




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!








Nick Eastwood



Horny naughty sister





CHAPTER ONE


Vicky Evans, a high school English teacher, was normally prim and reserved, but tonight the young woman was bubbling. Her glowing face and bouncy stride caused people to turn and stare at the tall leggy brunette as she and her escort entered the restaurant. The men who stared at her smiled appreciatively, and their wives felt a tweak of jealousy. Vicky Evans looked absolutely gorgeous.
Her date, Ted Hansen, wished he had the nerve to tell her so. Ted, a bashful chemistry teacher in his early thirties, had just run out of nerve. He'd been working up his courage for a whole year now to ask Vicky out, and he'd finally done it. In fact he could still hardly believe it was happening.
As he walked behind Vicky, he ogled the ripe curves of her body and the undulating globes of her firm little ass. For probably the millionth time since he'd met her, he imagined himself in bed with her, gliding his stiff cock into her juicy hot cunt, hearing her moan with pleasure. Then he warned himself to cool those fantasies. He didn't want to get a hard-on in the restaurant.
Anyhow, that's all they were, just fantasies. Vicky was well known in their small town as a man-hater and a confirmed spinster. She rarely dated, and Ted knew one reason she'd accepted this dinner date was that she wasn't afraid of him. She knew he wasn't going to come on strong. So it was a good thing she couldn't read his mind and know how urgently he wanted to fuck her.
"Ted, I'm so excited, I can hardly think," Vicky bubbled as they were seated.
"I can't blame you, Vicky," Ted smiled. "It must be pretty exciting, meeting a brother you haven't seen in twenty years."
Vicky had been hopping up and down with excitement when he arrived to pick her up, and she'd quickly explained why. Her parents had been divorced when she was just a kid, and she'd been taken by her mother. Her brother, Van, had been taken by their father. Since that day, she hadn't seen Van, hadn't even known where he was. Now he'd managed to track her down, and in a few days he was coming to see her.
"Thank goodness tomorrow's the last day of school," she went on. "I'll be able to give my full time to Van."
Ted wished he could have her full time – in bed. "How long will your brother be visiting?" he asked politely.
"Only three days," Vicky sighed. "He does overseas work for an oil company, and he's been reassigned. He'll just be crossing the country, and he'll drop in and see me on the way."
Sighing again, she picked up her menu and studied it, and Ted grabbed the chance to ogle her tits. Vicky without question had the best body he'd ever seen, and her tits were magnificent, big and thrusting and beautifully shaped. Too bad all that great equipment was wasted on an old maid. Ted wished there was some way he could make her like men and sex, some way he could turn her on.
He didn't realize just how easy that would be. While she chatted and looked over the menu, Vicky was getting very warm feelings in her pussy. She liked being with Ted, found him fun and attractive, and she was getting those all-too-familiar sensations. For a fleeting second she imagined Ted making love to her, and her nipples stiffened. She blushed, hoping her date hadn't noticed. Her pussy was heating rapidly now and getting all swollen and moist.
To her mortification, Vicky realized she was getting horny. It seemed to be happening all too often lately. She'd lie in bed at night and toss and turn, too lusty to sleep. She eventually had to masturbate to get the relief she craved. She knew her body was only telling her to act like a normal, healthy young woman, but she just couldn't do that. Her body might be perfectly normal, but her thinking wasn't.
Her mother had raised her very strictly, and Vicky had been taught not to trust men. Men will only hurt you, her mother had preached, and no nice girl likes sex. Sex is filthy, dirty, disgusting. Men only want one thing. Women can get along fine without them. The best women were spinsters. And so on and so on. These messages had been drummed into Vicky's head for the past twenty years, till it just wasn't possible for her to respond normally to a man.
Yet she wanted to so badly! It was ridiculous being a twenty-five-year-old virgin, and she was dying of curiosity about sex. Ted turned her on, and it was obvious that he wanted her. It would be so easy just to let him take her. Her curiosity would be satisfied, and she'd get the relief she needed for all her pent-up lust. If only she could overcome her mother's teachings, she'd hop into Ted's bed in a second.
She was smiling coolly as she thought all these things, and Ted didn't have the faintest idea that she was getting frantically lusty. "Have you decided what to order?" he asked.
They ate and chatted, then went to a disco and did some dancing. That part really turned Vicky on. She rarely dated and almost never danced, so it was doubly exciting to be held against a hard male body. Her pussy got hot as fire, and she was creaming right through her panties. More than ever she wished she could get over her inhibitions. She ached for Ted to kiss her and touch her all over.
Ted was having a rough time of it, too, as her big thrusting tits rubbed his chest and her undulating body brushed his crotch. He was scared as hell he was going to get a monster of a cock-stand, and on the dance floor there'd be no way Vicky wouldn't notice. That would really make an impression on their first date! It would certainly be their last date, he was sure of that.
But his cock had a mind of its own, and he could feel it throbbing and stiffening. He turned red and pulled back a little from Vicky, who was rubbing against him. "It's getting pretty late, and we've got to work tomorrow," he said. "Maybe I better think about getting you home."
"Oh, my gosh, you're right," Vicky exclaimed as she looked at her watch. "Thanks for reminding me, Ted. I forgot all about the time."
Ted didn't want to let go of her or take her home, but the alternative was to let her see the obscene bulge at his fly. He hoped she didn't notice that he was walking funny as he escorted her to the car. It was just a few blocks to her house. Vicky invited him in for a nightcap, and he got to the couch as fast as he could and folded his hands over his hard-on. He was relieved that the lights were low.
Vicky's hands were trembling a little as she made the drinks. It was the first time she'd ever invited a man into her house, and she knew how suggestive that must seem to Ted. And of course it would be even easier now to let him do what he wanted with her. Vicky was very, very tempted. Maybe, just maybe, she could let herself go tonight. She brought the drinks to the coffee table and sat down beside Ted. He automatically reached for his glass, uncovering his crotch, and that was when she noticed that he had a hard-on.
She noticed, and he noticed that she noticed. Both the shy teachers blushed furiously. To make matters worse, Vicky found herself staring like an idiot. She just couldn't take her eyes off that big hard bulge in his pants. Finally she forced herself to look away, and she heard Ted breathing heavily.
"Uh, Vicky, sorry about that," he said, his voice hoarse with lust, "but I just couldn't help it. You really turn me on."
Red with embarrassment, but also very lusty, Vicky looked at him and said, "You turn me on, too, Ted."
"I do?" he cried.
If that wasn't an invitation, he didn't know what was, and he decided to grab it. Quickly he slipped his arms around Vicky and drew her against him. He kissed her, and to his delight her soft lips opened and let in his tongue. His cock throbbed like crazy as he darted his tongue into her mouth and probed around. Vicky didn't protest or try to pull away. She seemed to melt against him.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she sighed.
Vicky had been kissed a few times, but never like this. There'd been a few pecks on the lips when saying goodnight, and that was all. She'd never had a long, steamy, sexy kiss like this one, and it was making her wild with excitement. Her pussy was creaming furiously, soaking her panties, and she felt a crazy urge to grab for Ted's cock and play with it. She wished he'd touch her pussy. It was insane. She'd never had urges like this before with a man.
Her lust-engorged nipples were long and rigid now, and she knew Ted could feel them poking against his chest, even through their clothes. Timidly she darted her tongue at his, and she felt him shiver and heard him give a muffled moan. He seemed to be close to losing control of himself. Could she handle the situation? She didn't know. She only knew how maddeningly horny she felt. Ted finally came up for air, and they stared at each other, both of them kind of surprised that this had happened.
"Oh, Jesus, do I ever want you," Ted groaned. He was almost too horny to be shy.
He reached for the back zipper of her dress, and she didn't stop him. Quickly he tugged it open, then released her dress down to her waist. She was wearing a delicate lacy bra which seemed too flimsy to hold her gorgeous big tits. Ted ogled her deep cleavage and felt like he would come in his pants any second now. He'd never dreamed he'd get this far with the frosty young spinster. But as long as he was cooking, he might as well go as far as he could.
The bra was a front-snap, and he popped open the plastic catch and watched the two lacy cups separate. They dropped away, and he stared at the most beautiful tits he'd ever seen – and that included centerfolds. Vicky's firm ripe breasts were the size of cantaloupes, though shaped more like watermelons. The nipples were large, cone-shaped and soft pink. He just couldn't control himself. With a horny growl he reached out and cupped her tits.
"Ohhhhhhh, God," Vicky moaned, slumping back against the couch.
No man had ever touched her tits before, and she just wasn't prepared for how exciting it felt. Ted's hands were hot and hard on the delicate flesh, and his touch aroused her like mad. He quickly felt all over her tits, hoisting, squeezing, petting. He rubbed his thumbs over her swollen nipples, and she moaned and creamed heavily, the molten liquid soaking through her panties. Then Ted dipped his head down, stuck out his tongue, and started licking her ultra sensitive nipples. It was the most exquisite feeling she'd ever known.
"Mmmmmmmm, yessss," she breathed.
Ted almost shot his load when he heard that husky low cry of pleasure. She sounded just like that in his jack-off fantasies about her. He couldn't believe this was the same Miss Evans whose annoyed glance could silence a whole classroom full of rowdy adolescents, the coldblooded Vicky Evans who'd turned down propositions from the best-looking guys in town. This was a turned-on woman, a woman writhing with need.
He caught her left nipple between his lips and sucked it into his mouth. Vicky gasped and trembled. Her panties were soaked by now, sopping with her helplessly flooding cream. She had a hot desire to play with herself, but she knew what her body really craved. Her instincts were urging her to let go and allow Ted to fuck her. Only a stiff stabbing cock in her virgin cunt would satisfy the urges she was feeling. Vicky knew this, but she couldn't quite go through with it – not yet.
She ached to fuck him, yet she was terrified of it, thanks to her mother's puritanical teachings. She moaned softly as he sucked her throbbing nipple and soaked it with his hot spit. He released it and sucked in the other nipple, and Vicky whimpered with horniness and rubbed her thighs together hard, aching to get off. She felt like she'd die of frustration if she didn't come soon.
Why not ask Ted to do it for her? She knew he'd be only too happy to get her off – with his fingers, his tongue, his lips, his engorged rock hard cock. Vicky wanted him to do it, but she couldn't make the words come out of her mouth. She had a vivid image of her mother standing over them with a look of outrage and disgust. She could hear her mother saying, "You'll never be able to live with yourself if you let a man touch you, Vicky."
It was bullshit, Vicky was sure of that, but it had been pounded into her head every day for twenty years, and she couldn't shake it off in one evening. So while she slumped there, gurgling and quivering, enjoying very second of Ted's hungry tit-sucking, she couldn't bring herself to tell him all the other things she wanted. Thanks a lot, mom, she thought bitterly. Her body was normal, all right, but her mind was still a prisoner.
Ted had sucked both her big pink nipples into long rigid buds, and he drew back to admire his work. Vicky looked, too, dizzily eyeing the spit-soaked flubs that capped her creamy swelling tits. Then Ted started to ease her dress lower, and she blushed hotly. He was seeing more of her than any other man had seen. He slipped the dress down aver her hips, down her legs, and off, leaving her in just her skimpy lace bikini panties.
"My God, you're gorgeous," he rasped.
Vicky was blushing uncontrollably now. She was practically naked, and she certainly hadn't expected to end up that way this evening. Ted's eyes were hot and horny as he studied her long-legged tall body, and she knew that all she had to do was say the word, and they'd be fucking. Right here on the couch. Right in the next minute. It would be so damned easy. Yet she couldn't get the words out. She couldn't quite go all the way.
Ted sensed her hesitation, and he wasn't surprised. It was a miracle he'd gotten this far with her. He was sure no other guy had gotten this far. And he didn't want to spoil the progress he'd made by frightening her off now. So he didn't grab for her panties. Instead, very slowly and gently, he placed his hand palm down on the gentle pout of her mound and gradually pressed inward. Vicky gave a lusty gurgle and closed her eyes. She still did nothing to stop him.
"Ohhhhhhh, God," she moaned.
Ted was massaging her mound, indirectly stimulating her clit, and it was driving her wild. She felt a steady rhythm of pleasure, hot little rushes of sensation that radiated through her pussy. If he kept that up much longer, she was going to come. She needed to come very badly, but she wondered if she could really do it in front of a man. Her body said yes, but her mind was protesting.
"Here, Vicky, you get me off, too," Ted said gently but not gently.
She had her eyes closed, blotting out everything but the delicious sensations she was getting as he massaged her mound. She felt him take her hand and move it. Then she was touching something strange and unfamiliar, something hot and hard and throbbing. A furious blush spread over her whole body as she realized he'd put her hand down on his naked cock.
"Ted," she gasped.
"Easy," he soothed. "Just wrap your finger around it and pump it, honey, that's all you have to do. I need to get off as bad as you do, so please do me this favor, okay?" He pressed her hand urgently against his cock.
"O-Okay," Vicky stammered.
"Good girl," he panted. "Now I'll just slip my hand inside your panties and get you off."
Her mother's scolding voice was loud in her head, but the need in her pussy was even more compelling. She didn't protest as Ted eased his hand inside her panties and touched, the soaked scalding flesh of her pussy. He used the thick tip of his middle finger to search out and rim the virgin mouth of her cunt. When his fingertip was soaked with juice, he slid the finger up her twat, right to the last knuckle.
"Ohhhhhhh, yesssss," Vicky squealed.
It was like having a miniature hard cock in her cunt, she decided – and it felt great. Ted began to finger-fuck her, giving her delicious blasts of sensation, and she creamed helplessly all over his jerking finger. Carried away with pleasure, she forgot to be shy, and she curled her fingers around his big hard prick and started pumping it. He shivered and moaned.
"Yes, honey, keep doing that," he rasped. "Let's get each other off."
Vicky was in total agreement with that proposition. She felt like she'd die if she didn't have an orgasm pretty soon. Firmly and swiftly she pumped his cock, the first cock she'd ever touched. She gurgled and whimpered in ecstasy as Ted pistoned his thick stiff finger in her famished cuntal tunnel. She felt her pleasure building and building, till suddenly she couldn't contain it a second longer.
"Ohhhhhh, my God, Ted, ohhhhhhh, I'm coming!" she groaned.
"Awwwwww, Christ, aaaggghhhhh!" Ted gasped.
As he felt her spasming cunt clamping around his finger, he came. Her fingers were around the head of his cock at that moment, and he soaked them with his spurting jizz. Vicky felt a kinky thrill as he filled her hand with the molten thick come. She drenched his deeply-lodged finger with her own boiling come-juice. But as her climax faded and her lust was temporarily satisfied, she realized what they'd just done.
"Honey," Ted said tenderly, "that was great, but we could have even more fun together it you let me stay."
Blushing furiously, Vicky jumped to her feet. "I don't think so, Ted," she stammered. "I-I'm just not ready for that. I think you'd better leave."
"Sure, Vicky, I understand," he said. After he'd left, Vicky leaned against the door and looked at the thick pearly jizz that coated her palm. She'd just jacked a guy off, something she'd thought she'd never do. Not only that – she wanted more. She'd felt Ted's rock-hard boner in her fist. Now she wanted it in her cunt. She could have kicked herself for sending him away. That was her mother again, not her. She felt her lust returning, as hot and nagging as ever, and she knew she'd have to masturbate if she was going to get any sleep.
"Vicky," she sighed, "you're a fool." She could have had a cock, but now she'd have to settle for a finger.



CHAPTER TWO


The next day was the last day of school before summer vacation. Vicky could hardly wait for it to be over. She had so many other things on her mind, it was almost impossible to concentrate on her classes. There was that exciting but disturbing evening with Ted to think about, and then tomorrow her long-lost brother Van would be arriving.
A couple of times that day she passed Ted in the hall, and he gave her a searching look. She blushed hotly and gave him a weak smile. She just didn't know what to say to him. She wanted very much for him to make love to her again, but with Van coming she just wouldn't have time. In a way her brother's visit was a good thing, even if it prevented her from seeing Ted. At least it would give her time to think.
She had to make that all-important decision. She had to decide if she could really become a normal woman and lose her virginity. Her mother's man-hating teachings were still very strong in her head. But with each passing day the lusty demands of her body got stronger. Playing with herself just wasn't enough any more. She was twenty-five, in her sexual prime, and she needed a man. Yet her mother had told her she'd never feel "clean" again if she had one.
Vicky was puzzling over this decision when the final bell rang and her last class of the day went yelling and stampeding out the door. Vicky plopped down into her chair with a sigh of relief. She'd been so preoccupied all day, she knew she'd been a lousy teacher, but probably the kids hadn't noticed. Their heads must have been full of plans for summer vacation.
Vicky began emptying desk drawers and putting her things in boxes to take home and store for the summer. She hadn't even thought of closing the door behind her stampeding students, and it was a few minutes before she realized she was being watched. She looked up and saw one of the graduating seniors, Nick Lang, lounging in the open doorway. Her blood went cold, as it always did when Nick stared at her like that.
Nick wasn't a favorite with his teachers. He was cocky, a trouble-maker, a goof-off, and it was a miracle he'd even managed to graduate. He was feared and disliked by many people in their small town, and there was general relief that he was going right into the Army and would be posted to Germany after his basic training. The farther away Nick Lang was, the better everybody felt. But Vicky in particular was glad he was leaving, because he'd been tormenting her all through high school.
It was hard to be specific about just what he did to her, but he gave her the creeps. It was a way he had of looking at her, undressing her with his eyes. He never said anything, but he was letting her know what he'd like to do to her – and it made her feel slimy. Now here he was doing it again, only this time they were all alone. Vicky had lingered to pack her things, and as far as she knew, she and Nick were the only ones in the building.
"Hi ya, teacher," he leered, "I thought I'd drop by and say good bye."
"Thank you, Nick," Vicky said stiffly, "I hope you'll be happy in the Army."
He shrugged and stepped into the room, closing the door behind him. "At least I'll be out of this crummy town," he said. "But before I go, I got some unfinished business to take care of, something I been wanting to do for a long time. Maybe you can guess what it is, teacher."
He was moving across the room as he spoke, and when he finished he was standing right beside Vicky's desk. She looked up at him and turned red. Again, he hadn't exactly put his thoughts into words, but she knew what he meant. She knew exactly. She jumped to her feet so fast that she knocked her chair over backwards. Nick grinned, an insolent lazy grin, and his eyes swept up and down her curvy body.
"Yeah," he breathed, "you know what it is, don't you, teacher?"
"I-I've got to leave, Nick," Vicky said, reaching for her purse.
Nick grabbed the purse out of her hand and tossed it back on the desk. "You ain't going anywhere," he hissed, "not till I get what I want."
"Nick, you'll be in serious trouble if you don't let me leave this instant," Vicky said sternly.
"No, I won't," Nick sneered, "because by the time you tell anybody, I'll be long gone. And besides, you're gonna do what I want and not argue about it, because you wouldn't want me to use this on your pretty face." He produced a wicked-looking knife from his jacket.
Vicky recoiled in horror and began backing away from him, but Nick followed, grinning evilly. She backed up against the wall, trapped. She detested this smart-ass kid, but she was terrified of that knife. She knew she'd better cooperate with him if she didn't want him to use it. Nick waved the knife back and forth in front of her, making sure she got the idea.
"Now, you gonna do what I want, teacher?" he snarled.
Vicky nodded.
"Good," he leered, "you can start by taking off your clothes."
Vicky blushed furiously. "Oh, please, Nick," she begged, "if you're going to rape me, just do it and get it over with."
"Uh-uh," he rasped. "I been waiting too long for this. I'm just gonna take my time. Now start undressing, and I can put this knife away."
With a little sob Vicky began to unbutton her blouse. She hated humiliating herself for this nasty little creep, but she couldn't stand the thought of him using that knife. Nick watched with lustily glittering eyes as her trembling fingers worked the buttons. She finally got the blouse open and shrugged it off, revealing her tightly-packed lace bra, and Nick's eyes glowed with arousal.
"So those fantastic tits are for real?" he said. "Let's see all of them. Get that bra off."
Vicky unhooked the bra and let it slide down off her arms, blushing right down to her toes as the leering punk ogled her naked tits. As she'd feared, he wasn't content for long just to look. He tucked the knife away in his jacket, then reached out with both hands and cupped her hot thrusting breasts. To her astonishment, she felt sudden lust.
"Nice," he breathed, "real nice."
He squeezed and molded her sensitive tits in his hot hands, and Vicky slumped against the wall and tried to analyze her feelings. She loathed Nick, loathed the idea of him touching her, yet she couldn't deny that his tit-fondling was making her suddenly horny. Her pussy was swelling and heating, and sticky cream was starting to leak from her cunt mouth.
Why should she get turned on to somebody she despised? Because he was male, that was all. She realized that she'd been without sex for so long, bottling up her needs, that now any male touch could arouse her. She was desperate for sexual release, as she'd discovered last night with Ted. And since Nick was going to fuck her, why not get something out of it? Why not let go and enjoy?
It was an outrageous thought, yet it made sense. Last night after sending Ted away, she'd regretted her decision and wished he was there to relieve her of her cherry. Now she had another chance to become a full woman. She could just close her eyes, forget who was touching her, and let her lusts carry her away. She was debating this when Nick used his thumbs to tease her large conical nipples into tingling erection.
"Yeah, fantastic tits," he breathed. "But let's see the rest of you, teacher. Strip for me."
With him going on like that, it was impossible to forget who was touching her. Vicky reddened and stepped out of her shoes, then skinned out of her pantyhose. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall. She cringed against the wall, wearing only her tiny bikini panties, and Nick looked hungrily over her tall curvy body. That was when she noticed the obscene bulge at the fly of his jeans. Again she felt a sizzling rush of lust.
She wanted so much to have the experience of a normal woman, to know how it felt to have a man's bone-hard cock inside her. When Ted had finger-fucked her last night, she'd gotten a hint of ecstasy she could experience. Now here was a chance to experience the real thing. She stared and stared at the tented fly of Nick's jeans, her breathing quick and excited. He followed the line of her gaze and grinned wickedly.
"Yeah, baby, it's for you," he said, rubbing his hard-on, "and I'm gonna give it to you in just a few minutes. But first you gotta be a good girl and get naked for me. Take off them panties."
It was on the tip of her tongue to tell him to say "those" instead of "them". Old English teachers never die. Then she realized how insane that would sound in this situation. She grasped the waistband of her panties and tugged them down, the little garment slithering down her nice long legs. Then she stood before Nick completely naked. His hot eyes darted to her lush dark bush.
"You got a terrific body, teacher," he leered. "Too bad your head's so fucked."
He ran his hot sweaty hands over her body, feeling her thrusting stiff-nippled tits, her tiny firm waist, her curvy hips. He brushed the soft fur of her triangular bush, and she shivered with excitement. There was no way out of this scene. He had that knife, he could make her do anything he wanted. So why fight it? Why not just let herself go? She felt molten cream oozing from the virgin mouth of her cunt and soaking her inner thighs.
"Open my pants," Nick commanded. "Take my cock out."
Vicky felt another dizzying wave of arousal. Of course she'd never let Nick know how fantastically turned on she was. She wouldn't give the leering punk that satisfaction. But it was hard to control the horny shaking of her fingers as she reached for the zipper of his jeans. She tugged it down, unbuttoned the single button, and spread open the fly of his pants. He wasn't wearing shorts.
"It's all yours, teacher," he grinned. "Go ahead, take it out."
Vicky barely suppressed a horny shudder as she reached for the boy's rigid seven-inch prick. Except for that brief contact with Ted last night, she'd never touched a cock before, and she'd been too shy then even to look at his prick. Now she couldn't help looking, and she liked what she saw. Nick's cock was smooth, hard, bulging with blue veins, and it throbbed heavily as she curled her fingers around it and drew it out of his pants.
"Yeah, go for it, teacher, don't be bashful," Nick chuckled.
Vicky drew his hot stiff prick free of his clothing and stood there clutching it and feeling horny out of her mind. She had a sudden insane urge to just cram the hot meat into herself. But obviously Nick had other plans. He set his hands on her head and started forcing her down. She went to her knees before him, still holding onto his throbbing prick.
"Lick it," he ordered.
Vicky swayed dizzily. She'd read of oral sex, and it sounded terrifically exciting, but she could just hear what her mother would have to say about it. Still, she didn't have much choice right now. She stuck out her little pink tongue and began to lick the swollen head of Nick's cock. The boy gave a lusty shiver, and fat gobs of cream began to bubble from his pisshole, onto the tip of Vicky's busy tongue.
She found she instantly enjoyed the salty taste of male cream. She kept her swirling tongue right there, awaiting each drop, scooping up the sticky juice and eating it. She heard Nick's harsh excited breathing as he watched her. She just couldn't help herself – she wanted to gobble up every single drop of juice that oozed from the cleft of his cock. She actually began to drool as she awaited each tasty drop.
"Well, well," Nick growled, "so teacher knows how to give head? I never would have believed it. Who you been blowing, bitch – the principal?"
It wasn't an idea that appealed to Vicky, and she didn't answer. The principal, Mr. Walters, was a fat red-faced man in his sixties, not exactly a sex symbol. She put him out of her mind as she methodically tongued up each glob of cream that oozed from Nick's piss hole. She rolled the salty liquid around in her mouth, savoring it, then greedily gulped it down and tongued for more. She might have gone on for hours that way, perfectly content, but Nick was shivering impatiently.
"Okay," he growled, "now take it in your mouth and suck it."
The idea was obscene, yet it excited her wildly. Firmly fisting the base of his cock, she eased the rest between her widely parted lips, gliding the throbbing meat over her slippery tongue. Nick shivered and gave a low moan as she enclosed his cock in the steam heat of her mouth. Closing her lips and drawing in her cheeks, she began to suck his cock. She loved the sensation, and she loved getting even more of his hot salty cream.
"Mmmmmmm," she murmured.
Now it was Nick's turn to grow dizzy with excitement. As his beautiful brunette teacher sucked his cock, he swayed and moaned. He had to clutch her shoulders to steady himself. Her mouth was hot as a blast furnace around his dick, and she was sucking powerfully, drawing the hot cream from the depths of his piss hole. Each strong suck gave him a lingering rush of hot pleasure.
"Shit, yeah, suck my cock, teacher," he whined, "suck it good and hard, baby."
Vicky wondered if she was a natural-born cock-sucker. It all came so easily and automatically to her. She fisted the hairy base of the boy's cock and pumped it. The rest fit snugly into her mouth, sheathed between tongue and palate and cheek linings. She had a steady hungry rhythm going, sucking and swallowing, milking his prick of every drop of juice she could get. His prick throbbed violently.
"Awwwww, fuckin' Christ," he groaned, digging his fingers into her naked shoulders.
"You love it, don't you, bitch?" he leered. "You love to suck cock so much, you'd like to get a whole mouthful of come. Well, you ain't gonna. I want you to quit now."
Reluctantly Vicky let his spit-soaked cock slip from her mouth, and he staggered back from her, his eyes suspicious and menacing.
"Don't think I wasn't onto you, bitch," he snapped. "I know you were trying to suck me off before I could fuck you – but I didn't fall for it. On your feet now, and get over to the desk."
He was wrong. She hadn't deliberately tried to suck him off. She hadn't even thought about it. She'd just gotten carried away with the hot excitement of sucking a cock for the very first time. But there was no point in telling him that. It was best just to do what he ordered. She stood up and went over to her desk. Nick followed, and with one sweep of his arm he cleared the desk top of purse, papers, and books.
"Up on the desk," he barked.
He arranged her in an obscene position, on her back with her ass and heels just at the edge of the desk, her legs spread wide. Vicky blushed hotly as he stood there staring at her exposed naked pussy. But at the same time she felt heart-pounding excitement. This was it she was going to lose her virginity at last. She was creaming uncontrollably.
"I've been wanting to do this to you for four years, teacher," Nick leered as he dropped his pants.
She had a quick glimpse of him fisting his rigid cock and thrusting it between her legs, and then she felt it. It was like a molten spear impaling her untried cunt, and it plunged to her depths in one greedy thrust. Her cunt was on fire, crammed with that throbbing boner. She'd never felt anything so exciting in her life.
"Unnnhhhhhhh, God," she gasped.
Leering down at his moaning, teacher, Nick began to fuck her hard. He pistoned his iron hard cock into her juicy little cunt, using quick hard jabs and making her big-titted body shudder with the impact. Vicky looked up at him with hot staring eyes, and then she closed her eyes tightly. She wanted to be fucked, but she didn't want to look at Nick's smug leering face. She blotted out his image and concentrated only on the hot blasts of pleasure in her cunt.
"Ohhhhhhhh, my God, ohhhhhhhh," she gurgled.
"You like it, teacher?" Nick taunted. "You like how I'm fucking you?"
Vicky didn't reply. She was beyond words. She lay there moaning and gurgling in ecstasy as the boy's steel-hard cock reamed and crammed her horny little cunt. She realized that this was the sensation she'd been craving for years, ever since she became a woman. She knew that when she'd masturbated, it was only a poor substitute for a hard throbbing cock plunging to her depths.
"Ahhhhhhh, shit, your cunt's tight," Nick groaned, "so fuckin' hot and tight."
It ought to be tight – nobody had ever used it before. But it was juicy, too, and it expanded like elastic to accommodate his jack hammering cock. Vicky kept her legs wide open for him, wanting to take his plowing prick as deep as she could get it. She wanted to be thoroughly reamed, crammed full, to make up for all those sexless years. The harder and faster he fucked her, the faster she hurtled towards release.
"Ohhhhh, God, yesssss," she wailed, "do it to me hard, fuck hard."
Nick leered in triumph. He was going to make some taunting remark on her total surrender, but he was just too excited. He fucked into her with lightning speed, his swollen balls about to explode, and she took his pile-driving cock with screams of pleasure. He felt her tiny cunt going vise-tight around his dick, and he couldn't hold back his orgasm. Her cunt began to convulse, and he jetted his load into her.
"Unnnnnhhhhh, God, I'm coming!" Vicky wailed.
"Take my come, teacher, awwwww!" Nick bellowed.
The moment he'd finished coming, he pulled out of her with a triumphant leer, zipping his jeans and hurrying out of the room. Vicky knew it was the last time she or anybody else in town would see Nick. He was probably congratulating himself on finally humiliating his teacher, but he'd have been astonished to know that he'd accomplished just the opposite.
For the first time in her life, Vicky Evans felt like a real, whole female.



CHAPTER THREE


Vicky found it hard to get to sleep that night, she was so stimulated and excited. Her mother had always told her that sex was painful and disgusting – and now she knew what a lie that was. She had to admit that she'd enjoyed every second of the fucking Nick had given her, and she definitely wanted more. A lot more.
She knew just the man she wanted it from, too – Ted Hansen. She sensed that the bashful chemistry teacher would be a real tiger in bed. The little sample she'd had of his love-making convinced her of that. So, as soon as her brother Van had visited and gone, Vicky intended to give Ted a call and suggest that they take up where they'd left off.
Meanwhile she'd just have to go horny. When her brother visited, she wanted to give him her full time, since he'd be there only three days. She wouldn't have time for dating. She'd just have to put her sex life on hold. But that wouldn't keep her from thinking about it and about all the exciting things she and Ted would be doing together, once they got the chance. She was pretty sure Ted wouldn't turn her down.
The next afternoon she met Van's plane at the local airport. Though they hadn't seen each other since they were little kids, twenty years ago, they had no trouble recognizing each other in the crowded waiting area. They were bath tall, brunette, and striking. Vicky was a gorgeous girl and, she discovered, her long-lost brother was a gorgeous man.
She stopped breathing for a moment when she spotted him. He was six feet tall, broad shouldered, and beautifully built. He was deeply tanned, and his thick but neatly trimmed mustache gave him a very sexy look. He saw her and flashed her a grin that made her dizzy. Then brother and sister rushed for each other and exchanged a breath-taking bear hug.
"Oh, Van, I'm so glad to see you," Vicky cried.
"Yeah, isn't it terrific?" he grinned. "Baby sister, I knew you'd be pretty, but I didn't expect you to be such a complete knock-out."
The feeling was mutual. Vicky was bowled over by her brother's good looks. So were a lot of other women in the airport, to judge from their stares. Van took Vicky's hand, and they quickly made their way through the crowd. He was traveling light, with only a piece of carryon luggage. The rest of his things were already on board the ship that was to take him to the Orient, he explained.
"How long will you be gone this time, Van?" Vicky asked wistfully.
"Years, like always," he said. "But I'm glad as hell I found you again before I left, Sis. At least we'll have a few days together."
"I guess that's better than none at all," Vicky sighed.
They got into her little red sports car, and to her surprise Van slipped his arm, around her shoulder and pulled her so close that their lips almost touched. "I didn't get to greet you properly back there, beautiful sister," he said softly.
He kissed her on the lips and not in a brotherly way. His moist hot tongue tip darted between her slightly parted lips, in and out in a sexy teasing way. Vicky melted against him, swept away in a sudden rush of lust. She'd been feeling horny since she woke up, but she hadn't realized her need was so urgent. She forced herself to come back to her senses, pulling away from him and blushing.
"Very funny, Van," she laughed, treating the whole thing as a joke. "Do you want to go straight to my house, or would you like to stop somewhere and eat?"
Van's brawn eyes seemed to pierce her. "Neither of the above," he smiled. "I feel like I need to unwind and get really clean. Is there a steam bath around here or a sauna?"
"Why, yes, we have a sauna place," Vicky said. "I can drop you off, then come back for you."
"Uh-uh, little sister," Van said, resting his hand on her knee as she drove, "I want us to be together every single moment of my visit."
So did Vicky, but she hadn't envisioned them spending any time naked. She'd only been to the sauna with women friends. So she felt pretty uptight as she drove them there and even more uptight when they were alone together in the changing room. But if Van was nervous, he sure didn't show it. He hummed and whistled and chatted as he began to take off his clothes.
Nervously Vicky, too, started to undress. The sauna was not a bed, she told herself, and whole families used it together innocently. So why did she have the feeling that her sauna with Van wasn't going to be innocent? She speeded up her undressing, finished before him, and scooted into the hot room so fast that all he saw was a brief glimpse of her nicely shaped ass. She lay face down and waited for him, and in a few seconds he stretched out beside her – face up.
Damn him, Vicky thought as she stared helplessly at his cock. Her brother's prick was a beauty, long and thick and semi-hard right now, and she found herself aching to touch it. Van began to talk, questioning her about her life and comparing notes with his own. The quiet pleasant chat soothed Vicky, and she began to relax. She relaxed even more when Van rolled to his knees and began rubbing her back.
"You seem tense, Sis," he said. "Maybe this will help."
"Mmmmxnmm, that's nice," Vicky said with a grateful sigh.
She closed her eyes and almost gurgled with enjoyment. She was starved for touching, just as she was starved for sex. To her embarrassment, her pussy felt hot and moist right now, and she couldn't deny how horny she felt. It was hard not to feel aroused when an attractive naked man was massaging her naked body, even if that man was her brother.
Half-dazed with lust and heat, Vicky felt Van's strong fingers working their way down her back and onto her ass. She felt that wasn't quite right, but she couldn't bring herself to say anything. It was so pleasant as he kneaded her firm little ass globes. A couple of times a finger strayed into the crack of her ass and tickled the tiny puckered mouth of her shitter. That didn't help cool her excitement. Then he was working his way upward again, nd suddenly he slid his hands beneath her and cupped her full hot tits.
"Van," she gasped.
"Easy," he chuckled, "I'm not looking, just massaging."
She didn't know whether to believe him or not. He was her own blood brother, yet she hardly knew him. But she felt too weak and horny to protest. His touch was so nice. He straddled her now, squeezing and molding her heavy silky-skinned tits, and she felt his cock graze her back. She creamed heavily, helplessly, the molten juice soaking her slit.
"Ummmmm, I like the feel," Van teased, "can't I have a look?"
Before Vicky could answer, he'd easily flipped her over onto her back. The young teacher turned red as a beet. Her brother was straddling her and ogling her naked body, and as he did so she saw his cock rise and swell. She'd never seen a cock grow hard before, and it was a fascinating sight. Van's handsome prick went from lewdly wagging to belly-hugging. Vicky eyed that thick eight-incher and almost moaned with longing. Then she reminded herself that this guy was her brother and she had no business getting the hots for him.
"You're gorgeous, you know that?" he grinned. "Just look what you did to me." He patted his stiff cock.
Vicky blushed and turned her face away. "I-I noticed," she stammered.
"Hey, Sis, how come you're so uptight about all this?" Van laughed. "We're just getting acquainted. I want to know your body as well as your mind. But quit worrying, it's only innocent fun."
Was it? Again, Vicky didn't know whether to believe him or not. He ran his strong hands up and down her sleek body, and she barely suppressed a moan of lust. He rubbed her nipples with his thumbs, teasing the soft cones into long throbbing buds. His thumbs and forefingers kneaded the sensitive nipples, and Vicky felt breathless with arousal. She kept looking helplessly at her brother's magnificent engorged prick. It bulged with blue veins and leaked thick streams of juice.
Still teasing her nipples into stiffness, Van leaned down and kissed her, poking his slippery hot tongue into her mouth. He let himself down on her, and she felt his rock-hard cock throbbing and lurching against her belly. More than anything in the world at that moment, she wanted to open her legs wide and let him sink down between them and ease his stiff boner into her famished cunt. It would have been heavenly. But it was outrageous to have such thoughts about her own brother!
"Van, stop it," she cried, twisting out from under him, "you're going too far."
"You're probably right," he sighed. "It's a weird situation, though. I mean, I know you're my sister, and yet you're also a knockout chick I just met. I'm finding it hard to control myself."
"I know the feeling," Vicky sighed.
"Well, quit worrying, Sis," he chuckled, giving her a brotherly peck on the cheek, "I'm not gonna rape you or anything. But I think we ye got each other pretty turned on, and maybe we should do something about it. No point in going around frustrated the rest of the day."
"Van, what do you mean?" Vicky asked, blushing deeply again.
Taking her by the shoulders, he lowered her gently down. "I'll eat you," he said, "then you can get me off. It's okay, Sis, we'll just be relieving a little tension."
Although his suggestion was outrageous, his voice was soothing and hypnotic. Vicky allowed him to ease her down on her back and push her legs open. Her moist pink slit and its fine fringe of dark curls were fully exposed. Van crawled between her legs, and she felt his harsh breathing tickling the swollen flesh of her gash. She was almost moaning with need by now.
Van trailed a finger over her pussy. "You're all wet for me, Sis," he said gently. "But just relax now, and I'll take care of you."
Well, Mom, Vicky thought, I wish you could see me now.
There she lay with her knees bent and her thighs wide open, letting her own brother stare at her naked pussy and touch it. Somehow all her mother's warnings about men weren't doing much good right now. For twenty-five years Vicky had managed to avoid men, but not her own blood relative. Had her sex education been so warped that she could only respond to her own brother?
But she forgot these disturbing thoughts when Van pushed his face deep between her legs and she felt the first delicious touch of his tongue. He tickled the hot wet meat all over the lust-engorged flesh of her gash, and Vicky knew she'd never feel anything more exquisite than that. She gurgled with pleasure and fed him a helpless rush of tangy cunt juice. He made a lewd slurping noise as he tongued it up and ate it.
"Ohhhhhhh, my God," Vicky whimpered.
"You like it Sis?" Van asked gently.
"Yes," she confessed, "it feels wonderful."
"There's a lot more to come," he chuckled. As Van lashed his tongue all over her luscious pink pussy, he could barely contain his excitement. The moment he'd spotted her in the airport, he'd been hotly attracted to his long-lost sister, and since then he'd barely been able to keep his hands off her. He sensed that the attraction was mutual but that Vicky was far more uptight and puritanical about sex than he was. He'd have to move slowly and carefully with her.
But one thing was for certain – he wouldn't rest till he'd experienced every aspect of sex with his gorgeous younger sister. He wouldn't give up till his cock was lodged deep in her sizzling juicy twat. It might take all three days of his visit to get there, but he was determined to do it. Now he lathered her whole steaming slit with his hot saliva, eagerly gobbling up the tangy cream that spurted from her aroused cunt. He knew she loved what he was doing but that she was shy about showing it.
"Oooooooo, ohhhhhhh," Vicky moaned helplessly.
Van had lived most of his adult life overseas, and he'd run into all kinds of lusty women and kinky ways of making love. There wasn't anything he didn't know about pleasing females. Now be began to use all his tricks on Vicky, hoping to arouse her to a fever pitch of need. He folded back the dark-furred lips of her bush and exposed the tiny quivering bud of her cunt, the most sensitive organ of her body. He stabbed at it with the stiff tip of his tongue.
"Ohhhhhhh, yes, yesssssss," Vicky hissed. He'd hit pay dirt. Most women loved to have their clits tongued, and his sister was no exception. Van began to lash his big wet tongue up and down over her clit, and she sobbed in ecstasy. Hot juice sizzled from her cunt, soaking his jerking chin, and under his lashing tongue he could feel her cunt swelling into its own tiny hard-on. Instinctively she arched her body upward, shoving her clit greedily against his tongue.
"Ohhhhhhh, Van, that's so good," she wept.
"I'll get you off that way," he promised.
Vicky knew that it was all wrong to be doing these intimate things with her own brother, but she just couldn't stop. Her need was too great, and the things he was doing to her felt too good. She kept her body arched, her legs wide open, and dizzily watched Van's head bouncing up and down between her thighs. Each lash of his tongue on her swollen clit was heavenly, and she felt herself hurtling toward an urgently-needed orgasm.
"Unnnnnhhhhh, yesssss, I love it!" she wailed.
Vaguely she thought of Ted Hansen, the man she hoped to become seriously involved with, but his image faded fast. All that existed for her was the delicious moment, her brother's expert tongue whipping her clit into erection. Each rough lick almost sent her flying off the floor. Her eyes rolled, then closed tightly, and she clawed the mat they were lying on. She was teetering right on the brink of coming – and then suddenly she was over the edge.
"Ooooooo, Van, ooohhhh, I'm coming!" she howled.
Van almost came along with her. In spite of all his experience with women, in so many different countries, this was the kinkiest thing he'd ever done – making love to his own sister. And now she was coming from his pussy eating, coming so violently that he couldn't keep his stabbing tongue on target. Instead he shoved his hands under her churning little ass and held her in place, then jammed his mouth onto her squirting clit and sucked it hard.
"Ohhhhhhh, God, I don't believe this," Vicky sobbed, "I'm gonna come again!"
Sure enough, she'd hardly come down from her first body-wracking climax before her brother's sucking lips brought her to the brink of another one. She was still quivering with the delicious after-shocks of her first come when Van clamped his lips around her clit and began to suck her off. The sensations were fantastic. Keeping her eyes screwed shut, blatting out everything else, she hurtled into orbit once more.
"You did it," she moaned, "I'm coming! Ohhhhh, Van, am I ever coming!"
Van's cock gave a horny lurch and dripped hot cream as he sucked his beautiful sister into another howling orgasm. His whole face was drenched with her thickly flooding come-juice by the time he'd finished with her. As she began to go limp, he gently laid her back on the mat and raised his face from her soaked pussy. Vicky blushed but looked grateful. Again he noted how lusty she was but how inhibited about expressing it. He'd be smart to proceed very cautiously with her in order not to frighten her off.
"Did you enjoy that, Sis?" he smiled.
"Yes, Van," she confessed with a blush, "but we really shouldn't…"
"Don't worry about that now," he interrupted. "We can have a nice long talk about it later. Right now you have work to do, young lady. I got you off, and now it's time to return the favor."
Without waiting for a reply, he took her hand and placed it on his cock as he stretched out beside her. Automatically Vicky rolled onto her side, facing him, and stared at the swollen blue-veined column of meat. It felt smooth and hot and throbbing under her fingers, delicious to touch. Looking urgently horny, Van firmly curled her fingers around his pulsating prick.
"Do it for me, honey," he begged, "jack me off."
After the delicious way he'd satisfied her, Vicky felt she just couldn't refuse to satisfy him. And besides, she loved playing with his handsome hard prick. Eagerly she began to pump his meat, feeling the taut smooth outer skin and the hard molten core inside. Van snorted with lust and shivered as his little sister's hot fist jerked up and down his lust engorged boner.
"Yeah, baby, that's it," he panted, "keep it fast and firm, and don't stop."
Vicky didn't have to be persuaded – she never wanted to stop. Jacking off her handsome brother was the most exciting thing she'd ever done. Her fist worked eagerly, moving faster and faster, and she watched thick hot cream ooze from the cleft of his cock. It dribbled down to wet her fingers, and her pumping got slick and easy. Van was red-faced with lust by now and breathing harshly.
"Yeah, that's great, honey," he panted, "I'm almost there. You wanna catch it in your mouth?"
Vicky found herself nodding eagerly. When Nick had forced her to go down on him, she'd secretly loved the taste of his cock. She wanted to taste that salty cream again. Still swiftly and firmly pumping her brother's violently throbbing dick, she got to her knees beside him, dipped her head low, and opened her lips wide. As she brought them down around Van's engorged drooling cockhead, the excitement of the incestuous contact overwhelmed him.
"Awwwwww, fuckin' Christ, eat it!" he roared.
Vicky's mouth was suddenly flooded with his delicious spurting come. She wasn't prepared. Her cheeks bulged, and hot jizz spurted from the corners of her lips. Quickly she gulped his load, just in time to get another sizzling mouthful. At last Van slumped back, panting and satisfied. Vicky jerked away from him, blushing furiously.
"I'm going to get dressed, Van!" she squeaked. "I'll meet you in the car."



CHAPTER FOUR


Sitting in the car waiting for him, Vicky could hardly believe she'd just made love to her own brother. She must have been pretty hard up to do a thing like that. Or was it as she'd suspected – that her mother's bitter teachings had made her unable to respond to a normal relationship? She certainly hoped not, but she couldn't deny the almost hypnotic attraction Van had for her.
She reddened as he jumped into the passenger seat, and she quickly started the engine. "Want to go out to eat?" she asked, trying to sound casual. "Or would you rather I fixed something at home?"
To her relief, Van didn't come on to her or say a thing about what they'd just done. "We've got a lot of things to tell each other," he said, "private things, so why don't we just eat at home?"
"That suits me fine," Vicky smiled.
They kept things casual all through dinner, comparing notes about their lives, but by the time they retired to the living room with after dinner drinks, Vicky began to feel her lust returning, and she wondered how she was going to spend a whole evening in the company of this sexy guy who just happened to be her brother. How was she going to keep her self-control with him sitting right there beside her and turning her on like crazy?
She didn't know it, but Van was having similar thoughts. It was all he could do to keep from throwing himself onto her and fucking her, yet he knew it would be a mistake to use force or to move too quickly with this inhibited young woman. Instead he eased closer to her as they talked, finally draping his arm around her shoulders. She blushed but didn't pull away.
"About what happened at the sauna," he began.
"Oh, Van, I don't even want to talk about it," Vicky said, hotly embarrassed.
"We have to talk about it, Vicky," he said gently. "It's there between us. It's not gonna go away. So I have a suggestion to make."
"What's that?" she asked nervously.
"Well, we can spend the whole visit horny and lusting for each other," Van said with a smile, "or we can go on getting each other off in innocent ways, like we did at the sauna. I mean we did it once, and we didn't go straight to hell, right? So why not go on doing it?"
"I don't know, Van," Vicky said worriedly, "it just isn't right. We're brother and sister, after all."
"In a way, yes," Van said, drawing her tighter against him, "but we're also strangers who are attracted to each other. There's nothing weird about that. And as long as we don't go all the way, there's no harm done."
Before she could answer, he kissed her, wriggling his slick hot tongue into her mouth. Her belly did lusty flip-flops, and she melted against him, letting him probe her mouth. Her pussy creamed uncontrollably, the molten liquid soaking through her panties. She wanted this man desperately, even if he was her own brother.
"Mmmmmm, uuummmmm," she moaned. She tried to tell herself that Van was right, there was nothing wrong or unnatural about the way they were attracted to each other. She tried to convince herself that it was okay for them to give each other pleasure, as long as they didn't go all the way. The lust was boiling inside her, and it had to be released some way or she'd go crazy with frustration. As long as nobody else knew about it, couldn't she let her handsome brother help her out?
"What do you say, honey?" Van asked hoarsely as they came up for air. "Should we make each other feel better?"
Vicky couldn't resist. She nodded shyly, then hopped up and led the way to her bedroom. So it was incest, so it was wrong – she'd just have to live with that. Right now all she could think about was coming. Her pussy was on fire with need. She closed the bedroom door behind them, and she and Van quickly took off their clothes.
Once again Van thought he'd never seen a more gorgeous body than his sister's, a body so female and sensual and made for sex. It seemed strange that this body belonged to an inhibited spinster schoolteacher. But Vicky had explained during dinner how their mother had raised her. Bitter about their dad leaving her for another woman, she'd tried to make Vicky into a prude and a man-hater.
Luckily it hadn't worked. Vicky's natural instincts were stronger than all her mother's puritanical preaching. Van recognized that his pretty sister was a hot-blooded young woman, very much in need of a man. She'd explained, too, that she hadn't lost her virginity till just recently, but she wouldn't go into details. Yet it thrilled Van in a kinky way to know that he was one of the first of her lovers. It was like this gorgeous package had been waiting twenty years for him to open it.
Now they slid naked onto the bed and rolled into each other's arms, hungrily pawing and kissing. Van rubbed his belly against hers, and she felt his rock-hard cock leaving hot sticky trails of juice. For an instant Vicky regretted that she couldn't just open her legs to him and let him cram her cunt full of that big hard boner.
But, no, she couldn't fuck her own brother. It was best that they stick to their agreement to keep their love-making innocent. Van's hand found its way between her thighs, and she gurgled lustily as he began to massage her juicy hot slit. She reached down and curled her fingers around his cock, eagerly pumping the granite column of meat, and Van gave a horny shiver.
"This is great," he grinned, "we don't have to work tomorrow, and we've got all night to have fun if we want to."
Vicky shivered with excitement. She'd already learned how experienced her brother was at love-making, and she could hardly wait to see what delicious surprises he had for her tonight. He was just fooling around now, rubbing and exploring her, juicing gash, but she knew there'd be more serious things to come. She tightened her grip on his throbbing prick and pumped a little faster, and he snorted with excitement.
"Go down on me?" he asked hoarsely.
"Yes," Vicky moaned eagerly.
He rolled onto his back, and she crouched beside him, but before she could dip her head he'd tugged her into a slightly different position, crouched so that her pert little ass was pointed toward his face, her slick pink pussy within his reach. Vicky could actually feel him breathing on the swollen flesh of her slit, and that excited her hotly.
"Now we're ready," Van grinned.
Vicky gave him a shy smile, then fisted the fat hairy base of his cock, holding the lewdly wagging column in place. She flashed out her little pink tongue and began to swirl it all over the fleshy knob of his cockhead. Van snorted and shivered with the delicious juicy contact. Vicky's greedy little tongue lapped up all the globs of salty cream that had dribbled from his piss hole.
"Yes, baby, eat it," he said hoarsely, "eat it and then suck me off."
Vicky found herself drooling onto his fat purple cockhead as she meticulously lapped up every bit of his cream. She left the fleshy bulb gleaming and clean, but that didn't satisfy her hunger for her brother's tasty juices. She pumped the throbbing base of his prick to urge more juice from his piss hole, but it still wasn't enough. Opening her greedy lips wide, she brought them down around his cockhead.
"Mmmmmm, uuummmmm," she moaned.
"Yes, beautiful sister, suck my cock," Van leered.
Vicky wished he wouldn't remind her of how incestuous their love-making was, but she soon forgot about that as she drew in her cheeks and began to suck his prick. She loved having that throbbing slab on her tongue, and she soon got what she wanted, a thick steady stream of juice to eat. It dripped from his piss hole onto her tongue, and she rolled it around, savoring it before swallowing.
Van listened to her greedy sighs and whimpers, and he quickly rose to a fever pitch of arousal. He realized that no other woman could get him this excited, ever again, because no other woman was his sister. He was having a very unique experience, one which few men would ever share. And he was enjoying it to the hilt as he watched Vicky's widely-stretched red-glossed lips working up and down his spit soaked boner.
"Yes, honey, suck," he moaned, "get me off in that hot mouth of yours."
Vicky caught his excitement, and she pumped and sucked faster, more greedily, suctioning the hot cream out of his piss hole as fast as she could get it. She sucked even faster when Van suddenly plunged a stiff finger up her cunt. He started finger-fucking her, and she almost flew off the bed.
"Unnnhhhhh, uummmmm," she moaned. "I'll get you off this way," Van panted, "and you just keep sucking good and fast."
Vicky followed orders. After all, Van was the expert, while she'd been an innocent virgin only yesterday. She kept her fist hotly pumping on the throbbing base of his cock, and she sucked like crazy on the pulsating head, driving him to the very brink of orgasm. Meanwhile Van pistoned his thick hard finger in her horny little cunt till she, too, was hovering on the edge of a body-blasting climax.
"Unnnhhhh, unnnhhhh," she whimpered.
"I know, baby," Van groaned, "let's do it to each other, let's come."
Vicky moaned her agreement and pulled out all stops, pumping and sucking his cock with lightning speed. Her head bobbed furiously, long dark hair flying. Van matched her tempo with his pistoning finger, noisily reaming the thick cream from her lustily gripping twat. Pleasure built in her pussy till she couldn't contain it any longer.
"Ohhhhh, God, Van, I'm coming!" she gasped, then crammed his cock back into her steaming mouth.
"Eat my come, baby sister," Van groaned, "eat it, aaaggghhhhh!"
Vicky whimpered with hunger as Van filled her mouth again and again with his delicious come-juice. Her cunt was in hard spasm around his jerking finger. Brother and sister came together, howling and writhing, for almost a minute. Then they rolled apart, and Van grinned at Vicky, who gave him a shy but happy smile.
"Now I'm gonna use my tongue in that hot little hole," Van said, lunging at her.
"But Van," she gasped, "I just got off."
"Honey," he laughed, "my guess is you could come all night and still not get tired."
Vicky reddened, knowing it was true, knowing her brother had spotted her secret lust, her bottled-up needs. And she didn't make another whimper of protest as he rolled her onto her back and spread her legs. Crouching low between her splayed thighs, he draped her legs over his broad shoulders, opening her completely to his greedy lips and tongue. Vicky gurgled in lusty anticipation. She felt him rimming the small mouth of her cunt with the stiff tip of his tongue.
"Ooooooo, Van, that's driving me crazy!" she cried.
"That's the whole idea," he chuckled.
He kept up that rimming, teasing motion till Vicky was writhing with need. She ached to feel her whole cunt filled. Anything would do… cock, tongue, finger. But she just had to have more than that slight tickling, that tantalizing circling of her cunt mouth. She felt like she'd go crazy with need if be didn't give her more.
"Please, Van," she whimpered.
"Please what?" he said.
"Give me more," she moaned.
"You have to tell me exactly what you want, Vicky," he said. "Come on, I wanna hear you say it."
She was blushing hard but her lust drove her to moan, "Give me all of it, Van, stick your whole tongue into me!"
"Good girl," he rasped. He made his tongue long and rigid, then crammed it hard into her seething cunt.
"Ohhhhhhh, God, yesssss," she hissed, "that's it, darling, give me the whole thing."
Van felt his cock stiffening almost painfully as he moved to her hoarse words of encouragement. One of his goals during this visit was to fuck his sister. But he had another goal, and that was to free her of all her inhibitions, all her guilt about sex. When he got her to cry out like that, to beg for his tongue in her cunt, he knew he had a chance of succeeding.
Now he rewarded her, pistoning hi stiff tongue hard and deep in her cream-filled box. Vicky responded with hoarse wails of ecstasy, and she creamed uncontrollably. The thick tangy cream drenched Van's plowing tongue and overflowed her twat, gushing down her ass crack. She clawed the bed and kept her eyes tightly closed, blotting out everything but the marvelous sensations she was getting from her brother's expert tongue-fucking. In no time at all she was on the verge of coming again.
"Oh, God, I can't believe it," she sobbed, "I never knew I could come so much."
Van proved it to her, taking her into orbit with his deep-lunging tongue. His cock was clinging to his belly, his balls engorged, and he thought how great it would feel just to inch up a little farther and slide his cock into his sister's sizzling velvet-lined pussy hole. But not tonight. Tonight was too soon for Vicky. He'd just give her a taste of the fun they could have together, and her own lust would lead her the rest of the way. He was sure of that.
"Ohhhhhhhh, Van, I'm coming so good, whaaahhhhh!" Vicky sobbed.
Van kept pistoning his tongue in her spasming cunt till she went limp. Then he raised his cream-soaked face from her hot pussy and grinned at her. She smiled back, and she looked a little less shy. Van figured it was time to take her one step farther toward complete sex freedom.
"Do you know what sixty-nine is?" he smiled.
"No, tell me," Vicky said eagerly.
"I'll show you," he grinned. "Come here." At first Vicky thought he was putting her on. It seemed like a very weird arrangement. Van was stretched out on his back, and he had her crouch over him, only backwards. Her pussy was practically in his face, and she was looking down at his drooling, stiff-standing cock. It was weird, all right. But suddenly she caught on – in this position they could both go down on each other at the same time.
"Very clever," she laughed.
"Oh, it wasn't my idea," Van said. "Probably the cavemen invented it."
Hot saliva rushed to Vicky's mouth as she eyed her brother's handsome rigid cock. Dipping her head down, she stuck out her tongue and began lapping up the tasty hot cream that oozed from his piss hole. Van shivered lustily, and even more of the hot liquid dribbled out. Vicky tongued it up greedily, rolling it around in her mouth to savor it. Than she gulped it down and wanted more.
"That's nice, Sis," Van growled, "real nice. And now I'm gonna do something nice for you."
"Mmmmmmm, yessss," Vicky hissed. Suddenly his tongue was on her pussy, lashing and exploring. The contact was electric, delicious. Vicky creamed heavily, and her brother hungrily lapped up and ate the tangy juice. He snaked his juicy hot tongue into her sensitive folds and crannies, making her shiver and moan with pleasure. Soon her cream was flooding out faster than he could handle it, overflowing her aroused cunt and gushing down her thighs.
"Mmmmmmm, Van, that's so good," she moaned.
"I'll make it even better," he said. "Unnnhhhh, my God, yessss," she gasped. He was cramming his whole tongue up her cunt, filling her with the wet throbbing slab of meat. It was a heavenly sensation to the horny young schoolteacher. And of course, she wanted to return the favor. Opening her lips as wide as she could, she brought them down around his stiff-standing cock, taking in a little more than half the throbbing shaft. Van shuddered and gave a muffled moan of excitement.
Brother and sister went at each other like rutting animals, too aroused to be gentle or subtle. Vicky's head bobbed up and down furiously, her dark hair flying, as she sucked her brother off. Van's head bobbed fast between her legs as he pistoned his stiff tongue in and out of her juice-filled box. The room echoed with the obscene wet noises of their sucking and tonguing. Vicky felt herself hurtling fast toward orgasm.
"Mmxnmm, uuummmm," she moaned.
"Unnnhhhh, unnnggghh," Van growled.
He kept tongue-fucking her faster and harder, and she matched his rhythm with her sucking lips, till it felt like she was trying to suck the jizz right out of his balls. He realized she was losing her inhibitions fast and that the more he made love to her, the faster she'd lose them. He wouldn't attempt to go too far with her tonight, but by tomorrow she'd be ready for the final stage of sex. He shivered with arousal as he anticipated that moment.
Vicky felt his lusty shivering, but she had no idea what was on his mind. She just knew that they were both teetering on the edge of climax. She sucked ravenously and loudly on his spit soaked cock, eager for it to explode in her mouth and feed her a whole sizzling load of come. Van jerked his tongue in her cunt with lightning speed, till she couldn't contain her pleasure for another second.
"Van," she gasped, "you're doing it to me, I'm coming!"
She jammed her mouth down around his cock again, and at that moment he felt his balls spasm and release their steaming load. "Take it, baby, I'm coming!" he roared.
"Mmmm, uuummmm!" Vicky moaned.
She was gulping yet another load of her brother's tasty jizz, while he prolonged and intensified her climax by filling her cunt with his pistoning tongue. Everything he did to her felt terrific – so of course she couldn't help wondering what it would be like if he fucked her. She knew it was wrong to even think about it, but the idea kept coming back to her.
They finished coming, and Van gave her an affectionate kiss. "You get some sleep now," he said. "We've got a big day ahead of us tomorrow."
He left the room before Vicky could ask him just exactly what he meant.



CHAPTER FIVE


When she wake the next morning Vicky was able to think more clearly. She rested in bed replaying everything that had happened yesterday after she picked her brother up at the airport. Somehow, she wasn't quite sure how, she'd come perilously close to fucking her own brother and committing incest.
She tried to think at what point things had gotten out of hand, and then she realized that things were already out of hand the moment she and Van set eyes on each other. When they'd caught sight of each other in the waiting room at the airport, the attraction had been hot, instant and mutual. They hadn't thought of each other as brother and sister, but just as man and woman.
That had been their mistake, Vicky decided, acting as if there were no close blood relationship between them. She was determined to see that that didn't happen today. She got up and showered, and as she did so she planned a whole series of innocent things they could do together – anything that wouldn't leave them alone together near a bed. Then she went to make breakfast, and the smell of frying bacon got Van out of bed quickly.
"Mmmmmmin, that smells great," he said as he slipped into the breakfast nook. "You're not only gorgeous, Sis, you're a terrific cook."
"Flattery will get you nowhere," Vicky laughed as she put breakfast on the table. "Listen, Van, it's such a lovely day – how'd you like to go for a picnic and a swim?"
"Sounds fine to me," he said.
Vicky sighed with relief. She didn't think she could take a whole day with him in this house, fighting her lust for him. After breakfast he helped her pack a basket with fried chicken and potato salad and beer, and then they set off for a nearby state park with woods and lake and streams. When Van rested his hand on her thigh as she drove, Vicky didn't worry about it. It wasn't going to lead to anything.
At least she hoped not, but when she drove into the park she began to wonder. She'd counted on the park being crowded, lots of people around, so that she and her brother would never be alone and tempted. But there were very few cars, and almost no people to be seen. Vicky realized it was the opening day of fishing season and probably everybody was way out on the lake. She and Van might be alone after all.
She chose an attractive camping spot on the edge of the lake, and Van spread out a blanket for them to sit on. The day was growing hot already, and Vicky looked longingly at the cool blue lake. A swim would feel so good after that hot drive from town.
"I think I'll swim right now," she said.
"Great," Van smiled, "I'll join you." He started to undress right where he was standing.
"Van," Vicky laughed, "there are dressing rooms, you know."
"Yeah, but who needs them?" Van replied with a grin. "We're the only ones here."
Vicky realized with shock that he was right. There'd been two parties of people close by, but they were driving away, probably having caught their limit of fish. There was nobody else in sight. Van was down to his shorts now, and Vicky reddened as he skinned out of them and tossed them carelessly on the grass. He started toward the water, buck naked, and she gave a little squeal of alarm.
"Van, don't you want your bathing suit?" she cried.
"Nope," he grinned, "it's a lot more fun this way. Try it, Sis, you'll like it."
"Van, don't be ridiculous," Vicky snapped. "I'm going to wear a suit, and I'm going to the dressing room to put it on."
"Oh, come on, Vicky," Van snorted, "you've gotta have a little adventure now and then. I dare you."
"I dare you." Those words took Vicky back twenty years, back to vague memories of when she and Van were still together as little kids. She wanted to follow her big brother and get in on his adventures, but sometimes she'd get scared. Then Van would taunt her, dare her, till she got up her nerve and joined him. She was always so proud of herself then.
"All right," she said firmly, "I'll do it."
"Good in," Van exclaimed. "See you in the water."
He dived into the cool lake and surfaced to float on this back, watching Vicky as she undressed. She was blushing but determined, and Van had to admit he was surprised. The town's uptight spinster schoolteacher was actually about to go skinny-dipping. Van's interest increased as she removed her bra and revealed her full thrusting tits. Then she quickly wriggled out of her panties and ran for the water, her ripe tits bouncing enticingly. She dived in and surfaced with a shriek.
"It's cold," she cried.
"Keep moving and you'll feel fine in a minute," Van said. "Race me out to that rock."
He didn't care who won the race. He just wanted to swim alongside her and ogle her naked body. It looked especially sensuous and inviting through the pale blue water. He glanced at her little dark bush and remembered how juicy and hot her pussy was. He remembered the heat and the tightness of her seldom-used cunt around his spearing tongue.
Today, come hell or high water, he was going to get his cock into her. He was sure she was ready, but no matter how much resistance he met, he wouldn't quit till he'd fucked his gorgeous little sister. As he thought about it, his cock began to stiffen, even in the cold water. He and Vicky reached the rock at the same moment, and he pulled her into his arms and kissed her hard on the mouth.
Vicky felt his ballooning cock against her belly, and she moaned with lust. It was a kinky thrill for her to feel her own brother getting a hard-on while he kissed her. She thought how wonderful it would be to swim quickly back to shore, lie down on the blanket, and open her legs for him. She urgently needed to feel a big hard cock in her famished pussy hole. If only this devastatingly attractive man wasn't her brother! She reluctantly wriggled out of his embraces.
"Race you to shore," he grinned.
"You're on," Vicky said – anything to distract him.
Van couldn't think of anything but his sister's hot slick little fuck hole and how he ached to cram his stiffening cock into her. He reached the shore a little before she did, and when she got there he grabbed her hands and pulled her right out of the water. Surprised, Vicky stumbled along after him, and he took her right to the blanket. Only as he pulled her down did she realize the danger.
"Hey, Van, wait," she cried, "I haven't finished my swim yet."
"Finish it later," he growled. "I need you." He rolled on top of her and kissed her again, thrusting his big hot tongue into her mouth. His cock was stiff as steel now and throbbing violently against her belly. Vicky felt an almost overpowering rush of longing, but at the same time she knew how dangerously close she was to committing incest. She wanted him so badly, but could she live with herself afterward?
"Baby," Van moaned, finishing the kiss and nuzzling her neck. "Baby sister, I wanna fuck you so bad."
"Van, no, we mustn't even think about it," Vicky sobbed.
But even as she protested, her body was giving him the opposite message. She was writhing with lust, unconsciously grinding her wet mound against his swollen cock. He quickly slipped a hand between her legs and felt the scorching wetness of her horny pussy. She wanted him, all right, and her cunt was eager for him. The only thing standing in her way was her mind. He had to do something to distract her.
He began to rub a stiff index finger back and forth over her clit. She gave a hoarse moan of pleasure and creamed all over his finger. She was clearly horny out of her mind, aching to come and Van knew just how to take advantage of that. He kept rubbing her clit, pushing, her higher and higher towards climax, and she clung to him and gurgled with ecstasy, thinking he was going to bring her off that way.
"Ohhhhhh, darling, yesss, make me come," she whimpered, "I need to come so badly."
Van's expert touch was giving her shock after shock of pleasure, and she forgot everything else as she sailed towards a desperately needed come. She closed her eyes and clung to him, digging her nails into his broad shoulders, and she creamed uncontrollably, soaking his whole hand. As she reached the very verge of climax, she stiffened and stopped breathing. Van knew exactly what those signs meant, and he quickly withdrew his hand from her pussy, leaving her high and dry.
"On, Van, don't stop," she sobbed, "I need to come. I'll go crazy if I don't come."
"I'll make you come, honey," Van whispered as he pushed her thighs apart.
She didn't understand what he meant, and by the time she did, it was too late. She thought he was pushing her legs open wider so he could touch her pussy better, so she cooperated, spreading her thighs far apart. Then she felt his hard hairy body sinking down between her legs, and she couldn't close them again. He shoved his hands under her ass and gripped it firmly, and then he was pressing the massive swollen head of his cock against the tiny mouth of her cunt.
"Van, no," she gasped.
"Yes," he insisted hoarsely, "you know you want it, Sis. You know it has to happen."
Vicky wasn't so sure about that, but there was nothing she could do now to stop it. He had her pinned, trapped, and the big hard knob of his cock head was making its way into her. It was spreading her cunt lips hugely and invading the juicy pit of her twat mouth. She felt her own brother's cock going into her, and the sensation was incredibly exciting. Wrong, yes. Against the law, yes. But she couldn't help loving it.
"Ohhhhhh, baby, baby," Van groaned, easing his massive boner into her with delicious slowness.
"Ohhhhhhh, my God, ohhhhh," Vicky gurgled.
His cock was ever so gradually filling her, throbbing against her gripping cuntal tube. He took his time, savoring the experience, the kinky thrill of cramming his little sister's box full of his hot hard meat. Vicky wasn't saying anything, but she wasn't fighting him, either. He could feel her trembling beneath him as he went into her. Then at last his cock touched her womb, and he paused to catch his breath.
"It's done, Vicky," he panted, "I'm all the way into you now. So why not just relax and enjoy it?"
Vicky still didn't say anything, but he felt a sudden scalding flood of juice around his fully-buried cock, and he knew she was feeling as excited as he was. He'd reached his first goal. His cock was inside her. Now for the second goal – freeing her of all her inhibitions, clearing her head of all those bitter and puritanical things their mother had taught her. Firmly gripping her hot little ass, he began to piston his stiff cock inside her.
"Easy, honey," he crooned, "just relax and have fun. This is gonna feel great."
Vicky wasn't about to admit it, but it already felt great. Each inward lunge of her brother's thick hard cock gave her a hot rush of pleasure and made her cream like crazy. She lay there trembling and muffled her cries of delight, loving his fucking. She wasn't going to worry about right or wrong just now. She was going to take Van's advice and just enjoy herself.
Van could tell she loved his fucking. She was creaming uncontrollably and moaning softly. Yet she was still holding back a lot. She'd start to give a full-blooded sexual groan, and then she'd stifle it like she was ashamed to show her pleasure. Well, he wasn't going to allow that. He was going to drive her to such a pitch of excitement that she wouldn't be able to hide her response. He gradually fucked into her faster, increasing the delicious red-hot friction between cock and cunt.
"Ohhhhh, unnnhhhh," Vicky gasped. Then she turned red as a beet.
"Hey, don't be ashamed," Van urged, "let yourself go. You're supposed to make noise. This isn't a tea party or a faculty meeting, honey, this is fucking."
That got a little smile, and he thought he felt her body soften and relax beneath him. He fucked into her faster, and she gasped and soaked his prick with molten juice. Soon her hips began to move to his rhythm. Her natural horny instincts were taking over from her conscious mind, and she was fucking back at him, meeting each deep thrust of his cock with a greedy upward jerk of her hips. Her natural urge was to take his pounding cock as deep as she could get it.
"Yes, honey, that's it," Van cried excitedly, "fuck with me, go for it."
Vicky realized that this was her first real fuck, her first true experience of making it with a man she was crazy about. When Nick raped her in the classroom, she'd enjoyed the mechanical part, the hard cock sawing in her cunt, but she'd hated the person who was doing it to her. Now, with Van, everything was complete. She could truly let herself go with him and enjoy fucking to the maximum.
"Fuck with me, Vicky," Van was whispering, "give yourself up to it."
Vicky wanted to do just, as he urged. There was still the nagging voice of her mother to contend with, but it was getting fainter and fainter in her head. More and more she was conscious of the burning pleasure in her cunt, the ecstasy she felt each time Van crammed her full of his stiff throbbing cock. Her head lolled back, and she closed her eyes, letting her brother's cock hummer her toward climax. "Unnhhhh, uunnhhhh," she moaned.
Van looked down at her with hot lusty eyes. "You love it, don't you, Sis?" he rasped. "Open your eyes and tell me."
This time her lust-contorted face didn't redden. She looked up at him, her eyes as hot and horny as his own. "I love it, Van," she cried hoarsely, "I love how you're fucking me! Please keep doing it to me, darling, don't ever stop."
Van rewarded her frankness with a steaming tongue-kiss, then fucked into her hard and fast, making her big-tit body, shudder with the impact. His pistoning cock made an obscene sucking noise as it reamed the thick cream from her clinging twat. Her pretty face twisted into a lusty grimace, and she closed her eyes tightly, shutting out everything but the incredible excitement she was feeling. Each deep hard thrust of her brother's cock was absolute ecstasy to her.
"Ahhhhh, Van, do it to me, fuck me," she sobbed, "I have to have it."
"You've got it, honey, as much of it as you want," he told her hoarsely.
Her cunt was like molten lava and it was getting tighter as she hurtled toward orgasm. Van ached to come, yet he also ached to prolong this moment forever. The kinky thrill of fucking his own sister was something he'd probably never experience again, and he wanted to glut himself on it. Red-faced with effort, sweat beading on his forehead, he fucked into her like a pile driver.
"Ahhhhhh, God, I love it," Vicky sobbed. That quick fuck with Nick had been nothing in comparison to this, she realized. Nick had been in and out, a quick cheap thrill, but Van was like a machine, fucking her to heights she'd never dreamed possible. His cock felt like a molten ramrod inside her, filling her completely and giving her blast after blast of pleasure. It would have killed her to quit now. She sensed she was on the verge of an orgasm like she'd never had before, a climax that would totally blow her away.
"Little sister," Van moaned, "your cunt's so fuckin' nice, so tight and hot."
"Ohhhhh, Van, I love the way your cock feels in me," Vicky whimpered, "you're fucking me so good, honey."
They were both out of control now, literally crazy with excitement, and they fucked at each other like rutting animals, snarling and growling and biting. Vicky's slim hips pistoned to the rhythm of her brother's jack hammering prick, thrusting up greedily, taking his meat as deep as she could get it. There was no other sound but the soft lapping of the water and their harsh breathing and hoarse cries.
Vicky thought for a second what a scandalous sight she'd present to anybody who happened by. The high school English teacher fucking her own brother in broad daylight in a public park – that would set the town on its ears. But she was so frantically horny at this point that she didn't think she could stop even if somebody did drive up. She felt like she had to came or go crazy with frustration.
"Fuck it to me, fuck it to me," she babbled. Then suddenly it was happening, and not at all like she'd expected. She'd expected one explosive come, so powerful that she might even faint with it. Instead she began to come, and couldn't stop. She was having a whole firecracker string of orgasms, one after the other.
"Ohhhhh, God, Van, you're making me come so good!" she sobbed. "I can't stop, honey, unnnhhhhh!"
"Good, let's see if we can keep it going," Van panted.
He kept fucking into her in a steady hard rhythm, and she came and came. He realized that she was making up for all those long sexless years in her past, working out lust that had been bottled up since she was a teenager. He'd finally been able to release it for her. She was finally free of all the puritanical bullshit their mother had crammed, into her head.
"Unnnhhhh, Van, unnnggghhh!" she wept.
Van felt her hot little cunt spasming around his jerking cock, squeezing and releasing in a hot hungry rhythm. His balls felt ready to burst, his cock achingly full and swollen. He'd achieved both his goals. He was fucking his beautiful sister, and he'd set her free from all her hang-ups. He'd earned the body-blasting come that ripped through him.
"Sis, take my come!" he yelled. "Yeah, take it all, baby, aaaggghhhhh!"
"Give it to me, Van, cream me!" Vicky wailed.
She wrapped her legs around his waist and kicked them there as he roared and filled her cunt with blast after blast of red-hot jizz. Her string of orgasms blended with his massive climax, and brother and sister writhed and howled together on the blanket. Vicky felt thoroughly fucked, thoroughly relieved of all her pent-up lusts. But it had taken her own brother to do it for her.



CHAPTER SIX


After a few more moments of those delicious sensations, they rolled apart, and Vicky became aware of just how hot the day was getting. The sun was scorching down on their naked bodies, threatening sunburn them.
"I feel like another swim," she said, "but first we'd better move to a shady place."
"And a more private place," Van said. "I think I hear somebody coming."
Vicky listened and heard a car. There wasn't time to get dressed, so she and Van quickly threw the blanket into her car and drove off naked. It was a funny sensation, and they couldn't help laughing. Vicky drove the narrow winding dirt road till she came to a remote and private inlet of the lake that was sheltered by trees. It looked like the perfect place to continue this sensuous picnic with her brother.
"How's this?" she asked.
"Perfect," Van said.
They set out their blanket and their picnic things, then hurried into the cool lake waters. Vicky dived and plunged until she felt squeaky clean again. By that time she felt, her lust returning. There was something very arousing about swimming naked. It must have had the same effect on Van, because as they got out of the water she noticed he had another hard-on.
Van saw where she was looking, and he laughed. "I just can't help it," he said. "Every time I'm around you, I get a stiff cock."
Vicky laughed, too, not feeling a bit embarrassed or up-tight any longer. Something had happened to her during their love-making. She didn't bear her mother's stern voice any longer. She didn't feel ashamed of her body, and she didn't think sex was dirty. Above all, she loved men. Her mother had worked so hard to make her hate and fear them, but those feelings were gone now. Vicky wondered how she'd gotten by so long without a man in her life.
They stretched out naked on the blanket and sipped beer from the cooler. The air was still hot, but trees protected them from sunburn. Vicky lay on her back, looking up through the trees, feeling more turned on by the second. The warm air played over her body, which was still damp from swimming. Her nipples went long and rigid as she thought about all the exciting things she and Van could do together. She sensed that he was looking at her, and she turned her head and smiled.
"I want to fuck you again," he said simply.
They set aside their beers, and she rolled into his arms, panting and eager. Brother and sister exchanged darting tongues as they hungrily kissed. Against her damp mound Vicky felt Van's rock-hard cock straining and throbbing. She creamed heavily, an overflowing rush of hot liquid that soaked her slit. Her lust became urgent. All she could think about was getting her brother's stiff cock into her famished pussy hole.
"Yes, Van, do it to me, fuck me," she moaned.
She rolled onto her back and bent her legs and opened them wide wantonly offering herself whim. Her pussy burned with need, and she felt no shame at all. She just felt feverish desire for his fucking. Van knelt between her splayed thighs and hungrily studied the moist pink flesh of her gash. His cock gave a horny lurch and drooled thick streams of juice. He was as cager as Vicky, yet he made no fast moves.
"Let's try something different," he leered.
Before she could answer, he'd lifted her legs and draped them over his broad shoulders. Vicky was trapped in that position, but she was hardly complaining. She watched with hot lusty eyes as her handsome brother cased the swollen head of his prick into her little fur-fringed cunt mouth. She gurgled with delight as he pushed into her, filling her molten-hot cunt with the throbbing slab of meat.
"Oooooo, Van, yesss!" she cried.
"Awwwrww, shit, you're nice and hot," he moaned.
He watched his sister's face as he plowed his cock into her. Her pretty features contorted into a mask of lust, her even white teeth flashing. Her large brown eyes rolled crazily as she took his cock, then closed tightly. She lay there panting and moaning as his dick touched her womb, filling her completely. Just looking at her was almost enough to make Van come.
"Feel good, baby?" he asked hoarsely.
"Oh, God, yes," she whimpered, "I love the way your cock feels in me, Van. I don't think I'll ever get enough of it."
It was hard to believe this was the prim and repressed young schoolteacher who'd met him at the airport. In just twenty-four hours Van had managed to unleash her pent-up feelings and turn her into a hot-blooded uninhibited lover. Now he was going to reap his reward. Holding her legs draped over his shoulders, opening her pussy totally, he began to piston his stiff cock in her juicy little box. Vicky responded without shyness, gurgling her pleasure and clawing the blanket.
"Unnnhhhh, yes, darling, give me that big hard cock," she whimpered, "fuck me forever."
She only wished he could do that, but they had only another day together, and then he'd be gone from her lifer probably for good. At least they'd never be lovers again. Years would pass, because of his job, and they'd both get married. This was a once-in-a-lifetime thing they were doing, a very rare and unique experience – and Vicky intended to savor every second of it.
She was sure Van felt the same way, because he was taking his time, prolonging their fucking, drawing every last drop of sensation out of everything they did. He began to move his throbbing prick deeply but slowly inside her, shivering lustily with each prolonged plunge. Vicky creamed helplessly, soaking his meat, and as he touched her womb she gurgled in ecstasy. Then, as his excitement mounted, he gradually fucked her faster and faster.
"Yes, baby, yes," she whined.
Van leered down at her as he fucked her, his eyes glazed with lust. He'd seldom seen a more beautiful woman than his own sister, and he'd never seen a nicer body on any girl. And there she was, all his, her face twisted in helpless lust, her hot little cunt squirting juice out around his pistoning cock. He was driving her crazy with pleasure, and this time she wasn't bashful about letting him know it.
"Unnnhhhh, Van, it's so damned good," she moaned.
"You bet it is, little sister," Van growled, "it's the best."
In a way he was right. No other man would ever turn her on the way her brother did – just because his loving was taboo and dangerous. She couldn't recapture that wicked excitement with anybody else. Now all she had to do was open her eyes and see her own brother fucking her, and she began to come. Her wicked arousal overcame her, and she felt a hot explosion in the depths of her cunt that radiated out to engulf all of her.
"Ahhhhhh, Van, you're making me come!" she howled.
"Awwwww, Jesus!" he gasped.
Her scorching little cuntal tube was squeezing his prick almost flat as she came. That hungry squeezing and sucking action was delicious, and it would have been easy to come right along with her. But Van had other ideas. He had his second wind now, and he could go a long, long time. He wanted to make this a marathon fuck, a fuck his sister would never forget. He kept hammering his cock into her as she came, making her orgasm doubly long and intense.
"Ahhhhh, baby, it's so good, so damned good!" Vicky sobbed.
Van watched her intently as she climaxed, committing the scene to memory. Day after tomorrow he'd be on his way overseas, but he'd want to replay this moment again and again in his mind. And when Vicky had other men, he wanted her to remember the few wild days she'd had with her brother. It might be selfish or egotistical, but Van warned to be the most fantastic lover of his sister's life.
"Ohhhh, God, that was fantastic," Vicky sighed as she finally came down from her body-wracking climax.
"That was just for openers," Van grinned. "Now let's try it another way."
"You didn't get off?" Vicky said in surprise as he drew his rigid dripping cock from her cunt.
"I don't intend to get off for quite some time, little sister," he leered. "I intend to fuck your brains out first. Roll over for me, okay?"
Vicky obediently rolled onto her hands and knees, and she shivered lustily as Van grasped her hips and socked his steel-stiff boner into her juice-slick cunt. He reached her womb in one greedy shove, and she soaked his meat with her molten cream. The hot liquid overflowed her crammed box and gushed down her thighs. That silvery hot trail told Van just how aroused she was and how much she loved feeling his cock inside her.
"Yessss," she hissed, clawing the blanket, "give me every inch of that big thing, fuck me hard with it."
"My pleasure," Van leered.
He began sawing his rigid cock in and out of her deliciously tiny twat, and she gurgled with delight. Now she was everything Van wanted in a lover, beautiful and lusty and great to fuck. Her near-virgin cunt was a tight fit, but it was velvety and slippery around his meat, urging him to faster and faster fucking. His flat belly slapped loudly against her cute little ass and her body shuddered with the impact. He watched her big ripe tits swaying heavily back and forth.
"Unnnhhhh, yeah, fuck me good, Van, don't stop," she moaned.
"I wish I never had to stop, baby," he growled.
He pistoned his thick boner into her and watched it split and spread her delicate fur-fringed cunt lips, folding back the fur and revealing the moist pink flesh inside. Each time he thrust into her, she gasped and creamed, a flood of molten liquid that thoroughly soaked his cock, then overflowed and flooded down her thighs. He'd never seen a woman cream so hard before.
Not only that, but her cunt was the hottest he'd ever had around his hammering cock. Her head lobed, and her eyes were tightly closed as she took the delicious assault, wd he knew from the gradual tightening of her twat that she was rising toward another climax. He decided to give her a surprise send-off. Reaching around her, he grasped her slick throbbing clit between thumb and forefinger and began to knead it Vicky gasped and shuddered.
"Oh, my God, Van, that's good," she cried.
He kneaded the slippery little button firmly and steadily, at the same time hammering his rock-hard cock in her greedy little cunt. The pleasure was overwhelming. Hot stabs of sensation shot from her clit, then her cunt. She screwed her eyes shut in ecstasy and felt herself rising to the very brink of climax. The first delicious convulsion rocked her body, and her hot cream spurted out around Van's deeply lodged cock.
"Unnnhhhh, shit, unnnhhhh, I'm coming!" she moaned.
Van stayed there keeping his cock buried to the hilt in her spasming box, feeling her climax all around him. It was a very kinky sensation, one he thoroughly enjoyed. But he still wasn't tempted to come with her. He had a lot more fucking to do, a lot of pleasure to grab for. He held her writhing hips and let her come, patiently waiting, and at last she went still.
"Oh, Van, you're going to wear me out or spoil me," she said with a helpless laugh.
"I'm gonna try for both," he grinned.
Then he pulled out of her, and Vicky immediately missed his cock. She'd just come like a bomb, but she wanted more. She wanted to feel his hard throbbing prick inside her forever if she could. She turned and saw him stretching out on his back. His handsome eight-inch boner was still stiff as a board, standing straight up and leaking hot globs of cream. Van met her lusty eyes and leered at her.
"Come and sit on it, Sis," he invited.
Vicky had been vaguely aware that there was more than one position to fuck in, but now her brother was giving her a crash course. Dizzily she crawled over to him and straddled his belly, her knees hugging his hips. She poised her dripping cunt mouth right over the huge purple head of his cock. Van nodded his approval and took over.
"Unnnhhhh, yessss," Vicky gasped.
He'd seized her by the waist and was pushing his thick boner up her tiny but elastic cunt. It was a sensation she'd never get tired of, that first delicious thrust of a man's cock. She threw her head back and gurgled in ecstasy as Van gradually filled her twat with his hot throbbing meat. When he touched bottom she soaked his dick with sizzling crew.
"Ohhhhh, baby, I love the way your cock feels," she sobbed. "Now fuck me with it Van, give it to me good and hard."
"You got it, honey," be growled.
Holding her tiny firm waist, he began to fuck into her steadily and hard, and she responded with squeals and gurgles of delight. She didn't think she could ever get enough of her brother's expert fucking. He seemed tireless, going on and on, giving her climax after climax. With Van she could actually gorge herself on sex, and that was just what she needed at this stage in her life.
For the past few months she'd been unusually horny, and it seemed like she had to beat off every single night if she wanted to sleep. But it wasn't until that date with Ted Hansen that she realized what the problem was. Her real nature, her natural female instincts, were struggling to be recognized. And now her brother was unleashing them, teaching her what a normal woman could feel from a man's lips and tongue and cock. She just wondered how she'd reached twenty-five without all these terrific experiences.
Van was fucking her hard and deep, and each strong thrust gave her a blast of pleasure that shook her whole body. Her creaming was uncontrollably. She let her head loll back, and she screwed her eyes shut in ecstasy as she hurtled toward yet another bomb blast of a climax. She knew Van was looking at her, watching her every response, but that only excited her more.
"You like it, Sis?" he leered. "You like the way I'm fucking you?"
"You know I do," Vicky gurgled, "you know I love that big hard cock of yours."
She kept her eyes closed, wanting to concentrate solely on the fantastic pleasure she was getting from her brother's jack hammering cock. But Van kept his eyes open, savoring the view. There were so many exciting things to watch in the woman-on-top position. It didn't bother his ego one bit to have Vicky on top, when there were all those arousing things to see.
He could watch her wince in ecstasy each time he hammered his prick into her womb. He could watch her big melon-shaped tits swinging and bouncing with the impact of his fucking. And most exciting of all, he could watch his cream-soaked cock pistoning in and out between her widely-splayed cunt lips. The thick meat forced out her pearly cream, and it ran down her thighs and soaked his belly and balls.
"Oooooo, baby, you're driving me crazy," Vicky sobbed, "I've just gotta come soon."
"No problem," Van leered. "I'll get you off right away, Sis."
Still thrilling her with the pile-driver impact of his fucking, he reached up and started kneading her clit, doubling her ecstasy. With hot delicious sensations radiating from both her pussy hole and her joy button, there was no way she could have kept from coming, even if she'd wanted to. She spun helplessly into orbit, her molten cream spurting out around her brother's jerking cock.
"Oooooo, shit, you did it to me, I'm coming!" she wailed.
Again her cunt went vise-tight around his cock, tempting him to come, but Van wasn't quite finished with her yet. He held up her dizzily swaying body, clutching her firmly by the waist, and for nearly a minute the violent convulsions shook her, making her moan hoarsely. By the time she finished coming, Van's balls and belly were drenched with her molten sticky juices. She looked down at him, flushed and panting.
"Van, it's been wonderful," she gasped, "but I don't think I can take any more."
"Good," he leered, "because now I want you to suck me off."
That was an invitation Vicky didn't hesitate to accept. Climbing off the impalement of his still-rigid cock, she knelt beside him and dipped her head down low, already drooling for the taste of his cock. She opened her lips as wide as she could and slid them down the granite column of his meat. Van shivered and moaned as she sheathed his prick in the juicy hot flesh of her mouth. She drew in her cheeks and began to suck hard and hungrily.
"Mmmmmm, uurnmmm," she moaned.
"Yes, baby sister, go for it," Van leered, "suck up all that juice."
This was another sight he wanted to commit to memory, his lovely younger sister greedily and noisily sucking his cock. He'd encountered plenty of women too uptight to give blow jobs, but Vicky didn't even have to be urged. She had a natural hunger for cock juice. Right now, she was suctioning the cream out of his piss hole as fast as she could get it, and he could feel her drooling all over his meat.
It was a sight to remember and savor, but it wasn't going to last long, because Van was close to coming. He'd held back his release as long as he could, gorging himself on his sister's fantastic little cunt, but now he couldn't wait much longer. His balls were so full, they threatened to burst, and hi cock was achingly stiff. Vicky gave an especially long delicious suck on his meat, and that did it. He bellowed and began to sizzle his load down her throat.
"Eat it, honey, aaaggghhhh!" he yelled.
Vicky gurgled in ecstasy as she gulped her brother's hot salty come-juice. She tried to forget that they had only one more day together, one more chance to enjoy their strangely thrilling incestuous relationship. What was she going to do after that? Could any normal relationship possibly satisfy her after the ecstasy she'd experienced with Van?
She wouldn't think about it now. All that would exist for the next twenty-four hours was the pleasure she and her handsome brother could give each other.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Vicky and Van felt hot and dusty after their long drive back from the state park, and Van suggested another visit to the sauna, where they could steam out the grime and scrub thoroughly. This time Vicky wasn't at all shocked or upset by the idea of a nude sauna with her own brother. She started getting horny just thinking about it.
In the changing room they hurriedly discarded their clothes, then raced for the shower. They soaped each other, splashing and laughing, but Vicky's laughter turned to a lusty gurgle as Van slid a soap-slick hand between her thighs and began rubbing her pussy. Hot stabs of pleasure seared through her gash as he soaped and cleaned every sensitive fold and cranny.
"Unnnhhhh, Van, you devil," she panted.
"Just helping you wash, Sis," he leered.
"Like hell you are," she giggled. "You're trying to make me horny again."
"What, innocent little me?" Van laughed. As he said that, he eased a slick wet finger up her cunt, and Vicky backed up against the tiled wall and flushed with pleasure. He stood there finger-fucking her while the shower still sprayed over them. She was too lusty to be passive, though, and she quickly soaped her hands and grabbed his cock, pumping it in both slippery fists.
"Now who's trying to make who horny?" Van grinned.
"Let's have a contest," Vicky leered. "Let's see who can get the other one off first."
"You're on," he laughed.
Van had a head start, because he'd begun finger-fucking her first. But Vicky was determined to catch up with him, and she swiftly and steadily pumped his swollen cock in her soap-slick fists. Van's face was soon as flushed as hers, his eyes just as hot and horny. As his excitement mounted, he pistoned his stiff middle finger faster and harder in her juicy little cunt, and Vicky moaned with pleasure.
"Oooooo, honey, that's good," she gasped.
"I don't mind what you're doing, either," he leered.
Vicky could hardly recognize herself. Just a few days earlier she'd never have dreamed of doing something as wild and sexy as this – especially with her own brother. A few days ago she'd been afraid to let any man touch her. Now here she was naked in a sauna, pumping a man's stiff cock in her fists while he pistoned his finger in her cunt. Not only that, but she wasn't even blushing. It was quite a change, and she knew it was a change for the better.
Van was looking her right in the eye and grinning wickedly as he plowed his thick stiff finger faster and faster in her dripping clinging box. Vicky ached to come, and she could have gotten off like gangbusters at any second, but she was determined to win their little contest. She tightened her grip on Van's violently throbbing cock and pumped it even faster. He gasped, and she was sure he damned near shot his load.
"I almost got you!" she cried.
"Yeah, but I'll get you first," he retorted. It was a silly kids' scene, Van thought, giggling under the shower and trying to jack each other off, but he was loving every second of it. It took him back, in a way, back to when he and Vicky were young enough to have their baths together. He remembered them giggling and splashing then. But of course now there was a whole new dimension to the fun.
Vicky was quivering against the wall and hot melting cream poured from her cunt around his pistoning finger. She was pumping his cock fast in her soap-slick fists, and Van knew that if he didn't get her off in another second, she was going to win the contest. So he cheated. Still finger-fucking her like crazy, he reached out and gave her clit a squeeze.
It was like pressing a magic button. She gasped, and he felt her cunt go into spasm. She was starting to come, but then so was he. Sizzling juice shot from his piss hole and splattered her face and tits. She stuck out her tongue and licked up all the jism she could get, even at her body shuddered in climax. "Unnnhhh, shit, unnnhhhh!" she moaned.
"Fuckin' Christ, awwww!" Van bellowed. They came violently, then broke, into laughter. "I guess we'd have to call that a tie," Vicky said.
"I guess so," Van answered, giving her a playful swat on the ass.
They showered, then went to lie on the raised sauna platform. Vicky felt temporarily satisfied, but she knew her lust would be returning again and again that evening. She couldn't be around her sexy older brother without getting wildly turned on. She hated to think how empty she was going to feel after he'd gone away, but again she pushed such thoughts from her mind. She'd still have him for another whole day, and she intended to glut herself on all the pleasure he could give her.
"What are you thinking about?" Van asked. "You sure look serious."
"Do I?" Vicky laughed. "I was just thinking how much I'm enjoying your visit."
"The feeling's mutual, Sis," Van said, leaning over to kiss her.
As he darted his hot tongue into her mouth, her lust came boiling back, heating her whole body. She rolled into his arms and tickled his tongue with hers. Her pussy began to cream, molten sticky liquid that soaked her inner thighs. As they ground their bodies together, she felt Van's cock throbbing and swelling, and she knew he was just as suddenly aroused as she was. Brother and sister were a lot alike in that respect, both of them lusty and hotblooded and easily turned on.
"Let's do sixty-nine again," Van urged as they broke the kiss.
"Mmmmmmm, that'd be nice," Vicky purred.
She reversed her position and crouched over his powerful hairy body. She could feel his hot moist breath on her pussy, and she shivered with excitement. Even more exciting was the sight of his stiffening boner, just inches from her mouth. She drooled at the sight of it. Grasping the thick base, she dipped her head down and popped the rest of his meat into her mouth. Van shuddered with excitement.
She surprised him. She didn't suck, didn't do anything but crouch there with his cock in her mouth. It was a kinky sensation, and Van knew why she was doing it. She just wanted to feel him get hard. And she got the results she wanted. Wildly turned on, Van got a fast urgent cock-stand. He heard Vicky moan in excitement as his meat mushroomed on her tongue and crammed her steamy hot mouth. "Mmmmmmm," she cried.
She loved that sensation, feeling her brother's cock swell inside her mouth. It filled the whole space, and it was hard and smooth and throbbing. She felt the first delicious drop of cock juice on her tongue, and she drooled all over his prick. Then she released the stiff slab and admired the results of her work.
"Mmmmmm, gorgeous," she breathed.
"And all for you," Van chuckled.
He felt her fingers curling around the base of his thick rigid boner. She began to pump the pulsating shaft, and hot fuck juice oozed from his piss hole. That was what Vicky was waiting for. She stuck out her tongue and started lapping up the salty cream. She rolled it around in her mouth, savoring it, then gulped it down and tongued for more. There was no doubt in Van's mind that his beautiful schoolteacher sister adored the taste of his meat.
He was pretty fond of her pussy, too. While she swirled her hot little tongue all over his swollen cock head, he stuck out his tongue and began to lash it all over the glistening pink flesh of her gash. Vicky whimpered and gurgled with pleasure, loving the touch of his tongue on that sensitive private flesh. Tangy juice spurted from her little cunt mouth, and Van lapped it up greedily.
"Oooooo, Van, that feels so good," she squealed, "I just love that."
"I love you to lick my cock, baby," Van answered hoarsely.
Vicky took the hint. She stopped talking and got back to work. Not that she considered it work. It was sheer pleasure for the lusty young woman to lick her brother's smooth hard cock head and gabble up his tasty cream. Each time a big glob of the stuff bubbled from his piss hole, she speared it up with the tip of her tongue and hungrily rolled it in her mouth. She didn't think she could ever get enough of it.
"Mmmmm, mmmmm," she sighed.
Meanwhile Van was gorging himself on her tangy-tasting pussy cream. He wriggled his tongue into every sensitive fold of her greedy little pussy, and she wriggled and whimpered and juiced, feeding him a steady stream of molten liquid. Brother and sister noisily ate each other, and the small sauna room echoed with their slurping and gasping and moaning.
But of course all this was just for openers, and soon Vicky decided it was time to get down to serious love-making. Firmly fisting the lower half of Van's thick eight-incher, she opened her lips as wide as she could and slid the rest of his cock over her slippery tongue. She closed her lips, drew in her cheeks, and began to suck, coaxing the juice right out of his piss hole. Van shivered with excitement.
"Ahhhhh, yeah, Sis," he groaned, "suck me off."
Vicky soon had a good steady rhythm going, a forceful suction that drew glob after glob of delicious cream from his piss hole. Her goal was to get a whole mouthful of the stuff, but she wasn't rushing. She loved sucking her brother's dick, could have gone on doing it for hours. And of course she could have taken hours of his expert pussy-eating, too.
Van had lathered her whole slit with his hot spit, and now he was zeroing in on the most sensitive spot of all, the stiff pink bud of her clit. She shivered violently as his tongue tip lashed the hot little lump, and she gave muffled moans of delight. Van knew just how to tongue her there, how great it felt to her. Molten juice poured from her cunt mouth and gushed down her thighs.
"Mmmmm, mmmmmm," she moaned.
"Yeah, baby, I know you love it," Van said hoarsely, "and I'm gonna give you all you want. Anything for my pretty little sister."
At first it had bothered Vicky when he reminded her of their blood relationship right in the middle of their love-making. Now it just seemed natural to her. They were two people who were hotly and helplessly attracted to each other, and they just happened to be brother and sister. That didn't seem important any more. All that mattered was getting maximum pleasure from each other before Van had to leave. Vicky sucked hard and hungrily on his cock while he pressed his lips to her throbbing joy button and began to suck.
She gave a convulsive shudder and creamed all over his face as he started sucking her off. He managed to draw her stiff but slippery clit halfway into his mouth, and then he sucked it firmly and steadily. In seconds his face was soaked with her uncontrollably spurting pussy cream. Her clit throbbed violently between his lips. He felt her sucking harder and faster on his cock as her excitement mounted.
"Ummmmm, unnnhhhhh," she moaned.
Van knew that very soon his sister's luscious pussy was going to explode right in his face, and he eagerly sucked her clit to get her off. Meanwhile she was pumping and sucking his cock, her mouth molten and steaming around his meat. It was a real question who was going to come first, him or Vicky. But he had his second wind now, and he ought to be able to hold out. He felt her stiffen, heard her gasp.
She threw back her head and moaned, "Unnnhhhh, Van, you're making me come!"
Even if she hadn't told him, Van would have known she was climaxing. Thick sizzling cream gushed from her little twat and splattered his face. Her tall curvy body shuddered and bucked, her big tits swinging and grazing his belly. She opened her mouth wide and brought it back around his stiff-standing cock, sucking hungrily as she came. Van gasped and damned near shot his load, her mouth was so scorching and greedy.
"Ahhhhh, Christ, Sis, give me a break," he groaned, "I don't wanna come yet."
Vicky gave a muffled giggle, then let his engorged prick snap from her lips. "So what do you want to do, big brother?" she grinned.
Van felt kinky excitement. It was the first time she'd called him "brother" while they were getting it on. He sensed she'd be up for something really wild.
"Just relax and feel what I'm doing to you," he told her, "and then when you feel like it, you imitate it and do it to me."
"Okay, shoot," Vicky said eagerly.
Van's hunch had been correct – she rally was up for any kinky games he might suggest. She stayed crouched over him now, hungrily eying his rock-hard drooling cock but not touching br tonguing it. It was hard to leave it alone, but she was going to do exactly as her brother instructed. After all, he was the expert in these things, and she'd never made love in her life till just a few days earlier. Vicky knew she had a whole lot to learn, and she could hardly wait to get started.
She shivered and moaned as she felt Van's tongue on her pussy again. No matter how many times she got off, she'd never get her fill of his fantastic pussy-eating. Now he began with her clit, giving it a teasing rimming, his stiff tongue tip zipping around and around the throbbing sensitive shaft. But just when he had the little button fully erect and ready to explode with pleasure, he left it and moved on.
"Ohhhhhhh, Van," Vicky cried in frustration.
"Don't worry, Sis, I'll get you off," he chuckled, "but not in the way you expect."
So it was going to be a surprise. Vicky waited hungrily, her pussy on fire with need. A second later Van's tongue was there again, this time circling the mouth of her cunt. She gurgled with approval as he rimmed the hungry little hole, hoping he'd cram his whole thick tongue up her cunt. But she was disappointed again. Just as she thought she couldn't take his teasing, circling tongue a second longer, he drew it away, leaving her shivering and moaning with need.
"Please, Van," she sobbed.
"Yeah, honey, this is it," he said, a strange raspy note to his voice, "this time I'm gonna stay and get you off. Ready?"
"Are you kidding?" Vicky moaned. "I'll go crazy if I don't get off soon."
"Okay, then, here goes," Van said.
Vicky waited – and then suddenly she felt the most kinky and exciting sensation of her life. "Ohhhhhh, my God, Van, ohhhhh," she gasped.
Van had suddenly shoved his tongue into her asshole. It sounded creepy, but it felt terrific. Vicky was astonished to discover that her shitter had the same sexy sensations as her cunt. It wanted to be stuffed and stimulated, and Van's tongue was the perfect instrument for the job. She crouched there and groaned in ecstasy as he worked the slippery meat into her snug nether hole. He kept at it till he'd sunk his tongue right to the root in that steaming little passage.
"Unnnhhhhh, my God," Vicky sobbed, "I love it, Van, I just love it."
Van shivered lustily, and his cock gave a horny jump and dribbled globs of juice onto the sauna mat. He knew now that his sister was completely liberated, ready for anything he had to offer in the way of love-making. She was taking his tongue up her ass, something she would have totally rejected a few days ago. Not only was she taking it without protest or modesty, she was actually loving it.
"Yes, baby, yessss," she hissed, "do it to my ass, fuck my ass with that big thing."
Van's cock jumped again, and he almost came. He imagined for a split second that it was his cock, not his tongue, lodged to the hilt in that tiny hot hole. And maybe that could even happen, but not today. He had to prepare her first. Her untried shitter had to learn to take a tongue before it could take a cock. He began to piston his tongue in and out of her hot little brownie, and she whimpered and clawed the mat.
"Oh, yes, Van," she cried hoarsely, "that's heaven, honey, I just love it."
She wasn't exaggerating. Van's slick tongue-fucking of her ass was the most exquisite sensation she'd ever known. But she wasn't going to just crouch there and enjoy. She was also going to return the favor. She dipped her head way down between her brother's hairy thighs, stuck out her slippery little tongue, and crammed it stiffly into his puckered asshole. Van groaned and shuddered.
Now neither one of them could talk, but the little sauna chamber was far from quiet. It echoed with their moans and grunts and slick tongue noises as they reamed each other's shitters. Vicky matched Van's rhythm perfectly, so their tongues penetrated each other at exactly the same moment, their blasts of pleasure coinciding. The excitement was just too great to prolong. Vicky was almost blacking out with pleasure. She knew they both had to come soon, like a pressure cooker blowing its top.
"Unnnhhhh, unnnggghhhh," she moaned.
Van's deeper growls accompanied her hoarse moans as her brother and sister tongue-fucked each other's steaming assholes. As their excitement reached fever pitch, they tongued each other faster and faster. Vicky felt the pleasure building, not in her pussy but in her asshole itself, and she realized that she could get an orgasm from that little tunnel. Not only could she get one, it was starting to happen that very second. She saw stars, and she sobbed in ecstasy as thunderbolts of pleasure ripped through her body.
"Unnnhhhh, whaaahhhhh!" she howled.
"Unnnggghhhh, aaaggghhhh!" Van joined in, his powerful body shaken violently by an orgasm that radiated out from his shitter.
They writhed and moaned together, still hungrily working their tongues in each other's shitters. Van's cock shot thick steaming wads of jizz high into the air, and they came down to splatter on Vicky's back. She didn't think it was possible to invent a more kinky love scene than this. On the other hand, Van would probably surprise her. They still had a whole day together, and there was no telling what he'd come up with next.



CHAPTER EIGHT


It was strange going back to bed right after breakfast, but that was what Van and Vicky did on the last day of his visit. Vicky didn't even bother to clear the table. It was clear that in their last twenty-four hours together, they didn't have time for anything but lovemaking.
Vicky put her car in the garage and closed the doors. She pulled the drapes in the living room, and she unplugged the phone. She was determined that there's be no interruptions during her last love-making session with her brother. Then she went to the bedroom, where Van was already waiting. The fly of his pants was hugely tented, and Vicky shivered at the sight of that bulging hard-on.
"Let's make this one long delicious day, Sis," Van said softly. "We won't hurry, but we'll do every crazy thing we can think of. How does that sound?"
"Beautiful," Vicky sighed.
"Then you can start by taking my clothes off," Van grinned.
Vicky liked that assignment very much. She quickly had him out of his shoes and socks and shirt. She paused to run her fingers through the thick coarse hair of his chest. Then she removed his pants, going to her knees to do it. She raised her face and stared hungrily at the enormous bulge in his jockey shorts. Her fingers trembled with eagerness as she grasped the waistband of his shorts and started easing them down over his belly-hugging stiff cock.
Van watched her, barely able to contain his excitement. His lovely sister turned him on in a way no other woman ever had. Oh, he'd have plenty of other lovers, and he'd probably find somebody special and get married before long.
But nobody could quite take Vicky's place. Naturally they couldn't, because only Vicky was his own blood sister. Everything she did to him was made more exciting because of that fact.
It was a very kinky thing for him to watch his own sister peeling down his shorts and staring hungrily at his hard-on. It was his kid sister's hot breath that fanned his naked prick. She helped him out of his shorts, then remained on her knees, kissing and caressing his rigid hot cock. Cream bubbled from his piss hole, and her eyes lit up at the sight of it. She snaked out her little pink tongue and lapped up his cream and Van damned near shot his load in her face.
"Hey, honey, that's enough of that," he chuckled. "I'll come before we even reach the bed."
He lifted her to her feet and began to take off her clothes. Her lounging dress came off fast, and then he knelt down and helped her out of her sandals. Next came her lacy little bra, which looked ready to burst with the weight of her fantastic ripe tits. He tossed the bra aside and cupped the hot melons, and Vicky shivered and moaned softly. Van bent his head down and applied the hot tip of his tongue to one soft conical nipple.
"Mmmmmm, yessss," Vicky sighed.
He only had to swirl his juicy tongue tip around her nipple a few times, and it swelled into a long red nub. He did the same thing to her other nipple, and Vicky creamed right through her panties. When he'd finally finished tonguing her nipples into throbbing erection, he slid his hands downward and grasped the waistband of her lacy bikini panties. As he inched the little garment down, Vicky was almost shaking with need.
"Hurry, darling," she panted.
"Uh-uh, we're gonna take our time," Van reminded her.
He was probably right, it would be a lot more fun if they didn't rush, but Vicky felt like they just didn't have enough time left. The attraction between them was so powerful that they could have gone on giving each other pleasure for months, yet they had only one day. She rubbed her thighs together, trying to relieve the burning need in her pussy, while Vicky inched her panties down with maddening slowness.
"Oh, my God, Van, I'm so horny," Vicky whimpered.
"I know, honey, and I'm gonna take care of you real good," he said.
She stepped out of the panties, and Van scooped her up in his arms and carried her over to the bed. In spite of their agreement not to rush, they were both so horny by now that only one result was possible. They, rolled around for a few seconds caressing and tongue-kissing, but then Vicky settled onto her back and opened her legs wantonly wide. Van stared hungrily at her little pink slit.
"Van, I can't wait," she said hoarsely, "I just have to have it right now."
Van inched closer, kneeling between her splayed thighs, and she grabbed urgently for his cock, fisting and pumping it. He knew that if she could have drawn it out like elastic, she would have crammed it into herself. Her knees were bent, her legs opened as wide as possible, and her eyes were begging. It gave him a kinky thrill to see her like that, but he soon took pity on her and let his big hard body down on her.
"Oh, yes, Van, yes," she panted, clawing his shoulders and rubbing her mound against his stiff cock.
Van fisted his throbbing prick and wedged the fat head into the molten pit of her cunt mouth. He held it like that for a moment, just an inch into her, and felt the tight ring of muscle pulling and sucking at his meat, trying to draw him all the way in. Vicky moaned with need and slammed her hips upward, trying to get all of his cock. Again he took pity on her. He gave a firm long thrust and penetrated to her womb.
"Ahhhhhh, yes, yessss," she sobbed.
Van raised his head a little and looked down at her. Her head was lolling back, dark hair cascading over the pillows, and her pretty features were twisted into a lusty grimace. He began to work his rigid cock in her juicy little fuck tunnel, giving it to her in short urgent jabs, and she moaned and drenched his prick with scalding juice. Her teeth flashed in a horny grin, and she kept her eyes closed, shutting out the world.
"You like it, Sis?" he whispered. "Am I fucking you good?"
"Oh, yes, baby," she panted, "I just love it. Fuck me all day, Van, let's not stop."
"I'll see what I can do," he leered.
Her cunt was deliciously hot and juicy, though exceptionally tight, the perfect sheath for his lust-engorged prick. He fucked her hard and steadily, reaming the thick cream from her squeezing box, and he felt her big hot tits jiggling against his chest. He hadn't meant to fuck her so soon. He'd meant to have hours of delicious kinky foreplay. But it was clear that their lust couldn't wait.
No, they had to get this urgent animalistic fuck out of the way, then they could take their time. Van's balls were swollen and ready to burst with their steaming load, and his cock was painfully stiff. Vicky's cunt was red-hot and clinging, flooded with juice. They were both aching to come – and it wasn't going to be long now, Van was sure of that. Snorting lustily, he fucked into her even harder, making her body shudder with the impact. She responded with delirious moans.
"Yes, baby, fuck me real hard," she cried, "fuck the living shit out of me."
She couldn't even imagine herself saying something like that a few days ago. Back then, she couldn't even have imagined herself fucking. But Van had changed her whole life. He'd brought out the hot-blooded sex-loving woman she'd tried to suppress, the one her mother had forced her to keep hidden. And she could never go back to being her old, cold self. From now on she was going to need good loving and plenty of it.
She lay there gurgling with delight as her brother hammered his stiff cock in her hungry little pussy hole. Each hard thrust gave her a hot blast of pleasure, and that pleasure was building in her pussy, working towards the point of explosion. Van raised his head and looked at her, and she saw that his face was flushed with lust, his eyes hot and glassy. He had to be only seconds away from a violent come.
"Do it to me, big brother," she moaned, her eyes locked on his, "make me come."
That blew Van away. He felt his balls spasm and release their load, and then he was fucking into her with lightning speed. The hot hammering action was all Vicky needed to sail into orbit. She was only a second behind her brother in a violent mutual climax that shook their bodies and the bed.
"Ahhhh, yes, yes, I'm coming!" she wailed.
"Take my come, Sis, aaaggghhhhh!" Van howled.
So much for taking their time. They hadn't even been in bed five minutes yet. As their orgasms ended, Van rolled off her with a snort of amusement, and Vicky couldn't help laughing, either. She rolled onto her side and looked at her flushed-face brother.
"Well, now what?" she chuckled.
"Oh, I think we can probably find something interesting to do," Van grinned. "Why don't I start off with a little pussy eating – or would you object to that?"
"I'd give you about a year to stop," Vicky laughed.
She kept her legs bent and wide open, and Van crawled between them and eyed her luscious-looking pink slit and its fine fringe of dark curls. His sister's pussy was just as great looking as the rest of her, and he could hardly wait to get his mouth and tongue down on that tangy-tasting flesh. With a snarl of lust he shoved his face into her steamy crotch.
"Oooooo, shit, yessss," she gasped.
Van's magic tongue was at work again, lashing and probing all over her lust-heated pussy. She'd just had a violent orgasm, but she was instantly horny again as that expert tonguing aroused her to fever pitch. Van lathered her whole gash with his hot spit, then concentrated on her favorite spot, her pulsating pea-size joy button. He rimmed the ultra sensitive bud with the stiff tip of his tongue, and Vicky squealed with pleasure.
"Mmmmm, honey, I love that – and you know it," she laughed huskily.
Van didn't reply, just swirled his tongue tip faster and harder around her hot little clit. He felt the tiny organ getting its own little hard-on, swelling and stiffening till it had doubled in size. Now it was more sensitive than ever, and even the lightest touch of his tongue made Vicky squeal and cream. Her clit throbbed heavily, and Vicky clawed the bed and moaned as she rose steadily toward another climax.
"Ooaooo, shit, that's good," she panted, "don't stop."
Her brother's slick hot tongue tip was circling faster and faster around the most sensitive organ of her body. She let her head loll back, and she closed her eyes tightly, blotting out everything but the fantastic pleasure she was feeling. The pleasure built inside her till she could hardly stand it any more. She arched her body and greedily shaved her swollen joy button against Van's mouth.
"Suck me off, baby," she pleaded, "I just have to come."
"Sure, Sis," he leered, "I'll get you off." He shoved his hands under her lustily churning ass and held her in place, then jammed his mouth onto the target. Vicky screamed in ecstasy as he caught her pulsating clit between his lips and started to suck. Hot jolts of pleasure ripped through her pussy, and she creamed uncontrollably, soaking his flushed face.
"Yes, yes, Van, don't stop," she groaned. She could have come in that very second, but she greedily prolonged her excitement, hovering right on the brink of climax but not letting herself go over. Each hot suck was ecstasy to the horny young teacher, and she clawed the bed and sobbed. Then she simply couldn't hold back the explosion of sensation that radiated from her clit. Van felt her give a convulsive shudder, and then molten liquid was squirting into his mouth.
"Unnhhhhhh, you did it to me, baby, I'm coming!" Vicky wailed. "Ohhhhh, God, am I coming!"
Van had to clutch her grinding ass hard to keep from losing his target. Shoving his lips firmly against her juicing joy button, he kept on sucking it greedily as she came. The hard hot sucking made her climax doubly long and intense, and her pussy glowed with raging heat against his face. After nearly a minute she went limp, and Van let her down on the bed. He raised his cream-smeared face and smiled at her.
"Enjoy that?" he asked.
"Do you have to ask?" Vicky laughed. "My God, I came so hard I almost fainted."
"I'll let you thank me by sucking my cock," he leered.
That was one invitation Vicky would never turn down. As Van rolled onto his back, she was ready for him, crouching beside him and dipping her face down over his stiff-standing cock. She stuck out her slippery hot tongue and began to lather his dick, starting at the swollen purple head and working her way down the thick blue-veined shaft. She didn't miss a single spot, and his prick soon gleamed all over.
"Mmmmmm, mmmmmm," she sighed.
"Yeah, baby, get all of it," Van growled, "I love you to lick my meat."
Vicky tongued her way hungrily to the hairy base of his cock, but she didn't stop there. She kept right on licking till she got to his huge hair-thatched balls. She began lathering the sensitive bags with hot spit, and Van groaned in hot arousal. Thick globs of cream began to ooze from the cleft of his cock head. Vicky didn't quit till his balls were wet all over. Only then did her tongue begin the journey back up his rigid prick.
"Christ, honey, that's great," Van panted. Vicky wanted to give him a blow job he'd never forget, so she was including all the trimmings. Slowly, deliciously, she tongued her way back up his throbbing boner, giving it a second thorough coating of hot saliva. About halfway up his shaft she encountered a thick river of cream, and she gurgled hungrily as she tongued it up. She worked faster now, anxious to get to the source of all that tasty juice.
Finally she was there, her greedy little tongue swirling around and around the swollen heat of his prick, eating up all the thick juice that bubbled from his piss hole. When she'd gobbled every last drop, she used her pointed tongue tip to drill into his piss hole for more. Van was red-faced with lust by now, his nostrils flaring. He shivered in horny anticipation as Vicky opened her lips wide and poised them over his stiff prick.
"Yes, little sister, go for it," he rasped.
Vicky slid her hot slippery mouth down around his swollen cock, and he gave a low hoarse moan of pleasure. She took in nearly his whole eight-incher this time, letting it glide into the back of her throat. She felt so hungry for his meat, she didn't even choke. Then she caved in her cheeks and began to suck, her head bobbing fast. Van felt her suctioning the thick cream out of his cock head.
"Ahhhhh, yeah, Sis, that's it," he groaned, "suck my dick good and hard."
Vicky didn't really need any urging. She was famished for his cock, and she wouldn't have many more chances to taste it. Her head bobbed faster and faster as she anticipated getting a whole sizzling mouthful of his come. She worked hard toward that goal, but unknown to her, Van was developing different plans.
Vicky was crouched with her luscious little ass in his direction, and he'd been studying her pussy as she sucked his cock. Now his attention was riveted by her tiny puckered shitter. He'd had his tongue in there yesterday, and it ought to be ready for his cock by now. The only question was, would his sister be ready to get fucked in the ass?
Van was ready to bet that she was. "That's enough, honey," he said. "I wanna try something else now."
Slowly and reluctantly Vicky drew her mouth off his stiff spit-soaked cock. "But, Van, I was just getting started," she said.
"I know, Sis, and you can do it again later," Van replied soothingly, "but right now there's something I'd really like to try, something we've never done before, okay?"
"Okay," Vicky smiled.
She was always up for her brother's kinky experiments. Now Van had her position herself on her hands and knees, her pert little ass poked up in the air. He'd said this was something they'd never done before, but she couldn't figure out what it was. Then she felt him grasping her slim hips as he knelt behind her. He rubbed the head of his cock up and down over her pussy, smearing it with slick cream. So what was new about that?
"Oh, my God," Vicky gasped.
Van had rested his cream-smeared cock head on the tiny tight mouth of her shitter, and now he was pushing inward. He was going very slowly and carefully, but there was no mistaking his intentions. He intended to put his cock up her ass. Vicky felt dizzy with shock for a moment, and in that time Van managed to pop just the head of his dick inside her molten little asshole. She was amazed at how exciting it felt. He pushed steadily deeper, and she gurgled and clawed the bed, her arousal reaching fever pitch.
"Ooooo, Van, oooohhh," she squealed.
"I figured you'd go for it," he chuckled.
He was almost lodged to his balls by now, and in another second he was all the way into the most snug and exciting hole he'd ever fucked. He began to piston his throbbing dick up and down in that tiny velvet-lined tunnel, and his sister responded just as he'd hoped, moaning and writhing with excitement. He slipped a hand under her cunt mouth and felt the thick hot cream dripping out.
"You like it, little sister?" he asked hoarsely.
"I love it," Vicky moaned. "Ohhhhh, yeah, big brother, fuck my ass."
Van gave a lusty snort and began fucking into her faster, with more force. Vicky moaned, and more thick cream flooded from her cunt and gushed down her legs. She'd never felt more deeply and intimately fucked than now, with her own brother's stiff cock reaming deep in her red-hot little shitter. That tiny nether hole was just as sensitive and greedy as her cunt, and she was hurtling fast toward orgasm.
"Unnnhhhhh, Van, I'm almost there," she moaned. "Take me over, make me come."
Van reached around her and caught her swollen clit and gave it a long sensuous squeeze. That was all it took to send Vicky over the edge into a body-wracking climax. He felt her sizzling little asshole go vise-tight around his cock, and that sent him over, too. His prick exploded its molten load deep in her bowels, and brother and sister writhed together in a powerful mutual come.
"Unnnhhhh, Van, come in my ass!" Vicky sobbed.
"Yeah, baby, take it, aaaggghhhh!" Van sobbed.
As she took her brother's jizz into her ass, Vicky knew her spinster days were over for good. But she had no idea what the future would look like.



CHAPTER NINE


The following evening Ted Hansen was reading a book by the fireplace, when the doorbell rang. He was surprised, because he rarely got visitors at night. He was even more surprised when he opened the door and found Vicky Evans standing there with a big smile on her face. It was like his favorite sexual fantasy had just been delivered to his doorstep.
"Vicky, what a surprise," he grinned.
"Hi, Ted, can I come in and talk for a moment?" Vicky said.
"All night if you want," he said, ushering her inside. "Has your brother left?"
"Yes, I drove him to the airport a few hours ago," Vicky said, taking off her coat.
Ted automatically reached for the coat, but he wasn't looking at it. He was staring goggle-eyed at Vicky. She was wearing a skin-tight sweater with deep cleavage that showed off her magnificent tits. And she had on a mini-skirt that really did justice to her terrific long legs. Her long black hair fell loose to her waist. Ted had never seen her looking so gorgeous. He finally forced himself to look away long enough to hang up her coat.
"Like a drink, Vicky?" he asked.
"Sure, that'd be nice, Ted," she smiled.
Ted wondered why she was here. She acted as if she was really fond of him. Could she possibly want to take up where they'd left off before her brother's visit? The idea really excited him. They'd come so close to fucking, that one evening they'd made out. Vicky had had time to think about it, and maybe now she was ready to go all the way. She sure as hell acted like it.
Ted brought the drinks and joined her on the couch, and she didn't look at all shy when he sat so close that their thighs touched. They both took long sips of their drinks, and then Vicky set hers down on the coffee table. Her hand didn't return to her lap. It returned to Ted's lap. He gasped as he felt it closing over his crotch. His cock responded, ballooning into fullness. Vicky gave the hard bulge an eager squeeze.
"Ted," she purred, "would you like to take up where we left off last time?"
"Oh, Jesus, would I ever," he breathed.
He kissed her, and her lips parted to let his tongue slide into her mouth. Her tongue tickled back at his. She melted against him, and he felt her lust-engorged nipples pressing his chest. He could feel them throbbing even through two sets of clothing. Vicky was making it obvious in every way that she wanted him to make love to her – and this time with no limitations. His cock got painfully engorged and began to drool hot cream.
Vicky's pussy was feeling as urgently aroused as his cock. Se could feel the flesh swelling, flooding, burning. She was delighted that she'd made the decision to come to Ted, because it was obvious that he was dying to make love to her. She wouldn't have to go to bed horny tonight or any other night, she suspected. And that was a huge relief.
Driving home from the airport after saying goodbye to her brother, she'd known for sure that she could no longer live without a man, without sex. She'd go crazy with frustration. And she thought about how much she liked and respected Ted Hansen and how excited he'd gotten her that one night they'd made love. Ted was the answer to her problem, if he was still interested. And now his interest was obvious.
They finally came up for air, and Ted went right to work unzipping her sweater and pulling it off. He looked hungrily at her ripe tits, which were almost spilling out of her flimsy deep-plunging bra. He snapped open the front catch, and the bra halves popped apart, her tits tumbling out into their own natural thrust. Quickly he drew off the bra and tossed it aside, then cupped her heavy hot breasts.
"I've been thinking about this for days," he said, beginning to squeeze and mold the hot satiny flesh.
Vicky couldn't say the same. She'd been totally absorbed with her brother for the past three days. But she didn't hesitate to show Ted how much she enjoyed his touch. She'd been worried that only he could turn her on, but she saw now that there was no problem. Ted was getting her swiftly, hotly horny. And this time there'd be no guilt about incest, just a good friendly fuck.
"Mmmmmm, that's getting me so excited, Ted," she sighed, lolling back against the couch and letting him fondle her sensitive tits.
Ted was more sure than ever that she wasn't going to hold out on him tonight. She wasn't going to cut the action short like she'd done last time. There was something different about her. She seemed to have lost her inhibitions, her nervousness. She seemed warm and lusty and open, just the way he'd always wanted her to be. He dipped his head down and began licking her lust-stiffened nipples, and she moaned with pleasure.
"Mmmmmm, yes, Ted, I love that," she cried.
Ted's cock gave a horny lurch and tried to tear its way out of his pants. He'd been wanting this woman for a long time now, but he'd never dreamed he'd get this far with her. He'd never dreamed she'd show up on his doorstep practically begging him to fuck her. He boiled with arousal as he lathered her sensitive nipples with his hot spit. He was practically sure she was all his, but he had to make certain.
"No holding out this time?" he asked.
"No holding out, Ted," Vicky answered, her voice husky with need. "I was a fool to hold out last time. I want you to do everything to me – and I mean everything."
"Then let's go in the bedroom and be comfortable," he grinned.
Vicky nodded, and they hurried down the hall to Ted's king-size bed. As they stood beside it, he quickly unzipped her skirt and let it drop, then eased her out of her pantyhose and panties. It was the first time he'd seen her completely naked, and he couldn't get over what a fantastic body she had. Then Vicky was undressing him, making short work of his sweater and pants and shoes and socks.
She dropped to her knees to peel down his shorts. She carefully eased them over his belly hugging hard-on, and her eyes went big and hot at the sight of his swollen blue-veined dick. On their one other make-out session she'd touched his cock but had been too uptight to look at it. Now she saw that the shy chemistry teacher was hung like a bull.
"Mmmmm, gorgeous," she breathed.
"I hope you're not just gonna sit there looking at it," Ted teased.
"Oh, I'll do more than look," Vicky purred.
"Oh, Jesus," he gasped.
Suddenly her hot juicy tongue was on his naked cock, swirling and lathering. His shorts dropped to the floor, but he made no move to step out of them. He stood there and shivered with pleasure as the beautiful young teacher whipped her slick little tongue all over the hugely engorged head of his cock. Thick rivers of cream began to dribble from his piss hole, and to his delight Vicky tongued them up and greedily ate them.
"Mmmmmm, I love the taste of your cock, Ted," she moaned.
Ted stared dizzily down at her, hardly able to believe that this was the Miss Evans he'd been working with at school. That Miss Evans had been prim, repressed, and cold as ice. This Vicky was drooling all over his cock and gobbling up his cream as fast as she could get it. She'd changed, all right, and Ted was delighted with the results.
Now she was opening her red-glossed lips wide and bringing them down around the swollen head of his prick. Ted groaned and almost came. He loved being sucked off, but there weren't many dates in this small town who'd do it. Vicky went at it like a pro. She took over half his cock into the steam heat of her mouth, and she fisted and pumped the rest. As she caved in her cheeks and began to suck, Ted felt steady hot blasts of pleasure.
"Ahhhhhh, yeah, Vicky, that's great," he moaned.
He felt so dizzy with lust that he had to clutch her shoulders to keep from toppling over. Her mouth was deliciously snug, velvety and hot around his meat. Her head bobbed briskly up and down, and she applied a strong vacuum pressure to suction the cream out of his piss hole. This woman was starved for the taste of cock, and she wasn't bashful about showing it.
"Mmmmmm, uuummmm," she moaned.
"Ahhhhh, fuckin' Christ," Ted panted.
He must have jacked off a hundred times to this very scene, the fantasy that Vicky Evans was on her knees before him, noisily and hungrily sucking him off. Now it was actually happening, and the reality was even better than the daydream. Ted felt his balls swelling to the point of explosion. His cock went out of control, jerking in her mouth and hammering into the back of her throat.
"Oh, Christ, Vicky, I'm gonna come," he warned.
Vicky just moaned hungrily and sucked even harder on his nearly-bursting cock, letting him know that she was eager for a whole mouthful of his jizz. That really blew him away. He clutched her shoulders and fucked her mouth, jerking his cock over her slippery tongue in quick urgent jabs. Another second later Vicky felt the first hot sting of jizz at the back of her throat.
"Awwwww, fuck, eat it, awwww!" Ted roared.
"Mmmmm, unnnhhh!" Vicky moaned.
She let her mouth fill with his delicious jism, then gulped it down and waited hungrily for another load. Ted didn't disappoint her. He filled her mouth again and again, till it felt like he'd shot ten gallons of the stuff. Then he pulled out and lifted her to her feet. He gave her a quick grateful kiss, then scooped her up and carried her over to the bed.
"Lady," he growled, "you are gonna get your pussy eaten."
Vicky creamed at the very idea. Then he was setting her down on the edge of the bed, taking her legs and draping them over his shoulders. He knelt there with her steaming pussy completely open to him, and she gurgled eagerly when she felt his hot breath fanning the sensitive lust-engorged flesh. His tongue shot out, and she felt exquisite sensations radiating from her clit.
"Ooooo, Ted, yesss, I love that," she cried. He made a quick tour of her whole pussy, licking and gobbling, and then he settled down to tongue her clit in an exciting circular motion. It was a lot like the finger motion she used when masturbating, and it got her aroused fast. His stiff tongue tip zipped around and around her ultra sensitive joy button, and she soaked his face with her helplessly gushing cunt juice.
"Unnnhhh, Ted, keep doing it, don't stop," she whimpered, "I'm gonna come real quick."
Ted had a little surprise for her. A few seconds later, as she hovered on the very brink of orgasm, he drew back, stiffened his tongue, and plunged it right to the root in her horny little cunt. The pleasure was so sudden and intense, Vicky screamed. He tongue-fucked her furiously, reaming hard into her depths, and she went over the edge into a mind-blowing climax.
"Unnnhhhh, Ted, you're making me come!" she groaned. "Ohhhhh, baby, I'm coming so good!"
Ted couldn't keep his tongue inside her, she was writhing and bucking so hard. He rose to his knees and watched her, and as he did so his prick mushroomed to its full eight-and-a-half thick inches. Her gorgeous body, her obvious lust, were turning him on like mad. He couldn't wait any longer. The foreplay was over. After months of wanting her, he was going to fuck Vicky Evans.
Coming down from her climax, she opened her eyes and focused on the situation Ted with a hard-on that threatened to burst, an expression of violent lust on his face. She quickly opened her legs as wide as she could.
"Yes, Ted," she panted, holding out her arms, "fuck me. Stick that big thing into me."
Ted gave a lusty growl and threw himself onto her. His aim was perfect, and his massive rock-hard boner filled her cunt in one lusty shove. Vicky gave a low hoarse moan of ecstasy as she took it, and she soaked his meat with scorching cream. Cupping her churning ass, Ted fucked into her like a pile driver, too hotly aroused to be gentle. But Vicky loved his roughness. She clawed his shoulders and fucked back at him, meeting each hard thrust of his cock with a greedy jerk of her hips.
"Yes, Ted, fuck it to me, give it to me as hard as you can," she moaned.
"Ahhhhh, Christ, your cunt's hot," Ted panted.
At last he was fucking the woman of his dreams, and it was even better than he'd fantasized. Vicky's little box was fantastically snug, yet slick and juicy. It was hot as fire around his jack hammering cock. She was responding lustily to his fucking, moaning and creaming and humping back at him. She was all the woman he'd ever want.
The feeling was mutual. Whatever had happened between Vicky and her brother, it was over now. She found herself loving Ted more by the second, and she knew he was just right for her. He was a fellow teacher and a fellow sex fiend. She knew from the hungry way they were fucking each other that they were perfectly matched. She was more and more sure of this as she rode to the peak of her ecstasy.
"Ted, I'm coming," she gasped, "Ohhhhh, my God, am I coming!"
Ted felt her cunt sucking the jizz right out of his balls. "Awwwww, fuckin' shit, awwwww!" he bellowed.
They writhed together in a violent mutual orgasm that lasted almost a minute. Then they rolled apart, and Ted grinned at Vicky.
"This bed is plenty big enough for two," he said. "Why don't you stay here permanently as my wife, of course?"
It took Vicky only a split second to say yes. Her own brother had awakened her sexually, but it was Ted Hansen who was going to satisfy her needs from now on.
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