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CHAPTER ONE


Jeany had fooled around inside Horton's Drugstore until there was nothing left to look at. She'd picked up a paperback book, a chapstick and a package of Kotex since her period was due to start in a few days. For the first Saturday night of the summer, things were turning out to be a miserable drag. Charlie Dugan was leaning against the corner of the building smoking a cigarette as she came out into the cool night air.
"Hey Jeany, how you doin'?"
"Hi Charlie." She peeled a stick of gum and folded it into her mouth slowly, her eyes meeting Charlie's. She acknowledged his unspoken flirt with a smile.
"You want to drive up to Baker's Point with me?" he said, flicking an ash off his smoke like he'd done it all his life. Jeany's heart quickened. She liked Charlie. She'd longed to go out with him lots of times. But it was impossible. Charlie knew how her folks were as well as she did. She shrugged as if the decision were up to her. Baker's Point was notorious for night games. Jeany had heard enough stories from her school chums to fill a book. She wondered just how many girls had lost their cherries while perked along that rocky hillside as the lights of Sutterton twinkled below. Charlie tightened one bicep under the taut sleeve of his shirt.
"Well?" he grinned. "You want to go? We could stop by Hank's and pick up some beer."
He was so close. Jeany looked up into his dark eyes. Charlie's hair curled over his ears and was long at the nape of his neck. It was almost as dark as his eyes. He seemed about to touch her. Jeany thought she'd faint if he touched her.
"I can't go anywhere," she breathed, watching his mouth. "You know I can't."
"Who would know?"
"Uncle Bill would know. He patrols the Point every night and you know it."
Charlie spit and shook his head.
"But I just can't!" She gripped the paper bag of purchases and started down the walk. She'd gotten only a few yards when Charlie called after her.
"I'll be waiting," he said, "I want to find out how you get them damned tight shorts on and off…" Jeany would have said something back, but she was blushing furiously. She didn't know whether she'd been insulted or complimented. Maybe a little of both. But as she went on in noticed that the crotchband of her panties had gotten moist. Her cunt lips rubbed smoothly together as she put one foot in front of the other. She we about to cross the street when her uncle swooped up to the curb and pushed the door open.
"Evening, Jeany, hop in."
Jeany slid into the wide seat and pulled the door closed behind her. The inside of Bill's patrol car smelled of both gun oil and after shave. There was the faint aroma of liquor, too. Uncle Bill was a big man, muscles bulging under his short sleeved uniform shirt. The car pulled away from the curb and ho went down Main and went past Charlie on the corner. Jeany stared at him without waving. He was lighting another cigarette, but his eyes flicked up as the car went on by and headed towards the edge of town. Another hot tingle went through the lower part of Jeany's body. She squirmed deeper in the seat, fretting about the way the world was.
"How you enjoying the summer?" Bill asked.
"Bored stiff," she said without hesitation.
"Well, I'll try and make things more interesting," her uncle laughed. "I'll call and tell Betty to phone home for you." Betty was the girl who handled police calls. Jeany knew it would be all right with her dad. Her uncle had taken her on night patrols before when she us much younger. It was better than dying of boredom in her room at home.
When Bill turned off on the dirt road heading towards Baker's Point, Jeany bit her bottom lip. She knew that her uncle checked the lover's lane at lent twice on Saturday night in the summer, but she'd hoped he wouldn't take her with him this time.
"I really don't care about the kids getting a little action," he said, giving her a smile, "but if I didn't come up here and make them sit up in the cars, the daddy of every girl in town would be giving me hell during the council meeting. I guess they blame me if anybody gets knocked up." He pushed the powerful car on up the road, a plume of dust rising in the moonlit night behind.
The truth was, Jeany thought, that a lot of daddies probably suspected Uncle Bill himself. He was thirty-five and a bachelor and a notorious cocksman around town. Bill had done in a few high school girls before during his night patrol so it was rumored. Jeany couldn't really say if it was true or not. She was awful fond of Bill and usually ended up defending him. But at the same time she knew he was capable of getting in a girl's panties in short order. A brawny, good-looking guy who always drew looks from girls. Yeah, her uncle had probably sired a son or two in the county and there was no telling how many virgins he'd take care of. Jean squirmed in the seat thinking about it. Did Bill carry rubbers in the glove compartment? Did he use the front seat or back?
"You okay, sweetheart?" Bill asked. "You look nervous?"
"I'm okay." They were close to the top of the Point now and the road was narrowing. He pulled into the lot and his headlights fanned across the parked cars, heads bobbed up here and there.
"There's Nancy Hansfield with Buddy," Bill laughed. "If I know Buddy, he's already gotten a little. That kid don't waste time." Jeany blushed, her fingers tight on the arm rest a her Uncle stopped and swept his spotlight around. She felt a little sick in the stomach. She knew it was because she was overexcited. Her head spun.
"Would it be okay if I walk on up the path to the Point?" she asked, already pulling on the door handle. She had to have some air… had to!
"Sure Jeany, I guess your old man wouldn't mind if he knew you were with me." He turned off his lights but left his engine idling. "I'll hang around down here until I've cooled all these young studs off enough to give 'em blue balls. I'll give a toot when I'm ready to split."
Jeany stumbled out of the patrol car and hurried past the cars that were parked at the edge of the lot. She went up the moonlit path that wound the final hundred yards to the lookout at the top of the hill. The cool air brushed her cheeks, refreshed her. She felt better leaving her uncle's raw remarks, the sweating carloads of adolescents. She just couldn't get all hot and bothered about that stuff. It would drive her crazy if she let it get to her. But she wasn't far down the path when she heard a girl's soft moan from somewhere in the bushes. She went ahead slower, holding her breath to hear more. And though she knew what was probably happening, she couldn't stop herself from approaching the place between the scrub oak bushes that opened to a secret patch of wild pass. The spot was ringed with bushes, hidden from sight. But the moan came again and she knew that there was a girl in there… and a boy.
"Ohhhhhhh… darling!" the girl moaned. Jean was on her hands and knees now, pushing her head through the opening in the thicket. It was like some force within her had taken over and was making her peek almost against her will. The moon came out from a cloud then and Jeany almost gasped out loud.
It was Rick! Her own brother! And underneath his lanky body was Lynn Scott, her first cousin on her mother's side of the family. And of course Lynn was Rick's cousin too!
"Oh, Lynn! Ohhh, baby. It's sooo good," Rick whispered. Jeany blinked from where she peeked through dense branches. She could see that Lynn's slender legs were straight up in the air, bent slightly at the knees. Lynn was a red-headed girl with white, smooth skin. In the light from the moan she looked like a woods nymph as she squirmed her curvy ass back and forth in the grass. Jean felt giddy as she watched her brother slide his hands down to grasp each quivering cheek of Lynn's ass. He lifted himself a little then and pulled his hips back. Jeany clamped a hand over her mouth. She had the perfect spot to see it all. As Rick's cock came out of Lynn's pussy with a sexy, sucking sound, the pretty redhead clawed frantically at her cousin's back.
"Uhhhhh… put it in again… Ohhhhh… do it to me again… all the way. I can feel it so good when it goes in all the way!"
"How bad do you want it?" he teased.
"Bad!" She tossed her mane of red hair. There were leaves clinging in the curls and Jeany could see that Lynn couldn't have cared less. "Ohhh I want it bad, bad, bad."
"Like this?" Rick said, pushing forward again. Jeany bit her lip so hard that she tasted blood. She could see the glossy head of her brother's cock. She'd never seen it like that before. All blown up and swollen. It was blue at the tip. Or it seemed that way in the moonlight. And Lynn's juices were dripping down the shaft to his balls. He moved again and the delicate inner lips of Lynn's cunt parted around the flared crown. There was another wet sound and Jeany watched transfixed as the bulging knob slowly sank into her cousin's cunt. Gently, the dripping wound closed around the head of Rick's cock, clinging to the shaft as he eased deeper… deeper. Lynn began to babble.
"Nhhuuhhh. Ohhhhh goddamn. Ohhhh shit!"
"Yeah… honey. Yeahhhh, Christ, I could pop right now."
"Don't you dare!" She kissed his neck ravenously. Her hands flicked up and down his back. "I want to do it first this time."
"You sure it's okay for me to come inside?"
"I told you it was didn't I?" Lynn's face twisted as the rest of Rick's shaft entered her hole. With mouth open, Jeany watched his balls bump against Lynn's ass. Then he pushed even deeper, pushed until the redhead lifted her cheeks from the mashed grass and began to toss them up and down. The plump swells jiggled as she let her body dance on the skewer of her cousin's hot cock. Jeany could hardly stand to hear the sound of their loving. It was like everything she'd imagined about fucking.
"Ohhhh… ohhhh, Ricky… ohhh, Goddamn… it's going so far… I can feel it touching me all the way inside… yuuhhhh!"
Lynn curled her fingernails into the muscles of Rick's back. Her ass wasn't even touching the pound. Ricky had pushed forward on his knees and was holding her body up as he slammed into it again and again. Jeany saw the droplets of sweat and cunt juice banging in his cock curls.
She could see, too, the places where Lynn's heels were digging the grass up.
Though Jeany had imagined how it might be with a man and a woman, she'd never dreamed that fucking would be so violent. Ricky wasn't really hurting Lynn nor was she hurting him. But they went at each other like wild animals. Lynn was biting her cousin's neck and the way Ricky jabbed his cock so deep into her pussy made Jeany tremble. She could almost imagine that rigid, feverish thing spearing her own cunt. And that thought made the nylon of her panties creep up between her lips as the juice ran out of her like a ripe orange being squeezed. She pressed her thighs tight and rocked her hips as the couple groped wildly at each other.
"Yuuuuhh… ohhhh… Ricky!"
"Yeah baby… ohhhh God, here it comes. Here… it…"
"Just another second! Ohhhhh, yikes!" Lynn's face was twisted as if she was being tortured. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth. She was breathing like a person about to die. Quick, sharp gasps that made her trim body shudder. And Jeany could see one of her rounded breasts being flattened out as Rick pressed down on her suddenly, pressed her down into the grass.
"Make it spurt way inside. Ohhhh, Ricky. I love you!"
"Yeah! I'm gonna come. Ghhaaa!"
Jeany thrust her hand down under her shorts. Her zipper peeled down the side as she forced the hand deeper, curled a finger under so that she could gently rub the drenched satin of her panties. The wetness came off on her knuckles, she managed the blood swollen labes, touching between them finally until she found her clit. That first light pressure made her draw her knees up against her body. She rubbed the bulging nubbin as she watched her brother's cock come out of Lynn's body. He strangled to show it in again, his fingers slipping from the slick casting of juice.
And as he tried to get it in again, Jeany saw a spurt of cream spatter against one cheek of her pretty cousin's ass.
"Ghhod damnnn… Ricky! Get… it… in!"
"Oh, wow!" His tip found the soft depression and Jeany watched it sink quickly out of sight as Rick thrust his hips inward. With that one lunge he shoved his cock in all the way up to his balls. With that bulging, spurting tip against her womb, Lynn's ass began to jerk and twitch. It looked to Jeany like she was having a convulsion. She was crying out with what breath she had left as she plunged her cunt up and down. The smacking, slurpy sound of his mast stretching her bigger made Jeany give a whimper of hut. But the two on the grass before her couldn't have heard it. They clung to each other frantically as the throes of utter joy washed over them.
Jean saw the white froth leaking from the edges of her cousin's hole. Her red cunt hair was plastered back from the dainty lips and as Ricky's cum dripped down the crack of the redhead's ass, Jeany was overcome with another flush of excitement. She pressed her finger harder, pushing the drenched nylon deep into her crevice.
Somewhere back of her a car horn tooted. Uncle Bill, waiting for her. Jeany looked once again at the tangled bodies on the grass a few yards away from her. Lynn's white ass was still moving… making slow but jerky circles a her cousin Rick eased himself in and out of her clasping hole. Lynn's legs were hooked over the backs of his thighs and her arms hugged his back tightly. Jeany could see the red streaks where Lynn's nails had drawn a little blood. But Rick didn't feel any. He was gently fucking her now, letting the first few spurts of his jizz go into her pussy. His big balls swung back and forth as he made smaller and nails jabs at that seeping, soft opening in his cousin's body.
The horn tooted again, more urgently. Jeany pulled her finger out of her shorts and pushed it up under her nose without thinking. The pungent aroma only made her that much hotter.
"My brother," she muttered in her throat. "My brother and my cousin. Ohhhhh, God!" She retreated backwards through the scrub oak until she could stand. Her legs were weak at the knees and her first few stops back down the path were unsteady. She stopped and leaned against a tree, her pussy still flooding its perfumed lubrication. "My very own brother," she whispered. "God, it's incest!"
Somehow she staggered on, bumping big boulders as she hurried towards the parking lot. Uncle Bill saw her coming and pushed her door open from inside. She slid in and pulled it shut and leaned her head back against the seat.
"I was about to come looking for you, sweetheart," Bill said. He was holding a half-pint of whiskey and the sharp odor of it was heavy in the car. "You want a little nip?"
"Yes." She took the bottle from him considering what it was. She'd never had hard liquor in her life. But her nerves were shot and she felt like she was sinking into a muddy pit. She tipped the bottle, let the scalding booze fill her mouth and then quickly swallowed.
"Hey! Take it easy, hon!" Bill grabbed the bottle away and stared at her. The bourbon's warmth was already spreading in her belly. Her throat was on fire. She coughed violently and felt her uncle put an arm around her shoulders. "You okay? God, I thought you were going to empty it right here. You're not used to this. God, if I bring you home drunk your dad will have my ass." He patted and hugged her and Jeany leaned her had against his chest. The memory of what she'd just seen up on the path shimmered through her mind. Her pussy ached. She was virgin, lonely, without a boy friend even. Smiling her uncle's musky scent she let herself go. The tears welled and her slim body was suddenly jerking as she bawled like a baby.
"Daring. Hey, you're really upset. Did something happen?" He hugged her, smoothed her hair affectionately.
She felt him slip around so that he could pet her belly. And then as he pushed down across her navel she stretched around in the seat so that he could find the place where her T-shirt had pulled out of her shorts. Her uncle ran his fingers across the small gap and with a sigh of resignation, pushed under the white cotton. She felt him touch the lacy edge of her panties and hesitate. She worked her hips then and whimper into his kiss for more.
"Come on, Jeany, I'd damn well better take you home," he said, pulling his mouth away.
"No… kiss me some more."
"You don't really mean that. You're just upset." His finger was still touching the elastic of her panties. She grabbed his wrist and tried to pull him deeper into her shorts. For an instant his finger brushed across the beginning of her mound but he pulled his hand away. He had the patrol car started before she could protest.
"Uncle Bill. I… ohhh, damn it!" She started crying again, her belly knotted in anger and frustration and shame. She realized, too, that she was drunk. She'd had a big mouthful of booze on an empty stomach and she didn't know the first thing about drinking. Through her sobs she started to laugh. She could see the bulge in her uncle's pants. Seeing a law officer in uniform with a big erection seemed hilarious somehow. And then the laughter was gone and she wanted to reach out for that swollen lump. But she didn't. She peeled her T-shirt instead and tried to throw it out the window as her uncle wheeled the car around.
"Are you crazy?" he barked, grabbing her T-shirt with one hand as he steered with the other. He hit the gas and kicked racks up as they bounced out of the parking lot and back down the rutted road towards the highway. Jeany had one end of her T-shirt while her uncle held the other. They fought over it until the car was out of sight of the lover's lane and then em jammed on the brakes and jerked the T-shirt away from her.
"Aren't I pretty?" Jeany said drunkenly. "Aren't I?" She pulled her chest out. Her tits weren't very big. But they were firm and round and rode high on her body. The nipples were a dark pink and Jeany knew how to make them stick out. If she could just rub them against something. Her uncle's shirt. She rubbed them there and clung to his shoulders.
"What do you do to girls when you take the out?" She whined. "Don't you want to do the same thing to me?" Uncle Bill was angry. He pulled her T-shirt over her head and jerked it down roughly.
"You just about got me in a hell of a lot of trouble, honey. Now I want you to put your arms through the sleeves of that T-shirt and then sit there and don't say a Goddamned word until I get you home."
"God, I'm drunk," she giggled, doing what her uncle had told her.
"Oh, Christ, if your old man finds out about me giving you liquor…" Bill drove on, his fingers twisting on the wheel. How we I to know you'd drink half the damned bottle.
"Gimme some more," Jeany laughed, reaching under the seat. Bill would have kept her from drinking it but he was trying to keep the car from going off into the woods. She got another swallow down before he slapped the bottle onto the floor.
"Jesus fucking Christ!" he bellowed. The fiery feeling increased in her belly and Jeany started yelling out the window as they descended the hill. Then she got the zipper of her shorts down and started wriggling out of them.
"Oh, let's undress!" she babbled. "Everybody should run around naked. That way nobody would be lonely!"
Bill was just staring at her. Staring at her thighs and belly and the blonde curls between. He licked his lips slowly. His expression almost made her want to pull the edge of her T-shirt down to hide her nakedness. She slipped back and forth between drunkenness and fright.
"Do you really want this?" he growled, jerking his pants open. Jean shrank back against her door. The thick, dark thing he'd untangled from his shorts left her breathless with shock. It was even bigger than her brother's cock. Thicker across the head. Bulging with blood. He jacked the skin up and down slowly and his flared tip peeked from the taut collar. The fact that Bill was uncircumcised made his cock look even more potent.
"I-I…" She stammered to silence. Trembling, she put one hand over her mushy pubes and then the other. As if that would stop Bill if he really wanted to fuck her. Though she was still excited, she had been snapped back to reality by her uncle's sudden move.
"DO you really want this thing pushed through that little cherry of yours? I'll bet you're still a virgin, right?" She nodded meekly. "Yeah, I thought so. And you don't know your cunt from a hole in the ground." He grabbed her wrist and pulled her fingers down to his groin. She shrank back but he made her touch him and then grasp the feverish shaft of cockmeat.
"Ohhhhh!" she gasped, feeling dizzy.
"Could you take that up into your little belly? Could you?"
"Noooo!"
"But that's what you were begging for a second ago." He made her move his foreskin up and down over the bulging head. It made a slick sound as it exposed more of the darkened glans. Scared as she suddenly was, Jeany was transfixed by the sight of that pulsing knob of meat. The effects of the liquor were still with her, though her courage had slipped away. And the flushed, giddy feeling seemed to put her in a trance as she watched each surge of the thing in her had.
"Ohhh!" she gasped, trembling with strange emotions. "Ohhh, Uncle Billy… take me home… please take me home!"



CHAPTER TWO


As a child, Lynn had never been bothered by the confessional. But the mere sight of the booth with its dark curtain made chills run up her spine. She knew that her sin had become too grievous to admit to. How could she ever tell Father O'Hara that she had been on intimate terms with a boy. Outside of marriage, fornication was what the church called it. The word had such a heavy, wicked sound to it. And yet to mouth it made Lynn want more. Of course it would be bad enough to confess even that much. But she knew she could never tell the priest that the boy she'd fucked was her very own cousin.
"Why tell anything at all?" she said to herself. She was standing before, her dresser combing her hair. She was wearing a dainty golden anklet with her initials engraved in fancy script on one side and a tiny heart on the other. It was all she had on. But she had become aroused thinking wicked thoughts and it occurred to her that it might help to put on some clothing. As she pulled her panties up she felt the dampness of her red cunt curls as they were pressed up by the nylon crotchband. She had to get dressed anyway to be to work on time. Her Uncle Chad had offered her a put summer job working at his real estate office. Well, she wouldn't actually be in the office all day. Which mad, it that much better. Chad wanted her to show clients the property they might be interested in. She would have a clipboard with and the facts and the keys to dozens of houses. It would be easy and fun and Chad was giving her really good money. It was so much better than working in the five and ten. He'd even given her the use of his sharp, red sports car.
Lynn put on a pair of tight slacks and a fancy cowboy shirt. She applied just the right amount of lipstick and eyeshadow and after a few more glances at her reflection, she felt ready to face the professional world.
"I think I'll just forget about what happened the other night," she said aloud, hoping the sound of her own voice would give her courage. She could lie to her folks, tell them that she would go to confession and then not go. She'd done that before.
On the drive to her uncle's office her thoughts kept drifting back to that night up on Baker's Point. She didn't want to dwell on it, but something drew her reverie to those frantic, ecstatic moments. She hadn't even had a date with Ricky. Her parents wouldn't have heard of such a thing. Ricky had always had affection for her but they'd only kissed as cousins often did. As the years passed though, Rick never lost his obvious desire for her.
Ricky had parked in a spot where no one would notice them so easily. But Lynn had been nervous anyway. She didn't want any of her school chums who might happen… along on dates to know that she was up there with he first cumin. Ricky suggested a shut walk and they wait up the to the Point. But even there she felt exposed. How would anyone ever understand that she and Ricky were friends. They were kin. They'd known each other a long tine. Long enough to hold hands without letting their feelings get away from them. So Lynn had thought.
But then Ricky had pulled her into the bushes and the magic of the night had swirled around them. His hands had felt heavenly. Sliding up her legs. Up until she was crying. He kissed her tears away and comforted her. But his hands never stopped for a moment. As she sobbed helplessly against his chest she felt him gingerly open the lips of her pussy. He'd pulled her panty crotch to one side to expose her lips. Her struggles were weak and confused.
Lynn had done it once before. In the back seat of a car at a drive-in movie. It had been a mistake. A messy, embarrassing mistake with a boy she hardly knew and didn't really like. She'd been sixteen then and eager to know what love was about. But her date had not been able to disguise his brutal lust with gentleness. He took her like a frightened animal, ramming against her unsullied virginity until she'd cried out with relief as her cherry tore. Since that time Lynn had been sinless. Nothing had entered her cunt but the monthly tampon and occasionally her own finger.
Then Ricky had found the special, velvety spot and his own finger had entered her. Her tears had dried suddenly as she'd premed her lift against him, moaning wit a new emotion. Ricky had bathed her with kisses as her blouse had come undone button by button. And then the most wonderful thing had happened to her tits. Ricky had sucked them. Sucked them slowly, one at a time. Sucked them until new floods of juice had dripped from her slit, bathing his knuckles. As he'd sucked her nipples his finger had never stopped moving inside her. He teased her clit, nabbed the entire length of her crevice until Lynn knew that she'd passed the point of no return. She'd never been turned on like that in her life. Her private finger-fucking pines couldn't approach such thrilling joy. There was no guilt, no fear now. Nothing but the desire for Ricky. She let her cousin undress her all the way. She begged for his cock and Ricky gave it to her. Inch by teasing inch. And then they fucked.
Lynn parked the powerful sports car in the space marked for her and got out. She was a little lightheaded from remembering her night on the hill with Rick. It was pleasurable to remember, but there was another feeling too. One that hadn't bothered her while she'd coupled with her cousin in the pass.
"I can't ever, ever do that again," she breathed to herself. "I can't even let myself be alone with Ricky again." She put on her sunglasses and walked to the front door of the Real Estate Office. Her last thought before going inside was the utter embarrassment she would feel if Ricky's sister Jeany ever found out. Jeany was her cousin, too, and they'd always been friends. Lynn shuddered, drew a breath and went in the office. Chad's secretary gave her a not too friendly look.
"Your uncle said for you to go on in his office. He'll be here in a little bit." The dark-haired girl turned back to her typing. She was in her twenties, svelte and pretty. Lynn had the definite impression that her uncle's secretary wanted to handle the responsibility of showing clients around. But Chad had explained to Lynn that there was too much work for Gloria. Gloria gave her another sharp stare as she opened her uncle's door.
"Please don't mess with those papers on his desk, I just took them in there and I don't want them out of order." Lynn nodded and shut the door behind her.
She circled the room, glanced out the windows, tried the three chain placed for clients. Then she sat in the padded swivel chair behind her uncle's desk. Lynn was naturally curious. She'd always loved prying into drawers and cabinets as a girl. And, after all, her uncle wouldn't mind it, she sort of got the feel of things, would he?
She found the usual paper clips, pencils, pens and paper in the middle drawer. But when she opened one on the side her eyes went wide. There was a box there with cellophane around it. A box which contained twenty-four rubbers. It was unopened. But beside it was another identical box. It was only half full. A thrill shivered through Lynn's chest. Who was Uncle Chad using those things on? She knew that Chad's wife was on the pill. And, anyway, why would he keep rubbers in the office when he used them at home. No, her uncle was using them… here!
"Oh, God," Lynn sighed, fingering one slim, foil packet. Not understanding why she was doing it, she dropped it into her purse. There were so many of them. Surely her uncle wouldn't miss just one. And it excited her to know that something so exclusively sexual was jammed deep in her pocketbook.
Lynn was about to shut the drawer when she aw something under a couple of manila folders. She glanced out the window to see if her uncle had pulled up yet and when she saw that he hadn't, pulled the folders out. There in the back of the deep drawer was a snail bottle of something that looked like oil. Lynn picked it up, found that it had a subtle, somewhat musky perfume to it. It was love oil! She was sure of it. She put the bottle back and picked up the white, grooved handle of what seemed at first glance to be a flashlight. But it was too skinny for that and when she realized what she held she almost dropped it. It was a twelve-inch vibrator. A twist of the base made the thing come alive in her palm. It buzzed with a steady vibration. The smooth, rounded tip was a blur.
She shoved it into the drawer and picked up the last item. A thick leather thong with loops at both ends so that they could be drawn tightly together. Lynn had no idea what her uncle used that for but the possibilities screamed in her mind. She was trembling again. She returned the things and quickly shut the drawer and stood up. There was a dampness at the crotch of her panties that just wouldn't go away. And just then her uncle's station wagon swooped up into the parking lot outside and saw him getting out. She tried to pull her emotions together by the time he breezed into the office. And she was relieved that he seemed preoccupied with something. Something that was bothering him. Lynn was happy to get her first chance to meet some people at a showing at the edge of town where the new development was going in. Just before she left her uncle's office he hugged her waist and told her how pretty she looked. Lynn blushed all the way out to the car.
As soon as Gloria saw Chad's niece pull any she picked up the report she'd been preparing and headed for her boss' door. She was irritated by the presence of another woman, even if Chad was the girl's uncle. At least Lynn would be out of the office most of the time. But still she didn't like anyone around who might compete for Chad's attention. Gloria had plans for Chad. She tapped lightly and opened his door. Chad was bent over a page of figures. He looked drawn and a bit worried. She tossed the report down beside him and went around behind his chair. Her long fingers worked the muscles of his neck expertly and he groaned and leaned back to let her loosen him up.
"What in hell would I do without you, Gloria?"
"You'd get a stiff neck," she laughed, making her fingertips go deeper in the corded tension of his muscles.
"Yeah, you get rid of my stiff neck," he laughed. "but you get me even stiffer somewhere else."
"Naughty man," she hissed, giving him a playful punch before going back to her massage.
"My damned wife doesn't do either for me."
Glade could think of a lot of nasty things to say about Chad's wife Betty but she held her tongue. She knew when to speak and when not to. She dug her nails through Chad's grey-flecked hair then bent to touch her lips to the nape of his neck. He was a good-looking, muscular man. Very well preserved for someone over forty. He was in every bit as good a shape as his younger brother who was a patrolman in town. Gloria could swear to that. One afternoon Chad had proved it to her three times on the thick maroon carpet that covered the office floor.
"I finished that report you wanted."
"You're fantastic. You're a girl Friday, a great secretary and…" He turned and slipped arm around her waist. "A lover."
"Is that better or worse than a wife?"
"Better," he said, nuzzling one of her full, soft tits. She let him find the nipple with his nose. Gloria never wore bras for that very reason. Chad hated bras. His wife wore them.
"I wouldn't mind the other part either," she said, tickling into his ears with her fingernails. "I wouldn't mind being your wife."
Phil dipped his hand down her back, down over the graceful curve of her ass. Gloria knew she had a fine ass. She wore the slinky kind of dresses that so showed it off to best advantage, too. Chad met her eyes.
"How old are you, Gloria?" ho asked.
"Twenty-two." She smiled knowing how good that must sound to him.
"I'm almost old enough to be…"
"…my daddy," she said, licking her lip in a sexy way. "But you're not. And I sure am glad Chad." Her eyes slitted dreamily. "God am I glad." She pulled his face close and they kissed. As she felt her boss' tongue between her teeth she let her fingers stray down his belly, down to his fly. It made a soft sound as she ran it down. Chad groaned against her lips, she found his cock and straightened it. The blood was pumping into it fast. It thickened across the head, she gingerly petted the taut fold of his foreskin.
Though he always tried to remain cool, in control of things. Gloria knew that soon he would be growling and sounding like a hungry wildcat. She'd had experience with most men to know what pleased the male animal. And she'd planned her attack on Chad months ago. It had gone like homework.
Gloria had even gotten into the little game her boss liked to play. He had a fetish about panties. There was a file drawer in his office which wasn't used for files. Chad had the only key. She guessed that at lest a dozen of her panties were in there. Unwashed and stiff with dried cum. Chad had even set aside a weekly bonus for her to go out and buy new outfit. And Chad liked a little bondage too. He liked to tie her wrists and sometimes her ankles. He liked to lick her while she was helplessly bound, lick her until she gasped for mercy. Then he'd fuck her with one savage lunge and after about three in-and-out jabs she'd be coming. Jerking against the leather straps. "Suck my cock," he whispered, kissing her earlobe. She pulled up her skirt for him and knelt there on the rug with her thighs apart as Chad stretched her panty crotch to one side and gently urged the smooth tip into her hole. Her head flopped to one side as the thing slid deeper. With only about four inches of it sticking out of her pussy he reached her womb.
"Ohhh! Stop! Uhhhh… Chad!" She let him kiss her mouth. Then he turned the thing on and a wondrous buzzing tickle seemed to radiate from deep inside her. Gently he stretched her panties down so that the crotchband would hold the vibrator deep inside her cunt.
"You beautiful bitch," he whispered, petting her long brown hair. She wet her lips and grabbed his throbbing cockshaft with both hands.
"Ohhhh let me eat you. Let me eat you before I come with this damned thing inside me!"
She surrounded his foreskin-covered tip and began to suck noisily. As she worked her tongue under the protective flesh she eased it back with her fingers. The super-sensitive glans was exposed to her ravenous tongue little by little. Chad grabbed the anus of the chair hard. Her spit ran down along the underside of his shaft, made dew drops in his cock hair. She only had the head in her mouth though Chad was pushing his hips up from the seat like he wanted to fuck her throat.
"Mmmmmm!" she cooed, rolling her eyes at him. He smiled down with adoration, his fingers trembling as he traced the curve of her cheek all pushed out with cock. She let him slide deeper so that his glans skidded across the roof of her mouth. Then she forced the throbbing knob over to one side so that it made her look like a squirrel with a nut. The satiny lining of her mouth swathed him with spit. She could taste the musky cocktip now as her nostrils flared with excitement.
"Goddamn! Gloria, you're lovely. You're the best thing that ever happened to me."
"Just don't forget it," she thought, flicking her tongue along the underside of his cock. She found the little lobes at the tip and began to work on them with furious sucking movements of tongue and bottom lip.
"Ghhhaaaa!" Her pussy spasmed around the vibrator. She was coming. Coming fast!
"Yeah, Gloria. Yeah."
But she had to ease back, let that bulging cock rest once again on her tongue. It was pulsing like a bomb. The glans was so large by now that the foreskin made a tight collar behind the flared ridge. Gloria let her tongue dance across the angry flesh, knowing that Chad was getting close. His breathing was labored and gaspy. His belly was pulled in under his ribs. Then her muscles jerked around the vibrator as she climaxed.
"Mmmmnnnuh," she moaned, excited to utter madness. Her long fingernails dug into his balls and rolled them over as she suckled with noisy attention, the spit dripping from her chin. Her tongue pulled hard against the sponginess of his cocktip as she felt the beginning spasms of his orgasm. Her own clit was still aching with joy as the juice gushed.
"Gloria. Jeeeeesus!" She pumped her hips, trying to catch a final ecstatic tickle.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, trying to tell him to do it. To shoot into her mouth. When he tried to grab her head again, she took his wrists and held them down on the chair arms. It was a little ritual between them and Chad went along with it. She liked to have complete control to tantalize him as she wanted. Her boss never complained afterwards. As the tube at the underside of his cock bulged with the first load of seed, she dug at it with her tonguetip, hurrying the boiling sap upwards. She met the fountain of cream with furious licks. The stuff popped at the corners of her mouth as Bill lunged his hips upwards, trying to ram deeper. But she kept her gentle bobbing motion, kept her curved tongue working at him, pulling the heavy jizz out of his balls in agonizing spurts. Bill almost cried with pleasure as he twisted in the chair. Her brown hair tumbled down over his thighs and belly as the sounds of her hot sucking filled the movements of tongue and bottom lip. She could bring a man off in seconds when she really wanted to.
When Lynn was finished showing the house to the customers, to had the most excruciating desire to be naughty. Though she'd managed to keep bad thoughts out of her mind nil morning, they were creeping back again now that she was alone. She locked the show home and started her uncle's car up with a roar. Her big tits felt heavy, eager to be touched. She undid the first few snaps of her shirt so that the smattering of freckles over the rounded white swells could be seen.
"I guts all redheads have the same problem," she said aloud, gunning the engine. She put the car in gear and moved away from the curb. She was finished early and it was only forty minutes till lunch thus. She didn't feel like going back to the office yet. She wanted to be alone with her thoughts. "Or maybe I shouldn't be. I'll just start thinking about Ricky again."
At the highway she turned left instead of right. As each mile added onto the odometer, she knew where the streamlined little car was taking her. She was driving to Baker's Point.
The dust was still settling when she got out and slammed the door. The parking lot didn't look so romantic in the hot jars of mid-day. She could see the litter of beer cans and hot dog wrappers. Lynn walked over to a row of bushes at the edge of the parking lot. She saw a girl's sock hanging among the branches and something else. She went to find a long stick to reach between the thorny branches. When she brought it back out there was a punctured rubber hanging from the tip. The cum had dried and she could see a darker smear around the rolled top. Some virgin's blood, no doubt.
"What the hell am I doing up here anyway?" he said, looking at the clouds. But instead of getting back in the car she walked up the path which led past the spot where her cousin Ricky had done lowly things to her.
The grass was just as they'd left it. She could almost see the shape of her body there where Ricky had pressed her down, had jabbed his hard cock into her hot cunt. Lynn touched her red hair and let out a gasp of unashamed passion. She slipped a hand under her shirt and found one strained cup of her bra. It took only a slight movement to let her tit free. Then she was massaging the nipple with steady squeezes as she remembered how it had been with Rick. After less than a minute she gave a little cry and fled back down the path. She ran to the red sports car and jumped in, her cowboy shirt open down the front, one tit bouncing heavily on her chest. And then the idea hit her.
If she'd thought such a thing at any other time she would have laughed. Or she'd be ashamed at having such lewd thoughts. But now she was dripping with juice. The crotch of her panties was plastered against the flaming curls of her pussy. She dug in her purse looking for the foil packet she'd swiped from her uncle's drawer. The rubber was hard to get out until her fumbling fingers managed to grasp the pre-lubricated skin. And then she was staring the short, stubby gear-shift knob. Panting. Hungry for release.
"Forgive me." She gazed upwards again… "Whoever watches these terrible things from heaven. Forgive me!" Lynn knew it was something she could never confess to a priest. She unrolled the rubber cover over the gear knob.
Somehow that made it seem more realistic. Then she wriggled out of her slacks and leaving her panties on, knelt above the hump that ran between the bucket seats. Her uncle's car was so well tuned that she only had to thumb the starter button an instant. The powerful little engine thrummed to life, idling.
"Ohhhhh, God. Ohhhhh, I'm burning up!" She caught a glimpse of her freckled cheeks in the rear view mirror as she lowered herself. Her mouth was slack, her eyes half-slitted. And as the smooth, rubber-sheathed knob touched the inside of her thigh, she gave a little whimper of lust.
With trembling fingers she stretched her panty crotch to one aide. The gear knob touched her cuntlips. They were already parted slightly from her position. She pumped her hips slowly, swathing the rubber with her juices. Then she dropped another inch and felt her cuntlips divide. Her glossy opening bloomed with anticipation. She pulled the dash throttle out a fraction of an inch and the engine thrummed tighter. The vibration through the transmission was devastating. Again Lynn saw her face in the mirror, saw the drool hanging at the corner of her mouth, saw her mused red hair dancing in the light breeze. She got a hand around her tit and massaged it deeply as she let her knees bend more. The vibrating knob pushed three inches into the velvety tube.
"Yaaahhhh," she groaned, working her hips gingerly. That thing was so unyielding. It wasn't really like a cock. And yet it was, too. Different. All she had. She kept rubbing her tit and grasped the base of the shift lever to keep her from slipping down too far and hurting herself. Her juices surged down the metal rod and over her knuckles. There was a sucky, slippery sound as she squirmed atop the lever.
"Uhhnnn! Ohhhmmm!" She fumbled at the dash, pulled the throttle out more. The engine sang now and a high r.p.m. tingle shot up through her loins. It felt like she was about to take off. Her clit was being ravished too, teased by the buzz of the transmission.
Lynn thought about Ricky going in and out of her pussy. She thought of his cock and how it had cummed in the moonlight. She thought of her uncle and of those things in his desk drawer. She pitched forward then back. Swirling images of her cousin Ricky and of her uncle swirled through her thoughts. And then she was coming.
"Whuuuhhh… ahhhhh… shit!" With on foot on each seat she fucked herself as far as she could onto the buzzing, tickling gear lever. The sound of her soft tissues clasping around the thing excited her all the more. A subtle tingle had turned to a stunning wave of utter pleasure. She worked her passion out with study movements of her, she grabbed the throttle and pumped it in and out to make the engine buck. And as the last breath stopping spasm surged through her the car died with a shudder and Lynn collapsed against the seat edge, her big tits jutting up towards the sun.
"Ohhhhhh, Jesus! Ohhhh, God!" She licked the saliva from her lips and tried to focus on something – anything. At last she eased her pussy up off of the gear shift and gazed down at the glistening mess. The rubber clung tight to the plastic and metal thing. It took her a moment to peel it off. She flung the rubber into the bushes with the other she'd found there. If anyone ever found it, they would never know that it'd been used by a car. The thought made Lynn laugh. Her uncle's sexy little car had fucked her. But her amusement quickly turned to more intimate suggestion. Her Uncle Chad would use the little car again soon some day and then his hand would touch the very place her pussy had surrounded. Though she couldn't understand why that should excite her, it did. She pulled her panty crotch back over the ravished membranes of her pussy and struggled into her pants.
"I shouldn't have come up here at all," she said, frowning. "I wish I'd never grown up at all," she cried, angry at herself now. "I wish I was just a kid again. Like Jeany." She thought of her young cousin. Blonde, carefree, happy. She could almost see the sweet girl's tits and boyish hips. She went around like she didn't have a care in the world. But someday she too would feel the burning fires inside her. Lynn settled behind the wheel and gunned the engine to life once more.
"Poor Jeany," she breathed. "She'll probably be as mixed up I am when that happens."
Taking one last look at herself in the mirror and closing the buttons of her shirt, Lynn turned around and tore off down the dirt road to the highway.



CHAPTER THREE


Jeany had just stepped front her morning bath and was sitting on the closed commode with a mirror when her brother tapped at the door.
"I'm busy!" she barked, her heart quickening with the guilt she felt. She had the mirror down between her thighs and had dipped a fingertip in the face cream jar to explore her pink-tinged linings.
"Can't spay take a leak?"
"Can't you go downstairs?"
"Mom's using the downstairs john," he argued, tapping again.
"Oh, all right." Jeany wiped her finger on a tissue, put down the mirror and went to the door. Her knees were a little weak. She'd been pressing in against her cherry, trying to see how thick it was. And then she'd rubbed the funny little hood that hid her clit. The tiny bulb had just been swelling up from the soft hood when her brother had so rudely interrupted.
The door swung back and Rick strode into the steamy room without a stitch on. Though he paid no attention to Jeany, she found herself staring at him. They'd been pretty casual as they'd grown up and until she'd seen her brother with Lynn the other night, Jeany hadn't really thought of him in a sexual way. But now as he stood before the toilet, cock in hand, she stared. The yellow are of pee spattered into the bowl. She could see the little tube swelled out along the underside of his shaft. It was the same little tube the cum spurted from on a boy. Ricky's balls looked big and heavy. She could see the shape of them easily in the drooping sac. He put a hand to the small of his back and she had to turn to the door.
"I pulled something playing basketball the other day," he complained, inking the last few droplets from his pecker. Her heart pounded too hard and she had to turn to the door.
"Hey, Sis?"
"Yeah?"
"Think you might rub me where I'm sore? It usually helps loosen my muscles up."
"God, Ricky, I don't know anything about giving a rubdown." She put her hand on the knob. "Anyway, I want to go downtown."
"Aw come on, it won't take you but a second or two."
"Well," she shrugged. "Okay."
They wait into his bedroom. Outside Jeany heard her mother get in the car and back out of the driveway. Their father had long since gone to work. Rick lay down on his belly on the bed and she knelt beside him. It was hard to keep the damned towel from coming unwrapped.
"Right here," he told her, touching a spot on his back. Using the heel of her hand and a thumb she began to rub the sore spot.
"Am I doing it right?"
"Why don't you straddle me," he suggested. "The angle should be better then." Jeany did what he said. But as she settled back her heart thudded again and she had to draw a quick breath. She was straddling only one of his thighs and she'd pushed her damp cunt down against him. She wished she'd put on panties. It was an unsettling sensation to be touching another human like that.
"Now you're getting it," Rick said, "but push harder."
Jean let her thumbs sink into his flesh. She rocked forward and back, moving the tensed muscle under his skin. It was strangely disturbing to be touching her brother like this. Though they'd often wrestled when younger, she felt odd about it now. As if maybe a sister shouldn't touch her brother at ail.
"Oh yeah, that's better!" he grunted, moving his hips a little. She could lean forward and keep her pussy any from his thigh. She wondered if Rick could tell that she was getting moist down there.
"I guess that's enough," she said, starting to get off.
"Do it some more, Sis! Please!"
"Okay, but I have to go in a little bit."
"I'll rub your back, too, if you want." He turned his face to the side, glanced up at her. She felt herself blush. Now why in heaven's name should she be embarrassed about hex brother rubbing her back? She was starting to get angry with herself for blowing everything out of proportion. She even wanted to prove that there was nothing really wrong with exchanging massage services with Ricky. Nothing at all wrong with it!
"I think I would like you to rub my back," she said, giving his muscle one last push. "I guess you owe me a little attention."
Rick knelt behind her on the mattress as she stretched mat on her belly. But die wasn't ready for him to strip the towel from her body. She gave a yelp of surprise and grabbed for it.
"I can't rub your back through a Goddamned towel," he mid, pushing her back down. She tried to rein as Rick straddled her bottom and began to rub her back with gentle steady movements. It felt glorious! She could see now why he wanted her to do it for him. She closed her eyes and forgot all about the towel. But then she became aware of something else. Ricky's balls were nestled warmly against the cheeks of her ass. As he rocked forward and back she could feel them pressing, moving against her crack.
"Ohhhhhh. I guess that's enough," she said, feeling odd again. Her pussy was heating up. She hadn't been thinking my wrong thoughts. It sure felt slippery and…
"You're awfully pretty, Jeany," Rick breathed.
"Rick. I said I've had enough."
"You're getting many, you know that? Your bottom is plumper than it used to be. And your thighs are getting heavier." Rick began to rub her buttocks.
"Oh, Rick!"
"God, they're nice. I wish I could spank them like I used to."
"Nhhhooo," she begged, struggling to turn. Rick chuckled and brought a palm down sharply against her cheeks. She jerked her hips from the surprise of the blow and the tension made her body thrill.
"Yeah ya little brat," he growled playfully. "I'm gonna give you a good spanking. Just like old times!"
As his hand came down again and again across her tender bottom, Jeany tried to wriggle from under her brothers weight but he put a knee in her back to keep her from escaping.
"Nooo! Ohhhh! Owww! Ricky that hurts!" It did hurt, but it was what kind of hurt was causing that really disturbed her. The sting was setting off all sorts of trembling excitement between her thighs. As if every blow made her clit tense. And now her juices were flooding and, making curliques of her blonde cunt hair. But as Ricky leaned into the spanking, she caught him off balance and almost got loose. To capture her again, he had to grab both her wrists and held them above her head. The full weight of his body was along her back. His legs were between hers and his cock was pressing into the crack of her ass. That's when Jeany almost fainted with shock. Her brother had a terrific hard-on! She could feel the hot pulsing shaft as he squirmed happily against the soft swells of her buttocks.
"Nhoooo! Ricky. Let me up! Please let me up!"
"You little imp," he gasped, biting the back other neck. "I didn't realize how sexy you were getting." He bit her again and then kissed the same spot.
"Oh, Ricky! You've got to let me up. I feel so dizzy."
"Your body is so neat," he breathed, running his tongue out again to lick her shoulder blade.
Jeany felt him squirming harder against her. And he was puffing his body down so that his cock slipped under her ass, down against her mound. The first contact caused a jolt of excitement and pleasure to surge through her belly. But guilt and fear quickly swamped the joy. Her brother's cock was actually pressing against her juice-dampened cunt hair. She could feel the warmth, the softness. Yes, it was spongy and rigid at the same time. She tried to crawl forward, but her movements only caused her labia to part.
"Uhhhhh. Rickeeee!"
"Jeany. Don't fight me honey. I won't hurt you, I won't do anything." He kissed her ear. "I just want to hug you and hold you."
"But it's not right! What if Mom caught us?"
"She's gone now. We're alone." He let go her wrists then and let his fingers slide down her sides. She trembled at the way he traced her body lines. She left her arms limp on the bed, too worked up and confused to fight him anymore. But she could feel the gentle nudge of his cocktip. It was nudging between her velvety pink lips. She tried to move again, racking her hips slowly from one side to the other. The unconscious wiggling caused her outer lips to slip out around her brother's barbed tip. Then he was holding his shaft, moving it gently up and down her feverish wound. The smacking sound of her juices as he petted her like that made Jeany gasp with passion. Her fear was unfocused now, dissolving. She tried to hold onto a shred of resistance but Rick had just petted her clit with his prick and was doing it spin… again… again. The sensitive nubbin bulged with blood, rising from its hood.
"Ohhhh! Uhhhhh! Ricky! Ricky, what are you doing to me?"
"Ohh, Jeany, I didn't realize how good it feels. I wish we could."
"Nhhhooo! You don't mean that!"
"I sure as hell do."
"Brothers shouldn't do things like that to their sisters." She gasped again as Rick pressed his cock against her cherry. It pushed in and another surge of juice dripped down her crack. Rick was really getting his cock drenched with her dick butter. She could feel him dipping his cum in her cleft and smearing the lubrication back on his shaft.
"You're really wet!" he breathed, biting the nape of her neck again. Jeany wished he'd stop that. Every time she felt his teeth nibble there she almost came unglued. Her fret burned and she tingled between her toes. She found herself unable to keep from moving her hips. She had them going in a slow, trembling circle. And little by little she was letting Rick force her thighs wider. He had his knees wedged between them and was splitting her pussy wide.
"Why don't you turn over and face me," he suggested in a sexy voice.
"No!"
"Just think how nice it would feel on your tits."
"I said no!" She closed her eyes hoping he was nowhere near done. But she'd lost all will to fight. And her brother was licking her shoulder again. Kissing her. She gasped as he began to rub her clit with one finger while nudging her cherry with his cocktip. "Stop or you're going to hurt me."
"You don't want me to stop," he laughed, rolling off and turning onto his back. He put his hand behind his head and watched her rise on hands and knees and shake herself.
"I wasn't going to fuck you if you didn't want me to," he said at last.
"Oh Ricky, I'm so confused." She couldn't take her eyes off that rigid, pulsing shaft. It was dark purple at the tip and she could see the darkened wins. She could see, too, the little tube that ran along the underside. A shudder went through her shoulders. Her clit was absolutely on fire! And with no one touching it she had the most excruciating desire to touch it herself.
"What are you staring at?" Rick asked.
"Nothing," Jeany blurted. "Nothing at all." But no sooner had she turned her head away than she was sneaking another peek. His cock was pointed up along his belly. It rose and fell in a steady rhythm.
"Go on. Touch it."
"I don't want to touch it," she said, sluicing her head hard. Her mind was overflowing with the memory of how she'd touched her uncle's cock. It had been bigger than Ricky's, but she hadn't seen it as clearly in the dark.
"Come here!" Ricky said, grabbing her wrist suddenly. He pulled her across his body, opening his thighs wide so her own tit between them. She found her small breasts rubbing across his chest, felt his hands kneading the plump firmness of her cheeks. As much as she wanted to resist, another part of her was enjoying the luxurious sensuality.
"Uhhhh! Rickeeee! Stop this!"
"Feels good, doesn't it?" He hugged her tight, kissed her. "How come you're wiggling around so much if you don't like it?"
"I… I can't help it. I want you to let me go." Her voice was husky and sounded far away and weak. She closed her eyes and let her face rest on her brother's chest. He was pulling her up his body an inch at a time. She could feel his hips pumping, could feel the swelled base of his cock as it slipped under the start of her mound. Her juices leaked out against him as her slit was dragged up his length. "Uuhh… nhhhhoooo, Rickeeee!"
"I just can't stop squirming. You feel so hot and hard against my pussy!"
"Look at my cock!" Rick moaned, holding her shoulders as he pumped his own ass on the bed. Now both of them were thrusting and Jeany found that the friction against her slit was even more delightful. She looked down like Rick had told her. When she moved her ass back she could see the head of his cock pruned down against his belly. The head was angry and dark purple. The tube along the bottom bulged as if it were about to be filled. She snapped her hips forward, covering the sensitive knob for an instant with her own velvety lining. When she slid back again a tiny droplet of fluid formed at the tip.
"Ohh, Rick. Are you coming?"
"Yeah… can't help it. You're tearing me up!"
"I'm coming, tooooo!" she cried, plunging, writhing, squirming like she'd lost her mind. Guilt and fear and anything else that might've gotten in the way had totally evaporated now. Thee on top of her brother's muscular body she pumped her virgin cunt up and down against his prickshaft as the drool poured from the corner of her mouth and fell against Rick's chest. Her head flopped forward as the first jolt of pure pleasure broke surface.
"Ehhheeee!" she screamed, her slender body bucking violently with the throes. And then Rick rolled over, taking her with him. For an instant she was pinned under him and had lest all sense of direction or place. But then he rolled her again so that she was on her belly on the mattress like before. A finger slid between her cuntlips and began to massage her clit with just the right pressure. Again her orgasm surged back with renewed power and Jeany sobbed with ecstasy against the pillow. Something was being pressed against her ass. Something hot and slickened with her juices. Her brother's cock!
He lunged and her asshole opened around the throbbing, spurting cocktip. He entered her to the hilt in three shoves and Jeany arched her back and kicked her heels up as he screwed hot plump ass with gasping moans of pleasure.
"Rickeeee! My ass! You fucked my ass!"
"Don't tell anybody, Rick. I'd die. I'd just die if…"
"I won't tell anybody." He kissed her forehead and nose and face. "I'm going to do it the right way next time."
"Nooo!"
"I'll get a rubber. You'll love it after I break your…"
"Oh, God, Rick, I'm so ashamed. Ashamed of you and of me."
"It feels good doesn't it?"
"Yes, but you don't realize. It's incest. I mean its oven against the law, isn't it?"
"I don't know and I don't care. You won't either after I put my cock in your pussy."
"You. Ohhh, I don't know what to say."
She squirmed away from him and sat on the edge of the bed. She felt sullied. Dirty. If it hadn't been so pleasurable she might have gone to the toilet and thrown up. But she wasn't sick. She could even feel the little energies of lust that were still left. She could even imagine her brother letting her rub his cock with her pussy again. She shook her head hard and grabbed the towel from the floor.
"Jeany, come back."
"I've got to be alone," she whimpered, running to the door. "I've never felt like this. You've changed something inside me. I don't feel wrong or right or anything." She had her hand on the doorknob, towel draped across her tits. "I just feel like I want that feeling again. And it worries me."
"It's natural," Rick said, getting up. He walked towards her slowly. "What if I told you I could get a rubber? Would you wait in your room for me to come back?"
Jeany wanted to open the door and run to her own room and lock herself in. But she stood there watching her brother come up to her. He took her shoulders and pulled her against his body. It felt so… Why couldn't she resist his touch? Then she was sobbing softly, the tears streaking his chest.
"Oh, Rick, would it be wrong? Would I be wicked to let you do it?"
"I'll be gentle. I won't do anything you don't want me to."
"That's what I'm afraid of. I'm afraid of my own emotions."
"Wait in your room. I'll run down to the drugstore and get something. We've got the house to ourselves today. I can show you what it's really like to make love."
"Rick. I just can't."
He pulled her back up, kissed her mouth softly. "Go wait your room. I'll be back in fifteen minutes."
Jeany went to her room. But instead of waiting, she slipped into a pair of jeans and pulled a T-shirt over her tender breasts. Then she went out the back door and climbed onto her bike. She pedaled towards the park, knowing she'd be safe in the cool grass by the time Ricky got back to the house with the rubbers.



CHAPTER FOUR


Lynn had just returned from showing three houses to prospective buyers and felt she had earned an early lunch. Maybe even the afternoon off. She put the keys and house folders on Gloria's desk and looked around the office. The clock said eleven-thirty and yet the place seemed deserted. She started towards her uncle's door but a strange feeling made her hesitate. She knew he liked privacy when he was dictating a letter. He'd made that clear to her one day when she'd casually knocked. Yes, that was probably it. Gloria was in taking dictation. She tapped her fingers on the desk, fingered a few papers and finally went to the small restroom that opened off of one corner of the front office. Uncle Chad like to add personal touches to things and he hadn't spared effort when he'd designed the restroom. It was carpeted with a marble basin and antique mirror. Instead of a metal stall for the commode, he'd had a carved wooden one put in. It reached all the way to the floor, providing more privacy. Lynn closed the stall door and sat on the toilet. She had just finished peeing and was about to flush when she heard someone else enter the restroom.
"Ohhh, God, you beautiful man!" Gloria sighed. Lynn held her breath. She knew that her uncle's secretary was out there. A faucet was turned on and then she heard the unmistakable sound of sheer panties being stripped down smooth legs. She buttoned her slacks and stood on tiptoes to peer over the top edge of the stall.
Gloria was dabbing a linen hanky at the tap and applying the cool water to her naked pussy. Lynn bit her bottom lip when she saw what a state the pretty brown-haired girl was in. Her cunt hair was plastered back from her crack, the inner lips swollen so huge that they hung down out of her crack. Her dripping clit was inflamed and swollen too. She touched the cool hanky to herself and gasped.
"Ohhh… damn… why do you have such a lovely big cock, Chad?" Gloria was whispering the words, her breath short and sharp. And now Lynn guessed the obvious. Gloria had just been thoroughly fucked by her own boss! Lynn's cunt began to drip juice on to her panty crotch.
Lynn stifled a moan of lust. She wanted to touch herself, wanted to bad. But she waited until Gloria had left the small restroom before she pulled down her panties and gently petted her mound. The red curls were already a little damp. She thought of putting her finger in her hole but after using the gear lever of Chad's car, a finger didn't seem too exciting. Anyway she couldn't go out into the office yet. She couldn't run into Gloria and let her know that she'd been overheard. Lynn waited until she heard her uncle and Gloria depart for lunch. Then she pushed open the door and went to her uncle's door. It was unlocked. She went in and closed it behind her.
She was about to open that drawer of his desk which held the unmentionable devices when she heard another car pull into the lot outside. She saw her cousin Ricky come up the walk and step into the front office. She felt at first like she should just let him leave again. But something made her go to her uncle's door and look out.
"Hey, beautiful," Rick said, grinning. "How you been?"
"Fine." She blushed. She was phased to see him again but uncertain as to how she should act. Rick cane over to her. His muscles moved under a thin T-shirt.
"You haven't seen my sister around have you?" She shook her head. "I was supposed to meet her at the house but she took off." He shrugged. "No big thing. So how's the new job treating you?"
"Its fine. Uncle Chad is really nice to work for." She stopped, feeling Rick's eyes on her. Now that the small talk was over she was feeling uncomfortable. She'd never resolved the confused state of her emotions concerning Rick. It had been a glorious, ecstatic experience with him that night on Baker's Point. But now his eyes seemed threatening.
"God, you smell good," he said. Lynn blushed more, remembering how seepy her pussy had become while Gloria had doctored her cunt in the small restroom. And at that very moment she saw the dark spot on the rug behind the chair. Her heart seemed to jump in her chest. It was the same spot her uncle had fucked the beautiful secretary until her juices had flooded out. She felt like she had to sit down, had to catch her breath.
"You look a little shook up," Rick said, moving close. She was holding onto the arms of her uncle's swivel chair, trying to keep from letting all this get to her. Rick knelt before her and put a hand on her knee.
"Rick, don't touch me."
"Why not? You sure liked it the other night."
"I shouldn't have."
"But you did." Rick moved his fingers, let them spread so he could squeeze the plumpness of her thigh. Through the material of her slacks she could feel the urgent hunger of his lust. She could feel hers, too. It scared the hell out of her.
"This is where I work," she said, keeping her voice even. She tried to pretend she was going to get up, fix her hair. Anything. Rick didn't give her the opportunity. He pushed three fingers against the crotch of her slacks. The material fit around her mound, outlining it. She was so wet! She knew that if he kept pressing there that the juice would show through after a while. She grabbed his wrist.
"For God's sake, Rick! This is nay uncle's office. It's the middle of the day."
"What difference does that make?" he laughed, licking his lips. "When I get hungry, I get hungry."
"There's time for that later," he said, grabbing her, turning her to face him. He kissed her hard on the lips. At first it felt all wrong. But as his hands moved over her ass, Lynn felt her muscles soften. She closed her eyes and whimpered as Rick pushed his tongue between her teeth.
"Rick… ohhhh. Rick! We can't… do this! Not here!"
"What are we doing?" he whispered. "Just kissing."
"But… uhhh. Your hand! Don't touch me there!"
Rick pushed her up against the refrigerator. She had no idea what he was doing. But then he was undoing her slacks. She caught at his hauls but her clothing puddled at her ankles. Something inside her said she had to stop it now. In a moment or two it would be too late. He started to ease her towards a downstairs bedroom. Lynn shook her red hair in protest.
"Nhhoooo… we just can't!"
"Well, the kitchen's fine with me if that's how you want it."
"No! Rick, don't!"
Rick shoved her back until she felt the edge of the table against her thighs. Then he pushed more and curled his fingers under her mound. Lynn found herself being shoved across the tablecloth, both legs kicking. Rick ducked her feet and plunged his mouth down against her mound. She closed her legs but it was too late. His tongue was hot against the sheer nylon of her panty crotch. The more she squirmed, the more hungrily he ate at her.
"Whhhuuhhh! Ohhhh, nooo! Rick!"
"God, you're wet! You want it as bad as I want to give it to you!" He had her wrists and was shoving her back. The table thumped under her wild struggling. A salt shaker clattered to the floor as Rick kicked over a chair. Lynn was frantic. She couldn't use her fists. They were pinned at her sides. She could only throw her red hair around wildly as she tried to squirm back away from her cousin's mouth. But now he was getting his tongue under the lacy edge of her crotch piece.
"Ghhhuuhh! Rickeeee!"
"Yeah, baby, you're so fine!" He pushed his tongue into her hole. It squirmed around inside her, sucking and teasing until she let her legs kick straight up with spasms of utter delight. Her panties were stretched so far now that she knew her slit was entirely exposed to Rick's hungry mouth.
"Uuhhhhhhh. Ohhh, yessss! Rick. Ohhhhh, God!"
The table felt so hard under her. But she liked it. Liked knowing that she was being eaten out right there in the family kitchen. In a normal state of mind Lynn would have been frightened. But now she could only think of that rubbing hot tongue. She curled her fingernails into the nape of her cousin's neck and pulled him harder against her.
"Whhooo! Ohhhhh!"
Rick was reaching behind him to get something. Lynn tried to focus on what was happening but couldn't. Then she felt something different touching her. It was soft but firm. It was rounded at the tip and yet pointed, too.
"Ricky! What are you doing?" she gasped, knowing he couldn't possibly be putting his cock in her because he was still on his knees. Then she knew what it was – a banana. It was going deep. Soo deep! She gasped, tried to grab at the end of it but not only got her fingers down in time to feel her cousin push it on in past the clasp of her muscles.
"Now I'm gonna eat it when it slides out," he said, voice strange.
"You're crazy, Ricky."
"Just push it out into my mouth, baby. Come on! You can do it."
"This is awful. Ohhhh, God." As the excitement of having her hole filled continued to work on her, Lynn was aware that her inner muscles were contracting around the banana. And since there was nothing holding it in her, the shape began to slide out of her hole again. She could hear her cousin eating it bite by bite. When she looked down to see it happening, her heart began to pound all the harder. There was something very sexy about a man eating fruit from her pussyhole!
"You… you… ohhhhh, Rick!"
She was weak as a kitten as he rolled her over on her belly on the table. Her thighs dangled down at right angles to her body. Rick's belt buckle smacked the floor and she could feel his fingers gliding up and down her cleft, spreading her natural lubrication around thoroughly. She wanted to rim, wanted to escape again. But then, too, she knew that her pussy was hungry now. Hungry for the banana. Or his cock.
"You want it don't you?" Rick growled.
"Yeahhhhhh!"
"Like this. I'll make you beg!" His cocktip touched her bulging labia, swept up across her clit. Hanging off the table, her ass began to lurch and thrust at the phantom touch. Then Rick gave her the heed. He gave her enough to slip pest the first ring of muscles. With that glans throbbing inside her, she let out grateful cries of relief.
"More. Give me more!"
"Ohhhh, yeah. You damn right I will."
As she felt her cunt being penetrated, Lynn let her imagination run free. She could envision Gloria getting fucked by Chad. She could see the pretty secretary in a variety of poses, her face twitted in the agony of ecstatic release. Then Lynn herself became Gloria and was receiving her uncle's cock. It was huge, splitting her as it entered. She twisted and flopped on the kitchen table as Rick really did spear her. Each fucking thrust made her tongue come out of her mouth. She pushed her face down against the tablecloth and whimpered with the hurried clutch of excitement that her cousin's stiff, hot cock was giving her.
"You're mine," he laughed, getting rougher. He pulled her wrists behind her back and pinned them together as he pulled out and pushed in with excruciating slowness. She threw her bottom up and down frantically, gasping for the rest of it. But he only gave her a little and pulled it back again. It was like getting fucked with an inch-long cock that was an inch across the head. She knew there was more and yet couldn't have it.
"Give it to me! Give it to me!"
"Say that you're mine. Say that you'll do anything I want you to do."
"I will. I'll do anything… just give me your cock!" Lynn was sure that Rick would gin it to her now. But instead of letting her feel his tip against her womb, he pulled all the way out and grabbed her red hair roughly.
"On your knees now, Lynn. You're gonna live up to your words."
As if drunk, Lynn fell to her knees on the linoleum. Her pussy flooded juice down the insides of both thighs. She could feel the membranes pulsing like a heart. There before her was her cousin's glistening prick, dripping with her own hot butter. He pulled her forward, pulled her between his knees. Only then did her heart sink. She knew what he wanted.
"Rick… I don't want to. Ohhhhh!" He had her pressed down, her lips caressing the smoldering glans. Her own slick juice smeared across one cheek as she turned her head to one side. But Rick held her down, made that bulging cocktip press her lips apart, then her teeth. It went to the roof of her mouth with a slurpy sound and in fright she pulled her tongue back and forth along the underside. Rick groaned and kept a tight hold on her hair.
"Suck me you beautiful bitch," Rick gasped. "I love your red hair. I love your pussy." Lynn wanted him to say he loved her, but instead he just touched the place at the corner of her mouth whore his shaft was stretching the flesh out.
She began to wiggle her ass in hungry circles as he wedged the meat up her hole. When it was to the end of her clasping passageway, he began to push it back and forth. More juice surged out as her body responded.
"Ohhh! You're awful! The way you treat me, Rick!"
"You don't care what I use on you," he laughed, "as long as it's good and big!"
"Rick. Don't say that. Ohhhh… uhhhhh!" She bucked her ass around wildly. Her back was humped up like a maddened alley cat. She poised her head between her outstretched arms as her cousin continued to fuck her with the sausage. Her clit felt like a chunk of raw, red meat! It felt itchy and good. She knew that if he kept up what he was doing that she'd come.
"Mmmmm… yessss. Don't stop."
"I think I want to watch you finish," he said, letting the sausage go. It almost slipped out of her pussy but Lynn rolled onto her back and caught the thick, cunt-smeared shape and pushed it deep again. She was squirming like a crazy animal on the hard floor, knees pulled up against her breasts as she stabbed the sausage into her body again and again and again.
"Ohhh. Goddamn… you!"
"This is really good," Rick smiled, leaning close to watch her convulsions. She would have bit him if she'd been able. Instead, Lynn held onto the end of the sausage and kept sliding it in and out. Sliding, fucking herself with the meat until her body gave a shuddering jerk and she came with a scream.
Rick kissed her on the mouth as her muscles tightened around the sausage. She kept backing herself with one hand while circling her other arm around her cousin's neck to hold his mouth against hers.
"Oh, Rick, I don't know. You make me crazy inside. I feel so weak-willed when I'm around you. And I haven't been to confession in months."
"You'd better not go either," he laughed. "You'd give the priest a heart attack."
Lynn twisted free of his embrace as his laughter filled the kitchen.
"That isn't funny, Rick," she said, trying to be serious. But little by little his amusement got to her. And then she was laughing, too. She was laughing, holding on to him. She was naked from the waist down and didn't even care that they were standing in her mother's kitchen. She almost felt like taking him up to her bed room and doing it up right again. But she didn't go that far.
"You'd better get out of here," she warned. "What about this coming weekend?"
"Let me think about it for God's sake."
"You know how you like my cock," he breathed.
"I sure didn't got any this time," she shot back.
"I thought I'd better let you taste it so you'd want to go out with me again."
"…to get some of the real thing in my cunt," she finished, blushing. "Isn't that right?"
"Sure."
"Maybe I liked the sausage better," she smiled, getting her panties and pulling them up her long legs.
"No you don't," Rick smiled, touching his cock. It wasn't so flaccid now as he stroked the smooth shaft, the head broadened and began to swell and darken. For a crazy instant Lynn wanted to put her lips around the hot, spongy thing. She shook her head and blinked rapidly. "See?" Rick chuckled, "you can hardly wait, can you?" Lynn didn't answer, but her cousin was right. She could hardly wait.



CHAPTER FIVE


Jeany didn't especially want to date Hank Butterfield.
He wasn't rally a bad guy, but she didn't click with him too well. In fact he bored her. But since her mother had finally agreed to let her have one date a month, she'd let the lanky boy understand that she was now available and ready to go out. A girl couldn't be too choosy on her first date.
It took Jeany almost an hour to dress. Not counting her bath. She was in a state of nervousness rivaled only by her eagerness to get out of her parent's house and be on her own for a change. But what made it worse was the fact that her period was about to start. She'd seen a tiny spot of blood on her panty crotch that evening. It wasn't really flowing yet so she hated to wear a Kotex. She'd picked out a silky, red dress that showed off her young body to best advantage. If she had to wear a sanitary belt underneath the whole illusion would be spoiled. She wasn't out to excite Hank, but she wanted him to appreciate her attributes. And she hoped that she might get a little cuddling and kissing in. A Kotex would only put a damper on things. After all, it wasn't really sinful for a girl to enjoy a little feeling from a guy nowadays. And one of her friends had passed the word that Hank Butterfield was better than most when it came to gentle petting. This same friend swore that she'd been brought to orgasm three times in one evening. And never once had her panties off. Hank seemed safe and sane for a virgin. And Jeany wasn't so sure she wanted to give up that status after her run-in with her Uncle Bill and her very own brat her. She was still shaky about how close Rick had come to actually doing it to her.
With the red dress on and her hair combed, she examined her profile in the mirror. Her small tits were firm and high and the dress gave them every bit of help possible. She slipped her feet into sexy undies and brushed her teeth for the third time. Hank was five minutes early.
"I thought we'd go to a movie," he suggested, trying to start his beat up car. This was fine with Jeany. She was out on a date! That was all that mattered. And Hank looked pretty good to her tonight. He'd put on a pair of clean jeans and a sharp shirt and taken a little extra time with his hair.
There was the usual line of cars waiting at the entrance as the box office opened. Hank honked and wand to a few couples. Jeany was aware of a few surprised looks from two other guys who saw her. Thanks to Hank they'd know she was in circulation now. It made her heart jump to know that it wouldn't be too long before she got other offers. She was pretty and easy to get along with. That's all that seemed to matter to guys around this town.
The movie was abominable. Something about a flying saucer that captured a bunch of teenagers for breeding purposes. Of course it never got to that and never would. By the time the second feature started, Hank had only slipped his arm around her shoulders and kissed her a few times. But then she'd heard that he worked slow. After all, she wasn't going out with him to go too far.
The second movie was as bad as the first and Hank turned the volume down on the speaker and suggested they get in the back seat. Jeany shrugged and after a moment of thought, agreed. It wasn't until they'd settled themselves in when she saw the brown paper bag. Inside was a cold quart of beer. Well, almost cold.
"I really don't want any," she said politely.
"Aw, come on… it's good. Just a sip?" Hank pushed the bottle towards her. Jeany sipped. It was good. She had another swallow. The back seat was nice. She could feel Hank getting his nerve up. And her hot little pussy was aching to be petted. She could almost feel his fingers stroking the taut, damp nylon of her panty crotch. The beer bottle was pushed in front of her face spin and she drank. Hank let one hand circle her waist and slide slowly up her body. As his fingers circled the soft side of one breast, she shivered. Her nipple was poking through the thin material and the friction of her date's palm against it was lovely. She wiggled her body around to press harder against his touch.
"Ohhhh! Hank…"
They kissed, softly at first and then more hungrily. Despite her efforts to control herself, Jeany found her mouth opening against Hank's. He licked her bottom lip eagerly, sucked at her tongue. She didn't give it to him just yet but her hips were squirming in the car seat as he continued to feel her rigid tit. Now he was working on the first button. He stopped at three and gently parted the red silk. She gave a little moan and pretended to stop him.
"Hank. You'd better not!"
"You're so pretty. God, I've been wanting to take you out for so long…"
Jeany had a grip on his wrist but as his finger neared her naked tit she let him slip from her fingers. She really wanted him to touch her! Even as his caress squeezed her warm, firm breast, she gasped her excitement. But she tried to turn, too, as if she wanted him to top.
"God. Goddamn," he mumbled, squeezing her there. Another button popped open and the front of the red dress sagged open further. He lowered his mouth to her neck and began to kiss his way down.
"Noooo! Ohhh, Hank, you'd better not do this!" But she let her fingers tangle in his hair as he wet the tan line where her bikini had stretched only last week. She could tell when was kissing the whiter, protected flesh further on. And, then he was dangerously close to her brown nipple. She gave another cry and realized that her chest was heaving up and down. She dug her short nails into the nape of his neck as if to make him stop. But Hank had her little nubbin between his teeth now and was flicking it with his tongue.
"Hank!"
"Jeany… I think I love you."
"Ohhhhhh!" Jeany wasn't taken in by this admission of affections. All the girls who dated Hank said the same thing about him. He considered himself quite a lover. But then she wasn't going to argue about meaning now. And, besides, his other hand was on her thigh and slipping lower. When he reached the hem of her dress, she turned in the seat and tried to pull the red silk down. But it didn't take too much of an effort to keep him from getting a finger underneath. She hadn't worn stockings. The warmth of his palm sliding under her frock was unbelievably delicious!
"Ohhh! Uhhhhh! Hank… stop!"
"Jeany! Ohhh, wow, you have the most soft skin."
"Hank! Ohhhhh!"
Her date had readied that creamy soft place between a girl's legs that was especially sensitive. That part of inner thigh just below her leg. He stroked and rubbed the place like he knew what it was doing to her. The whole front of her dress had come apart now and Jeany could hardly keep from turning so that she was pressing Hank down in the seat. She was actually half on top of him as he felt up her thighs.
Hank tried to get the front of his pants loose but she grabbed him hand harder. This time he seemed to realize that she meant it.
"Okay, okay," he sighed as if he'd been down this road before. He had a reputation for a good feeler upper and this had made him popular as a date for girls who wanted to have fun without going all the way. Most boys wouldn't settle for just getting a finger wet. In fact a good wet feel was generally the prelude to going all the way. So Jeany had heard.
"Just touch me. Don't do all that other stuff," she said, keeping her face buried against his neck. "Jeany, I want you so bad…"
"Just touch me. Uhhhh!" She kissed his mouth as she felt him stretching her panty crotch out of the way. The most wonderful friction made her body shiver. He was petting her labia open… but doing it so gently! She pumped her hips more as his caresses brought new floods of juice from the feverish crevice that was fringed with blonde curls.
"So damned wet. God, would it feel nice to fuck you."
"Noooo!"
"I was just thinking out loud," Hank said, covering her mouth then, sucking at her tongue until she gave it to him to bite. She was completely on top of him now, her trim thighs parted to let his fingers explore her dainty, dripping parts. He touched each delicate lip and played with her clit until she was babbling and drooling against his neck again. She pumped her boyish ass up and down with a slow, steady rhythm as Hank discovered the things that pleased her most and kept doing them over and over and over again.
"Yuuhhhh! Hank! I'm really hot!"
"Me, too," he breathed, working his fingertip against her clit while his thumb probed the thin membrane of her cherry.
"Don't, Hank. God in heaven. Don't!"
"Just a little push. I can feel the opening in your hymen right now," he breathed holding her slim body against him as he probed harder. And then Jeany felt something being stretched apart. She'd stopped pumping her ass and was just trembling there in her date's arms when she felt it.
"Ohhhh! You're ruining me!"
"No baby, I swear I'm not!"
Jeany gasped as her muscles began to spasm down there. She could feel the slip of something going into her pussy. She could feel her muscles closing down around Hank's finger! Despite her anxiety, she began to pump her hips again and as she did, her vagina clasped at Hank's knuckles. He was actually finger-fucking her and she hadn't felt a bit of pain! Now she knew why all the girls used Hank as a relief valve for their pent-up sexual appetites. He could even finger-fuck without taking a girl's virginity away from her.
"Nhhhuuuuuhh. Ohhhhhmmmm. Hank!"
"Just enjoy it Jeany. You feel soft and silky inside. I'd do anything if you'd let me fuck you."
"Nhhooo. Just do what you're d-d-doing…"
Their mouths clung wetly again and this time it was Hank's tongue which invaded her mouth. She sucked on it like a baby on a bottle, mooning through her nose as Hank slid his finger deeper into her pussy. She pretended it was a cock. A cock that was fucking her for the first time. She could close her eyes and pump her hips and it was easy to let her imagination go crazy. It made it especially nice to be on top so that she had more control of the situation. But in reality Jeany knew she hadn't controlled anything so far that evening. Hank was playing her like a harp and she was singing for him gladly.
"Hank. Ohhh, it feels like it's going in so deeeep!"
"It is!"
"How deep?"
"I can't get it any deeper." He worked his finger around inside her as she pumped her hips. Instead of being afraid her hymen might tear from the stretching, Jeany had forgotten about everything but the tickling pleasure that spread from the spot where Hank had penetrated her.
"Whhhuuuhh. Ohhhh, do it like that!"
Hank was rubbing her clit at the same time, kissing her face and neck, working his finger in and out more rapidly.
There was a steady sucking sound down between her thighs. She knew that her panties had to be drenched.
"Nuuhhh. Uhhhh!" Jeany groaned.
"Jeany! Let's… Goddamn, let's fuck!"
"No, Hank. We can't."
"What if I just rubbed you with my cock."
"Ohhhh!"
"I wouldn't fuck you or anything…"
"Hank. I just can't think straight anymore." Jeany remembered what had happened with her very own brother. He'd rubbed his cock against her, too. It had felt won derful. But with something so hard and stiff and dangerous that close to her cunt. Jeany shook her head.
"Nooo. Just touch me."
The movie was over. Lights came on, engines roared around them. Their dark little cave of sensual pleasure was suddenly like a floodlit stage. A spasm of embarrassment and shame went through Jeany and she pulled her cunt off of Hank's finger and stared at the bloody mess. Yes, she had been menstruating. Or had the perforation of her hymen caused the blood.
"Ohhh," she cried, touching the red smears against her thighs.
"I didn't do that, did I?"
"It's my period, I think," she said, blushing. They clambered into the front seat and Hank helped her button up the front of her dress all the way.
"You want to go out to Baker's Point?" he asked, cradling her head against his chest.
"Yes!" she gasped, surprised at her eagerness. Her pussy ached for some kind of relief. "If I'm not too much of a bloody mess for you." Hank put the speaker on the post and turned.
"I love your blood," he said.
"It's awful."
"It's just natural," Hank assured her. "It kind of turns me on actually."
"Really?" Jean asked, looking into his eyes.
"Yes." He held his bloody finger up to his lips to kiss it. "It makes me wish I could get some on my cock."
"Oh Hank, maybe you'd better take me home."
He put the car in gear and pulled out. Jeany knew he wasn't taking her home. He was going to take her up to the lover's lane on Baker's Point and try to get something for himself. She only hoped she'd have the guts to keep from going all the way. It was going to be a hard night. But as she cuddled against his side, she knew that she didn't want to return to her lonely bedroom just, quite yet. She wanted to be touched more. Rubbed more. Her pussy ached to be teased and tickled into those devastating throes of orgasm.
"Hank?"
"Yeah?"
"You won't try and make me go all the way will you?"
"Sure I will," he laughed, "I'd be a damned fool if I didn't."
"Take me home then."
"Like hell I'll take you home," he whispered, giving her a hungry look. "Like hell I will."



CHAPTER SIX


Jeany knew after the first hour that she should have insisted Hank take her home. No sooner had they arrived at Baker's Point than he turned into some kind of animal. He forced himself on her until she had to flee from the car and run up the path to the highest part of the hill. Hank came behind her calling her name and apologizing and promising he wouldn't make her do anything she didn't want to. But she was too smart to go back with him. He'd had his cock out and everything! He'd been trying to push it right through her already-stretched cherry. She hid in the bushes until he'd passed by on his way back to the car. Then she clit through the woods downhill where the road curved toward the highway. There was a small stream running in the moonlight and she stopped and used her panties as a washrag to clean herself up. She had to strip in the long grass beside the water so she could see to get every red sneer of blood. She felt terribly sexy standing there in her sandals while her dress hung from the branches of a nearby tree.
"Some first date," she breathed, dabbing another dried patch of blood from her thigh. She dipped her panties in the stream, rung them out and finished cleaning up. The full moon made it easier. But she couldn't very well put her underwear back on. She wrung them as dry as she could and hung them on a branch of a bush. Tomorrow she'd get somebody to bring her up to the Point and make an excuse to walk off by herself. She really hated to lose them since they were her favorite pair.
Pantyless now, she shook out her red dress and dipped it on again. Luckily only a drop or two of blood had gotten on the silk and that would be easy to clean. She buttoned the front of it up and started downhill again.
The lights of a car scared her and she hid behind a bush near the road until they'd swept by. Another car was coming up the hill and she let it glide by too. Before it'd curved out of sight she saw that it was her Uncle Bill in his patrol car making his rounds. She waited until she saw her date drive by. Hank was going as slow as he could and though she couldn't ace him behind the wheel she was sure he was searching the sides of the road in the hope that he might ice her. She stayed down until his lights wound away to the highway farther below. When her uncle's patrol car came in view again, she stepped out of the bushes and waved her hand.
"Is that you Jeany?" Bill said, leaning out the window. The lights on his dash made a weird glow inside as she went around to get in.
"Don't ask me what I'm doing here please," she said, looking straight ahead.
"Oh, I can guess that." Bill put the car in gear and moved slowly on down the road. "I've given rides before… to girls many a time."
The thought ran through her head that he'd given her more than just a ride. But then she'd only heard rumors. She still felt embarrassed about the way she'd acted the last time she'd been with her uncle. And the vivid memory of how his cock had felt in her hand made her body tremble.
"You cold? You can use my jacket."
"Maybe I will," she said, slipping it around her shoulders. The leather felt rich and soft. There was her uncle's aftershave on it too. Jeany settled back into the coat and watched the lights of town twinkle as the car descended the hill.
"I have to make a run up to Rollinsville," he told her, "and then I can drop you home."
"That's okay. I still have a couple of hours before I'm expected in." She was wondering how she could keep her folks from finding out Bill had brought her home. She didn't want them to think anything had gone wrong. Or they wouldn't let her go out again for months. Maybe she could get him to drop her a block from the house. Sure that was the way.
"You sure look pretty in that red dross," Bill said. "I don't blame your date for getting a little crazy."
"Who said anything about my date getting crazy?"
"You wouldn't be walking back to town for fun now, would you?"
Jeany sat there in the blue glow. She heard her uncle take the top off a bottle and drink. When he held it out to her she took it eagerly. That beer of Hank's had started to let her down. And she felt nervous about the evening, about how poorly she'd handled her dates. Her first date. She swigged deeply and was about to swallow for the third time when her uncle grabbed the pint away.
"Now I recall you did that last time," he grinned. "You're gonna grow up to be a boozer if you don't watch out."
They were on the highway again and streaking through the darkened farmlands towards Rollinsville. Now that the strong liquor was working in her blood, Jeany felt much better. Her head had grown clear again with the fuzziness of the beer burned away. And she was almost happy. So what if she'd blown it with Hank? She wasn't that crazy about him anyway. There were plenty of other boys.
"Where we going Uncle Bill?" she asked.
"There was a call outside of Rollinsville. Some kids fooling around in an abandoned house," he smiled, opened the pint again. "I really don't give a good Goddamn whether they fuck and drink in some old haunted house or not. But lots of times they use candles and end up burning the joint down." He wiped his mouth on his hand. "That tends to peeve the owners somewhat."
"So you're gonna do your duty?"
"You bet, little one." He looked at her, blue eyes twinkling. In the glow from the dash he looked like some hero out of a comic book. Jeany blinked her eyes. Maybe it was the bourbon doing that to her.
A mile from Rollinsville they took a dirt road. Bill seemed to know exactly where they were going. He went tearing along kicking up a big dusty rooster tail in the moonlight. Jeany saw a big old house ahead on the right and as her uncle swung into the yard a kid jumped over the railing of the porch and took off through the weeds. There was the sound of engines starting from behind the ramshackle place. Bill got out and leaned over the top of his door.
"I'll give them a chance to get the hell out," he said, the pint bottle dangling loose in his fingers. "I don't feel like doing a bunch of paperwork tonight." Jeany eyed the bottle. If that much had made her feel so wonderful, why couldn't she have a little more?
"Uncle Bill? Could I have another little sip?"
"You said sip, okay?" He handed her the bottle and watched as she tipped it. Jeany was careful to take only a little. It went down her throat like wildfire and spread its glow quickly through her body. Bill took the bottle back.
A car bounced down the drive and hit the gravel road kicking sand and rocks. Bill shook his head and laughed.
"I bet they think they've really pulled one on me. Hell, I know every one of them and they know I do."
The dust settled and there was only the sound of birds in the night. Bill kicked the door shut and started for the house. Jeany got out and hurried after him.
"You sure you want to come?" he asked, flicking on his flashlight. "This old place is kinda spooky."
"I sure don't want to wait alone in the car," die stammered.
Jeany held her uncle's arm as they went in the front door. There was broken furniture and dust everywhere. Glass pound noisily under their feet. Bill took a look around the kitchen, put out a candle and rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
"Most of the action goes on upstairs. I saw them coming out those windows like roaches."
"What kind of action?" Jeany asked, feeling stupid for opening her mouth. She knew of course. What else did a boy and a girl do on a weekend night in an old abandoned house?
The stairs creaked as they went up. Uncle Bill kicked open a bedroom door and they went in. Only the frame of a bed remained, but there was a candle going in the middle of the room and a blanket near a window. Jeany's heart pounded harder when she saw what was on the blanket. A pair of boys skivvies and a bra. There was a long silk stocking puddled nearby. Jeany felt a tingle between her legs. There'd be one girl who'd go home tonight without any of her clothes. And then Jeany remembered how she'd left her own panties banging in that bush up on Baker's Point. Just before Bill snuffed the candle she saw a dark spot on the blanket. It wasn't blood.
The cry came from the next room. Uncle Bill didn't hesitate and when Jeany started after him, he shook his head and motioned for her to stay put. She realized that he was only looking after her safety. But she was dying to see who was in the next room. As Bill went into the hall, she heard the cry again. Then she realized that there was a crack in the closet between the rooms. The faint flicker of another candle glowed through. She crept over and put her face close in time to see her uncle stride into the adjoining bedroom. There on the floor was a very tall, leggy girl with black braids. She was naked, crawling around on hands and knees. She was either drunk or drugged, Jeany couldn't tell which.
Jeany pressed her face closer to see her uncle's reaction. His foot sent a bottle spinning across the dirty floor. The girl gave him a bleary look and slumped down on her belly. She hiccuped and her lids closed.
"Whoops… the jig is up," she babbled. Her ass was pushed high and it took Jeany's breath to see how beautiful she was. A puff of dark cunt hair was visible in the glow from the candle. The blanket where the girl lay was a mess. Somebody, some boy had had plenty of fun with that dark-haired angel. Jeany licked her lips and felt between her thighs. Her throbbing hole was swollen out so that the lips were swollen with blood. And she could feel the place where Hank had penetrated her with his finger.
The girl was obviously dead to the world. But now she was on her back. Uncle Bill had rolled her over and pushed her long legs up so that her knees pressed her tits. They were big tits with large brown nipples. And the same glistening brown pigmentation was evident in the stretched folds between her thighs. Uncle Bill had his uniform off and had hung it carefully over the back of a broken chair. His cock looked like the end of a baseball bat and Jeany remembered again how hot it had been in her palm that night he'd challenged her. No, she wasn't ready for something like that!
Her uncle had a gleam in his eyes and a hungry look on his face. He petted the girl's white thighs and bent to kiss the swollen, throbbing gloss of her crevice. When his tongue flicked out to brush the nub of her clit Jeany pushed her pinky into the tiny hole Hank had made in her.
"Whuhhh," the girl moaned, working her slim hips. One black braid lay across her neck and in the dim light from the candle made the whole scene acorn exotic and strange. Her eyes flickered open. Her long fingers reached out and touched Bill's face. Jeany was coming unglued. Her uncle's caresses had brought the girl out of her drunken stupor.
"Baby! Who are you?"
"Just a passing stranger," Bill breathed. He kissed her belly then, his fingers working deeper in the dripping folds of her cunt. The girl groaned again and shook her head as if in protest. But she wasn't fighting him at all, Jeany noticed. Her dark nipples were very erect. Uncle Bill covered one with his mouth and there was a sucky, wet sound as his middle finger went deep into the girl's body.
"Ahhhhhh… ooohhhhh!" The girl squirmed furiously.
Bill finger-fucked her with a steady in and out movement. The juice made his knuckles glisten in the candle light. Jeany pushed her finger in and out of her own orifice.
In the next room things were getting hot. The girl was flopping her head from side to side and her long toes were raised apart, heels dug at the blanket as Bill kissed her other breast.
He stretched up to hold the black-haired girl's wrists firmly to the floor. And the exposed shaft of his prick throbbed with swollen veins. He made a move with his ass and there was a sound that caused Jeany to catch her breath. A low growling came from the brunette's throat. Bill's cocktip had disappeared. The flared glans was inside the leggy girl's body! Jeany began to pump her hips against the thrust of her littlest finger. The girl was still growling, her teeth bared, her drunken eyes rolling. She was more like some exotic wildcat than a human being. Bill mouthed one of her big tits hungrily and then sucked the nipple and areola between his teeth. His hips lurched again and Jeany watched his shaft slide in another three inches. Floods of hot juice rolled down the girl's crack.
"God, you're fantastic," Bill whispered.
"You're woman enough. You can take it all!"
"Nhhooo. Ohhh, God, it feels wonderful, though. Wonderful!"
Bill pushed forward again and there was a sexy wet sound as his shaft slid into the squirming girl's body another few inches. Jeany sat on the floor of the dusty closet, a heel pressed against her crevice as she kept fucking herself with her own pinky. Her other hand was busy, too, busy at that little bump of engorged flesh that'd risen from behind its hood. Every touch sent ripples of pleasure coursing through her belly and down her thighs.
"Ohhhh! Ohhhh, God…" She focused her eyes on what was happening in the next room. Bill's cock had looked so long, so thick! But it was fitting up into the girl's body! Inch by throbbing inch it was going in!
"You crazy fucker!" the girl groaned, her tongue hanging out.
"Hold on baby, I'm going to give you all of it now."
"Nhhhhoooo!"
But even in the middle of her cry, Bill gave a powerful thrust with his hips and his cock skewered the brunette's pussy.
Uncle Bill was hung like a horse.
"Ohhhh! I can feel it spurting!" the girl cried, her head thrown back to expose her long, white neck. Jeany watched her uncle feast on the tender flesh, his breath raspy and hot as the seed frothed inside the girl's pussy. Her face was twisted in pleasure as she rubbed her own hot excitement into the white flame of final release. They tangled and twisted and thrust against each other as Bill's big balls unloaded everything they held.
Somehow Jeany limped from the closet, went down the hall to the stairs and descended. Every step made her hot little cuntlips rub together. She was about to come right there in that dirty old house. But she made it to the car before she collapsed across the seat. She couldn't quite bring herself off. After watching the real thing her own finger seemed tame by comparison. She could close her eyes and see vividly the animal-like union of her uncle and the black-braided princess. It was, like some fairy story. Only the harsh reality of the patrol car made her realize that she was living in the twentieth century.
Jeany found the bottle her uncle had left there and took a healthy swallow. She could hardly keep from squirming her bare ass against his seat as she thought of how completely that girl had gotten fucked. Some policeman her uncle was! He was supposed to protect the rights of others, not abuse them. But the girl hadn't really complained either. Jeany was so mixed up about the whole weird maze of sex. She took another hit off the pint and let it relax her.
"Hey sugar, are you okay?" The words drifted in and out of her consciousness. Jeany opened her eyes and saw her uncle's big smile. She had drunk so much whiskey, she'd passed out. Passed out across her uncle's patrol car seat with her red dress hiked up above her waist. She struggled to pull it down.
"Ohhh… God, I guess I drank too much of your whiskey."
"What happened to your panties?" Bill chuckled. She saw now that he'd dressed again. But where was the brunette?
"My panties?" She swallowed hard, blinked, tried to sit up. Bill helped her out of the car. The heat of his hands on her naked ass made her tremble. She was still loaded. She thrust herself against him and squirmed suggestively. "I took 'em off," she cried.
"I'd better take you home."
"What about that girl?"
"What girl?"
"The girl you fucked," she blurted, then dropped a hand over her mouth. Bill's face turned angry.
"I told you to wait in the car."
"Oh, Uncle Bill, I had to go watch. I… I…" She pressed her slim hips forward, ground the heat of her mound against his hip.
"Get in the Goddamned car!" he snapped.
"Aren't you going to give the girl a ride home?"
"She doesn't live far from here. It'll be better this way." He pushed her towards the door. A thought flashed through Jeany's drunken head. A crazy thought.
"Maybe I'll tell what you did to her," she said, biting her lip. She forced herself to meet her uncle's angry stare.
"I've had about enough out of you for one night, young lady."
"I'll tell," she blurted angrily. "Unless you… you do something to me." Her uncle's eyes changed subtly. He scanned her body, the plump push of her young breasts coming out the unbuttoned top of her dress.
"I thought we'd been through that already. The other night, remember?" His laugh mocked her. Things swirled for a moment before her eyes but Jeany blinked the drunkenness, back and stared at Bill until he stopped laughing.
"Fuck me," she whispered. Bill's eyes blinked in surprise. Then he shook his head.
"No chance." He touched her small chin. "You're a pretty little niece, but I'm not fool enough to do anything like that."
"Fuck me. Right here, right now!" She fumbled at his fly. Bill let her get the zipper down. Jeany stared at the thing she pulled from his underwear. It was still sticky from the other girl's body and though not yet hard, it was bigger than Hank's cock, bigger than anything she could imagine. She felt a sudden fever of lust and knew that it didn't matter about the other girl's juices. She wanted to kiss that thing, worship it! She wasn't awe why but the need overwhelmed her senses until she dropped to her knees in the grass by Uncle Bill's patrol car.
"Jeany. Damn it. Hey!"
"So… so beautiful," she babbled, kissing the tip, the shaft, fondling his heavy balls with her fingers. The musky scent wasn't so bad. And then her tongue was flicking out to swathe the swelling glans with her spit. Jeany had to open her mouth as wide as she could to get the knobbed tip inside. It just fit, her tongue darting back and forth against the plump lobes at the underside of the glans. Uncle Bill slumped back against the fender of the car as she ate at his cockflesh. Her small teeth nipped him, her tongue sucked him. Her nostrils flared with excitement as she felt the trapped blood fill the wonderfully warm prick.
"Jeany… Oh, Christ! I didn't bow you could do that!" Her uncle's big hands petted the sides of her head. She strained to get more of him into her mouth. She had to stop before his balls bumped her chin. She had to stop because her stomach was bucking, her satiny throat closing tightly around the throbbing crown. Bill held her head firmly now as he pumped his cocktip back and forth in her mouth. Her tongue seemed to make a trough naturally as the bulging head slid back and forth. But she wanted that thing inside her! Jeany knew she was drunk. Any other time she'd be scared stiff. Shed been frightened when Hank had pushed just his finger up into her pussy!
"Mmmmuuuhhhnnn," she groaned, drunk on the whiskey and enthralled by the mushroom shape that fucked her mouth. Then her uncle gave a shudder and pulled his cock free. She looked at it in the moonlight. The broad, dark head dripped with her saliva and she could see the veins beating along the sides of the shaft.
"I'm going take you home before you get us both in trouble."
"Do you do want me!" she gasped.
"I'd be crazy not to. But listen, Jeany… Goddamn it, get up!" He picked her up and put her on the hood. She stared at him panting, one breast hanging free from the front of her red dress. When she saw him looking at it, Jeany jerked the rest of the buttons loose and arched her back so that both her tits were thrust out at him.
"Kiss them! Ohhh, Uncle Bill! Do it. Do it now!"
With a moan her uncle buried his face between the soft swells. Then she dug her fingers against the nape of his neck and felt his tongue suck one deep into his mouth. The wet, warm friction of his licking sent violent shudders up and down her body. She'd never felt anything so lovely in her life!
"Ohhhhhh. Uhhhhh. Yessss!" She pulled his head against her body.
She could see that for the moment Uncle Bill's eyes had been captured.
"Goddamn it to hell… you're beautiful. I keep forgetting just how beautiful you really are." Then he shook his head as if trying to awaken from a dream. "Your old man would beat the shit out of me if he knew I was even looking at you."
The thought that flashed through her mind was wild, crazy. But Jeany was drunk and her young, hot body yearned for affection. Some kind of affection. She threw her legs wider and felt the dainty pink folds bloom open.
"Eat me!" she whimpered, digging a finger down along the slippery folds. She pushed the finger up under her uncle's nose. "Ohhhhh Uncle Bill. Please eat my pussy!"
For a moment Jeany didn't know whether Bill was going to spank her or what. The moon was behind him and she couldn't see his expression. But her own naked loins were illuminated and she knew he was staring at her. The blonde curls of her pussy were plastered down with her own hot juices and the inner lining of her deft glistened. She could see her clit thumping like a tiny heart. Her uncle gave a groan of defeat. Then he stepped forward and put his big hands on her knees, opening her even wider. Jeany sank back against the hood with a happy sigh as his wet mouth began to suck on the tender white flesh of one thigh. He was only inches away from her cunt and she squirmed as his tongue lashed out against one lip, caressed the two plump swells and then dove into her seepy pussy.
"Whuuuhhhh," she babbled, twisting, making the metal under her thump as she bent it in.
"Jeany! Damn you. I shouldn't be. Goddamn, you smell like heaven!" His teeth nipped an inner cuntlip and his tongue flicked again, flicked down over the small wound in her cherry. As if he knew the exact spot, Bill pushed the tip of his tongue into the orifice and wiggled it deeper.
He was wallowing his face around now and she reached forward and grabbed his hair. Pulling him against her cunt, she ground herself into a fury of passion. The still night was shattered by her cries as she went up, up and over that final sharp edge of devastating pleasure. Bill's tongue teased the hole in her cherry again, but went back to lap her throbbing clit as her belly heaved and she grunted like an animal in heat.
For a few moments Jeany was unaware of her surroundings. Her uncle was picking her up, carrying her to the car. She was on the floorboard on her knees. Her uncle had taken his uniform pants off and was sitting there with his knees on each side of her face. Then she focused to stare at the thick spike of cockmeat bobbing a few inches away. It was the same cock she'd watched slide deep into the body of the girl with dark braids. And now her uncle wanted her to suck on it until the cum spurted into her throat. With her own passion satisfied, Jeany wasn't so sure she could bear to actually eat her uncle's cum. What would it taste like? And would it make her sick to swallow it into her stomach? She licked her lips and tried to calm her pounding heart.
"Remember our bargain," Bill smiled, petting the sides of her face. But then the radio crackled and a call came through for her uncle. He answered it in numbers Jeany didn't understand and slammed the mike back on the holder. "Looks like you got off the hook," he said shaking his head. While Uncle Bill dressed again, Jeany leaned her head out into the cool night air. Suddenly she didn't feel so hot. She didn't feel worth a damn. And before her uncle could get the patrol car turned around, she lurched out the door and leaned against a pine tree as the beer and whiskey spouted from her throat.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Lynn wasn't disappointed at all when she came to work Monday and found that her uncle's secretary was taking sick leave. Though it meant she'd have to shoulder some of Gloria's work load, it also meant she would have her uncle's undivided attention. Uncle Chad seemed in a good mood, too. Lynn couldn't help but wander if he'd fucked Gloria over the weekend. Maybe he'd worn her out completely and the poor girl had taken lean to recuperate from her boss' persistent lust. It made Lynn tingle to think such stuff.
Before she took off for lunch, Chad told her that they'd be going to show a house to some clients that afternoon and asked if she would mind working an hour late that day. Of course she wouldn't mind. And before she returned to the office, she changed clothes. Nobody had to know she was only her uncle's summer help.
As she pulled on a fresh, spring dress, Lynn thought of what her cousin Rick had done to her in the kitchen on Friday. She didn't like to dredge the memory up because it never failed to annoy her and excite her, too. Yes, she was a little hung up on him. Hung up was the perfect word. She knew that they could never bring their little romance out into the light of day. The people she knew would really put them down not to mention all their relatives. First cousins just didn't get that intimate. They kissed and that was it. Rick had a lot more in mind than just kissing. He'd done all sorts of wicked things to her and probably had more in mind. She was beginning to think he was a little perverted. How could a guy Rick's age think up so many sinful tricks to play on an unsuspecting cousin?
She couldn't seem to get those sexy thoughts out of her mind since she'd discovered what Chad had been doing with Gloria. Though he was her uncle, she hoped secretly that he thought of her as attractive and desirable. Not that he had to prove it.
The appointment with the clients went well. They liked the house she and Chad showed them and all that remained was for them to come in later that week to sign the papers. With that behind them, Chad suggested that they drive out a little farther to look at some property he was considering buying. They'd have supper later and Chad would call Lynn's parents to assure them all was well. Lynn knew that her father wouldn't be too happy except for the fact that it was his brother who was watching over her.
The old house that Chad wanted to look at was at the end of a dirt road. It had been empty for years and though it wasn't in very good shape, he insisted that it could be restored when he saw it. They went in and walked around the dusty, gloomy littered rooms. While Chad was checking something in the kitchen, Lynn wandered upstairs. It seemed as though some kids had been using the place for partying. She could almost imagine what kind of partying went on there. One bedroom was littered with empty beer bottles and the nubs of burned out candles. She went to another room and found a rumpled blanket on the floor. She could imagine the scenes that took place. She could imagine some girl getting fucked by candle light. It made the crotch of her panties go damp. She took a deep breath and hurried back downstairs.
"This place would really go fast if we fixed it up," Chad said. He was examining some plumbing and turned as they entered the kitchen. "Hey, you look flushed. You okay?"
"It's kind of hot upstairs," she laughed. "You'd better put in air conditioning too."
"I want to walk around the property," he told her.
"There's a meadow out back! I think."
Still trembling from the play of her imagination, Lynn went with her uncle. They craned an overgrown lawn and through a stand of trees. The meadow was hidden from any view of the house. It seemed far away from everything. Lynn took off her sandals and skipped trough the flowered grass.
She knew Chad was watching her. But she couldn't help but act sexy. She wanted him to notice how she was growing up. She was sure he approved of her work lately. Now she wanted him to realize that she was maturing in other ways, too. She felt competitive. If Gloria could make a good-looking man like Chad want her, couldn't she try it, too? Even if he was kin. All she wanted was a little acknowledgment. At least that's what she thought she wanted. When it got down to that part of her mind things were too blurred to really understand completely.
"You look like you belong in a meadow like this," Chad said, surprising her. She'd thought he'd be thinking of the old house and what could be done to fix it up.
"Look," she bubbled, "the grass is almost up to my knees." She tossed her red hair. Her uncle came up to her and put his hands on her shoulders.
"It's hard to think of you as my niece…"
"You mean because nieces are supposed to be little girls?"
"Something like that." His fingers were warm through the shoulders of her thin dress. Lynn was glad she'd put on a little eye shadow and just a tinge of lipstick. Chad touched her hair. His touches were not like those of an uncle to a niece anymore. She felt her breath quicken.
"Well, I guess we'd better go. Since we have to eat before we go back to…"
"I'm not hungry when I'm with you like this," he said, his fingertip tracing around her ear. A shiver of hot excitement ran through Lynn's body. Site felt her nipples swell under the skimps cups of her bra.
His fingers slipped over the fronts of her shoulders and started undoing the few buttons she'd managed to close. Then he was slipping under the top of one cup, easing the plump, firm breast out. She gave a whimper of confusion as he thumbed the nipple gently.
"Ohhhhh. Ohhhh don't do that Uncle Chad!"
"My sweet little niece. You're so ready for some real sex that you hardly know where to turn."
"Chad! Chad… noooo!" He lifted the other tit free from its cup too and began to massage the two of them. Her back was pressed up against his chest. He moved and she felt the hard jut of his cock against her bottom. Her pussy swelled, stretching the nylon crotch. She knew she was wet down there. With her nipples being rubbed like that how could she help it?
"Uhhhhh. You've got to stop, Uncle Chad."
"Let's forget the uncle part. Just call me Chad."
"But you're my uncle. And I'm your niece…"
"Yeah. That kind of makes it better in a way. Maybe you're right Lynn. My cock gets hard just thinking about having you. I've always wanted to fuck my pretty red-haired niece…"
"Nhhhooo!"
"I've kept it to myself all these years. Why stir up trouble? I knew it was impossible – knew it would never happen. But I didn't think of you growing up. That someday you'd be working for me." His fingers massaged her tits deeply and Lynn felt her knees tremble. The soles of her feet tickled in the grass. They were hot from the waves of lust that rushed through her blood. Her uncle pumped his hips against her as. She could feel the throbbing lump trapped in his pants.
"We've got to go back to the car," she said, but her voice was weak. Chad slipped a hand down deeper in her dress. It was hanging off her shoulders now, drooping at her knees. He caressed her flat belly as she whimpered for him to stop.
He knelt before her now, his pants off, shirt unbuttoned. She saw the foil package in his hand and knew what it was. Chad held it out to her.
"Why don't you put it on?" And then Lynn looked at his cock. It was huge! It was at least eight inches long and broad across the tip. She gave a little cry of despair and dropped the foil packet in the grass. Her uncle picked it up and gave it to her again.
"Ohhhh, Uncle Chad, take me home. I'm so scared!"
"There's no reason to be. I'll let you have control of everything." He motioned for her to open the packet. She tore it and pulled the soft rubber circle into her palm. It had a nipple at the tip. Lynn knew that her uncle's jizz would go there at that final moment when he was deep inside her body. Just the idea of it gave her the trembles again. He moved forward on his knees, his shaft bobbing from side to side.
"Go on and put it over the head. Roll it down."
"It's so big. I didn't know men were this big!"
"Most aren't," he said, caressing her belly. "God, I love your body."
She placed the circle over his crown and rolled it back. The latex was so thin that she could see the color of his prick showing through and the veins and bumps, too. When it was rolled back to his balls she gave him a look to see if she'd done it right.
"Perfect," he assured her, pushing a finger down into her panties again. He held her crotchband to one side as he guided the tip into the dripping folds. She gave a gasp as he rubbed the empty nipple of the reservoir back and forth over her clit. He was so hot! There was all that blood trapped in that thing. He was going to show it right up into her belly. If it fit!
But as her uncle opened his shirt and lay down on top of her, Lynn was jarred back to reality. This wasn't just some fooling around in the grass. Chad wasn't a kid trying to get a finger wet. He was going to fuck her! Her uncle!
"Nhhhooo. Let me go! Let me up!"
"Quit fighting me you little imp." He triad to kiss her but she turned her face. His big cock was shoving up the inside of one thigh. She could feel the head of it now. It was against her mound. It was feverish and smooth and her lips were sliding open around it.
"Yhhuuhh. Nhhooo. Please, Chad. Please!" She squirmed violently. Somehow she rolled Chad enough to the side that she could wriggle free. But he caught her ankle as she tried to crawl any. He dragged her back in the grass. She was suddenly wet with his kiss. In trying to jerk away from his mouth she pressed her mound into the grass. The tickle of the sharp spears against her open pussy didn't help the state of her libido any. And as he crawled up on her she felt a whole new flood of sensations. His cock pressed against her mound, but from behind. She could feel him kissing her shoulder blades, the nape of her neck. She tucked her hips down into the gram farther, hoping that the angle would be wrong.
"You sweet little cunt…" Chad cupped her breasts again and he nabbed the nipples until they poked out more firm than [missing text]. Lynn whined and tried to close her thighs. Her uncle worked his knees between her legs. She heard the delicate tissues of her pussy part for him and then he was sliding his cocktip up and down her crevice. She was about to faint. Why did it feel so good?
"I'm going to fuck you whether you want it or not," he said.
"Oh, no!"
"Oh, yes, darling girl." He grabbed her hips with both hands and pulled hard. She had to tilt her ass up. Had to. He was pulling her up onto her knees. She couldn't seem to crawl forward with him holding her like that. And then he was making her sit back in his lap, her back cradled against his muscled, warm chest. She shivered and felt so weak. He was doing something with the head of his cock. He was fitting it into her cunt.
"…Chad. Uhhhh. Ohhhh, God… I don't know what's happening to me."
"I'm putting my cock in your pussy," he breathed, getting her earlobe between his teeth. As one hand kept massaging her breasts, the other worked his cocktip into the dripping, swollen opening in her body. She knew it was happening but couldn't move a muscle. She was hypnotized by the feel of something so big stretching her muscles wide, stretching her until she couldn't believe it!
"Ohhhh. Ohhh, Chad, darling!" She was still sitting in his lap, her head lolled back on his shoulder. She felt dizzy and light. The flared ridge of his cock slipped inside her with a squishy wet sound and she gave another cry and let her body sink further. Then her hips plunged once, twice. She felt the rigid skewer of her uncle's cock spear up into her a good four inches. She was fucked! There was no escape now. She was fucked.
"I'm so frightened."
"Doesn't it feel good?"
"Oh, God in heaven. It feels…"
"Go on. Tell me. It'll make you accept things better. Tell me how it feels, Lynn."
"I-I can't." She was blushing, feeling ashamed again. "I shouldn't be here with you…"
"Tell me Lynn. Tell me everything you feel." He moved inside her and she bit her bottom lip and held her breath until the wave of hot pleasure lessened enough for her to think again.
"It… it's big. Really big. Bigger than when I did it with a guy before."
Lynn took another breath. "I can feel it. The way it's shaped. I can feel the head of it pushing in… there… like that… ohhhh!"
"Baby, baby. Tell me more!"
"It's hot! It's going in so easy! I didn't think it would. It would be so big… but it's going right in. And it doesn't hurt." She put her hand down to feel his cock. She could trace the soft wrinkled head and the rigid shaft. Then her dripping lips are stretched around the spot where it disappeared. She felt so tight there where it entered her.
"I'm going to touch it when you move again!" she gasped. "I want to feel it going in."
"Okay. Here goes…" Chad lunged his hips upwards. Her whole body was lifted with his lap but as she sank back again her fingers felt the shaft slipping past her stretched membranes. More juice dribbled out. She could feel the red curliques of her cunt hair plastered back.
"Nhhhhhhh. Uhhhh. Ohhh my clit is on fire!"
"Rub it a little for me," Chad whimpered. "I want to watch you."
"I'd be ashamed," she whined.
"I think it would be lovely to watch," he told her, forcing her finger against the bright red nubbin. She let her muscles relax, felt her insides opening for more of her uncle's cock. And as her pussy sank down around the tumid spear she lot her finger play with the tip of her clit. She could hear her uncle breathing harder as he watched her excite herself. The more she played with her sensitive button, the more he wanted to. Her hips began to pump. Then she was squirming in frantic circles as Chad's prick even more of her pussy.
"I think you can take me all," he said, feeling the glowing flesh around her opening. As she touched herself and felt him doing it, too, Lynn almost fainted with the pleasure.
"Ohhhh. I'm gonna come. I can feel it starting." And as she began to rack her hips with feverish hunger, her uncle simply held himself still. He was letting her rut on his hard cock, letting her work her self into a froth. She grunted and growled like a wild animal as her climax surged stronger and closer. And then she was bucking and wiggling and crying out in the warm hug of her uncle's arms. He kissed her back again and the nape of her neck was wet with his hot licking. It was wild getting fucked while she sat on a man's lap. Her back rubbed his hard belly as her ass danced upon the rigid shaft of her delight. She came quickly, sharply. Her ass bucked with the tremors and then she was gasping for air. Her uncle made her feel with her fingers again, feel where his cock was stuck into her. AU she felt was the hot sac where his balls hung. She had taken it all. Eight inches of smoldering cock speared into her body!
"Ohhhh, I can almost come again."
"You will," he said, kissing the side of her face. "We've only just begun."
"Chad, this is wonderful. But I'm ashamed of myself, too. I know I'll feel rotten when it's over."
"No you won't. I won't let you." She tightened her pussy, a tremor of her orgasm pulsing away after the main burst of excitement.
It was like a dream as Chad eased his cock out of her body and picked her up. He carried her across the meadow to the house. Lynn was too weak to walk. She just lay in his arms, her legs swinging, her red hair flowing down. Chad took her upstairs to one of the bedrooms in the abandoned house. He put two blankets together and got another one from his car. Then he put her down on it and began to kiss her all over her body.
After the few minutes she'd had to rest, her body seemed eager for more excitement. She gasped and writhed under his mouth as he sucked on the soft spots behind her knees, flicked his tongue in the hollow of her navel. By his soft words and loving hands, Lynn knew he was adoring her young body. He was worshipping her youth. And she loved it!
Their tangled arms and legs and Chad sucked one of her nipples as he thrust into her slowly and cased back just as slowly. Again and again she felt his shaft stab deep. The tension was building already around her clit. She gasped and rubbed his back and opened her lop in the air above his back. Then she locked them and squeezed. Every position sent new thrills jolting through her. Her senses were alive with love. She couldn't rub against him enough, couldn't kiss him enough.
"Ohhh, Chad. I'm coming! Already! I just can't seem to make it last!"
"That's all right darling."
"But you're not wearing a rubber this time."
"I'll keep from coming somehow. You go ahead."
"I'm afraid. What if you shoot your turn in my belly?"
"I promise I won't Lynn. I think I'm experienced enough to keep from getting you in trouble." Whether he could or not Lynn couldn't talk about it anymore. Her slim curvy hips were thrusting and jabbing as she tilted her pelvis to get oven more of her uncle's prick. It teased the opening to her womb. Her clit was mated flat against the hilt of his body.
"Uhhh! Ohhh! I can't think. I can't see!"
And it was true. Even her vision had gone blurry. She was a gasping, bucking animal. All she cared about was the glow of white hot pleasure that spread from the core of her body. Her belly heaved against her uncle's stomach. Their hips crashed together. She hooked her heels behind his lop and worked her pussy into a froth. The red cunt hair that fringed her slit was plastered down with juice. Her wick's mouth covered one of her breasts and then the other as his tongue flicked her engorged nipples until she cried with the pleasure she felt.
And just as she thought she was sliding over the sharp edge of ecstasy, Chad slowed and cased his big cock out of her, poising the cockhead at her cuntlips. She clutched at it with both hands, tried to pull it into her again. But her juices made it too slick to grasp.
"Chad! Fuck me! Ohhhh, hurry. Do it quick!"
"I have to take it easy baby," he breathed, kissing her face. "I don't want to spurt you full of jizz."
"Ohhhhh! I don't care any more, just fuck me!"
Her uncle looked into her eyes and then gave a groan and rammed his cock into her pussy again. Almost instantly Lynn was coming, screaming, kicking her heels in the air as the convulsive throes of joy made her young body writhe on the blanket in the dusty, abandoned room.
Chad was kissing her mouth deeply. His tongue reached up into her throat as his hips pushed her down, down. And she could feel his cocktip swelling own larger inside her. Soooo deep inside her! Her trembling fingers found his balls. She had him to the hilt and she grabbed the dick's balls and massaged them in their sac. Chad gave another agonizing groan and a shudder ran through his muscular body. She could feel the little tube swell out at the underside of his shaft. She could feel his cock going in and out of her cunt the thick cream jetted deep into her belly. "Chad! Chad… it's wonderful."
"Lynn… God. I love you."
She was crazy with happiness. To hear him say that just as he spurted her full of his cum. She was wild, she was in love as much as he was. She wanted to kiss him all over, eat his jizz as it leaked out from her spasming cunt.
She was still feeling the hot pleasure of their fucking when Chad rolled onto his side. She pulled her clasping cunt off his cock and kissed her way down his chest and body. It looked glorious! It was dark, dark purple, the head flared out a good quarter of an inch from the shaft. She took it lovingly in both hands and kissed the swollen orifice. A gush of thick cream rolled out. She realized that Chad was still coming. She began to jack the skin of his prick in an instinctive way, knowing that the up and down movement was similar to how a man fucked a woman. More cream bubbled from the tiny hole and she premed her full lips down over the slickness and drank.
"Lynn… you angel!"
"Mhhhhuuhhh," she sighed, her tongue licking the white curds from around the crown. She kept pumping and his balls seemed to be releasing even more of their store of seed. It tasted sour and good and she was happy with it in her mouth. She suckled at him like a baby, her nostrils flared, her soft eyes closed as the hot sap foamed out onto the hollow of her tongue.
Then Chad had rolled her over and was licking his own seed from her pussy. She sighed loudly as his tongue cleaned the dark, smooth lips and dug down into her folds to get out every last drop of white. She felt she could almost come again with him doing that. Maybe someday she would. Because she was certain that she and Chad were only beginning a life-long relationship. She knew she was in love. So deeply in love that she was scared and happy and a million other things, too.
"Chad, Chad," she cooed, stretching her thighs wider so that he could burrow in the musky mess of her pussy. Her red fringe of curls had been licked clean now and her uncle-lover described to her how fantastic her pussy looked.
It was angry and engorged with dark blood. The contrast of her white flesh made her cunt look like a ripe, red fruit.
"Ohhh, I feel so clean again, too," she sighed, knowing that the only cum left was what Chad had tamped deep inside her. And then her heart lurched. She'd kept from thinking about pregnancy. She hadn't wanted to spoil the naturalness, the unhindered lovemaking they'd indulged in.
"Hey, don't worry," Chad said, seeing the look in her eyes. "We'll be careful next time."
"But what if…"
"Chances are it'll be a miss." He kissed her belly. "There are only a few days when a girl can get pregnant."
"But what if…"
"Hey, quit that what if stuff." He lay down beside her and pulled her close. With his arms around her Lynn didn't care anymore. All her worries seemed to evaporate. She wished she was married to her uncle! Yes, daring and unconventional as the thought was, she really wished it. And everybody else be damned. But far the present that was impossible. At least until he got a divorce. And Lynn was sure that her uncle would start working in that direction soon. He had to love her every bit as much as she loved him.
"Chad, I'm crazy about you!" She kissed his face with adoring little smacks. He looked comfortable, happy. That was how she wanted to keep him. Comfortable and happy. And wanting her.
"When can we do it again?" she asked, touching his shaft gently. It had lost much of its hardness and was shrinking in length, too.
"I have to think. My schedule is pretty tight. And I've got to keep Betty from finding out."
"I don't know whether I can even wait a day."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Jeany had a rough two days. Since all that had happened with her Uncle Bill up at that old abandoned house, she'd been half crazy. She tried cold showers first. But being naked in a cold shower just made things worse. As soon as she stepped out of the icy spray, her thoughts would turn to sex again. And there she'd be naked as a jaybird, her body inviting her fingers to touch. Touch she would. Touch until she would lean against the sink and cry out in an agony of empty organ. It wasn't enough.
At night she turned and twisted and tried to get to sleep. She even wore gloves so that she couldn't excite herself. But before an hour would slip by, the gloves would be off, her fingertips would be dipped into ajar of cold cream and she'd be spread there on her back, both fingers massaging her cunt to a raging climax.
She thought of Bill almost all of the time. She could remember his tongue going in and out of her hole. And when she thought of that, she'd have to put a couple of fingers in to make it seem more real.
On Wednesday her folks went out to a party and said they'd be late getting home. Jeany tried to busy herself with something. She braided her blonde hair and painted her nails and toenails a dark red. Whenever she started thinking of sex she went to the kitchen and drank a cold glass of water. She was wearing a pair of tight jeans so she wouldn't be tempted to touch herself. But the denims were so tight that they kept creeping up between her cuntlips. The soft rub of her satiny underwear didn't help at all. She padded barefoot to the living room and slouched in a chair to watch some dumb program. Anything to get her mind off sex.
Rick came in from an early date and went to the kitchen. She heard him pop the top off a beer and rummage for a Mack. When he came back he slumped on the sofa and stared straight ahead.
"Anything wrong?" Jeany asked.
"Lousy date, that's all." He sipped his beer. Though she was a little scared of her brother after their tussle on the bed a week or so ago, she still felt strong affection for him. Maybe it ran in the family. Her Uncle Bill had certainly enjoyed eating her hot little cunt out.
"Would you get me a beer, too? The folks won't know."
Rick came back from the kitchen with a cold one and opened it for her. He stood there by her chair and watched her take the first sip.
"Since you turned eighteen, you sure ask a lot of questions," he said, smiling again.
"Well, a girl has to know what to expect."
"I can show you that."
"Like you did the other night," she huffed. "No thanks." She pretended to be watching the program. Rick sat on the sofa again. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. The program got dumber and dumber but Jeany tried hard to watch it. She certainly wasn't going to go upstairs and rip off her jeans and take care of business. She was going to go one night at least without bringing herself to a sobbing climax. A snore from the sofa told her that Ricky had dozed off. The program was really dumb now. She couldn't follow the story at all. Just the story in her own head. Her Uncle Bill's mouth glistening in the moonlight as he lowered it again to suck at her teen-age juices. She could remember the way her clit had looked all coated with his spit.
"Ohhhh, God help me," she breathed, looking at Rick again to make sure he was asleep. Then she unbuttoned the front of her denims. Three buttons gave her the room she needed. She slid her slender hand down the front of her panties and sank into the deep cushion of the chair. The clingy nylon was plastered to her dripping cuntlips. She peeled it away gingerly and stretched it to the side. Then she pressed a fingertip to the plump, hot lips. They parted with a wet snick and she went deep to the nub of her hunger.
Her hips began a slow up and down movement. Her ass pinched tight with the tension that built steadily. Her finger made a soft, sucking sound as she moved it forward and back, forward and back. Rubbing that hot little head of pleasure. Ohhh, God, it was the best thing in the world. The very best. But her clothing seemed to be inhibiting her tonight. She wasn't used to bringing herself off while dressed. She could usually slide into bed early and have the freedom of complete nakedness to enjoy her lust.
Puffing her fingers slowly from her panties, she got up and went to the downstairs bedroom. The blanket at the foot of the bed would be perfect. She draped it across her arm and returned to the front room. As Rick continued to more, she quickly undressed, folding her little top and her jeans in a pile beside the chair. Her tits bounced as she got snuggled in the chair again and spread the blanket around her. With it pulled up around her neck she was completely hidden from view. She'd loft her panties on, but then she often finger-fucked with her panties on.
"Ohhh. This is better!" she whispered to herself. Her fingers went eagerly to her pussy again and she pulled the crotchband aside and dug deep in the slippery folds. Her cherry had been split a little wider by Bill's tongue and she was able to get her pinky in and the next finger, too.
Spearing herself with a gentle rhythm, she massaged her clit with her thumb. Her eyes blinked heavily as the waves of pleasure flowed over her skin. She was sitting tailor fashion, her slit stretched wide for its loving.
"Ohhhhh, wow! Ohhhh, God."
Jeany closed her eyes completely and let her head lay back. The television rattled on, but she wasn't listening anymore. Her finger sucked and dipped in her pussy. She was thinking of so many nice things. A field full of cocks growing upwards. She was dressed only in a filmy gown as she pranced through them. They beat against her ankles, touched her calves. Then, on an especially big one, she squatted down. The head of it brushed her pussy open and she bent further, letting it skewer her. Throwing her head up to the sun she bounced up and down on the prick until she was crying out in the throes of orgasm.
Back in her own living room, Jeany felt her passions beat exquisitely close to final release. And then the blanket was suddenly stripped from her body. Her brother stood there before her. He hadn't been asleep at all. He was just standing there in his cowboy shirt and nothing else at all. His big cock throbbed up and down. It wasn't as big as her uncle's, but it was big!
"Ricky! What are you doing?"
"I was going to ask you the same question," he said, falling onto his knees before her. She tried to push her way out of the chair but her muscles were weak and trembling from the things she'd been doing. Rick shoved her back and grabbed her panties. He had them off in a blink, muffled them against his mouth and nose.
"It's been just waiting to happen," he said, looking at her cunt. Then he grabbed her knees and pushed them wide. His face sank into her steamy wetness and Jeany cried out and squirmed with panic. In less than a minute her frantic cries had turned to gasping moans. Her brother's tongue knew more about her than she did herself!
"Ricky, we can't! Ohhhh, God! We just can't!"
"Shhh," he soothed, licking her with furious, loud swath of his tongue.
She felt herself slipping down into the chair. Her lap were up over the tops of her brother's shoulders.
"I… I…" Jeany's mind spun. "I've been so hot lately. I can't keep my fingers out of myself." She blushed as she said this, but Rick believed her and that was all that mattered. She couldn't ever toil him that Uncle Bill had done that to her with his tongue on the hood of his petrol car.
"I've been wanting you so bad lately." Rick said, his fingers dosing around her tits. "So what if we are brother and sister. If we want to bring pleasure to each other, it doesn't matter."
"It does too matter," Jeany protested but then Rick was teasing her clit with his tongue again and she squirmed half sideways in the chair as the storm of radiant pleasure choked off her words.
"Come on. Let's fuck."
"Nhhhooo!"
Rick pulled her up and pushed her down across the sofa. She struggled to get away but he fell on top of her and wiggled his hips between her thighs. She beat against his chest and tossed her head but his strong hands gouged her thighs apart and she felt the head of his cock pressing her clit. It was as hot as she was.
But she managed to slip a knee between his thighs and bring it up. She felt his balls being flattened up against his body and Rick had to roll to the side. She was scrambling up over the back of the sofa when he dragged her back.
"Okay, if that's the way you want it."
He had his belt loose from his jeans and was wrapping it around her wrists. He bound them behind her narrow back and tested the job to make sure she couldn't wiggle a hand free.
"Oh, God, noo."
He picked her up and carried her in his arms, her blonde braids flailing. He went upstairs and into his bedroom. Jeany knew that when he went back downstairs he was going to clean up all the evidence. Her panties and clothes would be placed in her bedroom and the door closed as if she were asleep. Her folks never disturbed her when the door was closed. But she wouldn't be in her bed at all! She'd be tied in her brother's room, her body naked.
Rick closed the door, turned off the light and flicked on his hi-fi. A soft, mood piece played as he lit a candle. It reminded Jeany of that night up by Rollinsville when she'd watched Uncle em fuck that strange girl on a blanket.
"You know this can't happen," she told her brother. He peeled off his shirt so that he was completely naked now. She watched him rub the skin of his cock until it lengthened again. She writhed on the bed, gasping to be let go.
He positioned her on the edge of the bed and made her hook her knees over his shoulders. The position frightened Jeany. It made the outer lips of her blonde-fringed pussy stretch wide. She was completely vulnerable to her brother now and he knew it. With her hands tied under her back like that she could only whine and give him helpless looks. He stood on the rug, leaning forward across her nakedness. His cock grazed her slit and she felt it picking up her dripping juices. Then he placed the engorged head against her cherry. Jeany began to sob.
"I'm still a virgin, Rick! I've never done it with a guy before."
"Why not me for the first one?" ho smiled, caressing the plump lips of her cunt. His foreskin slipped back to expose the rest of his pricktip. He leaned forward a little more and her membrane stretched up into her. Then he bent down to lick her tits. With her body in that position his tongue was terribly naughty things to her nipples. She couldn't believe how excited that made her get. She was quickly returning to the state she'd fingered herself into earlier. Try as she might to control her passion, Rick's tongue cut through what little resistance she could muster. She toned her had and sobbed for him to stop.
"I'll let you toil me when you want it," he breathed opening his lips again to suck one of her breast sweetly between his teeth. She felt the nipple slipping in, felt him bite it. She wallowed her chest frantically, overcome with the rush of sharp pleasure that she felt. Her voice was a trill of little whimpers. The delicate flesh that was so swollen between her cuntlips had swollen even more. It actually hugged the surface of her brother's glans, wetting it with lubrication. She tried to keep her hips still, but the way Rick was leaning forward he was only touching her at two places. Her tit and her cunt. She could see his muscled belly heaving as he sucked the other breast into his mouth and continued to rock his cocktip against her half-torn cherry.
"Whuuuhhh… ohhhh, I don't know what's happening to me!" Ricky kissed her neck.
"You will in a second," he gasped, "and you'll love it. You'll die for more of it when I'm through."
"Ohhhhh, Ricky," she cried, jerking her arms. Her brother's belt only tightened around her wrists and she knew that she would have to let him have her. He was going to fuck her. Her own brother would be sliding his cock into her belly!
"Nhhhoooo… ohhhh, we'll go to hell for this."
"It sure will be fun getting there," Rick whispered, gnawing on her earlobe until the jolts of pleasure left her breathless again.
"It's hurting. I can feel myself being torn."
"I told you I won't fuck you till you beg for it." He eased his cock up her slit until she felt her clit being rubbed by the spongy-smooth thing. Now her hips lurched more violently. She knew that her hole wasn't endangered. At least not for the moment. And that little nub of sensitivity just had to be scratched. It was tingling with an itch of maddening pleasure.
"You… ohhhh, shit," she cried, her slim hips plunging now as her brother pressed his glans against her clit. The juices spilled from her crevice, dripped down her crack. Her nipples had turned hard and throbbing. They jutted up like small fingers begging to be sucked. Rick noticed and turned his attention to them once again. As he pulled one deep into his mouth Jeany squealed with the consuming joy that pulsed through her steadily now. She was a writhing, squirming animal, wanting more affection and even more!
"I'm getting so hot I feel crazy. Like I don't care about anything anymore."
"Yeah, darling sister… yeah…"
"Oh, Ricky, aren't you afraid?"
"Not a damned bit," he groaned, holding her face between his palms while he kissed her. He kissed her again.
And now she was full of throbbing hot cock. Her brother's cock!
"Ohhhhhh, Ricky! It's wonderful… wonderful!"
Though the belt binding her wrists did hurt a little, she found that it added to hot excitement. She really felt helpless under her brother's driving hips. He was taking her without her having any say at all.
Yes, she was bleeding but it was so good to have her brother's cock sliding in and out. How could it fit so easily? It was tight, yes. But her buttery juices were making up for the close fit. She plunged her ass around in jerky circles as he rutted deep against her womb. Her legs were still hooked over her brother's shoulders, stretching her so helplessly that she wondered if her hot little cunt would ever be the same after this.
Then her brother did something strange. He eased his cock out of her hole, teased her clit with the head of it and stood up. She was hanging off the edge of the mattress, both feet kicking in the air, bottom working up and down. Once more Jeany tried to jerk her hands free but the belt held.
"Ricky, what's wrong?" She was panting so hard she could barely speak.
"Just wanted to sac how much you're enjoying yourself," he said. The glow from the candle made his cock glisten. She plunged her ass again and heard the wet snick of her petals opening and closing.
Ricky got down on the rug at her feet and lay back, hands under his head. He had a mischievous look in his eyes. But his cock had lost none of its rigidity. And that stiffness, that length made Jeany lick her lips. As perverse as her brother's game might be, she had to have it again. She rolled over onto her belly and wiggled off the bed onto her knees. Then she lurched across the rug as best she could, to where her brother waited. His cock was up along his belly, stuck there with the hot juice she'd swathed him with.
"That's the way sister," he teased, "come and get it."
"Damn you…" she muttered, almost falling. If she did, she wouldn't be able to catch herself. But she managed to straddle his body and slide her belly up along his. Then he grabbed her by both pigtails and pulled her dripping mouth down against his.
"Mmuuhhhh!" she gasped, nostrils flared with lust. She pumped her hot pussy against his cock uselessly. There was no way she could put it inside her with her hands tied.
"You really like to fuck now, don't you?"
"God yessss! Help me Rickeeee!" She kissed his mouth savagely, mashing her breasts down against his chest. She wallowed them back and forth, hoping that the tumid state of her nipples would excite him. Her crevice was opened around the hot shaft of his cock. But she could only rub up and down against it as it clung to her brother's belly. She couldn't get the angle right for it to slip inside her.
"Baby, baby," he breathed, kissing her again.
"Ohhhh. Put it in me! Put it in me or I'll die!"
"What if I untied your hands?"
"Oh, do! Please turn me loose!"
"Would you suck me first?"
"I'll do anything," she cried, jerking at the belt again. Rick unbuckled it for her and she grabbed his cock with a moan of hunger. She was so wild now that the head of it pushed into the back of her throat before she knew what she was doing. She gagged and her stomach bucked but she pulled her tongue along the tender underside until she heard Ricky grunt with pleasure.
Then she was grabbing it with both hands at the base. It was so slippery with cunt juice and saliva that she had to grasp it hard. She worked her plunging cunt up so she could place the bulging head against her newly speared hole. With a suck his prick went into her and she gave a shuddering sigh and let her head flop to the side. She was a squirming, dancing nymph astride his wonderful cock! She arched her back and sat up straight, knees bent at his sides as she squirmed her way down onto it. Then she felt his balls pressing against her mound and knew that she had him good and deep. The look on Ricky's face was one of absolute joy. And it occurred to Jeany that part of fucking was knowing that the other person was getting off good too.
"Ohhhhhh. Goddamn. Ohhhh, Rickeeee. I'm coming! I don't want to. I want it to last!"
"God, me, too. Ohhhhhh, sweet sister! Kiss me, baby, kiss me!" He grabbed her and pulled her down against him as her trim ass bobbed and squirmed. The tot, wet sound of their fucking was wonderful. She closed her eyes and plunged so that that rigid thing went deep and came out again. Once it slipped away from her hole and she had to fumble with both hands to find it and put it back. But then she was sliding backwards again, her lap stretched out straight now, closed tightly between her brother's thighs. She could really make her pussy tight like that and knew by Rick's breathing that it was tearing him up.
She tightened her thighs even harder, closing her velvet soft tube down around him until he was gasping for air, his fingers digging into the flesh of her ass. She fucked him like she might never fuck again. She fucked him so hard that at last he hooked his legs up around hers. Ricky came with a growl, his mouth searching and finding her own. Then she was jerking, crying, climaxing with hot jolts of breathless pleasure. They rolled over and over on the rug, Ricky gaining the top now so he could throw her thighs wide and press his spurting glans up against her womb.
"Ahhhhh! Yuuhhhh," she cried, not caring that he was biting her tit.
"Ohhhh, fuck!"
"Harder. Do it harder!"
"…feels like I'm coming a quart," he babbled, getting her ear between his teeth. They wrestled and fought until exhaustion overcame their hot excitement Jeany lay there for a long time with her pussy still spasming tightly around the thick hilt of her brother's penis. Then he wilted and dipped out.
"Do you want to go back to your room?" he asked after a long while.
"Yet I'd better…"
"But what?"
She looked down at her trembling hands. "I want you to came with me. I want you to fuck me again. And maybe again and again and…" He crushed her in his arms and Jeany closed her eyes and kissed Rick's muscled chest. God she was happy!



CHAPTER NINE


Lynn had been half out of her mind from the rumors. A month had passed since her Uncle Chad had seduced her in the old house up in Rollinsville. For awhile she'd gone along in a dream world, thinking that he loved her and her only. But Chad had never intended to make her his only love. He was still fucking his secretary whenever he got the chance. And Gloria gave him that chance as often as she dared. Lynn pretended not to notice for awhile, hoping she could win her uncle over by sheer devotion and attention to details. Details like the way she sucked his cock. She'd learned exactly how he liked it and applied herself vigorously to improving her performance each time. Chad was very appreciative. Appreciative enough to open her a charge account at a local clothing store and upping her salary. Not to mention the fact that his little red sports car was as good as hers. But still he went on doing what he wanted. With whomever he wanted. So Lynn had already been dragged a little when she first heard the rumors.
The first one was that her cousin Jeany had moved into her brother's bed. Lynn had gotten this from a friend of Jeany's. Apparently the young nymph had been so overjoyed of late that she hadn't been able to contain he happiness. She'd spilled same juicy details to a trusted friend. But that friend hadn't been able to keep it to herself either. By the time it got to Lynn she guessed that half the town knew about it. It would account for the fact that Ricky hadn't so much as called her in weeks. Why should he want to hunt up his cousin when he could fuck his pretty, young sister any time he wanted. They even had adjoining bedrooms, Lynn remembered. How convenient! But that was only the first rumor. The second really knocked her out. It came from Bonita Wellington, a lanky, sophisticated girl who often wore black hair in braids. Bonita had been a friend of Lynn's for some time. And she swore one night when they were in a confidential mood that she'd witnessed the deflowering of Jeany on the hood of Bill Caruther's patrol car. He'd done it with his tongue!
Bill was her uncle, too, and it bothered her that the family was getting so loose. Or perhaps tight was the better ward. Jeany doing it with her brother and uncle, too. The irony was that Lynn was no better. She hadn't gotten so tainted that she'd matched Jeany. But maybe that was only because she didn't have a brother to try it with. She felt hypocritical toward her young sexy cousin for her incestuous explorations. Yet she couldn't help but feel that something had to be done. Lynn made up her mind to change.
She went to confession for the first time in months. Of course she didn't dare tell the priest all that was on her mind. But just going through the motions seemed to help her conscience. She swore to herself that she'd never so much as touch her cousin Ricky again. Nor would she indulge in any more sex with Chad. If he chose to fire her and take any of her goodies, that was up to him. Of course she knew he wouldn't. Chad just wasn't that kind of a guy. He'd given her the job because she could do the work, not so he could have sex with her. Anyhow, Gloria seemed to be taking care of his needs just fine.
Lynn congratulated herself for being so strong-willed. Then she made a vow to talk to Jeany. And maybe her Uncle Bill, too. As a protector of the community, he of all persons should try to lead a moral life. The thought of him playing around with her blonde cousin made Lynn tremble. Partly from revulsion, mostly from excitement. But she pushed those lust-born thoughts into the back of her mind and vowed again to clean the family up. She was shocked to learn that Jeany was out of town for the weekend. And more shocked later when she found that Uncle Bill had the weekend off himself. Of course both had arranged things so it seemed like an innocent coincidence. Jeany was supposedly staying with a friend in a cabin in the National Forest a hundred miles to the north. Bill was just gone. Out of town. Fishing, some acquaintance had suggested.
Lynn packed a suitcase and told her folks she was going to drive to Rollinsville to visit a friend. She wasn't sure she'd be able to find Jeany. But she could follow up the cabin story first. Because Jeany did have a friend who invited her to a cabin two or three times a year. Why couldn't that same friend let the girl use the cabin by herself? Jeany was just clever enough to get all the lurid details worked out so no one would suspect that she might be meeting a lover. It made Lynn shiver to think that the lover could be Uncle Bill. Bill was in his thirties and so big that it was almost unbelievable that he could even make love to a child like Jeany. But then Lynn hadn't really seen his cock. She'd only seen the swelling in the crotch of his uniform. And if his cock matched the rest of him. Lynn trembled again as she left the town limits and drove towards Rollinsville.
It was so far fetched, her Uncle Bill meeting Jeany for a secret tryst. Jeany was not even dry behind her… Well, she certainly wasn't old enough to realize what kind of trouble she was playing with. But then Lynn knew she might be jumping to conclusions. But Bonita had claimed to have seen the youngster getting her hot little want eaten on the hood of that patrol car. The more Lynn thought about it the hotter she became. But then remembering her newly sworn vows to clean up her act, she scolded herself and said a little prayer for guidance.
When she reached Rollinsville she stopped only long enough to gas up and buy some food to take with her to the woods. The sun was almost down by the time she reached the National Forest. She'd been to the cabin once herself but it took her a little while to remember the exact road to turn off on. After a half-hour of driving she recognized the spot and started climbing up a rutted dirt road. The cabin was act among some privately owned residences.
Lights were on in a few cabins as she passed. At the top of the road she saw the cabin Jeany had told her parents she was going to with her friend. But the car in the driveway didn't belong to Jeany's girl friend's parents. Lynn's heart jumped when she saw the big red lights on top of the car. Not only was Bill carrying on an affair with a girl, but he was using an official car to do it.
Lynn shock and outrage was overshadowed only by a strange and unexplained excitement. Again she had images flashing through her mind. Images that she tried to keep from thinking about Bill, his cock big and heavy. Jeany, lap open, receptive.
Now that she was here, what should she do? Was she going to play the part of the outraged do-gooder. Was she going to try and right this moral wrong? After she herself had slipped so deeply into the lusty pleasures of incest.
"Oh, God, it would be hard to resist Rick if he really wanted me again. And Chad… he can drive me crazy with just one touch." She let her whisper die any on the wind. She was out of the car, looking up at the lights of the cabin. Without knowing what she meant to do she put one foot in front of the other and started off.
There was a light on in the main room. A fire was going. She stepped close, pressed her body against the house and inched over. When she looked around she quickly closed her eyes and jerked back again. For a moment she wondered if her over worked imagination had caused her to hallucinate. But when she looked spin she knew that what she saw was real.
Her pretty blonde cousin was lying in the middle of a big bear rug. She was naked. Bill stood nearby with a camera. But Lynn's real shock came when another man tapped into view. It was Chad! Again her heart almost stopped. She was sure she was seeing things. Not Chad, surely not Chad! Both her uncles up here with their nieces. It was sickening. All they needed was Jeany's dad and Lynn's father to make it a happy family reunion. And now Lynn remembered bow Chad and Bill had always been the black sheep of the four brothers. They were certainly proving it tonight.
"But I can't believe that Chad would come up here with Bill." She felt her own cunt dampen. She still had a strong feeling for Chad despite her new vow of chastity. There in that room he was stripped to a jock strap. His big cock bulged like it was already half hard. Both brothers were well muscled physical specimens, handsome, more than just hung. And this parade of male bodies around the bear rug had obviously made poor Jeany a little drunk with passion. She gave a wet-lipped smile as another flash brightened the room. Chad said something to her and she nodded shyly and put a hand to her cuntlips. Lynn gasped as she saw her cousin curl a middle finger under and push it into the mushy pink wetness of her lips. Jeany's eyes closed as she worked deeper. Bill said something then and handed the camera to Chad. Two more shots were quickly taken while Jeany finger-fucked herself slowly, methodically. But Lynn could see that the girl wasn't just doing it for the camera. She was enjoying it, enjoying the attention of the big men who leered and admired her. Jeany had become transformed.
More words were being spoken. But Lynn couldn't hear. She saw that the window was open a fraction of an inch. She picked up a stick from the ground, wedged it under the frame and pried slowly upwards. The window parted an inch and she knelt down so she could look and hear, too.
"Hey, sweetheart, why don't you come over here and give your Uncle Bill some loving."
"Bill, we brought this little angel up here to give her as much pleasure as possible. Maybe we should do just that, what do you think?"
"Man, that sure sounds good to me."
Lynn trembled as she watched Bill sit in a chair and signal for Jeany to crawl over to him. Eyes heavy, the young blonde pulled her finger from her cunt and nodded. She came eagerly like a puppy. Then as Bill petted the sides of her face, Jeany nuzzled hungrily against his throbbing cock and balls. It looked like a small skyscraper there by her face. Lynn could hardly believe the avid moans as her cousin pressed her nose and chin against the underside of his prick. But that wasn't anything competed to what happened next. Jeany suddenly flicked her tongue out to wet the plump lobes at the tip. She started to cry as if she we half mad, licking and sucking her lips around the smooth, darkened giant. And behind her Chad was pulling off his jockey strap. His cock bobbed up. It wasn't as big as his brother's, but it was a beautiful thing. Lynn knew. She'd had it deep in her belly, plunging, fucking. Chad got down on his knees and advanced on Jeany from behind. Lynn wanted to close her eyes, wanted to run. But she stayed to watch.
"Uhhh! So big and hard…!" Jeany gasped. She felt high. It wasn't just the whiskey the two men had fed her. It was something else. The pounding lust that filled the room of the cabin. Her Uncle Bill's fingers on the sides of her face as she lapped his knob with her hot, dripping lips. She had never known how wonderful it could be to suck a man's cock. It had taken her a few times to really get into it. But now she didn't see how she could go more than a day or two without having one to nurse on. They were so stiff and yet so soft, too! The spongy, velvet head of Bill's prick pushed in when she put the point of her tongue against it. But underneath there was the rigid, blood engorged core. That was what made them slide into a girl's body so easily. They were like some tough old root covered with softness so that the female wouldn't be injured. Jeany rose on her knees and curved her lips all the way over Bill's giant [missing text]. Then as she sucked it into the roof of her mouth she looked up at him with big blue eyes.
"Baby! Baby!"
"Mmmmmmnnuuhh," she moaned. Chad had just touched her from behind. She was squatting on her knees, ass lifted slightly. Chad made her lift it more and pushed his cock under her belly. He dragged the top of it back across her dripping slit, then kissed her back. She had never been touched by two men at the same time. The sensation set off dazzling trembles of pleasure that ran through her belly and down the insides of both thighs. A fresh flood of juices drenched Chad's cock. He premed it up hard against her crevice and fucked slowly back and forth. The slippery sound of her pussy sucking around the top of his shaft made her tremble again. Her Uncle Bill had lifted his hips, forcing his cock into her throat. She tried to squirm back to keep from choking but when she did she realized that Chad was holding his cock against her hole. With Bill fucking her mouth so deeply she had to tower herself on her other uncle's feverish prick. It went into her hole with a wet sound and her toes fanned out from the excitement. She had two cocks in her body now and the realization made her shake with delirious passion.
"Mhhhhh!"
"Ohh, God, she's good," Chad breathed, kissing her back again. Bill leaned back.
"Yeah! Yeah… good."
"God, she's even tighter than Lynn."
"Hey did you hear something?" Bill said. Jeany had been in a dream world, her tongue pumping against the underside of her cop uncle's cock. But now he was puffing her mouth away getting up. And Chad's lovely hard shaft had slipped from her feverish pussy. They let her crumple into the fur of the bear rug. They went to the door. There was a cry from outside, a girl's cry. And though Jeany was drugged with the sex and booze, her uncles had pushed on her she could focus well enough to see that there was a fourth person being brought into the worn. It was her cousin Lynn!
"Nooo! Let me go!" Lynn tried to bite her uncle's arm. But her other uncle, Chad, had his arms around her middle and pushed her down onto the floor. They were stripping off her clothing while her cousin looked on as if in a trance. She struggled more violently, but fingers hooked over her jeans and panties and she felt them sliding over her ass.
"Relax, Lynn," Chad soothed, a hand sliding up to cover one of her big breasts. He massaged it as she fought him. But a weakness was coming over her body. Her panties had been sopping. By the time the two big men got out of the house and caught her on her way back to the car. That was why she hadn't been able to escape. She'd been so worked up watching what was happening to her cousin that she'd almost fainted outside the window. And now they were stripping off the last of her clothing, pushing her down on the rug beside Jeany.
"Let me go, let me go!"
"Let's show her what a good time we're having," Chad said to Jeany.
"God, Lynn, what are you doing here?" Jeany said instead. Lynn gave her cousin a look of dismay and tried to get up to run. Chad caught her and bent her arms behind her back. He held her like that as Bill came across. He pushed his cock up against her belly. She looked down at that thing with wide, frightened eyes.
"Noooo!"
"Oh, yes, baby, Chad has told me all about you."
As Chad held her arms behind her, one arm circled around her waist so she couldn't collapse, Bill pressed his big cock under her mound and began to prod with his cockhead. She tried to pull her hips back but Chad was putting his own cock against her asshole. She jerked and squirmed, not knowing what to do next. And then the outsized knob of Bill's cocktip found the depression whore her hale began. With a lunge he brought her up on tip-toes.
Lynn lot her mouth fall open, let the drool spill down her chin. She'd never felt anything so big in her life!
"Lynn, are you all right?" Jeany whimpered, crawling towards her.
"Why don't you help me? Go run for help!"
"It's fun, Lynn, really it is. And Uncle Bill and Uncle Chad have bean ma sweet to me. They each gave me a hundred dollars just to spend the night here." She got shakily to her feet and tilted her head. "Heck, I'd stay a month if I could."
Lynn had the distinct impression that her cousin had lost her mind. But she couldn't think of that. She was being penetrated deeply now by Chad from behind. Her tight little ass opened up easily as her uncle's cock rammed deeply between the plump halves other bottom. And each thrust drove her forward onto the hot spike of Bill's throbbing cock. Her feet were just barely touching the floor now as each uncle prodded and fucked. She was sandwiched between their muscular, hot bodies. Theft arms encircled her, caressed her. Chad kissed the sensitive nape of her neck while Bill pushed his tongue halfway down her throat. The two men had become excited by her own weakness. She had stopped trying to escape now. She was wiggling, caught on their cocks. And the more she wiggled, the more intensely she felt the pulsing, devastating pleasure. Until at last Chad let her arms go and she circled them around Bill's neck and pumped her curvy ass savagely. The whole lower part of her body felt choked with cock!
"Ohhh! God… ohhh, help me somebody!"
She was kicking, wriggling between her captors as their cocks slid in and out of her dripping orifices. Her tits were flattened against Bill's chest. Chad held her hips with both hands as he speared his cock into her ass again and again.
"Isn't it nice?" Jeany said, standing nearby as if to console her. Lynn was too far gone to talk now. Despite her efforts to fight her uncles, she was very close to coming. She could feel their own muscles tense as they, too, drew near. It was the slick, tight holes of her body that made them like that. They were gasping and groaning and fucking her. A wave of hot pleasure spread around her clit and then focused inwards on the swollen nubbin. With a jerk she climaxed, her hips plunging, body twitching on the spurting cocks that filled both her holes with thick cream now.
"Oh, wow!" squealed Jeany, "you look beautiful Lynn. All stuck between these guys!"
Her cousin's words echoed in her head as she gave a shuddering moan and let the spans of joy pound through her. Hot strings of cum dripped down both her legs. She felt a puddle growing around the spot where she touched her toes to the floor. The hot sap was squirting from the edges of her ass and her pussy too as her uncles kissed and rubbed and felt of her young, eager body. So much for my new life of chastity, Lynn thought, her head drooping heavily to one side as another throe burst through her. Then the room swirled and her uncles were lowering her to the rug, puffing their cocks from her body. And as she drowsed there, she was dimly aware of her younger cousin on her back near the fireplace. Jeany was whining with lust. Fingering herself and begging for an uncle, any uncle to come to her. And before Lynn could nod off into a drowsy sleep, she heard the blonde nymph's happy cry as a hot cock rammed into her teenaged body. Chad was doing the ramming.
"Hey sweet darling," Bill said pressing his half-soft cock up against her chin. "Why don't you nurse on this while you rest?" Without so much as a second thought, Lynn opened her lips and let her uncle push the head of his cock inside. It was smeared with her own musky juices and she licked them off and closed her eyes and sighed. So it was incest. So she really didn't give a damn any more.
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