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CHAPTER ONE


Ursula Roberts lay on her bed vaguely feeling up her cunt when she heard her fifteen-year-old son Jack come in downstairs. She had meant to spend the evening reading, but as often happened, her hand had found its way between her legs and had started to tease and caress the tingling wet womanflesh there. The book was interesting, though, so instead of really beating herself off in earnest, she had continued to read while lightly caressing the buttery labia.
"That you, Jack?" she called out.
"Uh-huh."
"You're back a bit early, aren't you?" she said. Her son had gone out with a girl he really liked, and Ursula was surprised he hadn't stayed out later.
"Yeah, I guess it is kind of early," he said. His voice didn't sound very happy, that was for sure.
"Jack, would you come here a minute," Ursula said gently. She was a very dedicated mother, and if her son was unhappy, she wanted to see if she could find out why, so as to be able to cheer him up. She slid her hand away from her cunt, and pulled her bathrobe over her sexy nightie. Ursula was a magnificent forty year old who loved to clothe her voluptuous form in sexy negligees and things of that sort.
Jack came in looking very bedraggled. Ursula got the impression that he was almost on the point of tears.
"Your date didn't work out very well, did it?" she asked gently.
"Mom… it was awful!"
"Why don't you sit here on the bed and tell me all about it?" She liked having a male sitting on the edge of her bed, even when it was just her son.
"We were dancing, and this big guy came up and asked Sherry if she wanted to dance. She looked him over and said yes, and that was just about the last I saw of her. I tried to cut back in later, but she just turned to me and said 'sorry, I'm set for the evening'. So I came home."
There was a sob in his voice as he recounted this humiliation, then he really started to cry in earnest, and his embarrassment over what had happened with Sherry was made all the worse by the shame he felt at losing control of himself in front of his mother like this. But she understood that he also needed to be comforted, so she took him in her arms and pressed him close to her.
"There, there, don't you worry about a thing," she said softly, stroking his hair.
Jack did indeed feel comforted by his mother's warmth and closeness, but he felt something else, too – namely, a swelling of his cock! He had dreamed about this date with Sherry for days, had beaten off imagining how it would be to press her soft, female body against his, and although Sherry had ditched him, this was indeed a very soft, very female body pressing against him now. Ursula had very full, firm breasts, and the way they were squashed against his chest really made his dick cram hard against the fabric of his underpants. His mother was wearing a flimsy nightie and an equally flimsy bathrobe, and he thought that he could feel her nipples pressing through his shirt.
He could, too, and the reason wasn't hard to find. Her big pinkish-brown nipples were no longer soft rosebuds but swollen passion-nubs, eager for the touch of a man's fingers of lips.
Ursula had often felt sort of excited by her son – seeing him in his bathrobe going to take a bath, for example – but she had shrugged off her feelings. She was far too natural a woman to worry about having "wrong" thoughts. But what she was feeling now was also far too powerful for her to ignore. Somehow, the combination of her son's fine adolescent looks with his childlike need at the moment to be protected and comforted really turned her on. She felt her clit harden and drop after drop of feminine lubricant ooze down the soft inside of her cunt to collect in droplets on the dainty pubic fluff which grew between her legs.
Without knowing exactly what she wanted to do, she pressed Jack all the closer and started to kiss him. The kisses could be interpreted as maternal kisses of the usual sort, but they could be interpreted as something else, too. Jack found himself slipping his tongue into his mother's mouth and pressing it against her tongue. All the things he had dreamed of doing with Sherry he now found himself wanting to do with his mother. And unlike Sherry, who had more or less publicly ditched him, his mother was loving and understanding.
Ursula's husband Clifton had been away on a business trip for about a week, and although she had masturbated pretty regularly, that sure as hell wasn't the same thing as having a nice hard hunk of cock up her hole, firing its load of spunk. So the presence of her son's tongue in her mouth, reminding her as it did of something else of his she could have inside her body if she wanted it, made her cunt give a little spasmodic contractions of excitement.
"You're good," she whispered to Jack. She knew what she was encouraging him to do, and for the life of her she couldn't tell whether she was doing so because she was hot or because she knew what a good fuck would do for his battered ego. She didn't know, and she didn't care, either.
That husky whisper of hers was all it took to make up Jack's mind for him. His prick already felt like it was going to burst through his pants. He just had to have this wonderful, soft warm woman, and he had to have her now. He slid his hand in her bathrobe and caressed one of her lace-covered breasts. It was so round, and full, and firm. He squeezed the prominent nipple, and his mother gave a little shudder of delight. He pressed on the underside of the tit, and the thing came popping out of the top of her nightie. He rubbed his hands over it again, but man, oh man, it was so much better to be feeling smooth, female skin than the fabric of her nightgown. The nipple was so big, so hard… He pinched it again, and his mother let out a low moan.
She was delighted that he was taking the lead, playing the aggressive role like this. Like many mothers, she was very anxious for her son to grow up into a virile man, and it really made her clit tingle to realize that when it came to sex, he was more than ready to occupy the driver's seat. And in addition, her tits had always been extremely sensitive, so the purely physical side of the action she was getting there would have been enough by itself to drive her cunt up the wall.
"Nice! Nice!" she gasped. Her own hands weren't completely idle, though, since though she thought that the man should generally take the lead in sex, she certainly didn't believe the woman should act like some damn corpse. She started out by squeezing his prick through the fabric of his pants. Then he pulled down the zipper.
His prick really punched out against the white cloth of the underpants as the constraint of the trousers was removed. Ursula pulled his underpants down so that his aching cock could at long last stretch out to its full, hard length. She gave it a squeeze that nearly sent it shuddering off in its come right then and there.
For that matter, the thought of squeezing her own son's prick, and the feeling of its stiffness in her hand, almost made her come herself.
"Mom! That's just outasight!" he gasped.
He had her bathrobe drawn back and both of her tits pulled over the top of her nightie. He was kissing and licking them, and showing a great deal of natural aptitude in doing so, too. As far as Ursula knew, he hadn't had much sexual experience – he was in many ways a rather shy and retiring boy – but now that an opportunity had finally arrived for him to do his stuff, he sure knew how to take advantage of it. Instead of just doing the easy thing, which would have been to take his mother's nipples in his mouth and suck on them, he was really teasing her breasts so as to work her up to a state of real sexual frenzy. He began by kissing the soft globes on their undersides where they folded over to meet the wall of chest. No one had ever done that to Ursula before, and she was a bit surprised to discover just how sensitive she was at that spot. Then, after pushing the tits around with his mouth, he started to kiss his way in towards the nipple of the right one, progressing with tender little kisses in a circular pattern.
Ursula got more and more excited as his lips got closer and closer to her pink nubs. She had breast-fed Jack when he was a baby, and the thought of those same lips now manipulating her tits sexually turned her on.
Closer and closer his mouth got. Then his tongue flicked out quickly and coated the nipple with saliva.
"Ooooh!" Ursula moaned. She expected him to start sucking now, but she hadn't reckoned on what a teaser he was. The flick was followed by just one more, and then he started to kiss elsewhere on her tits.
"You bastard!" she laughed.
He was sensible enough to know that teasing can be fun for both partners, but should never be carried to extremes. He moved his mouth up to her nipple again, and this time took the glowing thing between his lips and started to suck on it.
"Suck me! Suck me! Hungry, baby? Is my baby hungry?" she moaned as she felt the pressure of his lips on her tingling nipple-skin.
He was so busy with her breasts that for a moment he almost forgot about the wonderful cunt that was just asking for some attention. But soon he remembered, and laying a hand on the inside of his mother's right thigh, he slid it up towards her pussy, while she ground her ass-cheeks against the bed in excitement.
He pressed his thumb against her clit, and Ursula pressed his prick in reply. That had been so nice for both of them, that they were almost tempted to just feel each other off. But Ursula had had to do without prick inside her for a week, and she knew what it was she really wanted – good hard beef, smack in the slot!
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" she moaned. Any worry she might have had about the incestuous angle of these little games was swept away by the rising tide of her come-need.
And the way his prick was aching for a come, Jack was more than happy to oblige his mother. Already, the female odor wafting up from her wet cunt was driving him out of his mind.
She spread her legs, and he positioned himself on top of her. He'd never fucked a woman before, but he knew basically what it was that a guy was supposed to do. And after all, he'd certainly dreamed plenty about fucking Sherry in the past several days.
Ursula knew that it might simplify things if she gave him a few little pointers, but she decided not to, since she guessed that it wouldn't do much for his ego to be told what to do by his first sex partner, particularly when she was his mother. She'd just have to hope that he was able to figure things out for himself.
As it was, she didn't really have anything to worry about. It's true that for a second or two he wasn't able to find her pussy, but the prodding of his tool against her labia was nice and exciting just by itself. And besides, it wasn't long before she felt the tool press against the right spot.
Jack hesitated a moment, half out of fear, half in order to prolong the wonderful, moment. Then, in he slid, very slowly.
In… in… in… If he didn't just heave in with one big thrust, it was partly because he was aware of his own inexperience, and wanted to be sure not to hurt his mother in any way.
Ursula let out a gasp of delight as she felt her son's thick tool penetrate her intimate feminine recesses. His body was still boyish in some respects, though starting to develop nicely. But his prick was unquestionably the prick of a man! Long, hard, thick, ready for action. Ready to spew forth the load of cream waiting there in his balls.
Those balls were really pulled up tight against Jack's prickroot in excitement. He could hardly believe what was happening.
"I'm fucking my Mom! I'm fucking my Mom! I'm fucking my Mom!" The words raced through his skull, not bearing any feeling of guilt, but rather making him feel proud of his manliness and sexual prowess. He was so grateful to his mother, and he meant to show her that fact, too, by giving her one of the best fucks that it's possible for a woman to have.
After shoving in, he rested in her cunt for a second, and then started to pump. At first he was very slow and careful, too, working his rod back and forth in her eager twat. Eager and slick! His mother was a very wet female, and the realization that she had her own son's prick inside her body was enough to have her cunt absolutely awash in its excitement.
In! Out! In! Out! He started to pick up speed, and style, too. His first thrusts had been kind of nervous and uneven, but now as he pistoned his mother's soft body, he really started to hit his stride, to get the necessary rhythm.
And there, without belittling his own sense of accomplishment, his mother could help him a bit. She had plenty of rhythm herself, in fucking, as in other things. And by the way in which she was responding with her body to his pelvic thrusts, she was able to silently indicate to him just how things should be done.
"So fine, Jack, so fine!" she gasped.
Pumping… pumping… pumping…
"Gotta come!" she gasped. "Just gotta come!"
Getting there getting there… getting there… and then her pussy exploded in a wild, kaleidoscopic display of frantic come-joy, as shudder after shudder of pure female pleasure poured through her heaving body.
"Coming! I'm coming!" she moaned.
And Jack was coming too, in fine, hard spurts. He had felt his tool stiffen, then give a certain little twitch and finally start gushing into his mother's twat at the same moment that her orgasm hit her.
Coming! Coming! Coming!
And then it was over, and they were resting there, cheek pressed against cheek, cock slowly softening up inside warm, wet cunt. It had all been so great.
Then, Jack slowly pulled his tool out of his mother's weltering hole. He wanted to say something, to let her know how much he had enjoyed the fuck, how grateful he was to her for letting him have it. But somehow he couldn't find the words. His mother understood, though, and the smile she gave him showed that she understood.
Finally she spoke. "Want to have a drink, Jack? If you're old enough to fuck, you're certainly old enough to drink."
"Gee, thanks, Mom."
The reason she had suggested a drink was that she didn't want him to start to feel morose guilty about fucking his mother. She wanted to give him something else to think about. And the reason she was afraid he might start to feel guilty was that some funny feelings were surfacing in her, now that the excitement of the fuck was over.
Jack asked if he could make the drinks – he promised he'd do a good job, since he'd often watched his father make drinks – and as he went off to do so, Ursula tried to sort out her feelings on what she'd just done. She'd often felt excited in her son's presence before, and had just shrugged off the feelings. But there is a fairly considerable difference between feeling excited when someone is near you and having that person's prick firing away inside your body.
"Incest, shmincest. What's a word mean, anyway?" she said to herself. But she couldn't quite get rid of the uncomfortable feeling she had. When Jack and she had finished the drinks, should she tell him that they must never again do what they had just done, or should they keep on with the fun and games? On the one hand it seemed safer to put an end to this business before it really got out of hand emotionally. But on the other hand, that prick of his had sure felt good inside her.
Hell, she thought, whatever I decide won't have much effect on what we do. That'll depend on how we feel at the time. Ursula was a great believer that emotions were stronger than thoughts.
Jack reappeared with the drinks. As she sipped her whisky and soda, Ursula noted that he had made it just right. He was obviously a boy of many talents.
"Mom," he said, sipping his drink slowly – for he wasn't used to the taste of liquor, "that was a lot of fun, what we did then…"
"I thought so," she said with a smile.
"But, I mean… is it right? Guys don't normally… f-fuck their mothers…"
Ursula noted the nervousness in his voice. And she thought she could detect two elements in it. He was afraid that what they had just done was wrong, and he was afraid that the result of this would be that they wouldn't be able to do it any more. And from the way he kept stealing glances at his mother's magnificent breasts, it was pretty obvious just how eager he was for some more sex with her.
"Jack," she said, "I just don't know. I mean, and I'm trying to level with you, incest is one of those things that's always been forbidden. But if two people love each other, and if they can give pleasure to each other, well, why shouldn't they have sex?"
"I dunno. It just feels funny," he said. "I know what you mean."
They both sat there sipping their drinks and not saying much of anything. But the longer they sat and looked at each other, the hotter they started to get again. They were both naked, and for Jack the sight of his mother's voluptuous female curves was every bit as much of a turn-on as his own developing, boyishly manly body was to her. He felt his balls start to stir, felt his prick stiffen up a bit. He looked harder at his mother. Yes, her soft nipples seemed bigger, they were standing out from her tits more…
Playfully, Ursula reached out and grabbed his prick. She didn't have any clearly thought out plan of how the evening should go, or even whether they should continue with the sexual fun and games. She was just acting on impulse.
The pressure of her hand was enough to make her son's prick start to swell up in earnest, and as she felt the soft cock start to turn non-hard, her own clit began to tingle and harden, and her wet pussy started to get even wetter.
Jack returned her attention by reaching out and cupping her crotch with his hand. She gave a little gasp that was followed by a much bigger one as he pressed the fingers of the hand up against her tender labia and button hard little clit.
They were both giggling and laughing now, and each of them was reaching out, trying to touch as many parts of the other person's body as possible, while the other person playfully tried to keep from being touched. It was all a game, but a game that turned Jack's prick stone hard, and made Ursula's cunt just beg for some attention.
As the touching and squeezing went on, and both of them got hotter and hotter, they knew that right or wrong, they just had to do some more screwing.
"Ever licked twat?" Ursula said.
"No, but I'd sure like to!" The rapport between boy and mother was so good that it wasn't necessary for Jack to go around claiming to her that he'd had all sorts of sexual experience. He trusted her to respect him despite the fact that she was the very first female he'd ever really had a chance to go very far with.
"Well," Ursula said, "I guess there's no time like the present!"
The way his prick felt, Jack couldn't have agreed more. His prick was anxious for a chance to fire off its load, but it was willing to wait as long as he could do something as nice with his tongue as eat his mother out.
He scooted down on the bed and started to kiss his mother on the inside of her thighs. Ursula's legs, like much of the rest of her, were just about perfect. Not in any way fat, but nice and soft, and very, very kissable.
He slid his tongue out of his mouth, and drew it over the satiny skin, while his mother gave a little gasp of delight. He made little circular patterns with his tonguetip, and then started to draw it up slowly toward her inviting twat. The trail of saliva felt cool on her skin.
Alternating licks and kisses, he brought himself closer and closer to her womanly temple. He was two thirds of the way up her leg, now, and he took a deep breath through his nostrils. He could smell a wonderful, rich odor, a very, very female sort of odor. His prick gave an extra surge of excitement, even though it was already so stiff that it almost felt like it was going to burst.
He hastened his progress up the inside of her right thigh. Anything that smelled that heavenly must taste absolutely delicious. The smell got stronger and stronger, mainly because the closer and closer her son got to her cunt, the more Ursula found herself lubricating. Her little pussy was absolutely awash with cunt-juice.
Suddenly, Jack stopped kissing. He was right near his goal, and he paused in awe of his mother's cunt. There it was, inches from his face, with its delicate pink labia, its glistening drops of female lubricant, its light brown tufts of hair from the outer lips. It was all so feminine, so beautiful, that for a moment Jack hardly felt able to go on. And when he thought that it was through that hole, between those lips, that he had slid into existence fifteen years before, his prick trembled with excitement.
He took another whiff. That smell! Half out of his mind with desire for his mother's delectable pussy, he moved his face closer and then flicked his tongue against the pert little nub that was peeping out from between the soft folds of her labia.
Ursula gasped and gritted her teeth to keep from coming, that light touch on her fun-button felt so good!
Flick! Flick! Flick! At this rate, she didn't know how much longer she could hold on, though she wanted to prolong the action as much as possible.
But Jack had natural talent. By the third lick, he guessed from his mother's gasps, from the way her body tensed, that the effect of licking her clit, was to really drive her wild with excitement. He'd heard in a general sort of way about the clitoris and now he could see for himself how incredibly sensitive it is. He guessed that if he licked his mother there much more, she'd certainly be coming, and he also guessed that she would probably prefer to have the tongue-job made to last a little longer. So he shifted his attention to other, less sensitive parts of his mother's anatomy.
As she felt his tongue slide along the labia towards her hole, Ursula gave a sigh of relief. The feeling of her son's tongue on her clit had been heavenly, but she really couldn't have held her come back a second longer if he'd gone on licking her down there.
Jack drew his tongue towards her vagina, and then worked the tip of it around the edge of the inviting hole. That felt pretty fantastic for Ursula, too, but she was able to keep a better grip on herself, nevertheless. There was just no part of her body anything like as sensitive as her clit, which was a real hair trigger.
Slowly, Jack slid his tongue down into the vagina, pressing its tip against the delicate cunt-walls as he did so. His mother was so warm and wet down there, and the thought that he had been born through this very hole continued to excite him like crazy.
As he rubbed his tongue against the inside of his mother's cunt, the taste of her cunt-juices came through loud and clear. He just couldn't believe how lucky he was to have a mother who would let him enjoy the wonderful taste of her hot vagina!
Licking my mom! I'm licking my mom's cunt! he thought.
He suddenly brought his tongue sliding up from her cunt, carrying with it a substantial amount of pussy fluid into his mouth. That was so nice he repeated the trick a couple of times, while the little moans and grindings of the hips his mother gave out with indicated pretty clearly just how nice she thought this action was.
She had very sensitive tits, and while her son was eating her out, she was doing everything she could to make sure that they didn't feel neglected. She made use of the newly obtained information that the underside of her breasts was very sensitive by rubbing her finger-tip against them. Then she squeezed and pressed the globes, while taking her nipples in her hands and pressing and pulling on them. It amused her to pull them out as far from her breasts as they would go, and then to let go of them. She also wetted her fingertips and gave little flicks to the pinkish nubs.
Jack had let up for a moment on the business of probing her twat-hole with his tongue, and instead was slurping away on her labia like a cat licking cream.
He was making little raids against her clit, too, sending his tongue out to brush against it before sliding back to lick some other portion of her feminine anatomy.
He's really good! Ursula thought as she felt the tip of his tongue graze quickly across her clit. He had learned at the beginning of this tongue-job that, he had to be careful handling her clit if he didn't want to have her coming too soon. And he had successfully discovered just the amount of attention which he could give to it. Every time that tongue of his flicked across her little fun-button, she gave a shudder of delight. But there was enough of an interval between flicks so that she felt that this wonderful business could go on forever, now that she had enough time to cool off a bit after each lick.
Jack just felt like he was going to go out of his mind with excitement. His prick was just aching for an orgasm, but though he knew perfectly well that he wouldn't have to do much more than touch it to bring it shuddering off in its come, he kept his hands away from his meat. He was saving this next come of his so that he could really give his mother a bang. He was pretty proud of the way he had managed to get her off so hard the first time, and he was determined to show her that as far as his prick was concerned, he was really a two-shot man.
He couldn't wait much longer on this, though. It was wonderful to lick his mother's cunt, but the more he did it the hotter and hotter he got. He just had to bring her off now.
Jack ran his tongue along her labia in a way that suggested that this was it, that he was working to bring her off, and Ursula was glad that he was. The action he was giving her between her legs was delicious, but she wasn't sure that she could stand much more of it without going out of her skull. "I'm almost there…"
"Almost!"
"Jack!" This last was a sort of half scream as the tip of her son's tongue wound her up just a little bit tighter.
He pressed his tongue hard against her clitoris, and this was all that was needed to send his mother shuddering over the top.
"I'm… coming! Ohhh!" she moaned as her cunt pulsated with excitement, every nerve in her body firing, every muscle trembling!
"Ohhhh! Ohhhhh!" Her pelvis was bucking and heaving, slamming against her son's face, but he didn't mind it. He kept his face pressed against her moist cunt, his lips and tongue still trying to get as much of the fast-flowing juices as they possibly could!
The last spasms died away, but for a moment Jack continued to lick away on his mother's twat. It was too beautiful to ignore, and he just couldn't tear his nose away from something that heavenly smelling.
"If you're trying to lick me dry," Ursula said weakly, "you'll never make it. No guy ever has. I'm just far too wet a broad for that."
Jack lifted his face up, smiling, after giving final lick to his mother's cunt.
"Taste nice?" she asked.
"Fan-tastic! You know, Mom, I almost think that licking a girl's twat is as nice as fucking it!"
"You wouldn't be the first guy to feel that way," she said. "Your father, for instance, is really crazy about licking me."
She saw a momentary cloud pass over face.
"I guess I shouldn't have mentioned your father, huh?" she said gently.
"Well, gee, Mom," Jack said, "This time I really didn't feel bad about having sex with you – I don't know why – but then when you mentioned Dad, I thought that maybe it isn't so swift to be screwing some other guy's wife, particularly when that means that you're moving in on your own dad's turf."
Hearing her son say this made Ursula's clit give a little tingle of excitement. It meant that he was every bit as sensitive and kind a boy as she had always suspected him to be.
"Listen," she said, "your father and I love each other, and for a couple of middle-aged people, that's not such bad going at all. Better than most manage. But romantic hocus-pocus to one side, I think you'll find that there really aren't very many people who are able to stay permanently satisfied with one partner, no matter how good that partner is. And your father, by the way, is very good."
It made Jack feel happy to know that his father was a good cocksman.
"So you and he haven't been entirely faithful?" he said to his mother. All this so fascinated him that he didn't really notice the hunger in his cock that had been built up during the tongue-job.
"Oh, good heavens, no. I think we'd have to be each about half as horny as we actually are to have stayed completely faithful to each other. Heck, when you came in, I was more or less beating myself off. And why not? Clif's been away for a week, and my pussy needed some action. And though I'm very glad that you and I got together, let's face facts – the reason the old taboos weren't able to hold us back any more than they did was that we were both horny. I'm glad you're concerned about your father, but there certainly isn't any need for you to have all sorts of illusions about what goes on when he's away on these business trips of his."
"And that doesn't bug you?"
"Not really. 'Cause if it did, I'd have to feel guilty about wanting other guys, and when I look at something as delightful as your prick, there's just no way that I can keep from wanting it!"
Jack smiled. All this stuff that his mother had told him was a bit of a surprise, but it also excited him sexually to think of his own parents sleeping around a lot. And he didn't feel so bad about fucking his mother, now that he knew that he wasn't luring her away from a life of absolute fidelity to his father. Besides, that remark she had made about his prick had been enough to recall his attention to it, to make him aware of just bow incredibly much he needed to get his rocks off again.
"I think I'd better take care of that before it goes and explodes," she said. "What kind of position would you like?"
"Gee, Mom, you're the one with the experience. What do you think would be nice?"
Ursula thought for a moment. "Well," she said finally, "you've already shown that you know how to play the aggressive role. That was one of the best missionary-style fucks I've had in a long while. How about a position where the woman does all the work? After all, I've been keeping you pretty hard at it, what with having you piston me, then lick my pussy."
"Yeah, sounds okay," Jack said. He was not one of those males with a lot of hangups about showing what a stud he was when screwing. As long as he and his partner were both able to get some pleasure out of a position, it was fine by him. And he was confident that any position his mother suggested would be one which allowed them both pleasure.
"Okay," she said, "lie on your back here on the bed, and I'll see what I can do."
Jack lay on his back, his prick throbbing with eagerness. Man, did he ever need a come! His mother could tell from the incredible tension of his prick how horny he was, and she felt a glow of maternal pride as she realized that she had such a virile son, one who could so clearly get off two shots.
She placed a knee on either side of her son's hips, so that her cunt was right over his turgid prick.
She reached between her legs and took his cock in her hands. She could hear her son catch his breath as he felt the pressure of her hand on his organ.
She held it aloft and then started to squat down, carefully positioning her son's rod so that it was pointing right up into her cunt.
Jack felt the gentle touch of her labia brushing the fleshy knob of his whanger… felt these labia part as his mother continued to lower herself. He looked at her in ecstasy. She was so beautiful, with her chestnut hair, her intelligent blue eyes, her friendly mouth… At forty, she no longer looked like a young girl, of course, even though she was very well preserved. There were faint lines on her face, and her luscious breasts hung a little lower than they would have on a young girl. Indeed, there were even faint stretch-marks visible, where their considerable weight had pulled them down a bit. But she was a very, very beautiful woman, nevertheless, and the slight signs of middle age just made her all the more desirable to him, for they emphasized the exciting fact that she was, indeed, his mother.
Teasingly, she paused for a bit, with his prick-tip just inside her cunt. She could tell the admiration that was in his eyes, and though she wasn't vain, like most women she liked being admired. She gave him a saucy wink while cupping her right breast in her hand and moving it up. Then she let it flop back with a sexy, jiggling motion.
"Mom!" he gasped, "if you keep that up, I'll be coming in about two seconds!"
She smiled, and then lowered herself the rest of the way over his prick.
"Mom! Fantastic! Fantastic!"
At last she was all the way down, with his prick resting inside her body, and her ass pressing lightly against his balls.
To tease him and to prolong the pleasure for both of them, she just sat there for an instant without doing anything, but that didn't really bother Jack. It was so wonderful to feel his mother's cunt around his tool that he'd have been content to remain like that for quite awhile longer. Besides, it wasn't really possible for his mother to do absolutely nothing while sitting on his prick like that. Having her son inside her in this manner really turned her on, too, and the result was that her twat kept giving involuntary little convulsions around his meat. He had to concentrate to keep from coming.
Then, his mother started to lift herself off of his organ again, saying, with an impish smile, "I'm sure you've had all the fucking you want!"
Even though he knew perfectly well that she was kidding when she said that, he was so desperate for a come that he couldn't help feeling a bit panicked anyway.
Up… up… up…
Then down again, down… down… down… "You like?" she asked.
"Keep going, Mom, keep going!" he said frantically.
In fact, her cool pose was starting to disintegrate too. She was a multi-orgasmic woman if there ever was one, and as a result, despite the two comes that she had already had, she was getting pretty damn hot again.
Up and down she moved, nice and steady.
"Mom! Your tits! Let me have your tits!"
She guessed what he meant, and leaned forward, so that instead of it being an up-and-down motion that she was giving to her son's prick, it was more of a forward-and-back one. That way her breasts were able to swing out from her body and within easy reach of her son. He cupped them gently and continued to play with them as she pumped away.
Every stroke of hers made him think that he was going to go off right then and there. But somehow she managed to keep him hanging right on the edge of his come without going over. She did that on purpose, for she knew that one of the basic factors in determining how good a fuck is, is quite simply the question of how long it goes on for. Working, it… working it… working it…
She wasn't having a much easier time keeping herself from coming, for that matter. That prick of her son's was fantastically compatible with her twat, at least as far as things like size were concerned, and as a result, every stroke stimulated her in the most tantalizing way.
The position did give her a certain amount of control, though, over how much her labia pulled against her clit. By altering the position of her body slightly, she could increase or decrease the amount of stimulation she got. And with every stroke her soft cunt clutched at his aching prick.
They were both right on the edge… right on the edge…
"Mom! Fuck me harder! Fuck me harder. Man, feels so good! Ohh, fuck me!"
Ursula felt her cunt glow warmer and warmer. She was right near her come… it would take just a bit more.
She just had to see if he was ready, too. Yes, the way his cock felt so tense as it rested in her cunt told her that he was.
Ursula pulled her body up slowly, exposing her son's eager cock inch by inch.
Then, she waited for just a split second, while he gasped and panted, before starting to slide back down, impaling herself on his stiff cock.
He felt it give a final tensing, then go sort of numb. He was right on that fantastic pre-come plateau he knew so well from beating off.
Then, gush! A first gob of cream shot from his balls through his rod and into his mother's cunt!
Gush! Gush! He was coming hard, and the feeling of her son's tool splattering her insides with come was enough to send her shuddering off too. They came together with the force of two busted watch-springs unwinding, every nerve firing at once.
"Mom!"
Heaving, gasping, shuddering, coming.
And then, at last, it was over. Ursula rested on her son's prick for a second longer, then slowly pulled herself off. As she did so, some of his spunk dribbled out of her hole and down her thigh. It had been a wonderful fuck, and she, for one, certainly didn't feel guilty. There was just no way that anything as delightful as this could be wrong.
"You know, son," she said to Jack, "I think we really may have something going here!"
The happy expression on his face told her that he agreed completely.



CHAPTER TWO


Ursula licked her lips in anticipation as she gazed at her son's big prick. That was going to be a real mouthful all right, and her mouth could hardly wait!
She and Jack had been fucking for two weeks now, and had gotten to enjoy it so much that they had continued even when Clifton, Ursula's husband and Jack's father, had come back from his business trip a week ago.
If anything, the risk of being caught made the incestuous fun all the better. There could be no question about it – the forbidden-fruit angle really did make it more exciting. Ursula had been fucked by a pretty considerable number of guys in her time, and many of them were just as good cocksmen as her son. But she couldn't remember when she'd ever had such big orgasms as she got when her boy was banging her.
Clif had gone off to play some golf, and Antonia, Jack's sixteen-year-old sister, was off with some friends. So Ursula and Jack had headed straight for the bedroom. Ursula had suggested that they start things off with her giving him a blow job. He liked having his cock sucked by his mom, so he had pulled off his pants and underpants. It was when the big organ popped fully into view that Ursula found herself licking her lips with excitement.
"Ready, Mom?" he asked.
"You bet!"
Jack sat on the edge of the bed, and his mother kneeled between his legs. Both of them were quivering with anticipation, for both of them really got a terrific kick out of oral sex. Add to that the fact that they got a tremendous kick out of any kind of sex with each other, and it isn't hard to see why Jack's tool was so stiff that it ached, or why his mother felt drop after drop of pussy fluid trickle down the inside of her thigh.
For a moment, she just gazed at the big, thick thing that she was going to take in her mouth and suck until it shot off gob after gob of thick man-cream. Then, she reached out and took the shaft in her right hand, giving a playful little squeeze.
"Nice?" she asked, repeating the squeeze.
"Hooo, boy!"
She took his balls in her other hand and started to gently caress them while continuing squeezing. Jack felt like too much more of this would have him coming, but he had learned from experience that his mother was able to judge almost perfectly how much more attention would he needed to bring a guy's organs shuddering off into their come. And so she was able to toy with a guy for as long as she liked, keeping him just under the boiling point. And the kind of toying with she did was something which most guys wanted to go on forever, even as they yearned for their cums.
She moved her face a bit closer, and slid her tongue out between her dainty lips. She pressed the tip of it ever so slightly against the taut prickskin. The feeling of the little spot of wetness was really something else.
"C'mon, Mom," Jack gasped, "make me come!"
He knew perfectly well that she had no intention of doing that for quite some time. Nor would he have really wanted her to, for that matter.
She ran the tip of her tongue up the length of his cock, while continuing to fondle his balls. When she got to the sensitive spot where the fleshy knob joined the shaft, she rubbed her tongue tip all the way around it. She licked the knob itself, paying special attention to the piss-hole. Then, she ran her tongue back down the other side of his whanger, ending up at the root, where she kissed and licked some more.
"MOM!" He gasped.
She began to kiss his balls, with very light little kisses, sort of nibbling with her lips at the wrinkled skin which covered his manly jewels. A moment later, she slipped her mouth over his ball-sac and began to suck, while continuing to squeeze his rod with her hand.
All this playing around was fine, she thought, but it sure wasn't much easier on her nerves than it was on his. She felt her clit throb with eagerness, her cunt was completely awash. As for her nipples, they were so swollen now to about twice their normal size and she couldn't help thinking that she'd give just about anything for a man's tongue on them!
After sucking her son's balls a bit longer, she slipped her mouth off of them and kissed her way back up the shaft of her son's tool. Then, she slid her lips over the knob, and really began to suck his prick in earnest.
Jack seemed to give a little shudder of relief to at last have his mother's lips where he so needed them! He lay back on the bed, his feet still resting on the floor. He just couldn't imagine how anything could possibly feel better than those lips of his mother's on his tool!
She was varying the action plenty even now, though. She figured that monotony in sex is one of the very worst things there is, and in fact she was pretty good at avoiding it. At first she took her son's tool all the way in her mouth, so that the knob was pressing way back against the back of her throat. That made breathing a bit difficult, almost made her gag, for that matter, but she liked having the thing there too. It made her feel very feminine to have any part of her body completely filled with a male organ like that.
With the rod all the way in, she used her lips to suck on the very lowest part of it, while keeping her tongue running back and forth along the shaft. She could tell from the feel of his balls in her hand just how excited he was, and that was plenty! The things were really pulled up tight under his whanger, obviously just aching for a chance to unload some of their stuff in her mouth.
She kept up that action for a while, then decided to vary the pace by sliding her mouth back so that almost all of her son's penis was back out in the air, the saliva glistening on it. She just sucked away on the spot where shaft and knob joined, while using her tongue either to tease the top of the glans, or to stimulate the underside of Jack's prick by sliding quickly back and forth between her lips and the male organ.
"Suck me, Mom! Suck me! Suck me!"
While she sucked and licked and generally drove her son's cock into a state of absolute frenzy, she was doing a pretty good job on herself, too. She was using one hand to play with her son's balls, but that meant that the other one was free to do what it liked with the sensitive parts of her body. Her only problem was that there were so many sensitive parts that she didn't have a very easy time deciding which ones to go for. Both her breasts, for instance, were really swollen with excitement, and her nipples were swollen even more. But her clit was also crying out for action, and she could just imagine how nice it would be to slide her fingers back and forth inside her slick cunt. As a result, her free hand flitted around from one spot to another giving as much attention as it could to each before moving on. The result was frustration, but a sexy kind of frustration, just as Jack was afire with sexy frustration from the job she was doing with her mouth on his whanger.
What she wanted to do, if it could be managed, was to finger herself to a come at just the same moment as Jack got off. She guessed that the best way she could do that would be to stimulate till it was on the point of blasting off, then holding back by giving it enough attention to keep it hot, but not enough to make it just that extra bit hotter that would be necessary to make her come. She slid her fingers into her cunt and pressed them apart, pushing the joints against the tender pussy-walls while using the thumb to flick her tingling clit.
"Wow, I'd better be careful with that!" she thought as she drew her thumb across the tight little fun-button. One more stroke would probably have brought her off right then and there.
From then on, she was a bit more careful, rubbing the surrounding labia, for instance, without actually touching her clitoris much.
Her lips were still going to town on her son's prick and he was tossing his head from side to side in excitement. She could tell from the incredible stiffness of his rod, from his heavy breathing, from a lot of other little signs that she'd learned from twenty-four years of fucking around that be was just about to come. It would take just a bit more stimulation, just a little bit more…
She slid her lips slowly along the length of his shaft while rubbing her tongue against his tingling prickskin. She felt the already super rigid member stiffen even more and knew that he was about to come. She gave her clit three sharp little flicks with her thumb, and that was enough to bring her off too, at just the moment that he started firing.
He had felt his organ tense, known he was on the brink, and then suddenly, all the tension and frustration built up by his mother's incredibly tantalizing way of licking prick burst forth in a series of shuddering gushes that sent his spunk driving into her mouth.
His organ was really unloading, and she was coming too, he could feel that from the tight way her lips gripped his cock, from the way her head was shaking slightly.
The feeling of the first gob of man-cream hitting the roof of her mouth coincided beautifully with the first female come-spasms which poured through her. Then her whole body seemed to be exploding, and all the while, she continued to suck her son's prick!
At last her body was still and his dick quit jizzing. She knelt there, continuing to suck on the thing, even as it weltered in its own juice in her dainty little mouth. She liked the feeling of a spent prick slowly softening up inside her. She used her tongue to baste it with its own come, and to slosh the spunk around in her mouth from side to side. She was just about to swallow the stuff when she heard a stunned voice say, "Good God!"
It was her husband Clif!
In a sort of automatic gesture she gulped down the spunk and pulled her mouth off of her son's tool, but of course Clif had seen everything. He didn't look angry, not yet. Just shell-shocked.
Jack started to pull his clothes on hurriedly and Ursula glanced around desperately for hers.
"What is going on?" Clif asked, his voice trembling with steadily increasing rage. "What is goin' ON?"
Neither Ursula not Jack said anything. There wasn't anything at all to say.
It was obvious from the look on Clif's face that he was making a monumental effort to control himself, to keep from hitting both of them.
"Answer me!" he said, his self-mastery disintegrating slowly but surely under the pressure of his anger. "ANSWER ME!"
"We were… oh, Clif, we didn't mean to!" Ursula said, her voice full of unhappiness. It wasn't just that she was humiliated at having been caught like this, but that she really regretted having hurt her husband like this.
Clif's fists were clenched now. Not that he was going to use them on anyone. Rather, by clenching them as tightly as he could he was trying to drain off some of the enraged energy which was nearly choking him.
"I'll be downstairs," he said suddenly, turning on his heel. Clearly, he didn't trust himself to remain under control here in the bedroom where he had stumbled onto them.
Ursula and Jack finished dressing without saying a word to each other. Then they went down to face the music.
Clif was in the living room, sitting in an armchair. Some of his rage seemed to have vanished, but it was probably more accurate to say that it was repressed.
"Clif," Ursula said, "I know how you must feel about this, but you've got to believe me, it's something that just happened."
"Just today?"
"No, not just today," Ursula said. She figured that it was better to make a clean breast of things, and besides, she felt too guilty about everything to want to lie to her husband. It was funny how before he walked in on them, she hadn't felt any guilt at all about the incest, while now she felt plenty.
"Since when?" he asked in a funny clipped voice which showed just how mad he was.
"Since you're last trip. You know how both of us get pretty horny when we're separated like that. We don't talk much about it, but we know."
Clif didn't say anything. He knew, and indeed had had a nice little extra-marital affair in the course of this last trip.
"Well, I was horny, and Jack was unhappy, and it just, well happened."
Despite his anger, Clif was not an unreasonable man. And although he still felt outraged and humiliated by what he had seen, he had to admit to himself that he could understand perfectly well how things had managed to "just happen" between his wife and his son.
"Well," he said at last, "I'm going out for a walk to think things over. We can talk some more when I get back."
"I wonder why he came back so early from his golf game?" Ursula asked.
"I dunno, but it sure fucks things up, doesn't it."
"You're not kidding."
Clif walked for about half and hour thinking things over. He knew that in a way it was unkind to make Ursula and Jack wait on his decision, but he knew that he had to be alone to make some kind of a decision on this mess. At forty-six he was a very senior executive, and a man used to making the decisions in a difficult situation. The result was that although he was a good father, he ran things at home a bit autocratically.
"Okay," he said, entering the house, "I've made up my mind. I don't intend this to punish anyone, but for my own peace of mind I have to have some kind of assurance that this sort of stuff won't recur. So Jack's going off to summer camp as soon as that can be arranged, and next fall he'll go to boarding school."
That was it. Both Ursula and Jack knew Clif far too well to think that anything they could say could modify his decision, and besides, they felt too guilty to really be able to protest. But that didn't make them any happier about the decision. For while Clif had been out walking they had realized that while the fact of their being discovered had made them feel pretty guilty about their incestuous relationship, they couldn't really imagine doing without it, either.



CHAPTER THREE


The soonest Jack could be bundled off to a summer camp was about four days from then, but that didn't leave much time for him to cook up some way to get his father to change his mind.
"I hear you're going off to camp," Jack's sister Antonia said the day after Jack and his mother had been discovered together.
"Yeah," Jack said.
"How come? I thought you hated the idea of camps and things like that."
"I do."
"If you're going to be such a pain in the neck when I try and make conversation, you can just go fuck off!" she said suddenly, annoyed by the unhelpful, monosyllabic replies she was getting.
"I'm sorry, Antonia," Jack said. He and his sister, who was a year older than he, got on very well, and he certainly didn't want to make her mad at him. "The thing is, I've got to go to camp. And boarding school after that."
"Boarding school?" she said, with a note of real horror in her voice.
"Yeah, Dad's making me."
"Making you? Why? What did you get caught doing? Screwing Mom?"
She had said this as a joke, never dreaming for an instant that it might be true. But the look of surprise on her brother's face told her just how near the mark she had come.
"You didn't…?" she asked with fascinated horror.
"Oh yes, I did," Jack said. He certainly hadn't been planning to tell his sister, but now that she had stumbled onto the truth, he didn't really want to deny it. Besides, he needed a sympathetic ear.
So he told Antonia the whole story. And far from condemning him, she showed herself to be very sympathetic and understanding.
"I'll see if I can talk Dad out of it," she said to him.
In fact, on listening to her brother tell about his experiences with their mother, Antonia had felt a definite stiffening in her cute little clit, and a definite wetness in her panties. She had long secretly had the hots for her father, but she'd never dared try anything. Now, she had an idea…
On her suggestion, Jack went out with some friends on a night when his mother had already gone out for some reason or other. That meant that Antonia and her father were alone in the house.
Antonia announced that she was going to take a bath. Then, while the water was running, she came downstairs and asked her father if he knew where the bottle of shampoo was. She was dressed in only her bra and panties.
Not just any old set of bra and panties, either! Her delicate tits were encased in one of those semi-transparent, supertight no-bra jobs, which let the nipples show through very clearly. The panties were an almost equally transparent pair. The crotch was doubled, but very low, so that plenty of pubic fluff that grew above that point could be clearly seen. Antonia was a very pretty girl, and in her present getup would have been enough to tempt a saint. She was certainly enough to bring a pretty vigorous hard-on to her father as he sat in his armchair.
"The last I saw of the shampoo it was in the medicine cabinet," he gulped.
"Okay," she said with that cheerful, feminine little voice of hers and turned to walk away. As she walked, she let her hips sway seductively, and her father could see the line dividing her ass-cheeks.
He gulped again and turned back to his evening paper. He was beginning to see how resisting incestuous desires might not really be very easy.
After her bath, Antonia powdered and perfumed herself, and put on a bathrobe. Nothing else, just a bathrobe.
"What are you reading, Dad?" she asked as she came sauntering back into the living room.
"The paper."
"Is it interesting?" she asked, sitting on the arm of the chair and looking over his shoulder. Her clit was all stiff, and she could feel the fold of bathrobe she was sitting on start to get damp as pussy-fluid started to ooze out of her saucy little twat.
Clif gulped. He had always regarded his daughter as attractive, but had just told himself that this was fatherly pride. Now, with her sitting there on the arm of the chair and smelling of perfume, her lovely young body covered only by a bathrobe, he wasn't at all sure that he didn't feel something else for her. Certainly his prick was very stiff. He just hoped that she didn't notice it bulging out against his pants. He tried to cover it with a corner of the paper.
She was stroking his head now, and saying, "Can I have a kiss, Daddy?"
She bent forward and pressed her lips again his. But that sure wasn't any daughterly kiss he got, not with her pert little tongue sliding between his lips! His will power collapsed all at once, and he reached out and pulled her to him, throwing her bathrobe open so that he could get at her delicate tits.
And what tits they were, too! Silky smooth, high, firm, with dainty little pink rosebuds! They weren't very big breasts, but that just meant that they went perfectly with Antonia's slender, graceful figure.
Clif pressed his hands against them, squeezing them vigorously yet tenderly, working the nipples between his fingers.
The nipples responded by swelling up at once. Antonia was only partly doing this for her brother's sake. She had long been attracted to her very manly father, and so it was no wonder that her nipples responded so vigorously to his touch.
He pulled one of his hands away from her tits and sent it sliding down her belly to her crotch. The delicate little fluff really felt fine, and the buttery soft woman-flesh beneath it felt even finer. He pressed his fingers against her labia, and got a little gasp of pleasure for his efforts. He wormed a couple of fingers into her vagina, noting with interest that she was apparently not a virgin.
"Mmmm, feels good, Daddy," she cooed, placing her hand on the crotch of his pants and starting to squeeze. Now it was his turn to gasp as he felt those skillfull feminine fingers work his cock over.
Antonia, despite the fact that she was only sixteen, was a girl of fairly substantial sexual experience, for she had managed to discover two years before that there is no pleasure a girl can have to equal a good come, and had been assiduously on the lookout for such ever since. The high school boys who got into her panties were mostly a pretty incompetent lot, however, and she was looking forward to something a bit more interesting with her father.
She deftly undid the buttons of his shirt, and started to rub the palm of her hand in circles on his chest. She'd found out that this often turned guys on, without ever being able to figure out why it would.
Clif felt like his Goddam prick was going to break in two. He just had to get it out of the confines of his pants. He reached for the zipper, but before he could pull it down, he felt his daughter's hand push his away. She had learned in the past two years that there are plenty of guys who like to be undressed.
In the state he was in, Clif hardly cared whether she undressed him, he undressed himself, or his clothes simply vanished. The important thing was that he just had to get rid of the damn things, particularly the constraining pants which prevented his eager hard-on from extending itself to its full length.
She undid the zipper, and then pulled the underpants down below his balls. His prick almost gave a sigh of relief as it straightened itself out. She gave a glance at it, and was very impressed by the size of the equipment which had procreated her all those years ago. Clif had a very fine prick indeed, long and stiff, with a very noticeably reddish knob. The balls were also large and very hairy. Just the thought of having that shaft pumping away inside her was almost enough to make Antonia come.
"I think we should get out of this chair," her father said as she gave his tool a quick squeeze that just about made him roll his eyeballs all the way around.
Antonia got up from his lap, and he pulled himself out of the chair, shucking his pants as he did so.
"Okay, Antonia," he said, "what would you like? I take it I don't have much in the way of initiation to do."
"Nothing at all!" Antonia said with a smile.
"Let's do it dog-style, then," Clif said. It was a position which he was particularly fond.
That was fine by Antonia, and she got down on her hands and knees. Only one boy had fucked her dog-style before, and he'd pretty much made a hash of it, but she had guessed at the time that done properly it might really be something. One of the things about it that excited her was the element of surprise. Here she was now, for example, waiting for his prick, but not at all sure just when she was going to get it, for she couldn't see it.
Clif knelt behind his daughter, admiring the view of her dainty twat. He stroked her ass-cheeks. He knew from experience that with many women, they are about as sensitive as the breasts.
He moved up closer, and started to stroke her back. She had very long, brown hair, and he stroked that too. It was very fine and glossy, and excited him a great deal. Some of it hung on either side of her head, while the rest lay on her shoulderblades.
He poked his prick playfully against her clit. She gave a little yelp of surprise mixed with pleasure. Then, he positioned the tool with its knob resting between her labia, and slid it slowly in.
"Mmmm, nice!" she purred as she felt her female slot pushed open by his prick. He had a very long cock, and when it was all the way in he could feel the tip of it resting against the entrance to her womb. That made her feel nice and filled and female, however.
Then, he started to pump. They were a pretty tight fit, at least at first, but she jubricated up very quickly, so that there really wasn't much of a problem.
He had a wonderful swing to his strokes, and absolutely everything about his technique indicated a guy who knew exactly what he doing and exactly how to do it.
He was really working her, now, and her little body was trembling with excitement and giving little counterthrusts, as he rammed his cock into her again and again.
Clif couldn't even begin to remember when he had had this much fun! His daughter was really a delightfully frisky little female, just the kind he liked to fuck. Actually, that wasn't completely accurate, for leaving aside really old or ugly ones, Clif liked to fuck most kinds of women.
He reached forward and cupped her little tits in his hands. They were so deliciously firm that even in this position the didn't hang away from her body all that much. They were really wonderful little tits, tits which corresponded perfectly with his daughter's body and with her personality. They were a real treat to play with, but of course, that didn't mean that Clif wasn't just as capable of enjoying big, heavy jugs like some women had.
He pressed Antonia's breasts up against her chest, then let them flop down again. That brought a little "Oooh!" of pleasure, so he decided to experiment further. He took a nipple in each hand, and pulled the tits in different directions. Then, he let go, allowing the things to flop back together again. It felt really nice for Antonia, without in fact hurting her.
He was really laying it into her. Every thrust of his made her body tremble, and every time he pulled it, it seemed for a moment as if he were going to pull her cunt inside out.
"Dick me, Daddy! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she gasped, even though he was doing just that, and doing it very well, too, his stiff dick sliding rapidly back and forth on her lubricating film of pussy-juice.
"Gotta come, Daddy! I've gotta come! You've gotta make me come!" Antonia gasped, almost out of her mind with come-need.
Suddenly, Antonia felt her muscles give a final tensing, and then they all cut loose with a series of frantic heaves that felt like they were going to tear her body apart. The feeling of her cunt clutching at his member was easily enough to send Clif over the top, and as Antonia's cute little pussy pulsated around him, he fired gob after gob of sperm into it!
"Pretty nice, Antonia, pretty fucking nice!" he said slowly as the orgasm left them.
"Want to know something, Dad?"
"Yeah?"
"That was simply the best fuck I've ever had." That was the kind of compliment to make a middle aged man's prick tingle with pride!
"Antonia," he said, "to ask a question that doesn't really matter much – I'm just curious – did anyone put you up to this little seduction scene?"
"Nope. Oh, I knew all about Jack and Mom, and how you were planning to send Jack off to some horrid boarding school – you won't do that now, will you? – but it wasn't his idea, or Mom's. I just thought that if you could see that there's nothing wrong with a bit of incest, as long as everyone loves everyone else, you might change your mind about Jack. Also, I've been wanting to get fucked by you for ages, Dad."
"You have?"
"Oh yes. Not necessarily consciously, but I've wanted to all the same. I mean, the high school boys I've had fuck me are all so scared and clumsy. And just because a girl is willing to let them get in her panties, they get all stuckup and think that they're the biggest studs ever to come down the pike. God's gift to Clittyland. I just wanted to see what it would be like to be fucked by a real man."
One of the delightful things about Antonia, who was a really delightful girl in many respects, was the way in which she was such an open book. When she was trying to be all devious and cunning, as when she had seduced her father, it was pretty easy to see through her, though this certainly hadn't helped her father resist her charms. And when she was sincere, it was obvious that she was sincere. The remark she made to the effect that she wanted to get fucked by her father because she wanted to see what it was like to get fucked by a real man was obviously meant in all seriousness. Her father's heart warmed to her, not for the first time.
"Well," he said, "your little ploy has certainly worked. I can hardly exile Jack from the family when I've been doing exactly the same thing." It was obvious from his tone that he was glad not to have to exile Jack from the family.
"But do you see that there's nothing wrong with any of this," Antonia said, obviously very eager to convince her father and maybe herself that there really wasn't anything wrong with what they had been doing.
"I guess you're right, Antonia," he said with a laugh. "Ursula's still my wife, and you're still my daughter, and all the fun and games in the world aren't going to change the fact that that's how I'll look at both of you."
"Well, be that as it may, shall we get on with the fun and games in question?" Antonia asked with a wink.
"Okay, what sort of decadent activity would you like? I get the impression that you're such a hot little girl that there really isn't much of anything that you wouldn't enjoy."
"That's certainly true! Why don't you give your prick a chance to rest a bit and masturbate me."
"Masturbate you?"
"Uh-huh. I've always thought that it must be kind of fun to be masturbated by someone else. I wonder if that's what goes on in these massage parlors I keep hearing about."
"Do you beat off a lot, Antonia?"
"Uh-huh!"
"Good girl! Masturbation's excellent for the complexion! Now lie back on that pretty lime back of yours and I'll see what I can manage."
In fact, Clif had never masturbated a girl before, and since he was always on the lookout for new experiences, he was really rather looking forward to this. After all, it would give him a chance to use his ingenuity.
Antonia lay back with a dreamy expression on her face. Even though it had come only a short while before, Clif's prick gave a little surge as he gazed at her. She had such an incredibly graceful body, and such a deliciously pretty face. Her breasts lay flattened on her chest, but they were pretty nevertheless, and made more so by the erect eagerness of her nipples. When he was beating her off, there was an area he'd have to give plenty of attention to. And her little pubic bush was delicious-looking, too.
"Your cunt looks so pretty Antonia. Can I have a sniff?"
"A sniff but no licks!" she said. "Remember, you're supposed to be masturbating me. And when I'm beating myself off, I'm certainly not able to lick my twat."
"Ever tried?"
"Yeah, and I nearly broke my back, too," she said. They both laughed, though judging from what a hot little partner she'd been in the previous fuck, it wasn't at all sure she was kidding when she said that. She was the sort of girl who really just might try something like eating herself.
He placed his nose near her cunt and sniffed. What a delightfully fresh, young female smell.
"Is any girl dumb enough to use those sprays? I can't imagine wanting to fuck a girl whose cunt didn't have a nice, female smell."
"None that I know of," Antonia said.
Clif felt his prick stiffen as he continued to gaze at the dainty little twat. He really couldn't imagine a cuter one. It was the most delicate salmon pink, and sparkling with her pussy-fluid. Dainty little tufts of hair grew on either side of it, and the clit only just peeked from between the labia. The labia were absolutely perfect, too. Not too big and not too small, just right for a guy to get his tongue or fingers on. At one point they lay open a bit, and Clif could just glimpse his daughter's luscious little vagina.
Lick! His tongue darted out and caressed the labia.
"No fair!" Antonia said.
"Too cute to resist," her father replied, "but don't worry, from now on it's pure hand action that you're going to be getting."
He moved up and sat on her left side. Then he bent down and gently kissed her.
It was a wonderful sort of kiss, tender and lingering, with his tongue doing all the right thus in her mouth. Meanwhile, he placed his right hind on her belly and started to move it around, in a circle.
"Dreamy," she said gently as he pulled his lips away. She'd obviously liked that a lot, and he knew that she had, so he went back for a second helping.
He continued to rub her belly. Somehow that really turned Antonia on. Sort of diverted her thoughts down to below her waist. She felt drop after drop of pussy-juice ooze out of her tender little hole.
His other hand contented itself for the moment with stroking her cheek. Then, it moved down and started in on her tits. It didn't cup them. Instead, the first two fingers stroked the fine smooth skin of her breasts, just as they had done with her cheek. Her father had stopped kissing her at this point and was contenting himself with looking into her eyes. She had great big brown eyes, very liquid and sexy-looking.
Now he was caressing her nipples, rubbing the fingers of his left hand over the wonderful little pink things. They were already erect when he started, but somehow they managed to get even bigger and even more rigid under his expert attentions.
"Dad, you're just outasight!" she said.
He moved the hand which had been rubbing her belly down closer and closer to her pubic triangle. She felt her clit tingle with the realization that soon her father's fingers would be caressing it.
The fingers moved into the fluffy triangle now, and Clif playfully took little tufts of her hair between his fingers and pulled on them gently. She really had remarkable pubic hair. Very soft, and not really curly at all. Pubic hair, just as it should be.
Antonia had started out laying passive under all this treatment, reveling in the pleasure of not having to take any steps at all for her own enjoyment. But that passivity was really starting to break down as she got more and more excited. Her little hips were grinding against the carpet, her back was arching excitedly, and her head was tossing from side to side on the floor.
"Oooh, feel me, Daddy, feel me!"
The hand that was below her waist was making its way down to her cunt very, very slowly. Clif knew perfectly well that one of the ways to give pleasure in sex is to go very slowly and teasingly.
He wormed his fingers on down, until finally he could slide in around the front of her cunt and press against her clit. She gave a little shudder of delight.
He cupped her crotch in his hand and pressed his fingers against her clit and labia together. She shuddered again, this time more violently. Then, he took had hand off her cunt and started to stroke the inside of her thighs.
"My cunt! Feel my cunt!" she gasped.
"Glad to oblige, honey," he said, and again pressed his fingers against her labia. Then, when she again seemed to be right on the point of going off, he moved his hand to her thigh again.
The other hand was really having, a field-day with her breasts. It would slide from one over to the other and back again. It would press the tits in first one direction then the other, and tweak and pull on the delicate nipples.
"Come! Make me come, Daddy! Make me come!"
Clif wormed his fingers into his daughter's cunt and pressed them against the slick cunt walls. He remarked to himself as he had done on similar occasions in the past that one's fingers never feel quite so completely enclosed as they do when they are buried in cunt. All that wonderful, tender female flesh hemming them in.
Antonia was really desperate for a come now, that was obvious from her labored breath, her wiggling hips, and the way she tossed her head about. Well, he was more than willing to oblige her.
He pressed his lips against hers once more, and started to work her clit with his thumb.
He pressed it once, twice, and then, her whole body almost seemed to explode under him, as she jerked and heaved to the force of the come tearing through her. He kept his lips glued to hers, and it was extremely exciting to feel the way her tension was somehow transmitted through her lips. Her pelvis bucked hard against his hand, which continued to cup it, and he continued to press his thumb against her cunt even as it trembled with the force of her come.
His own prick was rock hard by now, since feeling his own daughter to a come is not one of the most relaxing things that a guy can do, but he wasn't trying to get himself off, since he wanted to give her a really good bang in the slot after this.
"Have a nice come?" he asked.
"Uh-huh!"
"As good as you get when you beat yourself off?"
"Even better, Dad! After all, it isn't possible for me to kiss myself, is it?" She was only sixteen, but basic feminine logic was already pretty well developed in her.
Somehow the fact that he had been sitting by fairly calm and collected while she came under his hands made him feel very fatherly and protective.
"Oooh," she said, pointing to his turgid dick, "you poor thing! Here I've been, lying back and relaxing, and your poor prick looks like it's about to burst! Let me take care of you now!"
"Don't worry, honey," he said, "I sort of enjoy waiting. It makes the come all the better when I get it!"
"Ah, you're just saying that because you think I'm all worn out and you want to give me a chance to get rested. But really, Dad, I could bang all day. C'mon, let's fuck!"
She looked so inviting lying there on the carpet, and his prick felt so stiff, that he certainly wasn't in much of a mood to refuse.
"Like to do something kind of different?" he asked her.
"Uh huh."
"Ever been fucked with your knees together?"
"From the front?"
"From the front."
"C'mon, it isn't possible. Where'd you stick you dick?"
"You want to see?" he asked.
"I want to feel!" she replied, pulling her legs together as if she were defying him to find a way of getting that swollen prick of his inside her pussy.
"And feel you will!" Clif said. He placed his knees on either side of hers, and then pressed his prick forward between her thighs, guiding it with his hand.
"Gee, it is possible!" She said with genuine, surprise.
Indeed it was. Clif was counting on the fact that since a woman's thighs are rather fleshy, a prick can slide between them without much difficulty, forcing the flesh out of the way. And as the actual vagina is up inside the abdomen, it isn't affected one way or the other by whether the legs are closed or open. The only things that are affected are the labia, for they are forced against the prick by the pressed-together thighs. But since almost the best part of a fuck for a girl is the feeling of the labia being pressed against something else, that just makes the position all the better for her.
"It's really neat!" Antonia said as she felt how her cuntlips were squeezed between her father's prick and her thighs. And his prick was so nice and big that it really gave her a feeling of being filled up, too.
Clif waited for a second with his penis resting all the way inside her body, while his fingers trailed lightly over the surface of her breasts. Then, he started pumping away.
"Ooh, Daddy, that feels so good!" she gasped, as she felt how each stroke of his manly organ brought her labia rubbing against her thighs and against her steamy little slit. This was going to be a fuck to end all fucks, she could tell that.
"Glad you like it," he said, as he continued to work his tool in the tight confines of her femininity.
His hands cupped and caressed her tits as he pumped back and forth, back and forth.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Antonia gasped as she felt the warm glow of pleasure started by his dick burn its way gradually up her spine. He was really laying his cock into her wet pink twat. His back-muscles rippling as he thrust home again and again.
And then they were coming, both together, cunt trembling around shooting, spurting prick.
After they were done Clif pulled his organ out of his daughter's twat.
"You know," I said, "I think the last couple of days have opened up a whole new dimension for the Roberts family."



CHAPTER FOUR


"Well," Clif said at the breakfast table the next morning, "Antonia managed to open my eyes to quite a few things last night."
"How did you manage that, Antonia?" her mother asked.
"By opening my thighs," Antonia said with a smile. Everyone laughed.
"Anyway, I see how dumb I was to overreact the way I did to the fun Ursula and Jack were having," Clif went on, "and of course Jack doesn't have to go away to any camp or boarding school or place like that." The relief on Jack's face was very apparent.
"Well," Ursula said, "if that's the case, can we have some foursomes? I've always thought that it would be a lot of fun to fuck in a group."
"Just what I was thinking of," Clif said. "In fact, Ursula, after we finish this delightful breakfast you've made us, let's go into the living room and have a proper little orgy. Indeed, I'll bring up some champagne. After all, you can't have a proper orgy without wine of some sort!"
The four of them started to pretty well gulp down their food, they were so eager to get on with the fucking. Jack couldn't believe how lucky he was. Not too long ago he had been condemned to be sent off to boarding school, far from his mother or, for that matter, from any feminine company. Now, he was about to have a bang with that mother. He glanced over at her. She really was a magnificent-looking woman, what with her sensitive face and fine, high bosom. Those breasts were currently covered by a nice green dress, but he could perfectly well imagine what it would be like to take that dress off and caress the smooth globes underneath. The dress was of rather thin material, and he thought he could make out just a hint of the nipples poking through it, although he couldn't be absolutely sure.
He shifted his gaze to his sister, who was sitting there looking a lot more demure than you'd imagine any girl would who'd seduced her father only the night before. It was funny how little the girl looked like her mother. Ursula's beauty was of a really voluptuous sort, what with her swelling curves and all. Antonia, on the other hand, was beautiful in a totally different way. She was delicate and graceful, with big, soft eyes and very fine, silky hair. Her breasts were a bit on the smallish side, but no less exciting for all that. She sometimes went without a bra, and when she did, the jiggle of her globes was enough to make any man just about cream in his pants. They didn't flop, for they were much too firm for that. They just jiggled, in the most tantalizing manner.
When the last forkful of scrambled egg had been eaten, the four of them went into the living room. It was obviously a better place for an orgy than the bedroom, since there was more room to sprawl out on the floor, and some of the things they had in mind were going to require more room than a bed could offer.
"Let's be civilized people," Clif said, "and have a bottle of champagne before we start fucking."
The champagne was good, but Ursula, for one, knew what would taste even better – the spunk from her son's prick! In order to tease the men, she let her skirt ride up high on her thigh, revealing the soft, kissable flesh. Both males felt their pricks start to harden at once.
Antonia certainly wasn't going to let herself be outdone by her mother in the seduction department, so she pulled her legs up in such a way as to totally reveal her panties-covered crotch. Clif in particular really started to drool at the sight, for he knew from his experience of the previous night just what a delicious little pussy his daughter had.
Of course, the guys weren't the only ones who were doing the looking. The females were interested in seeing what kind of effect their slightly exposed charms had had, so they shot glances in the direction of Clif and Jack's pricks. What they saw indicated that they were probably going to have a pretty good time. There was a very definite bulge in each guy's crotch where his tool pressed against the constraining fabric of his pants in its eagerness to get out into the open so that it could bury itself in a nice wet twat!
Antonia licked her lips in silent appreciation, and that just made the guys' tools stiffen up all the more! Everyone was getting really hot, despite the cold champagne they were pouring down their throats. Antonia's pussy felt very distinctly damp, and she longed to have a male tongue on it, licking up her fast flowing juices. And Ursula was pretty much awash, since she was always a very fast-lubricating female.
Ursula knew that she couldn't wait any longer, so she moved her hands up her skirt and pulled down her panties. As she took them off her legs she lifted one of these way up in the air, so that both guys got a full view of her female charms. As soon as Jack saw the dainty pinkish pussy-flesh, with the tufts of hair and the soft folds of the labia, he really thought that he was going to be going off then and there. And what really turned Clif on was the knowledge that his son was staring at his mother's wet twat in anticipation of driving his rod up into it! Clif suddenly realized how very, very much he wanted to watch his wife get screwed by his son!
Again, Antonia didn't have any intention of being outdone by her mother. She unbuttoned her blouse while licking her lips, and pulled one of her delightful tits into the open. Today, she wasn't wearing a bra. She cupped the thing in her hand and bent her head over so as to lick it. Both guys gave a little shudder of excitement as they saw her dainty tongue dart over the pink surface of her hard little nipple.
The guys were taking their clothes off now too, since everyone knew that none of them could wait much longer.
"If you don't mind, Antonia," Clif said to his daughter, "I'd like to wait a second with you so that I can get a good view of Ursula and Jack screwing."
"That's okay," she said with a laugh, "I sort of wanted to watch too. And I think then we'll be able to put on a pretty good show for them, don't you, Dad?" And she gave a wonderfully seductive little wink.
"Well, Jack," Ursula said, "it looks like we're going to have quite an audience, so we'd better cook up something pretty nice for them. Any ideas."
"Uh huh," he said. "Why don't you get on your hands and knees, Mom. I'll be back in a second." He ducked into a bathroom there on the first floor and returned in a second, his prick glistening.
"Hair cream," he explained.
Ursula was waiting expectantly for what she figured would be a dog-style fuck. She was a but surprised, in fact, that Jack had chosen something as conventional as that, seeing as they did have an audience.
Her son positioned himself behind her, and Antonia and Clif bent over so as to get a really good view of the action that was about to take place. She couldn't understand why Antonia was giggling a bit.
Then she felt the tip of Jack's tool press not against her labia, but against her rectal sphincter! He was entering her asshole! That explained the hair cream, since of course she didn't lubricate in there, and it also explained the giggles of her daughter, who must have guessed that her mother was expecting her vagina to be entered from the rear!
At first she wasn't sure that she was going to like being buttfucked – funny enough, it was one sexual experience that she'd managed never to have – but the feeling of her son's hard-on sliding in her tight little anus sure changed her mind on that in a hurry. Somehow, as it forced its way in, it made her feel very relaxed – she couldn't understand why, but it did. It really felt fine to have something sliding into her butt like that.
Jack really had to concentrate to keep from coming. The idea of screwing his mother up the ass was very exciting, and the sensation provided by her tight sphincter really stimulated the hell out of his tool.
"Neat!" Antonia said. From the look on her face, Clif could see that his cute little daughter wouldn't be content until she had been rectally explored by her father. Well, he was sure that he could manage that, and enjoy it, too!
"You like, Mom?" Jack asked.
"Mmmm," she purred, as she felt the rhythmic strokes of her son's penis in her ass.
Except for the difference in hole used, the position was just about exactly like the conventional dog-style fucks that they had had many times together. Jack reached forward and cupped his mother's tits while pistoning her with his whanger.
Antonia felt a delightful pressure on her clit, and suddenly realized that she was feeling up her own cunt. Well, that felt so nice that she certainly decided to continue.
Clif was stroking his whanger, too – the sight of his son giving it to his wife up the ass had him so excited that he could hardly breathe – but he was being careful with it, too. He wanted to save his first big come for Antonia, and as a result he didn't want to stroke his meat to an orgasm right now. Little Antonia was so multi-orgasmic, on the ether hand, that there was no reason for her not to whack off as she watched her brother's prick sliding in and out of Ursula's ass.
Jack was working his mother's ass with nice, easy strokes. They made Ursula feel very contented, but something seemed to be lacking, somehow.
Both of them realized at once what it was. The sensation of Jack's prick in her anus was almost as nice as the sensation that it gave her vagina at other times, but there wasn't any real labial or clitoral stimulation. The cuntlips weren't being pulled back and forth across her fun button, and as a result, although she was being given a nice, contented feeling, she wasn't really being built up to an terrific peak of excitement.
To correct the situation, Jack reached a hand around and started to finger his mother's clit and labia.
"Mmmm, heavenly," she said, as she felt the pressure of his fingers on her delicate womanflesh.
He pulled lightly on the labia and slid his fingers into her vagina. This meant that she was getting action in both holes at once, and was she ever loving it!
The only trouble was going to be managing to make the come simultaneous. Usually, when they were fucking with Jack's prick in her pussy, the excitement of feeling the partner's organ go off was enough to push the other person over the top. But it was obvious that it would be the manual stimulation which would actually bring Ursula to her come, however nice the pressure of his prick inside her asshole was. So he would have to try and coordinate the readiness of his prick with the action he was giving her, and have to somehow tell by means of his fingers just how excited she was.
He was sliding his hard prick against the taut lining of her rectum, and it wouldn't be long till he was coming, and he knew it. He really started to go to work with his fingers on her twat.
His balls were pulled up so tight against his prickroot that they ached. And his cock felt like it was slowly starting to glow.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" his mother gasped.
He pressed his fingers against her clit, and got a violent shudder out of her in return. He knew that doing that a couple more times would be enough to bring her off. Obviously, she was ready whenever he was.
And he was pretty well there, too. Just a couple of strokes more would do it.
One more stroke would be enough!
He slid his prick slowly, slowly, slowly out of her rectum while she moaned in excitement. Then, back in he went, really hard, really ready…
He felt his prick give a special little quiver, and he knew what was about to happen. He pressed his fingers against his mother's clit, squeezing it tenderly while he drove his shaft the rest of the way home.
A shock hit him at the same moment one hit her, and then they were both coming together, and really coming hard, too, with her crotch trembling against his hand and his prick shooting its load up into his mother's asshole, which clutched at his tool in excitement.
Antonia was coming too, her little cunt exploding in hot come-joy. She had fingered herself to orgasm while watching the fascinating spectacle of her brother fucking her mother up the ass. As for Clif, he really had to exert a lot of self-control to keep his cock from spewing, since if anything, the little show that Jack and Ursula were putting on had excited him even more than it had excited his daughter.
Jack withdrew his tool from his mother's ass, giving her a gentle pat on the rump as he did so. "So, how did you like it?" he asked.
"It was really nice," she said, "but I think by and large I prefer to get it in the pussy."
Jack went off and cleaned up his prick, and then the four of them had some more champagne. As it was, Clif was just about bursting with his need for a come, but he wanted to show himself as the kind of guy who has self-control to spare.
The topic of conversation was, of course, fucking. Jack and his mother compared notes on the sensations that the little anal interlude afforded them. Antonia was in a bit of a quandary. The butt-fuck that her mother had gotten sounded pretty nice, and she was eager to receive the same thing from her father. At the same time she didn't want to seem unoriginal in her choice of the show she was putting on for her mother and her brother.
"Dad," she said, "I'll bet you've fucked twice as many women as you can remember. Tell me, can you think of any offbeat positions we might be able to try?"
"Ever been fucked sitting in a chair?"
"No, but I'd sure like to find out what it's like!"
"Okay, a chair it is!" The four of them swallowed the last of their champagne, and Clif went off into the dining room. He returned carrying one of the dining room chairs.
"For this position," he explained, "you need a chair that doesn't have any arms."
He placed the chair in the middle of the living room, while Jack and Ursula looked on eagerly. They were really curious to see just what this position was going to involve. As for Antonia, she could feel little drops of pussy-fluid oozing down her thighs.
"You're getting wet, Sis," Jack said, noticing the droplets.
"You're not kidding!"
Her father sat down in the chair, holding his prick up in the air with his right hand. Antonia was a bright girl, and she immediately caught on to what it was that the position required. She placed a leg on either side of his legs, and then sat down in his lap, aiming her pussy at his penis.
She felt his prick prod against her labia, then slip into her body. There was something really nice about being impaled like this. It made her feel very, very feminine.
Down she went, until she was resting in his lap, her buttocks pressing down slightly on his balls. The nice thing about this position, she realized, compared to the more conventional "top-riding" one, was that the partners's faces are so close together. She opened her lips slightly, and her father responded by kissing them tenderly.
That was so nice that the two of them prolonged the kissing for a minute or two more, with Antonia stroking her father's head, too, and his hands cupping and caressing her breasts.
As she watched this loving scene, Ursula felt her clit stiffen and her cunt get even wetter. She was getting the same kind of voyeuristic thrill which her husband had gotten only a few minutes earlier. Not just the fact that her husband had his prick in his daughter's cunt, but also the loving way in which he was kissing and fondling her, the obviously strong affection which he felt for her, were very exciting to Ursula.
Antonia really felt horny now, and much as the liked the kisses she was getting, she really needed something a bit more substantial. She'd pretty much figured out what the position involved, so without more ado, she raised herself slowly, pressing her feet against the floor and straightening her legs slightly to do so. Then, when almost all of her father's prick was exposed, she slid on back down again, swallowing his hard-on up once more in her femininity.
"Wow, you really know how to fuck!" Clif said as he felt the delicious pressure of his daughter's cunt-walls on his whanger. She really did have natural aptitude, too. Everything about the way she moved her body, about the way in which her pussy clutched at his meat, was really fantastic.
And the way she was facing him, he could have all the fun he wanted with her tits. He started out by squeezing and caressing them, and gently pinching the hard nipples. Then, bending his neck down, he started to lick them, shifting his attention from first one little rosebud to the other, while his daughter's slender body continued to ride up and down on his meat. The nipples were really glowing with excitement now and so swollen and sensitive that he could feel her tremble every time his tongue touched them.
Licking was nice, but sucking was even better, as he well knew. Although it was a bit hard to manage with her moving up and down like that, he pulled her right nipple into his mouth and began to suck on it. He used his hand to stimulate the other nipple, for he remembered having been told years ago by a sexual partner that one thing which women dislike is to have one nipple stimulated while the other one is ignored. "It makes you feel unbalanced," she had said.
Each movement of Antonia's body sent her father's prick sliding deep into her. Her cunt walls felt like they were going to melt, her clit was ringing like a fire alarm, and as for those breasts of hers which her father just wouldn't leave alone – well, she couldn't remember when they had ever felt so excited.
Her cunt felt like a watch that was being wound tighter and tighter. She knew that something had to go, and had to go soon.
Her clit seemed to shudder. This was it, whether her father was ready or not. She hoped that he was, but she knew that there was just no possible way she could hold herself back any longer.
In fact, Clif was more than ready. For the last minute or so he had been taking deep breaths and doing all sorts of other things to try and delay his come, for he knew that he was right on the brink of it.
Up she went, and then d-o-w-n-n… She had hardly slid more than halfway down the length of his rod when suddenly her cunt began really to erupt, and his prick erupted right in the middle of it. All the tension that had been built up during the fuck, during the foreplay, during the voyeuristic bit that had gone before, suddenly released itself in a series of convulsive heaves as his tool fired its load deep, deep up into the pretty pink cunt of his daughter.
Ursula hadn't really been beating herself off while, watching this – she thought that not doing so would get her so worked up that her next fuck would really be fantastic – but she nearly went off anyway as she saw how her daughter was trembling and shaking as she sat there impaled on her father's cock. And the sight really had Jack turned on too. He really found his sister very attractive, and could easily imagine how much fun his father was having firing his spunk into her pussy.
Finally, the last come-waves finished washing over Antonia and Clif, and she lifted herself off of him. Ursula, who was standing behind her daughter, could see between her legs, could see the prick disengage bit by bit before flopping down onto his belly. As it came out of Antonia's cunt, quite a bit of cunt juice and sperm flowed out of her pussy-hole and down her thigh.
"That," Antonia said to her father, "was really fantastic!"



CHAPTER FIVE


Since everyone had had a come, they decided to wait a bit before moving into the next round of fun and games. They sat on the living room chairs and sipped champagne and chatted.
"One thing I can't figure," Antonia said as she stroked her long, glossy hair. "Why aren't we all convulsed with guilt? I mean, isn't incest the worldwide taboo, the unspeakable act? But we all seem to be having a good time."
"That's because you're so, hot, Sis, that as long as that little pussy of yours is getting banged, you don't worry about anything!"
"You prick!" she said with a laugh.
"Well," Ursula said, "when Clif walked in on Jack and me, I must admit that I didn't feel so great. I mean, I'd been worrying a bit about the incest angle before that, but seeing him standing there in the doorway all white with rage sort of got to me."
"God, I could have wrung your neck, I was so angry," Clif said with a laugh. It was now quite apparent that he was very glad that his wife and son had opened up the possibility of incestuous fun for the family. He gave a glance in the direction of his beautiful, naked daughter. Now there was something which he certainly wouldn't want to have to do without.
"But you don't feel bad about it now, do you, Mom?" Antonia asked.
"Oh, no. I mean, the only reason I felt bad before was that I'd hurt Clif. But now that we're all having fun together, I think it really makes very interesting change for all of us."
"Of course," Antonia said, "it's funny how something kind of dramatic is necessary to make you understand how you really feel. I'd really felt kind of hot for Dad for quite some time. And I didn't try and repress my feelings or anything. But they mostly came out as admiration, and things like that. When I was near him my pussy would sort of tingle, but it never really occurred to me that what I wanted more than anything was his meat in my box. Then, when I heard how he was going to send Jack away to some horrible boarding school, the idea occurred to me that maybe the best way to get him to change his mind would be to give him a bit of incestuous fun. And it was then that I first realised what it was that I wanted from him."
"Speaking of what people want," Ursula said to Jack, "what would you like now? I feel pretty horny, particularly after watching your sister and father go at it hammer and tongs like they did."
"How about a sixty-nine?"
"Maybe later. Not that it doesn't sound nice, but don't forget that I haven't had any of that meat of yours in my cunt yet today, and my pussy might start having withdrawal symptoms if I make it wait much longer for some that cream of yours."
"Well, how about a regular missionary then?"
"Yeah, that's the ticket. I don't know about the rest of you, but sometimes I think that the missionary is about the most satisfying position of all. You aren't all worried about getting everything right like you are with some of the more tricky stuff. You just fuck and have a good time."
Antonia nodded her head in agreement. Ursula then turned to her son and said, "okay, lover boy, let's get with it." She lay back on the floor.
It hadn't been too long since he had come in her ass, but that didn't keep his prick from feeling plenty stiff. After all, the sight of his mother's delicate pink labia and hard little clit were enough to put starch in any guy's cock.
He lay down on top of her, jockeying his prick into position. She gave a little sigh of delight.
"It's so nice to feel your body resting on breasts," she said.
He pulled his hips up so-that the knob of his prick was resting against her cuntlips. Then, with a quick little movement, he sent the tool sliding in.
He felt his mother's hands clutch at his back as his meat slid into her, filling up her feminine organ. Then, she lifted her legs and crossed them over his back. He knew from talking to her that she'd never really been able to decide what she liked better: the plain missionary or the modified missionary. The modified missionary was the one that involved the legs being locked over his back. It made her cunt feel a lot tighter, which was nice for both of them, but it was also a bit more tiring for her. Sometimes she went for one, sometimes the other.
He pressed his dick in as far as it would possibly go. When he really rammed in, the tip of his prick was just touching her cervix. That always made both of them feel excited, because by showing how deeply he'd gone, and what a big prick he had, it made him feel more masculine, while the sensation of total penetration which it gave to his mother made her feel more feminine.
Jack kept his prick resting there for a second, and then he started to pump.
Long, easy strokes. Taking his time. Just sliding gently back and forth, while her body rocked slightly from side to side. It was very, very nice for both of them.
It was also nice for the two spectators, who found the sight very interesting indeed. They couldn't see Jack's prick, of course, since it was hidden by Ursula's legs, but just the movement back and forth of his body enabled them to visualize perfectly well what was going on.
There wasn't much way for Jack to get his mother's breasts, since those were pressed under him. About all he could manage in that department was slipping his hands between the breasts and her chest – no fantastic treat for either of them. But to try and make up for that he concentrated on Frenching his mother. His tongue seemed to be darting everywhere, as it pressed first against her tongue, then against the roof of her mouth, then all sorts of other places, too.
He was picking up speed, now, really laying his tool into her cunt, and she was responding with little movements of her hips that increased the pleasure for both of them. Her cunt really seemed to clutch at his penis with every thrust that he made, as he heaved his ass back and forth.
She could hardly breathe, she felt so excited by the pressure of her son's organ inside her, by the delicious feeling caused in her clit every time her labia were rubbed against it.
"Come!" she moaned at a moment when he no longer happened to be kissing her. "Come! I've got to come! Make me come! Can't stand waiting any… more…"
He couldn't stand waiting much longer either, and his response was to really start buck away inside her.
Coming! Coming! Coming! Cock in cunt, shooting, spurting! Heaving cunt, trembling, melting! Wham! Wham!
"That… was quite… a fuck!" Ursula gasped as the spasms finally stopped tearing through her body.
"You're not kidding."
They unlocked their bodies and got up. They both seemed a bit unsteady on their feet for a moment, and it was obvious that the reason for that was that they had both had such a completely wild come.
"See what I meant about the missionary," Ursula said.
"Ah, but do you like that version of it better than the other?" her son asked.
"Who knows? They're both great."
"There are very few ways of fucking that aren't great," Clif interjected. "And I was just wondering what little thing my daughter and I might manage."
At this point, there was a sudden knock on the door. The four of them whirled around in surprise. The curtains were indeed drawn, so no one could have seen them…
"Who is it?" Ursula asked nervously.
"TV repairman."
Clif started to giggle, while Ursula called out, "Oh, that's right, you were supposed to come today. I suppose you couldn't make it another time?"
"Nope," the voice called out from behind the door. "I'd have to charge you for coming over this time. Can I come in."
Everyone but Ursula left the living room, and she hastily pulled her clothes on. When she opened the door, she noticed that the little man obviously hadn't gotten in a very good mood waiting on the doorstep. She hoped that he wouldn't notice the strong smell of sperm and pussy fluid. His nose gave a little twitch, and he glanced at the mysteriously closed living room curtains. But he didn't say anything. Apparently, in his years as a TV repairman he'd learned that there are some pretty strange people in the world, and he didn't worry about the fact much. Ursula blushed when she saw his nose twitch, though, but she also felt a little tingle of excitement in her clit. Somehow, the idea of this stranger suspecting that she'd just been fucked gave her an exhibitionistic thrill. She couldn't resist saying to the man, as if by way of a joke, "Sorry to have kept you waiting like that. You see, we were having an orgy."
He looked at her through half-closed eyes and said, "I figured as much." It wasn't possible to tell if he was just entering into the spirit of the joke or if he was perfectly serious. Ursula's clit gave a little twinge.
Upstairs, Antonia said to her father, "why did you start giggling just then, Dad?"
"Well, TV is the term used by certain people for a guy who dresses in women's clothes. So when, in the middle of our orgy, a guy knocked on the door and said, 'TV repairman', it just struck me as funny."
"What a sense of humor," Antonia said, rolling her eyes.
"Doesn't make you laugh, eh? Well, we'll see if this makes you laugh." And he started to tickle the beautiful, naked girl while she squirmed on the bed and tried to get away from him. She was giggling furiously, and of course the giggles were completely audible downstairs. The TV repairman gave a glance in the direction of the staircase, and then shrugged his shoulders as if to say to himself: Why should I give a fuck what they do?
He had the back off the TV, and announced to Ursula's surprise that the repair was a minor one that wouldn't take long. She brought him a can of cold beer, and he sipped on it while working on the set.
Ursula was watching him, and as she did so an impish idea came to her. She remembered what stock figure repairmen are in certain jokes, and she was curious to see just how far this man's imperturbability would extend.
She sat on top of the set and chatted with the repairman. She also started to work the hem of her skirt up her thigh, which was only inches from his face. Although he couldn't help seeing the creamy skin, and Ursula knew what magnificent thighs she had, he didn't seem to be paying much attention and he certainly didn't seem gay, either.
This is getting to be a challenge, Ursula thought. Almost all her thigh was exposed, and there couldn't be much doubt about her intentions, but he still was intent on fiddling around inside the TV.
Maybe he has a capacitor instead of a prick, she said to herself, just a bit peeved.
"Mr. Mahoney," she said, reading the name sewn on his shirt, "is that beer nice and cold?"
"Yup."
"Would you do me a favor?"
"What?"
"Use the cold can to cool me off a bit here?" And she pulled her skirt the rest of the way up, exposing her crotch. She had gotten dressed in such a hurry when he had appeared at the door that she hadn't put her panties on, but had just shoved them under the sofa. The result was that one of the pinkest, cutest cunts that a guy could hope to see was staring Mr. Mahoney in the face, and that face continued to remain completely imperturbable. He reached his hand out and pressed the cold beer can against Ursula's cunt. She gave a little shudder of pleasure. That cold metal really did feel kind of neat on her glowing warm labia.
"That feels so nice," she said, "but I bet your tongue would feel even nicer. Would you like to lick my twat?"
"Just wait until I get this tube fitted," he said, continuing to work on the TV. Then, he turned and moved his head up to her cunt, while unzipping his pants.
Ursula spread her thighs a bit farther apart, and then said, "would you like me to suck your prick while you lick my twat?"
"Yup."
She got off the TV set and lay on the floor. Mr. Mahoney got into the appropriate position, and started to lick Ursula's lovely pussy.
Flick! His tongue darted quickly across her labia and clit. Flick! Flick! Flick! Mr. Mahoney was pretty good. Ursula wondered vaguely how many other woman had offered to let him eat them out in the course of his career as a TV repairman.
Well, it was only fair for her to repay in kind the nice attentions which he was giving her cunt. She started to kiss his prick, beginning at the base and gradually working up the length of the shaft. Then, she slipped her mouth over the knob and began to tease the piss-hole with her tongue.
Ursula had given plenty of tongue jobs in her day, and as she recalled, most men responded to particularly nice action on the part of their partner by some appropriately nice response. But Mr. Mahoney continued as imperturbable as ever. Not that he wasn't doing a good job on her cunt. It was pretty obvious from the way he maneuvered that tongue of his in her different feminine nooks and crannies that he was very familiar with twats and with bringing pleasure to them. But he didn't respond in any real way to her. There was nothing "together" about what they were doing.
He was bringing his tongue across her labia in big licks, coating her already wet womanflesh with his saliva. Then he slid his tongue down into her vagina, pressing the tip of it against the delicate cunt-walls.
She had his prick way into her mouth now, and was sucking away on the root while moving her mouth in such a way as to cause the tip of the thing to rub against her palate. Then she slid her lips back along the length of the shaft several times in quick succession.
Everything else about Mr. Mahoney might be imperturbable, but it was obvious that his prick was pretty excited, at any rate. It was one of the stiffest ones which Ursula had ever had in her mouth! And the balls, which she was caressing with her fingers, were pulled up very tight against the prickroot.
Man, does this guy ever know his stuff! she thought as she felt his tongue slide back and forth along her glowing labia. He was really winding her up now like, nobody's business.
She pressed and squeezed her breasts while continuing to suck. Her nipples were incredibly swollen and excited, and she kept giving them loving little tweaks and pinches.
Suddenly, she felt a shock hit her cunt. Mahoney's tongue grazed across her clit. She pressed her lips against the spot where his knob joined the shaft.
Suddenly, they were both coming, with his tool shooting a terrific amount of hot cream into her mouth while her pelvis bucked and heaved against his face, even as his tongue continued to lick her superexcited cunt!
"Mr. Mahoney," she said as she finished swallowing his spunk, "you're really good."
"Thank you," he said. "I've been to repairman's school and I've been fixing sets for fifteen years, so I figure I should be pretty good at it."
"That's not what I mean!" Ursula said, driven almost out of her mind with exasperation. "Look, I've given you a blow job and a can of beer, so how about leveling with me. What's with all this disinterested crap? You obviously like twat once you get it."
"Lady," he said, "it's like this. As a repairman, you meet three kinds of women. Type A – there aren't many of them – just want their sets fixed and aren't interested in your prick at all. Type B just wants to tease you, and Type C want you to fuck them."
There was something about this funny methodical explanation which really fascinated Ursula.
"Yeah?" she said.
"Yeah. Now, you're not going to fuck Type A because they just aren't interested. And you certainly are going to get to fuck Type C, because that's all they're interested in. So it doesn't matter how you behave in regard to them. So all you've got to worry about are the teases of Type B. And, lady, nothing turns a tease into a hot piece of ass faster than thinking that the guy isn't interested in her. She keeps going farther and farther so as to tease him, and finally there you are."
"How did you figure all of this out?" Ursula asked.
"Experience," he said, with a gesture in the direction of her cunt which indicated that she was the classic example of Type B. Which sort of amused her, since she was much more of an alley cat than a tease.
Meanwhile, Clif and Antonia were going at it furiously while Jack watched. The tickling had of course turned into sexual caressing (Clif had been curious to see if his daughter's cunt was ticklish), and this had led to her getting his prick shoved in her dainty twat, which was just exactly what she wanted.
It occurred to her that she had never fucked her father in the missionary position yet, so she lay back with her legs spread and her cunt open and inviting. That was like a red flag to a bull, and Clif had just about thrown himself on his daughter in his eagerness to get his organ into her twat.
Jack had just as strong a voyeuristic streak in him as the other members of the family, and the sight of his father bucking away inside his sister's body was enough to cause his prick to start to swell up again. He'd already had two comes, and that was about his limit, so he didn't really get completely hard again. But he did get enough of an erection for him to be able to use the "flat-hand" technique of masturbation, which really doesn't require much of a hard-on.
"Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!" Antonia gasped as she felt the big rod pistoning her. During sex she often liked to call him "Daddy" instead of "Dad". It made her feel like more of a little girl.
Mom… wasn't… kidding… she thought as she felt the wonderful way in which her labia were drawn back and forth across her clit. The missionary… is… fantastic!
Not that she hadn't been fucked in the missionary before. In fact, that was about all that the dumb high school boys she'd let in her panties knew how to do. But there was such a difference between the missionary as done by some dumb, pimply-faced teenage boy and the missionary as done by a virile man, particularly when that man happened to be her father!
As Jack stroked his semi-hard prick he thought, not for the first time, that he really should get around to fucking that cute sister of his. She looked so adorable and feminine lying on the bed there under his father.
Antonia felt her clit go numb, and then suddenly her pussy was exploding in a wild burst of sensation, while her father's tool shot its stuff way up into her.
Jack was coming, too, his prick trembling and a bit of spunk dribbling out of it, though he really didn't have much left after all the action he'd been engaged in that morning.
When they were finished, the three of them went downstairs.
"I guess we should have waited for you," Clif said to his wife, "but we got sort of carried away."
"Don't worry," Ursula said, "TV repairmen know how to take care of lots of other things besides TVs."



CHAPTER SIX


"I don't know, Antonia. Its so awful that I don't know if I can even talk to you about it."
It was Julie Lamont who was talking, Antonia's best friend. Judging from the look on her face something was really bugging the hell out of her, and Antonia had just asked what that something was.
"C'mon Julie," Antonia said, "you know I won't look down on you or anything, no matter what it is. I mean, I'm your friend."
"Well, okay," Julie said after a long pause. "You know my brother Henry? Well, I keep having these funny desires. I mean, when he's around…"
"Your pussy gets all wet?" Antonia asked gently.
"Antonia!?"
"I'm not putting you down. I'm just trying to be helpful. Isn't that what happens? Your pussy gets all wet, your nipples swell up, and you can't help thinking how absolutely groovy it would be to be in the sack with him."
"Yeah, that's easy enough to say, but when the guy's your own brother?" There was an edge of bitterness in Julie's voice, a tone that seemed to say, "you don't know what it's like to actually have these awful feelings."
"Hell, I can't blame you, Henry's a really neat guy." Henry was seventeen, and a big school athlete.
"But he's my brother!" Julie said.
"Jack's my brother, and for that matter, he's my little brother."
Julie looked at Antonia wide-eyed, hardly daring believe that someone might have the same dreadful feelings that she did.
"You mean you… get excited… when Jack's around?" Julie asked.
"Sometimes I have to change my panties, otherwise my pussy would get all chapped," Antonia said with a laugh.
"But what do you do about these feelings?" Julie asked anxiously.
"I satisfy them!"
Antonia felt a bit dubious about revealing the fact of her incestuous relations with Jack to a third party without Jack's consent, but she knew that Julie could be trusted, particularly since she knew that Julie regarded herself as being just as "guilty". Also, there was a strong exhibitionistic streak in Antonia that made it exciting for her to reveal her secret to another person.
"You satisfy these feelings?"
"Look, Julie, what's the normal solution when a prick gets hard for a cunt, and a cunt gets wet for the prick? Fit the two together, and the problem's taken care of."
"But with your own brother?"
"Why not, if he's a groovy guy with a good prick? Look, Julie, there's no point in being naive about all this. The number of cases of incest that take place in the U.S. each year is in the millions."
In fact, Antonia didn't have even the most remote idea how many cases of incest there were in the United States, but the rather strong romantic strain in her made her regard statistics as something to be manipulated or even invented at will. After all, the only reason they existed in the first place was to prove points.
"Yeah, I guess so," Julie said slowly, obviously tempted by the possibility that there was no reason for her to feel as guilty as she did.
"Of course," she added quickly, "Henry and I haven't actually done anything. I know he isn't even aware of how I feel for him. But I have… well, played with myself while imagining Henry fucking me."
Antonia liked Julie a lot, but there was something about this timid pussyfooting around that sort of irked her.
"For heaven's sake, Julie," she said, "the way you said that, I almost think the next thing that you're going to tell me is that masturbation is 'wrong'."
Julie didn't say anything to that, partly because she had never been able to completely convince herself that masturbation wasn't wrong.
"Look, Julie, what's the point of beating yourself off when you could have the real thing? If Henry's prick is anything like as big and athletic as the rest of him, I'm sure that it'll satisfy your cunt a lot better than your fingers will."
"I know, Antonia, but even if I wanted to, how would I get him interested? I mean, if I told Henry I was hot for him, he might really flip out. He might even tell Mom and Dad and suggest that I be hauled off to some psychiatrist or something like that."
"Yeah… but listen, I have a groovy idea. Suppose you and Henry were to go for a walk in the woods. And just by chance, you came upon a brother and sister making love…"
Julie's eyes lit up in admiration of the scheme even before she heard the rest of it.
"You'd tell your brother that you wanted to watch – the couple would have to be people he knew so that he'd know they were brother and sister – and both of you would lie on the ground to spy. You'd be right next to him, all soft and feminine. You might even arrange to do this just before your period so that there'd be a bit of feminine odor, and I think you could count on nature taking its course. Even if he wasn't inspired to take you in his arms and fuck the living daylights out of you, you'd know by virtue of that that he isn't incest material, and that you'd better try and focus your desires elsewhere."
"And the couple would be…?"
"Let's last say I think that can be arranged," Antonia said with a smile.
That evening she told her brother about the plan. He agreed that it was an excellent one, and since like his sister he was a bit of an exhibitionist, he was more than willing to go along with it.
"You don't suppose that Henry might blab, assuming that he's turned off rather than on, do you?" he said.
"I don't think so. He's not the kind of guy who goes around bad-mouthing other people. I think if he was turned off he'd be so turned off that he'd figure he had a duty not to betray two such unfortunate people."
Jack laughed at the idea of two individuals who got on as well as he and his sister did being considered "unfortunate" just because they enjoyed sex with each other. At least they assumed that they'd enjoy sex with each other. So far they had been so busy taking care of their parents that they hadn't had time for any action together.
"Let's not fuck until we work this little game," Antonia said. "I think that that'll make our first time together all the more fun."
Antonia told Julie that she and her brother should be at a certain spot in the woods both of them knew at 2:30 the next day.
Both Antonia and Jack thought of the whole thing as a fine adventure, and packed a big picnic lunch, which even included a bottle of wine from their father's cellar. They didn't tell their parents about how this picnic was supposed to convert Henry Lamont to the joys of incest, since they figured their parents would be afraid all this might lead to unfortunate disclosures.
The day in question was really nice, and both Antonia and Jack had a fine time eating their picnic lunch and grabbing at each other's sexual equipment. They started off dressed, but got nakeder and nakeder as the meal wore on.
"Nice sandwich," Jack said as he finished off a ham and swiss, "but I can think of something that would taste even better!" And he lunged forward and tried to kiss his sister's cunt. Out of playfulness she pressed her knees together to prevent him from doing so, and soon they were rolling over and over on the grass, with Jack trying to force his face between Antonia's legs, and his prick absolutely ramrod stiff.
Fortunately, very few people ever went in this part of the woods.
Finally, Jack managed to force his sister's knees apart, and pressed his tongue against her hot cunt. The wetness of his saliva mingled with the natural wetness of her excited pussy as his tongue slurped over her clit and labia, while she giggled and giggled.
Suddenly, they heard a branch crack. Hopefully, that would be Henry and Julie, though of course there was no way they could be completely sure. The uncertainty almost made things more exciting, however.
In fact, it was Henry and Julie. They had come up the path, strolling along in the sun. Julie had asked her brother if he would like to take a walk in the woods, and since he enjoyed his sister's company, he readily agreed.
"Look, a couple!" she whispered, pointing in the direction of Antonia and Jack.
She and Henry threw themselves down on the grass. His natural curiosity had been sufficiently strong for it to not even be necessary for her to insist that she wanted to watch.
"Is it anyone we know?" she asked him.
He peered in the direction of the naked bodies, which were quite close, separated from them by only a few trees and a bit of grass.
"It's… it's your friend Antonia!" he whispered.
"Who's the guy with her?" Julie asked, worried about the fact that with his head buried between his sister's legs as he sampled the tasty joys of her cunt, Jack might not be very recognizeable.
"I can't really see," he said, "but wow, look at them go at it!"
And they really were going at it, too. From a playful little game, the cuntlapping had become something very much in earnest. It only took a couple of licks on her clit for Antonia to no longer regard it as a joking matter, and Jack's prick was just aching, it was so hard.
It wasn't clear to Henry who the guy fucking Antonia was, but Julie figured that this might be for the best. Maybe when the revelation came her brother should be so hot as to be kind of open-minded on the subject. If he'd seen right away who it was rolling around naked there, he might have been so turned off by the idea of incest as to refuse to allow himself to get excited.
"Wow, they're really having a ball," he whispered to his sister. As for Julie, she was almost trembling, she was so excited. The mere fact of being beside her brother watching something sexy like this really turned her on, and of course she was full of nervousness and hope about the possible final outcome of Antonia's little scheme. She felt her panties get wetter and wetter, till they were literally clinging to her tender pussyflesh, and her dainty clit was really throbbing with desire. Partly because it was part of the plan, partly just because she wanted to, she snuggled up close to her brother. He was so excited by the goings on he was witnessing that he didn't really notice what she was doing, but she hoped her presence would have some unconscious effect. She had been too impatient to wait until some time when her feminine odor would be at its height, but she had tried to compensate by putting on plenty of perfume. She thought that she heard her brother give a little sniff, and that made her clit throb all the more.
In feet, the very wetness of her twat was starting to generate some nice feminine smell, and it was that which Henry was unconsciously trying to sniff. Sister or not, Julie was a fine, sexy girl, and even though he didn't know her presence next to him was exciting him, he figured the reason that he had such a massive hard-on was the sight he was witnessing, as in fact it was.
And hard was really the word for his prick, too. The thing was pressed agonizingly against his underpants in its efforts to stretch out to its full, considerable length. Not that it wanted to remain free. It really wanted to bury itself in the tight confines of Julie's cunt, even though its owner wasn't conscious of that fact yet.
Jack was slurping Antonia's twat, which felt like it was going to dissolve into a mass of spun sugar.
"Oh, man, can you lick twat!" she gasped as she felt the pressure of his tongue sliding down into her hole, only to come quickly up again, bearing with it as much of the delicious pussy fluid as it possibly could.
This was the first chance that Jack had to eat his sister out, and he just couldn't believe what a delightful little twat she had. If anything, it was even nicer than his mother's, which was the only other one he'd ever had a chance to lick. He noted with interest that it tasted and smelled somewhat different. He guessed that maybe each cunt in the world was unique, just like each snowflake was.
"So nice," he thought to himself as he pressed his tongue against the yielding, buttery female flesh. "So Goddamn nice!"
He couldn't stand to wait much longer for a chance to get his rod off, though, and from the gasps and moans that he was hearing from his sister, he guessed that he couldn't stand to wait much longer for her come, either.
He slid his tongue into her pussy one more time, then drew it back up very, very slowly. Somehow, Antonia sensed that he was going to bring her off this time, and her whole body tensed in expectation of the wonderful come that she knew she was about to have.
He ran the tip of the tongue around the edge of her hole, pressing it against the dainty pink cuntlips. Then, he moved it slowly along the labia toward her clit. He could just guess how much that little button must be crying for relief, but he barely inched towards it, while Antonia ground her ass on the grass in excitement, and gasped, "Lie it! Lick it! Lick it, Jack!"
Henry really pricked up his ears on hearing the name "Jack". He knew that Antonia had a brother Jack, but surely this couldn't be he…
The idea, however quickly rejected, still made his penis give another surge, particularly as he subconsciously aware of his sister's warm soft body lying against his…
Inch by inch, or even slower, since there really weren't that many inches to cover, Jack's tongue glided towards his sister's clit.
"Lick it, damn you, LICK IT!" she gasped, her voice quavering with frustration.
Closer… closer… This slow bit was torture for him as well, because he needed to get his prick off, too, but he was determined to really do a goo job on his sister, and he knew that girls in fact like to be teased sexually.
Then, suddenly, his tongue darted out and gave three quick flicks to his sister's clit. If they been three bullets they couldn't have had a more devastating effect on her. Her body arched, her muscles tensed, and then suddenly her whole body was exploding in one of the wildest comes that she'd ever had.
Her pelvis bucked and heaved, her buttery cuntflesh thrusting against her brother's face. He loved every bit of the action, though, and continued to lick and sniff even as her twat bucked and heaved in front of him.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she gasped. That feeling of his tongue actually touching her clit while the clit was still coming was just fantastic. Unbearable, but fantastic!
Her pelvis gave a last shudder and then was still, while she gasped for breath. She'd never felt this fucked out before in her life. If this was the kind of action he regularly gave to Mom, Antonia could sure see why she hadn't wanted to give up on it when Dad had come home from that business trip.
"Outasight, Jack, outasight," she gasped, as her brother continued to slide his tongue along her tingling pussyflesh.
"Glad you liked it," Jack answered, lifting his head from between his sister's thighs.
"Holy shit!" Henry gasped. That was Jack, Antonia's sister. He knew the guy well. It just couldn't be. He just couldn't believe it, but it was true!
"Julie!" he whispered rather loudly, "look! That's Jack Roberts. He's screwing his own sister!"
Henry was so excited that he didn't even notice that he had his arm around Julie's shoulders and was holding her close. She sure noticed, though, and her panties were as wet as if she'd been swimming in the sea.
"Shhhh," she said. "They'll hear us."
"Shall we finish the picnic, Sis?" Jack asked. There were still a couple of sandwiches and a bit wine left.
"Your prick's all the picnic I need," she said with a wink. One look at the thing told her how incredibly, how almost painfully stiff the thing was, and she didn't want to make her poor brother wait any longer, particularly after that delightful tongue-job that he'd just given her. Besides, it would be a terrible pity to let such stiffness go waste…
Jack was just about to be gallant and suggest that they wait a while so that she could have time to catch her breath. To counteract any such misguided chivalry, she simply lay back on her back with her legs spread and her sopping wet pussy fully exposed.
It wasn't just exposed to Jack, either. From the rustlings she'd heard, Antonia guessed that Julie and Henry must be behind that clump of trees.
Henry, in fact, got a perfect view of Antonia's pink little pussy, and he nearly came in his pants at the sight. The girl really did have a terribly cute twat, and in the state he was, it was all he could do to keep from rushing out and raping her. His subconscious knew the solution, though, and he gave his sister's shoulder another squeeze. Her heart was racing madly, since she could guess that the moment of decision was near. She also knew that how things turned out would depend in good part on her handling of the situation, and that thought made her nervous, too.
Certainly Antonia's cunt had the same effect on Jack as it did on Henry, with the one difference that he was in a position to put his desires into effect. Normally, he liked to precede each fuck with a considerable amount of foreplay, partly because he liked it himself, partly out of consideration for the girl. But this time, after that tongue-job that he had just given his sister, there was no way he could possibly restrain himself from just sticking it in.
That was pretty much fine by Antonia, too, because she knew how multi-orgasmic she was, and how quickly she could get worked up. All things being equal, she would have normally preferred to wait awhile before fucking, but for her brother's sake she was perfectly prepared to do without any intermission, and she knew full well that the feeling of his prick pistoning back and forth in her cunt would have her ready to come again in no time.
Jack positioned his prick and then slid it in, gritting his teeth to keep from coming at the first contact between prickflesh and cuntflesh. After all, he didn't want to come that soon.
In, in, in he slid, and then he started pumping, with harder, faster strokes than he normally liked to begin with. Usually, he liked to start off nice and easy and then work up to something a bit more frantic. But his come-need was far too great for him to be able to handle himself like that at present. He was really pumping away, really pistoning, and Antonia was loving every thrust. Already her hungry little twat had gotten wound up again, despite the lovely come it had just had, and she swayed and jiggled her hips to every thrust which her brother plunged into her.
Both Henry and Julie were literally trembling. Henry was trembling because of the subconscious desire to translate his horniness into action with his sister, which was gradually working its way to the surface of his psyche, and Julie was trembling both with love and desire for her brother, and with the realization that it was pretty much now or never. She was basically a timid girl, and her fear of a rebuff was so great that a part of her seemed to say "never", but on the other hand her longing for Henry was so strong that she just couldn't bear to pass up an opportunity like this.
She slid her hand between the grass and her brother's body, until it reached his prick. Then she took the organ in her hand and gave it a squeeze through the fabric of his pants.
Henry let out a sharp gasp. It was a pretty complicated gasp, too, combining astonishment and physical pleasure, and maybe fear, too.
He turned and gaped at her, and with a sudden inspiration Julie opened her mouth and pressed it against his in a kiss.
CRASH! The barriers all collapsed at once. Henry had been wound tighter than he could remember ever having been by the sight of Jack and Antonia fucking. After all, almost every brother has some incestuous desires buried somewhere in his psyche. And now, in the middle of his physical craving, here was his sister pretty much presenting herself to him on a platter.
He pressed his lips tightly against hers, while sending his tongue way, way into her mouth. Her tongue responded in kind as her heart leapt with joy. She had him, she knew that she had him!
They rolled over and over on the ground, with Henry no longer caring if Jack and Antonia heard what they were doing. Man, were they horny!
Henry nearly ripped his sister's dress from her. It was only a faint glimmer of rationality in the back of his mind which kept him from doing so, which told him a ripped dress would look pretty suspicious to their parents.
His fumbling hands pulled down the zipper, and separating his body from hers for a moment he was able to slide the dress off of her. Part of it was still caught around her feet, but they continued to roll over and finally she was able to kick that free.
Her breasts! There they were! Bra-covered, but still right there! Henry had always been a rather breast-oriented sort of guy, and his sister had a particularly fine pair, big and round and firm. He just couldn't wait to get at them!
He undid the hooks in the back, and though he'd fucked a certain number of girls in his time, he'd never quite gotten the hang of undoing the hooks of a bra without difficulty, and then pulled the garment down so that her delectable globes were able to pop into view.
Julie just couldn't believe that such a wonderful moment was actually taking place. She'd secretly – and ashamedly – longed for weeks for a chance to show off her breasts to her brother, and now here she was doing so, and feeling no shame at all about it. Just a tremendous come-need in her pussy! And she was sure that Henry would be taking care of that pretty soon!
At the moment, though, it was her tits that really interested him. His tongue went slurping and slavering all over the delicate globes, paying particular attention to her nipples, which blossomed like flowers.
"Fuck me, Henry," she gasped, "put that prick of yours in my cunt! In my hot, wet cunt!" It was so wonderfully exciting to be talking to her beloved brother like this! She'd never believed that it was possible to be this happy or this horny.
Henry pulled down his zipper and worked off his underpants, so that his prick was able to expand to its full length. That was such a relief just getting it out of the confinement of his pants!
He was far too hot to bother about getting pants or underpants all the way off. Just as long as they were out of the way, that was enough.
His sister's panties presented a bit more of a problem, though, since to fuck her he had to be able to spread her legs. He thrust them down her thighs, then caught his knee against them and pushed them down further. With his foot he got them down about to his ankles, and she was able to kick them off.
The cool air on her hot cunt was really heaven to Julie, particularly since the panties had been so wet that they had really begun to irritate her delicate womanflesh. But the cool air sure wasn't able to accomplish much in the way of cooling off her incredible hunger for her brother's prick.
That hunger wasn't going to have to go unsatisfied very long, though. She felt the tip of his whanger press against the lips of her cunt, and then against her maidenhead.
Truth to tell, Julie was a virgin. She was rather ashamed of the fact, and had never exactly admitted to Antonia, which is why the latter had spoken of masturbation in terms of Julie's fingers being up her cunt. That cunt-hole was still sealed off from sexual pleasure, but the maidenhead had just about a split second of existence left.
The realization that his sister was still a virgin sobered Henry up a bit, not in the sense of making him want to fuck her less, but in the sense of making him aware of his responsibility to give her a good, satisfying fuck. Of course, he'd have tried to anyway, since he was a very considerate guy with the girls he fucked, but this made him extra careful.
He pressed his prick-tip against her maidenhead, and the pressure which the big organ exerted on her girlish membrane made Julie shudder with that shudder common to most girls who are about to be deflowered – a shudder combined of about equal parts of nervousness and anticipation.
Though he'd fucked before, Henry had never deflowered a girl and he was pretty nervous also. He wasn't quite sure whether he should go slowly, or what. Finally he decided that being deflowered is probably like taking a bandage off or getting in a cold swimming pool. It's much less painful to get it over with in a hurry. He steadied his prick, making sure that it was aimed just exactly right. Then he said, "Don't worry, I'll try not to hurt you too much," and thrust his tool in suddenly.
Julie's hymen gave all at once as his rod went charging in. He could feel the membrane part, feel his prick slide forward on her womanly blood, and hear her give a little gasp which she tried to keep from making so as to not worry him. Then, he started pumping away.
The first sharp sensation of pain was quickly replaced by one of pleasure as Julie felt herself filled with her brother's whanger. In he slid, pressing apart cunt-walls that until now had lain peacefully together. And then, he started to rock his cock back and forth inside her faster and faster. He was able to sense from the way she relaxed after the penetration that she was feeling fine, now, and besides, he was too worked up to really be able to hold himself back much, so he really started pounding away in her.
"Ohhh!" she gasped, "ohhhh! Ohhhhh!" She'd beaten off before, but she'd never imagined the delights involved in actual fucking. When she masturbated, she played with her labia and clit, of course. And her labia and clit were getting plenty of stimulation right at this moment. But what was so exciting was the new ingredient, the presence of something hard and big inside her body while the stimulation of clit and labia was going on! To be penetrated like this just gave her such a wonderful feeling of being female!
Her cunt still felt a little bit sore, but the soreness was nothing compared to this wonderful, feeling of being stuffed full by this wonderful guy, by the brother she loved.
Almost! Almost! Almost!
"Gonna come!" she gasped. "Gonna come! Ohhh!"
He knew that she was right on the edge of her blast-off, and he knew that he was too. Just two or three more strokes would do it.
One! A shudder ran through Julie's body as she felt the big rod plunge into her.
Two! Her muscles seemed to tie themselves in knots. She could hardly breathe!
Three! She hung there on the edge of her orgasm for an instant, and then over she went, her cunt pulsating with the joy of her come!
Her twat gripped at the wonderful stiff thing that so filled her, and then Henry's prick was firing, shooting gob after gob of man-cream into his sister's exploding femininity!
"Sis, that was… oh, man…" he gasped as the force of the come left him. He couldn't even find words to express what he felt like. He had never imagined that a come could be so utterly fantastic.
"Enjoying yourselves?" a perky, feminine voice asked. He looked up and saw Antonia and Jack standing there watching them. Clearly they had finished their fuck and come over to take a look at the action.
In fact, Antonia and Jack had debated at some length what they should do in the event their scheme worked and Henry and Julie wound up fucking one another. The most obvious thing to do seemed to be to toddle off and let them discover the joys of incest for themselves. On the other hand, they both suspected that Henry might feel a bit guilty after fucking his sister, particularly as one often feels a bit let down after a good fuck, anyway. And Antonia imagined that despite her little talk with Julie about how there was nothing wrong with incest, she probably had some residual doubts too. They were afraid that these fears would reinforce each other, and that the two of them would end up feeling pretty despicable. Jack and Antonia decided that the best thing to do would be to walk over and start talking with them right after their fuck. The surprise of the situation would keep their minds occupied for those first few minutes when one is most liable to post-fuck depression. Besides, talking with a couple of people as "guilty" as they were but still clearly happy and functional might convince Henry and Julie there really wasn't anything to be frightened about with incest.
Antonia and Jack had decided, however, not to let on to Henry that they had set this whole thing up. They were afraid it might be something of a blow to his ego.
Henry pulled his prick out of his sister and tried to think of something to say.
"We'd just finished fucking," Antonia said matter-of-factly, "and we heard some pretty suspicious noises over here. So we thought we'd investigate."
"Do you like what you see," Henry asked.
"Of course," Jack said. "What could possibly be a nicer sight than two people enjoying themselves?"
"Some people might not think incest a very pretty sight," Henry said stubbornly. Antonia and Jack were very glad that they had decided on this little post-coital intervention of theirs. Clearly it was needed.
"Oh, old fuddy-duddies might be a bit shocked," Antonia said. "In the nineteenth century some people even put petticoats on piano legs. But that's no reason any of us should feel bad. After all, according to studies, most Americans have an incestuous experience at some time or another in their lives."
"Really?" Henry said, greatly relieved. Jack couldn't help smiling, because he knew about his sister's way with statistics, and was amused by the ease with which Henry was taken in by her statement.
"Well," he thought, "I guess people end up believing what they want to believe."
"After all, Henry," Julie chimed in, "how could something as beautiful as that come we had possibly be wrong?"
That was actually a pretty convincing argument. Henry couldn't remember having ever had a more splendid come than the one he had just shared with his sister. They had been so fantastically united in their orgasm, somehow.
"You aren't afraid of your parents finding out?"
"No," Jack said simply. He decided not to give the obvious explanation for fear that Henry an Julie might try and seduce their own parents and perhaps fail. That could lead to a lot of unfortunate questions being asked. If getting some action off of their mother and father was something that Julie and Henry ended up wanting to do, fine, but they had to bear the responsibility for it on their own. "Well," Henry said with a laugh, "I guess you're right. There's no point in being old-fashioned. Hell, I guess one day people will look back on modern day fears of incest like we do increasingly on the old-fashioned fears of masturbation."
Antonia smiled. She knew that Henry was partly talking so as to convince himself, but she could also tell that he'd managed to surmount the worst of his fears. The rest was just a matter of time. As he continued to enjoy his sister sexually, he would get more and more accustomed to the, idea, and whatever residual guilt there was would probably disappear. She recalled how both Henry and her mother had admitted to feeling a bit dubious about their incestuous relationship at first, and it was perfectly obvious that both of them now felt perfectly at home with the idea of family fucking.
"Listen," Jack said, "there's a bit of wine left, and a couple of sandwiches. Would you like to share it? It'll build up your strength for the next round."
Antonia smiled. Her brother was really pretty clever. He knew perfectly well that it would be best to have Julie and Henry do a bit more screwing before calling it quits for the day. That way the idea of screwing each other would seem more familiar to them, and they wouldn't brood about it that evening.



CHAPTER SEVEN


The four of them sat on the grass, naked as jaybirds, and finished up the wine and the sandwiches. The whole snack was so convivial and pleasant that Julie and Henry didn't have the slightest opportunity to feel ashamed about what they had just done.
"I don't know about you people," Jack said, "but I know my prick is sure ready for some more action. I've only had one come so far, and that sure isn't my quota!"
"Mine either," Henry said. He had been glancing at his lovely sister throughout the meal, and his prick had gotten perfectly stiff again.
"How about a bit of oral action, Julie?" he asked. Truth to tell, he'd never tried oral sex before, but he figured that now would be a perfect time to give it a whirl. Before, it had always seemed strange and even a bit unmanly. But now that as big a taboo as incest had ceased to have any importance, he sure wasn't going to worry about little ones.
The idea certainly struck Julie as being fine. The last come she'd had with her brother had been so delightful she was pretty well convinced that just about anything they did together couldn't possibly help but be fantastic.
Julie lay on her back, and Henry positioned himself on top of her, his head down by her cunt and his prick hanging above her beautiful face. He peered at his sister's cunt, and what he saw made his cock give a twinge of excitement. Since he'd never cunned a girl before, he'd never really gotten that good a look at a twat. In fact, that view he'd had of Antonia's pussy a little earlier was about the best sight he'd gotten to date. But now his eyes were only inches from his sister's vagina, and they could drink in every possible detail.
Julie had a very dainty twat. The labia were really quite small, though very sensitive, and she had hardly any hair at all growing between her legs, though she had a nice, if somewhat sparse pubic triangle in front. And the whole cunt was a very pretty pale pink, a pink which rather reminded him of a shade of lipstick which Julie sometimes wore. He wondered if there were any girls who ever lipstick on their cunt-lips, and he decided that he'd suggest it to Julie. In fact, he'd even enjoy putting it on for her. His prick, which was already iron hard, tried to get even harder at the thought.
He didn't just have her cunt to look at, though.
He also had it to smell. All the pussy-juices which she had secreted had given it a delightful aroma and he took several deep whiffs through his nose. Julie could hear those sniffs, and the knowledge that her brother was sniffing her up like some bitch in heat made her all the more excited. Henry could see her tight little clit stiffen up a bit more, a sight that just about sent him creaming all over Julie's face before she even got a chance to put his organ in her mouth, and could see a drop or two more of cunt fluid drip out between her labia.
That sight was way more than he could resist, and his tongue darted out to scoop up the frops. Man, did they ever taste good!
No sooner did his tongue touch her velvety pussy flesh than he felt the pressure of her lips on his whanger. Julie believed that men should have the initiative in sex, so she had been waiting for him to begin the little oral interlude. It hadn't been easy for her to wait, however, because his swollen prick certainly looked tempting as it dangled in front of her face.
Henry drew his tongue quickly across his sister's clit. She shuddered violently, and he guessed that he'd better ease up a bit if he wanted to keep her from coming right then and there. Since he hadn't had any experience with oral sex up to now, he hadn't been fully aware just how sensitive an organ the clitoris is. But he was intelligent and adaptable, and it only took him an instant to realize that he had better save the tongue-on-slit action for the grand finale. He ran his tongue-tip along his sister's labia, and although this also made her shudder, the reaction was much less violent than the one he'd gotten when he'd licked her fun-button. A bit more exploration soon had made clear to him the relative tenderness of the various parts of a vagina, and he was able to adjust his action accordingly.
The same thing was true for Julie. She'd never sucked dick before, but she was a very sensitive and perceptive girl, so it wasn't really very hard of her to tell what it was that brought her brother pleasure.
Soon the two of them were going at it as if they'd been mouthing each other's genitals all their lives.
Jack and Antonia watched the scene with a certain satisfaction for a moment – after all, it was they who were responsible for replacing fear and frustration with this happily uninhibited physical action – and then turned to each other.
"What would you like, Sis?"
"Hmmm, I dunno. To tell the truth, I've been pretty curious about anal sex ever since I saw you give it to Mom up the ass. Did you have a good time doing it?"
"Oh, yeah. I mean, her asshole is tighter than the cunt, so when a guy buggers a girl he gets plenty of stimulation. Frankly, I rather prefer to give it to a girl in the pussy, for some reason, but, yeah, I think anal sex can really be kind of nice for a change. I'm more than willing to cram my rod up your butt if that's what you want."
"Okay," Antonia said, "I really think I'd like to give it a whirl."
"Fine. But what can I use to grease my rod? It'll be a bit tight for you otherwise."
Antonia thought for a moment, genuinely perplexed. Then she said, "I know. I'll get on my hands and knees and you can enter my cunt from the rear. It's always pretty wet, as you know. Then, once you've gotten your rod good and slick, you just have to transfer it from one hole to the other. That way you'll have a good way of comparing the two different kinds of sex."
The idea really rather appealed to Jack, so he readily agreed. Antonia got down on her hands and knees, and he slid his prick into her cunt, though not before reaching and giving her clit a playful little tweak that just about sent her into the stratosphere.
He pumped back and forth in Antonia's pussy, which as always was sopping wet.
"Antonia," he said, "how do you manage to keep from getting chapped cuntlips? If your twat's like this most of the time, and I can't remember when I've found it in any other state, your panties must always be wringing wet."
"Don't forget, stud," she said, "I'm a bit drier when I'm not around a big hunk of prick like you've got. You catch me at my wettest tines."
Jack laughed and continued to pump. His penis was thoroughly coated with girl-juice, and he slid, it quickly out of her soft, enveloping cunt. Then, raising it slightly, he drove it past her tight little anal sphincter.
"Ooooh that's so tight!" she gasped. "But I like it – I like it!"
It was a tight fit, too, and without Antonia's brainstorm of having him lubricate up inside her cunt first, he would probably never have made it. But now that his prick was slick, the tightness just meant that there was plenty of stimulation for both of them.
"You really have a lot smaller bung-hole than Mom does," Jack said as he pumped away.
"That's because I'm a smaller girl," she answered. It was true, too. Jack was fascinated by the way in which Antonia was not just smaller than her mother in certain respects, but was smaller in scale. Her mother had one kind of figure and she had another, which meant that everything about her except for her height was smaller. Smaller waist, smaller tits, smaller cunt, and even a smaller asshole. Of course, that was really rather nice, because it meant that with each woman, the parts all harmonized with the whole. There wasn't anything which was really too big or too small. That was why they were so incredibly good looking, Jack figured.
How lucky can a guy get? he wondered as he thought of what a wonderful pair of sex-partners he had at his disposition.
He reached forward and cupped Antonia's sweet little breasts. They were so wonderfully firm, and the nipples were so swollen with excitement!
"Oh, you make my tits feel so good!" Antonia gasped.
Meanwhile, Henry and Julie were really having a ball. His tongue was sliding all over her glowing pussy, and she was using her tongue to send thrill after thrill of pleasure zinging up the hard shaft of his prick.
Julie took her mouth off her brother's cock for an instant and popped it over his balls. She then started to suck away on the tight, hairy things, while the way in which her brother moved his hips told her just how much fun she was giving him.
Her cunt felt like it was going to explode. Henry was really going to town on it, and showing surprising skill, considering the fact that he'd never tongued a girl before. His lips were pressing tenderly against her twat-lips, and his tongue was sliding around inside her dainty wet vagina.
Julie discovered quick that one of the problems with a sixty-nine is that there isn't much way the guy can get at the girl's breasts, and Julie's breasts were about the most sensitive things she had. That didn't matter too much, though, since her hands were perfectly capable of taking care of her in that department. She pressed and roiled her big globes, squeezing her fingers into the soft flesh. The nipples were almost literally throbbing with excitement, and she started to give them gentle little pinches.
Her brother's tongue was driving her straight out of her mind. She could feel her body get tenser and tenser as Henry drove her up to ever higher peaks of pussy passion…
Antonia wasn't exactly relaxed at the moment either. Her brother was really pistoning her tight little bum-hole, and his hands were giving her tits one of the finest workouts she could ever remember them getting. Somehow, Jack seemed particularly inspired in his tit-work when he was engaging in it from behind like he was now.
"My cunt!" she gasped, "my cunt!" The anal action was great, and she could hardly bear the thought of his diverting any of his attention from her breasts, but her little clit was just demanding to be touched and caressed, and drop after drop of pussy fluid was oozing out of her lovely little hole and sliding down her thighs.
"Always glad to oblige!" Jack said, and he moved his hand away from her right breast and slid it slowly down her belly.
"Touch me! Touch my cunt!" Antonia moaned. The feeling of that hand sliding down so slowly along her belly to the spot where she wanted to have it right now was driving her straight out of her mind.
Jack knew that she liked to be teased, however, so he let the hand continue its slow progress. He even paused for a second when he came to Antonia's pubic fluff to tug gently on the soft brown hairs. Then he ran his fingers on slowly through the silky hair towards the tinging pink cunt-flesh.
And all the time he was really laying it into her asshole, sliding his rod back and forth with big, easy strokes.
"Jack! Jack! Jack!" Antonia cried as she felt his fingers cover the last inch to her pussy. He brushed his index finger against her clit, making her convulsively shudder. Then, he took her labia and started to squeeze and pull on them, very gently.
Antonia had never felt so totally fucked in her entire life. She was getting her breasts caressed in turn by her brother's left hand, his right hand was feeling up her twat, and his prick was sliding back and forth deliciously in her tight asshole!
"Come! Gotta come! Just gotta…!"
He slid his fingers into her pussy and pressed the joints against the delicate womanly flesh, while continuing to rub his thumb against her labia.
Jack's prick felt like it was made of iron. He knew he'd be blasting soon, knew that he couldn't hold back much longer, and knew that Antonia was ready when he was.
Her behind was a real joy to fuck. He felt a funny, burning sensation run up the length of his prick and up his spine.
Getting there… getting there…
He pulled back and then rammed home very slowly and deliberately, while pressing his thumb hard against his sister's little clit.
Antonia shuddered once… twice… and then, like a car starting at last on a cold day, she roared off into her come.



WHAM! WHAM! WHAM!


"Coming hard… so hard!" she gasped.
Gush! Gush! Gush! That was her brother's prick pouring its load of passionate mancream into her palpitating body.
And man, was palpitating ever the word! Her whole body shook to the force of her blastoff, her anus contracting hard around the tool that was sending so much sperm splattering up into it!
He let his prick remain in her butt for a minute, then he pulled it slowly out.
"Fucked…" she said weakly. "I've never felt so Goddamn well fucked in my entire life. Oh, wow, you're really something else, Jack, you really…"
"You're certainly about the best lay I've ever had," Jack said.
"Well the only other lay you've ever had is Mom. Am I better than Mom?" There wasn't anything catty about the way he asked this. As far as she was concerned it was simply a matter of genuine curiosity.
"No," Jack said calmly, answering the question in the same reasonable spirit with which it was posed, "you aren't better, but you sure aren't worse, either. You're both just as good."
"Mmm, a diplomatic answer," Antonia said with a smile.
"Nope, just the truth, I didn't say you were the same," Jack added, "just that you were both just good as each other. In fact, what makes me so lucky is to have two such equally wonderful but very different females to fuck."
"How're we so different?" Antonia asked, still curious.
"Mom's big and voluptuous, with a personality to match. And that's great, because that's somehow how I think a mother should be. You, on the other hand, are graceful, sprightly, and just plain terrific."
"You're pretty terrific, too, sport," Antonia said with a smile. "Our two friends sure seem to be going at it, don't they?"
Going at it was hardly the word. Henry and Julie were rocking back from side to side on the grass as they used their mouths and tongues to drive each other's sex organs wild with delight. Their backs were arched, their muscles were tensed, and everything about them just cried out how excited they were.
There wasn't any way they could be anything other than excited, what with the way in which Henry was teasingly draining his tongue across his sister's labia, and the way in which she was combining the action of her lips and tongue to turn her brother's penis into a glowing shaft of come-need.
After trying such varied delights as sucking away on the root of his tool, and on the spot where the knob joined the shaft, she decided to try something a bit different by pressing her lips tightly together and sliding them quickly back and forth along his shaft to try and give the same sort of sensations which he got when he was ramming his meat back and forth in a girl's pussy. The feeling wasn't quite the same of course, but it was still nice enough for him to feel all twisted up in knots from his need for an orgasm.
He was doing his best to reciprocate, pressing his tongue against his sister's labia in quick little jabs, and then sliding it very, very slowly along her wiltering sex flesh.
All the while, he was taking as deep breaths as he possibly could through his nostrils. With all the juices that were flowing out of it, his sister's pussy really smelled feminine and with his tongue teasing her pussy, he was driving her into a quivering mass of ecstatic frustration!
Sucking delicately, her feminine lips sliding and pulling on a prick until it throbbed with its craving to shoot off a load of hot creamy spunk!
Henry knew from the feeling in his cock that he couldn't hold back much longer, so he slid his tongue along the length of his sister's pussy and pressed her clit.
Bingo! That was enough to bring her off, and the feeling of her lips on his prick, combined with the sensation of her wet pussy trembling against his face, brought his organ off in big pulsating gushes.
This was Julie's first time for oral sex, and she'd never have dreamed that a guy's balls could hold so much stuff… Henry's whanger kept on shooting like it was never going to stop. There was sperm everywhere, and it was still coming.
Finally, Henry's penis quivered to a stop, and after rolling the sperm around in her mouth with her tongue, Julie slid her lips off of her brother's cock, making very sure not to spill any of the precious liquid. She got up and smiled at her brother and then opened her mouth so that he could see his jism glistening on her teeth. Then she gulped the stuff down, feeling a delightful little twinge of excitement in her pussy as she did so.
"You people look like you've been having a wild time," Antonia said.
"You're not kidding," Henry said, giving a little shake to his prick.
"I hope you don't feel bad about all the fun you've been having?" Antonia asked.
"Are you out of your mind?" Julie said with a smile. She glanced at her brother and he glanced back at her. From the tenderness and love in their expressions it was perfectly clear guilt was about the last thing that they had on their minds.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"By the way," Ursula said to her family at lunch the next day, "Grandma and Grandpa are coming to visit us."
The grandparents in question were her mother and father, Clif's having died years before.
"How long are they going to stay?" Antonia asked. She liked her grandparents a lot, but there was something in her voice which indicated that she wasn't exactly overjoyed by the news of their visit.
"About a week," Ursula said. "You know how they are. They know we have plenty of room, and they get lonely, and they just write and ask to come. I couldn't turn them down without really hurting their feelings."
"I suppose," Antonia said.
"Anyway, dear, I thought you liked them. You had a lot of fun with both of them the last time they were here."
"Oh, you're right, Mom, it's just that it is going to be a bit, well… inconvenient in certain respects, isn't it?"
"Inconvenient? Oh, I see what you mean."
It dawned on Ursula that what her daughter was referring to was the fact that the presence of Grandma and Grandpa was likely to put a spoke in the wheel of incestuous fun.
"They'd have a fit if they knew what was going on here," Jack said with a smile.
"Well," Ursula said, "you've got a point, but there really isn't anything we can do about it. And I suppose we're not all such utter sex fiends as to be able to do without for a few days."
"Ah, now that's not fair," Antonia said. "You and Dad won't have to be doing without. You'll still have each other."
"Well, it should be possible for you and Jack to sneak off on a picnic or something while they're here."
"Yes," Clif said, "and Jack has a point. We really mustn't do anything to shock them."
Grandma and Grandpa were due to arrive in a week, and it goes without saying that the Roberts family spent that week in a furious round of incestuous activity. They hoped that if they really fucked their fill with each other, they'd be able to make it over the drought that was coming up.
That Saturday Grandma and Grandpa arrived, as friendly and healthy as ever. Their real names were Jim and Clementine Hubbard. Jim was just sixty and his wife was fifty-two and both of them looked younger than that, though their hair was graying at the temples.
It was obvious Clementine had once been a very beautiful woman. As it was, despite the fact that her breasts sagged and her face had the lines on it that you'd expect, she was still very elegant and feminine. Her skin, in particular, was absolutely lovely, soft and pink.
And although Jim certainly couldn't pass as a young man any more, he was still tall and steady on his feet, and his eyes still twinkled with intelligence, and he had a distinguished sophisticated air about him.
"I wonder what kind of a lay Grandma would be?" Jack asked himself as his grandparents arrived. The question was a purely academic one, since the last thing he would ever want to risk would be the shock it would give to Grandma if he made a pass at her. But he couldn't help wondering all the same. One of the things he found exciting about fucking his mother was her maturity, that fact that she wasn't a girl but a grown woman. And the idea of being in bed with a woman who wasn't just ripe but overripe, enjoying her last years of beauty, really kind of turned him on. He felt a twinge in his prick, and hoped that neither Grandma nor Grandpa would notice the bulge growing there in the front of his pants. He tried to think of something else.
Antonia, likewise, was sexually fascinated by her sprightly, graying grandfather and, like her brother, she tried to put the thought out of her mind, though she wasn't able to do so before her panties were quite damp.
Grandma and Grandpa were as charming they'd always been, and in fact the rest of the Roberts family found themselves not minding the enforced end of the incestuous activity quite as much as they had thought that they would. Still, Antonia and Jack, in particular, were getting pretty horny.
Jim liked to be with his granddaughter, and particularly to take walks with her. One day he suggested that they go for a stroll in the woods. He knew the woods pretty well from his previous visits, and Antonia saw he was leading them rather far from the beaten path. In fact, he was leading them to the deserted spot where she and Jack had put on their little exhibition not so long ago. The place had pleasant, sexy associations for her, and she felt her clit start to tingle.
"Let's play tag," Jim said. They had always done that on his past visits, and she knew how much he enjoyed it.
"Is it good for you to run around like that, Grandpa?" Antonia asked.
"Ha! I'm not ready for a wheelchair yet, you saucy filly," he said, and reached out and touched her. "You're it!"
She laughed and reached out quickly, but he was able to duck out of the way in time.
She chased him around, and was surprised at how fast he was, though she didn't run quite as fast as she might have. Finally, she tagged him, and he set out after her. She kept ducking around trees, but finally he was able to outguess her and after pretending to lunge one way, lunged the other so she ran straight into his arms.
He didn't just tag her and let go, though. He pressed her to him and she suddenly realized with a start that she could feel the hardness of his prick through her summer dress.
She looked at him wide eyed, and saw that those twinkling eyes of his were absolutely aflame with desire.
Well, if that was what he wanted, she was more than willing to deliver it, that was for sure. She closed her eyes and slightly opened her lips. The kiss Grandpa gave her was a very soft, gentle kiss but very thrilling, too. He knew how to press his lips very lightly against a woman's but somehow send a current of sexiness through them.
"Grandpa?" Antonia whispered, as he took his lips from hers.
"You don't mind an old man's foolishness, do you, child?" he asked. "You looked so pretty there that I just couldn't resist. In sixty years I guess I should have learned to control myself better."
It was interesting that he was making no pretence at all that his kiss had been just a grandfatherly show of affection.
"No, Grandpa, that's all right," Antonia whispered, a tremendous amount of tenderness for the old man welling up inside her. "Self control is only for those people who don't want to have any fun! And I'd love to have some fun with you!"
Saying this, she gently squeezed her grandfather's prick through the fabric of his pants.
That was all that it took for all the twinkles to come back in her grandfather's eyes. They had dulled for an instant when he had tried to hold himself back, but now the blaze of passion was there all the hotter. Jim pressed his crotch against his granddaughter's belly, showing off the tremendous stiffness of his rod.
Antonia was genuinely impressed. For a guy of sixty, he sure seemed pretty peppy.
Her dress zipped up the back, and she felt her grandfather take hold of the zipper and pull it down. Then he slid his hands up and down the smooth skin of her back.
"Hmmm," he said with a smile, as he worked his fingers under the bra-strap, "I didn't know that you young girls wore these things any more."
"I didn't want to shock you," she said.
"Well, c'mon, give an old boy a treat," he said stepping back. Her dress fell to the ground, and she stepped out of it. He plopped down onto the grass and gazed hungrily at her slender, feminine body.
Playfully, she posed around in front of him, holding her limbs in different positions and arching her back to make her bra-covered tits stand out. Then, she reached behind her, still arching her back, and unhooked her bra.
"You know," Grandpa said, "I'll never figure out how it is you ladies are able to get those things undone so easily, even though you have to reach behind your backs to do it. I've taken many a bra off of women in my lifetime, and I'm danged if I've ever gotten the hand of it."
"Woman power!" Antonia said with a smile. She was holding either end of the bra in her hands so that its cups still hid her luscious mounds.
Then she pulled it free, and her breasts jiggled against her chest.
"Wow, it's all I can do to keep from creaming right now," Jim said as he gazed in rapt admiration at the fine, firm spheres, with the dainty pink nipples. "Fraid my body won't be so pretty to look at."
"I'm sure your body is very nice, Grandpa," Antonia said. She tossed him her bra. He took it and pressed it against his face for an instant. There was a look in his eyes that seemed to say that after all these years he still couldn't believe how utterly wonderful women were.
Antonia really liked this little strip she was doing for her grandfather. She'd often thought in a vague sort of way that she might like to be a stripper some day.
"Do they make two-tone panties now," her randy grandfather chuckled, pointing his finger at her crotch. She didn't understand quite what it was he was talking about until she glanced down and saw how her pussy moisture had made a dark little circle.
"Grandpa," she said, "I'm beginning to think I must be some kind of a freak or something. Every guy who fucks me tells me what a soggy pussy I have!" She said this with a smile, though.
"You're not a freak, sweetheart," he said, "you're just one hell of a sexy girl. You wouldn't want to have a dry cunt would you?"
"Hell, no," she replied with a laugh. "To tell you the truth, Grandpa," she said, "I never feel more feminine than when my cunt is really wet!"
She hooked her thumbs into her panties and started to slide the things down, inch by inch. The tip of Jim's tongue slid out of his mouth, he was so excited by the sight.
When she had pulled the top of her panties down far enough to show just the barest top of her little pubic triangle, she said, "I don't know if should show my tender little twat to a naughty man like you."
She was just kidding, of course, and Jim knew it.
"Take those panties clown, you little minx, or I'll warm your cute little behind with the palm of my hand!"
The idea of getting a playful spanking from her grandfather sort of turned Antonia on. She'd heard about sexual spanking, and had always kind of wanted to try it.
"Well, I won't!" she said.
"Come here, young lady," her grandfather said, pretending to be stern. Antonia came tripping over like a bad little girl. Her clit was throbbing with anticipation.
Her grandfather would never have dreamed of spanking her if he had thought she didn't want to be spanked, but it was perfectly obvious from the way she was playing this little-girl role that she was eager to get a few swats on the behind.
Grandpa sat on a tree stump and pointed to his lap. Antonia gladly draped her slender body over it.
"You've been a bad girl," he said, "and I'm going to show you why you should try and be a good girl from now on." Then he pulled the panties the rest of the way down.
Jim sort of liked sexual spanking, and the sight of his granddaughter's sweet, young ass all exposed to him really made his prick throb. It was such a beautiful ass that he bent over and gave each buttock a tender kiss.
"Now!" he said, and brought the palm of his hand down on her right buttock. It wasn't a really hard blow but it did sting.
Whap! Whap! Whap! Jim brought his hand down on her ass ten times in quick succession, so that the cheeks were glowing red. Antonia felt like her cunt was going to burst with come-need. The playful little spanking had really gotten her cranked up.
"Oh, Grandpa," she said, "my poor little pussy needs your prick so badly!"
"Okay, sweetie, I think I'll be able to give you some help there," he said. "Let's fuck standing up. That'll give your bottom a bit of a rest."
"You don't think anyone'll see us?" she asked impishly. There was something in her tone of voice which indicated that she didn't much care if anyone did see them. She was too much of an exhibitionist to mind being caught in the act, and besides, not many people in town would be likely to recognize Jim, since he and Clementine only came and visited them about once a year.
"Oh, the woods are pretty deserted," he said, "particularly around here, I think. Certainly doesn't look like many people come this way. Besides, that clump of trees and bushes should offer us pretty good shelter."
Antonia was the sort of girl who is always on the look-out for new sexual techniques, so she was more than eager to be fucked standing up. After all it was something she had never tried before.
Her grandfather told her to stand with her feet and legs fairly wide apart. Then he pulled off the rest of his clothes.
Antonia was very curious to see what his prick looked like. She had her eyes riveted to his crotch as he pulled his underpants down.
In fact, he had a fine prick. It didn't look like it belonged to a young man. The head of it was redder than you'd expect to find on a young man's cock, for instance, and the skin of the ball-sac was more wrinkled, but it was sure every bit as stiff as the whanger you'd find on the youngest, most virile stud. The game of tag, the spanking, Antonia's strip, everything had combined to make Jim's tool about as hard as if it had been made out of chrome steel.
He edged up to her, so that his prick was resting against her belly. Then he leaned forward and gave her another one of those wonderful kisses of his. It was obvious that despite the pleasure he had gotten out of giving that little spanking to Antonia, he was really a very gentle, tender man. He pressed his lips lightly against hers and slid his tongue into her mouth, where it stroked her tongue. Antonia wasn't just a girl who could be turned on easily. She was also a girl who was very susceptible to tenderness, who could recognize it when she was getting it, and who really appreciated it. There was no question about it, her grandpa was a really wonderful man.
While keeping his lips pressed against hers, Jim lowered his body slightly by bending his knees. This enabled him to fit his crotch between Antonia's legs. Then, with excellent aim, he raised the prick again, with the tip finding its way to exactly the right place.
In… in… in… It felt even more virile than it looked, and that was really saying an awful lot.
Jim rested with his penis inside his granddaughter for a while, and then started to pump. And it was really amazing how gentle and loving his prick-action was. Obviously the thing that was most on his mind was giving this wonderful granddaughter of his as much pleasure as he possibly could, and all the while his hands were roaming over her breasts, tenderly pressing and stroking them, rubbing the swollen nipples. And his tongue continued to caress the inside of her mouth. The lovely thing about this position, Antonia discovered, was the way in which it allowed the guy to do so many different things to a girl at once. With a missionary fuck, the breasts are just squashed under the man's chest. If a girl top-rides a guy, she can't kiss him very easily. But with this position, it was possible to do absolutely everything.
He was bucking pretty fast now, starting to build up to his come. Suddenly, he stopped. For a second, Antonia couldn't understand why, and then she realized that he was suggesting that she take over the sexual movements for a while. She always liked switching active and passive roles for a change, so while he held his prick aloft, she slid her pelvis up and down on top of it, her twat gripping at his whanger with every stroke.
Then she stopped, and he started to pump again. This alternating business was such fun that they both tried to prolong the fuck for as long as possible, though that wasn't too easy, what with the way Antonia's labia kept chafing her clit so delightfully, and her cunt kept gripping like it did at her grandfather's prick.
They even tried both doing the sexual movements at once, but although the experiment wasn't really practical, since they weren't really able to synchronize their efforts very well, they had a lot of laughs trying it.
As it was, they were getting hotter and hotter, though, and more and more in earnest. Every nerve in Jim's cock, or Antonia's cunt and breasts, told them how badly both of them needed to come.
Jim's hands continued to mold and knead his granddaughter's delicate tits as his prick slid back and forth inside her.
His prick suddenly gave an extra little stiffening, almost seemed to go numb. He was right on the edge of his come, right on the edge of it…
Then he felt a first load of ball-juice spurt up the length of his shaft, followed by another, and another! Antonia was coming too, her pussy pulsating around her grandfather's fast firing cock.
He may be sixty, Antonia thought, but, man, oh man, does he ever have a lot of cum.
Jim stood there a moment with his prick inside her, then he slowly pulled out.
"Fun, don't you think?" he said.
"Grandpa, you're one of the hottest studs I've ever come across," Antonia said with a laugh, "Were you as big a stud as this when you were a young man?"
"Some men are like some wines: they get a lot better with age. There are lots of women who are like that. Clementine, for instance. She really keeps me pretty well worn out, what with the way she wants to be fucked about four times a day."
"So my brother had better be careful," Antonia said with a laugh.
"Well, although Clementine's one of the horniest broads you'll ever hope to meet, she's very concerned about what other people are going to think of her. I don't know if she'd risk making a pass at Jack. Not that she thinks there's anything wrong with sex, but she thinks it's ungenteel for a lady to make the advances, unless she knows the guy really well sexually. But I'm sure that any advances he cared to make to her would be more than welcome."
"You don't think the incest angle would bother her?" Antonia asked. One reason she did was because she was curious as to whether the incest angle bothered her grandfather.
"Oh, I don't think so," he said. "No more that it bothers me, which is not at all. You see, Antonia, Clementine and I have fucked around an awful lot, and we've come to think that basically if something's fun and doesn't hurt anyone else, there's nothing at all wrong with it."
"Did you ever have sex with Mom when she was a little girl?" Antonia asked.
"No, and am I ever sorry I didn't. I hadn't outgrown all my inhibitions yet, I guess."
"Well, you know," Antonia said, "if you'd like to, this is your chance. We all screw around with each other in this family."
"That so?" Jim said, his eyes opening wide. He was obviously imagining what fun it would be to stick that stiff prick of his in his mature daughter.
"In fact," Antonia said, "if I got Jack to seduce Grandma, we could have an orgy together that would really be outasight!"
"Well," Jim said with a smile, "what're you waiting for?"
There wasn't time for them to do any more fucking that day, since they had to get back for dinner. But after dinner, Antonia told her brother all about what had happened with their grandfather out there in the woods.
"So you see," she said, "I think you really might be able to get something off of Grandma, if you played your cards right. She's never done any incestuous screwing, but apparently she's always just incredibly hot for prick."
"Yeah," Jack said, "well, if I could get my prick in that pussy of hers, I'd be a pretty satisfied guy, I can tell you. The more I look at that wrinkled, but still-elegant face of hers, and those kind of droopy breasts, the hotter I get for her."
"Well," Antonia said, "all you have to do is to get her alone somehow. I think that shouldn't be too difficult to arrange. I'll just tell Mom and Dad and Grandpa what you have in mind."
The next day, everyone but Jack and Clementine left the house on some pretext or other. Jim said that he was going off to shoot a bit of pool, Antonia said she was going over to Julie's, Clif claimed he had to meet a business associate at the airport, and Ursula said she had to visit a sick friend at the hospital.
"Well," Clementine said to Jack as she sat and embroidered, "I guess we're all alone. I don't mind, though, since I certainly don't like pool halls, airports, or hospitals."
It was exactly this combination of old-lady gentleness with her still-considerable physical beauty which really turned Jack on like it did.
"Well, I like being with you," Jack said. "So I don't care about the fact that everyone else has gone."
"It's sweet of you to say that, anyway," Clementine said.
"That's really nice perfume you have on," he said. "What kind is it?"
"Oh, just the kind that I've used for years and years."
"It's so nice," he said. "Let me have a sniff. I always know when Grandma has, come and visited us, because the house smells so nice."
He stood behind her chair and started sniffing, while she smiled indulgently. He brought his face close to hers and gave her a kiss on the cheek from behind. Then he kissed her neck.
"Stop," she said laughingly. "You're tickling me!"
In fact, the last thing in the world she really wanted her grandson to do was to stop. Every time she came to visit he seemed bigger and more manly, and there was no longer any denying the fact that he was a fine young man.
He kissed her on the neck some more, and reached forward and took her breasts in his hands. He felt kind of nervous, since he wasn't quite sure what her reaction would be, but he sure knew what his own reaction was: his prick was jammed out against the crotch of his pants about as hard as it would go.
"But I'm your grandmother!" she said in a tone that just hinted somehow that she didn't want to have him take her protest very seriously.
In fact, Clementine Hubbard was one of those women who actually get hornier as a result of going through menopause. Her clit stiffened up all the time on the street as she saw handsome young men walk by, and the feeling of her grandson's hands pressing her breasts certainly had the little button good and hard now. And though she no longer menstruated, or course, her pussy still got plenty wet with lubricant juices whenever she was turned on. Her panties were definitely starting to cling to her cunt.
"Not only are you my grandmother," Jack said, "but you're a very lovely woman!" And he bent forward and kissed her on the lips.
The way her lips and tongue responded was pretty clear sign that she was willing to give him anything he wanted, and maybe then some.
He gently lifted her out of the chair and led her over to the sofa. She lay down there, totally passive, waiting to be stripped and fucked. An older idea of femininity, perhaps, but one which Jack was perfectly capable of appreciating.
There was nothing grandmotherly about the clothes that she was wearing, for she had on a very stylish suit. Jack pulled off the little jacket, and then started to undo the buttons of the white blouse underneath. Those grandmotherly, slightly drooping breasts of hers really turned him on, and he was very eager to see them and to kiss and fondle them.
Soon he had the blouse undone, and the bra exposed. He couldn't help noticing that it was a sexy black lace bra. Clearly Clementine was perfectly aware of how exciting her breasts were.
Another peculiarity of the bra was that it fastened in front. Clearly Grandma was a woman who believed in being ready for action at all times.
Jack unhooked the thing and pulled the cups away from her body, allowing his grandmother's breasts to flop out into freedom.
Flop was the word, too. Once they had clearly been as high as his mother's, but gradually their weight had caused them to droop. He could make out faint stretch-marks which bore witness to the constant downward pull of Grandma's tits.
That didn't mean he didn't find them very sexy, however. In fact, his prick gave another big surge against his pants as he looked at the things. And they really smelled of perfume, too. Clearly that was one of the places where Grandma really liked to apply it.
Her nipples really turned him on. They were absolutely huge, with giant aureolae and great, high-standing nubs that were more brown than pink. He touched one of them and it immediately started to swell up to even greater size. He caressed the other one, too, and that way both of Grandma's nipples were soon throbbing with desire.
"You have a nice touch," Clementine said with a smile. In fact, her breasts were very sensitive, and it was from her that Ursula and Antonia had inherited this trait.
The nipples looked so nice that Jack started to suck on them, going from one to the other and back again.
Clementine was arching her back and making funny little sounds, so it was pretty clear to Jack just how turned on she was.
He unzipped the skirt she was wearing and noticed that the panties she had on matched the sexy bra. He also noticed that they were very wet.
He pulled the things down, exposing the cunt which had borne his mother, the cunt which had borne the cunt which had given birth to him, so to speak. She was well covered with pubic hair, which was gray like the hair on her head.
She was grinding her hips now, and wiggling her body back and forth. She didn't say much, didn't call out how she needed to be fucked or do anything like that, but Jack figured that that must be for the reasons that Grandpa mentioned, namely that even though she really liked sex, she had this ideal of feminine passivity which she insisted on adhering to.
He pressed his fingers against her cuntflesh, and her body gave a shudder. He was really getting her worked up fast.
I bet when she was young a guy could make her come just by looking at her, he thought.
The pressure of his pants on his prick was getting too painful for him to try and ignore it any longer. He unzipped in a flash and pulled his cock out into the open. He could see a look of delight on his grandmother's face as she drank in the sight of his big, boyish prick.
Then he climbed aboard. He was a bit sorry that he hadn't suggested a dog-style fuck, since that would have given him a better go at her tits, but it was too late to change now.
He positioned his prick at the entrance to her cunt, and then shoved it in.
Despite the years of fucking she had done, his grandmother still had a nice, tight cunt, one which pressed delightfully against his prick as he slid it back and forth on her fast-flowing pussy juices.
She sure hasn't gone dry, I'll say that much for her, Jack thought. In fact, there was a great deal more than just that to be said for his grandmother as a sexual partner. Despite her belief that a woman should play the passive role at least as far as making sexual advances were concerned, she certainly didn't mind participating physically in the action. Every thrust of his she met with a really sexy, nice kind of counterthrust.
He could feel his prick tensing, feel it ready itself for its blast-off, and then Jack was shooting his load of spunk deep into his sexy grandmother's twat. And that twat was exploding in a wild pyrotechnic display of come-joy, too, with Clementine's hips bucking and heaving around the tool that was spasming inside it.
"Did you have a nice time, Grandma?" Jack asked as he pulled his prick out of her pussy.
"Oh, yes, dear," she said sweetly, "you're a wonderful little cocksman!"
"Shall we do something else?" he asked.
"Oh, that would be very nice!"
There was really something very funny and very appealing about this grandmotherly way of talking she had, combined with her tremendous sexiness. If the grandmotherliness had been a put-on of some sort, he guessed that it might have annoyed him. But he had the impression that it was completely sincere. That she was a grandmother like any other, except for the fact that she had stayed tremendously sexy.
"Shall I lick your cunt, Grandma? Would you like that?"
"Oh, yes. Why, to tell the truth, I've always thought that it was just as much fun to have my pussy licked as it was to have a man stick his thing in there."
Jack scooted down and placed his face between Grandma's legs. She was very wet down there, and the cunt juices gave her twat a nice smell, but she was aware that the fact that she had been through menopause was likely to make her pussy a bit less odiferous. So to compensate, she had placed some perfume on the inside of her thighs, right close to her cunt. The mingling of the smell from her perfume with the smell of her pussy juices was a really erotic combination. Despite the fact that he had come only a very short time before, Jack noticed a certain twitching in his basically still limp prick.
He drew his tongue along her thighs and noticed how velvety soft they were, with the softness that comes of advancing age. There was a slight perfumy taste which wasn't so great, though, and Jack understood why it was that Grandma hadn't actually put perfume on her cunt.
"Jack, you have a very nice tongue," Grandma said as he used it to give her clit a series of quick little licks.
Grandma sure had a nice cunt, and Jack was making the most of it. He slid his tongue back and forth along her labia until her body was as tense as a bow-string. Her cunt was sure turning out plenty of pussy fluid, and he lapped at it like a cat lapping cream.
Grandma's reserve was breaking down a bit, and she was making some funny little noises as she felt her grandson's tongue and lips press against the most feminine and sensitive parts of her body.
As he licked, Jack felt his prick start to swell up again. Grandma's pussy was really delightful, and he almost felt like he would like to go on licking it forever, except for the fact that that tool of his was starting to get pretty hungry for a chance to fire its load of spunk off inside it.
Man, he thought. How can a woman this old be so Goddamn wet? Not that he minded in the least. As far as he was concerned, one of the best qualities a woman could have was to be a bit soggy in the pussy. After all, not only did he like the feeling of the tender cuntflesh on his tongue, but he also liked the smell and the taste of female lubricants.
"Jack! Jack!" she said softly. He hadn't been able to get a word out of her when pistoning her with his rod a few minutes earlier. Apparently she was very orally oriented.
Man, she's just so fine, he thought as he pressed his tongue way down into her pussy. The inside of the pussy was absolutely silky smooth, and wonderfully moist.
Clementine felt her twat was going to melt if this wonderful tongue-action went on much longer. Already her clit was almost aching in its need for a come, and her great big nipples were tremendously swollen, too. She wished that there were some way in which her grandson could lick them while licking her pussy, but clearly that was completely impossible.
"Well," she thought, "high breasts may look nice, but I sometimes think that the droopy ones are more convenient." She took her right breast in her hand and pulled it up in the direction of her face as far as it would go. Since her breast was big and very floppy, that was really pretty far. Then, as her grandson continued to slurp away on her pussy with his tongue, she bent her head down and began to lick her own nipple.
It was a trick that she had used before, and sometimes she thought that the more she did it, the more she enjoyed it. Her tongue darted back and forth across the hard nub, teasing into a state of absolutely furious excitement. She cupped her other breast and hauled it up too, so that she could lick both at once. Together, they really made quite a mass, and she even buried her face in them a second, sending her tongue sliding between the two globes.
The way in which her grandson was going on her pussy, though, it was sort of hard for her to concentrate on her tits, sensitive though these were. Her cunt was giving funny little contractions around Jack's tongue, now, it felt so excited.
I've just got to get her off, Jack thought. I can't wait any longer! His prick was so hard that it literally ached.
He slipped the tongue along the insensitive outer labia to put his grandmother off guard. Then he plunged it down right on her clit.
His grandmother's body shuddered violently, and Clementine's body exploded in a wild, bucking come that sent her twat pulsating against her grandson's mouth, which continued to tease her sensitive woman parts with its tongue.
The excitement of having his grandmother's twat exploding in his face like that was almost enough to make him come, too, especially since his prick had been pressed between his body and the sofa. He managed to hold on, somehow, which was good, because he was really looking forward to having another come in that lively box of his grandmother's.
"Jack," she said weakly, "I can't remember having ever had a better tongue-job."
"Well I can't remember having ever had a nicer pussy to lick. Let's just say that your cunt inspired me."
"But look at your poor penis," she said in that soothing, grandmotherly way. "I bet it can't wait another second to have a nice come."
"That's okay, Grandma," he said. "It can wait a bit longer. After all, I want you to get nice and rested."
"Rested? Rested!?" she said. "What do you think I am, some invalid old lady? I assure you, I'm just dying for some more of your prick."
According to her husband, Clementine's reticence was only with people she didn't know well. Apparently the fact that Jack had given her a nice fuck and an even nicer blow job qualified him as someone close enough for her to be willing to admit her horniness for him.
Well, Jack thought, if it's okay by her, it's sure as hell okay by me! Not only was his prick stiff from the excitement of his eating her out, but the longer he looked at her, with her slightly faded body, the more excited it became.
"Would you like to top-ride me?" he asked. The glint in his grandmother's eyes told him exactly what the answer to that question was. He lay down on the floor, and Clementine got up off the sofa and came to him, little driblets of cunt-juice still trickling down the inside of her thighs.
She knelt with a knee on either side of his body, and then, as he held his cock upright with his hand she lowered herself over it.
Clementine knew all the tricks, there couldn't possibly be any question about that. She slipped just the head of her grandson's meat inside her and then wriggled her hips slightly, causing the head to slide around inside her pussy and greatly stimulating it.
Then, she slid down the rest of the way, while Jack gave a little gasp of pleasure and gritted his teeth in a concentrated effort not to come right then and there. He knew perfectly well that his grandmother was able to have a third orgasm if he gave her half a chance, so he certainly mustn't just come right away.
Grandma bounced up and down on his balls a bit, and then started to pump away on his tool, sliding her organ around it in long, methodical strokes.
Without his even having to ask her, she leaned forward so that he could take hold of her breasts and play with them. She didn't have to lean far, either. The things were so long that they were within easy reach.
Their length gave Jack an idea. He cupped them, lifted them ever so slightly, and let them bounce down. The look on his grandmother's face showed that she thought that this was an absolutely delightful idea.
Back… forth… back… forth… His grandmother's rhythm was deceptively simple seeming. Actually, it was very finely calculated to wring the maximum possible amount of pleasure out of his cock.
"Not bad, do you think?" she asked. She liked her grandson, and the more she fucked with him, the more she enjoyed being frank with him. The genteel reticence was a genuine part of her personality, but there was another, different side to it lurking beneath. Jack found both her personalities – genteel grandmother and hot broad – about equally appealing.
She was really working his prick now, really causing every nerve in it to sizzle.
Now I know where Mom gets that alley-cat quality of hers, he thought. It sort of interested him to compare the three generations of women he'd screwed. There was something individual and different about the style of fucking that each one went in for, but there was a certain common quality too, above all in the way that Clementine, Ursula and Antonia so obviously really loved sex.
It was getting harder and harder for him to keep his thoughts together on subjects like these, for the wonderful pressure of his grandmother's tight pussy on his prick was almost driving him out of his mind.
And then his prick gave a final little stiffening and started to fire its load of spunk up into his grandmother's pussy. That pussy was coming too, trembling and shuddering with the force of the come that tore through Clementine.
She eased off of him, some of his sperm sliding out of her hole.
"You know, Grandma," he said, "we all of us fuck a lot here. Since the incest scene doesn't seem to bother you, I was wondering if you might like to participate in a little orgy which we'd all join in."
"Participate? I'd love to. Why, Jack, I've wanted to have that prick of your father's in my cunt since the first day Ursula brought him home for dinner."
There was no question about it. She was quite a grandmother…



CHAPTER NINE


"An excellent dinner, ladies," Clif said as he wiped his mouth with his napkin. "If you can give as good a fuck to your menfolk, I'm sure that they won't have a thing to complain about."
The big orgy which had been agreed on was to take place that night, and to celebrate the occasion the three women had turned out a dinner that would have done most restaurants proud.
"The soup was wonderful," Jim said, "but it was kind of hard to concentrate on it. After all, I was thinking of something even better tasting that I was in for."
Everyone laughed. One of the nice coincidences about the family was that the women and the men were equally devoted to oral sex.
The dishes were cleared away, and everyone went into the living room. Since it was to be the place where the orgy was to take place, pillows had been scattered on the floor, and some of the lightbulbs had been replaced with pink ones. Not in order to give greater privacy – everyone was far too exhibitionistic to have any interest whatever in that commodity – but to create a nice bordello atmosphere. And for that matter, all of the women had admitted at dinner that there were times when they wished that they had become whores. Their tastes differed in this respect, though. Antonia said that she would want to be a really high-priced, pampered call-girl if she were to decide to go in for whoring. Clementine had stated that she would much prefer to have been a streetwalker.
"Stevedores, truck drivers, guys like that! Talk about men! Of course, Jim, here, is about as virile as three stevedores rolled into one, so I guess I don't have anything to complain about."
"To start things off," Clif suggested, "why don't the women have a striptease contest. We'll watch and decide who does the sexiest job of getting her clothes off."
"You mean your pricks will do the deciding," Ursula said with a laugh.
The women all thought that it was a fine idea, though, and Antonia put a record with a hard, driving beat on the stereo. The three men settled back in easy chairs to watch.
So that the game wouldn't take too much time, after all, they were all pretty eager to get down to the fucking, it was decided that the three females would strip at the same time. Either intentionally or by accident, the three women lined up in the order Antonia, Ursula and Clementine. All the men found something very exciting about the parade of femininity across the generations. Daughter, mother, grandmother. They all looked different, but they all looked enthralling, too. The wonderful freshness of Antonia, the voluptuousness of her mother, and the experience and ripeness of her grandmother. The pricks were already hard in the men's pants.
At a signal from Antonia, the three women started off. Antonia was wearing a tight sweater, and she inched this up bit by bit. It was so tight that as she moved it over her tits, it lifted them up, only to let them flop down again as she finished pulling the garment up over head. She was wearing a bra, as all the women were, for the men had told them that in undressing a woman to fuck her, they liked to have a bra to take off her, but it was so thin that her nipples were clearly apparent.
Clementine was wearing a blouse, which she slowly unbuttoned, and Ursula unzipped her dress, holding it in front of her breasts for a while.
The tops cleared away, the women began to work seductively on the bottoms. The skirts were unzipped and unbuttoned after being playfully lifted a few times, can-can style, and then the men were treated to the sight of the three females weaving and twisting in their bras and panties.
Ursula and Antonia chose to work on the bras next, but Clementine, who was nothing if not an individualist, pulled her panties off first, exposing her pubic area bit by bit, while her breasts were still kept in her bra.
The men all found the sight of a woman with a bra but no panties very exciting for some reason, and Clif even applauded a bit.
Antonia and Ursula realized that they were in danger of being outdone, so after very seductively removing her bra, Antonia licked her fingertip and drew it several times across the nipple in a gesture that made all of the guys' meat cram up even harder against their underpants. Ursula did something even sexier. She pulled her breasts up over the tops of her bra-cups while leaving the garment fastened. The breasts were a weird but mouth-watering sight as they bulged up over the tops of the cups. All the women's nipples were completely hard.
Antonia and her mother hauled down their panties, while Clementine finally undid her bra. The sight of those big boobs flopping out was really very impressive. The women were now completer naked except for their stockings and garter-belts, which they planned to keep on through the fucking. All the men had sort of a "thing" about stockings and garterbelts. They danced over to the men and thrust their cunts in their faces in time to the music. The men, of course tried to get in a quick lick as they did so.
Everyone was now thoroughly aroused, and when the record drew to a close and the three females struck sexy final postures, each guy felt like his prick was going to burst.
"Now, daughter," Jim said to Ursula, "I'm going to do something I've wanted to do since you were twelve, if you have no objections, of course."
Ursula indicated just how few objections she had by half-closing her eyes and running the tip of her tongue slowly over her lips.
"Now just wait here, and I'll be back in a second," Jim said. He ran off to the kitchen and returned shortly with a bowl of ice cubes.
"Ice?" Ursula asked.
"Ice!" he replied. He took a cube in his hand and held it between his daughter's thighs, pressed up against her tender pussyflesh.
"Ooooh, that's nice!" Ursula said. There, was really something stimulating about the feeling of cold wetness mingling with her own warm wetness. Jim took the ice cube away, and Ursula gave another little sigh of pleasure. The quick change in temperature caused her pussy to tingle just as a person's hands tingle when he comes inside in the winter and holds his hands over a radiator.
"Here, let me get in on that action," Ursula said. She grabbed an ice cube and pressed it against her father's balls. They pulled up tight in reaction to the sudden coldness.
He replied in turn by rubbing an ice cube against each nipple. The nipples were already swollen with passion from the striptease, but they bulged out even more now.
"Fun's fun," Jim said, "but I think I'm getting too horny to continue much longer!" Certainly his dick was one great stiff throbbing pole. "After all," he added, "twenty-two years is a long time to have had to wait for your pussy."
Ursula tossed her ice cube away and lay back on the floor, her legs spread, her cunt open and inviting, and made even pinker by the stimulation which the ice had afforded.
Jim's cock gave another surge as he realized that the warm, wet twat that he'd hungered for all these years was finally available to him. Then he slipped his prick into Ursula and started to pump.
The others had been watching this action, and getting hornier by the minute. Now they wanted to pair off and get going with some fucking of their own. Since Jack had fucked his grandmother only the day before, it seemed logical for him to amuse himself with his sister, and Clif to take care of Clementine.
Clif didn't have the full pleasure of committing incest available to him, of course, but that didn't matter. His mother-in-law was a very fine woman, and he would be glad to service her.
"How would you like my prick up the rear, Clementine," he asked.
"Why, Clif," she said in that grandmotherly tone which she used with men who hadn't fucked her before, "I think that would be just delightful."
Clif went off to the bathroom and returned with his prick gleaming with Vaseline. His mother-in-law was already kneeling on the floor in expectation of his tool. She even was holding her ass-cheeks apart so that he could see her pussy and her tight little tailpipe.
At the sight, Clif felt his balls pull up even tighter against the root of his swollen whanger. He knelt behind Clementine and took her tits in his hands. They were so wonderfully big and floppy that they really afforded all sorts of interesting opportunities for caressing. He swung them in first one direction and then the other, and pinched and squeezed the big, brown nipples, which were already throbbing with passion. Clementine's breath was starting to come a bit heavier, even though until she got to know a man sexually, she usually tried to act a bit reserved with him.
Clif poked the tip of his prick several times against her asshole and said, "Knock-knock!"
"Come in," Clementine said gently, and Clif did just exactly that, sliding his prick slowly past her tight rectal sphincter. One thing he liked about butt-fucking women was that he had found that the excitement of knowing that they are about to get it up the ass usually makes the sphincter contract, so that there's really a lot of stimulation for the lucky guy who's getting his meat up there.
In he went, until the root of his prick was pressed up tight against her body, and her asscheeks were resting against him.
"You have such a lovely ass, Clementine," he said, as he started to slide his penis back and forth, feeling it rub against the taut interior of her rectum.
"And you have such a big prick!" she said, some of her reticence starting to dissolve.
Meanwhile, Jack and Antonia were working out their own brand of fun. Since all the incest stuff had started, they had come to enjoy each other as sexual partners more and more, and each of the slightly preferred the other to their mother or father.
"Want to sixty-nine?" Jack asked.
"A girl would have to be crazy not to want that well-educated tongue of yours on her cunt," Antonia said.
"Well, those lips of yours sure don't feel bad when they're sucking my prick," Jack answered, "so let's go."
Antonia lay on the sofa, and Jack got on top of her, his head at her crotch.
"Anyone ever tell you what fine thighs you have, Antonia?" Jack asked.
"Guys trying to get me in the sack."
"Well, you really do. I mean, they're not all fleshy like Mom's, but they're very graceful and the skin is very soft!" And to show how seriously he meant to be taken, he gave several loving licks to his sister's thighs right up near the crotch. Then he moved on to the pussy itself, which was far too pink and cute for him to be able to resist for long. His tongue darted out and pressed against the clit, which swelled up even more under his touch, despite the fact that it was already almost as hard as Antonia could remember it ever having been.
Well, she certainly wasn't planning to just lie back and play the passive role, that was for sure. She slid her tongue along the length of the penis hanging there in front of her mouth, and then took the thing between her lips and started to suck on it, while using her tongue to stimulate the piss-hole and the spot where the knob joined the rest of the prick.
Jim was balling his daughter and going at it like a house afire. He was really excited, almost carried away, and his meat pistoned back and forth inside her twat, sliding on her slick cunt-skin, pulling the tingling labia back and forth across her clit.
"Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!" she moaned, and being addressed in this childish way by his forty-year-old daughter who hadn't called him "Daddy" for thirty years, really stroked his boiler. His hands pressed against her breasts as he reared up slightly to be able to get at the things, and his hips continued to pump furiously.
Buck! Buck! Buck! Getting there… getting there… getting there…
Ursula felt her body tense as her father continued to piston her. She was almost at her come-point… almost… almost…
Then suddenly, his prick exploded in a wild series of gushes, while her twat shuddered off in the convulsions of a real clit-twisting, pussy-bursting come!
"Ahhhhh!" she gasped as her muscles uncoiled all at once. Then, the two of them lay gently together, father kissing daughter very, very softly on her lips.
Over a few feet away, Clif and his mother-in-law were going at it with every bit as much gusto. His rod was really hammering away at her anus while his hands continued to mold and caress her big boobs.
He figured it was time to give her pussy some stimulation, too, though, so he reached one of his hands down and cupped her crotch with his fingers, pressing the latter against her soft cuntlips.
He thought he felt her give an extra shudder, though it was a little bit difficult to really be sure, she was responding so vigorously to the anal action already.
He slid the fingers on back to her vagina and slipped then into the waiting hole. When he pressed them against the back of the pussy, he thought that they would feel the pressure created by the movement of his meat in her nearby asshole, though again it wasn't possible for him to be sure.
He used his thumb to press the labia, and Clementine let out an audible gasp. This was almost too much! Her breasts were being alternately massaged by one of his hands, her butt was crammed full of his whanger, and his fingers were exploring her cunt and stimulating her labia.
Clif knew that he was just about to go off, that he couldn't possibly hold himself back more than maybe a minute longer, and he hoped that his mother-in-law was ready to come, too. He gave a couple more exploratory nudges to her labia, and from the gasps which she let out and the way in which her whole body quivered, he knew that she, too, was right at her flashpoint.
He pulled his whanger way back and then slid it into her but very, very deliberately, while continuing to finger her pussyflesh.
He'd only gotten his meat about halfway in when her pelvis started to buck and heave to the force of her come. He slammed the rest of the way home, and as he did so his penis began to empty its load of man-cream into her.
Come! Come! Come! Man, oh man, were they locked together! His cock just kept shooting and shooting, and her body continued to buck and heave under him, while he continued with the triple stimulation which had brought her to this pitch.
Then it was over and they just stayed in position gasping, too worn out to say anything. It had really been quite a come!
Antonia had her brother's prick all the way in her mouth at this point, and was sucking diligently on its root. The knob was pressed way back against the roof of her mouth, almost forcing its way down her throat. It was nearly making her gag, but she didn't mind. The feeling of having a great, huge tool stuck into her mouth was compensation enough. Her dainty fingers were squeezing and caressing his balls, too, gently pulling at the wrinkled, hairy skin and pushing the nuts themselves around a bit in the sac though it wasn't possible to do very much of that, since the sac was so tight with excitement at this point.
If the action she was getting with her lips felt good – like many other women, she had very sensitive lips, ones much more sensitive than a man's – what she was getting between her legs felt so good that she could hardly stand it. It seemed like Jack's tongue was everywhere at once, darting now here, now there, licking, slurping, tickling, turning the pink pussy flesh into a glowing mass of pleasure and excitement.
He loved to slip his tongue way down into her vagina so that he could feel it pressed and enclosed by the velvety cunt-walls. Those walls were so tender, so feminine, just like the rest of his sister, only more so. He would then pull his tongue quickly back into his mouth, so that he would get plenty of Antonia's pussy-fluid to taste.
Antonia slid her lips along his prick until she was just stimulating the knob of his penis. Then she began to slide them rather rapidly up and down the glistening shaft, while her tongue continued to tease the knob. Soon, she knew, lovely man-cream would be shooting out of that little hole.
Jack knew that he was fast approaching his come, that, in fact, he was only seconds away from it. He pulled his tongue out of his sister's vagina for the last time and set it sliding along her labia to the stiff little clit, which had been complaining bitterly about how little attention it was getting.
As she felt Jack's tongue slide along her cuntlips, Antonia knew where it was heading, what it would do there, and what the effect would be on her overwound body. So she pressed her lips all the tighter against Jack's penis to make sure the come would be simultaneous.
And man, was it ever. It seemed like the two of them blasted off at just exactly the same second, with Antonia's wet pussy being slammed against Jack's face by the bucking of her pelvis, and his rod pouring its load into her femininity.
Every time she and her brother had oral sex, Antonia found herself surprised by the amount of spunk that his balls contained. Certainly this time he had plenty of the stuff, and in fact, it almost seemed as if his dork really wasn't ever going to stop this time. There was jism everywhere in her mouth, between her teeth and cheeks, sliding over her tongue, dribbling down her throat! Finally the action did stop, though, and as her own cunt grew quiet, she slipped her mouth off Jack's glistening rod. Then she rolled the cream around in her mouth for a second, and swallowed it.
Jack moved his face from between her legs and smiled at her. His lips were shining with the cunt-moisture which they had on them. He licked them carefully, for he certainly didn't want any of the lovely stuff to go to waste.



CHAPTER TEN


"Anyone want some brandy?" Clif asked. He was a great believer in the pleasure of after-dinner brandy, and it occurred to him that they had forgotten to have any.
"Will it clear the palate?" Jack asked. He could still taste that wonderful pussy-fluid of his sister's.
Clif got his brandy and poured out a snifter for everyone. The six of them sat around, completely naked, chatting away and sipping the fiery stuff.
"You know," Clif said, "I can't help chuckling when I think what the average person would say if he could see through those curtains. It would probably freak him out completely."
"Well, Dad," Jack said, "as far as what the average person would say, I think we can all agree that he'd call us a bunch of degenerates who should be locked away for life, and so on and so forth. As to what he'd think, that's a slightly different matter."
"Yeah?"
"Oh, come on, Dad, do you think we're the only people in this country who like to go in for a bit of kinky fun? Why do you see so many closed curtains in the evenings? Oh, I think a lot of people are too uptight to admit to themselves how much fun incest could be, but that doesn't mean they aren't trying all sorts of other 'private' stuff. Guys parading around in women's clothes, people pissing in each other's mouths, stuff like that that I certainly know I wouldn't want to do."
"I guess you're right. How do you know about all that stuff, by the way?"
"Don't forget, before Mom took me in, I'd never had a chance to get any pussy. So I'd had to content myself with beating off, and to beat off, I'd stimulate myself with mags. Ordinary girlie-mags, but they'd have ads in them for correspondence clubs and magazines, and you'd be surprised at the things people get up to."
"Speaking of getting up to stuff, what shall we all get up to next. We have a reputation for decadence to maintain, you know."
"We could always do a daisychain," Ursula suggested.
"A daisychain?" Antonia asked.
"Uh-huh. That's when a whole bunch of people fuck all at once. Not just in pairs, but A fucks B who blows C etc."
"And everyone comes at once?" Antonia asked.
"That's the idea, though it isn't always easy to manage, particularly if there are a large number of people involved. If we six all managed to come together, we'd be real champions."
"Well," Jim said with a smile, "I, for one, have never wanted to shirk a challenge, particularly when it meant that accepting it would get my prick in a nice, warm twat."
"Not every guys gets twat," Ursula said. "To make the connections, some have to settle for mouth."
"Well, daughter, if the mouth is as pretty as yours, I'd be willing to settle for that any day of the week!"
"So we'll, do a daisychain?" Ursula asked.
"Uh-huh," everyone chorused.
"I have a further suggestion, though," Clementine said.
"Yeah?" Clif asked.
"All you men are able to manage a second shot right away, I'm sure of that," she said. "But – and here I think we all know each other well enough to be honest about these things – in a lifetime of fucking I've found that a few extra minutes' wait can make all the difference between a so-so fuck and a really good one."
"Particularly if you're getting it in the mouth," Ursula chimed in.
"Particularly if you're getting it in the mouth," Clementine agreed.
"But aren't we all going to get a bit drunk if we just sit around sloshing back the brandy?" Clif asked. "We have to have something to pass the time."
"Besides, it's pretty tantalizing to be sitting in the same room with three lovely naked ladies and not be doing anything," Jim said.
"Well, we females can always have a masturbation race," Antonia said.
"Fantastic!" Ursula said. "That's one of the cleverest ideas I've heard in a long time. I don't know about Antonia and Clementine, but I know that I've always dreamed of having someone watch me beat off. When I was a little girl, I was really stuck on a boy at school, and when I'd be in bed masturbating, I'd pretend that he was going to walk in on me. In fact, sometimes, when I was wearing jeans, I'd let my hand sort of hang down near my crotch, if he was around. I'd even pretend to be adjusting the crotch a bit for being too tight and binding. I didn't have the nerve to go much beyond that, though."
"All these decadent thoughts and actions on the part of my pure wife!" Clif said. "And when we got married, there you were, all in white, the color of virginity…"
Both he and Ursula couldn't help laughing at the idea of her as a virgin bride. By the time they finally tied the knot, the two of them had already tried out just about every trick in the book.
Both Antonia and Clementine agreed that they thought it would be an awful lot of fun to have a masturbating race in front of the guys, and from the way the guys pricks were stiffening up, it was pretty clear what they thought of the idea.
"Wait," Clif said, "We've got to decide on the rules. Can instruments be used?"
The women looked at each other. Then Clementine said, "I think each woman should be allowed to masturbate in the way most suitable for her."
"The winner is the one who comes first?"
"Uh-huh."
"And how can we make sure that no one's pretending to come? Not that any of you would want to do such a thing, but if this is going to be a proper race, we have to get all of these things settled."
"That's easy enough," Antonia said. "The judges – you three men – can check out our cunts immediately on completion of the race to see how wet they are. Not that that might not vary rather a lot from woman to woman, but I think the other two will agree that our twats are a great deal wetter after we've come than before, however much we may lubricate up during the prelimininaries."
The other two nodded their agreement.
"Okay," Clif said, "the race starts in four minutes. You have until then to collect whatever implements and aids you might want."
Ursula decided that she didn't need any props to help her masturbate. She preferred the old-fashioned simplicity of using her fingers to tease her clit into a state of furious excitement.
Antonia came back from the kitchen with a soda water bottle, and Clementine reappeared with a large mirror which she had taken from the wall of Clif and Ursula's bedroom. She took some books from the book shelf in the living room and made a pile with them, against which she propped the mirror.
"I figure if you've got a cunt that other people enjoy looking at, you might as well get some fun out of looking at it yourself."
She lay down with the mirror about four feet from her crotch. She had propped her head up with a pillow, so it was possible for her to look in the mirror and gaze at the delicate labia and inviting hole.
"Oh your marks," Clif said. "Get set. Go!"
And at that the women all started to masturbate themselves while the men looked on eagerly.
Ursula ran her hand slowly down her belly, then slid it between her legs. She pressed her fingertips gently against the wet cuntlips, and then began to give her clit light little flicks with her thumb.
Antonia, on the other hand, after pressing the neck of the bottle against her labia a few times, slid it into her hole. The neck of the bottle sloped very gradually, so that she could get the mouth of it in quite far. And what was nice for her was the fact that by pressing the neck in, she could apply limitless variations of pressure to her cunt-lips, since the bottleneck did get wider and wider.
Clementine felt her clit swell up hard as she gazed at her cunt in the mirror. In fact, since her eyesight was good, she could even see the little thing grow larger. She moved her hands down to her pussy and used one of them to pull the lips of her cunt way back, so that it was a real hole that was gaping back at her. She slid the fingers of the other hand into that hole, and started to press them against the pussy-walls.
She let go of her cunt-lips, though, allowing the organ to close over her fingers, for she wanted one hand free for her breasts. She knew how sensitive they were, and knew that the right amount of fondling would do a lot to speed up the process of bringing herself to a come.
She cradled her tits in her right hand, lolling them about her chest from one side to the other. Her breasts were so long that it was even possible for her to have them hanging out on either side of her ribcage.
What she was concentrating on mostly up there, of course, were her nipples. She only had one hand free, but that hand was able to do quite a job going from one breast to another, stimulating the brown tips into a state of furious hardness.
Antonia was arching her back and tossing her head from side to side in passion, as she slid her bottle up and down inside her cunt. It felt quite similar to a prick, only colder and harder and, if she decided to press way in, thicker, too. Every thrust of the thing brought her labia pulling tantalizingly across her clit, which was throbbing with passion. Her free hand either caressed her breasts or went down to her crotch to aid the bottle in the task of stimulating her clit and labia.
Ursula was using what one might call the classic technique of female auto-stimulation. No mirrors or bottles for her, just good, skillful handwork. Her fingers danced lightly over the wet womanflesh, tantalizing her into a state of wild excitement.
"Uh!" she gasped. "Uhh! Uhhh!" She wasn't coming – not yet – but she soon would be. She plunged her fingers into her vagina again and again, while grinding her ass-cheeks against the carpet in excitement.
The men were watching all this with complete fascination. Their pricks were sticking out like poles, their balls were pulled up tight in their ballsacks, and it was obvious that they were going to be real lions when it came time to use that equipment of theirs.
Jack had gotten on the floor near his grandmother's cunt and positioned himself so that he could look either at the cunt itself, or at the reflection in the mirror. It was really exciting to switch back and forth from one to the other.
Each female was getting near her come now, and each one could guess that the others weren't far from the same point. The great beat-off race was nearing its conclusion, and the three pairs of hands were really working overtime in the effort each contestant was making to be first.
Antonia felt her body tense more and more, felt her clit get even stiffer… Ursula's cunt was a glowing mass of female excitement, and Clementine was so turned on that her forehead was glistening with little beads of sweat.
Suddenly, the three women were bucking and heaving with the force of their comes, as the excitement they had imparted with their hands, and the excitement inherent in simply participating in such a contest, released itself all at once.
Wham! Wham! Wham! Three lovely cunts, pounding, driving. Three lovely females, gasping, panting! It was wild, and the men had a hard time keeping from going off just on account of what they were seeing. There was certainly no need for a close check of pussies to see if anyone had cheated. The mere smell of cunt in the room was so strong that it was obvious that all three twats must be secreting a terrific amount of come-juice. And indeed the stuff could be seen to glisten on the dainty labia and the hands which had worked so hard to bring about the result.
"Who won?" Antonia gasped, "Who won?"
"Gee," Clif said, "it was pretty much a dead heat as far as I could see. I guess Ursula won."
"Are you sure?" Jack asked. "I rather thought that it was Clementine who managed to get it off first."
Jim added, "I was thinking that it might be Antonia who was the winner."
It was obvious that each guy had gotten so enthralled by the sight of one particular woman that he had not paid too much attention to the other two. Of course, it was almost better that way, since none of the three females had the embarrassment of having come in last, and although each would have liked to be the winner, the fun they had gotten out of beating off in front of the men was compensation enough for their efforts.
The men's pricks were really burning for a come now, after the excitement of watching the masturbation race, and although the women had just come, they were plenty eager for action, for they all knew that what they could do to their own cunts was nothing like as nice as what the menfolk could do to them.
"Shall we move on to the daisychain?" Antonia asked. The fact that her nipples were still swollen was a pretty good indication that she thought the sooner they got started the better.
The other five people were just as horny, so it was agreed that they should start the daisychain right away.
"How exactly are we going to manage this?" Jack asked.
Ursula thought for a moment and said, "Yeah, with six people it isn't going to be easy. I tell you what. Jack can fuck me dog-style. I'll have Jim lying with his prick under my mouth, and I'll suck it. Antonia can squat on his mouth so that he can lick her pussy, and…" her voice trailed off as she tried to visualize how the two remaining people could be hooked in.
"No, I tell you what," Antonia said. "Instead of squatting over Grandpa's face, I'll be on my hands and knees, too, my body pointed the same direction as his. That way my cunt will be over his mouth and my mouth will be working Daddy like you'll be working Grandpa. And Grandma can squat on Daddy's face."
Ursula thought for a moment, trying to see if the suggested arrangement would work. Then she said, "yeah, that should do, but wouldn't you like to take my place? You've just had an oral fuck."
"Sounds pretty complicated, but I guess we'll manage," Jim said. "Now, how do we work it so that everyone comes at the same time?"
"Well, just try to bring your partners up to the edge of their comes, but not over. Then hold them, if you know what I mean. It's up to the first guy – that's Jack – to initiate the sequence of comes when he figures that everyone's probably had enough time to get up to flashpoint. He makes his partner come, she gives that extra little bit of stimulation which is all her other partner needs, and so on. I doubt if we'll manage to all come at the exact same time, but as long as we're sort of close, that's all that's needed for a sort of wild ride."
Antonia positioned herself on her hands and knees, her cunt open and ready. Her grandfather lay on the ground with his prick under her mouth, and her brother was behind her, ready to take her dog-style. Ursula was squatting over his face, and her husband's prick was under her mouth.
Clementine prepared to squat over her son-in-law's face, so that he could lick her mature cunt. Everyone was pointed in the same direction, though some had their faces pointing up and others pointing down, except for Clementine, who was facing back over the others, since she figured it would be exciting to witness the weltering mass of fucking bodies.
"Okay, everyone ready?" Jack asked, and then he slid his prick into her body. He put it in slowly and lovingly, and Antonia gave a little shudder of pleasure as she felt the thing penetrate her. She bent her head down and gave her grandfather's prick a series of loving licks. Then she slipped her coral lips over his tool and started to suck away on it in earnest. Meanwhile, she used her right hand to play with his balls.
Ursula brought her haunches down so that her cunt was right next to her father's mouth, and he sent his tongue flicking out over her labia. Her husband was in the same position in regard to her mouth as Jim was to Antonia's. She took his prick and began to suck on just the tip of it.
"She really is good," Clif thought appreciatively. He resolved not to let the fun of the incestuous arrangements they had going in the household blind him to the pleasures which his own wife was capable of giving to him.
Sitting on his face and almost suffocating him with her wet, wonderful femininity, was his mother-in-law. She didn't have another partner, but in compensation was the fact that she got to watch all the others, and that she had both hands free with which to play with her highly sensitive breasts.
Jack started nice and easy, as he liked to do, soon he and Antonia were grooving on exactly the same rhythm. Their bodies attuned themselves to each other very easily when they were fucking, and this time was no exception. They just felt perfectly matched as his prick slid back and forth in her cunt, gliding and sliding on the copious pussy juices, being gripped by her eager twat.
And Antonia sought to pass on the pleasure she was getting from her brother to their grandfather. The old man was already wiggling with pleasure as he felt how Antonia alternated licking and sucking on his prick, and how she manipulated his tight balls. As she worked Jim's organ over, Antonia glanced at the rest of his body. Somehow, she found it very exciting to be fucked by someone a year younger than herself, and to be blowing someone else so much older. For that matter, the idea of servicing two men at once was enough to impart a definite extra stiffness to her already almost rock-hard little clit.
Jim was like a cat in catnip. Although he was a man of very considerable sexual experience, he had never fucked with more than one woman at a time, and now he realized what he had been missing all these years by not doing so. His prick was like an iron bar, his balls quivered in their need to shoot his spunk into Antonia's mouth, and here was his daughter's lush cunt right above his face. He inhaled deeply as he licked. Already Ursula's cunt had been awash with pussy fluid from the masturbation race before the daisy chain had begun. And now drop after drop of the stuff oozed out of her hole and dripped on her father's face, while the smell it caused was driving him absolutely wild with desire. And the same story was repeated up the line, with Ursula sucking Clif's prick and his tongue slavering all over his mother-in-law's wet cunt, while she kneaded and caressed her breasts, pinching the nipples and running her fingertips over the milky smoothness of the rest of her globes.
Jack had picked up speed now, was really starting to lay it into his sister, his tool really bucking away in her steamy twat. She felt herself get hotter and hotter, and tried to pass some of that heat on to her grandfather. She didn't just try, she succeeded. Her lips slid back and forth over his prick, her tongue pressed against the flesh knob at the end of it, and he felt his balls pull up tighter and tighter, felt his already achingly stiff penis get even stiffer as she continued to lavish her attentions on it.
His tongue was literally flying over his daughter's labia now, teasing the soft, pink things into a state of almost agonized ecstasy. Then he shifted his tactics for a bit and began to use his tongue to explore her vaginal recesses, plunging the thing as deeply as possible into his daughter's soft, tender hole.
Ursula's whole belly felt like it was being churned with a butter churner. That tongue action of her father's was just too much. And she was making herself even hotter by the way she used only one hand to support her body and employed the other one to caress her breasts. She squeezed and kneaded them, gently tugged on the nipples, pressed each breast up to her chest and let it flop down, and generally did all the things that a woman knows will give her globes pleasure.
And her tongue was every bit as active as Antonia's, too. Her husband Clif could hardly remember when his meat had felt so tense and tingly, and no wonder, what with the way in which Ursula was varying the action so much, now concentrating on his prickroot, now on his knob. And his tongue was exploring the wet vagina offered it by his mother-in-law with every bit as much diligence as his father-in-law was using on Ursula's pussy. The one change in the original scheme of things was that he realized it was possible for him to reach up and caress Clementine's breasts.
Although she was very good at manipulating herself, she always preferred to have a man do it, so the pressing and squeezing felt all the more delightful to her now. Jack likewise was playing with Antonia's far smaller tits, and since that meant she was getting three different kinds of action at once, she was almost out of her mind with come-need.
Jack felt he couldn't hold his orgasm back much longer. He had to try to, though, for it was necessary for everyone to get to the same point of readiness before he gave the signal for the mutual blastoff.
Certainly his sister was almost there. Every time his lips touched her labia she gave a shudder which indicated that she was right on the edge of her come. Jim knew that he was close to blasting off, and Ursula, Clif and Clementine knew the same about themselves. The action went on a bit longer than necessary, due to the fact that there was no way anyone but Clementine could tell Jack that they were ready. He had to wait until he thought the time was probably right.
Right or not, he couldn't hold back much longer. He pulled back and then started to slam his prick slowly home. Antonia sensed that this was the stroke that would bring her off, and she immediately applied a final little bit of stimulation to her grandfather, who she had been holding back for a moment. He did the same with Ursula, she with her husband, and he with Clementine.
They hung there on the edge of their come for a second, and then their comes roared down the length of the chain like bursts of machine-gun bullets. Jack's prick started gushing wildly into Antonia, her twat was pulsating furiously, her grandfather was spurting his load into her mouth, Ursula was coming on his face, Clif was shooting into her mouth, and Clementine was shuddering away on his face as the force of her come gripped her.
Come! Come! Come! Six hot bodies uncoiling at once! Blasting, heaving, trembling, coming, coming, coming! Who could think, who could breathe, who could do anything but just come and come and come?
As the spasms finally died down, every member of the daisychain felt so fucked out that he or she hardly knew where they were… But everyone knew one thing.
They were all very, very happy.
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