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CHAPTER ONE


With a huge erection pulsing his pants to remind him of voluptuous Sue Carson, Hamilton Burns waited by the telephone table. He was trying to get the nerve to do something he should have done a long time ago. "Damn it," he said to himself, "have some nerve, show her you're a man!" He paused for a moment to take a deep breath of determination, then he reached resolutely for the telephone receiver.
With a nervous finger he dialed a number, a number that was etched in his memory. For months now he's been itching to call it, longing to do what he dreamed about, but up until now he's never gotten the courage. Well, he'd waited long enough. Now was the time for some action. Tonight was the night when he'd manage to spread Sue Carson's reluctant thighs, and bury his big cock into her uptight cunt.
With his ear on the phone, he heard the phone on the other end of the line ringing. It rang again, then again, then again. Beads of sweat began to break out on Hamilton's forehead. Damn it to hell! He thought angrily. She's probably out right now, fucking every pimply-faced teenage stud in town. Just my damn luck, alright, he thought. I finally get the nerve to ask her out, and she's not even home.
Hamilton Burns heard the phone ring for the tenth time. He was about to hang up when he heard a click on the other end, and a sultry female voice was saying: "Hello?"
As soon as Hamilton heard that voice, he could picture the body it belonged to. He could see the firm, taut breasts, the trim rounded hips that curved so invitingly towards that gleaming treasure trove between her fleshy white thighs. Burns wanted that body, and just the thought of possessing it sent a delicious sensation running up and down his tingling spine. He could feel his cock flexing excitedly, itching to get out of his pants and into her cunt.
"Hello," the female voice repeated, and the sound of it snapped Hamilton back into reality. If he didn't say something soon, she would hang up, and then he'd have to start the whole process over again. He frantically searched his mind for an opener. He hadn't really figured out what he was going to say. He fell like a teenage kid all over again, asking a strange cheerleader to a prom.
Oh, my God, thought Hamilton. She's going to think I'm a heavy breather, or a pervert, and she's going to hang up! I better talk fast! He tapped the floor nervously with his foot.
"Ah, ah, hello, Miss Carson," the man stammered, hoping that the nervousness in his voice wouldn't be detectable over the telephone line. "This is, ah, this is Mr. Burns, your boss." His voice trailed pathetically away into thin air. Jesus, he thought to himself, I never thought I'd chicken out like this.
"Hello, Mr. Burns," said the female voice in the phone, "Is there something wrong? You usually don't call me at home, you wait until you see me at the office."
"I… I know," the man stammered. Hell, baby, you're never gonna get any pussy at this rate, he thought to himself. Seizing the bull by the horns, Hamilton Burns gulped out the lie as quickly as possible, so as to get it over with. "Miss Carson, I just found out that the budget figures for the Marcus account are completely wrong. Completely. You know as well as I do that if I don't have the budget on Mr. Peterson's desk at nine tomorrow morning it'll mean my job, and you'll be sent back to the secretarial pool I don't believe that either one of us can afford that."
There was a slight pause on the other end of the line as his secretary took in the situation, and then he could hear her ask: "What do you suggest we do, Sir?" Just hearing her voice, just hearing her calling him "Sir", made Hamilton feel even hotter and hornier than ever. He wanted to possess this bitch, he wanted to stick his hard throbbing meat in her twat and cream all over her insides… His erotic thoughts were cut off abruptly when he heard her saying: "Sir? I asked you what you thought we should do about the Marcus account?"
"Huh? Oh, well, it seems to me that the smart thing to do would be for you to come on over here right now and then we can both go over these figures together." It was a bare-faced lie, but Hamilton Burns was sure that it would be the only way he could ever lure that pussy into his clutches. All his co-workers had secretaries that put out as regularly as clockwork. It was part of their job. Why did he have to be the only executive in the whole damned company who had a prude for a secretary? Well, one thing was certain – he'd turn that prude into a screaming nymphomaniac before this night was over. Grinning lecherously into the phone, he spoke again to the object of his carnal desires: "You'd better get your sweet little ahhh…" He checked himself hastily. "You'd better get on over here as soon as you can!"
There was a slight pause on the other end of the line. Damn it, had she detected his little slip of the tongue? Then he could hear her saying: "Mr. Burns, I haven't had time to eat supper yet!"
"You'll have to skip it," he told her. "I'll whip up something on your way over here and we can both eat together. Then we've got to get to work on that account." Hamilton Burns grinned to himself at the thought of his own ingenuity. They'd both be eating together, all right, but she wouldn't have anything to eat but hot cock. And he'd be cutting himself a slice of that nice juicy snatch of hers. "Come on over right now," he repeated. To himself he added, My cock and I can't wait any longer!
"I'm on my way," he could hear the woman promise. Then, almost as an afterthought, she added: "But, hey, what about your two daughters?"
"Daphne and Tricia?" Burns grinned to himself again at the mere thought of his two delicious young daughters, whose lithe bodies were only just beginning to ripen into the full sexual maturity of womanhood. He wanted those two sweet daughters of his just as much as he wanted Sue Carson, his secretary. But he didn't dare force himself sexually upon his two daughters. At least not for a couple of years yet. They were only sixteen and seventeen, and to Hamilton Burns it seemed as though the two girls hadn't arrived at their sexual prime yet, but he was soon to find out otherwise!
"Look," he said to his shapely secretary on the other of the phone line, "never mind about my two daughters. Just get on over here so we can straighten out this budget and hang onto our jobs, okay?"
"Yes, Sir," he could hear her reply, and then Burns, hung up in relief. It was only when the phone was back on the hook that a thought occurred to him: why had Sue Carson asked if his daughters were home? After all, if she and her boss were really going to get together for business purposes, it didn't matter if the kids were around. Was it possible, he asked himself, that that bitch of a secretary had managed to figure out the real reason for his telling her to come over? Was it possible, he asked himself, that Sue Carson had figured out he wanted her to come here for purposes of sex, rather than of business? No. It didn't seem possible. She was a smart woman, but not that smart.
Hamilton Burns took one more look around to make certain that everything was in readiness. The house, the dinner, everything was arranged so as to make his guest comfortable enough to be receptive to sexual suggestion, but not so comfortable that she would smell a rat the minute she walked in the door. And, of course, he'd taken the phone off the hook and sent his daughters out for the night, sending them to a slumber party at the house of one of their young friends. That way Hamilton Burns could feel confident in seducing the woman he longed for without fear of being interrupted by his daughters.
Ah, his daughters! Hamilton allowed himself a moment to mentally savor the physical delights of his two female offspring. Sixteen-year-old Daphne, still the pure and innocent little virgin-girl, and seventeen-year-old Tricia, soft and youthful like her sister, but with just enough of the hard edge of impending maturity to remind any man she was with that she was part girl and part woman. Hamilton knew that soon, very soon, his daughters would reach the time in life when they would learn the delights of sharing themselves with a man, and he suddenly found himself wishing that he could be that man. Quickly, almost guiltily, he put the thought out of his mind. A grown man going to bed with his own daughters! Ridiculous! One simply doesn't do that sort of thing in polite society, and that's all there is to it!
Suddenly the doorbell rang, roughly yanking the man back into the harsh world of reality. My God, he thought, with a glance at the clock, it's later than I thought. That must be Su… I mean, Miss Carson now. Automatically straightening out his tie and brushing his hair back, he went to answer the door.
When he opened it she was standing there, and she was even sexier than he had remembered. She was wearing a very prim, very clean-cut woman's suit that seemed to tell the world that she had come here strictly for business. Maybe she'd come here for business, Hamilton thought, but that sure as hell wasn't what he was planning on giving her. In his book, pleasure came before business every time.
"Come on in," he said, closing the door behind her and then crossing towards the desk on which he'd laid out all the right papers, very neat and business-like. "Now, if you don't mind, Miss Carson, I'd like us to get right to work on those budget figures so that…"
"Suppose you tell me just exactly why you brought me out here, Mr. Burns," the woman said. Hamilton Burns stopped dead in his tracks and turned slowly to face his secretary. Seeing the questioning look on his face, she came towards him. "Mr. Burns, I've checked those budget figures and every other part of that report inside out and backwards. There's absolutely nothing wrong with it and you know that as well as I do. Maybe even better. You brought me out here for something other than business, and I'd appreciate it if you'd save time by telling me what it is right here and now."
The jig was up, and he knew it. Burns was too clever to think he could lie to a woman, especially a smart one like Sue. He'd give her the truth and see how she took it. "Miss Carson," he said, slowly and deliberately, feeling the words drop out of his mouth and fall onto the floor, "Miss Carson, I'm going to level with you, because you happen to be a woman that I admire very much…"
"I know you admire me," he could hear her saying. "I've seen the way you always look at me in the office, especially when I bend over. I know you admire me, but I didn't come here for admiration, I came here for something else. And if you're half as smart as you think you are, then you know what that something else is!"
Neither one of them spoke, neither one of them made a sound. Hamilton Burns was dimly aware that he was taking this woman by the hand and guiding her out of the room, taking her towards another part of his house. Taking her towards the bedroom.
As soon as Sue Carson saw where they were going she smiled. "It's about time you started something," she whispered to him. "I've been working in your office for months now, waiting for you to try to get me to bed. Well, I guess you finally got started, lover boy." And then she was ahead of him and sitting on the foot of the bed. "Let's get this show on the road, Hamilton," she murmured hoarsely, "I'm even more impatient than you are."
Hamilton Burns stepped quickly to the bed and sat beside her. His eyes roved over her lovely body. He touched her gently, tenderly, on the waist. Then his hands caressed her hips as he leaned over to kiss her.
Sue wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. She opened her lips and sucked his tongue inside. She ran her own tongue against the tip of his in teasing fashion as she twisted her tits against his chest.
They held their embrace for what seemed to be an eternity. Sue was too excited by now for just mere kissing. She wanted to get serious about this man making love to her. "Mmmm," she sighed deliciously as her body pressed softly into his arms. "I knew you had your eye on one of the girls in the office. I'd hoped it would be me, I really did. Now I guess that my prayers have been answered."
"I don't know whether I ought to believe that or not," he smiled, as his hands began to outline her firm tits. "You're such a little pussy. You probably feed that line to every man." As he spoke he put his hand on one tit and adoringly squeezed the delicious breast. His other hand stroked her thighs beneath the soft, flesh-colored nylon of her pantyhose. His eyes glowed with expectant pleasure as he watched the way her breasts heaved.
Sue caressed his thighs, moved towards his bulging cock. Even though the man was fully clothed, Sue could see that his cock was getting hot and ready for action. Eagerly she unzipped his trousers, dug her hands in and pulled out the squirming phallus, feeling it getting bigger in her hands as she did so.
"Such a tempting little pussy," he repeated as he felt his cock throb and begin to come to life in this woman's hands. "I've watched the way you flash that delicious body of yours for months now, I thought I'd have to wait another year before making a pass at you. But now…" His mouth came down on hers. She had made the first move, but he was calling the shots now. This time he was the aggressor. And what an aggressor he was! He ran his tongue brutally against hers. He filled her mouth with his sensuously conquering tongue.
She was going limp from the force of his kiss. His hand roved madly across her heaving breasts and pulsing thighs. She gripped the lump in his groin tightly and felt his captive prick throbbing as ardently as her pussy was aching for it.
"Ohhh, give it to me!" she moaned softly as he forced her head back onto the pillow. "Give it to me, I want it!"
Hamilton Burns sighed with pleasure as he undressing the succulent woman, removing her jacket, and then her blouse. He stripped the soft material down over her knockers, then he moved his kiss downwards as well. His face was between the heaving globes of her chest as he kissed the delicious balls of flesh in his growing passion. His hand slipped from her thigh and drew up the skirt of her outfit until he could get beneath it. He fingered her pussy through the crotch of her thin panties.
"Ummm," the girl sighed happily. "You really know how to make me feel good. You make me feel so beautiful. I love the way your hands make love to me like that."
Hamilton didn't answer, because his lips were busy devouring the luscious boobs that stood so sexily upright on her tan chest. He caught a nipple and began to suck it slowly. His finger felt the wetness of her cunt beneath the filmy panties. He was sure he could rip the material away with a single thrust.
He tensed his hand to tear through into the damp, soft pussy, but then he changed his mind. There was no need for him to damage her panties, not when it would be just as easy to remove them with her consent.
She trembled in expectation as she felt his finger press against her panties. She shivered, waiting for him to drive through her underclothing and run his big finger up her aching cunt. She felt a pang of disappointment as the finger withdrew, then his hand slipped under the elastic and began to slide the soft nylon down her creamy thighs.
She lay back and allowed him to undress her, and as she did so she played with the man's hugely erect cock. Her fingers thrilled to the warmth and the hardness of the bloated organ.
She clasped it firmly in her grip, and began to pump the shaft while her pussy tingled at the probing exploration of his fingers.
"What a sweet pussy," he said softly. "What a soft, sweet, delicious pussy. What a nice piece of cunt. My old pecker is going crazy just thinking about getting inside that soft little hole of yours."
His cock was as excited as he claimed. Sue could feel the solid flesh. It was as hard as any penis she had ever known. The skin was soft and moved I smoothly along the shaft, but beneath she could feel a steel-hard length of firm prick. The thought of this wonderful cock in her cunt increased her anticipation. She thrust her bulging tits up at his mouth. She twisted and pumped his prick until she felt his ass squirming uncontrollably from this new stimulation. She quickly thumbed his cockhead, and reached back farther to tease his swollen balls.
"Jesus," he exclaimed, as he writhed back and forth, "you know how to drive a man crazy. Well, baby, I guess it's time for me to get even with you. Let's see how cool and calm that pussy can stay under the stress of a good sucking!" he ranted.
Hamilton Burns slipped down on the bed. He spread the woman's thighs and went after her pussy. He sucked as though he wanted to draw out her insides through her cunt slit. She jumped lustily from the sudden thrill. Sensations of heat shot through her frame, and her nerves became raw and sensitive from the forceful sucking. Her clit went into delirious spasms as she felt his tongue massage it. He came up, paused, took a deep breath, and then started sucking as hard as he could all over again.
Sue Carson gave a moan of pure, unbridled passion. She wanted to say more. She wanted to beg him to get his cock into her cunt and fuck her with it wildly and roughly. She tried to reach for his cock, but he was too far down on the bed. Her hands pounded in frustration, but the big man's hands held her ass, squeezing and pawing passionately, as she lay horny and helpless beneath his continued cunt-sucking.
She struggled to keep her breathing under some sort of control. Her body seemed alright, though it threatened to explode any second in a wet orgasm all over the bed. She struggled to get her voice back so she could cry out to be fucked, to be filled with the bigness of his hard strong cock. She panted and moaned as his impassioned sucking made her hotter and hotter.
She was ready to scream when he finally moved his face from her pussy. Her body was alive with desire and need. Every nerve was tingling and shivering with rapid sparks of soaring delight.
Hamilton Burns wasted no time in getting down to business… sexual business. He brought his long, cock to her immediately. One moment his suction was driving her crazy, the next his cock was gliding into her pussy.
"All right now, you little tease," he chuckled as he began to really fuck her, "here's that cock that you've been wanting so badly!"
"Ohhhhh," Sue Carson moaned, scarcely able to contain her own delight. The panting continued to shake her tits and torso. Her body kept up its wild throbbing, and her nerves still shot those mad sparks throughout her body. He kept increasing the friction along the passage of her glowing cunt until her body was shaking with a mounting orgasm.
"You feel it, don't you?" he taunted as he plunged rapidly into her pussy hole. "You feel that hot pecker going after your pussy. Well, it's going to get some, too. It's going to get that pussy and then spread cream all over it and all over your beautiful, sexy body!" His voice drifted off as his breathing turned to heaving pants and gasps.
Sue wrapped her legs around him and rode out his wild thrusts, like a woman riding a bucking stallion. She could feel her climax beginning to gather its force deep inside herself. The muscles in her cunt began to erupt in wild spasms that were growing more and more excited with every passing minute. She heard the splashing of her inner juices. She heard the slap of his balls against her ass.
She could feel his hands tearing at her soft tits. She felt the room explode about herself as her orgasm took over. It seemed to Sue that her orgasm literally possessed her. For a few rapturous moments she was nothing but a shimmering fire of emotions. She soared! Her body seemed to be glowing with a deep inner fire. Every movement of his cock, every touch of his hands on her tits gave her little shivers of passion.
"Uhhhh!" Hamilton panted as his cock unleashed the deep warmth of its charge. The semen exploded from his cock and gushed through her pussy as they writhed and twisted together. He thrust his prick into her wildly.
"What a piece of pussy you are!" the man could hear himself gasping as he screwed her. "What a delicious little fuck!" he could hear his secretary sighing in reply as she relaxed, warmed by the semen that filled her and the continued friction of his cock within the passage of her well-stated cunt. He tenderly caressed her body as she came down from her climax. It had been beautiful, it had been a truly memorable screw for both man and woman.
Sue Carson giggled suddenly when she realized that this man had just fucked her without getting undressed. His shirt was wrinkled and his pants hung down on his legs. "Thanks baby," she told the man as he rolled over and lay on his back. "Thanks. That was one hell of a juicy fuck. I can tell that you're a real pro. I can tell that you've had a lot of practice."
Hamilton Burns grinned to show his appreciation for the sexual compliment. "I'm glad you enjoyed it," he said to the voluptuous young woman who lay there beside him. "But, to tell you the absolute truth, I'm really not as big a swinger as you make me out to be. As a matter of fact, I haven't had any action at all since my wife died, six months ago. Until you came along, this big dick of mine was just going to waste."
The girl looked as though she didn't think she ought to believe it. "Come on, now," she protested, "I'm a woman. You can't lie to me. You mean you haven't had any pussy in six months? A guy like you, with those two lovely daughters of yours running around the house all the time?"
"My two daughters?" It actually took the man a few seconds to comprehend what Sue was talking about, and once he had done so he couldn't believe that she had said it. "You mean Daphne and Tricia? They're not ready for sex yet, believe me. They're much too young."
"Much too young? At their age? Hamilton, you have really got to be kidding." The saucy secretary was making absolutely no attempt whatsoever to hide her amusement. "They're sixteen and seventeen already! If you don't get them in bed soon they're going to wither on the vine."
Hamilton Burns still didn't look convinced. "Maybe you're right," he admitted at length, "but they're my own daughters. I really don't think that I could actually get off on fucking them."
Sue began to laugh even more loudly than before. "Maybe you couldn't," she managed to say between gasps of laughter, "but I sure as hell could. In fact, if one of them walked in here right now, I'd have her legs spread so fast she wouldn't know what hit her."
Burns couldn't believe that this woman whom he'd thought he'd known so well was actually saying this. "You mean to say that you'd actually have intercourse with a female? With a member of your own sex?"
Sue laughed again. "Sure, why not? A lot of chicks get off on it. Maybe men hesitate to get it on with each other, but it isn't the same with females. Besides, a woman can turn another woman on in ways that no man ever could."
"You may be right," he heard himself telling her. "But I still think it's a little early to get my daughters involved in anything that has to do with sex."
This time Sue laughed so hard that Hamilton thought she was going to have a heart attack. Finally she stopped laughing and looked at him. "You asshole," she said to him, "where are your daughters right now, this very minute?"
"They're at a slumber party that a friend of theirs is having." Hamilton Burns blushed as he spoke. "They didn't want to go, but I talked them into it because I…"
"… Because you wanted to have the house all to yourself tonight, so you could go to bed with me." The woman nodded to show that she understood, "Well, I'll bet you anything you like that those two little bitches are probably out right now hunting up some hot dick, unless of course they've already found it. Not only that, but if they can't find any cocks that suit their fancy then the chances are pretty good that they're getting it on with a dildo or a vibrator, or maybe even each other."
She was saying something else then, but Hamilton didn't hear it. He was too busy wondering about what Sue had already said. Were his daughters already finding out about the pleasures of sex? And was there any chance that he could help them share those pleasures? Hamilton Burns didn't know. He didn't know. But he sure as hell wasn't going to waste any time in finding out!
In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he thought about it, the more he seemed to like the prospect of going to bed with his own daughters. It was something that he had never tried before, but from what his sophisticated and sexually knowledgeable secretary had told him, it was an experience not to be missed. Hamilton Burns resolved silently to think about this more closely at the earliest possible convenience…



CHAPTER TWO


At the very moment that Hamilton Burns was meditating on the sexual potential of his two delightful young daughters, the objects of his thoughts were being kept rather busy indeed.
Daphne and Tricia Burns had been invited to a "slumber party", if you really wanted to call it that, at the home of their friend Patty Watson. Patty was well-known by all the kids in the neighborhood for being the roost sexually sophisticated. She'd been to bed with just about every boy in town, and she was thoroughly familiar with all the side trips, such as lesbianism and bondage and vibrators and enemas. Not only that, but her parents were notorious swingers, who never failed to smile benevolently upon anything their daughter did (in fact, more often than not they joined in). On this particular occasion, however, Patty's parents were off attending an orgy they'd been invited to, which meant that Patty and her guests were going to have the house all to themselves, to use in any way that they saw fit. When Daphne and Tricia arrived at her place for the slumber party, they had no idea what they were going to be doing all night. But they knew that it certainly wasn't going to be slumbering.
When the two girls walked in the door they found that most of the other chicks in the neighborhood were already there. But no guys, though. That certainly seemed odd, because even though both girls knew dozens of ways to have fun, each of those ways involved at least one boy, and preferably quite a few more than that.
"What's going on here?" Daphne Burns wanted to know, as soon as she and her sister had sized up the situation. "What happened to all the boys? Did their cocks fall off or something?" Blonde young Daphne was only sixteen, young and still fairly innocent, but it was easy to see that the girl was about to turn into a woman. "Hey, Patty, you didn't tell us that this was going to be an all-girl party."
Patty Watson, their genial hostess, and several of her voluptuous friends all seemed to think something extremely funny had been said. "The boys will be here soon enough," she promised the two new arrivals. "And I can promise you right now that they'll be well worth waiting for. But right now we've got a few other things planned that I think you'll both be interested in."
Tricia Burns, Daphne's older sister, made a face. "Oh my God, Daphne, don't tell me you're going to trot out that shitty old vibrator again. The last time I used that thing it nearly fell apart inside my cunt. No, Patty, if I'm gonna stick something between my legs then it fuckin' better be alive, that's all I can say." Red haired Tricia was already beginning to show the signs of maturity, of the casting-off of innocence and purity. Unlike her younger sister, Tricia had already turned to such grown-up pursuits as swearing, drinking, and smoking tobacco and pot. She hadn't gotten turned on to heavy drugs yet, but both sisters felt sure that it was only a matter of time. That seemed to be the main difference in the personalities of the two Burns girls: Daphne was basically simple and she liked her pleasures simple; plain ordinary sex with a minimum of kinkiness was enough to keep her happy indefinitely. Her seventeen-year-old sister Tricia was much more complex, though. Tricia loved sex, she liked it hard and she liked it heavy. But in Tricia's case sex wasn't nearly enough. She had to supplement it with generous helpings of just about every other kind of turn-on she could come up with. Tricia drew the line at, using broken-down vibrators, though, and she was now telling her friend Patty as much: "Damn it, girl, call up those boys and tell them to get their cocks over here pronto, because I'm in the mood for some sex and my sweet little pussy isn't going to wait too much longer."
"You'll get what you came for, all right," Patty Watson hastened to assure the older Burns girl. "But not in the way you planned. Not yet, anyway. We've been watching the way you get it on with some of the local guys, and you both do pretty good, but we figure we'd be doing you a favor if we turned you two on to a little side tripping. Daphne, Tricia, we think it's time that we turned you both on to some lesbian action!"
"Lesbian action? Are you for real?" Little Daphne was absolutely dumbfounded. "Hey, look, chicks, anything that turns you on is your business, and we wish you all the happiness in the world. But Tricia and I just don't want to get involved in it. Isn't that right, Trish?"
The older girl didn't answer for several seconds, and when she did there was an adventure some tone in her voice. "I don't know about that, Daph," she murmured. "Hell, it'll be a whole new kick and if we don't like it we can always give it up. But if you ask me it might turn out to be even better than getting screwed by a guy. At least this way we can't get pregnant."
"I can't get pregnant anyway," her sister replied. "I took my pill today." She giggled girlishly as a thought struck her. "Can you imagine the look on Daddy's face if he ever found out we were using contraceptives?" She giggled again. "I'll bet he thinks we're still virgins!"
"But you're not virgins and you never will be," the practical Patty pointed out. "The fact of the matter is that there are a half a dozen girls here who have been turning each other on all night and waiting for you two pussies to show up so that we can have some fun bringing you both out into lesbian action!"
Red haired Tricia shrugged casually. "Hell, Pat, I always said I'll try anything once if there's sex involved in it. I'm game if Daphne is, but I don't want to force her into doing anything she doesn't like." As the girl spoke she turned to her younger sister, "How about it, Daph? It could be fun and there's nothing to lose, since both our cherries went out the window a long time ago."
The younger blonde girl was on the verge of recoiling in horror. "Are you all sickles or something? I won't go to bed with my own sister; I think it's disgusting. Hey, I'd rather make it with my father, even though he's over thirty." As Daphne spoke she turned towards the door, giving the other girls an excellent view of her pert buttocks. "If some boys don't show up right this minute I'm going home."
"That's what you think," Patty Watson announced. "All the rest of us dig lezzy action and we think you ought to try it. So we're not letting either one of you out of this room until you fuck each other. And if you refuse that's okay too, because then we'll all line up and gang-bang you. So either way you have it coming."
Daphne was about to say something to call Patty Watson's bluff, but she saw the look of determination in the eyes of Patty and her friends, and she suddenly knew that they meant business… sexual business. "Well, Tricia," she remarked, turning towards her sister as she spoke, "I guess we might as well get it over with. What the heck, it might even turn out to be fun."
But Tricia Burns didn't answer. She was already busily engaged in taking off her clothes. Tricia had never gotten down with a member of her own sex before, and as she undressed she wondered why she hadn't thought of doing it sooner. Shit, she told herself, all the boys she knew seemed to get such a big kick out of screwing chicks, it was only right that she get a chance to find out what all the excitement was about. Hell, it might even turn out to be more fun than laying a guy. With every successive article of clothing that Tricia took off she could feel her internal desires for her younger sister getting hotter and hotter. She took off her flimsy panties and felt a delicious gust of warm summer air brushing against her pussy. Tricia closed her eyes dreamily and felt the juices beginning to stir and come to life inside the moist glistening honey-hole she had. She was naked now, and stood proud and erect before the envious glances of her friends. Tricia was one of the older girls in the neighborhood, and she was undoubtedly the possessor of the best body. Tricia knew about that, and made no attempts to hide it.
As soon as she had finished stripping she turned to face her sister Daphne. "Hurry up, damn you," she ordered. "We don't have all night. The boys will be showing up pretty soon and I'd like to get some good fucking in before they arrive."
Patty Watson giggled. "Don't worry, Trish, if you like fucking your little sister as much as I think you will you just might never get interested in boys ever again."
"We'll see about that," the red haired girl said between her teeth, Tricia knew that even if this lezzy kick turned out to be fun cocks would still be first and foremost in her mind. Lately, though, most of the boys her own age had been getting a little too immature for Tricia's more sophisticated sexual tastes. The girl told herself that if the guys didn't start shaping up their acts pretty damned soon she'd go out and find an older man to fuck. Somebody like her father, for instance.
Her father? What was Tricia thinking of? Did she actually want to make it with her own father? No, she told herself. No, of course not. It was ridiculous! Girls didn't do things like that, even in this age of sexual freedom and expression. Still…
By now Tricia's younger sister Daphne had finished undressing, and they were standing side by side, looking glorious in their nakedness. Patty Watson and the other girls all crowded around to get a better look at these two tempting young sex-kittens. "Damn," Patty swore, "you two look good enough to eat, almost. All right, now, chicks, we want you both to turn each other on right here and right now, and I'm betting that you're both gonna like it a whole lot."
At a signal from Patty Watson, all the girls began to spread out in a large ring, with the two Burns sisters in the center. Somehow or other it reminded Tricia of an ancient Roman arena, where all these people had come to watch two gladiators combat to the death. There was something extremely disturbing about the thought, but for some reason Tricia seemed to be getting off on it. She was intrigued at the prospect of making love to her own sister while these other chicks looked on.
Both girls were stark naked now, and as she looked at Daphne it suddenly occurred to Tricia Burns for the first time just how really sexy a little sister she had. Smooth unblemished white skin that stretched tautly across the firm thrusting breasts, a beautiful rounded ass that jutted out like some sort of obscene invitation to sexual mischief, and a pair of delicately sloping hips that arched downwards into the delicious cleft of that big juicy cunt. Looking at that cunt, the red haired girl could feel the juices flowing in her own tight pussy, and by now she was really getting off on the idea of fucking and sucking her own little sister.
Tricia took a step towards the blonde girl, and as she did so Patty and the other spectators stepped back to give them room, sensing that something very interesting was about to take place here. "Lie down, you little blonde bitch," Tricia could hear a voice saying, and she was startled to realize that the voice she was hearing was her own. "Lie down, Daphne, and spread those legs of yours. Because I want what you've got between them, and what I want I usually get."
Tricia saw that Daphne still looked a bit reluctant to get sucked into all this, but she knew that Daphne was a smart enough kid to understand that there was no way out at all except to go through with this. All the girls watched in mounting excitement as Daphne got down on the hard bare floor, her ass-cheeks pressed against it heavily, and waited for her older sister to take her.
Tricia was moving slowly, deliberately. She wanted to make the most of this, she wanted to savor every single moment of this glorious lesbian fuck. She wanted this to be a fuck that would last a lifetime.
Tricia allowed one of her arms to brush against the nude flesh of Daphne's arm and it sent a million sparks shooting through her groin. Then she began rubbing her hand lightly up and down her sister's back. "Ohhh!" Daphne moaned in encouragement. "That feels good, that feels damn good."
"I'm glad you like it," Tricia replied. She knew that she could make her sister feel a lot better than that, but how could she voice it, how could she put it into words? Both of these girls were dealing with something that was completely new, completely different, and there was absolutely no way that either one of them could even begin to describe it.
Slowly Tricia increased the pressure of her running fingers on the skin of her sister Daphne. By opening her eyes and staring at her handiwork, she could see the little goose-bumps appearing on Daphne's flesh, and she knew that the touch of her hands was doing something to this blonde girl that was like nothing she had ever dreamed of experiencing before now. Then Tricia flattened her hand out and began to bring her stiffened palm down savagely, almost viciously, all up and down the length of Daphne's firm white back.
"Oh, baby!" Daphne cried out in disbelief. "That feels great!" A moment ago Daphne hadn't been too crazy about the idea of getting it on with her sister, but now that she'd had time to discover just how pleasurable it could really be she didn't think that she could get enough of it. She wanted her sister to fuck her now and to really fuck her good.
And Tricia was getting even hotter than her sister was. She got up from her prone position on the hard bare floor and sat astride the passive Daphne. Then she raised both her hands and began to massage the girl's chest.
This was the true test, and Tricia certainly knew it. Many a time in the past she had started a sex scene with a guy just from a simple back rub. Now the girl wanted to see if she could make her own sister get off in the same way. It was certainly worth a try just to find out what would happen.
Daphne was lying passively now, face downwards, her delicious buttocks thrusting up towards the ceiling in a most appealing way. Tricia was straddling her now as a woman might ride a horse, and as she rubbed the girl's back Tricia could feel her own clitoris beginning to slide up and down on Daphne's juicy rump and this made her cunt begin to get wet all over again. She smiled as the thought occurred to her that there was no way in the world that Daphne couldn't feel the wet twat resting on her beautiful fat ass.
"I love it!" Daphne exclaimed, and Tricia couldn't help wondering just what it was that her sister loved so much: was it the backrub or Tricia's wet cunt rubbing against her ass like that? Knowing Daphne, it was probably both.
Up and down Tricia pressed her hands, squeezing the excess flesh in her fingers and kneading the entire mass of it expertly in her hands. Then she reached underneath the blonde girl's arched back and grabbed onto both of her tits.
As soon as Tricia felt her fingers close around those big full boobs she almost came right then and there, but she managed to control herself. After all, if she was going to get Daphne aroused, then Tricia deserved to think that she would be getting her own rocks off from Daphne's own efforts as well.
Now that she was openly squeezing Daphne's tittles there was no way in hell that either one of the two girls could pretend that they weren't getting off on this. Their friends, Patty and the other chicks, saw what was happening and looked on approvingly.
Tricia had grown even more bold by this time. She let her hands slide down and away from Daphne's tits so that they went across the girl's taut flat stomach and brushed the very edge of her scraggly little bush.
Daphne could feel her sister's probing fingers trying to get at her cuntal region, and so she obediently rolled over onto her back so that Tricia would have easier access to the portion of the anatomy that she seemed to be so interested in.
Tricia's heart practically burst open with sheer sexual happiness. She had no idea that sex could be anything like this! She fondled the little blonde girl's pubic hair, sticking her fingers deftly far into the cunt and then bringing them all the way out again, over and over and over.
Her fingers were glistening with Daphne's sticky hot juices, and in full view of everybody Tricia stuck her hand in her mouth and began to suck it, licking the juices off with her tongue and letting them roll deliciously down her throat. She heard several gasps of admiration from some of the other girls, and the sounds made Tricia get even hornier. She suddenly realized that she was getting off in two different ways at the same time: she was getting off on having sex with her little sister, and at the same time she was getting off on having all these other girls watch.
Daphne was lying down face upwards, looking on with interest as Tricia's hand went into the cunt again and came out with another heaping portion of sticky pussy-juice, and she smiled when Tricia began to lick the stuff. "How do I taste?" the blonde girl wanted to know, feeling the erotic excitement beginning to mount within herself as she spoke. "How do I taste, Tricia, huh?"
For an answer the red haired girl bent downwards and covered Daphne's mouth with a kiss. Their tongues intertwined, and Daphne could feel some of her own twat-sauce dripping off of Tricia's tongue and onto her own. It dawned on her that she was eating out her own cunt and tonguing her sister at the exact same time. Not many chicks had ever done anything like that before. Daphne felt Tricia's tongue probing between her teeth and seeking out her own tongue, her own organ of oral satisfaction. She gave it gladly.
Daphne brought her arms up and around her older sister, bringing the girl so close to her that their breasts were flattened against each other's chests. Tricia sighed with contentment and building passion. She was still kissing Daphne, but now she began to fondle the blonde girl's tits and cunt at the same time for a truly pleasurable sex scene.
Daphne liked it. She spread her legs far apart on the bare floor so that the rays of light and Tricia's fingers entered easily.
Tricia bent her head and began to suck and lick Daphne's right tit. And then Daphne coaxed the other girl's red haired head down onto the left one. Slowly Tricia sucked those tits, so that bit by bit she could feel the soft brown nipples turn into hard red points of sexual passion, thrusting up towards the heavens like Egyptian pyramids.
Passion and lust raged through Tricia's seventeen-year-old body. She wanted to fuck and suck this girl forever. She had never tasted anything so utterly delicious in her entire life until now. And now that she finally had some of it, Tricia was determined to make the absolute most of it.
Now she was brining her head lower, leaving Daphne's tits far behind in the process. What she wanted to do right now more than anything else in the world was stick her hot tongue all the way down into her own sister's big juicy little cunt.
She wondered inwardly if Daphne had been telling the truth, if she had never really been to bed with a girl before in her life. Daphne certainly seemed to be enjoying this, which wasn't like her because she was always a little bit uncomfortable about trying new things, even if those new things were sexual ones.
She was passing her tongue over Daphne's stomach now, bringing her tongue in long, swooping licks past the gentle swell of the abdomen in favor of the blonde girl's gleaming hairy patch below.
As Tricia began to zero in on that big beautiful pussy she scooted her body downwards so that she could position herself between her sister's thighs with greater ease and comfort. She had found from past sexual experience with boys her own age and older that the trick with good sex was to find a good position, a comfortable position, and then to get into it and stay there until you were through. Because otherwise you might get halfway into a fuck and find your foot had gone to sleep or something, and that was just about the biggest bummer that anybody could ever expect to have.
Pushing the younger girl's thighs back so that her cunt was in easy reach of Tricia's hot and hungry mouth, the red haired girl began a long lick out process that she knew would eventually have to bring Daphne into a raging sexual climax.
Tricia's mind was racing as she ate her sister out. She was receiving all kinds of indescribably pleasurable output and she only hoped that she was giving just as much pleasure to her sister.
Although Tricia was an old hand at sexual matters, up until now she had never gotten down with a chick, and she hoped that she was doing everything right. The fact that there were so many other girls hanging around and watching, girls who really did know lesbian sex inside out and backwards, made it all the more important that she get this thing done right. But so far it had felt all right and Daphne seemed to be enjoying it too, so Tricia wasn't exactly worried yet.
Tricia dug her slavering tongue into the wet slit that was Daphne's crotch and began to lick out that juicy blonde cunt as though she were a dog gone mad. Certainly by this time there was something extremely animalistic, extremely bestial about what they were doing at this point. By this time the two sisters were no longer thinking, reasoning human beings. They were mindless creatures who understood one thing and one thing only: sex!
Daphne groaned and writhed with pleasure. She had never thought of having sex with a chick before, and certainly not with her own big sister. The thought had just never entered her head. Daphne was still young and still reasonably innocent, and up until now it had always seemed to her that having sex with her sister would be about as unlikely as, well, as unlikely as having sex with her father! But here she was, all right, getting eaten out by Tricia and enjoying it more than she had ever enjoyed anything!
"Faster!" she urged her sister, tweaking the red haired girl's ears a bit as she held the slurping head between her hands. Tricia grinned to herself and bent willingly and obediently to carry out the task.
Tricia was hot by now, and she was getting hotter and hornier with every passing second. It really felt good to be eating out Daphne's cunt, and Daphne certainly seemed to be enjoying it. Tricia found herself wondering by now what it would be like to have Daphne eat her out. It was only fair, after all. She wondered what it would be like, she wondered how it would feel. Suddenly Tricia knew that the tiling she wanted most of all was to swing her beautiful teenaged body around so that her mushy cunt was squat in Daphne's face. But somehow she was afraid to ask her sister to eat her out just yet. She felt a sort of protectiveness towards her younger sister, sensing that this was really something that she shouldn't be getting Daphne involved in. As if it weren't too late for either one of them to turn back now!
Yes, Tricia told herself, it was too late to turn back. So they might as well keep going on ahead, and while they were at it they might as well enjoy it. Just thinking about that somehow gave a whole new impetus to Tricia's tonguing action and she began to take big gulping sucks, adding them to the huge loving licks that she was already administering to Daphne's cunt hole. The action was so heavy by now that there was no way out of it at all except to come.
And then they both did come, sending big greasy gobs of their hot inner pussy-sauce shooting out from their tight cunts and down to cascade over each other's thighs and pelvises. It was good, it was very good! The two girls lay there in helpless satisfaction, laughing happily and rolling about in the moist liquid that had come from their two beautiful young pussies.
"Oh, God!" Tricia moaned. "That was good! That was fucking wonderful!" And then she was pitching over backwards into a delicious heap of sexual satisfaction. The next to the last thing that happened before she collapsed from excitement was she could hear the applause and congratulations of Patty Watson and the other girls ringing in her ears.
And the very last thing that happened before she conked out was that she was thinking that she and Daphne would have to start doing this kind of thing more often. A whole lot more often.
And then Tricia went to sleep.
Daphne, meanwhile, had managed to muster up a few fragments of stamina, and was now busily engaged in staggering madly about the room, still stark naked. She could dimly make out the applause and the shouts of approval from Patty and the other girls, and she tried to acknowledge their comments and praise by nodding and waving modestly. She could hear the girls saying things like: "God, she's better than I thought," and "I'd like to be the next one to go down on her." Daphne felt herself wondering what it would be like to lezzy-fuck a few of these saucy young girls, and she told herself that it would certainly be worth her while, to take the time to find out.
And then she collapsed!



CHAPTER THREE


As things turned out, Daphne wasn't any more able to cope with all the excitement of this new kind of sex than her sister Tricia was. By this time they were both sprawled out on the floor, stark naked and snoring blissfully.
Patty Watson and the other girls looked on in admiration that was mingled with envy. All of them had been into lesbian action for quite some time now, but now along had come two total amateurs who had gone down on each other like a couple of old pros! It just didn't seem right to them somehow.
Patty swore silently to herself under her breath. "Damnation," she hissed. "It happens every time. When we first started fucking boys, Daphne and Tricia were better at it than the rest of us. Then when we got into dildos and vibrators, these two I bitches always managed to get off on them better than anybody else around here. And now we make them fuck each other, we make them get into I lesbian sex for the first time, and they turn out to be even better at it than we are. It just doesn't seem fair somehow. It just doesn't seem fair! We've got to figure out a way to get things back into their proper perspective."
Patty looked down sullenly at the two naked Burns sisters, blissfully slumbering. It suddenly occurred to her that she was jealous of these two little bitches. They were about the same age as Patty herself was, and about as good-looking as she was, but somehow both Tricia and Daphne had managed to have much more interesting, much more satisfying sex lives. And Patty didn't like that. She suddenly realized that she wanted to do something to these two pussies that would hurt them good.
The only question, though, was: what? What could she do? And then the answer came to her almost immediately tell the girls' father. Patty had met Hamilton Burns, and he looked to her like an extremely strict, straight-laced person. Most of the men Patty knew would have gone on a wild fucking spree if their wives had dropped dead suddenly, but Hamilton Burns had been a widower for several months now and as far as Patty knew he hadn't been getting any pussy at all. That would mean, then, that he was the kind of ultraconservative weirdo who frowned upon any kind of sex that wasn't between man and wife. Patty's sadistic little mind glowered maliciously as she began to conceive of the fun that everyone would have if Mister Burns were to find out that his two darling little innocent virgin daughters had been fucking and sucking every boy in town – and each other – for quite some time now.
Patty Watson started to laugh. This was good. Oh, this was so good she just couldn't keep it to herself. Giggling uncontrollably, Patty beckoned to one of her more trustworthy friends, a pert young fifteen-year-old named Laura Douglas. "Hey, Laura," she called out, "Come 'ere a sec."
The younger girl stepped forward eagerly, sensing by the look on her fun loving friend's face that something was afoot. "What do you want?" she asked Patty.
"Shhh, not so loud, or you'll wake the two Cherry Sisters there," Patty whispered. "Listen, Laura, I think it would be a great idea if just for the hell of it we were to let Mr. Burns, their father, sort of accidentally find out what his two daughters are doing. Accidentally on purpose, that is, if you dig what I mean."
Laura nodded to show that she understood. "I dig it. But how will we pull it off?"
"Well, that's where you come in, sweetie. This is my party and my house and I can't leave because everybody would get suspicious, especially since the boys haven't shown up yet. It's well known that I have, a, well shall we say, a fondness for the male sex!" She saw that her younger friend understood and continued. "Now, in a few minutes all the boys I invited are going to show up, just achin' to get their cocks into some sweet little pussy. As soon as they arrive. I'll wake up Irish and Daphne and I'll see to it that they match themselves up with the two biggest studs in the room. Then, as soon as the action starts to get really hot and heavy, with lots of fucking and sucking, I'll have you slip out and run over to their father's house."
"And then what?" Laura prompted, more and more excited as bigger and bigger sections of the scheme began to unfold before her eyes.
"And then it's very simple," Patty finished quickly. "You go dig up their old man and get really excited. Tell him you were at the slumber party at my house and Daphne and Tricia got into an accident or something and they've been hurt real bad. Tell him anything you like, but just get him over here double quick."
The younger girl nodded again. "And then what do we do?" she wanted to know.
"Don't you see?" Patty gloated. "That square old establishment father of theirs walks in here and sees his two innocent little daughters fucking and sucking to beat the band." Patty laughed again at the mere thought of it. "Shit, the sparks would be flying from here to China."
"I'm willing to go along with that," her friend Laura told her, "but, after all, this is your house, Patty, and it's your party. You'll be getting yourself into a lot of shit when your folks find out that you were staging an orgy over here."
Patty Watson laughed. "Shit, my parents are so fuckin' sexually liberated they wouldn't give a damn what I did. They might get a little mad, though, that I had put on an orgy and not invited them. But that's got nothing to do with it. The fact is that I wanna teach these two smug little pussies the lesson of their lives, and I'm askin' you to help me."
Laura nodded eagerly. "Well, you can sure as hell count me in," she assured her friend Patty. "When do we start?"
"First we have to wait for the boys to show up so we can get some fucking and sucking started," Patty replied. She heard a noise outside and looked up. "And something tells me that they're on their way right now."
And Patty was right. For at that very moment the door was opening and seven or eight boys their own age came running into the room. It was perfectly obvious from the adventuresome look on every single boy's face that they had come here for the purpose of obtaining some sexual pleasure… and that they expected to find it.
"Hi, boys, come on in," Patty called out eagerly. She was especially pleased to notice that two boys in particular, by the names of Robert and Al, had shown up. Of all the guys in the neighborhood, these two had the biggest reputation for being studs, and Patty had been looking forward to getting together with them for most of the day.
"Hey, you two dipshits, wake up," called out Patty's friend Laura, stretching out one foot to kick the still-sleeping figures of Daphne and Tricia. "Get up, you two. The cocks are here, and if you don't grab a couple while you can they'll all be gone."
"Huh? What?" Still slightly dazed from the effects of their first lesbian scene, Daphne was only half-awake, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes with one fist. Tricia, on the other hand, was wide awake at the mere mention of the word "boys", and now she was glancing hungrily at the pieces of male flesh that stood before her, paying particular attention to the slowly tightening bulges in the crotches of the young boys' pants.
Tricia saw that Robert and Al were there, and she knew from past experience that these were the two guys that all of the girls were so eager to get into bed with. She groaned inwardly at the thought of it. "I bet I know what happens now," she ventured to say. "Instead of getting down to some serious fucking and sucking we waste the next fifteen or twenty minutes fighting over which of us gets who. Then we all get into a fight, we all go home mad at each other, and nobody gets a chance to fuck anybody. It happens all the time with us."
Patty grinned pleasurably at the thought of what was going to happen if her little scheme went off according to plan. "Au contraire, Trish," she informed the red haired girl. "As it happens, while you and your sister were asleep the rest of us already paired off and there's two boys left, one for each of you. One of you gets Al and the other one can have Robert."
Tricia was nobody's fool. She knew that these two boys were by far the two most in demand amongst the girls, and if they really hadn't been snapped up already then something damned odd was going on around here. She pointed out as much to her friend Patty.
"It's really very simple," Patty hastened to explain. "All of us have been trying for so long to lay Robert and Al that we're kind of bored with them and thought we ought to try out a couple of other guys for a change. So we left them for you two."
It still seemed to the red haired Burns girl that there was something fishy going on, especially by the way her friend Patty was grinning like an idiot. But what could it possibly be? Besides, she asked herself, if the other girls had agreed to let her and Daphne have the two choicest cocks available, why should she complain about it?
The room was filled with sex-happy teenagers now of both sexes, and they were starting to pair off into love-teams. Several of the girls in the room, who were familiar with the track records of both Al and Robert, tried to get something going with either one of those guys or both, but Patty Watson quickly stepped forward and stopped them. "I'm saving these two for something special," she informed her friends. "You wait and see, it'll be very interesting. Pick some other guy to start fucking and sucking with and trust me on this."
The other girls nodded, not wishing to start any arguments with Patty, because it was her house and she tended to start yelling at people if she didn't get her way with them. So they hastily changed their plans, but not without casting envious glances in the direction of the two half-weekend Burns sisters and wondering just what fate the diabolical Patty Watson had in store for them.
Patty could feel somebody touching her naked arm, and she turned to find herself looking at her friend Laura Douglas. "The boys are here now, just like you said, Patty," the second girl pointed out. "Should I go over to the Burns house now, or what? I can't wait to get this over with, it's going to be very interesting, I know."
"Don't go over there just yet," Patty commanded. "First we've got to give these two little bitches here some time to really get something going with these guys. That way when their father shows up he'll know that they weren't exactly playing Scrabble all night."
Laura nodded to show she understood, and then burst out laughing from the thought of what was going to happen. There had been so many all-night orgies going on lately that it was beginning to get boring. They needed something else to make things a bit more exciting, to liven thins up a little, and it I seemed to her that a nice little, sexual scandal ought to fill the bill quite nicely…
Daphne was fully awake now, and she was standing beside her older, sister. Together they stood examining these two boys just as closely as the boys were examining them.
At first glance Al was the more appealing choice of the two. He had a bronzed, muscular body that tended to turn on the chicks on sight. Not only that, but dangling between his legs was one of the most delicious-looking phallic organs that young Daphne had ever encountered, which in her case was saying a lot. The big drawback with Al, though, was that even though he had such fantastic equipment he didn't really know the right way to use it. To his mind was still largely a brutal affair, a matter of grasping and gasping and ramming his meat forcibly into some chick until he threatened to tear her apart. Until Al learned the proper way to use his otherwise excellent equipment, any girl he had sex with would find it a very painful affair indeed.
Robert, on the other hand, was not a particularly well-developed specimen of masculinity, and at first glance his cock looked like some sort of a practical joke. If looks were the way to judge a man's sexual performance, then Robert was an absolute dud.
As it happened, though, even though Robert didn't have very much in the equipment department he sure as hell knew what to do with it and how to use it. Because of all the boys that Daphne had ever gotten down with, Robert was by far the most well-versed in all forms of sexual pleasure. He knew every kind of sex game ever invented and he knew ways to turn on a chick that most guys had never even dreamed could be possible. Unfortunately, though, his equipment was so shoddy that even he couldn't do a fantastic amount with it.
Robert and Al were both coming forward now, and each of them was gazing hungrily at both of the two Burns sisters. It was clear to Daphne that the guys were having just as much trouble trying to decide between her and Tricia as she was trying to decide between the two of them. For the first time she found herself wondering how the boys that she went to bed with tended to rate her.
At the very last moment, however, Tricia, with her typical determination, took the whole matter into her own hands. Pushing past her younger sister she stepped up to Al and reached out with one sex-starved hand to grip his squirming cock and give it a good hard squeeze. "Come on, Al baby," Daphne could hear her sister saying, "whip it out and let me get at it, because I'm gettin' hotter and hornier by the minute."
A moment later the older girl and her muscular companion were heading off towards a far comer of the room. Daphne watched them go, and then a moment later she was being confronted by the other boy, Robert. "Well, baby," he murmured with a libidinous grin, "it looks like it's just you and me here. What say we get a little something on, huh?"
Robert wanted this woman. He wanted to have sex with her. But there was much more to it than that. He didn't want to merely fuck her. He wanted to make love to her. He wanted her to want him just as badly as he wanted her, and even then some.
Robert knew all about arousing women. He knew just what made them tick and just what turned them on. He had been gathering research on the subject for years and honing his skills through constant practice and discipline. In a way he was overcompensating for the fact that he had so little going for him physically. He was ready for this girl Daphne, and he wanted it to provide as much pleasure for both of them as would be humanly possible.
He began to caress her slowly and teasingly, running his hands so large and rough-looking against her own flesh, up and down her body and from side to lovely side. And as he did so Daphne looked down at him and smiled. She knew that this was going to be an extremely enjoyable fuck for both of them, and she was certainly looking forward to it.
Robert peered down at her fresh upturned face and gave a strangled cry. "God, how I've wanted this!" And then he was bringing his mouth down on top of hers so that he covered it completely, practically smothering her in the process.
Daphne felt his tongue pushing with such great urgency inside her mouth and she tongued him right back. The delicious sensation brought a fresh stream of cunt-juice welling up within her anatomy, and she shivered from the sheer delight of it. Daphne gave a sigh of pleasure and lay down.
"Fuck me," she murmured, spreading her legs. She was more relaxed now and waited to see what he was going to do next. She closed her eyes, and in the self-imposed darkness she could feel his nose pressing into her face and the way that his heavy, mannish breath practically burned its way into her flesh.
She slid her arms and hands up and down on his back, slipping them under his shirt so that she could feel the bare skin beneath. She felt Robert giving a wriggle of pleasure from the experience. "That's my little girl," he whispered gently. "Now you've really got the idea, honey!"
By this time he had his hands underneath Daphne's body and was squeezing her ripe delicious ass-cheeks as though they were luscious young honeydew melons. He started almost in disbelief at the way her tits jutted almost straight out from her body and the way that the twin pink tips were so hard and perky. He began to suck on one softly while squeezing the other with his hot horny hands.
Daphne threw her head back and closed her eyes. This really felt good! And then Robert was switching to the other tit, rolling his tongue around on it, sucking and biting it ever so gently. Then his head went lower. He was licking her belly now, while spreading her legs until they were far apart, almost at right angles in fact. At this point Daphne felt a little funny. What was the guy going to do with her now? Just about the only thing predictable about Robert was that he was completely unpredictable. She'd been to bed with him before and he'd pulled some pretty wild stunts. Daphne had no idea what this guy was trying to do now, but she hoped that she was going to like it.
Robert continued on his downward trek and now had his tongue between the glistening pink lips of her little-girl cunt. Daphne fell backwards onto the floor now, groaning with delight. She would never have dreamed in her wildest fantasies that something could feel so good.
Her lover was licking and lapping away on her box like mad by this time, pushing the outer folds of the skin aside with his hot pink tongue in a determined effort to get as far into her cunt as he possibly could. "I want your pussy," he crooned softly. "I want your sweet little cunt. And you're gonna give it to me, baby. You're gonna give it to me right here and right now. So spread those fuckin' legs before I rip them off your body."
Round and round his tongue went, in and out and through the bush. Up and down, side to side, picking up more speed with every second that elapsed. Daphne thought that she was in heaven, this felt so good. Her hips began moving up and down in rhythm with Robert's lickings, and they were making a kind of erotic music together… the sweetest music on earth.
Daphne felt her body undergoing some strange kind of a change. At first she thought that it was going to be just another run-of-the-mill orgasm, but then she knew instinctively that this was going to be far more than that. She was aware of an indefinable tingling sensation in her toes and the tips of her breasts at the same time, and she had no idea at all of what was going to happen to her next. But she could hardly wait!
The two sensations seemed to Daphne to be racing through her body towards her cunt, and she supposed that that was where they would eventually meet. It would be extremely interesting to find out what it would feel like when that happened, and the anticipation of the thought made her start humping even more feverishly than before.
Up until this moment Robert had been merely tonguing the very entrance to Daphne's cunt, just the labia. But now, without any further ado, without pausing to waste a single precious second, the boy jammed his thrusting organ far up into her hot juicy little love-hole.
Daphne gasped from the sudden shock of the thrust, and then she found herself letting out a long soft moan of approval, gasping with delight from the sheer passionate pleasure of it all. She could feel him licking and slurping at the steady flow of pussy-juice as it gushed out of her body, seeming to relish the delicious taste and the savory smell on his sex – hungry young lips.
Daphne started thrusting her hips forwards and backwards now, shoving her hot juicy cunt right down into his face, compelling him to lick her clean, forcing him to eat her out. Not that she had to force him, though. And he never really could have licked her dry, not by any stretch of the imagination. Because as fast as he gulped down the flowing juices, drying off the opening to her pubic orifice, more and more of the hot salty liquid would come gushing out from her opened and rapidly draining snatch, and then he would have to start it all over again. It was damned hard work, but luckily Robert was the sort of fellow who took delight in his work. Especially when the task was as I delightful as this one proved to be.
Eagerly he kept lapping away at Daphne's box. He parted her gleaming cunt lips with his extremely talented tongue, forcing them aside and tickling her stiff little clitoris until it seemed to Daphne that she was going to explode from the force of all that pent-up passion building to a climax inside of herself.
Actually, by this time Robert was getting her so fucking hot that she felt absolutely certain she was going to come right then and right there if he didn't stop licking away at the understandably sensitive vestibule to her erotic sensations. But Daphne knew that she had to control herself, to make this beautiful gorgeous fuck keep on going for as long as possible. The whole affair would be ever so much more stimulating that way; and ever so much more thoroughly satisfying. Robert's tongue was by this time forcing its way deeper and deeper still far down into Daphne's open and still profusely dribbling pussy-hole. The girl put her head back and moaned quite, loudly, forgetting the fact that there were other boys and girls all around the room who might hear her.
But then she realized that she didn't care if they did hear her. As a matter of fact, now she thought of it, she wanted them to hear her. She wanted to share this wonderful beautiful fuck with the whole wide world.
In and out of her hole went the grinning boy's tongue, and each stroke brought the girl just that much closer to what she had come here for in the first place: that beautiful thing known as an orgasm. She was beginning to think that she wasn't going to ever be able to stop her flow of pussy-juice, that it was just going to keep on gushing out of her forever and ever. By this time Daphne was getting a little bit frightened, something that had never happened to her in a sex act before. She was getting a little too hot, a little too excited for her own good, and she knew that that was a dangerous sign.
Just when she thought that she was going to have to scream out, to stop him from completing the passionate powerful thrusting of his tongue into her snatch, he pulled his saliva-coated muscle out of her hole and stood up quickly.
"Suck me!" he shouted suddenly, so abruptly that it took Daphne completely by surprise. It was not a request, it was an order: she had been commanded to go down on his dong. Daphne knew that she did not have to obey this guy, of course; it would be a very simple matter to just get up and walk away. But she wanted to carry out the order somehow. She really wanted to suck this guy off, to give it to him French-style as he had done to her. After all, that was what sexual equality was truly all about.
Without further ado, without even a single word of protest, Daphne meekly obeyed. Slowly she rose to her knees, her eyes fastened hungrily upon the fly of Robert's trousers, the fly that he was now slowly undoing with one shaking hand. It took him a little while to whip it out, because he was so excited, but after a while he got hold of the thing and was dragging it out forcibly. And once it was out, Daphne was delighted to see that it was larger and harder than she had been led to expect, and certainly much more beautiful. The veins could be seen clearly, protruding from the sides of the thin-skinned organ, and a sure sign that Robert was well on the way to having an orgasm of his own. Daphne had been fucking for so long now with so many different kinds of boys that she could read cocks the way that some people read faces.
The blonde girl gazed at the organ as thoughts of pure sexual lust flashed into existence within her brain. There was a single gleaming drop of liquid at the very tip of the hot red cock-tip, and somehow or other this served to make the entire organ look deliciously kinky to the girl. She couldn't wait to get her greedy little mouth wrapped around that thing.
She paused for a moment to gather her breath, like a carnival acrobat about to begin a routine. And then with one mighty plunge Daphne sunk her hot wet lips all the way down upon the quivering, pulsating cock shaft.
She choked violently as Robert, no longer able to control himself, started ramming his cock in and out of her mouth with driving passion. He shoved it further and further into her all the time, and Daphne sucked on the thing as best as she could, although this was rapidly becoming harder and harder for her to do.
"Oh, baby," she managed to moan out through a morsel of the hot man-meat, "Let me go down on it farther. Let me go down on it all the way. Let me…"
Daphne never finished. For a moment later there was a crashing sound and the door to the room swung open with a bang. The blonde girl looked up and then let out a high-pitched shriek of horror. For she was looking directly into the angry eyes of her father!



CHAPTER FOUR


For what seemed like hours there was absolutely no movement in the room. Nobody spoke, nobody moved, nobody dared even breathe. It seemed to Daphne that the only thing that existed in the universe was her father's angry face, glowering at her from the stairs at the other end of the room.
Finally her father spoke. "Come here, you two sluts," he hissed, spitting out the words between his teeth. The use of the plural word, "sluts" as opposed to "slut", reminded Daphne that her sister Tricia was here too. She shot a glance in her sister's direction without turning her head or twitching a muscle, and was relieved to see that Tricia had been caught in an even more compromising position with Al than she herself was with Robert. That meant that her father would probably be angrier at Tricia. Daphne was no anxious to see her sister get into trouble, but she was a practical child, and she knew that if she had to choose between herself getting in trouble or her sister, the choice was an obvious one.
It seemed as though a year had gone by before Hamilton Burns was striding into the room, pushing his way through the motionless bodies towards where his two daughters lay with their lovers, literally caught in the act. "I told you to come here," he said to them quietly, and in a way that made Daphne's blood run cold within her veins, "and that means that you're supposed to come here!"
The last word was almost a shout, and before Daphne knew what was happening she was being grasped savagely by the tits and being painfully jerked to her feet. Robert's dangling cock popped out of her mouth as she was hoisted to her feet. "Damn it, you little bitch," she could hear her father saying, "Show some respect for me when I'm talking to you and stand up." He gave one of the girl's breasts an angry twist as he spoke and Daphne involuntarily gave a yowl of pain.
He slapped her hard. "Shut up, bitch!" he bellowed at her. "You whore! You slut! Giving your body away to these half-witted schoolboys like that. You come home with me right now and take the punishment that you so richly deserve!"
While Hamilton Burns was occupied with his younger daughter, his older daughter was trying to beat a hasty retreat. Tricia was slowly rising to a standing position and tiptoeing towards the door that led out of here. At the very last moment, however, her father saw her trying to get away. "Hold it right there, you slut!" he commanded, pushing Daphne back down to the floor in his frantic haste to get to his other daughter. "You're not going any place!" And then he had one hand wrapped around Tricia's forearm in an ironlike grip, while with the other hand he was slapping her viciously, and then backhanding her. Then, with a final grunt of paternal anger, he pushed the red haired girl back down onto the floor beside her sobbing sister.
Out of the comer of one eye Tricia managed to make out the figure of Patty Watson, busily engaged in trying to hide behind several of the other orgy participants. There was a look of smugness, of malicious self-satisfaction on Patty's face that instantly told Tricia that it was no coincidence her father had burst into the room like this; somehow or other he had been tipped off, and Tricia did not need any ESP to be able to figure out who had done it. That little bitch, Tricia thought to herself furiously, that little ass-bastard bitch. I'm going to get her for this if it's the last thing I ever do. I'm going to make that little pussy bastard sorry that she ever came anywhere near me. But then Tricia had more important things to think about than revenge, for a moment later her father was yanking her to her feet and then pushing her towards the door.
"Get your clothes on," he ordered both his daughters in a low-pitched rasping tone, "and then you're bath coming home with me. I'm just glad your mother didn't live to see this. If she were alive she'd drop dead from the shock of it. There is NO excuse for this, I hope you both realize. No excuse whatsoever. Now put your clothes on and be quick about it." And then there was nothing that either of the girls could do except to dress, silently and shamefacedly. They could feel the eyes of then friends upon their naked bodies, and it was the most humiliating experience that either girl had ever gone through.
What Tricia and Daphne did not suspect, however, was that this was all part of a plan that their father had devised: a plan to get them both into bed with him. After talking to Sue Carson, Hamilton was willing to believe that his two daughters were indeed ready for sex. And seeing what they had been doing here in Patty's house was the undeniable proof. Knowing all this, Hamilton Burns was now in the throes of an uncontrollable desire to take his two little girls home and really give them the fucking of their lives.
It wasn't quite that simple, though. He knew that he was middle-aged, not nearly as physically appealing as these teenaged boys were. Hamilton Burns was intelligent enough to realize that if he were to merely ask his girls to ball him, or even demand it, they would laugh in his face. That was why he was humiliating them publicly like this, slapping them and threatening them with even greater forms of punishment. The two girls would be so terrified and ashamed that they would be willing to do anything at all, literally anything, if only Daddy would forgive them. And of course, that would be when he would move in for the kill. It was painful for Hamilton to have to strike his daughters like that, especially in public, but he knew that he would really have to pour the tyranny on if he expected to scare them into balling him.
Quaking with fear, Daphne and Tricia managed to dress themselves as best they could. By this time Daphne was crying, and hot tears of pain were cascading down her girlish face. Tricia, on the other hand, could think of one thing and one thing only, and that was revenge. She swore to herself that she would get some of her own back from Patty Watson if it took twenty years. She'd make that little bitch pay for this no matter what.
Finally both the Burns girls were dressed, and they stood submissively before their angry father, knowing that the worst was literally yet to come. They didn't know exactly what was about to happen to them, but they knew that whatever it was it was going to be something extremely painful. This was just what their father had planned: to overwhelm the two young sex-kittens with such a strong sense of guilt and shame that they would do anything he told, them to do. Including going to bed with him.
He had gotten the idea from Sue Carson, his sex-happy secretary. She had been talking to him and had finally made him realize that his daughters were ready to make their first venture into the world of sex. And also that they should take that first erotic voyage with the one male whom they could trust above all others: their father. Hamilton Burns had been a little skeptical of this at first, but now he had to admit that Sue had been right all along.
And a few minutes later the doorbell was ringing and Laura Douglas was standing there, the girl that had just left the orgy over at Patty Watson's house. She had gasped out a frightened tale about how Hamilton's daughters Daphne and Tricia had both gotten hurt, and in surprise their father had run back with her to the scene of the orgy… to discover that his two little girls were not hurt at all, but rather in the midst of some extremely heavy fucking and sucking.
So now Hamilton knew that his daughters were indeed ready for sex. In fact, they'd been having sex on the sly all along and he hadn't found out about it. Just the thought of that long line of grinning boys stuffing their cocks into his two girls made Hamilton seethe with anger. He wanted to protect Daphne and Tricia from boys like that.
And he also wanted to save their pussies for himself. He realized now that it was his two daughters that he wanted to fuck. Grown women like his secretary Sue Carson could be a lot of fun in bed if they knew what they were doing, but a little careful soul-searching told Burns that what he really hungered for was some nice juicy teenage twat. He wanted it and he was determined to get it. And his two daughters were the ones who were going to give it to him.
Hamilton Burns realized now that this was what he had been searching for ever since his wife had died, and even before that: sex with his two luscious daughters. There had been a hole in his life, an unfulfilled emptiness, and up until this very moment he had not known what it was that he would need to fill it. But now he knew. And from now on things were going to be very, very different!
Hamilton Burns was an intelligent man, smart enough to be aware of the fact that what he was planning to do with his daughters was something that very few men did, even in this age of total sexual expression. He knew that he had to go about this in just the proper manner, for fear of doing something wrong. He realized that if word got out about his little love-trysts with his own offspring then he would be a ruined man for certain. Because although society pretends to condone, even encourage, all sorts of things ninety-nine times out of a hundred society simply refuses to understand…
Hamilton Burns found himself smiling pleasantly at the mere thought of sticking his dick into those two voluptuous beauties, and he could feel a flexing movement in the crotch of his trousers that indicated his cock was just as anxious to fuck those girls as he was. Well, it would be very soon now, he promised his quivering phallus. Very soon now indeed!
He stole a glance into the next room, where he'd left his two terrified daughters to ponder the error of their sins and transgressions. He was fully aware that the longer he left them awaiting punishment the more they would suffer mentally, but he also knew that he had to get going sooner or later or else there wouldn't be any fun!
Now came the hard part: he had to select one of his two daughters for the honor of being the first to go to bed with him. But which one of the two, he asked himself? They were both tempting, they were both full-breasted and juicy-cunted. Hamilton Burns was now faced with the difficult but nonetheless pleasurable task of deciding which of his two daughters to fuck first: Daphne or Tricia?
The choice was a hard one, because even though they were both so appealing they were too extremely different individuals. Daphne was still the wide-eyed innocent little girl with the virginal look, and up until the moment that Burns had caught her in the act he had always assumed that she was indeed a bona fide virgin.
Tricia, on the other hand, while undeniably girlish, was showing signs of turning into a woman. There was a more mature, more sophisticated air about her, as though she had the mind of a full-grown woman in the body of a seventeen-year-old girl. No, damn it, he said to himself suddenly. He wanted to screw his two daughters because they were girls! Girls as opposed to women. Shit, he could pick up a woman on any street corner in town. Tricia would probably be a very nice fuck, Hamilton thought, and he knew that sooner or later he was going to find out for certain. But for now he wanted to fuck a girl that was all girl, untainted by even the first trace of maturity or womanhood. For now he wanted to fuck his younger daughter – Daphne!
The time of reckoning had come. Hamilton Burns straightened his tie and strode into the room where his two daughters stood, awaiting their punishment. They both looked up at him as he came in, and there was fear in the eyes of both girls. He glared stonily at Tricia for a second and then he spoke to them both.
"Tricia," he remarked, allowing the words to drop heavily from his tongue as though he were pronouncing sentence, "because you are older than your sister, and closer to the age where you're old enough to do as you please, what you have done is not quite so unforgivable as what your sister has done." He saw a ray of hope begin to flicker into life in the red haired girl's eyes and made haste to extinguish it. "However… Unlike Daphne, you're old enough to know better. I can make excuses for Daphne, but not for you." He saw the dazed look on the faces of both girls and knew that everything was going according to plan: first he'd frightened them with threats of punishment, now he'd confused them by not letting them figure out which one of them was more at fault. At this rate it would not be very long before their resistance broke down completely and they would do anything and everything that he instructed them to do… up to and including incest.
He turned back to Daphne, who by this time was sobbing uncontrollably. "I'm going to deal with you first, Daphne," he informed her coldly. "Unlike your older sister, you may not be so far gone that I won't be able to save you." He pointed at Tricia, "Go into the bathroom and wait for me until I've finished punishing your sister."
Tricia looked up, startled by the unorthodox nature of the command. "Into the bathroom? Why can't I just wait in my own room…?"
"Do as I say, damn, it!" her father bellowed, pushing the older girl savagely into the bathroom and then latching the door from the outside, keeping her a prisoner. In the narrow, degrading confines of the bathroom he knew she would lose the last vestiges of her resistance. Hamilton turned back to the blonde girl, who by this time looked as though she were going to faint. "Come with me to the den, Daphne," he commanded.
She obeyed her father, even though it was clear that she would very much prefer to do otherwise. As soon as they were out of earshot of Tricia he closed the door and then seated himself in the most comfortable chair in the house. "Now then, Daphne," he said, very coolly and calmly, "you realize of course that you have done a very, very terrible thing, and that I would be within my rights to never forgive you for it?"
She nodded sullenly, too downhearted to speak. "And I suppose you are also aware," he went on, "that by rights I should disown you, kick you out in the street to fend for yourself. How would you stay alive? Maybe those boys at the part told you they loved you, but I'll bet that they wouldn't love you enough to take you in and give you a home like I have. And I'm just so totally shocked by what you've done tonight that I really think I ought to just throw you out, you ungrateful little child."
Daphne was crying even more heavily than before. Now was the time. "However, I'm prepared to show you that I can be a nice guy after all. I'm willing to forgive you completely, Daphne, provided that you promise not to do it again, and that you further promise to obey me completely from now on, no matter what. Promise?"
By this time Daphne was so grief stricken, so totally frightened that she no longer bothered to contemplate the consequences of her actions. All she knew was that if she promised to do as her father said then everything would be all right from now on. She nodded. "Yes, Daddy," she whispered hoarsely, "Oh, yes. I'll do anything you say."
Hamilton Burns smiled. He knew that he had won now, and there was nothing left but the most pleasurable part of all: to lie back and enjoy this girl, to feel the insurmountable ecstasy of making love to his very own daughter!
He shifted to a more comfortable position in his chair. "Daphne," he said to his daughter calmly. "Take off your clothes." She stared at him blankly, hardly daring to believe that she had heard correctly. "You hear what I said, Daphne, you didn't seem to have any qualms about parading around naked for all those boys. I'm only asking you to do for your own father what you did for a lot of strangers. Now take off your clothes."
For a long moment the blonde girl stared at her father. He stirred uneasily. Was she going to rebel, he wondered. Then Daphne seemed to remember her promise of total unquestioning obedience to her father and she began to disrobe. She undressed very slowly and hesitantly at first, but once she was used to the fact that she was stripping for her father she speeded up the pace slightly. Soon she was standing before him stark naked.
Hamilton could feel his cock flexing excitedly. Jesus, this little bitch was even sexier than he'd thought! He nodded to show approval. "Very good, Daphne," he told her with paternal benevolence. "Now turn around slowly. Let me get a good look at you from every angle. I want to see just what there is about my little daughter that so many boys are so anxious to get to know her better."
This time Daphne didn't hesitate at all. She turned and posed for her father obediently, even willingly. Apparently she was beginning to enjoy this, and Burns smiled inwardly at the thought. His plans were working out better than he'd dared hope!
"Daphne," the girl's father said to her, very slowly and very calmly, "I want you to understand something, because what I have to tell you is extremely important. Without my permission you've started haying sex with strange boys. Now sex unto itself is fine, but not for a little girl like you. A little girl like you needs proper guidance. Without proper guidance you might go to bed with some stranger who turned out to be a maniac maybe even a killer. You might get involved with lesbians. These things sound unlikely, but they happen to some poor little girl every day. Read the papers if you don't believe me." He saw from the rapt look on the young girl's face that she was paying very strict attention, "What I'm trying to say is, until you get old enough to know the ins and outs of sex for yourself you should only have sex with somebody whom you know you can trust, somebody that would never steer you wrong!"
Daphne nodded to show that she understood. "Somebody like… you, Daddy?" she whispered softly.
There was a very long silence then. Hamilton Burns hadn't expected this to happen. The minute he'd made up his mind to fuck his daughter he had known that he would do it sooner or later, but he had never actually thought that she would do it of her own free will, without any prompting at all from Daddy. But now the blonde child was telling him that she was ready, willing and able to give her father complete sexual satisfaction!
Daphne felt her breath coming in short, excited gasps as her father suddenly stood with her in his arms. She hugged him happily. Suddenly she was grabbing at the top of his trousers, trying to get a look at what he had in there. Hopefully, it was a good-sized prick.
In the corner of the room was a well-stuffed couch that also served as a day bed. Hamilton was picking up his daughter now and carrying her over to the thing and opened it up so that it would be of service to them both. He sat on the day bed with his young daughter cuddled softly against himself. He laid her across the bed and looked at her with genuine adoration in his fatherly eyes.
"I never knew a girl could be so pretty," he smiled. Daphne was lying silently awaiting him, watching the approval that sparkled into life on his face. Her daddy's eyes roved over her tits and then down along the curve of her hips and thighs and then to her long, lithe legs. He moved his gaze back upwards, pausing once more at her tits, then meeting the question in her eyes.
"You're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen," he told her softly. "You're unbelievable! This is actually my own little Daphne lying here. I'm amazed. You're maturing into such a lovely young woman, and I love you very much."
He stood beside the bed and swiftly removed his trousers. Daphne stared at the sway of his cock as he unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it over a chair. He stepped out of his shoes and socks, then a moment later he dropped his shorts and stood solemnly facing her, naked and unashamed.
She knelt before him submissively, taking his huge strong organ into her tiny hands. And then she began to mouth the tiling. She could feel the throbbing hot pecker as it ran into her mouth. She let the gigantic organ slide deeper and deeper until she was forced to resist its bigness. And then she decided that she wanted to take this man inside her pussy. She wanted to ball this guy, not just suck him off. Because Daphne was having sex with her father, and her father was after all someone very special to her. And she knew that pussy-fucking was a much more special, much more intimate way to say "I love you" than ordinary French-fucking could ever hope to be.
"I want you to fuck me, Daddy," the blonde, girl told him, and Hamilton could, tell by the way she said the words that she genuinely meant them, "I want you to stick your dick into me and make me cream all over the place, I want you to fuck me. Daddy."
Like any good father, Hamilton Burns believed in giving his daughter whatever she wanted. And if she wanted him to fuck her, well, then okay! A second later little Daphne was squealing in delight as he pushed his hard cock up against her frothing pussy. He teased her cunt gently with his fingers and the tip of his organ until he was absolutely certain that her hole was juicy enough to be able to take his organ easily. Because he wanted this to be a gentle fuck, an easy fuck. He wanted his young daughter to experience pleasure at his hands, not pain.
"Mmmm," Daphne whispered ecstatically as his father took her gently by her plump buttocks and lifted her, draping her long shapely legs over his shoulders. His cock had a perfect target, practically a bulls-eye in fact. Then he slowly began to move the big shuddering knob towards the entrance of her softly trembling cunt. "What a beautiful pussy you are," he crooned to her lovingly. "You're my little girl, Daphne, forever and ever and ever you'll always be Daddy's little girl."
And as he spoke he was putting his penis into her. Her pussy was stretched by the size of his cock. She felt the walls of her cunt beginning to suck happily at the delicious new intruder. She rolled in rapture on the day bed as he thrust his glistening man-meat deeper and deeper into her. She clung to him and shook with increasing frenzy as he began to pump in slow, deep pistonlike motions of the cock.
"Yes, yes!" she screamed, ecstatic beyond belief. "That's what I want! Do it to me, Daddy, fuck me good!" He pumped his cock. He twisted his cock into her, literally screwing her. He made small circular motions with the well-trained tip of his mammoth prick that seemed to increase her soaring delirium.
Daphne closed her eyes and lay back, feeling his bigness within herself. She pulsated and quivered from the rapid spread of nerve-tingling sparks that seemed to literally shoot through her cunt and then on down her legs. Her tits seemed to burn. Her cunt seemed to ache. And her whole body throbbed with desire, crying out to be filled with the veritable flaming lava of his sticky hot come-sauce.
She began to pound up and down like some sort of a sexual jackhammer, reverberating with ever-increasing fervor. Up and down, up and down the greasy phallus went. The little girl shook wildly, ecstatically. Before she knew what was happening, she could feel an orgasm taking possession of her body. She throbbed and thrashed on the bed, pinned beneath her father and helpless to resist the onslaught of his cock. She was creaming, she was coming, she was having an orgasm!
She lay back, moaning softly at the thought of the experience. Oh, God, that had been good. She'd been to bed with dozens of boys, and they'd all been good, but none of them had ever been nearly as good as her own father. He was older, he'd been around longer, and that meant that he knew more ways of turning on a chick.
And the fact that he was her father, and not just any old guy, had significance for her as well. It meant that there was that added touch of intimacy in it, that little extra bit of feeling and sensual tenderness.
Daphne, had come to what was indeed the moment of truth in her sex life. She was fully aware now that sex with her father was infinitely more enjoyable, thoroughly more rewarding than sex with a bunch of rowdy, dirty teenage boys. She silently resolved to herself that from this moment on she would have sex with no man but her father… and that she would have sex with him as often as possible! She told him this, and he seemed to be very pleased to hear her saying it.
Hamilton Burns kissed his daughter softly. "Yes, darling," he told her, "thanks to my wonderful secretary I've come to realize that you and your sister Tricia are really ready for some nice grown-up sex. But I want you and your sister both to promise me that you'll never go to bed with anybody but me from now on. Because I love you both very much, Daphne, and I want to have you both all to myself!"
"I promise, Daddy," the little girl whispered, and she genuinely meant it. It was a promise that she would be very happy to keep, for it seemed to Daphne as though a lifetime of fucking and sucking with her big strong father would be the best of all possible worlds. "I promise," she repeated solemnly.
"I'm glad to hear it," he replied, and gave her soft rump an affectionate swat. "Now take your cloches and get upstairs and go to bed. You're a growing girl, and you've got to get plenty of sleep if you want to grow up big and strong. Good night, Daphne."
Daphne giggled, feeling three or four years younger than she actually was. She felt as though she were closer to her father now than she had ever been before, and she wanted that closeness to go on and on forever!
She got out of the bed obediently and began to scoop her clothing up off the floor where she'd put it. She had to bend over to pick them up, when she did so she was offering her father a magnificent view of her delightfully well-rounded ass. He swatted it again for luck and then sank back onto the bed. "Oh, and one thing more, Daphne," he called out in a lordly manner as his young daughter began to leave the room.
She turned back, and there was adoration in her eyes again. "Yes, Daddy?" she whispered breathlessly. "What is it?"
He grinned at her. "Before you go ups unlatch the bathroom door and send your sister to me. It's going to be her turn next!"
For a second Daphne hesitated. She didn't get off on the thought of sharing her father with big sister. Tricia was older than Daphne and better looking, and the little blonde girl was certain that in a sexual competition between the two of them she would have to come off second best to Tricia.
But she remembered her promise to her father, her promise to obey his every order unquestioningly. She blew him a kiss from across the room, whispered a final affectionate good-night, and then turned to go. A moment later she was gone.
Hamilton Burns sank back onto the softness of the day bed and closed his eyes. This was good. This was fucking damn good, he thought to himself. He felt better than he'd felt in years, possibly batter than he'd ever felt before in his life. It seemed to him now as though having sex with his daughters was the one true happiness that he had been searching for all his life, and that he had never found up until now.
But now that he had found it he certainly wasn't going to waste any time making the most of it.
He detected a movement at the other end of the room, and he turned to see who was there, even though he knew without looking that it was his other daughter, Tricia.
"Come in, Tricia," he said to her quietly.



CHAPTER FIVE


It had been extremely humiliating for Tricia to have been pushed into the bathroom by her father and then latched in, held captive. The latch on the outer side of the door had been put there many years ago by her father. When Tricia and Daphne had been very little girls their father had occasionally punished one or both of them by spanking them and then locking them inside the bathroom, in the dark for several hours. The bathroom was big enough for someone to take a shit comfortably, but not much else. It was dark and smelly and crowded and extremely humiliating. It reminded Tricia of the many times that she had been punished as a little girl, and hot tears of anger washed down her grief stricken face as the memories returned for the first time in so many years.
After what seemed like an eternity in that darkness there was a scrabbling at the latch, and then the door was opened, throwing a blast of light into the tiny room and temporarily blinding her. When Tricia could see again she discovered that Daphne was standing in the doorway. It seemed to the red haired girl that her younger sister had an extremely odd look on her face, an expression that Tricia couldn't read at all.
"Daddy told me to tell you that he wants to see you now," the blonde girl announced. "He's in the den." Dropping her voice to a friendly whisper, Daphne added: "Don't worry, Trish, it's okay. Just do whatever he tells you to do and everything will be all right from now on." And then a moment later Daphne was gone and Tricia was alone again.
The poor girl simply had no idea whatsoever of what to make of all this. She found herself walking zombie-like towards the room where her father was. What sort of diabolical fate, she asked herself, would her father have waiting for her there? What sort of punishment that her father had devised for her when she was younger, and again she felt as though she were a little girl again. She hated the thought. She had had a horrid childhood. That was why she had been in such a hurry to grown up, in such a hurry to prove herself a mature woman by fucking every cock in sight: because she wanted to get away from that miserable childhood as quickly as possible and become a fully-grown, adult young, woman. But the sheer degradation of having been locked inside the bathroom for so long had had an adverse effect upon her. Now she was beginning to feel like a helpless little girl all over again.
She left the bathroom, shaking and uneasy, and went to the den as she had been instructed by Daphne. Her father awaited her there. "Come in, Tricia," he instructed her calmly. "Do come in and close the door behind yourself. I'd like to have a few words with you, if you don't mind, that is."
Meekly, submissively the trembling redhead closed the door and stood miserably before her male parent, awaiting the punishment that she knew she so richly deserved.
Hamilton Burns shifted in his chair. He was enjoying this. Oh God, was he enjoying this! He loved his two daughters, just like any other devoted father, but for some reason he was genuinely getting off on making them squirm like this. He figured he knew why he liked it so much: it was the humiliation angle, the way he made his two children ashamed of what they had done. By doing this to them he reminded them that he was the powerful, all-knowing father figure, and that they had to obey his every word implicitly or else they would invoke his unending wrath.
"Now, then, Tricia," Hamilton went on, making only a token attempt to conceal the vast amount of pleasure that he was deriving from this, "I hope that you understand that you've done something wrong, something that you shouldn't have done, I hope you know that you've been a bad little girl."
"A bad little girl." The words stung Tricia like a slap across the face, and all of a sudden all the years of resentment and anger came rushing out of her. She hated this man, this inhuman bastard who had used to spank her, who locked her into dark rooms. She hated him more than she hated any other person or thing on earth. She could hear the ugly old bastard saying something else then, but she didn't bother to hear what it was. There was nothing this stupid fart could say that she had any interest in. "And another thing, you ungrateful little slut…" the voice of Hamilton Burns was saying…
"Go to hell!" a voice was yelling, and Tricia was startled to realize that the voice was her own. "Nobody wants to hear anything you have to say, you fat old shitface, so go fuck yourself with a cattle prod!"
For a long time it seemed as though the entire world had suddenly gone silent all at once. Tricia looked at her father, wondering how he would react to what she had just done. There was a startled look on his face as though his daughter had just whipped out a gun and shot him. Then, ever so slowly, ever so slowly and gradually, the look of pained amazement melted away and was replaced by raw, seething anger. Oh shit, Tricia thought to herself, oh fuckin' bloody shit. I'm in it for now. I'm really in for it now.
Hamilton Burns stood up very slowly and deliberately, and beckoned in the direction of his daughter. "Tricia," he said to her silently. "Tricia, come here."
Tricia did not want to obey. She felt that she had to turn and run, to get away from this man before he locked her in any more bathrooms. But there was no place to run to, no place to turn. "Tricia, come here," she could hear the horrible man repeating to her. "Don't worry, I'm not going to hurt you. I want you to come here!"
She did not dare obey him, but neither did she not dare disobey. She knew that sooner or later she would have to give in, she would have to submit. "Tricia, this is your father. Please come here this instant." There was a pause, a very long pause, and then the girl could feel her feet turning her around and bringing her towards her father. Run, shouted her mind, turn around and run your fuckin' ass off. But her body kept on dragging her forcibly towards the man.
Hamilton was pleased that his daughter had apparently learned to obey. "Very good, Tricia," she could hear him saying to her. "You've been a very bad little girl, I want you to realize that. I'm not going to hurt you, though, even though you've been bad. Even though you've been so bad that I would have every right in the world to do THIS!"
It happened to fast for her to resist. Two hands were shooting out at her and grabbing her, hoisting her into the air and then dropping her across her father's knees. She squealed in panic stricken terror as she knew what was going to come next, and tried to struggle, but one big hand was pinning her down, holding her captive. "I'm going to spank you, little bitch," she could hear her father saying. "I'm going to thrash your worthless little ass until it glows. I'm going to pound you good."
Tricia could feel the big hand sliding up beneath the skirt of her outfit, pushing it up around her armpits and exposing her bra and panties beneath. As soon as Hamilton Burns save those ripe delicious buttocks trapped within the filmy wisp of nylon and those luscious breasts straining tautly within the confines of the bra, he knew that he had to subdue this bitch. The very thought of it was satisfying to him, and he could feel his trembling phallus suddenly grow hard and firm within his trousers.
The red haired girl, pinned against his lap like that, could suddenly feel something coming to life between her father's legs, and she knew what it was. And she knew why. The thought of what was about to happen to her started her screaming all over again. Her father silenced her with a brisk slap across the buttocks.
"Keep quiet, you little bitch," he whispered hoarsely. "You keep your fuckin mouth shut and take what I give you, and you fuckin' well better like it." And then he was tearing at the fabric of her panties, ripping them to shreds and then flinging them aside. "I want that sweet little rump of yours. I'm going to have it right here and I'm going to have it right now." And with that he was spanking her anew.
She whined and moaned and writhed and twisted, but it was all to no avail. Time and again the hand flew out and down and spanked her bare behind. Again and again it fell, and each time it descended it sent a fresh spasm of hot searing agony into the young girl's ripe red buttocks.
Tricia sobbed and whimpered in abject humiliation. She hated this man, and she detested what he was doing to her. She wanted him to stop, but there was no way in the world that he would listen to her if she pleaded with him, and Tricia knew it.
The pain got worse, and she started to whimper. "Please," she entreated at last. "Please stop hurting me, Daddy. I can't take it any more. Please stop hurting me."
"Shut your slut mouth, you little bitch." Hamilton Burns practically spat the words out. "Why should I pay any attention to what a stupid little bitch like you had to say? I'm going to spank you good, little bitch, I'm going to spank you until you beg for more."
"But it hurts," Tricia whimpered, screwing up her eyes to keep the tears from coming out, "There's too much pain!"
Her father grinned sadistically. "There can never be too much pain for a worthless young slut like you. A little pain is good for you. It's what you deserve." He kept on pounding her remorselessly, battering his hard hand against the yielding mounds of her ass. "I suppose you really thought you were such a grown-up young woman, going to bed with every single boy you could find. I suppose that it really made you feel slick, and hip, and sophisticated. Well it made you look like the stupid little bitch that you are. Do you actually think that a single one of those boys gave a damn for you? If you think that you're crazy. You were nothing to them except another pussy to fuck and some titties to suck. You meant nothing at all to them. And you thought you were so smart, so grown-up, so sophisticated. You stupid little pussy. Oh, you stupid, stupid little pussy," And as he spoke he kept right on spanking her, he kept on exploding her hot little ass!
Something that her father said had struck a sore spot in Tricia. She began to realize that her father was actually right. She really had been desperately putting on an act, frantically trying to appear like a grown woman instead of the little girl that she was. And she was a little girl, Tricia knew now. Only seventeen years old, and barely out of puberty. She would still have quite a lot of growing to do before she could justifiably call herself a woman.
Hamilton Burns kept on spanking this haughty bitch until at last he figured that she had had enough. Suddenly he shot violently to his feet, and she shrieked in terror and surprise and tumbled to the floor. There was a sickening thud when she landed, and then she lay quite still.
Tricia's father laughed. "Get up, you stupid slut," he ordered her. "Stand up and take your medicine like the worthless little strumpet that you are."
Slowly the humiliated teenager got to her feet, and there was shame in her eyes. She did not dare look her father in the face, she was so humiliated and degraded. She contented herself to look down at his shoes, and felt herself extremely privileged to he permitted to gaze upon her father at all.
Burns was pleased at how nicely all of this was shaping up. Now, he decided, he was ready to enact the final stage of his plan. He had had his eye upon his older daughter for quite some time now, and had looked on with displeasure as she had grown haughtier and naughtier. He was determined to teach her a lesson, to put her in her rightful place as a little girl subservient to her father. And there was only one way to teach her that lesson permanently and effectively, and that one way was to fuck her. By force if necessary, but it was something that had to be done. For the girl's own good, it had to be done. Hamilton Burns, like any devoted father, was concerned about the welfare of his daughters and was determined to give them what they needed no matter what the cost. And what Tricia needed right now was a good, stiff cock. Rammed right into the place where it would do the most good.
He seized her by the chin and lifted up her head, forcing her to look him straight in the eyes. "Take off your clothes, little girl," he hissed at her. "I want to see that body of yours, that all of the boys seem to be so anxious to get their cocks into. I just want a chance to see what it is that's so special about Little Miss Tricia Burns."
Tricia hesitated for a second, wavering, not daring to obey this man, but he made a gesture as though to strike her and she hastily began to strip. She stripped almost gratefully, thankful for the chance not to be spanked, the opportunity not to be hurt.
She took off her clothes, and with every item that fell from her body to the floor the girl's father could feel his cock getting bigger and harder. He had really been anxious to fuck his daughter Daphne, because she was such a sweet little girl, but now he was even more determined to shove his cock into Tricia. Because she was such a snooty little bitch! Because she had to be put into her proper place, subservient to the father who was also her lord and her master!
At last the red haired girl was naked, and she stood shamefaced before her father. He ran his eyes approvingly up and down her trim, youthful figure. It was not too hard to imagine that she was still a virgin, even though Hamilton knew that nothing could be farther from the truth, of course. He paused a moment id take out a cigarette, light it and take several deep, luxuriant puffs, knowing full well that the longer he had this bitch-girl stand there the fuller her degradation would be.
At length he deigned to look at her naked body. "It's not too bad," he murmured, looking her up and down with a critical eye. "Of course you've still got quite a bit of growing to do in several areas." He jabbed an accusing finger in the direction of her tits. "Those breasts, for instance," he ventured. "Extremely small. No self-respecting woman would be seen in public with those so-called things. I can hardly see them at all." Actually, Tricia's bustline was a pleasing thirty-seven, something that would do justice to any woman, but experience had taught Hamilton Burns that all women believe their busts are underdeveloped, and most women are extremely self-conscious about it. Belittling his daughter's tits was an indignity that she could not stand, more painful than the spanking session had been, and Tricia burst into a fresh spate of tears. "Stop crying little girl," he hissed at her disapprovingly, "before I strike you again, God knows you deserve it, I really can't for the life of me see what there is about this so-called body of yours that the boys can't keep their hands off it." Actually, Hamilton Burns was having no small amount of trouble keeping his own hands off it, but he certainly wasn't about to let on to his daughter about that. It would ruin the plan that he had set up so carefully!
"Do you know what I really ought to do with you?" he said at last, and there was more than a hint of threatening in his voice. "I ought to do to you what those boys tried to do to you, only I'll succeed where they all failed. They're only children, Tricia, just like you're only a child. It takes a grown man like me to know what real sex is, I really think that for your own sake I ought to show you what it's like so that you'll never feel tempted to get involved with one of those stupid little boys again. Once you find out what a real man is like, Tricia, you'll never want to fool around with any of those prepubescent teenagers!"
That was precisely the moment when it dawned on Tricia what her father was attempting to do: the bastard wanted to fuck her! All of this crap about concerned parents and that kind of shit had been a long, carefully planned build-up to get her to hop into bed with him. Well, Tricia thought to herself, she certainly wouldn't start balling her own father… that was too disgusting. She wouldn't go to bed with him if he had the last cock on…
But wait a minute! Now that he was on to her swinging ways and her active sex life, Tricia's father would be fully capable of denying her any pleasure at all, except of course with himself as her partner. It looked to Tricia as though she was faced with the choice of balling either with her father or nobody at all. And the choice was an obvious one.
Besides, now that she took time to think about it, what was really so disgusting about a girl going to bed with her own father? Less than two hours ago Tricia had been very happily going down on her own sister Daphne. Surely it was less depraved for her to have sex with her father, who was at least a member of the opposite gender, then to have lesbian sex with her sister. Two hours ago Tricia had bragged to all her friends that she would try anything once, especially if there was sex involved. She had said that and she had meant it. There was certainly no way in the world that she could turn back now. Tricia had made her mind up. She was standing on her feet now, proud and erect, staring into her father's hard grey eyes just as strongly as he was looking into hers. Then, very slowly and very deliberately, the red haired girl said: "You want to fuck me. Daddy, don't you?"
The words took her father by surprise, but he gulped slightly and then managed to gain his composure. "Yes," he stammered reluctantly, but with a growing fervor. "Yes, oh yes, Tricia. I want to fuck you. You don't know how badly I want to fuck you. You can't even begin to imagine it." And then the father and the daughter were coming towards each other, and it was inevitable that very, very soon they would touch, and then they would begin to do the thing that they both longed so desperately to do.
Tricia felt her body glowing as he kept looking her over. She knew that her father was pleased with her body and she was glad that he liked it so much. Her tits tingled, knowing that he was staring at their voluptuous curves. Her thighs pulsed at the anticipation of his hands caressing them. Her golden moist pussy began to dampen and grow soft from the mere thought of being possessed by this man's hard driving bigness within it.
Tricia looked up sensuously at her handsome father, and gave a deep sigh that left her tits quivering with expectant desire. "I want you, Daddy," she whispered softly and sexily to the big man who stood before her. "I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me good, Daddy, to fuck me so good that I stay fucked."
Hamilton Burns swallowed with extreme difficulty. His daughter's soft jade-green eyes were staring deeply into his own. He reached out and placed a pair of trembling hands upon her soft, ripe shoulders. The satin feel of her skin was increasing his trembling, sensuous excitement.
Tricia gently kissed her daddy's fingers. She caressed his arm, then closed her eyes slowly in erotic contentment, then opened them and looked up at her adoring father dreamily. She wanted this moment to last forever, to go on for all eternity. She kissed his hand once more, sucking on the skin slightly and nibbling it ever so gently with her sharp-little teeth. Then she gently drew across her shoulder and down until it touched the ripe throbbing swell of her young, girlish tits.
Hamilton could feel the soft silken texture of her breasts. His body shook with excitement at the nearness of this lovely young daughter of his. He ached to grab hold of those delicious knockers. He bent slowly, and brought his hungering mouth down upon the delicious nipple, teasing the soft brown nipple until it was red-hot and hard as a rock. Keeping his hand on her tits, he guided her slowly towards the day bed, the bed that had so recently groaned in protest beneath the weight of Hamilton and his other daughter Daphne. Hamilton Burns could feel his cock throbbing against the confinement of his trousers, longing to be set free. He hugged her sweet little body and ran his hands softly over her lush lithe curvaceousness.
Damn, she felt good, Hamilton thought to himself. Her flesh was maddening to him, so soft and yet at the same time so firm. Her tits and her ripe thighs were taut, yet infinitely soft to the older man's touch.
She parted her lips as he kissed her. She allowed his tongue to roam across her face as lustily as his hands were caressing her trembling body. "Ummm," she sighed deliriously as he tongue-fucked her mouth. "Ummm, that feels good, Daddy, do it some more!"
Her hands had been on his shoulders, but now they dropped to his trousers and began to undo the fly that held his big cock captive. It popped out, glistening and ready for action. Hamilton's cock stood bolt upright short and stubby but fantastically broad. Some girls might have turned up their noses at a dick that was overly thick instead of overly long, especially in this day and age when such a premium is placed on the length of a man's organ. Fortunately, however, Tricia was sufficiently well-versed in the sexual arts to know that it is not the length of the thing that is important but its thickness. This is because practically all of a girl's sexual sensation is on the outer edge of her vagina, rather than on the inside. So Tricia was delighted to see that her father's donger was big in all the right places. She smiled at the huge knob on the end of his cock. She reached for the prick as he climbed into the bed.
His hands came at her tits and her pussy. He cupped and caressed her tits as his hard finger slipped quickly into her cunt and explored the crevices and crannies of the moist internal passage. He fingered her pussy deeply and thoroughly, his thumb rubbing against her clit as he stroked into her with ever-increasing fervor. At the same time his other hand fondled her tingling breasts and fingered her nipples into hot stinging hardness.
Tricia writhed in delicious agony as he worked her into a frenzy of sexual anguish. She pumped his cock rapidly now, the wide blunt rod heating up as she stroked it, gathering more and more speed with every passing second.
"Oh, Daddy!" the girl breathed hotly, "I want to be fucked! I want that big cock of yours to spread me open and rip me apart! I want to feel it swell inside of me, I want to feel it shake and tremble as it shoots into my pussy!"
He held her down in order to get his cock all the way up inside her hot steaming pussy-hole. He forced the monstrously wide head of the thing into her quivering vestibule and held it there for a moment.
Tricia could feel her cunt stretch deliciously. She tensed while he began to shove the huge, bulging hard knob past her clit and into the moist inner passage of her twat-tunnel. Tricia sighed delightfully from the sensation of the tiling inside herself. She closed her eyes and concentrated her thoughts on the delicious sensations that the thing was causing within her young body. It suddenly occurred to her that this was far and away the best fuck that she had ever had from any man, and in her case that was really saying a hell of a lot… Tricia swore to herself that from now on she wanted to be fucked by her father only. She was through with giggling teenage boys and their half-formed dicks forever. From now on she wanted only a grown man. She wanted only her own father.
"Fuck me harder, Daddy!" she moaned, "Fuck me harder! Screw me harder than you ever did before!"
Her father fucked her harder…



CHAPTER SIX


The next day was a Saturday, which meant that not only were both the girls home from school, but their father was staying home from the office. Both of the girls had compared notes with each other about their encounters with their father the night before, and now they both felt sure that, as long as everything was out in the open now, they could both look forward to an entire day of fucking and sucking with their dear old dad. It would add an element of spice to the relationship, what with both of them in bed with him at the same time, since up until now they had only had him individually.
"Just think of it," Daphne was telling her older sister excitedly as they both were on the way downstairs to join their father for breakfast, "with the three of us all fucking and sucking together it has to be a really interesting day!" And Tricia couldn't help but agree that her sister was probably right.
As soon as they got downstairs, however, it appeared that things were not quite going to be as they had originally planned. Their father was nowhere to be seen, and taped prominently to the door of the refrigerator was a note in their father's handwriting that only served to make things that much more confusing.
"Dear girls," the note read, "have gone to the train station to pick up your Uncle Paul who is coming to town on business. He'll stay at our place for as long as he's here. I should be home around five." The two girls finished reading the note and then looked at each other, each of them feeling about a half a dozen different thoughts simultaneously.
"Daddy's bringing Uncle Paul home!" Daphne crowed with delight. "That ought to be really interesting. Then there'll be two cocks for us to suck, instead of one. I can hardly wait until he gets here."
But Tricia looked much more thoughtful. "I don't think this is good news at all, Daphne," she announced. "You're not old enough to remember Uncle Paul, but I am. He's a very uptight kind of gay, who probably looks down on every kind of sex unless it's between man and wife. What I'm afraid will happen is: not only Uncle Paul refuse to fuck us, but he's going to find some way to keep Daddy from fucking us too. And he'll probably make Daddy feel really guilty about screwing us, which means that even after our Uncle Paul goes home Daddy won't want to play with us any more."
Daphne looked dumbfounded, as though somebody had just told her she had two weeks to live, "Gee, Tricia," she quavered, and her youthful face was awash with genuine concern, "do you really think that that will happen to us? Just when everything was getting to be so good between Daddy and us, too! Are you really sure about it?"
The older girl nodded reluctantly, remembering what her Uncle Paul had been like the last time she had met him, more than ten years ago. Uncle Paul had been an ex-vaudevillian, cracking jokes and singing terrible songs while smoking a big black cigar. One of the hallmarks of his act had been that he had absolutely refused to do any material that was even faintly suggestive, no matter how much pressure he got from theatre managers to "spice up" his act. It seemed to Tricia that any man who was reluctant to do something as harmless as tell suggestive jokes to paying customers would certainly not be the kind of guy who would be in a big hurry to jump into bed with his own nieces, even though those nieces were two of the best-looking little girls for miles around. It looked to Tricia as though things had taken a turn for the worse.
She was about to point this out to her younger sister when she could hear a scrabbling noise at the front door, and then an instant later the doorbell was ringing. Both girls went to answer the door, thinking that perhaps their father had come home sooner than had been anticipated. When they got to the door, however, it turned out that the person standing there was not their father but rather an extremely voluptuous young woman.
"Who's she?" Daphne wanted to know, wondering whether or not she ought to open the door.
Tricia nudged her sister. "You dope, that's Sue Carson, Daddy's secretary. You're met her before, remember?" She giggled girlishly. "Hey, how much do you want to bet that she and Daddy have been fucking every day in the office?"
Actually, Tricia might be interested in knowing that Miss Carson and Hamilton Burns had only had sex together once. Sue Carson enjoyed sex with men, but for some reason most of her sexual relations had been with members of her own, sex. The little encounter of the night before had made her horny to jump in bed with Hamilton Burns all over again, but if he wasn't around then anybody else would do. Including either one or both of his daughters…
The older Burns girl opened the door and stood aside so that the voluptuous young secretary could step into the house. "Hello, Miss, ah, Carson," Tricia said quietly. "If you're looking for my father he isn't here right now."
Sue Carson looked slightly annoyed. "Well, I have something fairly important to tell him that really can't wait. Do you mind if I stay here a so I can catch him as soon as he comes in?"
The two sisters glanced at each other to debate this, but before they could arrive at a decision either way the sexy young stenographer brushed past them and into the living room beyond. She tossed her handbag and papers onto a table and then plopped into the best chair in sight. "Well, here we all are," she announced rather cheerily, perhaps a bit too much so. "Now why don't we all get to know each other better?" As she spoke to the two sisters she shifted to a much more provocative, position, spreading her legs and allowing her short skirt to hike its way upwards ever so gradually until it was at the very verge of revealing the moist triangle of her hairy pussy bush.
Tricia and her blonde sister Daphne exchanged glances. It was pretty obvious to both of them that this chick intended to stick around for a while, and that she'd come here for some reason other than to discuss business with their father Hamilton. The only question was: just what was really on her mind?
"Come over here where I can get a decent look at you," the older woman was saying to both of the teenage girls, with more than a hint of seduction in her voice, "Your father is always telling me all kinds of things about both of you, but I've never really had a chance to meet either one of you and get to know you."
There was an awkward pause, and then Daphne stepped forward submissively, not really wanting to obey but not really daring not to either. Tricia, seeing that there was nothing for it, waiting a few more instants and then joined her younger sister.
"There, that's better," Sue Carson said smugly. She was clearly enjoying her dominant role as the one who had command over the situation. Sue Carson could be quite a haughty bitch when the mood struck her. Right now the mood struck her. Slowly and leisurely she took out a pack of cigarettes, tapped one on the edge of the chair and then lit it from a cylindrical lighter, deliberately taking as long as possible. She knew that the more time she spent merely sitting here the more her captives would squirm in discomfort. At long length she deigned to look at them, somehow creating the impression that she was doing them a great favor in the process of doing so.
"You know," she ventured to say at last, giving the ash on the end of her cigarette a lordly flick as she spoke, "you two chicks strike me as a really interesting case. To look at you just about anybody would think you're nothing but a couple of sweet innocent little girls. But I've been around a bit, and I see through all that. You've got the look of the slut written all over your filthy little faces, both of you. Ill bet anything you like that both of you two chicks have been fucking and sucking for quite some time now." She saw the look on the two girls' faces and gave a feline grin, "And don't try to deny it, either one of you, because I won't believe you. You might as well just admit the truth: that you're a couple of teenaged nymphos, and you'll jump into bed with just about anything that comes along."
Both girls were silent after that, and then Tricia gulped and ventured to make a statement: "If you please, Miss Carson," she stammered out at length, "what makes you think that there's any truth at all to what you're saying?"
For an answer Sue Carson threw her head, back and laughed. There was a malice in that laugh, and a trace of sadism too. "Look, you little bitches," she told the sisters as soon as she was done laughing, "I'll come clean with you if you'll come clean with me. When I was you're age I dug the action any way I could find it: with guys, with gals, with dildos, you name it. And you want to know something? Both of you two little sluts have the exact same look on your faces that I had when I was your age. So there's no bullshitting Aunt Sue, because I see all and know all." She saw that the two sisters were still staring at her dumbly, and so she paused to chain-light a fresh cigarette and then stub out the old one. "The fact of the matter is," she went on, quite calmly and slowly, "that I could really get off on fucking both you two little pussies. And I really think that you'd both get off on it just as much as I would."
She paused for a moment to let those last few words sink in, and smiled inwardly when she saw that Daphne and Tricia were exchanging curious glances. The looks on their two faces seemed to be saying: should we? Shouldn't we? What the hell, what can we lose?
Tricia turned to face the older woman, and even as she spoke she was beginning to unbutton her dress and pull it off. "Miss Carson," she announced, grinning broadly all the while, "like they say in the movies, 'this could be the beginning of a beautiful friendship'."
Afterwards it would have been impossible to tell which one of them had made the first move. Because they were all getting up at once and then collapsing into each other's arms. Tricia could feel somebody's mouth pressing hotly against her skin at the same time as she was lowering her lips down upon a naked expanse of tit. She didn't know which one was sucking her and she didn't know which one she was sucking. But she didn't care. That was something she liked about a lesbian relationship: there was no need for anyone to come out into the open, no need for emotions or feelings. It was just you fuck me and I'll fuck you, and the Devil take the hindmost.
By now there were three heaving body's rolling about on the floor, and three pairs of hands were trying to unbutton each other's clothing and peel it away. They couldn't wait to strip each other naked, to go down on each other's luscious boobs and glistening twats. Every one of these pussies wanted every other one with an intensity that they wouldn't have believed possible a few minutes previously.
"Fuck me, fuck me, finger-fuck me," Daphne moaned, already beginning to feel the mounting emotions rising within her hot body. "I want you inside me. I want you both inside me at once. Spread my cunt wide and take it, you bitches, I can't wait any longer."
Sue Carson grinned more widely than before. She didn't care who did what to which just so long as it was clearly understood by all that she was the one in charge of this little fuck-scene. "That's not the way to do it at all," she announced. "We're going to play a little game called chain-fuck. It's just like sixty-nining except we form a ring. Come on now, let's get going, because I'm getting hotter and hornier by the second."
The two Burns sisters stole a glance at each other, and then an instant later they were both on the floor, eagerly awaiting the touch of the older woman. "Damn it, I want you to fuck me," Daphne whispered, eyes closed and quivering in ecstatic passion. "I can't wait a minute longer, I've got to have your finger up my cunt right here and right now."
Sue Carson grinned again. She was looking forward to this, in fact she'd been dreaming of doing this ever since the first time she'd seen Hamilton's two delicious daughters. She was pleased that the two fresh young pussies wanted to get it on with her, but she wanted to take them on in such a way that it would be clear to both of them that she was the one in charge here, that she was the dominant one. When Sue Carson went to bed with Hamilton Burns or with another man she was glad to be the submissive one; that was her God-given role as a member of the female sex. But when it came time for some lesbian action, Sue wanted to see to it that she and she alone was the one who called the shots.
Daphne and her red haired sister Tricia were both lying on their sides on the floor now, both of them stark naked and both of them eager for some hot and heavy action. "Come on, now, Daphne," the older girl instructed. "We've all got to form a ring. I'll eat you out and you can eat Miss Carson out while she's going down on me. How's that sound to you?"
The younger blonde girl wrinkled up her nose in disgust, "It sounds shitty, that's how it sounds to me. You can eat me out any day of the week; right now the only tongue that I want up my crack belongs to Miss Carson. So I'll eat you out and you can eat her out," It was not often that Daphne overrode her older sister's decisions, but right now she was determined to be eaten out by the sassy young secretary, and she wasn't about to let her sister or anybody else stand in the way of that.
Tricia shrugged to show that it didn't make any difference to her. "Okay," she murmured softly to the younger girl, "you can eat me out, then." And with that she was placing her ample buttocks squarely upon the floor and spreading her young thighs seductively to reveal the moistly gleaming triangle of pussy-flesh that glistened so invitingly between them. "If you want it, Daphne," the older girl intoned, "you're just gonna have to come on and get it."
Daphne didn't say anything to that, because she was the sort of girl who believed that actions spoke louder than words. Licking her dry lips slightly with the edge of her moistened tongue, she leaned forward and then eagerly rammed her face downwards into the midst of that beautiful fur-pie muff. She began to orally caress the tight opening with thick sucking motions, quaffing bigger and bigger dollops of the hot pussy-juice with every passing moment.
Even as Tricia began to bask in the delicious sensation of being eaten out by her own sister, she was suddenly aware that a cunt even juicier and hotter than her own was rapidly bearing down upon her upturned girlish face. "Come on now, you little slut," it was Sue Carson speaking. "Come on and eat me out. That's what you're here for." And with that she dropped the full weight of her body down on top of Tricia's face, practically smothering her in the hot enfoldings of the slime-encrusted pussy. "Don't just lie there," the older woman gloated, clearly enjoying the red haired girl's helpless position. "Go on and eat me out. Make me cream all over your sweet little face."
Tricia Burns writhed helplessly, pinned as she was beneath a Mount Everest of labia. "How can I eat you out?" she managed to mumble through a double mouthful of fur pie. "I can hardly breathe under here." As she spoke she was writhing back and forth uncomfortably, trying to free herself. Her face was unbelievably hot, and it was getting even worse by the second. "Let me get some air first before I smother and then I'll be glad to eat you out," the red haired girl promised.
Sue grinned maliciously, and a twinge of sadistic pleasure thrilled through her nude anatomy, "Pussy first, then air," she promised. Sue was pretty well-versed in sexual turns-ons, but she had to admit that this was a whole new thing even to her. Imagine holding a teenage girl captive with a cunt. It was an exercise in sadism that neither one of the participates would soon forget.
Daphne had been sucking her sister's pussy all the while, but now she was impatient for Sue to stop talking and start going down on her. "For Christ's sake," the blonde girl complained. "How the fuck can you expect my sister to eat you out if she can't even breathe? Why don't you let up on her a little bit and then bring that sweet mouth of yours right on over here so that you can start eating me out?"
The words made sense to Sue, and she put aside her sadistic sexual tendencies for the moment so that they could all get down to some serious fucking and sucking. Eagerly she shifted her weight onto her hips so as to give the red haired Tricia some much-needed oxygen, and then even more eagerly she twisted her head around to bring it down firmly in the exact center of the blonde girl's glistening snatch. And then she began to suck on it, slowly at first but getting faster and more frenzied all the time.
"Oh, honey, that feels good," Daphne moaned between mouthfuls of her sister's hot twat-sauce. "Just keep on eating me out like that and don't ever stop, Sue. I want this to just go on forever, it feels so good." And then she stopped talking and got back to pussy-eating, tonguing the moist crevice of her sister's hot snatch with her throbbing oral organ.
The pace was getting faster now, and the three lesbian lovers had formed a ring, each one making mouth-love to the twat and clit of the one in front of her, while at the same time being eaten out in turn by yet a third girl. For Daphne and Tricia it was a whole new and exciting experience, totally different from ay thing that they had ever done before, or even dreamt about. Sue Carson, needless to say, had done this kind of thing many times in the past. But it felt better this time than all of the other times put together, and she was sure that she knew the reason: it was because both of these girls were so young, so practically virginal. There was something about having sex with an innocent young girl that added an element of spice to fucking, a spice that one could never get from a sophisticated, mature woman of the world.
"Don't stop it!" Daphne whispered, hardly daring to believe that something this wonderful was actually happening to her. "Keep on eating me out. I love it! I love it!" She could feel her tight pelvis beginning to shudder in the preliminary throes of sweet orgasm. "Keep on eating me out, damn it!" Her whole body seemed to shake, as the tongue ground into her eager young clit.
"You stupid little bitch," Sue smiled as she spoke, "do you really think that I'm going to stop now? Now that I'm just getting into it? I'm going to eat you out until your juicy little twat is as dry as a goddamned bone." And even as she spoke she was burying her face even deeper into the awesome cavern of Daphne's juice-bloated pussy.
"Ohh, God, that tastes good," said Sue's voice.
"I'm glad you like it," said Daphne's voice.
"I'm going to eat you out now," said Tricia's voice.
"Can I watch?" said a fourth voice.
For a moment all three females froze in terrified panic. Then they began to turn slowly, to see who it was that had spoken to them. The voice they had heard had been a deep and gravely male voice, the sort of voice that one would expect to emerge from some sort of slavering sex-maniac. All three of the lesbian lovers were in great trepidation now, wondering exactly what manner of man had walked in here and caught them in the act.
They turned to look at him, and for a moment it seemed to both Daphne and Tricia that the man standing there was their father, and they squealed in terror. But then they saw that it was not Hamilton Burns at all, but rather another man who looked a good deal like him. The main distinguishing difference between the two though was that this man had a look of hedonistic wildness in his eyes, the sort of look that seemed to indicate a man who got his kicks from anything and everything. Both of the Burns girls knew that their father wasn't like that at all: Hamilton Burns enjoyed screwing chicks, and maybe spanking them once in a while, but they were sure that that was as far as he would go. Little did the two girls know how wrong they would turn out to be in this respect later on.
The grinning man who looked like their father stepped forward, and as he did so Tricia noticed that with his right hand he was delicately fingering a long black cheroot. Suddenly the light of recognition flickered into Tricia's eyes. "I know who you are," she exclaimed eagerly, squealing in girlish glee as she spoke. "You're our Uncle Paul!"
It had been more than fifteen years since she had last seen her father's brother. Tricia could barely remember him and Daphne had never seen him at all, although she had managed to piece together a fairly crude conception of him from what her father had said about him.
Paul Burns came towards them with a grin on his lascivious face, obviously pleased at having been recognized. "That's who I am, by crackies," he told her exultantly, "I told your daddy that I'd be arriving by train, and he should come and pick me up at the train station. Little did he know that I flew in." And then, almost as an afterthought, he added: "By plane, that is." He took a few steps towards his two naked nieces, and as he did so his lust-filled eyes happened to catch sight of the third naked female form, which was that of Sue Carson. "I don't believe I know who you are," he confessed to her. Then, almost as an after thought, he added: "Who are you?"
She stood up readily, making no attempt whatsoever to conceal her unclad form from this man. "I'm Sue Carson," she informed him, "your brother Hamilton's secretary."
"Secretary, hey?" The ex-vaudevillian allowed his eyes to rove freely up and down the girl's naked physique. "When I was your age we didn't call gals like you our 'secretaries'. We said that they were our 'relatives' from out of town, by crackies. Hee, hee, hee!" And then the man was dissolving into a fit of helpless laughter.
The three naked females exchanged questioning glances. It was patently obvious to all three of them that as long as this refugee from a crematorium was around there would be no lesbian fucking and sucking in sight for any of them. Grasping the true nature of the situation, Tricia decided that it was up to her to make the first move. Moving toward her uncle, and trying to assume the virginal look of innocent young schoolgirl, she asked him coquettishly, "Uncle Paul, instead of just watching the three of us get it on together, why don't you join us? It'll be a lot more fun that way."
For a few seconds her uncle looked so startled that Tricia didn't think he had heard the question right. "Are you asking me to fuck, child?" he screeched at her, as though not daring to believe his ears. "Why, you young whippersnapper, I'll have you know that I haven't engaged in the sinful pleasures of the flesh since nineteen-oh-fifty-eight. That was when my late wife and I were doing the two-a-day back in Asshole, Wisconsin. It was an open-air theatre, and it rained for three weeks solid, so the whole town floated away. Me and Babs were stranded in the middle of nowhere with nothing to do, so we fucked." And then, almost as an afterthought, he added: "That bitch sure could give head, by crackles!"
"Never mind about your vaudeville days," Tricia cut in hastily, coming ever closer to her uncle as she spoke. Her breasts were hard and erect by this time, quivering with excitement and ready for some action. "My sister and Miss Carson here are trying to have a little fun, and we don't like to have people hanging around and watching. So either come on and join us or else leave us alone and come back later." She paused for a moment to let the words sink in, since she wasn't too certain about her uncle's ability to comprehend words of more than one letter. Then, thinking that she actually detected a glimmer of understanding on the old man's face, she said, "So what's it gonna be? Either join us or leave us alone, but don't hang around watching us."
Upon hearing that, Uncle Paul's face split open into a grin so broad that for a moment Tricia was afraid his mouth would go all the way around his face and his head would fall off. "Why I'd just love to fuck a fine young pussy like yourself, by crackies," he drawled leisurely. "So just give me a minute to get these here clothes off and then we'll just let nature take its course." And then, almost as an after thought, he added, "By crackies!"
It took only a few seconds for Uncle Paul to rip all his clothes off and stand naked before them. Looking at the unclad man both of the Burns girls and their friend Sue were all pleasantly surprised. They had expected to see the naked body of a withered old man, with wrinkles galore and testicles that dangled down to his knees, but instead of that they found themselves admiring a trim and almost youthful body, one that almost any male would envy. A body that was rather obviously eminently suited for sexual activities of every sort.
He could see that the three sluttish females like his body and he was glad that they found it attractive. "Okay, you young pussies," he roared out exuberantly, "I think it's time for an old-timer to start showing you a trick or two." And with that he was coming steadily closer to the trio of tawdry bitches, his cock rising steadily as his sexual excitement mounted to a fever pitch.
Sue Carson seemed to actually be interested in this. At her first glance of the man she had dismissed him as a senile old coot, who got his rocks off fucking knotholes, but now that she was getting to know him better she could see that he might make an extremely interesting fuck-partner indeed. "I think I'll take this guy on," she murmured to the two throbbing Burns sisters. "You can keep eating each other out."
Daphne drew her mouth up into a youthful pout. "Why should we let you have the cock all to yourself?" she complained bitterly. "Irish and I live together, we can suck each other off any time we like. But we're never gonna have a chance to get it on with Uncle Paul here!"
Tricia was having similar ideas, but she wanted this man all to herself. "You're too young for him, Daphne," the red haired girl declared staunchly. "Why don't I try him on for size and you and Sue here can keep on doing what you were doing."
"Nuts to that," Daphne complained. "I want Uncle Paul to shove his meat up my hole."
"Nuts to both of you," Sue Carson cut in, "I'm the boss here, and say that I get him. Understand?"
"Oh yeah?" And then the three naked vixens were scratching and clawing at each other, each of them desperate for the honor of being the first one to spread her legs for this man. Seeing that fighting amongst themselves would do no good at all they all jumped on top of the guy simultaneously, snatching at his prick with all six hands and each of them trying to cram it into a twat, a mouth or an asshole all at the same time.
At that instant there was a splintering noise, and then a voice was saying something that sounded like: "Aha!" Instantly both girls looked up from the tangle of balls and tits to see who it was that had spoken.
Standing in the doorway was their father!



CHAPTER SEVEN


"What in the name of God is going on here?" The voice was that of Hamilton Burns, and was he mad! Sheeee-it! He kicked the door closed with one hind leg and then staggered into the room. His eyes were bloodshot-red, a light froth of foam was trickling from his lower lip, and he had been obviously drinking. And it served him right, too. "Paul, you old bastard, is that really you down there?"
A voice emerged from the heap of naked bodies. "If it ain't me then somebody else is gettin' all the pussy, by crackles. Heeehhheee!" Hamilton Burns gave a groan of disgust and then strode to the center of the room, lashing out with one foot to deliver a powerful kick to the most convenient patch of naked flesh, which as luck would have it happened to be the ample buttocks of Sue Carson. The fat bitch screamed like a stuck pig. And it served her right, too.
Hamilton Burns was getting angrier by the second, and in his drunken stupor nothing could control him. "Paul, you bastard," he announced, "you told me to meet you at the train station. So what happens? I show up to meet you like some kind of an asshole, and you're not there. I come back home, and what do I find? My own brother is lying on the floor stark naked, fucking and sucking with my own two daughters, whom I thought were sitting quietly in their room." He wiped his head with one hand, and then pointed a quivering finger at the first pair of tits he could see. "You," he commanded. "Go to your room."
"I don't live here, schmuckface," retorted Sue Carson, turning on her heel and bouncing merrily out of the room. And it served her right, too. Hamilton Burns was doubly enraged now, and he turned to vent his wrath on the next person he saw. That person happened to be Tricia.
"All right, you little bitch." He seized her by the wrist and propelled her out of the room and into the solitude of his private den. "All right, you naked bitch," he shrieked at her. "Take that smirk off your sassy face!"
Tricia replied by sticking her tongue out at him. "Fuck you," was her cheerful rejoinder. "I don't have to listen to you, Daddy, who do you think you are, anyway?"
Hamilton's face was an angry red.
"I'll teach you to talk back to your own father!" he huffed, as he dumped his daughter onto the sofa.
"Big man…" jeered Tricia. "You can dish out all kinds of abuse, but you can't take it. I think you're jealous of your own brother."
"Shouldn't I be? No sooner do I turn my back, then he's busy fucking away with my secretary, and my…"
"Daughters," interjected Tricia. "Your own brother is fucking your own daughters, whom you've fucked yourself… You're the one who ought to be ashamed of himself!"
"We'll see about that!" ranted Hamilton. His face was red with rage. He's show that little bitch a thing or two about fucking. Before his own daughter could say another word he had pushed her backwards onto the sofa. She lay there silently, doing nothing. She stared at him with her wide eyes, waiting to see what he would do next.
In a way, she was glad that she had provoked him. It made him about ten times more sexy. He was all steaming and furious like some sort of wounded bull, and she could tell that his anger would make him about ten times more energetic. Already she could feel her cunt begin to moisten with anticipation. Not only had she been licked half to death by her sister and Sue Carson, but now she was going to get the hell fucked out of her by her own father!
"Alright, you tramp. I'm going to teach you a lesson. I thought you realized what you had done wrong the first time, but I see that I have been sadly mistaken." He grabbed her around the waist and turned her over on her back. Her pert buttocks jutted up at him, and just below, he could see the tiny little pink slit of her pussy, surrounded with the curly halo of frizzy hair.
"Slut, tramp, whore!" said Hamilton slowly and evenly. "I see enough whores all day long, and I shouldn't have to worry about my daughter becoming one either."
As he spoke, he spread the firm pink cheeks of her ass, and jammed a finger into her puckered asshole. She gave a cry of pain, and wriggled furiously, but his weight on her back was enough to hold her quite firmly in place. With his knee, Hamilton spread her thighs, then he slipped his finger down her delicious crack until it, was buried in warm pussy-meat.
"How do you like that? Huh, little whore? Do you like the way that your father handles your much used cunt?"
"Yes," she admitted, in a low, pouty voice, her eyes starting to brim with tears. She had been a bad girl. Her daddy was right after all. She bucked up her crotch, forcing Hamilton's finger to dig deeper into the soft folds of her cunt. He really was stimulating her half to death. She had thought that she had been satisfied, but her own father was prying out new feelings from deep inside of her. Her whole body was shaking. The tremors rocked her frame, like little firecrackers going off inside of her.
"Well, now. All wet and slimy in here. I suppose your all wet from your Uncle and my secretary. Or maybe it was your own sister who made your little cunt so wet. Ill have to settle for sloppy seconds," said Hamilton.
"Oh, please, Daddy, I'm sorry," she moaned. Her saucy little ass was raised high in the air, while her father's finger explored her sodden cunt. Every time that his finger brushed her enlarged clit, she gave a little jerk of pleasure. She gripped the armrest of the couch, holding her head up in the air. The tears streamed down her face. When she pushed her ass higher up, she could feel her father's erect penis. It was so hard it was flapping against his belly, but he leaned forward every few seconds, and let his penis come to rest in the moist crack of her ass.
Tricia was shaking with lust. When she felt the cock touch her backside, she almost lost her mind. She wanted that delicious penis to slide slowly inside of her. She wanted to feel it fill up her insides. She needed that hard shaft of meat to fill up her cunt. She wanted to squirm and jerk and buck, with that delicious organ inside to steady her.
"You want it, don't you, cunt? I knew you wanted that cock, my big cock. I know what you need," said Hamilton. He was getting past the point of coherency. His cock was swollen, throbbing engorged with his need. He slipped a hand under her belly and heaved her ass towards him, jammed her hard against his taut belly. Tricia screamed in pain. The hard purple tip of his cock had landed not in her pussy but against the puckered hole of her ass. It almost popped right inside of her, and the pain was tremendous.
She rolled her hips. Agonizingly, Hamilton's cock bent, slid downwards, and then plunged hotly into her offered cunt, right up to the hilt.
"Ahh!" they groaned at the same instant.
Tricia felt no pain at all. Her cunt was so wet that she was able to accommodate the entire length of his thick shaft. On the other hand, Hamilton felt the almost unbearable pleasure of his little girl's tight gripping cunt. He had almost forgotten how nice and tight a schoolgirl's cunt could be. Nowadays, when he fucked his secretaries and older girlfriends he had to make do with their stretched, much used pussies. How nice it was to fuck a young bitch, and his own daughter at that!
"Daddy! So gooood, so gooood," moaned Tricia. She was literally stuffed with cock. Her father pulled out slowly, and began a long series of slow, careful-strokes. He eased gently out all the way, until the tip was just barely resting in her outer lips, then he suddenly jammed his cock into her savagely, as far as it would go. Tricia panted deliriously. The huge pecker was thrusting in and out, driving her to new heights of sensation.
"Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" she groaned. It seemed as if sparks were shooting out of her head, surrounding her, making her aware of nothing but the immense cock lodged so firmly inside of her cunt.
To Hamilton, no revenge could be sweeter. The best way to teach his daughter a lesson, the best way to implant obedience in her mind, would be to fuck her silly. There wasn't a better way to impress the mind of a haughty teenage girl. Fired by his own thoughts, he began to pump harder and faster, feeling his balls slap against the warm meaty flesh of her asscheeks. He pounded as hard as he could, hearing a deep groan escape from Tricia at the bottom of every stroke. Her hands scrabbled at the armrest, while her toes curled and uncurled rapidly and spasmodically. She was groaning with pleasure. Her whole body was quivering with the force of her father's cock-thrusts. Hamilton pumped strenuously, his face red with the effort.
Now, Hamilton pulled his cock all the way out of her pussy. He waited until he heard her loud cries of protest, the cries he had well expected.
"If you want any more, you had better turn over," he said. He kneeled on the other side of the couch. He held his hands on his hips, while his prick stood proudly erect. He glared at Tricia. She lay on her belly, face down, tears in her eyes, clutching the armrest as if she really didn't expect her father to stop. When she realized that there was no more cock forthcoming, she flipped over on her back and looked up at her father.
"You bastard. You dirty bastard. How could you stop now?" she said angrily. She had been just a cunt hair from her orgasm. Now her father had spoiled everything. He really liked this, he really did, she thought. There he is, watching me writhe on this couch. He knew that I really needed to have him fuck me, and now he's just fooling around with me.
She lay on her back, simply staring at her father. He looked at her smooth little belly, and the hairy cunt at the apex of her thighs. Her pussy was all wet from her previous work-out, and now all he wanted to do was shove his dick inside of her again.
"Spread your legs. Spread them wide, right away," he ordered her. Without even thinking, she did as she was told. Her father was upon her in an instant, probing with his cock for the opening of her vagina.
"Daddy! Down lower! You're hurting me!" she squealed. His cock was pressing against her belly. He was like a lust crazed beast. His rock-hard dick was smashing into her golden stomach, causing her a good deal of pain. Hamilton adjusted himself heavily, until the tip of his cock slipped into her cunt. That's twice I've missed, he thought. Once I hit her ass and the other thrust missed her cunt. As soon as he had his dick firmly seated inside her pussy, he gripped the soft fleshy globes of her ass and began to pull her up towards him. His cock was so long it hit the back of her cuntal canal. She pulled tightly against him, enjoying the pressure, until Hamilton had to pull out all over again. It was really nice. Nice and wet and slick. Hamilton loved the tight feel of his daughter's hot little pussy. She was so fresh and virginal.
Tricia kicked her legs up, and locked them around her father's back. She gripped him tightly, trying to force as much of his cock as she could into her cunt. She was gritting her teeth now. The cock felt so good. Even Uncle Paul couldn't stuff her pussy up like Daddy.
Hamilton drilled his daughter skillfully and steadily. He settled down to slow even strokes, pulling all of the way out, then firmly jamming his cock all the way back in. He marveled at how wet Tricia became, and the way that she squealed and writhed. There was nothing like home grown produce, he thought with a wry grin. Huffing away like a madman, Hamilton finally lost his breath. He was forced to settle down on the smooth flat expanse of his daughter's downy haired belly. First his stomach made contact, then he felt the twin soft mounds of her breasts flatten under the hardness of her chest.
The satisfaction was great, but Hamilton was still disturbed. Was there no end to the slutdom of his daughters? It seemed as if every time he turned his back, his girls were at it again, fucking and sucking away at everyone he brought home. First, he had caught them at that neighborhood party, making out with all manner of filthy little high school boys.
He figured that he had taught them their lessons, but he found to his dismay that his daughters were only warming up to their sexual high-jinks. Now, only a few days later, he caught them in the act with no less than his brother and his secretary. There was no stopping these little sluts.
There would have to be some method of instilling chastity into his two girls – or at least insure that they only slept with him. It was a puzzle, a problem too complex for him to think about at this instant, because he was too absorbed in giving her the schtupping of her life. He was quite out of breath, but he grit his teeth, and once more applied himself to the task.
Hamilton was on the verge of orgasm. His face was contorted, and he barely felt his daughter's fingers scratching at his back, leaving angry red slashes on his pale smooth skin. His eyes were closed, as were Tricia's. He was buried deep inside of her. He could feel her pussy squeeze him, tightening and relaxing, milking him to orgasm. Her legs were wrapped around his body like a pair of pincers, squeezing and flexing around him.
Suddenly, Hamilton gave a start of surprise. He felt something moist licking at his rear. He hoisted himself up, and peered behind him. It was Daphne, his other daughter.
"Baby?" he groaned, not really having expected anything like this.
"Mmmm," was all she said. Her tongue was buried deep in the crack of his ass. Even as she murmured to him, she was moving her mouth down, further and further, until she came to the juicy junction of her father's penis and her sister's cunt. She lapped at the musty area, testing out the tastes with the tip of her tongue. Daphne saw her father's long, juice covered penis, darting in and out of the soft folds of her sister's fully engorged vagina. It was a new trick, one she had learned from Sue Carson. Now that she had tasted the delights of eating another girl's pussy, she started to crave it. Not only that, but she also got the benefit of the musky taste of her father's fat dick, and the deliciously furred regions of his taut ass.
She practically crawled underneath the copulating pair of her father and her sister. She positioned herself so that she could use her mouth fully on their pumping sexually aroused organs. Daphne started to lick, like a little puppy, cleaning up all the juices from the pair of swollen intermeshed genitalia. Her face was mashed right into the junction of cock and cunt, happily licking away at the frenzied pair, the heated bodies of her father and sister.
Hamilton again almost fainted with pleasure. This was a new sensation, something he had never experienced before. Sure, he had fucked a lot of women before in his life, hundreds of women, as a matter of fact, but never had he been fucked by one of his own daughters while the other one ate his meat. The sensations were indescribable. No sooner did his cock leave the gripping warmth of Tricia's pussy, then it was enveloped by the tight warmth of Daphne's mouth. Her tongue danced and fluttered like it was some sort of tiny creature, intent on sucking the life out of his hard and pulsing organ. He could feel Tricia shift her position so that her cunt would also receive the benefit of Daphne's hungry mouth. Daphne sensed what her sister wanted instantly, and she moved her mouth up, concentrating for a few seconds on Tricia's hard and active clit. Her face was mashed into the wet cunt, her tongue extended and active.
"Ohhh," gasped Tricia, in a voice that sounded like air being let out of a tire, "that's so goooood!"
As soon as she had mouthed these words, her cunt contracted again, tighter than Hamilton had ever felt it. His prick felt like it was being squeezed in a wringer. He couldn't hold himself, back any longer. He grabbed his daughter's ass, and rammed her tightly against him. Her face ground into his, and he could feel her mouth and tongue as she tried to eat and lick up his lips. Her eyes rolled back, showing the whites clearly, as high pitched noises escaped from her throat. Hamilton couldn't hold back, not even with all his willpower. His body heaved as he felt his own orgasm approach from deep within his loins. At that point, his body jerked so spasmodically, he fell off the couch, still tightly engaged with his daughter.
Luckily for Daphne, she had anticipated that awkward action. Just in the nick of time, she managed to pull herself out of the way. She was only inches away from her father when he fell to the floor with a resounding crash, with Tricia tumbling after him.
Daphne looked at the two bodies, jerking and moaning and heaving. Her mouth watered at the delicious sight of the two balls, hanging down from her father's crotch, dangling against her sister's belly. She couldn't help herself. She scooted back up, and sucked her father's balls into her mouth.
That sharp little jab of pain/pleasure was all that Hamilton needed. He was instantly transported into a realm of pure pleasure, pleasure so intense he almost blacked out. The front of his cock was buried in pussy, his own daughter's pussy, and his balls were being tenderly sucked by his other daughter. He heard a deep rambling noise that seemed to come from within him. It was the noise of his own sperm, his own orgasm welling up inside of him.
In trembling, heated waves, the hot sperm began to pulse out of his body. It shot out forcefully into the lower depths of Tricia's pussy. When she felt the semen flood her insides, she relaxed her tight grip for a second, in order to savor the feel of the thick milky substance flooding her guts. Her mouth was open wide, her face scrunched up into an expression of either terrible agony or unbearable pleasure. Soon, her own come, a thin whitish liquid, began to spurt out of her cunt, with loud, wet, suctiony noises.
The combined juices of Hamilton and Tricia began to coat their thighs, and drip down their legs. Daphne opened her eyes just in time to see the fresh liquid dripping all over her father and her sister. She let the balls fall out of her mouth, then she slid down to where she could suck up all the wonderful fluids. Something seemed to snap in her head at that instant, and she became more like a wild animal than anything else that she could think of. Like a vampire, a sperm vampire, she greedily began to eat up all the juices she could see. She drove her tongue into her sister's cunt, even though it was still stuffed with her father's cock. It was very hard getting her head into position, so that she could suck, but somehow she managed to position herself. Her super-long tongue lapped hungrily, not missing a single drop of fluid.
Even now, she wasn't satisfied. She grabbed her father's heavy, still hard cock by the root and practically ripped it out of her sister's cunt. The cock slid out, with a painful kink right into the middle of it, but Daphne forced it out all the way and popped the still gooey member into her mouth. She gripped it around the base with both hands, and jammed it into her throat as deep as she could. Once the big cock was in place, she hummed and sucked happily, while Tricia squealed in protest, feeling cheated of it's angry warmth.
"What are you doing here? I thought you were outside, with Sue and Uncle Paul. You little bitch! I'm the one who gets to suck him afterwards!" she screamed.
"Mmmmmm?" was all Daphne could manage to say. Her mouth was full of her father's cock, and the last thing she wanted to do was listen to her flaky sister yell and complain. Daphne had followed her sister into the room, and she had watched the whole thing, the whole fuck, from beginning to end. After all, the first "lesson" her father had taught her had been quite pleasurable. She saw no reason for not having a second term of instruction.
Tricia was really pissed off, but there was nothing she could really do about it. She realized her father was certainly not going to dissuade Daphne from eating his cock. You can catch more flies with honey than vinegar, she thought, quoting something she had read in a book. Tricia resolved that she would have to go into competition with her sister. That was the only way she was going to get full control of her father's affections was to be better at sex than her sister. If it had come to this, then so be it. Tricia realized that she was engaged in full competition with Daphne. She sat up, and watched Daphne as she drained the last dregs of sperm out of her father's drooping, still throbbing penis.
Hamilton was in seventh heaven. He felt the slow milking pressure of his daughter's lips as she stroked his penis from the bottom of his shaft upwards, so that the last droplets of his sperm would ooze into her mouth. As his wits returned, he scanned the room. The first thing he saw was Tricia. She was sitting in front of him. Her legs were spread way apart, and she was rubbing her clit, with a rapt expression on her face.
"I hope you've learned your lesson, Tricia," he said, in a faltering voice.
"Yes, Daddy. Ill be good," she said softly, with her eyes cast downwards.
The next thing Hamilton did was pull Daphne's head off his cock. She looked at him, with her lips lightly parted. There was a thin web of his own sperm between her lips, a web that didn't break until she opened her mouth wide to speak. Her face was sullenly morose.
"I'm sorry I followed you in, Daddy, I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to sneak," she said, with a tone of guilt in her voice.
"That's all right daughter. I'll let it get by for now. Next time, though, you make sure that you ask my permission, before you, you, ahhhh…"
"Suck you. I'll make sure I ask every time from now on. I promise I'll only suck you when you ask me to," she said affirmatively, wagging her head up and down.
"I suppose Sue Carson showed you how to suck cock like that…" Hamilton began. Suddenly his face became cloudy, "Oh my God! Where IS Sue Carson? And where's Uncle Paul?"
If Hamilton had known where they were, he would have been horribly disturbed. Uncle Paul had always been something of a practical joker, and he was up to his old tricks right now. He was hiding behind the bed with Sue, Polaroid camera in hand. Right now, he already had a stack of seven prints, almost the whole roll. Sue Carson, completely nude, kneeled behind him. She braced herself by holding Paul's shoulder lightly, with her generous breasts pressing teasingly against his back. Her eyes gleamed with lascivious pleasure.
"Wait till Hamilton gets a load of these!" whispered Paul, trying his best to control himself. He didn't want to burst into laughter and spoil everything. Right now, he was peeling off print number eight, a splendid exposure of Hamilton with his cock buried deep in his own daughter's mouth. Sue grinned. A perfect exposure. Wouldn't that be something to show all of Hamilton's pals back at the accounting office. A plan was beginning to form in her mind. Paul took the shots for a practical joke, but Sue Carson might have a far better, and more profitable use for them. She always wanted a chance to outdo wise-ass Hamilton Burns!
Before Hamilton had a chance to look about the room, Paul and Sue crawled out on their hands and knees. Hamilton was still busy fondling his two daughters. He was too engrossed to hear the faint clicking of the door.
As soon as they got out of the room, Paul sat down on the couch and adjusted the light so that he could have a better look at the pictures. He was highly amused. He was a pretty handy man with a camera, as well as a cock, and the pictures he took were bright and clear. He didn't know what he would do with them yet. As of the moment, he didn't want to show any of them to Hamilton, because he knew that he wouldn't think they were funny. Perhaps later on, though. However, Sue had ideas of her own. She knew several uses to which she could put the photos. Without saying a word, she quickly slipped a couple of the pictures under a chair, where she could retrieve them later. Paul pretended he didn't notice that one or two of them were missing. He took the remainder, to add them to his personal collection, while keeping a close eye on Sue Carson.
However, Paul was far from finished sexually. His cock was just beginning to regain it's strength after it's strenuous workout in the other room. Daphne and Tricia were obviously not available, so he turned his attention to Sue. They were both still nude, Paul hadn't seen such a good looking woman in quite a long time. He didn't really care if Sue was his brother's secretary or not. All he wanted was a warm berth for his aching cock.
Well, he thought, a stiff dick has no consciousness, or something like that anyway. He reached over slowly, until his fingers made contact with Sue's voluminous breasts. They felt like they weighed several pounds each. Sue groaned softly, then she pressed her weight against him, reaching at the same time for his dick.
"So soon?" she smiled, "I thought you were such an old man!"
"Fuck that shit. I can take it three, maybe four times a night. Why, when I was a younger man, I used to fuck 'em until their eyes popped out. I used to…"
"Shhhhh!" said Sue, carefully squeezing his dick on the sensitive part, right under the head. "You don't want to attract the attention of the Bopsy twins, and their father in there, do you? And don't you dare say 'by crackies'. We ought to get out of here!"
"I guess you're right. I'll take this up with you elsewhere," he said.
"Maybe we should take a little ride somewhere. I have my car," she replied.
"Good, very good. I'll get dressed, and we'll go to the park or something," said Paul, with not a little bit of enthusiasm in his voice.
Sue got dressed. She pulled on her short skirt, and her tight nylon top. Paul, modest to the last, retired to the bathroom. He looked very dapper in his vested suit, with a neatly folded handkerchief in the outer pocket. They met, kissed, and walked out to Sue's waiting automobile. In no time at all, they were off the main highway, with Sue skillfully steering the car down some back road. The landscape became more rural as they drove. In about half an hour, they were in a totally uncivilized area, with nothing but an occasional barn or stable.
"My God," said Paul, "I thought that Hamilton lived in a fairly urban area. I had no idea that he was so close to the sticks."
"Oh, don't believe that. To someone who knows the roads, there's always a way to get to the desolate areas. I always liked driving in the country. It makes me feel, you know, free," said Sue. Meanwhile, Uncle Paul's hand was creeping up her skirt, reaching for the soft thigh and damp pussy. Sue shifted a little bit in her seat, just to tease him, then she spread her legs to allow him to get a couple of fingers into the damp warmth of her hungry snatch. She was afraid that she was a bit of a nymphomaniac, but she never really let this fact disturb her. She was too busy enjoying herself. Paul smiled when he felt his finger make contact with her soft pussy meat.
Just as soon as his probing fingers made contact with her cunt, she shifted a little in her seat. Paul tried to follow her cunt with his fingers, but it was hard for him to keep them inside of her when she was squirming around so much. Sue slowly brought the car to a halt at the side of the road. They were parked near an old barn. It appeared to be deserted. The door was almost down and swinging on one hinge, and the whole area was overgrown with weeds. Paul grinned, and once more resumed his attack on Sue's cunt.
"C'mon now, you didn't bring me all the way out here for my health," he smiled.
"Well, you've managed to control yourself, much better than Hamilton. He's probably home right this minute, wondering where we are while his daughters are sucking his cock for him. I really think that man has no self control. He used to be the stud of the century among the secretarial pool, but since he took up with his little girls, he's as meek as a lamb with strange women. I can get off on it on one level, but I really think it's awful! Sleeping with his own daughters, I mean!" she said self righteously.
Paul looked at her, his little eyes almost bulging out of his head. "I don't really think there's anything wrong about sleeping with one's daughters. Morally, I mean. I know there's always the chance of producing a misfit child, or a birth defect or something, but that's not a moral question. There's no doubt that Daphne and Tricia are sexy little bitches. A man has, well, needs that must be satisfied." As he spoke, his hand once again made contact with her cunt. Again, she squirmed out of his reach. As if to tease him, she scooped his hard-on up in her hands, after deftly opening his fly. Then she bent over, gave him a quick kiss on the cock, and jumped out of the car. She ran to the barn, with Paul close behind her.
She got there first, and she seemed to disappear. Paul ran after her, and found himself in the musty stillness of the ancient barn. Everything smelled like rotten vegetation and old horse manure. There was very little light. Paul stumbled around, until he felt something warm underfoot. Luckily, he caught himself, in the nick of time, and avoided stepping on Sue Carson.
Sue had been waiting for him. She was laying there, stark naked, on the old hay inside on the barn floor. While Paul was stumbling around looking for her, she had undressed and hidden her clothes nearby. Paul was able to see her pubic hairs bristle in the dark cool air. He felt his cock harden, and soon there was a hefty lump demanding release inside of his pants.
He fell to his knees and put his arms around Sue. She responded vigorously, pressing her generously proportioned cunt against his crotch. Again, he reached down to touch her pussy but she shook herself out of the way, and repositioned herself on the floor.
"What is this? A fucking game of cat and mouse? We're both adults here," crankily complained Paul, wiping his dribbling cock with the flat of his hand in disgust.
"Now, now, baby. Just relax. A girl's got to get warmed up first. Why don't you use your lips on me a little bit?" she suggested. Paul gave her a soft kiss on the lips while his hands moved down lower to explore her cunt and her soft thighs. He realized that she was totally nude, a fact which he hadn't seemed to take notice of before.
"That's nice, honey, real nice. But I didn't want a kiss on the lips. I wanted you to kiss me on the cunt. You know, cunnilingus. Those two twins did a nice job on me, but I need the feel of a man's lips once in a while, I bet you're a real fine cunt-lapper!"
"Alright, I'll bite," said Paul, with a touch of amusement in his voice. "You're one of those demanding bitches I've been reading about in the newspapers. I bet you're all for that women's lib trash, aren't you?"
"If you wanted a blow-job, you'd ask me, wouldn't you?" she teased.
"Sure as hell."
"Well, then. I'm asking you for a cunt-suck. Fair is fair."
"Like I said, Sue, I'll do it now. But you'd better get used to the idea that I get sucked when I want it too. You better be prepared."
"I'm no Boy Scout," giggled Sue, "anyway, who's to say what's going to happen. I'm not really planning on making this into a long term relationship." With that, Sue pushed Paul's head towards her crotch. Paul saw the cunt approaching his face as if he were in a slow-motion movie clip. First, there was the indistinct mass of curly pubic hair. Then, the mass got more discernable. He could see the wet folds of the labia, and the little red clit button… Also, at the same time, he got a whiff of the heady aroma of fresh cunt. It was slightly sweetish, with a faint suggestion of fresh mold and fish, a damp musky scent. He opened his mouth, egged on by the pressure on the back of his head, and his tongue was soon probing the depths of her eager vagina. He held back for a second, savoring the delicate taste, then he dove right in.
"Suck me. Clean me out!" urged Sue. Once he got the first taste of cunt, Paul really didn't need any more encouragement. He was busy eating away, lapping at her pussy with loud smacking noises.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Paul was not one, to be easily ordered about by women. After he had been sucking for a few minutes, he shifted his body around, then he forced his cock into position near Sue's lips. She didn't see that there was any choice but to take the swollen member into her mouth and begin to suck. She was in the classic sixty-nine position. Paul strained his head in order to get his lips as close to her pussy as possible.
From the bizarre angles required by the sixty-nine position, it was hard to keep his mouth in close proximity with her clitoris. After a few minutes of futile struggle, he was stricken with an attitude of "I don't care-ism" and he removed his mouth from her pussy altogether.
Sue, on the other hand, was wholeheartedly into sucking his cock. She knew that he intended to play the role of the bastard, but his cock tasted so good that she just decided to keep on sucking him no matter what he did. She was terribly surprised when he brutally ripped his penis out of her mouth, and sat opposite her, looking at her with a tremendous leer on his face.
"I feel like fucking," was all he said. "Right now."
"Oh," said Sue, "so here's a side of you I haven't seen before. Okay, big man, I guess we'll do some fucking." She reached out to grab hold of his cock. It was rock-hard, coated with her own saliva. She could feel it pulse and throb. Right under her fingers was a thick blue vein that spasmed obscenely. She squeezed his cock hard, almost too hard. Paul let out a surprised yelp, as her fingers tightened around his violently erect member.
"Well, you wanted to fuck," said Sue. "Go ahead." She leaned back, stretched her legs up in the air and waved them like some kind of an ersatz pin-up girl from the forties.
Paul grinned. He stood up and scooped Sue Carson into his arms. He could feel the jelly like softness of her ripe body, and he could swear that he heard her ripe cunt making little gurgling noises. She giggled. Paul carried her over to a dark corner of the barn. When he got to a likely looking pile of old hay, he flung her down on it roughly.
"Hey, watch it," she grunted.
Without answering, Paul found himself on top of Sue all over again. She allowed him to force her to her back, and this time she made no effort to crawl away when his hands eagerly probed for the opening to her warm slit. Paul leaned over and kissed her cunt lightly, this time making sure that he was in control of matters.
While he kissed her crotch, he also took the time to mouth her white inner thighs and her smooth soft belly. She tasted slightly salty, but good. Every time he got close to her little clit she started to squirm and buck, and he had to hold her down so that he could take his sweet time about lapping her the way he wanted to perform the task!
Sue was happy inside. She always knew a stud when she met one. She knew from experience that the men who talk the least about sex are often the ones who can perform the most aptly. She spread her thighs a little more in order to give Paul a better view of her snatch.
Things were going well. She fully intended to turn Paul's innocent Polaroid joke into a full blown blackmail scheme. A glossy photo of Hamilton fucking his own daughter's would certainly not help his career. Once she allowed Paul to enjoy all the pleasures that her body had to offer, she would attempt to enlist Paul's aid in getting the scheme rolling. There was one little problem. Paul was Hamilton's brother. She didn't know if he would take kindly to her attempts to ruin his kinfolk. However, she was almost certain that the lure of the quick cash would win out over brotherly love.
Paul's desire was ever increasing, and now all he wanted to do was bury his cock inside of the warmth of her snatch. His hand was already in her cunt two knuckles deep, and she was responding to his caresses nicely. He felt her give a slight start of surprise, then his fingers quickly parted her outer pussy lips, and settled on her clitoris.
"Paul! That's good. I want it now," she moaned, and this time she really meant it. He heaved himself up on her delectable body, until the both of them were face to sweating face. She heard the little whooshing noise of his cock sliding up her belly, then he took his penis in hand and placed the knob of it on the opening. He pressed, and the hard glistening head of the dick made it's way into her canal. She arched her legs, thrust up her hips, and grabbed him around the waist, so that he was buried in her cunt up to the hilt. Before he could even start his thrusting motions, she started her own coital thrusts with a frenzied, eager motion.
Sue Carson hadn't really expected anything as forceful as this! She thought she was going to get a slow, ordinary fuck, but this Paul character was laying it on like a jack-hammer. She was panting and moaning, not faking it, but really having the shit fucked out of her. She wondered if his dick was getting harder by the second. It sure felt like it. It damn near felt like he was expanding inside of her, like some sort of infernal machine, built for fucking. She shut her eyes, simply allowing herself to experience the sensations on her cunt. Once she had taken a yoga class, where they had told her to try to make believe that there was an outside observer watching her every move. She, felt like that now, she felt like somebody was watching her get the living hell buttered out of her. She was wild with passion. Her whole being seemed to emanate from her cunt, her burning, roaring cunt that was being so expertly pounded by Paul's hard and talented dick.
"You're the damn best girl I ever fucked," groaned Paul, his eyes tightly shut.
She couldn't really understand why he was saying that. She hadn't really done anything except to maybe tease him a little. That certainly wouldn't account for her being the "best girl he ever had". Well, she thought, I might as well give him a little run for his money. She started to wriggle and writhe as fast as she could, actually belly-dancing beneath him, shaking like a mad-lady. Her hips seemed to be possessed with a life of their own. Her cunt contracted, holding Paul's cock in a vice-like grip.
She felt his hand slip under her and knead her soft meaty buttocks. The touch of his hand seemed to flood her with lust, and she redoubled her efforts towards inducing her orgasm. She really didn't think that she was going to be able to come again, but the sudden feel of his hand made her aware that she was really enjoying herself. She sighed deeply as she felt his cock bounce deeply inside of her, hitting the back of her womb with great force.
Sue braced her heels against an old block of wood. She reared her hips up, while Paul heaved and strained on top of her. Paul reached down and touched the floor with his knuckles, like some sort of great ape. Actually, all he was doing was bracing himself. It enabled him to keep much better control of the situation. He was obviously greatly skilled in sexual matters. He knew how to pace his own coital movements with hers. Sue couldn't believe it, but this man was actually bringing her close to orgasm, even though she was greatly fighting it.
The whole barn began to swirl around her. Her eyes became misty and glazed, as they trysted together in the hay. The strenuous churning of his bloated cock inside of her cunt filled her with indescribable pleasure. Suddenly, her cunt began to cream vigorously. Her fuck-juice spurted out in great wet gobs as Paul pounded her again and again with his oversized penis.
Paul was able to hold himself in for a few seconds more, then his cock started to spurt its load into her cunt. He could feel the walls of her pussy contract around his cock like some sort of a huge wet glove, pulling and squeezing his penis. Sue wriggled as hard as she could. She wasn't even aware of doing it consciously. She did it more out of some sort of a reflex action. Paul took full advantage of this. He pulled his cock out a little of the way, so that just his glans was in her cunt. Her undulations and squirmings were making him feel very nice indeed. He grunted heavily, pushed his cock in fully, and ejaculated his last drops of sperm into her bottomless cunt.
Finally, it was all over. Paul was exhausted and drained. He pulled his penis out of her cunt and lay back, panting heavily. Sue saw her chance. Now that Paul's defenses were down, he would be more open to suggestion. She cradled his head in her hands, and started to whisper to him.
"Paul," she said, "I know I just met you, but I have an idea in mind. I know you've always been jealous of your brother's success. How would you like a chance to get back at him?"
"What do you mean?" asked Paul warily.
"You took those Polaroid's. I know you meant them only as a joke, but this is a perfect chance to blackmail him. I can tell Hamilton that I have the pictures. I'll make him pay up!"
"I don't know. He's my own brother. That would be a rather nasty stunt to pull on him," said Paul. He had expected something like this. He decided to play it dumb.
Sue began to caress his balls again. She knew that she had him right where she wanted him. If he had said no, rather than maybe, then she would have quit. But a little application of her hands to his genitals would soon resolve his indecision. She stroked him carefully, then she ducked down and popped one of his balls into her mouth. Paul groaned in pleasure. Sue continued to lick, letting him get the full feel of the flat of her tongue. Even though his organ was flaccid, Paul enjoyed the tongue massage thoroughly. Sue smiled, and licked harder. After ten minutes of this stroking, Paul was left with a cock in a state of semi-erection.
He again started to jerk around, grunting and writhing and twisting his body.
"C'mon Paul, don't you think it would be a good idea?" she cajoled him.
"Well, maybe. I really don't think it would be right. After all, I hardly know you. What if Hamilton was just using you to make me the butt of a practical joke?" he asked.
"That's hardly possible," she chuckled, "but if you really don't want any part of it, I'll just have to manage by myself. I figure he'll pay me off a healthy pension, for the rest of my life. You ought to be angry. Don't you remember the way he insulted you when he caught you with his daughters?"
"Well, I really don't blame him. Wouldn't you be angry if I was caught fucking your daughters?" he said, with a foolish grin.
"Not if I were fucking them myself, like that lecherous brother of yours," she quipped.
Paul took a few minutes to think this one over. It would be pretty rotten to blackmail his own brother, but then again, why not? Hamilton had made good with his life, while Paul had to be content to be a has-been his whole life. If he could only pull this thing off! He HAD always been jealous of his brother. Hamilton was nothing but a lousy leech. It might be a good idea to blackmail him after all. Why not, he mused. Still, HE would have to live with the guilt!
He was brought back to his senses by the feel of Sue Carson's tongue on his cock. She had left his balls, and now she was moving up on his body, reaching for his semi-hard dick. Paul stifled a groan, and eased his cock deeper into her mouth. He really didn't believe it possible. The last time he had come so many times a day had been way in his youth. He almost felt like a new man. He had to keep Sue Carson sucking at all costs!
"Yes!" he said loudly. "Sue Carson, this has been the most enlightening day in my entire life. I never used to confront my feelings about Hamilton, I always hid my hatred under the guise of brotherly affection. But that little bastard is not only a no-good child molester, but he's too rich for his own good. I think we ought to teach him a lesson. I think this blackmail idea is a fine thing!" he stated.
As soon as she heard these words Sue started to suck him even harder than she was before. Paul responded rapidly to this increased pressure on his cock. He was amazed at himself. Could it be possible that, he was going to have another orgasm? He jerked his whole body back and forth, jamming his swollen organ deep into Sue's throat. She choked a little bit, but then she relaxed and managed to accommodate the entire thing. Sue Carson was certainly sex-crazy alright. She could make a dead man come with her talented mouth. Paul was willing to testify to that. He closed his eyes, and simply let her work out with her mouth, until he felt the rumblings of another orgasm well up through his body. He arched his back, getting ready to release a final load into Sue Carson's willing mouth. He took in a deep breath of air, and felt his sperm shoot out of his body. It seemed as if his head were exploding with pure pleasure!
The third orgasm of the day is always better than the first, thought Paul. The first one is nice. It's like a quick release of desire that has been building up for a long time. Tins second orgasm of the day is even better. It is usually slow and drawn out, and one can take a longer time appreciating it's pleasant effects. But there's something about a third orgasm that bordered on heaven. It's a long excruciating kind of pleasure/pain that touches on the divine. The third orgasm of the day is always the best, the ultimate come.
That was what Paul was thinking as he shot his wad deep into Sue's throat. She wasn't expecting him to ejaculate at that point. When the sperm started coursing down her throat, she choked for a moment before she regained her wits enough to start swallowing. Paul seemed to be exploding forever. Glob after glob of sperm shot down her throat. It filled up her mouth, and then it began to spill down her cheeks and her neck. She kept his dick in her mouth until he was through. Then, she slowly drew the exhausted cock out of her mouth, and licked her lips with a smile.
"What a powerful boy you are! I see we'll make a very good partnership indeed," she cooed. She figured he would go along with her viscious scheme, at least for a while.
Paul needed a few seconds to catch his breath. "Well, uh, I think well be able to do business together." He was lying, but he hid his true emotions well. A consummate actor.
He was amazed at both himself, and this woman. She was capable of making him feel like a new man. Sue giggled to herself, then she got up and started to strut boldly back to her car.
"C'mon, Paul. We have to make it back to the house before it gets dark. Hamilton will wonder where we've gone and I don't want him to get suspicious!"
"I don't think he really gives a shit. After all, he's got those two little nymphomaniacs to take care of him," grinned Paul. "I don't see how the bastard does it. With all those little secretaries and what not hanging around, why does the guy want to sleep with his own daughters? It's a complete mystery to me!"
"Wouldn't you prefer them? I mean, you were sleeping with them yourself! They have to be the sexiest things on two feet," said Sue. Paul grinned, then he stroked Sue's body, pausing to feel her huge breasts. They were like ripe melons. So huge, so firm, so nice!
"Maybe they look good, but they're not anywhere near as talented as you. What the hell are you talking about anyway? You're one of the best looking girls I've ever seen," said Paul.
"You don't mean that!" she blushed, unused to compliments on her appearance.
"Sure I do, you're amazingly good-looking. If those brats become anywhere as gorgeous as you in the next couple of years, I'd say they were very lucky. You belong on a magazine cover, or in the centerfold," he beamed. She was a sucker for compliments.
Sue was pleased at these compliments, but she wanted to get home as fast as she could. She wanted to get to her private stash of Polaroid pictures before anyone else discovered where they were. Paul might get wise too. If he counted them, and found six instead of eight, he would know that something was up. She still wasn't sure if he was going to go along with her blackmail scheme. Even if he copped out, she would still have HER stash of pictures.
They got to the car and hastily got dressed, pulling on their wrinkled garments.
"You look like you've just been fucked," said Paul. Sue angrily tore her comb through her disheveled hair. "What do you expect, asshole?" she glared. She was in no mood for jokes.
"Sorry," mumbled Paul, "I was only making a joke!"
Jesus, thought Sue. No wonder the guy was a failure in show business. He couldn't say anything funny to save his life. She started the car, and angrily stomped on the gas pedal. I have to be nice to this guy, she thought to herself. Now that he knows my little scheme he could spoil everything. They zipped through the country roads, until they came to the main highway. In a little while, they were back in Hamilton's neighborhood. She discreetly parked the car away from the house, so that nobody could see them arrive. She was figuring on the chance that Hamilton hadn't noticed her leaving. Paul fixed himself up, so that his clothes didn't look like a wreck. He walked in first, then Sue came in about fifteen minutes later.
When she walked in, Paul was sitting on the sofa, picking his teeth with a toothpick.
"They didn't even know we were missing," he grinned, "I think Hamilton's in the shower with those two sluts of his. Who knows what they're doing in there."
"I wouldn't be too hard pressed to guess," chuckled Sue, "I have a good idea. I'll go inside and sex it up a little bit with all of them. That way, Hamilton won't suspect any hanky-panky. When we hit him with the blackmail notes and the photos, it'll be a complete surprise to the louse!"
"Good idea," said Paul. He pointed to a book that was sitting on the bottom of Hamilton's bookshelf. The book was "War and Peace".
"Do you see that book there?" Paul asked.
"What about it?" answered Sue.
"I've got those Polaroid's hidden in there. Hamilton will never read that book, so he'll never find the pictures. I'll just keep them in there until I'm ready to leave, and we'll retrieve the prints later."
"Why don't we threaten him right away?" asked Sue.
"No. Not while I'm a guest in his house. I have a few scruples left," replied Paul.
"Well, you figure out whatever you want. In the meantime, I'm going to see what they're doing in the shower," replied Sue. She left Paul standing there. He watched the well-built secretary disappear into the bathroom. As soon as the door clicked shut, he reached for the copy of "War and Peace", took out the pictures, and replaced them with a note. The note read: I know you have the other pictures, slut, but you'll be sorry if you try to use them. Chuckling insanely, Paul ripped the sleazy pictures up into about thirty pieces, then he went into the other bathroom, and flushed them down the toilet.
Meanwhile, Sue Carson found herself in the middle of a sordid scene. The two girls, Daphne and Tricia, were busy soaping up their father. Hamilton lay in the bottom of the tub like a sultan. The two girls were scrubbing him and kissing him. His erect cock protruded out of the water like a periscope of an ersatz submarine. All three of them were naked. Sue stood in front of them, hands on her hips, her tits jutting proactively through her thin top.
"And what might be going on in here?" she asked cheerily. Hamilton opened his eyes, and saw his well endowed little secretary. He couldn't believe she had the nerve to return.
"Sue Carson!" he blurted, "What are you doing here? I thought you left with my brother, Paul! To tell the truth, I thought you were both gone for good!"
"Then you knew we had left!" exclaimed Sue.
"Sure I did. As a matter of fact, I was glad. It left the whole house to me and my girls!" As he spoke, Tricia and Daphne looked at Sue defensively. They had enough trouble with the rivalry between themselves. They didn't want another female to get into the picture.
"We can take care of Daddy," said Tricia, arching her back and tossing back her long mane of silky hair.
"Yeah, we'll take care of Daddy," said Daphne. Her little breasts shook defiantly.
"Nonsense. I'm sure your father would like the expert attentions of an older woman. Wouldn't you, Hamilton, dear?" said Sue sweetly. Her pussy was right in Hamilton's face.
"Well, I don't know…" stammered Hamilton.
Sue dropped to her knees and popped Hamilton's soapy cock into her mouth. It tasted bitter at first, but she soon washed the offensive suds down her throat. She pressed her head downwards, allowed Hamilton to get the full benefit of the warmth of the inside of her mouth.
Hamilton arched upwards. This was too good to be true. Two nude daughters and a cock-sucking secretary to boot. Tricia and Daphne pressed closer together, eager to watch the older woman suck their lather's cock. The hard shaft slid easily in and out of her throat, as she compressed her lips tightly, making full use of the suctional properties inherent in the soapy water. She allowed the cock to slip out of her lips. It exited with a loud smacking noise, and Hamilton collapsed backwards into the tub. "Nice," he said.
"I can do better than that!" shouted Tricia and Daphne at the same time. Tricia was the first to act on her assertion. She grabbed for her father's penis, with her hair streaming behind her. Her breasts, hobbling and dripping, slapped against her father's thighs as she popped the big cock into her mouth. Daphne, had a hard time duplicating Sue Carson's cock-swallowing act. Daphne tried to let the cock go all the way into her throat, but after the first few inches she found herself choking. She pulled up and tried again. She could manage about half the cock, but after that, the big fat glans got lodged in her throat. She could taste the oozing pre-come fluid as it seeped into her mouth. For an instant, she let her father's penis slip out of her mouth. She looked at it almost quizzically, then she lowered her head back down so that she could suck on it, determined to match Sue Carson's oral prowess.
She kept her eyes on the cock as it got close and closer to her face. From a few inches away, she could see the pink circle of the glans with the piss-slit in the middle, then as she got closer, the warm pink flesh dominated her entire field of vision. She was forced to look at it almost cross-eyed. She could see the tip of her nose and the edges of her lips, then her lips opened and the big penis slipped back inside the warmth of her mouth.
The cock-head felt huge inside of her mouth. She pursed her lips, determined to do a better job than Sue Carson.
"Ahhhh," groaned Hamilton. He enjoyed being the center of attention, the main attraction. There was something fantastically sexy about being sucked off by his own daughter, while his two other gorgeous women watched. He reached out and felt the warm, rubbery, wet-slippery skin of his sucking daughter. "Daphne, Daphne, Daphne!" he moaned softly. Tricia, always jealous, watched her father's cock with increasing desire and greed. She couldn't wait until she got that cock in her mouth. She'd show her bitch of a sister!
Daphne sucked harder, closing her eyes, letting her entire being focus on the sensation of that immense penis bobbling in her throat. She could feel it's very aliveness as it entered her mouth, almost chocking her with its length, scalding her throat with it's heat. She could feel the water as it splashed around her. She felt dirty and sexy and good. She was a real cock-sucker. She was pleasing her father!
Before Hamilton could come in her mouth, he felt another pressure on his cock. Tricia had it right near the base, and now she was pulling it out of her sister's mouth. Before Daphne could do anything, she was on her back, sloshing around in the water of the big sunken tub. Tricia then fastened her mouth on her father's penis, and she began to suck where her sister had left off.
Daphne was just about to start clawing her sister when she felt Sue Carson lay hands on her. "Now girls, don't fight. There's plenty where that came from," she said loudly.
"What do you mean?" pouted Daphne. Sue Carson looked at Tricia who was now forcefully sucking cock. "Ill show you a way that we all can suck him," she said cheerfully.
Tricia reluctantly took the big penis out of her mouth. She glared angrily at Daphne. Hamilton didn't say anything. As long as it felt good, he couldn't care less what the bitches did. "Now, Daphne, you suck on his balls, very gently, and Tricia, you lick one side of his cock. I'll lick the other. When he starts to come, well all raise our heads, and let him shoot his cream all over us."
"Sort of like musical chairs!" yelped Tricia, clapping her hands like a small child.
"Oboy, a game! I love games," added Daphne. Sue smiled inwardly. These little sluts are just like babies. She would be able to manipulate them to suit her purposes.
Unknown to either Sue Carson or Hamilton Burns, Uncle Paul was standing in the doorway of the bathroom, Polaroid camera in hand. He knew that Sue Carson was up to no good, and he figured that this was the time to retaliate. He always liked a good practical joke, and now was the time to have the last laugh on Sue. He waited, camera in hand, until Sue lowered her mouth over Hamilton's cock.
He clicked picture after picture. The obscene trio of girls were making so much noise that they couldn't hear the rather sharp noises of the camera. Hamilton was obviously completely oblivious to any outside stimuli.
Picture after picture came out, all perfect. Uncle Paul chuckled to himself as he looked at the glossy prints. He'd teach that Sue Carson a lesson. Imagine her thinking that she would get him to blackmail his own brother! He'd simply agreed with her just to see if she would take him into his confidence. Even if he was jealous of Hamilton's success, he would never stoop to blackmailing his own flesh and blood. After he had several fine prints of Sue Carson in several different stages of fellatio, he crept out of the room, with nobody the wiser.
Sue was completely unaware that she had been photographed in her ignonimous poses. She happily continued sucking cock, until she felt Hamilton's orgasm approach. She could always tell when a man was close to getting his nut. The balls would always tense up just a little bit, and the slow, easy pace of his fucking would turn to sharp staccato jerks. Usually, the guy would also start panting and shaking. Hamilton was displaying all of these symptoms. He groaned loudly, as Sue increased the pressure of her hot sucking lips around the heated glans of his prick.
"Uhhhh, my God!" rasped Hamilton. He held Sue's head tightly, as his two daughters increased their pace of licking and sucking. Sue just managed pull her head away.
"Now, girls!" she barked. Sue held the shuddering cock tightly between her thumb and forefinger. With the other finger near the base of the cock, she directed the tip of Hamilton's penis towards her face. Her lush red lips were open, and her mouth was drooling saliva. Tricia and Daphne also had their faces directly in front of Hamilton's penis. Tricia was giggling, but Daphne looked dead serious. She stared at her father's cock, mouth open, lips ready. Sue squeezed his penis as hard as she could, so that the jet of sperm would shoot out on a fine spray.
"Ahhhhh!" grunted Hamilton. Sparks were practically flying out of his eyes.
His vision seemed to cloud, and he leaned back, riding a wave of pleasurable sensation.
In thick, fast wallops, the sperm flew out of Hamilton's prick. The white, almost frothy liquid gushed out, spraying first Sue Carson's face, then Daphne's, then Tricia's. The three women were dripping with thick clouts of the hot sperm, as Hamilton struggled to break free of Sue's monkey grip on his cock. She was squeezing him so hard, it was almost painful. Hamilton writhed like a fish out of water. Through his half closed eyes, he could see the image of the three naked women, mouths open like goldfish, being drenched with his copious flow of seminal fluid.
Sue directed the semen like she was holding onto a firehose. She let first a little spray on her face, then one sister's, then the other's. They were just about equally coated with the thick come. It coated their lips, ran down their necks, and dripped onto their water-soaked breasts. Relaxing a bit, Sue let the final droplets of sperm drip out of Hamilton's cock. Hamilton was gasping for breath, Daphne licked her lips, cleaning herself of the sticky sperm. On the other hand, Tricia was still jiggling. She also licked up all the semen that was on her body, but she took the whole thing in a more humorous vein.
"Was it good, girls?" asked Sue, with a wry grin on her face.
"Was it ever!" chirped Tricia. Her perky tits bounced back and forth. She had the body of a full grown woman, but her mind was not yet up to snuff. Still, she was an exquisite specimen of femaleness. Her huge tits were full, with not a hint of sag, and her smooth round ass was round and broad, squished as it was against the cool tile on the bottom of the Roman style bath tub. "Nice," added Daphne. She licked her red lips slowly, and winked at her father. Hamilton was again out of it. He had wanted to retain control over the situation, because he wanted to present a strong father image to his daughters, but it seemed as if the women were winning out over him after all. He was nothing but a helpless pawn in their games of rivalry. But, on the other hand, he was getting the full benefit of all of this competition. What more could a man want? He thought about what his friend Jerry had told him, a long time ago. Jerry owned a topless bar, and Hamilton had asked him what he wanted out of life.
"What do I want out of life?" guffawed Jerry, "I'll tell you what I want out of life. The men who come into my bar have their shoes shined, a clean suit on, and a wallet full of money. When they come into my place, they keep the floor clean, they don't fight because they don't want to ruin their suits, and they spend their money. Now I take this money, I make sure I get three square meals a day, three blow-jobs a night, and a color TV. Now you tell me, what else could a man want? Eh?" Jerry had said. On reflecting, Hamilton didn't have a better answer.
Now Hamilton sat in the tub, thinking about this conversation. What else could he want? He had everything, including six color TV's, and he had three beautiful women sucking his cock for as long as he could stand. Hamilton smiled. He was a happy man. He should have given Jerry more credit in the first place, for his accurate, though somewhat crude insights.
Sue Carson was the first to take control over matters, after this orgy of lust. She patted Daphne and Tricia on their rumps, and told them to leave the tub.
"Aww, gee," started Tricia, but Hamilton gave her an angry stare. "Tricia, do as Sue tells you," he said. "We have some important business to discuss," he winked stupidly at Sue.
The two girls left the room, and stalked up to their bedroom. They were once again angry at Sue Carson. Who did that bitch think she was? She had no right to take over her father's life like she was doing. Just because she knew how to suck didn't give her the right to order them around, like she was their mother or something. But while they were grumbling, Sue was busy downstairs, working on their father. She was certainly a conniving little bitch.
"Did you like that, Hamilton?" asked Sue. She had a way of gaining men's favor. She knew that all men's reactions stem from the feelings lodged in their cocks. Accordingly, she kept her hands on Hamilton's cock. Even though he had just been brought to a groaning orgasm, he still responded to her gentle patting and fondling.
"Very nice," he replied.
"Hamilton?" she asked again, increasing the pressure on his penis, to a gentle beat.
"What?" he said.
"Don't you think it's a bad idea?"
"What idea?" he said angrily. What the hell did this bitch want out of him, anyway?
"Fooling around with those two daughters of yours. I know that they're very sexy and all, but isn't it dangerous for a man of your position to be fucking around with his own children? I mean, you could pervert them for the rest of their lives!"
"Who the hell do you think you are?" asked Hamilton angrily. "I'll do whatever the fuck I want with them. They're my daughters, aren't they?"
"Sure, they're your daughters, but you could be perverting them horribly. What will they do when they realize that they can't fuck their father for the rest of their lives? You can't screw them up that way! They'll hate you for it later!" insisted Sue.
"Look, I don't give a shit about it. I'll do what I want, when I want! Is that clear?" said Hamilton loudly, Sue was getting him angry. Who was she to butt into his affairs?
"No, it's not clear. You had better listen to me, or you might just get in a lot of trouble," she said, with a menacing tone in her voice.
"And what's that supposed to mean, Miss High and Mighty? You're a fine person to be moralizing. Who got them started fucking and sucking other women? Who are you to tell me how to raise my own daughters?" he insisted. He was getting quite displeased with this slut. He figured that he might even ask her to leave. I mean, who needed a slut like Sue telling him what to do? She was merely a pest. He was sick of her.
"I'll do whatever I want with my daughters. You just remember your place!" he said.
"I won't. I'll do whatever I want, and I'll say whatever I want!" yelped Sue. "From now on, buddy, I'm not going to take anymore orders from you. You're going to be in for a terrible surprise!" she hissed. Just wait till he found out about those pictures!
"I don't know what you mean, but you're fired. I'm not going to take anymore shit from a stupid bitch like you," said Hamilton. Sue Carson jumped up and started to run out of the room. Hamilton was right on her heels. He caught her by the hair, and brought her down with a flying tackle.
"That's not all you're going to get, young lady. I think a little spanking might be in order, I've taken enough insults from everyone. First, you come into my home and teach my daughters your own private brand of filth, then you insult me to my face. I'm going to teach you a lesson once and for all!"
"Don't you dare, don't you dare!" screamed Sue. Her arms and legs flailed wildly while Hamilton wrestled her to the floor. "Don't you lay hands on me, you bastard!" she shrieked. Hamilton puffed deeply. He was having a hard time holding Sue Carson down. She was struggling like a banshee. He sat on top of her, forcing her down by sheer brute weight, while he looked around for something to restrain her with. His new bathrobe was hanging on a hook on the other side of the ornate, decorated bathroom. He grabbed Sue by the hair, and dragged her nude body across the room. Seizing the sash, he ripped it off the bathrobe, and began to wrap it around Sue Carson's wrists. "Damn you! Stop that! Let me go!" she wailed.
"Not on your life, cunt," bellowed Hamilton. He was starting to lose control of himself. He was normally a cool and collected, if lecherous man, but every once in a while he would lose his temper and go on a rampage. This was one of those times. The last time he had flown into such a rage was several years ago, when he had been attacked by two fruity characters in a bar. He didn't remember what had happened, but he did remember waking up with his fists all raw and bloody. One of his attackers was found with both arms broken in the street, and the other had run off, after trying to pick up the remainder of his teeth from the floor. It had been quite a lot of effort for Hamilton's lawyers to shut everyone up.
Sue was screaming and kicking, but now Hamilton had her hog-tied in a squealing bundle on the floor. He pulled her wrists, tied behind her back, way up to meet her feet, then he tied all four limbs together with a big knot behind her back. Now Sue Carson lay totally naked and helpless on the floor. She was on her stomach, rocking back and forth with her wet belly as the pivot point. She glared at Hamilton, and kept shrieking, using the most vile language she could conjure up. "Alright, bitch, alright. I'll make you shut up!" raged Hamilton. He was turning red, like a Viking who was having a fit of the blood-lust. He was getting more and more incoherent, and he realized that he was losing touch with himself. Still, Sue Carson had really tried to provoke him, and now she was going to pay for it.
He stormed around the room, completely naked, his prick dangling and bouncing between his legs. Sue's screaming was driving him crazy. He took a wet washcloth, soaked with water and soap, and gave it a quick wringing over the tub. Sue's eyes widened in terror.
"What are you trying to do? What are you… mmmpphhh!!!" she blustered. Hamilton had jammed the wet washcloth into her mouth, then he took the sash from Tricia's bathrobe and wrapped it around Sue's head, fastening the washcloth in place. "Mmmphhggghhhh!" she roared. She waggled her ass, and scraped her belly along the floor, but she was tied quite tightly. There would be no escape for her. Now she questioned the wisdom of her acts. She had intended to merely provoke Hamilton, then present him with her blackmail demands, but he had turned the tables on her. Now she was a helpless, gibbering captive. She didn't know what Hamilton would do next!



CHAPTER NINE


Hamilton ranted on, looking more insane by the minute. Sue was sorry she had ever started up with him. She should have been a better judge of human nature. She knew that he wasn't quite all there. Added to this, she barely even knew him, aside from having fucked him a couple of times in the office.
Hamilton regarded his captive with furious rage. He wanted to punish her, wanted to teach her a lesson for meddling in his affairs. Spanking would be too good for this bitch. He had to do something that would teach her who was boss once and for all. He rummaged about the room, looking for something to fire his imagination. As he stormed about, opening and shutting drawers, he came upon an unused enema bottle, from the time he had been constipated. As soon as he saw the ugly thing, he was brilliantly inspired. He seized the plastic bottle, and held it up to the light. It was one of those little Fleet enema bottles. It was a small plastic squeeze bottle, with a long plastic nozzle attached. It was even wrapped in sanitary foil. He ripped off the covering, and held the bottle right in front of Sue Carson.
"See this? Do you know what this is?" he said horribly, trying his best to imitate Peter Loire, although not doing a very good job of it.
"Mmmggghhh!" screamed Sue, through her bitter tasting gag. This was the most disgusting thing that had ever happened to her. Hamilton had to be out of his mind!
Hamilton inspected Sue Carson's exposed, protruding vagina. He spread the lips of her pussy with his fingers, the pussy that was artificially protuberant because of the unnatural position she found herself in. Her cunt was moist, red, and hairy, just the way he liked them. She had lusciously long legs, and the way they were tied enhanced the smooth musculature of her slim thighs. For a second, he played with her cunt, then he jammed the nozzle of the enema tube into her gash. Sue screamed and writhed. Hamilton chuckled, then he withdrew the nozzle and let the tip rest lightly against her ass. The puckered asshole twitched with fear. Sue did her best to keep the thing out of her rear. She clenched her muscles as tight as she could make them, but it still did not good. Slowly and surely, like Horatio Alger, Hamilton fed the long plastic tube up Sue Carson's defenseless asshole.
Sue felt completely humiliated. She was ashamed of herself. How had she gotten herself into this ignonomous position? She felt like an idiot, like something out of a bad movie.
Hamilton leaned in closely, peering right up Sue Carson's ass. The nozzle was all the way up her rear, and she was squirming less and less with each passing second. Wow, quickly thought Sue, Hamilton's latent misobynism is really showing through.
She took her humiliation quietly, as Hamilton squirted the entire pint of fluid right up her ass. She tensed all her muscles, then she relaxed. It felt very relaxing. She was transported back to her youth, when she had gotten an enema from her family doctor. Her stomach was now distended, as Hamilton squeezed in the full pint of the salty fluid. She started to writhe again. Her intestines were churning. She felt like she had to go to the bathroom right this second, or she would shit all over the floor. Her entire body twitched with panic.
"How do you like that?" guffawed Hamilton, "Feeling a little bit uncomfortable, hey?"
Susan would have screamed, but her mouth was too full of the wet rag. She was getting terribly uncomfortable. The warm fluid in her ass was starting to build up pressure. She had to shit, and fast. Surely Hamilton didn't intend to… to… Suddenly Sue went wild. She strained against the ropes, bucking and jerking for all she was worth. It was hard enough to keep the fluid in her ass, but now she was faced with the spectre of Hamilton Burns, staring right at her and making the most deranged faces she had ever seen. Not only that, but he went over to the sink and started to refill the enema bottle, with warm, soapy water!
"Eeeeee!" roared Sue. She tried to squirm out of the way, but Hamilton was getting closer and closer. He again jammed the nozzle up her ass. By this time, the vaseline coating had worn off the tube, so it was terribly painful and rough. Goddamn that son of a bitch, thought Susan. She would get back at that lousy bastard if it were the last thing she ever did in her life. Her insides felt like they were going to burst. She was seething inside, and burning with rage and humiliation on the outside. That bastard, that prick!!!
In a few seconds, Hamilton had emptied the contents of the second bottle of fluid into her bowels. She gritted her teeth. She was loosing every ounce of her willpower to avoid shitting all over the floor. Any second now, she would lose control of herself, and ugh! The consequences were too disgusting for her to think about.
She was screaming, pleading with Hamilton to let her go, but the only sounds that came out of her mouth were muffled gasps. His gag was crude, yet effective.
Hamilton was still guffawing. His eyes gleamed like he was crazy, and he was holding his sides with laughter. Sue groaned in agony. She didn't want to shit all over his floor, not in this horrible position.
"Maybe this will teach you to mind your own business," said Hamilton. Suddenly he was quite calm and collected, like a manic-depressive who had just crossed over from one state to another. He stood in front of her, with his arms crossed in front of his chest, and callously regarded her nude body. He could tell that she was struggling. Her face was contorted in a horrible grimace, and she was doing her damndest to keep control of her bowels.
"Alright, little lady, I see you've had enough. Would you perhaps like me to unfasten those nasty ropes?" he said, in a voice of mock authority.
"Mmmmmph!" moaned Sue Carson, shaking her full rounded ass affirmatively. It was about the only part of her body that was not immobile.
"Getting a little hot under the collar? Hmmm?" said Hamilton. He scratched his chin and paced the floor in front of the girl. She stared at him, her eyes full of despair.
"Alrighty, then. Ill just loosen this tight little sash a little bit. Well see how good you are at Houdini stunts. You have about half a minute to get free, or I'll lighten that rope up again, and you'll have to suffer the consequences of that!" he said.
He bent over and took out one knot from the tightly tied bathrobe sash. Sue immediately was able to get one hand free. She scrabbled at the rest of the knots, managing to free one leg. Hamilton stared at his wristwatch. "Time's almost up," he said happily. Sue was in a panic. She didn't want to get tied up again. She could feel the soapy water churning in her guts, churning away, working at her insides. She knew that the time was now or never. She struggled up to one leg. Her breasts were all askew, held at a crazy angle by the way she was tied. She hopped grotesquely over to the bathtub, and heaved herself over the side. Hamilton followed her, flicking at her buttocks with a rolled up towel. Sue Carson gave a little yelp of pain whenever the towel stung her golden flesh. Her ass was starting to redden, and her body jerked in involuntary spasms of pain. Her stomach felt like it was going to burst.
Her degradation was just about complete. There wasn't much else Hamilton could do to her except, except… Oh, God, thought Sue. He isn't going to watch me shit! The perverted, disgusting, son of a bitch! That wretched bastard! Thai filthy slob! How could he do this to her?
Hamilton towered over her, enjoying her state of utter debasement. She was absolutely at his mercy. He waited for her to shit, standing in front of the bathtub. His arms were still crossed in front of him, as he savored the sight of his hapless captive squirming under his gaze. She flexed auu unflexec her muscles, shaking with pain and shame. Of course, the mental humiliation was worse than any tiling else, but that was understood without anyone having to verbalize it. Sue wiggled, as Hamilton watched her every move. He particularly lilted the way her cunt open and shut, as she grappled for a handhold inside of the tub. One breast flopped one way, and one the other. Her cocoa nipples were surprisingly hard, like the nipples of a woman who is in a state of arousal.
Hamilton could tell that this woman's emotions were in a state of flux, a condition brought about by the sudden infliction of an arcane reality on a previously normal life. Usually such a bizarre shift in focal points brings on unreasoning fear and horror, but in this particular case Sue's disgust and loathing were somehow transformed into an anal-compulsive manifestation of sexually related sensations. Her cunt dripped with her rapidly appearing lubrication fluid. Although her limbs were bound, almost totally incapacitating her, she was paradoxically involved and absorbed with the sensual feelings of release associated with the artificially induced loosening of her bowels. As the warm shit flowed out of her ass, pooling in the tub around her, she felt the onset of the spasms of pleasure associated with the female orgasm. When she looked up, she saw the figure of Hamilton Burns. His ugly, leering face gave him the appearance of the Devil, and since it was he who was causing her humiliation, not she of her own volition, she was free to enjoy the pleasurable undulations of her body, without the least hint of guilt, since all that was transferred to Hamilton, the Devil figure. So what was important was her image of him, not the actual shame she was experiencing. If she had been on, say, LSD, she might have assumed she was being reborn, baptized by the vile product of her own eliminative system.
On the other hand, Sue Carson had an ungodly orgasm, as Hamilton watched her struggle with a gigantic flow of enema tinged diarrhea. "Mmmmmppggghhh!!!" she choked. The stench of the shit was almost unbearable. Hamilton watched her suffer, knowing full well that he was embarrassing her half-way to death. "Well, now, my little cock-tease. Are you satisfied with yourself?"
Of course, it was impossible for poor little Sue Carson to say a word. Being of a kind nature, Hamilton stuck his hand behind her head, and untied the knot that bound the washrag in her mouth. "Prick! Bastard! Shithead!" blurted Sue, as soon as the gag was out of her mouth.
"Now, now, let's keep our tempers," soothed Hamilton, playing his role to the hilt. "And speaking of shitheads, I'd say that the description fits you, rather than me," he concluded. He reached down and gingerly touched her cunt with his finger, feeling the still wet come-juice that soaked her thighs. "Well, now, what have we here? Don't tell me that Miss Hoity-toity Sue Carson actually had an orgasm from her enema? Don't tell me that little Sue Carson actually enjoyed being forced to wallow in her own excrement?!" he leered.
"You son-of-a-bitch," hissed Sue. She couldn't admit that she had loved every second of her torture. What kind of a girl would he think she was, anyway?
"You're filthy," he said, "both hi mind and body. There's only one cure for such a dirty little girl."
"What's that?" she asked.
"This," said Hamilton. He turned on the hot water spigot, full blast. Scalding hot water poured out of the shower head, soaking Sue Carson to the marrow. "Ahhhhhhhh!" she screamed. She futilely attempted to cover her face with her hands, but it was no use. After watching her writhe for a couple of seconds, Hamilton turned on the cold water as well, somewhat modifying the intensity of the little bath. Now Sue was bathed in a fine spray of tepid water. She almost felt grateful, as the slimy shit drained down the basin. Still, she was tightly hog-tied. Try as she might, she couldn't get the other knots off of her wrists, "Hamilton! Let me go this instant," she said loudly.
"My dear, you're still in no position to make any demands. Don't you realize that you're as helpless as can be? I still have one more little chore to perform," he said.
"You're… you're insane!" blurted Sue Carson, "I didn't realize it before, but you're totally insane! I can't believe what a maniac you turned out to be!"
"Only in private my dear. To the world at large, I'm considered a right regular fellow. If you told this story to anyone, I'm sure they would think you were the insane one," laughed Hamilton. Not when they see those pictures of you fucking your daughters, thought Sue, with an inward laugh. I'm going to get you back for every second of this.
Hamilton wasn't paying attention to a word of her cursing and grumbling. He was busy putting phase two of his plan into effect. Hamilton strode over to the doorway, and cupped his hands in front of his mouth: "Tricia, Daphne!" he called.
"Yes, Daddy?" came a voice from the head of the stairs.
"I want you all to come down here. I have something I want you to see," he said.
"What, Daddy?" asked Tricia, her voice faint and far away.
"Just come down here. You'll see in a moment." In a few minutes, the patter of small feet could be heard climbing down the stairs. Tricia poked her head in the door. She was wearing a pink nightgown, semi-transparent, that showed her youthful body off to full advantage. Her cunt hairs were clearly visible through the flimsy material. Daphne peeked in next. She was wearing nothing but a bra and panties. She also wore big fluffy slippers on her feet. They both stood at the doorway. "What do you want, Daddy? We were just going to bed!"
"Come in here. I want you to see what happens to a woman who acts in a filthy manner. You both probably thought I was going to fuck Miss Carson. You thought that was why I sent you two girls upstairs. Well, now you can both see how very wrong you both were. Behold Miss Sue Carson. She is now in the position that befits her the most!"
The two nearly nude teenagers crowded around the tub, almost pushing their father out of the way. Sue squealed and bucked her hips, ranting and raving at the top of her lungs. "You filthy bastard! I'll get you for this! Get those girls out of here!"
"Phew, Daddy, it stinks in here," said Tricia, holding her nose.
"What did you do to Miss Carson?"
"Miss Carson is enjoying the results of my hospitality. She butted her nose in where it didn't belong and now she's paying for it. Are we enjoying ourselves, Ms. Carson?" asked Hamilton, emphasizing the pronunciation of the prefix "Ms.". He knew that Sue was somewhat keen on the topic of Women's Liberation.
"Now girls, I'm going to show you what happens to wanton sluts, like his. Carson, here. I want to make sure that neither of my two gorgeous daughters turns out this way. Ms. Carson has been found guilty of lesbianism, fucking my brother, and poorly influencing the morals of two minors. Now watch what I'm going to do to her!"
As the two daughters watched, Hamilton picked up a wet towel from the floor, and he slowly wrapped it into a rat-tail. Sue Carson bellowed at the top of her lungs. She tore at the sash that bound her arm and leg, but it was tied too tightly for her useless scramblings to have any effects. Hamilton raised the towel above his head, took his distance, and viciously brought the dripping cloth down on Sue Carson's back.
"Ahhhh!" wailed Sue Carson. A red welt rose on her backside. She frantically rubbed her ass with her free hand, but Hamilton whacked her again, and again. Her rear was soon one big red mass of swollen flesh. Hamilton was practically drooling at the mouth. He had to use a monumental amount of self control to restrain himself from beating the girl insensible.
Finally, with beads of sweat dripping from his brow, he threw the filthy rag down on the floor. He knelt down, with his contorted face close to Sue's and hissed in her face: "There now. Let that be a lessen to you. I don't ever want to see you again. You're fired from your job, and I don't want you hanging around my house. I'm sick to my stomach at the way you corrupted my two daughters. Take your lesbian tendencies elsewhere."
Straightening up, he addressed Daphne and Tricia. "Now girls, I want you to untie Ms. Carson here. Take her into the kitchen, give her a cup of coffee, and throw her out. If I ever catch you near her again, I'll give both of you the same treatment."
"Yes, Daddy," rasped Tricia. She was shuddering in fright. She had never seen her father in such an agitated condition. She flung back her long hair, almost afraid to let her father have a look at her enormous breasts. She didn't want to be raped by him now, not while he was in such a state of sadistic arousal. "Take it easy, Sue. I'll untie you and get you out of here. I don't think we ought to disturb Daddy while he's feeling this way," she whispered.
"Please," moaned Sue, "hurry up!" In a minute, young Tricia Burns had disentangled Sue Carson from her ropes and stays. Sue stood up, and shook her sore fists at Hamilton.
"You dirty bastard. I'm going to fix your wagon. You just wait. I've got something on you that you won't be able to squirm out of!" she bellowed. "I'm going to ruin you, Hamilton Burns!" bellowed Sue.
"I hope you don't intend blackmail," said a calm voice from behind her. Sue Carson wheeled around, and gaped in shock. Uncle Paul was standing behind her, with a sheet of Polaroid pictures in his hand. He handed one to Sue. There she was, plain as day, sucking on Hamilton's cock.
Now Sue's eyes were wide with disbelief, horror, and every kind of confused emotion that was known to human beings. She had been betrayed by everyone! How stupid she had been to think that Uncle Paul would betray his own brother! Paul had plenty of pictures of her, in a most compromising situation. If she attempted to blackmail Hamilton, then Paul would do likewise to her. Tears of rage began to pour out of her eyes. "You tricked me, you all tricked me. You're all no good. I hate you all!" she wailed. She tore at her hair in frustration. Hamilton was pleased. He always had wanted to put that haughty cunt in her place.
Daphne and Tricia were astonished. They liked Sue Carson, alright, they even felt sorry for her, but they couldn't stand someone who would stoop to blackmailing their own father. Hamilton looked at Paul, and Paul nodded to him, with a big grin on his face. "Don't worry, Hamilton. Ill explain everything later. Everything is under control."
"So I see," said Hamilton, wiping his brow. Good old Paul. So he hadn't turned out to be such a prick after all. While Sue fumed, Paul told the girls what had been going on. Daphne glared at Sue, and Tricia slapped her across the face.
"Bitch! How dare you come in here, and fuck around with my father!"
"Let's toss her out, Trish," added Daphne. They allowed Sue Carson to hastily pull on a few garments. She looked totally disheveled, and tears were spilling from her eyes. Her hair was hanging in a stringy mass all over her face, and her body was beet red from the hot water shower. The worst part was her sore and swollen ass. She could barely stand up. The mete touch of her clothing made her rear swell and burn. Her humiliation was total. Hamilton had made a fool of her. Now she was out of a job, in a state of shock, and utterly debased. She didn't even protest when Tricia and Daphne took her by the arms and escorted her out of the house. "Good-bye, Sue Carson," they said in unison. Sue Carson looked at them with an incredulous expression on her face. "But girls," she protested. To her horror, she felt Tricia's angry foot on her rear, kicking her out of the house. Sue held her scalding bottom, gave a loud shriek, and ran to her car, burning with shame. Her humiliation was complete.
When they had slammed the door, the two sisters looked at each other. They had big grins on their faces. "I guess that puts things back to normal," said Tricia. Her face was relaxed and beaming. She felt like a mature, adult woman!
"Now the only one left is Uncle Paul," said Daphne. "Once we get rid of him, well have Daddy all to ourselves again," she said.
"I think Uncle Paul will be a little hard to get rid of," answered Tricia. Then a sly look passed across her face. "On the other hand, I don't think it would be such a tragedy if Uncle Paul stayed around. He looks just like Daddy, and he fucks nicely too!"
"Agreed," said Daphne. The two girls shook hands, and walked back to the bathroom. They were going to extract the maximum amount of pleasure from both their relatives. They really felt dirty and sexy. Never in their lives had they ever been involved in anything that was so totally filthy and sexy and lewd. Tricia knew that she had never been allowed to push around another girl before, especially one like Sue Carson, who was much older than she was. She felt little twinges of erotic thrills racing up and down her spine. She felt mature, lavicious, and ready for more sex. She was finally growing up!
When they got back to the bathroom, Uncle Paul and Hamilton were laughing. Paul had a sheet of photographs in his hand. Hamilton was looking at them with interest. Her father seemed to have regained his normal composure, and now he was laughing and smiling happily.
"Well, I'm so glad to get my girls back. Uncle Paul told me the whole story. I forgive all of you. I'm just glad we got back together again. There's nothing like a well-ordered home."
"Yes, Daddy," said Tricia and Daphne in unison.
They spent the next few hours cleaning up the house. Hamilton sent out for a Chinese dinner. They ate the egg-rolls hungrily, and washed everything else down with a big pot of tea. Hamilton was acting expansively friendly with his brother. They clapped each other on the shoulders and talked about old times. The two sisters merely sat on the edge of their chairs, watching the men for any signs of arousal. All of the events of the day had gotten both of them fantastically aroused. Tricia could feel her young furry cunt dribbling with excitement. She put her heel under her thigh, and rocked back and forth, keeping her cunt pressed against her foot. She winked at her sister. Daphne saw what she was doing, and she imitated her older sister. Soon, both of the little girls were rocking back and forth on their heels, stimulating their eager cunts. Tricia was wearing a thin nightgown, and her frizzy cunt hairs stuck out of the edges of the filmy pair of nylon panties that went with the outfit. To the total disappointment of the two girls, when their father finished eating, he pushed his chair back and announced that he was going to bed. Tricia looked at Daphne: "Don't worry," said the other girl, "we'll take care of this tomorrow." They went into their own bedrooms and fell asleep, after not a little amount of giggling and going over the day's events.
In the morning, Tricia and Daphne awoke at the same time. Tricia looked at Daphne, and the same idea seemed to cross their heads at the same instant. The two nude girls crawled out of bed together, and then slipped into loose bathrobes. Tricia studied Daphne, whose large breasts were spilling out of the front of the nightdress. Her strawberry nipples were getting hard and they made a soft impression against the filmy material. Tricia lay her head against her sister's chest, feeling the warm orbs as they flattened against her cheeks.
"Do you want to go into Daddy's room?" asked Daphne.
"Yes," replied Tricia, giggling slyly. "I think he needs some attention after all that happened the other day."
"Yeah. I mean I simply cannot believe what that Sue Carson bitch wanted to do to him. I can see wanting to fuck him, but nobody I know would use photographs for blackmail," she answered wisely. "I wouldn't want to get Daddy into any trouble, even if he is a bastard!"
"I know. I really do like Daddy, you know," she said assertively.
"So do I," said Daphne with finality, "let's go wake him up right this instant."
The two half naked sisters walked silently down the hall, leaving the doors open behind them, so they wouldn't make any noise when they shut. They paused in front of the guest room. When they peered in, Uncle Paul was in there, sleeping soundly. Satisfied that their father was alone, the two girls crept into their father's bedroom.
Hamilton was fast asleep. He was nude, and the woolen blanket was half on his body, half off. His huge cock was fully erect, and it rested straight up, against his belly button.
"All men are like that in the morning," said Tricia with authority, "it's their morning piss-erection. Men are really good to fuck first thing in the morning. It's when they're the hardest."
"Really?" said Daphne, "I didn't know that."
"Yes," said Tricia with another affirmative shake of her head. Then silently, she licked her lips with her red moist tongue, and slowly knelt by the side of the bed. Hamilton didn't even stir. He was dead asleep. As Daphne watched her sister with mounting interest, Tricia brought her open mouth closer and closer to her father's cock. She could smell the musty odor of her father's penis. It was sweet, yet heavy smelling at the same time. She tenderly grasped the thick organ at the base, and then she let just the tip of her tongue flutter against the purple and bulbous glans.
Still, Hamilton didn't wake up. He let out a low groan in his sleep, and adjusted his position so that his cock was closer to the source of the sopping wet warmth of his daughter's mouth. Tricia stifled a giggle, then she pulled her mouth away from the cock, holding it very delicately by the root.
"C'mere, Daphne," she whispered. Daphne stood in front of her sister. Tricia dipped quickly, and gave her sister's twat a long wet kiss, from the bottom of the slit all the way up to the clitoris. Daphne shuddered, and moved her cunt closer to her sister's face. "No, you silly little idiot," said Tricia, "I'm not going to suck you, I just wanted to get you wet so that it would be easy for you to fuck Daddy once I get him ready!"
Daphne understood right away. She climbed on top of her sleeping father, and straddled his body, holding her body so that her downy bush barely touched his stiffly erect penis.
"No, no, back off a little bit," whispered Tricia. Daphne did as she was told. While she waited, Tricia licked her gorgeous lips, and then brought her head closer to her father's huge penis. Hamilton stirred a little bit in his sleep. Tricia backed off, then, holding her head daintily, she again moved her lips closer to the stiff penis. With a light motion, she dipped her head down and engulfed her father's cock in her mouth. She nibbled on it gently, sucking it all the way from the base of the shaft. Her eyes were becoming cloudy as she nibbled on the cock to her heart's content. Hamilton was still asleep.
Daphne, from her position on her father's belly, angrily looked down on her sucking sister. Why did Tricia always get to he all the fun? She would have yelled at Tricia, but she was so afraid of waking her father, she managed to remain silent.
Tricia sucked a little harder. She brought her hand under the heavy balls, and rifted them up a fraction of an inch. The moist heat under the fleshy orbs dissipated slightly, and she felt a gentle rush of cool air glide through her fingers. The tip of the cock felt like silk in her mouth. She eagerly ate the penis. Her mouth worked more rapidly, as the heavy cock filled her throat.
A gushing stream of saliva spilled out of the comer of her mouth, as she happily sucked on his cock. She was just waiting for the instant that her father would wake up. She wanted to see the look of surprise on his face as he became aware of what was happening. Daphne stared with repressed rage. It was starting all over again. Her sister got to do all the good stuff, while she was forced to simply watch. There was nothing quite so bad as sibling rivalry, with their father's cock as the stakes.
Hamilton was fast asleep. The events of the previous days had just about exhausted him. He was in a deep stage of REM slumber, as the scientists say. Nothing could have woken him up… except a pair of warm teen-age lips, pressed gently around the head of his cock. His big warm furry body was trembling ever so slightly. He shifted his weight in bed, and rolled over on his side. Tricia let his big penis slip out of his side, she followed his penis with her mouth. She nestled herself into a fetal-like position beside her father. Her hands were bunched up near her ample chest, and her knees were drawn up around her stomach. Like a baby sucking on a nipple. Tricia was sucking on her father's cock, and nothing else seemed to matter.
For the next few minutes, none of the participants changed their stances. Daphne straddled her sleeping father, watching Tricia suck him out of the corner of her eye. Tricia kept the big cock in her mouth, while thin rivers of saliva dripped onto the sheets. Hamilton was sleeping like a log. His face had a beatific expression splashed across it.
Slowly, the sensations of Tricia's warm mouth began to penetrate through his veil of slumber. He began to dream that he was being sucked by a goldfish, or a mermaid, as he lay floating on a coral sea. As his awareness penetrated his lower levels of sleep, he reached down his hands and began to stroke the ardent head that was so raptly fastened on his tug penis. He was still unaware of the reality. He imagined that he was in a barn with some big furry animal, a cow maybe, that was slurping up his cock with long, wet strokes.
Unconsciously, he began his coital movements. He shifted his weight back and forth, pushing his big penis deeper and deeper into his daughter's mouth. Tricia sucked willingly, happy to be of service to her dear old pater. She wanted most of all to see the expression on his face when he woke up, even more, she wanted to feel the hot gush of his semen as it sloshed down her throat. She could barely wait!!!
Still, Hamilton was not awake. He lounged in his slumber, like some big beast of the jungle. His body radiated heat, and he stretched languidly, bathed in his slumber. Tricia decided to help him along a little bit. She gave him a tiny nip on his prick. Not enough to cause any pain, just enough to rouse him out of his slumber. Hamilton grunted in his sleep, and his dream popped like one of those thought balloons in the cartoons. He shifted in his sleep again, and grabbed Tricia's head.
He awoke suddenly, almost startled. He felt the violent mouth on his prick, and his eyes gogged out. It took almost half a minute to realize that he was being sucked, that it was his own daughter Tricia who was giving him this delicious sleepy blow-job. At the same instant, he felt the softer pressure of Daphne's furry pussy hovering above him. He reached up. He touched her heavy, golden breasts, and ran his finger along her nipples, feeling their swollen hardness. He could smell the fragrant muskiness of her tight young pussy. Ah, it was good to have a pair of daughters. Such good, sweet little girls who enjoyed attending to their father's needs. He eased back, and let his cock slip into her mouth even deeper. Now he began a series of deep, well timed coital thrusts. No longer was he sound asleep. Now he was an aware, directed man, using his daughter's mouth for his own pleasure.
He liked to think of it that way. He was using her, using her mouth for his own pleasure. And Tricia was happy to let herself be used. She wanted to be the receptacle for her father's sperm. She wanted to taste the delicious fluid, she wanted to feel it spurt down her gums, splash over her teeth, to run slowly and oozily down her eager throat. The very taste, the very feel of her father's prick was heaven to her.
On top, Daphne wriggled impatiently. "Daphne!" she bleated. "You said I was going to get a chance!" She shook her hips angrily, buffeting the flat of Hamilton's stomach.
Tricia didn't care. Besides, she hadn't actually said anything, she had merely implied that she was going to let Daphne fuck her father after she had sucked him awake. However, Tricia fully intended to let her father come in her mouth. She was going to force him to come in her mouth. She knew that she wouldn't be satisfied until her father's come was dripping down her throat, until she was flooded with mouthful after mouthful of the delicious fluid.
Daphne second guessed her sister. She grabbed Tricia by the hair, and practically ripped it out by the roots, knocking Tricia to the floor. Tricia screamed in loud protest.
"What the hell's the matter with you, you dirty bitch?" screamed Tricia, picking herself up from the carpeted floor. Her now nude body rippled defiantly, and the scent of her aroused feminity rose into the still air of the bedroom.
Daphne didn't answer. Her mouth covered her father's cock, she was sucking away for dear life, trying to finish the job that her sister had started. She wanted to make her father come first. She had to finish the job that Tricia had started, before the little bitch was able to knock her out of place.
"Girls!" said Hamilton loudly. He dreamily sat up in bed, with Daphne following his erect cock with her mouth like some sort of a snake. Her eyes looked up at her father's chest, while her active tongue rolled in slow circles around her father's swelling glans. As little droplets of the pre-come fluid appeared, Daphne lapped them up with her eager tongue.
Hamilton found himself hard pressed to control himself. He marveled at how expert his little daughters had become in so short a space of time. They were eating his prick with the skill of much older women. He had to admit that Tricia was just a tiny bit better at it than her sister, but he would never tell her that. Anyway, practice makes perfect. He intended to keep her lapping at his cock for a long time to come. He could hear the slurping noises as she gobbled his penis, eating and sucking away with youthful abandon. He knew that he was on the verge of a tremendous orgasm. Only which daughter did he want to receive it? Daphne was talented and eager, but Tricia might have just that extra-special touch. Quickly, he decided to let Daphne eat his come… for this time, anyway. He looked at her bobbing head, with that rapt expression frozen on her delicate face. She looked so nice, so virginal. Best of all, she was his own daughter. He remembered the many times that his late wife had sucked his cock for him. Daphne and his wife looked almost the same, as if she were a slightly off carbon copy.
Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tricia approaching, with hatred on her face. She was about to push Daphne off the bed, and regain her original place in front of her father, sucking his cock. Hamilton had to act fast, if he was going to stop Tricia from spoiling his orgasm. He was already on the brink of coming, and he knew if he switched mouths, the pleasure would be considerably diminished. "Tricia!!!" he bellowed, in a voice loud enough to wake the dead, "Dont you dare come an inch closer!!!"
Tricia stopped dead in her tracks, as she watched, her father's body shudder with the first of his orgasmic spasms. His entire body lurched and shuddered with the force of his violent orgasm. The sperm jetted into Daphne's mouth with remarkable force. It hit the back of her throat, and it splashed down her gullet. She had been unprepared for this assault on her oral orifice, and it took her a little while to compose herself and start swallowing. She grinned happily, as best she could with her mouth so packed full of the sperm, and then she began swallowing everything that poured down her throat.
Tricia was red with rage and jealousy. Her eyes were dancing fire, and she stomped the ground with her feet in frustration. "Damn you, Daphne! You're always getting my share of fun!" Daphne didn't answer her. She was too busy eating her father's sperm. She milked the cock up from the base, and the remaining dollops of the sticky sperm oozed into her hungry mouth. The come tasted delicious to her. She was becoming quite fond of the musky tasting frothy liquid. It felt good and thick and warm when it slid down her throat, and it felt so good when it sat like a warm lump of oatmeal in the bottom of her growling stomach. She was muchly content with herself. She didn't even care if she had made Tricia jealous. Tricia could just go to hell.
Now that they were all together in the room, the element of surprise had worn off. The sight of the two nude little girls, both eager to service him in any way he pleased, was having a volcanic effect on his already inflated ego. The only problem left was figuring out who got to fuck him. In the morning, Hamilton could sustain, two, maybe three erections within a short space of time. He languished on the bed, his cock dripping slowly, watching carefully all the movements of his two sexy girls.
"Well, now. This is really a surprise for a horny old man. What made you come into my room at such an early hour? I was almost going to leave you alone. I thought that you both had had enough of all this fucking and sucking," he said.
"It was my idea, Daddy," piped up Tricia, thrusting her heavy breasts closer to him with pride, "I decided to suck you off as soon as I got up. I was going to fuck you too, but Daphne spoiled my plan. She wasn't supposed to suck you off all the way. She was supposed to wait, while we fucked you afterwards."
"That's alright, baby," said Hamilton. He pointed to his already recovering cock. "You'll get your chance to suck on it too." Tricia smiled at him, and licked her lips. An innocent gesture, but one full of sexual promise!
At that very second, Uncle Paul stuck his head into the room, "What's all the commotion?" he said, with a bizarre hit to his voice. He was wearing a thin bathrobe, and his prick dangled out through the open slit on the front. Daphne smiled at him, but she remained close to her father, squeezing his prick in her hands. Tricia shot her father an enraged look. She was angry at him for having deserted her, or so it seemed to her. She had engineered his whole morning, and now she couldn't even enjoy the fruits of her labor. She crept up to her father's brother, and knelt before him, wrapping her hands around his waist.
"Would you like to be sucked?" she asked in a loud voice, loud enough for her father to hear her.
"Of course," said Paul. Now that Paul was in Hamilton's good graces, he figured that he could get away with a little incestuous behavior. After all, if Hamilton was fucking and sucking his own daughters, he could do the same. After all, they were his nieces. He sat down on the chair behind him, and gathered her fluffy head into his arms. He felt a shock of pleasure as her warm mouth made contact with his rapidly hardening penis. She started to suck him, even more expertly then she had sucked her father. Her head bobbed up and down with obvious enthusiasm.
Hamilton watched this scene with growing discomfort. His brother was really acting completely out of character. Up until this time, he had always known Paul to be a soft spoken, practical joker, who would never show his sexual feelings in public. It was a mystery to Hamilton. The sight of his little girl mouthing his brother's penis was getting Hamilton inordinately excited. His flaccid cock was getting harder and harder, and he felt Daphne starting to suck harder and harder. The little bitch still wasn't satisfied, he thought. She still wanted another mouthful of sperm! He lazily pumped his cock in and out of her mouth a few times, but his desire mounted faster than she was able to suck. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and nudged Daphne over onto her belly. She lay spraddled on the bed, with her softly rounded ass pointed at him invitingly. With a grunt of pleasure, Hamilton spread the cheeks of her ass, inhaling the fragrant cunt-smell that filled the air. He spit on his fingers and rubbed the glistening saliva up and down her cunt-slit, then he gave her clitoris a few preliminary rubs. Daphne was twitching and shuddering. "Please, Daddy, Daddy!" was all she could say.
Keeping his eye on Tricia who was sucking Paul lustily, Hamilton fit the knob of his violently erect penis into Daphne's wet twitching cunt. She clenched her muscles for a split-second, then she relaxed. At the very instant she let loose, her father's huge cock plunged deep into her cunt. She squirmed frantically, moving first one way and then the other. Her father had thoroughly impaled her on his ramrod-like cock. She was filled up to the hilt with the big, pulsing rod. It was practically driving her crazy with lust. She felt like she would go insane if he kept his cock inside of her any longer.
He held it in deeply for about a minute, then he pulled out slowly. He found a speed, then he settled into it. Slowly and steadily, he rammed his big cock in and out of her pussy. Her hands were bunched up in fists, and she pounded on the bed. Little moans of pleasure escaped from her throat as she wriggled and jounced. She was pinioned under the weight of her father. Hamilton fucked like a horse, with his eyes gogging out of his sockets.
Daphne really liked the way it felt, being fucked from this rear entry position. Her father could hold onto her round warm buttocks as he fucked her, like some sort of smooth handle. She stifled a loud squeal, then she nestled her head into the soft sheets, as the big cock moved in and out of her fragile body. She clenched her teeth, and began to rotate her rear in small circles, rubbing her clit against the hard ridge of her father's shaft.
While he was fucking her with all his might, Hamilton kept a close watch on the activities of his other daughter Tricia. The little bitch was vigorously sucking off his brother Paul. Paul had his head thrown back, his mouth open, and he was muttering and cursing in some of the most vile language that Hamilton had ever heard. That was saying a lot, because Hamilton had heard some of the worst, back in his younger days.
When Tricia lifted her head back slightly, Hamilton knew she was about to consume Paul's orgasmic fluids. She held just the knob of his cock in her mouth, like she was sucking on a nipple, ready to receive his offering. Hamilton pumped harder. Daphne's cunt was sopping wet. He felt her hot cunt juices bubbling inside of her, making a tight, sloshy berth for his blood-gorged penis. When Paul's expression turned to one of rapture, Hamilton also allowed himself to lose control. The two brothers were coming at the same time, one into the cunt of one daughter, and one into the mouth of his brother's daughter. The sound of low gurglings and moaning filled the quiet air of Hamilton's bedroom. Hamilton flopped down on the bed, feeling more dead than alive. He had been utterly drained. He felt like his marrow had been drawn down through his penis.
Paul grinned at his brother, with a peculiar expression on his face. He looked at Daphne, then at Tricia, then back at Daphne. Daphne was laying across her father's bed, with her mouth wide open and her eyes gleaming. Tricia was kneeling between his thighs. Her lips were coated with his milky sperm. Paul smiled, then he simply got up and walked back to his bedroom, leaving Tricia to stare at him with a puzzled expression on her face.
"Uncle Paul!" she screamed. There was no answer.
"You'd better get into bed with me," said Hamilton. Tricia looked at him, trying to determine his mood, but then she decided that she had better be subservient to her father's wishes. She hopped into bed with him, nudging her sister Daphne out of the way, so that she could take her rightful place next to her father. In a small amount of time, Hamilton was fast asleep, with a nude daughter on either side of him. She rolled first one way, then the other, squashing each daughter in turn.
Even though it was morning, Hamilton needed a few extra hours of sleep. All of this unaccustomed sexual activity had worn him out. Besides, he had to take his brother Paul back to the airport at noon. Paul had certainly been acting peculiar; all these years Paul had been acting like the prude of the century, but now Hamilton had finally found out his true nature. Paul had turned out to be just as lecherous and horny as the rest of them.
Daphne and Tricia snarled and bickered with one another all through the night. They were still growing up, and they had a lot of role playing and pecking order problems to work out. They were young, voluptuous women, with all of the needs that a full grown woman demands. Their young, ripening pussies were craving the feel of cock, and Hamilton knew in the back of his mind that even he would not be able to satisfy them in the years to come. He resolved that he would make the best of their youth, by fucking and sucking and training his daughters as long as they were willing to submit to him. What more could any man want. Two sexy daughters, a good job, and, as Jerry had told him, a color TV in every room.


Hamilton rested easy. He reached out and rested an arm on the breast of his daughter Tricia. He put his other hand directly on Daphne's cunt, then he broke into a broad smile.
"Don't fight girls, Daddy has plenty of cock for you both."
Daphne giggled, and Tricia grinned happily. They snuggled closer to their father on his big bed, until there was barely any room for Daddy.
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