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  Family Secrets


  


  Chapter One – In the Beginning


  Arlene was bored and lonely. Harris was away on one another of his trips, trying to sell his software. And as usual, she was home all alone. Tyler and Garth were out on a camping trip with Reggie’s family. Tamantha and Ashley were gone to attend a slumber party at their friend, Gloria’s house. And since the two older daughters were going to a slumber party, she had conceded and let her younger daughter, Megan spend the night with her friend, Kristin. That left only her oldest son, Zachary, who was making a day of it at the movies with his friends, Kris and Kevin. Most mothers would welcome the chance at some alone time, but used to the large family always being around, she felt so all alone. She didn’t even have anyone to talk to and was wallowing in self-pity. She had already made several trips to the bar and finally decided to go out and work on her tan.


  Lying in the hot sun, wearing only a skimpy bikini, she asked herself why she was even bothering to wear anything. If she took her bikini off, she could get a full tan and no one would be the wiser, except Harris when he got home from his trip. So, she tipsily stood and quickly shucked her bottom down her long, tanned legs. Then, hooking it on her toe, she flicked it into the pool. She would have plenty of time to put it back on before Zachary returned home from the movies. He wasn't due home for another couple of hours. Reaching behind herself, she unfastened the top, let it slither down her arms and pitched it into the pool where it splashed down next to the floating bottom.


  Her big, perfectly shaped breasts bobbled heavily as she flopped back down into the chaise lounge and retrieved her drink. Quietly sipping on her drink, she lay watching her bikini floating on the pond surface as the sun began baking her, adding another layer to her golden tan. She found her thoughts drifting back to Harris, wondering what he was doing and wishing he were home with her. It would have been a perfect day to wile away the afternoon in bed with him. They seemed to be a perfect match for each other in that department. Sex was very important to both of them and they usually made love every night or at least every other night when Harris was home. On this jaunt, he had left Monday night, and now it was Saturday. Four and a half days, she told herself. Maybe that didn’t seem long to the average schmuck, but when you were used to being in the arms of your lover and getting off two or three times a night every night, four and a half days was an eternity. Then, as if on cue, her fingers wandered down over her flat belly, over the soft nest of blond curls to the little bud sticking up out of its fleshy sheath just above her seeping cunt while her other hand set her drink on the umbrella table.


  Laying back, her head resting on the giving softness of the chaise lounge, she lazily fingered her throbbing clit. Her eyes closed, hidden by the dark lenses of her sunglasses, she felt herself slowly beginning to respond to her finger as she tickled and teased her sensitive clit. The warm sun and the soothing alcohol were making everything soft and fuzzy around the edges. Smiling to herself, she rubbed her clit harder as her legs lazily parted, spreading the fleshy lips of cunt as they did. Fingering herself faster and faster, she could feel herself inching ever closer to relief from the burning throb dwelling down inside her juice-drenched pussy.


  She was breathing faster now, her breath coming in gasping pants. The movement of her hand was making her big, gravity-flattened tits quiver and dance as her sensitive nipples swished back and forth in the warm sunlight. Then her hips began to make tiny, involuntary thrusts up, pressing her clit against her teasing finger. Her other hand lifted up to one bobbling tit and quickly found its swollen nipple with her fingers.


  She was almost there, she told herself. Almost at that point from which there was no turning back. Closer and closer, she came. Then just as she was set to plunge over the edge and go falling, tumbling, twisting down into the fiery heat of her orgasm, she heard the voice.


  "Wow!" she heard Zachary exclaim from somewhere outside the euphoric cloud of pleasure that enveloped her.


  "OH GOD!" she gasped, feeling her cunt poised to begin clutching and dilating as it spewed out its load of thick, gelatinous juice from her pussy.


  A wave of shame and guilt washed over her as she slapped her legs together.


  "Uh…Hi…Mom…" Zachary greeted her, as she groggily grabbed at the towel lying by the chaise lounge.


  "What? What are you? What are you doing home?" she whimpered, her arms flailing about as she tried to hide her tits and pussy from his peering eyes.


  "Movie sucked," he said, staring down at the towel that only partially covered her. "Nothing like the show here."


  "I’m so embarrassed," she wept, plucking and poking at the towel trying to completely cover herself from his gawking eyes.


  "What for?" he asked, dragging a chair over by her and plopping down in it.


  "What for?" she groaned. "You saw me! You saw me doing…doing that to myself!"


  "Hell, Mom," he grunted, leaning down and picking up her almost empty glass. "I’m nineteen now. I know a little about the birds and the bees."


  "What? What do you mean?" she asked, trying to hold back the tears that threatened to flow from her eyes.


  "I…we all know how much you and Dad mean to each other," he told her, getting to his feet and strolling over to the pool bar. "And we know that…that you show each other…how much you love each other just about every night. We can hear you…"


  "Oh…for Heaven’s sake…" she wept. "I’m mortified!"


  "Why? You and Dad? What are you supposed to do?" he asked her, refreshing her drink and building one of his own.


  "But it’s…it’s just so embarrassing…knowing that your children know what you’re doing in bed," she muttered, watching him through her sunglasses as he brought her drink to her.


  "Well," he cockily grinned, handing her drink to her, "we just know you’re doing it! We don’t know what you’re doing…"


  Taking the drink from him, she quickly turned it up and gulped down a big mouthful.


  "God!" she coughed, fighting to catch her breath as the alcohol blistered its way down her throat. "Strong! That’s strong!"


  "Sorry," he grinned down at her as she lay looking up at him, with her hand clutched at her burning throat.


  As she fought to catch her breath, her breasts heaved up and down, jostling the towel and making it slip down off her beautiful tits.


  Still looking up at him, unaware that her breasts were now uncovered and bared to his leering eyes, she was suddenly aware of the bulge sticking out against the front of his trunks.


  How could all this be happening, she drunkenly asked herself? Here she was naked, three sheets to the wind, still hornier that a nanny goat, and alone with her son. And, her son was apparently just as horny as she was, based on the size of the bulge in the front of his pants.


  "NO! NO! No! No! No!" she silently screamed at herself.


  It was all too unreal…It was like the plot of some dumb porno flick about a mother and son. Mother feels sorry for herself. Mother gets drunk. Mother is naked lying by the pool. Mother misses hubby and is playing with herself. Son comes home catches mom playing with herself. Boy is horny, too. Then what? Son fucks mother? Could there be any other ending, she drunkenly asked herself?


  "Why?" she whimpered, making an obvious glance down at his evident arousal. "Why are you like that?"


  "Huh?" he grunted, looking down to where her eyes had darted. "You’re lying there with your gorgeous tits hanging out! I just watched you almost make yourself come! You’re the most beautiful woman in the world! And you’re asking me, Why? God, Mother. What am I supposed to do? I’m not a eunuch, you know. I’m just a horny teenager who…who…God, what am I supposed to do?"


  "I don’t know," she wept, reaching up and making a feeble attempt to pull the towel back up over her exposed breasts. "I don’t know…this is all just so embarrassing…"


  "It’s okay," he smiled, sitting down in his chair and taking a sip of his drink. "I’ll take care of you, Mother."


  That promise gave her a queasy, sick feeling. What did he mean by that?


  As if in answer to her question, she saw him lift his hand and gently place it on her thigh just above her knee. It was a hot, sweaty weight pressing down on her thigh as she stared down at it in fright.


  Why had she drunk so much? Everything was all blurry and fuzzy, she told herself as she felt his hand slowly begin to crawl up her leg.


  "Zach, honey, please don’t," she mumbled, holding onto the towel and foggily watching his hand move ever higher. "Please, don’t do that…"


  "But, Mother, I saw," he said, softly, confidently easing his hand up the smooth softness of her thigh. "I saw how much you need it. I know…I know what it’s like…I need it, too! And Dad’s gone, Mother. He’s not here to…to take care of you…to take care of his woman! But I am, Mother. Zachary is here to take care of you…"


  "But Zach," she whimpered, as he slowly lifted up the towel, up off her salivating pussy.


  As wrong as all this was, she still found herself somehow strangely aroused. But how could that be? Zachary was her son. Her son for God’s sake! Maybe the fact that he was the spitting image of Harris when he was the same age somehow sickly tricked her mind. Made it even more confusing and bizarre. It was almost as if she had been transported back and time and now it was Harris, not Zachary that was doing this to her.


  "It’s okay, Mother…I’ll take care of you," he murmured as she watched him gently cup the furry mound that rose up from between her legs.


  He was so gentle, so loving, she found herself thinking. She couldn’t stop herself and felt her legs instinctively parting for him. Then she felt a finger slip down between the fleshy folds of flesh surrounding her womanhood. Probing, searching, the finger delicately made its way down to the wet, waiting core of her femininity. She breathlessly waited for him to find her…find the very essence of her being…herself…where she began and ended. As he softly cupped her fluff-covered mons, he finally found her and ever so slowly eased a finger down into the tight, clutching heat of her vagina.


  She let out a soft, moaning gasp as she felt his finger invade her most sacred of treasures. Lying there, her head thrown back, eyes closed, she helplessly let him defile his own birthplace with his probing finger as it penetrated her womanhood. Or was this all just a sick, crazy dream? And none of this was really happening.


  Gasping for breath, she felt his other hand tenderly wrap itself around one of her breasts. Squeezing and fondling it, she felt him lift it at the same time she felt his hot lips engulf it. Sucking and pulling on it, it was almost as if he were trying to coax milk from it again, just as he had done those many years ago. But alas, she sadly thought. It was barren now. No longer did it contain the nectar of life, so he had to content himself with tickling and teasing it to hardness. While his tongue did its magic on her breasts and nipples, his finger slowly worked in and out of her hot pussy, bringing her toward the relief she so badly needed.


  But now she needed more…needed more than just relief! She needed it all! No matter how wrong it was…no matter how sick and wrong it was…no matter what the consequences…she wanted him. She wanted him part and parcel…with nothing held back…


  "Please…" she hissed, the tone of her voice now demanding instead of protesting.


  "Yes, Mother…" he answered her, his voice quavering as he spoke.


  Suddenly, he pulled away from her and stood up. Then he leaned down, slipping his hands and back and legs. Grunting from the effort, he lifted her up and out of the chaise lounge. As he did, the towel fell back down onto the chaise lounge while he turned and started for the house.


  "Yes…" she hissed, wrapping her arms around his neck, nibbling and nipping at his ear as he struggled across the patio toward the house with her in his arms.


  Thankfully, his work in the weight room and football field fared him well she thought, as he carried her. Stumbling into the house, as if in some sick and twisted pantomime of the marriage rite of the groom carrying the bride across the threshold, he started across the living room.


  "Couch…couch," she whispered, then ran the tip of her tongue around inside his ear lobe.


  "Yesssss," he hissed, reeling toward the couch.


  He gently lowered her down onto her feet and she unsteadily stepped back away from him. Pushing him out of the way, she flicked open the decorative panel on the arm of the couch and stabbed at one of the line of buttons that lined it.


  Out of the corner of her eye, he could see Zachary frantically unbuckling his pants as the couch purred and unfolded itself out into a bed.


  The moment the bed stopped moving, she crawled onto it and rolled over onto her back. Waiting, she saw that Zachary’s pants were puddled down around his ankles and he was feverishly shoving his jockeys down his powerful, muscular legs. As he did, the focus of her attention was directed down to the giant monster arching up out of his groin, pointing its evil, barbed head straight up at the ceiling.


  "Oh, my, God," she gasped, staring at the malevolent creature as it bobbed and twitched.


  She would never have guessed, she told herself. The thing sticking out of her son’s groin rivaled, if not surpassed the size of Harris’ oversized organ.


  "Mother…" he groaned, standing at the foot of the couch, his shorts down around his knees as he stared down at her with lust-crazed eyes.


  "Come…" she choked out, lifting her arms, inviting him down between her legs to desecrate the innocence that still, even now existed between them.


  "Oh-God!" he cursed, stumbling, his legs still entangled in his pants and shorts as he fell to the couch between her outstretched legs.


  With his muscular legs ensnared in his shorts and pants, he pulled himself up between her parted legs as she piloted him to her throbbing pussy with hot, clutching hands. Dropping her hands off his hips, she grasped his hard, jutting manhood. Holding it between her hands, she guided it down to the seeping hole that lay awaiting him between her legs as he leaned over her. She could see him staring down at his cock as he aimed it at her waiting motherhood.


  She felt the hot, barbed tip of his cock spread apart the lips of her pussy as it sought her out.


  "Ohhhnnnnnoooo," she heard herself groan as the last barrier to their innocence was breached and his cock began to slide down into the hot, mushy core of her pussy.


  Releasing the invading giant to perform the depraved act, she lifted her hands up to his ass, guiding him, leading him down into her most sacred of treasures. Giving it up to him, she felt her legs lift and bend, tilting her pussy up at an angle to allow him the deepest penetration.


  She was so hot…so aroused, she could feel the shaft of his monstrous cock rubbing along her clit as it bored deeper and deeper into her ravenous cunt. She had never felt anything like it. Aroused to the point of orgasm already and feeding on the passion of the moment, she couldn’t stop the well of pleasure that suddenly gushed up from her violated pussy.


  GOD! God, she dizzily thought. He wasn’t even inside her all the way and she was coming like some a love-sick teenager.


  Her body was quivering and shaking as she strained up against him, pulling him deeper and deeper into her convulsing cunt. Her breath was coming in jagged gasps as she clawed at him. She felt as if he were plunging a knife into what once had been between them as he ripped his cock into her once, twice, three times. Then, unbelievably, she felt him arch his back, driving his penis down into the fiery depths of her pussy as deep as it would go.


  "FUCKkkkk!" he bawled out as she felt his giant lurch and spew out a thick, hot gush of potent boy-cream down into her spasming pussy.


  "Oh, Honey," she cried, tears coursing down her cheeks.


  Pulling him even closer, she wept tears of sadness and joy. Mourning the death of innocence between them and rejoicing at the newfound love they now shared, she thrust herself against him, sucking his spurting cock even deeper inside her gluttonous cunt.


  They were one again. Mother and son. Lovers in the most intimate of ways. Lovers sharing the searing consummation of the incestuous passion crowning this momentous event in their lives. From this second forward, nothing would ever be the same between them. They were both changed. Changed in so many ways, it was difficult to comprehend them all as they wallowed in the fiery fever of their communion. Partaking in a perverse rite they had no right to share, they kissed long and deeply to seal the covenant.


  It was finally over. It had been like the fiery flash of a meteor streaking through the sky to dive into the earth’s atmosphere and crash into the earth. It had been given one brief moment of spectacular brilliance before it plunged to its death. Now all that was left was the smoking crater of their former bond. And from those ashes, the phoenix of their new love arose.


  "God, Mother, I never…" Zachary finally whispered, slowly backing his shrunken manhood out of her overflowing vagina.


  "Oh…my love…" she wept, feeling his cock slither out of her and flop to the couch between her juice-smeared thighs.


  She couldn’t believe it had happened. And she couldn’t understand how it could be over so quickly. In a strange, sick way, she felt cheated. Their first time! Their first time to share the unholy bond of incestuous love and it had been over almost before it began. Why couldn’t it have lasted longer? She wanted it to last longer. She needed it to last longer. Needed it to go on and on to justify the sacrifice she had just made. The sacrifice they had made in giving up their mortal souls for that one fleeting moment of fiery pleasure.


  "Don’t cry, Mother," Zachary murmured, tenderly brushing the tears from her cheeks with his trembling fingers.


  "I’m sooo…it was too…wanted it to…longer…" she choked out, looking deeply into his love-filled eyes.


  "We…we can…more…" he said softly. "Longer…"


  "Please…" she wept, watching him push himself up off her.


  He rolled out from between her legs and sat himself on the edge of the bed. Leaning down, he started to pull his pants and shorts off over his shoes.


  But before he could, she was on her knees in front of him, pushing his hands away and doing it for him.


  She could feel her big breasts heavily tugging at her chest as he stared down at them in reverence. Quickly, she pulled his pants and shorts off and angrily tossed them aside. Then she eased his loafers off his feet and dropped them to the floor. As she did, he pulled his tee up over his head and pitched it on the couch.


  Staring at his drooping, limp prick, she pushed his thighs apart and moved up between them. Resting her arms on his thighs, she gently lifted his peter, bringing the dormant giant to her lips as they parted and she gently sucked it inside.


  How could this happen, she drunkenly asked herself, her lips pursed around her son’s slowly hardening cock? How could she let it happen? She was a shameless slut, she thought. Now here she was worshipping at the altar of the Phallic God. Her god. The god of her ruin, she told herself, feeling it swell and fill with blood. She was making a graven image for herself. Making it so it could defile her for a second time. Defile it once again and fill it with her son’s venomous seed.


  As she sucked on his cock, she gently teased his big, swollen balls with her fingernails. She could feel his fingers lovingly caressing her hair as her head slowly rocked back and forth. The sleeping giant awoke slowly, raising its swollen, bloated head until it was once again ripe and fully hardened, ready to perform the evil task ahead.


  Opening her mouth, she raised her head, lifting her spit-covered lips off the thick shaft of his cock. As her lips cleared its great, purple head, she pursed them and gave it a soft, lingering kiss.


  "God, Mother…" she heard Tyler gasp as she pushed herself up to her feet, between his muscular thighs.


  With the evil ogre jutting up out from between his legs, she quickly stepped around him and crawled back onto the couch. Preparing herself for the second desecration, she rolled over onto her back and spread herself open for him as he got to his feet. Turning to face her, he stared down at her with love and lust pouring from his eyes as he explored her nakedness.


  "You’re so beautiful…" he murmured, resting his knee on the couch between her shapely calves. "The most beautiful woman in the world…"


  "Bring it to me," she gurgled softly reaching for the malignancy jutting out from his groin. "Bring it to me and take me…take me with it…take me as your slave…your lover."


  "Oh, God! God! God!" he gasped, bringing his other knee up between her outstretched legs as he crawled up over her.


  She stared down at his bobbing prick as he lowered it down into her hands once again. Holding onto it as if her life depended upon it, she forced its stiff hardness down. Down to the aching, gaping void between her legs. Guiding it down into the oozing opening of her vagina, she heard him give out a soft groan as he eased the head of his cock between the fleshy folds of flesh guarding her womanhood for a second time.


  "Motherrrrrr…" he gasped, thrusting forward and pushing his swollen cock down into the clutching tightness of her waiting pussy.


  "Zaaaaaacccc…" she choked out, unable to finish his name as his cock slithered down into the cum-filled depths of her cunt.


  Then she felt the rounded tip of his cock head nudge up against the opening of her cervix as his belly met hers. But the moment the head of his cock touched down, she felt her cervix retreat from it, shrinking away from it with aroused excitement.


  He and Harris were similarly equipped, she sickly thought as her pussy melted down around his swollen maleness. Were all the Twains so well endowed, or were they the only two? Who knows, she sickly asked herself? But being the filthy slut she was, and now that she had so easily transversed the first initiation into incestuous love, she drunkenly thought, maybe someday she would find out about her other two sons!


  Zachary began to work his cock in and out of her pussy as she looked up into his lust-glazed eyes. Guilt aside, it was all she could dream for, she told herself. Now she had two men to satisfy her unnatural sex drive. Two men she loved and two men who loved her. Two men who would go to any extreme to keep her satisfied and happy. But Harris could never know about Zachary. This thing…this thing they had born between Zachary and her, must forever stay a secret. A family secret that must never see the light of day.


  "Baby…Baby…" she murmured, lifting one leg and gently draping it across his back, tightening her pussy’s already suffocating hold on his pistoning prick. "No one…no one can ever know…no one can ever know about this…"


  "I know…I know," he panted, working his hips faster as she milked her pussy down around his cock. "I won’t, unh…I wont, unh…I won’t ever, unh…ever tell anyone, unh."


  "Never…ever…promise me…promise me," she gasped, lifting her other leg up and dropping it on his back.


  "I promise, unh…I promise, Mother, unh," he puffed between strokes. "I won’t tell, unh…ever, unh!"


  Looking up into his eyes, she pulled him down to her. Locking her open mouth down over his, she thrust her tongue inside his mouth. Still fucking like sex-crazed animals, they kissed with such passion, Arlene thought the fillings in her teeth would melt and drop down on their twisting, intertwining, undulating tongues.


  What she felt for Harris was devotion, and a deep, comforting love for him. Of course, there was the hot, passionate sex to prove their love for each other, but it could be soft and loving, too. It was the love a woman felt for her man. It was marriage, in a word.


  But this…this, she couldn’t think of a word to describe it. It, too, was hot, passionate sex, but with a hard edge instead of softness. It was loving, too. But much more than the love a woman felt for her man. It was also the love a mother felt for her child. Then there was the danger of it all. The risk that they could be found out. And they had stepped over the line, stepping from licit to illicit love in that one fatal moment. From what was normal, expected, and acceptable into the aberrant, unexpected and forbidden. It was like eating the fruit from the tree of good and evil. She knew what she was doing was forbidden and evil, but she had to do it anyway.


  And the physical side of it, too. The feel of her son’s giant penis sliding in and out of her pussy. The feeling of excitement and pleasure it brought to her as it raked back and forth across her jutting clit. The taste of his spit in her mouth as their tongues sparred and dueled. The muscular hardness of his chest rubbing against the pliant softness of her breasts as they touched. The whole touching of their bodies as they worked against each other in their incestuous copulating was so wrong and yet so right…


  While some of her senses were dulled by the alcohol she had consumed during the day, the deadening effect prolonged other feelings, dragging them out and making them last longer and longer. It was as if they were on a barge floating along, basking in glorious feelings welling up from their groins, savoring each delectable moment, wishing it could last forever, but knowing the end was approaching. The roaring in her ears was like the thunder of an approaching waterfall. There was no escaping it. She was about to take the plunge over it. And she would fall, screaming out her pleasure and joy as she fell headlong into the churning chaos of gratification and gluttony, drowning herself in its all-consuming wickedness.


  "IIIIeeeeeeeeee!" she screamed out, her voice filling the room with its shrill anguish.


  Throwing her head back, she arched her back so hard she expected it to snap at any second, as she thrust herself up against her son’s pounding attack. Her fingernails became claws, knifing into his bounding ass as she pulled him into her deeper and deeper. Every muscle and fiber in her body shook and quivered while she locked her ankles behind his back and hammered her heels into his ass. She could feel the fiery knots of her nipples burning into his chest as she ground them against him.


  Then as wave after wave of triumphal gratification washed over her, she felt him give way. Down deep inside her salivating, clutching cunt, his cock lurched so hard she wondered if it had bruised the delicate channel as it ejaculated a massive gush of scalding cum out into her. The lurching, spurting monster filled her so quickly, so completely, she could feel the hot, gooey sap oozing out around the ogre’s shaft. As it did, it ran down the crack of her ass, painting her constricted asshole with its gummy heat before it puddled down between her widespread legs.


  "Mother…Mother…Mother…" she heard him gasp out as he held his spewing prick down inside the tight, clutching hole while it spurted out more and more cum into her.


  It was all too much for her booze-dulled brain and she felt herself slowly being overwhelmed by the blackness that surrounded her. The wall of darkness moved closer and closer until she found herself a part of it…


  


  ~~~


  


  A long, uneventful, guilt-filled week had passed for Arlene. Feeling guilty for letting them cross over the bounds of morality, she had avoided Zachary as much as she could. She made sure that they didn’t spend any time alone as she thought about what they had done and now where it could all lead. She knew that she should stop it. Stop it before it became something more than it already was. Even though she felt guilt, there was so much more to it all.


  Yes, she thought…he had initiated it! But she hadn’t stopped him. In fact, she had encourage him. And after acquiescing, she had been the instigator. So, deep down inside, as much as she wanted it to stop, she wanted it to go on, too. She wanted the danger…the excitement it gave her…the wickedness of doing the forbidden…


  And since it had happened, she even found sex between her and Harris had taken on a new and exciting flavor. It was like she was cheating on Zachary and that gave it all an added dimension of wickedness. And she could imagine that it would be the same with him, too. The fact that she was cheating on Harris…cheating on him with his own son…their own son…


  It was all so confusing and unsettling. But what was she to do? She wanted her cake and wanted to eat it too. But, she would just have to wait and see how things played out…


  


  ~~~


  


  She was washing breakfast dishes, unaware the Zachary was stealthily sneaking up behind her. Luckily, it being a Saturday, the rest of the family had scattered to the four winds. Harris was golfing. Tyler and Garth were down at the school grounds playing basketball. Tamantha, Ashley and Megan were all over at Gloria’s house. This left her and Zachary alone in the house. That probably explained the reason that Zach was naked as he crept across the kitchen toward her.


  Suddenly, he was up behind her, snaking his arms around her and locking his hands onto her big, dangling breasts.


  "Oh! Zachary!" she squealed. "You frightened me."


  "How did you know it was me?" he complained, squeezing and fondling her breasts.


  "And just who else would it be?" she shot back.


  "Just wanted to surprise you, Mom," he giggled, squeezing her tits through her soft, summery halter-top.


  "Well, that you did," she softly laughed, pressing her butt back against his obvious erection.


  Her halter-top was essentially two cups and two straps of material that held her heavy tits. One strap wrapped around her just below her breasts and the other wrapped around her neck. As she pressed herself against him, she felt his lips brush over her skin around the knot that held the strap tied around her neck. Then she felt a tiny tug and her halter-top went limp, falling down over his clutching, groping hands. Quickly moving them out from the material, he clutched her bare breasts in his hot hands. Cupping the heavy treasures, he gently tweaked and teased her puffy nipples, as they quickly grew hard and sensitive.


  As he toyed with her surging nipples, she quickly ran her soapy hands down to her short shorts. Finding the button holding them closed, she flicked in open and shoved her shorts down her legs. Then her soapy hands flew back up to her panties and pushed them down, baring her pussy. Zach continued to tease and torment her big, heavy tits as she stepped out of her shorts and panties. Widening her stance, she reached around behind her to undress him, but found that he was already naked with his big cock jutting up hard and ready.


  "You don’t have any boppies on," she groaned, clenching his rock hardness in her fist.


  "Just get in the way…" he muttered, nibbling his way up from her shoulder onto her neck and then up to her ear.


  "Oh…Honey," she whispered, her legs instinctively spreading wider as she let go of his rock-hard cock and felt it slither down the crack of her ass.


  Then she felt the hard, rounded head of his prick nudge up against the soft lips of her pussy. Reaching down between her legs, she gripped his cock with the tips of her fingers and guided the fleshy harpoon to the juice-smeared opening of her vagina.


  Zachary still clutched her big tits in his hands as she heard him grunt and lunge upward, driving his cock into her all the way up to its hairy hilt on the first thrust. It was almost like their fiery first time, she sickly thought as he rapidly plunged his cock in and out of her at breakneck speed. Then, he suddenly stopped.


  "What? Why are you stopping?" she groaned, already feeling herself slipping toward a quick and inflamed conclusion.


  He didn’t answer. Instead, he dropped her tits, jerked his juice-slathered cock out of her pussy and spun her around to face him. Staring into his lust-crazed eyes, she felt his hands grasp her around the waist. With a soft tug, he grunted and lifted lift her up onto the counter. Her juice-slathered ass made a wet, squeaky noise when it came skidding across the Formica counter top as he pulled her to him. A stringy stream of juice dripped out of her pussy that was now dangling over the edge of the counter top. The glistening drop of juice, trailing a long strand of it behind it dripped all the way to the floor as he lifted his giant prick up and fitted its evil, tapered head into the oozing opening between her meaty cunt lips once again.


  Then, as their lips touched, he slid his hands under her legs and gently lifted them into the air. Now the backs of her legs were pressed against his muscular chest as she felt his cock sliding in and out of her juice-filled cunt. She let out a soft, little grunt every time he pounded his cock into her. She could even feel his big, dangling nuts wetly slapping up against the juice-slathered cheeks of her ass. This was all so wild. So fucking wild and crazy! Anyone could step into the kitchen any second and catch them going at each other like dogs fucking in the street. That element of risk only heightened her excitement and she could feel herself slipping down that slippery slope once again. He continued to pound his cock into her clutching cunt as she felt his arms snake around her and lock themselves together. Suddenly, with a loud grunt, he drove his cock into her pussy as deep as it would go at the same time he lifted her up into the air. Reaching out, she wrapped her arms around his neck to keep from falling backwards as he struggled to hold her in the air. Watching his face grimace from the strain, she felt him turn and start to reel across the kitchen. Her tight pussy was gripping down on his cock as it jerked in and out with each step.


  Finally making it to the living room, she saw that the couch…their couch…had already been turned down and now awaited their return. Reaching the couch, Zachary carefully leaned down over it, letting her settle down onto her back. Keeping his hips thrust forward and his big slab of meat buried down inside the hot socket of her pussy, he pushed her thighs up against her quivering breasts. Starring up between her legs into his lust-filled eyes, she felt him immediately begin to work the monster in and out of her.


  "God, unh…feels so gooooood, unh…so good to make love to you, unh…make love to your hot, tight pussy, unh…" he grunted, pounding his cock into her harder and harder.


  "Yes, uh…yes, uh…feels good, uh," she babbled, watching her feet slashing back and forth by his head in cadence with the savage attack he was inflicting on her pussy.


  Her pussy, already throbbing from the first assault was quickly gathering itself for another grand hurrah. As she fought to reach it, she felt her muscles straining and her pussy clenching down tighter and tighter around his pistoning prick.


  "Zach, uh…Zach, uh…Zach, uh…" she choked out, thrusting herself up against him and curving her hands and clutching his bounding ass, dragging him down into her deeper and deeper.


  Digging his toes down into the couch for better traction, he hammered his cock into her with wild abandon as she writhed and thrashed about below him.


  "This, uh…IT, uh…Now, uh…ohhhgggooodddd," she groaned out as her body began to tremble and shake.


  Watching his mother contort and twist under him was too much for Zachary as his cock bucked and fired out a giant gusher of superheated semen into her. Grabbing and holding onto each other, they kissed long and deep as the throes of their orgasms poured over and through their bodies, filling them with pleasure and joy. Boy and woman…Mother and son…Lovers…they let the passion of their incestuous communion fill them with its unholy fire. Now and forever they would be bound together by the blasphemous tie that held them together. And they would have to sanctify the vows of the satanic covenant between them every opportunistic chance they had…
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  Chapter Two - Death of Innocence


  Harris sat at his desk, his mind wandering and finally settling on his oldest daughter, Tamantha. As of late, he couldn’t seem to get her out of his mind. She had just turned eighteen, and everything she did seemed so sensual, so erotic, and so sexual. At least in Harris’ sick, twisted mind, it did. He knew that thinking about her the way he did was hideous, but he couldn’t stop himself.


  To make things worse, she was the captain of the cheerleading squad. As such, it seemed like she ran around the house in her cheerleader outfit half the time. The short, pleated skirt so short, her cute little tush was barely covered by it and the crotch of her bright, red panties were always peeking out at him. Teasing him! Taunting him! The skirt left her long, curvaceous legs bare to taunt him even more. If only…if only there was a way to get those long, tanned, curvaceous legs wrapped around his waist, he sickly dreamed. But the topper, pardon the pun, was the thin top she wore with the pleated skirt. It was so short. So short it stopped just below her big, perfect breasts, leaving her midriff and pierced belly button available for the world to see. And she rarely wore a brassiere, probably because it would show. This left her tits to bobble and jiggle freely under the top, leaving little to his imagination and sending him even deeper into his depraved obsession with her.


  There ought to be a law, he thought. A law to prevent daughters from dressing the way she dressed. Then he wouldn’t be so tempted all the time. Maybe he should make her quit the cheerleading team! But she loved it so much. He couldn’t do that…Besides, then what would he have to obsess over…


  Suddenly, there was a soft tap on his door.


  "Daddy, are you in there?" he heard Tamantha ask through the door.


  Oh, God, another trial, he dementedly thought, knowing that she had just returned from cheerleader practice.


  "Yes, uh, come on in," he choked out, already feeling a sheen of sweat forming on his forehead.


  The door swung open and there she was. His eyes frantically swept up and down her body taking in all her youthful beauty. Smiling, she turned and quickly closed the door behind her.


  What now, he frantically thought, his eyes dropping to her hand as he watched her twist the lock closed.


  "I need to talk to you, Daddy," she said, slowly stepping over to the couch, her hips rolling from side to side like well-oiled machines under the short, short cheerleader skirt.


  "Uh…about what? What about, Hon," he muttered, his eyes involuntarily dropping down to her big, jiggling, bobbling tits as she sat down on the couch.


  "About a guy," she said, a slight blush coloring her pretty cheeks. "I know that I shouldn’t be doing this…but it’s driving me nuts…and I need to talk to someone about this guy…this guy that I want to…uh…uh…you know!"


  Harris was in a state of shock. How could she burst in and tell him that she wanted to fuck some guy? Was she crazy? This was outrageous! He couldn’t believe it!


  "NO! NO! You can’t," Harris exploded, anger and jealousy pouring into his mind like waters rushing over a dam. "Who? Who is it? I won’t let you! Tell me! Tell me so I can beat the crap out of him!"


  "But, Daddy, I love him so much," she whined. "I want him so bad, I ache all over."


  Feeling like a dying fish out of water, not knowing what to do or say to her, he clutched at straws, hoping to say something…anything to prevent her from giving herself to the son of a bitch.


  "Tam…Tamantha…don’t you think this is something you should be discussing with your mother?" he groaned.


  "NO! Oh, NO! I can’t do that," she whimpered. "She must never know!"


  "Why? Why not? If you can tell me, why not her? Why me?" he gasped, staring into her big, teary eyes.


  "Because…because it’s you that I want," she gushed out.


  The roaring in his ears drowned out everything else she said, as an atom bomb exploded down inside his immediately-hardened cock.


  She wanted him? His sweet, beautiful daughter wanted him? It was the last thing on earth he was expecting to hear from her. And now…now that he had heard it, he still couldn’t believe it.


  "ME? ME?" he asked, stupefied by the sudden turn of events, but resolved to put up one last line of resistance to prevent the catastrophe that was unfolding before his eyes. "I’m your father for Christ’s sake! How? What? I can’t…We can't!"


  "Yes…yes, you, Daddy," she smiled, leaning back against the couch and ever so slowly easing her legs apart. "I want you to make me a woman…I’ve saved myself for you…"


  "You…You’re…you’re a virgin?" he choked out, he eyes dipping down to the ever-widening gap between her gorgeous legs.


  Then it dawned on him. There was no hint of red. She always wore red panties with her cheerleader outfit…so she must not be wearing any panties! No panties at all!


  "Yes, Daddy, I’m a virgin…for you," she said, reaching down and teasingly pulling up the short skirt to reveal her bare, hairless pussy.


  "Oh…God…Darling," he groaned, gawking down at the treasure he had dreamed of unearthing for so long. "Why? Why, after all this time? Why, me?"


  "I’ve always known that it was you that I wanted to lead me into womanhood," she crooned, running her hand down to the delicate, fragile flower between her legs. "What could be more exciting than having the man who made me take away my innocence? The man who will someday give my hand away in marriage…Let that be the man take away my youth and make me a real woman!"


  His cock was so hard, he knew that it was going to come ripping out through his pants any second as he watched his daughter teasingly finger her small, jutting clitoris.


  "Oh, Honey, I want you so bad…always wanted you so much! I’ve always wanted you, but I kept myself from acting on those evil thoughts. It would be so wrong for us to do this," he muttered, helplessly torn between the choices of good and evil being presented to him.


  "I know, and I want you too…" she said, spreading her legs wider. "I want to feel you between my legs. I want to feel you inside me. I want to feel your sweet cream fill me just like you filled Mother to make me. Yes, I want all that…but not now! Not today…because I want it to be special. I want it to be special when we can take all the time we need…time to show our love for each other. Just the two of us, alone to make love forever and ever."


  "When?" he groaned out. "When?"


  "Soon…you’ll know, but for now, come, taste me…come taste my little flower…Daddy—"


  "God, Tam, Tamantha," he groaned, struggling out of the chair and dropping to his knees.


  Crawling on his knees across the miles separating them, he shuffled toward the treasure waiting for him down between his daughter’s beautiful, outstretched legs. This was blasphemy, he told himself as he crawled up between her legs. But he couldn’t stop himself. He had to taste it. Taste her sweet innocence.


  Leaning down over her, he opened his mouth and found the waiting wetness between her legs. As he did, he inhaled deeply, savoring the exotic fragrances welling up from her secrecy. The aromas of sweat, woman, heated arousal, and fermenting juices all welled up from her beautiful pussy as he wallowed in the pure perversion of it all. Then, closing his mouth down around her, he searched for the jutting bud of her clit with the tip of his tongue.


  "God…Yessssss," she hissed as his tongue tickled across the little bud of nerves.


  Shoving herself up against his mouth, she dug her fingers down into his hair and jerked him down onto her.


  Reveling in the sweet taste of her fermenting juices and feeling her softness pressed against his lips and tongue, he frantically tongued her clit, wanting to bring her over the top as fast as he could. Like a pig at a trough, he shamelessly licked and lapped at her as she blatantly humped herself up at him.


  Snaking his arms around behind her back, he pulled her to him as he hungrily devoured her youthful pussy.


  Her feet, hidden inside a pair of ankle high, lace-trimmed white socks were pushing down on the floor, giving her more leverage for her humping barrage as she hammered away at his mouth and lips with her hot pussy.


  "Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!" she groaned out as he felt her whole body begin to tremble and shake.


  Lashing his tongue back and forth across her clit, he ruthlessly attacked it with a passion he had never felt before. Looking up her shaking body, he saw that one of her big, perfect tits had flounced out from under her top and lay jiggling and quivering right before his eyes. It looked like she was having a seizure as she had her head thrown back, her eyes tightly clenched and her mouth open. A dribble of spit trickled out of the corner of her mouth ran down her chin as she groaned out her gratification and her pussy spewed out a river of juice onto his chin…


  Harris had never felt such a feeling of power and need as he watched his daughter orgasm under his mouth. He had given this to her. He had made her come. He had given this pleasure to her. The barrier that had held him back from her for so long had disintegrated right before his eyes. Now he would have her and have her again and again and again, he deliriously told himself…


  At last the tremors undulating through her body began to weaken while her murmuring groans grew softer and softer until they finally stopped. Now she lay before him a puddled mass of wearied flesh.


  "God…Daddy…awesome," she finally groaned, lifting her hands off his head as she lay slouched back against the couch. "Better than I ever thought…"


  "It was good for me, too," he sighed, looking up at her, running his tongue around his lips as he wiped his hand across his chin. "I love the way you taste. All hot and horny.


  "Now…you…" she smiled at him.


  "You…you don’t have to…" he mumbled, feeling a sudden twinge of guilt.


  "I want to," she emphatically said. "Get up!"


  "If you really," he told her, using her thighs to help him push himself up to his feet.


  "Yesssss," she hissed like a snake, staring down at the large bulge jutting out against the front of his pants.


  Like a child on Christmas morning, she reached out and hesitantly unzipped his pants. Once they were open, she tentatively dug her fingers into the opening of his shorts. He felt the hot tips of her fingers quickly find his rock-hard cock and wrap around it. Hoping he wouldn’t shoot his load before she got his cock out of his shorts, he felt her finally tug it out into the open.


  "Oh…it’s big," she said, staring down at his jutting cock in reverence and awe.


  "Too big?" he muttered, looking down as she gently ran her fingertips over it, making it jump and twitch.


  "No…no…just bigger than I thought it would be," she mumbled, leaning forward and placing a wet kiss on the rounded tip of its big, purple head.


  The kiss ended in a wet slurp as she hungrily sucked his rigid peter in between her perfect, painted lips. He had never felt such electric excitement before, he maniacally thought. It was like sticking his dick into an electric socket as the sparks flashed up through his cock and burst into his brain. He couldn’t stop the involuntary rocking of his hips as he slid his cock in and out of the hot, sucking hole of her mouth. He was fucking his daughter's mouth. Fucking her sweet, innocent mouth from which the words he had so longed to hear had flowed only moments before.


  It was all just too much as he felt a fireball of pleasure burst down in his dangling balls. As it did, a gigantic spume of thick, hot semen spewed up his cock. Then with a twitching jerk, his peter ejected the giant gob of cum into his beautiful daughter’s hot, sucking mouth.


  "Ummmmmmmmmmmm…" he heard her murmur out around his spurting cock as she dug her fingernails into the cheeks of his quivering ass and pulled his prick deeper into her ravenous mouth.


  Suddenly, there was a loud knocking on the door as someone rattled the doorknob.


  "Oh Fuck!" he grunted out as his cock continued to kick and spurt gush after gush of cum into his daughter’s mouth.


  "Uh…Yes…Yes…Just a minute," he was finally able to bark out as the last tremors of pleasure tickled through his cock.


  "Ummmmmmm," Tamantha crooned under her breath as she eased her head back and let his softening prick slither out from between her pouty lips.


  Then she looked up at him and suggestively ran her hot, little tongue around her lips.


  "God…Tammy…God," he groaned softly.


  "Dad! Dad!" he heard Garth holler at him through the door.


  "Just a minute," Harris grunted, angrily wondering what his youngest son wanted.


  Jerking up his zipper, he saw Tamantha demurely flip her skirt down, stuff her tit back under her top. Then she slapped her legs together and stood up.


  Still in a euphoric daze, he watched her lean toward him and give him a soft, lingering kiss on the lips before she stepped toward the door.


  Stopping at the door, she flicked off the lock and slowly opened it.


  Then, as Garth stared on in confusion, she turned back toward Harris.


  "Thank you so much, Daddy," she said, giving him a wink that Garth couldn’t see. "The way you explained it makes it so much clearer."


  "Uh…okay," he shakily said, frantically trying to regain his composure. "Come back if you need any more help with it…"


  "Oh, you can bet I will," she said, smiling innocently at Garth as she stepped around him and walked away.


  "What do you want, Garth," Harris asked with an undercurrent of impatience in his voice…


  


  ~~~


  


  Harris was sitting at his desk the next morning, still having difficulty believing what had happened in the room the day before. He had heard the boys depart for school earlier. He was wondering how he would be able to get Tamantha alone and finish what they had started when he heard Arlene clopping down toward his office on her high heels.


  Looking toward the door, he saw her peek around the doorframe.


  "Oh, there you are," she laughed, stepping into his office. "I’ve been looking all over for you."


  "I just have a couple of things I need to do before I head in for work," he guiltily smiled back at her.


  "Well, I’m about to take Ashley and Megan to school," she said with an impatient look on her face. "Tamantha has apparently come down with something and is staying home from school. So look in on her before you head out. Okay?"


  "Uh…okay, I’ll do that," he said, his mind swirling with excitement.


  Home! She was staying home! He had to see her! Was this their chance?


  "Are you okay?" he heard Arlene ask him as he stared off into space.


  "Uh…yeah…sure," he grunted, looking over at her and smiling. "I just remembered something else I need to do before I leave."


  "Oh…okay," she laughed. "Well, I’m off. Love you and see you this evening."


  "Love you, too…" he said, getting up and stepping over to her to give her a peck on the cheek. "Bye…see you later…"


  He stood in the doorway watching her clop back down the hall, her beautiful ass rolling in rhythm with each step. Even though his daughter was his main focus at the moment, he still admired the way Arlene swished her ass back and forth as she walked. Then, she stopped, turned and gave him a little wave before she disappeared.


  In a fog, Harris dropped back into his chair and waited. Finally, he heard Arlene’s car start up and back out of the driveway. Then Arlene and his two youngest daughters were gone as an eerie silence settled over the house. It was spooky to know that Tamantha was probably up in her room waiting. Waiting for him to join her and consummate what they had started yesterday afternoon. Or was she really ill? Maybe she was having an attack of guilt about what they had done. He had to find out…find out the truth…


  On shaky legs, he slowly climbed the stairs and tottered down to her room to find the door was closed. Raising his hand, he gently rapped on it.


  "Tamantha…can I come in?" he asked.


  "Yes…Daddy…come in…" she answered back at him through the door.


  Not knowing what to expect, he twisted the doorknob with numb fingers and pushed the door open.


  His heart did a flip-flop as he gawked into her room. Tamantha was still in bed Naked! She was half-lying, half-sitting with one long, beautiful leg folded up under her and her other leg crossed over it. One hand rested just under a gorgeous, milky breast as she leaned back supporting herself on her other hand. As he lifted his eyes up to her beautiful face, he saw she was staring back at him with a sultry, seductive look on her pretty face. The look sent a shiver of excitement arcing through his cock.


  "What took you so long, Daddy," she cooed, stretching her arm out like a cat stretching, waiting to be petted. "I’ve been waiting for you."


  "God, Tammy…You’re so beautiful!" he grunted, staggering toward her bed.


  "Come to me, Daddy," she purred, reaching out for him.


  "First, first I’ve got to make a call, first…"


  "Whatever you say, Daddy," she smiled, watching him pull his cell out of his pocket.


  Stabbing his finger at the screen, he waited, watching her reach for him again. As he heard the phone ringing on the other end of the line, he felt her quickly unthreading his belt through its buckle.


  Finally someone answered…


  "Uh…Bill," he muttered into the phone as Tamantha slowly unzipped his pants and spread them open. "Bill, something has come up at the house…and I’m going to have to stay home and take care of it."


  As he spoke, he watched Tamantha stifle a giggle as she let go of his pants and pointed at his big, hard cock, still hidden under his shorts.


  "Yeah…yeah…I’ll be in tomorrow," he said while Tamantha dug her fingers under the waistband of his jockey shorts.


  "Okay, unh," he grunted as he felt his shorts being jerked down his legs. "Yeah, see yah tomorrow!"


  Laying the phone down on her nightstand, he watched his big dick twitching up and down in front of his daughter’s face. It was all he could do to keep from grabbing her head and shoving her mouth down on it.


  "It looks bigger today, Daddy," she cooed, softly running her fingers over the thick, swollen shaft as he toed his loafers off and stepped out of his pants and shorts.


  "It probably is," he groaned. "It was so hard all night long last night…and I couldn’t make it go down…until your mother and I…we, uh, she made it go down… But I couldn’t stop thinking about you…you and me! It was weird, making love to her while I was fantasizing it was you."


  "You and Mom," Tamantha giggled, squeezing his cock with her hot hand. "You and Mom did it last night? And you were fantasizing that it was me?"


  ‘Yeah…yeah, and she said I was a wild man," he muttered, dropping his shirt on the bed. "She said she couldn’t remember the last time I’d been that wild!"


  "That is exciting," she murmured, slowly working her hand up and down his steel-hard cock. "Picturing you balling Mom and thinking about me."


  "Yeah, but not as exciting as…as picturing me…you, and me" he said. "Me taking away…taking away your…your virginity."


  "Yeah…" she said, letting go of his cock and scooting away from him. "But about that…"


  "What? You lied? You’re not a virgin?" he asked, disappointment written all over his face.


  "Yes! Yes! I’m a virgin! But…" she fussed.


  "But what?" he wanted to know. "You’re either a virgin or you’re not!"


  "I’ve never been…been with another man…or boy either for that matter," she told him, leaning over and pulling open the drawer of her nightstand.


  "What then?" he muttered staring at her hand as she lifted a black dildo out of the drawer.


  "I used this…so I wouldn’t make a bloody mess when you took me. There…now you know. I hope you aren’t disappointed!"


  "Disappointed," he groaned, leaning down onto the bed. "How could I be disappointed? Knowing that you would do that, do that so that our first time would be…be so much better."


  "But I don’t know," she hesitantly said, holding the smaller dildo up beside the twitching monster sticking out of his groin. "Your cock, uh, your penis is so much bigger. I hope it will fit in me."


  Looking down, Harris saw that his cock was indeed bigger than the dildo. His big prick was at least an inch longer and half again as big around as the glistening black dildo.


  "I do, too," he said, watching her toss the dildo on the bed.


  "Oh, Daddy, I love you so much," she gurgled, throwing her arms and legs apart as he crawled up over her. "I want you so much."


  "I want you, too, my Dearest One," he groveled, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her to him. "I only hope that I can give you the pleasure you deserve. I hope that it is all that you think it will be."


  "It will be, Daddy, it will be," she softly cooed, spreading her legs even wider for him.


  "Help me! Help me find you," he panted, gently probing her nether region with his stiff, hard cock, searching for the tiny opening of her womanhood.


  "Yes…yes," she shushed, reaching down between them and finding his cock with her hot hands.


  "Oh, God, Baby," Harris groaned out as he felt her fingers on his cock, pushing it down, guiding it down to the virginal opening of her vagina.


  Easing his hips forward, he felt the head of his big cock finally find the clutching tightness of her virgin cunt.


  "OH…oh…Honey…Baby…Tam!" he wept out as his peter slowly sank down into the perfect pureness of her femininity.


  Taking away her innocence and youth, it slid deeper and deeper until her virginity was no longer. She was now woman, he feverishly thought as their bellies ground together. They were now one, joined in the sickest, twisted way imaginable. Father and daughter. Man and woman. Incestuous lovers taking part in an obscene rite of passage for her. The passage from youthful innocence into womanhood.


  "Oh-Daddy, it’s like they said," she gurgled. "Only better…so much better."


  "Who? What? What did who say?" he asked her, gently grinding his groin into hers and burying himself ever deeper into the once sacrosanct purity of her vagina.


  "The girls…the girls at school," she gushed breathlessly. "They said that making love was…was awesome, but they didn’t know that I would be sharing this moment with you! Sharing it with my father! Sharing this sacred moment with the man I love most in the whole world. That makes it so much more special!"


  "Oh God!" he groaned out, backing out and beginning to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes.


  "Yes, oh yes, Daddy, yes, like that!" she hissed, thrusting herself back up at him.


  Now he was entering Heaven’s gate, he deliriously thought. Or was it Hell’s inferno? The line between them was like the line between love and hate. And he was tottering on the razor’s edge between them. Which way would he fall if he should slip and make that fatal mistake of falling totally and helplessly in love with her?


  But that was a matter for future consideration, he told himself…now he must bring her the happiness she so desperately sought. Stiffening his arms, he looked down on her as his hips worked back and forth, driving his cock in and out of her hot, slavering pussy. She had her legs bent at the knee, feet resting between his calves, thrusting them down onto the bed as she humped herself up at him. Her head was thrown back and her eyes had a wild, mad, glazed look about them as she fucked herself back at him. He could feel her sharp fingernails digging into the skin of his waist as she pushed and pulled on him, leading him on, urging him to fuck her harder and harder.


  It had to be the heaven side of it, he frantically thought as he fucked her. There could be no creature with such beauty and passion in hell. This was a goddess he was making love to. The very goddess of love. Her breasts frolicked up and down like two mountains of pink Jell-O as they fucked. Her damp, whitish-blond hair spread out around her head like a lion’s mane, but she was no lion. She was a lioness. A hungry, prowling lioness feasting on his flesh. Devouring him with her hot, clutching pussy as he pounded himself into her with tireless energy. And he would willingly sacrifice himself for her pleasure. He would tear the flesh from his bones and feed it to her if it would bring her what she needed. That was what any father would do…


  Thankfully, his prick had been drained twice recently. Once by her own sensual mouth and once by Arlene’s ravenous cunt. Now he would be able to prolong their consummation. Prolong the despoiling of the beautiful flower between his daughter’s legs as he led her from the pure, sweet innocence of childhood into the rapture of womanhood.


  Biting her lower lips, she gazed up into his eyes with a distant, faraway, unfocused look in her eyes. He could see and feel that she was nearing release. The muscles in her arms and legs were already beginning to quiver and strain as she fought closer and closer to her finish. Her beautiful tits were bounding up and down in rhythm with the pounding attack he was inflicting on her pussy. She was taking all he was giving without a hint of complaint.


  He could feel the pool of molten cream down inside his balls growing hotter and hotter as they flopped back and forth slapping up against his daughter’s upturned butt. Her skin was so soft, so smooth, he feverishly thought. Smooth and soft as a baby’s skin. His baby! He was defiling his own baby. The baby he had brought into the world those long years ago.


  His sick, deranged love for her was filling him with its evil power. It was a love that had shoved aside his fatherly love for her and replaced it with this…this ungodly love of her and her body. It was the love he had wanted to show her for so very, very long. And now that it was happening, it was quickly overwhelming him. He would never be the same. Now that she was his, he could never share her with anyone. No other man must ever touch her.


  Then he felt her slowly lift her long legs up into the air and gently drape them down over his back. As she did, he could feel her soft, round heels gently tapping against his butt every time he drew back to send his penis back down into the strangling tightness of her pussy.


  He could feel the burning precursor of his eruption filling his balls with its incandescent insistence. Tamantha was straining up against him, thrusting herself up at him on every deep, penetrating stroke. Fighting to hold it back, he wanted to bring her over the top first. Give her the pleasure and satisfaction she so wanted so much.


  Then, all of a sudden, he felt her body stiffen as she thrust herself up against him and pulled him down against her.


  "Oh…Yesssssssssss…" she hissed out, digging her heels down into his ass and forcing him even deeper into the depths of her spasming cunt as it grabbed and clutched at his buried prick.


  "Tammmmieeeeeee," he bellowed out as a fireball of electricity burst down inside his balls making his cock explode down deep inside her womanhood.


  This was the moment, he frantically thought. The moment he had waited his whole life for. The moment of fulfillment. Fulfillment of the dream he had dreamt of for so long.


  And now his whole body was liquefying, turning into a molten mass of man and semen, pouring out through his jerking, twitching cock into the sanctity of his daughter’s virginal purity.


  "Yesssss…yessss, Daddy, yessssss!" she screamed out, holding him clutched against her as she quivered and shook her way through her orgasm.


  But too soon, it was over! The defilement was done! He had possessed her and made her his…his woman…she was no longer just his daughter…now she was his lover!


  "Daddy," she murmured, her eyes finally fluttering open as she looked up into his eyes.


  The love flowing between them was overpowering. Harris had never felt such passion…such love! It consumed him, filling him with its addictive power.


  He wanted to tell her how he felt…but he was afraid to! If she knew, she might use it against him! After all, he was the father, and she was the daughter. He wanted to tell her just what she meant to him. How much he loved her!


  He was going to have to balance on a delicate, tightrope of emotions he had created. He had to balance his love for her with his control over her life. He wanted to grant her every wish, but knew he couldn’t. To do so would give away their secrecy. He wanted to shower her with love and affection until she was drowning in it, but would have to keep all those emotions under tight rein


  Finally, his mind in chaos, he slowly backed his softening peter out of her cum-drenched pussy and rolled over beside her.


  If she only knew what he felt for her, he sickly thought as they stared into each other’s eyes and basked in the lovely afterglow of lovemaking.


  "I love you so much, Daddy," she murmured. "It was just like I thought it would be! Better even!"


  "I love you, too, my Darling…" he murmured back, realizing just how mushy his endearment must sound to her.


  "Does it always feel this good?" she asked him as her hand found his penis once again.


  "Yes…" he lied, wanting to prolong the intimacy between them. "Even better once we get to know each other…know each other and share our secrets..."


  "Secrets?" she asked with a puzzled look on her face.


  "Yes, secrets…" he told her. "Share the secrets of lovemaking…those secrets that only you know about yourself…the secrets of what you want…how you want it…what you want me to do to please you!"


  "Oh, Daddy," she gushed, roughly squeezing his slowly hardening penis. "I love you so much! I’m so happy…so glad it was you! I can’t even imagine doing it with anyone else. I love that it was you that made me a woman! Making me a woman so I can please you…be your woman!"


  "Oh, my sweet Tamantha," he groaned, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her to him.


  Their lips met and they kissed long and deeply as he held her pressed against him.


  "I love you so much," Harris cried as their lips finally parted.


  "Daddy…Daddy…" she gurgled. "Make love to me…make love to me again…"


  "How? How do you want me to do it this time, my love? Share your secrets with me…" he groaned.


  "I don’t care, Daddy…" she mumbled, lifting her leg and sensually draping it over his hip, opening herself to him. "I just want to feel you inside of me again!"


  Slowly arching his back, Harris brought his hardened dick up between her legs as she grabbed it and fitted it into the cum-smeared opening of her vagina. Feeling the moist warmth of her pussy close down around the head of his prick, he scooted higher and curled his hips upward. As he did, he eased his throbbing peter into the hot, clutch of her vagina. Staring into his daughter’s tear-filled eyes, he began to fuck her with slow, deliberate strokes.


  As he fucked her, Harris could see her big, beautiful tits slowly undulating up and down. They were so big, he deliriously thought. Even bigger than Arlene’s. He could only imagine what they would be like if she were pregnant…pregnant and her beautiful breasts filled with milk…sweet, warm mother’s milk.


  As much as he wanted that, he knew they couldn’t risk that. They couldn’t go there…but now the horse was out of the barn…they had used no protection…there was no closing the gate now…but he had to know!


  "Tam," he mumbled, sliding his cock into her and holding it thrust up inside her. "Tam, Baby…are you…are you using birth, uh, you know birth control?"


  "Yes…yes, Daddy…" she smiled at him, clutching her pussy down around his cock. "I took care of everything. I wanted this to be so special! I didn’t want anything to ruin it. I wanted this to be our special day and I didn’t want to share it with anyone else…not even our baby!"


  "Oh, my sweet Tamantha," Harris groaned, his love for her spilling out of his heart like water pouring over a dam.


  One less secret he would have to keep, he sickly thought.


  Their mouths met again and crushed against each other, their tongues twisting and sinuously fighting as he began to pump his cock in and out of her.


  "Faster, Daddy…faster…" Tamantha panted after a few short moments.


  His movement restricted by their position, Harris held onto her keeping his prick buried inside her as he forcefully rolled her over onto her back.


  Reaching down, he shoved his hands down under her thighs and lifted them up into the air. Thrusting them up, he lifted them up until her they were brushing against her quivering tits. Now her pelvis was tilted up and her pussy was totally exposed and vulnerable.


  "Oh, Daddy, so deep…" she gurgled as he began to fuck her with deep, plunging thrusts.


  At first, he felt the head of his cock bump against the back of her almost virginal cunt, but as he continued to fuck her, he felt it shrink back away from him, offering no resistance at all. She was taking all of his eight inches without reservation. Taking him totally and fully as she thrust herself back against him.


  Now they were animals fucking with no care who saw them or what they thought. The whole family could have walked in on them and they wouldn’t have noticed. They were too intent on each other to care about anyone else.


  Tamantha’s little feet were flashing back and forth by his head as she snaked her arms around her legs and pulled him to her. Holding on for dear life as he pumped his cock into her with merciless abandon, she fucked herself up at him. They were no longer father and daughter. They were man and woman…man and woman carrying out the primal act of reproduction. He was cock, she was pussy and they were interlocked in the age-old act of copulation. But this time, it wasn’t for sake of carrying on the human race. It was purely for their own obscene gratification. Their sole purpose was to bring pleasure to the other. There was no other reason for it. It was just pure, plain fucking for no other reason than fucking itself! Oh, of course he loved her…after all she was his daughter wasn’t she, he sickly thought! But at this very moment, they were no longer father and daughter…they were man and woman fucking for the pure delight of fucking.


  Harris’ giant cock was slamming in and out of her upthrust cunt at a furious rate. Her hot juices were flowing out of her pussy and being splattered everywhere by his pounding attack on her cunt. There was so much of it, it was running down the crack of her ass coating her tiny, virgin asshole with its sticky heat. Fucking her harder and harder, Harris could feel another calamitous eruption building down inside his balls as they slapped up against his daughter’s juice-smeared ass. Her ass, he feverishly thought. Her beautiful, perfect ass! Would she let him have her there, too? Would she give herself to him there, too? Just the thought of having his daughter’s hot, virgin ass sent sizzles of excitement through his cock as he continued to pound it into her hungry, sucking pussy. It would be so tight…so tight and so hot…her virgin ass…then he would have taken away her virginity twice…oh, the sheer wickedness of it all…taking away his daughter’s virginity once had been pure decadence, but taking it away twice? It was more than he could fathom!


  Suddenly, he felt her hot, tight pussy tighten itself down around his pistoning penis. As it began to clutch and pull at his peter, she let out a loud, grunting groan and thrust herself up at him, taking him down into her as deep as she could. Head thrown back, eyes clenched shut, she began to groan and grunt as her body quivered and trembled.


  "Daddy…" she gasped out, clawing at him, holding him imprisoned inside the tight, hot muck of her pussy.


  "Tammy…Baby…" he growled out as he felt a spasm of electricity spark through his cock triggering a massive explosion down inside the fiery depths of her pussy.


  Her ass! Her ass was safe for the moment, he sickly thought as his cock kicked and spurted down inside her gluttonous cunt…
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  Chapter Three - Mothers and Sons


  


  Zach had finally left for college and Arlene found herself with a big, empty hole in her life. Especially since, unknown to her, Tamantha had become Harris’ new plaything, leaving him with less time and interest for her.


  All Arlene knew was that she and Harris were having less and less sex. And she needed more…more to replace what Zachary had been giving her for the past year…


  What could she do, she asked herself? Her thoughts sickly turned to Tyler, her Harry Potterish son and just turned eighteen. Could he fill his brother’s big shoes? Could she even ask him to? How sick and evil could she be? First to seduce her oldest son and then turn to her third-born to ask him to fill in for his brother?


  As wrong as it was, she sickly thought, there would be plenty of time to pursue it as a viable option, especially since Tamantha had taken up golf, and she and Harris seemed to be out at the golf course or the driving range all the time.


  Little did she know that it wasn’t a golf ball that Harris was driving as of late. She would have been stunned to know that he was using his driver on Tamantha’s fairway and thus the reason for his diminished sex drive.


  It was a Saturday and everyone was gone, leaving her home alone…again. Horny, frustrated, and a little angry, she decided to do some exploring in the boy’s rooms to see what kind of new porn they had found.


  Strolling into Tyler’s room, she went straight to his bed where she knew he kept his stash of porn hidden under his mattress. She had discovered it on one of her early explorations. She hadn’t said anything, knowing that boys would be boys. And besides, who was she to say anything to anyone else. What she and Zachary were doing was so far out of that league, porn didn’t even seem to matter.


  Wondering if he had gotten any new magazines, she hefted up the edge of the mattress and ran her hand underneath it. The last time she had looked, he had four, but this time she felt six. So he had two new ones, she told herself. Pulling them out, she tossed them down on the bed. There were the two new ones, she smiled, brushing the other magazines off them.


  What she saw sent a sizzling shock all the way down to her throbbing pussy. The magazine was entitled "Mothers and Sons.” Then she looked down at the other one and saw "Moms and Sons” emblazoned across the picture of a mature woman and a young boy. So dear, innocent Tyler was into mom and son, too. Just like Zach! The idea that her studious, book-smart son might actually be lusting after her was quite a revelation. Unlike Zach’s muscular physique and brusque approach to life, Tyler was slender and a little timid around girls. She would never have really thought he wanted to get in her panties.


  Sitting down on his bed, she leafed through the two magazines. She was growing warm and wet just thinking about what would be going through her son’s mind as he looked at the pictures. Would he try to picture her in the place of the women and him in place of the boys? One of the pictorial stories struck her as especially titillating. In it, the woman or mom was apparently getting ready for a date. She had just come out of her bathroom after apparently bathing as she held a towel in her hands. Her son was watching through the crack by the door as she walked over to the bed where all her sexy lingerie lay awaiting her. In the pictures, she put on a lacy half bra that cradled her massive hooters. In another picture, a little lacy garter belt encircled her waist with long, lace-edged straps leading down to fishnet hose. In one picture, she held a pair of panties in each hand, looking down at them as if deciding which one to wear. One pair was crotchless and the other regular. Then in the next photo, it showed her putting them both back in the drawer, apparently deciding to not wear anything over her shaved pussy. And on her feet, she wore a pair of what had to be five-inch stiletto heels. And at that point, in the next picture, she saw her son looking in at her through the crack. Then, the rest of the pictures were of her and her son in bed fucking.


  Arlene started to close the magazine, but suddenly she had a sick, twisted thought. What if she did the same thing with Tyler? She could go out and buy an outfit exactly like the woman in the mag was wearing and then spring a surprise on her eighteen-year-old son.


  Wondering how her slightly built son would stack up against his brother, Tyler, she stepped over to his computer. Flicking it on, she scanned the picture of the woman to make sure that she would get just the right stuff for the entrapment.


  


  ~~~


  


  Setting the plan into motion, she found herself unknowingly aided by her family. Harris and Tamantha had heard of a father/daughter golf tournament in Victorville the next Saturday and Sunday. Victorville was a two-hour drive so they opted to spend Saturday night there instead of driving two-hours back and two-hours in the morning. That left Ashley, Garth, and Megan to dispose of she told herself. Garth took care of himself by asking if he could spend the night with his friend, Jeremy. She had already bought all the lingerie and now all she had to do now was get rid of Ashley and Megan…


  


  ~~~


  


  It was around one in the afternoon and she was getting fidgety trying to figure out a way to get rid of the girls and spend the evening alone with Ty.


  Just then, she heard the phone ring. Ashley quickly ran over and answered it.


  She heard her daughter carrying on a conversation with someone for several moments before she heard her put the phone down on counter.


  “Mom, it’s Mrs. Anderson,” Ashley happily bubbled. "She wants to know if Megan and I can spend the night with them out at Bradford Park?”


  “Well, I guess so,” Arlene smiled, unable to believe her good fortune.


  Maybe destiny and fate were on her side after all, she smiled to herself.


  The girls ran around like escapees from an insane asylum until two o’clock when they heard a car horn out in front of the house.


  Handing each of them a crisp, new twenty dollar bill as they swept past, Arlene watched them prance down the sidewalk to the car. Waving at Amy Anderson, she watched the car pull out into the street and soon disappear in the distance.


  Closing the door with a lecherous smile on her face, she strolled over to the bar and mixed herself a pitcher of martinis. Downing her first drink, she decided not to wait and go ahead and put the plan into action.


  Stopping by Tyler’s room, she stuck her head in the door.


  “Ty, Hon, I’m going to a nice warm bath,” she smiled at him, noticing the quizzical look on his face. "So I’ll see you in a little while…”


  ~~~


  So what in the hell was that all about he asked himself as he heard her stepping down the hallway toward her bedroom? Why was she telling him that she was going to take a bath? He didn’t care if she took a bath or not. Well, on second thought, maybe he did. Maybe he could catch a peek of her naked when she came out after her bath.


  Waiting, he pulled out one of his prized mother/son magazines and lay leafing through it wondering what it would really be like to fuck his own mother. She was a fox. Around five-foot seven or eight, medium blond hair, pretty face, tits to kill for, and a body that was a knockout.


  ~~~


  Meanwhile, down in Arlene’s room, she had laid out the finery she had purchased especially for the momentous occasion. A little lacy, black half-bra…a frilly black garter belt with long lace-edged elastic garters dangling down from it…a pair of black, fishnet hose all now lay on her bed waiting to be summoned. And down on the floor by the bed was a pair of five-inch stiletto heels made of glistening black patent leather. All just like the ones in Tyler’s porn book…


  The trap would soon be set. The door was ajar just enough that Tyler could stand behind it without being seen as she went through her routine. She had only one more little item to take care of, she told herself. Stripping her clothes off, she tossed them on the bed and went strolling into her bathroom, tits and ass jiggling. Leaning over, watching her big hooters wiggle and dance, she ran about three inches of water into the old, ornate bathtub that she had insisted on when they built the house.


  In the twenty something years they had lived in the house, she couldn’t recall using the tub more than a handful of times, but she still loved the old thing. Grabbing up her razor and shaving cream, she stepped into the bath and eased down into the warm water. Splashing water up onto her legs, she quickly foamed them up and removed what little stubble there was before turning to the other task at hand. Spraying out a big gob of the pristine, white foam onto the tips of her fingers, she slowly spread it out over her whole groin. Drowning her little, gold curls in the frothy goo, she rubbed it in until every square millimeter was matted down with the cream. Taking her razor, she began to remove the golden curls one swath at a time. Holding her meaty pussy-lips between her thumb and fingers, she moved them one way and then another as she maneuvered the razor around them until the skin surrounding her mother lode was baby-butt smooth.


  Well, that ought to give Harris a little surprise, she giddily thought, unaware that at that very moment, Harris had his face buried down between Tamantha’s legs and was feasting on her clean-shaven cunt.


  Finished, Arlene couldn’t resist running the tip of her finger over the jutting nub of her clit for a few moments before she finally rinsed away the foam.


  Pulling out the stopper, she let the tub drain as she struggled up out of it. Grabbing a towel, she quickly toweled herself dry. Then, taking a long, deep breath, she padded out of the bathroom into her bedroom. Stopping for a moment, she held the towel pressed against her tummy as she casually glanced around the room, checking to see if he was there. He was, she laughed to herself, seeing his outline behind the crack between the door and the frame.


  ~~~


  Oh, God, there she is, Tyler groaned to himself watching his mother from his hiding place behind the door. Move the towel, damn it …move the towel, he silently begged.


  ~~~


  Well, give him what he came down here for, she laughed to herself, pitching the towel down on the little settee by the bathroom door.


  ~~~


  Oh, God! Look at that, Tyler silently exclaimed. She doesn’t have any hair down there. She’s shaved all of her hair off. That so fucking sexy! I think I’m gonna come right here. Right in my pants…


  Lazily, she stepped over to the bed.


  What’s she doing, he asked himself when he saw the lingerie laid out on the bed? Does she have a date with someone? Is she sneaking around on dad? She must be, because that looks like some mighty sexy stuff…


  ~~~


  She didn’t have to wonder what was probably going through his head as she turned and sat down with her beautiful butt perched on the edge of the bed. Feeling her big tits bobble, she picked up one of the filmy black hose. Holding it out in front of her, she slowly, teasingly wadded it up until there was nothing left of it but a little bundle of fishnet between her two hands. Lifting her long, shapely leg, she bent it at the knee and pointed her toe. Leaning forward, she leisurely eased the hose up over her pointed toes and began to unfurl it as she pulled up her curvaceous leg. She pulled it higher and higher until at last, the four-inch, black lace-top was encircling her shapely thigh.


  Wanting to prolong the tease and heighten his arousal, she slowly stood and eased her foot down into one of the tall, stiletto heels. Looking down, she ran her hands over her shapely leg, straightening the hose here and there until she was finally satisfied that it was perfectly fitted on her leg. Sitting back down, she retrieved the tiny, gold ankle bracelet Harris had given her for their fifteenth anniversary, she slipped it around her ankle before picking up the other hose and casually bunching it up between her fingers just as she had done with the other one. Raising her other long, shapely leg, she leaned forward, making her tits wobble heavily as she fitted her toes into the stocking. Even slower this time, she teased the black fishnet up her leg, smoothing it out over each lovely curve of her leg until its lacy top was ringing her lovely thigh. Stretching her leg out straight, she lowered her foot to the floor and eased it into the other stiletto-heeled shoe. Standing once again, she leaned over, letting her big, jiggling breasts dangle down and ran her hands over her leg and hose, plucking and pulling until she was again satisfied that it was just exactly the way she wanted it. Now her long, perfect legs were encased in sexy, black fishnet as she turned and looked over into her floor length mirror. Just like the woman in the magazine had done.


  That ought to please him, she laughed to herself, turning to face the bed once again.


  ~~~


  God, what gorgeous fucking legs, Tyler cursed, watching her through the crack. I’d give a million dollars to have them wrapped around my waist. His hand was now wrapped around the seven inches of rock-hard meat jutting out through the unzipped opening of his jeans. Since he rarely wore shorts any more, it had been easy to drag his cock out and give it the attention it was demanding. Then, staring through the crack, his hand slowly working up and down his throbbing cock, his mind was drawn back to his porn magazine. This scene was beginning to look eerily familiar. Was she? Had she? What was going on, he frantically asked himself?


  ~~~


  Wonder if he’s getting the significance of all this, she asked herself? Did he know what she was doing?


  Leaning down again, she let her big tits do another tantalizing jiggle as she fetched up the lacy, black garter belt. Tantalizing him with her deliberate slowness, she wrapped it around her narrow waist, then snapped it together. The long, lace-edged strops dangled down from it, jiggling and tickling over her thighs as she casually twisted it around her waist until the clasp holding it together was in the back. Then she leaned over and took one of the long, lace-trimmed garters in one hand. Stretching it out to the top of her fishnet hose, she unhurriedly fastened its catch onto the top of the hose. She deliberately repeated the process with the other dangling garters. Knowing that Tyler must be taking in every move she made, she slowly twisted her body, reaching behind her to the strap hanging down over one of the perfectly rounded cheeks of her ass. As she stretched it out, the elastic gently bit down into the soft, pliant flesh, creasing it as she fastened it to the top of the hose.


  ~~~


  Tyler was so close to dumping his load, he had to stop touching himself as he watched his mother attach the final strop of her garter belt to her hose.


  And the picture was growing more and more familiar!


  ~~~


  Leaning down, Arlene picked up the tiny bra and wrapped it around her waist. Fastening it, she slowly spun it around until the small, velvet cups were positioned under her big, dangling breasts. Pulling it up with her hands, she tugged until the velvet cups were brushing against the bottom of her mountainous tits. Gently cupping her right tit in her left hand, she lifted it and settled it down into the lacy half cup. Then with her right hand, she pinched the lacy edging of the bra and pulled it up until it brushed against the bottom of her jutting, puffy nipple. The purplish-pink knob of puffy flesh now jutted out just above the lacy top edge of the bra. Cupping her left tit in her right hand, she fitted it down into the other cup of the bra until it was situated just like its twin. Then, with a couple more tugs, she turned and looked into the mirror.


  ~~~


  Fuck! Tyler couldn’t believe it! She looked just like the mother in his magazine. She was dressed identically. Right down to the twinkling, gold anklet. And there were two other pieces of lingerie lying on the bed.


  He just knew that they were panties. One without a crotch and one with. And now, she would pick them up as if deciding which one to wear and then put them both back down…


  ~~~


  Reaching down, Arlene eased her fingers under the two filmy panties. Lifting them into the air, she studied them for a few moments, then dropped them both back down onto the bed. Smiling to herself, she turned to her nightstand and reached for the cocktail glass. Bringing it to her full, red lips, she tipped it up and drank. Emptying the glass, she refilled it from the pitcher.


  ~~~


  It was then that Tyler realized that there was a second glass sitting on the nightstand. This was all just too bizarre, he told himself. It was too much to be a coincidence. She must know…


  As he watched on in fevered expectation, he saw her turn toward the door. Then, with her hips rolling seductively, she slowly sauntered toward him.


  ~~~


  This is it! It’s really happening! She’s coming to get me! But wait. What if she’s not? I can’t let her catch me like this! Turning, he started to move, but the door opened before he could take more than a couple of steps.


  “Tyler, Hon…” she murmured in a sultry, sweet voice. "Where are you going, Baby?”


  “Mother…I, I’m, uh, what? What’s going on?” he gasped, afraid to turn and face her with his cock sticking out of the front of his pants.


  “What? You didn’t like the show? I did it just for you, Baby! I thought you would like for me to dress just like the mother in your magazine…” she said.


  “Mother! Mother! What? What can I say…I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” he blubbered, tears coursing down his cheeks as he looked at her over his shoulder.


  “It’s okay, Hon,” she said, stepping over to where he stood,


  Reaching up, she took hold of his shoulders and gently turned him to face her. Looking down, she was surprised to see that his cock was rapidly wilting right before her eyes.


  “What’s wrong, Baby?” she murmured, "I thought you’d like this.”


  “Mother! Yes…yes, but Mother, what? I don’t understand!” Tyler whined, unable to keep his eyes off her cradled tits.


  “I found your magazines the other day,” she said, reaching down to his dangling cock. "I thought you liked this kind of thing…”


  Tickling her long, silver-painted nails down the limp shaft of his cock, she felt it twitch.


  “But, Mother…You…me…you would?” he asked incredulously, finally looking back up at her face.


  “Would you like that?” she asked, lifting her other hand up to the snap that held his pants fastened.


  “Really? You’re not teasing me?” he groaned, feeling his pants go slithering down his skinny legs.


  “Do you think I would kid about anything as serious as this?” she asked him, staring deep into his eyes. "This must be our secret. No one else must know…ever! Can you promise me that?”


  “Yes! God, Yes!” he blurted out. "I promise…”


  “Good,” she said, smiling happily, taking his hand in hers and gently pulling him toward her bedroom.


  He started to step and follow, forgetting that his pants were still wrapped around his ankles. Tripping, he fell forward, lunging for her to break his fall. His hands found both of her big tits and clutched at them.


  “Oh, aren’t you the impatient one,” she softly laughed.


  “Sorry,” he muttered, lifting his hands off her tits and leaning down to pull his pants off.


  “That’s okay,” she smiled, watching him trying to keep his balance as he struggled out of his pants and shoes. "You used to do the same thing back when you were a wee lad.”


  “Really?” he said, finally able to manage a small grin finally getting his pants off.


  “And you liked to suck on them all the time,” she smirked, thrusting them out at him to see if he would take the hint.


  “Like this?” he mumbled, leaning down and wrapping his lips around one of her puffy nipples.


  “Mmmmmmmm…Yes,” she murmured, wrapping her hand around the back of his head and pulling his face into her soft, pliant breast.


  Her other hand found his prick again and found that it was quickly recharging itself as he continued to suckle her breast.


  After a few moments, she stepped back, gently pushing him away from her.


  “Come,” she whispered, taking his hand again and leading him toward her bedroom.


  She could feel the coolness of his spit on her sensitive nipple as she led him into her bedroom. It was the same feeling she had experienced on countless occasions with all the children, she recalled, but this time it was different…so different.


  They stood by the bed, staring deeply into each other’s eyes for several breathless moments. Then Arlene reached up with both hands and gently eased his horn-rimmed glasses down off his nose.


  “You won’t be needing these,” she murmured, lying them on the nightstand by the bed, "where you’re going.”


  Slowly, teasingly, she unbuttoned his shirt and gently pushed it back off his slender shoulders, letting it flutter to the floor. Looking down, she saw that his big cock was now impatiently standing at attention.


  “Lie down,” she told him, stepping away from him, "on your back.”


  Quickly complying with her order, Tyler crawled onto the bed and rolled over onto his back.


  Looking up at her, he saw that her hot, chocolate-colored eyes were locked on his penis as it lay on his belly, excitedly throbbing and twitching. Then she was on the bed with him, straddling him and crawling up his body. Tits jiggling and dancing inside their velvet cups, she kept crawling until the meaty, hairless rift between her legs was poised just above his cock. Reaching around behind her, she grasped his peter and pulled it up until it was pointed at the drooling gash between her splayed legs. As he myopically looked on, she reached down with her other hand and spread the fat, meaty lips of her pussy open. Then she slowly lowered her hips, easing the tight, wet opening of her vagina down onto the tapered head of his jutting prick.


  “Mothhhheerrrr,” Tyler groaned out, thrusting his cock up into her at the same time she lowered the sucking tightness of her cunt down onto it.


  Another one down, she sickly thought as the tight, clutching opening of her vagina settled down around the base of her son’s penis.


  Looking down at the grimace on his face, she could sense that he was already having difficulty keeping his charge under control. She could imagine what the sizzling jolts of electricity were doing to his mind as she slowly, repeatedly squeezed her cunt down around his upthrust cock.


  His breath was ragged and rapid as he reached down and dug his fingers into the quivering flesh of her ass. Then, moaning and groaning, he began to push and pull on her, urging her to fuck him with her hungry cunt.


  “Like this…like this, Baby?” she panted, working her hips back and forth at a frantic pace. "Is this the way you want it? Is this the way you want Mommy to fuck you?”


  “Yes-yes-yes,” he hissed at her, clawing at her ass with his hands and feverishly humping his cock up into her jerking pussy.


  She knew that his eruption was imminent and it would be one of Krakatoran proportions. He was already gasping for breath and his butt was beating up and down on the bed as he lunged up at her every time she drove her hot cunt down onto his cock.


  She could feel the beginnings of her own implosion down deep in her cunt. But then, before her orgasm could form and take shape, she felt her son’s cock balloon up inside her. She felt it suddenly jerk and felt the hot splash of his cum spew out into her hot, sucking hole.


  “Mother! Mother! Commmme…” he groaned out, shoving her pussy down onto him as his peter bucked and spurted out its creamy load of thick, hot cum into her.


  “Yes, Baby, give it to me…give it all to me,” she choked out, leaning down over him and locking her open mouth over his lips as she ground her pussy down around his erupting peter.


  They passionately kissed, tongues fighting, twisting and twining as the storm inside him raged on.


  He must have shot a gallon of stuff into her, she dizzily thought as at last, the tremors ripping through his cock beginning to weaken and die.


  Jerking her mouth off his, she felt the last spasm tickle through his cock as it finally stopped twitching and spurting. Grunting, she jerked her hips forward, disgorging his creamy, cum-drenched cock.


  “God…Mother,” Tyler groaned out into the euphoric fog that enveloped him.


  Crawling up his body, she left a trail of milky, white semen over his heaving belly and chest, all the way up to his open mouth. Leaning up over him, she grabbed hold of the headboard and lowered her dripping snatch down onto his mouth.


  He didn’t have a moment’s hesitation as he began to eagerly lick and lap at her sopping cunt with his hot, rough tongue.


  “Oh-yes-Baby-eat-mommy-eat mommy’s cunt,” she groaned out, jerking her pussy up and down on his mouth.


  As her hips frantically worked back and forth, her overflowing cunt still poured out its load of hot, fermented broth. She could feel his tongue lapping away at her, occasionally raking across her clit as she painted his nose, lips, and chin with the hot sap. Finally, her hips ground to a halt as she sought out his tongue with her swollen, sensitive clit. Then she found it. Found the raspy roughness of his tongue as he raked it back and forth across the sensitive nub of flesh and nerves.


  “Yes…oh yes…like that…yes, Baby, like that…lick Mommy’s clit…” she groaned out, her tits heaving as she fought for her breath.


  She could feel his fingers digging into her ass, pulling her down onto his mouth and tormenting tongue. Now the storm was gathering itself down inside her pussy. She could feel it growing in strength and ferocity as lightning strikes of pleasure arced through her clutching pussy.


  Her arousal growing hotter and hotter, she ground her oozing pussy against his dripping chin. She was tottering on the edge, hanging on by her fingernails, wanting to prolong the fevered dance of his tongue over her throbbing clit. Her clit was growing harder and harder and more and more sensitive. The juices were flowing into her vagina, mixing with his cum and pouring down onto his chin. The lips of her vagina were sensitive and swollen, filled with blood, just as her overly sensitive nipples were, scraping against the lace border of her demi-bra. Even her breasts felt heavier as they wriggled and jiggled in the little cups of her brassiere while she slipped nearer and nearer to the Promised Land. Her muscles were tightening, straining, her heart pounding like a kettledrum inside her chest as it heaved up and down. She could barely think over the roar of blood rushing through her head.


  “Oh-yes-yes-yes-yes!” she panted out just before she let go and felt herself dropping headlong down into the engulfing pleasure that swelled up around her.


  Muscles quivering from the strain, she felt herself shaking and trembling as she ground herself down against her son’s mouth and tongue. It was never the same, she feverishly thought. Every orgasm was different and this one was one of the best as it flowed over her body drowning her in its fiery intensity. The sparks grew hotter and hotter, blistering the delicate lining of her pussy as they sizzled through it.


  Suddenly, she felt herself falling. Her mind, overloaded by the scorching excitement, ceased to function and she fell sideways, jerking her spewing cunt off his lips. Finally, when she could find her breath, she blissfully drifted off into satiated slumber…
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  Chapter Four – Shot an Arrow into the Air…


  


  Pulling the drawstring back, almost to his ear, Harris aimed and eased his fingers off the bowstring. A slight hum and the arrow flew straight and fast, thunking into the target, just one circle out from the bull’s eye.


  “That was close to a bull’s eye…” he heard his daughter, Ashley laugh as she stepped up beside him. "How many points is that?”


  “It would depend on what scale you were using,” he said, lowering his bow and turning to face her.


  He couldn’t keep from instinctively dropping his eyes down to the two bulging melons partially hidden under her thin white tee shirt. It was almost as if she didn’t even have a tee on, he agonizingly thought.


  Was this God’s way of punishing him for straying with Tamantha? Taunting him with his second daughter, now that his oldest daughter was gone. With Tamantha away at college, he no longer had the fiery passion of their lovemaking to comfort him. He still had Arlene of course, but he missed the excitement, the danger, the newness of what he and Tamantha had had. But with her gone, his sick, depraved mind had begun to focus on his second daughter, Ashley. She had blossomed into a beautiful young goddess and just turned eighteen. Thankfully, he just couldn’t bring himself to make a move on her. How could he corrupt such youth and beauty with his own evil, filthy cravings? It wasn’t fair, he told himself. Why had he been given three beautiful daughters? It had to be punishment. Punishment for the dastardly thing he had done to Tamantha. But how could it be his fault? She had come to him. He hadn’t seduced her. But he was the adult, after all, wasn’t he? He was her father, but acting more like some sex-crazed teenager. But now this. It just wasn’t fair to tease him…taunt him…torment him with three tantalizing daughters of such beauty? Beautiful daughters that could easily make him stray from the fold if the opportunity presented itself.


  "Could you teach me?" she asked, reaching for the bow and gently taking it out of his hand.


  "Huh? Teach you? Teach you what?" he muttered, struggling to drag his sex-drugged mind back to the present.


  "Like yeah…" she snickered. "Archery! What do you think I meant?"


  "Uh…nothing…nothing…my mind just strayed there for a moment."


  "Strayed where?" she grinned, glancing down at her jiggling breasts.


  "Never mind," he said, openly staring at her beautiful breasts.


  "Uh, Dad," she laughed mischievously. "My face…my face is up here!"


  Lifting his eyes up from her gorgeous tits, he saw a flirty little smile on her lips. She had to know that he could see everything she had, dressed the way she was!


  But, did she know? Did she know about Tamantha? Know what they had done? And was she here to claim her part of their demented prize? Here to claim him for herself, too?


  "I suppose I could teach you," he grunted, feeling sweat begin to pop out on his forehead.


  "Why are you sweating so?" she grinned, pulling the bowstring and letting it go, making a loud twanging sound. "It’s not that hot out here…"


  "I don’t know…I just am…" he mumbled, unable to stop himself from sneaking another peek at her big, succulent melons.


  "You’re not nervous are you, Daddy," she teased.


  "No…" he said, pulling an arrow out of the quiver on his hip.


  "So what do I do?" she asked, lining herself up with the target.


  "The first thing you’re going to have to remember is those…them…uh…your…your breasts," he stuttered, pointing at them. "They’re so big…you’ll have to pay attention and keep them out of the way!"


  "Oh, really," she laughed with childish amusement. "So my tits are too big?"


  "No…no…that’s not what I meant," he groaned, feeling like a ten-year-old caught in a man’s body.


  Wherever all this was leading, he was already sporting a brick-hard erection as he stepped up behind her. Wrapping his arms around her, he grasped the bow just below her hand.


  Then bringing his other arm around her, he accidentally brushed it against her breast as he fitted the arrow onto the bowstring. Or had it been an accident, he sickly asked himself?


  "I see what you mean," she laughed, pressing her delectable little derrière back against him. "They're already getting in the way."


  "Sorry!" he muttered.


  "Uh-oh," she giggled, pressing back against his throbbing cock. "Something else is getting in the way, too!"


  "Ashley," he groaned. "The arrow…take the arrow."


  "Which one, Daddy?" she giggly asked, reaching around behind her and clutching at his cock through his pants. "This one?"


  "Ashley, for God’s sake!" he exclaimed, dropping the arrow as his hand brushed across her quivering breast a second time.


  She gave his cock a harder squeeze, leaning her body back against him.


  "He shot an arrow into the air," she whispered, "and where it fell, I will never tell…"


  "Good God, girl…" he gasped, letting go of the bow at the same instant she did.


  The bow clattered to the ground in front of them as he shoved his hands up under her tee shirt. Clutching his hands onto the dangling treasures there, he squeezed and fondled them for several breathless moments as she continued to lean back against him.


  Then, pulling his hands out from under her shirt, she stepped away and turned to face him. Reaching down, she pulled up her tee shirt up over her head in one fell swoop.


  "Jesus Christ!" Harris cried out, his eyes locked on the two gorgeous pink melons jutting out of his daughter’s chest. "They’re…they’re unbelievable…I’ve never…"


  He had known his daughter’s tits were big, but seeing them out in the open like this was enough to almost take his breath away. They were just as big as Tamantha’s wondrous tits…if not bigger!


  "Do you like them, Daddy?" she coyly asked, staring him straight in the eye as she began to inch her black shorts down over hips.


  Harris was speechless as he saw the straps of her dainty white panties come into view. He continued to openly gawk at her as she solemnly pushed her shorts down her long, tanned legs.


  "Ashley…" he whispered watching her step out of her shorts as her magnificent breasts wiggled heavily.


  "What, Daddy," she whispered back, slowly stepping toward him.


  "You’re so beautiful!" he groaned as she wrapped her arms around his neck and thrust her stunning tits against his chest.


  Before he could utter another word, her open mouth covered his. He felt her hot tongue on his lips momentarily before it slipped between them. As he felt her exploring tongue probe his mouth, she thrust her belly and pelvis against his bulging hardness. Then she began to rub herself against it, sliding her pelvis up and down its entire length. Her arms dropped down to his sides and her hand tickled down his back to his butt. Grabbing the cheeks of his ass through his pants, she jerked him into her as she ground herself against his cock. His aching cock was already tottering on the brink of an eruption that would rival Krakatoa's eruption in strength and ferocity.


  Finally, she lifted her soft lips off his and looked deep into his eyes. Her fiery, hazel eyes bored into his, and he knew she was staring straight down into his ruined soul. Down into the cesspool of evil that festered and bubbled there.


  "I want you, Daddy," she softly whispered. "Take me…Please…Take me!"


  "But…you…me…incest…I’m your father…" he gasped in a last futile attempt at something that might be termed as resistance.


  "Yes…I know!" she uttered, thrusting herself against his cock even harder.


  "I can’t…Oh God!" he gasped, sweeping her up in his arms and staggering toward the house.


  He must carry some aberrant gene that he had passed on to his daughters, he dizzily thought, hurrying to get inside the house. First Tamantha, and now beautiful Ashley. Both of them had practically thrown themselves at him. Who could blame him? What mortal man could resist such beauty? And he was just a man after all. An evil, despicable being that feasted on the bodies of his daughters even knowing the horrific consequences such a transgression could bring.


  Stumbling inside, he reeled down toward the guestroom. It was the closest place with a bed. And he needed a bed on which to carry out the perverted, incestuous rite. A place to consummate the grievous sin he was about to inflict on his daughter. His second daughter! Ashley was tickling and nibbling at his ear as he hurried toward the bed. He could feel the cool wetness of her spit on his ear as his knees finally bumped up against the bed. Bending down, he gently let her slip from his arms onto the bed. Ripping off his tee shirt, he flung it across the room as he shoved his hands down to his pants. Frantically, he undid them while Ashley roughly rubbed his cock through his pants. At last, after an eternity, he jerked his pants and shorts down his legs, freeing his giant penis.


  "Oh…Big…such a big, beautiful cock," she obscenely gushed, running her fingers lightly over the jutting monster.


  Stepping out of his clothes, he toed his shoes off as Ashley leaned forward and gave his cock a long, wet kiss right on the tip of its swollen, pre-cum-coated head.


  He instinctively thrust his hips forward, trying to force his aching cock between her soft, full lips. But, with a giggly laugh, she backed her mouth away from his cock. Looking up at him, she smiled and scooted back on the bed. Lying on her back, looking up at him suggestively, she waited. What was she waiting for, he giddily wondered? Why didn’t she take off her panties? Had she changed her mind? Finally, it dawned on him. She wanted him to take them off for her. Bending down, he dug his fingers under the waistband of her filmy, white panties. With a grunt and a jerk, he pulled them down her curvaceous legs and off over her dainty feet.


  As soon as her panties cleared her feet, her legs shot apart and her hand flew to her pussy. Her panties dropped from his numb fingers as he stared down at her beautiful pussy. Unlike Tamantha’s hairless cunt, Ashley’s pretty pussy was only partially shaved. The puffy labia were completely free of hair, but there was a little tuft of soft, blond curls above her pussy. Harris watched on in a daze as she fingered apart the soft, fleshy lips bordering her vagina. It looked so fragile, so delicate, so vulnerable as the secret, weeping core of her femininity leaked out its readiness. And now, he was about to take his big cock and violate that secrecy. Take his meaty dagger and drive it into her delicate pussy, defiling it and murdering her innocence with one fatal blow.


  Crawling onto the bed, he was up between her long, lovely legs in a heartbeat. As he moved over her, she did a split, stretching her legs straight out from her body. Then Harris felt an electric jolt spark through his cock, as she grasped her ankles and pulled them higher, spreading herself open even wider for him. Groaning with anticipation, he reached down and grabbed his big, jutting peter. Aiming it down at the juicy, little slit that now lay unfurled below him, he eased the rounded head of his cock into it.


  "Big…Daddy…cock so big," Ashley plaintively murmured as he forced his cock deeper and deeper into the seething tightness of her cunt.


  Now he’d done it! Done it again! He had deflowered his second daughter!


  Their bellies barely touched before he jerked his cock back and then drove into her again.


  "Good…so good…feels so good, Daddy," Ashley panted as he began to work his cock in and out of the hot, sucking hole between her widely spread legs.


  Where was the guilt this time, he wondered? Why didn’t he feel sorry for violating her? This was his daughter. His dear, sweet, beautiful daughter. And he was defiling her in the most despicable way imaginable, but he couldn’t bring himself to feel sorry. Nothing this glorious could be wrong…besides, she had come to him…he hadn’t sought her out…so how could he be blamed for doing what she asked of him? He was her father, after all…


  "Daddy…Daddy…" she groaned out, releasing her hold on her ankles.


  Her long legs crept down his sides, bending at the knees as she hooked the crook of her ankles around the back of his thighs.


  Thrusting her big, flouncing tits up against his hairy chest, she pulled on him with her ankles as he pumped his big cock in and out of her tight, clutching pussy. His arms were locked at the elbow as he furiously worked his hips back and forth. She was groveling in pleasure below him, her head thrown back and rolling from side to side. Seeing the bared vulnerability of her arched neck, he leaned down and gently bit on it, keeping his cock sliding in and out of the juice-slickened pussy as he did.


  Her hips were jerking up and down frantically as she fucked herself up against his thrusting prick. Her arms were snaked under his, her hands clutching at his shoulders, using them as leverage to hump herself back up at him.


  All at once, he felt her stiffen, her whole body straining up against him. Gasping, she jerked her bent legs up beside him as she thrust her clutching, grasping cunt up at him. Her heels thudded into his bounding ass while she groaned out her orgasm.


  Seeing her exhibit such pleasure, kicked him over the edge.


  "Gawwwwdddddd…" he grunted, driving his exploding penis down as deep as it would go into the imploding inferno of his daughter’s pussy.


  "Daddy-Daddy-Daddy!’ she cried out, her heels hooked around his thighs, pulling him deeper and deeper into the raging chaos between her legs.


  Her knees were drawn back so tightly, they bobbed beside his shoulders as he kept his spewing peter thrust as deep down inside the cum-filled chamber on her cunt as he could. Their groins, straining against each other were welded together by the incandescent heat pouring out between their bodies.


  This was heaven, he giddily thought. How could this be wrong? Nothing this grand, this gratifying could be a sin…


  The wonderful feeling welling up from his cock was so intense, he felt himself tottering on the edge of collapse as it kicked and pumped out its massive load of semen into his daughter’s hungry cunt.


  "Daddy…oh, Daddy," she mewed out.


  Finally, her quivering legs began to wilt back down onto the bed as he felt the last tremors of her cataclysmic climax tickle through her pussy.


  "Best…was the best…ever…" she whispered as a final feeble twitch pumped out the last of his vile seed into her overflowing pussy.


  It slowly came to him. He hadn’t even considered the possibility that pure, sweet Ashley wasn’t a virgin! But now, as he thought back on it, there had been no impediment to deal with. But he had been so incensed about just having her, that hadn’t crossed his mind. Now he felt a bitter taste of jealousy in his mouth. He wanted to spit it out, but he couldn’t. Maybe there was another reason for her lack of a hymen. She wasn’t very active in athletics. She was more studious, like her brother, Tyler. Strange, he found himself thinking, the oldest and the youngest of their children were the athletic ones. And sandwiched between them were the other two. The two brains of the family!


  Whatever, he found himself thinking. So what if she hadn’t been a virgin, like Tamantha. Hadn’t she just given herself up to him? Wasn’t that enough? His daughter giving herself to him? What more could he ask for? And now? Now he was starting out on another journey into the excitement of incestuous love?


  He couldn’t believe he had just destroyed such sweet innocence. But maybe she wasn’t as innocent as he thought. Still, that didn’t excuse the taking of her the way he had. What father could treat his daughter with such contempt? Yes, he was an evil, sick man…


  Finally, he found the strength to push up off her, dragging his cum-coated cock with him.


  "Sorry," he mumbled, crawling up beside her and lowering himself down by her. "I shouldn’t have done that to you. Regardless of what you wanted. No father should treat his daughter like I just treated you."


  "Oh, shush," she chided him, reaching for his shrunken manhood. "It’s all my fault. I just want to be close to you…close like you and Tamantha were…but I wanted to give you more than she gave you! I wanted to give you my body, too!"


  She didn’t know? Or did she know about him and Tamantha? He was confused. Close like him and Tamantha? Give him more than Tamantha had given him? Her body?


  "What? What do you mean?" he asked, running a finger down the soft smoothness of her cheek.


  "I want you to be the man in my life," she smiled, leaning over and giving him a long, lingering kiss on the lips. "The man I can come to for anything…anything I need…and I want you to know that I will do anything…anything for you! I want to please you in ways you haven’t even thought of yet! Please you the way only a woman can please her man! I want to make this year a special year for us before I have to go off to college…"


  As she spoke, her fist tightened around his cock and he felt a trickle of energy tickle through it.


  What did she mean by anything, he feverishly wondered? Anything? Was that her way of telling him he could have her anyway he wanted? Anywhere he wanted?


  Then he watched her slowly roll over onto her belly and scoot down until her mouth was over his limp prick. Her long, beautiful legs were stretched out alongside him as she leaned over and hungrily sucked his big, soft cock into her mouth. Reaching over, he pulled a pillow under his head as he lay looking down her slightly parted legs to the swell of her perfect round ass and the little oozing slit below it. His cock was ever so slowly hardening as she lazily worked on it with her lips and mouth.


  Dropping his arm down between her legs, he ran his fingers over the smooth perfection of her pert little ass. Then, he brushed a fingertip over the little, pink circle of fluted flesh that peeked out from the crack of her ass.


  As he did, he felt Ashley’s lips lift away from his half-hard peter.


  "Yes, Daddy," she murmured, looking back up at his face. "Yes…even there…"


  A spark of excitement shot through his cock making it twitch and jump in her hand.


  "Would you like that?" she asked, grinning mischievously as she ran her tongue around her lips.


  "Yes! Yes!" he muttered.


  "Me, too," she said, turning back to his cock and quickly sucking it back into her hungry mouth.


  The prospect of taking his beautiful daughter in her hot ass quickly hastened the hardening process of his prick and within moments it stood tall, proudly jutting up out of his hairy groin.


  "That was quick," she grinned, lifting her mouth up off his spit-slathered prick.


  "Un-huh," he grunted, still probing her tight little asshole with the tip of his finger.


  "Does mother let you do it to her there?" she asked, spreading her legs apart a little wider for him.


  "Uh, sometimes," he told her, his cheeks blushing slightly. "Have you? Have you ever, uh, ever done it that way?"


  "I think that’ll just have to be my little secret," she softly laughed as he dug his finger deeper into the clutching tightness of her asshole while she reached for the nightstand. "Do you keep any stuff in here?"


  "Stuff?" he asked with a quizzical look on his face.


  "Lubricant, silly," she said, pulling out the drawer.


  "No, this is the guest room," he laughed.


  "Yeah, there’s some Vaseline in there," he told her, pulling his finger out of her ass. "But we have some in my bedroom."


  "Well, come on then, let's go," she giggled, jumping off the bed.


  Following her lead, Harris swung his legs around and pushed up onto his feet.


  "Carry me, Daddy—" Ashley grinned, holding her arms out to him.


  Sweeping his daughter up in his arms, Harris went staggering down toward his bedroom. Stopping beside his bed, he gently eased Ashley down onto her back.


  "Is it in here?" she asked him, pulling the drawer to his nightstand out. "Yeah, I see it," she said, digging the little jar out and slamming the drawer shut.


  He watched her as she twisted off the cap and dug her fingers down into slippery goo. Setting the bottle down on the bed, she grabbed hold of his jutting cock and began to smear the goop all over it, from its rounded, tapered head all the way down to its hairy base. Finally, she let go of his cock, letting it slap back down onto his belly as she wiped her fingers on the sheet and grabbed up the jar again.


  "Here!" she said, thrusting the jar toward him.


  Rolling over onto her belly, she lay with her legs still spread as she rested some of her weight on her elbows. Taking the jar from her, he eased down onto his butt beside her. Digging out a big gob of the slippery goo with his fingers. Leaning over her, he slowly spread the cheeks of her ass apart with the fingers of one hand while he bent down over her beautiful, little bum. Giving her tight little anus a soft kiss, he flicked out his tongue and teased it around her asshole for several long moments, then gently spread the lube over the wrinkled pout of her asshole with his fingers.


  "Ohhhhhhhhh," she gurgled out, wiggling her little butt. "That stuff is cold on my little poo-poo!"


  It perversely reminded him of when she was a little baby and he had spread baby oil over her little round butt. Back then, who could have believed what he was doing now, he sickly thought, digging a goo-covered finger down inside her asshole, transferring some of the slippery lube down into it.


  "Ummmmmmmm," Ashley murmured out, thrusting herself back at his probing finger.


  Harris was stunned. His daughter seemed to enjoy having her ass violated. She wasn’t just tolerating it like Arlene, she seemed to actually like it.


  "That feels good, Daddy," she purred, pushing back at his probing finger as he pushed it in deeper and deeper.


  "You…you like it in…in the ass?" he mumbled, still unable to believe the way she was acting.


  "I like to put my vibrator in it," she told him as he slowly withdrew his finger out of her ass and wiped it on the sheet.


  Leaning over, he jerked the nightstand open. "One like this?" he asked her, digging his hand down into the drawer and pulling out Arlene’s big, pink vibrator.


  "That one is a little bigger," Ashley smiled, pushing up onto her hands and knees. "But try it…"


  "You sure?" he asked her, dipping the pointed tip of the vibrator down into the lube.


  "Yeah," she snickered.


  "Okay," he murmured, spreading the cheeks of her ass again and placing the lubed tip of the vibrator in the center of the darkened ring of ribbed flesh between them.


  A soft moan escaped her lips as he began to press the shaft into her tight little hole. She pushed her hips backward and the thick shaft began to spread her asshole as it slipped into her.


  "Oh Daddy," she murmured as the ridges on the vibrator bumped past her tightly clenched anal sphincter.


  Suddenly, she began to tremble all over as she thrust herself back at the invading vibrator.


  Another soft, gurgling groan escaped her pouty lips as he eased the vibrator deeper into her anal canal.


  Then he pressed the little button and the vibrator began to hum.


  Suddenly, she could feel it vibrating as he twisted it and pushed it in deeper. Her eyes closed tightly as she imagined that it was her father’s big peter sliding into her ass.


  "Ohhhhh Daddy," whispered as chills ran up and down her spine.


  Harris began to pump the thick vibrator in and out between her still spread ass cheeks as she spread her legs even wider apart. The tips of her nipples began to scrape and rub against the sheets as she began to slowly rock back and forth while her father worked the buzzing vibrator in and out of her tight little ass.


  "This is so god damned hot," he groaned as he pumped it into her even faster.


  Suddenly, without any warning, every muscle in her body went stiff as waves of pleasure began to wash over her. It felt like she might pass out as the tickling tip of the vibrator was eliciting spasms deep down inside her bowels. It started, as it always did with little shocks of electricity jolting through her belly. Then as they grew in strength and intensity, her whole pelvic vault became electrified, sending spasms of pleasure shooting up her spine to her brain. The muscles surrounding her anus pulsed, squeezing down around the invading tool threatening to crush it with the strength of the clutch. At the same time, her vagina began to contract and dilate spurting out thick hot gushes of pussy juice to coat her inner thighs with its sticky heat.


  "Best ever, Daddy," she finally sighed, her whole body softening and her asshole relaxing its strangling grip on the vibrator.


  Harris couldn’t believe the fiery fervor of her orgasm. Arlene had never come from getting it up the ass, so this was all new to him.


  Easing the vibrator out of her asshole, he flicked it off and tossed it on the bed. He just stood there for the longest time on his knees looking down at his daughter’s beautiful, rounded ass. He could see that the ring of darkened flesh didn’t have the tense, clenched look of before. Her orgasm had relaxed it. Then, with trembling fingers, he reached down and slowly spread the cheeks of her ass once again. Easing forward, he brought his throbbing, lubed erection to the divide between her youthful cheeks, resting it at the top of her crack. Slowly, deliberately he let it slide downward leaving a slippery trail of lubricant behind it.


  When the rounded tip of the head of his cock finally touched the puckered rose bud, he heard a soft murmur escape from her.


  Ashley pushed her hips up and back at him, trying to snare his elusive peter with her asshole.


  Teasingly, Harris pulled away for a moment. Then, inching forward again, he let the tapered tip touch her delicate, little hole again as he pulled the cheeks of her ass even further apart. At last, with the big head of his cock centered on her pouty anus, he pushed forward. Gradually increasing the pressure, he felt the tight sphincter resist momentarily before it began to relax.


  "Ahhhhhhh…" Ashley moaned as the large head of her father’s penis spread open her anus.


  She concentrated, trying to relax, but his dick was bigger than the vibrator she was used to, not to mention her heightened state of excitement. She knew that the head would be the toughest part and once it was in, it would be fine. She held her breath, biting her lip to focus the pain away from her asshole. Then, with a final push backwards, she felt the crown of her father’s giant prick slip inside. She took a quick, cleansing breath of air as the widely stretched muscles of her anal sphincter gripped down around the shaft of his dick just below its flared lip where the head joined the thick, blue-veined shaft.


  "Oh Baby…" Harris moaned as he felt her anal canal opening to welcome him.


  "Daddyyyyyy…" she murmured


  Slowly, he began to slide his big cock in. Inch by inch it went in as he paused occasionally to let her adjust the length and girth of the monster. He kept leaning forward, easing it in until finally his swollen testicles nudged up against her dripping pussy. He stopped moving for several seconds, waiting for Ashley to get used to the size of his big dick.


  The room was silent except for their heavy breathing. Harris could feel his leg muscles trembling as he waited. It seemed like an eternity before he felt the tight ring of muscles relax slightly and he began to move once again.


  "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck my little ass!" Ashley begged.


  Fighting to contain his excitement, Harris began to fuck his daughter’s beautiful ass. Releasing his hold on the cheeks of her ass, he felt them tighten down around the shaft of his pistoning peter, increasing the friction on it. Curling his hands around the rounded swell of her hips, he began to push and pull, working her hot asshole back and forth on his cock.


  He had thought that he should be gentle with her and the fragile opening of her anus. But the way she was humping herself back against him, he knew that it wasn’t gentleness she wanted. His hips worked back and forth as he pulled her back and pushed forward with a grunt, sliding his big peter into her all the way on every butt-rippling thrust.


  "Oh-Daddy-Daddy-Daddy!" she babbled out as her dangling tits were swept back and forth, raking her big, puffy nipples along the sheet below.


  Murmurs of pleasure were issuing from her mouth in a continuous stream. She could feel every inch of his hot shaft as it slid past the sensitive nerve endings encircling the opening of her asshole.


  Then Harris gradually began to move more rapidly until he was pounding into his daughter’s tight, clutching ass without reservation. The bed beneath them began to squeak and creak under the strain of their flouncing bodies as the room was filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin. The soft, pliant flesh of her ass was rippling from the pounding it was taking as he stroked his big cock in and out of her hot, clinging asshole.


  "Oh Baby-Baby-going to come-can’t hold it," Harris panted out, warning her of his oncoming eruption.


  "Yes, yes, yes, come...come in my little ass! Fill it with your hot cream!" Ashley blathered out as she suddenly tripped off into another gut-twisting climax


  Harris could feel the spasms throbbing through her cunt as they undulated along the underside of his cock. Suddenly, he felt his prick erupt and spurt out a huge gush of steaming cum into his daughter’s rectum.


  "Baby-Baby-Baby!" he wheezed, thrusting his spewing giant even deeper into the tight clutch of her ass.


  Harris felt like his big, dangling balls were being sucked inside out as his peter pumped his thick sperm-laden cum deep into his daughter’s hot ass.


  Ashley could feel it... she could actually feel the hot cum pouring out onto the sensitive lining of her anal canal. She had been coy with her father earlier, not telling him that she had, or hadn’t been fucked in the ass. But this was really her very first time with the real thing. She had used her vibrator many, many times, but his peter was the first to ever visit the insides of her hot, little ass. She had wondered what it would feel like when he shot his load into her ass and now she knew. It felt wonderful, like a soothing, warm balm spurting out, coating the inside of her ass with its moist warmth. And while his giant penis was spewing out its liquid treasure into her ass, her pussy was pumping out its sticky juices, sending them running down her legs, coating them with its sticky heat. Finally, the throbbing spasms working through her father’s big dick began to weaken as it pumped out less and less cum, just as the fiery surges of pleasure undulating through her pussy and ass also slowed.


  Finally, the spurts stopped. They were both bathed in perspiration as Harris leaned down over her sweat-lathered back and tenderly kissed her on the back of her neck.


  "I love you! You are my dear, sweet, angel," he whispered.


  "I love you, too, Daddy…" she murmured softly, still thrusting her soft, round ass back against him and his embedded penis.


  "Our secret," Harris whispered, slowly backing away from her and dragging his funky peter out of her tight asshole.


  "Yes, our secret," Ashley whispered back as she felt his hairy belly back away from her ass.


  Then the thick, softening shaft of his cock began its retreating journey back down the cum-laden canal of her ass. As it did, its flared head acted like a plunger scraping the deposit of cum from the lining of her anal canal. When the flared crown finally popped out of her anus, she felt a warm gush of cum pour out of the widely stretched hole and trickle down the crack of her ass onto her juice-smeared pussy below.


  Harris stood on his knees behind his daughter’s beautiful, upturned ass admiring its perfect symmetry. He still found it difficult to believe that he had fucked it. But the reddened circle of flesh encircling her dainty, pink asshole and the telltale dribble of expended semen oozing out of it confirmed that it had indeed happened.


  Slowly, Harris dropped down onto the bed beside her. As he did, she eased down onto her belly and rolled over onto her back. Watching her big, flattened breasts slosh from side to side as she did, Harris marveled at their size. He guessed that he was just about the most depraved man in the world. A man with a loving wife and three beautiful daughters, two of which had willingly returned his love for them by sharing their exquisite bodies with him. Making love to one of his daughters was despicable beyond words, but to have made love to two of them? He was evil personified and the luckiest man on earth, both at the same time…


  "What are you thinking, Daddy," Ashley asked him, running her fingers over his shrunken manhood.


  "Thinking that was about the most wonderful thing that’s ever happened to me!" he grunted, cupping one of her big, soft breasts and gently tickling his fingertip over its puffy nipple.


  "You don’t think I’m weird?" she murmured.


  "Weird? What do you mean?" he asked her, looking into her steamy, brown eyes.


  "You know…do you think I’m weird for liking it up the ass?" she asked, giving his big cock a hard squeeze. "The other girls at school think it’s gross!"


  "They’re crazy! They’re probably just jealous!" he told her, fondling her breast. "A woman who likes to take it there? You’re a man’s wildest dream!"


  "Was it really that good for you?" she smiled, batting her big, brown eyes at him.


  "I’ve never had it feel so good," he answered back.


  "Never?" she grinned, slowly working her fisted hand up and down his slowly-hardening peter.


  "Never!" he muttered.


  "Want to try it again?" she softly laughed.


  "Are you trying to kill your old man?" he grinned back at her. "Twice in one day…that’s putting an awful lot of strain on the old ticker…"


  "No…but I want to do it again," she purred, rolling over onto her side and snuggling up against him, pressing her hot, little butt against his hardening erection.


  "Tell me!" he implored. "Tell me what you want me to do!"


  "Does Daddy want his little, baby girl to talk dirty?" she asked, wiggling her ass up against his prick.


  "Tell Daddy what his little, baby girl wants him to do to her…" he groaned out, snaking his hand around her and latching onto her big, drooping breasts.


  "You mean tell him how much his little baby wants him to take his big, nasty peter and shove it up her hot, little ass?" she asked. "Shove it up her ass and fuck her hard and deep with it!"


  She felt her father’s big prick twitch excitedly as she spoke and a tremor of expectation tickled through her ass and pussy.


  "Stick his big, fat dick in her teeny, tiny little asshole and spread it wide open so he can fuck it and make her come and come and come! Fuck her little ass hard and deep and make his big balls slap up against her emtpy, drooling pussy while he’s slamming his prick in and out of her asshole! That’s what baby wants!" she panted growing more and more excited herself. "Is that what Daddy wanted to hear?"


  "Oh, God, Ashley," he groaned out, rubbing his big dick up and down the slippery crack of her ass…
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  Chapter Five – The Football Star


  Odd, Arlene told herself. It was strange how Tamantha and Harris had immersed themselves in golf. Then after she left for college, he and Ashley had developed a passion for archery. And they spent what seemed to her to be an inordinate amount of time at the local archery range. They said that their yard was so small, they had to take turns, whereas at the range, they could both shoot at the same time.


  Little did she know that Ashley’s furry muff was now the target of Harris’ arrow and they rarely saw the insides of the archery range.


  The house seemed empty with Zachary, Tamantha, and Tyler away at college! After having six urchins ruining around in the house all the time, it seemed eerily quiet without them. There didn’t seem to be any of the children around anymore. But today, it was a little different. Of course, Ashley and Harris were down at the archery range! Megan was visiting her friend, who strangely enough was named Megan, too. This left Garth, who was up in his room nursing a sprained ankle from last night’s football game.


  With Harris’ energies devoted elsewhere, Arlene was in a continual state of horniness. Especially since Zach and Ty were away at college now. In fact, she was so horny, she felt like going upstairs and jumping in bed with her hunky eighteen-year-old son. Her baby! The last of her sons. The love of her life. After Zachary and then Tyler, she had no qualms whatsoever about seducing her youngest son. It was almost like it was his turn to take over the duties of keeping her happy now that his brothers had departed. And what difference would it make? Harris didn’t seem interested in her anymore. He didn’t have time for her what with his work and archery with Ashley. How could anyone blame her? Her husband wasn’t taking care of his business at home so she had to get her satisfaction where she could find it. And it just so happened, her sons seemed more than happy to fill in for their dear old dad. And what better way for a mother to show her love for her son than to give him her body? Show him her love for him in such a close, intimate way…


  The looks Garth gave her at times left little question in her mind as to what he thought about her. And he seemed fascinated with her big tits! I wonder if he has a mother/son cache of magazines secreted away just like Tyler had, she perversely wondered? He probably did, she told herself, as he didn’t seem able to keep his eyes off her. And perversely, she just added fuel to the fire, too, by dressing as provocatively as she dared when he was around…


  But even knowing this, she couldn’t bring herself to just waltz in and plop herself down in bed with him. She had to seduce him first…she had to make him think that it was somehow just fate or destiny or a lucky accident. But how could she do it? Then it came to her. His fascination with her tits would be his undoing. But she could hardly call it an undoing, she told herself. He’d love every fucking minute of it…


  Hurrying up to her room, she opened her chest of drawers and pulled out one of her most revealing halter-tops. The halter-top already had a swooping neckline that left the top half of her big tits bare for all to see, but she was going to make it even more revealing.


  Stepping over to her sewing machine, she pulled out a tiny pair of scissors. Carefully, she snipped the elastic band that held the swooping neckline taut. Replacing the scissors, she quickly pulled her blouse and brassiere off and slipped the halter-top on. Then, with a mischievous smile, she leaned forward. Just as she had planned, the halter-top fell open and her big, droopy tits came spilling out into the open.


  Grinning to herself, imagining what Garth would do when it happened, she stuffed them back inside the halter. Walking over to her dresser, she sat down and ran a brush through her hair a few times to fluff it. Then picking up her perfume dauber, she ran it down the ample cleavage between her tits and then daubed it under each ear. Finishing this, she reached up under her short skirt and slowly pulled her sheer, pink panties down her long legs. Tossing them on the bed, she stood back up. Looking into the mirror, she ran her hands down over her hips, smoothing out her short skirt. What guy could resist this body, she proudly thought. Even if that guy happened to be her son. Then with another devilish smile, she slipped her shoes off and quickly slipped into a pair of spiked high heels. All her men liked her better in heels, she sickly thought. Besides, it might give Garth a hint about what she was up to. And besides, her shapely legs were made for high heels. Finally, with another smile at her reflection, she turned and strutted across the room swishing her ass back and forth naughtily.


  She knew she should feel guilty for what she was about to do, but she was far beyond that stage. She was a fucking slut…and proud of it. The seduction and subsequent affairs with her older sons had deadened those types of feelings inside her. But now…now she was going to have her youngest son…her baby. Have him and make him her lover, too. She knew that she should feel some remorse for it, but it was so exciting to know that she was about to deflower the last of her three sons. Her baby! But as popular as he was, she doubted there wouldn't be much deflowering taking place.


  What would his cock look like, she sickly asked herself? Would it be big, like Zach’s or would it be smaller, like Tyler’s? So this is what it had come down to... Measuring her son’s adequacy by the size of their cocks? Whatever, she told herself, she couldn’t wait to get her baby’s penis inside her hungry cunt…


  "So how are things going?" she asked, swishing into his room and stepping over to his bed.


  "Uh, okay. It doesn’t hurt as much as it did," he said, his eyes immediately exploring her body, paying special attention to her big tits as they frolicked freely under her thin halter-top.


  His injured ankle and foot were wrapped in an ace bandage and were propped up on top of a pillow.


  Sitting down on the bed beside him, she reached up and lovingly ran her fingers through his short, blond hair.


  "I was so proud of you last night," she smiled down at him. "Scoring the winning touchdown like that. But then, when you got hurt, I wanted to run down and take you in my arms and give you a big kiss to make you feel all better!"


  "Aw, Mom, it wasn’t anything," he blushed. "The embarrassment of that would have hurt more than the sprain…"


  "Oh, really?" she softly complained. "So you’re too old for your mom to give you a hug…or a kiss?"


  "No! No, I didn’t mean it like that," he frowned, his face flushing redder. "I mean…not out in front of everyone like that…"


  "I know, honey," she laughed softly, "but we’re not out in front of everybody now…"


  Then, before he could react, she leaned forward to give him a kiss on the cheek. And as planned, the sweeping neckline of her halter-top billowed open, letting her big, pendulous breasts spill out into the open right before his eyes.


  "Oh…dear," she fussed, leaning back up and reaching for her breasts.


  Garth looked like he was going to have an apoplectic fit as his eyes bugged out and his mouth flew open!


  Slowly, tauntingly, she lifted her right breast in her left hand and eased it back inside the halter-top, then using her right hand, she returned her left tit back into its place.


  "Sorry," she muttered as Garth lay gawking at her breasts, now once again concealed under her halter-top.


  "Uh…uh…it’s okay," Garth choked out, already breathing heavily. "They’re…they’re pretty."


  "You don’t think they’re too saggy?" she brazenly asked, cupping them through the material and hefting them as if she were weighing them.


  "No! No, I don’t think so," he said, numbly grinning at her. "But maybe you could give me another look, uh, you know, just to make sure."


  "Oh, really?" she smirked down at him.


  They stared into each other’s eyes for an interminable time, neither of them flinching away from the obvious dare.


  At last, Arlene hooked a finger into the neckline of the halter-top and slowly pulled it down and eased it back under her droopy tits.


  "Now! Now what do you think?" she defiantly asked, thrusting her breasts out at him. "Too saggy?"


  "God, No! They’re perfect," he mumbled, openly gawking up at the quivering, pink mountains. "Perfect!"


  "You really mean it?" she narcissistically asked, running a silver-painted fingernail over the milky smoothness of one breast, then down between them and up over the other one. "You’re not just saying that just because I’m your mom?"


  "God, no," he muttered, caressing her jiggling tits with his hungry eyes. "They’re the prettiest ever!"


  Time seemed to stop as he gazed at her tits and she watched his eyes poring over them. But finally, eternities later, she saw his hand slowly lift up off the bed. Then, as it floated toward her heaving breasts, she dropped her arm in front of them to shield them from his hand.


  "But…" he muttered, running his fingertips along her forearm.


  She stared into his steamy, brown eyes for several long, anxious moments before slowly moving her arm away from her breasts, giving him free access to explore them with his trembling fingers.


  His fingertips brushed over the smooth softness of her skin, seeking out one of her swollen, tingling nipples.


  "It’s so hard," he whispered, running his fingertip over the swell of her hardened pap.


  "It’s not the only thing that’s hard," she murmured softly, running her fingers over the obvious lump thrusting up against the front of his trunks.


  "Mother…what’s happening?" he choked out, fondling her quivering breast with his fingers as he stared into her eyes.


  "You…you and I…together…" she breathlessly whispered, lifting his other hand up onto her thigh.


  "Oh-God!" he gasped, running his hand up over the smooth softness of her inner thigh toward the forbidden secrecy hidden up between her legs.


  "Yes…yes," she whined, spreading her legs, readying herself for the probing touch of his fingers on her womanhood as she brazenly squeezed his cock through his trunks.


  "Motherrrrrr," he groaned out as his fingers tickled across the last few inches of soft, smooth thigh.


  Then she felt his fingers brush over the pliant softness of her pussy lips.


  "No! No panties…" he gasped, running his fingers over the soft, giving flesh as if he couldn't believe that she wasn't wearing panties.


  "No! No panties…" she murmured, gently pushing herself against his probing fingers.


  As his fingers searched, found and gently probed the secrecy of her femininity, she turned. Dislodging his hand from her breasts, she reached down and dug her fingers under the constricting tightness of the waistband of his trunks.


  "Unh," she grunted out, pulling down his trunks to free his cock at the same instant he slipped two fingers into the clutching tightness of her hungry cunt.


  Watching his big cock flop out into the open, she happily saw that it was somewhere between Zach’s and Tyler’s in size and girth. Easily more than big enough to keep her satisfied until he too was off to college. What a sick way to think about it, she chided herself, wrapping her hand around its impressive girth.


  "So hot! So wet!" Garth gushed, slowly working his fingers in and out of the clinging heat of her vagina.


  "You…you make me that way," she whimpered, squeezing her pussy down around his invading fingers.


  She couldn’t take any more teasing, she told herself, reaching down and pulling his hand away from her pussy. She had to have the real thing! His thing! She had to have his big, hard, throbbing cock inside her! She had to have his cock inside her…NOW! Her baby's cock—


  Pushing to her feet, she impatiently crawled onto the bed, her big tits convulsively floundering below her. Garth’s eyes were as big as saucers as he watched her throw a leg over him and straddle him with her hot, drooling pussy directly above his twitching cock. Standing on her knees with her legs spread wide apart, she reached down and flipped up her short skirt with one hand. Then she grabbed his stiff peter with the other hand.


  "No hair…no hair," she heard him mumble as he stared down at her cleanly-shorn pussy. "No hair around it! So sexy!"


  "For you! For you!" she lied, lifting his cock up and holding it pointed up at the oozing hole between her legs.


  "Can’t believe it!" he groaned, watching her slowly lower her pussy down onto his jutting prick. "Can’t believe this!"


  "Me, either," she purred, feeling his cock slide up into her hungry cunt. "So big…"


  "So hot! So wet!" he grunted, thrusting his hips up and sending his cock deeper into the forbidden depths of her pussy.


  "Ahhhhhhhhh," Arlene sighed as the lips of her pussy settled down around the hairy base of her youngest son’s big cock.


  "Oh, Baby…remember that Mommy will always love you," she murmured, leaning down and giving him a long, crushing kiss on his parted lips.


  Holding herself thrust down on him, she wriggled her hips, grinding her pussy against him and twirling his manly prick around in the hot mush of her vagina.


  Then she finally lifted her lips off his and looked down at him with a crazed look on her face. Slowly extending her arms, she began to rock back and forth. While she did, her big tits began to heavily flop up and down.


  Within moments, her hips were furiously working back and forth, sliding her clutching pussy up and down the shaft of his big, juice-smeared cock. His hands found her flopping tits and latched onto them. Pawing them, he squeezed and groped them as he pumped his cock up into the hot sucking hole that was sliding up and down on his impatient prick. Gasping for air, she feverishly fucked him as she fought for the release she needed so much. She could hear the squeaking protest of bedsprings and the loud slurp of her pussy on his cock as it plowed in and out of her. She could sense the immediacy of her implosion as she continued to hammer away at his cock with her pussy.


  "KER-CHUNK," went the front door as someone closed it.


  "Goddamnit!" she cursed under her breath, frantically humping her pussy up and down his cock."Goddamnit! Almost there!"


  "ANYBODY HOME?" they heard Megan holler from the bottom of the stairs.


  "Fuck!" she whispered, lunging forward and jerking her pussy off Garth’s prick. "YES, WE’RE UP HERE IN GARTH’S ROOM!"


  Quickly crawling off the bed, she shoved her skirt down and smoothed it down over her hips. Then she grabbed the sheet and jerked it up over Garth to hide the evidence of their indiscretion. But as she did, she saw that the sheet was wetly clinging to his juice-drenched cock, outlining its erect fullness to reveal what had obviously been happening.


  "Cover it up! Put a book on it or something! Quick!" she vehemently whispered.


  "Your tits! Your tits!" he shot back, flopping an open book over his peter to cover it.


  "Fuck!" she muttered, jerking her halter up over her big, bobbing breasts.


  "What you guys doing?" they heard Megan ask from the doorway.


  "Just talking," Arlene said, trying to control her breathing. "What are you doing back home?"


  "Oh, I just came by to pick up my laptop," she said, her eyes curiously surveying the situation. "We’re going to work on some pics for the yearbook."


  "Oh," Arlene muttered, turning to look at Garth. "I’ll go get your milk. I’ll be right back."


  "Thanks, Mom," he said, trying not to look too guilty.


  "Well, it looks like your ankle is better," Megan grinned, looking down at the outline of his toe jutting up against the sheet.


  "Yeah, it’s a lot better, and the swelling is going down, too" he said, watching his mother walk past Megan.


  As he did, he saw Arlene look over her shoulder and give him an angry glare.


  "Well, that’s good," Megan said, turning. "Well I’m outta here. Glad it’s better."


  "Thanks," Garth grinned as she headed for her room.


  Five minutes later, he heard the front door close and silence once again reigned in the house.


  "That was too damned close," he heard his mother say as she came strolling back into his room with a big glass of milk in her hand.


  "Yeah, it was," he grinned at her as she handed him the milk and stepped over to the window.


  Feeling strangely excited by their near exposure, she stood watching Megan get into the waiting car as she listened to Garth loudly gulp down the milk. Then as she waited, she reached down and unbuttoned her skirt. Letting it slither down her long legs, she watched as the car slowly drove down the street and disappeared.


  When it was gone, she turned back to face Garth and slowly pulled the neckline of her halter-top back down under her big, quivering tits.


  "Now, let’s see…where were we before we were so rudely interrupted?" she asked with a lecherous smile on her face.


  "I think I can remember," Garth smirked back at her, reaching down and throwing the sheet off to reveal his softened cock. "But he might take a little revitalization…"


  Their brief encounter with disclosure seemed to have had the opposite effect on Garth as it had on her as his cock limply lay on his belly, only a shell of its former self.


  "What happened to him?" she asked strolling toward the bed, tits flopping and hips rolling suggestively. "Did he get scared?"


  "Yeah, a little," he said, reaching down and grabbing it.


  "That’s okay," she laughed, crawling on the bed and up between his muscular legs. "I think I know how to bring him back to life."


  "I hope so," he muttered, as she pushed his hand away and wrapped her own hand around his lolling cock.


  Holding his wilted cock in her fist, she could feel it already stirring as she lowered her mouth down around it. The flavor of her own juices tickled over her tongue as she hungrily sucked on his rapidly hardening cock. Twisting her fist around the thick base of her youngest son’s peter, she sucked and pulled on the other half with her mouth and lips.


  "Me…You…" he groaned, his hips grinding down into the mattress. "You, too."


  Slowly lifting her mouth up off his almost fully hardened prick, she looked up at him with a naughty little grin on her spit-coated lips.


  "You want to do it to me, too?" she asked, flicking out her tongue and licking it up the bulging underside of his prick.


  "Yes…Yes…eat you!" he grunted, watching her slowly suck one of his big, dangling balls into her mouth. "Sixty-nine!"


  Sensually letting the big ball slowly ooze out of her mouth, she pushed herself up. Lifting her leg, she crawled over his legs and maneuvered herself around until her knees were resting beside his head. Lifting a long, shapely leg, she slowly lowered it down, straddling him with her knees resting on opposite sides of his head. Lowering her goo-filled cunt down onto his lips, she wrapped her arm around his leg and grabbed hold of his cock. As she felt his tongue find her painfully-sensitive clit, she curled her fingers around his balls and slowly sank her lips down over the head of his prick and onto its thick shaft. Slowly working her hot, sucking mouth up and down on his cock, she roughly squeezed and rolled his big balls in her hand as he ravaged her clit with his busy tongue.


  Wrapping both hands around his jutting cock, she dropped her lips down, pulling almost half his cock into her mouth. Then, sucking as hard as she could, she raised her head, pulling her lips up the shaft of his cock until at the end, with a loud, slurping pop, she let his cock pop out of her mouth. Then, flicking out her tongue, she licked and lapped at the big purple head of his cock for a few seconds before dropping her mouth back down onto his cock.


  As she devilishly tormented his big peter bringing him along, he was attacking her hypersensitive clit with his rough, lapping tongue. There was one thing for sure, she dizzily thought. All the Twain men…all four of them were cunt eaters extraordinaire!


  But she didn’t want his first gift to her to end up in her mouth. She wanted in her pussy. In her pussy where Harris had given her another gift so long ago. Given her the gift that she had taken and to create the child that now had his cock thrust up inside her mouth. She wanted to emulate that rite and have Garth deposit his sperm-laden milk down inside of her, too. That would complete the circle… That would make everything that much more sinfully wicked…


  With a reluctant grunt, she let his cock flop out of her mouth as she pushed up off him.


  "No…no…don’t go," he groaned out into her pussy as she lifted it away from his lapping tongue.


  "Yes…inside my pussy…not in my mouth…first time…special time…" she panted, quickly spinning around and straddling him again with her pussy just above his cock.


  Lowering her pussy down, she grabbed his spit-coated cock and lifted it. Slowly, like the Angel of Death, her pussy descended down toward his cock with its thick, pink wings hanging down at its side ready to wrap themselves around him and consume him with its deadly embrace. Fitting the bulbous head of his cock up into the Angel’s mouth, she thrust down and consumed his whole cock in one hungry gulp.


  "Oh fuck…" she gasped, grinding her pussy down around his upthrust penis, clutching at it with gluttonous greed.


  Resuming the consummation of their incestuous communion, she felt his hands find her big, pendulous tits once again. Her hips flew back and forth as she impaled herself on his big cock over and over again. There was so much juice flowing out of her cunt, it was running down his cock, coating his belly and balls with its sticky warmth. Leaning back, she grabbed hold of his thighs to balance herself as arched her back and jerked her pussy back and forth on his big cock. She was taking his cock up into her all the way to the hilt on every bouncing lunge. His hands were all over her. First on her big, flouncing tits, then around her waist, pulling and pushing on her, coaxing her on before finding her ass, clutching and squeezing as it rocked up and down above him. The fire down inside her pussy was like a blowtorch, spewing out its unholy flame, consuming her heart and soul with its fury.


  Nothing could stop them this time! She wouldn't let it. She was going to finish and so was he.


  Closer and closer she inched, humping herself up and down on his jutting manhood. Now she could feel it. It was just a matter of seconds before she would go soaring up into the bliss of total gratification.


  "Yes…yes…yes…yes," she hissed out, jerking her cunt up and down on him as hard and fast as she could.


  Then, just as she was tottering on the brink, she heard him grunt and lunge up at her, driving his cock up into her all the way to the quick.


  "Ohhhfucckkkkkkk…" he gasped.


  "Ohgodddddddddd…" she gasped as the unholy fires of their incestuous union consumed them.


  His cock was jerking and spurting uncontrollably as she ground herself down around it, sucking and clutching at it to pull every last sperm out of it. She wanted it all. She wanted to suck him dry and leave him totally drained. She wanted all of his essence, leaving none for any other woman to have, ever…


  Now all three sons had worshipped at the altar of her motherhood. Each had freely given their offerings to her. Giving of their gifts and leaving them in the sacred chalice of her womanhood for her to do with as she chose. Now the last son was filling the hallowed vessel with his manly essence. The circle was complete. She had taken each of them and led them from boyhood to manhood inside the sanctity of her precious palace. Now they were men. Her men…her boys…her sons…her lovers.


  At last, with a shuddering gasp, Garth began to relax, dropping back onto the bed. Arlene felt her own muscles slackening as the last trickles of pleasure tickled through her cum-filled pussy.


  "Mother…" was all Garth could say as he lay looking up at her with a dazed, confused look on his face.


  "Baby…" she sighed, lovingly clutching at his embedded prick with her pussy.


  "Why?" he gasped, still trying to catch his breath as his eyes watched her heaving breasts jiggle and bobble. "Why me?"


  "I don’t know," she murmured, slowly raising her hips and letting his cum-slathered prick slither out of her. Why not you? Your whore mother gave it away to all of her sons—


  Crawling off him, she eased down onto her knees with her butt resting on the backs of her calves. She saw that his eyes were anxiously flitting from her face to her tits and back.


  "Let’s just say it happened and let it go at that. I know that it’s a terrible thing for a mother to use her own son to satisfy her own depraved needs, but I have," she told him, feeling too emotionally drained to try and explain herself to him. "But if you feel like it’s too wrong and you don’t want to go on, we can stop right here and now! End it forever!"


  "No! No! I don’t want to stop! That was the most exciting thing that’s ever happened to me," he whined, running his hand out and resting it on the smooth softness of her creamy thigh.


  "This has to be our secret," she seriously said. "No one…no one can ever know about us…about this!"


  "I won’t tell…I won’t tell anyone, ever," he groaned, squeezing her thigh and repeating the Promise.


  "Our secret…" she mumbled, leaning down and licking her way up the length of his cum-coated cock only to feel it stir under her tongue.


  Quickly, she lifted the limp cock off his stomach, watching it flop about lifelessly. Dropping her head, she sucked it into her mouth before Garth knew what was happening. Her cheeks, lightly tinted with face color, hollowed as she twirled her tongue around the hardening head of his cock. Running her fingers under the fleshy sac dangling down between his legs, she squeezed and toyed with the two big, hard balls encased inside it as his cock continued to swell and solidify inside her mouth. Sickly wondering how much more semen remained inside them, she was surprised at Garth’s virility and found that it only took moments before her mouth was filled with hard, throbbing meat.


  Raising her head, she lifted her full, red lips off his jutting cock and looked up at him with askance.


  "Yes…" he muttered as his cock twitched. "But I want to put it inside you again first…"


  "Okay, but I don’t want you to hurt yourself," she said. "Wait, I know a way…"


  Leaning forward, she went to her hands and knees.


  "Can you come around behind me without hurting your ankle?" she asked him.


  "I think so," he mumbled, struggling to a sitting position and gently raising himself up onto one knee.


  "You can dangle your foot off the edge of the bed so you want hurt it," she instructed him.


  "Okay," he told her.


  She watched him slowly swing his other leg around and lift up onto both knees, being careful not to use his damaged limb. Slowly, carefully, he moved around behind her and up between her spread calves.


  "Oh-God-So-So beautiful," he gasped, running his hands over the unblemished smoothness of her perfect ass.


  He had never seen an ass as pretty as hers, he thought to himself as he reverently caressed the creamy white globes of pliant flesh. It was perfect in every aspect. The two spheres of firm, smooth flesh were bisected down the center, pressed together to hide the secrecy of her asshole. Gently, he solemnly eased the cheeks of her ass apart to expose the pouting circle of dark, furrowed flesh surrounding the delicate opening.


  "No…not there…not today…" she whispered over her shoulder as he slowly let the cheeks of her ass close together to hide her reclusive asshole. "One day though…"


  "All…so beautiful…" he murmured as she felt the warm touch of his lips brush against one of the cheeks of her ass.


  The insinuated promise of possessing the precious treasure on another day sent a jolt of excitement through his cock, making it jump and twitch in anticipation.


  "On another day…" she overtly swore, looking back down between her big, dangling tits, watching him wrap his hand around his big, fat cock and lift its rounded tip up to her waiting pussy.


  Spreading apart the thick lips hanging down from her pussy, Garth eased the tip of his cock head into the goo-slickened opening that lay between them. As he did, Arlene watched her meaty cunt-lips collapse down around the big, blue-veined shaft of his cock, wetly clinging to it as it slowly disappeared up into her.


  God, she loved the feel of a big, hard cock inside her pussy, she giddily thought as his cock bored deeper and deeper into the forbidden depths of her cunt. And the fact that it was her son’s big, hard peter made it all that much more exciting and wicked.


  Arlene lifted up, letting her monster tits swing back and forth in cadence with the pounding attack her pussy was taking from her son. Not only could the Twain men eat pussy, they could fuck it, too, she sickly thought. And she, the seductress, the slut, the whore was also the schoolmistress in their demented school of love. Was it really a school of love… or was it a house of perversion…perversion, gluttony, and greed? A house of prostitution where she trained her boys and prostituted herself to them… Guiding them, teaching them all, training them in the perversions of their incestuous wedlock. Teaching them all the subtle little things that she, the sick, depraved woman she was, craved and needed. And now she guiltily thought, she had a new pupil to teach. She could hardly wait to begin the lessons, but for now she would let him have his way and fuck her his way…fuck her and share all his youthful exuberance with her...for she had him for another year before he left her like his brothers had done…


  Another secret, she sickly thought. Another family secret that she had to keep hidden from all the others.


  The bed was groaning out its protest as Garth’s knees dug down into it, using it for leverage as he fucked her. She could feel the tip of his long peter just tickling against her cervix every time he plunged his cock into her. It was just enough! Not enough to bring pain but enough to fill her totally and completely on every thrusting stroke. His cock was longer and thicker than Tyler’s, she sickly thought. She had grown used to Tyler’s smaller version and now Garth was stretching her to accept his cock. It wasn’t as big as Zach’s or Harris’ giant pricks, but almost. Maybe a half inch shorter and just a tiny bit narrower. It fit her perfectly! She couldn’t ask for more as she wallowed in self-gratification.


  Little did she know that her son’s brutal onslaught was being fueled by years of repressed yearnings. He had secretly lusted after her ever since he had entered puberty and realized what the exciting difference between boys and girls was. But he had been too shy and ashamed to act on those perverted longings. But now, now that she had come to him and released him from those societal restraints, he had become a madman solely intent on bringing gratification to both of them.


  "Yes-yes-Baby-yes-Mommy’s go-oh-God-oh-God-oh-God!" she gasped as her cunt imploded down on itself, clinging to the pistoning giant that was invading its sanctity.


  The fiery impulses of pleasure sparkling through her convulsing pussy were so powerful, she felt like she was going to pass out. Maybe this was her punishment, she fearfully thought. To die of a heart attack or something right in the middle of being fucked by one of her sons…


  But she wasn’t dying, she told herself as she wallowed in the waves of pleasure washing over her. She was being reborn again. Reborn as his lover—his slut—his whore… It was bizarrely ironic, she crazily thought. Her son…her youngest son…her baby boy was now the man in her life! Replacing his brothers, and his father in the line of hierarchy. The others had unknowingly ceded their claims to her body and soul to the youngest…to the last in the line of sons to possess her for his own sick cravings.


  Then, as she groveled in her own diseased indulgence, she heard him give out a loud, guttural grunt as he lunged forward and buried his jerking, spurting penis inside her hot, convulsing cunt…
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  Chapter Six - The Wet Tee Shirt Contest


  


  Lightning flashed across the skies and thunder deafened them as they made a mad dash back toward the cabin. Then the rain was on them in a rush. Harris had been foolish to let them stay so long, risking getting hit by lightning, not to mention getting drenched in the process. But he had always heard that fish bite like crazy just before a storm hits and wanted to test that theory. It would be the last time for that, he dumbly thought as he and Megan finally made it to the steps and rushed up on the porch. Dropping their rods and other equipment, they flung their arms about wildly, slinging water everywhere.


  "You look like a drowned rat, Daddy," Megan giggled.


  "Well, I would say you definitely won the prize for the contest," he grinned back at her, his eyes dropping down to the two beautiful mounds of tit-flesh jutting out at him under her sopping shirt.


  Her wet tee did nothing to hide their splendor from his eyes. Even the darkness of her perfectly circular areolas was visible through the transparent material.


  "And what contest would that be?" she laughed as they stood on the porch, out of the pounding rain.


  "The wet tee shirt contest," he said, pointing to the clinging shirt stretched across her beautiful breasts.


  "Oh, really!" she remarked, looking down at her tits.


  Then, after a couple of seconds of thought, she ran her hands down to the hem of her shirt. Giving him a crazy, little grin, she slowly began to lift it up her body.


  "I guess I won’t need it anymore then. Right?" she said, pulling it up over her jiggling, wriggling breasts, over her head and off. "Since you can see everything anyway."


  "OH! My – Jeez – God, Meggie," he grunted, gawking down at her glistening breasts in shock and awe. "Why’d you do that?"


  "Are they prettier than Mom’s?" she asked him, proudly thrusting them out at him as he openly ogled them.


  "Yessss," he hissed, not caring if it were true or not and still unable to believe that she had done it.


  "And…" she snickered, stepping toward him, pointing down to the bulge of his cock as it thrust itself out against his drenched trunks, "is that the prize for the contest?"


  "Prize…what prize? What do you mean?" he muttered, blushing.


  "The prize for the wet tee shirt contest!" she exclaimed. "You said I won the prize!"


  "Megan!" he gasped, unable to believe his ears. "What are you doing?"


  "Oh, come on, Dad," Megan giggled, stepping over to him and rubbing his cock through his pants. "I've seen the way you’ve been watching me lately. I know what’s on your mind. So let me see my prize!"


  "Uh, okay! Okay, if you’re sure it’s the prize you want," he mumbled, feeling somewhat taken aback by his daughter’s swaggering openness.


  He didn’t know why he was surprised, though. It was almost a replay of what had happened with his other two audacious, shameless daughters.


  "Well, let me see it then…let me see my prize," she said.


  "Uh, let’s…let’s go inside, first," he said, making a nervous survey of the woods surrounding the cabin as if someone would actually be out in the pouring rain watching them.


  "Okay," she snickered, grabbing his hand and pulling him into the cabin behind her.


  He watched her gorgeous tits flounce about, happily frolicking about every which way as he closed the door behind them.


  "You unwrap my prize," she told him, "while I start us a fire."


  "You’re sure about this?" he muttered, watching her flop down in front of the fireplace.


  "Yeah," she said, without a hint of remorse, guilt, or shame. "I've been wanting to see it for a long time…"


  Self-consciously, he unsnapped his pants trunks while she struck a match to the kindling they had placed in the fireplace earlier. Letting his drenched trunks wetly inch down his muscular legs, he saw the fire quickly catch as Megan added more wood to it. His half-hard cock jutted out in a drooping arc as she stood and turned to face him.


  Her eyes immediately dropped down to it cock as it slowly tried to lift its gargantuan head up into the air. She didn’t say a word for a few seconds, then she looked up into his eyes and smiled.


  "Nice, Daddy," she grinned, reaching for it and running her fingertips along its thick, blue-veined shaft. "Better hung than I thought."


  Harris knew that he should be ashamed or guilty or something, but lechery won out as he stepped out of his trunks and jerked his soaked tee off. Tossing it aside like an unwanted nuisance, he wrapped his arms around Megan and pulled her to him.


  "Daddy!" she groaned, curling her arms around him, crushing her still-wet tits into his hairy chest.


  "Baby!" he grunted, squeezing her tightly as their mouths met.


  They kissed long and deep, their tongues twining, twisting, touching, tasting as they devoured the other’s mouth.


  The kiss seemed to last forever before she finally pushed away from him.


  Breathing hard, she stepped back and reached to the snap on her shorts. Leaning over, she pushed her sopping shorts down her long, lovely legs as Harris looked on in stunned silence. Hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her paisley panties, she pushed them down and her furry little nest of soft, brown curls came into view. Although the hair tied up in a bun on her head was a dirty blond, it didn’t match the brown of the hairs surrounding her secret place.


  Strangely, Harris found himself thinking of the pussies of the women in his life. Arlene’s pretty puss had once been surrounded by soft, blond curls that perfectly matched her golden mane, but now she was clean-shaven. Tamanatha’s pussy was as bald as the day she had been born, helped along by razor. And sweet Ashley’s was partially shaven and partially free range as she left a little tuft of brown above her pussy. Amazingly, each beautiful pussy was the same, yet so different, he sickly thought as Megan struggled to get her wet panties off.


  At last, she had them down around her trim ankles. Reaching out, she held onto his shoulder to steady herself as she pulled one foot out. Then, with them wetly clinging to her other ankle, she kicked her foot into the air and her panties went flying up into the air. Both of them watched as they landed several feet away with a loud, wet splat.


  Almost as if a scripted scene in some sick, twisted porno movie, they both dropped to their knees on the faux bearskin rug in front of the crackling fire.


  "My baby, Megan," he wept, pulling her to him, trapping his big cock between their bellies. "Are you sure you want this?"


  "Never more sure of anything in my life," she choked out, covering his lips with her open mouth.


  Outside lightning flashed. A whitish-blue light filled the room, painting them with its eerie hue, turning them into ethereal creatures from another world as a crash of thunder reverberated through the cabin…


  But the storm raging outside couldn’t match the fury and fire of the one raging inside the little cabin.


  Holding her tightly, he felt her soft, probing tongue exploring his lips as she thrust herself against his stiff cock. He never wanted to let her go, he crazily thought. He just wanted to hold onto her forever and protect her sweet innocence. Protect her from the others…others who would take her from him and use her, then toss her aside like some broken toy.


  But he wouldn’t treat her like that! No, not him! He would treasure her and this moment forever. She was his baby and always would be. But now she would be his woman, too! He would share his love with her just as he had shared it with his other daughters. But as much as he loved Tamantha and Ashley, this would be different. This was Megan. His baby, Megan. The youngest of the children. He couldn’t explain it. He didn’t love the other two any less, he just loved her more. Being the youngest, she seemed more innocent and vulnerable than the others and taking the precious treasure that lay between her legs would be that much more depraved…and exciting.


  Could she be a virgin, too? Just as Tamantha had been, he hopefully wondered, feeling himself being pulled down onto the rug. Taking his sweet baby’s virgin cherry? What could be more thrilling? Now they lay on the rug, their bodies clasped together as they devoured each other’s face. He wanted to know…he had to know…but he couldn’t bring himself to ask her. He was afraid of the answer. If she wasn’t, he would be devastated.


  But how could it matter, he sickly asked himself? She was giving him her most cherished possession. She was giving him herself…her body…her womanhood. What more could she do? What more could she give to prove her love for him?


  And him…what was he sacrificing, he asked himself? Nothing…nothing, other than his own piety? He was the greedy, selfish taker of her virtue…and he wanted more? He was evil personified…he was Satan!


  Awash with sanctimonious righteousness, he felt her slowly rolling over onto her back, pulling him on top of her as she did.


  Then, as he lay on top of her, he felt her spread her long, lovely legs. Spreading them and opening herself to him…opening the precious, delicate treasure that lay between her legs.


  Lifting his mouth away from hers, he stared down into her fiery, brown eyes.


  "Meg…Meg…Are? Are you," he asked but was unable to finish before she locked her mouth down around his again.


  Was it just passion, or was she kissing him to silence the question he had started to ask, he frantically wondered.


  Then, it didn’t seem to matter anymore as he felt her fingers find his throbbing cock. Pushing it down, down, down between her widespread legs. Down to the waiting innocence that lay waiting for him there. Fighting to keep from losing it, he felt her fit the monster’s evil, barbed head down into the opening of the forbidden treasure buried there.


  "Oh-God-my Baby," he groaned out into her mouth as he pushed his dick down into the clutching heat of her youthful pussy.


  There was no impediment. His cock just slithered into the searing heat of her cunt until he had it burrowed all the way down into it. But that didn’t matter anymore!


  None of that mattered at all now, he told himself. This was their moment. The first glorious moments of their unholy communion. The fiery passion raging down where they became one was so hot, if felt like their bodies were melting and flowing together to make them one entity. A depraved creature with two heads and one body.


  "Daddy-Daddy-do me-do me, Daddy," she panted, wrapping her wet, sweaty thighs around his waist and squeezing as her ankles locked together above his poised buttocks.


  "Oh-my-God-Baby-Meg…" he blathered out, feeling her hands all over him, touching, goading, urging, imploring him as he began to jerk his hips up and down.


  Megan…his dear, sweet Megan was the final jewel in his incestuous crown, he gloated to himself fucking her with deep, teeth-rattling strokes. Now they were all his…all of the women in the family his…and his alone, he arrogantly thought to himself.


  "Oh-Daddy-oh-so good," Megan cooed out, humping her hot, little pussy back up onto his battering ram of a cock as he hammered it in and out of her juice-slickened cunt. "Not a baby anymore-Daddy!"


  How truthful that was, he giddily thought, pumping his cock into her harder and faster. She was taking everything he was giving to her…accepting it without complaint as she met his attack with a counter-attack of her own.


  Head thrown back, tits thrust up against his chest, her eyes clenched shut, mouth open, she gave out tiny, gasping grunts as he fucked her with wild abandon.


  Suddenly, he felt her stiffen as her hot cunt locked down around his pistoning prick. Grunting, she strained up against him, her fingernails digging into his back and leaving telltale scratches. He continued to pound his cock into her, feeling each undulating clutch of her pussy as the spasms worked through it.


  "Gawwwwdddddd," she finally gasped, her tight pussy relaxing around his cock and her body melting back down onto the rug.


  "I’m glad," he grunted, still working his hips back and forth, looking down at her tear-stained cheeks as the sweat on his face dripped down onto her face and mingled with the tears.


  "You-you-Daddy-you come now," she whimpered, her hand beginning to move on him again as she goaded him on kicking him in the ass with her heels.


  "Yes…yes…Princess…soon…soon," he panted, quickening his perverted attack on her pussy.


  Every part of her body was moving with him, against him. Her arms, her legs, her hands, her mouth, her tits, touching, teasing, tantalizing, tormenting him, urging him on as they fucked.


  At last, he could longer prolong the exquisite ecstasy of their moment and he felt his big, flopping balls implode in on themselves. It felt like someone had shoved a Roman candle up his ass and lit it off as fireball after fireball of pure, incandescent pleasure ripped through his spurting, spewing cock. And each time it did, another gigantic gob of thick, potent semen spurted out into his daughter’s gluttonous, all-consuming cunt.


  "Yes-yes-Daddy’s coming in me-in me!" she squealed, sucking on his cock with her cunt, pulling every last sperm out of it.


  His fiery eruption seemed to go on and on and on, but at last it ended with a final, soul-searing explosion. He had never felt so drained, so physically and emotionally depleted as he lay atop her gasping for breath. But as he thought back, he realized that it had been the same the first time with each of his daughters…


  He wanted to roll off her. Take his heavy weight off her, but he didn’t have the strength as he lay looking down at her face. It was such a beautiful face. Such a young face. His young, beautiful daughter’s face…his baby’s beautiful face…stained by her tears. Tears of joy and happiness, he hoped, leaning down and gently kissing her.


  "Oh, Daddy," she softly murmured, her eyes still closed.


  His lips found hers, kissing her softly, lingering on the kiss for the longest time.


  Finally, he was able to summon up enough energy to ease his cock out of her cum-drenched pussy and roll off her.


  "Daddy…that was so awesome…" she softly murmured, rolling over to face him and softly tracing his lips with the tip of her finger. "I love you so much…"


  "I’m so sorry, my child," Harris sniffed, lying beside her and running the tip of his finger around the darkened nipple sticking up out of her breast. "I had no right to do that…"


  "But, Daddy, I…" she started to say, but stopped when he gently placed his finger on her lips.


  "No! You’re my little baby girl," he went on, sniffing back a tear. "I'm supposed to protect you…keep them from spoiling you…not take away your virtue…"


  Kissing his finger, she gently pushed it away from her pouty lips.


  "I know that I’m your little girl," she told him. "Your bad little girl. Your bad little baby girl, but I’ve wanted this for so long…"


  "But I’m the parent…I should have been stronger for you," he wept.


  "I was so jealous of you and Tamantha…off playing golf all the time," she sniffed. "Then you and Ashley, and the archery! I was dying inside! Then finally, they both left and now your mine…all mine…I’m not going to let you escape!"


  If she only knew, Harris sickly thought. It hadn’t been golf or archery that he had shared with his other two daughters. It had been sex! Sweet, glorious, incestuous sex! And now…now he was sharing that same thing with her.


  "I want to do everything for you," she whispered, her hand finding his limp peter. "I don’t want to be your sweet little, baby girl anymore! I want to be your woman! Your whore! Your slut! Be whatever you want me to be!"


  "Megan…" he groaned, leaning toward her and crushing his lips down on her lips.


  After several long, passionate moments, he finally broke their kiss. Then he kissed his way over her tear stained cheek to her ear.


  "I love you so much, my sweet Megan…" he whispered into her ear and then slowly kissed his way down the soft slope of her neck to her shoulder.


  Her hand tightened around his slowly recharging cock as he bent down and slowly kissed his way down to her flattened breast. Kissing down over the swell of her breast, he found the hard, little nipple sticking up out of the circle of darkened flesh that tipped it. Teasing the little nub with the tip of his tongue, he closed his lips down around it and began to tickle his tongue back forth across it as he gently sucked on it.


  Her nipple was becoming harder and harder as he lazily teased and tickled it with his lips and tongue. Grunting, he struggled up to his hands and knees, then leaned down over her again. This time he brushed his lips down off the rounded bottom of her breast, down onto her flat tummy. Then, reversing himself, he flopped down beside her again, lying head to foot. He felt her turning to face him as her legs parted and she opened herself to him. Resting his head on her smooth, soft inner thigh, he found her oozing womanhood with his mouth. Finding the jutting nub of her clit with his tongue, he felt her hot, pouty lips close down around his hardening cock.


  His nostrils were filled with the pungent aroma of her sex as he frantically attacked her clit. He loved the smell…the smell of sex…woman…pussy…arousal! It was all there! All combined in a pheromone-laced message that his mind read and interpreted. She was so fucking hot!


  "Mmmmmmmm…" she murmured out around his cock as he began to flick his tongue back and forth across her clit.


  Harris was in an ecstatic daze as he felt his baby girl’s hot lips sucking and pulling at his dick. His baby girl…his baby girl was a woman now, he deliriously thought as she hungrily sucked on his cock.


  Did she want him to come in her mouth, he deliriously wondered as her attack on his cock grew more and more insistent.


  Then suddenly she stopped and jerked her mouth off his twitching peter.


  "Come in my mouth, Daddy!" she panted. "Come in my mouth so I can taste you! I want to taste what I tasted like when you made me…what I tasted like when you made me in mommy’s belly."


  Then she insistently sucked his twitching cock back into her mouth.


  Her words sent a scalding flash of electric excitement through his cock! The thought that she wanted him to come in her mouth was so goddamned exciting, he frantically thought. She wanted to taste the very essence from which she had been created. Wanted to taste the milk of his loins.


  It was dizzying to know she wanted to taste the same sperm-filled semen that now filled her cunt. Which filled her cunt and could already be on the way to producing a baby of its own.


  The sheer perversity of the thoughts was too much for Harris.


  Suddenly, a spasm of electricity tore through his cock as it lurched and spurted out a giant gob of thick, hot cum into his daughter's sucking, gobbling mouth.


  Hungrily slurping away at his spewing giant, she greedily sucked out his seed-filled cum and gulped it down as fast as she could while his peter continued to pump more and more virulence into her mouth. It was coming out of his cock in thick, hot gobs as it splashed down onto her tongue and tonsils.


  "Mmmmmmmmmm…" she murmured out around the twitching, jerking, spitting giant as she hungrily swallowed it down.


  Wallowing in his own gratification, he had stopped licking her clit, but as the pleasure began to wane, he began to frantically attack it again.


  Insistently licking and lapping at her clit, he could feel her lips continuing to pull and suck on his softening penis. But even as she continued to suck on his cock, he could feel the muscles in her belly tightening. Her pussy began to patter up against his chin.


  Bringing her along, he wished that he was a teenager again. A teenager with the virility of a satyr, so he could make her come and then spend the rest of the afternoon on top of her, fucking her with everything he had left in him…


  Although older, and knowing that recovery would be slower, the sheer excitement of the moment would probably take care of that problem, he dementedly thought as he felt another orgasm begin to work its way through his baby girl…
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  Chapter Seven - The Family That…


  


  Arlene slipped out of bed as Harris lay sleeping. It was only six-thirty and the sun was just coming up over the horizon. Slipping into a blouse and skirt, she put on her tennis shoes and quietly stepped across the bedroom, out into the hallway and down the stairs. She had an odd sense of excitement. She was already feeling more than a little horny and expectant as all three of her boys were home. And she knew that without doubt, she would end up in bed with Zachary and Tyler before their brief visit was over. And Garth was around all the time, so scheduling him into her itinerary wouldn’t be a real problem. Her only concern was keeping them separate, guarding their dark secret and making sure to set aside time for each of them...


  Little did she know, Destiny giggled...


  The whole family had gathered for Thanksgiving and Arlene was off to kitchen to start the food preparation. Setting about her task, she started making potato salad. It was going to take a bunch of potato salad to feed the whole family, she laughed to herself...


  Garth woke with a roaring hard-on as usual. Lying in his bed, he slowly whacked it as his thoughts turned to his mother. Wonder what she’s doing? Is she thinking about me? Their incestuous love affair was their secret. No one else in the family knew about it.


  Unable to go back to sleep, Garth got up and dressed. Maybe he’d go down and see if anyone else was up. Maybe shoot some pool or something to take his mind off his mother!


  Walking down the stairs, he heard someone in the kitchen. Sneaking over to the kitchen door, he peeked inside and lo and behold! He spotted his mother. And she was alone, working on food for Thanksgiving dinner. Unable to believe his luck, he looked around to make sure he was alone and quickly slipped inside. Arlene was standing with her back to him, busily chopping potatoes and didn’t notice him as he crept across the room.


  Tiptoeing up behind her, he snaked his arms around her and grabbed her big, pendulous breasts through her blouse.


  "What the…who the?" Arlene sputtered, jerking her head around to see who it was.


  "Morning, Mom," Garth laughed, squeezing her tits.


  "Garth Twain, you just about scared me to death," she gasped as he pulled her back against him and rubbed his big cock against her ass.


  "Sorry. I was just thinking about you and lo and behold! Here you are…" he grinned, squeezing her big tits again.


  "Be careful," she muttered, stepping away from him. "Someone might come in and see us."


  "I didn’t see anyone else," he complained.


  "Still, there’s no reason to tempt," she mumbled, grabbing hold of his hand. "Come on…"


  "Where are we going?" he asked as she pulled him along.


  "In here," she told him, pushing open the door to the pantry.


  They both quickly stepped inside the pantry and Arlene pushed the door closed, spinning the lock shut as she did.


  "There," she said, turning to Garth and smiling. "All comfy cozy…"


  Garth reached for her and started unbuttoning her blouse. But she roughly pushed his hands away and shoved her hands up under her skirt. Then she bent down and pushed her little, black panties down her long legs. Stepping out of the wispy panties, she quickly scooped them up and stuffed them into the pocket of her apron.


  "There," she grinned, turning her attention to the button on the front of his pants as his hands flew back to the buttons on her blouse.


  Spreading his short pants open, she watched his big, hard prick flop out into the open as his pants went skittering down his muscular legs. As usual, she sickly laughed to herself, he never wore shorts anymore and was always at the ready when an opportunity presented itself.


  "No boppies again…" she laughed


  "No," he told her.


  Spreading her blouse open, he exposed the lacy, black brassiere that encased her big, beautiful tits.


  "They just get in the way like this thing," he muttered, digging his fingers under the wire edged bottom of her brassiere and pulling it up off her big, droopy tits.


  "Well, my Sweet," she murmured, wrapping her hand around his peter. "There are others around we have to consider. What would they say if I went around with my tits hanging out all the time?"


  "I doubt you would get many complaints," he told her, roughly groping her big, droopy tits as she slowly stroked his penis. "I know I wouldn’t complain!"


  "I’m sure you wouldn’t," she laughed, slowly backing toward the little table sitting in the corner of the pantry and pulling him along by his dick as she went.


  As the back of her legs bumped up against the table, she let go of his prick, jerked her skirt up around her belly, put the heels of her hand on the table and pushed herself up onto it. Sitting on the edge of the table, her little butt balanced on its edge, she slowly spread her legs apart.


  Garth reached down, cupping the backs of her thighs in his palms and lifting them up into the air. Lifting them, he spread them open wider until the heels of her tennies were hooked on the edge of the table. Now she was totally exposed and vulnerable to his big, jutting cock as she reached down between her splayed legs and grabbed hold of it. Quickly fitting the tapered head of his penis into the juice-slickened opening of her pussy, she let go of it and felt it go slithering inside her.


  "God, Mom…you’re so fucking hot…" Garth panted as he began to work his hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of the goo-filled hole between her legs.


  Garth didn’t give her time to answer as his lips crushed down onto hers. Then as they frantically kissed, Garth wrapped his arms around her and locked his hands behind her back. Bent almost in double, her legs splayed out, her thighs brushing against her big tits and his chest, she left herself totally and completely exposed to her son’s fevered attack on her pussy. Mouths open, tongues twisting and intertwining, they kissed as they fucked.


  This is what it had come to, Arlene dementedly told herself. She had become a shameless slut, finding her pleasure wherever and whenever she could. There was no guilt or remorse now, as she moved from man to man, son to son, son to husband, and husband back to son. It was as if the men’s cocks had all coalesced into one big prick, made to satisfy her perverted, sick, twisted needs. She had slipped from the realm of mother and wife to whore. A nymphomaniac of a whore, who tried over and over again to satisfy her emotional needs, but failed every time. Thus, the failure only triggered more and more need to satisfy her sick urges. But it wasn’t all her fault, she complained to herself. It seemed none of her boys could walk by her without groping her or touching her in some sexual way. It still amazed her that they hadn’t been caught in all these years and it still remained the family secret...


  Finally, gasping for breath, they broke the fiery kiss. Garth’s breath was coming in short, gasping pants as he pounded his cock in and out of her hungry cunt. She could finally feel the warm glow of an orgasm begin down inside her battered pussy. And by the way Garth was gasping and panting, she knew from experience that he wouldn’t last much longer. Not long enough to satisfy her sick needs, she sadly thought. But maybe she could sneak back up to the bedroom and get Harris to finish what his son had started, but had been unable to complete, she sickly thought. In the beginning, with each son, the fiery passion of their incestuous communions had been enough to push her over the edge almost every time. It had been easy to finish, but as time passed, she had grown more and more jaded, taking longer and longer.


  But maybe he would last long enough, she sickly thought, feeling the warmth down inside her pussy growing hotter and hotter.


  "Mom! Mom! God…" Garth suddenly groaned out, driving his big prick down into the clutching depths of her cunt as deep as it would go.


  Still striving for her own climax, Arlene felt the first hot splash of Garth’s cream gush out into her pussy. She hadn’t made it! Garth had finished first, she sadly told herself, as Garth’s ass clenched and quivered while his prick pumped more and more cum into her gluttonous cunt.


  But now…now that the fires had been stoked, she had to have more. Had to have more hot, throbbing cock to fill her cunt and finish the job.


  Garth’s big cock continued to jerk and spurt as he thrust himself against her, driving his spewing giant even deeper into her primed pussy.


  At last, it was over. Garth had finished with her and slowly backed away, dragging his cum-drenched peter out of her overflowing pussy. As he did, a thick gush of cum and juice spewed out of her cunt and splashed down onto the floor with a soft splat.


  "Damn, Baby…you been saving it up?" she asked him, staring down at the thick, gelatinous puddle on the floor.


  "Yeah…for you!" he grinned.


  "Oh, you’re such a naughty, little boy," she fussed, dropping her legs down and stepping off the table.


  "I’m sorry, I couldn’t bring you off, Mom…" he told her, a little frown creasing his forehead as he reached down and pulled his pants back up over his wilting peter.


  "That’s all right, Baby! Don’t worry about it," she smiled, pulling her lacy, black brassiere down over her breasts and stuffing them back inside it. "It was still good…"


  "I’m still sorry," he moped.


  "So where were you off to, before you so rudely interrupted me?" she asked him, slowly buttoning up her blouse.


  "I was going to shoot some pool or something to take my mind off you," he grinned back at her, stuffing his prick back in pants and zipping them up.


  "Well," she softly laughed, reaching down and unlocking the door," I assume this was a better alternative…"


  "It certainly was," he chuckled.


  "You wait in here and I’ll go out and check to make sure the coast is clear," she told him, grabbing a box of salt, opening the door and quickly stepping out.


  A quick look around showed that they were still alone…


  "Okay, you can come out now," she told him. "Now you can go shoot some pool. But I don’t know how well you’ll do with your empty balls and limp pool cue…"


  "Well, I’m off," Garth grinned, leaning over and giving his mother a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks for the wake-me-up…"


  Listening to the clack of pool balls coming from the recreation room, Arlene untied her apron and laid it on the table by the bowl of peeled potatoes. I’ll finish them later, she told herself. Got more important things to do right now.


  Slinking out of the kitchen, she quickly stole across the living room and hurried up the stairs. Quietly stepping down to their bedroom, she pushed the door open and stepped inside, closing the door behind her. Looking over at their bed expecting to see Harris still asleep, she was surprised to see it empty.


  Now where the hell can he be, she angrily asked herself, striding over to the bathroom and peeking inside? Still no Harris as she looked into the empty bathroom.


  Stepping back over to the bedroom door, she opened it and looked up and down the hallway. Maybe he’s down talking to one of the guys, she told herself, starting down the hallway toward the boy’s rooms. Peeking into the boy’s rooms, she saw that Tyler and Zachary were still asleep.


  That’s odd, she told herself. Where could he be? He wasn’t down with Garth or she would have seen him. And he wasn’t in the boy’s rooms!


  Just then another sick, twisted thought slithered through her mind. Could he? No, no, he wouldn’t do that... would he? Slowly, fearful of what she might find, she crept over to Megan’s room. Opening the door a crack, she peered in only to find her youngest daughter still asleep under her covers. Easing the door shut, she tiptoed over to Ashley’s room and quietly opened the door just enough to see inside. Ashley, apparently asleep, lay under the covers with her back to the door.


  Easing the door closed, Arlene took a deep breath and moved down to Tamantha’s room. Reaching for the doorknob, she thought she could hear muffled sounds coming from the room. Twisting the doorknob, she fearfully pushed the door open.


  Her mouth flew open and her eyes flared wide open as she gawked into the room. Well, she found him, she sickly thought, standing in a state of shock staring Harris’s big, hairy ass jerking up and down as his big, goo-slathered dick slithered in and out of his daughter’s cunt.


  How long? How long had this been going on, she deliriously wondered? How long had Harris been fucking his daughter? Months? Years?


  But suddenly her predicament worsened as she felt a pair of arms snake around her and a pair of hands latch onto her heaving breasts. Who? It had to be one of the boys, but which one, she frantically asked herself. Just then, she felt his lips on her neck as he nibbled his way up the curve of her neck to her ear.


  "Morning, Mother…" she heard Tyler whisper into her ear as he rubbed his big, hard cock against her ass.


  Then, as she reeled from the double shock, she got a third one as she watched in disbelief when Zachary stepped around in front of her.


  "Good morning, Mother," she heard him say through the fog of befuddlement that enveloped her.


  As the sound of his voice reached Harris, she saw Harris suddenly jerk backwards, ripping his cock out of Tamantha’s pussy as he groped for the sheets to cover them. Jerking the sheet up over them, he stared back at them with a confused, panicky look on his face as he and Tamantha held the sheet clutched against their chests.


  It was all over, she told herself. The secrets were all out in the open now! Only Ashley and Megan had been spared from the knowledge of the family’s dark secret, she told herself! But were they, she asked herself as Zachary stepped closer and wrapped his arms around her waist. She felt his hands grab hold her ass and pull her up against the rock-hard lump in the front of his trunks as he leaned forward and found her lips with his. She was in a befuddled daze, unable to think or move, not knowing what to do as Tyler nibbled on her neck and Zach crushed his lips against hers. Both boys were rubbing their big, hard cocks against her as Tyler roughly clutched and groped her tits.


  Harris and Tamantha gawked on in amazed confusion as the two boys dry fucked her, clutching and groping at her at the same time.


  So this was how it was going to finally go down, she crazily thought. The whole family revealing all their family secrets, and flaunting them in front of everyone else. It was too crazy to comprehend. Finding herself unmasked, her true identity exposed for the whole world to see, she slowly eased one hand back around behind her, between herself and Tyler. Finding the big, hard lump in his shorts, she grabbed at it and roughly squeezed it at the same time she eased her other hand down inside Zach’s trunks. She didn’t have to search for his cock as his giant peter filled the whole front of his trunks, jutting up against her hand hard and stiff.


  What now, she crazily asked herself?


  Finally, breaking their kiss, she peered over Zach’s shoulder only to see Harris crawling back up between Tamantha’s long, outstretched legs. Still clutching and groping at Zach’s and Tyler’s cocks, she watched on with perverted fascination as Harris’s big cock jutted out below his belly, glistening wetly with Tamantha’s juices. Then Harris hooked his arms under Tamantha’s legs and lifted them up into the air, tilting her oozing pussy up at an angle. Then with a simple dip of his hips, he speared his daughter’s pussy and slid his cock down into her, stopping only when his big, dangling balls slapped up against her upturned ass.


  "Ummmmm, Daddy…" Tamantha gurgled out, looking up at him through her uplifted thighs.


  So, Arlene angrily thought, that’s the way he wants it! So be it!


  Jerking her hands out of the boy’s trunks, she dropped down to her knees between them. Turning first to Tyler, she hooked her fingers under the waistband of his shorts and abruptly jerked them down around his ankles as his dick sprang up in front of her, almost slapping her in the face as it sprang up against his belly. Turning on her knees, she reached for Zachary’s shorts and angrily pulled them down his muscular legs. As she did, his cock, equal in size and length to his father’s evil, eight-inch giant leapt out, jutting straight up from his hairy groin as it slapped up against his wash-boarded abdomen.


  Well, this worked fine, she crazily thought, pushing back up to her feet. Her panties were downstairs in her apron pocket where she had left them after she and Garth had, had their little morning tete-a-tete.


  Wrapping her hands around the boy’s jutting pricks, she tugged them across the room to the bed where Harris was grunting and huffing as he pumped his big cock in and out of Tamantha’s pussy. Using his cock to turn him, she spun Zachary around until the back of his legs was brushing against the bed.


  Then, she gave him a little shove, making him plop down onto the bed on his back.


  "Scoot back," she muttered, seeing Harris’s ass grind to halt as he and Tamantha gawked over at them in disbelief.


  Using his hands and heels, Zachary scooted back until only his feet were hanging off the bed. As he did, Arlene shoved his legs together and straddled them. Climbing onto the bed, she crawled up his legs. Once her cunt was above his rock-hard prick, she stood on her knees and reached around behind her butt. Grabbing hold of his cock, she jerked it vertical and slowly lowered her hot, oozing cunt down onto its evil, tapered point. Zachary curled his hands around her waist as she let her hot, clutching cunt slide down the jutting giant. Down and down she went until at last, she had all eight-inches of his cock thrust up inside her aching pussy. Looking down, she saw that the fat, pink lips of her pussy were now wrapped around the thick, hairy base of his cock.


  Leaning down over him, she rested her big, dangling tits on his hairy chest and reached around behind her ass. Digging her fingers down into the pliant flesh of her ass cheeks, she spread them apart to expose the pout of her puckered asshole to Tyler who was standing by the bed gawking down at her.


  "Shit!" he exclaimed, as she felt the bed shudder under her.


  A moment later, she felt one of his hands curl around her waist just above the swell of her hips. Then she felt his fingers dig down into the crack of her ass spreading a big gob of spit over the wrinkled opening of her anus. Cringing, she felt the rounded tip of his cock nudge up against the fluted opening of her asshole. As she waited for him, she felt his other hand wrap around her waist. Then he began to push as the tapered head of his prick spread her asshole open wider and wider. A little tickle of pain joined the penetration as his dick stretched her asshole open. Then, another jolt of pain flared out of her anus as it collapsed down around the thick shaft of his cock just below the flared edge of its big, bloated head.


  With the head of his prick embedded down in her tight, clinging asshole, Tyler gave out a little grunt and eased the rest of his peter down into its clenched tightness as he pulled her back onto it.


  Fuck!" Arlene groaned out as she felt his hairy pubis grind up against the cheeks of her upturned ass.


  Lying under her, Zachary could feel Tyler’s big dangling balls bump against his own balls as his brother shoved his cock up their mother’s hot asshole.


  Zachary couldn’t believe that it was really happening as he looked over to see Harris and Tamantha staring at them. Their eyes were the size of saucers and their mouths gaped open in stunned shock.


  Then he felt his mother begin to move. Stopping her forward movement, she gasped and thrust herself backwards impaling her pussy and ass on their jutting pricks. As she did, Zachary curled his hips up toward her and drove his cock even deeper into the hot, clutching depths of her pussy just when Tyler lunged forward and jerked her back onto his big cock. She could feel the two cocks rubbing together through the thin membrane of tissue between her pussy and rectum as she fucked them.


  She had never felt so full of hard, throbbing cock-meat. Zachary’s giant penis was filling her pussy, sliding in and out of it as they worked together, fucking each other. While they did, Tyler was straddling them, his knees on the bed just outside hers as he pounded away at her ass.


  Then she felt the bed shudder once again and she felt Tyler struggle up to his feet. She could feel his thighs brush against her hips as he stood above her. His knees were bent, his calves rubbing against her sides while his hands were curled around her waist as he continued to pound his cock down into her tight asshole. With him now above her, the angle of his attack was now downward making his big cock rub against Zachary peter even harder.


  "Damn, Tyler, feels like you’re fucking my cock," Zachary grunted out, thrusting his big cock in and out of her faster and faster.


  Just then Arlene felt the bed begin to shudder and lurch about even wilder. Looking over, she saw that Harris had resumed his attack on Tamantha’s little pussy. His ass was jerking up and down wildly as he pounded away at her with renewed energy.


  Hope the fucking bed doesn’t collapse, he sickly thought as the bodies rocked and thrashed about on it.


  The obscene sounds of their fucking filled the room with room with vulgar noises. Grunts and groans, wet, loud slap of bodies smashing together, and the groaning creaks of the bedsprings joined together in a demented cacophony of perversion.


  Just then, at the height of the battle, Arlene heard shocked, feminine gasps come from the direction of the door.


  As the fucking slammed to an immediate halt, she heard another masculine voice join in the fray.


  "Holy, Fucking, shit!" she heard Garth blurt out.


  Turning, she looked over and saw Ashley, Megan, and Garth standing in the doorway gaping at them with stunned, shocked looks on their faces.


  "Mother," Garth choked out staring directly at her as she squatted on her hands and knees with her other two sons cocks embedded inside in her pussy and ass. "What?"


  "Daddy!" the girls exclaimed almost in the same breath, their eyes locked on Tamantha’s oozing cunt that was filled with Harris’s giant prick.


  The discord of obscene sounds that had filled the room earlier was replaced by muted silence as everyone stared back at each other.


  Ashley and Megan were still wearing their little, frilly baby doll nighties indicating they had just come from their rooms. Garth was still wearing his short pants and a tee shirt. All three were barefooted as they stood nervously fidgeting and gawking at their parents and the other children.


  Finally, after what seemed like hours, Arlene saw Garth drop his hands down to his pants.


  "Fuck it!" he muttered as Arlene watched his pants go slithering down his legs and his big, half-hard dick flopped out into the open.


  "Garth…" Ashley choked out, taking a step back as she gawked down at her brother’s hardening peter.


  "Like it?" Garth smirked, stepping out of his pants and jerking his tee shirt up over his head.


  "Huh…" she muttered, unable to take her eyes off it as it began to lift its big, purple head up into the air.


  "Maybe I’ll let you have some of it later," he said, leering at her as he tossed his shirt on the floor and started toward the bed. "But first, I’m going to let Mom have a little taste of it."


  Everyone watched him as he swaggered toward the bed with his big prick jutting out in front of him. Then, their eyes continued to follow him as he leaned down over the bed and crawled up on it. He crawled up in front of Arlene with his knees straddling Zachary’s head as Zachary stared up at his brother’s big, hairy balls dangling down above him.


  Then, as everyone else watched on with perverted fascination, he wrapped his hand around his cock and lifted his big prick up to his mother’s lips. Slowly, insolently, he wiped the big, pre-cum coated cock-head over and around his mother’s pouty lips, coating them with the slippery goo.


  Arlene slowly opened her mouth and felt his cock slither in between her lips. Leaning into her, Garth eased more and more of his cock into her hot, sucking mouth as he felt the bed begin to gently rock back and forth. As she gently began to suck on his cock, she could taste the pungency of her own juices on it, remaining there from their little fuck down in the pantry.


  Now she had stooped to the deepest depths of incestuous perversion, she told herself as her three son’s cocks worked in and out of all of her orifices. She was taking all three of them at once. God, what a fucking, slutty whore she had become. And right in front of her husband and daughters. She could already feel the hot flames of hell licking at her soul!


  Sucking on Garth’s prick, she felt Zachary and Tyler pounding away at her ass and cunt. Then, she felt Garth’s hands curl around the back of her head.


  Garth began to work his cock into her mouth, his hands clutched around her head as he jerked her back and forth on it. She was making gurgling, choking sounds as the head of his peter thudded up against the opening of her throat on every stroke.


  Fucking his mother’s mouth with deep, jarring strokes, he looked over at his sisters who were still standing in the doorway. As he did, he saw them look at each other, then with mischievous smiles playing across their lips, they both reached down and pulled their little baby nighties up over their heads.


  God, Garth groaned, staring at Ashley’s big, dangling tits. He’d known that she had big tits, but what he saw sent excitement tickling through his fevered brain. They were fucking gorgeous! Maybe, he’d just fuck them, too, later, he told himself as he openly gawked at the quivering, jiggling treasures.


  Just then, Tyler gave out a loud, groaning grunt at the same moment he rammed his cock down into her ass as deep as it would go.


  "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" he grunted out as his cock began to jerk and spurt out fiery gobs of thick, clinging cum into his mother’s tightly clenched ass.


  "Ommppfffff!" Arlene gagged out around Garth’s pistoning prick as she felt her pelvic girdle erupt into a raging bonfire of pleasure and pain.


  Then as her pussy spasmed around Zachary’s prick, she felt his peter explode and spew out a huge gush of cum into her convulsing pussy.


  "Goddamn…" Zachary groaned out thrusting his peter up into her pussy.


  Lewdly thrusting herself back at her two sons, Arlene felt the Garth lunge forward and drive his peter into her throat. At the same instant, it lurched and spewed out a giant spume of semen directly into her throat. Trying not to gag, she kept her lips pressed up against dangling balls as he held her shoved down around the erupting giant. She felt like gallons of thick, hot cum were pouring out of her son’s cocks filling all of her orifices with the hot, sticky goo. More and more spewed out until she was covered from the waist down with the sticky gunk and more of it was dripping down her chin and onto the bed.


  At last, the peters stopped shooting off inside her.


  Resting her body on Zachary’s chest, she turned to look over at Harris. She had been so focused on the sick fucking her son’s had been inflicting on her, she hadn’t even noticed that Megan and Ashley had joined the melee.


  Ashley was lying on her back, arms thrown out with her long legs splayed out to the side as Megan and Tamantha stood on their hands and knees between them. They both had their heads buried down between her legs and were eagerly attacking her clit with their twisting, licking, lapping tongues. At the same time, they both had two fingers extended out and were working them in and out of the tight, little, goo-covered hole below her clit.


  Arlene was stunned. They were eating their sister, she drunkenly thought. But they acted as if it were nothing out of the ordinary at all. Arlene had never done anything like that with another woman, but as she watched on, she found herself strangely fascinated by it.


  As they feverishly worked on their sister, Harris was standing on his knees behind Megan’s upthrust butt pounding his big cock in and out of her slippery pussy. As he held onto Megan’s hips and pounded his prick into Megan’s pussy, Tamantha was on her hands and knees beside her. Their thighs were crossed over, their beautiful asses thrust up in the air exposing their wet, juicy cunts to Harris’s big cock.


  As Harris furiously attacked Megan’s pussy with his cock, he had his hand draped over Tamantha’s ass and was sliding his fingers in and out of his daughter’s upturned, juice-slathered pussy. Her excitement was obvious as long, stringy strands of juice hung down from her pussy all the way to the bed below.


  Harris’s belly was sickly thudding up against Megan’s tight, little ass making it ripple and jiggle on every stroke.


  "Me, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy!" Tamantha gurgled out as her tongue continued to tease and worry her sister’s clit.


  Easing his cock out of Megan’s pussy, Harris clamored over their calves and moved up behind Tamantha’s upthrust butt. Wrapping his hand around her hip, he grabbed hold of his dripping peter and guided it up to the wet, dripping gash of her pussy. Fitting the rounded head of his cock into the slippery hole, he grunted and lunged forward, driving all eight inches of his giant peter down into his daughter's hot, clutching pussy.


  "Yes, Daddy, yes…" Tamantha blathered out as Harris furiously attacked her pussy with his peter.


  Arlene could see her daughter’s perfect ass was glistening wetly as Tamantha was spewing out juices which were quickly smeared all over her ass by her father’s ruthless assault. Watching on with sick fascination, she saw Harris reach over and quickly slide two fingers into Megan’s gooey pussy and began to fuck her with them at the same pace he was fucking his other daughter with his peter.


  Then she felt the bed shudder again. Turning, she saw Garth stepping down off the bed. As he did, he had his hand wrapped around his cock and he was frantically working it up and down its rapidly hardening shaft.


  Surprised to see that his cock was almost fully erect, she watched him shuffle around to the foot of the bed. He was a fucking Superman, she sickly thought, watching his hand slide up and down his thick cock.


  As she watched, Garth leaned down over the bed and quickly crawled up on it with his peter jutting out at the ready. On his knees, he moved up behind Megan as Harris jealously looked over at him. Then, brushing his father’s hand aside, Garth brought his big prick up to the drooling gash peeking back out at him from between Megan’s long legs. Leaning into her, he thrust his hips forward and drove his prick into the hole all the way up to the hilt.


  "Unnnnnnnnnhhhhh," Megan groaned out into Ashley’s pussy as Garth began to fuck her with powerful, butt-jarring strokes.


  It almost seemed like some kind of sick competition, Arlene sickly thought, watching the two men fucking the girls. Grunting and huffing, Harris was ripping his cock into Tamantha while Garth frantically hammered his cock into Megan as hard and fast as he could.


  She even felt a prick of jealousy and envy, as she watched on with perverse fascination.


  Looking down at Ashley, she saw that she had her hands wrapped around Megan’s and Tamantha’s heads, pulling them down, crushing their mouths down against her pussy as she humped herself up at them. Her little ass was bouncing up and down on the bed as she roughly fucked their faces. As she did, Arlene could see their little, pink tongues twirling, slashing around Ashley’s clit. It was almost as if they were kissing as they both frantically licked and lapped at their sister’s clit.


  Ashley’s big tits were rolling and bobbling as she struggled toward her finish, reveling in her sister’s insistent attack.


  Feeling his own orgasmic eruption growing down inside his flopping balls, Harris stared down at Ashley’s big tits as they wildly floundered about.


  You! You’re next, her silently promised her. You and your hot ass! Recalling their first time and her admission that she loved to get it up her ass, he couldn’t wait to get his prick inside her hot ass.


  You sick son of a bitch, he cursed himself. Here you are, fucking one of your beautiful daughters right in front of the whole family, and at the same time you’re fantasizing about what it was going to feel like to fuck your other daughter’s hot ass.


  Garth loved the feel of a hot, tight pussy wrapped around his cock. And Megan’s pussy certainly filled the bill in that category. If only, he crazily thought. If only this could happened years ago…then he would have had all the pussy he could ever have wanted…day and night…twenty-four seven…pussy-pussy-pussy! Gonna fuck them all before it’s over, he promised himself…


  Suddenly, Ashley began to groan and curse as her hips shuddered and shook. Her whole body stiffened, as she grabbed at her tits and began to roughly grope at them at the same time she thrust herself up at her sister’s insistent mouths.


  Garth watched his sister throw her head back as her arms began to flail the bed. A stream of profanity spewed from her mouth as she groveled through her orgasm. As she did, Garth could feel Megan’s hot cunt tightening around his cock as he pounded it in and out of her.


  She was going to come, too, he giddily thought, humping his cock into her even harder.


  But before she could, Tamantha gave out a loud a loud, gasping groan and lurched herself backwards at her father’s barbarous rape of her pussy.


  Harris lunged forward, thrusting his peter even deeper into the spasming clutch of her pussy as his prick lurched and blew out a massive load of hot, creamy cum into her.


  Now there was only Megan, Arlene told herself as she watched the obscenity taking place before her eyes! Then, she saw Megan arch her back and shove herself back against her brother. Grinding herself back against him, she dropped her head as her whole body began to quiver and jerk.


  "God…oh, God," she groaned out as Garth held himself thrust up inside the hot, clutching core of her womanhood.


  "God, what a Thanksgiving," he groaned to himself, letting his sister ride out her orgasm on his embedded prick.


  Well, what better day and, and after all, didn’t the family have plenty to be thankful for on this glorious day...


  Finally, when Megan had stopped shaking and groaning, Garth eased his stiff, jutting penis out of her. Looking down at it, he saw that there were shimmering, clear strings of gunk dripping down off it onto the bed. Damn, she’s wet, he sickly thought…


  "Be back in a little," Arlene muttered, rolling off Zachary and stepping down onto the floor.


  She could feel everyone’s eyes on her as she strolled over to the door, rolling her hips like a streetwalker trying to seduce a prospective customer. Stepping out into the hallway, she could feel the sticky coating of dried cum pulling at her skin as she walked down toward her bedroom.


  A quick shower, she thought, and then into some lingerie for the men. Something titillating to add a little spice to their day…


  "Why don’t we grab some blankets and go down to the recreation room," Harris grunted, backing off the bed and dropping down onto the floor. "I don’t think this old bed can take a lot more of this…"


  "Cool," Garth grunted, backing off the bed and dropping down beside his father…


  Arlene stood under the warm, soothing spray of the shower, running the washcloth up between her legs, over her drooling pussy and down the crack of her ass as she washed away the remains of her son’s gifts. Her little asshole was still aching just a little from Tyler’s invasion, but her pussy was throbbing happily as she could almost feel Zachary’s big cock inside it.


  Stepping out of the shower, Arlene quickly dried off and stepped over to her dresser. Leaning down, she rummaged through the drawer trying to decide just what to wear. Blue, red, Black? Which will it be?


  Black, she finally decided.


  Reaching up, she gave her long, brown hair a couple of fluffs, then hurried over to the closet. Looking down, she spotted her black-patent pumps with their spiky, four-inch stiletto heels. Slipping her dainty, little feet down into the heels, she immediately grew from five-foot nine to a statuesque six-foot one in one fell swoop. Stepping back over to the mirror, she slowly twirled around in front of it, inspecting herself one last time.


  Hurrying over to her nightstand, she jerked open the drawer and pulled out the black leather pouch that was in it. Then, spreading it open, she grabbed up an assortment of her dildos and vibrators and shoved them into the pouch. And then she gathered up an assortment of Harris’s cock rings and stuffed them into the bag, too.


  Throwing the leather bag over her shoulder, she swished across the room to the door. Switching her beautiful butt from side to side naughtily, she went marching down the hallway towards Tamantha’s room. Stopping in the doorway, she looked inside and saw that the room was empty.


  "Now where in the hell have they gotten to…" she exclaimed out loud, just as she heard the blaring beat of music coming from downstairs.


  Stepping down the stairs, watching her big tits jiggle softly inside the cups of her brassiere, she felt her excitement growing. Reaching the bottom of the stairs, she stopped and reached down to her juice-slathered pussy. Running a long finger down the sopping furrow between her fat, puffy pussy-lips, she slowly brought it up to her mouth and sucked it clean. Damn, I’m so fucking hot, she complained, hearing that the music was coming from the recreation room. Strutting toward the room, she stopped in the doorway when she reached it. Looking around the room, she saw that Harris had Tamantha spread out on a blanket and was slowly pumping his big dick in and out of her hot, little snatch as she groveled below him.


  Seems to have a preference for his oldest daughter’s pussy, she sickly thought, shifting her eyes over to Ashley and Garth on another blanket. Ashley was on her hands and knees and Garth was standing on his knees behind her. He had his hands wrapped around her waist and was roughly jerking her back and forth on his big cock. Then as she watched them fucking, she suddenly came to the realization that his big dick was sliding in and out her asshole, not her pussy.


  The thought that Garth was fucking his sister’s hot, little asshole with his big dick sent a sizzle of perverted excitement tickling up her spine as she looked over at the pool table where Zachary, Tyler, and Megan were hard at work.


  Zachary was lying on his back on the pool table, his head resting on one of the cushions while Megan was on her hands and knees up between his legs, leaning over him with his big cock in her mouth. As she was hungrily devouring Zachary’s jutting cock, Tyler was between her legs, his hands wrapped around her pert little butt as he pounded away at her pussy with his cock.


  Where did she start, she sickly asked herself, standing in the doorway with her hands on her hips, trying to decide which man to choose….


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked Family Secrets. If you did and would like to read some more of my stories, these are my stories on Smashwords:


  


  Black Friday - Erotica


  Whore Queen - The Garden Gates


  Trailer Trash - Oreo


  All Hail – The King I and II


  Father Gander's Naughty Tales – I & II


  Mother's Milk - Love Potion


  Different Names - Teacher's Pet


  The Voice - Boob Job - Escort Service


  Everything is Wrong - Cockball


  Teacher's Tales - The Cheerleader Squad


  Daddy's Little Secret - Confession


  The Island of the Goddess - Evergreens - Alien


  Home Again – Home from the War


  Marooned - Nipples - The Voodoo Doll


  Airey Putter and the Golden Dildo


  Airey Putter and the Wishing Mirror


  The Train Ride - The Wedding


  Andria's Dream - Nymphomania: A desire to…


  Tornado - The Colonel's Wife
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