	“Ah,” Leola said, her hands never rest­ing as they stroked over the smooth mounds of tit­flesh, “the young­ster real­izes the old lady knows a few tricks.”

	“Just keep do­ing it!”

	“No way. There’re more im­port­ant places. Like here,” she said, her hand lightly brush­ing across the girl’s belly. “Or here,” touch­ing the very rim of her pussy mound.

	“And lower!” the girl urged. “There’s some­thing even lower!”

	“Hmm, yes, you’re right. There’re these two ri­gid little flaps of flesh. I can feel the pulse throb­bing in them. Ex­cited. Really turned on. What’s it like when I do this?” The girl’s body arched as the fin­ger drove deep up her cunt. She had been ex­pect­ing it and yet it was still a thrill, a shock. She wasn’t sure if she came or not. The in­tense feel­ing in her body was elec­tric. The light­est touch on her la­bia caused her to groan in en­joy­ment. Never had any­one got­ten her this hot so fast! “Keep do­ing it!” she moaned, bit­ing her lower Up in the strain of her sexual ex­per­i­ence.

	“Keep do­ing it? What’s it? This?” A second fin­ger dipped into her gooey slit. When those two fin­gers star­ted wig­gling, the girl was about driven out of her mind with pleas­ure.

	The walls of her cunt were slickened with her love juices. And the slid­ing of the fin­ger­tips against those walls made her en­tire body come alive. Each nerve end­ing had been dipped in acid. The smal­lest brush­ing stroke across her pussy gave her new and pre­vi­ously un­at­tained en­joy­ment.

	“Hmmm, yes, I think she likes it. And so would I. Let me guide your hand to the right place.”

	The girl felt her hand pressed into a warm, bristly area. It was her mother’s snatch.

	She jerked her hand away as if she’d burned it. Then she real­ized it wasn’t fair to let her mother do all the work. This wasn’t evil. Not at all. It was fun. Never had she felt like this be­fore. In­cest. A word, noth­ing more. What she’d had with her new brother wasn’t any less of a sin than this and she’d done it will­ingly.

	And queer or gay or les­bian or whatever you wanted to call it. So what? Any­thing that felt this good couldn’t be bad!

	The girl’s hand hes­it­antly strayed back to the di­vine tri­angle of her mother’s sex. Then, more boldly, she thrust out her middle fin­ger and found an ex­cited twat.

	“That’s the place. Go on, diddle me good!” She did.

	Her fin­ger drove in as far as she could get it up her mother’s cunt. The fuck flu­ids had already slickened the pas­sage. Her fin­ger slipped eas­ily all the way up to the third knuckle. Sur­roun­ded by the cling­ing flesh of an aroused pussy, she began wig­gling her fin­ger.

	The re­sponse she got was im­me­di­ate. The fin­ger in her own cunt began whirl­ing around like a cyc­lone. The pas­sions in her moun­ted un­til she was about ready to go mad.

	Just as her cli­max was about to seize her, the fin­ger slid free from her pussy lips.

	She pro­tested. “Hey, oh Chriiust!”

	The world ex­ploded in or­gasm. She was bludgeoned by the huge rub­ber dong as it drove fast up her pussy. The walls of her twat were ac­cus­tomed to the tiny fin­ger. When the massive rub­ber cock shoved fast up her cunt, she al­most passed out. She’d al­ways thought that was just some­thing all the heroines did in the ro­mance books she read.

	Now it was hap­pen­ing to her.

	The girl’s en­tire body went weak and quivery. The im­it­a­tion prick stretched her to the break­ing point. When her juices had prop­erly oiled it, her mother star­ted mov­ing it back and forth in her tiny pas­sage. The dildo wasn’t warm like the real thing, but it would do.

	Damn, but would it ever do!

	“Go on, dear, cram the other end up my cunt. I want some of the ac­tion, too, you know.” Her hands were trem­bling. Hav­ing that mon­ster dildo up her twat was get­ting to her. She’d had one cli­max and an­other was stalk­ing her. But she man­aged to do what her mother ordered her to do. The huge crown of the rub­ber prick found the wet pussy lips lurk­ing between her mother’s legs.

	The wo­man po­si­tioned her­self over the girl so it would be easier tak­ing the length up her twat. Then she drove her hips down onto the ar­ti­fi­cial cock.

	She groaned loudly and shivered as if she had taken cold.

	The girl knew the same sen­sa­tions were sur­ging into her mother that were in her own body. The close­ness, the same­ness, seemed to give her the bond she needed to really get off on tliis.

	“Ready for some ac­tion?” she asked.

	Her mother sighed and said, “Any time you are, honey. It’s all on film so we can watch it later. So do it good!”

	She did it bet­ter than either of them would have thought pos­sible.

	The girl began rock­ing back and forth. With the double-ended dildo stuck up both their cunts, the one up her mother’s pussy pulled out a little. It wasn’t much but enough for her to feel the fuck­ing mo­tion deep in her belly.

	The wo­man re­spon­ded in kind. She man­aged to pull the dildo out of her daugh­ter’s cunt enough to ram it back in. Back and forth, they fucked each other with the dildo. Lewdly con­nec­ted, they were never’far apart dur­ing their mu­tual love­mak­ing.

	The girl was hardly able to keep her body still. Her hips bucked and thrashed around as she felt the rub­ber cock driv­ing far up into her cunt deeper than any real prick could ever reach. And the rub­bing of her tits against those of her mother was a thrill she could have never got­ten fuck­ing a man.

	Tur­gid nipples du­elled erot­ic­ally with equally ex­cited nipples. The ruddy cop­per disks sur­round­ing the erect nub­bins of flesh pulsed with a new life. She ground her boobs into those of her mother. Soon, both their tits were crushed flat.

	“Oh, darling, you do know how to make love to an­other wo­man!” sighed her mother.

	This pleased the teen­ager. She didn’t know – she was fak­ing it. But her body seemed to in­stinct­ively know all the right things to do. She was do­ing them to per­fec­tion.

	The way her jugs throbbed with blood made her cer­tain they would ex­plode at an in­stant. She used her tits as if they were fleshy swords. She lightly dragged her nipples across those of her mother, then pressed her chest firmly for­ward.

	Their knock­ers went to­gether so well. It was as if this was the sort of love­mak­ing she should have been do­ing all her life.

	The thrill of les­bian love­mak­ing with her very own mother was the goad that triggered still an­other cum.

	Her body went ber­serk. Her hips shoved for­ward try­ing to take as much of the dildo up her cunt as pos­sible.

	She was hav­ing to share the dildo with her mother. And her mother was be­gin­ning to feel the ef­fects of their per­ver­ted love­mak­ing strongly her­self.

	They were push­ing each other to a mu­tual cli­max.

	The girl shuddered every time the rub­ber cock stroked back and forth in her cunt. The juices began ooz­ing out around the plug of rub­ber. She didn’t no­tice. All that was im­port­ant was the way the huge girth of the dildo split her pussy lips wide, stretched the walls of her vel­vet cunt and gave her the ul­ti­mate hu­man pleas­ure.

	“Faster, give it to me faster!” she shrieked over and over.

	The wo­man grunted, then arched her back. Or­gasm clutched at her senses and tossed her high up the wind-swept moun­tain. Buf­feted back and forth, she gave the girl what she wanted.

	The cock driv­ing hard up her cunt touched all the nerves. Her clit was even stim­u­lated.

	The girl driv­ing hard up her cunt touched all the nerves. Her clit was even stim­u­lated.

	The girl wasn’t up to en­dur­ing. She came. Her en­tire body con­vulsed as the power­ful emo­tions swept through her. The cock driv­ing up into her cunt, fuck­ing her, mak­ing her feel so like a wo­man, the tits drag­ging across her own, everything gave her the cli­max.

	As she came down from her sexual high, the girl said, “Damn, Mom, but I never real­ized it could be like that!”

	“It was good,” the older wo­man ad­mit­ted. “It’s not usu­ally that good. I guess all sorts of things got us hot for each other.”

	“You meant the in­cest trip?”

	“That, sure, and maybe we really dig each other more than we’ve ad­mit­ted all these years. Your father was a real drag on any­thing sexual. Never could ad­mit it.”

	“You think he ever... wanted me?” Joanne said, shyly.

	“I doubt it. Why? Did you want him to fuck you?”

	“No, but Sam...”

	“My Dad?” said Hank, com­ing out from be­hind the cam­era. “You want to ball my Dad? Hell, is that why you wanted my cock?”

	“Oh, no, Hank, no!” she denied. “I loved it with you. It was su­per! Hon­est! But Sam’s looks so biiig!”

	“And how would you know, young lady?” asked her mother, sternly.

	“I... I was watch­ing earlier to­night. Through your win­dow,” she con­fessed.

	“Dam­na­tion! Every­body in this fam­ily is a peep­ing Tom. What am I go­ing to do?”

	“Maybe let me col­lect some on the debt you owe me,” said Hank, look­ing down at his twitch­ing prick.



	




	
		CHAPTER TEN



	“If I didn’t see it, I wouldn’t be­lieve it!” ex­claimed Leola look­ing at her stepson’s prick. “You’re ac­tu­ally get­ting your erec­tion back. Damn, but you’ve got a boner!”

	“I may not be the best you’ve ever taken to bed, but I’ll bet I’ve got the quick­est re­cov­ery,” Hank said.

	“Don’t make that bet un­less you get good odds. Your old man’s not so old and he’s a hell of a lot more ex­per­i­enced. And he seems to be made out of iron. I never saw a man who could fuck like that!”

	“So why’s he asleep now?” Hank de­man­ded, slightly put off by his new mother’s com­ments about his prowess.

	“You’d be asleep, too, if you’d fucked me as many times as he has. I thought he was go­ing for a re­cord.”

	“But you still wanted more.”

	“Sure. He lit the sexual fire in me. And no amount of screw­ing is go­ing to put it out… not soon, not eas­ily.”

	Hank shook his head. He couldn’t be­lieve this. Two sexy chicks and they were both beg­ging him to fuck them. Not only had his father not sat­is­fied Leola, he had only whetted her ap­pet­ite. She wanted the main course now – and it looked like he was elec­ted.

	The youth knew that wasn’t pos­sible. Not after the num­ber of times he’d cum that even­ing with her daugh­ter, with Leola!

	“My prick’s not quite the steely rod I usu­ally screw with,” he ad­mit­ted. “But I’m game to give it a try. Who gets it this time? You, Joanne? Or are you bow­ing out to your mother?”

	Hank couldn’t de­cide between the two of them which he wanted. See­ing them get­ting it on, pho­to­graph­ing it, had really stirred his lust again. But which one to fuck?

	There was no way he could come up with an an­swer to that. The times he’d made it with Joanne were fab­ulous. She’d sucked him off like she had a va­cuum cleaner for a mouth. She loved his cum and would do any­thing for it.

	But she fucked like a rab­bit, too. She seemed to need his cock strok­ing her cunt as much as he loved fuck­ing her. Sexy, agile, young, she was everything he could want.

	Her tits gleamed in the light he used for the film­ing. The nipples were throb­bing vis­ibly. The blood was pound­ing into them faster and faster as she looked at his crotch. Those firm, young knock­ers were so tempt­ing. He wanted to pop them into his mouth and suck, suck, suck!

	But she was more than just tits. Her waist was slender, trim, supple. And her legs could wrap around his waist and pull him all the way into her. The feel of her cunt sur­round­ing his cock wasn’t for­got­ten. That was a memory he’d cher­ish for a long, long time!

	She was everything a stud could want.

	So was her mother.

	The older wo­man didn’t have any flab on her at all. Hank had to adr­riit his new mother was one hell of a sexy broad. He’d cer­tainly have looked twice at her if he’d seen her on the street. To ac­tu­ally have her na­ked, will­ing and fuck­ing was too much for him to be­lieve.

	Her body was more massive than her daugh­ter’s. Big­ger boobs, lush, full, tits that flopped around a little. They weren’t the marsh­mal­lowy pil­lows some chicks had. He didn’t care for them at all. But these were big­ger than a mouth­ful, lots big­ger, and firm.

	He loved a wo­man with firm boobs. And snug­gling up, bur­row­ing his face into the deep canyon of these jugs was the wish of a life­time.

	The rest of her was more than ad­equate, too. It was some­thing out of a wet dream. Her belly was slightly domed, cornsilk fine hair cov­er­ing it. And her pussy mound was so tempt­ing!

	He wanted to ram his prick right in!

	How could he pos­sibly choose between these two wo­men? He hoped they would de­cide between them who was to get his hard-on.

	“Yours, Mom?” Joanne asked, ob­vi­ous dis­ap­point­ment in her voice.

	“Oh, you kids! You’re sup­posed to be so lib­er­ated sexu­ally. You’re even more hung-up than I am. Why do we have to de­cide about Hank? Let’s both en­joy him!”

	“Both?” chor­used Hank and Joanne. They looked at each other, then laughed. The idea had never once oc­curred to either of them.

	“But how? I mean there’s only one cock and two lovely, clutch­ing man­holes to stuff it in.” Leola snorted in dis­gust. “You’ve got a mouth, ‘on’t you? Wouldn’t you love to fasten it on my daugh­ter’s nice little pussy?”

	“Sure, but...”

	“But noth­ing. I’ll suck a bit on your cock. It needs the ac­tion since it doesn’t feel quite as firm as I like. And you can bet­ter use your tongue by stuff­ing it all the way up Joanne’s twat. Now do it!” They did it.

	Joanne leaned back on the bed and watched as. The three-way love­mak­ing pro­gressed. She cradled Hank’s head on one of her thighs. The feel of his face mov­ing closer, ever closer to her pussy lips made her breath come faster. Soon, her heart was ham­mer­ing in lust for him.

	The feel of his tongue really sent her into a wild flight of ec­stasy. The wet, rough tongue slithered out and ran lightly across her sex lips. The touch wasn’t much, but it was enough.

	She felt the sexual elec­tri­city volt­ing through her body. Every nerve sang with joy at the feel of that tongue prob­ing to­ward her snatch. It was what she wanted more than any­thing else in the en­tire world.

	“Yes, oh, yes!” she cried. “Cram that lovely tongue into my cunt! I want you to tongue-fuck me!”

	“Greedy bitch,” called her mother. “Let me do some­thing on this end and see if I can’t help you out a little bit.”

	The teen­ager sand­wiched between these two sexy wo­men – mother and daugh­ter – sud­denly found out what the wo­man had meant. Her mouth moistly circled around the very tip of his prick. Her tongue fleet­ingly dar­ted out and slithered all over the glans un­til he felt his cock stiff­en­ing in re­ac­tion.

	Be­fore her mouth touched his cock, he’d been limp. The many fuck­ings had really taken their toll. But she was de­term­ined to give it all back. The way her mouth moved up and down, all around, back and forth got his blood to pound­ing hard in his veins. He felt his own breath gust­ing out sen­su­ously into the girl’s crotch.

	That got them all go­ing strong and lusty.

	It was a per­fect chain re­ac­tion. His mother would suck on his cock. Her tongue moved with light­ning swift­ness all around the sens­it­ive tip. She know­ingly found every del­ic­ate patch of skin and pressed her wet, warm tongue against it. She was able to get him erect with little trouble.

	With his cock pound­ing erect with ex­cited blood, he felt his balls be­gin to tumble with churn and ache with de­sire. The warmth of his need flooded into his loins.

	From there, his en­tire body was filled to over­flow­ing with need and de­sire and lust.

	He arched his back in a vain at­tempt to stuff his cock all the way down the wo­man’s throat. He wanted to face-fuck her more than any­thing else at that in­stant. His need was great, her mouth in­vit­ing.

	But she wasn’t go­ing to let him.

	As if telling him he had other things to do, her tongue roughly stroked from tip to base and then circled around his hairy balls.

	He was shiv­er­ing with ex­cite­ment. And he knew what the wo­man was try­ing to com­mu­nic­ate. He had a snatch just inches from his mouth. He shouldn’t pass up a chance like that.

	He didn’t. His tongue strained to reach the pussy lips so in­vit­ingly presen­ted for his gour­met pleas­ures. The feel of the girl’s soft thigh cradling his head spurred him to even more oral activ­ity. He wanted to cram his tongue all the way up her cunt – he had to!

	The de­sires in his body drove him to it! Slurp­ing and bur­row­ing closer, he man­aged to pull one of the pussy lips out slightly from the girl’s body. Ex­posed were the pink, scal­loped in­ner sex lips. He treated these to the full be­ne­fits of his tongue.

	The salty tang of her cunt juices fi­nally reached his taste buds. No wine was tastier. He was be­com­ing in­tox­ic­ated with sex, with eat­ing out this sexy chick’s cunt. His tongue strained even more as he drove it past the la­bia and into her box.

	She muttered some­thing he didn’t un­der­stand. He knew she was prob­ably try­ing to let him know how much she was en­joy­ing this. The boy’s tongue worked back and forth to give his new sis­ter the eat­ing out of her young life. She was only fif­teen and couldn’t have ex­per­i­enced it all, not yet.

	He’d show her. He would give his brand new sis­ter the sexual thrill of her young life and he’d do it with just his tongue!

	The flood of love juices al­most drowned him. He slurped it all up with a loud noise. He didn’t care. His greed drove him on. The slightly tangy juice leak­ing from her cunt was so ex­cit­ing, he couldn’t get enough of it.

	His tongue fi­nally man­aged to scoop out all the cunt juice and bring it to his hun­ger­ing mouth. He sucked and slurped and moved even closer to the foun­tain of her cunt.

	Hav­ing sucked clean all her in­ner oils, he moved his mouth so he could work on her clit. Her clit pro­truded enough for him to man­age to press his tongue against it.

	This triggered her cum.

	She crammed her twat for­ward and he got a face full of cunt. He loved it, every second of it. His mouth was re­lent­less. His tongue drove back and forth to keep the girl totally strung out sexu­ally. The only way of keep­ing her at his peak ex­per­i­ence was to tongue fuck her. He did.

	Back and forth in her newly greased slit surged his tongue. The rough wet pil­lar of meat tried to du­plic­ate a cock. The ef­fect of the fuck­ing wasn’t the same as if he were ream­ing her out with his cock. They both knew it, both of them en­joy­ing the dif­fer­ence.

	The girl’s cunt wasn’t totally filled as it was when she got all the cock she wanted. It didn’t mat­ter. The way his tongue surged back and forth seek­ing new and dif­fer­ent spots to stim­u­late made up for it. The size didn’t really mat­ter.

	It was all in the skill with which he ate her out. And he was an ex­pert at it. He was able to pro­long her cum un­til she thought she would go out of her mind. Her heart seemed to skip a beat every time his tongue reached new and pre­vi­ously un­ex­plored areas of her cunt.

	No mat­ter how she squirmed or turned, there he was. His tongue came and went along the length of her sex gash. When his tongue lingered on her clit­oris again, she felt her body tens­ing for an­other cli­max. It was some­thing she had only dreamed of be­fore. He was push­ing her re­peatedly to the lim­its of her sexual en­dur­ance.

	Each time, she ex­per­i­enced even greater thrills. Her body wouldn’t give out. It would learn, re­joice, revel in the new ways he was lov­ing her. This mouth love was some­thing truly ex­cit­ing for her.

	He found him­self with an­other mouth­ful of her in­ner juices. Her cunt was a dam with the plug pulled. No mat­ter how much he sucked now, he couldn’t drain her. He tried. He tried hard over and over. She was simply too turned on for him to dry up now.

	“Keep your tongue in,” she begged. “I loooove it!” He knew she did. And he was go­ing to do his damned­est to please his new sis­ter.

	But it wasn’t go­ing to be easy.

	There was an­other di­men­sion to his cunt-eat­ing that she couldn’t ap­pre­ci­ate. There was no way he could tell the girl that he was be­ing sexu­ally aroused on two dif­fer­ent fronts. The mouth of pussy was nice; he could hardly ask for any­thing bet­ter.

	That didn’t de­tract from the wo­man suck­ing so avidly on his cock.

	He was com­pletely erect now. His cock ached with lust. A few minutes earlier, the wo­man’s edu­cated tongue had fi­nally suc­ceeded in get­ting his prick to snap to at­ten­tion. Up to that point, he’d been semi-ri­gid.

	Now he was throb­bingly alive and ready to stuff that hard-on into a needy cunt. Some­how, he didn’t think he would get the op­por­tun­ity. The wo­man’s mouth seemed to ur­gently seek out every square inch of his prick, he sus­pec­ted that she wanted him to cum in her mouth.

	She prob­ably got off as much on the taste of male sperm and se­men as he did on fe­male cunt juices.

	Her lips pursed as she sucked him slowly into her mouth. He felt the pearly ridges of her teeth scor­ing the sides of his length. The wet lips soothed as they ex­cited. The teeth she was drag­ging along his cock as it went into her mouth stim­u­lated him un­like any­thing else that had ever been done to him.

	He wanted to cry out. He couldn’t. He had a snatch jammed down hard into his face.

	He couldn’t com­plain, not even if he wanted to! Slowly, his en­tire length van­ished between her lips. He felt the rub­bery tip of his cock bounce off the roof of the wo­man’s mouth and then star­ted down her throat. She had to be part sword swal­lower. He knew he wasn’t the longest dude in the world, but his prick was far from be­ing the shortest.

	She took it all.

	He felt her swal­low. The rub­bing against the most sens­it­ive por­tion of his prick al­most brought him off. Al­most. He held on to his con­trol with grim re­solve. He wanted her to be sat­is­fied. Just blast­ing off like an in­ex­per­i­enced kid wouldn’t earn any points with this wo­man. Not with his step­mother!

	Be­sides, he wanted every single thrill he could get off her mouth. She was so good at eat­ing him, he wanted it to last forever. If he went limp again, it would be a wasted ef­fort on his part.

	Sat­is­fac­tion for all, that was the goal!

	As his balls tumbled and lurched in their tiny pouch, he wondered how much longer he could keep go­ing. The wo­man was al­low­ing his prick to slip from her mouth. But even this was ex­cru­ci­at­ing for him.

	She didn’t merely let it slide free of her lips. She sucked hard and pushed against the tip of his cock with her tongue. She was pulling and push­ing him, enough to make him think she was pulling his apart.

	Swirl­ing her tongue around the rim of his glans, she sent sear­ing lances of sen­sa­tion into his balls. The way he was go­ing, he wouldn’t be able to last much longer. She was simply too good at giv­ing head for him to en­dure much more without cum­ing.

	He tried to take his mind off the way his balls were pain­fully con­trac­ted into hard spheres. The way his jism was boil­ing in­side signaled a cli­max wasn’t far away.

	To re­gain some semb­lance of con­trol over him­self, he thought of the pussy he was so avidly eat­ing out.

	That was his un­do­ing. The fleecy fur of the girl’s snatch brushed against his nose. Every time he ex­haled, a gust of hot breath went through the tangled jungle of her pussy mound. This was ex­cit­ing her al­most as much as his tongue driv­ing up into her cunt. The tongue-fuck­ing was great. The com­bin­a­tion with his steamy breath­ing was even bet­ter for the girl.

	She came again, this time her legs clamp­ing down around his head. For a second, he was deaf and blind. Her soft in­ner thighs clamped fiercely on his ears. He couldn’t see any­thing be­cause his face was so close to her cunt.

	It didn’t mat­ter. His sense of taste was still there. He could still sample the wo­man-wine gush­ing from her cunt. And he could feel the soft­ness of her sex lips, the vel­vety pas­sage that was her twat. That was all he was really in­ter­ested in.

	All this was sup­posed to take his mind off the mouth so hun­grily eat­ing his prick. In­stead, it made him think even more about sex, how great this was.

	His body be­trayed him. He felt his hips twitch un­con­trol­lably. Then he was slam­ming his groin hard and fast to­ward the wo­man’s face. He was go­ing to face-fuck her this time or know the reason why it couldn’t hap­pen.

	She took his en­tire length without flinch­ing. The suc­tion on his prick in­creased. Her tongue dar­ted all around the sens­it­ive tip of his cock. There was no way he could hold back any longer.

	He groaned into the girl’s pussy as he came. His cock spas­mod­ic­ally jerked a few times and then went ab­so­lutely limp.

	He didn’t have to look down to see that very little jism had spewed out of his prick. There were lim­its to what his cock could do and he’d ap­proached them that night. He may not set any re­cords for fuck­ing but it would be quite a few hours be­fore his cock was in any con­di­tion to stiffen into a fuck­ing in­stru­ment.

	It didn’t take a crys­tal ball for him to tell that. The way his nuts ached told the story.

	He kept his own tongue leap­ing back and forth across the girl’s clit un­til she came one last time. He sucked and tried to draw all her love juice from her cunt. When the flow was slack­ing off, he knew the girl was as drained emo­tion­ally, phys­ic­ally, sexu­ally, as he was.

	He rolled his head free and asked, “Good enough?” Joanne sighed deeply. He could look up and see her tits boun­cing slightly. That was good enough an an­swer.

	“Good enough for you two, maybe, but not for me!” Leola said. Hank felt hot wind caress­ing his balls, try­ing vainly to in­terest them in just one more try.

	“Mother dear, you are too much. And I mean that lit­er­ally. I’m just not made out of steel. I’m flesh and blood and, as such, you’ve man­aged to wear me out.”

	“Looks like it,” she agreed, lift­ing his prick again. It was a tiny worm now. They both knew he wasn’t go­ing to do any pussy-pleas­ing that night. Even a mir­acle wouldn’t be good enough.

	“Well, if my step­brother can’t keep go­ing, where’d you put that double-ended dildo, Mom? We can have at it again if you like.”

	“I like,” Leola said eagerly.



	




	
		CHAPTER EL­EVEN



	“Well, I’m glad you all like it,” came a voice from the door­way.

	They all looked up sud­denly, guiltily. Stand­ing there, na­ked and with a mon­strous hard-on, was Sam. He’d been watch­ing them at their oral love­mak­ing. It was ob­vi­ous he had en­joyed it im­mensely if the size of his prick was any in­dic­a­tion.

	“I go to sleep for a couple minutes to get the juices flow­ing again and my bride of only a few hours goes out for a little ex­tra cock. And who does she go after but my very own son. I can’t be­lieve it.”

	“Uh, look, Dad, it’s like this...” Hank star­ted.

	“I can see how it is. You’ve been eat­ing out your new sis­ter. I sus­pect other things from the look on her face and what she said. I bet the two of you have been get­ting it on while Leola and I were fuck­ing.”

	“Yeah, you’re right.” It wasn’t any use hold­ing any­thing back from his father now. He could guess most of it.

	“En­joyed it, I hope.” He looked at them and saw the looks on their faces. “Good. Screw­ing should be en­joy­able. Now, as to you, Leola, what’s the deal?”

	“You were asleep, Sam. And you turned me on so much, I needed more. I couldn’t get it from you so I star­ted pa­cing around. I found them at it and...”

	“And you joined in. What a happy fam­ily this is go­ing to be!”

	“Y-you’re not mad at us?” Joanne said, her eyes glued on the man’s huge prick. She licked her lips, al­most in an­ti­cip­a­tion. What it would be like hav­ing that fuck­ing her! It was what she’d been dream­ing about ever since she saw him screw­ing her mother.

	The girl could hardly be­lieve she was go­ing to be lucky enough to sample that huge prick. Yet from the way Sam was talk­ing, she was go­ing to be able to do more than taste it, she’d ac­tu­ally have it fuck­ing her!

	A shud­der passed through her slender body and goose­flesh sprang up on her smooth skin. She was ob­vi­ously aroused just at the thought. Even her nipples began to spring erect again. The pointy tips poun­ded hard with new blood. She wished she could con­trol the ob­vi­ous signs of her arousal, of her lust for her new father, but she couldn’t.

	The girl hoped he would un­der­stand.

	He did.

	“Hardly mad at you. How can I be when you’re so ob­vi­ously my de­voted little girl.”

	“Not so little!” she pro­tested, too fast.

	Sam laughed aloud and long. “I know, I know. Just look­ing at you, I can see you’re not too small, not for my tastes.”

	“So we’ve been mar­ried for just a few hours and already you’re trad­ing me in for a younger model and my very own daugh­ter, to boot! How about that, Hank?” Leola said in mock in­dig­na­tion.

	“Don’t sweat it, Mom. If Dad doesn’t want you, I’ll be more’n happy to give you any­thing you want.”

	“Not from the looks of that cock, Son. Not to­night. I’m the only male left around here with any steam in the pipes. So how are you girls go­ing to divvy me up? You seem to have done a damned good job on my son already. Can you do that good on me?”

	“I’ll let him fuck me!” Joanne said be­fore she even thought about what she was say­ing. Her lust for the man was grow­ing by the second. She simply couldn’t take her eyes off that huge, red-tipped prick. She shuddered think­ing what it would be like, slip­ping between her legs, nudging against her sex lips, then lunging deep into her belly. It would have to be the closest thing to heaven she could find!

	“Don’t get in a hurry, girl. We could flip for it,” said Leola. “After all, I am the one who mar­ried him.”

	“Aw, Leola dearest, shouldn’t we stick to­gether as a fam­ily. You were afraid Joanne wouldn’t like me. Give her the chance to find out,” Sam said.

	“Yes!” the girl shouted. “Let me get the chance, oh, please, Mom, please. I... I’ll swap you Hank for the chance!”

	“Well, I like that!” laughed the youth. He was loun­ging against his cam­era listen­ing to the bar­ter­ing. There was no way he could ever fuck any of them again to­night. We knew it. This let him be a semi-im­par­tial ob­server to their lust.

	“No need to trade any­one for any­thing. Share and share alike, I al­ways say. If your mother will be so kind as to sit on the very edge of this chair, yes, just like that.” The wo­man’s cunt was prop­erly placed for a man on hands and knees to eat it out.

	“Now, Joanne, down on your hands and knees un­der the chair. I think your little cunt’s go­ing to get it­self filled up with steamy cock in a very short while.” He watched as the girl hastened to obey.

	Her breast was beat­ing wildly. He was ac­tu­ally go­ing to screw her! She was go­ing to get a chance at feel­ing his huge prick drilling into her pussy. This was too good to be true!

	She felt the man’s hairy thighs rub­bing against her bot­tom. He moved up and down a couple times, then put his hands on the in­side of her thigh. She heard him com­mand, “Spread ‘em wider, baby, so I can find that juicy little cunt of yours. Good, there!”

	The feel of his cal­loused hands on her smooth skin was enough to cause tingles to surge through her body. Her spine was a con­stant path­way for ex­cit­ing and sexy sig­nals to her brain. When his hand moved up and down the in­side of her leg, she re­spon­ded.

	When his hand stroked over the curve of her pert bot­tom, she felt it. And wanted more! He po­si­tioned him­self and then shoved his hips for­ward. She sensed his cock com­ing loser, ever closer to her twat. He missed the first try. The mighty bludgeon of man­meat par­ted her sex lips and scored the en­tire length of her juicy gash.

	He wasn’t in any hurry to enter her. He stroked back and forth sev­eral times un­til she was a quiv­er­ing mass of flesh. She could barely sup­port her­self on her arms. Legs like rub­ber, she wanted to col­lapse flat on her face.

	She knew if she did that, though, she would never re­ceive the full length of his prick, feel her in­ner mem­brane pulled and stretched to the break­ing point by his thick­ness. The only way she could get the en­tire length of cock in­side her was to re­main as still as pos­sible and en­joy the ride.

	Sweat beaded her body as the strok­ing along her snatch con­tin­ued. She could feel the huge glans spread­ing her pussy lips. The knobby end of his cock threatened to plunge deep up her cunt a few times but never did. He was teas­ing her, string­ing her out sexu­ally to the highest pos­sible ten­sion be­fore fuck­ing her.

	She loved him and hated him for it.

	She needed his cock so badly!

	“Urn, go... go on! I want it all the way up my cunt, ummm, that’s nice but I want all of your lovely prick!” she told him. It amazed her that she was even able to speak. The words seemed to clog in her throat, then gash out in a string. He was able to turn her on like this and she still hadn’t felt the full im­pact of her new father’s cock!

	She could hardly wait for the rest of it! “Pa­tience, little girl. Your mother’s cunt is open­ing and clos­ing so lewdly, I must do some­thing about it. Like stick my tongue between those nice little cunt lips!” She heard a sat­is­fied sigh from her mother seated just over her head. The girl knew the man was be­gin­ning to eat out the wo­man with just as much skill as he was show­ing her. Noth­ing fancy or really un­usual, but he was a mas­ter at get­ting a wo­man ex­cited. Just look­ing at his huge erec­tion was enough to get any wo­man wet in the crotch! He never missed a slow, rhythmic stroke back and forth along her la­bia. He man­aged to rub them enough to carry out the cunt juices and totally smear it the en­tire length of her sex slit. He was oil­ing her up for the deep plunge.

	Her tits bounced around un­der her body as she an­ti­cip­ated his next move. Would he take his hand and be­gin did­dling her clit? That would send light­ning bolts sear­ing along her nerves. It might even bring her off harder than any other or­gasm.

	She knew her boobs were dangling just right for him to grip them in his hands and milk her. The very tip of her jugs were throb­bing with lust by now. Never had a man ex­cited her so. It wasn’t just the size of his cock. Size didn’t mat­ter that much. This was some­thing else. He car­ried him­self with as­sur­ance. He knew he could please a wo­man.

	She was halfway to a cli­max be­fore he even touched her with his cock. That was a part of the ma­gic of sex with him. He ex­cited first and then was able to build well on that start.

	His cock was jerking and dan­cing around un­der her body. She wanted it so badly she al­most reached between her legs and in­ser­ted it up her cunt. Luck­ily, she didn’t.

	His heavy hand reached un­der her body and grabbed both of her boobs. He man­aged to squeeze down on both of them at the same time with just one hand. He pulled them to­gether and rubbed the ex­cited nipples against each other.

	Weak all over, the girl could hardly be­lieve this was hap­pen­ing to her. Tits throb­bing with life, she was cer­tain they would ex­plode at any second. The way he pulled hard at her nipples just in­creased the flow of blood into the huge jugs. He was mak­ing cer­tain every ero­gen­ous zone was stim­u­lated and giv­ing the ut­most of pleas­ure be­fore he ac­tu­ally fucked her.

	“Yes, oh, soooo gooood!” she muttered. “But I want it! I want it now!”

	“What do you want, little girl?” he de­man­ded, his words slightly slurred. She was cer­tain he had to take his mouth away from a frothy cunt to ask her to say the words.

	Be­ing forced to ut­ter those words gave her an ad­ded thrill. “I want your big cock! I want your prick up my cunt! Fuck me, fuck me!”

	“Sounds okay to me. Your cunt is tight enough to please me, I’ll bet.”

	“Find out!” she begged. “Shove it all the way up me!”

	“Right on!” he agreed.

	And then she gasped. Her world came apart at the seams. Noth­ing was where it should be. Everything was spin­ning wildly around her. She had sus­pec­ted it would be good, dif­fer­ent, great hav­ing his cock. She just hadn’t ex­pec­ted it to fill her to over­flow­ing. Never had a man’s prick so com­pletely filled her twat like his did!

	She was cer­tain he’d rip her apart all the way to the chin.

	“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” she cried over and over. She wasn’t able to con­cen­trate on any­thing but the way his cock danced around in the tight sheath of her pussy. Every vein stood out, every one pulsed wildly so she could feel it with her own flesh.

	Pussy walls con­trac­ted around his prick to hold it tight. She was greedy and wanted to keep his huge prick all to her­self. Not will­ing to let it loose, she tensed her stom­ach muscles. A sur­prised gasp came from the man’s lips.

	This pleased her. She was able to give him a little joy in re­turn for the gift of his mighty cock.

	“God­damn, but you’ve got a tight cunt. Never been fucked by a man be­fore, is that it?” He began pulling out. She tried to tighten her stom­ach muscles enough to hold him in. The juicy in­terior of her body be­trayed her. He was able to slip out from the cling­ing walls, now slickened with her cunt flu­ids. But he didn’t go far. She could feel the tip of his bat­ter­ing ram of flesh still in­side her gates.

	He was just wait­ing for the next ex­cur­sion up her tun­nel of love. He would soon be pound­ing into her body, fuck­ing her, mak­ing her feel more like a wo­man than any man ever had be­fore.

	The huge knob on his cock moved rest­lessly in the door­way to her twat. Then, with a mighty grunt, the man hurtled him­self for­ward and bur­ied him­self balls-deep in her belly again.

	Sen­sa­tion ex­ploded in her brain. She had one of the biggest or­gasms she had ever ex­per­i­enced.

	“UN­GGGHHH! More! I want more!” she screamed. “I want all of it up me. Fuck me harder!”

	“Greedy bitch,” he mumbled. “But you asked for it. God, but you have a horny daugh­ter,” he said to the wo­man sit­ting on the chair, her legs split wide open so he could eat her out.

	A moan was all the an­swer he got. And then his cock was fuck­ing deep into her guts again. The girl was pleased bey­ond her wild­est hopes. His cock had looked big, it felt lar­ger.

	Her cunt was pulled and stretched to the break­ing point. But she took him. Not only was he long, his prick was big around. He had a girth which would tear a less re­si­li­ent girl apart. She loved every single inch of him, both up and down and around.

	He began mov­ing with slow, power­ful strokes. His hands worked all over her body. Their rough­ness was in sharp con­trast to the smooth rhythm of his fuck­ing. He fondled her tits just long enough to get her worked up. Then he moved back and pressed against her belly as he fucked hard into her cunt.

	She shivered and began thrust­ing her hips back to meet his every stroke. She rubbed her ass against his thighs. The fit seemed per­fect. The curve of her ass just fit into his crotch. She was cer­tain this was the way it was meant to be.

	He could fuck her like a dog any time he wanted as long as he ex­cited her this much! “Gimme all of it, all, all, alllll, aiieeee!” She came again.

	The room spun crazily. Her body was on fire with lust. No mat­ter how she twis­ted or turned, she was im­paled by that throb­bing spike of cock. It burned in­side her like nap­alm. She was un­able to avoid it, as if she really wanted to do such a stu­pid thing! This was sex like it was meant to be. She was re­ceiv­ing a royal fuck­ing. A huge cock was drilling hard into her soft, yield­ing cunt.

	What more could a wo­man want?

	She wanted all of his prick!

	He gave it to her. Slowly pick­ing up the tempo of his fuck­ing, he was soon burn­ing up the walls of her twat with the fric­tion of his speed­ing prick. She was con­stantly shiv­er­ing in re­ac­tion. The flames lapped at her in­sides and de­voured her.

	She came. And came. And came.

	Three quick cli­maxes drained her re­sources. She fell for­ward and res­ted her fore­head on crossed arms. This caused her ass to jut up. She presen­ted an even more in­vit­ing tar­get for that tire­less prick.

	“So you want me deeper, huh?” he said. “You got it, kid!” His balls wetly slapped against her sex lips. No mat­ter what he did to her, he built up new and ex­cit­ingly dif­fer­ent or­gasms in her body. Each one was dif­fer­ent, more arous­ing than the last.

	Now he was fin­ger­ing her clit as he rap­idly fucked her. His cock was dan­cing wildly in­side her tight, hot, seeth­ing cunt. He was push­ing her to­ward the brink of or­gasm once more.

	“I... I can’t stand it any more!” she shouted. “I’m cumiii­ing!” Her en­tire body was wracked by an over­whelm­ing sen­sa­tion and then she limply fell for­ward. She didn’t want to lose that cock. To have it driv­ing hard up her tiny snatch was what she wanted more than any­thing else in the world.

	But at last she real­ized how Hank must have felt. She was drained of all strength. Her body simply re­fused to obey even the simplest of com­mands. She wanted to get back up on hands and knees and let him con­tinue fuck­ing her.

	It was no use.

	And he hadn’t even spent him­self!

	Her new father was a real stud, one Joanne vowed to wear out some day. She looked over her shoulder and saw his face com­pletely bur­ied in her mother’s pussy. He was loudly slurp­ing and hap­pily eat­ing away.

	Joanne re­luct­antly slipped away and propped her­self up against the bed. Hank dropped be­side her and said, “Glad we’re all to­gether?”

	“Yeah,” she said tiredly. “This is the best thing that’s happened to Mom and me. Ever!” She couldn’t take her eyes off the love-juice-coated cock jut­ting so proudly in front of Sam’s crotch. It was slick with her lub­ric­ants. And she hadn’t even got­ten him off. He’d worn her out first.

	But that would change. She’d keep after him un­til one day she would be the one tir­ing him out first. Joanne si­lently hoped it would take her long years of de­light­ful at­tempts be­fore that happened.

	Only then would this fam­ily really be fun for her. Her mother, Hank with his cam­eras, and Sam with that su­per cock!

	Yes, she was cer­tain things wouldn’t be dull around this house!

	The End
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